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NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS

Editor ** SCRIBNER'S " Dear Sl We are just Iin receipt of a o unication si n d by the ?aml;l]l.it:rhﬂﬂ:r::
? ] at Camps MacArthur, Logan, Bowie, Travis, Pike, and Doniphan, stating that thern
Rt i\venue I“, S Strent in these camps a demand for **Scribner's," which is far in excess of the copies received
New York, N. Y. through the Burleson '* one-cent " privilege. It is very desirable that more copies of
* Seribner's "' reach them promptly from the original subscribers, The need is urgent.

Joseph L. Wheeler, A ssistant to the Director, American Library Association.

The June SCRIBNER

Phases of the World War

BRITISH WAR PICTURES. Nine of the lithographs by British artists,
working in unison to record aspects of the great war, are reproduced by
special permission — Brangwyn, Clausen, Muirhead Bone, Rothenslein,
and others.

(This set of lithographs was presented to the Harvard Club of New York by members of
Cambridge University, England).

CAPTAIN JACQUES ROUVIER, of the French Military Mission, tells
of the war game—** How a Great Battle Is Planned and Fought.”

“A GAS ATTACK.,” described by Emmanuel Bourcier, of the French
army, a writer of distinction, who has seen service in Africa, China, and
this war. He has been an instructor in Liaison work in American camps.

GERMAN-AMERICAN ACTIVITIES IN THE WEST are discussed
in Meredith Nicholson's paper * The Spirit of the West.”

WAR FICTION:

“COONSKIN CAPS,” by Mary Synon —a story of a conviet who
made good in the war,

“DUTY FIRST,” a naval story by Harriet Welles (the wife of a
naval officer).

A POEM FOR THESE DAYS —“The Young Dead,” by Mazwell
Struthers Burl.

EDMOND GENET, the young American aviator killed while fighting,
is described in the Point of View.

OTHER FEATURES:

The new way of seeing Yellowstone Parlk by Motor, described by Charles J. Belden. With
many pictures.

Another Hugo Brill detective story, “ A Tune in the Dark,” by Hansell Crenshaw.
“Hoarded Assets,”” by Raymond Spears,” a story of the Mississippi.

“To the Beginning of This Day,"” a love story by Meredith Harding.

“A Runaway Woman,” the Louis Dodge serial.

Judge Robert Grant tells of the dangers the third generation face with inherited wealth.

One of the last poems of Madison Cawein, ““ The Child in the House.”

Mrs. Schuyler Van Rensselaer discusses  Nature's Debt to Art ™ in the Field of Art.

The Yellowstone Falls in jull color, made from a Lumiére plate, is the Frontispiece.

m ARE YOU USING Scribner’s Fifth Avenue Section? See page 24 for calendar
| current Art Exhibitions
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MAGAZINE NOTES

Louis DODGE’S SERIAL, “A RUNAWAY WOMAN"”

[“’Hi\'[‘ IHAS HAPPENED UP TO THIS NUMBER]

the eyes shaded by heavy lashes,” sitting at a second-story window looking down upon a mean

street. For two years she bad lived with Herkimer in this ane room, and she was tired and
meant to escape from it. Herkimer had married her when she was seventeen and had taken her
out of a factory. She knew little of his life or occupation. He was older than Susan by a score of
years, a pronounced scar across one jaw, nervously alert.  Susan had been considering for more than
a year the idea of running away. One morning she slipped out on her great adventure. The wan-
derings brought her in contact with many of the simple people in the country. She came to a brook,
swollen by heavy rains, one day, and a piercing cry led her to discover a young horse held in the
treacherous clutch of the quicksands. Susan pacified the animal by throwing him bunches of grass;
night fell, and she clambered into a shelf of the rocks and went to sleep. In the early morning she
heard a low breathing on the shelf below, and to her outcry a voice responded * Hello, the upper
berth!" Thus she met the real hero of the story, Coot Mann, a blue-eved gentleman vagabond.
He produced a package of salt, a tin can, and some coffee, caught a few fish from the stream, and
together they prepared breakfast on a heap of rock. This unconventional breakfast—and the res-
cue of the horse (with the aid of some passing caravaners) later in the day—rapidly revealed Mann
to Susan as a whimsical character fleeing from his uncongenial task as a railway auditor. Susan
herself is & mystery to his more sophisticated mind.

r I YHE first chapter introduces Susan Herkimer, a woman of “delicacy of color and sombreness of

MARY R.S. ANDREWS has a brother, new detective, Hugo Brill. Joel Chandler
Rev. Herbert Shipman, of New York, and Harris was a friend and neighbor.
an only child, Capt. Paul Andrews, hoth
in the Army. Her most famous story is =~ The five war poems are by G. E.
“The Perfect Tribute.” WOODBERRY, a distjnguished poet and
essayist; DON C. SEITZ, business mana-
EDMOND GENET was a young ger of the New York World; MARGA-
American, a direct descendant of “Citi- RET BELL MERRILL, a Wellesley
zen” Genet, famous in French and woman; BLANCHE OLIN TWISS, wife
American history. See the note at the of an Ohio educator: C. GOUVERNEUR
head of the Letters. HOFFMAN, a Harvard and Oxford man,

EDWARD C. VENABLE, author of 1°% I the Royal Flying Corps.
“ Pierre Vinton,”' is now in an aviation C. L. GIBSON, M.D., major Medical

training camp. Reserve Corps, is one of New York’s most
MEREDITH NICHOLSON is an Indi. distinguished physicians and surgeons.
ana novelist, essayist, poet. L. ALLEN HARKER is an English

CAPTAIN R. HUGH KNYVETT js Writer whose stories of and about chil-
a member of the famous Anzac Scouts dren have won her wide fame.

J.m:.l‘ au}hoapl Over There’ with the ELIZA MORGAN SWIFT lives in
Australians. ;
Colorado. Many readers will recall her
THOMAS JEFFRIES BETTS isa grad- poem, “The Village Central.”
uate of the University of Virginia, and b
now Lieutenant Betts,} C. A. O.gR. @5 LOUIS DODGE is the author of several
novels. His home is in St. Louis.
HOWARD CROSBY BUTLER, of
Princeton University, made the notable The author of the two Points of View,
discoveries in Sardis. Fatalism” and “‘Coquetterie,” is
CAPTAIN JACQUES ROUVIER, of the
HANSELL CRENSHAW is a physi- French Military Mission to the United
cian of Atlanta, Ga., who has invented a States. —
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This Sterling Silver Tea Service is
but one of a comprehensive collect-
ion not excelled on this continent

An assortment of Photographs with full
descriptions upon request.
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illustrating and pricin
Wedding and other Gifts
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WHY MARRY?

HEN Jesse Lynch Williams first
W asked this question his comedy
was called “And So They Were
Married.” Three years later, when it be-
gan its phenomenal run in New York, it
was rechristened “ Why Marry ?”

A new edition of the play under the
new title has just been published.

“Why Marry?” bids fair to be the
great American comedy. John Corbin
calls it “the best comedy of this or any
year,” and the Metropolitan press de-
clared unanimously that Williams “out-
Shawed Bernard Shaw.” But “Why
Marry ?"’ has a human quality not found
in the whole range of Shavian comedy.
T. Alexander Pierce, in a special article in
The Tribune, said: * The first act will take
very high rank in American drama. Its
dialogue, comedy, cumulative growth,
and perfect attunement to its audience
make it easily superior to any single act
of Shaw’s.”

This enthusiastic reception has abun-
dantly fulfilled Clayton Hamilton’s proph-
ecy when he wrote in 1916 that *“some
time or other one of our commercial man-
agers will make money with this play, and
when this time has come the manager will
be lauded in the Sunday papers for his
critical discernment.”

A WAR NOVEL THAT SET PARIS
TALKING

ENE BOYLESVE’S novel “Tu
R n’es plus rien”—translated under
the title ““ You No Longer Count”
—enjoyed great celebrity in Paris from
the instant of publication, but in America
a few weeks ago it was practically un-
known and there were only two copies on
this side of the Atlantic. One had been
sent to Professor Brander Matthews, and
he brought it to the publishers as quite
the most remarkable book that had come
to his attention. That same day Pro-
fessor Erskine of Columbia introduced a
young student who had the other copy
and wished to translate it. Professor

Jesse Lynch Williams.

Erskine is an enthusiastic admirer of the
story, which is very unique. One thing
about it is altogether unexpected in a
French novel; for, as Brander Matthews
remarked, ‘‘ Who ever heard of married
people in a French novel being very
much in love?” But, of course, that is
only a 'detail; the story is a remarkable
revelation of the war and its effects on
the individual through the experiences of
a young French widow.

WAR LETTERS OF EDMOND GENET

DMOND GENET, American avi-
E ator, was the first American to fall

in France after our declaration of
war; he was also the great-grandson of
Edmond Charles Clinton Genet, first
minister from the French Republic to
the United States. His letters, written
when he was with the Foreign Legion

and the Lafayette Escadrille, will soon
be published.

ABOUT “THE EARTHQUAKE”

i OU have written a sane and sensible
book on the most pressing subject
before the American people to-day.

It is a most effective presentation of the

war situation as it touches men and

(Continued on page 8 )

6



Columbla

F it's snappy, catchy music that

you want to hear again and
then some more — it's surely on
a Columbia Record.

That tantalizing tune you whis-
| tled for a week before you got the
! name—it's on a Columbia Record.

Columbia Grafonelas are priced
at $18 to $250
Periad designs up to $2100
Prices in Canada plus duty

(2 Grafonola

PRING song, love song,
musical comedy, pirate

chorus, opera air, or oriental

dances—if it's music that's
alive, Columbia’s got it, If
it's music that you like, the
Columbia Grafonola will
make you like it better.

b i

BIG, jolly friend with a

happy, melodious voice
—that's the Columbia
Grafonola. And of course
he’s always happiest when
he sings Columbia Records.
Columbia Graphoph Co.,New York




The camel corps.

Hlustration from Captain E. Hugh Knyvett's

women of a large class of American
society. Its wide circulation should do
great good. The situation is so clearly
visualized and so clearly presented by
you that your book is intensely interesting
and stimulating. I hope it may find the
widest reading.”’—HERBERT HOOVER,

“I want to congratulate you most
heartily on ‘The Earthquake’ and to
thank you as an American for having
writtenit. I wish the last three chap-
ters especially could be circulated every-
where.”"—THEODORE ROOSEVELT.

“I am so deeply impressed with ‘The
Earthquake,’ as by far the best picture of
the situation now before this country and
as pointing out to individuals of every
age the way in which each may adjust
himself so as best to serve the cause, that
I urge it upon all Americans, to read and
to recommend.”—JaMES W. GERARD.

HOW SCOUTS ARE TRAINED
CAPTAIN R. HUGH KNYVETT

gives this account:
“The training of our scouts is
very severe. For in this work men have
to have complete confidence in their own

‘Over There' with the Australians.”

superiority to the German soldier, and
must be able to depend entirely on their
own resources, for they generally have
to work singly or in pairs. It is neces-
sary that they be picked men with unu-
sual keenness of observation. They are
trained for work in the dark by being
made to go through the ordinary soldier’s
exercises blindfolded. In this way they
get the extra sense that a blind man has.
A blind man will not put his weight onto
his foot until he has felt it is on firm
ground; and by habit he does this without
hesitating, Our scouts are able after a
while to walk along, using their eyes for
observation all the time, not needing to
watch where they are stepping. We also
train them to have complete control over
their muscles, and among the final tests
for first-class scouts are to remain an hour
without showing any movement what-
soever and to take half an hour in getting
from the prone or lying position to stand-
ing upright on their feet. These two last
ideas were borrowed from the Zulu, who
has no equal in the world in escaping ob-
servation. They are also taught many
methods for finding directions, as a com-
pass is unreliable where there is so much
unidentified iron lying about.”



“How We Learned to Save
On Typewriters”

By a Well-Known Executive

Over 600,000 Sold

(13

WO months ago I came to an adver-
tisement in the Saturday Evening Post
signed by The Oliver Typewriter Com-
pany. It was Thursday — the day of publi-
cation. I was on the Century going to Chi-
cago. In the club car.

“I noticed the man at my right reading this
same ad. I was curious. So I read it, too. The
advertisement was a remarkable piece of sales
copy.

“It won my confidence instantly by disclosing
facts about typewriter selling that I never knew.
It showed the difference between two ways of dis-
tribution.

“One, the old way, was costly. And by it stand-
ard typewriters had to be priced at $100. For it
took $51 to sell them.

“It showed that by selling direct, the price of a
brand new Oliver could be reduced to $49., With-
out altering the machine one iota.

“It showed how The Oliver Typewriter Com-
pany had broken away from old ideas and had
adopted a new and economical way of distribu-
tion. It set me thinking.

“T could see readily that to keep up costly
offices in 50 cities, to maintain a sales organization
of 15,000 travelers and agents, to give discounts
to business colleges, and the like, would easily
amount to $51 per machine.

“So when I returned to New York I called in
our Office Manager.

“T asked, ‘What are we paying for typewriters?’

“And T found that we were not taking advan-
tage of the Oliver offer. I had him investigate it.
I had Olivers put in our office. We judged the
speed and the workmanship.

‘“As a result, we have now adopted Olivers. And
we admit that we should have done so long ago.”

If you have not read one of the complete Oliver
advertisements — our salesmen-in-print — we will
be glad to send our hook entitled, ** The High Cost
of Typewriters — The Reason and the Remedy.”
It explains our new sales plan and shows how we
were able to reduce the $100 Oliver to $49.

No business man can afford these days to over-
look such economies as this plan affords.

Canadian Price, $62.65
The Oliver Typewriter Company

1955 Oliver Typewriter Building
Chicago, IlI.
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CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
RETAIL DEPARTMENT
NEW & OLD
BOOKS

N THEIR RETAIL DEPARTMENT CHARLES

SCRIBNER'S SONS have a complete assortment
of the new books, English and American; all the
best editions of the Standard Authors, both in cloth
and fine binding. They specialize in Library Editions
of the English Classics for the fine library, First
Editions of Famous Books, and choice bindings from
the best English and French binders.

Among the new books of unusual interest they
would mention “Irish Memories,” by Somerville and
Ross, the authors of those delightful reminiscences,
the ““Experiences of an Irish R. M.”; a splendid new
novel by William de Morgan, “The Old Madhouse,”
which is one of his very best. Archibald Marshall,
whom many enthusiastic readers compare favorably
with Anthony Trollope, will have a new book called
“The Graftons™; while our new island possessions,
“The Virgin Islands,” will be completely described
and 1llustrated in a volume by Theodore De Booy and
John T. Fans. '

A newly added Department for French Books
contains the latest books from Paris and a wide se-
lection of standard French books.

Two new books recently received from Pars,
“Nemesis,” a romance, by Paul Bourget, and a book
celebrating the thrilling air-fights of Georges Guynemer,
entitled " Le Chevalier de I'Air,” by Henri Bordeaux,
will be sure of many readers.

Muil and Telepilione orders receive special attention

FIFTH AVENUE AT 48tu STREET, NEW YORK
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« That lock you have meant to buy—

f i OU have figured it out already that you need a better lock

on that front door and likely the outside kitchen door—

You have decided that you certainly ought to have a
padlock that will make that cellar door and garage and tool
e house really safe against intruders—

B You have felt that a few real cabinet and cupboard
locks would about round out your ideal of home security
and protection.

Buy them today. Drop in at your hardware dealer’s. Say
“Yale.” That's all. Before he wraps them up just see the trade-
mark “Yale” on them.

Yale locks and builders’ hardware have been protecting the
homes of the world for half a century—they should have been pro-
tecting yours long ago. And it is for you to say how soon they will.

Yale products include Cylinder Night Latches, Padlocks, Cabi-
net Locks, Trunk Locks, Door Closers, Builders’ Hardware and
Chain Blocks.

See your hardwaye dealer today

The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co.

9 East 40th Street New York City

|

L]

Chicago Office: 77 East Lake Street "
Canadian Yale & Towne Ltd., St. Catharines, Ont. =
- i

™

Wherezer there is

g : Yale Cylinder Night Latcher—
need for a real

padlock that s
the place for a
Yale Padiock.
Secure, sturdy,
enduring— made in_sizses
3{inchto 354 inches. Prices

J hundreds of thousands in ser-
vice. Dependable, convenient,
wred ar a spring latch or ar an
unpickable deadlock, You have

a place for one.

to meet all pocket-books.




Right is Might

The Christian Science
Monitor—the one great in-
ternational daily newspaper,
stands squarely on the plat-
form that “right is might.”

Fearless in the presentation
of facts as they are, progres-
sive in all that it advocates,
universal in its appeal, and
absolutely truthful, the Moni-
tor is recognized as an au-
thority on affairs to which it
gives its attention.

It is an important channel
through which to obtain re-
liable information of the ac-
tivities that are today shaping
the social, business and
political life of tomorrow.

The Monitor aids the in-
dividual to lift thought from
the limits of personal consid-
erations to the greater re-
sponsibilities to country and
fellow men.

The Christian Science
Monitor, at 3c a copy, is on
general sale throughout the
world at news stands, hotels
and Christian Science read-
ing rooms. A monthly trial
subscription by mail any-
where in the world for 75c,
a sample copy on request.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY
BOSTON U. 8. A.

Sole publishers of all authorized
Christian Science literature

| EREETR AR R ZEIERTRIREREE

THE BETHLEHEM
BAacH CHOIR

An Historical and Interpreta-
tive sketch
BY RAYMOND WALTERS
Registrar and Assistant Professor of English,
Lekigh Universily

TH]S book gives an interesting account of these

Pennsylvania singers —'* The best choir in
the United States "— whose Spring festivals at
Lehigh under Dr. J. Fred Wolle, Conductor, have
become world famed.  The religious, musical and
community aspects of the choir are presented.

HERE is traced also the remarkable musical
record of the Moravians of Bethlehem from
pioneer days in 1741 to the present industrial era,
when Charles M. Schwab fosters the production
both of music and of steel at Bethlehem.

Stxteen tllustrations.  Tall crown Svo,
%2.50 net.

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY

BosToN NEw Yors
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One of a Uniform Series of Outdoor Books

CAMP CRAEE

MODERN PRACTICE AND EQUIPMENT

By WARREN H. MILLER

Editor of " Field and Stream ™

With an Introduction by
ERNEST THOMPSON SETON

The purpose of this volume is to
reveal the simple, inexpensive ways of
getting the pleasures and benefits of
camping out and of avoiding the serious

discomforts and dangers.

New edition with many illustrations

$1.25 net

O

CHARLES ;lén 05{5‘2— FIFTH
SCRIBNER'S %‘:::T-f AVENUE
SONS TN

NEW YORK "




The

Flower of the Chapdelaines
By George W. Cable |

$1.35 net

The scene is the “vieux carré” of New to be limited to sight, but a bookseller
Orleans, that last lingering place of the consults him about an old manuscript,
old creole atmosphere. There Geoffrey the story of the escape of some family

Chester, a young law-
yer, is struck by the
charm of a creole beauty
whom he daily meets on
his way to the office.
This is a case of love at
first sight. On account
of the exclusive char-

slaves. After reading
it he finds that Aline
Chapdelaineisitsowner.
The fate of this manu-
script and of their love
is the theme of a most
original romance which
incidentally depicts the

acter of the creole co-
terie to which she be-

longs it seems destined
- "“"3 .f,'

old régime of New Or-
leans with delicacy and

beauty.

FRONTISPIECE, ' THE FLOWER OF THE
CHAPDELAINES," BY GEORGE W. CABLE

READ HIS BOOK

ILLUSTRATED $1.50 NET

CHARLES SCRIBNERS SONS
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Right is Might

The Christian Science
Monitor—the one great in-
ternational daily newspaper,
stands squarely on the plat-
form that “right is might.”

Fearless in the presentation
of facts as they are, progres-
sive in all that it advocates,
universal in its appeal, and
absolutely truthful, the Moni-
tor is recognized as an au-
thority on affairs to which it
gives its attention.

It is an important channel
through which to obtain re-
liable information of the ac-
tivities that are today shaping
the social, business and
political life of tomorrow.

, Qs -~ jids the in-

ﬂj&.s‘:ory hought from
HE = e oF | Bl conaid-
By greater re-

Frederic J. Stimso

“He has written in t}
form of Arnold’s memoir.

lution which as sheer romance is of TSl el

interest and which as history is probably more iri
forming and accurate than nine-tenths of the actual
history books on the subject. , . . The volume is
one of the most valuable contributions to American
Revolutionary literature that have appeared in this
generation.”"—New York Tribune.

“Mr. Stimson has made a study psychologically
acute and vigorously written.”—Boston Herald.

“One of the most important as well as most
graphic historical books of the year.”

—Springfield Republican.
Hlustrated,  $2.00 net
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THE BETHLEHEM
BacH CHOIR

An Historical and Interpreta-
tive Sketch
BY RAYMOND WALTERS
Registrar and Assistant Professor of English,
Leliigh University

TH IS book gives an interesting account of these
Pennsylvania singers —** The best choir in

the United States "— whose Spring festivals at
Lehigh under Dr. J. Fred Wolle, Conductor, have
become world famed.  The religious, musical and
community aspects of the choir are presented.

t
Y
HERE is traced also the remarkable musical
record of the Moravians of Bethlehem from
pioneer days in 1741 to the present industrial era,
when Charles M. Schwab fosters the production
both of music and of steel at Bethlehem.

Sixteen illustrations.  Tall crown Sro,
$2.50 net.

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY

Bostox NEW YoRK

728 -
C A M P ouverneur Morris

MODERN PRACThis is the story of an
11§rican whose nature is re-
ed in the fire of war.

By WARRI: begins in the easy-going
Editor of "ys of travel abroad, when
wung Dayton meets Dorothy

@ informally engaged; and

SOCERNEST T fe in Paris, where he meets

Claire, a joyous young Parisian girl. Suddenly

called home, he marries Dorothy, with the deter-

mination to be true to her.

But his personal charm and his irresponsibility
lead him into a series of intrigues—so that the only
true quality in his life is his intense love for Ellen,
his: daughter. Chance takes him to Paris, and
there three things happen in rapid succession: he
learns of another daughter, the child of Claire;
Ellen dies'of typhoid; and the Germans strike,

Both he and his loyal wife plunge into the war,
he as aviator and she as nurse. In the ordeals
which there confront them the dross of his nature
is destroyed and he is able to make reparation and
to regain at last both his wife’s respect and his

own. $1.35 net
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Flower of the Chapdelaines
By George W. Cable

$1.35 net

The scene is the “vieux carré” of New
Orleans, that last lingering place of the
There Geoffrey

old creole atmosphere.
Chester, a young law-

to be limited to sight, but a bookseller
consults him about an old manuscript,
the story of the escape of some family

slaves. After reading

yer, is struck by the
charmof a creole beauty
whom he daily meets on
his way to the office.
This is a case of love at
first sight. On account
of the exclusive char-
acter of the creole co-
terie to which she be-
longs it seems destined

Branded
By
Francais Lynde

Illustrated by Artaur E. S el

Becuer

THE FLOWER OF THE
CHAPDELAINES," BY GEORGE W. CABLE

it he finds that Aline
Chapdelaineisitsowner.
The fate of this manu-
script and of their love
1s the theme of a most
original romance which
incidentally depicts the
old régime of New Or-
leans with delicacy and
beauty.

The
Devil to Pay

By Frances Nimmo
Greene

James Weyburn's inexperience and chivalry
lead him to take the responsibility for thefts from
the bank where he is employed. He is arrested,
tried, and imprisoned. This is the story of his
heart-breaking struggle to reinstate himself, which
finally forces him to evade the authorities, assume
a false name, and 56 to lay himself open to in-
stant reimprisonment. Practically an outlaw, he
travels from place to place, from job to job, from
one adventure to another, and always his course is
influenced by one or the other of two women—
Agatha Geddes, who caused his unjust imprison-
ment, for evil; Mary Everton, for good. Mr, Lynde
never wrote a more exciting story than this, which
presents the rough life of labor camps and gold-
fields in recounting the hero's finally successful
fight for vindication.

$1.35 net
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The bank cashier was tried for murder, con-
victed, and executed. Brent, the bank president,
had been indicted for complicity in the crime,
This was the one subject being talked of and
thought of in town when Larry, a boy of twenty,
returned home after a long absence.

Larry had reason to be horrified. Brent was
socially prominent and was engaged to Larry’s
sister, Dare.

District Attorney Grant also loved Dare, but
Brent was her choice, and to him she remained
loyal. She even urged her brother to become
Brent’s companion in his lonely country house
while her fiancé was out on bail. Grant was
appealed to and he advised Larry to follow Dare’s
request, which he did. From this situation a thrill-
ing story of mystery and love develops in an alto-
gether unexpected way.

B1.35 net
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Why Marry?
By Jesse Lynch Williams
On production the original title of this comedy,

“And So They Were Married,” was changed to
“Why Marry ?"" The play enjoyed immense pop-

ularity during a long “run” in New York and
is now on tour. The book and production have
been enthusiastically reviewed by the press.

In the cast are Nat Goodwin, Shelley Hull,
Edmund Breese, and Lotus Rebb.
New edition, with pictures of the play. $1.50 net
A Girl’s Story

Kathleen’s Probation

You No Longer Count
By Rene Boylesve

Translated from the French by
Louise Sevmour HouvcHTON

This novel—a revelation of the war and its
effects on the individual through the expenences
of a young French widow—burst into celebrity in
Paris on the instant of publication.

Odette, the heroine, who belongs to a glique of
voung married people, all very much in love,
loses her officer husband in an early battle, De-
termined to dedicate her life to his dear memory,
she leaves Paris for the quiet seashore. But she
cannot escape the war: English troops are land-
ing; the casino has been transformed from a house
of gayety to a house of pain into which the wounded

are pouring. She throws her-

By Joslyn Gray

Kathleen's attractive per-
sonality, though it made her
a leader both in college and
in the training-school for
nurses, was also her great
danger; she came to think
only of herself, all but failed
her family in the crisis of
their affairs, and was untrue
to her own standards. This
account of her career, with its
final renunciation and atone-
ment, forms a splendid girl’s
story, with an unusually im-
pressive motive.

Illustrated. $1.25 net

Juveniles

America First
By Frances Nimmo
Greene
The three stories that form

JESSE LYNCH WILLIAMS
Auther of " Why Marry # "

self into war work, but still
devotes her spiritual and
mental life to the memory of
her husband. The war drags
on, and under the pressure of
terrible common anxieties and
efforts individuals are spirit-
ually welded together. Self
is not so much sacrificed as
splendidly extinguished—
*Tu n’es plus rien!”

Odette’s transformation is
a story of intense personal in-
terest, and as a whole this
novel gives a new concep-
tion, a more intense realiza-
tion of the war than have
been hitherto conveyed,

$1.50 net

The Air-Man
and the Tramp

By Jennette Lee

Mrs. Lee has made a most

this volume are such as to
instil in children—for that matter in grown-ups—a
love of country and the principlesof true patriotism.

Illustrated. 75 cents net

Mother Nature’s
Toy Shop
By Lina Beard and Adelia B. Beard

Authors of “The American Girl's Handy Book,” “Recrea-
tions for Girls," etc.

It is a toy book which teaches children how to
make their own toys and secure their own diver-
sjon easily and economically in all sorts of ways,
from wild flowers, grasses and leaves, seed-vessels,
vegetables and fruits, etc.

Profusely illustraled by the authors. $1.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

; attractive bit of a romance
out of] very romantic elements—the lonely
heiress, living remote in the big old house, the
modern flying-man arriving surrounded (to the
heiress) by a delightful mystery, and the happy
clearing up of all the resulting situations.

75 cends net

In Happy Valley
By John Fox, ]Jr.

Author of *“The Heart of the Hills,”” “The Trail of the Lone-
some Pine,"” etc.

“He shows all his former skill in depicting the
mingled comedy and tragedy and the all-per-
vasive human nature of rude but racy life amid
the Kentucky mountains.”—New York Tribune.

Hlusirated. $1.35 net
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The Earthquake

By Arthur Train
A Story of America at War

The New York * Tribune "’

“First we have ‘Mr.
Through’; then fol-
low Miss Sinclair’s
‘Tree of Heaven’; and
now ‘The Earthquake,
a worthy third, but by
no means least, member
of an immortal trio.
Indeed, Mr. Train’s book
may be the most im-
pressive and effective of
the three. . .

If Mr. Train were a
Frenchman, he would re-
ceive the Cross of the
Legion, or perhaps he
would be crowned by the
Academy. Beinga mere
American, he must be
content to know that he
has written a great book,
which we could wish to
be read by every

a b}
American.

says:

Theodore Roosevelt says:

Britling Sees It

ARTHUR TRAIN

The New York ‘‘Post’’ says:

“It is a tale of the earnestness and
patriotism of the great
mass of Americans, and
an arraignment of the
profiteerswho havetaken
advantage of the needs
of the government and
of those who have ca-
tered to them by pro-
viding the means for
extravagant living; yet
so well has he written
that Mr. Train does
not seem to be preach-

£l

ng.

TheNewYork ‘T nes"
says:
N T

I'v .0 has writ-
ten a call to service,
sensible, patriotic, and

admirably clear.”

“I want to congmtulate you most heartily on ‘The Earthquake’ and to thank you

= F ot et ten b

o
With a foreword by
Joun Jay Chapman

One of that group of young
Americans who early dedi-
cated themselves to the allied
cause was Edmond Charles Clinton Genet, great-
great-grandson of the first ambassador from the
French Republic to the United States. Leaving the
United States navy after service at Vera Cruz in
1914, he enlisted in the Legion. His letters tell of
fifteen months’ dlﬂll’]&,uhhf_‘d service as a legion-
ary, culminating in a graphic account of the great
Champdgnc offensive. He then became 4 mem-
ber of the Lafayette Escadrille; and his letters
are full of such heroic names as those of Chapman
and Prince. After a number of conflicts with
Boche aviators he was killed—the first American
to fall after cur declaration of war. He was even
then barely twenty. The qualities of boyish
exuberance and humor in these letters add a
peculiar charm to his manlike grasp of the cause
and enthusiasm for it.

Ilustrated.

13

Probably $1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S §

wish the last three chapters especially could be
ight in all you say as to the mere materialism,
and frivolous, but wholly evil, into which four
| are absolutely right in what you say about
vhat you say about our duty to put this war
orn any proposal for a peace that will leave

rld.”

b Earthquake,” as by far the best picture of
as pointing out to individuals of every age
so as best to serve the cause, that I urge it
nend.”

le book on the most pressing subject before
effective presentation of the war situation as
of American society.”

0 net
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American Poetry
Edited by Percy H. Boynton

Associate Professor of English in the University of Chicago

A new volume in ““The Scribner Series of Modern
Poets."”

An anthology of American poetry. from the
carliest times down to the present day, with brief
critical commentary. The editor has selected
poems that represent the progress of American
poetry as well as those that are characteristic of
the work of the individual poets. The book
contains four indices: one for subjects, one for
first lines, one for authors, and one for original
sources of publication. $2.25 net

Unicorns

A Chronicle of One
Hundred and Fifty Years

CHAMBER OF COMMERCE OF THE STATE OF NEW
vork, 1768-1918

By Joseph Bucklin Bishop

From the very beginning the Chamber of Com-
merce took its place as an influence in national
affairs as a civic body of public-spirited citi-
zens interested and active in all questions affect-
ing the national welfare and honor, and this plac:
it has maintained throughout its career, Its
records during the past one hundred and fifty
years are rich in historic material. The book

contains reproductions of

By James Huneker

“The essays are short, full
of a satisfying—and fascinat-
ing—crispness, both memo-
rable and delightful. And
they are full of fancy, too, of
the gayest humor, the quick-
est appreciation, the gentlest
sympathy, sometimes of an
enchanting extravagance.”

—New York Times.
$1.75 net

Portraits and
Backgrounds

HROTSVITHA, APHRA BEHN,
AISSE, ROSALBA CARRIERA
By Evangeline
Wilbour Blashfield

“Tt is a fascinating volume
with which Mrs. Blashheld
has enriched our literature,”

WL, 215 Sy

ROYAL EXCHANGE, 1754
THE SECOND HOME OF THE CHAMBER OF
COMMERCE FROM 7
From a drawing i the

York Library, 1lustrati
of Une Hundred a

many rare prints and his-
torical documents.

Illustrated. $5.00 special net

These
Many Years

By
Brander Matthews

“Itis packed with glimpses
and anecdotes of nearly all
the great figures in literary
and dramatic life of the last
generation in England and
America, and of a number
in France, and with much
optimistic, keen, and witty
observationof life as a whole.”

I ~ By Jen ree

Mrs. Lee has made a most

69 70 1

—New York Tribune.
$2.50 net

The Life and Art of
William Merritt Chase
By Katharine Metcalf Roof

WITH LETTERS, PERSONAL REMINISCENCES, AND
ILLUSTRATIVE MATERIAL

Introduction by Avice Gerson CHase

“Miss Roof tells the story with an admirably
sympathetic touch. . . . No one who knew
Chase or was ever made aware of his career and
its beneficial influence will fail to read this book.
It is precisely the memorial of him that was
needed.”—New York Tribune.

Ilhistrated. $4 00 net
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attractive bit of a romance

t of] very romantic elements—the lonely
iress, living remote in the big old house, the
odern flying-man arriving surrounded (to the
jeiress) by a delightful mystery, and the happy
earing up of all the resulting situations.

75 cents net

In Happy Valley
By John Fox, Jr.

Author of “The Heart of the Hills,”" “The Trail of the Lone-

some Pine,”' etc

“He shows all his former skill in depicting the
mingled comedy and tragedy and the all-per-
vasive human nature of rude but racy life amid
the Kentucky mountains,”—New York Tribune.

Illustrated. $1.35 net
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New Popular Edition
With a New Preface

The Navy as a Fighting
Machine
By Rear Admiral Bradley A. Fiske

This popular edition is the result of the flattering
reception given this book on its first publication.

The Conference Committee on Preparedness
presented each United States Senator and Rep-
resentative with a copy.

“The book deserves reading by all officers of
both services and by everybody interested in the
defense of the country.”

—REAR-ApMmirAL Frawk F. FLETCHER.

$1.50 net

The United States and
Pangermania
By André Chéradame

A Warning to America

This book reviews the development of Pan-
Germanism, It shows that peace ““without indem-
nities and without annexations” is designed to
leave Germany dominant over a debt-ridden world.

It shows conclusively that no permanent peace
is possible until Germany’s grip “from Hamburg
to the Persian Gulf” is broken.

“M. Chéradame’s book ought to be read by
every congressman, by every newspaper editor, and
by every other person who has any influence upon

publie opinion, for it gets at

With the
French Flying
Corps
By Lieut. Carroll
Dana Winslow

“Very informative to any-
body interested in any aspect
of aeronautics, but especially
in the military one.”

—Phila. Public Ledger.

$1.25 net
In Press

War_Letters of
Edmond Genet

With a foreword by
Joux Jay Crarman

One of that group of young

REAR ADMIRAL
BRADLEY A. FISKE
RETIRED

the bottom of the real issues
in the war and points the
way to the only kind of a
peace which is worth while.”
—Phila, Evening Ledger.
£1.00 net

By the same authar

The Pan-
German Plot
Unmasked

With an Introduction by the late
Earv oF CrOMER

Seventh printing. $1.25 net

On the Right
of the
British Line

By Capt. Gilbert Nobbs
(Late L. R. B.)

Americans who early dedi-
cated themselves to the allied
cause was Edmond Charles Clinton Genet, great-
great-grandson of the first ambassador from the
French Republic to the United States. Leaving the
United States navy after service at Vera Cruz in
1914, he enlisted in the Legion. His letters tell of
fifteen months’ distinguished service as a legion-
ary, culminating in a graphic account of the great
Champagne offensive. He then became a mem-
ber of the Lafayette Escadrille; and his letters
are full of such heroic names as those of Chapman
and Prince. After a number of conflicts with
Bache aviators he was killed—the first American
to fall after our declaration of war. He was even
then barely twenty. The qualities of boyish
exuberance and humor in these letters add a
peculiar charm to his manlike grasp of the cause
and enthusiasm for it.

Illustrated. Probably $1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS \

“Unique in its fascination
is the story of Captain Nobbs, who was wounded,
blinded, and officially reported dead—a graphic
tale of the fighting at the Somme, of life in a
German prison, and of final restoration to the home
where he had long been supposed to be dead.”

—New York Tribune.
$1.25 net

Fighting for Peace
By Henry van Dyke
Minister to Holland for the First Three Years of the War

“The book is full of interesting information
much of which appears in print now for the first

time. . .. It is a powerful statement of the
American case against Germany."—Phila. Press.
$1.25 net
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The Flower and the Bee

PLANT LIFE AND POLLINATION
By John H. Lovell

Botanical Editor of “The A. B, C. of Bee Culture™

There has long been need for a popular ex-
position suitable to amateur gardeners, bee-
keepers, and lovers of nature generally of the
subject of pollination. It is here supplied in a
text largely based upon years of close personal

investigation. It is fascinating not only because
of its very great informative value but because
of the sense which it imparts of the beauty of
nature as revealed in the subject.

Profusely illustrated by photographs taken by

the author. $2.00 net

New and Revised Edition
The Passing
of The Great Race

RACIAL BASIS OF EUROPEAN HISTORY

By Madison Grant

With a New Preface by HExry Farrrierp Ossosy

OR THE

Two editions of this popular book having been
exhausted, the author has taken this opportunity
to completely revise his text, particularly as to
its bearing upon the world war.

“History is repeating itself in America at
the present time, and incidentally is giving a
convincing demaonstration of the central thought
in this volume, namely, that heredity and racial

predisposition are stronger

Practical Art
Anatomy
By E. G. Lutz

Mr. Lutz shews a marked
gift for teaching not only the
}1rincip]cs and lhcc-l'}' but the
expedients and practice of
graphic art. The text is a
selection and simplification of
the part of human anatomy
which is material for artistic

study and practice. The
copious illustrations insure
the immediate comprehen-

sion of the text. The book is
an ideal one both for the be-
ginner and for the mature
artist who wishes to keep his
anatomy at his finger-ends.

$1.50 net

ONE OF THE MANY FLOWER PLATES IN
“THE FLOWER AND THE BEE "

and more stable than envi-
ronment and education.”—
The opening sentence in Mr.
Henry Fatrfield Osborn’ s timely
preface to the new edition.

fa.00 net

The Origin
and Evolution

of Life

By Henry
Fairfield Osborn
President of the American Museum

of Natural History, auther of
“Men of the Old Stone Age”

“Besides being a striking
contribution to the theory of
the origin of life embodying
all that is soundest in modern
thought and research, this
book of Dr. Osborn’s gives as
fascinating an account of the

Home Vegetables and
Small Fruits

THEIR CULTURE AND PRESERVATION

By Frances Duncan
Formerly Garden Editor of The Ladies’ Home Journal
and author of *The Joyous Art of Gardening™
The book is planned for the owner of the small
place or of a back-yard garden who wishes to try
growing his own wvegetables and small fruits.
It gives all necessary information about the
preparation of the soil and planting and complete
cultural directions for the growing of all the home
vegetables, herbs, and small fruits. It includes
also directions for their storing and preservation
by various economical methods, drying, etc.
Copiously illustrated. $1.40 net
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prehistoric condition of the
carth and of the earliest forms of life that existed
upon it as any reader could desire for his infor-
mation and delight."—North dmerican Resiese.

$3.00 net

Voyages on the Yukon
and Its Tributaries
By Hudson Stuck

Archdeacon of the Yukon

“His bookis a worthy contributionin a fascinating
field of natural and geographical science as well as
an entertaining record of expert and risky explora-
tion."—Phila. North American. :

Fith naps and illustrations.  $4.50 net
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Credit of the Nations

A STUDY OF THE LEUROPEAN WAR

By
J. Laurence Laughlin
Emeritus Professor of Political Fconomy in the University
. of Chicago

This study of war finance up to the entrance of
our country as 4 ].1L']|.i;-_'c|'n.'nl is the result of the
closest St‘J'lJlil!}' of the <i|‘£_‘|';|1-u'r1.- of the belliger
ents. It makes it possible for the first time to
understand a phase of the situation second to no
other in importance.

Dr. Laughlin reveals in a manner most illu-
minating both the operations and their actual
bearing upon the progress of the war.

The subject is divided into

Scotland of the Scots
By G. R. Blake

A new volume in the popular and widely cir-

culated “Countries and Peoples Series.” It
contains a full account of the Scotland of the
present. dav. with chapters on Scottish art,
music and drama, industry, science and in-

vention, Scottish statesmen and noted authors,
Seottish scenery and history, and many other
equally important topics.

With full-page illustrations, Hz2.00 net

Towards Industrial
Freedom

six main topics: “The Eco-
nomic Situation Preceding
the War,” “War and Credit,”
“English Credit Operations,”
“French Money and Credit,”
*German Credit Operations,”
and “War and Credit in the
Neutral United 5States.”

d

Nine charts illustrate the vari-
ous credit movements

$3.50 net

American
Democracy
and Asiatic
Citizenship

35 - JUSTICE R. M,
By Sidney L. Gulick PR
Autheor of
“The American Japanese Problem™

ife and
ers of

yal Lawrence

OUTLINES OF A NEW ORDER

By Edward Carpenter
Author of

and Dreams," ete

My Day
A series of papers by this
well-knawn  author, all
whose hooks have ljhl;iil'll_’d a
wide circulation among think-
ing people. dealing with the

I'he France ot
Today
By Barrert Wendell

Professor of Harvard

of

Brooke

English at
University
A peculiarly sympathetic
interpretation of the French:
their temperament, the struc
ture of society, the family,
universities, and the religious

WANAMAKER

iee of Lincuin ™

question in French life.

B1.00 net

This 15 a courageous and
well-considered attempt, based upon a thorough
study of the entire body of evidence bearing on
the matter. to deal with the vital problem of
Japanese and other Asiatic immigration in such
a way as to remove its menace.

Dr. Gulick, who knows the people of Asia
from a lifetime of contact, has turned all his
capacity and energy toward formulating a states-
manlike programme of so regulating immigration
that there will no longer be discrimination against
the Japanese nor danger, economic, social, or
military, to ourselves. All clear-headed Amer-
icans know that the question is one that must
sooner or later be faced either with statesman-
ship or with force. This is the first instance in
which it has been seriously handled by any one
with a full realization of its immense significance.

$1.75 net
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Psychology and the
Day’s Work
By Edgar James Swift

Piofessar of Piyehology and Pedagoss in Washington
University, St | 5, Mo, author of *“Youth
and the Race,” “Mind in the Making”

How to organize and develop your mental and
physical faculties to the end of getting the most
out of them in the struggle for success is the
theme of this entertaining and valuable book.
The treatment is the exposition of data furnished
by experience and experiment, enlivened and illu-
mined with a great array of anecdote collected from
the widest-apart sources of time. place, and sub-
ject. The treatment is untechnical and popular.

$2.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




A History of the

The Flower and the Bee Christian Church

PLANT LITE A¥D POLLINATION
By
B John H. Lovell o p
Botanival Editar of “The A 15, C, of Bee Cyliure™ Williston W'alker, D.D.
There has longe been need for o popular cx- Titus Street Professor of Ecclesiastical History in Yale

niversity
|N'I'

position  suitable to amateur cardencers,

keepers, and lovers of nature generally of the This book will undoubtedly rank as the great-
subject of pollination. It is here supplied in a st work in one volume covering the history of
text largely based upon years of clase persaral i } I I 3 = |
investigation. It is fascinating not only because he (Thrlntlan church. It gives an ample pres
of its very ereat informative value but because ntation of the multitude of facts of church his-
of the sense which it imparts of the beauty of wy in so graceful and graphic a style that it is

) i ! . - . . .
nature as revealed in the subject. ot only a readable but a really illuminating

ook, It is accurate, comprehensive, and abso-
~lutely free from bias. Dr,
Walker’s broad learning, his
historical sense, and his catho-
licity are reflected throughout
this notable book.
630 pages.
$3.00 net

Prn_ﬂ_fa-.-'l"_-- lustraled J'-_'. f?.".-rafw_;r'r.'l(-ar'.\ taken by

the author,  $2.00 net

Practical Art
Anatomy
By E. G. Lutz

Mr. Lutz shows a marked
just such a God. It seeks to
rL']:JTurprr_‘T C}::'isli.‘iuit_\' in the
Ii%ht of this type of religious
life.

Buo

JENCE ON
om

By Laura H. Wild

Professor of Biblical History and Liter-
ature in Mt. Holyoke College

Religious
Education in
the Church
By
Henry F. Cope

General Secretary of the Religious
Education Association

12mo. HL.OO net

This book will be of great value
to readers not thoroughly familiar
with the Oriental and the Biblical
field, and furnishes the foundation
which every student of Hebrew
history must have if he is to under-
stand the development of the life,
literature, and thought of the He-
brew people,

. Counterfeit
Miracles
By Benjamin

B. Warfield, D.D.

This bock is an investiga-
tion of the alleged miracles

Is the church ready for
the present world needs?
Has it any unique service
to render at this time? If

$1.50 net

of paost-biblical Christian history from the seec-
ond century to our own times, including the
faith and mind cures and the claims of Christian
Science.

The author finds that functional disorders have
been cured through suggestion or psychotherapy
but that there have been no real miracles since
the time of the apostles. Sound logic and good
common sense are found on every page.

Through this long story of superstition, credul-
ity, and often conscious deception, the author
hopes to furnish a background against which the
miracles of Jesus will stand out by contrast in
self-attesting historicity.

330 pages. I2mo. $2.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

50, what is the work that the church can do
better than any other agency? These questions
and many others are being asked by people both
Dr. Cope answers
that the church has an opportunity more impor-
tant than ever before in its history. It has a
unique task, that of religious education, con-
ceived broadly and socially. He shows how
every one of its activities—the gymnasium, the
socials, the Sunday-school, the worship, the ser-
mons of the pastor—should all be directed by the
one purpose of training and developing human
beings for active membership in a Christianized
social order.

in the church and out of it

282 pages. 12mo. $1.2% net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Problems of the Peace
By Willlam Harbut Dawson

Authior of **The Evolution of Modern Germany "

Mr. Dawson's exceptional and thorough
knowledge of German affairs, as evidenced in his
very widely circulated volume, “The Evolution
of Modern Germany,” has made him a leading
authority in this field, and will give to this new
volume most unusual weight and value. It is a
masterly summary of the difficult problems con-
nected with the peace settlement and deals in a
statesmanlike spirit with such absorbing questions
as the Future of Alsace-Lorraine, the Polish Prob-

lem, the Race Problem in

Scotland of the Scots
By G. R. Blake

A new volume in the popular and widely cir-
culated *“Countries and Peoples Series.” It
contains a4 full account of the Scotland of the
present  day, with chapters on Scottish art,
music and drama, industry, science and in-
vention, Scottish statesmen and noted authors,
Scottish scenery and history, and many other
cqually important topics.

With full-page iflustrations, $2.00 net

Towards Industrial
Freedom

OUTLINES OF A NEW ORDER

Austria-Hungary, the South-
ern Slavs, the German Colo-
nies, the Delusions of Alli-
ances, the Organization of

Peace.

The Life and
Letters of

By Edward Carpenter

Author of
“My Days and Dreams,” ete

A series of papers by this

)"!LOO net

Musical
Essays
By

Hector Berlioz
Translated from the French
by Epwix Evans

\ collection of some of the
best critical writing of the
great French composer, in-
cluding his papers on Mozart,

Stopford Brooke

By Prmncipal Lawrence
Pearsall Jacks
Editar of The Hibbert Journal

The picture of a unigque per
sonality who played a notable part
ill 1}“.' |'L'|'Il\|7"lll'|l1?“ HL(.'THF}" ."n(i HAu
tistic life of the Victorian and post-
Victorian !\L‘1‘i(id5.
known as a brilliant preacher and
as the author of a memorable life
of the famous FF. W.
Bl'ightnn, and

He is widely

Rabertson, of

many important

well-known  author, all of
whose books have obtained a
wide circulation among think-
ing people. dealing with the
subject of the new organiza-
tions and principles which
are |i|»‘L‘l.\ 1o be established
in the world of industry
.'Ifll'l' [h“ Wir.

$1.50 net

Hearts of

Controversy
By

Weber, Wagner, and other
noted composers. ligion.

$1.75 net 2 vole.

hooks on literature, art, and re-

$4.75 net

Myrs. Alice Meynell

\ NCW \'I)]llllll‘ rl{ L':;"u'l_\'i- on
literary subjects, dealing in
a spirit of independent and

Airfare of To-Day and
the Future
By Lieutznant Edgar Middleton

A very vivid and picturesque account af war
in the air, including the life and daily experiences
of a fighting aviator, by an English air-pilot who
has seen much active service at the front. It
comprises chapters on Navigation of the Air,
What Flving Is, Reconnaissance and Photog-
raphy, Tactics and Strategy, Bomb Raids. Aerial
Combat, Kite Balloons and Parachutes, Fighting
the Zeppelin, The Airman's Point of View, and
many other interesting details about aircraft and
their pilots.

IFith nwmerows tlwstrations.  $1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

SCRIBNERS
MAGATZINE

fearless criticism with con-
troverted topics. It discusses with Mrs. Mey-
nell’s well-known charm of style the writings of
Tennyson, Dickens, Swinburne, and others, reach-
ing many original and unusual
regard to their value.

conclusions in

“*Mrs. Meynell is a true critic. courageous, au-
IlU‘I'i‘H”\L‘. .IIILl I'Illill\'iilll.'i]. . 0 th.'. ”.Ilil'h mare
than most of us, knows what her standards are
and applies them as she reads. Her eriticism,
therefore, has a character and a defniteness which
makes it worth considering, worth testing, and
warth disagreeing with."—The London Times.

“This astonishing craftswoman writes an Fne-
lish prose that is the most perfect thing our speech
containg.” — Lawrence Gioman, i the North
Amertcan Reviecw.

$1.75 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




THE School and College Service of Scribner’s Magazine is prepared
to give information and offer suggestions twhich will belp in tbe

selection of schools.

T his Service

is personal and not perfunctory.

Each inquiry carefully considered and treated individually according to

the facts given us to work on.

Address: School and College Service,

Scribner’'s Magazine, Fifth Avenue at 48th Streef. Netw Y ork City.

New York City and Vicinity

e

Miss Mason’s School for Girls
A nnuﬁtry school in the Westchester hills
overlooking the Hudson, forty minutes from

New York. Graduate and preparatory courses:
with certificate privilege to leading colleges.

ue on request. Address
‘MISS C. E. MASON, LL.M.

Box 707 Tarrytown-on-Hudson. N. Y.

THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
164-168 West 75th Street. New York City. Home and Day De-
partments, College Preparatory and General Courses.  241h year
opens Oct., 1g18. Miss Clara [. Colbourne, A.B., Principal, Miss
Martha K. Humphrey, A.M.

Catalogue and views, address

Mrs. E. Russell Hougﬁ:or:ar. Pri:.m ipal
arryl el od s

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Distinctively French environment. Planned exclusively for those
wishing to pursue special studies in New York, Exceptional op-
portunity to acquire fluent French and every advantage of the city
provided for. (8th year) Address Miss Macintyre or Mlle.
Talguen, 320 West 1o7th St. (Riverside Drive), New York City.

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

= th Avenue, New York City. Country-like space; sunlight, and
o v spors.  Yidivid d privileges, Special advaniages in ar,
music. interior decoration, dramatic e an, languages, Red Cross
work and practical courses.  Full preparatory and advanced studies meet-

ing present demands, Helen M. Scoville, Rusa B, Chisman,

N_E_W_ YORK KINDERGARTEN ASSOCIATION
Iraining School for Kindergartners, Normal Course. Stu-
dents' Residence. Model Kindergartens. Accredited by New
York State and City Boards of Education. Observition and
practice teaching. Lavra Frsaer, Consulting Director,
Julia Frame, Acting Director, 524 W. 42nd St., New York City.

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Formerly at 607 Fifth Avenue, has removed to 11 East s1st Strest,
Large fireproof building with every modern convenience, Thor-
ough school training, delightful home life, all the advantages of
the aity. Riding, tennis, swimming, rhythmic dancing.
Miss Eltinge and Miss Maslaad, Principals,

MISS LOVISE F. WICKHAM

Will reopen her Home School Oct. oth. Girls received who
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc, Twenty-sixth year,
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N. ¥

LIBRARY SCHOOL OF THE NEW YORK
PUBLIC LIBRARY
Prepares for library work in all parts of the United States En-
trance examinations Jun® 8. For circular address 5
E. J. Reece, 476 Filth Avenue, New York.

LAST-MINUTE HASTE

in 50 important a matter as the selection of a school is always to
be deplored.  Parents would find it advantagepus te give ample
time in which to study and determine the proper school,
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Private Schools
New York City and Vicinity (Continued)

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHoOOL
Scholarly, intimate teaching; expert physical training; care for
the best influences. A college preparatory and clementary school
for boarding and day boys. 06% success in last College En-
trance Board examination. Frank 5. Hackett, A.B., Headmaster,

Riverdale-on-Hudson, New York.

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY
A School for Girls, 10 miles from New York. College preparatory
and general courses. Music, Art and Domestic Science. Cata-
logue on request, Miss Miriam A. Bytel, Principal, Garden City,
Long Island, New Yaork.

New Yo

rk State :

ASCADILLA

I;lip;h class private boarding school for boys,
Small elasses. Thorough preparation for col-
lege or business life. Unsurpassed opportu-
nity for physical development. Gymnasium,
athletic field, and
recreation building
on Lake Cayuga.
Navy outfit of row-
ing machines, shells,
ete. Comfortably
furnizshed dormitories.
A select school for
sons of particular
parents.  Enrollment
limited to 125. Care-
fully chosen and experi-
enced faculty.
Catalogue on request

W. D. FUNEHOUSER, Ph.D.,
Principal, Box 110, Ithaca, N. ¥.

Recreation Building
and Crew

Russell Sage College

Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage in connection
with Emma Willard Schoo

A School of Practical Arts

Designed for the higher education of women,
particularly on vocational and professional
lines, Seecretarial Work, Household Economics
and Industrial Arts. B.A, and B.8. degrees.
Special students admitted, Address Secretary

Russell Sage College Troy, New York

SKIDMORE Summer Session:
S D), = e miamo
OF ARTS ﬂ[

Education (preparing teach-
ers to meet the New York
State requirements), Secreta-
rial Studies, Fine Arts, Mu-
sic, Languages and General
Studies,

Forcatalogue of regular or summer sessions address the Registrar

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NEW YORK

PAWLING SCHOOL FOR BOYS v
Prepares for college and scientific schools. TFive year course
directed by men of culture and experience. Supervised sports.
Located in the hills of Dutchess Co. 65 miles from New York on
Harlem Division of New York Central. Address Dr. Frederick
Luther Gamage, Headmaster, Pawling, New York.

EMMA WILLARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
1o5th year. On the hills, 4oo fest above the city. Four new fireproof build-
ings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Preparatory, General and Special
Courses. Certificate privileges, Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science.
Gymnasitm with swimming pool. Catalogue on request,
Miss Eliza Kellag, Fh.B., Principal, Troy, New York.

MANLIUS st. Jouw's ScHoon
Beautiful country location in hills of Central New Vork. Pre-
pares for college, business or commission in Army through its
Reserve Officers’ Training Corps. Ranked by War Department
as Honor School for fourteen years. Catalogue address, Box 63,
Brigadicr Gen. Wm. Verbeck, Manlius, New York.

HOOSAC
SCHOOL

HOOSICK, N.Y.
[ 30 miles from Albany, N. Y.
In Berkshire region
College and business
preparation. A Church
School. Athletics, Foot-
ball, Hockey, Base-ball,
Military Drill. — School
year opens Sept. 25, 1918,

For catalogue address
Rev, E. D. TIBBITS, D.D. L.H.D., Rector

E. E. WENTWORTH, M.A., Harvard, Head Master
Rit, Rev, R. H. NELSON, D.D,, Albany, N. Y., Visitor

CHAPEL

BRANTWOOD HALL
A girls' school where a child may start and be thoroughly prepared
for college; well-equipped; ideally situated among the Westches-
ter Hills near Hotel Gramatan, Lawrence Park, Bronxville, N. Y.
Emphasis on the fundamentals, the best preparation for the com-
iNg woman.

PUTNAM HALL
(Vassar Preparatory School) Certificate privilege for all leading
colleges, Special two-year course for High School graduates. Mu-
sic, Art, and Domestic Science, Tennis, Horseback Riding. Sleep-
ing porches, Separate house for younger children. Address Ellen
Clizbe Bartlett, A.B., Principal, Box 808, Poughkeepsic, N, Y.

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

['THE STONE SCHOOL

Cornwall-on-Hudson, Box 13, New York
FIFTY-FIRST YEAR
A School in the Heart of the Open
Country. For Boys from 9 to 19,

1 « 5o miles from New York, s miles from West
L_O.ca_tl.g_'_l_' Point, on a spur of Storm King Mountain, goo
feet above sea level. Healthful, invigorating, unusually
adapted to a sane and simple out-of-door life.

+ Preparation for College or Business Life; recent

ork: ;remr B

— praduates in twelve leading colleges. Each boy
studied physically and mentally to increase individual effi-
ciency, Small classes; a teacher for every six boys.

toas Two fields with excellent facilities for all
Alt_].lie..t.;l.‘.:.:s_‘ sports; under supervision; hiking, woods life,
swimming pool s
Yon are duvited 1o come onid ree for yowrsels,

Cutaloprie sent an application.
ALVAN E. DUERR, Headmaster




Private Schoots

ri,’"ul' )“fH'L’ Sfdfff (Continued)

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

On Hudson, near New York. soth year. Academic and econn
courses.  Separate school for very 3nn||;: girls,
adldress Box 105, Ossining-on-Hudson,

Clara C.

Mrs. Dows School for Girls

For circular address IAVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Mrs Mary E DO\~" pr‘mcipal, I

: . e Prepar for all ©
Briarcliff Manor, NY.

in the beautiful, historic * Irving '" country

site and buildings 1

.'\hllcll- fie eld

THE MISSES TEWKSBURY'S SCHOOL
A country school for girls on an estate of 54 acres.
from New York, Post Office, White Plains, N. Y.

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL

(Military Th h |n_;|n ation for ©
ness, with ce ile;

Henlthiul lo

ompetent director

Lake, Westchester

mic

For brochure

Fuller, 1‘r||1|:||J.'1], Martha J. Naramare, Assoc Principal.

Bkt

004

s, Individual instruction,
[. M. Furman, A.M., Heal

4o minutes

Old Mamaroneck Road, Scarsdale, New York.

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

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

THE LARGEST MILITARY PREPARATORY SCHOOL IN THE EAST

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

Pennsylvania

The Pennsylvama Academy
of the Fine Arts

The
Oldest
Art
School in
America

| SUMMER
SCHOOL
at
Chester
Springs
Chester
County, Pa.

Beautiful and His-

Open-air instruction.  High rolling land.

taric Scenery.  Tennis Courts, Croquet grounds, ete.  Hoard
{including tuition) $7.50 per week, and upwards. OPEN

OW.  No student will be accepted for a stay of less than_one
week. Reference, if required, \n|[|. be given by applicants. Send

for circular,  Resident Manager,

D. ROY MILLER
CHESTER SPRING

Chester County, Pa.

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY

Offers a tharough physical. mental and moral teabidng for college or business.
Located in the Cum-
M. New gyvmes

Under Christiin masters from
Lerland Valley, one of the most pic
nasium.  Fquipment madern.

Willlam Mann Irvine, LL.IL,

u um\\:lkillc\.
ol Ame
llalul Adldress

admaster, Bm rad4, Mercersburg,

Fa.

18

BEECHWOOD (INC.)

A Cultural and Pract for Young Women. thoroughly
established. Strong I Is are ||r|:|nrcd for seli-m
tenance and to meet n_-.[nun-llnlmw of life. College and Prep
tory Departments.  Music, Art, Domestic Science, Secretarys
Normal Kindergarten. Swimming Pool, Athletic Fields
M. H. Reaser, Ph.D., President, Box g22. Jenkintown, Pa

ip.
Adldress

SPRINGSIDE

Boarding and Day School for Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hill, Phi ladelphia, Pa.

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL

W Holyoke,
Within

THE SHIPLEY ScHooOL

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Special educational and
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College.
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. Supervised athletics.
Well equipped gymnasium. For circular, address

The Secretary, Box J. Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania.

MiSS MARSHALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Charming location, 20 minutes from Philadelphia.
preparatory  anmd  general mur-un \'iu sic, '\rl Domestic
Science, Outdoor athletics. Campus, 4 acres. alog,

Miss E. 5. Marshall, UJL Lane, Pu adelphia.

College




Private Schools

M assachusetts

Mount
Ida

and interests.

School

A finely equipped school,
ming pool.
All outdoor sports.

= freely used.
6 miles from
Boston
Progriam.

Ssnd for New of their applications,
Year Book

a delightful home life.

We send students to college on certificate.

ever, after leaving high school do not wish to go to college.
often they desire advanced work in a new environment with com-
petent instructors, and to select studies best meeting their tastes

There are some rooms with hot and cold water.

FOR GIRLS

Many girls, how-
But

We offer just these opportunities. Students take English or Literature, but
the course otherwise is elective.
Graduation from high school not necessary. No examination required.
Course in Costume Design and Home Decoration,
Special work in voice, piano, violin, cello, harp and pipe organ with eminent Boston mi 5
New building (6 in all) with new pipe organ; gymuoasiom and swim-

All subjects count for diploma.

Secretarial course.  Courses in Business Management.

All the opportunities of Boston in Music, Art and historical associations are
Domestic Science, Art, Elocution.

A girl, after leaving grammar school, can begin her studies at Mount Tda and continue them until
she has an education equivalent to two years in College, taking through her whole course an elective

Students for 1g18-19 are being accepted in the order

Special car from Chicago Sept. 25 for Chicago and Western Givis,
Exceptional opportunities with

88 SUMMIT ST., NEWTON, Mass.

MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
For many years known as “The Burnham School.”
42nd year opens September, 1918,
Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass,

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
T'ounded by Mary A, Burnham in 1877, opposite Smith College
Campus, Northampton, Mas husetts
Miss n E. Thompson, Headmistress.

ABBOT ACADEMY

A School for Girls. Founded 18z8. 23 miles from Boston.
General course with Household Science. College Preparation.
Horseback riding and outdoor sports.  Address

Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass.

WORCESTER ACADEMY FOR BOYS

All advantages of a large school. Master teachers. Comprehensive
equipment; 1r buildings, 22 acres.  ** Megaron,” a noble recreation hall.
Splendid athletic field. New and perfectly appointed gymnasium and
pool. 8sth year. Catalogue.
D. W, Abercrombie, LL.D., Principal,
o7 Providence Street, Worcester, Massachusetts,

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts. 4-vear
course. A.B.degree. Also z2-year diploma course without degree.
Faculty of men and women. 2o buildings. 100 acres. Endowment.
Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., President, Norton,
Massachusetts. (20 miles from Boston.)

QUINCY MANSION SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In historic Quincy. Attractive estate, 6 miles from Boston.
Ample grounds. Outdoor sports. Special and graduate courses.
Advantages in Music, Art, Languages. Certificates for college.
Mrs. Horace M. Willard, Principal, Wollaston, Massachusetts.

THE BEST MAGAZINE v ) 2
for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence
in the homes where tﬁz 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.

=N ACURE—

A Country School for Young Girls

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age

REPARATORY to Dana Hall.
Fourteen miles from Boston., All
sports and athletics supervised and
adapted to the age of the pupil. The
finest instruction, care and influence.

MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOKE
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

DEAN ACADEMY

sznd year. Young men and young women find here a home-like
atmosphere, thorough and efficient training in every department of
a broad culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit. "Liberal endow-
ment permits liberal terms, $325-§400 é:er year. Special Course
in Domestic Science. For catalogue and information address
Arthur W, Peirce, Litt.D., Principal, Franklin, Mass,

MI|SS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,
4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass,

T

BRADFORD

FOR YO WOMEN
BRADFORD, MASS.
115th year

Extensive grounds and modern equipment.
to leading colleges,
coumse for High School graduates,

ACADEMY

Thirty miles from Boston, in the beautiful Merrimac Valley.
i Certificate admits
General course of five years and two years'

Address Miss LAURA A, KNOTT, A.M., Principal.

£

19




Private Schools

M assachusetts (Continued)

School of Personality for Girls

.
REV. THOMAS BICKFORD, A. M., Founder
Sea Plnes HA PPY home life with personal attention and care. Students in-
spired by wholesome and beautiful ideals of efficient womanhood.
Hygiene and morals observed especially for health, character, respon-
S " ; sibility and initiative. One hundred acres; pine groves and 1000 feet of
and recognized as the Pio- - - = : el : - T oa
neer Sehool of Personality  Stashore. Climate is exceptionally fu?or:!b!e fpr ou__t-_jt_Jor life. Horse-
| back riding, gyvmnastics. College Preparatory, French, German and
Spanish by native teachers. Music, Culture, Domestic Science, Handi-
work, Household Arts, Secretarial and other courses for securing Personality Diplomas introduc-
tory to definite service. Experienced, earnest instructors. Booklet.
MISS FAITH BICKFORD, Principal Box G, BREWSTER, MASS,

Distinctively devoted to

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY WALNUT HiLL SCHOOL
Fits for life and § Preparatory School for Gi

7 miles from Boston,

r college work.  Five brick buildings, modern

Eyvmnasium. etic field, campus and farm of 250 acres. En- . Skating Fond, Athle . 5 Buildings. Gym-
rollment—o6o boys.  Maoderate rates nusium. Mi “onant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 1y Highland
Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster, Box 203, Wilbraham, Mass. Strect, Nutick, Mass.

Connecticut

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL
College entrance certificate. General Courses.  Houschold aris
and crafts. 4qth yvear. Gymnasium. Happy sFirIt of good fellow-
ship between teacher and pupil.” so-acre school farm. Miss Emily
Gardner Munro, A M., Principal, Waterbury, Connecticut.

THE ELY ScHoOOL
In the country. One hour from New York. Upper School —Girls
from fifteen to twenty.  Tumor School—Girls fram ten to fifteen
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut

THE CURTIS SCHOOL FOR YOUNG BoYys
Hus grown forty-three years and is still under the active direction
of its founder. Frederick 5. Curtis, Principal, Gerald H. Curtis,
Assistant Principal, Brookfiell Center, Connecticut.

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

THE GATEWAY WYKEHAM RISE: A COUNTRY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A f:}ClJODl for Girls. Three buildings. Athletic field. Horseback T the beautiful Berkshire Hills. Bryn Mawr preparatory course, Certificate
riding. Domestic Arts, College preparatory, general and special "‘_'1““"' it fes g ceptificates, S classes in typewriting
courses which include stenography and typewriting, Miss Alice o F ki iaryidenl

e on application

1clu SErictor o al Guand, le
E. Reypolds, Principal, 5t. Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Conn. Fauny E. Davies, LL.D., Principal, Box ¥, Washington, Counecticut

Rhode Island IF =——————

== e = Success in school advertising depends on the recogni-
tion of well-established principles. Simple as these
TH‘E MA_R\T C. WHE ELER 5C1"|00L : A principles are, their observance is absclutely necessary
College fitting, secretarial and business courses. Domestic Sci- | to satisfactory publicity
Sports with Field Day. Week-e yr practical war ser- | | i
vice at the Furm School.  Booklet on application
Providence, Rhode Island.

Appropriate a eertain amount of money for advertising.
Figure this expenditure as you figure the salary of your best
teacher—a service you cannot do without,
Plan your campaign.  Make it adéquate.
Make your copy comprehensive—pluin and definite.  Make
it fit your school. Let it be characteristic of you and your
- institution. F
BISHOP HOPKINS HALL i-jhc e mﬂ{f]lhﬂ“sh it }:r ?‘;"}“"—‘\'l'r."',momhin the year.
A Girls' & - T o S - cople do not choose a school in a day, e fact that their
l_q“ui‘;\“‘l‘:]“'}”d.m.'”;? \t.!"-‘}'_l !‘“ ”"“'L‘_"a 1 3"-1‘“‘ h..mzpl S, W ‘-l! .| children will need one is present from the first, and thousht-
ped buildings.  Varied outdoor sports.  College preparatory ful parents take time Lo decide suc! i -
and general courses.  Write for booklet.  Miss Ellen Seton Ogden, i o
Principal. The Rt Rev. A, C. A, Hall, President and Chaplain, |
Box A, Burlington, Vermont. - — —

l’rermonr




Prrvate Schools

New Jersey

PEDDIE 05
Hightstown, N. J.
Theachievementsof Peddie graduatesin schol-
arship and athletics at college are significant of | |
the value of its training. Thorough prepara-
tion for leadership in college and business life.
Phiysical culture, athletic trajning, public speaking and
mi=ic, Military Training in harmony with the Peddie
idea—all the essentials without frills, 60-acre campus,
[} , swimming pool, diamond, gridiron and gymnasinm,
.ower School for boys from 11 to 14 years, Summer camp,

ROGER W. SWETLAND, LL.D., Headmasier

ACADEMY FOR BOYS

Blair is wonderfully situated for
Delaware Water Gap 12 miles di
and athletic fields of a
acre farm. The aim at Blair i
the best in the boy, Preparation for col
and technical schools. Military drill, E
buildings. Separate Tunior Department, ©
and see Blair or write for catalogue.
JONN €. SHARPE, LL. D., Neadmoster
Box N, Blalrsiown, X. J.

good lealth,
int. Campus
and 200
to bring o

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE
Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty,
smiall cf{nsses, individual attention. Boys taught how to study.
Military training. Supervised athletics. 34th year. For cata-
lngue, address Col. T. D, Landon, Principal and Commandant,
Bordentown, N. T.

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. Tenms, riding. Address Box 6o07. Miss Creighton and
Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey.

ST. MARY'S HALL FOR GIRLS
General and College Preparatory Courses. Two years’ Post-
Graduate Work., Music, Art, Domestic Science, Dancing. Gym-
asium, Outdoor Sports and Riding.
Mrs, Fearnley, Frincipal, Box 403, Burlington, New Jersey.

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHoOOL
College preparatory school for boys over 1y Rapid progress
Limited number of pupils (6o} and freedom from rigid class organ-
ization, Excellent equipment and facilities. Special attention
given to Athletics and moral welfare. g4th vear.
J. B. Fine, Headmaster, Princeton, New Jersey,

LAKEWOOD HALL
A resident and day school for Girls, College Preparatory and
General Courses,  Riding and all forms of Athletics. d
Miss Lisa B. Converse, A.B., Principal, Lukewood, N. J.

KENT PLACE
A country school for girls 20 miles from New York, Colleze Pre-
paratory and Academic Courses, Mrs, Sarah Woodmuan Paul,
Miss Anna 5. Woodman, Principals, Summit, New Jersey.

ScHooLs
I you desire further information about any of these schools, ar if
you require help in determining which school may best meet your
needs, write the

Miss BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory,
special courses. Music, Art, Dumestlj Ql‘ltds and Sll:ieucc. Super-
vized physical work in gympasium and feld. Catalog on request. e N
Address Miss Lucie C. Beard, Orange, New Jersey, ScooL AND COLLEGE SERVICE,

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.

Virginia

RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY (MILITARY)
A Branca or taE RaNporra-Macon SysTem. In the Valley of
Virginia. Equipment cost $100,000. Prepares for College or
Scientific Schools. Military traoining. Gymnasium and Athletics.

325. 27th session opens September 17th.  Address
Cras. L. Mevtox, A M., Principal, Box 408, Front Royal, Va.

Tennessee

VIRGINIA COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN
Tn the Valley of Virginia, famed for health and beauty. Elective,
Preparatory and [ull Junior College courses. Music, Art, Expres-
sion. Domestic Science. Catalogue, Address Mattie P. Harris,
President, Mrs. Gertrude Harris Doatwright, Vice-President,
jox S, Roanoke, Va.

For GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN

RESERVATIONS for the session begin-
ning September 25 are now being
made, and should receive the earliest possible

attention. r
'ARD-BELMONT offers a six-year course of

study embracing two years of college. Its
well-balanced curriculum meets the exact-
ing demands of a most discriminating pat-
ronage. Applications must be accompanied
with references, For literature, Book of Views,
and information, address

WARD -BELMONT
Belmont Heights Box K Nashville, Tenn.

STUART HALL
Formerly Virginia Female Tnstitute.  Founded 1843, Thocesin
Scehool for Girls in Virginia Mountains, General and College
Preparatory Courses, Piano, Violin, Vocal, Art and Expression
Department. New equipment including pianos. Gymnastics
;um{ field sports under trained Director. Write for catalogue.
Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia.

SELECTING A ScHooOL

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES i . .
Parents should visit personally, if possible, the school or schools

Established 1842, Term begins Sept, 12th.  Tn the beautiful and Ericii v Bk Eheie e s

historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia, Unsurpassed climate,
modern equipment.  Students from 31 states. Courses: Collegi-
ate (3 years), Preparatory (4 vears), with certificate privileges.
Music, Art and Domestic Science. Catalog. Staunton, Va.

2a

1 i Learn of the school's advantages
at first hand. Talk with the men or women who will have charge
of your boy or girl during the formative period of his or her life.
The schools will welcome your visit.  School and College Service,
ScrIBNER'S MacAZINE, New York, «



Private Schools
Washington, D. C.

- = - -
National Park
Seminary
JAMES E. AMENT, L Preslilent
Washington, I uhurhs).
For the higher education of young
wotnen, M] the Lest features of the
1 the small sch Special-
c, Artt, cution, Lio-
Flaoriculiure. Arts
cretarial  Lranches,
s, Business Law,
i — fudoor and
i
[ the s hur-] worcugh
equipment, its tra ulun,fm‘nnrm:-m:lk-
ingr, told fully tn our illustrated cata-
log, Foracopy address
: REGISTRAR,
Natlonal Park Seminary, Box 102
T" CRTE CUB Forest Gilen, Maryland n

THE NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DOMESTIC
ART AND SCIENCE
The School for American Girls, Washington, D). C. Departments
of Domestic Art, Science and Home Economics; Preparatory De-
partment (a substitute for High School); Service courses including
work in Telegraphy, Wircless, First Aid, Red Cross and Secretarial
studies,  Strong Musical Faculty, Outdoor Athletics on Eleven
Acre Campus. Total expenses for any (:0ur~.e One Thousand
Dollars. Eight model fire proof buildings—a few vacancies for
1918-19. Interesting Year Book upon requv.\t Address

Registrar, 2650 Wisconsin Ave., N. W., Washington, D. C.

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
A Boarding and Day School for Girls. Fireproof buildings in Ca-
thedral Close of 40 acres. College certificate privilege. Music,
Art, Advanced, and Special Courses.
Tre Bisaor or WASHINGTON,
President of the Board of Trustees.
Jessie C. McDonALp, M.S., Principal.
HeLen L. WEBSTER, Ph.D., Academic Head.
Mount St. A]ha.n Washington, D. C.

MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL
A resident and day school for Girls.
A.B., Head Mistress, (Mrs.
Washington, D. C.

Lucy Madeira Wing,
David L. Wing) 1326 19th St.,

CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL
A modern school for girls with country and city advantages. Re-
produces the natural life of the normal bome with its liberty of
action, Campus of eleven acres. Out-door sports. Address
Chevy Chase School, Box S, Frederic Ernest Farrington, Ph.D.,
Headmnster W ashmg[un D. C.

MAF\'THA WASHINGTON SEMINARY

For Young Women. Located in the finest residen-
tial section of the National Capital. Two-Years
Junior College Course for High School Graduates,
Efficiency Courses in Domestic Science, Sewing,
Dressmaking, Millinery, Secretarial branches, Mu-
sic, Art, French apnd Spanizh. Outdeor Sports.
Sight-Seeing.
Edward W. Thompson, Principal,
1601 Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C.

THE BEST MAGAZINE r
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.

3 miles from the White House.
sports.  One resident master to
iington, President of the Board
il view b

ashington, D, C.

Indiana

W est Virginia

MILITARY
ULVER. ACADEMY

ULVER offers advantages and oppor-
tunities second only to West Point. lts
courses, the military combined with the
academic, epitomize the high and rigid standard
necessary for effective leadership ar this time. The
Culver Service flag contains over 800 stars, the ma-
jority of these men being commissioned ofhcers.,
For cataloy addvess
Headquarters C. M. A,
ulver, Indiana

(e Ladie Mitrinke

e L TR

Illinois

MONTICELLO SEMINARY
Junior College for Youngz Women and Academy for Girls, Build-
ings worth more than $soo,000.  Sixty-acre campus. Outdoor
athletics. Entire equipment modern and up to date.  Eightieth
year opened September z2oth, 1917, Catalogue. Address
PRINCIPAL, MoONTICELLO SEMINARY, Box 201, Godfrey, 1L

ST. HILDA'S HALL

A school for ,.,Itlklltc'll Washington, under auspices Bishop, Eplscopal Dio-

Calle Elective Courses. = Music, Art, Athletics under
me. A teache: every four girls,  $4s0-
on Duval, Principal (former Principal Stuart

\r. L} i F
alog.  Mariah Pendl
Charles Town, W, Va.

Maryland

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND

A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame
to train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood, Magnifi-
cent buildings in a beautiful park of 7o acres. Rowing, basketball, tennis,
‘nr.dce; Instructors all specialists.  Regular and elective courses.  Musie,
Art. Write for catalog.  Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland,

California

GIRLS’ COLLEGIATE SCHOOL

Adams and Hoover Sts., Los Angeles. California. Twenty-seventh
year begins HL[JtEmherTWLnty-i\r.h Accredited East and West.
College Preparatory, General and Post Graduate Courses.

ScuooL oF Music, FINE ArTs, DoMesTIC ARTS,
EXPRESSION AND SECRETARIAL TRAINING.

Gymnasium, Athletics, Swimming, Riding, Tennis. Beautiful
“;Dllll‘)h buildings, :chnduﬁ patios, making out-door life a reality.
Alice K. Parsons, B.A.—Jeanne W, Dennen, Principals.




Schools

Music and Dramatic Arts

Wisconsin

T T TR

AMERICAN ACADEMY
OF DRAMATIC ARTS

Franklin H. Sargent, Pres,

The Standard Institution
of Dramatic Education

Connected with Charles Frohman's
Empire Theatre and Companies

|

For catalogue address the Secretary
Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York

|ll|i|||“.llII|ilIII||l\llIIIll\lIIIl“mI||ll“l|||l“llllll“l\i\llll\\llilll“|.EI||lI|lll\‘.lliIIlll.\llllllllllll\lhlll“'

‘Il L L T TR FIE

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE
CiTY OF NEW YORK

An endowed school. Frank Damrosch, Director. Provides a
thorough and comprehensive musical education in all branches
and equipped to give highest advantages to most exceptional

Uh 5 Military
n $icademy
EPISCOPAL THE AMERICAN RUGBY
YOUR BOY WILL
BROADEN HIS SHOULDERS
BROADEN HIS MIND A

BROADEN HIS OUTLOOK
if you give him the benefit of the six weeks

Summer School
July 6-August 17

Offers a unique summer vaecation combining daily a
few hours of worth while study with an outdoor life
that satisfies a boy's natural cravings,

Organized daily study is maintained for short
morning period. -ifrernnnna devoted to athletics,
boating, swimming, fishing, baseball, tennis, trap
shooting, hiking, etc. Real camp life. Intensive in-
struction in the School of the Soldier, School of the
Squad, School of the Company and Trench Warfare,
Course fits one to enter R, O, T. C, and puts him in
line for a non-commission and possibly a commission
in the National Service.

For particulars address

ST. JOHN’S MILITARY ACADEMY

talents. Address

Secretary, 120 Claremont Avenue, New York City. Box 20.E, DELAFIELD

Waukesha Co.. WISCONSIN

‘@The Mabid Wannes Wusic School

David and Clara Mannes, Directors
Faculty of Specialists. All courses include
theory and ensemble,  Catalog.  Address
Secretnry, 154 East 70th Street, New York, N. Y.

THE SUCCESSFUL SCHoOOLS
of to- daibegan to advertise in ScRIBNER'S MAGAZINE years ago
for pupils for to-day. To-day these schools are advertising for
LO-MOrrow.

Dancing Instruction

Correspondence Schools

DANCING /frem L. H. CHALIF
Graduate, Russian Imperial Ballet School
Personally teaching Interpretive, Simplified Classic, Racial and

The University of Chicago
i v HOME i idision 5o resdent
tion by correspondence.
= , STUDY m oot e
ngcherj Ag‘ency 26th Year U. of C.(Div. F) Chicage, 111

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency
70 Fifth Avenue, New York

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

SCHOOL
ADVERTISING RATES

Advises parents about schools. Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr. Space 6 Times 12 Times
1 Page $250.00 $225.00 $200.00
T 125.00 112.50 100.00
Your School Problem || x -« 62.50 56.25 50.00
will be solved if you will merely state your case to }é L 31.25 28.13 25.00
Jay 8.75 7.88 7.00

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE BUREAU J : - §

Time discounts apply to number of insertions

» Write us (1) Kind of School, (2} Location preferred. (3) Amount without respect to size of space or character ol
you desire to spend. Half Inch—7 li

= An expert, who has made personal investlgation of the leading copy. a nch— ines—smallest space ac-

schools and colleges of this country, will help you choose the school cepted. 3% for cash with order.
Lest adapied to your needs,

QOur information is absolutely free.
THE CHICAGO DAILY NEWS
SCHOOL AND COLLEGE BUREAU
Chicago, Illinois

ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

SCRIBENER’S MAGAZINE
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York

20c
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_ _Cé_?;gpj__—Sg;mmer Schools

CAMP RONCEVERTE

ON THE GREENBRIER
FOR BOYS RONCEVERTE, W. VA,

N the heart of the Alleghenies—elevation 1600
= ! feet—12 miles from White Sulphur. Complete
new equipment. Thirty-acre camp and athletic

SEBA G O=-W 0 HEL fields. All field and water sports. ~Military training.

ON SEBAGO LAKE, SOUTH CASCO, MAINE Trap-shooting, Boxing. * Fine fishing. Competent
(The Luther Gulick Campy) supervision. Rates, full term, 8 weeks, June 2oth to

Three camps—Girls (12-18), (7-12) ; Boys (7-12). 187 acres of pine woods, August 15th, $155; half term, $85.

4 sand benches, (more than o mile of shore front), 5 islands. o Lk il :
motar bonts, sailbonts and big houseboat. Trips by eanoe, teailn Directors—Lieut. Gieses Lyges, U. 5. J‘\-. Franoe: L{:IJDI'
mobile to ocesn, with surf bathing., Horseback riding, crafts, official H. G. Acker, Aszsistant Commandant, Staunton Mi[itary
Hed Cross Course and Diploma, p nts and camp plays, Fach givl in . .

the personnl eare of Tr. and Mis, Luther Halsey Gulick, founders-of the Aca::@my. Staunton, Va. .

Camp Fire Girls. Send for splendid booklet Write Major H. G. Acker for booklet. Until June 1st,

Mzs. Charlotte V. Gulick, Hotel Bellevue, Boston, to May 15th. Staunten, Va. After June 1st, Ronceverte, W. Va.

CAMP PESQUATIQUIS. THE MAINE WOODS,
For Boys from 1210 17. A six weeks trip, covering over 300 miles by canoes;
game. The num-

Far Gir!s living in tents; geiting some real ﬁshinﬁ: seeing lots o
ber of boys linited to 20, which means that each boy will have the best care
and Women possible. A lesson in woodcraft. For Booklet and Reservation address

EUGENE HAVDEN, 19 Myrtle St., Boston, Mass.

Training for Patriotic Service After reth of May, No. East Carry, Maine.
On the Beautiful Hudson, June 12-Aug. 7 WO00DS ISLAND CAMP FOR GIRLS
HE Government needs trained women. Our ecourses GreAT Back Bay, LARe CHAMPLAIN.
qualify for practical work in most important branches Central bungalow. Separate sleeping cottages. Motor hoats.
open to women. Secretarial and Banking. Citizenship and Sandy beaches. Outdoor sports. Domestic Science. Handicraft.
wide range of Social Service. Automobile and motor boat First Aid, etc. Send for souvenir book. Woods Island Camp.
operatun. and repair. Domestic Science. Red Cross with Paul W. Thayer, Supervisor, St. Albans, Vt.

Hospital Experience, ete. Every opportunity for de-
lightful vacation—Swimming, Horse-

back Riding, Military Dnll. For
= 2 booklet C, address CAMP CHAMPLAIN
An Ideal Camp for Boys on Lake Champlain. Where your boy

: SECRET‘:‘“ may establish a firm foundation for his health—and have plenty
Miss Mason's Summer of fun. Waterproof tents. Two Motor Boats. Rowhoats,
School Canoes, Fishing, Swimming, Baseball, Tennis, Hikes and trips to
points of interest. References required. Tllustrated Booklet.
Tarrytown-on-the- Wm. H. Brown, Pres't, Berkeley-Irving School, 312 W. 83d 5t.,
Hudson, N. Y. New York City.
CAMP PENN
Varcour Istanp, Lake CravprLaIn, N. Y. CAMP WINNAHKEE

12th Season. Camp Penn is an unusual semi-military camp, of An Ideal Camp for Girls on Lake Champlain. Where girls enjoy
highest calibre. Our illustrated booklet should be very interesting a thoroughly happy summer—swimming, canoeing, fishing,
to parents who feel that a summer should mean something really hiking, playing tennis, dancing and singing around the camp fire;
worth while to their sons. There is a purpose behind our system arts and crafts; basketry, etc. Good Companions—Good Care
which is planned to bring out a boy's latent capacities and, at the —Good Food—Good Health—Good Fun, References required.
same time, give him the time of his lifel soo acres. Resident Illustrated Booklet. Wm. H, Brown, Pres't, Berkeley-Irving

physician. High Character standard. School F312 West 83rd Street, New York.

Chas. K. Taylor, Director, 434 W. 120th 5t.,, N. Y. C.

CAMP COBBOSSEE WINONA CAMPS FOR BOYS
LAkE COBBOSSEECONTEE, MAINE, Moose Poxp
16th Season. Location, equipment, supervision, food the best. Eleventh . T
Ideal boating, swimming and land sports. Experienced college I:ral;::inBoosﬁﬁo:ddrcg:o camps graded (ages 8 to 16). For Illus-
men. Camp physician. Write for beautifully illustrated Booklet. C. E. Cobb, Denmark Inn, 12 Main St., Denmark, Maine.

R. L. Marsans, A.B., Director, Shandaken, N. Y.



Camps—Summer Schools

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIRLS
Dr. D. A Sargent, President. 1llustrated Catalog.
Secretary, Cambridge, Mass,

QUANSET. THE CAPE Cob CAMP
FOR GIRLS

Established roos.  Swimming, canoeing, sailing—safest conditions,
expert instruction ; land sports, pageantry, horseback riding. Ex-
ceptional location and equipment. War time activities, Sepa-
rate cam& fur lmle s.-‘1rls Unusual results in health and vigor.
W. Hammatt, Box 6, South Orleans, Mass.

CAMP SOKOKIS, BRIDGTON, MAINE
On Long Lake in foothills of White Mountains. Small,
select camp for boys. Careful supervision of home. Tw:nliy
two acres field and forest. Water sports especially safe in
sheltered cove. Usual activities. Military training.

Lewis Caleb Willlaws, 27 Linden Ave,, Bklyn., N. Y.

CAamP OXFORD
Oxrorp, MAINE

A Summer Camp for Boys.
the fees remain the same through
the advance in cost of living. Booklet,

Eighteenth Season. A Camp where
ears of copstant growth, and
A, F. Caldwell, A M.

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS
Moosze Poxnn
Seventeenth Season. Three separate camps (ages 8 to a1). For
Ilustrated Booklet address i
Mr. and Mrs, C, E. Cobb, 20 Main St., Denmark, Maine.

INDIANOLA
A Semi-military and Semi-naval Camp for Boys under Military
Age. On Lake Mendota, Wisconsin. Catalog.
F. G. Mueller, Dir. Camp Indl;lnn1a, Madison, Wis.

CAMP IDLEWILD FOR BoYSs
Laxe WinNeEPESAUEEE, N. H.
27th year. Best equipped camp for boys in America.
trated booklet. dress
John M. Dick, B.D., Room 354, Exchange Bldg., Boston.

Tlus-

CAMP KINEO, Harrison, MANE

A select camp for young boys—boys under sixteen who
are wholesomely active and virile. All sports, riding,
auto instruction, mechanics, hobbies, trips. Ratecon-
sistent with superior service and careful limitations as
to size and clientele.  Beautiful illustrated booklet on
request from Irving K. McColl, Hotel McAlpin, New
York City.

PINE TREE CAMP FOR GIRLS

On beautiful Naomi Lake, 2000 feet above sea in pine-laden air
of Pocono Mountains, Four hours from New York and Phila-
delphia, Bungalows and tents on sunny hill. Experienced coun-
cilors. Tennis, basket-ball, canoeing, ' hikes""—all outdoor sports,
Handicrafts, gardening. Red Cross Work. Tutoring if desired.

7th season.
Miss Blanche D. Price,
323 W. School Lane, Philadelphia, Penn.

WYNONA CAMP FOR GIRLS
FarrLEE, VT.
Famous for its horseback riding, golf, and equipment, In pine
Emve on shore of fascinating mountain lake. Spring water.
hower baths, Electric lights. For illustrated booklet address
the Director, 282 Summer Street, Fitchburg, Mass.

KAMP KiLL KARE
On LAKE CHAMPLAIN
12th Season. Recreation camp for small boys. Tutoring camp for
older boys. Two distinct camps, For information address
Ralph F. Perry, Director, 136 South 5t., Morristown, N. J.

CAMP PASSUMPSIC FOR YOUNG Boys
Send for Tllustrated Booklet to William W, Clendenin, 120 Vista
rlac€ Mount Vernon, New York, After July first, South Fair-
ee,

CAMP MYSTIC, MysTIC, CONNECTICUT
Summer Camp for Girls. Created by Mary L. Jobe, A M., F.R.G.5. Re-
produces her unusual experience in the Canadian Nurthwest, Splendid
equipment, Instruction by experts in Salt Water and Land Sports, and
Horseback Riding. Dancing, Aesthetics, and Camp-craft. Membership
Timited. Booklet,
Miss Mary L. Jobe, 5o Morningside Drive, New York, N, Y.

THE SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE

will give information and make suggestions which will
help in the selection of schools.

The value of this Service to you, the correctness of our suggestions,
depend on the facts you give us to work on. The more explicit
you are the more practical our service to you.

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, SCRIBNER'S

MAGAZINE, Fifth Avenue at 48th Street -

New York
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Transportation Service by both

/-muu-ﬁ'ﬁm!l-‘-l

Rail and Water as far South as Old

Point Comfort was never better

The Hotel Chamberlin at Fortress Monroe, Virginia, is One

of the Finest Holiday Hotels
HE CHAMBERLIN directly faces Hampton

Roads, which is always the seene of marine

activity., Just across the Roads, immediately
in front of the Hotel, is the site of the New Naval
Training Base and Aviation School Langley
Field, the Army \\ullmn xperiment Station, iz
but a few miles away is becoming Lhe show
place for aviation in America.

The Chamberlin is alive with gay Society the
year round, military, naval and aeronautical
uniforms lending -\purL]t and color Lo the scene,

The cuisine is famous, and naturally so, since
the finest sea-foods are obtainable in the waters
around Old Point Comfort. The Medicinal Baths

in the Western Hemisphere

(under authoritative medical direc-
tion), is complete in every detail, and duplicates
every hath and treatment given at European Spas,
with the additional advantages of sea-breezes and
sea-bathing.

Department,

A finer Eighteen Hole Golf Course was never laid
down than the Chamberlin’s, with its turf fair-
ways, grass putting greens, and chic Club House.

Send for colored Aeroplane Map of the Course,
(the only ome of its kind ever made in America),
which will be sent you with our booklet ** Golf " if
you desire it, as well as booklels dealing with dif-
I'e:jent phases of life at the Chamberlin. Write
today to:

Geo. F. Adams, Manager, Fortress Monroe, Va.
NEW YORK OFFICE : Bertha Ruffner Hotel Bureau, McAlpin Hotel, Cook's Tours, or
““Ask Mr Foster'' at any of his offices.
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SCRIBNER’S

Fifth Avenue Section

L

British officer high in rank,
A on an important mission

here, as he walked down
Fifth Avenue, was heard to ex-
claim: *“The most wonderful
street in the world! 1 know of
no other to compare, save the
Rue de la Paix—and T.hdl. is
only three blocks long.”

Or again, a member of a
recent Mission here, speaking nf
Art Exhibitions, said: ** Where
else could you get the compre-
hensive view of works of art
such as your Fifth Avenue can
boast? A stop in this gallery, in
that, as you work your way up
the Avenue, and you will be
rewarded by a breadth of view
comprising ancient as well as
modern art, of which no one
museum can boast."”

Constant are the exclama-
tions of admiration from our

MAY,

Now as atways Fifth
spirit of the times

1918

Awenne reflects the
Fifth Avenwe at

Allied visitors And yetin Fifth
Avenue's present war-time bril-
liancy, lovely with the maze of
gayly colored flags, not the least
interesting note is the kaleido-
scopic, varicoiored uniforms of
our American men and those of
our Allies themselves, mingled
with those on social, war, or
shopping duties bent.

Every phase is mirrored in the
Fifth Avenue Section. The key-
note of the Avenue is here for
the reader, the visitor from out
of town, and the convenience
of our patrons resident in the

Fifth Avenue zone. The Filth
Avenue Section is ready to serve
vou. Miss Walton's services are
at your disposal, without charge,
to find for you anything you
want in this maze of shops.
Write to her in care of Scribner's
Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue,

Art Galleries
M. KNOEDLER & CO.
RICHARD DUDENSING & SON
WILLIAM MACBETH
GCORHAM CALLERIES
THE LITTLE GALLERY

Interior Decoration and Furniture

HAMPTON SHOPS
DUNCAN FRASER, INC
ERSKINE-DANFORTH
LEED, INC.

Silver
CRICHTON BROS:

23 Stveet during the Dewey Celebration

Where You Can Shop With Confidence

China and Glass
OVINGTON'S

New York.

Objects of Art
YAMANAKA & CO.

Women's Shoes EDWARD G. GETZ
SHOECRAFT Rugs

Women's Hats COSTIKYAN & CO.
YOUMANS KENT-COSTIKYAN

Stationery A T

BRENTANO'S

1918
BRENTANO’S

BOOKSELLERS
TO THE WORLD

Fifth Avenue and 27th Street
NEW YORK

F and Twelfth Streets
WASHINGTON, D. C.

37, Avenue de I'Opera
PARIS

(The only American Bookstore
on the Continent)

N;
e

Send for
Catalog S-2 and
Measurement Chart

SDON*’—

A Utility Pump

SHOECRAFTSHOES combine
style and beauty of line with the
perfect fit that assures comfort
Especially I;rnmnn.merl to nar:
row leet, fctured s 2 smart
street pump with 1%5.inch heel,
medium  weight sole  Clings
suugly at heel. Gun metal or
Cordovan call, 8% White buck

Taen canvas. 96,00

All slzes plainly marked. Fit
guaranteed. Post prepaid

THE SHOECRAFT SHOP
27 West 38ih 5t., New York

gance.
Natural.

Italian Leghom of
very light weight, for
country wear.
soft pliable brim gives
an air of jaunty ele-

The

Colors: Tan or
Price, $12.

Write for
Booklet 5B

YOUMANS

581 Fifth Avenue at 47th Street
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Fifth Avenue Section il

RUGS

Oriental Rugs - Specially Made Rugs
English & Scotch Chenille Axminster
French Aubusson & Savonnerie

Hand-Tufted Rugs

KENT-COSTIKYAN

TRADING CO., INC. i
485 Fifth Ave., opp. Public Library New York ||

wInG:
INTERIOR
"DECORATIONS

| 68| FIFTH AVE. NEW YORK |

Ldwnrd G. Getz
Antigue Chinese Works |
of Arxt ‘

14 East 45th Sireet |
New Hork |
%rn“". |

Porcelains
Hades

'ﬁelletiu Grealals

| PORCELAINS-JADES
SILKS - LAMPS-SCREENS |

|| month on Fifth Avenue.

CALENDAR of |
CURRENT ART
EXHIBITIONS

NOTE: In connection with
The Fifth Avenye Section of

Scribner's Magazine, Charles |

Scribner’s Sons wish to an-
nounce a monthly calendar of
exhibitions held during the

Gorham Galleries, Fifth Avenue at

Oriental Rugs

T THE WILD GALLERIES 'I
\’% should always be on your

| 4
3@ list to visit when selecting

Oriental Rugs.

JOosepH WiLD & (0.

366-370 Fifth Ave. ar 35th St., New York

36th Srreet— Exhibiion of Work of
Janet Scudder  April 22 10 May 11

Macheth Galleries, 450 Fifth Ave-

nue — Exhibinen of Pantngs by

American Arists.

Dudensing Gallery, 45 West 44th
Street — Exhibition of Painungs by
Inness VWyant, Blakelock.

Henry Symen Galleries 26 East 45th
Street — Exhibiion of Picces from
the Collection of the Duke of Suther-
land.

Vernay Galleries, 12 East 45th Street
— Exhibition of Old Seascapes and
Stuart Stump. Work Pictures. Dur-
ing May.

Knoedler Gallery 556 Fifth Avenue
—Exhibinon of 18th Century Eng-
lish Mezzounts

Art Alliance 10 East 47th Street—
Exhibiion of Containers Boxes,
Cans and Labels for them Unul
April 30

Work of New York School of Fine
and Applied Art. May Il 1o I7

Linle Gallery 4 East 4Bth Swreer—
Special Exhibinon of Hand- Wrought
Silver opening the New Gallery.

Museum of. French Art. 599 Fifth
Avenue — Exhibiion of French
Prints of the 18th Century, in color
and in black  Uniil May 1.

Ferargil Gallery 24 East 49th Street
—Paintings in Oil by Carlson. Lever,
Bicknell Lathrop, and Others

Babcock Galleries. 19 East 49th Street
— Exhibition of California Paintings
by Maurice Braun, May | 1o I8,

{ Comtdnred on the following page)

DUNCAN
[RASER

603 Fifth Avenue
New York

Interior Decoration
Old English Interiors
and Reproductions.
Furniture and Hangings.

Color Specialists and
Direct Importers of
Exclusive Textiles.

Montreal: 51 Victoria Strect

IF you are looking for o decorative ciga-
rette-hox your search can end here, for
this cedar-lined box is covered with Chinese
silk embroidered in small figures, with
handle of carved jade or amethyst. Similar
velvet-lined boxes for jewels,

CRICHTON BROS.

of London

GOLDSMITHS and
SILVERSMITHS

RARE PIECES OF OLD
0 THEIR MAJESTIES ENGLISH SILVER
THE KING AND QUEEM .

In Mew York: 638, Filth Avenue
In Chicago: 822, S, Michigan Avenus
In London: 22, OId Bond Stranl




Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth St.,

RIBNER’S

fat s Fifth Avenue Section

al CﬁTlK\’AN ‘8 @_.,

RUGS

12 East 40th Street
New York

EXHIBITION

of the work of
JANET SCUDDER
April 22nd to May 11

GORHAM
GALLERIES,

THE GORHAM COMPANY
Mew York City

If Galleries planning exhibitions
of particular interest will notify
The Fifth Avenue Section
of SCRIBNER'SMAGAZINE,
507 Fifth Avenue, New York, they
will be included in the current

calendar.  Forms close April
thirtieth for June issue ® € @

A beautiful Chinese jewel fower-
ing garden of fruits and flowers
carved from semi-precious stones
— spinach-green jade, white jade,

lapis lazuli, amber, ete. The box

is of 18th-century lacquer with

carving depicting scenes in Chinese
history.

CALENDAR of \
CURRENT ART
EXHIBITIONS

( Corttinied from page 24)

Kennedy Galleries, 613 Fifth Ave-
nue — Exhibition of Engravings of
the Revolution, the War of 1812,
and Civil War Subjects.

Ainslee Galleries, 615 Fifth Avenue |

— Exhibition of Choice Examples by
Inness and Wyant.

667 Fifth Avenue — Exhibition of
French War Pantings from the
French Government in the Galleries
aof the former Residence of Colonel
Cornelius Vanderbilt, Until April 26.

Bourgeois Galleries, 668 Fifth Ave-
nue — Exhibition of Modern Art.

Yamanaka Galleries, 680 Fifth Ave-
nue — Exhibition of Art Objects
from China and Japan.

Kleinberger Galleries, 725 Fifth Ave-
nue — General Exhibition of Ancient

| Paintings

Satinover Galleries, 3 West 56ith
Street — Exhibition of Flemish,
Dutch, German, and lralian Primi-
15th, l6th, and 17th Cen-

nves

turies

Demotte of Paris, 8 East 57th Street
— Exhibition of French Art of the
Middle Ages.

Metropolitan Museum of Art, Fifth
Avenue at 8lst Street — Exhibinon
of Series of Etchings by Goya, depict-
ing Disasters of War. On view untl
June 2.
Exhit in

Unil

1 of Recent A
the Department of Prints

June 2,

Exhibition of Mr. and Mrs. Isaac D
Fletcher Collection.

The Little Gallery

4 East 48th St., New York
Special Exhibition o/
Hand Wrought Silver
by Master Craftsmen

Replicas of Museum Pieces
Complete Silver Service

GREAT BARRINGTON, MASS,

WILLIAM

. iknochler&@tu‘

556 FIFTH AVENUE
NEW YORK

EXHIBITION
o

XVIII CENTURY

ENGLISH
MEZZOTINTS

A CURRENT ISSUE

oF

HAMERICAN ARTISTS”

OUR TOVSE
FOR DISTRIBUTION

450 FIFTH AVE.—FORTIETII ST,
NEW YORK

ORGAN, I8 NOW READY

MACBETH

Established 1846

Established 1881

VICTOR: CHARRETON

REPRESENTATIVE
WORKS of
MODERN ART

RICHARD

DUDENSING

& SON

45 WEST 44th STREET
NEW YORK
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1e:
1~1gj‘ﬁfunptnm Shops

ONLY a few years ago, most of the

good furniture in this country
was in the hands of collectors or was
scattered in individual pieces—and not
available for study and guidance.

So the principals of our business,
and our agents, invaded the art centers
of Europe. Some of our first merito-
rious interiors were imported almost
intact from the Continent. .

Today, our cdmmissionnaires are
still culling the artistically worthwhile
of every period and every land, with
a result that is best seen in the eleven
Galleries of Hampton Shops.

In original, or faithful replica, the
masterpieces of the furniture makers of
all times are assembled with intelligent
understanding against harmonious
backgrounds.

Hampton Shops offers a ripened
decorative experience, in combination
with vast equipment, unlimited re-
sources and far reaching organization,

, for the enrichment and beautifying of

'1 American Homes wherever means and

.‘ culture are found in association.

e

DAL S,

18 Elast sofSreet AN
faring S¢. Patrirks Carhedral ({( 4
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MAKING THE GARDEN A THING OF BEAUTY
FOUNTAINS, A SUN-DIAL, AND WROUGHT IRON

Both the wall fountain at the
right and the figure below for a
fountain are the work of Janet
Scudder. When such pieces as
these are used they give a centre
of interest to the entire garden—
and incidentally give that much
impetus to contemporary Amer-
ican sculpture.

For further information
about any of these pieces,
or addresses where they
can be obtained, write
Miss Walton, Fifth Avenue
Section of Scribner’s Mag-
azine, 597 Fifth Avenue,
New York, or sce direc-
tions on page 28.

A hurnished copper bowl,
gay with potted flowers,
surmounts this hand-
wrought iron stand. The
delicacy of the design is
mtlresllug 1t is decora-
tive for garden, living-
room, ar terrace,

A striking figure is that

at the right. The Saki

sun-dial, the work of
Harriet Frishmuth,

Placed against a dense
muass of green with a clear
sweep of lawn in front, or
at the end of the garden
path where the most
prized vista can be ob-
tained, would not this
hench fill & need in vour
garden? It can be oh-
tained in manufactured
stone, marble, or lime-
stone,




SCRIBNER’S

Fifth Avenue Section

Rew U S,
Patent Off

Special News Service of
the Fifth Avenue Shops

CAREFULLY CHOSEIS
FOR THE HOUSE

To p h any of

O Scribner readers interested in shop-

ping through the Fifth Avenue shops

and galleries we recommend the fol-
lowing literature. Worite direct to the houses
issuing the literature or to Miss Walton,
The Fifth Avenue Section of Scribner’s
Magazine, using the coupon below.

Furniture and Decoration: Hamplon Shops, 18 East soth Street,
New York.

‘The New Gift Book: Ovinglon's, 312 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Supeestions for Soldiers’ Gifts: Brentano's, Fifth Avenue af 27h
Sireet, New York.

The Watch in the Trenches: Jacgues Depollier & Son, 15 Maiden
Lane, New York.

0Old English Interiors and Decoration: Duncan Fraser, Inc., Goz
Fifth Avenue, New York.

Catalogue of Current Art Exhibitions: Knoedler & Co., 556 Fifth
Auvenue, New Yook,

Water Colors: Richard Dudensing & Son, 45 West 44th Street, New

ork.

Oriental Objects of Art: Yamanaka & Co., 680 Fifth Avenue, New

York.

Sports Clothes: Gidding & Co., 568 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Fitting the Narrow Foot: Booklet S-1, Shoecrafi, 27 West 38th Street,
New York.

Sports Hats for Women: (Booklel 5-B), YVoumans, s81 Fifth Avenue,
New York.

Danersk Decorative Furniture: (Catalog T-4), Erskine Danforth
Corporation, 2 West g7th Street, New York.

New Edition of Art Notes: William Macheth Galleries, gso Fifth
Avenue, New York,

Antique Porcelains: Edward G. Gelz, 14 East 45tk Sireet, New York.

Sculpture by American Artists: Gorham Galleries, Fifth Avenue at
3bth Street, New YVork.

Hand Wrought Silver: The Little Gallery, 4 East 48th Sireel, New York.

A Conceivable Descriptive List of Oriental and European Rugs,
with illustratiops: Kent-Costikvan Trading Co., 485 Fifth Avenue,
New York.

Ancient and Modern Rugs: Costikvan & Co., 12 East g0tk Sireet,
New York.

Oriental Rugs: Joseph Wild & Co., 370 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Antique English Silver and Reproductions: Crichton Bras., 636
Fifth Avenue, New York,

Furniture of Spanish InfAuence: Leed, Inc., 681 Fifth Avenue, New
York.

TO ORDER Shown in the Fifth Avenue Section, or for
further information or addresses of the shops
ARTICLES where they can be obtained, write Miss
‘Walton or use the coupon below.,
Miss Walton's services are at your disposal without charge.

MISS WALTON, Firre AVENUE SHOPPING SERVICE,
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 507 Fifth Avenue, New York
Will you kindly purchase for me the following articles? T en-
«lose a check payable to Charles Seribner’s Sons to cover their cost.
Please send me the addresses of the shops where the following
articles can be obtained. Also a more detailed description of them,
Please send literature on subjects checked.

Articles

Size (if garment) Shown on page

Name

Street

State

“City

these articles, see
directions on this
page.

A low howl uselul for honbons, paosies,

or sweets is this slerlinf-sil\.’t-r mounted

basket in Swedish crystal. It can be had

in blue, lavender, ﬁri:]e' and apple-green.
b0,

Wrought iron is, of course, greatly in de-

mand. Have you seen it more appro-

riately used than in this ash-receiver?

he tray, which is removable, is of copper.

Good-looking for living-room, study, or
porch. 15,

A charming piece is
this dressing-tahle,
which at will can be
transformed into a flat-
topped table. The cen-
tre part opens to form
a mirror_ with candela-
bra at either side, and
the ends when open dis-
close compartments for
toilet articles. It is of
the most  beautiful
workmanship. The
Empire seat carries out
the same delicacy of de-
sign.

Painted furniture brings a charm and freshness particularly desir-
able at this season. The desk below is glazed enamel decorated by
hand. Both the color and decoration can be chosen to fit any
color scheme. The piece shown is in smoked-putty color with soft
green. The Windsor chair with rush seat matches the desk.




COLORFUL BITS FOR
PORCH AND GARDEN

See directions on page 28 for pur-
chasing any of these articles.

A charming bit of color will this
Dells Robhia plague give when
placed on the wall of the terrace
or veranda, This “Bambino" is
suid to bring good cheer. Eleven
inches in diameter, #7.50; d-inch-
diameter size, #2.50.

Really decorstive window-boxes are difficult to find. This

one is of tiles—careful reproductions of antique tiles whose

secret of color has been handed

down in one family lur genera-
Box, #18.

tions. Of course, the hirds
come in for their share
of attention in every
garden, and this bird
bath solves their bath-
ing, c&uestmn in & highly
satisfactory manner. OF
stone, 20 inches high
{(bowl 20 inches diam-
eter), #12. The Italian
pottery bird is 81.50.

Antique tiles with a
wonderful glow of color
form this flower-pot.
There are lovely yel-
lows, blues, and browns
which age gives to these
old painted decorations.
$25.

Dignified hy pedestals of its own is this flower-box in bas-

relief, but it can be obtained without them. In manu-

factured stone, box, $35; pedestals, $30. The box is 36
inches long. Made to order in terra-cotta.

SCRIBNER’S

(fth Avenue Section
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S ro—Thir rrfre,rfm.(u.r set of fine plass includes a
pitcher, six iced-tea glasses and spoons, and a ma-
hoganized tray (17% x10Y in.). Price, $7.50

TTRACTIVE things to deco-
rate your own house make dis-
tinctive gifts with which to help
somebody else decorate theirs. They
are found by the hundreds at all
seasons of the year at Ovington’s.

May we send you a copy of
the new Ovington Gift Book?

!

S 11—With a rich blue
band decorating s edges,
this glass table decoration
includes 2 candlesticks, 2
comports and 1 botwl (1010,
diameter). Price, $10.00

S 12—As blue as Caprian

waters, this Italian water jug

makes a splendid refresh-

ment seroer (10 in. high).
Price, $3.50

13 —25 in. high, this lamp
of purnished gold and poly-
chrome has a shade (16 in.
diameter) of tan parchment
decorated with colored flowers.

1 Price, $12.50

312-314 Fifth Ave., NewYork

. 4.
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The ancient methods of wood
finishin color are now available
at modest cost in DANERSK
FURNITURE.

Old English Draw Top Tables,
\‘llc"elnh Dressers, Cupboards
and handmade
Y Windsors, finished
in your choice of an-
tique tone of natural
wood or soft color-
ings that bring
{ beauty into your
home,

DANERSK
DECORATIVE
FURNITURE

Call at our Exhibition
Rooms
Send for valuable
catalogue “T-5"

ERSKINE-DANFORTH CORPORATION
2 West 47th St., New York Firsi door 1West of Fofdle Averue, yth floor

WATCH

Look for
Drummer
Boy
figure
inside
cover of
box

Always sold in this box.
Avoid imilations by securing
“KHAKI" BOX

The dindividual numbers of
case and movement are marked
on exery box.

Write for Booklet ** THE WATCH IN THE TRENCHES "
which explains why there are barrels of discarded watches at the
front, that are out of commission and cannot be repaired.

Every man in the service wants the watch that will stand by
him through thick and thin. The “D-D" Khaki Watch has
proved its superiority by actual test on the wrists of officers
and soldiers at the front, Its every feature is important.

NON-INFLAMMABLE UNBREAKABLE GLASS
Protects the watch—cannot break or crack—is not a Nitro-
Cellulose product, which is dangerous. The only unbreakable
glass held safe by Double Clinched Bezel. Pat. Sept. 11, 1917.

Strike Again!
It can't crack!

i i S Craenetie® Finished
T ot tes ™™  RADIUM Oiive Drab Webbing
No buckle, no eyelets. DIAL Muisture-proof.

Slips overhand as aloop. Stronger than Leather.

Sold by Fifth Avenue Watch Dealers and Leading Jewelers
Everywhere.

JACQUES DEPOLLIER & SON
Manufsctiorers of High-Clasr Specialtdes for Waltham IWatches
15 Maiden Lane, New York City, U. S. A.
DUBOIS WATCH CASE CO. Est. 1877

The old fox-head cups made
in London in the late eight-
eenth or nineteenth century
—of which a reproduction is
shown—have a quaint his-
tory. Itwasoften the custom
at hunts in England to hand
the rider a cup of beer either
before or after the chase. The
cups used were designed so
that they could not be put
down until emptied 'P
modelling in this one is partic-
ularly fine and was made, no
doubt, in the original from the
head of some particular fox
after being run down by the
hounds. An interesting piece
in silver for the sportsman.

30

FOR VARIED USES

See directions on page 28 for purchasing any of the articles
shown or for addresses of shops where they can be obtained

With the greatly increased use ol separate
sport skirts for almost every occasion one's
wardrobe must include just that many
more blouses, Can a more becoming de-
sign be selected than this blouse of white
or flesh georgette with its deep-pointed
collar? A charming model with clusters of
tucks, of adwmirable workmanship. #$15.

Many and varied are
the so-called garden
sets, but how few will
withstand the hard
usage of actual gar-
den work! This set
will, and that is why
we are showing it.
The tools are strong
and ‘.lurd\, the woil-
cloth- covered kneel-
ing-pad can be kept
clean readily. $3.50.

Does not French
dressing taste ever
s0o much better
when made at the
table? This set
will simplify the
process, for it con-
tains  everything
necessary, ioclud-
ing a deep bowl for
mixing. Tray and
bowl of Sheﬂi:ld
silver, other pieces
in  erystal, com-

plete, $20.

A bumidor “de luxe™
covered  with antigue,
hand-woven Japanese
brocade. The cover is
inlaid  with octagonal,
finely carved, white jade
Blaque with standing
uddha figure in the
centre. The handles are
of carved white jade in
the form of dragons.




THE SEASON'S BEST
IN COATS

Qur artist apparently does not approve of cape effects, for she chose
the only view qf this smart silk poplin combination coat and cape
(below) where it looks like a coal. The very deep, open effect of

Picture a brilliantly red Cana-
dian homespun, lined with blue
taffeta and with round, flat sil-
ver buttons, eut in the new full,
loose way, with pockets which
hang out like gaping mile-posts,
and you will see one of the
smarlest top-coats on the Ave-
nue, $135. OF course it ean be
had in other colors.

the broad revers gives a
dressy effect when desired,
which can be magically
transformed into a but-

toned-to-the-throat model,
which makes it answer the
utility demand of the motor.
In tan silk or navy-blue
poplin, $90; or in dark tan
velour, $135.

SCRIBNER'S

Reg, U, 8,
FPatent O

Fifth Avenue Section

FOR THE MOTORIST
AND GOLFER

.

A good all-around soft hat of the
most approved lines.

When one of our most conserva-
tive Fifth Avenue houses picks out
n model like that at the right, we
know men’s clothes have been in-
fluenced by the uniforms of our
Allies. Notice the belt all around,
the deep inverted plaits at either
side of the froot (and three in the
back) finished with " crow's feet,”
the slashed pockets, the long,
swee}ping lapel with deep, OPP‘II
noteh, making duplex collar. The
cuff forms a recfing tab. Of Eng-
lish cheviot,

Is there anything lighter, vet so
surprisingl_\’ warm, #s a paper
vest? When conserving lugrage

you need not bother to bring it
back after a golfing day—its price
is so low,

90 cents.

War times call for various

economies. This ball-marker,

which stamps any three ini-

tials on a hall, will cut down

materially the number of lost
balls.  #3.50.

OF SPECIAL INTEREST

Don't most of us “thrill” at that little two-winged insignia
R. M. A. (Reserve Military Aviator) and the one wing of the

observer? Just a reminder to the aviators
that they make the nicest kind of gifts to
home. Embroidered of silk and
's emblem, $2.
Mounted on pins, $3.50 and $2.50.

send bacl

bullion, #8. Obzerver's

HBoots, not beauti-

ful to lock upon
but built for hard-
est trench service.
Most comfortable
for the wearer un-
der all conditions
of rough usage.
Worn_ by British
and Canadian of-
ficers in France.
Boots should be
large enough to be
worn over two pairs
of socks. -

TO'TIHE

SOLDIER

An officer’s rubber
cap cover which
really protects the
cap and costs only
75 vents,

Lessen the danger of the aviator by these
gogeles, for if the glass hreaks it cannot
fall out or splinter.  Will pass the regula-
tions. Conforms to shape of face. $12.

3



STERLING

The worker in silver

SILVERWARE | ows that his work.

will become part of ahome—that it will be
treasured for years—a symbol of friendshyl
a })roof‘ of affection. Success in his art
is established only by continued demand for
his work. The great public must place the
stamp of their zﬂaj)mval upon his handiwork.

THE GORHAM  takes just pride in its

COMPANY secure hold upon”pub
lic esteem — its many years ofPaHain-
ment. The same high standards that won
Gorham success still guide and control the

minds of its craftsmen.

GORHAM STERLING SILVERWARE
is sold by ]eadirg}éi\'velers every-
where and bears” @@@
this trademark_.

THE GORHAM COMPANY

Silversmiths and Goldsmiths
NEW.YORK.

WORKS - PROVIDENCE AND NEW YORK .
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THE FLOWERING
BY MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN ANDREWS

TrE land is like a garden with a blossoming of boys.
All across a continent, from the wide Atlantic’s booming,
To the hoarse Pacific breakers, shouting deep triumphant noise;
All across a thousand prairies; from the Rocky Mountains' looming;
From the farms and from the cities, out of villages like toys
Pour the hoys!
Everywhere—oh, my country, everywhere
The flower of America has sprung to sudden blooming.

Steady flowing, never-ending, never heeding rank or races,

Eager faces set and sober, toward the cloud of battle lowering—

Hear the swinging of battalions, see the young, unfearing faces.

Thousands upon crowding thousands, iron muscles, steady faces,

Out of snows and out of bayous, out of fields and cities towering,

Rich and poor, from lordly mansions, out of tiny homes like toys
Stream the boys!

Everywhere—oh, my country, everywhere

The harvest of the land we love has ripened to its flowering.

For the God of Hosts has lifted up our soul to be a nation;
He has silenced them who doubted that we knew his trumpet voice;
He has set us on a mountain top to suffer for salvation,
Has crowned us and has cleaned us with suffering and salvation.
And—to answer if our hearts are fixed on riches and on toys—
Lord, the boys!
Not for gain—God Almighty, not for gaining
We are offering our flowering for a bulwark to creation—
Lord—our boys!
Copyright, 1918, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.  All rights reserved.

Vor. LXIIT.—54 513



WAR LETTERS

OF

EDMOND GENET

THE FIRST AMERICAN AVIATOR KILLED FLYING OFFICIALLY
THE STARS AND STRIPES

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM A PAINTING BY LIEUTENANT FARRE AND PHOTOGRAFPHS

DMOND CHARLES
E Crinton G-

NET, great-
great-grandson of
‘*Citizen”” Genel
(who was the first
Minister from the
French Republic to
the United States,
coming herein 1793),
was brought up in
Ossining, New York,
enlisted in the
United States navy
when he was sixteen,
served at Vera Cruz
in 1914, enlisted in
the French Foreign Legion in February,
1915, serving with distinction for fifteen
- months at the front, and entered the
Aviation Corps in May, 1916, becoming
a member of the famous Lafayette Es-
cadrille which, after our entry into the
war, flew the American flag. Young Ge-
net was killed on April 16, 1917, ten
days after the United States entered the
war. The following letters written to his
mother and other members of his family
are the concluding ones only of a long
series written throughout the war, which
will appear in a volume. Genet was
a few months over twenty when he was
killed, and the letters reveal an enthusi-
astic, boyish, and brave character.

Escadrille La Fayette, N 124,
Secteur postal 182, France,
January 2oth, 1917.
My DEAR LITTLE MOTHER:

This is my first full day at the front
with the escadrille. Like almost all the
occurrences of my life this change has oc-
curred with a jump. I was sent out here
by the G.D. E. [Grande Division d’Ecole]

514

The emblem of the Lafayette Escadrille.

to get a machine
from another esca-
drille here and pi-
lot it back to the
G. D. E., as it was
one being discarded
from use on the
front. Iarrived yes-
terday morning and
discovered that the
G.D. E. had already
‘phoned here order-
ing me back without
taking the machine,
as there had come an
order for Bigelow,
Parsons, and myself
to join our escadrille. Instead of going
back I stayed right here at the order of
our captain, thus saving a rather unneces-
sary trip to the G. D. E. and back here.
Parsons and Bigelow ought to be out here
by Monday at the latest.

It’s a big relief to me to be out here at
last, dear Mother. The rumble of the
big guns this morning which ’'roused me
from beneath my warm covering of four
big blankets (for it’s right cold here and
we've snow all over the ground) wasn’t
new music to my ears. It seemed like
old times, the roar of old comrades.

It is by a very singular coincidence
that I slept the night before last on my
way out here at the very same little vil-
lage in which I slept the very first night I
reached the front here from Lyon with
the Legion in March of 1g15. Tl be fly-
ing over the very part of the front from
which I first faced the enemy so many
months ago in those early ones of the war.

It may be some time yet before I have
a machine of my own. Meanwhile, as
two of the fellows are in America on leave,
I'll be using one of theirs. The days are



War Letters of

persisting in being so disagreeable lately
that there has been very little flying
done at all.

We are quartered in a very comfortable
wooden barrack, two to a room. There
are orderlies for each of us, mechanics
for each machine, and automobiles to go
around with if we care to go to any near-
by big,town. We eat excellently and
really one feels quite like a prince,—far
different from the life in the schools—or
in the famous legion.

G H in Ossining told Mr,
H—— some while
ago about my hav-
ing been the first to
volunteer on board
the Georgia to go
ashore in case of
necessity at Vera
€ruz. ‘Isn’t it
funny that all the
good stories about
me seem to be get-
ting around and
the others are keep-
ing dark? Some
day those will out
and then there’ll be
a mess of affairs.

I made my first
little speech in pub-
lic on Wednesday
last. Mr, Hedin of
the Brooklyn Eagle
office in Paris took
me to the monthly
luncheon of the As-
sociated Franco-
English Press,
. which was held at
the Café de Paris (one of the best Parisian
restaurants), and I happened to be the
only one there who was in uniform.
There were about forty newspaper men of
the French, American, and British pa-
. pers. The chairman, Mr. Adams, intro-
duced two gentlemen who were to say a
few remarks and then he announced that
the great-great-grandson of Citizen Genet,
who was serving with the French in the
war in the aviation corps, was with them
and a few other remarks, and of course 1
had to get up and acknowledge as best I
could. I didn’t say very much, but they
all say I did all right and lots of them

"“Citizen" Genet.

First Minister from the French Republic to the
United States in 1793,
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came up after the luncheon and were very
pleasant to me.

Do you know, Mother dear, that it's
exactly two years to-day that I sailed
away from little old New York? It
seems impossible.

Endless love and best wishes to you
and all, dear Mother, from

Your devoted “ third,”*
EpMOND.

January 28, 1917.—My last letter,
written the 2oth, was from the front, so
of course you know
all about my get-
ting out here from
thatone. I’ve been
to Paris since then,
because on Mon-
day I flew a ma-
chine in part of
the way and then
went by R. R. to
Plessis to get my
belongings, which
I had been forced
to leave there
when 1 was sent
out the previous
week. I got them
and, as the cap-
tain told me I
need not rejoin
them here until
Thursday, I stayed
the two intervening
days with the
P——s in Paris.
It was quite for-
tunate for me, be-
cause I was thus

able to see H—— before she left for
ITtaly,
Excuse this scrawl. I'm already

“turned in" for the night, but am sitting
up in my bunk and have a lamp beside me
for illumination purposes. We're having
the coldest weather I've found since com-
ing over the “pond.” These last few
days have been superbly clear but terri-
bly cold and with a sharp, biting northerly
wind. Everything freezes up. I actually
had to thaw out my fountain pen the
night before last to write up my diary,
and I've a bottle of ink which is simply a
* Referring to his being the third and youngest son.
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solid brick of iced ink. Needless to say
we heat up the water we use for washing
purpeses every morning.

I've got a Nieuport of my own now,
one which is really new, and to-morrow I
go out over the lines with the escadrille
for the first time. I haven't been out
vet, simply because there was no machine
for me, and in fact I haven't been here
many days yet, having been in Paris after
my things a good part of this week.

For the past two weeks I've been so
much on the move that T haven't been
able to answer letters or do much writing
of any sort except write up my diary
every night. Talways manage to do that,
no matter how rushed or how tired T may
be. This is the fiftth year now I've been
doing that without ever losing a single
day.

I think T have a mighty courageous and
brave little Mother, for you write that you
would like to have been with me on that
flight T took up over the Pyrenees at Pau.
Do you think you would risk yourself
with vour wild “third” in a little flying-
machine at 3000 or more meters (about
gooo ft.) away above clouds and jagged
mountains? Some day I hope I shall be
able to test your courage, little Mother.

We have a very pleasant captain of the
escadrille and the lieutenant (de Laage) is
a dandy fellow. Of course, Thaw, who is
a lieutenant, looks out for us a good deal,
but de Laage is our regular lieutenant.
Both he and the captain speak English—
particularly de Laage. Wealleat together
in one mess and our cook is an AT man.

Must get to sleep now, dear little
Mother. T have to get off to the lines at
7 to-morrow morning which means arising
at 6 o'clock. Flying these days is mighty
cold work and risky too on account of the
high winds. To-morrow I'll be under fire
again—this time as an aviafor, not a lé-
gionnaire, Good night and God bless you.

Escadrille N 124,
Secteur Postal 182, France.
February 2d, 1917.
DEAR, DEAR RIvers*:

Why your letter of December 4th didn’t
reach me until to-day I cannot tell, except
that it had, of course, to go to Pau and
then to the G. D. E. and then out here;

* His brother, Ensign, U. S, N.
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but T've already received letters of much
later dates which have had to take the
same route. At any rale, it's here and I
surely am mighty well contented to hear
from vou.

You ask me something which both
startles and amazes me. Are you really
and actually serious about wishing to
come over here and enter the mviation
corps to fight with us for this glorious
cause and country? Do you mean to say
that vou are seriously thinking of follow-
ing in the footsteps of your crazy, hair-
brained kid brother? Rivers, I don’t
really know whether to advise you to
come over or not. Of course the training
is well worth it if one gets through all right
and can return and take up aviation in the
States. ‘Undoubtedly there will be heaps
of chances for us back there if we are
capable of continuing when this big scrap
is completed and we're free to return ches
nous, but the dangers and risks are mighty
big, and to have two of us in the game—
well, think it over very carefully before
you do any moving. You certainly have
—or seem to have—excellent chances of a
commission, for which I congratulate you
with all my heart. Willit really be worth
your while to give up all that, come over
here, run the risk we're running, take
from six to eight months in training, take
the chance of being overthrown by your
own country which you want to serve, and
even run the chance of having the war
end before you could get time to put in
any active service—for, after all, there are
some chances at least that it will termi-
nate before next year? If you do decide
to come I advise you to do so well before
July. Come as early in the Spring as pos-
sible—April will be a good month to start
in training. Be sure, though, through a
thorough medical exam, that you are
O. K. in all physical matters, and bring a
medical certificate with you, a birth cer-
tificate (if possible), and you'll probably
have to show references that you have no
German connection, which, of course, will
be easy, as the fact of our excellent French
ancestry will be sufficient to calm all sus-
picions and also, T guess, the fact that
your younger brother has already two
years of good service under the French
colors and is in the Franco-American
Corps will be enough to get you in all
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right. Look out for your passport, though
—I don’t advise you togive the real reason
of your coming over here when you get it.
Say you are coming over to serve in the
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your statements, whereas a personal fam-
ily reason would let you out of such
trouble.

How I would like to have you come,

Edmond C. C. Genet in his aviator’s uniform,

From a photograph taken in Paris September 4, ro16.

ambulance corps or else some private rea--

son, such as I used—to look up property
of your French connections or some such
reason as that—which I think will be bet-
ter than the former I have suggested, the
ambulance work, as in that you might
have to produce papers from the Ameri-
can Ambulance Service, etc., to confirm

dear brother! Think it all over mighty
hard, though, before you make any defi-
nite move. I wouldn't be in any other
place myself for all the world, but for you
it's an entirely different question indeed.
Don’t be rash. You already have got
military prospects before you over there.
I've got to win mine over here and I've
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already two years of steady excellent ser-
vice Lo help me along toward that end.
Again 1 say—don't be rash. Heaven
knows, though, dear Rivers, I certainly
would be delighted to have you here with
me in this wonderful big fight,—among
this wonderful heroic people.

If the U. S. accepts this latest extraor-
dinary dictation from Germany which is
in to-day’s papers, about the steamship
route to England, I can't see that any
eenuine, self-respecting American should
feel justified in holding his head up any
more. It'sabominable and goes fully be-
vond all bounds of patience. Casar or
Nero could not have dictated any more se-
verely to their slaves than has the Kaiser
to our country. It'ssimply dictation and
nothing more and no self-respecting na-
tion canstand it. Willours? Damn the
Boches! TIhope and pray that I can live
long enough to make them realize there's
one American who refuses to be neutral in
the face of their confounded audacities.

Since getting out here I've been out
over the lines, but not very much, on ac-
count of the weather. The days have
been excessively cold and snowy, and
sleeping at night is no really warm event.
We won’t be very active as far as flying is
concerned until more toward March, I'm
afraid. I've got a machine of my own
now—a 110 h. p. Nieuport. It’sa dandy
machine, but I burned out two cylinders
this morning just after I started up and
had to come back. The cold weather has
been rotten for the oil, and it froze in my
tank and the oil-clutch. I get a new
motor to-morrow to replace the old. The
first morning I flew over the lines I went
4200 metres (about 12,600 ft.), which is
some altitude for a clear and very cold
morning. The view was wonderful, and
just about o0 metres below and to our
right (I was out with one of the other fel-
lows) shells fired at us from a German
anti-aircraft battzry were bursting. A
light covering of snow helped to accen-
tuate the outlines of the ground, the rail-
road lines, roads, villages, etc. That was
one of our exceptionally clear days, though.
This is surely no kid’s game. It’s mighty
tiring and trying on the nerves and one
feels it lots at the end of each day’s flying.
One has to keep constantly on the alert—
and a mighty wide-awake alert too. Ma-

Edmond Genet

nceuvring the machine has practically to
be done involuntarily—mechanically, 1
should say, and keep all the senses abso-
lutely on the alert for the enemy and the
course taken. The enemy machines drop
down behind one with blamed suddenness
and then there’s the devil to pay. It's
some job! There isn't a great deal of
danger of being brought down by shells, al-
though there have been machines brought
down that way—mostly with a lot of luck
on the part of the gunners. Both sides,
though, do possess some mighty good
anti-aircraft batteries.

Now write to me immediately when you
decide what you're going to do about
coming over here—only, go thoughtfully.

Please remember me to M and
every one else, including my bright
“Star.” Bonne chance pour l'amour.
C'est tout a fait bien, cher frere.

Ton frére dévoué,
EpmonD.

Same address—February 13th, 1917.
My pEAR LITTLE MOTHER.

I have been delayed in writing to you
for several days, as flying and writing let-
ters are hard things to do the same day,
and 1've had quite a number of letters
lately which had to be written. I was
held up for a while with flying on account
of motor trouble and a new one was in-
stalled. Yesterday I tried it out and this
afternoon I spent two solid hours over the
lines and feel almost too tired now to
write, but there are already two of your
letters before me unanswered (Jan. 12th
and 17th) and I feel I should at least try
to get this off, even though I may have to
complete it to-morrow. When one comes
to think of it there is great possibility that
many days will go by before this or any
mail is sent over to the States or any
comes over here from the States, for the
simple reason that reports have it that
no ships are leaving with the mails either
from here for the States or vice versa.
Communications will probably be opened
before very long, as armed vessels will
very likely be sent out with all ships of
American nationality on the seas on ac-
count of the present critical crisis be-
tween the States and Germany. T feel
sure, as do most other people, that there
will be actual war existing between the
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two nations in a mighty short space of
time,—long before this reaches you. We
cannot deplore such an event. It is the
inevitable which has been coming all the
while and we should be very thankful
that our President has at last done the
right thing at the right time. The people
of the States seem to be far too much
aroused and ready for war to permit of
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weather is damp, rainy—with occasional
wet snows,—and plenty of raw winds. It
has been marvellously clear for a long
time, but we're likely to get the wet weath-
er any day now. This continual clear
weather—and so cold—is very surprising.

We are having a little difficulty in se-
curing sufficient coal and wood for our
fires, but we're managing to keep our

" Whiskey-Man," the cub lion, mascot of the escadrille.

“Whiskey' is now about a year old and just as gentle and nice a lion as ever existed. , . ,

He plays around with

us all day long.—Page 526,

backing down. It is only for Germany
to make the first hostile move now and
it’s a sure thing that she will, sooner or
later, The rupture has gone too far now
to prevent a complete severance and war.

My last letter to you was on January
28th, the day before I made my first
flight over the lines, Since then I have
made quite a number of flights but have
had no particularly exciting experiences
thus far. I've been shelled a few times
and have nearly had my face frozen in the
excessive cold which has prevailed these
past few weeks. It has been bitterly cold
practically all the while—very exceptional
for France as the usual French winter

living-room warm and habitable, and we
cover up well in our cold rooms to sleep
at night. One can’t expect all the com-
forts of home in war-time at the front.
Our living-room, where we are most of
the time while off duty,is a mighty attrac-
tive little den. We have covered all the
walls and ceiling with corrugated card-
board strips (smooth side outside) over the
rough boards and on this in various places
I have drawn and painted vivid scenes of
aerial combats between French and Ger-
man machines, etc., and here and there
I've made other pencil drawings, of girls.
Each of the two doors is draped with
attractive blue-and-brown curtains, the
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four windows have white curtains (except
one which caught fire from a lamp by
accident last night) and a huge painting
of an Indian head, the symbol of the esca-
drille, which s also painted on each of our
machines. The Indian’s mouth is open,
as though he was shouting his terrible
war-cry in defiance of his enemies, and he
looks very warlike indeed. It's quite an
appropriate symbol for the escadrille,
being something genuinely American.

For entertainment we have a pretty
fair piano, which we have hired from a
family in a near-by village by the month,
and a victrola with a goodly supply of
American and French records.  There are
at least five of us who have a smattering
of musical ability, so you can imagine that
the piano is tinkling pretty frequently
each day. VYour “third” does his full
share of the pounding with neither scru-
ples nor regard for piano notes or the ears
of the listeners. ’Nough said !

We eat splendidly all the time and, as
we all eat “ensemble” without regard to
military grade (captain and all), it is far
more sociable and jolly than in the other
escadrilles, which have separate messes
for officers and under-grade pilots. We
have a very good system here—of ev-
erybody speaking English throughout the
noon meal and paying a fine of two cents
for each break into French. At dinner it
is just the opposite—we all speak French
and pay fines for any mistakes into Eng-
lish. It helps us learn French and the
Captain and Lieutenant, who are French,
and who can speak pretty fair English,
learn English. It works finely.

We each have two mechanics to care
for our machine and an orderly to look
after our personal wants, so you see we
are pretty well off. 'We have an excellent
chef too.

Same address, February zoth, 1g17.

My pEAR Uncre CraAmr: i

Since writing to you last I have com-
pleted my training as an “aviateur mili-
taire” and have come to the front. I
joined our escadrille of American volun-
teers soon after the middle of January
and have been flying on active service
ever since—when the weather permitted.
Up until this last week it has permitted
pretty regular flying and I've seen—or

Edmond Genet

rather participated in—some very excit-
ing combats with enemy airmen. On
Thursday morning of last week I got into
a hot old scrap with two enemy biplane
machines quite a ways back of their first
line and only a four hundred metres over
several of their anti-aircraft batteries. I
succeeded in driving both adversaries
earthward after some lively manceuvring
and exchanging of machine-gun fire, but
the batteries made it decidedly hot for
me after it was over. I made swift tracks
for the upper atmosphere in a good zig-
zag course to outwit the range-finders at
their nasty game of placing shells under
my tail and around my wings in attempts
to clip them for me. Life here is not all
one long, sweet, idle dream.

A final break with the Central Powers
certainly seems inevitable for the States
before very many days. Everything
seems to point that way. Ewvery one
connected with diplomatic matters
seems to be practically certain of actu-
al hostilities within a mighty short time.
Thank Providence that President Wilson
at last took the stand he did, when such
outrageous dictations were sent by Ger-
many on American shipping. It was
astoundable and enough to rile the most
pacific of pacific American citizens. It's
utterly deplorable that it didn't rile our
eminent statesman W. J. Bryan. Some
one ought to take violent measures against
him.

We are delightfully situated with re-
gard to quarters and in spite of the scar-
city of coal we manage to keep warm
in our attractive little living (and mess)
Toom.

Under my feet is sedately reposed, with
his black-and-white terrier chum (now he
is in the arms of one of the fellows), our
wonderful mascot—a nine-months-old
cub Zion. We call him “Whiskey” and
he surely is some pup. He’s nearly as
gentle as a little kitten, but growls pro-
fusely when his dog is not with him.
They sleep together every night, curled
up amiably in a little house, and all day
long they play together around the fire in
our living-room. They're heaps of fun.

The Christmas holidays passed so
quickly that T didn’t get much chance to
write. I had a few days in Paris after
leaving Pau on Dec. 1oth, and spent
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Christmas Day there also, but was pretty
busy the rest of the time with flying, and
then I came out here in January. Now
it’s all grim work until the conflict ends
some day in next year or the one after
that.
Love and warmest wishes to you all and
every best wish for this new year.
Affectionately—
Epmonp C. C. GENET,
Caporal Filote.

Same address, March 8th, 1g17.
My DEAR LITTLE MOTHER:

I am answering your letter of February
#th, which arrived several days ago. On
the sth I answered a letter from Rivers
which I received the previous day, telling
me among other things that he really
had passed the exams and had received
his coveted commission as ensign in the
8th Division. 1 surely was delighted over
that fine piece of news, It’s splendid, and
he deserves all possible credit for his ef-
forts. I presume it is as you write—that
Rod will have to remain a much longer
time than was expected down along the
border while the country is on the brink of
a possible war. He must be completely
fagged out with the place there.

The day before yesterday I got my nose
and one cheek all frozen while flying over
the lines. Yesterday the skin had all
peeled off but T put vaseline over it and
now the new skin is forming. I'm a sight,
though, for the present, although it isn’t
very painful. I guess I really started to
freeze up last Sunday, for that morning I
was up in the air nearly five steady hours
and it was extremely chilly, and then the
sharp wind of the day before yesterday
finished up the job. I scarcely noticed
the chill wind at the time.

Last Sunday I was far into the German
territory and got lost. I shouldn’t have
gotten lost, but the mists all around were
extremely thick and all I could see was
the ground directly below me—a matter
of 4ooo metres beneath me—and it was
really simply luck that I got back over
French territory instead of getting more
into enemy territory before I ran out of
fuel and had to land at an aviation camp.
After filling up I returned to the lines
and got lost again up in the sector of the
British forces, and had to land at one of
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their aviation camps to find out where I
was. Altogether I was in the air nearly
five hours that morning. It was quite a
trying experience, as the mists were al-
most too thick to make out one’s direc-
tion. The only thing that I could rely
0N Was my COMpAss.

The Captain just asked me if I knew
what were the sufferings of the men in
the trenches during winter days such as
we're having now. I guess he doesn't
quite realize that I've had two winters
out there with them. I realize as well as
any of them what misery the troops suf-
fer out there along those chill wet muddy
lines. My own experiences there haven’t
been in any degree more comfortable than
those of any of them.

Several of us motored over a second
time last week to see the Legion, as it is
near us in repose. We saw several of the
Americans still in it and had three of
them over to dine with us one day. One
of the fellows, Casey by name, is from
the art sections of Paris, where he worked
previous to the war, and we're trying to
secure permission for him to come over
here for several days to draw our pic-
tures. He wants to do so very much in-
deed. He is one of those who joined the
Legion in August, 1g14. |

Must close now. It’s lunch-time. If
I'm in Paris on Sunday you may be sure
T'll be on hand at the American Church
for the morning service—perhaps also for
early communion.

My name has been put in by the Cap-
tain for promotion to the grade of Ser-
geant, so I guess by another fifteen days
I'll be one and be drawing about 8o cents
a day for pay.

Heaps of love, dear little Mother. God
bless you.

Same address, March 15th, 1917.

My DEAR RIVERS:

Yours from the “ Granite State' came
a day or so ago. In fact I found it wait-
ing here when I got back on Monday af-
ternoon from spending the week-end with
in Paris. It is fortunate that I got
in when I did, for an order was issued
yesterday suspending indefinitely all
leaves, on account of forthcoming activi-
ties on the front. I managed to do all
that I wished while there, so it doesn’t cut
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much ice with me one way or the other
now.

It seems to me that you are right about
the price of your mess being a trifle steep,
although of course you have to think of the
service and the position. We ourselves,
over here in actual war, are paying about
six francs ($1.20) apiece a day for our
fare, and that does not include service.
We eat splendidly—except for the service
—TI've no doubt but that we eat just as
good as do vou. Of course this is excep-
tional with us. The Franco-American
Corps gives us so much a month (about
$200) to help pay for our mess.

My present pay is only about 48 cents
a day as a corporal, but I've already been
proposed for sergeant and the order
should come in soon. I'm practically
drawing the pay now, because when the
order comes it will read from the day I
was proposed—the 1oth, so I'll get pay
from that date. A sergeant’s pav per
month is about 240 francs, which is rough-
ly $48. Thatisa big jump from corporal,
vou see. Besides that, each of us receives
about $20 a month for personal use from
the . A. Corps, so you see we get nearly
$70 per month as sergeant, quite suffi-
cient on which to exist comfortably.

War seems far more certain now for you
than it did when I last wrote. Every
one over here connected with the military
side of the U.S. say war is merely a ques-
tion of days now. Major P—— seems
sure of it. Another thing (I don't give it
much credit yet, but it’s worth thinking
about) is that I have heard very indirectly
lately that there are commissions already
at Paris for all of us, to be given immedi-
ately in the event of war—commissions
appointing us either first or second lieu-
tenants—according to our merits here on
the front—in the U. 8. Naval Aviation
service. We would simply be taken over
by our government, be commissioned, and
remain here on the front as we are now.
All that seems a good deal, to be so.
i 5 assures me he feels sure that I shall
find no difficulty in getting cleared should
war come on. I’'m not worrying about it
too much, though it is on my mind all
the time. He tells me not to cross any
bridges before I come to them, which I'm
following as pretty good advice.

You're right about not having very ex-

.anyhow.
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citing prospects ahead of you should war
come, if you all are to be in the coast-
patrol reserve fleet. Maybe you'll be on
the Georgia. She's in the Philadelphia
Navy Yard attached to the reserve force
now, I believe. You might have exciting
times, even then, along the coast with
submarines, but it’s doubtful at that.
There's coming a time when the avia-
tion service will be completely separate
from both the Army and Navy—the real
Fifth Arm. It should really be that way
You ask me for an essay on
French aviation, if it is permissible for me
towrite aboutit. There are lots of things
I can’t tell you about on account of their
secrecy, but I guess it won’t bring any
harm to either the French Government or
myself to give you the following facts:
All aviation corps are of course divided
into the following groups: bombardment,
artillery regulation, reconnoitring, and
chase and combat. The latter (chase and
combat) is the kind to which we belong.
It is composed of the smaller, lighter, and
faster machines. The French use very
few avions de chasse carrying two men.
Practically all are monoplane machines.
These comprise the Nieuport and Spad
(both biplane avions) and the Morane
monocock (not very much used). Itisa
monoplane. You probably already know
what functions we have,—protecting our
lines and territory from invasion by hos-
tile machines in order to prevent pho-
tographic work, reconnoitring, artillery
reglaze, and bombardment ~We also pro-
tect our own machines of these last types
over the enemy territory, although very
exceptionally, because there are certain
escadrilles de chasse which are attached to
these other groups as their protectors.
Our chief duty is to patrol over the lines
—sometimes only along the lines them-
selves and other times going well into the
enemy's territory to hunt down their ma-
chines, at the same time keeping our eyes
open for movements of their troops, etc.
We generally go in groups of from two to
four or occasionally six—very rarely alone,
particularly inside the German lines,
Reconnoitring and photography work
are done principally by biplane machines,
such as the Sopwith, the bimotor Caudron,
and the Morane Parasol. This last is
used more by the British than by the
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French. Farman biplanes do photogra-
phy work, but their chief function is artil-
lery regulation. The bombarding expe-
ditions—particularly those carried on in
the night at long distances—are effected
by the heavy Voisin biplanes and fre-
quently by Farmans. The Voisins are
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above the fuselage giving it the appear-
ance of a parasol) are likewise excellent
for observation and photography, hav-
ing, like the Sopwith, two machine guns
mounted in the same positions, and there-
fore are easily defended. They are more
fragile and dangerous to handle, though,

1

Major Raoul Lufbery, the American Ace of the Lafayette Escadrille,
who has brought down sixteen German aviators.

From the painting by Lieutenant Farré,

armed with a one-pounder cannon as well
as a machine gun, Sopwith monoplane
machines are excellent, as they are fairly
rapid, easily manceuvred, are armed with
two machine guns—one forward fixed
stationary on the plane superieur and
fired by the pilot from his seat and the
second in the rear beside the gunner, from
where he can aim and fire it in practically
every direction—and they can offer a very
formidable resistance when attacked.
The Morane Parasols (the one plane is

R ———

than the Sopwith, and therefore are not
quite so good.

The bimotor Caudron biplanes are ex-
cellent, fast, and very easy to manceuvre.
They are armed with one machine gun
(movable), and the gunner (whoisalso the
observer) is placed forward of the pilot.
The Farman machines are along some-
what these same lines, but are much slower
and far more difficult to handle quickly,
presenting therefore much less resistance
to attack—especially from the rear.
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The motors made in France and used in
aviation are far, far superior to any made
in America. The English use Irench
motors in their 'planes almost entirely.
Germany has excellent motors, but two
are merely copied from French ones.
Their Mercedes is as good as any motor.
The French Rhone rotary motor, though,
far excels any other both in simplicity of
running and in strength and durability.
You will see in many. American aviation
periodicals the advertisements of the
Gnome rotative motor, and it is used a
great deal there in aeroplanes. Over here
it is only used by the French on some of
their machines, such as the Bleriot mono-
plane, which are used in their schools.
The Rhone rotary is the improvement on
the Gnome and it's a great improve-
ment too. The French also have a ro-
tary motor—the Clerget—which is very
good.

I guess I've written enough about
French aviation for you now without
overstepping the limits of secrecy. 1
hope so.  Ask me any questions, though,
which you wish to and I'll answer them if
permissible or I can.  You can probably
find some fairly good books on aviation
over there and talk as much as possible
with aviation men over there, but don't be-
lieve all they say to you. Aviation is a
pretty poorly known subject over there
vet. They haven't had one eighth of the
practical experience which the French
have gained over here since August,
1914. And they have largely profited
by it.

“Jim” McConnell, one of the fellows
here who wrote such a good article about
the escadrille in World’s Work, has had
a longer account published in book form,
called “Flying for France,” by James
R. McConnell. You should get it and
read it, for it is mighty well written and
true.

Don't let the Boche blow up anything
around old Manhattan Isle. They've
done sufficient damage already. To-day’s
paper says they have just torpedoed
“sans avertissement” the Algonguin,
carrying the American flag. I hope
some one of our armed merchant vessels
see and fire upon a German U-boat
without any warning soon and sink it.
They've got orders to do just that, so
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let them do it. Strafe the damned
Boches!
Best wishes to you all and love.
Your devoted brother,
EpmonD.

Same address, March 2oth, 1917.
DEAR LITTLE MOTHER:

We are all feeling decidedly blue be-
cause our oldest pilot of the escadrille—
one of the four who were its first mem-
bers (the other three were Prince, Chap-
man, and Rockwell)—has been missing
since yesterday morning and undoubtedly
is on the other side of the lines—either
dead or wounded and a prisoner. He is
McConnell, the one who wrote such a good
account of the escadrille, which was pub-
lished in Werld’s Work. He and I were
out together yesterday morning over the
new territory just captured by the French
and English, and about ten o'clock, while
well inside the enemy lines, we encoun-
tered two German biplane machines. I
mounted to attack the nearest and left
Mac to take care of the second, and it is
the last seen of him. There were plenty
of clouds and mist, and after I had finished
my scrap with the one I attacked, in
which T got one of my main upper-wing
supports cut in half, a guiding rod cut in
half, several bullets through my upper
wing, and half an explosive bullet in the
side of my left cheek, which stunned me for
a moment, I went down lower to look
for Mac and help him if he was hard
pressed; and looked all around and waited
for fifteen minutes for him to show up,
but I could see neither him nor the Ger-
man machine which must have attacked
him. My upper wing was in great dan-
ger of breaking off, the support being half
cut through, my wound was bleeding and
pained quite a bit, so I finally headed back
for camp, hoping Mac had perhaps missed
me and gone back before me. I had a
driving wind to face going back and had
to fly very low to get beneath heavy
clouds to see my way. When I got to
ground on our field I Jooked in vain for
Mac’s machine. When I asked if he had
returned my worst fears were confirmed.
He had not, and we have, up to the pres-
ent time, had absolutely no news of him
whatsoever. It's terrible, little Mother.
I feel horribly over it, for I was the only
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one with him. TIf I could have only seen
what became of him—been nearer to him
while fighting—but I had to go up to keep
both machines from coming down on him.
I headed off one and fought it against all
odds because I couldn’t gain, in the short
time I had, an appreciable advantage
over him, and his gunner was able to
shoot much easier than I, as we were on
the same level circling around each other.
It was one of his first shots which hit me.
It stunned me for a second, but I kept
at him and fired until we nearly collided.
Then I dived to look out for Mac and
then couldn’t locate him. A battery kept
shelling me as I came down. Poor Mac,
Mother! T've been out of my mind ever
since getting back yesterday. My wound
is slight. It was dressed as soon as I got
back. It pains dully, but will be all right
soon and won’t keep me from continuing
my duties. I'd have gone out to-day but
for the rotten condition of the weather—
wanted to go yesterday afternoon to look
for Mac or his machine, if it had fallen in-
side the German lines, but my machine
had to be repaired. Our lieutenant and
Lufbery did go out to look for signs or
news of him but found nothing. It'’s
miserable luck. The commandant told me
I did bravely—I wish I could have done
more—have saved poor Mac from his fate.

Since last Friday there has been an
enormous amount of activity on this
front. The big French and British ad-
vance has given us all a strenuous amount
of work each day. Friday I was after
enemy observation balloons. Saturday
morning, at 6.10, several of us went out on
an alert after Zeppelins. Iwas the one to
attack, as I carried incendiary bullets; the
others were my guard. Unfortunately
we were sent out in a wrong direction and
missed the Zeppelins, and one of the fel-
lows and myself became lost above the
clouds and had to land, for lack of fuel, in
the west of France. We got back at one-
thirty that afternoon. One Zeppelin had
been brought down by anti-aircraft bat-
tery fire just south of Compiegne at 6.15
that morning. Had we gone up above
the clouds toward the east that morning
instead of heading north as we did, we
would have undoubtedly sighted the Zep-
pelin and consequently your *third”
might now be a Zeppelin conqueror, Its
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motors were out of order and it was drift-
ing south with the wind when brought
down in flames by the batteries. I could
have caught it easily and set it on fire im-
mediately with my incendiary bullets.
My luck wasn’t with me then.

On Sunday I was out reconnoitring with
patrols both morning and afternoon over
the new territory gained by the French,
and yesterday I had the experience with
McConnell which I've already told you.

The retiring Germans have completely
torn up the country, burned the villages,
carried off many of the civilian popula-
tion—especially the old men and young
women; those left have been outrageous-
ly mistreated—half-starved and left with
their homes in destruction. Trees have
been cut down or half-cut, so they would
fall over with the wind and obstruct
routes. Roads were blown up every-
where and railroads destroyed. Regions
have been flooded and all kinds of other
things done to impede the advance, and
all supplies of food, etc., have been taken
by them. The ground captured by the
Allies is virtually a barren waste. It was
very interesting to fly over this territory
just before the attacks—while the wvil-
lages were being burned by the enemy.
Practically no opposition up to date has
been offered by the retiring Germans.
There has been little loss of life and the
advance has really been carried out by
the French and English cavalry. It’s
quite a change from the trench warfare,
The French civilians whom the enemy
left in the villages when they retreated
were so overjoyed when the French troops
came that they fell on the soldiers’ necks
and embraced and kissed and wept over
them. The children shouted and danced
and waved French flags at us as we flew
at a low altitude over them these last few
days. It was very novel and exciting.
Peronne and all the region between Roye
and Soissons has been taken and the ad-
vance is continuing every day. It is
cheering everybody up.

The new Russian government just set
up seems to be in better favor than the
old one was, and the French are patching
up satisfactorily their internal political
troubles; so the news all around is good,
and now it seems very certain that the
States will be with the Allies in full mea-
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sure very soon. Even far-away China
has thrown off relations with the Huns.

We have a little sweetheart now for
our lion cub “Whiskey.” Her name is
“Soda,” and “Soda” is a little lioness
about ten weeks old. They're a great pair.

Don’t worry, dear little Mother, over
my wound or anything else. God has
been very goad to me thus far and he
knows best what shall become of me.
I'd be very willing to have a dozen such
wounds if poor McConnell were only back
with us. I'll avenge him if it costs me
my own life.

Every bit of love to you, dear Mother.
God bless you and keep you well and
happy for long, long years to come for

Your devoted son,
Epmon.

March 27, 19r7.—Unless the conflict
stops suddenly very soon there isn’t much
chance of my ever getting back to you all
anyway. Don't grieve, dear little Mother,
because I write that. God knows best.
I feel sure that he had some big purpose
in guiding me over here and what more
glorious cause can a volunteer give his
life for these days than this great one men
are dying for every day over here on these
battle-fields?

Jim McConnell has just gallantly
earned a lonely grave out behind the
present fighting lines. I wrote to you last
Tuesday—the day after he and I were
out together—when we had to return,
wounded, without him and with no defi-
nite news of him. Since then the Ger-
mans were forced back farther and final-
ly French troops came across a badly
smashed Nieuport with the body of a
sergeant-pilot beside the ruins. All iden-
tification papers were gone, and the
d—ned Boches had even taken off the
flying clothes and even the boots, and left
the body where it had fallen. The num-
ber of the machine was sent in and so we
knew it was Mac’s. The following morn-
ing, after a flight over the lines, I spiralled
down over the location given and found
the wreck—almost unrecognizable as an
aeroplane, crushed into the ground at the
edge of a shell-torn and wrecked little vil-
lage. I circled over it for a few minutes
and then back to camp to report. Our
captain flew over that way the same
morning to see about the body. When he
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returned he told us about the clothes and
shoes having been stolen and said that
Mac had been buried beside the road next
to which he had fallen. There is no
doubt but that he was killed during the
combat in the air, and the machine
crashed down full speed to the earth.
Since that day I've chased two Boche
machines but could get up to neither, but
I'll get one yet and more than one, or
be dropped myself, to avenge poor Mac.
I've already been told I was reckless in
the air over the lines, but after this I vow
I'll be more than reckless, come what may.
Mother, my blood boils and thirsts after
those accursed Huns. They're brutes
and fiends, and daily they grow worse.

Mac and myself have been proposed by
Capt. Thénault for army citations which
will bring me the Croix de Guerre. It
seems a mighty slight thing to get dec-
orated for, considering that poor Mac has
died to win his. I'd have had a citation
for what I did at Champagne if I had done
what most of my comrades did there after
the battle—deliberately asked for it; but
that isn’t my way of winning laurels. It
has been pretty hard since, though, to meet
again and again these fellows who have
been decorated for service in the American
Ambulance Field Service for carrying
wounded back of the lines—fellows who
return to America after half a year’s ser-
vice over here and they are petted and
idolized by every one—and know that I
went through what I did with the Legion
for a year and a half in the very face of
Hell and have had nothing to display for
itall. I'm not the only American who has
served in the Legion since the beginning
or near it who is that way, either. There
are two or three others who were even
wounded who were never decorated.
Poor Dowd was one of them, and he had
his right hand badly lacerated at Cham-
pagne, which put him in a hospital for six
months, after which he volunteered to
continue his services in aviation—where
he was killed while training, as you know.
T've seen so many, many fellows deco-
rated for very insignificant wounds and
services that it is quite a sore subject
with me.

We have a little sweetheart for our
“Whiskey-Man,” the cub lion, mascot of
the escadrille. She’s a 2-14 months old
lioness whom we call “Soda.” “Whiskey "
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Gun-carriage bearing the body of Genet, surrounded by guard of honor

is now about a year old and just as gentle
and nice a lion as ever existed. Since his
little fiancée came he has been ever so
much nicer and more contented than ever
before. “Soda' israther snappy and not
half as nice as her “Man.”  We still feed
her on warmed milk. “Whiskey” eats
like a young pig—anything that is offered
him. He plays around with us all day
long. He just loves to be rolled on his
back and tickled.

April 15, 1917.—We've had lots of fly-
ing to do and T have been able to do very
little writing. There is an awful stack of
unanswered letters in my box now. I
just can’t get down to them so they
steadily keep collecting.

1 was in Paris over April 1st and 2d,
as the memorial service for McConnell
was held on the morning of the 2d at
the Amer. Church in Paris. There wasa
very large attendance, including Ambas-
sador Sharp and several high French mili-
tary officials. I sat with Major and Mrs.
P , and stayed at the hotel with them

during the two days. Paul Rockwell
came up from the south, where he is on
his delayed honeymoon with his wife, for
service, so I saw him quite a bit during the
two days. He went south again the next
day. Only three of us could be allowed to
goin for the service, as there was too much
activity on the front for the escadrille.
On Monday of last week several of us
went in to get new machines. A lot of
new fellows have come out lately to join
us, so we had to have additional machines.
I didn’t get one after all, but we were there
five days before we could come back.

Cheer up, little Mother, things are
coming out O. K. for us all. )

My citation for Croix de Guerre has
been granted, but I have not yet received
it, so am still waiting to be decorated. 1t
will come very soon now. My nomina-
tion for grade of sous-officier is still on its
way, so I'm not yet wearing my stripes.
It should be here any day now, though.

The day before yesterday I had two-
combats during the afternoon but neither
resulted in anything important. The
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Huns are becoming much more active
along here now and fights occur practi-
cally daily. Lufbery, our Ace, brought
down his eighth avion the other day, and
our Lieutenant, de Laage, brought down
his second and third on Sunday last.

What is going to be done with us now
that the States are in is still a mystery.
There have been lots of rumors in the
papers, etc., but all based on no definite
facts. We're waiting for news. I don’t
believe that we’ll get one quarter the rec-
ognition which is due us, but what can
we expect when up to the time the U. S,
came in it regarded us as ones who had
forfeited our right of citizenship for being
over here, and when our country is run
so much by politics?

If possible I am going to come back on
a furlough if I can get authority to go
from the French. That will be a month
or two vet, so. you'll know later what I'll
do about that. I surely would like to
have a little leave over there, dear Moth-
er. Practically all the others who have
been here two or three years (and several
who haven’t) have been to the States on
leave for three or four weeks, so I guess
I'm entitled to the same. It will be all
the better to be over there now that the
States are one of the Allies. I can wear
a uniform and not be afraid of getting
interned by my own government for be-
ing unneutral. I've asked Uncle Clair to
send me some money in case I do get off
and I have some here—about $roo—of
my own—gained by my citation.

Take heed of our change of postal sec-
teur. We moved about two weeks ago.

Yesterday, under the eye of a motion-
picture machine for pictures which will be
shown later in America and France, and
elsewhere also, we displayed the glorious
Stars and Stripes for the first time in his-
tory on a European battle-front. Pic-
tures were also taken of the Captain,
Thaw, and Lufbery leaving the field in
their machines for a patrol over the lines.
Keep watch for the pictures—perhaps you
will be able to see them yourself.

So Rivers is at sea? T wish he’d write
and tell me all about it. I don’t suppose
he is more than simply cruising along the
Atlantic coast on guard for submarines,
Where is Rod? Has he really returned
from Texas yet?

1 think that the United States coming
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in with the Allies has really been the
crowning assurance for all of a sure and
complete victory. I got to Paris just a
few days after war was declared and what
a change I found there! American flags
were flying everywhere among those of
the Allies and everybody was feeling far
brighter and more cheerful than I have
ever seen them before. It was fine to see
Old Glory waving everywhere, Mother.
We've waited so long for it to fly over
here and all Americans have had to be
restrained before. Now it’s entirely
changed and all are happy and contented
and hopeful. One can see that it has
made a big moral impression on the
French soldiers.

It has been raining this afternoon so
I couldn’t get out to fly. Thus I've been
able to do all this writing.

Heaps of love, dear little Mother. Take
good care of yourself.

Your devoted, loving “ third "—
Epmon.

Genet was killed April 16.

The following is an account of Genet's
death, by Lufbery, the famous Ace of the
Lafayette Escadrille:

One afternoon, at hali-past two, Genet and I
were ordered to make a patrol on the lines be-
tween St. Quentin and La Fére. I was leading
and everything seemed to be all right. At about
3 o'clock, somewhere around Moy, the German
anti-aircrafts started to shell us. I saw very
plainly three shells bursting right behind Genet's
machine, about one hundred yards from it. As
we get that very often I did not pay much atten-
tion toit. Many times I myself had been shelled
much closer than that and nothing had happened.
Anyway, I don't know if he got hit or not, but he
suddenly turned around and went toward the
French lines. I followed him for about three or
four minutes to make sure that he was taking
the right direction; after that T went back to the
lines to finish my patrol duty. There is another
thing—Genet that day was not feeling well. He
went out in the morning for a moment and when
he landed he told us that there was something
wrong with him and went to bed. We did not
want to let him go the afternoon sortie, but he
insisted, saying he was now much better.

Soldiers who saw him fall say that the machine
got in a corkscrew dive at about 1400 yards
high; finally a wing came off and the whole thing
crashed on the ground.

I do not know exactly what happened, but
might suppose that being ill he fainted. He also
might have got wounded by a piece of shell.

Genet was a nice little fellow and everybody
in the escadrille was very fond of him. He was
very brave and I am sure he would have become
one of the best,
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Genet was buried in the cemetery at
Ham. At his funeral, on April 17, the
following discourse was delivered by
Captain Thénault, tommandant of the
American Escadrille:

The pride of commanding brave and coura-
geous soldiers often carries with it cruel offsets,

To-day we are conducting to his tomb one of
our comrades, Genet—a valiant soldier.

Born in the State of New York, 1896, he vol-
untarily left his country in order to join—two
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in wait for our soldiers, they were surprised by an
enemy escadrille. McConnell had not the time
to stand his ground; but Genet straightened, swift
as a flash of lightning, and engaged in the strug-
gle. He put the enemy to flight, disabled one,
and returned with his cheek cut by a ball. Rest?
Never. He was not dead. To fight for France
was his dream, and yesterday, disdainful of the
storm raging, during a patrol an enemy shell
reached him. He fell. At a good altitude he
still had sufficient strength to return within our
lines to die.

He loved his country, most certainly, but in his

From a plotagraph, copyricit by Sterling Hediy,

Ceremony at the grave of Edmond Genet.

< hesaid: ICT die
show that 1

I his last wishes .

years ago,—for the cause which he believed right,
—the Foreign Legion.

There he gained that decoration [the fourra-
geére] which he was so proud to wear, and last
year aviation tempted him. He at once gave
promise, as before, of a brilliant carcer, The
only solicitude of his chiefs was to teach him
moderation. With his juvenile ardor he was al-
ways ready to fly, whether to attack an avion or
burn a drachen.

He was young, and he seemed even younger.
He was our Benjamin, and we cherished him as
in a family one prefers the youngest, the weakest.
But his heart was not weak, as on many occasions
he caused us to see.

A month ago, during our advance, flying low
with his comrade McConnell, in order to see

whether the Germans were not traitorously lying
Vor. LXIII.—s5
—

e
e for

Place the two colors tugethér upin my grave, ta
the two countries,”

last wishes, which one cannot read without being
strongly moved, after having sent a touching fare-
well to his mother,—who will weep, over there,
—he said: “If I die, wrap me in the French flag,
but place the two colors together upon my grave,
to'show that T died for the two countries.”

Then he added, addressing his comrades:
“Thank you, my friends; may God guide you to
great success, and give much honor to this great
nation and to this glorious cause for which we
fight. May France live forever.”

My dear friend, farewell. Respectfully I sa-
lute your memory—which we shall cherish—and
before the grave of the first soldier fallen for the
two flags,—the Stars and Stripes and the Tri-
color,—in the Great War, we say, “Thanks to
America for having given to the ﬂght sons such
as Thou,” Farewell.



RESTORATION WORK IN FRANCE

SKETCHES

AND NOTES

BY C. LEROY BALDRIDGE OF THE FRENCH ARMY

In 1870 he lost an arm; in this war he has lost a son and all his property.

= DRIDGE is a young artist,
2 a native of California, who,
¥ in addition to developing
BY] his talent for drawing, has
punched cattle, served in
the United States cavalry, and as a war
artist pictured the German advance into
Belgium.

When America joined the cause of the
Allies, Mr. Baldridge enlisted in the
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American Field Service, and on his arrival
abroad was assigned to driving a camion
on the French front. He had abundant
opportunities to witness the war at first
hand, and in October last he wrote as
follows:

“I write this at a loading depot as T
get my camion packed with a cargo of
barbed wire. At the present moment
the ‘Boches’ are shelling Soissons. Every
five minutes the big ‘3055’ come over;
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Drawn by C. LeRoy Baldridge.
A typical road back of the lines in Northern France.

hicle on two or
back—uwith, at
ment in the road,
German shells
attached, or it will

The evening procession Legins. Two continuous lines of trafic present themselves composed of every variety of
four wheels ever invented—loaded wagons and comisons going front, empty wagons and comgons comin
intervals, detachments of troops, On the right of the drawing isa camouflage screen to hide this m
And in the distance are French *Saucisses’ to take photographs and signal and telegraph to their batt
are getting close to one balloon and soon Its position must be changed by the automobile to which it

have to be hauled down out of danger.
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we hear the report, the long, whistling
screech overhead—a pause —‘Boom !’
behind us, and a black cloud of smoke.
“The other day I was near enough to
an ‘arrivé’ to pick up a small, jagged
portion of it where it fell in the road. It

Restoration Work in France

on the French front. Many of the old
ruins and historic cathedrals here have
been put to strange uses due to the exi-
gencies of this war. I was able to get
about and do this stuff because of a re-
markable pass which I received from the

French Army General

T i

Headquarters. I am now
in the French army, recog-
nized as an artist, and am
spending practically all my
time sketching.”

The following sketches,
most of them made in the
vicinity of Soissons, show
types of the survivors of
| this devastated district and
|| a few phases of the work
being done by the “ Civilian
Section of the American
Fund for French Wounded
in Co-operation with the
Red Cross” in their effort
to restore the towns and
villages and, so far as is
possible, help to rebuild the
lives of the inhabitants.

The stairway which was
once inside the home of
Madame Crépin now serves
as an approach to the little
green wooden barracks put
up by the American Red
Cross for her use. The
barracks are furnished by
the French Government.
They can be owned for
seventy-five francs or
leased at five francs a
month.

Madame —— who has been within the range of German guns for

three years and a half.

had been aimed at a captive balloon (and
the balloon didn't wait for a second).
The fragment was still hot. ‘Clest la
guerre !’ as the French say on every oc-
casion. . . . Later I may get some-
thing for you, especially since T may
soon be transferred to the Intelligence
Service, and if I do I'll shoot it to
you.”

His hopes materialized, and a month
later he wrote:

“I am sending several sketches done

The American Organi-
zation attends to the dis-
tribution of these tempo-
rary houses, and gives
clothes, household utensils, and food that
the village life may grow up again. They
also strive to find the inhabitants of these
ruined villages who have been driven
away and get them to return; and they
reorganize the village by persuading the
“maire,” the schoolmaster, the baker,
and any other integral parts of the com-
munity that can be found once more to
resume their work.

Madame , sketched by Mr. Bal-
dridge, has been within the range of Ger-
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Drawn by C. LeRoy Baldridge,
The stairway which was once inside the home of Madame Crépin—Page 535.

533




A Far At o -
{ V i) arta e £ Lo Ly’

Drawn by C. LeRoy Baidridge.

Madame Gaston in the cellar of her home.—Page 535,
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Distribution of supplies in a French village being rehabilitated.

man guns for three years and a half.
During ten days she was forced to cook
for German officers in her home; and at
the point of an automatic she delivered
up the contents of her wine-cellar. The
automobile of the Crown Prince has
waited outside her door. Now in the
half of her house which still stands she
makes chocolate for some Americans in
the morning and serves dinner to six
French officers in the evening.

Madame Gaston, another survivor,
now lives in the cellar of her home. Her
house above this cellar no longer exists.
For her living she washes clothes for the
soldiers. Her daughter with two young
children is a prisoner in Belgium. A
third grandchild lives in this cave.

The final sketch shows the distribution
of supplies in a French village being re-
habilitated by the. American Organiza-
tion.
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Draun by Wallace Morzan

The lady in the black robes lifted her eyes and, with a barely murmured * Good day, m'sien’,” A .
by the puttering feet of the liltfc children.—Page 539.1}- v Rascd, fqilowed
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AL VBABETTE *

By Edward

Author of * Pierre Vinton,”

C. Venable

“8ix-Feet-Four," etc.

ILLUSTRATION BY WALLACE MORGAN

QHAT year the ronth U. S
21 Infantry was billeted in
and about the ruins of the

w | village of Sarre. Its chap-
¢ 4 lain was the Reverend
Jj »;5(;\(\[ Hugh Cowan, a doctor of
divinity, a master of arts, and in civil life
a distinguished preacher, well on his way
to an Episcopal bishopric. In the regi-
ment he was known as * The Gander.”

For the ronth didn't like him. In the
first place, it did not feel any need or see
any use for a chaplain. In the opinion of
the ronth the fewer non-combatants at-
tached to it the better for the glory of the
regiment. One of the first symptoms that
the misery of trench fighting develops
in men is a sovereign contempt for all
men who are not in trenches. They feel
themselves, and they are, in a way, a
class apart—a caste—and the ronth had
this caste feeling very strongly developed.
They never spoke of themselves as the
“Fighting ronth,” and when they read
that title in the newspaper correspon-
dent’s jubilations they passed over the
reading in pained silence; but, neverthe-
less, they had been the first of the Nation-
al Army in the trenches, and they had
stayed there constantly and unyieldingly
ever since, and—well, there you are. The
other services they admitted to a sort of
fellowship, though, of course, not as ac-
tual trenchmen, because they daily felt
the need and benefits of such services.
But the chaplain was beyond even this
outer periphery. He was absolutely
superfluous.

Besides, he was personally unpopular.
This was his fault. He might have won
a sort of toleration from the ronth, but
he did not. He won, instead, the dislike
of almost every individual init. This was
not only a pity, it was also a little remark-
able, because the trenchman in billets is
the most easily amused, the best-natured
creature in the world. He can lie happily
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all day looking up at a patch of sky; he
can play with little children in the streets
by the hour, as merrily and carelessly
as the little children; he will be perfectly
amused washing dishes and weeding a
garden. Of course, he can also get very
drunk and commit capital crimes, but,
as a rule, he seems actually to prefer the
children and the dish-rag and the hoe.
But the Reverend Hugh Cowan offended
even this most amiable creature.

And it was all because this educated
gentleman, who had volunteered for the
most dangerous and arduous service he
could render his country, and was per-
forming that service at the cost of his am-
bition and his personal happiness, held
one very curious belief. He believed
Christianity was noxious and abhorrent
to humanity. He absolutely believed
that. Of course, he never spoke of this
conviction, and it no more interfered with
his faith than a physician's knowledge of
the nasty taste of a drug influences his
faith in its efficacy; but it influenced
every action of his professional life.
“Men dislike the religion of Jesus Christ.”
He would have phrased it something like
that if he could have been got to phrase it
at all, and then he would have gone on
preaching the doctrines of Jesus Christ in
the face of death and disease, without a
tremor of either his heart or his intellect,
as, in fact, he was doing in the ruins of the
village of Sarre.

He was quite as aware of his unpopular-
ity as any one in the regiment, but of
course, he was not in the least surprised
at it. He was there to save men’s souls
from eternal damnation, and, of course,
the men disliked his efforts. Men always
dislike such efforts, he thought. It made
no difference to him. It was perhaps the
most remarkable thing in the village
of Sarre, which was full of remarkable
things, only no one ever noticed it,

His colleague there was M’sieu’ le Curé.
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M'sieu’ le Curé had been in Sarre when
the Germans came, and when they de-
parted he was still there—all that was
left of him. He was an old man when
they came, and afterward he could do
very little except live on and be M’sieu’
le Curé. He used to walk out if the
weather was fine, and whenever he came
to a street corner or a road-crossing he
would stop and peer about as if it was
dark and he was afraid of losing his way.
“See m’sieu’,” the villagers would say,
pointing him out at such times, “he is
looking for the Boches. He forgets some-
times they are gone.”

But he had not forgotten the faces of
his parishioners, nor their sins nor their
needs, and so he went on being M’sieu’
le Curé, and no one cared that he had for-
gotten the Boches had gone. Sometimes,
when they woke up in the night, they for-
got it themselves, and perhaps they loved
him all the better on that account. He
and Doctor Cowan saluted very politely
when they met on the street and occasion-
ally exchanged views about the weather,
for the Curé knew no English, and the
American very little French, but they
wisely kept apart in other matters. Very
wisely, because the Curé could never have
understood Doctor Cowan or Doctor
Cowan’s creed any more than his lan-
guage. He had probably never in his
simple life met any one to whom Chris-
tianity was abhorrent. He could not
have imagined such a state of mind, any
more than he could have imagined a
man’s preferring winter, when one had to
struggle for warmth and food, to summer,
when the good God gave both plenteous-
ly.

. The ronth, beyond a justifiable interest
in the shape of his hat, paid little atten-
tion to the Curé. He was merely an old
gentleman in a black gown who had to be
made way for in the street. He seemingly
had no interest in their souls, or anything
else of theirs. Sometimes, indeed, he for-
got and thought they were the English,
who had first occupied the village after
the German retreat. ‘““Ah, les Anglais,”
he would mutter sometimes, as he looked
at them and returned their salutes. But
as the ronth didn’t, for the most part,
know what “les Anglais” meant, they
were quite content, thinking it some form
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of greeting or blessing and not caring
very much which. He was known simply
and briefly as “Round Top” because of
the shape of his hat.

It was Private Phelan of B Company
who composed the title for M. le Curé,
He also had first called the chaplain “The
Gander.” Private Phelan was a man with
an eye for such things—that exact vision
which perceives with deadly accuracy
just where the individual extrudes from
the type, and on that irregular projection
hangs a fatally fitting nickname. He was
describing one day meeting Sister Thérese
in the street with her flock of little chil-
dren. '

“It reminded you,” said Private
Phelan, “of one of these pictures you see
in foreign countries of goose-girls. That's
just what they reminded me of, little
yaller soft ducks. And there was him
following behind like an old gander.”

But neither Private Phelan nor any
officer or man or hanger-on of the ronth
ever had any.nickname for Sister Thérese.
Perhaps the reason was that she nowhere
extruded from the type. She was to them
a woman heavily robed who went about
the village followed always by a flock of
little children. And if you were to look
into the average man’s mind you would
probably find that to be very nearly
his picture of the type-word “woman.”
Some of the regiment had heard her voice
—a low-toned “ Good day, m’sieu’,” for
she spoke English, it seemed, and some of
them had even looked into her face, be-
neath her veil, and had looked into a pair
of large, sad, blue eyes. But that was all
any one had done, and the type concept
remained intact. And so, because the
1onth were very far from their women,
and some of them from their children,
they each individually a little fell in love
with Sister Thérése—just enough, say, for
them to break the head of any man who
called her anything but Sister Thérése,
and that properly. Because men are very
curious creatures; left alone with only
their own sex, and without discipline, they
become beasts; but left so, and with dis-
cipline, whether external or of self-will,
they become mariolaters. The 1onth, in
respect to Sister Thérése, became mariol-
aters. They talked about her very little,
but they watched her constantly and with
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delight. They saluted her more smartly
than the colonel, and from Private Phe-
lan, who was officially the worst soldier in
the regiment, to the colonel, who was
officially the best, they worshipped her
just a little. And it was all because she
was a heavily robed woman who was al-
ways followed by a flock of little children.
It could have been that only, because that
was all they knew.

They didn’t know even what children
these were who followed her so closely.
Private Phelan said they looked like little
yellow ducks, which they did, and they
shrank from any approaches, even from
proffers of chocolate and great round cop-
per pennies, in a curious way, and that
was all the regiment knew. Sister Thérése
and two other sisters, who never appar-
ently went out of doors, took care of them
in an old yellow farmhouse about half a
mile beyond the village, and it was gen-
erally said that they were “orphans of
the war.” Sister Thérése brought them
to mass on Sundays, and walked with
them about the village and the fields on
week-days, but in church they sat in even
rows silently, and walked just so on week-
days, and seemed to care nothing and
know nothing of sweets or play or pennies
—the most curious and the saddest little
children the sun ever shone on. They
looked like little yellow ducks, as Private
Phelan said, because they were dressed in
that color. They suggested, too, if you
like, in their comings and goings, always
in order of line, a silent chorus of an opera,
to which at times the heavy gun-fire in the
east furnished the music.

“Can that tune,” bellowed Private
Geraghty, lounging at the gates of the
barracks one bright morning in Septem-
ber. There was a phonograph whirling
blithely within to which he referred.

Corporal Snaith thrust his head out of
the window and scowled down at his in-
ferior. “Wot in 'ell itchin’ you?” he de-
manded.

Private Geraghty jerked his thumb
toward the head of the village street.
‘“Here comes the lady,” he whispered out
of the corners of his mouth, but loudly
enough to be heard fifty feet away.

Corporal Snaith hastily disappeared
and there was silence in the barracks.
Private Geraghty drew himself up into
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a posture which might be described as
semi-attention and snapped his fingers
to his hat-brim.

The lady in the black robes lifted her
eyes and with a barely murmured “Good
day, m'siev’,” passed, followed by the pat-
tering feet of the little children. There
hung over the little procession the shadow
of an ineffable tragedy. Private Geraghty
held his salute until it was twenty paces
to the right of him. Presently the head
of Corporal Snaith protruded once more
from the second-story window.

“Ts she gone, Bull?” he asked.

“Not quite she ain’t,” said the private.
“Wait till she gets to the corner.”

So the corporal waited until she got to
the corner, and then he resumed the very
vulgar but very tuneful music of the song
of “Ali Babette.”

Unknown to both the corporal and the
ranker, the chaplain had witnessed the
happening. He was much impressed by
it and repeated it at lunch that day, but
being a man possessed by an evil idea he
repeated it entirely wrong. No man who
is so entirely unshaken in the fundamental
concept of his spiritual life as the chap-
lain was can ever be entirely right about
anything. If he should arrange his neck-
tie properly, he would think it wrong and
consider it a vanity.

“It is a shame,” he said to Major
McClellan at lunch, “that such records
should be sent out to our men from home.
It is bad enough that such influences
should surround them here, but surely
there is some way of preventing corrup-
tion coming from that quarter.”

Major Mac looked worried. He had
an official respect for the chaplain and
yet he knew he was wrong. He would
never have been major of the ronth if
he had not known it. And yet he didn’t
know how to combine the respect and
contradiction in his reply.

It was here that Second Lieutenant
James Stirling came to his rescue. There
was nothing either official or respectful
abott Lieutenant Stirling. Hence he was
called “Ruddy” and drew the pay of a
second lieutenant of the line.

“That's the whale of a song,” said the
lieutenant. “What's the matter with
that song? I used to know the girl who
sang it. She was some girl, too, major.
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You know they say old Leopold, King of
Belgium, the one before this one—they
say he used %

“I don't think T remember it,” put in
Major Mac, who had probably whistled
it one thousand times.

“Don’'t you?” said Lieutenant Stirling.
“Well, it goes this way,” and he began to
whistle.

Now, “Ali Babette” has only six verses,
but in those six the physical charms of
the lady are minutely and enthusiastically
enumerated. Furthermore, the woman
who sang it had been, as Ruddy was about
to explain when interrupted by the major,
the mistress, or at any rate the reputed
mistress, of a king. And she had been for-
bidden to sing it by the police of at least
three large American cities. Altogether,
it was no chant fit to be hummed before
a chaplain. And the major knew it, and
the chaplain knew it, and best of all Lieu-
tenant Stirling knew it. The major was
fond of Stirling, but he was truly exas-
perated now, and suddenly remembered
a detail which he thought would suit his
case, and he was about to introduce that
disagreeable subject, when Captain Pit-
ney, at the bottom of the table, stepped
in and saved both the situation and the
lieutenant.

“Did any of you know,” he asked,
“that she was born in Louvain? It has
always seemed to me a curious thing that
a woman like that should have been born
in Louvain. Do you know what I mean?
And they say, too, that she has gone back
there now.”

“Ah, press-agent stuff,”” broke in
Lieutenant Stirling—most ungratefully,
all things considered. “Last time I heard
from her, she was out at Coronado, with
that prize-fighter fellow. What's his
name?”

“Heard from her?” commented Doc-
tor Cowan; ‘“‘and may I ask, do you still
continue the correspondence?”

“By George, doctor, I am glad you re-
minded me. I owe her a letter. Funny
how this war messes everything up.”

That was too much even for Major
Mac, and the subordinate got his detail
after all.

In revenge, Ruddy got the record from
Corporal Snaith for one dollar and
twenty-five cents, and played constantly
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whenever he was sure that the chaplain
was in ear-shot. Furthermore, he read
aloud, whenever he thought fit, extracts
from the letter he affirmed he was writing
to the singer of “ Ali Babette.” He made
it a rule, he said, always “to get even”
while he lived—so that he could die in
charity with all men. And, he added, he
had to hurry up about this because his
superiors seemed always to choose him
for the nastiest details. There was no
doubt, apparently, in Lieutenant Stir-
ling’s mind, as to whom he owed that
night in the rain.

It was all amusing to the officers of
the 1onth. It would not have been, per-
haps, under ordinary circumstances, but
these were not ordinary circumstances.
It was war, and war—modern war—is of
all human occupations the most utterly
stupid and boring. And it was not amus-
ing to the chaplain, but then he was not
at war. His business was only to minister
to the spiritual needs of the 1onth, and
the regiment stubbornly refused to reveal
to him what their spiritual needs were.
They revealed them to their officers, and
to each other, and to Sister Thérese by
the manner in which they looked at her,
but to their chaplain they were mute as
stones. So the chaplain had nothing to
do except to brood over such matters as
Ruddy Stirling and his purely imaginary
liaison with the ex-mistress of the King of
the Belgians. In the end, the matter as-
sumed terrific importance in his thoughts.
But, then, for that matter, it assumed im-
portance in the thoughts of everybody.

It was in the evening, after dinner,
about three weeks after the beginning of
the feud between the chaplain and Ruddy
Stirling. Major McClellan and those offi-
cers who were billeted with him in the
Tellier house in the village were still
lingering at the table in the large room
up-stairs which served as their dining-
room. It had been an early dinner, and
it was still sunset out of doors. Madame
Tellier, who had cooked the dinner,
served it, and was now busy clearing the
table, came up-stairs with the news that
M’sieu’ le Curé was below and wished to
make a request of M. le Commandant—
an ever so little request, madame insisted.

Major Mac, who never faced a French-
man speaking his native tongue without
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a sinking of his honest heart, pulled him-
self together and asked that M’sieu’ le
Curé be shown in immediately. His
junior officers gathered about him con-
solingly. The major's French was one of
the few consolations of the campaign so
far,

“I wish you boys would go away,” he
complained fretfully. “I can speak the
language well enough, but a lot of giggling
asses upset me—rattle me—I probably
won't be able to get one word out proper-
]y'!!
“You probably won't,” agreed Ruddy
Stirling sympathetically. “Poor fellow ! "

But the effect was ruined when M’sieu’
le Curé appeared, hat in hand in the door-
way; for with him, supporting his left
arm, was Sister Thérese, and every one
knew that Sister Thérese, in some mys-
terious way, spoke English.

The major heaved a sigh of relief, and
his juniors furtively straightened belts
and pulled down their cuffs.

It was, as Madame Tellier had said, an
ever so little request, and it was Sister
Thérése who made it. She spoke perfect
English, but with a queer little intonation
that stirred in the minds of those who
heard her vague memories.

There was a road, she said, a road
which led out of the village to the north,
which was forbidden to the—she stum-
bled ever so slightly over the word—to
thé civiles. And beyond that road was
a meadow, and in that meadow was a
stream. It was the only stream of its
kind—as M. le Commandant doubtless
knew—for many miles around. Would
M. le Commandant be so polite as to per-
mit her and her little charges to cross that
road into that meadow, where the stream
was? The reason was that the little ones
liked to play in the stream, and it was a
very little water, and would not hurt
them, and they played so little ever. If
it was impossible, of course it was im-
possible. But the walk around was very
long and tired them. Did M. le Com-
mandant think it was possible to let them
take the short cut by the road?

Was it possible? Good Lord, the major
would see to it immediately. It would be
a duty, a pleasure. He was almost glo-
quent in his protestations. In truth, M,
le Commandant was almost as confused

as any private in the ranks could have
been by thus talking face to face with
Sister Thérese. He would write out an
order and give it to her on the spot, And
he sat down and began to write.

Meanwhile the Curé was gazing about
with the half-vacant, half-intent look of
those who are very old or very young.

When the sister had finished speaking
and the major was writing he suddenly
caught her arm and, drawing her to him,
whispered some words in French.

She smiled a little as she answered,
“Yes, father.”

The old priest excitedly turned from
her to the little group of American officers
who were standing by the big window.
He pointed to the corner.

“Messieurs,” he asked rapidly, “C’est
un phonographe—n'est-ce-pas?”  He
spoke with the curiosity of a child.

“Yes, M. le Curé,” several of them an-
swered at once.

“Ah!” he approached the thing, so
blatantly varnished in that age-dimmed
room. “Ah, yes. Truly, I have heard of
them. Very wonderful. Marvellous,”
He fingered the varnished wood, as if
its magic powers were susceptible to the
touch. ;

Captain Poindexter of C Company,
who officially spoke French, stepped for-
ward,

“Voulez-vous —de—ah—" he began,
and then stuttered into silence.

It was Sister Thérese who saved the
situation,

“M’sieu’ le capitaine wishes to know if
he may play it for you, father,” she ex-

plained.
“Yes. Yes. If m’sieu’ would be so
amiable. I have never heard one.

Never, never, in all my life.”

His hands were trembling with eager-
ness. “Never, never, in all my life,” he
kept repeating, and smiling and nodding
at the others, as though his inexperience
was the most charming thing in the
world.

Captain Poindexter lifted a disk from
the table, where they lay in some con-
fusion, and, putting it under the needle,
started the machine.

And then a sort of gasp of horror ran
around the room, for the record Poin-
dexter had unwittingly picked up was
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Ruddy Stirling’s purchase from Corporal
Snaith, *“Ali Babette.”

But when Poindexter jumped forward
to remedy his mistake the old priest
caught his arm almost fiercely. *“Non,
non,” he cried—the first few notes of the
voice had sounded— “non, m’sieu’.”’

He was bent almost double before the
machine, leaning on his long staff. In his
long, black, shabby gown and his white
hair he looked like some sorcerer of the
Middle Ages bent in worship before the
wizardry of his own contrivance. Poin-
dexter drew back overpowered by his in-
tensity. The others stood helpless. Stir-
ling was as red as his hair and fiddled
with his belt-buckle. He had never in-
tended this. Doctor Cowan’s face was
white and set. The major had stopped
writing and looked from one face to an-
other, as if for advice. Only the nun was
unmoved, She was standing exactly in
front of the phonograph, her clasped
hands hanging down, her head a little
bowed. They all saw something then
that they had only vaguely surmised be-
fore—that Sister Thérése was a beautiful
woman—only now, they thought, she had
the whitest, saddest face they had ever
seen. 5

And so they stood while the song ran
on, belching out its melodious indecency
into the white face of the nun, who stood
listening.

Then it ended, whirred, and Poindex-
ter's finger silenced it.

The old priest drew himself up like a
man awakening from a trance.

“Why, daughter,” he cried in amaze-
ment. “It is your voice that sings here
in the wood.”

“Yes, father.”

“Why, yes! T heard it no later than
yesterday in the church there. The voice
of Sister Thérese! Ah, messieurs!” he
went on, turning to the others, though
still speaking in French. “Here, in Sarre,
the very animals know the voice of Sister
Thérése. We heard it first when we were
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sorely afflicted and afraid. She lifted up
our hearts, messieurs, she lifted them up
unto the Lord.” He turned again to the
varnished wooden stand. ““We must hear
it again. It is very wonderful. Is that
possible, messieurs, to hear it again?”

But of them all, only Sister Thérése
answered.

“Yes, father, it is possible—if you wish
P

It was she who arranged the record the
second time. Then she stepped back to
where she had stood before. Then once
more they listened to it all.

At the end the Curé lifted his head.
“It is very wonderful. It is unmistak-
able—"

Major McClellan rose hastily. ““There
is some mistake—"" he began.

But Sister Thérese interrupted him.
“No, gentlemen. It is I who sing those
words.” There is too much of shame in
the word confession to call her words so.
She spoke them as simply, quietly, as her
daily greeting to the soldiers in the streets.
But afterward, for just an instant, her
eves fluttered, and, as confession does not
suit the dignity of her first words, so ex-
cuse is unworthy of those she added. “It
was before the war,” she said.

A little sort of shiver ran through the
group of officers. They drew closer to-
gether behind their seniors.

But it was their chaplain who spoke
for them. :

“Madam,” he said, in his harsh, heavy
voice, “if ever it is in the power of the
regiment to serve you in any way, we
shall esteem it a privilege.”

And it was their chaplain who held open
the door as she passed through it with
M’sieu’ le Curé leaning on her arm.

The story, of course, was known to all
the regiment in twelve hours. The 1onth
still salutes Sister Thérése in the streets.
There is only one difference. Now she
answers only in French; she never speaks
English any more, and it is:

“Bon jour, messieurs.”




NEHRESVALTEY OF DEMOCRACY”

V—THE MIDDLE WEST IN POLITICS
BY MEREDITH NICHOLSON

ILLusTRATIONS BY WALTER TITTLE

The greal inlerior vegion bounded casl by the Alleghanies, north by the Brilish dominions, west by
the Rocky Mountains, and south by the line along which the culture of corn and cotton meets . . . al-
ready has above 10,000,000 people, and will have 50,000,000 within fifty vears if not prevented by any

political folly or mistake.

It contains more than one-third of the country owned by the United States—

certainly more than 1,000,000 square miles. Once half as populous as Massachusells already is, il would

have more than 75,000,000 people.
body of the republic.
Congress, December, 1862.

politics is essential to the
successful maintenance of
a democracy, then the peo-
ple of the West certainly
bear their share of the na-
tional burden. A great deal of history has
been made in what Lincoln called “the
great body of the republic,” and the elec-
tion of 1916 indicated very clearly the
growing power of the West in national
contests, and a manifestation of indepen-
dence that is not negligible in any conjec-
tures as to the issues and leadership of the
immediate future.

A few weeks before the last general
election I crossed a Middle Western State
in company with one of its senators in
Congress, a gentleman long active in poli-
tics, who had served his party as State
chairman and as chairman of the national
committee. In the smoking compart-
ment was a former governor of an East-
ern State and several others, representing
both the major parties, who were bound
for various points along the line where
they were to speak that night. In our
corner the talk was largely reminiscent of
other times and bygone statesmen. Re-
publicans and Democrats exchanged anec-
dotes with that zest which distinguishes
the Middle Western politician, men of one
party paying tribute to the character and
ability of leaders of the other in a fine
spirit of magnanimity. As the train
stopped, from time to time, the United
States senator went out upon the plat-
form and shook hands with friends and
acquaintances, or received reports from
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A glance at the map shows that, territorially speaking, il is the greal
The other parts are but marginal borders to it.—Lincoln: Aunnual Message to

local leaders. Everybody on the train
knew him; many of the men called him
by his first name. He talked to the
women about their children and asked
about their husbands. The whole train
caught the spirit of his cheer and friendli-
ness, and yet he had been for a dozen
years the most abused man in his State.
This was all in the day’s work, a part of
what has been called the great American
game. The West makes something inti-
mate and domestic of its politics, and the
idea that statesmen must “keep close to
the people” is not all humbug, not at
least in the sense that they hold their
power very largely through their social
qualities. They must, as we say, be
“folks.”

Barring wars, the quadrennial Presi-
dential campaigns are America’s one
great national expression in terms of
drama; but through months in which the
average citizen goes about his business,
grateful for a year free of political turmoil,
the political machinery is never idle. No
matter how badly defeated a party may
be, its State organization must not be per-
mitted to fall to pieces; for the perfecting
of an organization demands hard work
and much money. There is always a
great deal of inner plotting preliminary to
a State or national contest, and much of
this is wholly without the knowledge of
the quiet citizen whose active interests are
never aroused until a campaign is well
launched. In State capitals and other
centres men meet, as though by chance,
and in hotel-rooms debate matters of
which the public hears only when differ-
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ences have been reconciled and a harmo-
nious plan of action has been adopted.
Not a day passes even in an “off year”
when in the corn belt men are not trav-
elling somewhere on political errands.
There are fences to repair, local conditions
to analyze, and organizations to perfect
against the coming of the next campaign.
In a Western State I met within the year
two men who had just visited their gov-
ernor for the purpose of throwing some
“pep” into him. They had helped to
elect him and felt free to beard him in the
capitol to caution him as to his conduct.
It is impossible to step off a train any-
where between Pittsburgh and Denver
without becoming acutely conscious that
much politics is forward. One campaign
“doth tread upon another’s heel, so fast
they follow.”” This does not mean merely
that the leaders in party organizations
meet constantly for conferences, or that
candidates are plotting a long way ahead
to secure nominations, but that the great
body of the people—the “folks” them-
selves—are ceaselessly discussing new
movements or taking the measure of pub-
lic servants.

The politician lives by admiration; he
likes to be pointed out, to have men press
about him to shake his hand. He will
enter a State convention at just the right
moment to be greeted with a cheer, of
which a nonchalant or deprecatory wave
of the hand is a sufficient recognition.
Many small favors of which the public
never dreams are granted to the influen-
tial politician, even when he is not an
office-holder—favors that mean much to
him, that contribute to his self-esteem.
A friend who was secretary for several
years of one of the national committees
had a summer home by a quiet lake near
an east-and-west railway line. When,
during a campaign, he was suddenly called
to New York or Chicago he would wire
the railway authorities to order one of
the fast trains to pick him up at a lonely
station, which it passed ordinarily at the
highest speed. My friend derived the
greatest satisfaction from this concession
to his prominence and influence. Men
who affect to despise politicians of the
party to which they are opposed are
nevertheless flattered by any attention
from them, and they will admit, when
there is no campaign forward, that in spite
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of their politics they are mighty good fel-
lows. And they are good fellows; they
have to be to retain their hold upon their
constituents. There are exceptions to the
rule that to succeed in politics one must
be a good fellow, a folksy person, but they
are few. Cold, crafty men who are not
“good mixers” may sometimes gain a
great deal of power, but in the Western
provinces they make poor candidates.
The “folks” don’t like 'em !

Outside of New York and Pennsylva-
nia, where much the same phenomena are
observable, there is no region where the
cards are so tirelessly shuffled as in the
Middle Western commonwealths, partic-
ularly in Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, and Kan-
sas, which no party can pretend to carry
jauntily in its pocket. Men enjoy the
game because of its excitement, its poten-
tialities of preferment, the chance that a
few votes delivered in the right quarter
may upset all calculations and send a
lucky candidate for governor on his way
to the Federal Senate or even to the
White House. And in county-seats where
there isn’t much to do outside of routine
business the practice of politics is a wel-
come ‘“‘side line.” There is a vast amount
of fun to be got out of it; and one who is
apt at the game may win a county office
or “go” to the legislature.

To be summoned from a dull job in a
small town to a conference, called sud-
denly and mysteriously at the capital, to
be invited to sit at the council-table with
the leaders, greatly arouses the pride and
vanity of men to whom, save for politics,
nothing of importance ever happens.
There are, I fancy, few American citizens
who don’t hug the delusion that they have
political “influence.” This vanity is re-
sponsible for much party regularity. To
have influence a man must keep his record
clear of any taint of independence, or else
he must be influential enough as an inde-
pendent to win the respect of both sides,
and this latter class is exceedingly small.
At some time in his life every citizen seeks
an appointment for a friend, or finds him-
self interested in local or State or national
legislation. It is in the mind of the con-
tributor to a campaign fund that the
party of his allegiance has thus a concrete
expression of his fidelity, and if he “ wants
something’ he has opened a channel
through which to make a request with a
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reasonable degree of confidence that it
will not be ignored. There was a time
when it was safe to give to both sides im-
partially so that no matter who won the
battle the contributor would have estab-
lished an obligation; but this practice,
long , followed by corporations or their
heads, has not worked so satisfactorily
since the institution of publicity for cam-
paign assessments.

It is only immediately after an election
that one hears criticisms of party man-
agement from within a party. A cam-
paign is a great time-eater, and when a
man has given six months or possibly a
year of hard work to making an aggres-
sive fighting machine of his party he is
naturally grieved when it goes down in
defeat. In the first few weeks following
the election of 1916 Western Republicans
complained bitterly of the conduct of
the national campaign. Unhappily, no
amount of a posteriori reasoning can ever
determine whether, if certain things had
been handled differently, a result would
have been changed. If Mr. Hughes had
not visited California, or, venturing into
that commonwealth, he had shaken the
hand of Governor Hiram Johnson, or if
he had remained quietly on his veranda
at home and made no speeches, would he
have been elected President? Specula-
tions of this kind may alleviate the poign-
ancy of defeat, but as no two political
situations are ever repeated they are
hardly profitable.

There are phases of political psychol-
ogy that defy analysis. For example, in
doubtful States there are shifting moods
of hope and despair which are wholly un-
related to tangible events and not recon-
cilable with “polls” and other tests. Ob-
scure influences and counter-currents may
be responsible, but often the politicians do
not attempt to account for these alterna-
tions of “feeling.” When, without warn-
ing, the barometer at headquarters begins
to fall, even the messengers and stenog-
raphers are affected. The gloom may
last for a day or two or even for a week;
then the chairman issues a statement
“claiming " everything, every one takes
heart of hope, and the dread spectre of
defeat steals away to the committee-
rooms of the opposition.

An interesting species are the oracles
whose views are sought by partisans
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anxious for trustworthy ‘‘tips.” These
“medicine-men’” may not be actively en-
gaged in politics, or only hangers-on at
headquarters, but they are supposed to
be endowed with the gift of prophecy. 1
know several such seers whose views on
no other subject are entitled to the slight-
est consideration, and yet I confess to a
certain respect for their judgment as to
the outcome of an election. Late in the
fall of 1916, at a time when the result was
most uncertain, a friend told me that he
was wagering a large sum on Mr. Wilson’s
success. Asked to explain his confidence,
he said he was acting on the advice of an
obscure citizen, whom he named, who al-
ways “guessed right.”” This prophet’s
reasoning was wholly by inspiration; he
had a “hunch.” State and county com-
mittee-rooms are infested with elderly
men who commune among themselves as
to old, unhappy, far-off things and battles
long ago, and wait for a chance to whis-
per some rumor into the ear of a person
of importance. Their presence and their
misinformation add little to the joy of the
engrossed, harassed strategists, who spend
much time dodging them, but appoint a
subordinate of proved patience to listen
to their stories, for they may possibly
have some clew of value.

To be successful a State chairman must
possess a genius for organization and ad-
ministration, and a capacity for quick de-
cision and action. While he must make
no mistakes himself, it is his business to
correct the blunders of his lieutenants and
turn to good account the errors of his ad-
versary. He must know how and where
to get money, and how to use it to the
best advantage. There are always local
conditions in his territory that require ju-
dicious handling, and he must deal with
these personally or send just the right
man to smooth them out. Harmony is
the great watchword, and such schisms as
that of the Sound Money Democrats in
1896, the Progressive split of 1912, and
the frequent anti-organization fights that
are a part of the great game leave much
harsh jangling behind.

The West first kicked up its heels in a
national campaign in the contest of 1840,
when William Henry Harrison, a native
of Virginia who had won renown as a sol-
dier in the Ohio valley and served as gov-
ernor of the Northwest Territory, was the



546

Whig candidate. The campaign was fla-
vored with hard cider and keyed to the
melody of “ Tippecanoe and Tyler too.”
The log cabin, with a raccoon on the roof
or with a pelt of the species nailed to the
outer wall, and a cider barrel seductively
displayed in the foreground, were popular
party symbols.  The rollicking campaign
songs of 1840 reflect not only the cheery
pioneer spirit but the bitterness of the
contest between Van Buren and Harrison.
One of the most popular ballads was a
buckeye cabin song sung to the tune of
“The Blue Bells of Scotland”:

“Oh, how, tell me how does your buckeye cabin
0 7

Oh, how, tell me how does your buckeye cabin

go? .

1t goes against the spoilsman, for well its build-
ers know

It was Harrison who fought for the cabins long
ago.

“Oh, who fell hefore him in battle, tell me who?
Oh, who fell before him in battle, tell me who?
He drove the savage legions and British armies,

Ltoo,
At the Rapids and the Thames and old Tippe-
canoe.

““Oh, what, tell me what will little Martin do?
Oh, what, then, what will little Martin do?
He'll follow the footsteps of Price and Swartout,

too,
While the log cabins ring again with Tippe-
canoe "

The spirit of the '40’s pervaded West-
ern politics for many years after that
strenuous campaign. Men who had voted
for “Tippecanoe Harrison' were still
pointed out as citizens of unusual worth
and dignity in my youth; and organiza-
tions of these veterans were still in exist-
ence and attentive to politics when Har-
rison’s grandson was a candidate for the
presidency.

I am surprised to find how frequently in
these papers I have referred to the con-
tinuing influence of the Civil War in the
social and political life of these western
States. The “soldier vote" was long to
be reckoned with, and it was not until Mr,
Cleveland brought a new spirit into our
politics that the war between the States
began to fade as a political factor; and
even then we were assured that if the
Democrats succeeded they would pension
Confederate soldiers and redeem the Con-
federate bonds. There were a good many
of us in these border States who, having
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Leen born of soldier fathers, and with
Whig and Republican antecedents, began
to resent the continued emphasis of the
war in every campaign; and I look back
upon Mr. Cleveland’s rise as of very great
importance in that he was a messenger of
new and attractive ideals of public service
that appealed strongly to young men,
But my political apostacy (I speak of my
own case because it is in some sense typi-
cal) was attended with no diminution of
admiration for that great citizen army
that defended and saved the Union. The
annual gatherings of the Grand Army of
the Republic have grown pathetically
smaller, but this organization, which orig-
inated in Illinois, is not a negligible ex-
pression of American democracy.

II

Tue West has never lost its early ad-
miration for oratory, whether from the
hustings, the pulpit, or the lecture-plat-
form. Many of the pioneer preachers of
the Ohio valley were orators of distin-
guished ability, and their frequent joint
debates on such subjects as predestina-
tion and baptism drew great audiences
from the countryside. Both religious
and political meetings were held prefer-
ably out-of-doors, to accommodate the
crowds that collected from the far-scat-
tered farms. A strong voice, a confident
manner, and matter so composed as to
hold the attention of an audience which
would not hesitate to disperse if it lost in-
terest were prerequisites of the successful
speaker. Western chronicles lay great
stress upon the oratorical powers of both
ministers and politicians. Henry Ward
Beecher, who held a pastorate at Indi-
anapolis (1839-47), was already famed as
an eloquent preacher before he moved
to Brooklyn. Not long ago I heard a
number of distinguished politicians dis-
cussing American oratory. Some one
mentioned the addresses delivered by
Beecher in England during the Civil War,
and there was general agreement that
one of these, the Liverpool speech, was
probably the greatest of American ora-
tions—a sweeping statement, but its irre-
sistible logic and a sense of the hostile
atmosphere in which it was spoken may
still be felt in the printed page.

- The tradition of Lincoln’s power as an
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orator is well fortified by the great com-
pany of contemporaries who wrote of him,
as well as by the text of his speeches,
which still vibrate with the nobility, the
restrained strength, with which he ad-
dressed himself to mighty events. Nei-
ther before nor since his day has the West
spoken to the East with anything ap-
proaching the majesty of his Cooper
Union speech. It is certainly a far cry
from that lofty utterance to Mr. Bryan’s
defiant cross-of-gold challenge of 1896.

The Westerner will listen attentively to
a man he despises and has no intention of
voting for, if he speaks well; but the stand-
ards are high. There is a death-watch
that occupies front seats at every political
meeting, composed of veterans who com-
pare all later performances to some speech
they heard Garfield or “Dan” Voorhees,
Oliver P. Morton or John J. Ingalls, de-
liver before the orator spouting on the
platform was born. Nearly all the na-
tional conventions held in the West have
been marked by memorable oratory.
Colonel Robert G. Ingersoll’s speech nom-
inating Blaine at the Republican conven-
tion of 1876 held at Cincinnati (how faint
that old battle-cry has become: ‘“‘Blaine,
Blaine, Blaine of Maine!”) is often cited
as one of the great Amierican orations.
““He swayed and moved and impelled and
restrained and worked in all ways with
the mass before him,” says the Chicago
Times report, “as if he possessed some
key to the innermost mechanism that
moves the human heart, and when he fin-
ished, his fine, frank face as calm as when
he began, the overwrought thousands
sank back in an exhaustion of unspeak-
able wonder and delight.”

Even making allowance for the re-
porter’s exuberance, this must have been a
moving utterance, with its dramatic close:

“Like an armed warrior, like a plumed
knight, James G. Blaine marched down
the halls of the American congress and
threw his shining lance full and fair
against the brazen foreheads of the de-
famers of his country and the maligners
of his honor. For the Republican party
to desert this gallant leader now is as
though an army should desert their gal-
lant general upon the field of battle. . . .
Gentlemen of the convention, in the name
of the great republic, the only republic
that ever existed upon this earth; in the
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name of all her defenders and of all her
supporters; in the name of all her soldiers
dead upon the field of battle, and in the
name of those who perished in the skele-
ton clutch of famine at Andersonville and
Libby, whose sufferings he so vividly re-
members, Illinois, Illinois nominates for
the next President of this country that
prince of parliamentarians, that leader of
leaders—James G. Blaine.”

In the fall of the same year Ingersoll de-
livered at Indianapolis an address to war
veterans that is still cited for its perora-
tion beginning: “The past rises before me
like a dream.”

The political barbecue, common in pio-
neer days, is about extinct, though a few
such gatherings were reported in the older
States of the Middle West in the last cam-
paign. These functions, in the day of
poor roads and few settlements, were a
means of luring voters to a meeting with
the promise of free food; it was only by
such heroic feats of cookery as the broiling
of a whole beef in a pit of coals that a
crowd could be fed. The meat was likely
to be either badly burnt, or raw, but the
crowds were not fastidious, and swigs of
whiskey made it more palatable. Those
were days of plain speech and hard hit-
ting, and on such occasions orators were
expected to “cut loose” and flay the
enemy unsparingly.

Speakers of the rabble-rouser type have
passed out, though there are still orators
who proceed to “burn the grass” in the
old style in country districts where they
are not in danger of being reported. This,
however, is full of peril, as the farmer’s
credulity is not so easily played upon as
in the old days before the R. F. D. box
was planted at his gate. The farmer is
the shrewdest, the most difficult, of audi-
tors. He is little given to applause, but
listens meditatively, and is not easily to
be betrayed into demonstrations of ap-
proval. The orator's chance of scoring a
hit before an audience of country folk de-
pends on his ability to state his case with
an appearance of fairness and to sustain
it with arguments presented in simple,
picturesque phraseology. Nothing could
be less calculated to win the farmer’s
franchise than any attempt to “play
down” to him. In old times the city
candidate sometimes donned his fishing-
clothes before venturing into country dis-
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tricts, but some of the most engaging
demagogues the West has known ap-
peared always in their finest raiment.

There has always been a considerable
sprinkling of women at big Indiana rallies
and also at State conventions, as far back
as my memory runs; but women, I am ad-
vised, were rarely in evidence at political
meetings in the West until Civil War
times. The number who attended meet-
ings in 1916 was notably large, even in
States that have not yet granted general
suffrage. They are most satisfactory au-
ditors, quick to catch points and eagerly
responsive with applause. The West has
many women who speak exceedingly well,
and the number is steadily growing. I
have never heard heckling so cleverly par-
ried as by a young woman who spoke on a
Chicago street corner, during the sessions
of the last Republican convention, to a
crowd of men bent upon annoying her.
She was unfailingly good-humored, and
her retorts, delivered with the utmost
good nature, gradually won the sympathy
of her hearers.

The making of political speeches is ex-
hausting labor, and only the possessor of
great bodily vigor can make a long tour
without a serious drain upon his physical
and nervous energy. Mr. Bryan used to
speak with delight of the manner in which
Republicans he met, unable to pay him
any other compliment, expressed their ad-
miration for his magnificent constitution,
which made it possible for him to speak so
constantly without injury to his health.
The fatiguing journeys, the enforced ad-
justment to the crowds of varying size in
circumstances never twice alike, the hand-
shaking and the conferences with local
committees to which prominent speakers
must submit make speaking-tours any-
thing but the triumphal excursions they
appear to be to the cheering audiences.
The weary orator arrives at a town to find
‘that instead of snatching an hour’s rest he
must yield to the importunity of a com-
mittee intrusted with the responsibility of
showing him the sights of the city, with
probably a few brief speeches at factories;
and after a dinner, where he will very
likely be called upon to say “just a few
words,” he must ride in a procession
through the chill night before he addresses
the big meeting.

A few dashes of local color assist in es-
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tablishing the visiting orator on terms of
good-fellowship with his audience. He
will inform himself as to the number of
broom-handles or refrigerators produced
annually in the town, or the amount of
barley and buckwheat that last year re-
warded the toil of the noble hushandmen
of the county. It is equally important
for him to take counsel of the local chair-
man as to things to avoid, for there are
sore spots in many districts which must
be let alone or touched with a healing
hand. The tyro who prepares a speech
with the idea of giving it through a con-
siderable territory finds quickly that the
sooner he forgets his manuscript the bet-
ter, so many are the concessions he must
make to local conditions.

In the campaign of 1916 the Democrats
made strenuous efforts to win the Pro-
gressive vote. Energetic county chair-
men would lure as many Progressives as
possible to the front seats at all meetings
that they might learn of the admiration in
which they were held by forward-looking
Democrats—the bond of sympathy, the
common ideals, that animated honest
Democrats and their brothers, those pa-
triotic citizens who, long weary of Repub-
lican indifference to the rights of freemen,
had broken the ties of a lifetime to assert
their independence. Democratic orators,
with the Progressives in mind, frequently
apostrophized Lincoln, that they might
the better contrast the vigorous, healthy
Republicanism of the '60’s with the cor-
rupt, odious thing the Republican party
had become. This, of course, had to be
done carefully, so that the Progressive
would not experience twinges of home-
sickness for his old stamping-ground.

There is agreement among political
managers as to the doubtful value of the
“monster meetings ' that are held in large
centres. With plenty of money to spend
and a thorough organization, it is always
possible to “pull off” a big demonstra-
tion. Word passed to ward and precinct
committeemen will collect a vast ecrowd
for a parade adorned with fireworks. The
size and enthusiasm of these crowds is
never truly significant of party strength.
One such crowd looks very much like
another, and I am betraying no confi-
dence in saying that its units are often
drawn from the same sources, The par-
ticipants in a procession rarely hear the
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speeches at the meeting of which they are
the advertisement. When they reach the
hall it is usually filled and their further
function is to march down the aisles with
bands and drum-corps to put the crowd
in humor for the speeches. Frequently
some belated phalanx will noisily intrude
after the orator has been introduced, and
he must smile and let it be seen that he
understands perfectly that the interrup-
tion is due to the irrepressible enthusi-
asm of the intelligent voters of the grand
old blank district that has never failed
to support the principles of the grand old
blank party.

The most satisfactory meetings are
small ones, in country districts, where
one or two hundred people of all parties
gather, drawn by an honest curiosity as
to the issues. Such meetings impose em-
barrassments upon the speaker, who must
accommodate manner and matter to au-
ditors disconcertingly close at hand, of
whose reaction to his talk he is perfectly
conscious. In an “all-day’ meeting, held
usually in groves that serve as rural social
centres, the farmers remain in their au-
tomobiles drawn into line before the
speakers’ stand, and listen quietly to the
programme arranged by the county chair-
man. Sometimes several orators are pro-
vided for the day; Republicans may take
the morning, the Democrats the after-
noon. Here, with the audience sitting as
a jury, we have one of the processes of
democracy reduced to its simplest terms.

The West is attracted by statesmen
who are “human,” who impress them-
selves upon the “folks” by their amia-
bility and good-fellowship. Benjamin
Harrison was recognized as one of the
ablest lawyers of the bar of his day, but
he was never a popular hero and his
defeat for re-election was attributable in
large degree to his lack of those qualities
that constitute what I have called “folk-
siness.” In the campaign of 1888 Gen-
eral Harrison suffered much from the
charge that he was an aristocrat, and at-
tention was frequently called to the fact
that he was the grandson of a President.
Among other cartoons of the period there
was one that represented Harrison as a
pigmy standing in the shadow of his
grandfather’s tall hat. This was prob-
ably remembered by an Indiana politi-
cian who called at the White House re-
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peatedly without being able to see the
President. After several fruitless visits
the secretary said to him one day: “The
President cannot be seen.” “My God !”
exclaimed the enraged office-seeker, “ has
he grown as small as that?”

Probably no President has ever enjoyed
greater personal popularity than Mr. Mc-
Kinley. He would perform an act of
kindness with a graciousness that doubled
its value and he could refuse a favor
without making an enemy. Former Gov-
ernor Glynn of New York told me not
long ago an incident illuminative of the
qualities that endeared Mr. McKinley to
his devoted followers. Soon after his in-
auguration a Democratic congressman
from an eastern State delivered in the
House a speech filled with the bitterest
abuse of the President. A little later this
member’s wife, not realizing that a savage
attack of this sort would naturally make
its author persona non grata at the White
House, expressed a wish to take her young
children to call on the President. The
youngsters were insistent in their demand
to make the visit and would not be de-
nied. The offending representative con-
fessed his embarrassment to Mr. Glynn, a
Democratic colleague, who said he’d “feel
out” the President. Mr. McKinley, de-
claring at once with the utmost good
humor that he would be delighted to re-
ceive the lady and her children, named a
day and met them with the greatest cor-
diality. He planted the baby on his desk
to play, put them all at ease, and as they
left distributed among them a huge bou-
quet of carnations that he had ordered
specially from the conservatory. In this
connection I am reminded of a story of
Thomas B. Reed, who once asked Presi-
dent Harrison to appoint a certain con-
stituent collector at Portland. The ap-
pointment went to another candidate for
the office, and when one of Reed’s friends
twitted him about his lack of influence he
remarked: “There are only two men in
the whole State of Maine who hate me:
one of them I landed in the penitentiary,
and the other one Harrison has appointed
collector of the port of my town!”

II1

STATESMEN of the ‘‘picturesque”
school, who attracted attention by their
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scorn of conventions, or their raciness of
speech, or for some obsession aired on
every occasion, are well-nigh out of the
picture. The West is not without its sen-
sitiveness, and it has found that a sock-
less congressman, or one who makes him-
self ridiculous by advecating foolish mea-
sures, reflects upon the intelligence of
his constituents or upon their sense of
humor, and if there is anything the West
prides itself upon it is its humor. We are
seeing fewer statesmen of the type so
blithely represented by Mr. Cannon, who
enjoy in marked degree the affections of
their constituents; who are kindly uncles
to an entire district, not to be displaced,
no matter what their shortcomings, with-
out genuine grief. One is tempted far
afield in pursuit of the elements of popu-
larity, of which the West offers abundant
material for analysis. “Dan’”" Voorhees,
“the tall sycamore of the Wabash,” was
prominent in Indiana politics for many
years, and his fine figure, his oratorical
gifts, his sympathetic nature and reputa-
tion for generosity endeared him to many
who had no patience with his politics.
He was so effective as an advocate in
criminal cases that the Indiana law giving
defendants the final appeal was changed
so that the State might counteract the
influence of his familiar speech, adjust-
able to any case, which played upon
the sympathy and magnanimity of the
jurors. Allen G. Thurman, of Ohio, a
man of higher intellectual gifts, was simi-
larly enshrined in the hearts of his con-
stituency. His bandanna was for years
the symbol of Buckeye democracy, much
as “blue jeans’ expressed the rugged sim-
plicity of the Hoosier democracy when, in
1876, the apparel of James D. Williams,
unwisely ridiculed by the Republicans,
contributed to his election to the gov-
ernorship over General Harrison, the
“kid-glove" candidate.

Nothing is better calculated to encour-
age humility in young men about to enter
upon a political career than a study of the
roster of Congress for years only lightly
veiled in “the pathos of distance.”
Among United States senators from the
Middle West in 1863-¢ were Lyman
Trumbull, Richard J. Oglesby, and Rich-
ard Yates, of Illinois; Henry S. Lane,
Oliver P. Morton, and Thomas A. Hen-
dricks, of Indiana; James Harlan and
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Samuel J. Kirkwood, of Towa; Samuel C.
Pomeroy and James H. Lane, of Kansas;
Zachariah Chandler and Jacob M. How-
ard, of Michigan; Alexander Ramsey and
Daniel S. Norton, of Minnesota; Benja-
min F. Wade and John Sherman, of
Ohio.

In the lower house sat Elihu B. Wash-
burne, Owen Lovejoy, and William R.
Morrison, of Illinois; Schuyler Colfax,
George W. Julian, Daniel W. Voorhees,
William S. Holman, and Godlove S. Orth,
of Indiana; William B. Allison, Josiah B.
Grinnell, John A. Kasson, and James
F. Wilson, of Towa; James A. Garfield,
Rutherford B. Hayes, and Robert C.
Schenck, of Ohio. In the same group of
States in the '8c’s we find David Davis,
John A. Logan, Joseph E. McDonald,
Benjamin Harrison, Thomas W. Ferry,
Henry P. Baldwin, William Windom,
Samuel J. R. McMillan, Algernon S. Pad-
dock, Alvin Saunders, M. H. Carpenter,
John J. Ingalls, and Preston B. Plumb, all
senators in Congress. In this same period
the Ohio delegation in the lower house
included Benjamin Butterworth, A. J.
Warner, Thomas Ewing, Charles Foster,
Frank H. Hurd, J. Warren Keifer, and
William McKinley.

How many students in the high schools
and colleges of these States would recog-
nize any considerable number of these
names or have any idea of the nature of
the public service these men performed?
To be sure, three members of Congress
from Ohio in the years indicated, and one
senator from Indiana, reached the White
House; but at least two-thirds of the
others enjoyed a wide reputation, either
as politicians or statesmen or as both.
In the years preceding the Civil War the
West certainly did not lack leadership,
nor did all who rendered valuable service
attain conspicuous place. For example,
George W. Julian, an ardent foe of slav-
ery, a member of Congress, and in 1852 a
candidate for Vice-President on the Free
Sail ticket, was a political idealist, inde-
pendent and courageous, and with the
ability to express his opinions tersely and
effectively.

It is always hazardous to compare the
statesmen of one: period with those of
another, and veteran observers whose
judgments must be treated with respect
insist that the men I have mentioned
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were not popularly regarded in their day
as the possessors of unusual abilities.
Most of these men were prominent in my
youth, and in some cases were still im-
portant factors when I attained my ma-
jority, «nd somehow they seem to “mass”
as their successors do not. The fierce
passions aroused in the Middle West by
the slavery issue undoubtedly brought
into the political arena men who in calmer
times would have remained contentedly
in private life. The restriction of slavery
and the preservation of the Union were
concrete issues that awakened a moral
fervor not since apparent in our politics.
Groups of people are constantly at work
in the social field, to improve municipal
government, or to place State politics
upon a higher plane; but these movements
occasion only slight tremors in contrast
with the quaking of the earth through the
free-soil agitation, Civil War, and recon-
struction.

The men I have mentioned were, gen-
erally speaking, poor men, and the next
generation found it much more comfort-
able and profitable to practise law or en-
gage in business than to enter politics. T
am grieved by my inability to offer sub-
stantial proof that ideals of public service
in the western provinces are higher than
they were fifty or twenty years ago. I
record my opinion that they are not, and
that we are less ably served in the Con-
gress than formerly, frankly to invite criti-
cism; for these times call for a great
searching for the weaknesses of democ-
racy and, if the best talent is not finding
its way into the lawmaking, administra-
tive, and judicial branches of our State
and Federal governments, an obligation
rests upon every citizen to find the reason
and the remedy.

No Westerner who is devoted to the
best interests of his country will encour-
age the belief that there is any real hos-
tility between East and West, or that the
West is incapable of viewing social and
political movements in the light of rea-
son and experience. It stood steadfastly
against the extension of slavery and for
the Union through years of fiery trial, and
its leaders expressed the national thought
and held the lines firm against opposition,
concealed and open, that was kept down
only by ceaseless vigilance. Even in
times of financial stress it refused to
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hearken to the cry of the demagogue, and
Greenbackism died, just as later Popu-
lism died. More significant was the fail-
ure of Mr. Bryan to win the support of
the West that was essential to his success
in three campaigns. We may say that it
was a narrow escape, and that the West
was responsible for a serious menace and
a peril not too easily averted, but Mr.
Bryan precipitated a storm that was
bound to break and that left the air
clearer. He “threw a scare” into the
country just when it needed to be aroused,
and some of his admonitions have borne
good fruit on soil least friendly to him.

The West likes to be ‘“preached at,”
and it admires a courageous evangelist
even when it declines his invitation to the
mourners’ bench. The West liked and
still likes Mr. Roosevelt, and no other
American can so instantly gain the ear of
the West ashe. In my pilgrimages of the
past year nothing has been more surpris-
ing than the change of tone with reference
to the former President among Western
Republicans who declared in 1912 and
reiterated in 1916 that never, never again
would they countenance him,

v

ONE may find in the Mississippi valley,
as in the Connecticut valley or anywhere
else in America, just about what one
wishes to find. A New England corre-
spondent complains with some bitterness
of the political conservatism he encoun-
tered in a journey through the West; he
had expected to find radicalism every-
where rampant, and was disappointed
that he was unable to substantiate his pre-
conceived impression by actual contacts
with the people.

If T may delicately suggest the point
without making too great a concession,
the West is really quite human. It has
its own ‘““slant”—its tastes and prefer-
ences that differ in ways from those of
the East, the South, or the farther West;
and radicals are distributed through the
corn belt in about the same proportion as
elsewhere. The bread-and-butter West-
ern “folks” are pretty sensible, taken in
the long run, and not at all anxious to pull
down the social pillars just to make a
noise. They will impiously carve them a
little—yes, and occasionally stick an in-
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congruous patch on the wall of the sanc-
tuary of democracy; but they are never
wilfully destructive. And it cannot be
denied that some of their architectural
and decorative efforts have improved the
original design. The West has saved
other sections a good deal of trouble by
boldly experimenting with devices it had
“thought up’” amid the free airs of the
plains; but the West, no more than the
East, will give storage to a contrivance
that has been proved worthless.

The vindictive spirit that was very
marked in the Western attitude toward
the railroads for many years was not a
gratuitous and unfounded hatred of cor-
porations, but had a real basis in dis-
criminations that touched vitally the life
of the farmer and the struggling towns to
which he carried his products. The rail-
roads were the only corporations the West
knew before the great industrial develop-
ment. A railroad represented “ capital,”
and “capital” was therefore a thing to
chastise whenever opportunity offered.
It has been said in bitterness of late that
the hostile legislation demanded by the
West “ruined the railroads.” This is not
a subject for discussion here, but it may
be said that the railroads invited the war
that was made upon them by injustices
and discriminations of which the obscure
shipper had a right to complain. The an-
tagonism to railroads inspired a great deal
of radicalism aimed at capital generally,
and “corporate greed,” “the encroach-
ments of capital,” “the money devils of
Wall Street,”” and ‘“special privilege”
burned fiercely in our political terminol-
ogy. But the West has prospered enor-
mously, and money in the pocket tends
to breed in the possessor tolerance of
money devils.

The West likes to play with novelties.
It has been hospitable to such devices as
the initiative, the referendum, and the re-
call, multiplied agencies for State super-
vision in many directions, and it has
shown in general a confidence in auto-
matic machinery popularly designed to
correct all evils. The West probably in-
fected the rest of the country with the
fallacy that the passing of a law is a com-
plete transaction without reference to its
enforcement, and Western statute-books
are littered with legislation often frivolous
or ill-considered. There has, however,
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been a marked reaction and the demand
is rather for less legislation and better
administration. A Western governor said
to me despairingly that his State is
“commissidned” to death, and that he
is constantly embarrassed by the diffi-
culty of persuading competent men to
accept places on his many bipartisan reg-
ulative boards.

There is a virtue in our very size as a
nation and the multiplicity of interests
represented by the one hundred million
that make it possible for the majority to
watch, as from a huge amphitheatre, the
experiments in some particular arena. A
new agrarian movement that rose in
North Dakota in 1915 has caused much
concern in neighboring States, where it
has spread rapidly. The Non-Partisan
League (it is really a political party)
seems to have sprung full-panoplied from
the Equity Society, and is a successor of
the Farmers’ Alliance and Populism.
The despised middleman is the object of
its animosity, and it began with a com-
prehensive programme of State-owned
elevators and flour-mills, packing-houses,
and cold-storage plants. The League
carried North Dakota in 1916, electing a
governor who immediately vetoed a bill
providing for a State-owned terminal
elevator because the League leaders
“raised their sights” as soon as they got
into the trenches. They demanded un-
limited bonding-power and a complete
new programme embodying a radical form
of state socialism. “Class struggle,” says
Mr. Elmer T. Peterson, an authority on
the League’s history, “is the key-note of
its propaganda.” The student of current
political tendencies will do well to keep an
eye on the League, as it has gained a
strong foothold in the Northwest, and the
cooperative features of its platform satisfy
an old craving of the farmer for state
assistance in the management of his
business.

The West is greatly given to sober sec-
ond thoughts. Hospitable to new ideas
as it has proved itself to be, it will stop
short of a leap in the dark. There is a
point at which it becomes extremely con-
servative. It will run like a frightened
rabbit from some change which it has
encouraged. But the West has a passion
for social justice, and is willing to make
sacrifices to gain it. The coming of the



Draswen by Walter Tiitle,

The Death-Watch.

There is a death-watch that occupies front seals at every political meeting, composed of veterans who compare all later
performances fo some speech they heard Garfield or " Dan’' Voorhees, Oliver P. Morton or John ], Ingalls
deliver before the orator spouting on the platform was born, —Page 547.
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war found this its chief concern, not un-
der the guidance of feverish agitators but
from a sense that democracy, to fulfil its
destiny, must make the conditions of life
happy and comfortable for the great body
of the people. Itisnot the “ pee-pul” of
the demagogue who are to be reckoned
with in the immediate future of Western
political expression, but an intelligent,
earnest citizenry, anxious to view Ameri-
can needs with the new vision compelled
by the world struggle in the defense of
democracy.

The rights and privileges of citizenship
long enjoyed by women of certain west-
ern States ceased to be a vagary of the
untutored wilds when last year New
York adopted a constitutional amend-
ment granting women the ballot. The
fight for a federal amendment was won
in the House last winter by a narrow mar-
gin, but at this writing the matter is still
pending in the Senate. Many of the old
arguments against the enfranchisement of
women have been pretty effectually dis-
posed of in States that were pioneers in
general suffrage. 1 lived for three years
in Colorado without being conscious of
any of those disturbances to domesticity
that we used to be told would follow if
women were projected into politics. I
can testify that a male voter may register
and cast his ballot without any feeling
that the women he encounters as he per-
forms these exalted duties have relin-
quished any of the ancient prerogatives of
their womanhood.

There is nothing in the experience of
suffrage States to justify a suspicion that
women are friendlier to radical move-
ments than men; but much to sustain the
assertion that they take their politics seri-
ously and are as intelligent in the exercise
of the ballot as male voters. The old no-
tion that the enfranchisement of women
would double the vote without changing
results is another fallacy; I am disposed to
think them more independent than their
male fellow citizens and less likely to sub-
mit meekly to party dictation.

In practically every American court
and State house and city hall there are
women holding responsible clerical posi-
tions, and, if the keeping of important rec-
ords may be intrusted to women, the task
of defending their exclusion from elective
offices is one that I confess to be beyond
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my powers. Nor is there anything shock-
ing in the presence of a woman on the
floor of a legislative body. Montana sent
a woman to the national Congress, and
already her fellow members hear her voice
without perturbation. Mrs. Agnes Rid-
dle, a member of the Colorado senate, is
a real contributor, I shall not scruple to
say, to the intelligence and wisdom of that
body. Mrs. Riddle, apart from being a
stateswoman, manages a dairy to its ut-
most details, and during the session an-
swers roll-call after doing a pretty full
day’s work on her farm. The schools of
Colorado are admirably conducted by
Mrs. C. C. Bradford, who has thrice been
re-elected superintendent of public in-
struction. The deputy attorney-general
of Colorado, Miss Clara Ruth Mozzor,
sits at her desk as composedly as though
she were not the first woman to gain this
political and professional recognition in
the Centennial Commonwealth. I am
moved to ask whether we shall not find
for the enfranchised woman who becomes
active in public affairs some more felici-
tous and gallant term than politician—a
word much soiled from long application to
the corrupt male citizen. Perhaps the
Federation of Women's Clubs will assist
in this matter.

Vf

As the saying became trite, almost be-
fore news of our entrance into the world
war had reached the nation’s farthest bor-
ders, that we should emerge from the con-
flict a new and a very different America,
it becomes of interest to keep in mind the
manner and the spirit in which we entered
into the mighty struggle. It was not
merely in the mind of people everywhere,
on the 2d of April, 1917, that the nation
was face to face with a contest that would
tax its powers to the utmost, but that our
internal affairs would be subjected to seri-
ous trial, and that parties and party poli-
cies would inevitably experience changes
of greatest moment before another gen-
eral election. When this is read the con-
gressional campaign will be gathering
headway; as I write, several months
earlier, public attention is turning, rather
impatiently, it must be said, to the pros-
pects of a campaign that is likely to pur-
sue its course to the accompaniment of



Drawn by Waller Titile.

The Barbecue.

These functions . . . were a means of luring voters to a meeting with the promise of free food; it was only by such heroic
feats of cookery as the broiling of a whole beef in a pit of coals that a crowd could be fed.—Page 547,
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hooming cannon overseas. How much the
conduct of the war by the administra-
tion in power will figure in the pending
contest is not vet apparent; but as the
rapid succession of events following
Mr. Wilson's second inauguration have
dimmed the issues of 1916, it may be well
to summarize the respective attitudes of
the two major parties two years ago to
establish a point of orientation.

It was the chief Republican contention
that the Democratic administration had
failed to preserve the national honor and
security in its dealings with Mexico and
Germany. As political platforms are
soon forgotten, it may be of interest to
reproduce this paragraph of the Republi-
can declaration of 1916:

The present administration has destroyed our
influence abroad and humiliated us in our own
eves. The Republican party believes that a
firmi, consistent, and courageous foreign policy,
always maintained by Republican Presidents in
accordance with American traditions, is the best,
as it is the only true way to preserve our peace
and restore us to our rightful place among the
nations.  'We believe in the pacific settlement of
international disputes and favor the establish-
ment of a world court for that purpose.

The concluding sentence is open to the
criticism that it weakens what precedes
it; but the Mexican plank, after denounc-
ing ‘“the indefensible methods of interfer-
ence employed by this administration in
the internal affairs of Mexico,” promises
to “our citizens on and near our border,
and to those in Mexico, wherever they
may be found, adequate and absolute
protection in their lives, liberty, and
property.”

General Pershing had launched his pu-
nitive expedition on Mexican soil in
March, and the Democratic platform
adopted at St. Louis in June justifies this
move; but it goes on to add:

Intervention, implying as it does military sub-
jugation, is revolting to the people of the United
States, notwithstanding the provocation to that
course has been great, and should be resorted to,
if at all, only as a last resort. The stubborn
resistance of the President and his advisers to
every demand and suggestion to enter upon it, is
creditable alike to them and to the people in
whose name he speaks.

As to Germany, this paragraph of the
Democratic platform might almost have
been written into President Wilson’s mes-
sage to Congress of April 2, 1917, so
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clearly does it set forth the spirit in which
America entered into the war:

We helieve that every people has the right to
choose the sovereignty under which it shall live;
that the small states of the world have a right
to enjoy from other nations the same respect for
their sovereignty and for their territorial integ-
rity that great and powerful nations expect and
insist upon, and that the world has a right to be
free from every disturbance of its peace that has
its origin in aggression or disregard of the rights
of peoples and nations, and we believe that the
time has come when it is the duty of the United
States to join with the other nations of the world
in any feasible association that will effectively
serve these principles, to maintain inviolate the
complete security of the highway of the seas for
the common and unhindered use of all nations.

The impression was very general in the
East that the West was apathetic or in-
different both to the irresponsible and
hostile acts of Mexicans and to the grow-
ing insolence of the Imperial German
Government with reference to American
rights on the seas. Any such assumption
was unfair at the time, and has since
been disproved by the promptness and
vigor with which the West responded to
the call to arms. But the West had no
intention of being stampeded. A Demo-
cratic President whose intellectual proc-
esses and manner of speech were radically
different from those at least of his imme-
diate predecessors, was exercising a Lin-
coln-like patience in his efforts to keep the
country out of war. From the time the
Mexican situation became threatening
one might meet anywhere in the West
Republicans who thought that the honor
and security of the nation were being
trifled with; that the President’s course
was inconsistent and vacillating; and even
that we should have whipped Mexico into
subjection and maintained an army there
until a stable government had been es-
tablished. These views were expressed
in many parts of the West by men of
influence in Republican councils, and
there were Democrats who held like
opinions.

The Republicans were beset by two
great difficulties when the national con-
vention met. The first of these was to
win back the Progressives who had broken
with the party and contributed to the de-
feat of Mr. Taft in 1912; the second was
the definition of a concrete policy touch-
ing Germany and Mexico that would ap-
peal to the patriotic voter, without going
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the length of threatening war. The stand-
patters were in no humor to make conces-
sions to the Progressives, who, in another
part of Chicago, were unwilling to receive
the olive branch except on their own
terms. Denied the joy of Mr. Roose-
velt's enlivening presence to create a high
moment, the spectators were aware of his
ability to add to the general gloom by his
telegram suggesting Senator Lodge as a
compromise candidate acceptable to the
Progressives. The speculatively inclined
may wonder what would have happened
if in one of the dreary hours of waiting
Colonel Roosevelt had walked upon the
platform and addressed the convention.
Once more those who have leisure for po-
litical solitaire may indulge in reflections
as to whether Senator Lodge would not
have appealed to the West quite as
strongly as Mr. Hughes. The West, pre-
sumably, was not interested in Senator
Lodge, though T timidly suggest that if a
New Jersey candidate can be elected and
re-elected with the aid of the West, Mas-
sachusetts need not so modestly hang in
the background when a national conven-
tion orders the roll-call of the States for
favorite sons.

There was little question at any time
from the hour the convention opened that
Mr. Hughes would be the nominee, and I
believe it is a fair statement that he was
the candidate the Democrats feared most.
The country had formed a good opinion
of him as a man of independence and
courage, and, having strictly observed the
silence enjoined by his position on the
bench during the Republican family quar-
rel of four years earlier, he was looked
upon as a candidate well calculated to
heal the Progressive breach and lead a
united party to victory.

The West waited and listened. While
it had seemed a “safe play” for the Re-
publicans to attack the Democratic ad-
ministration for its course with Mexico
and Germany, the presentation of the
case to the people was attended with seri-
ous embarrassments. The obvious alter-
native of Mr. Wilson’s policy was war.
The West was not at all anxious for war;
it certainly did not want two wars. If
war could be averted by negotiation the
West was in a mood to be satisfied with
that solution. Republican campaigners
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were aware of the danger of arraigning the
administration for not going to war and
contented themselves with attacks upon
what they declared to be a shifty and
wabbly policy. The West’s sense of fair
play was, I think, roused by the vast
amount of destructive criticism launched
against the administration unaccompa-
nied by any constructive programme.
The President had grown in public respect
and confidence; the West had seen and
heard him since he became a national fig-
ure, and he did not look or talk like a man
who would out of sheer contrariness trifle
with the national security and honor. I
speak carefully when I say that the aver-
age Western Democrat was not “keen”
about Mr. Wilson when he first loomed as
a Presidential possibility. I heard a good
deal of discussion by Western Democrats
of Mr. Wilson’s availability in 1910-11,
and he was not looked upon with favor.
He was “different”’; he didn’t invoke the
Democratic gods in the old familiar
phraseology, and he was suspected of en-
tertaining narrow views as to “spoils,”
such as caused so much heartache among
the truly loyal in Mr. Cleveland’s two ad-
ministrations.

The Democratic campaign slogan, “He
has kept us out of war |’ was not met with
the definite challenge that he should have *
got us into war.  Jingoism was well muf-
fled. What passed for apathy was real-
ly a deep concern as to the outcome,
an anxiety to weigh the points at issue
soberly. Western managers constantly
warned visiting orators to beware of
“abusing the opposition,” as there were
men and women of all political faiths in
the audiences. Both sides were timid
where the German vote was concerned,
the Democrats alarmed lest the “strict
accountability ' attitude of the President
toward the Imperial German Government
would damage the party’s chances, and
the Republicans embarrassed by the dan-
ger of openly appealing to the hyphenates
when the Republican campaign turned
upon an arraignment of the President for
not dealing drastically enough with Ger-
man encroachment upon American rights.
In view of the mighty sweep of events
since the election, all this seems tame and
puerile, and reminds us that there is a
vast amount of punk in politics,
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In the West there are no indications
that an effect of the war will be to awaken
new radical movements or strengthen ten-
dencies that were apparent before Amer-
ica sounded the call to arms. I have
dwelt upon the sobriety with which the
West approached the election of 1916
merely as an emphasis of this. The war
has dealt the greatest blow ever adminis-
tered to American sectionalism. We were
prone for years to consider our national
life in a local spirit, and the political par-
ties expended much energy in attempts
to reconcile the demands and needs of one
division of the States with those of an-
other. The prolonged debate of the tar-
iff as a partisan issue is a marked instance
of this. The farmer, the industrial la-
borer, the capitalist have all been the
objects of special consideration. One ar-
gument had to be prepared for the cotton-
grower in the South; another for the New
England mill-hands who spun the prod-
uct; still another for the mill-owner. The
farm-hand and the industrial artisan in
the neighboring manufacturing town had
to be reached by different lines of reason-
ing. Our statesmanship, East and West,
has been of the knot-hole variety—rarely
has a man risen to the top of the fence for
a broad view of the whole field. What
will be acceptable to the South? What
does the West want? We have had this
sort of thing through many years, both as
to national policies and as to candidates
for the presidency, and it has weakened
the national fibre,

The Republican party has addressed
itself energetically to the business of re-
organization. The national committee
met at St. Louis in February to choose a
new chairman in place of Mr. William R.
Willcox, and the contest for this impor-
tant position was not without its signif-
icance. The standpatters yielded under
pressure, and after a forty-eight-hour
deadlock the election of Mr. Will H.
Hays, of Indiana, assured a hospitable
open-door policy toward all prodigals. In
1916 Mr. Hays, as chairman of the Re-
publican State committee, carried Indi-
ana against heavy odds and established
himself as one of the ablest political man-
agers the West has known. As the coun-
try is likely to hear a good deal of him in
the next two years, I may note that he
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is a man of education, high-minded, re-
sourceful, endowed with prodigious en-
ergy and trained and tested executive
ability. A lawyer in a town of five
thousand people, he served his political
apprenticeship in all capacities from pre-
cinct committeeman to the State chair-
manship. He is frank and outspoken,
with no affectations of mystery, and as
his methods are conciliatory and assimila-
tive the chances are excellent for a Re-
publican rejuvenation.

The burden of prosecuting the war to a
conclusive peace that shall realize the
American aims repeatedly set forth by
President Wilson is upon the Democratic
administration. An early peace would,
of course, add enormously to the party’s
prestige. The West awaits with the same
seriousness with which it pondered the
issues of 1916 the definition of new issues
touching vitally our social, industrial, and
financial life, and our relations with other
nations, that will press for attention the
instant the last shot is fired.

“Win the war and win it quickly!” is
the dominating thought of the West as of
the rest of the country, and it is encourag-
ing to find so few prophets predicting new
issues. In the past year nothing has been
more marked in the West than the sink-
ing of partisanship in a whole-hearted
patriotic support of the government. In
meetings called in aid of war causes Dem-
ocrats and Republicans have vied with
each other in protestations of loyalty to
the government. I know of no exception
to the rule that every request from Wash-
ington has been met splendidly by Repub-
lican State governors. Indeed, there has
been a lively rivalry among Middle West-
ern States to exceed the prescribed quotas
of dollars and men.

Already an effect of the war has been a
closer knitting together of States and sec-
tions, a contemplation of wider horizons.
It is inevitable that we shall be brought,
East and West, North and South, to the
realization of a new national conscious-
ness that has long been the imperative
need of our politics. And in all the im-
pending changes, readjustments, and con-
ciliations the country may look for hearty
cooperation to a West grown amazingly
conservative and capable of astonishing
manifestations of independence.

[ Mr. Nichalson's sixth article, *The Spirit of the West,"” will appear in the June number. ]



A TWO-MAN RAID

ANOTHER ADVENTURE IN NO-MAN’S LAND
BY CAPTAIN R. HUGH KNYVETT

Anzac Scout; Author of *** Over There' with the Australians '

JERE, Brains, something for
o you!” and the adjutant
| poked his head into the
dugout occupied by the in-
telligence and bombing offi-
cers. The I. O. lazily
reached out his hand for the thin piece of
white paper with two lines of typewriting
on it, but it might have been a death-
warrant for the effect it had upon him.
He sprang up with an exclamation that
became “damnation” as his head struck
the iron roof.

“What's up!” asked the B. 0. “G.
0. C.* want the Kaiser's head on a plate
this time?”

“No! They want the family history
of the people opposite, or something like
that! Read that and compose my epi-
taph!” The bombing officer spread out
the offending scrap of paper and read
with interest:

“Confidential.
SR T - o)
“To the Intelligence Officer :
“The G. O. C. directs that identifica-
tion of the units opposite be secured for
your morning report.

“(Sgd) —— —-, Major,
“General Staff.”
“Whew! Some job, Brains. Hasn’t

there just been a change-over? I should
say they were Saxons by the quiet!”
“What's the use of guessing? I suppose
the cold-footers back yonder expect me
to tell by the smell whether they be Prus-
sians or some other brand!” Just then
the old Irish batman, putting some pears
and cream on the table, remarked in a
sepulchral voice: “I hope you are not
going out the night, sor-r!” “Now, for

*G. 0. C—General Officer Commanding; 1. O—Intelli-
gﬂnice Officer; B. O.—Bombing Officer; O. C. Firing-Line—
cer Commanding Firing-Line.

the Lord’s sake, Pat, shut up; and keep
your croaks to yourself.” *“Oh, but sure,
sor-r, me mither had the second sight, and
I dreamt I seen yer large as life with your
head cut off.” Pat made haste up the
steps, but the empty fruit-tin caught him
on the shins. “Holy murdher!” he
yelled, but immediately after poked his
head down again to say: “If ye get killed,
sorr, don’t forget I warned ye!”

“He’s a cheerful sort of cuss to keep
around; you ought to transfer him to the
grave-digging squad.”

“Well, it’s Pat’s chief fault, that and
spread-eagling his fingers in the general’s
face for a salute, about his only failings,
and you must admit he turns us out some
bosker suppers. But I certainly wish
he’d chosen some other night for his con-
founded predictions. The only comfort
is that there is hardly a night when he
doesn’t see me walking round with my
head under my arm, or something like
that. Idon't know why he prepares sup-
per every night, for he is always surprised
to see me. ‘‘Sure, sor-r, it’s never you,
back safe,” is his regular greeting. Of
course I take no notice of him, but to-
night I've a sort of presentiment myself,
and I don’t like this job.” “Well, you
know you are not supposed to go out
yourself!| What have you a section of
trained scouts for?” “I don’t think I
will go out, though I know that later I'll
be kicking myself for a slacker. Anyway,
there have been no Boche patrols out for
three nights, probably due to the change-
over. They are bound to be out to-night,
and we ought to be able to get one of
them, though there is not much informa-
tion to be got from a patrol, as they do
not wear their badges! But we may be
able to get a man that will squeak.”

“Pat!” was suddenly bawled up the
passage, and when that worthy appeared:
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“Go and find Corporal Cameron!”
“Yes, sor-r,”" and in about ten minutes
the corporal appeared. ‘““Corporal, I'm
sending you on a ticklish job to-night.
You know the tracks we saw a few nights
ago of a German patrol leading into the
wired crater, near the ‘Pimple.” Well, I
want you to take four men and lie along-
side, in easy bombing range, and if they
come out, drop some bombs on them, and
before they can recover, jump in and grab
one. If you wait till they are all in the
hole, and be sure your bombs get in, there
won't be any resistance, and you have
less than fifty vards back to our own
trench. If you can’t get a man alive, be
sure and bring a cap and all papers. Is
that all clear? There is no moon to-
night; start in half an hour! Better take
four good bombers.” The bombing offi-
cer here joined in with an offer of two
trained grenadiers, which was accepted.
The corporal did not answer with words;
he was a man that very seldom spoke, but
Cameron was one of the best scouts in
the army, though he was very careful
never to promise too much lest he fail.
He for a long time refused promotion, and
the colonel hesitated to confirm the rec-
ommendation, saying he was surly and
showed no respect to officers. But the
intelligence officer knew that the men
would follow him, and that every job he
undertook he stayed on till it was finished.
He had been corporal for three months,
and had immediately increased the allot-
ment to his wife to the full amount of his
extra pay, which was the reason he had at
last accepted the stripes. He had tracked
down scrub-turkeys in the Australian
bush and caught them in his arms, and he
could sneak on any man in the dark and
be on his back, hand at throat, before his
victim had the slightest inkling of danger.
As he saluted and went he left a feeling of
confidence behind him, and the bombing
officer remarked: “I believe you will have
vour Boche by morning.”

The two officers lay quietly planning
the night’s work for half an hour longer,
and then ““ Guts,” the bombing officer, be-
gan to pull on his big trench boots, reach-
ing right up to the hips. “See you about
midnight in Toohey’s quarters. So long,
Brains!” “Here, Guts, how many gre-
nades are you sending across to-night? I
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may as well get it now for the report.”
“Oh, about one hundred pippins, fifty
each of Millses and Newtons; if we take
the armored train out we'll use more, but
that’s all that we've got ready.” The
armored train referred to was a truck on
light rails on which six rifles had been
fastened, so that a salvo of six rifle-
grenades could be fired at one moment,
At intervals along the rails posts were
driven into the ground, marked with the
exact range to a certain point on the
enemy trenches opposite. It probably
made the Boche think that we had hun-
dreds of rifles set for firing grenades all
along the line.

“All right !’ was the parting shot of the
intelligence officer, “I'll come along later
and join in the fun. I'll have to go along
the line now and make sure that all the
sentries and listening-posts know about
the patrol,” and he laughed to hear the
B. O. stumble over “the road to Lille.”
This was a mile-stone standing in front
of the dugout, on which was chiselled
“Lille—r1 kilos.”” Tt was a useless article,
for no one needed the knowledge, as the
road to Lille had not been travelled these
two years; in fact, there was our dugout
right across the highway, the direction of
which could be seen even across No-
Man’s Land by the line of broken tele-
graph-poles. We had tried to shift the
mocking mile-stone, for a shell had made
it lean over and it now partially blocked
our doorway. It was too heavy for us
to move, and we perforce left it a blind
guide-post pointing the way none could go.

The I. O. now began to dress for the
night, quite differently to the other, for
he pulled over his uniform a black gar-
ment, like a miner's overalls. This was
in one piece, and completely covered the
wearer from head to foot, having hood
and mask. Itwas of a stiff, glazed mate-
rial called denim and did not easily catch
the barb-wire; the buttons being on the
back also gave no hold. It was for crawl-
ing at night, there were several others of
different colors in the dugout—green, for
crawling in grass; brown, for ploughed
land, some striped, some spotted, one en-
tirely made of sand-bags for use on top
of parapet, etc.

On the way up the communication-
trench the officer was very careful to give
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a signal to each sentry a couple of yards
before he reached him, as he was once
nearly bayoneted through a man not see-
ing him until he touched his arm. From
each one of them he received a slip of
paper stating the name of every man who
had passed the post during the day and
his stated business.

It was dark, a darkness that was a
burden, the sky well within reach of the
hand. He knew where all the sentries
were posted, but a step away and his
whispered “Good night” came back on
him as though no one was there. It did
not seem as if the answering “ Good night,
sir | was really spoken, merely an echo
in his own mind. These long stretches
between sentries—one hundred yards
actually, a mile subconsciously—how
quiet they were, a quietness of stealth—
something was about to strike. Even the
rats. were afraid to move, and his feet,
trained to move without noise, made a
sound on the duck-boards like a snake
moving over bark. “Why don’t they
put up some flares ?”* he thought so loudly
that it seemed as if somg one spoke.
“Where do these dark nights come from
that they have ‘over there’? They're
darker than night in a dense forest.
They're darker than in a coal mine. TI've
been in both! Why is it that both sides
are reluctant to disturb them—that for
an hour sometimes not a light goes up?
I've known a man to hold a flare pistol
in his hand for half an hour and not fire
—just stand with staring eyes pressed
against the blackness. Perhaps a cur-
tain is down and the spirits in No-Man’s
Land are fighting over again ‘out there’
and the world of sense is straining to hear.
Souls, the adherents of such opposing
principles, could never dwell together in
peace, and repentance and punishment
are needed to quieten two spheres.”

When the I. O. turned into the front-
line trench he had two flares put up. He
could not find the officer in charge of the
sector, but he got the sergeant to get two
parachute flares. They were miserable
failures as illuminants; one only went up
a few yards and then waggled back into
the trench, “etching some heads for a
bullet’ aim ”’ and showing each others’
faces staring and ghastly. The other
was better aimed and lit No-Man’s Land
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for a long second, and a solitary rifle-shot
rang out. The enemy began to send up
flares, but they seemed far away, as if
fired from their second line.

The I. O. went into every bay, and
warned each man of the presence of our
own patrol “out there,” especially in-
structing the machine-gunners to keep
theirerange high so as to go over and not
into No-Man's Land. He signalled to
each “listening-post’” and got the an-
swering “O. K.” pull on the wire. But
everywhere there was a strange alertness;
not even the men off duty were asleep.
Here and there sentries were standing
full-length on the parapet peering into the
dark. He made them get down; at any
minute “parapet Joe” (a certain enemy
machine gun) might trim along the top.
No one wanted to put up lights—disturb
the darkness; it was not an attack that
was expected, merely something in the
dark that we were trying to hear, and the
other side must have been feeling it too,
for the sounds of working parties had
ceased. Once a board dropped in their
trench, and we jumped, it sounded so
close. One man said he saw gas going
over farther down the line, but there
could not have been, the air was so still
—even hard to breathe.

It was about midnight, and the I. O.
went along to the quarters of the O. C.
firing-line. As soon as he crawled under
the blanket that covered the door to hide
the candle-light, and was inside, he was
greeted with “Here, Brains, have you
seen anything of Mr. Anderson, in charge
of D platoon sector? He has not re-
ported since eight pip emma (p. u.), and
I have sent three messengers for him, who
report that he can’t be found.”

“No, I did not see him when I was
down there, but I'll send my sergeant
along the sentry posts and find out when
he last passed!” He called to the ser-
geant who had accompanied him and was
sitting outside the door and gave him
instructions.

Presently the bombing officer came in,
and when asked why he had not fired his
grenades he remarked: “I've been wait-
ing for them to start work, they're so
dashed quiet to-night; but if they don’t
get to work soon I'll liven them up. Tt
almost seems as if there was no one over
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there, and T don't want to waste my
bombs on empty trenches.”

“The intelligence officer is wanted,”
said a voice outside, and on crawling out
he saw four men of the patrol standing
there. “Where’s Corporal Cameron?”
“He’'s killed, sir.””  “Where’s his body ? "
“0-out there, sir!” “What! Do you
mean to tell me you came back without
it?  You two scouts will go back directly
and get it; and you—Asher’s your name,
isn’t it?"" turning to one of the bombers—
“vou tell me how it happened.” “Well,
sir, a flare went up and the corporal put
up his head to look, and a rifle went off
just a foot away and blew a hole as big
as your fist in his head. There was no
sound afterward, and we did not seem to
know which side it came from, and we
did not know which way to throw our
bombs; the corporal had been guide, and
we had turned round so much we didn’t
know where we were. Then we heard
some one speak in our trench and we
crawled back.” “Oh, so you crawled
back, did you? Well, you can report
back to your own sergeant, and the whole
story will be in orders to-morrow so that
the four of you will be known in the
whole regiment as the only men in its his-
tory who left the body of a comrade to the
rats, or worse. Now you so-called scouts,
if you want that any man should eat
alongside you to-morrow, you know what
you need to do ! “We're all going back,
sir,” and the four moved off together.

The sergeant at that moment reported
back with the strange news that Lieu-
tenant Anderson had been seen by only
one sentry, and that one the farthest back
where the communication-trench leads off
to the road to the billets. *“Here, what
rubbish is this? How could he get back
there without passing all the other sen-
tries?”  “Yes, sir, it’'s funny, but he
swears that Mr. Anderson passed his post
at twelve o’clock and spoke to him. No
other sentry has seen Mr. Anderson since
eight o'clock.” “What do you fellows
make of that?” said the O. C., turning to
the other three, the I. O. and B. O. having
now been joined by the machine-gun offi-
cer. “There’ll have to be more inquiry,”
said “Guts”; “but I hope to God Andy
turns up. He is a real man, though a bit
like a parson sometimes.”
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Then a strange thing happened—the
darkness broke. It did not lift, for it did
not really get any lighter, but there was
a difference, and every one feltit. Enemy
flares went up, the first ones seeming to
come almost from in our own wire, ma-
chine guns on both sides beat their tat-
tat-tat, tat-tat, like as though they were
signalling to each other; crash, crash
sounded the rifle-grenades, bursting, and
zip, zip as our grenadiers replied. Sounds
of working parties could be plainly heard
as stakes were hammered and wire un-
rolled; it seemed as if the night had just
started instead of being half over. Every
one breathed freer as all the sounds of a
normal trench night went on. Some one
even laughed as he ducked after a sniper’s
bullet plonked into the sand-bag along-
side him.

The intelligence and the bombing offi-
cers went along the trench together, talk-
ing about the patrol coming in without
the corporal. “I didn’t think any of my
men would have done a thing like that,”
said the B.O. “I'd have almost shot any
one who said a scout would have done
it; but one can’t explain funk—it’s liable
to seize any one, the bravest, and those
two boys have repeatedly proven them-
selves no cowards. 1 feel sorry for them.
They’ll get hell from the other boys. 1
won't report it, though.”

Here they reached the sally-port and
were informed that the four men had gone
out again but not returned. The intelli-
gence officer said: “I think I'll go out and
see what’s come of them, and I may
chance to run into a Boche.” “Still
thinking of that order, eh! Well, they
don’t expect you to go and pull one out
of the trench, you know, single-handed.
If you are only going over near enough
to try and tell the brand by the smell, I
think I'll come with you. Here, half a
mo’ (slang for moment) ; I'm coming. I
haven’t been in No-Man’s Land since the
big stunt.”

“All right; shut up and crawl behind
me; as soon as we get outside the wire
we go on our bellies. Don’t get up on
vour hands and knees like an elephant,
as you value your life. If you want to
talk, tap on my hand or leg in Morse, but
don’t make a sound.”

The two crawled stealthily out the
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sally-port. They had become very close
to each other these last days “in,” but
this was the first time they had been out
in No-Man’s Land together. But now,
unconsciously, it seemed as if their hearts
rubbed. Each knew the other for a man,
and this was a new experience out there
together in that mysterious domain—
alone but for each other and the dead.
As they lay there awhile inside the wire,
listening, they saw the four men of the
patrol coming in, walking upright, carry-
ing the body. “The fools,” whispered
Brains. “That's Macarthy's doing; he’s
Irish, and they're doing that as penance.
It shows there’s no Boche patrol near or
they would all be shot down.” He chal-
lenged them and told them to hurry in.
The I. O. still lay quiet for a full half
minute, listening. The other was glad
to follow his lead, realizing that this was
his province. Very slowly they crawled,
inch by inch, pausing to listen every yard.
Progress was slow, but it was only seven-
ty-five yards to the German trenches in
this place. They were no sooner through
theirown barb-wire than into theenemy’s.
This was very thick round a large hole—
a mine crater blown weeks previously
and now joined to the German defenses
with a maze of heavy wire. But the
I. O. led with confidence round this until
he stopped with a sign of caution. He
put out his hand for his companion to
come up and showed him a tunnel under
the wire high enough for a large man to
crawl through. Evidently the way out,
which also meant a way in. After lying
still for more than a full minute, the I. O.
spelt out on the other’s hand: “Found
this a week ago; we may not be able to
come back this way, though, as they have
probably a rifle firing through it now
and again when they are not using it, but
have heard no shots near here to-night.”
They wriggled their way through, once
freezing suddenly as a wire caught on the
B. 0.s belt and broke away with a twang.
A flare went up a few yards in front of
them, but after a couple of minutes passed
with no other action they were satisfied
they had not been seen. A sap deep
enough to afford cover from bullets for a
man crawling had been dug round the lip
of the crater to the left, and down this
they went, suddenly breaking into the
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German trench with a sentry not'a yard
away. Fortunately he was turned the
other way, and the I. O. backed up the
sap very quickly though without the
slightest sound. The other had not been
so far ahead, but when he had had spelt in-
to his hand the information nothing would
satisfy him but to crawl forward and have
a look. When he crawled back he was
trembling with excitement. “We've got
him easy. I could hardly keep from
rushing at him and giving him an upper
cut. I could put him to sleep without
him knowing what hit him.” “Are you
willing to risk it?” tapped the I. O.
“Sure thing; we can’t go back without
him now,” replied the other. “We can't
get back this way; they have it marked,
and if the alarm is given will bomb it and
machine-gun the wire. I know the other
side of the pimple where he is standing.
There is a big minnie-hole*—one that
blew back on themselves the other day
and nearly blew in their trench; it drops
sheer down in front of him about nine
feet. We'll have to fall into that—it’ll
be soft bottom; then we can stand up-
right and run for about twenty yards,
without being seen, along the bottom of
the hole; then we climb out and are in
the big mine-crater, and we can crawl
round the lip under cover from fire all
the way.”

“Right oh. I've got two bombs, but
we won't use them unless there are more
Boches sleeping near. I'll use my fist.”
The other showed his hand-bayonet in
its cloth sheath. The two crept forward
again with hearts beating like sledge-
hammers. To say that they jumped on
the German would be to exaggerate;
they literally “fell on him,” but it had
the same effect. The wind was taken
out of him, and before he had recovered
two well-delivered blows quieted him for
good, It only took a second for one to
grab his cap and the other to dive for
papers in his skirt pocket. They then
rolled with a thud to the bottom of the
minnie-hole, the I. O. choking, with his
mouth full of mud. But there was no
alarm behind them, though they had
heard several others talking in a bay
round the corner. Hurrying quickly

"'"I\'_I.innie"—l\«ﬁnenwer[er, German_heavy trench mortar,
sometimes makes a hole twenty to thirty feet deep.
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through the soft mud in the big hole, they
crawled out on the other side into the big
crater, round the lip of it, then through an-
other gap in the wire. A few yards down
and they re-entered the sally-port.  With
ereat secrecy they kept their treasures
until back in their own dugout. It was
about 3 A. M., and, flashing the electric
torch, they were joyved to discover among
several letters a diary giving names of
officers as well as regiment; the rest was
nearly all personal items of little military
value, though they were both interested
in a photo of two little children. “I'm

corry I killed him,"” said the I. O,, but,
looking at his knife, he exclaimed: “I
must have missed.
it.

There is no blood on
I felt it go into something, though.”

Unfit

“Must have been the earth. I gave him
a kick he won’t get over for a while.
Here, I say, what are you going to put into
your report?  You can’t mention me, you
know. I'd be court-martialled for leav-
ing my own job.” “By George, I say,”
said his friend, “that’s rotten. You did
all the work, you know. T am not going
to get any glory for myself, at any rate.
I'll just say the patrol brought it in.
Poor old Cameron, who’s dead, might
get mentioned, which would please his
wife,”

That’s the end of the story. Cameron,
which wasn’t the corporal’s real name,
was awarded a military medal. Poor old
Anderson never turned up, and no one
heard any more about him.
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EHLATTSBURG in May.

n?'{ Oliver Brauen's gaze lifted,

AN and was marshalled down
\AVAY] the company street by the
Bg\i bare monotony of the
= barrack walls, tripped for
an instant on the birch fringe of the lake
shore, swung across the lake, and brought
up against the rigid side of Mount Mans-
field, miles away. There was little to be
seen of Mount Mansfield—only its purple
base, streaked with snow and truncated
by the heavy clouds; for the clouds hung
low and the lake lay sullen, like a sheet of
clouded steel, passive before the presage
of the rain. Oliver Brauen sighed as he
faced his battered basin; for he knew the
water would be cold and clammy, like the
air, and that shaving would be the same
struggle of yesterday and the day before.

Why? Why? The question floated
before him—vaguely, generally—concern-
ing the whole tangled situation, which he
pretended to face but did not dare to ana-

lyze. At a critical point was the mind of
Oliver Brauen—such a point as he knew
in his own factory, where a degree or so of
heat meant the difference between a vis-
cous, obedient mass and a heap of hard-
ened slag. Behind him lay youth, before
him prematurely stood age—in neither
estate was he entered. The time was ebb-
ing in which he could mould a little of the
world to fit himself—the day was not yet
come when he could accept the facts that
others put upon him. “Getting old,”
admitted his partner, Hobson, and the
world agreed, overlooking the brief tale of
nine and thirty years in the reflected light
from hairs that had begun to silver.
And so he blinked unseeingly at the cir-
cumstances that had landed him by the
shores of Lake Champlain. He did not
think of how he had obtained his captain’s
commission in the Officers’ Reserve—ob-
tained it when commissions in the Re-
serve were to be had for the asking and a
brief examination. He closed his eyes to
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the petty vanity that had set him a-seek-
ing it, and to the naive joy he had taken
in his title and his clean-cut suit of olive
drab. How pleased he had been that he
had chosen the cavalry, wherein he could
wear high mahogany boots with spurs!
This war had spoiled it all, he felt. And
then, when he had had that one chance to
escape its inevitable wrack—the time he
was ordered to report to Plattsburg
Barracks, “if you wish to accept your
commission ’—he had let the opportunity
slide. He must show Hobson that there
were those who did not discount the gray-
ing hairs. And there had been nephew
Henry—keen, straight Henry, full of the
fire of twenty-five years and a previous
Plattsburg summer—Henry of the tri-
angular eyes and the keen snap in every
muscle of his six-foot length. He had had
to show Henry—so he had come. But he
was blind to all that now, blind and old
and afraid. And he sat and regarded his
shaving-water—which certainly had not
grown any colder—and wondered why,
why, why—oh, Lord, why had he tried to
make himself into a soldier?

II

Down from the north came “first
call,” stumblingly rendered by a Troop I
trumpeter—five minutes to formation.
“Damn,” muttered Brauen ruefully, as he
rubbed his unshaven jaws, and emptied
his basin upon the company street.
Then he fought his way laboriously
through the teeming barrack-doors, se-
cured blouse and belt, and made his way
out in time to receive the report of the
first sergeant—as senior Reserve Officer he
was in charge of the company.

“Sir, all present,” he transmitted to
Captain Hicks. At the latter’s salute of
acknowledgment Brauen gave his best
imitation of a rasping “Squads ry-hight!
Harch !” and the Nineteenth headed to-
ward the Champlain pike.

The men’s heels crunched raggedly on
the camp road, and Hicks joined Brauen
at the column’s head. A squat man,
Hicks, with the slouch of the old cavalry-
man, his face browned by the torrid suns
of half a world, tanned and wrinkled by
every wind that sweeps the plains. Long
in the service, he was sure of his colonelcy
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when the National Army should be
formed. Just at present his one thought
was the Nineteenth and its shortcomings,
which were many. If they only had co-
hesion—if they weren’t such a rabble,
thought he, as he studied their un-
rhythmed tread. And still, with the com-
pany—the company that the Nineteenth
was not but which it was to be—ever
foremost in his head, he found time to say
to Brauen, with a smile that robbed his
words of any sting:

“You'll never be able to discipline your
men, Captain Brauen, if you don't set
them an example in everything, smartness
especially. Now, this morning you didn’t
shave. That’s bad—bad.” Then his
tone changed, and his voice rose to a ring-
ing shout as, apparently through the back
of his head, he saw the errors of the Nine-
teenth. “Corporal! Get your squad
within proper marching distance. Forty
inches! Forty inches! Forty inches all
down the column. Close up! Step!
Step! File-closers, call the step!” The
Nineteenth gathered itself together, be-
came a unit under the whip of his voice,
and held longer than ever before.

For twenty minutes the Nineteenth
stepped out down the road, five paces in
rear of the company that preceded it, five
paces ahead of the one that followed.
Slowly the fences and green fields saun-
tered past. Atlast they came to their own
particular field, and almost before Brauen
could shout out “Column right!” they
had swung through the gap in the wire
fence and slogged their way into the knee-
high, rain-filled grass that soaked their
leggings and filled their shoes to over-
flowing.

“Open order to-day, Captain Brauen.
Halt ’em and give ’em ‘As skirmishers.
Guide right !’

Brauen complied. The leading squad
expanded like an accordion. The column
behind broke up into chunky little masses
of men that obliqued out to their places
at a plodding, earnest walk, then exploded
into their positions in the company’s thin, °
single rank. It was done quietly and the
intervals were fairly even. The captain
prepared to deliver a grunt of approval.

Then Brauen spoiled the effect of it all.
Loudly he blew on his raucous captain’s
whistle and with his hands gave the sig-
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nal, “Take cover.” A quarter of the line
flopped on its belly in the approved man-
ner. As many more wavered, and at the
thought of the soaking grass and what
it meant to uniforms and rifles remained
standing. The rest, with no thought of
compliance, stood firm. The captain gal-
vanized into action and broke through to
the front of the company.

“Stand up, those men lying down there,
At ease!” That was rotten. Rotten!
That order was wrong. That was no busi-
ness of theirs. It was an order. What
did they mean by thinking about it?
Nobody thought in the service: officers
knew, soldiers obeyed. They were sol-
diers—or hoped to be. They had to be
soldiers before they could be officers.
Three-day recruits in the army knew how
to obey orders. Never had he seen sucha
damn’ mob in a whole regiment—Iet alone
a single outfit. Rotten! All of thisina
voice accustomed to giving commands
above the trot of a hundred horses. Then
he turned to Brauen, his voice low but
with the steely quality still running
through it.

“Very poor, captain. You should
have known hetter than to order your
men down on a damp day like this. It
means an hour’s work on their equipment
by the men who obeyed you, not to men-
tion all the grippe and pneumonia that’s
floating 'round. An officer should think
of his men, sir. See, you've lost their
confidence. You should have known
better, sir.”

“But I thought we wanted to simulate
war conditions, and 2

“Simulate fiddlesticks!| You shouldn’t
have thought! Officers know! Don’t
vou worry about your dough-boys, Cap-
tain Brauen. They’ll learn to duck quick
enough under actual fire. Up here we've
no time to waste teaching natural in-
stincts.” Then, after an instant’s inter-
val: “I’dlike to give you an opportunity
to redeem yourself, captain, but it’s going
torain, Sorry. Assemble 'em, give ’em
squads right, column right, and march
‘em off.”

The rest of the regiments had already
foreseen the coming ducking and were
lustily swinging their way home. Emerg-
ing from the hole in its fence, the Nine-
teenth elbowed itself a niche in the mov-
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ing wall of brown that was streaming by.
They were a gay six thousand, with the
joy of living before their eyes and the war
they had come to wage three thousand
miles away; and it was almost uncon-
sciously, now, that they stiffened them-
selves for the ordeal by water.

From far and near came the roar of
song and the shrilling of whistles. The
New Englanders, with one accord, were
mouthing “Our Director.” Whole New
York companies swung along to musical-
comedy lilts. Just behind the Nine-
teenth four full-lunged men from the city
were keeping their organization in step to
the Triumphal March from “Aida.”

“The infantry, the infantry,
With the dirt behind their ears . . .”

intoned groups whose weathered hat-
cords betokened service at the old civil-
ian Plattsburg. The Infantry Song, and
“Hesitate,” and half a dozen other lusty-
lunged and lustful-worded ditties of the
old army were constant favorites with
such as these. Just ahead a company
crooned unceasingly and pridefully at a
new song, all its own, with a pitying, slur-
ring drawl at the end of every line:

““Poor old Kaiser Bill,
Poor old Kaiser Bill,
Uncle Sam will get him some infantry,
Get him some cavalry,
Heavy artillery ;
And then, by Gawd, we'll walk over Germany.
Poor old Kaiser Bill!"

The Nineteenth Company sang little,
and then only in one-man and squad
snatches. Nor did it step out in the lei-
surely but regular cadence that military
organizations evolve from their route
marching. At its head stalked Brauen,
his heart thumping out its inevitable
“Why? why? why?” his soul aching
at the recognition of his own incapac-
ity. The dingy brick factory, with his
very particular work-room squeezed into
its narrow breadth, suddenly loomed be-
fore him as a haven greatly to be desired.

The road swung to the right, then
pitched down gradually. Before the eyes
of the Nineteenth Company the whole
column lay, a mile-long worm, writhing as
the road writhed; brown with a streak of
purple that was hands, another that was
faces, and a crowning blackish cloud that
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was rifle-muzzles. Only an instant did it
stand before his eyes, for at that moment
the rain came down, a sopping mist from
the lake that hit the column on the flank
and wiped the whole array from before
Brauen’s eyes.

A chill fell over the whole mass of men,
and the songs died down in their throats.
And then, from far away at the column’s
unseen head, a whimpering whisper came
down, a whisper that chilled the bones,
that set backs and knees atingle, that
brought great masses of seething blood
straight from the hearts to the finger-tips.
The shrilling grew from a whisper to a
zephyr, from a zephyr to a breeze, from a
breeze to a gale whipping through unseen
shrouds. And then it seemed as if the
souls of all the men who had ever died for
France came riding through the mist and
cried: “To arms! Go on!” The Nine-
teenth Company stiffened, man against
man, and added, for the first time, its
hundred and sixty voices to that call to
arms that is the *‘ Marseillaise.”

Something within Brauen seemed to
catch and break, and he found his eyes off
the road, looking straight ahead, and his
back stiff with the straightness of fifteen
years before. Over him there surged the
impulse to go forward, to go on. For the
first time in his life he felt there was a war,
and that his part lay therein. He would
go on—he, Oliver Brauen, would play his
part, be it that of captain or enlisted man.
Gone were all the affectation and self-
seeking, and the fopperies of forty. Be-
fore him he saw only his country. He
would go on. And so came peace and
war to the soul of Oliver Brauen.

A flurry of oaths in hjs face brought him
back to the Champlain pike. There had
been a hitch in the column, and he had
jammed his company into the one ahead.
The Nineteenth joyously walked into the
halted ranks for a matter of ten feet or
more, and then desisted at his command.
Back came the regular officer in charge,
and he seared Brauen's newly awakened
and sensitive soul as it had never been
seared before. Then he apologized to
Captain Hicks.

A man ahead swore dispassionately,
and Hicks’s heart quickened at the words.
There was in them the promise that a
hundred and sixty men had marched out
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that morning, and that great, flexible
machine, a company, had come back.
The Nineteenth Company had found it-
self, and before it has appeared disap-
pears from this history. What the cap-
tain had heard was:

“Oh, my God! Christ! That for-
saken — — — — gumming up a perfec'ly
good comp’'ny. An’ they’re tryin’ to
make a soldier of 'im! Of him!”

II1

TeN minutes brought them back to
barracks. Oliver Brauen sought the
depths of his bunk in thankfulness, and
proceeded to explore the damp crevices of
his rifle with an oiled rag. Furthermore,
his blankets did not benefit therefrom, for
his fingers trembled a little, and it was
easy to let the rag slip. To him, then,
came his nephew Henry, with a shoving
and clattering of the equipment that
draped the entrance to Brauen’s domain
—a tall, elastic man, whose young mus-
cles hugged him close and firm. His head
brushed the upper bunk as he insinuated
himself beside his uncle, and Brauen’s
bed-spring of three pine planks protested
at his weight. Brauen looked up.

“Why—hullo, Harry.”

“How’re you, sir?” The “sir” came
easily, for Henry had been brought up in
the expectation of Oliver Brauen's inheri-
tance, and his desire to recognize the ob-
ligation was quite sincere. Besides, he
liked his uncle.

“How's things, Harry?”

“Oh, fair, fair.”” Then the apprecia-
tive self-appraisal of twenty-five broke
its leash. “Things look good—that is,
pretty good—for the old commish. I've
made pretty good on this bayonet stuff.
You see, nobody knows much about the
new manual, so all of us, amateurs and
profesh, have a sort of fifty-ffty start, an’
Major Alston noticed me yesterday, or
maybe it was the day before, an’ he liked
my stance—I guess vou call it a stance—
an’ I’'m going to take the whole baftalion
on Friday. Isn't that great?”

“Yes,” assented Oliver Brauen, “it's
great. I—I’m glad, Harry, and proud of
you.”

Henry swallowed hard. He perceived
dimly that the tale of his own successes
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had somehow made his errand harder.
Then, because he was young and of the
stuff that gains victories, and because he
would rather go over any obstacle than
around it, he plunged on.

“Fact is, unk, that isn't what I came to
tell youatall. You see, you—you played
in hard luck this morning. Off day, of
course, an’ all that. But you were out of
luck. You see, they're startin’ to cut out
the extra men they have here, an’ old
Hard Guy”—that was Captain Hicks—
“yyas right on the job this mornin’, look-
in’ to see who he could catch. I was in
the office a minute ago about this bay-
onet stuff, an’ he has a list there, or some-
thin’ of the sort, of the men who are to—
to leave camp first, an’ it’s alphabetical,
an’—an’ Brauen was the first name on it.
I couldn’t help seein’ it.”

“Yes,” said Oliver Brauen evenly.

“An’ I'm afraid it’s too late to do any-
thing about it. You see, Hard Guy has
all the final say in this. But I thought—
I thought you might like to know. An’
then, it’s always easier to resign than to

be kicked. An’ so 1 thought you
would 2

“Thanks, Harry,” said Brauen.
“No.” Then he repeated it in the same

even tone: “No.”

If Henry had heen a little older he
might have felt that Oliver Brauen’s
“Noes’ had changed—that here was no
longer the man of vanities and obstinacies
that had said “No" so many times be-
fore. And if Brauen had been a little
younger, perhaps he could have told of
how a fighting man had been born that
morning in the death of Oliver Brauen,
drifter: of how he would stick to the last
gasp, contesting every inch, and how, as
captain or sergeant or buck private, what-
ever he might be, he would give the best in
him, nor ask for recompense, save to give
more. But he did not. And the two sat
and looked into each other’s eyes, as do
spirits that love each other but are not
kindred, and they were silent. Brauen
was the first to speak.

“Excuse me, Harry. I want to go and
wash this oil off my hands.”

He walked off, stepping firmly. Henry
watched him go, then burrowed in his un-
cle’s locker, found a box of cigars, and
selected one carefully, as was his privilege.
“Poor codger,” he mused. “He’ll take

The Unfit

it hard. It'sadamn’shame.” Then his
thought moved a step farther. “But,
Lord! Think of makin’ a soldier out of
him !”

v

THE day passed, with much indoor in-
struction and more talk, with the iney-
itable cleaning of equipment, and the
routine meals rendered tepid by the lake
breeze that swept the mess-shacks. For
half an hour in the afternoon the drizzle
let up, although the clouds did not relax
their grip on Mount Mansfield, and the
Nineteenth partook willingly from the
Manual of Physical Training. All of
them, that is, except Oliver Brauen,
whose thirty-nine stiff years hung heavier
on his bones than did his spare flesh—and
even his age was outweighed by the anx-
iety that overwhelmed him. If they
only knew— If there could only be one
chance, an opportunity in the ranks, any-
thing . . . His mind kept it up to the
rhythm of the calisthenics. Then the
drizzle and the routine of the barrack
closed down on him again.

The day wore on into night, and
brought with it evening instruction. In
their ponchos the Nineteenth made their
way to the permanent brick barracks—
schoolrooms now—and Oliver Brauen
went with them, thinking little of where
he went. Arrived at their benches, they
perceived, with the little thrill with which
they were accustomed to welcome the un-
accustomed, that to-night Captain Hicks
would not set forth the endless dogma and
doctrine of the officer and his obligations
to his men. There was another officer
before them, fresh-faced and young. The
captain introduced him laconically with—
“Lieutenant James will talk to you en
range-finders,” and in regular army fash-
ion the stranger plunged into his subject.

There was talk, first of all, about range-
finding; of the guesswork of the old field-
gunners, of the great base-line systems
of the coast defenses with their spider-
legged towers, of the patient observers in
trees and balloons and behind loopholes
on the Western Front. Then he went
into the development of the science and
told of the Weldon range-finder with its
hurried pacings (and cursings) of many
men. And so he came to the refined in-
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struments of this day, and held his audi-
ence keen on the tracks of beams of light
that were swirled around corners and
against mirrors and through prisms, until
they could be transmuted into a fool-
proof record of yards upon a dial. He
went on into the technicalities of his trade
and filled the air with a jargon about
D.P.F.’s and Self-Contained Bases and
Base-End Stations.  And to it all Oliver
Brauen was dulled and distant.

“And so, gentlemen,” concluded the
lieutenant, *“that's as far as we have
cotten with range-finders.  We know all
about 'em, but, as I said before, there are
lots of technical difficulties in the way of
equipping the new army with 'em.  You
may remember I told vou a lot of our
prism glass has had to be imported. Tt
did, and as luck would have it, it came
from Jena, in Germany. That source of
supply is at present closed.  We're trying
to remedy the lack locally, and we have
hopes—hopes, that's all.”  He appraised
the intelligence of his audience for an in-
stant, then decisively swept the black-
board clear and began to chalk down long
molecular equations, repetitions of half a
dozen chemical symbols, with a spider's
web of connecting lines between. “1
don't know if you're interested or not,
but this equation and molecular structure
represent what we're aiming at.”

Oliver Brauen became aware of a voice
that had once been his, a voice issuing
from the test-tube-bedecked laboratory
back of the brick factory. “But I know
that,” the voice protested. “T’ve done

I that. I've used that very equation.”
He found himself marching up the aisle to
the board. *You take this and this and
this—"" his chalk checked off the elements
in the spider’s web—*"silica, of course,
and heat it to thirty-three hundred centi-
grade, and vou are bound to come out so.
But that’s not what vou want. Here's
the real glass solution and the way it's
formed.”  His chalk busily rearrangcd
the symbols beneath the lieutenant’s ef-
fort and evolved a structure of hexagons.
“This must be the way they use it in Jena.
Same formula, same time, same condi-
tions.  Only, when you get vour thirty-
three-hundred- degree temperature, you
let it cool to one hundred above the criti-
cal point and then vou heat it again.
Don't you see? Much more regular.”

LInfit

His chalk indicated the transposed posi-
tions of the molecules. The lieutenant

SAW.
“The man's right,” he announced in
wonderment.  “The man’s right.” He

took his audience into his amazed confi-
dence: “Why in hell didn’t we ever think
of it? We just didn’t think of it. We
just didn’t think of it.”  Then to Brauen:
“Say, who are yvou?”

“ Brauen, sir. Captain Oliver Brauen,
Cavalry Reserve Corps.” He had sud-
denly become diffident about the cavalry,
he found.

“Yes, yes, ves.
on to all this?”

“Why, I used to make glass, sir.”

“And you knew all this and never told,
Why on earth——"

For an instant he was again the pre-
war Brauen. “The house of Brauen,
sir, while small, is very conservative,
and maintains certain traditions, We
thought it best not to seek war orders—"
Then the blunt soldier broke through his
dignity: “Why, I thought everybody
knew that. T guess—I guess I just never
thought of it.”

The lieutenant grinned.
two of us.
to do?
camp.”

“I don’t want to get out of the army,
sir.”

“That's all right. You'll get your post
in the Signal Reserve Corps—relative
rank and all that. Captain Hicks, do
you think we could arrange to get Cap-
tain Brauen on his way to the Council for
National Defense to-night?”

Captain Hicks looked at him dryly,
then at Brauen. “It could possibly be
arranged,” he said.

“All right. Better pack at once,
Brauen.” Then to the class: “Don't
talk of this, please. It's confidential.
'‘Smissed.”

With a clatter of heels the Nineteenth
strode out. Lieutenant James watched
them go. Then he addressed the black-
board:

“Out of the mouths of babes and suck-
lings. And he ‘just hadn’t thought of
it.” The secret of a million saved from
going to France and very likely getting all
shot up. And think, Lord, they almost
made a soldier out of him!”

But how did you get

“That makes
Do vou know what I'm going
I'm going to get you out of this
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NN OME day I shall hear their
7y W& music, and, looking out
& across the pld.ll'l I shall see
their red coats coming
nearer; then the signal will
be given and we shall rush
out to weIcome our deliverers, our cousins
the English, and we shall be a free peo-
ple.” Thus, in dreamy cadences, spoke
Shahim, the bravest and most beautiful,
T had been told, of the younger generation
of the Druses, as we sat together resting
in the middle of a hard day’s journey in
the mountains of the Hauran on the bor-
ders of old Arabia. I showed no aston-
ishment at this soliloquy; indeed, T was
not astonished, having heard about their
“cousins the English” ever since I had
first come among the Druses some years
before. But gently taking his rifle from
his knees and examining it carefully, as if
carrying on his musings, I said: “Yes, and
here is her name engraved on the stock of
your rifle.”” This did arouse astonish-
ment in him. ‘“Whose name?" he asked
with animation. “The name of the Eng-
lish Queen,” T replied; and there, under
the crown, I showed him the letters V. R.
He fondled the gun even more lovingly,
for the rifle is the Druses’ sweetheart, and
murmured: “Sheisagoodlady. Strange
that so great a country should be ruled
by a woman, yet, our learned men tell us
that even Tudmur in the days of its
greatness was ruled by a queen”; then
confidentially: “Our cousins the Eng-
lish send us these, they cost us much
money; but those who bring them take
all that, and we are thankful, for other-
wise we should have to fight the Arabs
with slings and spears.” He leaned for-
ward with his rifle across his lap and, with
chin in hand, gazed intently, but with the
dreamy gaze of an Oriental, out over the
vast plain at our feet, listening in his day-

dream for the strange martial music he
longed to hear, and wistfully picturing to
himself the red coats of his “ cousins the
English” as they should advance to the
deliverance of his people.

I was not dreaming. I had food for
thought in several of the things he had
said. It was always interesting, this talk
about their “cousins the English,” yet I
had never been able to trace its origin.
It must be older certainly than khaki. I
confess I was not disturbed by the V. R.
or by this seeming lack of neutrality on
the part of the Druses’ cousins; for I had
already seen hundreds of such rifles, along
with other hundreds of French and Ger-
man make, in the hands of these warlike
people. I was particularly interested in
the familiar way in which he had spoken
of Zenobia. It seemed to me less signif-
icant that the seven-year-old news of the
great Victoria's death had not reached
the Hauran, where every one knows her
name, than that this youth should be in-
formed on the greatness of Palmym
What should their “learned men” know
of events sixteen hundred years old!
The Druses are practically an indepen-
dent nation, in rebellion against the
Turks, and cut off by them from all com-
munication with the outside world. They
have no books, excepting the few sacred
ones of their religion; they have no his-
torians, and certainly no one of the hand-
ful of foreigners who have reached them
during the last century gave them lec-
tures on history. It was simply one more
of the many examples of the persistency
of tradition, and its remarkable accuracy
withal, that are constantly impressing the
minds of travellers among the Arabs and
the Druses.

Shahim arose. “You are hungry, Ho-
wadja,” he said, “1 g0 to bring you apn-
cots from my cousin's (Druse cousin’s)
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garden.” T did not offer to go with him,
partly because 1 did not fancy seeing my-
sell scaling the wall of his Druse cousin’s
garden; but, also, not knowing the exact
degree of cousinship involved, I thought it
not impossible that Shahim might be ex-
pecting to find some very distant cousin’s
daughter in or near the garden, in which
case I might have to wait some time for
my apricots.

I watched the yvoung Druse, swinging
under his load of arms and ammunition,
descend and disappear into a grove of
stunted olive-trees. “One of the finest
specimens of his wonderful race,” I re-
marked to myself. Alittle above medium
height, straight of back and limb, sturdy
without great weight, graceful and light
of foot like one born to the saddle, vet
trained to climb on foot swiftly and noise-
lessly over rugged mountain paths, Sha-
him was a typical Druse of his age. He
was dark-skinned rather from exposure
than by natural color, His eyes were
wide-set, and of a deep velvety brown, in
which fierce lights would play on occasion,
a characteristic feature inherited perhaps
from some Arab ancestor. He had a small,
straight nose with sensitive nostrils, whol-
ly un-Semitic, and a firm though sensitive
mouth concealing two perfect rows of
glistening teeth. Two heavy braids of
dark-brown hair hung down on either side
of his face, half concealed by the folds
of his kafiyeh, or head-cloth, of faded pur-
ple and silver, which was held in place by
the two heavy woollen rings of his aghal.
He wore loose white trousers tucked into
boots of red leather, a broad red belt
bristling with knives and cartridges like
a small arsenal, a closely fitting embroi-
dered waistcoat over a loose white shirt of
light material, and over all the abaiveh, or
loose-flowing mantle, of brown and white
in broad bands. Hisdress, in fact, was that
of the ordinary young Druse, the abaiveh,
kafiveh, and aghal being of fashions bor-
rowed from the Arabs. Had he been
older, and one of the initiated of his relig-
ion, as practically every Druse of forty is,
he would have had closely cropped hair
under a turban with a high, stiff band of
white, and his mantle would have been
of black and silver. Two and twenty
were his years, and he had been two years
a widower. He had a beautiful little son

Among the Druses

of four whom I was to see later in fulfil-
ment of a hundred promises. “One of
the finest specimens of his wonderful
race,” T had said, but what race? Ah,
that is the question. No one really knows.
Several learned ethnologists and anthro-
pologists have made attempts, mostly at
variance with each other, to answer this
question, and 1, being neither, shall not
attemptit. They speak Arabic, of course,
and if they have ever spoken another
tongue they have forgotten it. Yet they
do not resemble Arabs, except in occa-
sional single features, as persons of our
own race may. They are neither very
dark nor very fair, though some of the
children are tow-headed. Their hair is
usually brown and wavy, but I have seen
red and sandy types. Brown eyes and
gray are usual, blue eyes not uncommon
among them. In a word, they resemble
the finer types of our own race. They are,
moreover, monogamous; their women go
about wearing a long white veil which
falls down the back from a tall head-dress
bound with circlets of pendant coins.
The veil is drawn over the mouth only in
the presence of Moslems or of those sus-
pected of being such. A widow with a
minor son may speak and vote in the vil-
lage council—a degree of woman's rights
unheard of among other peoples in the
Nearer East, and on a par with customs
only recently introduced in the West.
From where do they come? for they
have been in the Hauran only a little more
than half a century. From the northeast,
they will tell yvou, and you may prove
their statement true, in part at least, for
there are remnants of older settlements of
Druses in the hills southwest of Aleppo,
where the people admit to being immi-
grants, and still older ones in Mesopota-
mia not far from the Euphrates. There
are also some Druses in Lebanon where,
having accepted the Turkish yoke and
outwardly professing Islam, they seem
like another people. For it is their relig-
ion, perhaps more than anything else,
that separates the real Druses from their
neighbors, and this they keep a secret. I
had just begun to recall the few bits of
information we had ever been able to
draw from our Druse friends on this in-
teresting subject of their religion when
Shahim’s smiling face appeared. In one




Among the Druses

hand he balanced his rifle, in the other he
held a sack made in the folds of his man-
tle; this I surmised held apricots. It was
beautiful to see his joy in giving another
pleasure. “Are they good, Howadja?
Do you have such apricots in your coun-
try? Do they quench your thirst?” He
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very wistful as he said: “The mother of
Ali, whom my mother chose for me, is still
alive in my heart. Later, perhaps, I shall
choose for myself, but now 1 do not seek
a wife.” It did not occur to his young
Oriental mind that I had been joking with
him, in Occidental manner, on the possi-

Shahim on his Arab steed, wearing the kafiyeh, aghal, and abaiyeh

fed me as if T had been a young child.
Presently I attempted to chaff him about
my suspicions as to his having sought a
distant cousin’s daughter in the garden.
It would never have occurred to me to
broach such a subject with a Moslem;
but young Druses had often told me of
their plans for matrimony and had naive-
ly recounted their little love stories. But
Shahim was no ordinary lover; he looked

bility of a flirtation, and T felt corrected,
as one of purely Western manners so oft-
en does among the peoples of the Orient.
Next morning I bade a temporary fare-
well to Shahim, and, with my party, broke
camp and set out for Tarba, cn the eastern
slope of the Hauran mountains. Tarba
was the home of my powerful friend, the
shekh Hassan Abu-Salaam, a great pa-
triarch, living in Job’s country and not
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unlike Job in the days of his prosperity,
surrounded by many children and pos-
sessed of large herds of camels, cattle,
sheep, and goats, many yoke of oxen, and
horses the best in the land.  On the oc-
casion of a former visit this great shekh
had taken a marked liking to us, and,
with his three older sons, had accom-
panied us on many excursions, showing
us many ruins.  Hassan himsclf, the
mightiest of all the shekhs of the Eastern
Druses was a small man of robust figure
suggesting great strength. His features
were clean-cut, with rather piercing, but
very intelligent, eyes, small aquiline nose,
and a short, pointed beard. He wore the
white band of the achil, or initiated, his
clothes were white and black, the black
mantle being embroidered in silver. He
was about forty years old when T first met
him, yet when I was about to present him
with an abaivei—the only gift that a
stranger may offer to a great shekh—and
gave him his choice between a maroon
one embroidered in gold, and a black one
with silver embroidery, he chose the black
mantle, saying that he was a grandfather
and too old to wear bright colors. He had
talked much about the English, “the
cousins of the Druses,” and the red coats
that were coming, and I could not help
contrasting this connotation of the red
coats with that upon which voung Amer-
icans were nurtured for generations. He
was much interested in discovering our
place in the family of nations. We knew
England and spoke the English tongue as
our own, we had told him, vet we were not
English. He was puzzled. I explained as
simply as I could our relations with the
English, and our independence, saying
that we were cousins of the English, and
therefore second cousins of the Druses,
and this pleased him immensely. He
came to have an unbounded admiration
for our knowledge of languages and his-
tory, as well as for our more practical in-
formation about medicine, irrigation, ar-
tesian wells, and other useful things, and
presently became convinced that he must
send two of his sons with me to my coun-
try to be educated, so that they might be
like us, as he said, and come back to be
useful to their people. The boys looked
upon the plan as a great lark, but I never
gave their father any encouragement. 1
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could not picture myself in loco parentis
to two youths born and bred in the desert,
while receiving instruction in our modern
Western so-called civilization at some
“prep’ school, and I had seen the effects
of European tutelage upon young Turk-
ish, Arah, and Persian youths of quite sim-
ilar early upbringing, and shuddered at
the thought of these splendid boys leaving
all the virtues of the Orient behind them
and acquiring only the vices of the Oc-
cident. Now Hassan's older sons were
three: Salaam, aged nineteen, tall and
slight, quick and graceful of movement,
married and a father, and not a candidate
for a foreign education; Faiyeez, aged
fifteen, a beautiful dreamy-looking youth
who could ride wild horses and shoot to a
hair's breadth; and Hahne, aged twelve, a
mischievous boy with twinkling eyes, a
second edition of his father, who could
ride almost as well as his brothers and
who talked incessantly of the wars he
should make against the Bedawin when
he was old enough.

One night, the last of our stay in Tarba,
Hassan invited me to his house to supper.
The three boys supped with us, and their
mother and Salaam’s wife, and even the
little sisters, moved in and out, serving the
meal. They made a very pretty group
in their long white veils falling to their
waists at the back. They saluted me
smilingly but did not enter into our con-
versation. When the meal was finished
the shekh sent the boys away and took
up the education subject in earnest. He
had observed my lack of enthusiasm and
thought he had hit upon the cause of it.
He therefore explained that he did not
wish his boys to be an expense to me; he
desired only that they should be under
my care, and would tell them to obey me
as they would him, assuring me that they
would do so. Then he leaned back and
drew from a low cupboard a small sack
which bulged with coins, saying: ‘“Here
are six hundred pounds; I know this sum
will not be sufficient for more than a year
or so, but I shall arrange with Christian
bankers in Damascus to send you more
from time to time as you direct.” 1 was
completely nonplussed. I could not bear
to dash his hopes; but T had my answer
ready. “Iam sorry it cannot be,” I said.
“I am fond of you and of your boys; 1
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would like to take them with me to my
country and have them educated in our
way; but you must remember that you
are the greatest rebel against the govern-
ment. Icannot control the tongues of my
servants. I must pass through Turkish
cities, where your boys might be seized
and held for ransom, and I would have no

gate of the threshing-floor upon which
our tents were pitched. At the door of
my tent sat Faiyeez; he had been crying.

“Are you not going to take me with
you to your country?”

“No, Faiyeez,” I said, “ you know why
I cannot take you.”

“Oh! I wish you would,” he sobbed,

Shekh Hassan Abu-Salaam, with his favorite mare

He wears the white band of the initiated aver his dafyed,

redress, for the authorities would hold
that they were born in Turkey.” Tears
came to his eyes. “May God burn the
religion of the Turks,” he said; “to think
that my fighting for the freedom of my
people should prevent my children from
having an education.” He called the two
boys in and told them what I had said.
The little one did not seem greatly disap-
pointed, but Faiyeez departed abruptly
without a word. The evening was at an
end. Hassan did not wish to talk any
more, and I left presently, Salaam ac-
companying me with a lantern to the

“for if you do not I shall have to be
married next year.”

He dashed away into the darkness and
I could hear his sobs at the gate.

With these, and many other reminis-
cences in mind I was now returning to
Tarba, where I knew a warm welcome
awaited us. Hassan had been informed
of our presence in the Hauran and must
have had watchers out upon the hilltops;
for while we were still a long way from
the village Hassan and his three sons were
seen riding out to meet us. As they ap-
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plans of his cousins to come to their relief.
Faiveez, in his turn, came to ride with
me, gayly putting the same formal ques-
tions that his father had, and answering
my very similar ones. He had matured
considerably; for he was nineteen now.
Presently I recalled to myself our parting
of four years before, and said: I suppose,
Faiyeez, that you are married now.” He
returned, a bit sheepishly: “Yes, I have
been married twice.” It appeared later
that his first wife had died within a year
of their marriage and that he had married
again a yearlater. It seemed that wedded

life was after all not

Fuiveez

proached they executed
a series of manauvres,
like exhibitions of rid-
ing, brandishing their
arms and firing salutes.
Then followed a
characteristically Ori-
ental scene. Suddenly
the mancuvres ceased,
and the four came rid-
ing toward us at top
speed. At about a
hundred paces they
stopped, dismounted,
and tethered their
horses to spikes driven
in the ground. T also
dismounted. Then we rushed toward
each other and, in the middle of the
open space, met and embraced in the
true and ancient Oriental fashion. Tt
was the embrace of Abraham, Isaac, and
Jacob, of Joseph and his brethren, of
David and Jonathan, and of all the
ancient worthies of this ancient land.
After we had remounted our hosts took
turns in riding beside us. Hassan, the
first at my side, asked all the polite, formal
questions as to my health and the health
of my parents, and then inquired if I had
been in England and had heard of any

his attendant

A Druse shekh with

such a bore as he
had imagined it
would be when he
had wept over it in
prospect.

While our camp
was pitched at Tar-
ba we were taken by
surprise by the first
snow-storm of the
vear, and we were
fortunate in being
so near friends; for
we were at once
taken into Hassan's
spacious house. Ac-

A young Diruse, ** prepared,”

cording to an old custom, our host o1



Among the Druses 577

one of his sons slept at the door of our
bedchamber. After a day or two the
weather seemed to be clearing, and 1 set
out, with one attendant and a muleteer, on
a “business trip” to Damascus—a jour-

village dogs gave instant and loud alarm,
and the men of the place came running
out well armed to repel an attack. But
we were quickly recognized by the shekh
of the village, and were soon toasting our

A young Druse, wearing a white &afiveh, with the aghal, the kombas, under a
European coat, and the abaiyeh over all,

ney of ten days. Toward the end of our
first day’s journey the snow-storm was
renewed with doubled fury, we lost our
path, followed a herd of gazelles, taking
their footprints for those of a flock of
goats being driven to some village, and
had a series of trying experiences before
coming upon the village of Shakka, quite
accidentally, just at nightfall. Here the

half-frozen hands and feet over the em-
bers in his mudaffeh, or guest-room, which
Druse shekhs always have prepared for
visitors either from the village or from
afar. Two great arches spanned the
room, supporting a ceiling of stone slabs,
all black from the smoke of many winter
fires built on a square hearth in the mid-
dle of the room. An inscription on the
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lintel of the doorway gave a date some-
where in the second century of our era.
We were in an old Roman house; for
Shakka is a small village in the midst of
great ruins. The shekh was preparing
our supper, and presently he appeared,
a handsome fellow of about thirty, no
longer cloaked, booted, and armed, but in
the costume of a host, wearing a kombasz,
or long-fitting robe with sleeves, of dark-
blue cloth with narrow stripes of gold,
and a sash of deep-orange silk. His head-
dress, of saffron with a figure of dark blue,
was held in place by the thick coils of his
aghal, and partly concealed the two heavy
braids which framed his face, by which
sign I knew that he was not yet one of the
initiated.

The shekh served unassisted a delicious
meal consisting of chicken broth, ome-
let, boiled fowl, bread, sweet cheese, and
honey; but I am sure he had help in pre-
paring it. Coffee, the ceremonial part of
the repast, was served at the fireplace, the
shekh squatting at the head of the hearth
with his back toward the door; for no
guest may ever be placed in so exposed a
position. He disposed me at his right, re-
clining on a long mattress, and my two
native attendants on the opposite side of
the fire. Our host roasted and boiled the
coffee, which was served in small mouth-
fuls in tiny cups by his two sons, beauti-
ful little boys aged six and eight. After
dinner several neighbors dropped in, and
the dimly lighted room took on quite an
air of gayety. One youth brought a
curious-looking, two-stringed violin, out
of which he forced weird music, not un-
pleasant to the ear, with the aid of a really
bow-shaped bow strung with not more
than twenty hairs. After much urging he
began to sing. His melodies were of the
most plaintive order, with long-sustained
high treble notes which brought great
tears to his eyes and deep groans of ap-
preciation, as well as tears, from his
hearers. In course of the evening a pic-
turesque old man moved over to sit beside
me. He wore the high white head-band
of an achil, and had the benignly serious
bearing of a religious dignitary. He pres-
ently led the subject of our conversation
around to that of religion, the religion of
the English and of my own country, and
I endeavored to elucidate, not without
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great difficulty, I admit, the conception of
the freedom of religious belief in a coun-
try nominally Christian. And then, since
he had opened the subject of my religion,
I could see no indelicacy in my referring
to his. By way of an introduction I re-
marked that there was a religious sect in
my country who called themselves Chris-
tians but whose religious belief differed
not widely from that which I understood
to be the principal tenet of the Druses’
religion. He became quite confidential
and, I believe, under other circumstances,
would have communicated something of
real interest upon this dark subject, but
he suddenly looked about the room and,
seeing that others were listening deftly,
changed the subject. I was left therefore
with the one piece of information I had
ever been able to gather from a Druse on
this subject, upon which I was so anxious
to be informed. This sole bit had come
to us from the lips of an aged and pious
Druse whom we had met a few years be-
fore in the mountains of northern Syria.
He was very poor and we had employed
him as a guide for many days together,
thereby helping him to eke out his modest
subsistence. He became deeply devoted
to us and often became unusually com-
municative on subjects touching his peo-
ple. Once, on being asked to tell us some-
thing about the Druse religion, he seemed
almost on the point of divulging some of
the secrets, and then suddenly checked
himself with this story: ‘It is not pos-
sible for me to tell you of our religion as
it is, but I may tell you of its beginning.
It was in this wise. In the beginning,
God created the heavens and the earth
and man. Then, after a space, man
sinned and God sent a great prophet into
the world to redeem it, and that prophet’s
name was Moses, and almost all the peo-
ples in the world followed him; but the
Druses did not. Then time elapsed, and
the world was still sinful, and God sent
another great prophet into the world to
redeem it, and that prophet was his Son
Jesus, and almost all the people who re-
mained followed him, but the Druses did
not. Then more time elapsed and the
world was still sinful, and God sent an-
other great prophet into the world to re-
deem it, and that prophet was Mo-
hammed, and all the people who remained
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followed him except the Druses. Then
God was much troubled and he sent the
Angel Gabriel to the Druses with this
message: ‘I have sent three great prophets
into the world, and all the people have
followed one or another, but the Druses
have not seen fit to follow any of them;
must I send another?” And the Dru-
ses sent back to God by the Angel Ga-
briel this message: ‘God is enough for
us“ 13

Finally the guests, one by one, bade me
a formal good evening and went out into
the night. A clean and comfortable bed
was made for me upon the mattress be-
side the hearth where I had sat during the
evening. My attendant was provided
with equal comforts on the opposite side
of the fireplace; the muleteer preferred to
sleep with our animals in an adjoining
stable. My host covered the embers and

put out all the lights save one over the en-
trance, and then rolled himself up in his
voluminous furweh, or fur-lined cloak,
and lay down just within the threshold.
As I dropped off to sleep T caught sight of
a bright star through the smoke-hole in
the roof and took heart with promise of a
fair to-morrow,

And now, as I sit by my own fireside, I
often think of my friends the Druses far
away on the borders of old Arabia, and
wonder what their part may have been,
or may be, in the great struggle of na-
tions that is waging. These high-souled,
brave, intelligent ** Puritans of the Nearer
East”—I wonder if they know any more
than they did about what is going on in
the world, if they are turning their eyes
toward the east instead of the west when
they look for the coming of their * cousins
the English.”
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By Hansell Crenshaw

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ARTHUR WiLLIAM BrowN

UGO BRILL laid his vol-
ume of “First Principles”
on the broad arm of the
| Morris-chair in which he
2] sat and looked quizzically
% at me across the table. In
my capacity of confidential secretary to
this remarkable man I had just arrived, to
begin, as usual, the day's work. Earlier
in life Brill had entered with considerable
measure of success upon a stage career, and
at one time bade fair to rival Mr. Drew,
as an exponent in this country of the de-
lightful comedies of Henry Arthur Jones.
But by a caprice of fortune he became
innocently involved in the celebrated
Marlboro murder case, and was forced to
study and solve a great crime-problem in
order to save his own life. Thenceforth
the psychology of crime so fascinated him
that he shortly resolved to devote his life
and talents to criminology. Thus it was
that he became in time a profound student

of Sigmund Freud and the psycho-analytic
school; but curiously enough his dom-
inant hobby was the philosophy of Her-
bert Spencer. He was wont to maintain
that to Spencer has been intrusted the
deepest understanding, the broadest wis-
dom, the greatest mind, in the whole his-
tory of man.

This fervent appreciation of Spencer,
more than anything else, I think, was
responsible for my becoming Brill's as-
sistant. For I too happened to be a dev-
otee of the philosopher, and first came to
know Hugo Brill at the Thespian Club,
where we used to discuss Spencerian prin-
ciples with a mutual zest which inevitably
drew us together.

Be this as it may, the look which the
great man directed at me across the table
was not philosophic but mildly banter-
ing instead.

“Fleet,” he said, “you are just too
late.”
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“For what?” T asked.

“For an early client. She was charm-
ing "

‘A lady, then,” I rejoined, and was on
the point of asking for further particulars
when a side door opened and Miss Stone,
our loyal if unimaginative stenographer,
entered.

“A gentleman who refuses to give his
name is out here in the office,” she said,
“and demands an immediate private in-
terview."

Brill bent over the table and moved a
book, thereby disclosing a small disk of
glass set in the wood. The glass covered
the mouth of a tube—a periscope which
communicated with Miss Stone’s office,
our official antechamber. Brill turned a
knob on the side of the table to adjust
the instrument, meanwhile looking into
the tube. After a moment of scrutiny he
straightened up and replaced the book
over the ocular of the periscope. He had
studied the new client while that gentle-
man waited unawares for admission.

“QOur visitor is no less a personage than
John J. Bellgrade,” said Brill, turning
from the tahle. “He is rated at upward
of a hundred million dollars and is one
of the shrewdest and most unscrupulous
men in this city. If I mistake not, Mr.
Fleet, he swindled your mother’s father
out of a fortune in some railway deal.”

“To the tune of three million,” T re-
plied.

“He does not know you, does he?”

“No."

“Very well. You will be known during
this interview by your Christian name.
You are Mr. Homer.”

At a sign from Brill Miss Stone with-
drew and admitted Bellgrade. His bee-
tling brow and strong jaw wore a deter-
mined aspect.

“1 want a private interview, Mr.
Brill,”” said Bellgrade, scowling at me.

“This young man is Mr. Homer, my
confidential secretary,” Brill explained;
“we work together. Let us be seated.”

We drew up chairs round the table and
I prepared to take notes.

“My business is absolutely confiden-
tial,” said Bellgrade. “The Bellgrade
Bank, of which T am president, has been
robbed by Lee Lanier, first-assistant
cashier, of two million dollars. Day be-
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fore yesterday, Saturday, a special fund
of two million currency was put in the
reserve vault to be used by me this morn-
ing for a purpose. When the bank opened
at nine o’clock this money had disap-
peared—Ilikewise Lanier."”

“Naturally you have ascertained that
he is not sick at home or otherwise de-
tained,” Brill commented.

“Yes,” said the banker, ‘““he has not
been at his apartments since Saturday
night.”

“Have you told the police?”

“Only Chief of Detectives Steele, and
he is fixed to keep his mouth shut. This
thing must not become known. Publicity
would damage our bank and other banks
as well. The loss does not materially
cripple us.”

“Who knows of it other than you and
Chief Steele?”

“Nobody except Bruce Cameron, my
cashier, and William Blair, vice-presi-
dent, who is not actively in the bank’s
conduct.”

“Did you tell Mr. Cameron?”’

“I did not. He discovered the theft
and reported it to me.”

“Who had access to the reserve vault
besides Cameron and Lanier?”

“Nobody except myself.”

“In what form was the money?”

“In two packages of ten-thousand-dol-
lar gold certificates. Each package con-
tained one hundred certificates.”

“These packets were less than an inch
thick, then, and could easily be carried in
an inside coat pocket,” said Brill.

The burly banker nodded and lit a long
cigar.

“Now, Mr. Bellgrade,” said Brill in a
changed tone, “I will take this case on
the following contingent basis: a nominal
fee of ten thousand dollars if I find Lanier
and turn him over to you, and five per
cent commission on whatever money 1
recover for the bank.”

I was amazed at the offhand manner
of Brill’s proposal to charge a gross fee of
more than a hundred thousand dollars for
the successful solution of the case.

Bellgrade considered a moment, then
spoke decisively:

“T accept your terms, Mr. Brill,” he
said, ““ provided you undertake to bear all
expenses incident to your operations.”
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At the criminologist’s direction T drew
up an agreement in writing which he and
Bellgrade signed. )

“I shall get to work instantly on the
case,” said Brill, rising as a sign that the
interview was at an end, “and shall ask
you, Mr. Bellgrade, to meet me here at

581

He appeared to be far more interested in
Spencer than in Bellgrade and continued
to read and smoke contentedly till the
hour for lunch. Even then he did not
leave the room, but had lunch served on
the library-table and discussed the mys-
teries of the unknowable with a tranquil
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“QOur yisitor is no less a personage than John J. Bellgrade."—Page 580.

five this afternoon to receive my confi-
dential report of what progress shall have
been made. Bring Mr. Cameron, too, if
you please.”

When Bellgrade had gone I turned ex-
pectantly to my chief for orders. I was
keyed up to a high pitch by the magnitude
of the case and wished to get into action
at once. But I was booked for hours of
keen disappointment. Brill simply re-
sumed his comfortable Morris-chair and
volume of “First Principles.” To my
expectant inquiries in respect of the ad-
visability of telephoning to chiefs of police
at various points, watching outgoing ves-
sels, and investigating the Lanier rooms,
he gave little heed and negative answers.

zest that well-nigh exasperated me. I
should have become accustomed to the
vagaries of his strange personality by this
time, but his inactivity in the face of ex-
isting circumstances was to me positively
insane.

Nevertheless, after luncheon Hugo
Brill lit a fresh cigar, settled himself com-
fortably in his chair, and continued to
read.

IT

PuncruaLLy at five o'clock John J.
Bellgrade and Cashier Cameron were an-
nounced at Brill's apartment. Mr. Cam-
eron, in strong contrast to Bellgrade,
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was a strikingly likable, human sort of
chap—just the man to represent a bank
at the clubs and bring desirable customers
and connections.

Hugo Brill threw aside his book and
met his clients eagerly at the door. His
opening remark as we gathered about the
table came, to me at least, as a distinct
shock.

“Gentlemen,” said Brill evenly, “I
have great news for you. I've got La-
nier !’

“The hell you have,” said Bellgrade,
frowning fixedly at Brill.

“ And the money—have you got that?”
Cameron wanted to know.

“Not vet,” my chief replied, “but I
have reason to believe that I shall.”

“Where is he and what does he have to
say?’ demanded Bellgrade.

“I shall let him answer these things for
himself to-morrow morning in this room
at ten o'clock,” said Brill. “My men
cannot get here with him before that time.
He has one of the most remarkable state-
ments to make that it has ever been my
privilege to hear. But for reasons of my
own I much prefer for you to hear what
he has to say from his own lips.”

“Are you absolutely sure,” said Cam-
eron, “that you have the right man?”

Brill fixed the two officials with an un-
wavering level look.

“T am absolutely sure,” he said.

Cameron rose from the table and paced
the room with some show of excite-
ment.

“I hope you are correct, Mr. Brill,”" he
remarked, “but I should like to know
where you found Lanier so soon!”

“Yes,” growled Bellgrade, “we want
to know where he is."”

As Bellgrade spoke I observed Brill
execute a familiar trick of his. He
gripped the under edge of his chair-arm
preparatory to getting to his feet. In so
doing he pressed, as I well knew, a push-
button which signalled Miss Stone in the
next room to knock on the door and call
him out for a moment’s private conversa-
tion. Accordingly, before he could an-
swer a brisk knock came at the door and
our stenographer entered, asking Brill for
a word on urgent business. After she and
Brill had talked in an undertone for half
a minute he dismissed her and turned
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abruptly to his clients, with the air of a
man suddenly preoccupied.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “you must ex-
cuse me if I bring our conference to an
end. Another urgent matter claims my
immediate attention. You shall have all
the details here in the morning at ten. I
shall look for you then.”

The door had not been closed behind
Bellgrade and Cameron three seconds
when Brill became all action.

“Fleet,” he ordered, handing me my
hat, “follow one of these fellows and have
Miss Stone follow the other. Iexpect one
or both of them to telephone some one
immediately. Use every effort to find
out whether they do this, and above all
try to find out whom they call and what
they say. Suppose you look after Cam-
eron, and put Miss Stone on Bellgrade's
trail. She can handle him better, per-
haps. Now, be off !”

I knew my man too well to temporize
by asking further instructions. Conse-
quently I lost no time in giving Miss
Stone her orders and in hurrying with her
down-stairs.

As we descended we saw the bankers
exchange a few words at the door of the
building and separate, Bellgrade turning
northward toward the bank and Cameron
heading south. Peering from the doorway
after Cameron, I observed that he was
cutting diagonally across the street toward
a large corner drug-store, where I knew
there were two public telephone-booths.
Accordingly 1 turned up my overcoat
collar, pulled down my hat-brim, and ran
directly across the street, thence toward
the drug-store and down a side street to
a back entrance. T was able to reach the
telephone-booths a few seconds before
Cameron came in the main door of the
place. Fortunately both booths were un-
occupied, and I ducked into one of them
and clapped the receiver to my ear, hold-
ing down the lever with my free hand.
As Cameron entered the adjoining booth
I pretended to be engrossed in low con-
versation with some one over the phone.
1 listened intently for what he might say.
He first called his number so softly that
I could not hear it, but I was more fortu-
nate when Central made him repeat it.
This time I was just able to hear him re-
peat the number.
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“Ravenwood—nine-thirteen,"
what I caught.

Strain my ears as I would, no more
could T hear well enough to understand.

Wwas
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hear what I had to say and casually con-
sult a numerical telephone list which he
kept in a drawer of the library-table.
Then he gave me orders as follows:
“Get in communication with District
Attorney Brice and Chief of Detectives
Steele, and arrange a conference with
them for me here at six o'clock. I shall
not need you at this conference, so you
may go to dinner when these gentlemen
come.”

Van Hook was a little voluble in his objections to being detained. —Page 385.

Cameron talked in low, guarded tones.
However, 1 got the impression that the re-
sult of the conversation was satisfactory
to him in some way. Naturally I waited
for him to get out of the store before I
emerged from the booth and hurried back
to Brill with my report.

That inscrutable individual laid aside
his volume of Spencer long enough to

At this time Miss Stone came in and re-
ported that she had followed Bellgrade
directly to the bank but was unable to
follow him into his private office, though
she saw him through the door pick up the
telephone and call some number,

Having called Brice and Steele, T
worked on other matters till they were
announced, then went out to dine.
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III

TaE following morning at a quarter to
ten, Chief Steele entered Brill's library
with two men in custody. One was Lee
Lanier, an aristocratic-looking youth who
appeared to be just recovering from a pro-
tracted spree, and the other Doctor Lam-
bert Van Hook, the thick-set proprietor
of a dope-cure sanitarium of shady char-
acter. After a brief talk with these men
Brill directed them into an adjoining room
and bade them wait there till called. Van
Hook was a little voluble in his objections
to being detained, but finally consented to
follow instructions quietly.

The district attorney arrived, together
with Mr. Cameron and Bellgrade from
the bank. The bank officials seemed
somehow relieved to find us alone. Bell-
grade consulted his watch.

“Lanier is not here, it seems,” he re-
marked. “Our time is valuable, Mr.
Brill.”

Brill motioned them to chairs, and
made a sign to me. As I swung open the
door to the adjoining room and called in
Steele and his prisoners I noted that
Brill watched his clients narrowly. Bell-
grade uttered an oath of surprise at sight
of Lanier, and I thought Cameron paled
a little. Lanier returned their stare in a
sort of daze.

“Mr. Brice,” said Brill, taking a seat
where he could observe all parties, “ please
examine Doctor Van Hook.”

The prisoners remained standing, one
on each side of Chief Steele. The rest of
us were seated before them jury-wise.

“Doctor Van Hook,” said Brice, ‘“ this
young man was found at your sanitarium
in a semi-conscious condition by Chief
Steele yesterday, was he not?”

“He was,” Van Hook replied.

“Why did you at first deny that the
patient was at your place, and why did
you resist the officer’s search of the hos-
pital?”

“‘Because the young man was a private
patient, and 1 had promised his brother
to prevent any one from communicating
with him on account of his mental con-
dition and bad associates.”

“Tell me when and how Mr. Lanier
was intrusted to your care.”

Doctor Van Hook cleared his throat
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impressively, then plunged into his ver-
sion of the facts, emphasizing his state-
ments now and then by a gesture of the
left hand.

“Friday night a gentleman wearing
whiskers and spectacles called on me at
the sanitarium and said he had a brother
who was insane and addicted to drugs.
He gave his name as Joseph Brown and
asked what T would charge by the week
to keep his brother shut up in a private
room with a special nurse. He said he
did not want the young man taken off his
drugs, but wished us to keep him con-
tinually under the influence of them. He
gave as a reason for this plan of treat-
ment the fact that the patient would at-
tempt to communicate with undesirable
persons if allowed to wake up, and that
the family much preferred to keep him
doped rather than for a certain woman to
get hold of him again, Well, I agreed to
receive the patient, guard him against all
communication with the outside world,
and keep him under the influence of cer-
tain drugs for two hundred dollars a week.
So Mr. Brown brought his brother in a
closed electric coupé the next night. The
young man was this gentleman that you
call Lanier, and he was in a state of twi-
light sleep from scopolamine. We col-
lected advance payment for one week and
put the patient to bed. I heard no more
from Mr, Brown till Monday afternoon at
about five-thirty when he called me over
the telephone and asked if any one had
seen or communicated with the patient
and if everything was all right. I assured
him that there had been no communica-
tion and that things were as he wished
them.”

Here Doctor Van Hook paused, swal-
lowed a time or two, and pitched his
voice in a higher and more tremulous
key:

‘““Now, gentlemen,” he concluded,
“that’s all T know about it, so help me
God, till this detective came with his men
Monday night and pulled us all. I have
committed no crime and demand to know
by what right T am detained !”

“Is it your custom, doctor,” Brice
asked, ignoring the medico’s last words,
“to search each patient upon admission
to your place?”

“It is,” Van Hook replied.
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“Did you find any money on this
young man when you searched him?”

“No, I did not.”

“Very well,”” said the attorney, ‘that
will do.”

Van Hook was permitted to take a
chair, and Brice turned to young Lanier.

“Mr. Lanier,” he said, “please tell us
what you know of your movements since
the bank closed at noon Saturday.”

Lanier looked weak. He asked for a
chair and sat down.

“T left the bank Saturday,” he began
a bit unsteadily, ‘““at three o’clock. From
there I went directly to the club for lunch-
eon. After lunch I played billiards with
Illington Hope till six-thirty. Doctor
Hope and I then dined at the club, after
which I left him and went to my apart-
ment.”’

At this point Bellgrade drew a black
cigar he had been chewing from between
his teeth and put a question.

“Has Hope been asked about this?’" he
demanded.

Brill answered the banker. “Doctor
Hope has corroborated Mr. Lanier,” he
said; then nodded to Lanier to proceed.

Lanier fished out a cigarette from his
case and paused to light it with trembling
hands.

‘It must have been near eight o'clock,”
he continued, “ when I reached my rooms.
I settled myself in the sitting-room and
began to read. It was warm and I had
purposely left the outside door ajar. I
was interested in my book and didn't
hear any one approach from behind. But
suddenly the light was switched off, and
before 1 could rise I was choked into in-
sensibility. The last thing I remember
was some one pulling up my sleeve and a
sharp pain in my arm like a needle stick-
ing me.”

Bellgrade resumed chewing his black
cigar and Cameron moved restlessly in
his chair. Hugo Brill put a question to
Lanier.

“What book were you reading, Mr.
Lanier?”” he inquired.

“‘The Mills of Destiny,” " said Lanier
promptly, “by William Laird Laurette.”

Brill pulled open a drawer of his library-
table and took out a volume. We could
all readily read the large gilt title on the
cover. It was “The Mills of Destiny.”
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“Chief Steele,” said Brill, glancing
through the pages of the book, “found
this volume on the floor near your read-
ing-table, and I observe it has your name
on the fly-leaf. . . . Do you happen to
recall at what point in this story you
were when the lights went out?”

Lanier stopped smoking to think.
Then he seemed to remember and looked
up quickly. ‘“Now Lknow,” he said. “It
was at the end of Chapter VII, where
Rudolph West accuses Graymont of
treachery and slaps his face.”

Brill smiled and opened the book.
“The last page of Chapter VII,” he re-
marked, ““is torn across. Here it is. Let
me read it.” He took a torn half-page
of printed matter from the novel, spread
it out on the table and read:

“*‘Rudolph West confronted Gray-
mont and seized him by the arm. People
stopped talking and held their breath,
When Rudolph spoke it was in tones of
utter contempt. ‘Graymont,” he said,
“you are an infamous puppy, a liar, and
a thief.” With these words he struck the
artist a stinging blow on the face, and,
turning on his heel, walked leisurely from
the place.””’

Brill bent forward and replaced the
book and torn sheet in the drawer of his
table. Then he asked Brice to question
Lanier further.

“What is the next thing you remem-
ber?” said the lawyer to Lanier.

“The next thing I recall is waking up
with a terrible headache in bed in one of
Van Hook’s rooms and looking up into
the faces of Illington Hope and Chief
Steele, who had come to my aid. The
rest you know.”

“Do you have any idea who kidnapped
you?”’ Brice asked.

“Not the least in the world,” said
Lanier,

Cashier Cameron got up from his chair
and moved over by the window. “This
is a very, very smooth tale,” he said.

Lanier gave him a quick look and at-
tempted to rise, but Brill laid a restrain-
ing hand upon him and whispered some-
thing in his ear. Lanier locked a little
bewildered, then nodded and sank back
into his seat.

Bellgrade leaned near the table and
brought his big hand down on it with
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force. ‘““What did you do with the money,
Lanier?” he demanded, fixing the young
man with an insolent scowl.

“To hell with the money—and you
too,” was Lanier’s cold reply.

“Take him to jail,” Bellgrade ordered;
“take him to jail and hold him there till
he rots !

Chief Steele moved nearer the table.
“Mr. Brice,” he said, addressing the at-
torney, “may I make a suggestion? I
searched Lanier, but two million dollars
is a lot of money and nobody's searched
me. Nobody's searched Mr. Cameron or
Mr. Bellgrade. We are all here. Suppose
you search everybody who may have di-
rectly or indirectly had access to the
money.”’

Brice looked at Brill. Bellgrade’s face
became dark with indignation. Mr.
" Cameron, however, smiled and sauntered
across the room. He lounged expectant-
ly against the filing-case near my chair.
The idea of the search seemed to amuse
him somehow.

“The suggestion,” said Brill, “is
good. Of course, you won’t find anything
on Mr. Bellgrade or Mr. Cameron, but
start with me, Brice, and search every
man in the room. If you don’t find the
money you may find something else,”

Accordingly, District Attorney Brice
quickly ran through the pockets of us all,
beginning with Brill. When Brice came
to Cameron, who was the last man
searched, Brill moved over near them
and leaned on the filing-case in approxi-
mately the same position Cameron had
occupied before Brice began searching
him,

The net result of the investigation of
our pockets was an absolute water-haul.
Not a vestige of the missing money was
found on anybody. At the end of the
fruitless search Bellgrade reiterated his
demand of Chief Steele to lock up Lanier
and Van Hook. Against this the irregular
alienist rebelled violently, but Brice or-
dered Steele to take the prisoners to jail;
and, after a brief whispered conference
with Brill, the attorney followed Steele,
Lanier, and Van Hook from the room.

Bellgrade now arose to go, but re-
membering something, sat sullenly down
again and wrote out a check for ten thou-
sand dollars, which he left on Brill’s table.
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This was our fee for the apprehension of
Lanier. Cameron paced restlessly about
the room and seemed reluctant to leave.
Brill, however, brought the interview to
an end.

“T shall report further, Mr. Bellgrade,”
he said, “before night.”

IV

WaEN we were alone Brill reached
eagerly for his volume of Spencer and
sank into the Morris-chair with a sigh of
relief. I handed him Bellgrade’s check,
which he stuffed negligently into his vest
pocket.

“Mr. Brill,” I said, viewing him with
wonder, “how in the world did you figure
out that Lanier had been kidnapped?”

“A mere matter of motives, my boy,”
he replied. “Three persons only had ac-
cess to the reserve vault of the Bellgrade
bank. I asked myself which of the three
would have a motive for abstracting a
large part of the bank’s funds. Bellgrade
I eliminated at once. He is inordinately
rich, and is striving now for position and
reputation—not money. He practically
owns the bank and would be virtually
robbing himself. Next I excluded Lanier.
He is engaged to marry an heiress, name-
ly, Miss Virginia Blair, daughter of the
vice-president of the bank. Moreover, he
has just come into a comfortable fortune
of his own, by inheritance from his
mother’s sister. Also, he is a well-bred
gentleman and very much in love. To
rob the bank under these circumstances
would be for him absolutely unthinkable.
Consequently, I was led to conclude that
our genial friend Cameron was the
man.”

“But how did you know,” I interposed,
“that Lanier had inherited this estate
and was engaged to marry Miss Blair?”

Brill smiled. “Perhaps you may recall
our early client,” he said.

““Miss Virginia Blair?”

“Miss Virginia Blair,” Brill assented
calmly.

I paused to digest these features of the
case. Then: “She came to get you on
the case in the interest of Lanier,” I said,
““but how did you know that Lanier was
at Van Hook’s place?”

“Motives again,” Brill answered, “I
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not only was led to suspect Cameron by
a process of exclusion but also by a knowl-
edge of his character and habits. He has
no private fortune and lives beyond his
income. I happen to know that he has
speculated a good bit on Wall Street,
under cover. He is a crook, but not a
sufficiently bold one to kill. But the
main point is that he had a double pur-
pose in kidnapping Lanier instead of mur-
dering him and attempting to make way
with the body. Not only did this plan
side-step the capital crime of homicide,
but it gave Cameron a chance to incrim-
inate Lanier and get the girl.”

“Get the girl?”

“Yes—Virginia Blair.”

“Do you mean to say that Cameron
wants to marry Miss Blair?”

“She told me that he had twice pro-
posed,” said Brill. He paused medita-
tively. “You see a rival dead but never
actually convicted would he more formi-
dable to Cameron’s chances than a rival
found after some months addicted to
drugs, a hopeless wreck, and convicted of
a felony.”

I was impressed but not satisfied.
“But how were you led to suspect that
Cameron had taken Lanier to Van Hook’s
place?” I queried.

“T figured that to drug Lanier and hide
him near by would be the most feasible
way to dispose of him," said Brill. “ Ac-
cordingly, I took a long shot, and had you
follow Cameron to the telephone. Ra-
venwood—g13 settled it.”

There were other questions I wished to
ask, but I observed that Hugo Brill was
fingering the leaves of his book a little im-
patiently, so I lapsed into silence and lit a
cigarette. At length I finished my smoke
and rose to go for a walk. T had gained
the door when Brill called me back.

“Fleet,” he said quietly, “will you be
good enough to look behind the upper
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part of the filing-case against the wall and
get Bellgrade’s two million?”

I stood rooted to the floor. The
thought passed through my mind that
this overwrought genius sitting before me
must have lost his mental balance. Then
in a sort of daze I moved across to the
filing-case and felt behind its upper part.
My fingers encountered the ends of two
thick manila envelopes. With shaking
hands I drew both out and opened them.
Each contained a compact sheaf of ten-
thousand-dollar bills !

“You doubtless observed,” said Brill,
watching my face with an amused look,
“that before Cameron was searched he
went over to the filing-case and drew a
high-backed chair in front of him to lean
on. You noticed, too, that T took his
place at the end of the filing-case while he
was being searched, and that I kept that
place and stayed between him and the
point where I had seen him hide the
money. . . . I tipped Steele and Brice
off beforehand to institute the search.”

I stared first at Brill and then again at
the money.

“Mr. Brill, T shall never get used to
you,” T said. “But what about this
money? What do you want me to do
with it?”

Brill had found his place in “First
Principles” and was reading. He replied
without looking up: * Telephone Bell-
grade to come over and receipt us for i,
less our commission of one hundred thou-
sand. . . . And, Fleet, telephone Steele
to arrest Cameron and release Van Hook
and Lanier.”

As one in a dream I passed into the ad-
joining room to do this telephoning; for
Hugo Brill could not, T knew, enjoy his
Spencer fully within ear-shot of conver-
sation concerning so unphilosophic a mat-
ter as the recovery of two million per-
fectly good dollars.
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ALLIES

By G. E. Woodberry
I

In the dark of the mine,
In the bloom of the sun,
In the leap of the vine
I heard the war-message run;
Heard the old earth softly crooning
And whispering to her own,
“The hymn of man attuning
Under republic and throne:—
“Nature my garment, love my creed,
And the thought of man to grow in;
Labor the arm, freedom the seed,
And the field of time to sow in!
[ What are these mighty labors worth,
If Justice die upon the earth?”

II

I heard the old earth calling
Loud over plains and mountains,
Voices, arising and falling,
In the noise of ocean-fountains:—
“Waken, old allies of man,
Ye, who were borne in my hosom !
He, in whom freedom began,
The topmost flower and blossom,
The glory and fruit of all
The ages have lifted on high
On the heaven-most branch of the sky,—
Shall he fail? Shall he drop? Shall he die?—
What are ye all, if he fall?
What are we all, if he die?

111

“Ships for the pilot of time,
Who hath the stars for eyes!
Room for the sailor sublime,
The unroller of the skies!
He, who stretched, past hope’s increase,
Freedom o’er the laughing foam,
And on the billows set her home,
The boundless empire of the seas,
Continent-bastioned, island-strewn,—
And grasped the keys of fates unknown!
Let nature’s universal whole
Press on the common toil,—
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Corn, and cotton, and coal !
Copper, and iron, and oil!

What are ye all, if he shall fall?

What you or I, if he shall die?

1AY

“He harnessed our wild forces;

He edged our might with mind;
Our ways, the heavenly courses

His instincts have divined:

All light that we inherit
Pours from his azure spirit,

That hath a higher law—
Honor and freedom knowing,
Justice and mercy showing,

That our dumb worlds o’erawe:
The truths his lips let fall

Point the celestial pole;

For the greatest ally of all

Is man’s own soul.”

BELOW THE WATER-LINE

By Don C. Seitz

Dip ever ye serve in the warship’s hold,
Deep under the water-line,

With hatches locked and the blowers on,
Close up to a hidden mine—

Bare to the waist and dripping wet,
A ’grimed and gasping crew,

To shovel coal and feed the fire
Until the sea-fight’s through—

Where check-valves sigh with the hissing steam
And the greedy grates cry “More!”

Like galley-slaves in the olden time,
Chained to the bench and oar?

No cherubs sit in the bunker’s dust
To watch o’er us below,

While overhead the turrets clank
As they turn to find the foe.

The guardian angels keep aloft—
None here where the turbine moans;
There’s nothing ahead, if things go wrong,
But tickets to Davy Jones.

Iorget yourself, forget the world,
Forget the sun and sky!

In the boiler-room you face your doom;
You're there to do and die!
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“IN THE MIBDST @F THEM"
By Margaret Bell Merrill

“The Americans were greatly surprised to see a number of children kneel in the street as the
flag was carried by."—Cablegram from Paris on the arrival of the American troops.

(War so patient, standing there,
Edonard and small Pierre,
Georges, Yvette, and Marie-Claire ?)

“When the troops come marching by,”
(Quoth the small Pierre)

“Mother, wilt thou lift me high,

That we see them, thou and I?"

“Mother, are they fair to see?’
(A busy tongue—Pierre.)
“Have they little boys like me,
Left at home across the sea?”
(Alas! Alas! Pierre.)

“Mother, we have waited long"’;

(Long, indeed, Pierre!)
“The sun has grown so hot and strong—
Surely none has done them wrong?”

(God forbid, Pierre.)

“Mother, who did send them here?”
(The gift of Ged, Pierre.)

“But then there is no need of fear,

And on thy cheek I see a tear—"'
(The tears of hope, Pierre.)

Down the boulevard a cry—
A bugle note is flung on high—
The Stars and Stripes are passing by !

“The gift of God,” quoth small Pierre;
His hat on breast, his curls all bare,
He knelt upon the pavement there.

(Five young children kneeling there—
Georges, Yuvette, and Marie-Claire,
Edouard and small Picrre.)

Fairest flag of Liberty—

Carrying hope across the sea—

A little child has hallowed thee,
And made of thee a prayer!
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HIS MOTHER SPEAKS!
By Blanche Olin Twiss

He died in France!

I know—

I who love courage so—

I must not weep, but only bravely smile,

Still thinking all the while

That, in some rosy haven where he lies

At rest in Paradise,

By a most gracious Heaven-granted chance

He smiles at me—my boy who died in France!

He surely could not be afraid,

How long we worked to make him brave!

Why, when he was a little tot, one day

He came home cut and bruised and gave

Me one scared look, and said,

“They pounded me,” and cried and begged to stay
Away from schoal and never, never to go back.
And then we talked, my little lad and I,

He snuffled and he whined but ceased to cry,
Then stood up straight and gave his chest a whack,
And tossed his head,—his close-cropped head,
Where his bright chestnut curls were used to grow
Before his father cut them off,—ah, long ago—
And said he'd beat them yet!

But oh, those dreary days

When he came home still beaten, still afraid!

His sobbing whimpers always made

My heart sink low. It was so hard to get

His courage back, and make him try again.

Till dawned that golden morning when

He strutted through the door, his eyes ablaze!
His lips were cut and his poor freckled nose

Was one red spurt of blood from well-placed blows.
I met the gaze

Of that wrecked god-like youngster, saw the shade
Of fear had vanished, and I knew

That when he pranced and shouted, it was true—
“I ain’t afraid!”

But now he's dead,

In France, I don’t know where.

He thought T would not let him go,

Dear, foolish boy, and brought me flowers

And petted me and tried so to prepare

My heart for his great news. How could he know
That 1 had read it in his deepened eyes

And sudden manly ways?

He was so proud that I could rise

To his fair dreams. He thought that I loved Peace;
And so I did, until one night they drowned
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A stately ship whose bravery has crowned

Her beauty for the centuries to praise.

Since then I did not cease

To rear about my splendid boy great towers

Of pray'r that he should fight with courage high
And that, if need be, bravely he should die.

I prayed that he might fight, if die he must,
Matched man to man with hope in ev'ry thrust;
That in his last encounter he should meet

A man who fought with grave and gallant grace
And, while the blows fell, in the other's face

Be written admiration; so the last defeat

Would not taste bitter from a foe so brave.

This boon I could not help but crave.

What futile dreams a mother’s thoughts employ !
Surrounded he—a dozen to my boy !

And yet I know—

I who love courage so—

When through the dawn their faint shapes were descried,
Thank God—he fought them all, and fighting died!

TO THE ANGLO-SAXON AVIATORS

By C. Gouverneur Hoffman

TrE pilots of the future peace appear. . . .

Riding at will the wild winds’ frozen breath,
They fly into the very face of fear,

The final foe, that conquered, conquers death.

Freedom has taken wings! Her message soars
Amid the battle-wrack through trembling skies;
Borne on a myriad flashing planes, it roars
Defiance to the priests of ancient lies.

Bound by the magic of a common tongue,
America and Britain hurl through space,
The challenge of democracy re-sung:

The mighty pzan of a mighty race.

So, when the nations turn to saner ways,
And liberty is safe, and tears are dried,

Let the new world remember, when it prays,
Those soldiers of the air, who gladly died

That tyranny be stricken from the earth,

And flowers bloom again in blood-rich sod,

That men may laugh once more, and find true worth
In simple things, which are the things of God.



CARING FOR AMERICAN
WOUNDED IN FRANCE

BY C. L. GIBSON, M.D.

Major, Medical Reserve Corps

[LLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS

| have always had the ad-
4] vantage of not being bound
by tradition, and willing
and able to study at any
source with profit. Hav-
ing no special preconceived standards of
war surgery of our own, we are in a prop-
erly receptive mood quickly and easily to
absorb the experiences gathered by our
unfortunate colleagues, particularly of the
Allied countries. American surgery of re-
cent years has attained as high a standard
as anywhere in the world, and in fact
many European surgeons feel the same
necessity of becoming familiar with Amer-
ican methods as we did of theirs years ago.
That the American soldier will receive the
best care obtainable as a result of fore-
sight and the development of methods
found most useful in this war is, I believe,
an assured fact.

The co-operation of the medical pro-
fession in this country has, I think, been
unsurpassed by any other branch. The
sacrifices they have made have been pro-
portionately greater than in other pro-
fessions because when a doctor ceases
practising, his work stops absolutely and
cannot be carried on by associates, or
firms, or corporations. The readiness of
the profession to make these sacrifices has
been very obvious in the case of men who
had the most to lose. A very large pro-
portion of the men who first were chosen
to go to France were drawn from the
ranks of the men well known in this coun-
try as surgeons in charge of important
clinics and teachers in the medical schools.
Quite a number of these men had already
served abroad, chiefly with the Allies, be-
fore America’s entry into the war, and
their experience will now be an invaluable
asset.,

It is interesting to note here the par:
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ticipation of the members of a very in-
teresting society, known as the Society of
Clinical Surgery. In 1903 several men of
my time organized a society which had
for its sole purpose the education of its
members by close interchange of their
views and experience.

Up to that time medical societies
throughout the world had been conducted
on a routine plan which gave relatively
meagre results. They would consist in
formal meetings, usually of large bodies, at
which papers would be read by the “high
priests” of the community, discussed
languidly, were later published (the most
important feature of all), and the author’s
name recorded for all time but the sub-
stance usually quickly forgotten.

Our society owed its inception, T
think, chiefly to three men: Monroe and
Mumford of Boston, both dead, and
Brewer of New York. The original mem-
bership was limited to forty, and was very
homogeneous, being composed chiefly of
men of the same age, and men who were
“arriving” rather than those who had
“arrived.” We never had any formal
proceedings—reading of papers, transac-
tions, etc. Instead, we held meetings
twice a year at the centres where our
members lived, and in this way we got as
far as San Francisco and New Orleans.
At these meetings local members gave us
an intimate insight of what they were do-
ing and also of the work of their colleagues,
particularly in the application of labora-
tory methods and the development of
teaching. We were at all times free to
hold the demonstrator up to give his rea-
sons for any procedures or views, and
naturally enough men were careful under
these conditions not to make exaggerated
statements. On two occasions the so-
ciety, as a body, made trips abroad, visit-
ing the clinics of Great Britain, and an-
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other year the clinics of Austria and Ger-
many. A visit to the clinics of Russia
and the Scandinavian countries was in
contemplation when the war broke out.
As time went on many of these men were
called to the highest positions of honor
available to the members of the profession
in America, and the present-day mem-
bership of the society represents a large
proportion of the teachers of surgery in
the important medical schools of the
country. It is interesting to note that
the directors of five of the first six units
that went out (to the British) were mem-
bers of this society, several other members
also being included in the organization.
Of the first four units to go abroad from
New York City, the Presbyterian, Roose-
velt, and New York Hospitals had as a
director a member of this society. There-
fore it is satisfactory to think that our
wounded and sick abroad will come under
the care of men who have shown them-
selves as leaders in the new development
of American surgery.

America’s delayed entrance into the
World War affords opportunities to profit
from the experience or mistakes of the
combatant armies. In the matter of pre-
paredness, the Medical Department of
the army has long been ready to meet
the present situation. The surgeon-gener-
al’s office was ably represented abroad
throughout the war by members of its
staff, many of whom are now holding
positions of great responsibility in the
care of our troops. The chief medical
officer is Gen. Bradley, who had been
an observer with the British army for
some time.

A movement was started in January,
1016, to organize the staffs of various hos-
pitals throughout the country into so-
called Base Hospital Units. In time of
peace there is neither authority nor
money available to put such organizations
into operation. Consequently, this work
had to be taken up by the American Red
Cross, and these hospitals were originally
known as Red Cross Base Hospitals. The
organization of these hospitals was direct-
ed by Col. Jefferson R. Kean, who was
delegated from the office of the surgeon-
general to the American Red Cross for
this purpose. The idea was a particularly
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happy one in that it created a staff of doc-
tors and nurses who for the greater part
had been trained or worked a long time in
the parent hospital with a knowledge of
the standard methods used in such hospi-
tal, and possessing the strong espril de
corps always a noticeable feature of good
hospitals. The staff consisted of twenty-
four medical officers divided as follows:

A director, an assistant director of the
Surgical Section and ten staff surgeons, in-
cluding an oculist and nose and throat
specialist, an assistant director of the
Medical Section and five staff physicians,
including a neurologist, a chief of the
Laboratory Section and two assistants,
two dentists, an adjutant, and sixty-five
nurses. The personnel of one hundred
and fifty-two men provided for all the
positions usually required of a hospital,
such as orderlies, stretcher-bearers, cooks,
mechanics, etc. It had originally been
hoped that a certain number of the Hos-
pital Corps of the regular army could be
enlisted in this personnel, but on account
of the scarcity of these trained men, hard-
ly any were available when these units
were actually mobilized. The administra-
tive officers, commanding officer, adju-
tant, and quartermaster were, in theory,
to be furnished by the regular army, but
for reasons stated before oftentimes the
only regular officer available was the com-
manding officer, usually of the rank of
major of the Medical Corps. All the
medical staff were given commissions in
the Medical Reserve Corps, none, how-
ever, higher than major.

In theory, the equipment of these hos-
pitals should have been a government
duty, but it was found necessary to raise
twenty-five thousand dollars to buy the
skeleton equipment for each hospital.
As time went on it was seen that if any
of these units was to be ready promptly
when needed, private means would have
to supplement the government equip-
ment, and practically all of the hospitals
which were first mobilized were the ones
well equipped from private contributions.

The first six of these hospitals to be-
come a part of the army and sent abroad
were assigned to the British and have
been serving with them and doing very
good work ever since war was declared.
While serving at the British bases in-
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dividual members were often detailed to
active work on the British front and
obtained valuable training in this way.
Some of these medical officers have now
been assigned to responsible positions
with the American forces, and probably
more will be utilized in the same way.
At the declaration of war other base hos-
pital units were at once sent over and are
going to France all the time. Several of
these units were not immediately needed,
giving valuable opportunities for thor-
ough organization of the institutions they
took over, thus allowing the detailing of
individuals, both doctors and nurses, and
sometimes of the enlisted personnel, to
duties on the front, including opportuni-
ties to work in Prof. Depage’s famous
hospital at La Panne, Belgium,

My unit, Base Hospital Number Nine,
arrived in France in August, 1917, and
soon after its arrival, while part of the
organization was busily engaged in put-
ting a former French institution in order,
the rest of the doctors and nurses were as-
signed to duties of various kinds which
quickly put them in touch with the best
work. Teams of two doctors were sent
for two weeks to the British hospitals
right back of the lines. These will be de-
scribed later on, and this experience was
probably the most valuable that they ob-
tained, as the most important surgical
work is done in these hospitals. Our
specialists, like the oculist, were given
opportunities to study in the special in-
stitutions,  While the work at the front,
both with the French and British, is most-
Iy of a general character, as the patient is
transferred back to the rear the tendency
is growing to place him in institutions
specially prepared, both as regards staff
and equipment, to handle his particular
conditions. One hospital, for instance,
will be devoted entirely to injuries of the
joints, another to fractures, another to in-
juries of the jaws and face, another for the
after care of the amputated, and so on.
The extraordinary development of mod-
ern science has of course necessitated the
development more and more of the spe-
cialties, and it is a noticeable fact that
even under war conditions this special-
ization is extending. There is a great
advantage also in the grouping together
of large numbers of cases under compe-
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tent observers, permitting intensive study
of their conditions and needs.

The research work which has done so
much to develop modern medicine and
surgery is receiving a great deal of atten-
tion in this war. One good thing, at any
rate, which may come from this war will
be the discoveries resulting from such re-
search which may help in the improve-
ment of human conditions in the future.
A few years ago it would seem impossible
to foresee the co-operation of the physi-
ologists and chemists with the Medical
Corps of the army. To-day the scientists
are mobilized and working as actively as
any other department of the Medical
Corps.

This research work is being stimulated
and helped materially by the American
Red Cross in France. This is only one of
the numerous activities of the American
Red Cross in France. It has a wonder-
ful staff, and the good that it is doing is
simply incalculable.

The care of soldiers can be divided into
three groups: (a) Sanitation, which is
largely the measures to prevent disease
and keep the men healthy; (&) the care of
ordinary sickness modified by the living
together of large bodies of troops, mostly
young men, such as epidemics of con-
tagious diseases; and (¢) the care of the
wounded. As regards sanitation, every
American has a right to feel proud of the
achievements of the American army and
the Army Medical Corps, and feel glad
that we have such a staff as represented
by Gen. Gorgas, of world fame as an
expert in sanitary science and with the
glorious results of cleaning up Cuba and
Panama. Ordinary medical diseases, of
course, remain a big problem, and the
prevention or minimizing of epidemics
under war conditions, particularly in the
absence of previous provisions for the care
of the soldiers, is a problem which only
time and material resources can modify.
Some diseases, however, that ravaged
former armies have been practically
stamped out by the use of modern pre-
ventive measures, the most brilliant ex-
ample being, of course, smallpox and
tvphoid fever,

The problem of taking care of the
wounded soldier will always be a constant
one, for fighting men must necessarily in-
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cur this risk. It may be of interest to out-
line what will probably be the line of
treatment best suited to offset the dam-
ages of warfare inflicted on our army. We
have not been a military nation and have
had no more military medical resources
than in the other branches, and the care
of our soldiers will devolve practically en-
tirely on the civilian doctors working as
best they can under military conditions.
When war was declared, the medical of-
ficers of the army numbered four hundred
and ninety. Outside of the very wise
provision made for organizing base hos-
pitals, as described above, there was no
udequate means of supplementing the
wock of the Medical Department of the
army Military medicine is unquestion-
ably u distinct science, and a certain
knowledge of army methods is absolutely
necessary, particularly in the army zones.
It is essential also that a medical officer
serving with troops in the field should be
equipped physically as well as profes-
sionally. This statement holds true the
nearer the medical man is stationed to the
scene of actual fighting, for he becomes a
very necessary part of the fighting forces.

While some of the early organizations
had to be despatched with practically no
military training, a very successful effort
has been made to give all the active mem-
bers of the Reserve Corps an efficient
training in the rudiments of military
science with special emphasis on sanita-
tion. There was an immediate and suf-
ficient response of medical men all over
the country to join the Medical Reserve
Corps, there being now approximately
twenty-one thousand enrolled with com-
missions for five years. Many of these,
however, are middle-aged or even elderly
men, and cannot be expected to work suc-
cessfully in the field but can do special
work for which they are particularly fitted.

With the natural adaptableness of the
American to new methods and the won-
derful enthusiasm and readiness to sac-
rifice self-interest and face all kinds of
hardship and vexations, the Medical Re-
serve Corps is readily being moulded into
shape as an efficient machine. A large
number already in France are getting
practical opportunities in the special lines
of work they are best fitted to perform,
and all over the country, in various uni-
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versities and clinics, special courses are
being given for those who later will ac-
company the troops. Of the menalready
in France in the base hospitals, many who
have capacities in special fields will be
withdrawn for such duties. The or-
ganization of the Surgical Service has
been confided to Maj. J. M. T. Finney of
the Johns Hopkins Unit, who has the uni-
versal confidence of the profession, and
will be assisted by a corps of collaborators
chosen for their special fitness or previous
eX[Jt‘T]EnC[’.‘

It is presumable that the American
army will adopt those methods now in
use in the British and French armies
which a test of nearly four years has
shown to be the most efficient. Also the
methods of some of the Belgians, partic-
ularly the ripe experience of such men
as Profs. Depage and Willems.  Reports
come to us also of the very good care the
Ttalians are giving their soldiers and of
their very admirable and up-to-date
methods, and doubtless the American
army will also profit by their experience.

The treatment of wounds presents a
totally different problem from civil life.
We have almost nothing comparable in
civil life to the effect of wounds inflicted
by high-explosive shells. We have the
element of infection, which is practically
one hundred per cent, and we have the
conditions complicating the removal of
the soldier from the firing line and his
transportation to a suitable hospital.

My experience in war wounds com-
prises three trips: a short one early in
1915, visiting Prof. Depage; the summer
of 1916, another visit to Depage and sev-
eral visits to-Compiegne to study the
revolutionary methods introduced by my
friend Dr. Carrel, which 1 subsequently
introduced into my service here, and as
director of Base Hospital Number Nine
from the New York Hospital, August,
1917, till February, 1918. In this period
I have seen the development from much
confusion and uncertainty of methods to
almost a realization of standard methods
of proven efficacy. Itisat this point that
the work for the relief of the American
troops begins, and I trust we may be
spared the doubt and harrowing uncer-
tainty of the early years of the war.
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The situation can, I think, best be un-
derstood by giving a résumé of what hap-
pens at present to a soldier from the time
he is wounded till he enters upon his
period of convalescence. The principles
of the procedure are practically the same
in both the French and British armies, al-
though there are slight differences in the
manner of carrying them out.

When a soldier is wounded in the
trenches, emergency treatment is usually
available not very far away in a dugout
just back of the trench; that is, a suitable
dressing, bandage, or splint will be applied
by the surgeon, usually one of the younger
men, and he will then leave the first-line
trenches by a communication trench, be-
ing carried on a stretcher if his wounds
disable him. At a varying point in the
rear, say one to three miles back, he
reaches a field-hospital, the so-cdlled Ad-
vanced Dressing-Station in the British
army. This post is usually under canvas
and situated at the farthest point which
the ambulance, either horse-drawn or mo-
tor, can reach with relative safety. At
this Advanced Dressing-Station the pa-
tient after inspection may be passed on
without disturbing his dressing to the
next station, or the wound may be re-
dressed if necessary. If he has a fracture
requiring better immobilization or protec-
tion than it was possible to give at the
first station, it will be properly put up.
Should he have some condition requiring
immediate treatment such as dangerous
hemorrhage an operation may be per-
formed. All cases, except under condi-
tions of extraordinary rush, here receive
the first prophylactic dose of antitetanus
serum. He will also receive sufficient
anodyne to make his journey to the next
station comfortable, and it has been found
that the generous use of anodynes prior
to operation has a marked effect in di-
minishing shock. If conditions allow, he
will also receive hot drinks or food or
necessary stimulants. Occasionally the
patient is in so desperate a condition that
further transportation is inadvisable, and
he remains at the Advanced Dressing-
Station.

After leaving the Advanced Dressing-
Station the patient is taken to the Cas-
ualty Clearing Station, C. C. S. of the
British army, H. O. E. of the French
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army. This station is a variable distance
away, depending on the military condi-
tions. With the realization that the pa-
tient’s condition depends very largely on
the promptness of treatment, the ten-
dency has been, in both the British and
French armies, to move these hospitals
closer and closer to the lines. The aver-
age distance may be stated as something
under ten miles. Unfortunately, this
proximity to the lines exposes them to
some dangers of military operations and
particularly to bombing by German aero-
planes, both with high-explosive and gas
shells. It is hoped and believed that
some instances of bombing of hospitals
have not always been intentional. It is
very hard to locate a hospital a suitable
distance from the works of a military na-
ture, such as rest-camps, supply bases,
ammunition-dumps, etc. It is also the
natural purpose of the enemy to destroy
or disturb such organizations. Most of
these hospitals are indicated by a very
large Red Cross sign, usually made out
of red and white stone, but the tremen-
dous height at which aviators have-to
fly in daylight for observation makes its
recognition difficult. At night it is dif-
ficult to distinguish the character of the
objects aimed at. We must resign our-
selves, therefore, to a certain amount of
danger both to personnel and patients in
locating these hospitals close enough to
the lines to render efficient aid. The risk
to the patients is diminished by evacuat-
ing them at the earliest possible moment,
sometimes within a few hours of their
arrival, if means permit. The personnel
must, however, stick toits post, and many
valuable lives have thus been sacrificed.
I was detailed for two weeks to a C.
C. S. which took an active part in the
caring of the wounded during the British
advance on Cambrai, and became thor-
oughly conversant with the work both
during its active and inactive stage.
These C. C. S. hospitals are always sit-
uated in pairs, and patients are brought
first to one and then to the other hospital
according to the necessities of handling
the wounded. The C. C. S. is planned in
ordinary quiet times to handle about two
hundred bed patients. In times like the
Cambrai offensive the capacity may be
increased several times. The “skeleton”
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medical personnel is six. The command-
ing officer is generally a member of the
regular Royal Army Medical Corps; the
quartermaster is more likely to be a civil-
ian. At No. the quartermaster was
an eminent professor of mathematics who
discharged his duties with a wonderful
competence and a desire to be helpful in
every way, a reputation which quarter-
masters do not always obtain. There is
always a surgeon of recognized ability
who is called the surgical specialist, and
the surgeon next in rank is called the
second surgeon. When the C. C. S. is
expected to be active the medical per-
sonnel is reinforced, particularly in sur-
gical “teams.” Each team consists of an
operating surgeon, a nursing sister with
large experience in operative work who
acts as assistant to the surgeon, an order-
ly, and an angsthetist.

The English nursing sisters are very
well trained, and work extraordinarily
hard and most uncomplainingly. In or-
dinary times there are not a great number
of them, for it is not a good policy to have
to look out for too many women in the ad-
vanced war zone. In the French lines one
seldom sees nurses so close to the front.

Each team now brings a portable
operating-table and a stock of routine
instruments. By this admirable arrange-
ment the operating personnel and ma-
terial can be distributed where it can be
utilized to the best advantage. In times
of great activity these operating teams
may include surgeons of considerable
eminence, as it is realized that the pa-
tient’s fate depends on prompt and com-
petent treatment.

During the Cambrai “push” the per-
sonnel was increased to about twenty-five.
Besides surgical teams, specialists in
‘various branches, such as shell-shock, an-
ti-gas treatment, and resuscitation of the
badly shocked, were added to the station.
Such a C. C. S. can be moved in forty-
eight hours, as there are no permanent
buildings. The greater part of the hospi-
tal is made up of marquee tents, the rest
of huts of the demountable type, partic-
ularly those known as the Nissen, Adrian,
and Armstrong types.

Notwithstanding the seemingly prim-
itive conditions, the hospital was really
very comfortable and presented the cheer-

-
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ful and tidy appearance so characteristic
of all British institutions. The officers’
ward, for instance, had some growing
plants, the beds had cheerful colored
spreads, and there were comfortable
wicker lounging-chairs. The food was
good, was appetizingly served, and hot.
Sanitation was perfect. The water sup-
ply was adequate. Notwithstanding it
was believed to be pure, no chances were
taken, and all drinking-water was chlo-
rinated.

At the C. C. S. the essential treatment
of all surgical cases really begins and to
some extent ends; for the average pa-
tient, when evacuated, has had the work
done so well and thoroughly that the rest
is largely a question of time and unevent-
ful convalescence. Great care is taken in
protecting the patients who come more or
less exhausted or shocked from adding
to their condition. The most important
single element in combating shock is heat,
and great care is exercised in preventing
unnecessary exposure to cold. When the
ambulances drive up, as they often do, in
a steady stream, only the one which is
being unloaded has its doors open.

The English ambulances are typically
British; that is, thoroughly well made,
practical, and comfortable. They have
the best type of ambulance bodies T have
seen. They carry two pairs of stretchers,
and are so wide that an attendant can
pass between the two rows. The front
has a solid partition with only a small
pane of glass. The rear is closed by doors
and the interior is well heated, even in
bitter weather, by the pipes of the ex-
haust.

The patients are quickly transferred
from the ambulance into the waiting-
room. This building is a wooden hut ca-
pable of accommodating, if necessary, two
hundred stretchers at a time. It is well
heated and there are double doors to pre-
vent drafts. In the waiting-room the pa-
tient only stops long enough for the neces-
sary clerical formalities to be registered.
He has brought with him a card enclosed
in a linen envelope stating what has been
done to him, and in this envelope addi-
tional cards with the proper register
numbers are added. This envelope and
its cards go with the patient throughout
his subsequent journey to his final dis-
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charge, even in England. The patient
then passes into an adjoining hut called
the dressing-room. _ The stretcher is put
on a ])ortable table, and a careful exami-
nation is made by the reception officer.

Much depends on the result of this exami-
nation as to what treatment and when
the patient receives it. The function of
the examining officer is very important,
and he should be a man of great experi-
ence and the soundest kind of judgment.
The experience gained in the surgery of
civil life is insufficient to become compe-
tent in this class of work. One must learn
it from experience. The examining officer
decides on one of four steps:

1. The patient has a minor injury—say a scalp
wound, a finger requiring amputation—goes to
tne minor operating-room, adjoining, operated by
a special staff.

2. The patient requires operation—he is then
sent to the adjoining room, the pre- op-room,
where he will either wait his turn or he is given
precedence over other cases if there is urgency of
his condition, or wait until the rush of more urgent
cases is over.

3. Requires operation but his present condition
is such that he cannot stand it. He is sent to the
resuscitation ward, where there are a special staff
and special means of treating grave shock.

4. Requires no operation or not in the near
future—goes to the ward to be evacuated on the
next hospital-train, which may be in a few hours
or a few days.

For such conditions as he thinks neces-
sary the examining physician will order
the patient to the X-ray. In the so-called
pre-op-room, which is kept warm, the
patient is cleaned up. It will depend on
his condition—if very much shocked, lit-
tle of his clothing is removed and only
necessary parts of his body are washed.
Washing is done with a sponge.

Practically all wounds are submitted to
some form of operative treatment. They
fall into two categories: the minor, such as
superficial wounds, fingers and toes, scalp
wounds, etc., which are treated in a
special operating-room, usually under
local anwmsthesia; and the graver wounds,
compound fractures, etc.

The general line of treatment is: Gen-
eral anmlheﬂla largely ether preceded
by large doses of morphine. Mechanical
cleansing with soap and water. Painting
of skin and field of operation with five
per cent alcoholic picric-acid solution
(cheaper and less irritating than tincture
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of iodine). Wide excision of the skin and
subcutaneous tissues around the wounds
of entrance and exit of projectiles. Lay-
ing open freely the track of the projectiles
and the cutting away of all the damaged
and infiltrated tissue. Search and re-
moval of foreign bodies. Rough estimates
of the depth of the projectiles are made
by the X-ray operator, but refinements
of methods are not usually feasible.
Wounds are washed out with some anti-
septic solution, mostly ether.

A very small proportion of the wounds,
more particularly the small and super-
ficial, are closed by suture. Some are
closed in part, the rest “ packed.” Many
are swabbed before closing with B. I. P.
(bismuth, iodoform, and paraffin).

The bulk of the wounds are packed
quite tightly with gauze soaked in some
antiseptic, usually one per cent iodoform
in paraffin-oil. These wounds, if they be-
have well (and it is stated that most of
them do), are subsequently closed (after
removal of the packing) by suture in lay-
ers in from five to ten days. This suturing
is done for the most part at the base hos-
pital, as only the head, chest, and abdom-
inal cases are kept at the C. C. S. for a
week. The conditions found at operation
are dictated by the surgeon at the end of
the operation, and the procedure used is
recorded on the patient’s card,

From the foregoing it will be seen that
to-day the best generally accepted meth-
od of the treatment of wounds aims at
excision of every particle of injured tissue
and the removal of every foreign body.
These wounds, particularly the shell
wounds, are irregular, cause much bruis-
ing and laceration of the tissues, the ex-
travasation of a good deal of blood which
sifts its way into the tissue planes and
not only impairs the vitality of the tissues
but furnishes a focus for development of
infection. Adequate treatment, destined
to prevent infection, aims to remove every
particle of these injured tissues, and it 1s
only by such methods that certain infec-
tions, such as the dreaded gas gangrene,
can be more surely eradicated. The
operation is based somewhat on the prin-
ciples of operating for cancer, the surgeon
not only removing the cancer but also
surrounding tissue which may be under
suspicion.
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It has been interesting to note the evo-
lution by which this method of treating
wounds has been arrived at. The ele-
ment of trench warfare is a novelty and
brings with it new conditions. Never be-
fore had trenches of such depth been util-
ized, and probably no fighting had been
done over land so richly cultivated as the
fields of France and Belgium. Nothing
comparable to the effects of modern artil-
lery had ever been known. The wounded
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tion to the use of strong antiseptics in the
tissues which had resulted in their aban-
donment still held good, and it was soon
realized that foreign bodies, such as bul-
lets and shell fragments, almost neces-
sarily produced serious infection unless
they were removed; particularly as it is
found that no antiseptic, however useful
(and this will be referred to later), can
sterilize or minimize the damage caused
by the presence of shell fragments,
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One of the sturdy ambulances which have afforded comfort to French wounded.

American Ambulance Unit in France,

soldier to-day is eminently a dirty person,
highly contaminated by his surroundings
and the methods of warfare, and his per-
son and clothing reek with potential fac-
tors of infection.

It was early realized in the war that
ordinary methods of surgery would not
meet these conditions, and an “ offensive”
against the germs became necessary. In
other words, there was a “back-to-anti-
septics” campaign, the giving up of the
so-called aseptic surgery which had pretty
generally replaced the earlier antiseptic
surgery as developed by Lister, At first,
this attempt to return to antiseptics did
not give the desired results. The objec-
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bullets, clothing, manure, etc., in the
tissues.

A great advance was made in the treat-
ment of war wounds by the work of Dr.
Alexis Carrel of the Rockefeller Institute,
the winner of the Nobel prize in surgery.
Backed by the Rockefeller Institute and
given enlightened support by the French
Service de Santé, he established a hospital
of eighty beds at Compiégne, a few miles
back of the line, for the study of the evo-
lution of infection and the best means of
remedying it. He was aided by a com-
petent staff which included Dr. Thomas
D. Dakin, a famous English chemist who
has long worked in America, and Dr. De-
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First aid at the front.

This French hospital in the Aisue district is within the zone of German fire, It contains all modern surgical appliances
and, although only covered by a canvas roof, it has been decorated by the nurses in an attempt
to make it appear more homelike for the wounded heroes,

helly of the French army, a most excellent
surgeon of Havre.

After feeling his way with improved
methods of drainage, etc., Carrel soon
came to the conclusion that the best out-
look would be to utilize the possibilities
of antiseptic surgery provided its draw-
backs could be overcome. After much
experimenting, Dakin was in a position to
utilize a well-known germicide, namely,
chlorine, in the form of what is known as
Dakin’s solution of hyperchlorite of soda,
and Carrel worked out the technical de-
tails of applying the solution in such a
way as to obtain its constant action on
the tissues and its fullest efficiency. In
addition to being the first really scientific
and efficient means of utilizing the powers
of a given antiseptic, credit must be given
to Carrel for realizing that no antiseptic
could replace proper surgical treatment,
and it was largely due to his efforts that
greater pains were taken to remove all
foreign bodies and damaged tissues which
could not be disinfected by an antiseptic,
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and would remain as a dangerous breecd-
ing-place for the development of infec-
tion.

Carrel’s views were not to be accepted
without controversy, and it is interesting
to read the life of Lord Lister and know
that he was on the defensive in his own
country for twenty years, although his
methods had been adopted with profit in
other countries, noticeably America. One
of the many reasons whereby Carrel’s
work was not given more wide-spread
recognition was due to ignorance of what
the method really was. I know from per-
sonal experience that such is the case with
some of its bitterest opponents.

The Carrel method is not a panacea, is
not a cure-all, and can never be anything
but an adjuvant to good surgery. It
never can replace good surgery. The
method is based on a series of very careful
steps, the omission of any one destroying
the usefulness of the entire procedure. It
requires a thorough understanding of the
principles on which it is based and con-
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stant watchfulness in its execution. As
generally interpreted and used it means
the use in the wound in a haphazard fash-
ion of a solution which may or may not be
—generally not—the proper solution rec-
ommended by Dakin. Under such con-
ditions the expected results cannot be
obtained. In fact, there may be dam-
aging results. Consequently, the Carrel
method is often blamed, whereas the fault
lies with the inability or the unwillingness
of the individual properly to acquaint
himself with the method.

My own experience was illuminating.
Notwithstanding my long friendship with
Carrel, when he invited me to visit him in
Compiegne in 1916 I went there with a
full measure of scepticism. To my as-
tonishment, I saw wounds the like of
which I had never seen before, and came
away profoundly converted.

Later I visited Prof. Depage at La
Panne, Belgium, and saw the method on
a still greater scale and with equally
marvellous results. For instance, Prof.
Depage announced to me that he had
eighty compound fractures in one ward
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being treated by the Carrel method and
not one was suppurating. I was able to
corroborate Dr. Depage’s statement, as in
none of these cases did I see a single drop
of pus. The secret of Dr. Depage’s suc-
cess was that he had taken the trouble to
familiarize himself with the method at
Compiégne and had sent down a corps of
nurses and assistants to be trained by
Carrel himself. Since then I have seen
many clinics where the Carrel method
was stated glibly to be used. In none,
however, have 1 seen it done rightly.
The Carrel method, to be most efficient,
requires that the patient should come
under treatment at an early stage. While
the Carrel method with good surgical
treatment undoubtedly does influence in-
fection even after it has gotten consider-
able headway, its best results are seen in
institutions like Carrel’s and Depage’s
close to the front, patients coming under
treatment soon after their injury. It is
also true that it is often difficult or im-
possible to carry on the Carrel method in
hospitals close to the front where there
are very large numbers of wounded to be
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First aid at the fighting front.

An improvised splint is made fur a wounded soldier with the aid of a gun-strap, Al wounds of whatever nuture are immediately
cared for, which is probably the main reason for the extremely low death-rate among our enlisted men.
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treated in a short space of time, and they
must necessarily be quickly transferred
elsewhere.

Much as I admire the Carrel method,
I heartily indorse the present-day treat-
ment of wounds as practised by the Brit-
ish and French, namely, the complete rad-
ical excision of the whole contaminated
wound by a competent surgeon, as I be-
lieve this procedure will more surely give
the desired results. The Carrel method
still has a place in the treatment of estab-
lished suppuration. My latest informa-
tion from Carrel is that he considers the
question of antiseptics settled, and he is
now seeking to solve problems in other
fields.

The C. C. S. has to treat a good many
cases of “gas.”’ Fortunately, the great
bulk of these cases recover and relatively
few are kept at the C. C. S. any length of
time. In all armies the gas-mask is being
improved, and I know a certain very in-
genious American surgeon to whom has
been confided the job of making one that
is absolutely perfect, and I am sure, from
his past records of achievement, he will
succeed.

The experience of the past four years
has emphasized another fact, namely, the
absolute necessity of better methods of
immobilization (splinting) of fractured
limbs, particularly the lower extremity.
In the earlier part of the war the mortality
of the compound fractures of the thigh
was frightful. Some observers put it as
high as seventy-five per cent. Inaddition
to the mechanical destructive effects of
the missile and resulting infection, many
of these patients succumbed to shock.
Experience showed that the sooner pa-
tients were immobilized following injury,
and the more thoroughly they were im-
mobilized preventing pain and jarring
during transport, the less the problem of
shock became. In both the French and
British armies to-day supplies of Thomas
splints are kept in the First Aid Stations
right back of the firing line. This Thomas
splint is a form of orthopedic apparatus
that has long been used in the treatment
of hip disease. It is put on right over the
patient’s clothing and secured in such a
way that there is no jarring of fragments
and consequently a minimum of pain, the
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source of a great deal of shock. Tt wasan
amazing contrast to me to see the condi-
tions in which the patients arrived at the
C. C. S., as I remembered similar condi-
tions earlier in the war. A modified
Thomas splint is also now being utilized
to immobilize efficiently fractures of the
upper extremity.

A necessary complement to the C. C. S,
hospitals is the evacuation train. It is
necessary to keep these hospitals pretty
well cleaned out, so as to be ready to meet
emergencies.

The making of schedules for these evac-
uation trains is a very delicate proposition
and yet it seemed to be done most satis-
factorily. 1t is very difficult to have the
train available for a certain place at a
particular hour, in view of the ever-chang-
ing conditions of warfare. Inour C. C.S.
the railroad was about a mile away. In
others the track ran right up to the hos-
pital, allowing of quick and easy handling
of patients; but there is always a danger
to the hospital in this proximity to a legit-
imate target,

These trains carry both sitting (the
majority) and stretcher cases. In the
open type of cars the stretchers are piled
up on the racks very much like baggage.
In the compartment cars four stretchers
are placed in each cabin, in others only
two, these placed as an upper berth, leav-
ing the seats for the sitting cases.

The trains were well supplied for the
care of the patients, plenty of urinals, bed-
pans, means of renewing dressings, and
supplying them with food and hot drinks.

Each train is in charge of an experi-
enced officer, and there are plenty of
nurses and orderlies. The patients, with
remarkably few exceptions, seemed com-
fortable and, as for many of them it
meant “Blighty” and the end of their
share of the war, their morale was good.

The English trains seemed more com-
modious and composed of better rolling-
stock. The kitchen arrangements on the
French trains seemed rather the more at-
tractive. Good catering is expected by
the “poilus™ and they get it.

The evacuation trains take the patient
to the next stop, which will be the base
hospital. Tt is difficult to foresee just
what distance this will imply, as it is per-
haps more largely a question of means
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of transportation rather than distance.
With the new construction work it is
quite possible that new records will be
set up in celerity of transportation, and
possibly the opinion expressed to me by
Major T. that the American soldiers
might be brought from the front to a base
hospital, say two hundred miles away, in
eight hours may be realized.

Conditions are such in France that it
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Morgan, Mr. Carnegie, and other affluent
Americans to visit this charming place.
The French do not favor placing their
more active base hospitals at any great
distance from the front; in fact, about
forty to sixty kilometres back is believed
to be the maximum distance that a base
hospital, in the true sense of the word,
should be situated. The greater dis-
tances should be reserved, as stated be-

He bled for Eh'mucr:scy.

Here lies one of vur soldiers who has been wounded in the first-line trenches at the Lorraine sector which American forces

are holding.

He is about to undergo an operation,

Later he will be sent to a base

hospital, where he will receive careful attention.

has been necessary to locate some base
hospitals a long way from the front. It
is more than probable that if patients are
transported long distances it will only be
after a sojourn at an intermediate base,
and the more remote hospitals will be
destined to treat the milder cases or those
of prolonged convalescence and partic-
ularly those suffering from the remoter
effects, such as nervous disturbances fol-
lowing shell-shock or the pulmonary
manifestations incidental to *gassing,”
which may be benefited by a sojourn in a
mild climate.

France offers many delightful regions
for convalescence. A large rest-camp I
know is already being utilized at Aix in
Savoie, and there our soldiers will have the
same advantages which used to lead Mr.

fore, for the chronic and more convales-
cent cases requiring special care.

What will happen to the patients as
regards returning to America it is not my
province to discuss. The element of
homesickness and separation from rela-
tives is something which will undoubtedly
affect the sick, naturally, even as it does
the well and strong. For this reason it is
believed that if transportation conditions
allow, suitable cases will benefit by an
early return to America.

Much will have to be done to restore
them to usefulness or ameliorate their ills
on coming home. Our government is
wisely foreseeing these necessities and
private energies and charity are already
being mobilized to help those who have
fought for their country.



an Puddic fifor

Cogyright by Com

A smile of cheer.

There are three forces which serve to cheer in this hospital-ward—the precious cigarette, the strins of music, and good care,

France.

The convalescents at Base Hospital No, 6at X , . %
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Under improved conditions of the treat-
ment of wounds of the extremities and
the minimizing of infections, amputations
are comparatively rare nowadays. It is
a comforting fact that hand in hand with
the diminution in the number of amputa-
tions, the quality and usefulness of arti-
ficial limbs have greatly increased. I
think it is fair to say that in America we
manufacture the best types of artificial
limbs. They are in great demand in Eu-
rope. We make a wonderful artificial
arm which has been a revelation to Euro-
pean surgeons: Unfortunately, it is quite
expensive, but doubtless American gen-
erosity will see that no soldier who can
use one to advantage fails to obtain
one.

As a result of grouping together a large
number of cases of amputations, as in the
Maison Blanche, just outside of Paris,
opportunities have been given to study
the conditions which give use to unsatis-
factory stumps. From this experience
(in civil practice the opportunities for
study of this subject are very few) better
and surer methods of performing opera-
tions with a view to future usefulness
have been devised. A great improvement
also is the recognition that a stump, like
any other muscle, is the better for exercise,
and it is essential for a patient to begin
wearing a temporary leg at the earliest
possible moment, just so soon as the
wound is healed. The patient’s morale is
also greatly aided by this procedure.

Prof. Depage has devised a very clever
and cheap leg which he makes his pa-
tients wear and entirely forbids the use
of crutches, the patient being made to
walk very much as one learns to swim, by
being pushed off the dock.
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Because a man has lost a leg or an arm
or has some other form of disabling in-
jury, it does not necessarily mean that he
must become a useless member of the
community and forego the means of earn-
ing a living. At the Maison Blanche, for
instance, men are taught useful trades to
fit them to present conditions. Wood-
carving was particularly suitable for men
with the loss of lower limbs. It was as-
tonishing to see how rapidly some of these
men became proficient in their new work.
In many cases it was a question of general
education, and I saw men learning to read,
write, and do sums. It will be a fruitful
field to find a job to fit the man and a man
to fit the job.

As the war goes on and our soldiers re-
turn, doubts will possibly arise in isolated
instances of the character of the medical
and surgical care which our soldiers have
obtained. This is a perfectly natural
feature, and has always existed and prob-
ably always will exist. I feel, however,
that our soldiers will in general receive
the very best care it is humanly possible
to give. War is a new thing to us and the
beginnings of any new enterprise are, of
course, made difficult by lack of experience
and material resources. Sooner or later,
however, our American spirit makes good.
It has been a great comfort to me to look
over that very wonderful work, “The
Medical and Surgical History of the War
of the Rebellion,” published by the Sur-
geon-General’s office in 1873. The book
is a creditable achievement even in the
light of present-day standards, and it is
marvellous to retrace the character of the
work done so many years ago and the in-
dustry and intelligence which are re-
corded.




MRS. CUSHION'S CHILDREN
By L. Allen Harker

TnrustrarTions By May Winson PRESTON

AHE was rather like her
name, for she seemed
specially created to make
life easier for other people.

A short, comfortably
stout, elderly woman with
a round, rosy face and kind blue eyes
beaming behind steel-rimmed spectacles.
On Sundays the spectacles had gold rims
and were never seen on any other day.

To be taken as a lodger by Mrs. Cush-
ion implied introductions and references
—from the lodger—and Mrs. Cushion
was by no means too easily pleased. If
neither the vicar, the doctor, nor the
squire could guarantee your integrity
and personal pleasantness, there was no
hope of obtaining Mrs. Cushion’s rooms.
Moreover, she preferred gentlemen. She
was frankly emphatic about that.

To be sure, in wet weather “they did
make a goodish mess,” what with tackle
and muddy boots and the many gar-
ments that got soaking wet and had to be
dried. But, then, they did go out for most
of the day, and that gave a body time to
clear up after them. And when they'd
had their dinners they put their feet on
the mantelpiece—"I always clears all my
own things off of it except the cleck’—
and they smoked peaceably till they went
to bed. *“Now, ladies”—it was clear
that Mrs. Cushion was not partial to
ladies—* they did stay indoors if there
cum so much as a spot of rain.” And
they rang their bells at all sorts of awk-
ward times. “You couldn’'t be sure of
'em like you was of gentlemen. When a
gentleman settles down, he settles down,
and vou knows where you are, and, what's
more, you knows where e is. Now, la-
dies, as often as not, 'ud be upon you
in your kitching before you so much as
knew they was in the passage—an’ it
were onsettlin’,”

No lady was ever allowed to set foot in
Mrs. Cushion's hospitable house in May
or June or the first part of July. Those
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months were sacred to the fishers. But
as a favor to one of the references she
would sometimes consent to take a lady
in August.

The vicar, my old friend, was my refer-
ence, and he stood surety for my general
“peaceableness.” He assured Mrs.Cush-
jon that so long as I might sleep with
my back to the light I would not want
to alter everything in my bedroom (one
lady lodger had done this, and Mrs.
Cushion never forgot or forgave the
“’ubbub’ that ensued); that I was in
search of perfect quiet in which to finish a
book; and, lastly, he got at Mrs. Cushion
through her kind heart—declaring that I
was a delicate, muddly, incapable sort of
person who required looking after.

So at the beginning of a singularly
sunny August I went down to Redmarley
to take possession of two rooms in ““ Snig’s
Cottage.” The cottage stands about half
a mile from Redmarley itself, high above
a bend of the river known as “Snig's
Ferry,” and the villagers always call it
“Snig's.”

Who Snig was no one knows, for the
cottage was built “nigh up three 'undred
vear ago.”  The vicar, who is something
of an antiquarian, says even earlier. In
the memory of man “Snig’s” has never
been bought; it isalways “left”; and the
heritor, so far, has never been willing to
sell; though, as Mrs. Cushion remarked
scornfully: “Artises an’ sich do often
come after it, an’ cne, an American gentle-
man ‘e was, wanted to buy 'un and build
out at the back all over my bit o’ garden,
and kip the old 'ouse just as a’ be for a
curiositee. I lets im talk, but, bless you,
my uncle left it to me in 'is will, and T
shall leave it the same in mine; and so
it'll always be so long as there’s one stone
to another. 'Ouses is ’ouses in these
parts.”

Solid and gray and gabled, the little
six-roomed house still stood in its trim
garden, outwardly the same as when the
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“T shouldn't give up hope. Mr. Right may come along for you even yet."—Page 612,

untraceable Snig first named it. Inside,
its furniture was a jumble of periods, but
there were no aspidistras, nor did any
ornament cling to a plush bracket on the
walls, “Jacob” and ‘“Rachel” were
there, and the “Infant Samuel,” and on
either side of the *clock was a red-and-
white china spaniel and a toby jug. Mrs.
Cushion frankly owned that she had pre-
ferred her own “bits of things™ to some of

her uncle’s that were there when she came.
To make room for her mahogany side-
board, she had sold an old oak chest to
the American gentleman, who was glad
to give a good price for it.

“A hoak chest,” said Mrs. Cushion,
“is an on'andy thing to keep the gentle-
men’s beverages in. One always ’'as to
lift everything off the top to get inside.
Now, my sideboard 'as doors and shelves

6og
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all convenient one side and a reg'lar
cellar for beverages on the other. Not
but as what folks 'ud be much better
without them.”

Mrs. Cushion was herself strong for
the temperance cause, but she was too
tolerant a woman and too excellent a
landlady to do more than hint her dis-
approval. And by calling every form of
alcohol “a beverage,” I'm certain she felt
that in some inexplicable way she so ren-
dered it more or less innocuous. She
never spoke of either wines or spirits by
their names, only collectively as “bever-
ages.

And T speedily learned that although
indulgence in such pleasures of the ta-
ble was to be tolerated, even condoned,
in men, women were expected to be of
sterner stuff; and T believe my modest
half-flagon of Burgundy, reposing in meek
solitude in all the roomy glory of the
‘“cellaret,”” grieved her far more than
when that same cellaret was filled by the
varied and much stronger “beverages”
of her male guests. Yet she never failed
to remind me when there was only, as she
put it, “one more dose,” that I might
order a fresh supply from the grocer.

Men she regarded as children. Her
mental attitude toward them was that of
“boys will be boys,” and they might be
bald and stout, generals or viceroys, or
secretaries of statein their public capac-
ity; but did such an one become Mrs.
Cushion’s lodger, she instantly felt called
upon to stand between him and every dis-
comfort, to condone his vagaries, and to
give him, so far as was humanly possible,
every mortal thing he wanted. Small
wonder that her “fishing gentlemen” took
her rooms months beforehand and year
after year.

“1 don’t suppose as you've noticed,
miss—being, so to speak, unmarried your-
self—but there’s something in men-folk
as seems to stop growin’ when they be
about ten year old. It crops up different
in different sorts, but it's there all the
same in all of ’em. And when it crops
up, no matter if ’e be hever so majestical
an’ say nothing to nobody, the seein’ eye
can figure 'im out in tore knickerbockers
an’ a dirty face same as if he stood in
front of you—more especially if you've
"ad little boys of your own.”

Mrs. Cushion's Children

“I suppose,” I said, perhaps a bit wist-
fully, for Mrs, Cushion was rather fond
of referring to my spinsterhood, “it does
make a great difference; . . . first you
know your husband so well, and then your
sons. . . . By the way, what was your
husband, Mrs. Cushion?”

Mrs. Cushion turned very red and was
manifestly uncomfortable. . . . “I'd
rather not talk about ’im, miss,” she said
hastily. ““He weren’t an overly good "us-
ban' to me; ... but the children!. . .”
Here Mrs. Cushion beamed, and with
restored tranquillity continued: “The
children 'ave made it all up to me over
and over."”

Yet from an outsider’s point of view, es-
pecially from that of one who was, “so to
speak, unmarried,”” Mrs. Cushion didn’t
seem to get any great benefit from her two
sons. One was in Australia and one in
Canada; and, though she had been living
in Redmarley some six years, I could not
discover that either had ever been home.
They were not, I gathered, particularly
good correspondents, nor did they seem
to assist their mother in any way finan-
cially or send presents home. All the
same, they were a source of pride and joy
to Mrs. Cushion and a never-failing topic
of conversation. Infact, I think that one
of the things that caused her to tolerate
my sex and my spinsterhood was the real
interest I took in Arty and Bert and my
readiness to talk about either or both at
all times.

They were never quite clear to me,
and this was odd, because Mrs. Cushion
was certainly graphic and vivid in her
descriptions, as a rule. She would never
show me their portraits because she said
they “took badly,” both of them.

By my third August I could have
passed a stiff examination in her “gentle-
men.” Ifelt that I knew them intimately
both as to their appearance, manners, and
taste both in viands and beverages.

There was Mr. Lancaster, who ate
meat only once a day, drank white wine,
and was that gentle and considerate
you'd never know he was there except
that he did lose his things so and had a
habit of putting his coffee-cup and pipes
anfd newspapers under the valance of the
sofa.

“Faithful-"earted I calls ’im!” said
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Mrs. Cushion. “Every Saturday reg’lar
he sends me the Times newspaper, and it
is gratifying to see a "igh-class newspaper
like that once a week. It do make me
feel like a real lady just to read the rents
of them ’ouses on the back page, and it
does me no end of good to know who's
preachin’ at Saint Paul’'s Cathedral—all
the churches, in fact; it's almost as good
as being there.”

“Wouldn't you rather have a picture
paper?” T asked.

“Certainly not, miss,”” Mrs. Cushion
replied with dignified asperity. “I much
prefer what Mr. Lancaster reads hissell,
an’ it's the kind thought T values far
more than the amusingness of a paper.
It seems to keep him an’ me in mind of
one another.”

“Do your boys often send you papers,
Mrs. Cushion?”

“Well . . . notso tospeak often. . . .
It's difficult for them; and I dare say the
papers in those parts ain't like ours.
Perhaps they wouldn't be suitable. . . "

“Is Mr. Lancaster married?”

“Not to my knowledge, miss,” an-
swered the cautious Mrs. Cushion.  “He
don’t behave like a married man. . . .
Not,” she added hastily, eager to give
no wrong impression—" not that 'e's ever
anything but most conformable; only
there's a difference between them as is
married and them as isn't—I'm sure you
see it yourself, miss, though, to be sure,
you're nothing like so set in your ways
as some. If I was you, miss,” said Mrs.
Cushion, suddenly beaming upon me like
a rosy sun in spectacles, I shouldn’t give
up hope. Mr. Right may come along for
yvoueven yet. I’ada friend who married
when she were fifty-nine; . . . to be sure,
'er 'usban’ was bedridden, but 'e’s living
to this day, an’ it’s a good fifteen years
ago.” .

“T don't think T should like a bed-
ridden husband, Mrs. Cushion.”

“You'll like whatever you gets, my
dear, never vou fear.” And Mrs. Cush-
ion bustled out with the tray, leaving me
to the rather rueful reflection that her
last speech was more complimentary to
my stoicism than to my matrimonial
prospects.

“Snig’s” was an ideal place to work in:
quiet without being lonely; fresh and
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bracing, vet seldom cold; beautiful with
the homely, tender grace of pastoral Eng-
land. The doctor and his wife “over to
Winstone” were hospitable and kind; the
villagers were friendly, as only peasant
folk in the remote Cotswolds still are; the
vicar I always look upon as one of the
most understanding and delightful people
I've ever met. That autumn the squire
and his large and lively family were up in
Scotland, but this only increased possi-
bilities of work, and I stayed on at Snig's
into October.

One day the vicar summoned me to
luncheon. A friend from a distance had
motored over, bringing with him his
guests, a visiting parson and his wife, to
see the church and the village, and he im-
plored my presence “ to keep Mrs. Robin-
son in countenance.”

Not that anything of the kind was
needed, for Mrs. Robinson turned out to
be a most self-sufficient and didactic lady,
with “clergyman’s wife” writ large all
over her. Her husband was of the con-
scientious, mentally mediocre type of par-
son, with much energy and no imagina-
tion, and luncheon seemed a very long
meal. There appeared a curious dearth
of topies of conversation, and, for lack of
something better, the vicar explained my
presence in Redmarley, mentioning that
I had been living for the last two months
with the excellent Mrs, Cushion—*who
comes, I believe,”” he added, “{rom your
part of the world.”

“Caroline Cushion?” Mrs. Robinson
demanded, with that air of cross-ques-
tioning a witness which made small talk
so diffcult. “If it's Caroline Cushion,
she did live in our parish, and she cer-
tainly wasn't ‘Mrs.’ then, but a middle-
aged single woman. She left soon after
my husband got the living, but T remem-
ber her quite well—she came into a house,
or something, and went away to live in
it.”

“It's a curious coincidence,” said the
vicar easily, “but it can’t be our Mrs.
Cushion, for not only is she married, but
she has grown-up sons to whom she is
absolutely devoted.”

“Tt's unlikely,” said Mrs. Robinson,
“that there could be two Caroline Cush-
ions both coming from the same village
and both inheriting property at a dis-



tance. Themattershould be looked into,
for certainly with us she passed always
as a single woman, and to the best of my
belief had spent almost her whole life
in the village. Is she a fairish woman,
stout, with red cheeks?”

“She is very pleasant and fresh-look-
ing,” said the vicar, looking at me for
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Mrs. Cushion. We had reached the wal-
nut stage, and T suggested to her that she
and I might go and sit in the drawing-
room and leave the gentlemen to smoke.

“My husband doesn’t smoke,”’ she said
severely as we crossed the hall; “he
doesn’t think it becoming in a clergy-
man, and I must say T agree with him.

“And to think she always passed for & most respectable woman !"—Page 614.

help. “But I am quite sure she can’t be
the one you mean.”

“T'm not at all sure of anything of the
kind,” Mrs. Robinson snapped. *She
may have been living a double life all
these years. As I said before, the mat-
ter should be looked into. I'd know her
again if I saw her. Inever forgeta face.”

I don’t know why it was, but I suddenly
felt most uncomfortable, and was sur-
prised at my own passionate determina-
tion that Mrs. Robinson should not see

But then /e is rector of the parish, and
one of those—too few, alas! in these lax
days—who acts up: to his convictions.
. .. Now, about this Mrs. Cushion . ..”
Mrs. Robinson by this time was seated
beside me on the vicar's Chesterfield.
“T feel quite anxious. What can be her
reason for masquerading as a married
woman here? Even if she had married
since she left her old home, it is most un-
likely that her name would still be Cush-
ion, and it's impossible that she should
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have grown-up sons. Have you seen
them?”

“They are both abroad,” I answered;
“and isn’'t Cushion quite a common
name in Gloucestershire? "

“Not at all; it’s a very uncommon
name, that's why I remember it so dis-
tinctly—and to think she always passed
for a most respectable woman !”

“So she is,” 1 interrupted with some
heat. “A most kind and admirable
woman in every possible way. Every
one here has the greatest respect for her.
She's probably a cousin of your one—
who, doubtless, was quite excellent also.
Would you care to go out and look at the
dahlias? The vicar has quite a show.”

Never did I spend a more trying half-
hour than the one that followed. Mrs.
Robinson kept returning to the subject
of Mrs. Cushion with a persistency wor-
thy of a better cause; and I, for no
reason that I could formulate, kept head-
ing her off and trying to turn her thoughts
down other paths. It was Mrs. Cush-
ion’s sons that seemed to annoy her most,
and I had the queer, wholly illogical feel-
ing that Mrs. Robinson would, unless
prevented, snatch them away from Mrs.
Cushion and that it was up to me to
prevent anything of the kind. So ner-
vous did I feel that T accompanied the
party to see the church and the village,
and only breathed freely again when Mr.
Vernon's car had borne Mr. and Mrs.
Robinson away in a direction wholly op-
posite to Snig’s.

As his guests vanished over the bridge
in the direction of Marlehouse, the vic-
ar sighed deeply. “Now, why,” he de-
manded, “should Vernon have brought
those people to me? I suppose he was
so bored himself he had to do something.
She's his cousin, I believe; and what a
trying lady !”

“Did you ’ave a nice party, miss?”
asked Mrs. Cushion an hour orso later,
as she brought in my tea.

“Curiously enough, there was a clergy-
man and his wife from your old home,
Mrs. Cushion. T wonder if you remem-
ber them—a Mr. and Mrs. Robinson ?"

“I suppose you didn’t "appen to name
me, miss?” Mrs. Cushion asked—I
thought a trifle nervously.

“Well, I didn’t, but the vicar did.”
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“Yes, miss; and did Mrs. Robinson
seem to remember me?”’

“She remembered some one of your
name, Mrs. Cushion, but it couldn’t have
been you—perhaps you have relations
in her parish?”’

“May I make so bold, miss, as to ask
exactly what she did say?”

“That it was a Miss Cushion she knew,
who left soon after her husband got the
living."'

“I dare say she did,” said Mrs. Cush-
ion grimly; “and there was many as
would have gone, too, if they'd had the
chanst. If it’s not taking a liberty, miss,
was you exactly draw'd to Mrs. Robin-
son?”

“Certainly not,” I replied. “I couldn’t
get on with her at all. Are they popular
in the parish?”

“It’s not for me to say, miss. I left
two months after they did come. They
was new brooms, you see, and swep’
away a lot of old customs. They wasn’t
like the reverend 'ere—'e’s all for ‘live
and let live’; but they was all for mak-
ing every one live as they thought proper.
I don’t say they was wrong, and I don't
say they was right, but, whichever it was,
it weren't peaceable.

“But,” concluded Mrs. Cushion, “I've
no business gossiping here and you want-
ing your tea.”

So she left me to my tea and the re-
flection that she had neither contradicted
nor confirmed Mrs. Robinson's statement.

During the next couple of days I was
conscious of a certain constraint in our

‘hitherto completely cordial relationship.

Mrs. Cushion was just as careful as ever
for my comfort—everything was just as
well done, and meals as punctual, and
rooms spick and span as before—but I
missed something. I missed the interest
she used to take in me and the interest
she allowed me to take in her. She was
still the perfect landlady, but I grievously
missed the frank and genial human being.

I had lunched with the vicar and his
guests on Tuesday. On Friday afternoon
Mrs. Cushion got a lift into Marlehouse
to do some shopping, and I had to take
my own letters to the post-office. 1 met
the vicar on his way to call on me, and he
turned back and walked with me, and I
speedily perceived that something wor-
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ried him. The vicar is stout and gouty
and walks but slowly. We only just
caught the post, and then he asked me to
go with him to the vicarage to look at

“Mrs. Robinson?”
“Yes; just read her letter.”

“Dear Mr. Molyneux,” it ran, “I

“Dear Mr. Malyneus,” it ran.

a black dahlia in his garden before the
first frosts took it.

In the garden he stopped long before
we came to the dahlias and exclaimed:
“I've heard from that vexatious woman.”

feel that it is my duty to tell you that
I have been making inquiries about
Caroline Cushion, and there is no ques-
tion whatever that she is the same per-
son who was living here when my husband
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and I first came to the parish. It hap-
pens that Mrs, Bayley, widow of the
former incumbent, is at present staying
with Lady Moreland at the manor, and
I called upon her the day I returned from
Mr. Vernon's, that I might make search-
ing inquiries as to where Caroline Cush-
ion had lived before she left for Red-
marley, where I understand she was left
a cottage by her uncle, her mother’s
brother. Mrs. Bayley remembered her
perfectly well and, I must say, spoke
highly of her. But she was as astonished
as I was to hear she was posing as a mar-
ried woman with a family, for she had
lived in this parish from her youth up.
I grieve much that I should have to bring
this life of duplicity to light; and I feel
it is only right to let you know, that you
may take steps to sift the matter and
bring the woman to a proper sense of her
wrong-doing. For if during the years
she lived here she really possessed a hus-
band and -children, she shamefully neg-
lected them; and if she is unmarried the
case is infinitely worse. Please let me
know the result of your investigations.
“Yours sincerely,
“Eramve M. Rosinson.”

In silence T gave back the letter to the
vicar, and involuntarily I shivered, for
the wind was very cold.

“Well?" he asked impatiently, “what
do you make of it?”

“I can't make anything of it.
whole thing's a mystery.”

Then I told him of my tea-time con-
versation with Mrs, Cushion and of the
curious constraint in her manner ever
since, of how unhappy it made me, and
how cordially T detested Mrs. Robinson
and wished her far farther than the Forest
of Dean—though to the Redmarley folk
the Forest of Dean is indeed as the ends
of the earth.

“If I know anything of human nature,”
said the vicar, punctuating his remarks
with vicious flicks of the finger upon Mrs.
Robinson’s envelope, “Mrs. Cushion is
as honest and straightforward a woman
as ever stepped, a good woman, a kindly
woman. Has she never said anything
to you about her husband?”

“Only once. T asked about him, and
I saw it was a painful subject, so I never

The
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mentioned him again. I fear he was an
unsatisfactory person.”

“But what am I to say to this pestifer-
ous woman? If I don’t answer her she's
capable of coming over here and setting
the whole village by the ears. . . .
should like,” he added vindictively, “to
throw a stone through her window.”
And as he spoke I was reminded of Mrs.
Cushion’s remark: “There’s something
in men folks as seems to stop growin’
when they be about ten year old”; for,
although the vicar is stout and bald, and
his close-cropped beard and mustache
quite white, yet there and then I seemed
to see “a little boy in tore knickerbockers
and a dirty face, same as if ’e stood in
front of me.”

“Wait a day or two,” I suggested;
“she won't expect an answer by return,
because you've got to make your ‘in-
vestigations,” you know.”

He groaned: “How can I? If there’s
one thing I whole-heartedly abhor it's
poking and prying into another person'’s
affairs—it's so . . . ungentlemanly. I
wouldn’t do it to my worst enemy, but
when it’s a decent, kindly body who has
been my right hand in every good thing
that's been done in this village ever since
she came ... Look here, my dear.
Perhaps you—without hurting her feel-
ings—could find out something to satisfy
Mrs. Robinson. It would come better
from you.”

I doubted this, but I promised the poor,
worried vicar to do my best. I walked
back to Snig’s as fast as I could, for T was
chilled to the bone. It certainly was a
very cold east wind.

Mrs. Cushion was back when I arrived.
A bright fire blazed on my hearth and
hot muffins awaited me for tea. She
looked cold and depressed, and she had
no news for me either of the fashions in
the Marlehouse shop-windows or of ac-
quaintances she had met. Even refer-
ences to her beloved boys failed to elicit
more than monosyllables.

Next morning she began to cough.
For a day and a half she struggled on,
doing her household work as wusual.
Through the night T heard her coughing
so incessantly that I got up and went
across to her room. It had turned very
cold, and in spite of her protests I lit a
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fire and did what I could to relieve her
in the shape of hot black-currant tea and
rubbing her with embrocation. I also

took her temperature, which was 104°!
In the morning she was so ill that she
consented to stay in bed, and I sent a
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Everything went smoothly. The par-
ish nurse was a personal friend of Mrs.
Cushion, The woman sent in ‘‘morn-
ings” was most attentive and efficient,
and the fact that she was no cook did not
seem to matter, for so much more than

1 told the story very briefly and as far as possible in her own words.—Page 61g.

note to the doctor by the boy that brought
the milk.

When he came he declared Mrs. Cush-
ion to be down with influenza and that
she must be very careful. He would send
in the parish nurse that morning and a
woman to do for me. If a trained nurse
should be necessary, he'd get one; but
he thought if I could stay for a day or two
to superintend things we could manage.
Warmth, rest, and quiet in bed till her
temperature went down were all that were

necessary.
Vor. LXIII.—62

Mrs. Cushion could eat was sent in by
sympathetic neighbors that we lived on
the fat of the land on the surplus. If
there had ever been any question as to
Mrs. Cushion’s popularity in Redmarley,
it was answered now, and in the most
emphatic way.

Anxious inquirers came at all hours,
and I spent most of my time watching the
garden that I might open the door, front
or back, before the visitor could rap—
you rap with your knuckles in Redmar-
ley, whether the door happens to be open
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or shut: the latter only occurs in cold
weather or on washing-days.

One thing did strike me, and that was
the number of young men and boys who
came, not only to inquire but to bring
offerings of all sorts. It seemed to me
that every male being under thirty that
I had ever seen in Redmarley, man or
boy or hobbledchoy, came to-get news
of Mrs. Cushion—and I was always care-
ful to ask their names and write them
down, for I soon discovered that their
solicitude gave her pleasure.

It was the only thing that did seem to
give her pleasure just then. When the
cough was easier and her temperature
went down, she remained heartrendingly
weak, and at the end of six days the doc-

tor asked me if I thought “she had any-

thing on her mind,"” for, if so, it must be
got at and lifted; for she'd never get
well at this rate.

Now that she was, of necessity, rather
dependent on me in a good many small
ways, Mrs. Cushion had become less re-
served, more like her former self, in fact
—but vet T always felt that there was
something between us. Her blue eyes,
sometimes without the spectacles now,
would follow me about with a wistful,
weighing expression that was full of dumb
pain and pathos; but naturally all ex-
citing topics were taboo, and I had never
again, since that first afternoon, referred
to Mrs. Robinson and her disturbing rev-
elations.

One evening about nine o’clock, when
Mrs. Cushion had been in bed eight
whole days, when the nurse had gone for
the night and I was left in charge, when
I had made up her fire, lit the night-light,
and arranged the hand-bell and all her
possible wants on a table by her bed—
I was going back to mine, but she stopped
me as I reached the door with a faintly
whispered “ Miss !"’

I went back to the side of the bed and
looked down at her. She was very pale,
and had put on the spectacles as though
to see me better in the dim light.

“Miss,” she repeated, “I can’t kip it
to myself no longer; that there Mrs.
Robinson was right—I wasn’t never mar-
ried an’ I never 'ad no children.”

Mrs. Cushion’s hands were picking
nervously at the sheet, though her eyes
never left my face for a single minute. I

Myrs. Cushion’s Children

seized one of the weak, cold hands and held
it in both mine—but I could not speak.

“You'd better sit down, miss, while T
tell 'ee. . . . All my life long I've loved
children—more especially boys. When
I was a young 'oman I ’ad my chanst
same as most. One was a school-teacher,
most respectable 'e were—but I couldn’t
seem to fancy ’im, and t'other ’e were
a hundertaker, an’ I couldn’t fancy 'is
trade—so there it was. An’ as time went
on I did get thinkin’ about the little boys
as I should like to 'ave 'ad; and they did
seem to get realler and realler—Arty and
Bert did—till I sorter felt I couldn’t get
along without’em. . . . Do it seem very
queer to you, miss? "

“Not a bit, dear Mrs. Cushion.”

“Now, I ast you, miss—do I look like
a hold maid or do I look like a com-
fortable married woman with a family?"

“T think you look very married,” T ex-
claimed quite truthfully—"“very moth-
erly.”

“Well, so do I think—and when I
came 'ere where no one knowed anything
about me excepting I was uncle’s niece,
I says to myself, says I: ‘You act up to
your looks, Caroline Cushion—an’ then
you can talk about your children same
as the rest.” I didn’t trouble my ’‘ead
about a 'usban’—I ’adn’t never thought
about 'im. So when folks asked me—
like you yourself, miss—I just prims up
my mouth and shakes my ’ead, and they
sees as ‘e weren't up to much, and they
says no more, Sometimes I've thought
as it were a bit onfair on 'im, pore chap,
and 'im never done me no ’arm—but—
there. . . . Icouldn’tstop to think about
im. 'Twere the boys as T wanted—an’
they did comfort me so, miss, an’ I don’t
Lnow ow as I can ever give 'em up.”

“But I see no reason why you should.”

“Ah, miss, vou speaks so kind because
you do think, She s ill, poor thing, and
we must yumor 'er, " but what'd the rev-
erend say? You may depend as that
there Mrs. Robinson’ll never let it alone.
What'll ’e say? An’ if e says as I've
got to tell every one I ain’t no married
woman an’ never 'ad no children, I'd
rather not get well. T couldn’t face it,
miss. Because I can't feel as the Lard’s
very angry with me—I can’t.”

“Mrs. Cushion, will you let me tell
Mr. Molyneux and see what he says?”
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Mrs. Cushion sighed. “T suppose
‘e'll 'ave to be told, an' you'd tell him
more straightforward nor I could. It’s
all so mixed up like. You see, them boys
ain't never done no ’'arm to any one—
they so far off and all—an' I will say
this, miss, they've give me a sort of 'old
over young, gmwm chaps I wouldn't
‘ave 'ad without ’em. Many's the young
chap as "ave listened to a word from me
about drink and the like because ’e
thought: ‘There, she knows as it's only
natural—she’s got sons of ’'er own—she
won't be too 'ard on me’—and they did
like me, I knows they did—they did,
indeed, miss.”

I thought of the hobbledehoys and the
shy, furtive presents of eggs and honey
and tight little bunches of flowers, and
an occasional rabbit,—how come by it
were, perhaps, better not to inquire,—and
the inarticulate lingering, the waiting for
intelligence they were too shy to ask for
—1 thought of these things, and I knew
that Mrs. Cushion spoke the truth.

“Now, you, miss,” the tired, whisper-
ing voice went on, “if T may say so, you
looks unmarried; and yet 1 do believe as
you understands.”

“T do, I do, Mrs. Cushion.”

“It seemed some’ow as if it 'ad to be,
and yet there's no one ’'ates lies and be-
danglements more than me. An’ there
I've been and gone and done it myself.
But I ain’t going to own it!"”" Mrs. Cush-
ion added almost fiercely. “Not if T
‘ad to let Snig's an’ leave these parts.
I'd far rather die.”

By this time she was as flushed as she
had been pale before, and I had to tell
her she mustn’t talk any more, but leave
it all till the morning, when we’d consult
the vicar.

For about an hour I sat by her bed, till
her more regular breathing showed me
she had dropped off into the sleep of sheer
exhaustion.

In the morning I sent a note to the
vicar by one of the solicitous young men,
and by ten o’clock he was in my sitting-
room, while the parish nurse was getting
Mrs. Cushion’s room ready up-stairs.

I told the story very briefly and as far
as possible in her own words, and the
vicar, who had been sitting at the ta-
ble, facing the light, suddenly got up and
stood by the fireplace, his elbow on the
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mantel-shelf, shading his eyes with his
hand and almost turning his back upon me.

“And if she can't keep her children,
she won't get well,” T concluded.

“Of course she must keep her chil-
dren,” he muttered hoarsely.

“But what about Mrs. Rohmbon?

He blew his nose, with his handker-
chief all over his face, and then turned
on me triumphantly, handing me a letter.

“I was coming to you this morning, in
any case, to show you this. I suddenly
decided what to say and thought you'd
like to see it. I'm glad I wrote before
you told me this. There's a decisive
vagueness about it that will, I know,
command your literary respect—if noth-
ing else.”

This is what he had written:

“DeAar Mrs. Rosmson: Of course
you are right. The Caroline Cushion
you knew never was married nor had she
any children; and she always was, as
you charitably supposed, an entirely re-
spectable woman. The confusion arose
with Miss Legh and me, and I apologize
for the trouble we have inadvertently
caused you. Thanking you for so satis-
factorily clearing up the matter, T am
yours faithfully,

“R. W. MoLyYNEUX.”

The parish nurse knocked at the door.
“I’'ve put her quite straight, Miss Legh,
and the doctor said yesterday she can
have anything she fancies for her dinner.”

Up the steep stairs the vicar climbed,
pausing at the top to get his breath.
Mrs. Cushion was sitting up in bed,
propped up with pillows. She had on
her best cap and the gold-rimmed spec-
tacles sacred to Sundays.

“Peace be to this house and all that

dwell in it,”" said the vicar from the
threshold.

I shut the bedroom door and left
them.

When the vicar had creaked heavily
down-stairs again I went and opened the
front door for him.

“Poor soul!” he said, “poor, hungry-
hearted, loving soul! Do you remem-
ber Elia?” And more to himself than
to me he murmured: “We are nothing;
less than nothing, and dreams. We are
only what might have been.”
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ON THE PRAIRIE
By Eliza Morgan Swift

JLLUSTRATION FROM A PHOTOGRAPH BY Lavura GILPIN

TuerE's a wind on the prairie

That sends the clouds sailing,

Their long tresses trailing,

With the blustering swirl of the wind on the le
And the waves of ‘the grasses,

In sweeping blue masses,

Are brothers akin to the waves of the sea.

There are smooth dazzling reaches

Of white sandy beaches,

For miles upon miles without brushwood or tree;
And patches of vellow

That soften and mellow,

Like the dusk on the marshes that lead to the sea.

Oh, the voice of the prairie—

How often I hear it!

It calls to my spirit

In the silence of twilight: “Come forth unto me.”
The mountains around me

Have smothered and bound me,

But the voice of the prairie’s the voice of the sea.

Across the broad spaces,

The limitless places,

Unfettered, unhindered, my spirit goes free.
My spirit goes winging,

My spirit goes singing

The song of the exile who'’s far from the sea.
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U liA USAN never forgot how

N @3y that day grew dim and

Y= broke from its moorings
v and drifted away, leaving
Qs a few stars in the western
* sky and a soft silence
over the earth.

Mann sang little fragments of song and
whistled in an absent-minded fashion as
he got their supper ready. He would not
permit her to help, because, he said, she
could not be expected to have acquired
the fine art of cooking on the road. He
was pleased because he had prevailed
over her—tiat he had opposed his will to
hers and had won a victory.

He had acted with no reprehensible de-
sign, with no definite intention. He liked
Susan, who seemed to him an odd creature
of mental crudities and physical whole-
someness. He was inclined to think that
she was more like a boy than a woman;
yet he remembered very feminine speech-
es and movements, and he concluded that
she was not at all like a boy, after all.
She puzzled him not a little. That, per-
haps, largely explained her attraction for
him. Tt seemed plain that she was in-
stinctively virtuous; yet she had ad-
mitted in the most matter-of-fact way
that she had run away from whatever ties
had held her and that she had no regret
because they had been broken.

Mare than once he caught himself steal-
ing a glance at her when she was not look-
ing, and he realized that in an unfamiliar
way she was quite beautiful. The idea
of her undertaking to live the life of the
road! How childish! Yet how appeal-
ing she was in her unsophisticated folly !
He could have understood certain little
coquetries and insincerities better than

o'« A summary of the preceding chapters of * A Run-
away Woman "' appears on page 4 of the Advertising pages
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he understood her downright speech and
her intently observant glances when she
failed to understand him.

If he did not clearly understand his un-
willingness to part with her he had a very
plausible response to make to his own
questioning. He was lonesome; and
this woman was at least peculiar, without
being burdensome, and she was therefore
interesting.

It was dark when they finished their
supper, which was of baked potatoes and
fish and coffee, with little leaf cups of
shining dewberries added. Mann had
discovered them over in the grass and had
secretly added them to their repast as a
pleasant surprise. He observed her close-
ly as he drew away the newspaper with
which he had covered them; and he was
well repaid by the light which leaped into
her eyes.

Then he made a cheerful fire and pre-
pared a blanket of leaves which he placed
at the base of the bluffs, so that he and his
companion could sit down in comfort,
with the supporting wall of rock at their
backs.

“It was pretty—what that woman said
about travellers meeting only once, was-
n't it?” remarked Mann.

“She seemed to be an awful good wo-
man,” responded Susan.

“And I was applying it to you and me,
more than to the rest of us. We’ll go on
to Horseshoe in the morning, and then I
suppose it will be farewell.”

“Yes, T guess s0.”

“You'll be going back to the city be-
fore long: I'm sure of that. And I sup-
pose one tramping trip will be enough.
You've got people back there?”

“What kind of people?”

“Relatives—yours and your hus-
band’s.”

“No. There’s nobody there but my
husband.”

Mann turned toward her with a start.
“He’s living ? " he asked.
621
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“Yes. I never said he wasn't, did
|

“I'm sure you didn’t. I hope you'll
excuse me for not attending to my own
business.”

“Oh, that’s all right. It was my hus-
band I ran away from—him and the room
where we did light housekeeping. It was
the combination I couldn’t stand. My
husband put me in one room to live; and
then he—he couldn’t be with me a good
deal of the time. You know how some
people live.” She made this statement
not as one who brings charges, but who
merely states a commonplace fact.

Mann remained silent for a time, be-
lieving that she would go on with her
story. When she did not continue for so
long a time that he feared she might be
turning her mind into other channels, he
sought to recall her to that unfinished
chronicle of shipwreck.

“But merely living in one room—that
wouldn’t seem altogether terrible, if you
loved each other.”

“Maybe,” hazarded Susan thought-
fully, “we didn't love each other.”

There was no levity in the steady glance
Mann turned upon her.

“I don’t believe I ever asked myself
that question,” she elaborated. “We be-
longed to each other before I had very
much time to think about him. I mar-
ried him when I was a girl, so that I need-
n’t work in the factory any more. Idon’t
suppose I ever did think very much about
him—in that way. You know you don’t
know very well what you're about when
you're put to work when you're a little bit
of a thing, and kept penned up and tired
out all the time. You do what women
a little older than you are doing. You
don’t think things out for yourself. You
can’t. Anyway, I didn’t. I was born
for factory work, you might say. My
mother used to take me with her, hefore I
can remember. She was a factory wo-
man, too. So you see there wasn't any
other chance for me. 1 can’t remember
ever being a child, like other children. I
used to see other little girls on their way
to school, or to picnics, and the sight
dazed me. 1 couldn't understand.
When Herkimer wanted me, and offered
to take care of me, I thought that was
all T could possibly ask. I've wondered
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lately if I loved him.” She paused with
an effort to analyze her feelings. “Some-
times,” she added, “I used to think I
hated him.”

“Ah, then you must have loved him.
A woman never hates a man unless she
loves him too.” He spoke lightly, but
his gaze wandered away and grew pensive.
He was still beholding that picture of a
childhood. He was marvelling, too, that
he could bring himself to speak so freely to
a woman who was really a stranger to
him, about the intimate things of her life.
But that was where Susan was different,
She was not only unconventional—she
hadn’t the slightest inkling of what the
conventions meant.

“Oh, I don’t know,” protested Susan,
with that last utterance of his in mind.
Her hands were clasped about her knees
and she had made herself thoroughly
comfortable. “I've noticed that people
who lay down rules about women are
pretty apt to be mistaken. Any rule that
you can fit to a woman fairly will fit to a
man too.”

Mann shook his head slowly. “That
would mean that men and women were
alike,” he objected.

“Why not—in ways that really mat-
ter? People say women are fickle, wo-
men are untruthful, women are vain,
women are tender-hearted. You can say
the same things about men, can’t you? 1
mean, about some men—just as you can
about some women. Still, T think I did
love Herkimer, though I guess I didn't
know it. I've thought of him a good
many times since I've been on the road,
and it seems to me he must have wanted
to run away about as bad as I did. A
good many times I wish I'd got him to run
away with me.”

Mann leaned his head back and laughed
so heartily that Susan was dumfounded.
She turned wide eyes upon him.

“It wouldn’t have been running away,
would it, if you'd taken him into your
confidence ?"’

“I can't see why not. It would just
have been both of us, instead of one.”

Mann’s laughter deserted him swiftly.
How could he be amused by a thought
which was as the very essence of childish-
ness, of innocence? He began to catch
the larger idea in her mind, too. She was
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not trying to escape from hardships as
hardships. She was eager to be done with
evil, with the forces which bound and op-
pressed her soul.

“And if ever you want to go back
again,” he asked, “do you suppose he will
welcome you, and ask you to tell him all
about the things that happened while you
were running away ?”

She sensed a lack of understanding in
his tone; a probing curiosity, a hint of
mockery.

“T'm not going back—to him,” she an-
swered with dignity. ‘I couldn’t do that
now for reasons of my own, apart from
what he’d think or say. If I ever get
back to the city it will be to work and
make my own way. Herkimer wasn’t so
bad; it was the life we led that was bad.
And it’s all over now.”

Mann remained silent for a long time.
He realized that he had been betrayed in-
to a mood which his companion resented.
He realized, too, that she did not object
to the most searching curiosity in his atti-
tude, so long as an understanding sym-
pathy accompanied it; but that she was
more than likely to feel instantly out-
raged by facetiousness, by any intimation
that life was not a wholly serious affair, to
be grappled with conscientiously. Then
of a sudden he found himself feeling a
simple pity for her. He conceded that
a straightforward creature like this de-
served to fare better at the hands of so-
ciety than she appeared to have fared.
He did not believe that she would fail to
find comfort and general welfare if she
continued to seek for them—and thus her
revelations were not comedy after all,
but drama.

“After the rough places are crossed,”
he suggested, “you might find happiness
together—unless one or the other of you
makes things more difficult by going into
the divorce court.”

Susan turned toward him slowly, her
face quite blank. Then with slowly
dawning comprehension she answered
him. “Oh, no. A divorce wouldn’t be
necessary in any case.”

“Except, of course, that it would mean
freedom.”

“Freedom? How?”

He would have said ““ Freedom to marry

again”; but a less downright response
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occurred to him: “Freedom of mind.
Freedom of movement.”

Susan seemed to consider. “I guess
you don’t understand,” she said. “No,
you wouldn’t. You see, we were only
common-law man and wife.” She spoke
with complacency and frankness. There
was not a hint of embarrassment in her
voice.

Mann stared straight before him; and
Susan, viewing his profile as the firelight
glowed beyond him, fancied he had not
understood. There were so many who
did not seem to understand common-law
marriages.

“I mean,” she elaborated, ‘there
wasn't any ceremony—no justice of the
peace or preacher as there is sometimes.”

There was a further silence between
them and then Mann said dully: “Ves,
I understand.”

He seemed to withdraw within himself.
He was slightly dazed—he had to confess
it. He had heard of common-law mar-
riages, of course; but the idea of it seemed
vague and entirely remote from him.
Common-law marriage, he thought, wasa
kind of admission by the law that human
affairs could not always be made to run in
a lawful fashion. It was an institution
planned for the protection of certain sub-
merged elements in society. Yet here
was a woman of an astounding degree of
innocence who admitted lightly that she
was a common-law wife, and who saw no
cause for being ashamed of her condi-
tion.

He continued to ruminate darkly; and
Susan too yielded to the pensive influ-
ences of the time and place. Across the
black spaces of the night the lightning-
bugs began to release their lights. Muf-
fled, mysterious sounds were audible:
the flow of the brook, the call of an owl
deep in the woods, the pipe and whir of
insects.

“TIt makes you feel sad to see them out
there,” ventured Susan finally. “The
lightning-bugs, I mean.”

“No, not me,” said Mann.

" “] mean to have them making their
cunning little lights and nobody to see
them, if we weren't here just by chance.”

“Tt’s our vanity makes us look at it
that way. They're better off than we are
in one way. They don’t care about being
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seen. They do what pleases them and
let it go at that.”

“But why shouldn’t we do just that,
too?”

“Besides,” continued Mann, ‘they
don’t know what it is to be lonesome.
Think of the delights of such a state!
Maybe,” he added, with an attempt to be
more cheerful, *“when a tramp is really a
good tramp his next experience is being a
lightning-bug. T mean, when he comes
back to earth again.”

Susan looked toward him impatiently.
“They wouldn’t have any lights if they
didn’t mind being lonesome,” she de-
clared. “That’s the way they call to
each other. I think they may be sweet-
hearting right now, some of them.”

“Ah, if that’s true it isn't likely that
they make their lights in vain. It's no
use being sorry for them. You might as
well pity the stream—or the stars.”

There was another interval of silence,
and then Mann spoke—cautiously, vet
with a note of earnestness. “ Mrs. Herki-
mer,” he said, “do you realize that there’s
nothing to prevent you and me from going
on together, not just until to-morrow but
—afterward?”

“Why not?” she demanded.

““No legal reason,” he explained.

“I don’t know anything about legal
reasons. I don’t know what you mean.”

“Why shouldn’t we go on together just
as we've been to-day?”’

“We don’t belong together.
the best reason I can think of.”

“Well—why not?”

“I belong to Herkimer. I ran away
from him. Unless I mean to keep to my-
self T think I belong to him still.”

“But you weren’t bound to him."”

“Why, ves, I was. Of course I was.
It’s the people who go through with a rig-
amarole who don’t really belong to each
other. That's the way it seems to me.
They depend upon the rigamarole, you
might say, and not on themselves. Your
own feeling is the only thing that counts,
If you can’t depend on that you're no
good. What can an outsider do for you,
I'd like to know? They can’t make you
married any more than they can make
you honest or smart. It's a thing you
must do for yourself.”

Mann was now [rowning faintly

That’s
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frown which he might have borrowed
from Susan. Here was this unschooled
woman leading him into a dark place and
bidding him behold the stars. He won-
dered if the stars were really there.

“I mean in the eyes of the commu-
nity,”” he parried.

“The community never did anything
for me. It didn’t even know anything
about me. I worked for myself, hard,
until Herkimer took care of me; and then
it was Herkimer and not the community.
T've heard your kind of talk before. I
don’t know anything about it.”

Mann was silenced by this. When he
spoke again there was perplexity in his
tone. “Would you mind telling me how
you worked that out?”” he asked. It was
sophistry, according to all the standards
of human rectitude—yet she had not ut-
tered her words as if they were sophistries.

“It isn't anything I've thought,” de-
clared Susan. “It’s what I have lived.
The people in Pleasant Lane don’t have
1o hunt for the truth. It comes to them
fast enough. Sometimes it hits them so
hard it stuns them.” She paused. Then
—“I think I'd better go to sleep,” she
added.

Something in her tone, as well as in her
words, seemed to place the old distance
between them again.,

“May I help you up?" he asked.

“No, thank you.” She got to her feet.

Mann stood away from her at a re-
spectful distance. He realized that he
had not compassed even a slight degree
of intimacy, but that, instead, ridiculous
barriers that could not be described in
any of the terms of the logic of schools
were arising between them in increasing
numbers. She was what many people
would have described as a woman who
lacked virtue; yet she kept him at a dis-
tance—not by the practice of any art
but by sheer simplicity, by something
within her.

His man's sense of logic was offended.
For an instant he was tempted to ignore
her indefensible fancies, to sweep aside
her absurd sophistries, to take charge of
the situation and shape it to suit himself.

He was checked by her childlike con-
fidence, her obvious faith in him, as she
turned toward the ledge where her pallet
of grass was spread.



A Runaway Woman 625

“Mrs. Herkimer,” he broke out im-
patiently, “won’t you say, at least, that
you're going to feel more comfortable be-
cause of my being in the lower berth?”

Susan battled with herself. She could
not tell why it was so hard for her to be
generous toward her companion, who had
treated her only with friendliness and
consideration.

“T'll feel more comfortable,” she said,
“when I get started on the road to Horse-
shoe to-morrow.”

XV.

TWO TRAVELLERS DISCOVER A TOWN

THEY set out for Horseshoe the next
morning, leisurely yet with a certain de-
gree of eagerness. If Susan had not clear-
ly defined her expectations, even to her-
self, there was certainly present in her
consciousness the hope that she might
find some sort of employment. It seemed
clear to her that happiness did not lie
along the road of idleness; and her idea
was that she need not sacrifice her liberty,
even if she accepted a position of some
sort. She could give it up the moment she
wished to; and there would be none to
decide her way of life for her save herself.
In brief, the journey to Horseshoe was
simply another adventure, and the life
which offered itself to her there might be
accepted or rejected as she saw fit.

Mann’s interest sprang wholly from his
companion’s. He thought it might be
entirely diverting to observe how this
strange woman took hold of a phase of
life which was new to her. He was also
alertly curious as to the outcome of their
undefined relationship. She had made no
objection to their beginning the journey
into the town together. At what point
would she decide to bid him farewell? Or
would she, possibly, consent to a con-
tinuation of their companionship? Or—
more likely still—would circumstances
combine to keep them together, regard-
less of what they planned or preferred?

He had been amazed, upon their setting
out, by her explanation of how the unex-
plained horse came into her possession.
She had said simply: “I found it, and it
needed somebody to help it. It belongs
to us as much as to anybody else.”

He had laughed at the simplicity of
this, and had summed the case up in
words which she scarcely grasped: “If
you feel that it's yours by right of dis-
covery, you can’t go wrong by holding
on, at least until somebody with a better
claim shows up. The theory of uncon-
scious sin was an invention of the medi-
@val theologians—little chaps—and
hasn’t any place in the creeds of the
heathen on the one side or the teachings
of Jesus on the other.” And then, with
a smile: “We'll take your live stock with
us to Horseshoe, and if we run afoul of any
sheriffs we'll hope they'll have a sense of
humor.”

“Oh, wait!” exclaimed Susan impera-
tively.

The refuge under the bluffs had been
left more than an hour ago when Susan
stopped, her eyes shining, her hands,
pressed together, held close to her
heart.

Mann, who had been walking silent-
ly and somewhat listlessly beside her,
brought himself to a halt, quite after the
manner of a soldier. Then both travellers
sent their glances far ahead, and both be-
came possessed of a feeling very like rap-
ture.

The road had lain through almost un-
broken forests; but a turn had occurred
a moment earlier, and now they found
themselves at the top of a hill, with a
tranquil and arresting scene spread be-
fore them.

In the distance, in the midst of a basin
which was barren of forest, lay Horse-
shoe—bright, even brilliant, in the search-
ing sun of the summer morning. The
man and woman on their hilltop could see
every edifice, every street, every open
space in the town. There were little gar-
dens, with flowers and vegetables in rows;
and wells, with mossy roofs and boarded
sides; and fences, some of which were
erect and rigid, while others manifested a
tendency to lie down and slumber. There
were uncompromising roads, spanning the
shortest distance from point to point, and
there were easy-going paths which mean-
dered idly. There were animals in oc-
casional open spaces: cows, horses, dogs.
And there were chickens and a flock of
geese. There was a schoolhouse, and a
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church, and a cemetery; yes, and another
church, and another. The cemetery
seemed disproportionately large for so
small a town. It lay upon a distant slope,
its headstones catching the brilliant sun-
light, and it seemed to be trying to climb
over the hill and beyond into complete
peacefulness. In what seemed to be the
main street there was a public well,
shaded by high trees with wide-spreading
branches. Wagons were drawn up under
the shade of these trees; and near by were
horses which had been unhitched and
tied. Some of the horses were feeding,
seemingly. They seemed to be stretch-
ing their necks to reach wisps of hay, or
boxes filled with grain.

And over beyond the town the most
electrifying thing of all appeared: the
steel rails and regular cross-ties of a single
line of railway. For a few hundred yards
the tracks were double; and on one of
these side-tracks a few box cars stood,
waiting to be loaded or unloaded. Here
also stood a little station with a square
garden-patch at either end.

“It’s Horseshoe!” exclaimed Susan.

“Horseshoe,” assented Mann. “It
looks pretty, doesn’t it P—especially those
steel rails, with their far-off ‘come-
hither’ inflection.”

“I don't believe anything ever looked
so pretty to me in all my life,” declared
Susan.

“And yet it’s just another city like the
one you ran away from—only on a mean
scale.”

“Oh, but let’s hope it's something
good ! pleaded Susan.

“T'm afraid I've only told you what’s
true; and I haven't told you the worst of
the truth, either. That little town down
there is different from the city in one im-
portant way. The people who live in it
are just country people, after all, They’ll
be staring at us when we get a little
farther on. They'll want to know all
about us. And when they find we're a
little different from them they’ll despise
us.”

“But why?"” demanded Susan.

“My dear friend, there are hundreds of
thousands of Horseshoes, bearing one
name or another, all over the country—
all over the world. I know the kind of
people who live there. There’s a school-
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teacher, and two or three preachers, and
a judge, and W

“Oh!” moaned Susan, “what makes
you think there’s a judge?”

“There’s always a judge,” declared
Mann. “Who ever heard of the bees eat-
ing the honey they gathered?”

“I’'m going on,” said Susan. She tried
not to speak disagreeably, but she did not
wish to be discouraged, to be disillusioned,
now.

“Come on, Cleopatra Mann turned
and tugged at the halter-strap in his hand,
and the man and woman and horse pro-
ceeded down the hill in silence.

There was a moment, later, when Mann
had an impulse to bid his companion fare-
well and leave her to descend upon the
town alone. But he quickly banished the
thought. Whatever else she was, she was
a woman without protection, and he
might be of service to her among a clan
which might in all probability prove in-
imical to her. And as yet she had said no
word by way of dismissal. Besides, there
was the persisting thought in his mind
that this unique creature, despite the ut-
terly fantastic quest upon which she had
set out, possessed qualities which were
lovely and rare. She was like a sort of
sleeping princess, stolen away from her
enchanted wood and waiting for some
one to awaken her by the still unspoken
words of magic.

He had been greatly amazed by her
frank attitude toward marriage on the
common-law plan, and by her admission
that she was a wife of the type which is
regarded as no wife at all by the whole of
Christendom. He had even felt that her
admission absolved him from many of
those obligations which a man must al-
ways recognize in his dealings with a good
woman.

But what she had lost by an astound-
ing frankness she had regained by her own
consciousness of merit—of rectitude. He
had forgotten her damaging admission
now. Instead he was regarding, with in-
creasing wonder, certain newly revealed
beauties in his companion, She was ad-
vancing toward Horseshoe with the rap-
ture of a child entering a field of daisies.
She seemed slighter, more delicate, than
he had thought her. The poise of her
head was like that of an eager little girl.

’H
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He was quite amazed by all this, and yet

. clearly she was responding to the
call of life, she who had never lived as
yet. She was responding to that instinct
to live which is the propelling power of
all humanity.

They came closer to the houses; and at
the imminence of new tests and encoun-
ters Susan felt her heart failing her again.
She had run away, with a factitious cour-
age, from the city, and this courage had
slipped from her during the brief time in
which she had permitted herself even in
moderate measure to lean upon Mann.
Now she realized that she would have to
come into contact with the people of this
strange town—with some of them at
least. She would have to conciliate them,
if they were unfriendly; she would have
to answer questions. She felt as one
might feel upon venturing out of doors
without being properly clothed.

She turned to her companion abruptly.
“We ought to fix up a story to tell,” she
said, regarding him sharply.

Mann could have laughed at the simple
mendacity of this; but he speedily re-
called the fact that she had been nurtured
in a hard school, where women, as well as
men, had to fend against constant cruel-
ties and injustice. The sort of obliquity
she manifested now was not the result of
instinct; it was simply development.

“There !” he cried gayly, “you're com-
ing under the spell of civilization again,
In the main you were beautifully incau-
tious back there in the wilds. Still, you're
right. We ought to have a story to tell.
Can you suggest one?”

“We'll not tell them we came from
Quitman,”’ decided Susan somewhat
darkly. “You think of the name of some
town. And we're coming to Horseshoe
because we heard the town is having a
boom.”

Mann seemed to be weighing this judi-
cially. “Very well,” he agreed. It oc-
curred to him that she had overlooked the
most important point in her planning.
What were they to say as to their rela-
tionship—as to why they were travelling
together? He waited, confident that
Susan would come to this speedily. He
would cheerfully have made a suggestion,
but he feared to shock her. There was
only one course to take, he thought—and
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possibly she would hit upon that her-
self.

They reached the level of the town;
they passed one house and then another:
trim little places, with painted paling
fences and neat flower-beds in front.
There were also door-bells, and pretty
lace curtains, and large panes of glass in
the windows.

Mann continued to regard his com-
panion inquiringly. He could see that
she was deeply pondering. She would
realize presently that they would have
to seem something more to each other
than mere chance acquaintances. Per-
haps this thought had already occurred
to her, and she was seeking for words with
which to touch upon it delicately.

In the meantime they were steadily
drawing closer to the town, and in a few
minutes confidences and plans might be
alike impossible.

And then Mann’s mind was diverted
from the channel it had been following by
an entirely remarkable spectacle.

In front of them, in the road, the gro-
tesque figure of a very old woman ap-
peared. She was walking with the aid
of a stick, which she carried staff-fashion.
She took short, quick steps, as if she had
to move rapidly in order to maintain her
equilibrium.

At the approach of Mann and Susan
she stopped and grasped her staff with
both hands. By much effort she brought
herself to a fairly upright position, and
her eyes peered with childish excitement
from a sunbonnet which sagged about her
face.

She looked exultantly at Susan and
asked a most disconcerting question:
“Are you the woman from Quitman?”

The tones might have issued from a
beak—they were so harsh and expression-
less. Yet the woman’s unlovely old face
was aflame, in a fashion: as if she were a
reception committee of one, come to ex-
tend to Susan the keys of the town.

“I'm not from Quitman,” responded
Susan simply. Her voice trembled ever
so slightly.

The old woman removed her glance
from Susan and fixed it upon Mann,
“No, I reckon not,” she said. “The
woman from Quitman was travelling
alone.” She produced, seemingly from
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nowhere, a ridiculous little newspaper
and held it out to Mann. She pointed
with much agitation to an article on the
first page.

Mann took the paper and straightened
it out, looking first at the title: The
Horseshoe Nail. Then his glance travelled
down to the article the old woman had
pointed out to him. Under the heading
“From Our Correspondents” he found,
under a Quitman headline, an item begin-
ning

“Our interesting little city was shaken
from centre to circumference one day last
week by the appearance of a mysterious
woman, travelling alone "

Mann glanced down the article until
his eves chanced upon the name—Mrs.
Herkimer.

“Very interesting,” he said lightly,
handing the paper back to the eager old
woman. “No, thislady is not from Quit-
man.”

Susan looked at him with grateful eyes;
and then at the wretched creature who
now folded her newspaper and put it away
with a sigh.

“You going to stop in Horseshoe?”
came the rasping voice again.

“We thought of stopping for a time,”
replied Mann.

“Take my word, and don't.
hellhole—a hellhole.
on agoing.”

“I'm very glad you mentioned it,” re-
sponded Mann amiably. “We're very
heartily obliged to you.” He took a step
forward. “Good day,” he added, nod-
ding pleasantly.

“What a queer creature!” whispered
Susan, when they were on their way

L}

It’s a
Better keep right

again. In her mind echoed the words:
“She travels alone.” She felt fearfully
uneasy. “What was it in the paper?”

she asked.

“Oh, just =ome bucolic nonsense.
Nothing for us to pay any attention to.”

Susan’s feet became heavy, her eyes
were cloudy with unhappiness. “She
travels alone™ were the words she re-
peated again and again to herself.

Mann noted her sudden distress,
There came to him a renewed and stronger
desire to serve her, unselfishly and to the
end of her trials. “Would vou rather we
went different ways now?”" he suggested,
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“I don't mean that we should separate
entirely. I could find something to do,
and keep an eve on you from a distance—
to help, in case you might need help of
any kind.”

He was surprised by the promptness
and intensity of her response. “Oh, no!
Let’s not separate now!” she almost im-
plored. “You know I've got a little
money. We’ll go to a boarding-house, so
that we can get out of sight somewhere
for a while. I'd feel so much better if
you'd stay with me until T get taken in
somewhere.”

Mann was puzzled “by her sudden
change of spirit. She whoe had been so
independent—so resentful of needless help .
—had become in a moment a good deal
like the average type of woman.

“Of course, I won’t leave you until you
want me to,” he assured her.

And so they walked resolutely into the
town, keeping to the middle of the road,
though there were now sidewalks along
one or both sides of the way. Mann
talked to his companion easily when an
occasional pedestrian paused to look at
them, or when men and women came to
the porches near by and stared.

“Back to the heart of civilization
again!” he said, with friendly contempt
for the aspect of things; and then his
glance fell upon a large building, oddly
distinguished from among its surround-
ings, which lay just ahead.

Above its portals hung this conspicuous
legend:

THE HORSESHOE HOTEL

XVI
SUSAN TO THE RESCUE

Tue gentle and observant traveller
need only have looked at the structure
called the Horseshoe Hotel to know that
on a day now long gone a man with a
dream had entered Horseshoe and had
sought to make the town his home.

The hotel building was an old residence
—or, more accurately, it was an anti-
quated mansion. It was a thing unique
among its surroundings. With the grimy
and crude structures which constituted
old Horseshoe it had as little in common
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~ as with the smart, flimsy buildings which
were springing up everywhere in response
to Horseshoe’s boom. The immense pil-
lared portico along the front must have
been almost noble in its time; and even
from the street you got the impression of
an interior characterized by generosity,
by a large-handed spaciousness.

There had been grounds and a garden
at one time; but the garden was now a
wilderness of vines and of trees which had
gone to decay through lack of care. There
were remnants of fences, mute witnesses
to the fact that the human beings who had
once been at home here were here no
longer. There was, in a word, the story
of a man’s failure and downfall in that
shining legend across the structure’s
front: The Horseshoe Hotel. The thing
might have made you think of heavily
applied cosmetics on the face of a woman
once beautiful and good.

Up a dozen steps Susan climbed to the
wide, stagelike porch, while Mann recon-
noitred. To a post in front of the hotel
he had tied the horse he had been lead-
ing, and then he entered the seeming-
ly deserted hostelry in search of a wel-
come.

While she waited, Susan looked down
the miniature street which divided the
miniature city. She noted the fact that
people were moving along the sidewalks
in the brisk and purposeful fashion which
one does not note quite out in the coun-
try. The sidewalks were of wood and
every footfall made a report which, Susan
believed, must be audible to the remotest
corners of the town. The men were in
some odd manner suggestive of the men
of the city—yet what a difference there
was! They seemed to lack authority in
their dress, in their carriage, in their very
existence. And mingled with the make-
believe urban types there were gaunt fel-
lows with tanned faces and slouching
straw hats who stepped high and talked
in loud voices—men from the outer terri-
tory surrounding the town.

There were not a few who turned their
heads curiously to look at the man and
woman who climbed the hotel steps; for
the forenoon train-time had passed two
hours ago, and the hack service between
Horseshoe and Smith City had been dis-
continued. They were accustomed to an
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unusual number of strangers, for the new
railroad had acted as a magnet, and a
good many people were settling in Horse-
shoe with the delusion that in itself the
railroad would create work and wealth.
But Susan and Mann had come into the
town afoot—which was unusual in itself:
and there was something in the manner
and appearance of both the man and the
woman which would have proclaimed
anywhere that they were not of the coun-
try but from the city.

After a long time, as it seemed, Susan
heard the welcome sound of voices inside
the hotel. There was a murmured col-
loquy, which drew nearer, and then she
heard Mann’s voice call out clearly and
cheerfully:

“It’s all right !”

And so, with her fear of what might lie
before her of small account, when mea-
sured with her dread of standing any
longer before the public view of Horse-
shoe, Susan stepped out of the brilliant
sunshine, through the wide-open doors,
and into a somewhat sombre hall.

“This way.” It was another voice that
spoke, a woman'’s voice; and Mann stood
aside and waited until Susan had entered
the hotel-office and waiting-room, a small
room which had been created by the in-
troduction of a wooden partition.

“The madam wants to get accommo-
dations,” announced Mann easily, when
he saw that Susan hesitated to state her
own case.

The woman he addressed was still
young—scarcely older than Susan, per-
haps. Slattern is the word Susan would
have applied to her, after the two women
had exchanged a swift, challenging look;
yet this woman of the hotel might, with
a different will or nature, or possibly on
another occasion, have been handsome.
There was an abundance of color in her
face, and a sensuous light in her reddish-
brown eyes. She was broad-shouldered
and heavy of bust and hips; her throat
was of great diameter, yet soft and white.
She wore a shabby waist which had been
costly and colorful in its time, and which
still gave its wearer a soiled, Juno-like
splendor. It buttoned in front, or should
have done so; though just now the cor-
ners fell away from her throat, discover-
ing much ripe flesh, only partly hidden
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beneath a lace undergarment. Finally,
her abundant hair was of a fine auburn.

“That's all right,” she said. She
looked at Mann boldly and with slightly
heightened color. “And I suppose you
want to stay too?"”

“Yes, certainly,” Susan interposed.
The woman had paid so little heed to her
that the situation was becoming some-
thing less of an ordeal.

“Well, it will be all right.” Her vision
seemed to be taking in the invisible spaces
of the hotel rather than the man and
woman who had applied to her for quar-
ters. The expression in her eyes was ex-
plained when she added: “ We're crowded
just now. Some of my husband’s rela-
tives are here on a visit. And there are
the regular boarders. There's the station-
agent and his wife, and Mr. Prouty. His
wife is coming over from Smith City later,
and they’re going to rent a house. But
he’s staying here now. He runs the
paper.”

The idle garrulity of this was like a
song in Susan’s ears; or, rather, it was like
a kindly enveloping cloud to one who has
stood too long in the sun. It seemed to
afford her a greatly coveted obscurity.

“The paper?” asked Mann politely.

“The Nail. 1t used to be The Nail-
Citizen, but they've dropped the Citizen
now. You know we used to have two
papers; but they were both starving to
death before they consolidated. The Nail
had the county printing, and The Citizen
had Epstein’s advertising and Gold-
man’s.”

They had taken seats and Susan was
sinking back into hersell with a sense of
relief. A woman who talkegl in such an
idle strain, and with such loudness and
indolence, was incapable of any real dis-
cernment, she believed. She looked in a
kind of remote, hidden way at this self-
betraying creature, who had no depth of
character and no aim to conceal the fact
that she was quite shallow and common.
She noticed, too, that the hotel woman
was quite wilfully betraying her admira-
tion of Mann, searching his features in
an almost predatory fashion and coloring
when she caught his eye. She noted, fi-
nally, that Mann was maintaining the in-
nocent, almost demure, expression which
is the male’s only method of keeping
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countenance in the face of a too frankly
manifested admiration.

“Did you say you came from Smith
City?” asked the woman, after she had
seemingly exhausted other topics.

“Yes,” replied Mann; and Susan be-
came tense. She was relieved when a
young, somewhat ill-featured woman ap-
peared in the doorway.

“Why didn’t you come when I called
you, Janey? "' demanded the hotel woman
of the newcomer. “I want you to get ac-
commodations ready for two—and put on
two extra plates for dinner.”

The young woman disappeared without
making any response at all.

“T suppose you got a rig in Smith City
to bring you over?”

Again Susan’s fingers tightened on the
arms of her chair. She did not remove
her eyes from Mann’s face.

“No,” replied Mann, after a moment'’s
deliberation, “we started over in our own
rig, but a tire came off when we were near
Quitman and I left the buggy with the
blacksmith. The harness, too. I brought
the mare along with me. I may decide to
buy another buggy here if I need one be-
fore I can send to Quitman.”

Susan blinked rapidly. She was almost
as greatly amazed as a New England child
might be if it found, on some familiar
common, an elephant, or a band of Arabs,
or a playful walrus. Her blood seemed to
freeze again when the hotel woman re-
marked:

“I hear they’ve had a great deal of ex-
citement over in Quitman.”

“Excitement?” echoed Mann.

“Mr. Prouty—of The Nail—tells me
they had a visit from a woman thief over
there.”

“Oh, yes, yes,” assented Mann.
I heard something about that.”

“I believe they didn’t have any real
proof that she was a thief,” remarked
Susan casually. She felt for the moment
that it was quite beyond her power to re-
main silent.

“Yes,” added Mann, nodding, “I be-
lieve there was some quebtion as to her

“Yes,

gullt
“Anyway, a suspicious character,
travelling around by herself.  She

couldnt have been there for any good
purpose.”
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Susan held herself in hand as she had
never done in all her life before. What
would Mann think? Wouldn't he know
at once that she was the woman who had
been regarded with suspicion by the
people of Quitman? And what reason
had she given him to believe in her in-
nocence ?

But Mann only smiled oddly. Once
he shot a whimsical, taunting glance at
Susan; but his face betrayed neither sur-
prise nor resentment.

“T see you're a wise woman,” he de-
clared, nodding slowly at the woman of
the hotel. He repeated thoughtfully: “A
very wise woman !”

The silence which followed was broken
by the proprietress, who seemed to recall
the responsibilities of her position. She
arose hastily, assuming a businesslike air,
and moved toward the hall with an energy
quite alien to her bearing of the instant
before.

“I must see what that girl’s done to-
ward making ready for you,” she said.
Her footsteps could be heard blending
with other noises in distant rooms—the
singing of a caged bird, the clatter of
dishes.

Susan turned timid yet defiant eyes
upon Mann. She seemed, for the mo-
ment, a good deal like a little girl.

“Of course you know,” she whispered,
“that I'm the woman she was talking
about?”

Mann smiled buoyantly.
difference?” he asked.

“But you don’t believe I'm a—a
thief ?”

He seemed to weigh the question. He
leaned forward, his elbows on his knees,
his hands clasped. Susan observed, how-
ever, that his lips were resisting a smile—
and she had become accustomed to seeing
him thus when he wished to be tantalizing.

“T’ll tell you,” he said finally; “I never
thought much about it. You see, I've
got nothing to lose.”

“But tell me,” persisted Susan; “you
don’t believe it?” She was tremendously
in earnest.

He became serious then. “Of course
not! What a ridiculous question!”

Her eyes became slightly misty.
“Well, I don’t want you to,” she de-
clared.

“What's the

“You're entirely all right,” he said,
with the thought of tiding over her stress-
ful moment. “You'll get in here all right,
and as soon as I make sure of it T'll dis-
appear. Don’t you let any of them worry
you.”

Something in his tone disturbed Susan
in a new way. She leaned toward him
with sudden vehemence, “There’s one
thing I want to tell you,” she declared.
“I’m not going to make a convenience of
any one—of you, I mean. We've been
friends together You've been a help to
me. And I’m not going to have it all one-
sided. I'll pay this woman here for ac-
commodations for us both—as long as I
can. And then you can sell—Cleopatra.”
There was the ghost of a twinkle in her
eye as she uttered the word he had first
used. “I mean, if nobody claims her.
And you can take half the money and
give me half. And then if I want to I can
go down to the station and buy a ticket
for back home.” ]

Mann beamed with joy: not because of
the reward which she seemed to consider
worth while, but because of the proof that
she thought of him with kindness. Here
again was the quality which he had
stupidly thought of as boyishness; but it
wasn’t boyishness. It was her sense of
honor and justice. She wouldn’t make a
convenience of any one; and he won-
dered if there was a rarer or higher virtue
among men than just that.

He regarded her with keen eyes.
“Don’t think about that ticket for back
home just yet,” he said. And then, with
deeper earnestness: “Do you know, Mrs.
Herkimer, I'd be willing to settle down
in the old harness again—I'm sure of it—
if we could go on being with each other,
and maybe helping each other. There's
something awfully fair and square about
you. You're what I'd call a regular part-
ner, Let's not talk about tickets. I'm
just beginning to find out that it’s a won-
derful world. I wish you could make that
discovery too. Let's think of going on
through the wilds together, We mlght
discover wonderful thmgs We rmght =
he paused and smiled slowly—"“we might
even find each other.”

Susan was beginning again to experi-
ence that undefined, delicious fear of him
—and then she and Mann both were
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rudely wrenched away from their senti-
mental mood.

A disturbance of quite startling propor-
tions had occurred just outside the door.
Two voices, projected from different di-
rections, came together and broke against
each other.

“T told you to do it half an hour ago,”
the hotel woman was shouting, “and now
I find you haven't turned a hand.”

Then came the response—a very trum-
pet of sound: “No, it wasn’t half an hour
ago—and I won’t be anybody’s slave.”

“But you'll mind what T tell you!”

“T’ll not mind. I'm going to quit. T
have quit.”

There was an interval of silence; then
sudden sounds indicating that the women
had laid hands upon each other. In an
instant two contending bodies appeared
outside the door. The woman who had
been called Janey was trying to free her-
self from her mistress, whose heavy body
was kept persistently in the way.

“You’re not going to leave me like this,
wit1’1‘nut any notice. You wouldn’t dare
to!

“ITwould! T /ave! You ask me to fix
a room while I've got dinner on, while you
sit around doing nothing. I'm through.”

Then Mann and Susan beheld the
shocking spectacle of an assault. The
larger woman—the mistress—suddenly
stood erect and lifted her hand with
deliberation. Her eyes were dancing
strangely. She bit her lips; her hosom
was heaving. Once she struck the servant
on the face with extraordinary force.
Then she rained a dozen blows, dealt with
the flat of her hand, upon the other wo-
man’s head and shoulders and back. The
strange light fairly flamed in her eyes.
And then she was striking against empty
space. The other woman had escaped.
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For another moment she stood, panting
and bewildered. And then she began to
weep.

Susan arose and went to her quietly.
“Don’t!” she commanded. “You'll
make yourself ill | It’s not worth it. You
must let me help. Look—we’ll not waste
words—if your servant is really gone, I'll
take her place. I've nothing else to do
just now. I'd really like to try—to learn
how. You needn't pay me any wages.
You shall give us accommodations—until
you can get another servant. And step
crying.”

The uncouth woman had tottered to
the doorway and had hid her face in her
arms. Now she looked from her hiding-
place and grief gave place to wonder in
her distorted face. She looked at Mann,
who was regarding her with frank amaze-

ment. Then she smiled swiftly, most
amazingly. “Will you? You angel out
of heaven!” She turned to Mann. “Will

you let her?”

He nodded. He was still regarding her
curiously.

“Then we ought to begin right away."”
She was bearing Susan away with com-
plete single-mindedness of purpose; but
as if with an afterthought she paused and
turned to Mann. “Thank you ever so
much, Mr. " She looked inquiringly
from one to the other. “I think you
haven’t told me what your name is.”

Susan was about to answer, but her
tongue faltered. It was her companion
who stepped into the breach.

“Mann,” he said.

“Thank you. Please make yourself at
home, Mr. Mann. Now, Mrs. Mann,
we'll have to hurry.”

And Susan, with one glance at Mann—
a glance of remonstrance, of alarm, of
despair—followed silently in her wake.

(To be continued.)




Fatalism

| THE POINT OF VIEW |

N every true fighter there is a deep feel-

I ing of fatalism at the bottom of his
heart, and in studying a little closer his
daily life this will not surprise us. His con-
ditions of life are quite different: he does
not live in a house any more, but in caves,
in deep dugouts which are consid-
ered as a kind of palace. Most of
the time he dwells in a hole dug in
the parapet of the trench if not in a shell-
hole filled with a liquid sort of mud. His
brains, his activities are not employed as
they used to be; be he a farmer or a clerk,
a docker or a teacher, a rich man or a poor
man, he will dig trenches and again dig
trenches. He will have but one single idea
—kill the Boche and not be killed by him.
Thus he has been transplanted from his
habits as a civilian, from his ordinary condi-
tions of living, torn away from his family,
from his sphere, from his society, and he is
obliged to bend both body and mind to these
new conditions. The feeling that this ap-
palling sort of life cannot be changed, that
nothing can be done to induce him to lead a
more normal sort of life, will work on him
and give him the first touch of fatalism.
When he is in the trenches this feeling will
become an all-powerful one. There he will
have to live in such startling conditions,
amid such a gigantic uproar, amid such a
tremendous commotion that he will feel
himself a poor, wretched little creature at a
loss. What is he to become in the midst of
the fray, with shells exploding all around
him with a startling noise? He is perfectly
aware that the tenth, nay, the hundredth,
part of the explosive contained in the shell
would suffice to disable him. He is per-
fectly aware that one of these shell splinters
which are buzzing all around him would, if
it hit him, injure him seriously if not kill
him. He also constantly hears the cracking
of the bullets which pass close to him, And
though he be not killed and come out of
the fray unhurt, how does he explain this?
Because his hour has not yet come. On the
other hand, he sees a well-aimed German
missile play great havoc in the billets close

to the front among the men who came back
unhurt after having delivered a very dan-
gerous assault.

A very striking case of the sort happened
in the 67th Infantry Regiment, my regi-
ment. We stayed for nearly three months
in the Somme, delivering two assaults, and
living in a wretched condition, there being
such an amount of mud that it reached
knee-deep in most places and in some
others waist-high. The orderlies who took
care of the horses were at the rear and had
a better lot. We were relieved and billeted
in a little town at about fifteen kilometres
from the line. There a German shell hit a
barn where some men were billeted, and
killed eight of them and wounded twelve
of the second company. In that day this
company sustained more losses in killed
than during the last month we stayed in
the Somme. Among the killed there was
a man who had asked to be an orderly, as
he was old and had several children, He
believed that in staying at the rear he had
no chance to be hurt. It was his destiny
to die that day, said the men. . . .,

Another reason that will help in bringing
a touch of fatalism in the heart of the fighter
is that all levels of human activity seem to
be shattered, not to work in the usual way.
Before the war a man with money in his
pocket was a powerful man; now his bank-
notes are often not available any more, and
even with his money he will often not be able
to buy food. Iremember in the early period
of the open warfare money was useless to buy
food. Lately, during the Verdun battle, I
would have paid any price to get some
water; for during five days my whole regi-
ment could get only eighty-six litres of
water; so terrible was the shelling that no-
body could cross this zone of death.

Thus the man sees that on the battle-
field it is useless to run away—for the bullets
will always catch him; that it is useless to
hide in deep dugouts, for he has seen many
of his comrades buried in overthrown dug-
outs while others who fought bravely, fac-
ing death every moment, came out of the
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fray unhurt. On the other hand, all his
habits, his ordinary mode of living, have
been changed; everything to which he has
been accustomed from his childhood on is
different, even the very landscape which
has taken such a strange and abnormal ap-
pearance that he is obliged to compare it to
a moon landscape. It seems but natural,
therefore, that he should be resigned to his
fate; hence the feeling of fatalism. But this
fatalism of his must not be mistaken for that
of the Arabs, who never try to change the
course of events (for everything on this
earth happens by Allah’s will and it would
be a crime to go against his designs). No,
the poilu, the French soldier, submits to the
inevitable; he does not complain, for it is
of no use; he does not worry, for all these
miseries he is suffering can’t be helped.
But if he can avoid some evil, T assure you
he doesit. The conclusion is that his fatal-
ism, far from lessening his fighting capaci-
ties, raises them to a high pitch, for he does
his bit without complaint; he does it under
all circumstances, never fearing death, for
he knows that no man avoids his fate.

A among French soldiers is that of a
& certain coquetteric.  When you get a
glimpse of these brave fellows coming to
rest  billets, mud-stained, weary, it seems
quite impossible that they should ever in-
dulge in coquetterie. 1t does seem
incredible, for just after the relief
their coats are but coats of mud
and clay, and it is impossible to realize
that they were once of that dainty horizon-
blue, the blue of the sky of dear old France.
We see that they are unshaven. All thisis
quite true, but have a few moments’ pa-
tience and you will see what the poilus will
do after they are dismissed, They just take
the time to locate their quarters, leave their
equipment, and out they rush to the next
river. After a time they appear dodging
along with a satisfied air, shaven, hair nicely
parted, the police bonnet placed sideway in
a stylish way. You would hardly recognize
them with their uniform restored to its origi-
nal picturesque blue. But when the ser-
geant-major distributes new clothing, what
a swarm around him, what a bustle! Every
man wants to get new puttees, new coat,
new blouse, new breeches, This undoubt-

FEELING which is often found

The Point of View

edly also is a form of coquetterie. One of the
men of my regiment, the 67th Infantry
Regiment, being asked why he was so cager
to be smartly dressed, answered: “ Afier our
fighting in Verdun our officers told us we
were the smartest lot they had ever seen; if
that statement should be correct each of us
must be smart-looking.” Another man of
the same regiment, being questioned in the
same way, said: '] am going on leave very
soon, sir; my wife being a dainty little thing,
I want my uniform to be a nice background
for her. And I want her to be proud of her
hushand.”

Our poilus also try to look smart while on
the battle-field. One day, I remember, I
was in the jumping-off trenches; it was
about a quarter of an hour before we
launched our big offensive on the Chemin
des Dames in May, 1gr7. I went in all the
jumping-off trenches in order to ascertain
that everything was in proper condition, and
also to be sure that the morale of my men
was as fine as it always had been. I noticed
a man brushing most carefully his coat and
paying particular attention to the rest of
his uniform. After having watched him for
a while, T exclaimed: “Well, Durand, what
is going wrong? My opinion is that you are
turning into a perfect dandy, but is this the
proper time to get smart 2?7 “If my under-
standing is correct, sir,” he said, “we are to
pay a call to these fellows in the opposite
trench. I have always been told that to
pay a call one should be a little dressy, and
that is why I make my toilet.” In this
same attack, Captain Edart of my battalion
put on a new uniform, and a new pair of
boots, because, he said: “It was a great
honor to tread on French soil wrested from
the Boches by our gallant 67th.”

By these few experiences you can get an
idea of that feeling of coquctteric among the
poilus. It seems as if amid the horrors of
modern warfare they wanted to add a touch
of sentimentalism—as if they wanted to
mitigate by a little comeliness the ugliness
of this game.  And it must not be forgotien
that they are the descendants of those who
fought the war in frills.

NCE upon a time I happened to en-
ter the private office of a shrewd
iriend of mine just as he was mak-

ing an end of glancing through the letters
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and circulars which had reached him that
morning. After we had exchanged greet-
ings and before we took up the special sub-
ject of my call, he handed me one of the
printed documents he had been
examining. It was a request for
his co-operation in behalf of an
object which seemed to be worthy of pub-
lic support. When I had read it my friend
asked what I thought of it, and I responded
that it appeared to be an appeal which
called for assistance, and which it would be
difficult to deny.

“¥es,"” he returned, “it is a good cause—
at least I'm inclined to think so. I may
possibly make a small subseription—but L
shall decline to serve on the committee of
management as 1 am here invited to do.
In fact, the more I come to think of it, the
more I doubt whether I shall even give them
a little money, and I find myself wondering
if the object is really as worthy as it seems.
Look over the list of those engaged in ad-
vocating it and you will find more than one
name which does not inspire confidence,
and at least one which inspires misgiving.
Long experience has made me cautious, not
to say distrustful, and I now keep out of all
enterprises which cannot withstand the test
of the Human Touchstone.” I looked at
him, awaiting an explanation of this term.

“You see what I mean,” he continued;
““a cause is known by the company it keeps.
It is necessarily discredited by evil associa-
tions. There are a lot of men of more or
less prominence, seeking the bubble reputa-
tion in the camera’s mouth, delighting in the
spot-light of publicity, and acting as their
own press-agents. 1 call them my Human
Touchstones. I know them to be more or
less self-seeking, more or less unsound in
judgment, more or less likely to go off half-
cocked, as the phrase is. And when two or
three of them are gathered together, then is
a good time to avoid their society. Now
this circular that you have just looked over
has on its committee of management nearly
half a dozen of the men whom I have been
in the habit of using as Human Touchstones;
and when I see this, I cannot help doubting
the whole thing. The treasurer, for exam-
ple, is a pushing person, who used to go
about vaunting that he was a seli-made
man. I happen to know that his schooling
was deficient and that he never enjoyed the
advantages of a college career. Yet a few
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years ago 1 discovered that he had begun to
append LL.D to his name. As he is a man
of means I concluded that he had made a
donation to some struggling college which
had rewarded him with an undeserved
honor. T once heard the president of one of
these enfeebled institutions of learning de-
clare that it needed a great deal of money
which it did not expect to get all at once—
but by degrees. And only last year this
Human Touchstone of mine, the treasurer
of this new association, has added to the
LL.D. a Ph.D. The doctorate of laws he
might have bought by a bargain shameless
on both sides, but the doctorate of philos-
ophy he could not have come by honestly.
For him to flaunt that in the face of the pub-
lic is very much as if he had suddenly taken
to wearing a Phi Beta Kappa key.”

Then my friend took the circular from my
hand and threw it into the waste-paper
basket.

“I am inclined to think,” he added as he
did this, “that if I found this self-made
Ph.D. advocating the Ten Commandments,
I should begin to have doubts as to their
validity.”

away from my friend’s office, I pon-

dered over this theory of the Human
Touchstone; and I was suddenly reminded
of an apologue which H. C. Bunner used to
tell. It was probably his own invention;
and he may have written it out
although I think that it survives
only in oral tradition and that I
may be the only one now in possession of it.
More than thirty years ago in the era of
the mugwumps and of Cleveland’s election
and of Charles A. Dana’s advocacy of Ben
Butler in the New Vork Sun, there was a
very old farmer in a very remote rural com-
munity, who was not a man of any unusual
intelligence—in fact, he was recognized as
rather below than above the average. Yet
in one respect at least he possessed tran-
scendent powers. In the field of politics
his prescience was almost unerring. He was
always on the right side and he was nearly
always on the winning side. He could not
give reasons for the faith that was in him;
and his opinions were vague and inarticu-
late; but his judgment on the issues of the
day was infallible. His sole aberration was

l l ALF an hour later, as I was walking

An Apologue
of H. C, Bunner
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a startling contention that all the forests in
the country ought to be cut down at once.

His neighbors marvelled at the political
wisdom of a man devoid of wisdom in all
other things; and even the members of his
own family, the critics on the hearth, were
wholly at a loss to account for his political
sagacity. At last the sands of life began to
run out and he lay upon his death-bed.
Then his sons consulted together and be-
sought him to explain to them the secret of
his strange gift. So it was that he was
moved to make his last dying speech and
confession. “It was really very simple,”
he told them. “I've always taken the New
York Sun—and I've always disagreed with
it. When The Sun said a thing was right, I
said it was wrong. When The Sun said Ben
Butler was going to be elected, I said that
Cleveland was sure to beat him. And I
always won out, didn’t I?2”

It will be remembered by all who were
readers of The Sunin those distant days that
Dana was one of the earliest advocates of
our adopting a national policy which would
preserve our forests; and this unexpected
absence of perversity on the able editor’s
part, was the obvious explanation of the old
farmer’s contention that we ought to cut
down every tree in the country. Dana was
his Human Touchstone, although the editor
was not absolutely unerring in his perfor-
mance of this useful function.

Here, in fact, we are face to face with the
danger which confronts all who seek to avail
themselves of this excellent test. Few Hu-
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man Touchstones are always and inevitably
in the wrong. Most of them deviate now
and again into the straight and narrow path,
however scatter-brained and wrong-headed
they may reveal themselves to be in the
large majority of their opinions. And, of
course, this introduces an element of uncer-
tainty and interferes with the complete
scientific validity of the test, otherwise in-
fallible.

For example, Walter Savage Landor,
possessed an immense fund of miscellaneous
misinformation about the history of the
English language, about its constitution and
about its by-laws. In the late Professor
Lounsbury’s ever delightiul discussion of the
“Standard of Usage’ in our noble torsue,
he declared that in Landor's ““ observations
upon language no man of equal abilities ever
surpassed him in the combination of limited
knowledge of the facts with unlimited
wrong-headedness in drawing conclusions
from them.” Soit was that in all questions
of usage, in the consideration of which a
wise man always treads cautiously, Landor
“‘was the most untrustworthy of guides, but
for a reason quite different from what might
be supposed—he occasionally made a cor-
rect statement. Hence,” so Lounsbury
concludes with his customary humor, “the
uninstructed reader can never have the de-
sirable assurance that everything he asserts
is always wrong even if it be so generally.”
That is to say, Landor, like Dana, was a
Human Touchstone, likely to be useful but
not absolutely to be relied upon.
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e FIELED OF ART

SOME REFLECTIONS ON MODERN ART SUG-
GESTED BY THE CAREER OF ARTHUR
BURDETT FROST, JR.

HE passing of a young artist, full of life
T and rich in promise as he was, might
not seem an event capable of arrest-
ing attention for long, in times like these,
when great numbers of young men are being
swept to death—at a time also when one
of the greatest sculptors of the modern
world and one of its finest painters have
gone from among us. But it was precisely
because his career was unfinished, because
he had gone far along a course that might
have yielded results defining the thought of
our day, and of its immediate morrow, that
the death of Arthur Burdett Frost, Jr.,
came as a grievous shock to all who knew
him or his work.

To point out the important steps in his
development will be to open up nearly the
whole question of the art of to-day, and to
- show what problems it presents to the man
entering the profession of the painter, or
even to the man who simply wants to un-
derstand the evolution of his period as ex-
pressed in its art.

I well remember my first meeting with
Arthur Frost. It was when William M.
Chase, addressing his school, said: “Stu-
dents, I introduce to you our greatest illus-
trator, Mr. Frost, who does me the honor
to bring his son to study here.” And young
Frost did study. Bringing with him from
home the habit of drawing whatever he saw,
and possessing a certain knowledge of paint-
ing, he advanced rapidly under the tuition
of Mr. Chase and Mr. Henri. By the
summer of 1go6, when the family went
abroad for a long stay, he was probably as
well equipped for his profession as his first
school could make him. It was the desire
of his father, however, that the European
schools with their older traditions, and far
beyond the schools, the influence of the
immense store of art in Europe, both an-
cient and modern, supplement the training
he had received at home.

Already, as a boy of eighteen in New
York, Arthur Frost had shown a bent for
research into the problem of what art is.

Vor. LXIII.—64

Perhaps the most important characteristic
of his later years was his eagerness to work
at his problem. He did so brilliantly, rad-
ically insatiably. I remember his expres-
sion of boyish triumph when he announced
one day that he could see what was great in
Manet’s art.

When his family settled in Paris, the
young man became a student at Julian’s,
and found out what work in European
schools is like—from eight in the morning
till seven at night, if one attends the croquis,
to which Arthur went regularly. The
steady grind strengthened him technically,
and his work at this period was about as
complete as that efficiency-machine, the
modern art-school, could make it.

Meanwhile his investigations of the pur-
pose of art, of the thing he was to do with
the fand of ability he was acquiring, had
gone on apace. As we know to-day, the
road from Constable, whom he had ad-
mired in London, to the Impressionists is a
straight and unbroken one. A submissive
learner when he felt that he was studying at
the right source, Arthur mastered the prin-
ciples and technic of the Impressionists te
an extent that permitted him, in less than
a year, to produce a number of meritorious
works in their manner. With these he
made his first contributions to public ex-
hibitions.

But even before the time of which I
write, Impressionism as a living force was a
thing of the past. Of the masters who had
brought it to perfection, a few survived, as
indeed two still do. But they have no suc-
cessors among those who try to work in
their manner.

Paris was in a ferment of new ideas, with
art, as usual, indicating the activity seeth-
ing through the whole mass of the country’s
thought. Much had to be accomplished
before the war came, and the close of the
old® era. ‘“It’s like seeing Athens at the
time of Pericles!” Arthur exclaimed one
evening as we crossed the Seine, after a
visit to the Autumn Salon.

Toward the end of 1go7 various young
painters who had come to look on Henri
Matisse as the most significant figure in the
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evolution of the time induced the artist to
undertake the criticism of a class, which
they formed for him. Arthur Frost joined
it at once, thinking to find there complete
freedom from the academic methods of
Julian’s, and the open door to all the fierce
expressionism of the Paris exhibitions.

Instead, he and the rest of the band found
themselves in “the most severely classical
atelier in Paris.” The old student of Bou-
guereau, whom they had chosen as mentor,
started them off on the path he himself had
followed; and, instead of the ten-foot can-
vases they had imagined themselves cover-
ing with broad sweeps of fiery color, they
were set to drawing from the cast, using a
well-sharpened charcoal on the uncompro-
mising surface of a sheet of papier Ingres. A
fund was collected to purchase a life-size
cast of the calm Mars Borghese of the Lou-
vre. Arthur secured a small plaster figure
of a Michael Angelo and modelled a copy
of it on his own account.

But despite the acceptance of Matisse’s
guidance by the more intelligent of his stu-
dents, the large number of followers from
all countries who soon overflowed in the
school insisted on getting what they came
for, They wanted to paint like Matisse.
The teacher reasoned with them, explained
that each must work out his own art from
principles consecrated by centuries of tra-
ditien, and that the strange-seeming devel-
opments of later years were but the mani-
festations of new personalities drawing on
neglected sources. It was in vain that he
threatened to turn them out of doors if they
persisted in imitating his work instead of
following his instruction. In about a year
from the founding of the class, which had
by this time become one of the largest in
Paris, Matisse made good his threat and
abandoned teaching. Arthur Frost had to
start anew.

He found work at Julian's impossible,
with the new ideas he had acquired, and
decided that the time had come to continue
his general education where it had left off
at his American high school. Does such a
proceeding seem strange for a man who had
decided on painting as his profession? It
will, to some. But look at the annual ex-
hibitions, with their miles of destitution—
intellectual and artistic. On every hand
we hear it said that ideas, inspiration, are
what is needed. And yet how little evi-
dence there is that the painters ever have
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the humility to turn aside from the game
they play with the exhibitions, the critics,
and the dealers—to ponder over the grave
questions it is their mission to answer. It
was this that Arthur Frost realized. He
did not turn to education (beside a study of
the arts allied to his own) to find the ideas
whose lack he reproached in his pictures;
he was building up a better mental organ-
ism with which to achieve those ideas when
he should go back to his own work.

The results were evident by 1013, when
we find young Frost as one of a group of
painters—Delaunay was probably the most
prominent of them—who had their own
word to say. They were all men who had
the scientific-sthetic research of recent
years well in hand; they had passed the
groping stage in getting a balance between
realistic and abstract form, and their pic-
tures of aeroplanes, clouds, the sun, and
other heavenly bodies were part of the
movement of creative art for which our
time will be remembered.

Staying abroad for a while after the war
broke out, the day came at length when the
family was ready for its long-delayed return
to America. Once more in New York,
Arthur was soon engaged on a big canvas.
He wanted to paint a picture which should
include the fulness of his acquirements, and
worked on it for many months—only to re-
paint it completely. It changed from care-
fully studied realism to a balancing of form
and color wherein no relation with the scene
was discernible, though the new phase grew
from the original conception.

It is probably not for those who were the
close associates of Arthur Burdett Frost, Jr.,
to measure the value of his achievement.
The point is that he was one of those men—
and they are not common—who find out
what life has to offer in their day, and who
seize upon it. Being an artist, it was first
of all through the medium of his profession
that he approached life. He evolved with
his generation and would not be shaken
from his place in the ascent.

Whatever the future judgment on his
merit, it is scarce likely that his work will
be called complete. But do we, of this
young, changing country, need most to
consider the lives of those who have done a
complete work or the lives of men who have
followed a great aspiration and a great
direction? Arthur Frost was a joyous stu-
dent occupied with grave matters. His
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unceasing desire to look further into art
led him along a course which I believe will
be considered the essential one of our time.
The earlier artists of his choice are the
classics of the past, later he came to those
who are being recognized as the masters of
the present epoch. It is a progression such
as this that his countrymen must follow if
they are to produce the art of the future.
WALTER PAcH.

THE LATE GEORGE A. HEARN WAS AL-
WAYS A FIRM BELIEVER IN THE
FUTURE OF AMERICAN ART

HE connoisseur and patron of contem-
T porary art is a double benefactor.
He encourages art and also the artist.
Although the late George A. Hearn was a
collector of the art of the past as well as of
the present, it was as a patron of contempo-
rary art that he was and is most widely
known and rightly appreciated. He wasin-
terested in the artists of his time and par-
ticularly the artists of his country, many of
whom were his intimate friends. Not one
apart who bought only for future profit, Mr.
Hearn became conversant with the ideas,
aims, and aspirations of the artist, ex-
changed ideas, and entered into their crea-
tive spirit. He was always genial and de-
lightful. T believe that he never sold a
picture during the many years that he col-
lected them, and it is a notable fact that he
gave many of his most valued treasures to
public institutions. Although honored as a
public benefactor by those who knew, yet
there was little publicity given to his gifts,
Many of the pictures which rest modestly
at the Metropolitan Museum would have
created a semsation in the auction-room,
In the recent sale in New York of the
Hearn pictures, I do not remember a sin-
gle Winslow Homer, yet in his collection at
the Metropolitan we can count five or six,
and with a master whose production was
limited and whose important pictures are
not often seen in the public market, thisis a
significant fact. Were it not for the Hearn
collection at the Metropolitan Museum,
later American art would be but poorly
represented there. Wyant, whom we could
not know in the Irish landscape and the
wood interior of the early eighties, we see at
his best among the pictures given by Mr.
Hearn. ‘‘The Mohawk Valley” remains as
a masterpiece of the early topographical
period wherein we see the influence of the
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Diisseldorf school, whereas the other exam-
ples show Wyant in his most mature and
complete expression as a great tonalist. So,
too, with Inness, we see not only one of the
most important and representative examples
of his early work in the well-known *“ Peace
and Plenty,” painted in 1865, but the great
spiritual significance of his later expression is
beautifully exemplified in the evanescent
charm of “Spring Blossoms,” dated 188g.
Of the middle period we have ““Evening at
Medfield,” 1875. Homer Martin, whose
mature vision came very late in life, and
whose production was unfortunately very
limited, is nevertheless represented by an
important and imposing example in “Sand
Dunes, Lake Ontario”; while Blakelock is
revealed to us in two happily contrasted
moods, in one of which he shows his early
objective training and sensitive understand-
ing of natural structure, and in the other a
rhapsody of color in which the vision is
seen as in a dream. The “Quadroon,” by
Fuller, a mystical masterpiece of elusive
charm, and a less important example by
Ryder, complete the distinguished group of
deceased masters; while in the adjoining
gallery are representative examples by many
of the most distinguished exponents of con-
temporary American painting who are
worthily continuing the precedent of their
peers.

As a collector Mr. Hearn showed great
catholicity of taste and excellent judgment.
If in a general survey of his pictures we see
a predominating interest in the tonalistic
schools, we must remember that this was the
mood of a period and many of its masters
were contemporaries of the collector. This
to a certain extent influenced his predilec-
tion for the early English pictures, the tones
of which were in happy accord to the rich
quality of our own school. It seems addi-
tionally appropriate, however, that the
English school should be so well represented
in our great museum, for we must remember
that our early native school of portraiture
was a direct continuation of the English
precedent. So, too, it is welcome to see
the English landscape-painters, with whom
we have a close temperamental and artistic
affinity. Inness was a great admirer of
Constable, whose virile influence is echoed
in his earlier pictures; and it is unnecessary
to say that Wyant owed much to the som-
bre and austere master of Bergholt. The
English school is grouped together at the
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Metropolitan Museum and shows with what
care Mr, Hearn selected his pictures, not
only for individual excellence but for
wsthetic kinship and harmonic relation. It
is one of the most beautiful rooms in the
museunt.

But Mr. Hearn had also a sympathetic
eye for the modern achievement and the
revelations of the American impressionists.
We will recall that not many years ago
Theodore Robinson was looked upon as a
rebel, an acknowledged extremist, the dar-
ing of whose color frightened conservative
curators and connoisscurs. He was among
the first of our landscape-painters to awaken
to the call of the sunlight, and his natural
vision responded to the new discoveries of
the French impressionists. To-day the dis-
tinction is not so clearly marked. We sce
these painters as tonalists working in a
higher key and in cooler hues. Mr. Hearn
was fortunate, however, in acquiring a very
distinguished group of this painter’s can-
vases at an early date, several of which were
dispersed in the recent sale. Theodore
Robinson died young and did not achieve
the complete consummation of his un-
doubted genius, but his influence here was
active and generative. Twachtman echoed
the new spirit and we are fortunate in hav-
ing one of his most beautiful expressions
in the Hearn collection at the Metropoli-
tan.

We have seen several great collectors pass.
The pictures which they brought together at
incalculable expense the public is privileged
to view in our museums. The great trea-
sures of the past have brought the Old World
to our shores. In the realm of painting we
can look upon the historical retrospect and
trace the early traditions leading to our own
time. But if we learn from the past many
valuable lessons for the present, neverthe-
less it is the present which is our chief con-
cern. Many of our greatest collectors have
left no impression upon the artistic life of
their time, no sign of their interest in the
modern struggle to create and sing the songs

The TField of Art

of our day, no encouragement to the young
men who are working valiantly to recreate
the living spirit of the higher life as ex-
pressed in art. It is not the real test of the
connoisseur to be able to select masterpieces
from the achievements of the past. Time,
that mysterious but never-failing judge, pre-
sents the decision to the present. It isonly
the great that survive its merciless test; the
inferior go the way of all things, that lack-
ing the breath of life, are as dust. The real
connoisseur is not necessarily an antiquarian
or archzologist. He is a lover of the living
spirit and he sees it in the present as well
as in the past.

The significance of Mr., Hearn as a col-
lector is that he encouraged and quickened
the art of his time and of his country. Itis
not the mere fact that he helped artists to
live; that alone is a means and not an end.
As a business, art has no reason for exist-
ence. It is mere money-changing and it
were better to deal in those material things
called commodities in which Mr. Hearn ac-
quired his fortune. But if in seeking the
higher life the soul awakens to a spiritual
need expressed in the realm of art, the re-
sponse must come through that communion
of feeling which radiates from the common
love of the beautiful. This is not a thing
cherished only in the dead past. It still
seeks to be awakened.

Therefore, Mr. Hearn has left his heritage
not only in museums but in the hearts of
those whose works he helped to quicken in-
to being. He was not only a benefactor of
American art, in so much as he bought the
pictures of his contemporaries, but because
he endeavored to enter into the spirit of the
art of his time, to know the artists and to
exchange appreciations and estimations.
That he selected wisely, and that the con-
fidence which he especially placed in the
American artists whose pictures he bought
was entirely justified, is clearly shown in the
result of the recent sale of his collection by
the American Art Association.

Ertor Crark.

NOTE ON THE FRONTISPIECE.—JorN S. SARGENT:

Not only is Mr.

Sargent an exponent of portraiture and mural decoration and a devotee of outdoor scene;

he is also a masterly and sympathetic painter of indoor genre.

The frontispiece, ** Non-

chaloir,”” which was first seen at the New English Art Club exhibition in Suffolk Street
in 1911, displays the artist in a little-known but manifestly congenial mood.

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 24.



THE BATTLE IN NORTHERN FRANCE
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

OR the past four weeks other events
have been quite submerged, in the
mind of the outside world, by the battle
in northern France—probably the blood-
iest conflict in history, possibly the most

memorable. Tt has not been
a Waterloo, a Valmy, a Blen-
heim, a Gettysburg, in which
a political system or a per-
sonal ambition was at stake. The com-
parison most often drawn with this strug-
gle, in which two opposing conceptions of
civilization have been fighting for control
of modern society, has been carried back
to the stand of the Allies of another period
against the invading Saracens at Tours,
and against Attila and his earlier Huns in
the battle on the Marne, fifteen centuries
before the other great battle beside the
same river. Meantime the events which
have passed rapidly and dramatically
across the scene—the recapture by Hin-
denburg, after enormous loss of life, of
the ground regained in Picardy by Gen-
cral Haig last year; the Kaiser’s hysterical
boasts of a victory won; the stubborn re-
sistance and counter-blows of the French
and English; the selection of the foremost
military genius developed by the war as
generalissimo of the Allied forces (an in-
cident not precisely paralleled since Marl-
borough’s campaigns), and the entry of
General Pershing’s American army into
the battle— this panorama of history
necessarily superseded all other consider-
ations, economic as well as political.

Significance
of the Great
Conflict

GERMAN Y'S "part in the campaign—
not less interesting because, contrary
to all military precedent, it was advertised
in advance—has already raised many

questions, What is to be as-
g}r{nw signed as Germany’s funda-
¥ mental motive for this cam-

Struck : ,
: paign of desperate violence on
the western front, with such frightful sac-

rifice of her soldiers’ lives in mass attacks
on powerful artillery? The common an-
swer is, that this was the last chance for
victory at the real strategic point of con-
flict—to be won, not by superior general-
ship but by brute force of numbers, while
Russia had been disposed of and before
the American army could arrive. This
view of the matter is obvious enough.
But there are also many careful observers
of German psychology who believe that
the military cabal had been intoxicated
by the collapse of the Russian Govern-
ment, the territorial disintegration of that
unlucky state by Germany, and the un-
opposed march of the German army on
Petrograd and Odessa.

The German Junker’s head might in-
deed easily have been turned by these
spectacular results of a military com-
mander’s rough thrusting-aside of diplo-
macy at Brest-Litovsk, and his adoption
of a purely bullying programme toward
the Russians. The Opposition party in
Germany lapsed into silence—half in
fright, and half in admiration at these Na-
poleonic exploits. Nothing further was
heard in the Reichstag of franchise reform
for Prussia. The Emperor, who in Feb-
ruary had been humbly telling the Ham-
burg aldermen how Germany “ often en-
tered false paths™ in this war until “the
Lord pointed out by a hard school the
path by which we should go,” was boast-
ing in March of the ““glorious page in the
history of the German army” in which—
so ran his description of the pusillanimous
desertion of the Russian soldiers—it had
triumphed over the Russianarmy’s “ over-
whelming superiority of numbers.”

But the picture had another side. The
reckless breach of faith through which
Russian provinces were torn apart, Ar-
menian populations of southern Russia
promised to the Turk, the grain districts
occupied in wviolation of a treaty just
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signed, and central Russia invaded in the
face of an armistice, caused a good deal
of sullen comment at home.  Even the
usually subservient newspapers began to
talk. The Berlin Taecblatt asserted that
the new states carved out of Russia were
“less representative of their people’s wish
than Napoleon's Kingdom of Westphalia™

-the anathema of Prussian historians.
The Frankfurter Zeitung told its readers
that Germany had * playved the game of
the Allies in Russia.”  Military critics,
members of the army reserve, wrote scorn-
fully of the intelligence of *the man who
can believe that the break-up of Russia
will be to Germany s advantage.” Some-
thing more was evidently necessary 1o
maintain the control of political affairs by
the General Staff.

At first, the hope of silencing home criti-
cism by feeding Germany with Russia's
stores of grain was relied on; but this ex-
pectation also began to wane.  People of
experience in grain-market affairs had
heen aware from the first that the random
estimates of six to eight hundred million
bushels of wheat, alleged to have heen
raised in Russia every vear since the war
began, were utterly absurd.  This would
have equalled the maximum peace-time
production, and it would have occurred
m the face of loss of the export market
(which normally takes nearly half of a
Russian wheat cropi, shortage of labor,
and almost total lack of storage facilitics,

These estimates assumed that the Rus-
sian farmer had for three successive vears
been investing his time and money in pro-
ducing crops which he knew he could
neither sell nor store, and, in the past
twelve months, under political circum-
stances which rendered his continued pos-
session of either the land or the harvested
grain a matter of entire uncertainty.  If
there had been no other evidence, the
bread famine throuchout Russia itsell
during 1917 proved that no such grain
crops had been either planted or har-
vested, and it also strongly indicated that
in March, almost at the end of the *wheat
vear,” no enormous reserve of wheat
could possibly be left.

Whatever illusions they may have in-
dulged in at the start, the Germans in
Russia must rather soon have begun to
perceive the truth. But the generals

The Financial World

made for Odessa, at which former export
market, if anywhere, wheat :-'uI)[‘l]i(_‘.'-i
might be supposed to exist. Even at
Odessa, it was not a simple question how
the Germans were to pay for the Russian
wheat. The Frankfurter Zeitung hesi-
tatingly answered: * Presumably with an
exchange of goods; though it is doubtful
if we can deliver enough.” The General
Staff, however, arain had a plan of its
own. It ordered the military seizure of
Odessa; after which, true to the German
soldier’s instinct of pillage, it summoned
the Ukraine people (with whose govern-
ment a treaty of peace had just been
signed) to deliver 85 per cent of their
arain holdings to the military. The next
perfectly natural incident was armed re-
sistance by the Russian peasants, and, at
the very moment when the fighting on
the Somme was at its height, the attack
on Odessa by the Russians and the shak-
ing of the German hold on the citv. The
German military cabal had already deter-
mined the future relations of Germany
and Russia.

HAT political inferences intelligent
German people would draw from
this chapter of exploits may be imagined
with little difficulty.  But other infer-
ences, drawn in high German quarters

from .mh‘?'r aspects of Ger- warnings

many's situation, had been by German

growing extremely grave. Al-  Business
Men

bert Ballin, president of the
Hamburg Steamship Line, wrote to his
friend Rathenau last December that “we
are mad™; that “in antagonizing the
United States we have done a disastrous
thing, a thing which will throw its shadow
on our economic life for a generation.”
He asked, in regard to Germany's foreign
trade, with which he is more familiar
than any man in Germany: " How are we
to resume it in the face of an Anglo-
Saxendom which loathes and must loathe
our presence among them?” and an-
swered that *all the military victories and
all the wild will-o'-the-wisps about * Ham-
burg to Bagdad " will not help us.”
Helfferich, the most competent of Ger-
many’s war-time finance ministers, told
the Import Trades Association at Berlin,
six or eight weeks ago, that **if final peace
fails to return to us what our enemies have

(Continued on page 50, following)



"THE ESTEY
RESIDENC E
ORGAN

You ought not plan a home without considering
the Estey Residence Organ. Music is as delightful an
adjunct to a well-appointed home as books, pictures,
furniture or flowers. These things require a setting, a
special place for enjoying them. The library and the
conservatory must be planned for. Why not equally
the music room. The one supreme furniture of the
music room is a pipe organ.

The organ is the greatest instrument of the musical
world. Its introduction into the home adds a touch
of the unusual and rare, like some fine old piece of




THE ESTEY RESIDENCE ORGAN

furniture rich with the carving of a by-gone age, like
some masterpiece of pottery or painting glowing with
the color of a vanished art.

As an organ for the home, the Estey Residence
Organ is peculiarly and beautifully appropriate. It is
planned and designed and built for this use. It is not
only a great organ, that organists love to play. It is
also, thanks to the Estey Organist (the mechanical
player), an organ that anyone can play as well as or
even better than a human organist.

In a country like this, with its rapidly increasing
wealth, with its new homes of an almost palatial
character being built daily, the necessary cost of a
pipe organ is negligible, while the pleasure it gives
cannot be measured by money. Features are being
introduced into these homes that cost as much as a
pipe organ and whose only purpose is to heighten
the pleasurable richness of living in these homes.
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THE ESTEY RESIDENCE ORGAN
is becoming more and more a part of the furnishing of a
well-appointed house.




THE ESTEY RESIDENCE ORGAN

The Estey Residence Organ is becoming more and
more a part of the furnishing of a well-appointed
house. In the hands of a skilful architect and de-
signer it becomes a noteworthy feature of the music
room or great hall.

The pipe organ improves with age, its upkeep is
nominal, the pleasure never palls. It will last as
long as the house lasts, and it forever enhances the
value of the house.

THE ESTEY ORGAN COMPANY, Brattleboro, Vermont
Studios in NEW YORK, 25 West 45th St.  PHILADELPHIA, 1701 Walnut St.
BOSTON, 120 Boylston St. ~ LOS ANGELES, 332 South Broadway




No master record shall be considered as
satisfactory and complete and perfect until it
has been approved not only by an authorized
representative of the Victor Company, but elso

by the artist.

Extract from Victor artists contract

Every Victor Record
must have the artists

own approval
Our contract demands it

Not only must every Victor Record re-
ceive the approval of the Victor Record-
ing Laboratory before it is listed in the
Victor Record catalog, but the artist who
makes the record must also be satisfied that it
portrays his or her art with absolute fidelity.
When you play a Victor Record on the Victrola,
you can be sure the interpretation you hear is
exactly as the artist sang or played it—exactly as he
or she wishes you to hear it.

So true to life in every detail that Victor Records
have also earned for themselves the universal and
enthusiastic approval of the great final judge—the

music-loving public.

There are Victors and Victrolas from $10 to $400, and any Victor dealer
will gladly demonstrate them and play your favorite music for you. Saenger
Voice Culture Records are invaluable to vocal students—ask to hear them.
Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N J., U.S. A,

Beeliuer Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors

Important Notice. Victor Records and Victor Machines are scientifically
coordinated and synchronized in the processes of manufacture, and their use,
one with the other, is absslutely essential to a perfect reproduction.

New Victor Records demonstrated at
all dealers on the 1st of each month

CALVE:

@ a ouronr

\ 3 A . "
» : - MASTERS VOICE
US. PAT OM /‘ﬁ\
"Victrola” is the Registered Trade- POWELL %
mark of the Victor Talking Machine
Company designating the products of
this Company only.
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“A Case of Rank Mismanagement”

MITH had raved madly and helplessly

around the fire all nicht and he was

haggard and dejected.  He dreaded
the arnval of Jackson, for two vears his
principal customer,

In the morning Jackson came. He was
in despair.  He was mad clear through, for
his own factory was dependent in part upon
the supphes due from Smith's plant which
now lay a smoking ruin before him. The
moment Smith set eyves on him he knew
his old business friend was seeking a way
to avoid being dragged down in the
catastrophe.

“*How ]rmg do vou Suppose It will take
vou to get things going again?” Jackson
mquned moodily, ficking the ash off his
clgar.

get steel !

“Good Lord, man,” eried Smith, [ wish
I knew! Of all the vears in which a fire
could occur this was the worst! -

“You know what an ungodly job it is to
You know what we are up
against on buwlding material!  Prices on
everything are way up out of sight and 1
won't be able to get deliveries even at that.
Why, I tried to put a |Il'l'|t wing on the
shipping- department with a carrier and it
took me six months, in ~.pltt- of sending
about a thousand telegrams. Just on that
httle Jn}\ that uught to have been easily
done 1n six weeks in normal times !

“To be perfectly frank. T think it will be
a miracle it I'm producing goods in less than
six or eight months. Even at that the new
plant will cost me 50 per cent. above normal.”

38 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER



Jackson savagely bit off the end of another
cigar and said with a queer twitch to his
mouth, “I was going to show a proht of
#180,000 this vear; that's more than my
little plant produced for me in the last ten
years put together. We never used to work
overtime for more than a month, but this
vear I have had three shifts going, night
and day, and yvou know yourself I had the
stuff flowing through there like a river.”

“T knew,” said Smith, shifting his feet
uneasily, “that this would tangle you all up,

too. I'm sorry, but I don’t see how it
could be helped !

“Be helped!” aroaned Jackson, ““ of course
it could have been helped. 1 ought to have
gone on the principle of some of the big
automobile people who won’t contract for
supplies from a plant that is not protected
by automatic sprinklers.”

“I suppose sprinklers would have helped,”
admitted Smith.

“Of course,” said Jackson, sharply, “they
would have prevented this altogether.

“Only last week a fire started in my tool-
room. Two sprinkler-heads put it out and
rung the alarm-bell, so the watchman never
bothered even to report it to the Fire
Department.

“You couldn’t burn up my plant if you
tried. If it weren’t for you I could keep on
filling my contracts.”

“I never was in a position to afford a
sprinkler system,” argued Smith.

“Afford it! Nonsense! You can afford
this fire, I suppose,” and he sneered a little
as he added, *“ You could afford to pay a $1.50
insurance rate while [ was paying 27 cents!
The savings on your insurance would have
paid for your sprinklers in the course of a
few years. If you had come to me I would
have gotten the money in no time. To
be perfectly frank, Smith, I think it’s a case

- GRINNELL

AUTOMATIC SPRINKLER SYSTEM
The Factory-Assembled Systemn

of rank mismanagement! Any man these
days who has a conflagration is a public
nuisance.”

There was nothing for Smith to do but
to stand there and take his medicine. He
did it with as much grace as he could and
Jackson, with the hint of a lawsuit in his
manner, departed to make a long tour of
other plants in a search for substitute
supplies.

That was nearly a year ago.

Smith hasn’t got his new plant running
even yet.

He has been up against it on materials
and deliveries.

He has been wrestling with embargoes.

He has been chasing lost freight-cars.

He 1s paying fancy prices for everything
and vainly offering bonuses for deliveries.

His well-trained men have scattered to
the four winds.

They couldn’t wait and he couldn’t keep
the payroll going for so long a time.

He has worked night and day himself and
is on the verge of nervous prostration.

Instead of enjoying the biggest year of
his history, his operations show a loss. The
insurance money was nowhere near enough
to pay for the restoration at war prices.

Smith has learned his lesson, but at'a
terrific cost to himself and his country. Will
you learn yours the same way, or will you
follow the experience of the country's
greatest firms and get sprinkler protection
now—at once !

There are various automatic-sprinkler sys-
tems on the market. The oldest and best-
known is the Grinnell. It protects more
property than all other kinds put together.

Don’t theorize—get the figures! Address
the General Fire Extinguisher Company,
287 West Exchange St., Providence, R. L.
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Price
$15.50

Pictures
2% x 4%

2¢ Kodak Jr.

The pictures are of the pleasing panel shape, giving the high,
narrow proportions that are so well suited to portraits—and when the
camera is held horizontally, for landscapes and the like, it gives a long,
narrow picture that is almost panoramic in effect.

And this long, narrow picture makes possible a thin, slim camera that fits the pocket—
a detail that is often important, and always convenient.

The 2¢ Jr. loads for 10 exposures, is fully equipped for hand or tripod work. For
hnap-shutb the shutter has speeds of 1-25, 1-50 and 1-100 of a second, and it has, of course,
the usual “‘time exposure'” releases. Well made and well finished in every detail—auto-
graphic, of course. All folding Kodaks now provide for autographically dating and titling
each negative at the time of exposure.

The lenses are the best of their respective types, are adapted to this particular camera
and each one is individually tested.

THE PRICE

No. 2¢ Autographic Kodak, Jr. with meniscus achromatic lens . % i . . 215 50
Do., with Rapid Rectilinear lens : . ¥ ; 5 i . . . . 17 50
Do., with Kodak Anastigmat 7.7.7 lens * . X . . . . . . . . 23 50

At Your Dealer’s

EASTMAN KODAK CO., Rocurster, N. Y., The Kodak City.




The ARCO WAND Vacuqm Cleaner is a wonderful help where there are children in the house. Floors and rugs
are tidied up in no time before dust, dirt. crumbs, etc., have a chance to be trodden into the
fabric. The ARCO WAND cleans thoroughly, without dust.

Cuts waste In cleaning

Every minute rounts in cleaning with the ARCO WAND. It is a war-time
economy. Instaatly ready, and so thorough and sure that it finishes the clean-
ing in the time it formerly took *‘ to get ready "’ to do it with dust-cap, apron,
dusters and brooms.

The ARCO WAND eliminates wasted time, wasted
strength. You get down to your original * clean
house "’ every day and in a few minutes of easy
stroking with the light cleaning tools, and with

T, e —— &= =1

less help. The ARCO WAND cleans every-

where, corners, nooks, crevices, surfaces—
mCUU M CLE AN ER floors, rugs, curtains, mattresses, uphol-

stered furniture, books, clothes, etc.,

and pipes the dust and dirt away

to the sealed dust bucket of the machine.

A wise investment for present conditions

The ARCO WAND is a most sensible war time purchase, Tt will last for years—costs about
a penny a day to operate and you can do your own cleaning with the greatest of ease, thus
saving time for other useful war activities.

Buy on monthly payments

Talk with your dealer today about the installation of an ARCO WAND machine in your
home, apartment or office building—church, club or factory.

SEND FOR COPY OF FREE CATALOG “ARCO WAND"

which explains and illustrates its many labor-saving uses.

Machinels set in basement
or side room, A suction

Divarigment AMER[GANRADHTORCOMPANY S Michigen Ave. R %% A8 Yadean

Chicago Cleaners, hose, and tools,

are sold by all Heating

Makers of the world-famous IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators and Plumbing Trade.
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Nujol

SOV CONS tzp ation

As a child she is health incarnate. She will keep that
clear-eyed charm all her life if she is taught the price-
less habit of regularity now. NUJOL will make
her—and you—regular as clockwork.

It is absolutely harmless. Try it.
All drug stores. In packages bearing the Nujol trade-
mark—never in bulk.~ Send 50c. and we will ship
new kit size to U. S. soldiers and sailors anywhere.
STANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY)
BAYONNE NEW JERSEY
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“My Own Bed’’ W,

“Il want to get home to my own bed,”
says the Ostermoor sleeper

easily and comfortably to the body; it is elastic.

Not the most expensive mattress, but it makes the Z
most comfortable bed.

Sleep on an Ostermoor Mattress and get complete

relaxation, rest, and recuperation. Get the benefit

N\
S %
% =
S Why? Because the Ostermoor Mattress conforms %
== .
S Z
=
=
=
S
=
=
S
= from your sleep.

1
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Replace your old mattresses with Ostermoors: they
are built, not stuffed, and never get out of shape—
layer upon layer of soft comfort.

For sale at the best stores. Write for our 144-page catalog,
“The Test of Time,” and samples of ticking—sent Free.
If your dealer cannot supply you, we will ship direct to
% your home by express prepaid. Mattress se-
'% curely packed in leatherette paper and burlap.
%, Safe delivery guaranteed. Price $30.
_///{//
%
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o
Trade Mark
Reg.U.S IsuOf

Ostermoor & Company
108 Elizabeth Street, New York

_Canadian Agency:
Alaska Bedding of Montreal, Ltd,, Montreal
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The patented Streamline
pendant (see arrow) is
typical of the freshness
and grace of the whole
Streamline design. No
photograph can do it
justice : let your jeweler
show you the dif ference.
#* % * This shows but one
of many beautiful Elgin
models.

ELG IN N.ALTIOVAL ALY

Dpszgners ar

/

$25 = 835 =

Does Your Watch Belong to the

Some 1018 reaions

atches

50 = $715 = 8100 ~

“Horse and Buggy” Age?

avhy you should

aoaw invest in a BETTER avatch :

You dress better—drive better
—live better today than when
you bought your old watch.

Your time is worth more.

In your choice of a watch, the
world reads the value you put
upon your time.

You can no longer afford to
wear a watch that is below your
social and business level.

Own awatch you'll be proud of.,

¥ * 4%

Elgin Streamlines are a series
of modern watches for modern
men.

They are not built down to
the old time level of watch de-
mand. ‘They are built uptothe
level of watch possibilities.

Had automobile manufactur-
ers, for instance, held their
product down to the price level
of “‘horse and buggy’’ days, the
luxury and efficiency of the
modern car would be unknown
to you and yours. Its possibil-
ities for pleasure, usefulness and
pride of possession, would be
still undreamed of.

® & *

The modern Elgin is not an
expense—not a perishable. It is
an investment.

An Elgin has beauty.

An Elgin endures—gives you
honest, efficient, lifetime service.

An Elgin means economy of

upkeep. Its interchangeability
of parts is world famous.

Lsn’tit time you invested in awatch you’ll bewilling to be judged by 2
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You cannot buy a better watch than Elgin.
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FOR NEARLY A CENTURY
LEADING SILVER NERCHANTS

~ED & BART@N

HED 82«

SILVERSMITHS
TAUN FOJ\! ﬂASSACHUSETTS

ENTE T

FIFTH AVENUE AT 32% STREET 4 MAIDEN LANE, NEWYORK
BOSTON CHICAGO - - ~SAN FRANCISCO - DALLAS" "




but the mark of a service’’

From the incoming host
of new ideas on light-
ing, MAZDA Service se-
lects for the makers of
MAZDA Lamps, only
those developments in
design, materials and
methods that will im-

prove the hght you enjoy
The Meaning of MAZDA

MAZDA iathe trademark of a world-wide service to certain lamp MAZDA Service is centered in the Research Laboratories of the
manufacturers. Its purpose is to colleet and select scientiiic and General lleciric Company at Schenectady, New York. The
practical information concermng progress and developments in mark MAZDA canappear only onlamps whichmeet the standards
the art of incandescent lamp manufacturing and to distribute this of MAZDA Service. It is thus an assurance of quality. This
information to the companies entitled to receive this Service. trademark is the property of the General Electric Company.

@ RESEARCH LABORATORIES OF GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY
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A 3c stamp will bring you our practical booklet,
“Making the Garden Grow.” You'll like it.

BOSTON WOVEN HOJE & RUBBER| .
CAMBRIDGE_MAJSY.
100 pommm;w*-mﬂs

$ %
¥ p
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AVED

or FOOD

A stuffed owl on a post. A string that flaps his wings
when pulled. You pull it. When the marauding
hawk or crow, destroyers of valuable game birds and
poultry, sails down upon the unsuspecting owl you
get him with a shoszun.

There are other vermin such as rats, black snakes,
foxes, and most of all, the house cat, which destroy
millions of dollars worth of food every year.

This matter of game preservation and game raising
is important and intensely interesting. We will gladly
send you on request and without charge the book,

““Game Farming for Profit and Pleasure’”. If you
are especially interested in phcasantbreedmg we will
send for 10c in stamps, ‘‘American Pheasant Breed-
ing and Shooting”’, by E. A. Quarles, Address

HERCULES POWDER, CO. ﬁ,
43 W. 1lth Street
Wilmington Delaware

———
T e



The Standard of the Firearms World

For nearly a century Colt's Firearms have
played a dominant part in America’s
glorious military history. Colt's have been
the standard of comparison in safety,
quickness and efhiciency, and have always
stood the test in our national defense.
Colt’s Firearms will give you ample pro-
tection in your private life. Put your trust
in the Colt name — your country does.

Hlustrated Catalog No. 5 mailed free on request

COLT'S PATENT FIREARMS MFG. CO.
HARTFORD, CONN., U.S.A.

Revolvers
Automatic Pistols
Automatic Machine Guns
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134 Final Inspections by
Men Paid to Find Fault

Before leaving the factory each ‘“‘ROYAL’’ Typewriter is critically
inspected for the most minute defects. Every screw, nut and link must
be properly set and tichtened without mutilation. ‘There can be no
binding at any part, no interference and no side play where there should
be none. Thin paper must feed without wrinkling or turning its edge;
six sheets of paper, with carbons, must feed without slipping.

The high standard set for ““ROYAL™ Typewriters permits of no compromise.
Every part of the “ROYAL’ must look and act as it should. Only absolure per-
fection is tolerated. We refuse to risk the ““ROYAL™ Typewriter’s reputation by
aurried, final inspections.

So, inspectors in the *‘ROYAL® factory are judged by their expertness in
detecting inaccuracies and ordering them corrected.

It is impossible to be sure of having bought the best typewriter without knowing
the variety of work that the “ROY AL’ does and how perfectly it does everything.
Write, telephone or call for a demonstration at our nearest office or branch.

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, INC.

MAIN OFFICE: FACTORY:
364-366 Broadway, New York Hartford, Conn.
Branches and Sales Offices in Principal Cities All Over the World




Do you realize that every cent of every dollar received

for the Red Cross War Fund is spent for War Relief?

The interest which accrues from the banking of funds actually has made avail-
able for War Relief one dollar and two cents for every dollar contributed.

A Prudential Policy is an Ally that never breaks faith

The Prudential Insurance Company of America
Incorporated under the laws of the State of New Jersey ;:' 5

GIBRALTAR

&!‘,}A “

FORREST F. DRYDEN, President HOME OFFICE, NEWARK, N. J.
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Car in ﬂmerzca

motor car creation nl
present season. ‘
and luxury of appointment it
rivals the fines pr::ductmns
of European makers.

Paige-Detroit Motor Car Cao.
Detroit
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“W hen Spring unlocks the earth
to loose the smiling flowers”

HEN blooming orchards, and the green
! bosoms of the hills call you to the
\ .) open, and you speed your motor car
"4 to the country, sweet with the breath

of new things, be sure to make your first

flight of Springtide on Silvertown Cord Tires.

Half your joy, as you read the joyous
book of Spring, writ in blossoms, lies in
Silvertowns, the graceful, patrician tires with
the Red Hallmark of tire quality—the Red
Double Diamond—inlaid in the side wall.

Buoyant as the Spring air, they give you
the leapm% joy of ease and comfort. They
add the calm joy of security.

For the durability and dependability of
SILVERTOWN CORDS, along with
BLACK SAFETY TREADS, have been
proved by Goodrich Test Car Fleets. They
measure up to the new tire standard, which

mcludes all standards, the TEbTED of— 8
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he ar zbz‘oufm‘ of fire-safe ;oofngs

eA Roof where Beauty and
Utifity meet

ROQF Iexture of exceptional interest,
A g1med by the apparently accidental
blending of rich color and soft shingle out-
lines. A roof that is safe, too, from the
threat of communicated fire and free from
costly upkeep.

Colorblende Shingles are typical of the
Johns-Manville Roofing Line, and have
fairly earned their place in a list which

meets your every roofing n

Colorblende Shingles, Asbestos Rendy Roofing
Transite Shingles, Asbestos Built-Up Roofing
Corrugated Asbestos Roofing
Booklets on reguest

H. W. JOHNS-MANVILLE CO.

NEW YORK CITY
10 Factories—Branches i 61 Large Cities

Plate No. 3— An attractive roof effect secured by the use of Congl ate Brown Shingl, © 1918, H. W. J-M Co. N.Y,




- AN EXHEDRA TYPE OF
Ultramorial

HEN .t'ne Parthenon at
" Athens was built the

classical art of the Greeks was -

in the highest state of 'develap-
ment. :

'nus UItramonal which is now
l:remgerected embod:es this order
recian perfection in every
detail. The structure is built as
an Exl'ledra with 4 ﬂu:ecl col-
umns; its total l‘IEng'tt 1s 12 ft 2
inches; it is 17 ft. lbng, with a
base 8 ft' 2 inches in cleptl't
Prmnsxon is made for interments
in crypts directly beneath the
structure, in a manner exclusive
~ to the Ultramorial construction.

“To build a memorial which expresses
- family characteristics, is now recognized
as incumbent on the head of a family
and building in the Ultramorial form
wl'ule you live, makes certain the dis-

tincti OF your Aul

An;?nne desirous of investing upwards
$500.00 in a family memorial of ex-
. clusive nature should write for interest-

ing booklet “Art in Memorials."

MEMORIALS ART COMPANY
Representatives in Principal Cities
Studios: Delaware Court, Delaware Avenue
BUFFALO, NEW YORK
NEW YORK: 665 Fifth Avenue

PHILADELPHIA.: 501 Stock Exchange Bldg.

Ultramerial

Perhaps this will
be your home

Certainly any tasteful person
would enjoy living in it, not
only because of its refined

“and homelike appearance but

because it is especially de-
signed to be built of stone—
Indiana Limestone, ‘“The Aris-
tocrat of Building Materials.”
It seems hardly believable
that this distinpuished lookinp,
Indiana Limestone home can
be built for something like
$12,000, yet it is true.

The unique circumstances of
the production of Indiana
Limestone are accountable for
its comparatively low price.
In two counties in Indiana it lies
in thick beds miles in extent and
can be quarried out in pieces of any
size and in any quantity. A number
of enormous plants at Bedford and
Bloominaton quarry it by modern
machinery with wonderful ease and
despatch. So, naturally, for the bet-
ter buildings it has become a National
Standard. To build of Indiana Lime-
stone is to have a home distinguished
for good taste

We shall aladly send you a series of
drawings 8 x 11 inches, similar to the
above, each showin® room arrange-
ments, and Volume 1 of the Indiana
Limestone Library. A sample of the
stone will be included if you say so.

INDIANA LIMESTONE
QUARRYMEN'S ASS'N.
Boz 515, Bedford, Indiana.




Financed World, contimued from page 62

taken and destroyed b it fails to restore 1o
us Irecdom in our work and in our spirit of
cnterprise in the world, then the German
people are crippled for an immeasurable
period.”™ The only hope that Helfferich
himsell could hold out was that *we have
first to win'; and, having won, to *meel
the plan of exclusion with a demand for the
open door and [ree seas, and the threat of
blockade of raw materials with a demand
for the delivery of raw materials.”

The last wornls are suggestive.  Appar
cntly, they mark the abandonment of the
theory of o135, that the world will he unable

to get along without German trade on the

old-time scale, and the adoption of the new
theory that other people may be compelled
Ly main force to trade with Germany. Thus
from the ex-Reichskanzler, the highly re-
spectable director of the Deutsche Bank,
comes the same foolish ultimatum as had
been laid down by the Junker commander
of the Army of Ukraine Invasion.

The psychology of such an attitude is
purely German; even if there is something
almost pathetic in it.  The penalty for her
government's wickedness of the past four

Financial Worlil, continued on page 58
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425 Fifhih Ave,

Capital and Surplus
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To the man of affairs
who 1s answering his
country’s call to arms

HE NMANAGEMENT OF YOUR

ESTATIL 15 a twentv-page book-

let describing the services per-
formed by this company. Tt will in-
terest every man whois giving thought
to the safeguarding of his business
interests while in the service of lis
country.  We will gladly mail vou a
copy upon request.  Further details
will be cheerfully given by the officials
of this company at our main office

or at either of our uptown branches.

Union Trust Company of New Y ork
80 Broadwav, New York

ERANCH
286 Iiith Ave,
R 500,000
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VERY investor needs
the best information
obtainable.

The National City Com-
pany aims to supply that
need, in addition to offering
attractive securities for in-
vestment.

Thus, the Company main-
tains six distinet depart-
ments whose sole business
it is to gather and analyze
complete data on the securi-
ties of Governments, States
and Municipalities, and

Getting the Facts
for Investment

Railroad, Public Utility and
Industrial Corporations.

* *

You are invited to call on
the Company for informa-
tion regarding any class of
securities. There is neither
charge nor obligation.

Our correspondent of-
fices, located in twenty-four
investment centers (many
of them having private wires
to New York), are able to

~ place the Company’s entire

facilities at your command.

In requesting information, kindly mention SB-158

The National City Company

National City Bank Building, New York

Boston, Masa,
10 State Street
Avpaxy, N.Y.
Ten Eyck Building
Burraro, N. Y.
Marine Bank Bldg,
CLEvELAND, OH10
Guardian Building
CinciyNati, Onio

Fourth Natl. Bank Bldg.

Derroir, Mich.
147 Griswold Street

Bonds

CORRESPONDENT OFFICES

PriLapeLraIA, PA.

1421 Chestnut Street
PirtssorcH, Pa.

Farmers Bank Bldg.
WiLkes-Barrg, Pa.

Miners Bank Building
Bavtisore, Mo,

Munsey Building
“'-\riulm.-‘l‘t‘:;{. D.Cc.

741 15th Street, N. W.
ATuanta, Ga.

Trust Co. of Ga. Bldg.

Short Term Notes

Cmeaco, [LL,
137 S0, La Salle Street

St. Louors, Mo,

New Orneans, La.
301 Baronne Street
Kaxsas Crry, Mo,
Républic Building
MinneapoLis, Miny.
MeKunight Building
Denver, CoLo

Bauk of Commerce Bldg.

N :
First National Bapk Bldg.

Saw Fraxeiseo, Can.

424 California Street
Los Anceres, CaL,

Hibernian |lu|lduu1
PortLaxp, ORE.

Railway Exchange Bldg.
Searrie, Wasa,

Hoge Building

Loxpox, E. C. 2 Exa.
56 Bishopsgate

Acceptances

57




Stock Dividend Outlook
for Standard Oils

he Standoed Onl subsidaies, simed their
searcgnton from Standard Ol of New Jersey,
lave established a remarkable recond for period-
weal dhstribution of acenmubared profits fo stock-
Tieldeérs i the form of large stock devidends,

Aeothe present moment there ane elght of

costmdard Qi subsidinmes wloel bave palied
e sufficient surph to qustby dlestribntion
of profits o stockholders, and these are dealt
with in detal in our fortmalidy pubhcation

Securities Suggestions

his pubdication. which discusses curvently
the most nuportant develapments in the findn-
i wardd, will beosent to you with booklor de-
seribing THE PART PAYMENT PLAN of
vatemarie investing. To oot these FREE book-
lors, writens for 11-kK

R. C. MEGCARGEL & co.

Lsratiishod 196/

Maembers New York & Chicago Stock Exchanges

27 PINE STREET NEW YORK

2|

“America First”
—and What It Means

Among other things, “America First™
means that when an investor has money
to lend he should lend it to the Gov-
ernment hefore any private enterprise is
considered.  But  another interpreta-
tion is that

U. S. Government Bonds
come first in safety and assurance of
payment.  Government Bonds are a sort
of prior mortgage on the prosperity and
natural wealth of the Nation. Before
any individual or corporation can pay
its debts, America’s debts must be paid.
U, 5. Government Bonds form abso-
lutely: the safest investment in the
\\l]rhl.
Sewd for Booklol B-3—"_0 Nuation at WWar
Lis Financial Needs.”

William Q. (ompton (0.

Government and Municipal Bonds

NEW YORK ST. LOUTS

g Wall Strect ol Olive Street
CHICAGO CINCINNATI
105 S0 La Salle St 308 Linion Truse Bldg,

PITTSBURGHE: Farmers Bauk Building

SN
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Financial World, continued from page 56

vears (calmly acquiesced in by her pro-
ple) will have to be borne by Germany, vic-
tory or no victory; for the penalty will fol-
low the verdict of civilized society. It was
not the author of ** J'Accuse ™ who wrote to
his fellow Germans a few weeks ago that it
is not surprising that the whole world out-
side of Germany attributes to us the sole
guilt for the world war,” but Prince Lich-
nowsky, German ambassador at London in
1914; and he made the assertion after ex-
posing. in the light of official knowledge,
the Tacts of the German Government's con-
duct at that time which the lying = Whit
Book " and the ninety-three professors had
explicitly denied.  The zeal with which gov-
crnment and army supplemented the crime
of tory with the infamies of the next three
vears is an old story, and so is the action of
the neutral nations, one after another, in
virtually declaring the German Government
an outlaw in modern civilization.,

NDER such circumstances, govern-
mental boycotts may not be needed 1o
shut Germany out from her old-time inter-
national intercourse in the commerce of the
future.  The individual merchant and con-
sumer will have something to The
EHA about that. _ . & Beonomic

A recent canvass of Ameri-  graon
can commercial and industrial
organizations, by the Chamber of Commerce
of the United States, on the question
whether or not the American people after
the war *will enter an cconomic combina-
tion against Germany if governmental con-
ditions in Germany make it necessary for
self-defense,” resulted, by 1,204 votes of
such organizations against 134, in an cx-
pression of opinion that the American people
would do so. This was more far-reaching
an indication, though possibly not more sig-
nificant, even than such individual utter-
ances as John Burroughs's declaration that,
“for my own part, I will never again use an
article made in modern Germany, if T know
it, and T will never look into a modern Ger-
man book."

These are things that commercial Ger-
many can understand and unquestionably
does understand.  Doctor Helfferich's dec-
laration, made as it was by a serious states-
man, was either an outery of panic or an ap-
peal for the army chiefs to stake everything
on a desperate throw. On either supposi-
tion, it throws light on the second battle of
the Somme.  Commercial Germany, always
a political parasite, was now imploring the
military autocracy to save it from the con-
sequences of its own, subservience, The
military autocracy itself was fighting des-
perately for its political life, and sacrificing
the German man-power with entire indifo



ference to the result on the German people
of the future.

ERMANY is not exhausted. She still
raises huge war loans; another (the
eighth in the series) has just been floated.
But even in this direction there is one for-
midable omen for the future, pointed out by
. her neighbors in Switzerland;
Icr?\rpelgtlad in that what the i}r}'n_mn people
Gorman have been subscribing to the
War Loans 1mperial War Loans is in fact
very largely the capital re-
leased through the liquidation of German
industrial enterprises—either smothered by
the blockade or ruthlessly suppressed hy
the military control of industry for purposes
of war. This capital will not be recover-
able at the end of the war except through
realizing on the war bonds in which il is in
vested: and who would there be to buy
them ?

It is quite true that the other belligerents
are by no means free from the grave probh-
lems which overhang Germany's economic
future. England and the United States
have thus far provided the only marked
exceptions to the increasing financial per-
plexities which are confronting the fighting
states. Great Britain has from the outset
held resolutely to the theory that accruing
capital should be allowed fair opportunity
to accumulate’ between the *“‘loan cam-
puaigns—a policy which, as I have hereto-
fore pointed out, explains the fact that the
British Government has thus far issued only
three great war loanswith a fixed dateof sub-
scription, while the German Government,
including the loan just placed, has issued
cight. These contrasting programmes werc
also partly a result of opposite fiscal policies,
in which Germany dispensed as far as pos-
sible with war taxation whereas England
almost exactly trebled the taxes on her peo-
ple: her revenue increasing from $001,000.-
ooo in the fiscal year ending with March,
1014, to $3,500,000,000 in the twelvemonth
ending with March of 1918, and the total
war-time yield of her new war taxes, during
the period between 1g14 and the end of last
month, being something in excess of §5.000,-
00C,000.

UR own financial programme, on the
other hand, made impossible the wide
separation of dates for issuing loans, and we
have not adopted war loans with a short
maturity. Our war disbursements to date
have been very nearly doubled

Strong  {hrough our government’s con-
Position in tinuing advances of credit to

g}:tg;lted its Allies; which are now not far
Loans short of $4,000,000,000. In-

cluding them, the actual sum
total of our public expenditure in this first

Financial Worl:l, continued on page 6o

Are You Waiting for
Lower Prices?

Consider these two facts:

1. High grade American
securities are selling to-day
at lower levels than for sev-
eral years.

2. The income, if you in-

vest now, should offset any
slight saving in price which
you hope to make by wait-
ing.

Write us for a selected list
of stocks which are vielding a
fm'ga.' mcome at present prices.

HERRICK & BENNETT
Members New York Stock Exchange
66 Broadway New York

PrRACTICAL USES FOR

PARTIAL PAYMENT |NVESTMENT

Build A

Permanent Income

Save a definite amount each month and

apply it against the purchase of seasoned

dividend paying stocks.

8] pon dtpr' t of IJ||[||| pay mm we will purchase
nds will be « ru|||x_d

L1 niu..s v erow to subs LJ:IlUw ‘IL'I‘M

The partial payment [‘\II’\' ase
sccure unusually J..;I.
imeome re ¥
bonds which will nat b
able with the s s SCCUTITY upor

return il condition
Jl' Write us for sueeestions, also
= | Partial Payment Booklet
i Our booklet Par Value of Stocks
Listed on New York Stock Ex-
change also Free On R._-.pu--\r_.

LLOYD & Co.

- MEMBERS NEW YoRK STock EXCHANGE SINCE 1879
135 BROADWAY — — - NEW YORK




A Convertible
Short Term
Bond
Due in three years.
Based on a prosperous
Public Utility.
Yield to maturity 84 %
Convertible provision
indicates substantial profit.

@)

Henry L. Doherty
&
Company
6o Wall Street, New York

A Book for Investors

In order that prospective investors may have
full information relative to the methods
which have enabled this Bank to handle
many millions of dollars of Northwestern
first mortgage farm loans without a dollar of
loss during twenty-seven years of business,
‘we have just published a booklet entitled:

“Mortgages on Money Making
Farms”

A copy of this booklet together with our
offerings of 5! 27, and 697 Minnesota, North
Dakota and Montana First Mortgage Farm
Loans will be sent upon request.

CAPITAL TRUSIE4SAVINGS BANK

hanteredyl890
Capital and Surplus *50000000

5t. Paul, Minnesota.

0

Financial World, continued from page 50

year of war will considerably exceed what
has yet been spent in a single year by any
European belligerent.

Nevertheless, through an increase of at
least $2,700,000,000 in war taxation and
through enthusiastic subscriptions to the
war loans, the war expenses have been met
with a minimum of difhculty. Our first war
loan of last June asked for $2,000,000,000
and elicited subscriptions of $3,035,226,850;
the second war loan, last November, applied
for §3,000,000,000, and subscribers tendered
$4,617,532,800. The Treasury estimate of
last December, that $10,000,000,000 more
would soon have to be borrowed, in order to
cover the remaining deficit of the fiscal year
ending with next June, caused much appre-
hension in the money market; but the accu-
mulating evidence (from the Treasury’s re-
turns of actual expenditure up to date) that
this was a very extravagant overestimate
was confirmed when the Treasury itself, at
the end of March, announced that a loan of
only $3,000,000,000 would cover require-
ments of the fiscal year. The relief which
this announcement brought to the banking
community was expressed at once in a vio-
lent recovery of prices for outstanding war
bonds and by a confident and enthusiastic
entry on the campaign for the third war
loan. ,

HIS relatively favorable situation of the
two great Anglo-Saxon states; however,

has not affected the increasing pressure of
the war requirements on the other belliger-
ents; with whom, in differing ways, the prob-
lem of aflter-war finance and
ultimate dealing with the pub- Russian
lic debts has become a matter Repudiation
of anxious controversy. Rus-
sia, under the ultra-radical Bolshevik ré-
gime, is the only government which has
spoken the word repudiation. As an-
nounced at Petrograd in January, that pol-
icy directly affected only foreign obligations
of the government; which, however, includ-
ing railway and industrial loans guaranteed
by the state and not including loans for
war purposes advanced to Russia by Allied
governments, have been estimated at $4,-
000,000,000,

Nearly three-fourths of thisisin the hands
of French investors, who subscribed in im-
mense amounts to Russian bonds when the
Dual Alliance was in negotiation. The
English people probably hold $ 300,000,000,
tkhe Dutch $400,000.000, and the Germans
$3735,000,000; continued payment of interest
on the last-named portion of the debt hav-
ing been stipulated by Germany in the
treaty of Brest-Litovsk. The British Gov-
ernment is also believed to have advanced

Financial World, continued on page 62



WHY WE ARE AT NEWTON

Instead of in Wall Street

We solieit correspondence with
private individuals, banks, ad-
ministrators and corporations

with funds to invest.

IT IS MORE in the interests of our clients that
we be in close touch with their investments
than in direct touch with them personally.

From our office at Newton, Iowa, centrally lo-
cated in the territory in which we negotiate farm
loans, we can more efficiently serve our clients
than if we were in the financial district of New
York, Chicago or Boston.

When you have funds to invest we hope you will
investigate our offerings and our services.

H'B‘ALLFREE,INC - NEWTON, IOwA

IOWA FARM MORTGAGES

The Farm Mortgage
as an Investment

Investor's Service Bureau

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
597 Fifth Avenue New York

A pamphlet giving some reasons for the
popularity of farm mortgages among ex-
perienced investors will be sent, upon
receipt of 2c. postage, to any reader of

SCRIBNER’ MAGAZINE

PRODUCTION PR
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An Investment
of Unchanging Value

Almost daily some investments spring into
great favor, while others disclose unexpected
weakness.

There is a security, favored by experienced
investors in peaceful years of the past, which
still enjoys its former status, and which in
years to come will always be rated as first
grade. We have described this investment of
unchanging value in a little book, bound and
illustrated, entitled * Investing.” We would
be glad to have you read it.

CONSERVATION

Food conservation must be pre-
ceded by food production—
greatly increased production.
Farmers of the Northwest re-
quire financial assistance to pur-
chase and cultivate more land.
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The farm mortgages and farm
land bonds we offer you are

ESSENTIAL, SAFE, PROF-
ITABLE INVESTMENTS.

They yield 69 and are secured
by farm land worth more than
two and one-half times the
amount of the mortgage.

For a free copy write us on
your business stationery

RS "‘]
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Mnll:pns Kld*aned
not ar dollar lost?

M'?PA NY
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Write today for Circular S.

CAPITAL AND
25 YEARS SURPLUS $700,000

OLD-w/TABECK\IO.

E FARM MORTGAGES—MUNICIPAL BONDS

MINNEAPOLIS - MINNESOTA
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ESTABLISHED

TexAs\MoRTGAGE C

LE,Pres
$ 200,000,00
’@ TEXAS

Paid up Capital
DALLAS,
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Investing
for Permanence

ROPER management of invested
P funds requires that you secure re-
lief from all troublesome dertails,
such as regular collection of maturing
interest and reinvestment of maturing
funds. ,Obviously you should invest
only through a permanent institution,
whaose ability to serve has been proved
by the tests of time.

Qur organization is permanent. We
have been serving satisfied investors
for over forty years. Our present capi-
tal and surplus is $1,300,000.

The subject of permanent and satis-
factory investment service is covered
in our booklet “ Farm Mortgage Invest-
ments.”

Ler us send you a copy.  Write today.

\WELLS-DICKEY COMPANY

ESTABLISHED 1878

MINNEAPOLIS MINNESOTA

Forman Farm Mortgages

Safe
Profitable

Convenient

BECAUSE:—

1. We make farm mortgages only in
the most prosperous, dependable
agricultural parts of the United
States.

b

Each loan is secured by a first
mortgage on a productive farm.
No loan is made for more than
507, of a conservative appraisal
of the property offered as security.

Send for booklet, "HOW FORMAN FARM
MORTGAGES ARE MADE."

GEORGE M. FORMAN & COMPANY

Founded 1355

FarM MORTGAGE BANKERS
11 South La Salle Street. Chicago.
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between $2,000,000,000 and $3,000,000,000
to Russia since this war began, and the
United States, aside from something like
$70,000,000 placed by private investors in
the Russian “gold loans” floated in Wall
Street during 1916, is involved to the extent
of $187,72q9,000, which our government had
loaned to Russia for the purchase of war
supplies, before the Bolsheviki gained con-
trol.

To French investors especially, the action
of the Russian radicals was a heavy blow.
Even at New York the Russian ““gold 6 45s,”
due to mature next year, have lately sold as
low as 38 cents on the dollar—at which price
they would yield, in case of actual redemp-
tion at par, a return to the investor of some-
thing like 50 per cent per annum. Clearly,
however, this meant that the chance of such
redemption was considered very remote.
Interest on Russia’s foreign debt has thus far
been regularly paid—in this country, from
the remaining Russian credits; in France
and England, through outright advances by
the French and British Governments. But
that could only be an interim arrangement;
the British Treasury has already announced
suspension of such policy, o that the actual
future status of the debt remains to be de-
termined by future events.

There is still a substantial body of opinion
which holds that the Bolshevik control can
be only temporary; that a sane and sober
government would have to recognize the
necessity, with Russia’s urgent need of
foreign capital, that her credit with the out-
side world be not destroyed. Precedent
gives force to this belief; though Russia’s
case is undoubtedly much further compli-
cated by the recent splitting-up of the Rus-
sia. which had borrowed the money into
four or more separate independent states.
If this new status were to be permanent,
then the allotment to each fragment of old
Russia of its fair share in the burden would
be a problem of the highest intricacy. After
our own Civil War, it required more than
thirty years to settle the controversy over a
similar division of the old Virginia State
debt as between Virginia and West Virginia.

HE case of Russia is, however, too pe-
culiar to be typical. The rest of the
greater European states are not likely either
to be partitioned or to be ruled by Bolshe-
viki.  Nevertheless, the debt problem after
war will be formidable with all

of them. In the course of a LYoposed
recent speech in the Bavarian Eﬁ?ﬂf

Diet, an Opposition member
asserted that, unless a great war indemnity
were obtained by Germany, virtual confis-
cation by ~the government of German

Financial World, continued on page 6y



We Render a |
Complete Liberty
Loan Service

WE solicit Liberty Loan subscriptions
(without profit or commission). ‘

We will store Liberty Bonds without
charge in our vaults in any of our offices
for those lacking safe deposit facilities.

Qur statistical department will give full
information on all Liberty Loans—con- |
version privileges, market and the like. |

Help our Country win the war by buy-
ing Liberty Bonds! We aim to help
you help. Call at any of our offices or

write for full information. |

SW.STRAUS & CO.
Established 1882

NEW YORK

150 Broadway
Detroit

FPhiladelphia

36 years without loss to any investor

Incorparated
CHICAGO
Straus Building

Minneapolis
Kansas City

San Francisco
Dayton

s | i | e 1100 | mos
Al Wights Protaciad and Keerved

1517 [ 1o
—
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send the stock market skidding
or skyward in a flash. Babson
Service helps you analyze them
for what they’'re worth. Gives
you reliable fundamental knowl-
edge for safe investment.

Avoid worry. Cease depending on ru-
mors or luck. Recognize that all action
is followed by equal reaction. Work
with a definite policy based on funda-

mental statistics,

Write to Depr. H-22 of

Babson’s Statistical Organization

Engineering Building Wellesley Hills, Mass.
Largest Organization of its Characterin the World

Particulars sent free.

Fidelity Banking
Service For You

Securities are often sold at a sacri-
fice to meet an emergency. It will
never be necessary for our clients to
make such a sacrifice. Buyers of
Fidelity Farm Mortgages can always
use them as collateral at our bank.
This is one of our special banking
services to investors.

Our farm mortgages yield 55, 515 and 675.

Booklet describing these invesiments free on
requeést

FIDELITY TRUST COMPANY

MEMBER FEDERAL RESERVE BANK
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS $2,000.000

KANSAS CITY,MISSOURI

Farm Mortgages

on Improved

51407 R1207

D270 Farms in 6727

Texas, Oklahoma and
Louisiana

Have the backing of a variety
of types of fertile soil, to-
gether with a long growing
season, making wide diversi-
fication in crops successful.

Write Dept 5
for illustrated
booklet.

DALLAS -TRUST *=SAVINGS-BANK

CAPITAL $1,000,000
UNITED STATES BOND & MORTGAGE CO.
DALLAS TITLE AND GUARANTY CO.
AFFILIATED ORGANIZATIONS

DALLAS, TEXAS

-
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Municipal Bond Specialists

We specialize in Municipal Bonds, buying
issues direct from issuing communities only
after a most searching investigation by our
own buying department. Thus we can ren-
der you service of the highest character.

May we sernd you " The Ideal Investment,’" a booklet
oullining seventeen advantages of Mlunicical Bond

\UFF EMERT

UNICIPAL BOND

KAUFFMAN-SMITH-

= = = =

=

INVESTMENT COMPANY |
ST.LOWUIS MISSOURI
CenEANY |

Principal and Income Protected

In Municipal Bonds

Prezent conditions demand that protection for
vour funds which is assured in high-class Mu-
nicipal Bonds, free from the Federal Income
Tax. Write for complete information regard-
ing attractive issues on our current list, Bonds

yielding 51 %%,

ot
o o

CTACY & BRAU

# INVESTMENT BONDS

Second National Bank Building, Teledo
New York Cincinnati

|

U.S.LIBERTY BONDS

Information regarding the various
Government Liberty Loans will be
furnished promptly, upon request.

Peabody,
Houghteling & Co.

(ESTABLISHED 1865)

10 South La Salle Street Chicago

Odd Lots
Baby Bonds
Liberty Bonds
The Partial Payment Plan

John Muir & (lo.

SPECIALISTS IN
Main Office, 61 Broadway, New York

Odd Lots
New York, N. Y. Bronx, N. Y.

Brooklyn, N. Y, Newark, N. J.
Bridgeport, Conn. New Haven, Conn.

Menihrs New Yorlk Stoek Exclange
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wealth up to 40,000,000,000 0T 50,000,000,-
oco marks, or as much as $12,500,000,000,
would be an inevitable sequel of the war,
The prediction may have been extravagant,
and it is difficult to see how Germany coul |
face any such exaction, when her people
have virtually converted all their former
trade capital into the government obliga-
tions which would be for the most part can-
celled by such a public policy.

But discussion of the post-bellum *capi-
tal levy " did not begin or end with Ger-
many, It has become a matter of serious
controversy, even in England. Its practi-
cability was urged, several months ago, by a
delegation to the Chancellor of the British
Exchequer, and Mr. Bonar Law evaded ex-
plicit statement of the government’s pur-
poses.  Still maore recently, the English
Labor party, in announcing its policy dur-
ing the war and afterward, declared that
“the Labor party stands for a special capital
levy to pay off, if not the whole a very sub-
stantial part of the entire national debt—
a capital levy chargeable like the death
duties on all property, with exemption of
the smallest savings.”

The proposal makes in some respects a
strong appeal to the imagination. The gov-
ernment admittedly has the power to male
such requisition. Future generations, it is
argued, ought not to be forced to carry on
their shoulders such a tax burden as would
be required when annual interest on the
British war debt had become, say, $800.-
000,000, as against $120,000,000 before the
war. The state itself would find its hands
tied when confronting peace-time duties.
What solution more proper and patriotic
than to wipe the slate fairly clean; pay off
part or all of the principal of the debt
through fairly distributed sequestration of
the wealth of individuals, and then start
afresh for the future?

UT there are a few other considerations

in the matter. The programme makes

no allowance, first, for the effect of so sud-

den and immense depletion of private work-

ing capital, through which a country's com-
merce and industry are con-

ducted. Tf it be said that the Whata
state, freed from its war-time Depletion
obligations, would provide the o Lapisl
S : { Would
capital, then the answer is that  Bffect

the state itsell must procure

that capital through taxing private wealth,
or borrowing it. But the 5 0r 10 Or 25 per
cent, surrendered from private capital, un-
der the policy proposed, would to that ex-
tent reduce the community’s taxpaying
capacity, and the policy would not greatly
encourage future investment of the depleted
private capital in public loans.

Financial World, continued on page 66



D ET R 0 ! T
THE GREAT
WHEAT WAY

REAL ESTATE EXCHANGE BLDG.
$850,000 1st Mortgage
6/ Serial

Bonds
A shrinkage-proof, sound and stable
investment, Bonds in denominations
from $100 to $5000. Directly se-

cured by First Mortgage on new office
structure and site in fee. Value of

property, $1,771,755. ' FARM MORTGAGES AS INVESTMENTS explains
why our mortgages are safe and profitable.
Send for Booklet [ T’;E GRE.*\T WHEAT WAY tells who's who in
IT] ’ i 7] wheat production.
A BL'_VCT %/ Guide to Good Investment These booklers wall aid vou in deciding how ro invese
Write today
Federal
Bond & Mortgage Co. i THE FARM MORTGAGE Co.
Harry W. Ford, Pres. [ TOPEKA KANSAS
90 South Griswold St. Detroit

LR
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! Choice First Mortgages

on improved

Satisfactory
Y% Investments

For more than 34 years our First Farm Mort-
gages and Real Estate Gold Bonds have given
absolute satisfaction to our clients with never |
a dollar lost. )
Bonds in $100, $200. $500 and $1000 denominations; "
)
{
)

Kansas and Missouri Farms

yielding investors

Tcy B':% and 6%

Sums range from 9000 to 515 000 ‘

In each case the pro
one of our sala
each loan is w

Write for complete desc

The FARMERS LOAN &TRUST Co

Kansas City
KANSAS CITY ~-=-MISSOURI

Mortgages $500 and up {
Let us send vou pamphlet "' G " and list of offerings

E. J. LANDER & CO. tastn. Grand Forks
Capital and Surplus $500,000 North Dakota

For 36 yvears we have been
payving our customers the
highest returns consis-
tent with conservative
methods First mortgage
loans of $200 and up which
we can recommend after
the most thorough personal
investigation Please ask
for Loan List No. 726.
$25 Certilicates ol Deposit
also for saving investors

Farm Mortgage Loans

Carefully selected and conservatively made in the
best agricultural sections of

Kansas and Oklahoma

by one of the oldest farm loan companies in this
part of the country. This business was estab-
lished in 1872 by L. U. Humphrey, later Goy-
ernor of Kansas. Write for booklet and list.

wm nwestment fo
H PFW@H [ Lioans
Independen('.e. Kansas

L McAlester, Oklahoma




Have you read this book?

It describes a 6% security in
which investors have placed
their funds during the pase
47 vears without loss.

Maxwell Farm Mortgages
both for small savings and

tor large investment funds.

MAXWELL INVESTMENT CO.
Esrablished 1871 Kansas City, Missouri

An Investment Rule
Without an Exception

A nule practically without exception is to invest (1) so that
the Dnm:_ifa issafe and 1 2) 5o that the income is as greal as
safety wil permil.

Our 6 farm mortgages and 77 city mortgages conform
to this rule. During the 20 years that we have been i this
business no client has sustained a loss.

Write for our booklet, * Safe Investments.”

R.O.CuLp & Co.

MORTGAGE LOANS AND INVESTMENTS
TEMPLE, TEXAS

Diversity in Agriculture Means Security in Farm Mortpages
Georgia produces a great diversity of agricultural products. The
value of ¢ i Crops for rEy were as fellows ¢

GRARD TurTAaL, §
wiklet deseribi i

SESSIONS LOAN

| ESTABLISHED |

&TRUST CO

DrawEeR 366 || SESSIONS | MARIETTA,GA.
STANDS FOR
‘ SAFETY |

The thrifty individual usually anrticipates making an
outright investment with his savings as soon as he
has accumulated a sufficient amount.

You may both save and invest through this bank.
Savings deposits draw 3°0 interest, and if eventually
they are invested in one of our 677 Montana Farm
Mortgages, we then allow the investor 6 on his sav-
ings from the rime they were originally deposited with us.

Write _I"L.rr details of our plan

YELLOWSTONE VALLEY BANK
AND TRUST CO.-SIDNEY, MONT.

CAPITAL $100,000

UES;ve and Invest Simultaneously m

! MEMBER FEDERAL RESERVE SYSTEM |I

i
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From a purcly moral view-point, it is not
straining a point to describe the policy pro-
posed as left-handed repudiation.  The gov-
crnments raised their war loans on their
pledge 1o repay them in full at a stipulated
date. A very great part of every belligerent
country's wealth has been invested in those
war loans—in large measure under patriotic
Urgency., But for the government now Lo
sequestrate one-tenth or one-fourth of the
citizen's invested  capital—some English
writers have explicitly advocated that pay-
ment of the levy through surrendered wur
honds be required—would not be very cif-
ferent from forcible cancellation of that
much of the war-time promises to pay.

The third objection, that a levy of this
sort, drawn from the highly complicated in-
vestments of a great community, could not
possibly be exacted without cruel and gross
injustice, is equally formidable. No case is
more familiar than that of the individual or
family whose income, often a small one, is
derived from mortgages or real property
which cannot be divided and which often
cannot be sold for cash.  Few people have
lacked experience with the property which
has a nominal but not a realizable value, or
the wealth which is so invested that, whil:
its earning power is continuous, its conver-
sion into cash, except as a whole and at
very heavy loss, is impracticable. The in-
come tax meets all these contingencies; the
“capital levy " would not meet any of them.
It is quite inconceivable that such a plan
could be resorted to without creating «
situation in which the great mass of well-
to-do citizens would be forced suddenly to
realize on their assets. with no one except
the very wealthy left to buy, and with those
buyers in a pesition to make their own

terms.

N to the influence which this experiment,
once tried, would have on private

thrift, personal economy, and patient effort

to accumulate a competency through hard

work, that must be judged in the light of

human nature. If the out-

right sequestration of a good Ihe
part of all private savings could ﬁilrc;;lous
be limited, once for all, to the Result

single operation whereby the
war indebtedness would be readjusted, there
would at least remain the reflection that the
citizen had done his patriotic part and might
now confront the future without further
misgiving. But the whole history of taxa-
tion is evidence to the contrary. Once hav-
ing discovered the aceess to such huge sums
of money on such terms for public purposes,
nothing can be more certain than that the
experiment would be tried again, when some
equally desirable public purpose suggested



the return to it. The effect which expecta-
tion of that result would have in encourag-
ing extravagance instead of thrift, spending
instead of saving, present indulgence instead
of preparation for the future, may be im-
agined by those who know how hard it is
to inculcate the virtue of seli-denial, even
under existing circumstances.

These are among the considerations which
will occupy the minds of thinking men when
the proposal comes up for more serious dis-
cussion on return of peace. It is altogether
for the hest that the principles underlying
such sweeping innovations in the system of
public finance should be brought into open
controversy while there is still time for in
formative debate. No one can foresee what
will be the mood in which such questions
will be considered when the war is over,

Sometimes it has seemed as if the world
was about to rush with blind and impetuous
violence into the process of adjusting itsell
to the new conditions which will probably
prevail. 1If so, all the greater is the present
need for firm and courageous s.atement of
the facts. Of this much we may be sure;
that on the temper and intelligence with
which such proposals are discussed will de-
pend a good part of future economic history.

CORRESPONDENCE SERVICE
FOR INVESTORS

From a recent letter written by one of our sub-
scribers we quote the following:

“Last summer you advised me against buying
some stocks T mentioned. I took your advice
against my own judgment and have been saved
a 100 per-cent loss. I am very much obliged.”

As a matter of fact we did not adwise this sub-
scriber.  We do not prophesy the [uture of the
speculative market, nor do we advise our readers
when or what securities to buy or sell.

Our readers have the privilege of consulting
us about their investments. The scrvice we
render is that of furnishing facts from which in-
vestors may decide for themselves the wisest
course to follow.

When you desire to consult our Investor's
Service Bureau it will assist us if you give com-
plete information about your investntents.  Sur-
rounding circumstances often make a course
advisable for one investor and inadvisable for
another. The character and amount of your
present holdings, the purpose for which you are
making an investment, the amount you desire
to invest, and other similar information will
assist us to give vour inquiry intelligent attention.

This service is rendered without charge to the
readers of Secribner’'s Magazine. This corre-
spondence is in charge of a conservative invest-
ment specialist. Each inquiry is treated in-
dividually by personal letter. Return postage
should be enclosed with each inquiry. Inquiries
should be addressed Investor's Service Bureau,
Scribner's Magasine, 507 Fifth Avenue, New
York.

. . & &
1,0 d 6r

Yielding 5'2“¢ and 6°

The Farm mortgages we offer vou are desiralile

investments for these reasons

tiate is secured

farm worth

v the amount

Every mortgage we ney
by a productive, well locat
at least twice (usually mor
uf the loan.

Each loan is preceded by a thorough ex
amination of the property and mvestigation
of the borrower.

The terms on which we make loans con
furm to the demandsof the most conserva-
tive investors.

Title Guarantee Policics furnished with
all loans.

Write for anr boakle.
of our 58:5% and

FORREST C COCHRAN -Pres
CAPITAL - - - % 250,000

\KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI

Conservative Investments

LIBERTY TRUST COMPANY

l

One Thing
You Can Buy

Lacey Profit Sharing Bonds
have certain inherent qual-
ities which make them an
especially desirable pur-
chase in these times of hes-
itancy. The Lacey interests
have never lost a cent for
investors in their 38 years
of experience, but they
have made many thousands
of dollars for them.

ASK FOR BOOKLET T-208

JACEY JIMBER (0.

332 S. Michigan Ave.

~
NOW

Chicago

y,




using the coupon below.

INVESTMENT LITERATURE FOR FREE DISTRIBUTION

Many insteuctive and interesting booklets, circulars, and periodicals on investment and kindred
subjects are published by financial institutions whose advertising appears in SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE. Following is a list of literature now available.
you are interested, it is preferable to write direct to the issuing houses.
be made, however, through the Investor's Service Bureau of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE by

To obtain the booklets in which
Applications may

CURRENT INVESTMENT OFFERINGS

Essential Investments: FPeabody, Houghteling & Company,
Chicago, Tl

May Investment List: 5. W. Straus & Co.,
way, New York, or Straws Building, C.iurago

Fareign Bonds: Herrick & Bennett, 66 Broadway, New YVork.

6%, Real Estate Bonds Secured by Real Estate Exchange
Building, Detroit; Federal Bond & Morlgage Co., De-
troit, Mich.

INVESTMENT AND FINANCIAL SUBJECTS

A Nation at War—TIts Financial Needs: Wm. R. Compton
Co.. St. Louis, Mo.

Bands and the Investor: Scribner's Magasine, so7 Fifth
Avenue, New York.

Dividend Possibilities of the Railroads: R. C. Megargel & Co.,
27 Pine Streel, New York.

How to Figure Interest Returns on Securities: Guaranty
T'rust Company, New York.

‘Hni\'v l; Invest: Scribner’s Magazine, 507 Fifth Avenue, New

ark.

150 Broad-

The Lacey Profit-Sharing Bond: James D. Lacey Timber Co ,
332 5. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Il

Odd Lot Investment: Jokn Muir & Co., 61 Broadway, New
York.

Our Foreign Bond Holdings: Scribmer's Magazine, so7 Fifth
Avenue, New York,

Par Value of Stocks Listed on the New York Stock Ex.
change (when par varies from usual Smo} Lioyd & Co.,
13% Bmdd'my. New York.

Recognition for Railway Investors:
League, 61 Broadway, New York.

Should Business Men Buy Stocks: Babson's Statistical Or-
ganization, Wellesley Hills, Mass.

Stock Dividend Outlook for Standard Oils: R. C. Megargel &
Co., 27 Pine Street, New York.

Strect Improvement Bonds: Oakland Streel Impravcnceut
Bond Co., Oakland, Cal.

The Management of Your Estate: Union Trust Co., 8o
Broadway, New YVork.

The S;u‘e Keeping of Securities: Guaranly Trust Company,
New York,

United States War Financing: National City Company,
New York.

Raﬂ‘way Imw:hxg

MUNICIPAL BONDS
Bonds as Safe as Our Cities: Wm R. Complan Co., St
Louis, Mo.
szlnn;{e Bonds: Kauffman-Smith-Enert Investment Co,, St.
onis

The Tdeal Inveatment Eauffman-Smith-Emerl Investment
Co., St. Louis. Mo.

The Investment Position of Municipal Bonds: Scribmer's
Magazine, 507 Fifth Avenue, New Yor

The South and Southern Municipal Bonds: Stacy & Braun,
Toledo, Ohio.

PARTIAL PAYMENT PLAN
Acquiring Doherty Securities by Monthly Payments:
Henry L. Doherty & Co.. 60 Wall Street, New York.
Investing ‘s'our Mont‘h[y Savings: Lloyd & Co., 135 Broad-
way, New Yo

P.n-lm! Payrnent Investments:
Fifth Avenue, New Vor

Pnlr‘tlai Payment Plan: J’ofm Muir & Co., 61 Broadway, New

Scribner's Magaszine, so7

Partial Payments for Investment Securities: Herrick &
Bennett. 66 _Broudway, New Vork.

The Part Payment -Plan: R. €. Megargel & Co, 27 Pine
Sireet. New York.

68

FARM MORTGAGE INVESTMENTS
A Convertible Savings Account: Fellowstone Valley Bank
& Trust Co., Sidney, Mont.
6% Central Texas Farm Mortgages: W, C. Belcher Land
Mortgage Co., Fort Worlk, Texas,
6%, Farm Mortgages and Farm Mortgage Bonds: Gald-
Stabeck Company, Minneapolis, Minn.
l‘ﬂﬁn Land Bonds: Wells-Dickey Company, Minneapolis,
inm.
Farm Mortgages: Fidelity Trust Co., Kansas Cily, Ma.
Farm Mortgage Investments: Wells-Dickey Company,
Minneapolis, Minn.
Farm Mortgages as Investments: The Farm Morigage Co.,
Topeka, Kar.as.
Federal Farm Loan Act: Geo. M. Forman & Co., Chicago, Ill.
First Mortgages on Kansas and Missouri Farms: Farmers
Loan & Trust Co., Kansas City, Mo.
Hnw Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made; Geo. M. Forman
& Co., Chicago, Ill.
Investing: Texas Morigage Company, Dallas, Texas.
InEesting for Safety and Profit: Liberty Trust Co., Kansas
iy,
Investor's Service Tested for 47 Years: Mme.!“nmlm
Company, Kansas City, Mo
Towa Farm Mortgages—The Gold Standard of Invl:stment
Values: H. B. Alifree, Inc.. Newton, Towa.
Kansas Farm Mortgages: Perkins & Co., Lawrence. Kans.
Mortgages on Money-Making Farms: Capr.'ai Trust &
- Savings Bank, Si. Paul. Minn.
Our Investment Méthods: Dallas Trust & Savings Bank,
_Dallas, Texas.
Safe lnvestments: R. 0. Culp & Co . Temple, Texas.
Southern Farm Mortgages: Sessions Loon & an!'f Ca..
Marietia, Ga
The Farm Mortgage as an Invcs:mnl' .S'mbam £ Mm- .
zine, 507 Fifth Avenue, New York.
The Farmer Must Be Financed: .Scr:bm 5 M azine,
Fifth Avenue, New York o* 507 J
T}I)% Great Wheat Way: The Farm Mnmgugc Co.. Topeka,
ans.
The Verdict of Our Clients: Humphrey Inuzsmmt Co., Ii-
dependence, Kans,
“We're Right on the Ground"; E J. Lander b' Co., Gnm{
Forks, N. D Pt

REAL ESTATE MORTGAGE INVESTMENTS

A Buyer's Guide to Good Investments: Federal Bond &
Mortgage Co., Detroit, Mich "

The Key to Safe Investment: F:d'em.i' Bond & Morigage Co.,
Detroit. Mich. = ‘m Py

PUBLIC UTILITY SECURITIES

Doherty News: Henry L Doherty & Co, 6o Wall M
New York

The Inveskrnent Position of Cities Service Co.; Henr L.
Dokerty & Co,, 60 Wall Street, New Vork %
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BONDS

(? ISSUED BY
CITIES or CALIFORNIA

For the Improvement of Streets

Write for Circular S 11
and Prices

OAKLAND STREET IMPROVEMENT BOND (O,
Hall & Jennison, Qakland, California

and guarantee principal and in-
terest. For 32 years we have
protected every client. In-
quiries solicited.

THE W. C. BELCHER
LAND

MORTGAGE CO.

FORT WORTH TEXAS

&_.,/

WE SELL 6%
TEXAS FARM
MORTGAGES I

HAT comforting sense of security

can only be enjoved by those whao
are prepared for anvthing through the
I'wo

reliable insurance service of the

Hartfords.

Any agent or broker can sl yon a
Harttord policy.
HARTFORD FIRE INSURANUE LO
HARTFORD ACCIDENT aAND
INDEMNITY CoO
HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT
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The Ideal Hardwood

For Your Home

”

“Oh, how beautiful! How muchdiditecost?" Yourluxurioustrim

it cost twice as much as it will really cost. Amony, the fine
Cabinet-woods, “Beautiful birch'is the most economical. Finish
it in any color or white enamel. Durable and almost dent-proof.

FREE. We want youto seeit. A set of small birch panelsin
six finishes and u book of real information will be sent free if
you write today to The Nopthern Hemlock & Hardwood Man- ‘
ufacturers’ Association, 215 F. R. A. Building, Oshkosh, Wis.

RIRCH FOR BEAUTIFUL WOODIORK™ ‘ |

- |

and veneer panelling of “Beautiful birch' will look as thouph ‘

CBEAUTIFUL



United States Tires
are Good Tires

41633 mil on
the Redondo Stage

We have an authentic record of one United States Royal
Cord Tire that achieved the exceptional mileage of 41,633. e

Not on a gingerly-driven private car but on the Redondo -
Stage, a sixteen-passenger motor bus that plies between
Redondo and San Pedro, California.

As a matter of business, the Stage Company keeps a record
of tire mileage.

M. J. Kent, Manager of the Company, says that two other
Royal Cords on the same stage have covered more than 22,000
miles each and are still in good condition.

No one can estimate accurately the mileage that any tire
will give. Too many conditions influence service.
But it is a fact proved time and again that United States

Tires will give the plus service that makes them a first-class
investment.

In equipping your car with United States Tires, you know
that you are getting more miles for your money,

—demonstrated value that has sent the sales of United States ‘Royal d'
Tires mounting to one new record after another. one of the five
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HIS new Six so completely meets the requirements

of quality, appearance, price, economy, room, com-
fort and speed that it has been called “the ideal five-
passenger car.”” lts lines are clean-cut and aristocratic.
It is the most economical Quality Six on the market.
lis quick acceleration and hill-climbing qualities are
remarkable, and it combines speed with comfort.
Simple, accessible, and easy to drive.

Beautiful in design—Thoroughly modern— Mechanically right

STUDEBAKER
Detroit, Mich. South Bend, Ind. Walkerville, Ont

Address all corresper e to South Bend
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THE easiest and quickest way N
of repairing leaks in radiators, \
pumps, water jackets, hose connections, etc.,
is to use Johnson’s Radiator Cement. This will stop
the leaks instantly without laying up the car. No
mechanical experience is required—all you have to do is
to remove the cap and pour the liquid into the radiator.

JOHNSON'S
RADIATOR (CEMENT

Johnson’s Radiator Cement blends perfectly
with the water until it reaches the leaks—just as
soon as it comes in contact with the air it forms a hard,
tough, pressure-resisting substance which is insoluble
in water and consequently makes a permanent seal.

Quick—Efficient— Harmless

Johnson’s Radiator Cement contains nothing which can
coat or clog the cooling system. It will
~ seal leaks in from two to ten minutes.

Quarts, .§1.75  Pints..§1.00  Half-pints. .65c

If your dealer cannot supply you, send us §1.00
and we will forward you a pint all charges
prepaid.

Write for our folder on “Keeping Your Car
Young.’’—it's free.

S. C. Johnson & Son, Dept. R, Racine, Wis.




OW that discretion is the better part of buying, men and women should learn the
difference between this pure-dyed silk hosiery and “loaded” silk hose. The soft
effulpence and the prace of Luxite Hosiery commend it to all who have an eye
to beauty. And its unrivaled serviceability prompts them to recommend it.

So Luxite has become the great American hosiery success—and is, today, an inter-
national favorite. Ask your dealer to supply you. If he cannot do so, write for price
list and deseriptive booklet today.

LUXITE TEXTILES, Inc., 645 Fowler Street, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

Mew York  Chicapo Makers of High Grade Hostery Since 1875 San Francisco Liverpool
LUXITE TEXTILES OF CANADA, Limited, London, Ont.




The Pierce-Arrow Vestibule Suburban is 6-cylinder, 48
horse-power and 142 inches wheel-base, It is a roomier
car than the Vestibule Brougham. As its name suggests,
it is designed especially for country life, for meeting guests
at the station and carrying comfortably larger parties than

the other types of enclosed cars,

lerce-Arrow

Every Pierce-Arrow assures a per-

manency of service and of depend-

able service.

THE PIERCE - ARROW MOTOR CAR CO.
BUFFALO, N. Y.
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“Didn’t sleep well last night? Tossed about
from one side of the bed to the other, and heard
the clock strike every hour, eh?

And you say that you ate a very heavy meal
before you went to bed.

I have found that my patients suffering from
Insomnia respond quickly if, during the night
or just before retiring, they will chew a stick of
my Original Pepsin Chewing Gum.

I was the first to introduce pepsin into pure
chicle chewing gum, and it is a great satisfac-
tion to know that this combination of a simple
remedy and pure chicle chewing gum has been
a source of relief to thousands of people who
suffer from mild forms of nervousness and
indigestion.”

CHICLE

AMERICAN CHICLE COMPANY Doctor E. E. Beeman

Madein Canada, by the Canadian Chewing Gum Company, Limited

0000000000000 00000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000 AR5
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The Pantasote Company

F.’-owlmg Green Building
New York
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TO USE THIS
LABELON
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QO FFENSE

Avoid misrepresentation — even

CﬁDILLJ\C though itbe unintentional. Look /’ o . ;
PREMIER - for this label on tops represented i
HUDSON an Pantasore. g
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“And a can

of

_lgg w1Il do.”

White House Cgﬁee lea
No! I must have Whlte House nothi

or so economical at any price.

It is useless to try to substitute
something else where users

have become accustomed to
the crnerior qualities of

White House [}
Coffee and Teas

Never sold in bulk, but in this all-tin package.

picture of the White House on each tin.

An un-

broken label is our guarantee and your protection.

DWINELL-WRIGHT COMPANY

BOSTON—CHICAGO

Principal Coffee Roasters

AUSTRALIA

Honolulu, Suva, New Zealand.

CANADIAN AUSTRALASIAN ROYAL MAIL LINE

Largest, Newest, Best Equipped Steamers,
For fares and sailings apply Can. Pacific Ry,
N. Y., or to General Agent, 440 Seymour 5t., Vancouver, B. C,

1231 Broadway

[l Our Hand Books on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent free.

| 70 years' expericnce. Patents procured through Munn &

Co. receive free notice in the SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN.

MUNN & CO. 5 Wooworth g K. x.

LATHES!

For Gunsmiths, Tun! Miakers,
Experimental and Repair Work, ete.

Lathe Carafogue Free.

W.F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

528 Ruby St., Rockford, 111, |

The Farm Mortgage as an
Investment

ns | or the popularity of farm mortgages
i nt upo receipt of 2c, postage,

Tooth Brush

oth
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SAN FORD'S

FOUNTAIN PEN lNK

Fountain Pen
Possible.

Sold Everywhere /

Ke eley Ttment

For quuor and Drug Using

THOUSANDS of men have been “put on their
feet again™ in business and among their associates
# by the scientific Keeley Treatment, Craving for liquor §
4 or 15 removed w:lhout confinement or nausea; }
{ nature is aided in restoring normal health. Privacy
for women,

Write for confidential information to any
of the following Keeley Institutes

AT I RCRC IR I I T I I A I I I8 % L B U

{ Butfalo, N. Y Kansas City, Mo,  Plainfield, Ind.

= 190 Ningara St. 2084 Euclid Ave.  Portland, Me.

S Columbus, Obio Los Angeles, Cal. 5yt Lake City, Utah

4 Dwight, IIL. Marion, Ind. St. Louis, Mo. |
= i . Philadelphia, Pa. o Wi

3 5&‘33.5,1’;1:' Ewk Fr a;;k‘f.'f'n o Waokesha, Wis,

3 MW pttsburgh, Pa ‘West Haven, Conn.

f_ Hot Springs,”Ark, 4248 Fitth Ave. London land
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THE BEVERAGE

We all prefer a drink that is not
insipid. Soldiers, athletes and
business men must have the bev-

erage that both tastes good and

keeps them fit. Bevo is that

drink.

Approved for use by the gov-
ernment and immensely popular
in U. S. cantonments and on
men-o'-war, because Bevo is
pure—wholly free from bacteria
such as even milk or water may
contain.

The appetizing drink with cold
cuts of meat, chafing-dish dain-
ties or other light repasts.
Served everywhere—families supplied
by grocers, druggists or dealers.

Manufactured and bottied
exclusively by

Anheuser-Busch St. Louis
Always Drink Bevo Cold




HODGSON Portable HOUSES

Spring is here‘ Just the time to buy that
small house you've always wanted, Build
itthe Hodgson way. Firstsend for catalog
Select the house you want from actual
photographs. We'll build your house and
ship it to you in sections all finished, fitted
and painted, Unskilled workmen can put
it up for you in a day.

E. F. HODGSON CO.

Room 244,116 Washington 5t., Boston, Mass.
6 East 39th St., New York, N. Y.

oS

Modern Auction in The Farm Mortgage as
Ten Lessons an Investment

Reeised, Balilian, 1088 A pamphlet giving some reasons for
race . ry the popularity of farm mortgages

By Grace G. Montgomery he popularity of f tgag
This recognized authority on the game, which among experienced investors will be
has gone through repeated editions, is now again sent, upon receipt of 2c. postage, toany

53 - ol e 2 the it i
revised and brought up to date to include the reader: of ScRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.
latest changes in play and laws.

31,25 net Investor's Service Bureau

SCRIBNER’'S MAGAZINE
CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S SONS || |57 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK

o

’ 4 Ed ACT OF CONGRES
SCRIBNER'S MAG .’\J'lNT- pulJl hed mon hly at f\em York, \ Y., for April 1, 1913
State of NEW YORK, County of NEW YORK
Belore me, a NOTAR UBLIC in and for the State and county afor
sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the BUSINES
best of his knowledyge and belief, a true « .
caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1g12, embodied in section 443,

1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, e-mm man
PUBLISHER: Charles Scribuer's Sons, g7 Fifth Ave v YL
EDmTor: Kobert Bridges . , 507 Fifth Av

2. That the owners are: (Give names and addres:
holders owning or holding © per cent, «

Charles Scribner’s 0 .

Charles Scribiner .

VST 24y 2912

LIBNER, TE., who, having been duly
and that the following is, to the
vication fur the date shuwn in the above
I Laws and Hu;:ulanuus to wit ;

i S are

MANAGING EDITOR e
BUSINESS MANAG Charles Scribner, Jr., 547 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.
rs, or, if a corporation, give its name and the names and addresses of stock-

amount of
'c York, N. Y. Arthur H. Scribner . . . g7 Filth Ave., New York, N. Y.
New York, N. Y. Charles Sc I : 5g7 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.

3. That the known ho dders, mort, q,ee- and other s:uuh ‘hale ltf"\'“-lllu- or holding 1 per cent, or more of total amount of bonds, mort-
gages, or other Securities ar « MNone.

4. That the two paragraphs next we giving the names of the owners, st-nk‘nnlden and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of
stockholders and security holders as 1 appear upon the books of the o it cases where the jer or security holder appears
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary refati whom h trustee is acting, is
given; also that the said two paragraphs contain statements emls sracing full knowle ircumstances and conditions under
w 1 stackholders and security ho 5 who do not appear upon the b the compar dstock and securities in a capacity other than
that of a bona fide owner: and this afiant has no re 110 believe that any other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect
in the said stock, vonds, or other securities than as =0 stated by him.
Swaorn to and subscribed before me this tath day of M R

W. H. Procter, Natary Pubi
[SEAL.] Certificate No oo

CHARLES SCRIBNER, IR., Business Manager.

ster's Office, My Commission cxpires March 3, 1919,
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IQUALITY ~ -PERSONAL SERVICE__

e e e e

E il THERMOMETERS

o, I—— ‘ : : Guaranteed
equest Booklet 10, a dependable guide in the selection | L A
- .+ Accurate

of a private or public Memorial.

HARRISON GRANITE COMPANY |
200 Fifth Avenue New York City |

Offices in principal cities, Works : Barre, Vit

Taylor /ﬂsmzmenf G ompalz 1es
ROCHESTER NY.

There's a T}m or ﬁ'y."thhermnmct:r I‘ur Every Purpose




your favorlte recreation at its bpsf:
‘ephanced with cool sunny days
refreshing nights of sleep,

rn something, also, of the tre-'

dous 'industrial war actxwtxe‘s

‘the P; clﬁc Northwest. |
: rj




- [SWHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION?"

(L L\l _s i

Old Fuith fil Geyser
t Vellowstone National Park)
l Courtery of The thern Facific Railway Comparny

Kepler Carcades Yelforstoree Canypnfrom Tower Fails Road

HOTEL:RESORT- & TRRVEI. DEPARTMENT
|Bn'r-—:v= Bl E-1F -] ™
Atlantic Monthly Century The New Ccu.lntr:-r Llfe Fl!ld & Strsam Harpers Red Book Review of Revi
Scribner's The Canadian The Spur (twice a month) World's Work Fifteen Million Readers Monthly
Write to these advertisers. Ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass., for reliable travel inform

e SETON M CANADA MASSACHUSETTS

BOSTON MASS. . =
HOTE L DURITA_N LET S HELP YOU lo decide where you Wil spand MAYFI.‘.OW ER INA
AND COTTAGES —

e ir 48-pay
g § 390 Commonyweallh Ave.Boslon ;au!lmlﬁlluatraieaﬂnonn L, tscﬂ :{E\;eﬂ':m:mgr”
2 The atmosphere of this Téfmm Mumma wpoﬂumuu in the delight- N> The Newest and most beaul
. Dislinclive Boslon house ?HE?;EEE'IIE’I&ON “TOURIST- FASSOC'ATION R _fl-'”r;" EPEGI':TQ% reﬁsnrl I'Iohrzjl
7 -~ in New England. Every mo
1 is unlqui! Globe lrollers call il ane BOX e e I:r:ury

Wb R war dY Rotmellike mna: allracive 2 35 FREDERICTON, NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA = ncluding salt water baths. p—

hot — Our booklel h s ————— e
B L T e - VIRGINIA, HOTEL PILCRIM
4o, “Skyland’ ™z | || —AND BuNcALows

of

I

A special local boeklel for molorisla
Send for lhem AN Coalello.Mgr

MAINE |

Kew brick
hotel

The most unigue and original resort in the
United Statos. Half way betwoen the North
and the South, enjoying a large patroosge from
New York, FPhiladelphis and the Southern

Operaied five years under present managemen|
Both hotels olfer superior accommodations
af rates which are high enough to insure the
best in service and cuisine-Every summer recrea

- THE Same slte
MARSHALL HOUSE sivee 1570
|l Finest on the Maine coast

cemank versndas,

tion. including perfect qolf. Season June to Dct
haotels, management-P. £ Brine, PlymoutiMass

SEA CLIFF INN AND COTTAGI

Citien, fath
800 ft. of broad A 20 sere vegetable garden. Herd of
Completa automatic sprinkler tubercuolin  tested cows. Lambs. Chickens.
Eggs and Duocks from

equipment, Esch room  verlooks the ocesn or

" Ekyland's " own Nantucket Island, Mass., Every breeze
| B aannEs Foatleg, S Iue . Yurk Lomter il [sastis - i ocean breeze. June 20 to Sept. 20, Send |
1 3 ef Golt. lo o distinctive New England nng mw ennis. Horsehack Riding Swim o £
lI resort on the State Highway, half way between ming Pool. 50 eplnces, mtmbg—nm
Boston snd Portland.  Write to York Hurbor, Me. !0-1 brnu!lfﬂl weenery anywhere east MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.

T of (! Flive hundred testimonials.
FASSACONAWAY INN A besutifal 80 paga booklet tells all ahout FOR RHEUMATISM
YORK CLIFES, ME, Openfuse 25 | | it Write for oneto Pruprieior @, . Soliock, TH RK

0 ' Skyland, P (& ty, V =
e R S L Sl S Mount Clemens, Michigan
ADIRDNDACK MTS. N. Y.

Orchestra. Bathing Flshlnz Tennis.

Qolf, Saddle horses. Everything Canacity 155 L
Bust of service an jsine. Booklet B. OH_&WK Q:T.h Lakﬁ Capacltly XEI_1 a
nt, electric

SEATTLE WASH. & Cotfages runmng\'uter EVery rool

HOTEL BUTLER !uge 2 Garage. C. M. Longstaff, 0ld Forge, N.

Cafe withoot peer. Center of {hings. 'Tnxn Ihre -N' HGRN E'-.- N. Y.
Rooms $1.00 up, with bath $2.000p. Home comforts or in need of rest &
recuperation go to tl

modern. MAINE

YOUR BOY will have Best of
Cara & Collega Preparation,

Fun &Health bld'g of glorious
Muine st The 4 Iigol. t Behool,

Farmington, Me, New Resul-
ence Hall. Wonderful Athletic
Fiold. Lakes, Streams, Moun-

to tha traveler. A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr,

wbgrg.to.gn fgr Jung closes May 1st (tains, Tounrists visit us, St!nbell Sanitarim

agazines off ress May 28th, and Hornell, N.Y. Every tm'mty known to me

pul ing for bus!mssa lt!\mua 1 June. ical Buem‘o at ¢ Free bookle
MAINE MAINE MAINE VERMONT FENNSYLVANIA

OUANANICHE DOUGLAS INN Cold Spring Camps | HEALTIH-CROFT SCHOC

“LODGE & CAMPS _J
Famous salmon  fly-fishing
GrondLake opens early. The
2 mile strenm opens Juna 1at.
All comforts, Booklet,

Rose, Grand Lake Stream, Me. )ie

SOUTH CAROL

rel Park Camp for Boysr
Near Hendersonville, C.
Fine Iske. Tutoring. Military
{optional) Target Practice un-
der West Pointer.® Athletics.
Physician. Booklet. Write 1 B.
Brown. v.w. A, Charleston 5.0,

National Camps &

Me. 24 m. from Fortland m
pine forest on Lake Sebago,
Mod"n. Baths.Open fires. Gar,
Salmon, Boats. Canoes. Bkt

SPENCER LAKE CAMPS
Cabins. Dairy. Hennery, Gar-
den. Fishing. Hunting. Uanoe-
ing. O.T.Bratien, Gersrd, Me.

& Cottages, Dooglas Hill, Me.
JUth seazon, Elev. 1,000 ft.
Modern Mt. Resort. Booklats.
INLET CAMPS on S0. LAKE

16hrs. Pullmah, Aute, Motor
boat fr Boston. Canoet

12 Modern Sanitary Cabins.
On wooded shore Forest Lake,
b lakes. Brooks, Salmon, Loch
Loven & Golden Trout. Garage.
C. N. Quimhy, Forest & Averill
Lakes, Averill, Vi. Booklet.

B'kit.C_H.Fraser, Gorette, ME

CONNECTICUT

LAMBERT LAKE BDTEI.,
Lambert Lake, Me. 1-4m. to

HOTEL MITCHELL, York
Beach, Me. Located on Ocean

Blvd. Conntry&senshore.Bath-
ine Fishing. Tennis Booklet.

R.R. by auto, “% Jakes, Trout
brks. Salmon, Bass. M. Bishop.

Delaware Waler Gap, )
Backward children, Persol
care. Physicinuy speciali
ROCKBOUND CANP
Restin ons of my comtortal
cabios in wilds of Pike O
Glen Eyre, Pa. A. W, LeR

*THE NONTOWESE"[ndian
Neck, Bragford, Ct. Seashore
& conntryin one. Unexcelled,
Booklet. Write W. A, Bryan

York Camps. Loon Lake, Me.
Elevu. 250t Fishine Garses

Thess ads. sppesr in nearly
2,700, 000 magarines monthly

CANADA

FISHINCGC
Black Bass and Moskinon
Sportiest in Canads. O
ORCHARD LODGE, Oak Orc
win Paterborn, Oin*ario, Ca

In the Famouy
Rangeley Reglon

RANCELEY LAKE HOUS

Rangeley, Maine
Opens June Flrs

One of Maine's best Island resort hotels. No black flies or mosquitoes. Fine roads. Trout & Salmon Fishing. Golf & all s
our land. Boating. Bathing. Spring water. Cuisine unexcelled. Steamboat trip to White Mts, from ourwharf, "Write for k].l
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Cheer Up! DURAND

ON'T weep bitter tears S l L k
At teel Lockers

you. You, too, can get
the wonderful new medium
size, medium weight

DUNLOP 30"
GOLF BALL

Though of medium size it drives
for phenomenal distance and is
a wonder on the green.

Ask your golf professional

430’ medium size
$1 each, $12 per dozen

29" small size
31" small size
85c each, $10 per dozen

Dunlop RubberCo., Ltd.

Founders of the Pneumatic Tyre
Industry

Birmingham, Eng.
American Representative ;

T. W. Niblett, Suite 2o14-M, 305 Fifth
Avenue, New York

Toronto, Canada: Dunlop Tire and
Rubber Goods Company, Lud.

Type L. S.

YOUR employes will appreci-
ate an equipment of Durand

Steel Lockers.

You owe them a cleanly, sani-
| tary, safe place for the protection

. " of their clothing.
ﬂ;ﬁf ;If;hiﬂ;g{. ‘ Durand Steel Lockers are fire-
five mingtes— ' proof, practically indestructible,
walk from Rail- and easily cleaned. They will
road stafions,the form a permanent asset to your

Big Shops, the— 1
’Tf\eat:tt):. Conre plant, and will promote order and

oual ' efhciency.
Service distinctive: ' Write today for catalogue.

mﬁthe.ﬂgr g We are also manufacturers of
— steel shelving, steel bins and

general steel factory equipment

Room, with Bath, Y ' DURAND STEEL LOCKER CO.
f250up A | 1508 Ft. Dearborn Bk. Bldg. 908 Vanderbilt Bldg.
Chicago New York
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“Wasn’t it lucky we had
ham for dinner!”

“We invited the Huntingtons for
dinner, and they never appeared

till bedtime! Their motor broke
down, of course —miles from a
telephone or anything.

I was sorry about dinner—Tom
Huntington is so fond of baked
ham that we had one especially
for him.

“But in a few minutes Mary and
I had thin-sliced sandwiches ready

and steaming coffee, and Tom
said if there was one thing he liked
better than baked ham it was ham
sandwiches !

‘““That’s because it was Swift’s
Premium! Now that we have a
whole ham only on special occasions,
since signing the food pledge, I'm
always particular to get a Swift’s
Premium Ham — it has such a
wonderful, sweet flavor.”

Swift & Company, U. S. A.

Swifts Premium Ham




Oh,whata different dill! Grown from pedigreed seed,
in the world's best cucumber country., Cured with f
ery fronds of the genuine dill. Sealed in tight packae
hold the wonderful favor. Such are Libby's Dill Pickles.

cAppetizing new luncheons
for thrifty households

Add Libby's Dill Pickles and your meal is
planned.

When you want a luncheon that will please and
satisfy your family at little cost, serve one of these
new Libby meat dishes with Libby's Dill Pickles
as a condiment.

Their delicacy, their tenderness and flavor will
delight you.

We call them “thrift”’ luncheons—they are
50 nourishing—so quick and easy to prepare

Libby's Dried Beef —pul in hailing water
five minutes, Drain and arrange st end of hot pl
Serve with creamed potatoes;
parsley

for

garnish with egg slice

— they cost so little and there is no waste!
The perfect condiment

Serve Libby's Dill Pickles with any of these dishes,
their tang and flavor make them the perfect con-
diment for meat.

The choicest pickles are selected, and cured with
the fern-like dill.

They will bring to your luncheon a delight you
have never known from any other condiment.

Libby, MfNeill & Libby, 263 Welfare Bldg., Chicago
Libby, McNe Libby of Canada, Ltd.

Civer L
45 E. Front Street, Ont., Cas.

Toronto,

Vienna
large pota
drain and season

chips

Spusage—heat package in hot water. Soak
w in eold water; sl and fry in hot fat;
Turn out sanssge on bed of potato

{1 Pickle




BEFYANT 1418 RY THE FRICTER & SAMBLE GO, DINGINWATE

FTER the day’s romp there is nothing more likely
to promote sound refreshing sleep than a warm
o footbath with the velvety, copious lather of Ivory
Soap. Mild and pure, it not only cleanses the tender little
feet and tired legs without a sign of smart or burn but,
equally important, it takes the refreshing water into the
pores so that nerves and muscles are soothed and quieted
for a good night’s rest.

IVORY SOAP. .. [EE ... 9942 PURE

IT pLoATS

a8 SEy ) ar <



LOCOMOBILE

EACH LOCOMOBILE
IS INDIVIDUALLY TREATED
AND WATCHED WITH MINUTE CARE
DURING THE

MANY ELABORATE PROCESSES

REQUIRED TO MAKE IT
¥

THE LONG ESTABLISHED POLICY

OF LIMITED PRODUCTION GIVES

TIME FOR SUCH PAINSTAKING

THE LOCOMOBILE COMPANY OF AMERICA
MAKERS OF FINE MOTOR CARS
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require a personal pen,
a pen thats all your
own that just suits
your character of
handwriting and

is ready to write
instantly

anywhere at

any time

Wi 's
( Ideal

Fou%”&lgyl’en

At Best Stores

L. E. Waterman Company

191 Broadway, New York

Absolutely Pure

Made from Cream of Tartar,
derived from grapes

Delicious and Strengfbening

BAKER’S
BREAKFAST
COCOA

has a delicate fragrance and flavor
peculiatly its own, owing to the scien-
tific blending of the cocoa beans and
the perfect process by which it is made.

““One never tires of Baker’s”

Booklet of Choice Recipes sent free
WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD.
Established 1780

NO ALUM—NO PHOSPHATE |
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Those Who

Watch Expenses

save both money and
nerves by using

INSTANT
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ing harmful, and re-
quires but little sugar. "
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