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Nothing shows a man's “class” more
surely than the cigarette he smokes.

MURAD marks the man of taste—the

man who knows.

You never have to apologize for! MURAD. You
are proud of MURAD in any company, on any occa-
hi~1|'|. P\H,IH_."LI'I is not n|1]'\.‘ l;_lln.-_l.{. |1l.|l itis l:_'rl_'\ui !il_.ggjlj_l.

MURAD i 100% Turkish of the purcst and best
varietics prown and necessarily costs more than “ordi.

nary” cigarettes. There is no other ciparette like

MURAD.

",hm‘l_f_'.r' ji‘-r ¥ nlur.-«.r.lfj':__:"
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SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE

CONTENTS

ABEAHAM LINCOLN DURING THE DARKEST
DAYS OF THE CIVIL WAR. From a photograph .

ERSKINE DALE—PIONEER. 3erial G
Nlustrations by F. C. Yohn, Chapters XXIV-XXVIIL
THE Exb.

MASTERFPIECES OF WILD ANIMAL PHOTOGRAPHY
Hlustrations from photographs.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN— PERSONAL
THE MAN )
Hlustration Ll'mmhp]etﬂ from 1|hutngruph

EACH IN HIS GENERATION,
IMustration by Harry Townsend.

MEMORIES 01'

A Story

A PRAYER. Poem

THE HOPE OF CHINA—THE MODERN SCHOOLBOY
OVERCOMES TEADITION |
Miustrations from drawings made in China EJ} Mr. E.i!:luftgi.

PATHS FROM DIAMOND FPATCH.
Ilustrations by J. Rumsey Micks.

HOLIDAYS IN THE OLD SOUTH—BEING CHREONI-
CLES OF CHICORA WOOD., [FiesT PAPER] !

THE SUBSTITUTE.
NIGHT S'D'Nsu PU':TI'L L] s = ® s & ®
PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF HENRY JAMES

MISS VILDA. A Story of Gettyshurg
Tustrations by D). C. Hutchizon,

TO RENT FOR THE SUMMER
HMlustrations by C. F. Peters.

GUIDE-POSTS AND CAMP-FIRES .
FISHING IN STRANGE WATLERS.
THE SEVENTH OF TWELVE PAPERS.

THE POINT OF VIEW—The Spiritual Factor—Some
Brotherhood—In Behalf of the Womanly Woman

THE FIELD OF ART—Wavs and ll‘.lULI;L,]:IlE of Modern
Painters of Japan. Illustrated

THE FINAMNCIAL SITUATION—Looking into the Future
{ Unlisted Securitiea—Whence Do They Come, by William W.
Croig, Adv. page 76
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A Story 4 g 4 3 é
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Lhe Thirty-first Annual

F1ICTION NUMBER

Short Stories of great variety and interest make
up the annual FICTION NUMBER. They rep-
resent the best work of writers old and new.

MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN ANDREWS tells a dramatic story of a camp
in the Canadian wilderness when a British officer dropped down from the clouds.

MERIEL BUCHANAN in “Tht‘_ Miracle of St. MNicholas™ relates 2 patheric
story of Russia in war and revelution.

MAXWELL STRUTHERS BURT develops an unusual character in ** * Bally
Old’ Knott,” one of his most attractive Englishmen.

THE COUNTESS OF CHAMBRUN rells a story of a Blue Ridge Mountain
resort and a gambler,

ARTHUR TUCKERMAN, a new writer, has a romantic rale of a steamer on
tne African coast—*Black Magic.”

CORNELIA GEER LEBOUTILLIER makes an Irishman and his wife the
subject of her charming skerch, ** Chaff.”

F. 5. CHURCH writes and fantastically illustrates “ My Vacation"”

SARAH ATHERTON has another story of alien miners entitled “A Lie and
the Litany."”

A Variety of Articles Not fiction

MADAME WADDINGTON recalls her A STEVENSON FIND: Hereis a veritable
memories of the last Cowes Regatta before  unknown article by R. L. &, unearthed by
the war, when the German Emperor and  George R Stewart, Jr., from the files of an
his yacht were there, [t can neger Kappen  old Monterey newspaper, in which he dis-
again, The illustrations are by Fred Pegram.  cosses San Carlos Day with the well-known
JUDGE FRANKLIN CHASE HOYT Stewensonian touch.

continues his story of bad boys who appear HENRY VAN DYKE. travelling in the
before him in the Children’s Court, under Fast, sends his casay for “Guide-Posts and
the title “*The Gang in Embryo.” Camp-Fires," founded on his Hawaiian ex-
PROFESSOR W. H. R. RIVERS, of 5. FPriences

_l:_;].u': ':..'nllrgr. L\ul:.hlinli_:-.". whao ru,'-_-.-:1|,]:.' A GROUP OF POEMS bv Olive Tilford
lectured .EI': l:".i:ln.':_lL;.llllr_'.'. discusses ** Psychol-  Dargan and others. '

SR mui the ot THE FIELD OF ART: a discussion of the
ELIZABETH W. ALLSTON PRINGLE waork of E. L. Henry by Lucta Fairchild
continues her memories of the Old South  Fuller—THE POINT OF VIEW —THE
with an aceount of “The Coming of Sher- FINANCIAL SITUATION by flevander

Scribner’s for August
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VICT ROLA

REG, LW.-5. PAT OFF
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Dance to the music of famous bands
and orchestras—on the Victrola

The very latest and most tuneful dance
numbers, plaved by musicians who are past
masters in the art of delighting dance lovers.
All the dash and sparkle and rhythm that
make dance music so entrancing. And
always ready on the Victrola!

Hear the newest dance music at any
Victor dealer's. Victrolas $25 to $1500.
New Victor Records demonstrated at all
dealers on the 1st of each month.

Victor Talking Machine Company
Camden, New Jersey




| Constaney of Charm at the Haiipton Shops
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f—_% Maorthwest corner of Fifth Avenue
at 37th Streer

W, Coventry H. Waddell in 1835 went * into the wilderness " (o build, and erected this country seat on the northwest
corner of 37th Street and Fifth Avenue, paying %o, 1350 for the block from g7th to 38th Streets,

The
FIFTH AVENUE
SECTION
OF SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE

COMNTENTS
CALENDAR OF CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS : ; : ; ?
PRINTS AND PAINTINGS . L=’
SPECIAL VALUES : : - : ; : ; . 11
NEW NEEDS FOR THE SPORTS LOVER . : : 13

Directions:

Paintings and Prints

Sporting Prints and Paintings: Ackermann & Som, 10
East 4tk St

Wew Series of Prints: Elackmer Gallerves, ¢ West 280k 5t

Paintings in Oil and Water-Color: Dudensing, g5 West
PRI

American Paintings: A rlfuwglon Galleries, 234 Madison Ave,

Pronts in Color of Old and New Masters: Towi Londan,
v East 45tk 51

Color Prints of Well-known Paintings: £, 5. Printing and
Lithograph Compaiy, 500 Fifth Ave.

Objects of Art

Seulpture by American Artists: Gorkam Golleries, Fifth
Ane. ot 3000 50

Artistic and Oriental JTewelry: ¥, £. Noerian, o7 Fifth dee.

Authoritative Brochure on Old Englizh Silver with Some
Reproductions: Crichfon Bros., 636 Fijth Adrve,

Interior Decorations and Furnishings

Furniture of Character: Hamplon Skops, 18 Easf sotk Si.

The Gift Book: Ovinglon’s, 312 Fifth Anve.

Dianersk Decorative Furniture. (Boeklet T-5), Erskine-
Danforth, x Weit 478 SE

To purchase srticles illustrated or not in the Fifth Avenue Section, write Miss Walton, Serib-
ner's Magazine, 507 Fifth Avenue, Mew York., Makechecks payable ta Charles Scribner’s Sons.

Tocbtain Informution or Booklets about articles from Filth Avenue Shogs, write shops di-
pect of send vo Miss Walton, Scribner’s Magazine, 597 Filth Avenue, New York

Antigue Furniture and Correct Reproductions: Ewmeil
Feflercorn & Co., 126 East 28th 51,

Imterior Drecoration: P. Jacksen Higes, 15 East sqth St

Sale of China and Crystal: ilman Collamore, Fijtk Ave.
af zoik Si.

Ancient and Modern Rugs: Costikyan & Co., 12 East
4odl St

Works of Art in Metals: Rusman Aniigue Shop, 1 Fast
280k SE

Decorative Hour-Glass Chairs: A, A
pany, Fifth Avenne ot 30tk Strect.

Women's Clothes

Smart Clathes: (ridding & Co., 568 Fifth Adve.

Fitting the Narcow Fool: Shoecralt Skop, 27 West 380k 51,
Sports Hats: Feunrars, 581 Fifth Ave.

Men's Clothes

Gifts for Men: A4 Sulka & Co_, 212 Fifth Ave.

Books

Bon Voyage Selection of Books and Magazines: Bren-
fane’s, Fith Ave. al 270k 5.

Vantine & Com-
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Beautiful
PAINTINGS

American and Foreign Artists

Absolute satisfaction g::amnt&ei
as to quality and prices

ARLINGTON (JALLERIES

274 Madison Avenue—ar goch Strec—MNew Yotk

r

GORHAM
GALLERIES

Sculpture

THE GORHAM COMPAMNY
Fifth Averee ar Thirw-Siah Sreer
Mew Yok City

Collection of
®@1d Ennlish and Ameriran
r{' Sporting Prints

ACKERMANN GALLERIES

||i, 1 East 46th Strect

LT T

NEW YORK
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AINTINGS by

E. A. Blakelock
]. Francis Murphy

George Inness
A, H. Wvyant
;15]:] ..-rr'u:r
American
Artises

45 West
44th Street
Sl ." ." '! I

J\E‘l.‘l'r ‘LDRL
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CALENDAR of
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS

Klackner Gallery, 7 West 28th Streer: Exhibition
of Etchings and Mezzotints.  June 15 to June j0.
Gorham (alleries, Fifth Avenue atr 36th Street:
Exhibition of Sculpture by American Artists.

Arlington Galleries, 274 Madison Avenue: Im-
portant American Paintings.
Macheth Galleries, 450 Fifth Avenue: Summer

Exhibition of American Paintings Suitable for the
Home.

Dudensing Galleries, g5 West g4th Streer: Paint-
ings by Inness, Wyant, Blakelock, Murphy, and
Others—During the Summer.

Folsom Galleries, 560 Fifth Avenue:
by American Artises.

Ralston Galleries, 567 Fifth Avenue: Exhibition
of Old and Modern Mastérs.

Tont Landau thugm{:hu_ Company: Paintings
in Tempera by Anna McClure Sholl—to June 14,

Painrings

John Levy Galleries, tgg Fifth Avenue: Ameri-
can and Foreign Paintings—Dunng the Summer.
Ackermann Galleries, 10 East 46th Streer: Old
Enghsh and American Sporting Prints.

Arden Gallery, 599 Fifth Avenue: Exhibition of
Decorative Art.

Babcock Are Galleries, 19 East goth Street: An-

|'|||.-l.| HlllTJr]H.r I"".|:1Ih|:l.‘1|.'|n flr ]'nJ.II'IT'Il'l’_'

l"‘l‘ eston {IuillLTll.'.Hr r:ll: .-LK"].;:'”I'I .‘N\t‘nul": {Hlil
| :"Liii!-if!.'r.‘;, I}utu:h :Lna.i ||;.1|i:|r.|,

Eraushaar Art Gallenes, 680 Fifth Avenue: Ex-

hibition of American Pamntngs.

Ehrich Galleries, 707 Fifth Avenue: Early Amer-
ican Paintings,

Mussman Gallery, 144 West s7th Street: Etch-
ings by Percy Robertson, Phibp Little, and W,
Lee Hankey—Through June.

Milch Galleries, 108 West g7th Street: Special
Summer Exhibition of Selected Painungs by
Amencan Artists—During July and August.
Metropolitan Museum of Arr: Fifrieth Anniver-
sary Exhibition of Loans in All Dt:p:jr:mrm-.-

|

(Color Prints
r;y"l-’amtmgs éy
INNESS

HOMER MARTIN
WINSLOW HOMER
MUEFHY

BERUCE CRANE
RITSCHEL

WALGH

COROT

The very spirit of J. Francis Murphy's canvas “After the Rain "
is reproduced in this facsimile print in full color

%2
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Size 10x 14",

FIME ARTS DEPT., §0Q FIFTH AVE., N. Y.

From what dealer in my '.'i{illlr]-' can | "I-ihl.JiII
the Color Print “After the Rain " or Prints of
the work of men | have checked ! ADTRESS..

0 000 00000 00000000000 0000800 0

UNITED STATES PRINTING AND LITHOGRAPHING CO,

00T BRS S R A
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Preparatory to Moving :
to our New Address

we offer special reductions on
the larger part of our stock of

CHINA and
GLASSWARE

An opportunity is now presented

-
JL

to acquire many choice pieces
of Porcelain — Chinese, English,
and French makes —at a con-
siderable saving.

Now FIFTH AVEWUE ar 30TH ST.

MACBRIDE

THE HOU ”E OF HR;EE’E GABLES
'\.—ﬂ"'\@‘"\.fﬁ "\ﬂ‘-:m

HAS REMOVED TO

9 EAST 5411 STREET
NEW YCRK

L

Mary Stuwdrt Daybed,  Special & $15%

DANERSK DECORATIVE
FURNITURE

fact that beautsful

The artistry costs more than
commercial manufacturing is an assurance that
Danersk Furniture i permanently valuable, The
appreciation of indeviduality in color and form has
but begun in this country. A set of old Crown
Drerby has a value today beyvond all proportion to its
original cost.  The same will be true about the ex-
quisite settings of Danersk Furniture, finished ac-
u.|r|,||r|£ to the best traditions of the [ast,

Let us help you plan each room so that it will have
nn IIIIII'\'I(IIL:’II .II'I‘iI'iII.

Buy through your decorator, dealer or direct.

Send for onrcurrent! numice of The Danersb—"T-2."
= Charming sets finished in harmony with fatest
portations of fabrics on exhibition at

ERSKINE - DANFORTH CORPORATION
2 “'LSI -ﬂ'l.'ll ‘:l .y New York

Ei Py TR T oining

1T~

AT e

W alter Scott Shinn

Photographer of Children
500 Fifth Avenue, New York

Ronlder ""Why a specialise m children's portraits
can get yoier child ar ins best ' sent an request,
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The jov of fltering sunlight
amd shadow cap be hrought
rght into the lving-reom by
the hanging of such o painting

ad this. 1t is the work of Iry-
ing Wilea, N, A, The canvas
miecasures 15 hy 20 inches

PAINTINGS

which reflect the moods of sumvmer, beilllant sunlight, or the

soft glow of a river sunser. For addresses of galleries where

paintings may be purchased or for further information, ad-

dress Miss Walto Seribmer’s Fifth  Avenue Section, 597
Filth Avenue, Now York,

With its deep =ofl greens amld reflections with bul o ghiot of the last
ravs of the sinking sun, the restful quality of this canvas by Robert W,
Van Boskerck, N, A gradunlly steals over one, relaxing the moscles,
gving o genlle linguor, carcyimg one far into th phere of peaces

Tul serenit ¥ Cumvas, 210 ||-:|' s

inhies.

¥ e
PRINTS
which carry to o re-
markable degree the
quality of the original
paintings, o purs
chase, send check poy-
able o Charles Scrib-
ner's Sons, or for
pnddresses of shops
write fo Miss Walton,
Scribner's Fifth Ave-
nue Seccion, 597 Fifth
Avenue, New York.

Surging. waves aml the
Sray ol Ethe aurd o thia
print invite the intrepul
sialior ta birave Lhe storm
You can [airdy feel the
sl spray and bear the
soarme of the ram on the

wiler Vigorous  and
slive, *“Stormy  Sea®
seems bo tpke vou right to

the coast af .‘|||.I|II|'.-. 18 by
31 imches, 31%,

One impression almost certain to be retained alter o
visil Lo the galleries of the Metropolitan Museum is of
Frederick Waugh's canvas—ihe greal mass and power
of deep, surging, hlue water. This new priot o full
color, " Surl and Spin Drift,” bas this gquality. (e
fecks the very pawer of the sea. 20 by 20 in, 312,

A truly remarkalile regrroduction of o Broee Crane can-
vas, " Early Moring,” A lilll-lur:lph |.-ri1|| i fuell eolawr
it has fo & marked degree the qualily, tome, nnd r-'v.-lmg
of the canvas.  Broce Crane canvases are on view
many well-koown galleries and have a mystie, puocti
quality peculinrly their ewn, 12 by 16 neches.  $2,
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FOMAINTE, .}f.'..,;._
O‘JINGTDN‘S china is nation-

ally known for its richness
and variety of design, its flawless
quality and its moderate price.
Except for these four facts, there
are no reasons why you should
buy wyour china at Ovington's,

OVINGTON’S

" The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenua"'
312.314 Fifth Avenue

e W e T M e e o e W i . WL

{
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Let your **Au Revoir*’

mean pleasant hours to the
travellers by sending them
the latest and best

Books and Magazines

If prevented from personally
making a selection, Bren-
tana's will pladly wse their
best judgment and expern-
ence in choosing a suitable
assorfment,

Orders placed by madl, telegraph

or felephone. Lheliverees made af
SlEamers.,

Bookeellers to the World
Fifth Ave. and =7th St

| ““Hour-Glass’’ Chair |

- *
The Driental Store.
Chinese Rattan

Price $25° Prepaid

acquaint you with
this unigque Oriental
furniture we will send
thiz artistic child’'s size MO, 110z AS,
* hour-glass chair " by parcel post prepaid (safe
delivery guaranteed), for $2.50,

Carefully woven in China., of weather-proof
rattan, in the quaint "“hour-glass" shape, with
geat 10 inches in diameter and back 18 inches
high. Mot a toy but a practical chair for a child,
in exactly the same design and workmanship as
our regular adult’s size at $11.

From Canton, China, we import these com-
fortable summer chairs, and there is not a visible
nail in them. They will not sink into the lawn nor
scratch the porch and are greatly improved when
cccasionally sprayed with water. Send for Free
Catalogue illustrating and describing our com-
plete line of Canton furniture. Address Dept. 5.

-A-AVANTINE-8-CO-Inc-
Fifth Ave. and Thirty-ninth 5t., New York

Decorative Metal

Brass samovars, trays, candlestichs,
lamps of wrought iron, are some of
our gifts of distinction--in many de-
signs, Russian, Colonial and Old English

Brass -- Always Distinctive

s

Russian Antigue Co.
1 East 258th Sireel, New York
Wholesale and Retall
sl A o

5 Py B
P

: | . JACKSON HIGGS

: | CONSULTING
DECORATIVE SPECIALIST

Intericr Decoration
Period Famahing
Antiques and Beprodutions

Fare Sguecovarss o Eabobetam

15 EAST 541k STRELT HEW YOHREK




In the year a¥of & sum of money
was - granted Oron the Patriotic
Fund at Linyds ta purchase several
cups to he presented 10 officers of
the Hoyul Navy wha hael specially
distinguished  themselves in the
great sea fghrs of that periol. The
Cup hewe ilustrated was one of this

i wat presented to
o, Robait Broqa
H. M. 5. Speicer.

vare hiz vicoory over A'\-el'
French Men-al-War in 1806,

‘The Cu|
Hisches
Drandel Smigh assl Bl

Do 0®m

The al=nve Hall blarks appear
wn the Cup

CricHTon BRroS. of London
COLDSMITHS and SILVERSMITHS

n Hew York) 530, Fildh Avanum
i Chicage : 822, 5. Michigan Avomas
n London; 22, Old Bond Straatl

stamdls ffteen and & half
igh und was made by
gt Sharp

EMIL FEFFERCORN

ANMNOUNCES THE REMOVAL
TO HIS NEW GALLERIES

128 and 130 EAST 58th STREET
NEW YORK

Antique
Furniture
Reproductions

T Mir. Feffercorn
w||| !'u,' p'h.-ur::l
romake appoine-
I1.1L'HE="UI.'L'L\I'|:|.II'
eation with oue-
of-town  clienrs,

OO0 00O | |

10000 ST AT AT AT 5%
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Taille silk with narrow Ltan beaver pip-

e

D. Z. NOORIAN
607 FIFTH AVENUE
4 doors above Seribner’s

Antique
Jewelry

Very lovely old pold

Japaneic netsuka —

a tiny box of rare
charm,

Prices and descrip-
H‘lﬂl ny on n"t":‘?‘h’t‘jf

| fi.rlluda!u.ul auit uf black tights,

SCRIBNER'S

Fifeh Avenue Secition

SPECIAL VALUES
e Mid - Summer Needs

A sallt frilly hlnl:,r.r of white va le does
much to vary one's tailored sports
clotbes,  Note the cuffs finished like
the blouse with hesvy open hem-
stibching, They will leok well worn
over a sweater; 5585, Charmingly
Becoining  solL dporls bat of white

mg. Ay eolor combination; #2445,

Diark blue voile with rows of knife
P leating makes s frock so uselul it
15 4 oy Lo have. Ready for o run
inta town or equally at home i in
the country. ‘Ii'i Al made, with
long rolling becoming collar and
finished with body lining; #14.
Ohrgumdy  hat with  embroidered
edges 1 blue or any color, 820,

e |

fuiving soft becoming lines this
hnthing-sust of =:lk ;|n|_|||“ 15 an
exceptionally  good design  and
vilue, Navy blue, piped with
white, B0.50, To be worn over

#1.756 Bathing-cap, combuning
ﬂilll-hl A and rubber |l|.|.||lJ.:||||||.|..
o plain or stripes, #3560, Bathing
shoes with rubber soles, 82,50,

Faor the warmest day the owner of

ihis dotied Swiss hreaklnat coat is

rr':u!;r. for it 1s e!r“g!ﬁ!’ﬂll}' ol

With either pink or blue nibbops

it i edged with norrew lace i Glet
design; #4.50,



_]1,,1 AR EEIE S S L L L L E s 5"!!5' |
.;_1 .
- X
.ﬂ. r
| Through our Paris Shop we are able |
B to procure a wide variety of un- -
- usual French Crepe Neckwear Silks. B
® Above Cravats, §5.00 each. ;
.i: Orders by correspondence filled prompily r
. y
|| Sk Sulka & '@cz«nw
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SAOETEZ - CRAFT]

27w 3BHG: Wew York

Widths ARAR to D
Lemgths 1 to 10

Sport Shoes
For sports and L!t':l.' SLrian
wear, only low-heeled shoes  Sodger Casalop 55 amd |
dre |_|u| wissilsle, But women T T

| En _I'r.-l

with high i |¢|
them unco niGria
Ehi |,1 ralt "\I ] I1. a variety
of low-hesled mudels wath
I'.i|¢l:I weli-curved © arclies
whichprovide easelul support,

|| SHOECRAFT SHOP

27 West 38tk Streel  New Yark

Youmans Italian Leghorn

The most practical
and comfortable hat
_ﬂ-}r }:;I';‘IIL'T-HI U]i[df.ﬂ“r
wear. Made in all
colors. Price $1s.

Write for Reokler 10W

YOUMANS

IHC,

L5817 Fifth Avenue at 47th Street— |

PARIS NEW YORR

“Tug Faris Snoe oF BeEARLA"
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17357 S

THE
SUMMER'S
VOGUE
IS INTERPRETED
BY GIDDING
IN A TRULY SMAR]
ENSEMBLE OF
BEAUTIFUL APPAREL

r=4
e

FROCKS anp GOWNS
WRAPS
HATS
FURS
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To purchose ony
wrticle send chock
i pavable 1o Chas.
Scribner's  Sons)
to Miss Walton,
507 Fifth Avenue,
MNew York

Sporlaman’s coat
with lorge bellows
pockets, inverted hid-
diii pleat ab back al-
lowing free arm moves
ment. Io good qu.ﬂ-
il.v abardine, #95:
in khaki, well tail-
ored, 840,75, Breeches
rl'i||f||l||"'| :|.I'||| 'Hr“
made,  btx malch,
gubardine, 815; heavy
weight khaki, #8525
very unusual val-
wes.  lmported sparal
putlees, B

wll Lulsa, very light weight
Five-lwot size; §20,

.-.f No need [or cumbersome
E wislen  presses, for ihis
doulile crass bar of highi-
weight metal does the
wark hetber For jares-
sure  {s  aulomali-
cally balonesd and
press wljusted with
one movement. 2

James M. Barnes's
“Pieture  Aunlysis
aof Golf Steekea™
lias nlmost revaolu-
tisnized golf teachs
ing. Ewvery golfer
would do well to
study these photo-

gra p_Es. 50,

S_CBENERTS
f:r th Avenue Section
NEW NEEDS FOR THE

SPORTS LOVER

Cotton cripe shirtsin
lovely bright colors,
. 4.0,
| -

& surf hoard to nide the waves is great fun,
larly when it 15 runvas coversd,
Wi
Chilil s size, 42 inches, §13.

An idea] tramping or
hupting suit, consist-
ing of coat lm:l.'h:c'r:l,
s akizl which Py
both [rent and back.
In Thoratweed or gu-
bardipe, 303, Adine-
raldlein brown denim,
far t.ll:periu-r to klaki
better looking and
just ns serviceahle, 3

jeves, #15; cont and
LN ickers?® B28.31.

uriicu-
waited like a tish, and
|I hadd up Ewo persons.

Nuo guestion as to whose

Beadl it is can arise il vorrs

is markedd wikh vour ini-

tials, This boll marker

will do it aecurately and
well. #5.

Newest  case for racket
of rubber in two sec-
Hons., . Will keep racket
perfectly  dry withoul
sweibing. Mo
lapes or fasten-
ings o miljust.
#1540,

For the motorist 1o csok an secasional lunch in the open or for o real comper Lhis cooking outfit is equenlly
usefil,  Decupies little space, yet thoroughly practical and not a toy sige.  To eook on an open fire, el
slove protected on thres sides; 8950, Hrua!i axe, bualt for M"'l'\.-'il,h'., bt sleel blade, leather sheath =oO0n
waood fire Tuils 1o bura, the gusoline stove wall .lenyq. do the work. Pressure gnuge for safely, 27 {.l,lp, =
plete aluminum cooking outhit and service for two; 915 % 7 inches packed in couvas case, 819,50,

The entire cooking oulfit
nt Lhe riglll enn be Folded
intokthis compact shape,
I"'I:ul.n,grq:a-hs are identical

i eale.
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Lﬁghlt R@ading

OUR browsing bookworm may burrow

through a tome as thick as an old-fashioned
dictionary, but most of us relish a book that 1s
light of weight and easy to handle.

Modern paper-making has given a pleasant,
new meaning to the term “light reading,” for
it 15 possible now to get many of the standard
works in volumes that can readily be put into
one's pocket.

Who would be bored by a wait in the railroad
station when he can bring out of his pockes *The
Three Musketeers”? Though this volume has
748 pages, 414 x 614, and 1s only !2-inch thick,
nevertheless the type is comfortably large (10
point) and the leaves are easily turned.

This book 1s printed on Warren's India, a
truly remarkable paper that is tough, silky and
surprisingly opaque. * The Three Musketeers”
is one of a delightfully cnmpﬂct edition of
books known as the New Century Library, pub-
lished by Thomas Nelson & Sons, New York. All
of these volumes are printed on Warren's India.

This paper, now being used so happily for
general reading, was developed originally by us
for the Encyclopaedia Britannica and Webster's
Dictionary. It is one of the Warren Standard
Papers which are helping to give Americans
better books through better printing.

S. D. WARREN COMPANY
BOSTON



MAGCAZINE NOTES

JOHN FOX, JR.'S, untimely death
during the past year ended the career
of one of the most successful and popular
of American novelists. His last story,
* Erskine Dale—Pioneer,” which is con-
cluded in this number, absorbed his time
and thought for the last five years of his
life. In it he has made vivid the historic
backgrounds and scenes in which so many
of his characters have figured. It makes
a fitting climax to such stories as “The
Heart of the Hills,” *The Trail of the
Lonesome Pine,” and “The Little Shep-
herd of Kingdom Come.” DMr. Fox's
backgrounds were of the country that he
loved and in which he spent the greater
part of his life.

WILLIAM T. HORNADAY iz the
director of the great New York Zoological
Park and one of the widest known nat-
uralists of to-day. He has hunted and
studied animals of all kinds. Doctor
Hornaday has been a leader in the cam-
paign for the protection of wild pame and
our native song-hirds, and his influence
for good in this direction is world-wide.
He 13 the author of “The American
Natural History,” “ Camp-Fires on Des-
ert and Lava,” and other volumes.

ROBERT BREWSTER STANTON
i= a noted civil engineer. He made a rail-
way survey through the Grand Cafon of
the Colorado, and has been identified with
many important engineering develop-
ments. He is the author of several books.

MAXWELL STRUTHERS BURT,
author of *John O'May” and other
stories, says the Philadelphia Ledger, “is
ane of the most brilliant story-tellers now
writing in America,”

CHESTER L. SAXBY lives in Minne-
apolis. He has contributed stories and
poems Lo various magazines.

C. LEROY BALDRIDGE iz an Amer-
ican artist who was with the armies in
France, and won world-wide fame for his
illustrations in The Stars and Stripes.

SARAH ATHERTON is a resident of
Wilkes-Barre, Penna., the daughter of a
a well-known attorney-at-law, and she
has seen the alien miners at first hand.

ELIZABETH W. ALLSTON PRIN-
GLE, the author of “A Woman Rice-
Planter,” writes delightfully of the coun-
try and the people of the old South, where
she has spent her life.

ROY IRVING MURRAY iz connected
with a famous New England school for
bays.

HAMILTON FISH ARMSTRONG is
a son of the late Maitland Armstrong, a
distinguished American artist, He served
during the war in the heavy artillery,

E. 5. NADAL was for many years
in the diplomatic service. He is the
author of *Impressions of London So-
cial Life" and other volumes.

ELSIE SINGMASTER s Mrs. E. S,
Lewars. She is known as a writer of
short stories and novels. She has spent
most of her lile near the Geltysburg
battlefield.

MRS. SCHUYLER VAN RENSSE-
LAER is a noted writer on art and archi-
tecture, and 15 the author of “English
Cathedrals,” “Art Out of Doors,” ete.
Her articles and poems have appeared in
all of the leading magazines.

HENRY VAN DYKE needs no intro-
duction to ScrRIBNER readers. He is one
of its most admired and popular authors,
A new and complete edition of the au-
thor's work, from new plates and printed
on a paper specially made for “The
Avalon Edition,” is now coming from
the press. He cabled from Japan a few
days ago that his next article would be
about Hawaii.

KOJIRO TOMITA is the assistant-
curator of Chinese and Japanese Art at
the Boston Museum of Fine Arts.
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The mechanical excellence of the SPECIAL-SIX, its power,
riding comfort and economy—has made this car popular. 1
Then, too, there's the charm of its graceful lines that ﬁg\re set ' |
new standards. These are factors that motorists appreciate, E

50-H. P. detachable-head motor;
mizzion; 119-inch wheelbase, giving maximum com-
fort for five passengers. All Studebaker Cars are
eyuipped with Cord Tires—another Studebaker precedent

intermediate trams-




BOOK NOTES

“HE RISING TIDE OF COLOR

AGAINST WHITE WORLD-5U-
PREEMACY,"” by Lothrop Stoddard, hids Lo
be the most-talked-of book which has ap-
peared since the war, indeed the first to take
up world questions beyond the present peace
settlement. In a special article the New
York Tiémes calls it: * Perhaps the most
striking specimen of its kind since Professor
Usher’s ‘Pan Germanism’ burst upon us
just before the war began.” Mr. Stoddard

feels that the white race stands at Lthe cross-.

roads of life and death, that it is threatened
Ly the colored races; but he makes it very
clear—and here lies his new and important
contribution—that il is not a military but
an economic and immigration peril that
threatens us from the dark peoples.

EXT best! How many of us have

to be content with it (particularly in
these days of the high cost of things). Lu-
lnh Ragsdale has conceived the very clever
idea of writing a novel about it.  The story
is of two of the prettiest girls that ever
grew up on a Southern plantation. Next
best was their philosophy of life; they al-
ways hoped and aimed for the next best
thing to what they wanted and, lo and be-
hald! along came the real best for both of
them escorted by Dan Cupid. A charming
tale full to the brim of real old Southern
warmth and hospitality—not to mentlion
the most delicious of Southern cooking.
Read it and get the “next best", point of
view—it's the wholesomest philosophy in
different times and ** Next Besters” 1s a de-
lightiul novel for these times,

ISHERMEN whose blood has begun to

wise with the coming of warm days and
voung leaves, and who remain in a perpetual
state of expectation all summer, will be
interested in the announcement of a new
volume, *‘ Fisherman's Lures and Game-
Fish Food," by the famous fisherman,
Louis Rhead. Mr. Rhead has for many
yvears been known as one of the greatest
fishermen as well as one of the preates
authorities on fshing in America. Mr,
Rhead’s theory is that to catch fish your
bait must be an accurate reproduction of
the creatures fsh love. In his book, by
means of colored plates, he has told the
reader just how to make those lures himself

17

as well as what delicacies appeal most irre-
sistibly to the epicure fish. One of his ideas
in writing the book was to show a way in
which the natural food for iish may be pre-
served and the stock thus protected.

NE of the most extraordinary and

powerful books of the season is Shaw
Diesmond’s ““Passion.” Thiz is a novel of
the struggle between idealism and com-
mercialism, art and the power of gold, purity
of mind and the sex passion, democracy and
“hig business,” the doctdne of Nietzsche
and the doctrine of Christ.

Most unconventional and original is Mr.
Desmond’s method of handling his story.
superficially—it first appears to be a most
realistic account of the hero, Tempest's,
adventures—but before the reader has laid
aside the book he realizes that Desmond
has transcended any one individual's life—
that he has aimed to present the eternal
problems of all those who cannot reconcile
themselves to a materialistic atlitude to-
ward the world.

OUTH AMERICA seems to be the
newly discovered continent of the West-

ern Hemisphere. Never before has it held
out such possibilities for development, and
the multitude of readers who are following
its growth will find a fascinating volume in
J. O. P. Bland’s “ Men, Manners and Mor-
als of South America,” which has been
promised for an carly publication. Mr.
Bland is one of the most noted English
journalists of the day, and has already won

a wide reputation for his books on China.
Sl"F.."'LKIN{:i of the difficulties of teaching
English to Alaskan natives, Hudson

Stuck in his new book, "' A Winter Circuit
of Our Arctic Coast,” says:

HThe distinction hetween “h's' and '||'=.' W5 A
almest insurmountable difhculty, lingering even with
the oblest scholars. One bright little chap, striving
for utterance in [:-|:|r.‘|..-'\.|.'.i. inateal of discoannected f.ingh:
words, after long cogitation delivered himsclf thus:
They—got the water from the bump.' Poor little
chap! 'Bump® and “pump’ were all the same Lo him:
I'|||.':|.' ot the water '||_'; |r|.|-'Hi||g the 1ce of a lake five
miles from the village, In the spring and early aum-
mer the pinnacles of the jagped sea joe on the shore
prow fréah enoueh for use, the sall drainimg out Lo the
lower layers but all the winter through they must take
the dogrs and go five miles for water, Rooand o provis
ilent aglon you will see the Fresh-water 10e stacked up
for future use ke stovewood round o cabin in thein-
terior.”



RETAIL DEPARTMENT

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
OLD & NEW BOOKSELLERS

BOOKS FOR SUMMER READING

HE NEW FICTION for the summer season will include Alice Brown’s
" Homespun and Gold,” a delightful group of New Euﬂland stories;
"“The Comedienne,” by a very quccesaful Polish novelist, Wldd}'blﬂw He}'-
mont; a new ]lﬁ'ﬂ‘l by S. R. Crockett, author of ” The Stickit Minister,”
r_-ntitlr:d “ Light Out of the East™; while William McFee has written a
fascinating story of sea-folk called ™ Captain Macedoine’s Daughter.”
For more serious readers Henry Osborn Taylor continues his most im-
portant ” Medieval Mind” with "Thought and Expression in the Six-
teenth Century ™; and Charles P. Thompson has written the story of
"' The Peace Conference Day by Day ™ with a full account of President
Wilson's activities,
IRST EDITION collectors will find in our Rare Book gallery not only
the first editions of the great English classics so much sought after,
but first editions, for the l:ul]ectﬂr just I‘n‘:‘ﬂ’ll‘.lll,m,‘__r,1 of living authors—
Conrad, Kipling, Walpole, Barrie, Masefield, Moore, Galsworthy, and the
newer poets. There has also hecn received from London fresh additions
to the colored-plate books, sporting and other pictorial subjects, which
are becoming increasingly scarce and desirable.

EW PARIS PUBLICATIONS include ™ Le Félin Géant,” by J.-H.
Rosny; ° N}fmphu Dansant avec des qat}rrru by René Boylesve:
*La Jeune Fille Verte,” by P. J. Toulet; and " LEtlullJe by Francis
Carco. A handsome edition of "Les Ge orgiques Chrétiennes,” by Fran-
cis Jammes, has superb woodents by J. B. Vettiner.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, New York
PUBLISHERS + + BOOKSELLERS - - IMPORTERS
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*The Hero of Many Peoples ™

THE LIFE OF LORD KITCHENER

By Sir George Arthur

Here is the hrst full and authoritative life story of the famous soldier and ad-
ministrator, who recruited and prepared the English Armies for their action in the
hnal victory of the Great War,

“Lord Kitchener's personality was so remarkable, his hold upon public opinion so
firm, and his achievements so conspicuous, that this biography appeals with tremen-
dous force—to the widest possible circle of readers.”"—Moaorning Post.

Tn three volumes, Tilustrated. The set $12.50

New Novels for Summer Reading

The Stranger The Foolish Lovers
By Arthur Bullard St. John Ervine’s New Novel

el thebest novelsof recent vears."-N. ¥ . Glode

The victory of the spirit over mate rial things fur- o : ;
Mr. Ervine realizes that when an Irishman i most

nishes the theme of this new novel in which love, e £ : Faomor

faith and artistry transcends the barriers of alicn sincere he is often maost "“”E’}]_.r:!"l;, B

creeds.  "Unusual and striking in conception, the —hila. Press. 32.00.
bock is no less unusual and striking in execution.

A really worthwhile novel."—N. Y. Fimer.  $2.00. Mrs. warren,s

An Imperfect Mother Daughter
J. D. Beresford’s New Novel Sir Harry Johnston’s New Novel

Here is the story of the highly diverting and un-

The story '?" - “"fr‘:“" of middle age who leaves her usual career of Vivien Warren, feminist, from the
family to elope with a fascinating but characterless wint where Bernard Shaw leaves her in has play,
lover—and of her later meeting with her son. $2.00. “ Mrs. Warren's Profession.”  $2.00.

One After Another The Wind Between
Stacy Aumonier's New Novel  the Worlds

A keen and stimulating study of contrasting per- * s
sonalities @5 presented m this exceedingly inter- A]ICE BTDW]’I 8 NEW NG\FEI

esting novel which follows the lives of a brother A timely novel of extrancdinary interest in which
and sister, the childrenof a n.-mp::ra:mrnra[ Italian the eluzive overtones of automatic writing and
mother and of a stolid strong-willed English father communication with the dead play against the
—from childhood 1o maturity. 32.00. crisp realities of daily experience, $2.00.

Owen Wister's New Book

A STRAIGHT DEAL or THE ANCIENT GRUDGE

"'.'[l Wister's IrLH[‘.'I.]'ng account of actual E I]L]Il-h 4||||.l 31|;]|;_r|n_ 1 1;! |[|r|”'-.|"|_||'|~., oW
and in the past has stirred the public mind with the same force as did his “Pentecost
of ||1r1tll|| " two years ago., Mr. Wister has done l"'tuui -:iq_r4:| he 1s |:|'|||~.||||[1I
well equipped to discuss the social usages and national pe culiarities of both countries

and he is very direct in doing s0.”"—N. Y. Times. $2.00.
—— ————— |

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, Publishers, NEW YORK




“ The White Weorld Stands To-day at the Crossvoads vf Life and Deatl”

The Rising Tide of Color

AGAINST WHITE WORLD-SUPREMACY
By Lothrop Stoddard

With an Introduction by Mapisow Geast

“Perhaps the most striking specimen of its kind since Prof. Usher’s
‘Pan Germanism’ burst upon us just before the war began.

With maps.

—Newo York Timer.

$3.00

The New Frontiers
of Freedom
By Major E. Alexander Porwell

Here one of the greatest anthorities and inci-
dentally the first eyve-witness since the war descnibes
conditions along the eastern Adratic coast {in=
cluding Fiume) and in Albania, Montenegro, Ser-
bia, Rumania, and Constantinople.  No one who
wants to be informed wpon the present and prob-
able future results of the war can safely overlook
this highly picturesque and spinited narrative of
the author’s wour of thoze regions most vitally
affected by the treaty of Versailles.

* “The New Frontiers of Freedom” presents an
excellent bird's-eve view of préseat-day conditions
in the Balkans. Its impartiality never makes it
dull; on the contrary, every E)agi: 15 brimming over

with life and color.™—New York Tribune.

Hlustrated woith photographr by the author.  $2.50

Russian People

PEVOLUTIONARY RECOLLECTIONS
By Princess Cantacuzene

“Princess Cantacuzéne's boak should a.pjk.';ll tow
every one who enjoys a picturesgue and imagina-
tive pnarrative. Her fund of anecdotes i1z inex-
haustible, and her vivacity is Lmq.ucnchcd. Even
in the midst of the most adverse circumstances.”

—New York Tribune,
3300

Have We a Far Eastern
Policy?
By Charles H. Sherrill, LL.D.

Preface by Davip Jayme Hio

This present volume is the result of ten months
spent by General Sherrill, celebrated lawyer,
diplomat, and author, around the shores and upon
the islands of the Pacific Ocean and afrer con-
versation everywhere with statesmen, merchants,
and leaders of thought.

Whether or not one has traversed the Pacific
(cean and visited the picturesque izlands and
Asiatic coastlands, this book will be a dclightfu]
voyage of discovery, for General Shernll—z bril-
liant writer and proved diplomat—has written of
the East with a fine sensibility 1o form and color
and a grasp of great political issues that makes
his book extraordinarily interesting and illuminat-
ing to intelligent readers,

gz.50

Is America Worth
Saving?
By Nicholas Murray Butler

In this book Dr. Butler discusses, among other
subjects, the real labor problem, the high cost of
living, the road to durable peace, and a league of
nations—what is propress in politics, problems of
peace and after peace, and the Republican party.

fz.00

New Volwmes in the Figures from American History Series

Stephen A. Douglas
By Louis Howland

Ediror fndianepolir Newr

Alexander Hamilton
By Henry Jones Ford

Praferaor of Politics at Princeton [Mrizerssty

Each, #2.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Songs and Portraits
B.'l' Maxwell Struthers Burt

This eollection makes very plain the reason for
his pre-eminence among the yvounger poets of the

country.
’ fit.so

A New Series of

Galsworthy Plays

FOURTH SERIES
Included in this volume are:
A BIT O LOVE
THE FOUNDATIONS
THE SKIN GAME
£2.50
(May be abtained separately,
£1.00 per volume)

Life of Mrs.
Robert Louis
Stevenson
By her sister,
Mrs. Nethe
Fande Grift Sanches

#Stevenson would have ap-
proved of the dignity of this
.l'il.l|_'l'.i|llll'.'. The world 1=
suspicious by nature of a
book wntten by a woman on
One I'i ]H"I Necar In.i'll "l‘.h"
.||__-||E||;-'|_|,-..|_ [.Illll.' 11:-' Illflr'.'i:il."'.'.
In this case suspicion 1%
groundless,"”

—Newo York Eoening Post.

Hllusirated. $2.25

and who is now the
Presbytenian Church in New Yark City.

The Event of a Literary
Generation

TheLettersof
Henry
James

Edited by Percy Lubbock

The London Times says
of these letters: “ Not col-
umns but pages, and not
pages but chapters, mighe
be filled with comment and
attempted analysis of this
late and mighty Howering.”

TV ith bl ll.ll!l'é'F.J.' ure porteacs

I too volwmes #1000

Songs of
Seeking and Finding
By Tertius van Dyke

A volume of poems collected and arranged from
the many pubhshed and unpublished poecms by
Irl r’i||:- Vifl i.}:. '::l.'. th

sor. of Henry van Divke,
minizter of the Park Avenue

.50

Bedouins
By James G. Huneker

“lt 1 the Hunckerian
gusto that captures you- and
carries vou along. but it iz the
Hunekerian  erudition that
I resees you There 15 no
critic in America with & range
as wide or with tastes as un-
erring.’’

I|'JIII ..'I-.'..'r I.'Ir & iii _|r'r.-_. ]

f21.00

The Grand
Canyon of the
Colorado

RECURRENT STUDIES IN IM-
FRESEIDNG AND AFPEARANCES

By

John C. Fan Dyke

Fath lustrations from photo=
graph $2.50

A Winter Circuit of Our Arctic Coast

A NARBRATIVE

OF A JOURNEY WITH DOG SLED

AROUND THE ENTIRE ARCTIC COAST OF ALASKA

By Hudson Stuck

Arckaraconm of the Vidaw and i5e Aretic

This book, which resembles his aghly successful ** Ten Thouwsand Miles with a Dog Sled ™ more than
any other of his books, promises to be the most popular book Archdeacon Stuck has ver written, Tt s

the aceount of a winter’s journey around the coast of

and presents a notable panorama of the Arctic,

Ilusirated, $6.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

Alazka, made in the course of the author's work,

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Ordnance and the World War

A CONTRIBUTION TO THE

HISTORY OF AMERICAN PREFAREDNESS

By Major-General William Crozier

This book is one of the very most important of those to complete the authoritative record of America's

achievement in the war,

a better position to watch and understand its workings.

General Crozer was the head of the Ordnance Department.

Mo one was in
He has written a masterly account of its achieve-

ments, dramatic through the vastness and intensity of the action with which it deals, but modest, clear,

and unembroidered, and notably without bitterness in its defenses.

fz.50

Fisherman’g Lures and
Game-Fish Food
By Louis Rhead

The book iz written from a most exhaustive
knowledge based on long experiment pursued
with great care and a keen enthusiasm.

Four fufll-page illustrations in color and eight half-
toner,  $4.00

Banking Progress
By [. Laurence Laughlin

Emeritus Prafesror of .n"'-:.':n'.'ru':" Economy fr the Dniverrity of
Chieago

Thiz volume shows the evolution of banking

rinciples from the time when “The Baltimore
F‘]:Ln" was first proposed in 1854 to the workings
of the Federal Beserve System up to date.

fz.00

Animated Cartoons
By E. G. Lutz

A baok for both artist and !.1I.II.1|.;|L' on the rise,
development, and ways of making moving-screen
drawings.

Elaborately illustrated,  $3.00

Socialism vs. Civilization
By Boris Brasol

**The awthor has studied the literature and ob-
served the methods of Mamusm in different coun-
trics. Mr. Brasol has produced a big work, full
of information caru:'[u.il}' thought out and placed
before the reader.,"—Philadelphra Ledger.

$2.00

The Racial Prospect
By 8. K. Humphrey

2.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Our Northern Autumn

A STUDY OF ITS CHARACTERISTIC FLOWERS, ITS
BRILLIANT FOLIAGE, AND ITS CONBPICUDUS FRUITS

By Harriet L. Keeler

With eight full-page illustrations in color and
many other illustrations from photographs and
drawings by Marvy KerFEr.

f1.7¢

The Foreign Trade
of the United States
By Thomas F. and L. Cummings Ford

Witk on Tmiraductiom by . L. Saunders. Pres. of the
American Manwfaciurers Export Asrociation
This simple, thorough exposition of the tactics
and the stratepy of foreign trade was written to
meet the demand for a complete understanding
of the subject ereated by new conditions.

#3.00

The Story of the Engine

FEOM LEVER TO LIBERTY MOTOR
r
By W. F. Decker

Beginning with the lever, the first of the ele:
mentary mechanical movements, he gives a short
history of the development of the steam-engine
from Watt to the complicated engines of the
present day. .

With diagrams. $2.00

Modes and Morals

A ¥YOLUME OF
By Katharine Fullerton Gerould

“In this book she displays her marked abilities
as an essayist writing vigorously, humorously,
passicnately, ironically, eynically, tenderly.”

—Reedy's Mirror.

ESSAYS

Ar.7s

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




For Delightful Summer Reading

This Side of Paradise

By F. Seott Fitzgerald

The Newe York Times savs:
“The glorous spint of abounding yvouth glows in this fascinating rale.”

Wirtiam Lyox PHELPS says:
*1 shall read evervthing he publishes in book form.” f1.75

Storms of
Youth
B:" Fiola Roseboro’

In thiz powerful and moy-
ing story hliss Rosebora' re-
turns to the ficld of fction
in which she has :.||4':1|.i._'.' WO
|_:i-'\.Ti.1'|!_'lI:|-.-]w|..: laarels.

$1.75

Stafford’s
Island

By Florence Olmstead

A romantic  love story
weaving a dramatic story of
the past into the destiny ol
present lovers.

f1.75

The Wreckers

By Francis Lynde

A thrilling story of rail-
roading in the West—a tale
of 'Ilig business adventures,

Frontispicee in color.  $1.75

T

It Begins

at a Dinner Party

and Ends—

J'llll |.'-|'[| (LB | I_']HI.'\: ol will have
had so many howrs ol surprising

adventure—you will have been so

~--||:|'-I|'r|'|:. drawn into its baffling
and amazing plot, that you will
have forgotten there’s anything
else in the world but the book you

are reading. That's the kind of

i||s:--Jj|:|ir|_; STOry you find in

Blacksheep!
Blacksheep!

An American Story of
mystery and adventure

By
Meredith Nicholson

Tlustrated.  $1.78

Passion
By Shaw Desmond

Allegra
By L. Allen Harker

I..Ill VEry I:. :|r'l|i|||_' romance
of Enghsh fields and London
|--|-'.li;._'i.l-.”- —N. Y. Werld,

$1.7%5

Fireweed
By ff-.ff‘.'lr f:’rc:}'

ol PO e 1 which
humor and pathos are skil-
fully mingled, the sart of
story that charms you by its
smooth and gentle current,”

—lroeland |r||'I|£.'?I _fJ.-'.”". o

£1.75

The Pagan
H Gordon Avthur Smith

“France belore the

Paris with Montparnasse gay
and :.r'-:'-.|':'-:|~*.|'-..-'. with the
bookstalls alone the Seine and
their dusty habitués drows-
8174 .\.|:'_'I I\ll'-'.'u.'\-llll_' 1r |! o osun,

arc |"'l.'||.'.|r"l.| iII -|||:|' ¥y I'..II LR | ':.
impressionistic short stories.”
—Philadelphia Press,

Hinsirated, ::\-I‘I'_-'.

“ Passion " is a novel of struggle between idealism and commercialism,
art and the power of gold, purity of mind and the sex passion, democracy and

“big business,”

the doctrine of Nietzsche and the doctrine of Chrst.

““Passion " is a book of great power and absorbing interest, brilhant char-
acter analysis, and vivid realism.

$i.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Hiker Joy
By Fames B. Connally

Hiker Joy, that product of New York street life whom no adventure can
astonish or disaster suppress, in this book goes through a series of amazing ad-
ventures. From Hiker's experience with the Jack-o'-Lantern spies and con-
spirators and his finding himself on the mysterious boat at sea, there is no
pause in the breathless succession. The book 1s full of the imagination and

the real sea knowledge

Tutt
and Mr. Tutt

By Arthir Train

Here. are the battles and
adventures of the celebrated
law firm of Tutt and Turt—
one of the most human and
appealing books that has ap-
peared in years.

£1.7%

On a Passing
Frontier

SKETCHES FROM THE NORTH-
WEST

By Frank B. Linderman
Mr: Linderman's sketches

and little stores are of types
and phases of 1ife in Montana

reminiscences of “‘camps
and trails," whicl

11
:_'":I.\J'|..|:_'.' passing before the

! ]I:' IEI.-I\.'\: BECN

advance of a more }Ll]fhl‘“:'
cated 1f pot more common-

place civilization.

#1785

» Mr. Connolly possesses.

Tense with the suspense

of the manhunt!

Ladyfingers

by a master story-teller

Jackson Gregory

If a gnm‘l book can
bring vou relaxation
and entertainment,
be sure and get it.

Hlustrated, g1.7%

Tiustrated by ™, C, WyeTH. 51.75

Whispers
By Louis Dodge

A detective story as pood
as its name.

“This 15 a new kind of de-
tective story and a new kind
of newspaper storv. It re-
veals the possibilities for ro-
mance in the great newspaper
game; it develops a unigue
brand of sleuth in the fasci-
nating higure of the mild and
personable young man who
could not speak above a
whisper,”"—Phila. Press,

*Mr. Dodge introduces
some new complications,
makes 1t really a psycholog-
cal and gives it a wholly un-
expected turn at the end."”

—Chicage Port,
£1.73

A Place
in the World

By the author of “Simple Souls™
John Hastings Turner

“A charming novel, fresh
and wivid in dialopue, with
characters that live in every
pulse and gesture.™

Tatterdemalion —Bereon Eranecript
By Fohn Galsworthy
“Its very title explains how exceedingly varied is its contents. But
unalike as these tales and sketches are in many ways, they resemble one
another in this, that always there 1s the intense feeling for beauty, the sure
and dehicate craftsmanship.”—New York Times. 4100

CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




The Epistles of St. John
By the Right Reo. Charles Gore,
DD G EED.,

Lare Biskop af Oford

This: exposition: is similar in general form and
treatment to those previously published by De.
Gore on the *Sermon on the Mount,” the “ Epistle
1o the Romans,” and the " Epistle to the Ephe-
sians,” all of which have had a very large circula-
tion. It contains an Introduction on the Johan-
nine Question, and deéals throughout with “ Aaod-
ernist” tendencies as bearing on  present-day
controversies, and also on the social application of
Chnstiamty and the function of the church in
AOCIETY. 12mo,.  dbour 5225

Modern Japan

ITS POLITICAL, MILITARY, AND INDUSTRIAL
ORGANIZATION
By William M. McGovern

Lecturer on fapanese at the School of O temtad Seadics

Uurtersery af Londom .
A very comprehensive and up-to-date  re-
view of the Japanese Empire at the present time
by a long-time resident, with chapters on the
origing of contemporary Japan, the administrative
system, the military development, industrial and
commercial conditions, the primary industries,
manufactures, etc., with a section on Japanese
language, litcrature, art, and religion. $5.00

Old Clocks
and Their Makers
By F. J. Britten

A retssue of a standard work, with corrections
and additions. It comtains an historical and
deseriptive account of the different styvles of
clocks of the past in England and abroad, with
a list of over eleven thousand makers and many
new  illustrations. The section on watches in
the former edition will be treated in a separate
volume,

New and revised edition, etk over 400 1llustrations.
Large Boo.  $15.00

Henry Fox,
First Lord Holland

HIS FAMILY AND RELATIONS
B_‘.' the Earl u_?r Hlichester

These volomes contain & closely detailed ae-
count of the life of Henry Fox, first Lord Hol-
land, who for many yvears held high office under
the crown in the reigns of the second and thrd
(eorges. 2 oalr, Boo, [llustrated, $12.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S S50NS

The Planning and Plant-

ing of Little Gardens
.IH_‘;' f:-'clr;{.-' Dillistone

With Notes and Criticisms by Lawnence WEATER

The .'}l‘.iuct of this ook is to assist the owners
i

of small garden plots 1o determine the best ways
of l.l}ing them out, so that the preatest [\ma:'l'-'u.'
use may be made of the area; and the most pic-
turesque effects obtained therein. Much general
information has also been introduced, indicating
the uses to which the garden may be put when it
is made, and also what can be grown therein,

ik L R T i o) _," r.l."."-_,"l.-.':;.-' and text |'|r|r1.| stratioits, :;-:.:5

The Republic of Liberia

By R.C. F. Maughanm,
f'\_R.[‘,.'.."':., .IJ'ZS.. e,

hl R ‘I L:l,l;_,hgl-{.:._'a.'{rd.' Fig .LIlller-C'I.ﬂ

“Wr. Maugham is already known favorably
a5 3 writer on African subjects. He knows
the country well, has wtilized the best offhicial
authorities, and shows a sympathetic under-
standing and appreciation of the negro inhabi-
tants. Tl!l.-:' Wi i iIlu-zlr.|r1-|.t '|.'l.i1|| ;_'v:_a-cl-d i'l|||u
tographs, statistical statements, and the words
and music of the Liberian national anthem.”

— f.llr.'a.“'.-.r.' ..|r.'.lllr'.lr££|"i|::lr.'.

With map and numervis Wustrations. Bro. $6.50

The Turks in Europe
A SKETCH STULY
By . E. D, Allen
With Preface by Bric.-Gex. H, C. Suntees

Late ) |r.:':r1.r}' Airacks at Comrra wle- ard Aitken

A careful and intell t study of Turkish
history. The author deals with” the Conouest
of southeastern ['-.|If|l|‘-|' |'l:. the Oiteman Turks
and the subsequent decline of Turkish military
power, descriling the policies of the varous
Furopean Powers from the frst partition of
II‘IIJI-.I.'_'.' to the '!'I't'.'ﬂ‘_. of _I.l'.-ﬂ.' in I 7Oz, ]|| alsao
traces, the spread of the nationalist idea among
the Ballan races. F4

Anglo-American
Relations—1861-1865

By Brougham Filliers and W, H. Chesion

Deals with the ciuses of friction and misun-
derstandings between Grear  Britain and  the
United States: during the ll'}'il}_’ Vears of the

Civil War, $2.00

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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A worth while

A Four Periodical
NConths for
Offer. Country House
Reading.

The Spur - Stands for all that is wholesome in life and

sports. Its readers include that class which understands the true
value of that famous utterance which is the finest sporting epfigrar‘n the
world possesses: ** The greatest pleasure in life after winning is losing.”

The Spur has secured its enviable list of subscribers who

watch for its regular arrival by post, because it treats their beloved
hobbies in the characteristic way that is to be found in no other
publication.

The Spur is cherished by its subscribers for its pages on

Art; on Books; on Country Estates; on Interior Decoration; and
also for its Portraits of Beautiful Women; its Society Comment; its
comment on The Town and Finance.

The Spur is the favorite journal of so many true blue

Americans, because of their passionate interest in the Horse, the
Hunt, the Outdoor Sports, those time-honored diversions of a gentle-
man, and because of the unmatchable manner in which they are
pictorially and editorially presented.

THE SPUR, 425 Fifth Avenue, 'EEP I.” CITOSE fﬂuch
FPlease send me THE SPUR for (4) four months .1 i with worth while

for which 1 will send cheque for $2.50 upon receipt . T
of the first number, Social J[_"L'-'Eﬂfs, Ete.
Thru the Summer.
Name Sign the coupon—
P. O, Address for four months of

real enjoyment.
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“Thormewood "—A country home of the Northwest.  One of many views appearing in the
House Beawtiful for Tuly

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

FOR JULY
PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS

Thornewood KIRTLAND CUTTER,
Architect

The Way to Display Your Pewrer

il N

-

-

Putting Individuality into the American
Home—IIl EDWARD STRATTON
HOLLOW AY

EUGENE DeFOREST
The Glen-Sanders House at Scoria, N.Y.
H. V. BUTTON
Gardens
FANMNIE STEARNS GIFFORD
The Wild Flower Garden
FLOBENCE 5PRING
Mellody Farm

ROBERT H. MOULTON

From Fireplace to Stoves
*  EDWARD B. ALLEN

The Permanent Food Garden

M. H. ELLSWORTH

Glimpse of Texas Garden
KEAYTE PEEL ANDERSON
Carrying On in the Home Garden
CLARENCE MOORES WEED
An Ancient Highboy
GEORGE WILSON JENNIMNGS
Charm in Old Baskets
LYDIA GARRISON
Visiting Bruce Barton’s Home
MARY HARROD NORTHEND
The Dish-Washer—"%hat It Is and How
[t Works EARL E. WHITEHORNE

Linder the same management as the Atlantic Monthly

35c—SPECIAL OFFER TO NEW SUBSCRIBERS OMNLY—54.00 @ year
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL PUBLISHING CO.,

dt M. Viernon 5., BOSTON, MASS

Caentlemer

. 34 cenes extve [ O

Englosed hnd $5.00% for fosr monrha” il siebscriprion

daa™" for fourtsen maanrks

a.'l.u.'a!-.“' poxage, LF Centy oxira




B ratory. special and vecatienal departmente.
Separate schoolfor little girle. Also Surmmer Scheol
emphasizing vutlt'm:l .1 training. For citler cata-
log addvess pycs ¢ F MASON, LL.M.,
Box TOT i Tarrytown-on-Hodson, N. ¥

Asc hoo! inthe ‘iil’n‘h:ﬁ"tﬂhllll overlooki v
udsen, 43 minates from New York, ﬂrl.ﬂull-:

THE GARDMNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

11 Enst sast Serect, New York City. A thorough school with de-
lightful home Mle. Fireproof building. College prepamtory,
academic, secrelarial and elective courses.  Music nding, swim-
ming tennis, rhythmic dancing—t3rd year. Miss Eltinge and
Miss Mazlapd, Frincipals,

CATHEDRAL ScHOOL OF SAINT MaRy
A School Tor Girls, 1 miles from New York. College preparatory
and general courses. Music, Art and [Domestic Science.  Cata-
logue on request. Box 500 Miss Minam A, Bytel, Priocipal,
Garden City, Lopg Island, New York.

TH[ CLARK EBHDDI. FOR CONGENTRATION
----n--l'-\.-'lul'l --‘|'-ka| *I.-Il..-

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRALS

Full preparatory and sdvanced stu |||- Al '-.1 ngse. Interior Dhec.
oratlon, hran AT ane] Prag 1] o rss Imadi-
vidual care and supenasmon i caknlogue nddress

iz Rosa B Chisman

2oqz Filth Aveoue, New York City

THE RM’EDN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Hiar il ]' v Departments,  Colleg ]"|I1-.|r|I-l:|'|'.ii4:'|-=r.'.'| and
' ' Grrardy - Chatlaor mpe

Ml ';Ir|.|'\.|“|-||.'|\. AR ham et

Mirs Martha K. Humphrey, A.M Frincipals

104,

166, 168 West 75th Street, New Yotk City.

:& I.-.-..- ; iy
m-Hﬂ's.run Maw an

S Qtsego Lake

LS
Untit Soptember 1920 for C'mhgw and views, dddress ©
Mrs Russel! Houg ton, Tarey town -onfudron N Y

SCHOOL

FOR BOYS Tarrytown-on-Hudson, M. Y.
Twenty-five miles from New York, the
beautiful, historic “Irving” country. S4th
year. 20 years under present Head Master.
New site and buildings, 1904, Prepares for all
colleges and technical schools.  Individual as
well as class instruction.  Egquipment includes
Athletic Field, Gymmasium and Swimming Pool.
Fer Information address
J. M. FURMAN, A. M., Head Master, Box 803

in

THE SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Central Park. FBoarding and Day popils.  Special and
Finishing courses. Langua =6, Art, Music and Dramatic Art.
Social Lfe. Outdoor Recreation, Mrs. T. Darrington Semple,
FPrincipal, 241 Central Park West, Box 8, New York City.

THE ELINOR COMSTOCK MUSIC SCcHooOL
This Schiool s endarsed by Leschetizky and Paderewski.
Il gives a bighly specialized training o all branches of musie.
Boarding and Day Dpts.  Catalogues on request.,
41 East 8oth 50



New York State ‘

The ASCADILLA

SCHOOLS

C‘thuﬁg Prgpnumr)‘ Hechoal for Boys

]
¢ ekl L|

l:l.,l.ln.l! i
Necrenilon Blilg, amd Crew

11
mummerr Schonl,
R e e

A. M. DRUMMOND M.A.,
Director, Box 110, Ithaca, N. '!l.'.

AWLING
SCHOOL For Boys

Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster
64 miles fromn Mew York on Harlem E. RB.
Complete Equipment.
Thorough preparation for College and Scientific
Schools.
Send for Catalogue
PAWLING SCHOOL PAWLING, N. Y.

BRIARCLIFF
MRS. DOW’S SCHOOL

ERIARCLIFF MANOR, NEW YORK

Mrs. Edith Cooper Hartman, B. 5.
Prercipe!

Music Department
Me. D::-ir_l Gnrhrlh.-w:ir.:ch. Avtistie Adirer
Mr. Howard Brockwa ¥y Ditrectar

Art Department
Ar. Frank V. Du Mond, Bhrector

Lmuer School and Post - graduate Depur-fmfnt

Fer ebiiifrase ln da Regiserar, Mes, Diw's Scha

MAMLIUS 5T, JOHNS 5CHOL
Mankies de Ll|l:|[|"| ks hr-'l.: accarding to comman sense principles
SUCEESE sfully joining the “theoretical with II|| practical, Jr:,_m.:'u,
tion for college and business and superior military training.

Attractive Summer Camp
Brig.-Gen. Wim. Verbeck, Pres., Box 47, Manlius, New York.

5T. AGNES ScHooL FoR GIRLS, Albany, N. Y

College preparatory and general courses in Upper School. Lower
Schaal I.-ry.-l n.g.r girils | rates 1o dauphters of Ammy and
Mavy olbcers. Summer ]:h:-l.l for pirls remaiming through year

MoUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS

over ope hundred years a refined schoeol home for boys of
all ages. Practical military training with Geld work, College and
business preparation. Physical traning and athletic sporis, Ad-
dress Charles Frederick Brusie, P. 0. Dox sof, Ossining-oos
the-Hudsou, New York.

Russell Sage College

Founded by Mrs. Russcll Sage in connection
with Emma Willard School

A School of Practical Arts

Degigned for the higher education of wamen
particularly on voeational and pr seasiomnnl
limes, Secretarinl Work, Household Economics
and Industrinl Arts, B.A, and B 5. degroes
Address Secretary

RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE

TROY, KEW YOEE

New York
Military
Academy

Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York

The story of this famous School
is told in the illustrated cata-
logue, which will be sent upon
application to the Adjutant.

Largdest Military School in the East

Cavalry, islaatry, codei band. | Special rates to musicians. )

' SKIDMORE SCHOOL

' OF ARTS

CHARLES HENRY HI:"!l'F..‘i.. Fh.D.,
ollege

President

1 caltural
portonity for
th technical

. Wide
J.

A woman's
i |||---\.|I'-'-I|J| HEC PEOFYD
Ltion 'l;',-|-||'-i BT
studly qualibes (or leading caliing
seleclion provided—>5Secretarial,

pocializs »
||||---
II|| st

1 Education, Music, Fine and Applied '|r|
coanrses, with el | subvjects Altcactiv --|- --r:l|:|i|_- fair
Hith School
Diegree Granted ¢ year eourse |ead * anid 1
veir Normal Cowrse, Teacher sl Sopserviser's certifcats
| Residence accommodations, go0 student For catalom
address Secretary, Hox (

| SARATOGA SPRINGS, N. Y.




New York State (Continued)

OSSINING SCHOOL
21 Far Girls. g2nd year.

PUTNAM Hﬂul.l. EG HOOL

|1 Academic and economic courses

'-;.=-|'|J_[_,|_|: school for very }“u_ul_. EI”! For catalog address
Clara . Fuller, Principal i
hEar1]l:I Naramare, Assoc. Principal
Box 7-5, Ossining-on-Hudson, N, Y.

M assachusetts

FOR GIRLS

We send students to college on certificate.  Many girls, how-
ever, after leaving high school do not wish to go to college. But
often they desire advanced work in a new environment with com-
petent instructors, and to select studies best meeting their tastes
and interests.

We offer just these opportumities. Students take English or hterature,
the course otherwise is eleetive.  All subjects count for diploma.

Graduoation from high echool not necessary.  No examination required.
b.;-rrpanlnlq' o O & in Fasinets Manspement; Costume Design and Howse D

harp ard pipe crgan with e nenl Boston masiers.
16 n alll with new plpe organg gy agiuan and swhie-

but

oraticn

All ontdoor sporia. All the opporfunities of Boston o Music, At and historical associations are

” freely used. [omestlc Schence,” Am, Elocugion,
miles from A girl, after leaving grommar school, can bhégin her st
Boston sbee has dan education equivalent o two years in College, taking
PR TN,
There Aifg
Enmiment

t Mount 1da and continue them wntil
throuph hiee wholy course an slective

waime pounss with ot and cold water Vor agee-zr early application 3% tecetsary 0o sadure

Send for New
Year Book

erbern Girds frami Chocagn SEpr. 23

Sdeciad car for T

Exceptional opportunities with 1497 SUMMIT ST., NEWTON, Mass.

—TENACRE—

A Country School for Young Girls

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age

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

MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOKE
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

Laell Seiary

Courte of study from Arse year high school through two r:i&ndvuttrl
work | -u-ll'lllp'l' school g -.:-1- ates covers a wide muge of séibemic subjects

clividual development. L
smemaking, from marketing

toenterainiag,

ol iz situated on a thifty-acre estiate ten miles from Bosten,  All
i sdvanuiges of the city are utilized,  Nearly every outdoor
and rgcreation plays a past in the school activitles.

Woodland Park
T'ke Tunior Departneent for gleks

= GUY M. WINSLOW, Ph.D., Principal
CHAS. F. TOWNE, A.M,, Asso. Principal

110 Woodland Road, Auburndale bb, Mass.,

% phas e‘.--.lll

umiler &fteen. Cafaleps en application

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY [
Fits for lile and for college work.
rooms only, Ve |r|1\.I EX[IETSE Enk'-

Gaylard W Diouglass, Headmaster, Wilbraham, Mas:

A school for 6o hoys—single |

DEAN ACADEMY

| t4th year. Young men and vounp women God hefe a home-like
atmia ‘\-FI]IIrI thar '|||.|'| and cthcient ] in every department of
a broad culture, a loyal and helpiul school spieft,  Liberal endow-
ment pernis I|'I.|... |I terms, $375-8475 per yvear, Special Course
m Domestic Science.  For catalogue and information address
Arthur W. Peirce, Litt L,

WHEATOMN COLLEGE FOR WOMEN |

Only small separate collegs lor women in Massachusetts.
A.B. degree

4-VERE
2o bualdings.

Faculty of men and women
Presi

tilog
D.v, LL.I., ident

Course
TO0 acres

Morton, Massachusetts, (30 miles from Bosion.)

Miss CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
For many years koown as “ The Durnbam School.”
44l vear opens Seplember, 1520
Correspondence should be addressed to
Mizs B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass.

Frincipal, Franklin, hinss

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIALS
Founded by ".! wry A. Bumbam in 1877, opposite Smith Full._gg
-~ {.un vks, Northampton, Massachusetts
Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress.



Massachusetts (Continued)

New fE?'.'FE?_}' ( Continued)

WaLNUT HILL SCHOOL
A College Preparatory School [or Girls, 17 miles from Boston.
a6 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Ficlds, 5 Buildings. Gym-
nasium, Mis= Copant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 19 Highland
Street, Matick, Maoss.

THE SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION

Establisbed 1881, Addresa for boaklet
D D A Sargent, Cambridge, hMass.

WORCESTER ACADEMY

rge boys, Rates 83go-81ooe,  Strictly preparatory for college or
engincering school, Register early and avoid disappointment.
For catalog address the Registrar, GG 1, o “hurch, MoA

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

ABBOT ACADEMY
A Sthool for Girls. Founded 1828,
General course with Houschold Science.

Outdoor sports.  Address
Mizs Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass,

23 miles [rom Boston.
College Preparation,

New Jersey

. PEDDIE

A SCHOOL FOR BOYS

(!

a
bl
-

| MANHOOD—the purpose

of the curriculum

Peddie bovs are tought fiest of all to be men.  They
are leaders in college and in business not only because

of what they Erow, but because of what 1|:u'y are, Man-
haod s part of the curriculum.
Evory Paddis bay is nhl'l- a comprahansive phys=
loal examinati Ew sted I
chariad  ayss, airs;

haprt, stc. Heporis sro mailed o paranis, Hllnlul
powors ars dovelopsd by sxpsri fsachors, Charpg-
tar Buklt snd sirengihonod by conisel with virila
Christian mon, Peddis boys are sducaied  iralnad
in body, mind and characier—nol merely schoolad.
Peddie spends all its inowme opon its students.  5it-
uated g miles [rom Prineeton.  Meoedern dormitoriss—oGo-
acfe 1..1.|.‘||.pq.|=—|.}'m1|..|S-1U|n —:Willlhll]ll.:' jmui basehall—
football—all sports ]| Music and public speaking.  Sum-
MET SR Lower Schoe for boys from 11 to 1.4 years,
Graduates enter all colleges by certificate or examination
| s5th year. An exceptionally fne infirmary has just been
completed for the care of the boys in case of Qiness.

Write for Bookleis and Catalog

ROGER W. SWETLAND, LL.ID., Headmaster
Box 7-C, Hightstown, M. 1.

BORDEMTOWMN MILITARY INSTITUTE
Thorough prepamation lor college or business. Effcient [oculey,
small closses, inddividual attention. Boys taught hew to
Military training. Supe rv e athbetics.  g6th year. For
]|||_r|]|,- adideess Drawer Crz. Col ", [, Lamdon, 1‘1’i|1|‘|.||.|.|
Commandant, Bordentown, N. J.

KENT PLACE
A Country School for Girls,
Coorses. 30 miles from New York,
Miss Anoa 5. Weodman, Principals, Summit, New Jersey,

I"i:l”ugu Preparatory and Academic

hirs. Sarah Woedmon Paal,

lsidon Mall, dowiivmiatrafion aildieg

Blar Geademy

A Real Boy's School

Liberally endowed and l:humugh]r quluip[wrt for
hoys who are able and disposed 1o take advantage of
thenmusual appeartunities alfered, General sduestion
and preparation for any college or technical scliool
| A eatalog will be mailed upon request, but a visit

for personal inspection is noors satisfactory

JOHN C. SHARFPE, LL.D., Headmaster
Box N, BLAIRSTOWMN, N, 1

| Miss Beard’s School !
| FOR GIRLS Orange, New Jersey

Thirty minuies from New Yook Cliy
and special coar
o hris and S
Uiutdesir class Shsiiig,
y Hoikey and Basketlall
Bocklel om requ

Miss Lucie €. Beard, Priodcipal.

KINGSLEY SCHOOL FOR Bovs
23 miles [rom New York City in the New Jersey hills,
trated catalog address
] R, Campbell, M A., Box A, Esex Fells, N. J.

Far illus=

PRINCETON PREFARATORY SCHOOL
College preparatory school for boys over 14 Rapid progress.
Limited number of pupils and (reedom (rom meid class oreaniza-
tion. Excellent equipment and facilities. Special attention given
to athletics and moral welfare  g6th yvear
J. B. Fine, Headmaster, Princeton, New Jersey.

F o

Fermont

BISHOP HOPKINS HALL 3y
Rt. Rev. A, C. A Hall, President and Chaplain, An codowed

1|'I'E|! £ ill,'l]
preparatory and gencral

school for girls ov oking Lake Champdain
AN ot SEES i ||||-;;_

Write for ook let,

Miss Ellen Seton Ckden, Principal

Box A, Burlington, Vermont
Rhode Island

THE MARY C. WHEELER TOWN AND COUNTRY
ScHooL
A town school offering opportunities for country life and sports.
FProvidence, Rhode Island.




irginia

STAUNTON
MILITARY
ACADEMY

An ldeal Home School
for Manly Boys

Covernment Honor School

625 boys from 47 States last session. Largest pri-
vale academy in the East. Boys from 10 to 20 years I
old prepared for the Universities, Government Acade-
mies or Business.

| 1,600 feet above sea level; pure, dry, bracing

mountain wir of the proverbially healthful and
beautiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure min-
eral spring water. High moral tone. Parental
diseipline.  Military training develops obedi-
ence, health, manly carriage. Shady lawns,
expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming

'|'Jl:li.l'|. athletic park. Daily drills and exerciaes |
in open air. Bovs from homes of culture and |
refinement only desired. Personal, individual |
instruetion by our tutorial system. Acad-

ey sixty years old. $275000 barracks, |
full eguipment, absolutely fireproof. Charges |
8000, Catalog free.  Address [

Col. WM. G. KABLE, Ph.D., President, Staunton, Ya. |

MarY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES
Established 1832, Term beging Sept, oth.  In the beautiful and
bistoeic Shenandoal Valley of Vieginia. Unsurpassed climate,
modern equipment. Students from 33 states. f ourses: Collegiate
{3 years), Preparatory (4 vearsh. Music . Expresston and

amestic Science. {'ui.:l.lq, Sr.aunll.-n 'L'u

A Brawcm or TAE Raxporen-Macod Svates.  In the Valley of
Virginia. Equipment cost Sroooco.  Prepares for College or
Scientific Schools.  Military training. Gymbasium and Athletics.
$450. 2oth year opens September zpst. Addresa

Cmas. L. Merros. AM., Principal. Box 408, Froat Royal. Va.

VIRGINIA COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN
Im the ‘I.'a.ll:'.\r of Vireint, famed for bealth and !.n-ezul:.r. Elsciive,
FPreparatory and [ull Junior College courses.  Music, Art, Expres.

sign.  Domestic Science.  Catalogue.  Address Mattie P. Harris,
Fresident. Mrs. Gertrade Harmes Boatwright, Vice-Prezident,

Box 5, Roanoke, Va.

[llinois

MONTICELLO SEMINARY

{uu'-.ur College and  Academy.  Historic school of Mississippi

falley, Bszrd vear ||||:|| s Sept. 17. o0, Standard Jumior Cal-
lege, graduates ente ring lear Ling universibies as |l.|11| ors wikhout
mination. Academy prepares for Entrance Examinations of
Enstern Colleges.  Special work in Music, Art, Domestic Science,
Physical Education.  Extensive and madeen equipment. 500
acres of land.  Write for catalogue and view book

Hurret Rice Cong Principal,
Mouonticello Seminary, Godirey, Madison Co., TIL

M issouri
LEMOX HaLL
“A peal Eastern Scloal in the Heart of the Middle West"  Tundor
Cal Cullege Freg Ty and raes thile
Lim enrollment, T (0| A Address Presi-

it
dent, Miss M. Louise Thomas, Box |-'-'-4. {'l-n-r sity Uity, Mo,

Pennsylvania

Ogontz School

Founded 1850

A country school for girls in the
Rydal Hills. 25 minutes from Phila-
delphia, on the New York line of the
Philadelphia and Reading. Cartalog
describing and illustrating new build-
mgs SENT 0N ]’Lqul:.ST.

RYDAL, Junior Department.

MISS ABBY A. SUTHERLAND, Principal
Ogoniz School, Penna,

SPRINGSIDE

Boarding and l'.'l::.l Schoaol far Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss
Jones, ]rl.n.l:lpll.!. Chestmniat Hill, Philadelphia, Pa.

THE MARY LYON SCHOOL
A couniry school in o college town.  Caollege Preparatory.  Wikd-
chiff —The Graduate School. Seven Gables—The Junior School er
girls 11 to 14. Hillcrest—For little folks & 1o 11, cach has B i~
rate complete equipment . Indicate catalog required. Address Mr,
and M, H. M. Crist, Principals, ISI.I'L It 4” Swarthmaore, Pa.

MEARCERSBURG ACADEMY

Offers & thesough physical, mentsl and moral trabning for college or Businesd,
Tnder Chri gr |||||'|rrr\||||;u. Eocated in the Cum:
berland % e most ploiuresque spots of Amence.  New gym-
1. Wrlte far catali Adidress

.|. Dy Headmaster, Bow 104, Mexcersburg, Fa,

THE MISSES WIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY
SECcHoOL

Ofers unique opportunities for [ndividual work in all college preparstory
subjects, combined with tie advantayes of schioal life. Prapaces expacially
far Bryn Mawr, Limited number,  Faculty of esphi teachers ey mnas-
tics, Tenmis; Taskeiball. 1. i Box Bog. Bryi Maws, Pa.

FHILADELPHIA SCHOOL OoF DESIGN FOR WOMEN
{Est, 1842) Fine Arts, Diesipn in all branches, Interor decora-

tiom, ete.  Art Stody w ith busimess value. Graduates in demand
at good salanies.  Booklets.

Box g, Broad and Master Strects, Philadelphia, Pa.

California

¥ i
exlid i d west. Gymnasinm. A1
sainch year s apens "1|.| Lozt Adibes

MRS. GED. A. CASWELL, Principal
Los Angeles, Cal

Dutboni & ports

5033 West 3rd Street

AMMNA HEAD SCHODL FOR GIALS
Primary, grammar amd high school,  Accredited East and Wast.
Outdoor study and schaol Gymnasium, tennis, basketball,
swimming pool, etc. ar opens Sept. 7. bor catalog write
Miss Mury E. Wilson, Principal
2536 Uhanoing Way, i.‘iq r]ulr::. California.




Washington, D. C.

Connecticut

MNATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
A Boarding and Day School for Girls
Cathedral Close of 40 acres.
Special Uourses.  Music and Art.
r r\r-t.n:lvn! of the Board of Trustees,

Mount-5t. Albans, ‘L".-uhm;..t-m . C.

Fireproof buildings in
Caollege Preparatory., Advonced and
The Bishop of Washington,

THE CURTIS SCHOOL FOR YOUNG BOYS
Has grown farty-five yenrs and is *-l||'| under the active r]|rv, tion
of its founder. ~ Frederick 5. Curtis, Principal, Gerald B. Curtis,
Assistant Principal, Brookficld Center, Connecticut.

MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL
A resident and day school [or Girls,
A.B., Head Mistress {Mrs, David L
Washington, I, C.

Lucy Madetra Wing,
Wing), 1326 1gth 51,

THE ELY ScHoOL

Io the country. One hoor from New York., )
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut.

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY FOR
YOUNG WOMERN
Two Years' Course for '|:[:p'h Schoal Graduates. Normal and Gen-
eral Courses in mestic Science.  Secretarial branches, Music,
French, Spamish,  Outdoor sports. Edward W. Thompson, Frio-
cipal. Ihstrict of Columbia, Washington,

MNATIONAL F‘EHH EEMIN.II.FI‘I

cogries of two year'
cs, Floriculture, Ans
stuily of the Nalional

Presklent,
iSubarbsh, O, C,

SEVERMN SCHOOL

A country boarding school for boys ower 14, Astractive locatian on Severn
5 Ir\--||| .l.nl apolis.  Carelul prepamtion for College and for
We give andl densnd excep ally chorouy h work;
E el po filky

Tecl. Ph.B.. Prncipal, Boone, Marylasl,

THE GATEWAY
A School lor Girls. Fouor buildings.  Athfetic Geld. Horseback
riding. Dumestic Arts.  College preparatory, general and special
courzes which inchide stemograpby and typewriting. Miss Alice
E. Reyoolds, Principal, 5t. Bonan Terrace, New Haven, Conn.

WyHEHAM RISE
A Country School for Girs
Washington, Conn
ALK, Vice-Principal

Fanny E. Davies, LL.A.. Principal,
Hoston pepresentative, Mabel E. Bowman,
Cohasset, hass.

RUMSEY HALL
A school for boys under 15 Yearly rate 81,2000
K. Sanford, Principal,
Louis H, Schutte, M.A., Headmaster,
L'nrn'.\.'.'lll. L onpecticut.

Camps—Summer Schools

: _3_'%" —_—
REY. THOMAS BICKFORD, A.M.,
Founder

Christian usefulness,
terms, fall, spring,
pine groves, Sond {eet
Esthetic dancing.
]-]||1'|1-|"s1i|'. Sq'iFu-."'!".
FPersonality Methods.

Distinctly devored o amnd
recognized oy the Pinnoeer o
Schoal of Personality

uT DGGR h:l.pmnts-s offering exceptional c-npcrmnlurs far training in self-
discovery and gelf-direetion,

Schoal for Grammar and High School Students, three
and summer. Mid-winter vacation. wior hundred neres;
sea shore, Horseback niding. Swimming. Athle

Gymnastics.
Handicrafts,

Course in Personality Theory for High School Graduates,
MISS FAITH BICKFORD, MISS ADDIE BICKFORD, Directors

Inapiring ideals of health, responsibility and

College preparatory subjects.  Art, Music,
Business Courses Fareign Lil.TI!_"'II.‘qgl_"S._
Diplomas introductory to definite service,  Summer

Box G, Brewster, Mass.

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIALS
PETERBORO, WEW HAMPSHIRE.
Dr. Id: A. Sorgent, Fressdent. For illustrated a.'.aI.LE-lg. address
Camp S-L'L':r:l:Lr:.-'_ 8 Everelt Street, |.'.1.:|1:|3||-|1|J-__:l.'. ads.

PINE TREE CAMF FOR GIRLS

willul Naoml Lake, =
Fuar huars fros

Teachers' Agency

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency
7 Fifth Avenue, New York
Becommends teachers to colleges, public and private schosls in all

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

23

ASHEVILLE SCHOOL SUMMER CAMP
An Ideal Recreation Resord for Boys, July & — August 30

In the Blue Ric ge Mountams of western North Corolina.
S mmibes west of Asheville Ititude 3 100 feel.  Alirmc-
tive sgummer climate for Morthern or Southern boys.

Everything that boys like
Asheville School, - (near) Asheville, N, C.




Correspondence Schools

How towrite, what to Write,
and where to sell.

Cultiate your mind. Deﬂehp
yunr“"'ﬂn.r}' _g%ﬁ;,“n.ﬂ:er “\E
art of self-eipression. Maka
vour spare hime profitable.
urn your deas into dollars.
Courses in Short-Story Writ-
ing, Versification, Journalism,
Play Writing, Photoplay
Writing, ete, taught person-

| o
| Dr.Esenwein  ally by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein,

for many years editor of Lippincott’'s Magazine, and
i a staff of literary experts.

Constructive criticism.
| Frank, honest, helpful advice, Real feaching.

Oae pipil fas receltied over $5,000 for arories and articles
i wrirren meadly in apare fime—""play Work.” he cally I6
Angther pupil recelbed ober $1,000 before complefing
| frer first course. Ancther, o busg wife and mother, i3
1 averaging ot'er 575 a week from phofoploy writing alone.

There i1 no other institution or agency doing so much for
i writers, young or old. The universities recognies thia, for over

one lundred members of the English faculties of higher institu-

thons are studying in our Literory Department. The editors
'_ recognize it, for they are constantly recommending odr courses

W publinh The Wniter s Lébmany, 17 welome | desctiptine dled Tris, W al pebiah

The Writer's Menihly, she leadirg ragunirs far Giefery wirssin; samphe copy <. araol
[l swtsinpEon Biie, Besdedour isackicg mrei, we ofle @ SaroscAp orkchm sarekes

150-page llustraied catalogue fres.
Floair addeenr—

il The Home Correspondence School £
] Dep'“t. G4 $_Fri.ngf1:zld. Mass.

E3TABUSHED 1E3T HCORPORATED iS04

Music and Dramatic Arts

—

American Academy of
Dramatic Arts

Founded in 18581
FRANELIN H. SARGENT, President

The leading institution for Dramatic and
Expressional Training in America. Con-
mected with Charles Ewpire
Theatre and Companics.

Frofiman's

For information apply to

SECRETARY. 180 Cornegie Hall, New York, N. Y.

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE CITY OF
NEW YORK
An

has @
. Adlelress
vk Avgiug, New Yook City

-Byrun W. Kings School of Oratory

ELOCUTION AND SPEECH ARTS

WNew Building and Dormitory
Coursez for Teachers, Lecturers. Lyceom and Chautnoogue. Wark.
Speech delects, =tammering, boes of Yowoe, Sore Throat ||---‘|I|-'-.|.'.
curcd,  Largest School of Speech Arts in Amenca.  Bend [ar ros.

pectus. Mt Oliver, Pittsburgh, Fennsylvania,

£

“$100 a Week!

Think What That Means To Us!” ‘
|

“They've made me Superintendent—
and doubled my salary! Now wecan have
the comfortsand pleasureswe'vedreamed ||
of —our own home, a maid for you, Nell, |
and no more worrying about the cost of

living!

*“The president called me in today and
told me, He said he picked me for pro-
l motion three months ago when he learned
|
i

| I was studying at home with the Inter-
| national Correspondence Schools, Now

my chanee has come—and thanks to the
| LC.S., I'mready forit.'

Thousands of men now know Uhe joy of h&FEj’. Prospars
ous homes because they let the Infernational Correspond-
ence Schonls prepare them in spare hours for bigger work
and better pay.

Wh?‘ dan’l pou stady some ond thing and get ready for
u real job, st o salary that will give your wife and chil

tha things you would Hke them to have ?

You can do lt! Plek the posliion you want in the work
wou like best and the I, C. 5. will prepare you for it right
In your own home in your spare time,

Yeé& you con dolt! Moere than two mililon have dona 1
in the last twenty-elght years., Mors than 100,008 see dolng
It Fight now,. Withouw!l abligation, find out
Join them. Mark and mall this coupon I

dren

— e

how you can

————— TR AE DT HERE — — e e —

HT ERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 4357, SCRANTON. PA.
Explain, without obligating me, how | can gqualify for the position,
ar in the subject, bafore which 1 mark X.

ELECTRIOLL ERGINEER SALESMAMNSHIP
Electric Lighting and Rallways ADVERTISING
Eleetrie YWiring | Window Trimmer
Telegraph Engineer Show Card Writer
Telephons Work Sign Painter

or
HECMARIDAL ENGINEER
Mechanical Drafisman
Muachine Shop Practice
Toolmaker

Gan Engine Operating
OIVIL ENGINEERL
Surveying and Mapping
MINE FOREMAN O ENGINEER
ATATIDRARY ESGINEER
Marine Engineer

Ship Dralisman
ARCHITECT
Contractor and Bullder
Architectural Diraltsman
Concrore Builder
Structural Engineer
PLUMRBING ANIF WEATING
Sheet Metal Worker
Textils Oversper oF Supt,
CHEMIST

Mavigation

Rallrosd Tralnman
ILLUSTRATING
Cartooniag
BUSINESS MANAGEMENT
Priwate Secrefury
BOOEEEEFER

| Srano Boar and I,’“pdlt
Coert, uhﬂil: Accounient
TRAFFIC MAMAGER

| Rallway Accaantsal
Cammercial Law
GOOD ENGLISH
Teacher
Common School Subjects
Mathematics

ClCIVIL SERVIGE
Railway Mall Clerk

=y 4 UTONMORILE OPRRATIRG
imts Hepalrisg lg Hpmnish

M seRICULTURE §7 Frensh

[ Moaliry Ralsing Tislinn

T8

Kama -

Present
Oiccupation

Streat
T e —
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City


http://Dr.Esen.Wein

We asked 1,000 Business Men

fo answer seven questions

HE Alexander Hamilton In- [————— = It deals with just 261 of the 300
stitute recently addressed See What Business Training answers received because 48 ol
seven very personal and intimate D¥id to the Incomes of “them did nat reply to the ques-
:_[ut.'ﬁl.'luns to 1,000 of the thou- These 261 men Ltion rf‘gﬂn‘lm;l:_{ ﬁi:||cl]'}". this was
sands of men on its enrolment list, e due to the fact that for one rea-
These were the seven questions: irishnat e | OOMES son or anather they reccive no
iy 7B 00E008 sel salary.
1. What was your position when you en- A 2,3
rolled with the Institute? i‘li ek L"{_‘d Not income ﬂfﬂ'ﬂﬂ', but
* T i anls 5 A ||'|W ‘ iHHI % i
e T satisfaction
p il B8 RO Ircsen 0 im: = -
2 v ) i HE sum of 8565.025 added to
S TR B L e the income of 261 business
5 P‘-‘ 3'1‘-'“tf*1'-‘]t1h1‘ the "]L“!"::lrrii‘“" men: it is a very impressive total.
omn Insttute CRIT=E A ETWILE WilE i F 1 & . )
of real help in the progress you have e :||-|1r|f:: _’;':n‘r':.'"”' Y el the Alexander H'“?“]t”n II"'
made? {Ls 7 wed =7, ak ths wd stitute does not rest its claims
fi. Can yvou give a specific instanece of how — upon the ability of its training to

it helped you to make progress?

= If you were asked by another man whether he ought 1o
cocol in the Course, what woul] you answer ?
And why?

Tt was expected that about 100 men, representing
ten per cent. of the list addressed, would reply.
Instead, replies were received from joo men.

No more striking evidence has ever been gathered
in support of the fact that business progress is
the direct and inevitable consequence of an all-
round business training.

From §84,160 to §18,000

Here is one set of answers, typical of the
whole three hundred and nine:

1. Western Manaper.

2. §y, 100 4 year.

3. Sales Manager,

4- 518 000 plus—probably $20.c00 total this vear.

5. Yes,

6. Have applied principles or examples given in Course o
oir own business with marked soccess,

2. Yes, Because I feel the money and time invested in the

Course was the best 1 ever made

And here is another set of replies:
1. Purchasing Apent.
2. 82,000 a year.
3. Purchasing Agent.
4+ 38,000 a year.
£ Yes

b, Better fundamentalz of business pranciples gained from

study of the Course and texts,

?'_ H}' .J” means, !_II_'I,,HE:\-I,' |h|' “IHIT'-I' |-'- 1‘:'||r1.|'| mare irl rII'IHI'I-
cial bepefits and other ways than the cost in efort and
funds to procure it

The tabulation in the centre of the page gives
some rough conception of what the investigation
,showed on the financial side alone.

increase men's incomes.

Its purpose iz larger and finer, as the thousands
of men who have enrolled in its Modern Business
Course and Service will testify. Its product is
satisfaction that comes Lo a man
who] knows that he is making the most of his
life; that he is doing big things rather than small,
and is not wasting the best vears of his manhood
in petty routine detal

“Forging Ahead in Business '™’

ll_ you want the next few years to yield rapid prog-

ress, instead of mercly moderate progress; il you
secl a larger place and income, spend a few minutes in
finding out exactly what this training has done for
these other men.  The first step is casy-
A vvb-page book has been published, called:
in Business."

‘Forging Ahead
It tells in detail just what the Maoidern Busi-
ness Course and Secvice i=5; and just what it has done for men
m ||||*-i1'i‘:|!'|'- similar to vours. It is ofiered without obliga-
tion Lo every thoughtful man. There i a copy for yvou,
Fill in the coupon and receive your copy now.

Alexander Hamilton Institute
421 Astor Place New York City

Send me * Forging Abead in Business™ wilh-
ol ohiligation.

Nome

Business
Adidress .,

Rusines
Foaifpp



HERCULES
POWDERS

Mo baby tucked in its cushioned carriape ever had more
watchful care anmd skillful attention than the nitroglycenin
wheeler gives the concentrated power carried in his rubber-
tired wagon,

Back and forth he pusnes it between the nitroglycerin store
|Lr|-1;|:ic I!I.I..l thc :mi:r.'i:l!. h.I'I'IIHEa HE Eﬂl.[rl-ws iL ’ITHID[]] |.'I.|:|k1‘.l.‘|
walk made exclusively for his use. At one end of his trip
the bugpy 13 filled, At the other he pours the nitroglycerin
ints a mixing machine by meang of the long rubber tulve
attached to the buggy. With this act he gives life and
power to Hercules Dynamite,

Soon, before the bresth of this modern Hercoles, preat
mountains fade away§ rivers change their coursea; waste nnid
arid lands are changed to fertile fieldsy metals and minerals,
all ymportant in our modem life, are Hlown fram the earth.

The man with the mitroglycenn buggy plays an important
purt in supplying the enormous force necessary to produce
the eoal and other minefils dod metals which are the pillars
of our material civilization, Look around you ag you read
thiz, Wherever you may be you will find, if vou trace it
|::-u.-i'l:, l||:3l |’j1_.'|.'|2!|!|:i'||: made 1Jl:m:sf||lc most uf l_|_'|_|: nccfs.fiﬁrs
and couveniences on which your eve will fall,  And a very
larpe purt of the dynamite used in this country bears the
name Hercules.

HERCULES POWDER, CO.

Chicago 8, Tavmin Hew Yotk

Plisshurg: Ean, [eower Hamlensn, Fa,

Zan Franceco Salt Lakn Chiy Juplln .
Clagsnooga.  +  Fitsburgh, 1" Whimingbon, el il[

i




A

.\ America’s Exclusive nght-S:x
L
* Y Tis impossible to compute the life of the R &V
Knight motor because it is a motor that
improves with use. The longer it runs the
smoother it operates—the more powerful it
becomes. There are no wvalves to get out of
order; carbon only adds to its efficiency—time
makes it more flexible.

The R &V Knight chassis and body are of master-
ful design and construction, as carefully built as
the motor—characterized by those refinementsin
equipment which lift the car from the com-
monplace.

Unell 1910 the car made by this company was_known

as the Maoline: feom 1910 to l?li“;g:&k{f‘:::l

B Eop B b R

& Passenger Tﬂumg 7 Pd:smge‘r n— o Passenger Coupe
4 Passenger Sport—2 Passenger Roadster

i Rnnt & Van Dervoort Engineering Co.
o | EAST MOLINE, ILL. 1
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—Your Ads.—

Do They
Run Through Them

Or Thumb Through Them ?

T has been proven
that all the leading
architects take at least
three architectural
magazines. Many of
them take all of them.

But among them
all, is one that
“stands higher than
the rest.

The one, that even
in the busiest time,
i5 lamid aside to bhe
thumbed through
carefully.

Then there are
others that the ar-

chitect just runs
through, thinking
he might chance on
something of 1inter-

e5L.

In which magazine
do you think your
advertising will do

the most good !

"In‘l--ht'l'l I.']'IdL'.'I'!'ﬂrii]'li_"
to convince yourself
“']"I i.L'!"I T l‘.‘: hnplatis
likely to be the
thumbed-through
one, !_Ei"'.'l_"' .""'erl'n'tf'{-
ture a htele extra
probing.

ARCHIIEC

THE HOUSE OF SCRIBNER

CHARLES SCRIENER'S SONS
597 Fifth Avenue, Mew York

-~

rrrmpganunn




WE THANK YOU
IN ADVANCE
! ] —YOU WILL

Thousands are writing us for our
Free Plans for Cypress Bunga-
lows of moderate price.

Those who appreciate = THANK US
an artisticdesign may =~ % LATER.
have free WORK- -=__ _ TRY

ING PLANS of this
Super-bungalow,
—if they will please
write us at once.

(While they last.

b 23
HIGH AR’]
(WITH SOLID COMFORT AND LONG LIFE)
THIS IS AN EXCEPTIONALLY INTERESTING and
ARTISTIC CYPRESS BUNGALOW SPECIALLY

DESIGNED FOR US BY ONE OF NEW YORK
CITY'S MOST DISTINGUISHED ARCHITECTS.

“VACCINATE YOUR BUILDING INVESTMENT AGAINST THE BUGABOO OF REPAIR BILES." ¥ o 4 J,q :
[NSIST ON CYPRESS, "THE WOOD ETERNAL™ (YOU CAN GET IT—EBY INSISTING) i

WE ADVISE IMMEDIATE APPLICATION for the latest

edition of VOL. 8, CYPRESS POCKET LIBRARY
SENT FREE ON REQUEST TO ANY ADDRESS IN THE WORLD.,

FuLr SeeciricaTions Go witH our Working Prans and are SvrericienT

for any competent carpenter to STralGHTWAY BuiLp Frowm.

The less you leel like spending in bullding, the more Important it {s that you secure the longest possibie Hie for your
investment, The more you spend, the more important it is that your money represent a permament investment, and
not have to be spent over again in exasperating repairs. CYPRESS is "'the one best buy " in the eatire wood market
for those who care what they get for their lumber money.  CYPRESS lasts practically forever.,” CYPRESS
RESISTS THE ROTINFLUENCES which so soon destroy most woods. CYPRESS does not warp or shrink
of swell llke most woode=and takes palnt or stain perfectly. Whether for MANSION, PASTURE-FENCE OR
“LITTLE JOB OF BACK-STEPS" = remember="1F YOU BUILD with CYPRESS YOU BUILD but ONCE.»

Ask onr "ALL-ROUND HELPS DEPT.” any question about Wood. Our reply will be frank.
We recommend CYPRESS only where CYPRESScan prope itself “the one best wood'' for veswr use.

7%) SOUTHERN CYPRESS MFRS’ ASSN.

i 1269 HIBERNIA BANK BLDG., NEW ORLEANS. or 1269 HEARD NATL. BANK BLDG., JACKSOMVILLE, FLA.

INSIST ON TRADE-MARKED CYFRESS OF YOUR OWN LUMBER DEALER. IF HE HASN'T IT — WiUTE Us

b1l
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in summer-time

cool as crisp autumn

Summer is here—but you will feel cool—you
will be cool—and you can keep cool if you go
right out to your Electrical Dealer today and
get enough Dayton Durable Fans for your
office—as well as every room in the house

at home.

Then all day long your family, as well as your-
self, can be cool as crisp autumn even during
the hottest days of July.

Dayton Durable Fans

Ask your Dealer—or send direct to us for descriptive
circulars. Learn particularly about the valuable uzse
of Electric Fans in winter time. =

1]



Columbia

Amparito Farrar

Exclusive (olumbia B e Gt
(oncert ~Artists

All these exclusive Columbia concert
: ] : ) - . el Hulda Lashanska
singers have established reputations . §} ||
the world of music that make their |
names irresistible magnets for many s==s|l
Jr.
]

Louis Graveure

Barbara Maurel

thousands of music lovers.

. Z George Meader
You can hear these artists whenever

you want, sitting at ease in your favor- |
ite chair in the cosy comfort of your
own home, on the records they make

for Columbia exclusively. i _ Oscar Seagle

Alice Nielsen

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE CO., New York

Canadizn Factory ! T orens

&

4l
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A MASTERPIECE OF AMERICAN WORKMANSHIP

A Famous I17th Century Persian Rug \NT,&_J SLOL.‘%NE
faithfully reproduced in FINE WILTON i o e

Bizes: 3" 30 G T B S 100 8T FIF] H 4 E'Lﬂ"":}l{th ST,

Bio: sl i wha  NBW YORK CITY

Also made in Blue Ground and Camel Ground.

1




TEP into the Jordan and you will experience a
rare sensation.

The body sides are deep—but not high because
the cushions are extremely deep and rest almose on
the foor,

You sink down at a perfect comfort angle, con-
scious of no effort—no need to brace yourself to
keep from sliding forward or sideways,

The soft, hand-buffed leather, with quaint lustre
and narrow French pleats, wells up around you.

The arm rest is in just the right position. Your
knees are not too high, You feel that satsfving
sense of lounging, for you ride in the car and not
on top of it

To drive or ride in a Jordan is to experience the
kind of motor comfort Europeans know.

JORDAN MOTOR CAR CO | Inc., Cleveland, Ohis

?.e I

=

A Uity of Hoper realized— Detrost




INVE does not “pack’” an Indestructo Ward-

robe Trunk, in the usual sense of the word.

[nstead, one’s garments are hung upon hangers

or laid in shallow drawers, ready to be worn at
the end of the journey, fresh and unrumpled.

o - . :
I'he capacity of these trunks 15 AMazing, while the utmost safety o
their contents is always assured by Indestructo construction.

NATIONAL VENEER PRODUCTS CO
MISHAWAKA INDIANA

[N DESTRUCTO

westwad> [ 7724 71 S
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EMPLAR was conceived to occupy an
unique position among motor cars—worth
instead of weight and new-found distinction in

desizn and economy. "
| To pioneer as America’s finest small car and
retain this pre-eminence has been Templar's

hxed ideal.
| 7At‘ }DI'{HIE'(-‘.?‘ The realization of this purpose is best attested by

p I i TL‘ln["];]r owners and their nut:-c}mkt:n content.
Z}!ff/(_/{?f‘ {.}/ Five-Passenper Tournng, SXEES i g

Fowr-Passenper Sportetie, S25H5

|| ; ““/@;V LS}?H:;// Two-Passenger Toutis ITrI I,,I m”:..__é_:.-_;.(., sger Scdan, 3795

Price . o b Cleveland

(_ ars THE TEMPLAR MOTORS COMPANY
4000 HALSTEAD STREET, LAKEWOOD, CLEVELAND, O.
Export Dicpis, 116 Broad 5L, New York City
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Your Money is the Same the World
Over When You Carry
American Express Travelers Cheques

=
oy

D20

W
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n..l

el

HH

On Business or Pleasure the Traveler will find American
Express Travelers Cheques the most acceptable form
of International Currency in any part of the world.

o
¥

=
-

Issued in three forms

0

Europe For use in Great Britain and France purchase Pounds
Sterling and French Franc Travelers Cheques in de-
nominations of 5 or 10 Pounds and 200 or 400 French
Francs. Pay for them here in Dollars and protect
yourself from exchange extortions. Present them in
Great Britain or France and receive Pound for Pound
and Frane for Franc less a nominal stamp tax.

L

Q.

L
.

=0

~0>C

United States Canada, Alaska, Central and South America, the West
Indies, and the Orient—carry American Express Dollar

Travelers Cheques. In use for thirty years, these
cheques are readily accepted in every country through-
out the world.

DO 0

Fg Letters of For larger amounts purchase American Express Letters
X Credit of Credit, not as a substitute for Travelers Cheques,
_‘ but rather to supplement them. American Express

Travelers Letters of Credit can be converted into
Travelers Cheques at any foreign office without extra

charge.

All three forms of these Cheques or Letters of Credit

Three Forms
may be purchased at banks or at Express Offices.

The American Express Travel Department, with branch
offices and connections around the world, can take
care of all your travel requirements to any part of the
world. Tours and Cruises in season.

Travel
Department

AMERICAN EXPRESS COMPANY
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1. Men
el line awiridnolee,
dre: umer Lranks
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Y nnd prices,

Write for boolklet
The Mendel-Dirncker g, __,.-"“':

Lepe. 1. Claclanan, O,

ENDEL

WARDROBE
TRUNIKS

= of real distinction, lomg

The Same Old Story

told for 134 years and handed down the generations—
ihai ihere would always be anm Evans' beverage lo
promote the happiness and uplifi of mll'llllnd
The 20th Century application is found in

QeNNA
vans

Beverage

FORMERLY KNOWN A5 CHECONA EVANS ALE

The beverage that quenches every thirst
and soothes, sustains and satisfies in the
good old way and makes old time drinkers
of Evans® beverages forget the absence of
alecohol in their enjoyment of the generous
and substantial pleasures it provides. Once
Evans’ always Evans" " 0ld Reliable" for
134 vears. Fine for Cottage. Camp and Club.

Try it af Leading Hetels aad Restaurants
Kupplied in cases by Propreasive Dealevs.

C. H. EVANS @ SONS "5 HUDSON, N.Y.

i
-'_E" Deviled Ham -\.l_h Digwiled Ham with
Chopped (lives @ Boned Chicken & Chicken
in Jelly in Class B Chicken a lo King (8
Welsh Harehit & Ox Tongue, eic
Handy Tins at I:Fuj'||1:|. Siores
Aside fram s deliciousmess, esch Furily
Cross  Delicacy provides Erester coonomy
in terms of net remmed meat.
Made by a Master Chel in o Model Kitchen

¢ THE FUNITY CROSS MOBEL LITOHEN ORANGE M §

"A'B A Bk Cheques
the BEST funds for travelers

For particulars ask your bank or write to
Bankers Trust Company, New York Cirty.

13

AUSTRALIA

Hooolulu, Suva, New Fealand.

The Palantinl Passenger Steamers
H. M. 5 "NIAGARA™ R.M.5 "MARKURA"
20,000 Tons 13,500 Tons
=ail from Voaneouver, B ©.
« and sallings apply Canad Pacific Ry., 1231 Broad-

Wi, P Y ar A0 Caiiian. Aubtralinn ol el i Seymcar St
VRO 15

LABLACHE BESPEAKS
its siperfine quality and s unusual, refined odor, which
1.'-.-:' -m::e— to velvety skins and faultiess complexions,
‘ver constant iz Lablache,
but del |I|'|:.' unabtra-
sive., Anold favoente, ip-
dispensable and 1m
sible of improvement

Refuse Substitutes

They may be dangerous
I"II,'I\.II_ White, Pink

:l
Ill|l| hoxes sild 2
Hend Lbe for n n|.|u|,l
BEN. LEVY CO.
French Pecfumers, Dept, mod
125 Kingston Sireel, Bostos, s,

01




COOK'’S Travel Service

3 54
Japan v Q}i ;{,L#T

To see masses of Japan’s national W \hen the kiku 'y

Europe

N--lnl'lr-rlﬂu-'ll'-.IIII.'|FI'|I|I"-IIIII.:_
Aower, the chrysanthemum, o ¥ to po, or what yon wish to see

o ° oL EESEE, = e L
irainst the gorgeous selling  of F'!..-I" e (Chrysenthe "i‘ - thero is an escorted Cook's Tour

the 'IIII.I."l.h maples, iz one of I;.-_ W Moum ) PELg T CAH k‘\ 5 that will davetail into your itiner
|l iny glorious memaories of these ';L‘f"- lokyo -1' aryv., And then you will really
: 3

|-\Il:||| lands to treasure through- attpin the objects of your travel

l:ml your lifetime. Our escorted Sailings dunng July, August and
Fall Tourz to _]._l[:.lll and Ching leave the Seplember. Arrangements can b made for
Pacific Coast in september and October, trips by airplane and aieship.

' The Saguenay River, Quebec, etc.

F ulh .ni glorious vacation days, including 6-day ETUises on exclusively reserved steamers from Maonireal, with visits (o
most of the places worth seeing in the lake and tiver country, Starfi ng July r7ih, 3rst; August |:+I' . 2ith

Ask for Booklets

THOS. COOK & SON, NEW YORK

Boston Fhiladelphia Chicago San Francisco Los Angeles Mantreal Toronte

WX D@ - | » 'ROUND THE WORLD
1 10 Tours of Luxury \

That ‘ F : :
L] - haracter of private pé . Five to nine
Tﬂnlt Alr | Tul-.[:?h-:. : L,Ju:;n:lr:ll::fn E\::lti to _I.'mut.lr].!. 4
Of the Great Lakes makes this kind of ARABIAN NIGHTS AFRICA
|

Visiting all the usual and many uwnusual
places.  Small groups under escort with the

breeze-blown travel on palatial D, & C, : s
liners a vacation in itself. Algeria and Tunisia

Sixtrips weckly Detroit to Mackinac, the
famed pleasure playground of the lakes.

Daily Detroit to Cleveland and Buffalo,
Rail tickets accepted between Detroit
and Buffalo.

Detroit & Cleveland Navigation Co.

A. A. Shantz, Pres. and
Gen. Mgr.
1. T. McMillan,
Vice-Pres.
L. . Lewis, Gen.
I'ass. Agt. |
Send 2o stamp for pamphlet
tr L, df, Lowis, Gon, Paas,
Agt., Detrois, Mich

The real Orient, plus local individualism and
the comforts of European travel.  French
hotels and r.;l:.|'.'\..;|_1.' .. Fantastic cities. Roman
riuing. Off the beaten path but near at hand,
Autumn tours of two months duration.

Alaska and the National Parks

Tours every weck during the summer,

EUROPE SOUTH AMERICA
JAPAN-CHINA

I'.I'l.'-'l'.-""'.l Tours at the most .I.'_Il"l'.ll'-l.l' RCASONS.

wid for bovkded derired

Raymon | & Whitcomb Ca [----: n & [‘..rl;
Streets, Boston 4 (or ‘\.u\ York, Philadelphia,
Chica By San Francis ]( 15 ll|. 1reles ).

PACIFIC NORTHWEST

‘RAYMOND wnncoma i

@D TOURSCRUISES G
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s - H.QT E..‘E_.."_H"EP ?-'IEII'TH i
At Century  Harper's R-.-n':--v af Reviews Scribner World's Wark  and The Canadian Magazine.

TRAVEL DEPARTHMENT

New E

o 1

Faor booklets and information, writa
Yacation Burcau
FRoom 508 Railroad Bldg, New Haven, Conm.

MAINE
AMlE S

Eluv. 2000 fred

mile lake, P
i Bad  bath, Troidl

Y 28

K C
N LAKE,
In the famous Rangoloy reg

Om  likgh
oehipng o

:uh_.uu fishing |.i.l If mear Garage, Booklet
s o HOTEL MITGHELL 2.0

Domblpes Bountry & Seashore, Beach two
bundred £1, away. Fishing. Tennis. Booklet.

LAKE PARLIN HOUSE AMND CAMPS
invite you Ao enjex Uhe g of varatinnos.
BB00 2 nlbavie pan les shing- (arige.
H. P. McKemmey, Frop,, .Jlas . Me, Roskis

MASSACHUSETTS

MAYFLOWER INN
4\ AND COTTAGES —

Completed 1917, Thea miost
- Tiodern and bedntifully ap-
Lar  mointed resort hotel ln New
% Eneland. Laeated on Mono-
et Pelnt, adjacent 1o historde Ivin-

onth, Bdeal [or Cape Cod n g
Galf un lled. Write for i =
AT sanford, Mapager, . O.

Flymouth, Mass

‘-1-.-_---—---_---—-,-;

HOTEL PURITAN |

Y0 Commenwealtly Ave Boston. % |
4 _'I'I1-' Distinctive Bostan
rarp i House, called by |iI|.:-1h’!'
frotters one of the moat homelike
and atlractive hotels in the world
« Modest rates. Our booklet has quide
lo historic Boston and vicinibye

’ Send bo me for it AP CoslelloMgr
LR o . E T -

RHODE ISLAND

BLOCK ISLAND, Rhode 1

O, 0. BALL, Proprictor

Where-to-go i

Servien an

Vacations

81811@,..- o

i

m—

s ST ey
P PR

Seashore, Mountains, Woods, Lakes, Islands

Change of Scene, Healthgiving Atmosphere

Every Summer Enjoyment
Hotel, Farm or Camp. Gay or quiet life. Happy People
Wreite for free booklets on White Mountains, Maine, New
Hampshire and Vermont Lakes and Woods, Berkshire Hills,
Cape Cod, Martha’s Vineyard, Nantucket, Marragansett Bay,
Casco Bay, Penobscot Bay, Mt Desert, Bar Harbor.
New York, New Haven & Hartlord B. R.—Boston & Maine B. R.—~Maine Central R. R.

MICHICAN

THE ISLINGTON, LES CHENEATX
LANDE, NICH. Fine loration & teble. Dasiles
ladan air, Nobay fever. Figshing. AdDwaeler

ts Write &t R. 8. Melr for booklek
MACK ISLAND, WOLF LAKE
Michigan's most delightfol summer resort
Baating, bathing, fishipg, dancing. Booklat,
Write Wm. K. Melotyre, Grass Lake, Mich,

CANADA

Have von ponsidersad
Gumimly, Cuwrons and Cnrieeiled

QUEBEC

and the eelelrnted
Lower 5t. Lawrence River Resorts
for your vacatlon thils yeary
Omiy ong night from Xew YVork and Bosbem
If interested, write
QUEBEC CENTRAL
RAILWAY

Ior infurmation

. I, Wadswarth, Gosers] Passenger Ageni
Sl

rhruoke, Qus

X IHIIIIIII.-.-'_'“

Mave a Wonderful Vacation 0¥ THE FAMOUS MUSKOKA LAKES =
In the Land of Evangeline]| jWIHDERMERE HUUSE"
Fnint e e R b rivars H Muskoka cmh"

i Windermere u
rifw throsgh silver lake
milreds of wooded |:-!:n]=

Hay fevet uakaown
Tonni# on conoreli. P
for Lllos. literatnrs, K

Best of everyihisg

Heafs All water spoits

hday from New Yo

OVERNIGHT FROM BOSTON

GOLF

O e e s e e NS XS XN NN X R oS

=

"Yarmouih Lione "' sleamers connect with — Tl
DOMINION ATLANTIC RY. | ___TORONTO, ONTARIO _
pariiraiar Tomre Na. Dil-W | WALKER HOUSE .{:_I"“:"T:

- 8- MNaws, Adjnining Union Siation in heart o

el Piassenger Agprat
Malifss, Xovm Seatin

ness disriet, L bloek from 5. 5, wharve
Ay, or Eur. plan, Specinl stoention W
Ladies & Uhildren traveling alone, ]:-ill.-HJil

Trip to Europe FOR B'DYS

A mpogw

HMGBY
NOVA SCOTLA
beed

=

ol ki Bohi
n regecst fe M. Jeter
s —

For travel information and sdvice and fer s
and rates write to WHERE-TO-GO BUREAL
Inc,, B Beacon Streel, Boston 9, Mass.,

TMINTON ATLANT
Wirika for

RAILWAY
T Ll
men, ' Dighy

Heda] Mamnges The T .8




—_—CoNCLUDED ——

T MOUNTAIN VIEW C DTTA.GES

“Adiromidacks " On the
th Lake ulld'rl:l.lllll

will ind The Earle the most liomalika

im the Adiromdacks, Capacciy B, Al sooma u::
bath, Am. & Par. service. Camps al
Lates. GOHLE, Dancéing. Bathing. Boabie
img. Weite 8. F. Whelan, Mgr !'l.ul".lullll L EY

. HOTEL EARLE fiv¥ecss | PACIFIC COAST TOURS

Anmunnncn MTS. N.¥Y. | NEW YORK — |___ _TRAVEL 'rm.ms ==

i \ ) — . i
L, T ¥k in the eity. Contrally locsted. Chir [Fee
tnble, Booklel, | :II'TRH oa T antomobila bua  meets all steamahips. ﬂLﬂSHA_‘EAHAmAH RO'CKIES
e to PATL SMITH'S Ill.'l'l'}"!' ENOTT MANAGEMENT, 8. K. HILL, M&T. | pnder personal eseort June, Joly and A
| pusl. 36 pace lostraced booklet No, Bwi

=
th

itineraries malled on request.

Pl nrlnrrl f Tk sty . "
: F-l-:h WHEH “-L E.-.';I;.il;nnua:::“|"l“::;;:\.1 e I:::‘:)LFI'ITS:BEEKM&N CO.

praell. W, ¥, Evervthing st command i restors e q x e 0 4
Whers-te-go forms for August E‘Ill]l I'll.'r'hlE sl hydrotherapeatic treatments T Washington h_l". Roston 9, Ma :1'_
will close at noon onJuly 18t Benstiful mrroundines, @df, sig,  Moderats rales Flease reler (o Where-to-go Bureau.

Y oumay travel far and wide—

But isn't it rather comforting to know you can depend on
Miss Walton here in New York, at Scribner's Magazine,
to buy any gifts or make any purchases you may desire 7

Bon Voyage

Boxes
a specialty

Delivered to any

Write, phonc ot wite. MISS WALTON of Scribner’'s Magazine sailings
597 Fifth Avenuve, New York
See The Fivk Avenne Section—pages g éo 17
Tl ol “-..-.‘.-.--‘..... [N LY W N Y
. : .
Hudson River by Daylight
STEAMERS
AMERICA'S MOST FAMOUS INLAND WATER TRIP F&.ﬂﬁ;r\rg}bﬂ fﬁ:}?‘?"
T‘O taste the luxury of per- will revel in the marvelous Hendrck Hudsom,
fect travel, try the incom. scenery and the joyous ride Feoberr Fulion
parable Day Lm: trip between over sparkling waters. Music. Albam~

MNew York and Mban}'. You Restaurant. Lunch Room.

Steamers run until October 24th.

Astractive onc-day outings Mew York to Poughkespaie, Mewbu
West Point and Bear Mountain, Sem ugfﬂr Em's aier !gh,

Hudson River Day Line Desbrosses Strect Pier




orham oJi! verwares

The Fitting Tribute to Skill i

A SILVER cup—to have and to hold through all the

years—an everlasting reminder to future club mem-
bers of a great race won—a beautiful tribute to the .
prowess of boat and crew. In athletic sports, as in other ”
forms of competition, lovely silver is the accepted stand-
ard for acknowledgment of deeds well done. Whether in
the trophy room of a club, or in the dining room or den
of a well-appointed home, it is the treasured symbol of
permanency, good taste, utility and refinement.

i orham Sreding Siluw £ 15 3 e ]

oo S ik F

THE GORHAM COMPANY  Silversmiths & Goldsmiths ~ NEW TORK

WORKS: PROVIDENCE AND NEW YORK |







Ehergdwad wigwidoe b Hawdle, 080T
ABRAHAM LINCOLN DURING THE DARKEST DAYS OF THE CIVIL WAR.

—Ahrahnm Lincoeln, page 53
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AP the James rode Erskine,
1 hiding in the woods by day
=4l and slipping cautiously
BN along the sandy road by
Bes] nizht, circling about Tar-
: leton's camp-fires, or dash-
ingatiull speed past some carelesssentinel.
‘Diten he was fired at, often chased, hut
with a clear road in front of him he had
o fear of capture.  On the third morning
‘he came upon a ragged sentinel—an
American, Ten minutes later he got his
first glimpse of Lafayette, and then he
was hailed joyfully by none other than
Dave Yandell, Capm:r: Diave Yandell,
‘shorn of his woodsman’s dress and pano-
plied in tT:In trappings of war.

Garnwallm was coming on.  The boy,
hu-*mtg_. cannot escape me.  But the oy
—Lafayetle—did, and in time pursued
auﬂforwd the Englj_-;h mian into o ead-de-
sag. “1 have given his lordship the dis-
“grace of a retreat,” said Lafavelte, And
so—Yorktown! .

in August came the message that
Washington’s great “soul in arms,”
1 i had landed zix thousand
i s in Cmuﬂ;ul:ut and now Count de
and a French flect had sailed for

m@ﬁpﬁﬁk& General Washington at

hmmwﬂage He laid out
mtﬁn’mtinusl opposite New York
;ﬂam .ﬁlght the enemy. He

attack on their posts.
att moved south and reached
¢ before the British grasped

I 1o i Undted States, Caraca, and Grear Brinin, by Charles Seribner's Bona,
Mew York, Al nghte reseeved,
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the Yankee trick. Then it was too late.
The windows of Philadelphia were filled
w ith ladics waving handkerchiefs and ceyv-
ing bravoes when the tattered Continen-
tals; their clothes thick with dust but
hats plumed with sprigs of green, marched
through amid their torn battle-flags and
rumbling cannon. Behind followed the
French in “ pay white uniforms faced with
green,’” and martial music throbbed the
air. Nol since poor André had devized
the “Mischiana? festival hpd Philacel-
phia seen such a pageant, Down the
Chesapeake they went In transports and
were concentrated at Williamshurg belore
the close of September. Cornwallis had
erected works against the boy, for he knew
nothing of Washington and Count e
Grasse, nor Mad Anthony and General
Nelson, who were south of the James to
prevent escape into North Carolina.

“To your posdness,™ the hay wrote Lo
Washington, “I am owning the most
beautiful prospect T may ever hehold.”

Then came de Grasse, who drove off
the British feet, and the mouth of the
nel was closed.

Cornwallis heard the cannon amd sent
Clinton to appeal for help, but the answer
wias Washington himselfl at the head of hig
army: And then the jovous march,

s our first campaigp ! éried the
French gayly, and the Continentals jov-
fully answered:

“ITs our last [

At Willinmshurg the allies . pathered,
and with Washington's army came Caolo-
nel Pale, now a peneral, and young Cap-

Printed in

I
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tain Harry Dale, who had brought news
from Philadelphia that was of great in-
terezt to Erskine Dale. In that town
Pane Grey had been @ close intimate of
André, and that intimacy had been the
causze of much speculation since.  He had
told Dave of his mother and Early Morn,
and [ave had told him gravely that he
.must go get them after the campaign was
over and bring them to the fort in Ken-
tucky. If Early Morn still refused to
comme, then he must bring his mother, and
he reckoned grimly that no mouth would
open in a word that could offend her.
Erskine also told of Red Oaks and Dane
Grey, but Dave must tell nothing to the
Dales—not yet, if ever,

In mid-September Washington came,
and General Dale had but one chance to
visit Barbara. General Dale was still
weak from a wound and Barbara tried
unavailingly to keep him at home., Fr-
skine's plea that he was too busy to go
with them aroused Harry's suspicions,
that were confirmed by Barbara’s manner
and reticence, and he went bluntly to the
point:

“What is the trouble, cousin, between
vou and Barbarap ™

T roable ™

“Yes, You wouldn't go to Red Oaks
and Barbara did not seem surprised, Is
Dane Grey concerned #™

£ R pg B 3

Harry looked searchingly at his cousin:

“1 pray to God that T may soon meet
him face to face.”

“And I, said Erskine quietly, “pray
Lo God that you do not—not until after I
have met him first.”  Barbara had not
told, he thought, nor should he—not vet.
And Harry, after & searching lock at his
cousin, turned away,

They marched next morning at day-
break. At sunset of the second day they
hivouacked within twao miles of Yorktown
and the siege began,  The wllied line was
a crescent, with each tip resting on the
water—Lafayette commanding the Amer-
icans on the right, the French on the left
under Rochambeau. De Grasse, with his
fleet; was in the bay to cut off approach
by water. Washington himself put the
malch to the first gun, and the mutual
cannonade of three or four days began,
The scene was “ sublime and stupendous.”

Bombshells were zeen “crossing each
other’s path in the air, and were vizsible in
the form of a black ball by day, but in the
night they appeared like a fiery meteor,
with a hlazing tail most beautifully bril-
liant, They ascended majestically from
the mortar to a certain altitude and grad-
ually descended 1o the spot where they
were destined to execute their work of
destruction.  When a shell fell it wheeled
around, burrowed, and excavated the
carth to a considerable extent and, burst-
ing, made dreadful havoc around.  When
they fell in the river they threw up col-
umns of water like spouting monsters of
the deep.  Two British men-of-war lying
in the river were struck with hot shot and
get on fire, and the result was full of ter-
rible grandeur. The sails caught and the
flames ran to the tops of the masts, resem-
bling immense torches. One fled like o
mountain of fire toward the bay and was
burned to the water’s edge.”

General MNelson, observing that the
gunners were not shooting at MNelson
House because it was his own, got off his
horse and directed a gun at it with his
own hand. And at Washington's head-
guarters appeared the venerable Secre-
tary Nelzon, who had left the town with
the permission of Cornwallis and now
“related with a serene visage what had
been the effect of our batteries.” Tt was
nearly the middle of October that the two
redoubls projecting hevond the British
linez and enfilading the American in-
trenchments were taken by storm.  One
redoubt was left to Lafavette and his
Americans, the other to Baron de Vio-
menil, who claimed that his prenadiers
were: the men. for the matter in hand.
Lafayette stoutly argued the superiority
of his Americans, who, led by Hamilton,
carried their redoubt first with the bay
onet, and zent the Frenchman an offer of
help.  The answer was:

“T will be in mine in five minutes.”
And he was, Washington watching the
attack anxiously:

“The work iz done and well done.”

And then the surrender:

The day was the nineteenth of October.
The victors were drawn up in two lines a
mile long on the right and left of a road
that ran through the autumn fields south
of Yorktown. Washington stood at the
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head of his army on the right, Rocham-
beau at the head of the French on the
leit. Behind on both sides was a great
crowd of people to watch the ceremony.
Slowly out of Yorktown marched the
British colors, cazed drums beating a
significant English air;

“The world turned topsyturvy.”

Lord Cornwallis was sick. General
(O'Hara bore my lord’s sword. As he
approached, Washington saluted and
pointed to General Lincoln, who had been
treated with indignity at Charleston.
(3)'Hara handed the sword to Lincoln.
Lincoln at once handed it back and the
surrender was over. Between the lines
the British marched on and stacked arms
in a near-by field. Some of them threw
their muskets on the ground, and a Brit-
ish colonel bit the hilt of his sword from
rage.

As Tarleton’s legion went by, three
pairs of eyves watched eagerly for one face,
but neither Harry nor Captain Dave
Yandell saw Dane Grey—nor did Erskine
Dale,

XXV

To Harry and Dave, Dane Grey's ab-
sence was merely a mystery—to Erskine
it brought foreboding and sickening fear.
General Dale’'s wound having opened
afresh, made travelling impossible, and
Harry had a slight bayonet thrust in the
shoulder, Erskine determined to save
them all the worry possible and to act
now as the head of the family himszelf. He
announced that he must go straight back
at once to Kentucky and Colonel Clarke.
Harry stormed unavailingly and General
Dale pleaded with him to stay, but gave
reluctant leave. To Dave he told his
fears and Dave vehemently declared he,
too, would go along, but Erskine would
not hear of it and set forth alone.

Slowly enough he started, but with
every mile suspicion and fear grew the
faster and he quickened Firefly's pace.
The distance to Williamsburg was soon
covered, and skirting the town, he went
on swiftly for Red Oaks. Suppose he
were too late, but even if he were not Loo
late, what should he do, what could he do?
Firefly was sweeping into a little hollow
now, and above the beating of her hoofs
in the sandy road, a clink of metal

Pioneer

reached his ears beyond the low hill
ahead, and Erskine swerved aside into
the bushes. Some one was coming, and
apparently out of the red ball of the sun
hanging over that hill sprang a horseman
at a dead run—black Ephraim on the
horse he had saved from Tarleton’s men.
Erskine pushed quickly out into the road.

“Stop!" he cried, but the negro came
thundering blindly on, as though he
meant to ride down anything in his way.
Firefly swerved aside, and Ephraim shot
by, pulling in with both hands and
shouting:

“Marse Erskine! Yassuh, yassuh!
Thank Gawd wou'se come.” When he
wheeled he came back at a gallop—nor
did he stop.

“Come on, Marse Erskine !” he cried.
“No time to waste. Come on, suh!”

With a few leaps Firefly was abreast,
and neck and neck they ran, while the
darky’s every word confirmed the instinct
and reason that had led Erskine where
he was.

“Yassuh, Miss Barbary gwine to run
away wid dat mean white man. Yassuh,
dis very night."”

“When did he get here?"”

“Dis mawnin'. He been pesterin’ her
an’ pleadin’ wid her all day an’ she been
crvin’ her heart out, but Mammy say
she's gwine wid him. 'Pears like she
can’t he'p herse'f.”

“Is he alone?”

“No, suh, he got an orficer an' four
sojers wid him."

“How did they get away?"

“He say as how dey was on a scoutin’
party an’ 'scaped.”

“Does he know that Cornwallis has
surrendered ? "'

*“Oh, yvassuh, he tol’ Miss Barbary dat.
Dat’s why he says he got to git away right
now an’ she got to go wid him right now."”

“Did he say anything about General
Dale and Mr. Harry?"

“Yassuh, he say dat dey's all right an’
dat dey an' vou will be hot on his tracks.
Dat’s why Mammy tol’ me to ride like de
debbil an’ hurry vou on, suh.” And
Ephraim had ridden like the devil, for his
horse was lathered with foam and both
were riding that way now, for the negro
was no mean horseman and the horse he
had saved was a thoroughbred.
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“T¥s arternoon,” the negro went on,
“he went ovah to dat cabin I tol' you
‘bout an’ got dat American uniform. He
gwine to tell folks on de way dat dem
udders is his prisoners an’ he takin’ dem
to Richmond. Den dey pwine to sep’rate
an’ he an’ Miss Barbary gwine to git mar-
ried somewhur on de way an’ dey goin’
on an’ sail fer England, fer he say if he git
captured folks'll won't let him be pris-
oner o' war—dey'll jes up an’ shoot him.
An’ dat skeer Miss Barbary mos’ to death
an’ he'p make her go wid him. Mammy
heah'd ever’ word dey say.”

Erskine's brain was working fast, but
no plan would come. They would be six
against him, but no matter—he urged
Firefly on. The red ball from which
Ephraim had leaped had gone down now.
The chill autumn darkness was settling,
but the moon was rising full and glorious
over the black expanse of trees when the
lights of Red Oaks first twinkled ahead.
Erskine pulled in.

“Ephraim !

“Yassuh, Youlemme go ahead. You
jest wait in dat thicket next to de corner
o’ de big gvarden. I'll ride aroun’ through
de fields an’ come into the barnyvard by
de back gate. Dey won't know I heen
gone, Den I'll come to de thicket an’
tell vou de whole lay o' de land.”

Erskine nodded.

“Hurry "'

*Yassuh."

The negro turned from the road
through a gate, and Erskine heard the
thud of hiz horse’s hoofs across the
meadow turf. He rode on slowly, hitched
Firefly as close to the edge of the road as
was safe, and crept to the edge of the gar-
den, where he could peer through the
hedge. The hall-door was open and the
hallway lighted; so was the dining-room;
and there were lights in Barbara’s room.
There were no noises, not even of animal
life, and no figures moving about or in
the house. What could he do? One
thing at least, no matter what happened
to him—he could number Dane Grey's
days and make this night his last on
earth, It would probably be his own last
night, too. Impatiently he crawled back
to the edge of the road. More quickly
than he expected, he saw Ephraim’s figure
slipping through the shadows toward him.

“Diey's jus’ through supper,” he re-
ported. *“Miss Barbary didn't eat wid
‘em. She's up in her room. Dat udder
orficer been stormin’ at Mars Grey an’
hurryin® him up.  Mammy been holdin’
de little Missus back all she can.  She say
she got to make like she heppin' her pack.
De sojers down dar by de wharf playin’
cards an’ drinkin’.  Dat udder man heen
drinkin' hard. He pgot his head on de
table now an’ look like he gone to sleep.”

“ Ephraim,” said Erskine quickly, “go
tell Mr. Grey that one of his men wants
to see him right away at the sun-dial.
Tell him the man wouldn't come to the
houze because he didn't want the others
to know—that he has something impor-
tant to tell him. When he starts down
the path yvou run around the hedge and
be on hand in the bushes,”

“Yassuh,” and the boy showed his
teeth in a comprehending smile. It was
not long before he saw Grey's tall iigure
easily emerge from the hall-door and stop
full in the light. He saw Ephraim slip
around the corner and Grey move to the
end of the porch, doubtless in answer to
the black boy’s whispered summons.
For a moment the two figures were mo-
tionless and then Erskine began to tingle
acutely from head to foot. Grev came
swiitly down the great path, which was
raciant with moonlight, As Grey neared
the dial Erskine moved toward him, keep-
ing in a dark shadow, but Grey saw him
and called in a low tone but sharply:

“Well, what is it?" With two paces
more Erskine stepped out into the moon-
light with his cocked pistol at Grey's
breast,

“This,” he said quietly, *Make no
noise—and don’t move.” Grey was
startled, but he caught his control in-
stantly and without fear.

“¥ou are a brave man, Mr, Grev, and
so, for that matter, is—Benedict Arnold.”

“Captain Grey,"” corrected Grey in-
solently.

“1 do not recognize your rank.
vou are merely Traitor Grey.”

“You are entitled to unusuval freedom
of speech—under the circumstances.”

“1 shall grant you the same freedom,”
Erskine replied guickly—*"in a moment.
You are my prisoner, Mr. Grey. 1 could
lead you to your proper place at the end

To me
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of a rope, but I have in mind another fate
for you which perhaps will be preferable
to vou and mavhe one or two others.
Mr. Grey, I tried once to stab vou—I
kEnew no better and have been sorry ever
since. You once tried to murder me in
the duel and vou did know better. Toubt-
less you have been sorry ever since—that
vou didn't succeed. Twice vou have
said that you would fight me with any-
thing, any time, any place.” Grey
bowed slightly,  “1 shall ask vou to make
those words good and I shall according-
Iv choose the weapons.” Grey bowed
again. “Ephraim!” The boy stepped
from the thicket.

“Ah" breathed Grey,
devil 1M

“Ain’ you gwine to shoot him, Marse
Erskine? "

“Ephraim !" said Erskine, “slip into
the hall very quietly and bring me the
two rapiers on the wall.” Grev's face
lighted up.

“And, Ephraim,” he called, “slip into
the dining-room and fill Captain Kil-
burn’s glass.” He turned with a wicked
smile,

“Another glass and he will be less
likely to interrupt. Believe me, Captain
Dale, I shall take even more care now than
vou that we shall not be disturbed. 1
am delighted.” And now Erskine bowed.

*1 know more of yvour career than you
think, Grey. You have heen a spy as
well as a traitor. And now you are
crowning your infamy by weaving some
spell over my cousin and trying to carry
her away in the absence of her father and
brother, to what unhappiness Gaod only
can know. I can hardly hope that yvou
appreciate the honor I am doing vou.”

“Not as much as I appreciate your
courage and the risk you are taking.”

Erskine smiled.

“The risk is perhaps less than vou
think."”

“You have not been idle?"

“I have learned more of my father’s
swords than T knew when we uzed them
last,™

“T am glad—it will be more interest-
ing."  Erskine looked toward the house
ﬂtl:] moved impatiently.

“My Dbrother officer has dined too
well,” noted Grey placidly, “and the

““that black

rest of my—er—retinue are gambling.
We are quite secure.”

“Ah!" FErskine breathed—he had
seen the black boy run down the steps
with something under one arm and pres-
ently Ephraim was in the shadow of the
thicket:

“Give one to Mr. Grey, Ephraim, and
the other to me. I believe you said on
that other occasion that there was no
choice of blades?”

“Quite right,” Grey answered,
fully testing his bit of steel.

“Keep well out of the way, Ephraim,"
warned Erskine, “and take this pistol.

skil-

You may need it if I am worsted, to
protect vourself."
“Indeed, yes,” returned Grey, “and

kindly instruct him not to use it to pro-
tect you.” For answer Erskine sprang
from the shadow—discarding formal cour-
tesies.

“En garde !'" he called sternly.

The two shining blades clashed lightly
and quivered against each other in the
moonlight like running drops of quick-
silver,

Grey was cautious at first, trying out
his opponent’s increase in skill:

“You have made marked improve-
ment.” _

“Thank you,” smiled Erskine.

“Your wrist is much stronger.”

“Naturallv.” Grey leaped backward
and parried just in time a vicious thrust
that was like a dart of lightning.

“Ah! A Frenchman taught
that."

“A Frenchman ta.ught me all the little
I know."”

“1 wonder if he taught you how to
meel this."”

“He did,” answered Erskine, parrving
easily and with an answering thrust that
turned Grey suddenly anxious. Con-
stantly Grey manceuvred to keep his
back to the moon, and just as constantly
Erskine easily kept him where the light
shone fairly on both. Grey began to
breathe heavily.

“1 think, too,” said Erskine, “that my
wind is a little better than yours—would
you like a short resting-spell? "

From the shadow Ephraim chuckled,
and Grey snapped:

“ Make that black devil—"

you
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“Keep quict, Ephraim!" broke in Er-
skine sternly. Apain Grey manceuvred
for the moon, to no avail, and Erskine
gave warning:

“Try that again and I will put that
moon in yvour eyes and keep it there.”
Grey was getting angry now and was be-
ginning to pant,

“Your wind #s short,” said Erskine
with mock compassion. I will give you
a little breathing-spell presently,”

Grey was not wasting his precious
breath now and he made no answer.

“Now " said Erskine sharply, and
Grey’s blade flew from his hand and lay
like a streak of silver on the dewy grass.
Grey rushed [or it.

“Tamn vou!” he raged, and wheeled
furiously—patience, humor, and caution
quite gone—and they fought now in
deadly silence. Ephraim saw the British
officer appear in the hall and walk un-
steadily down the steps as though he were
coming down the path, but he dared not
open his lips. There was the sound of
voices, and it was evident that the game
had ended in a quarrel and the plavers
were coming up the river-bank toward
them. Erskine heard, but if Grey did he
at first gave no sign—he was too much
concerned with the death that faced him.
Suddenly Erskine knew that Grey had
heard, for the fear in his face gave way Lo
a diabolic grin of triumph and he lashed
suddenly into defense—if he could protect
himself only a little longer !  Erskine had
delaved the finishing-stroke too long and
he must make it now, Grey gave way
step by step—parrying only. The blades
flashed like tiny bits of lightning. Er-
skine's face, grim and inexorable, brought
the sick fear back inte Grey's, and Er-
skine saw his enemy’s lips open. He
lunged then, his blade went true, sank to
the hilt, and Grey's warped soul started
on its way with a craven cry for help.
Erzkine sprang back into the shadows and
snatched his pistol from Ephraim’s hand:

“Get out of the way now. Tell them
I did it.”

Once he looked back. He saw Bar-
bara at the hall-door with old Mammy
behind her. With a running leap he
vaulted the hedge, and, hidden in the
bushes, Ephraim heard Firefly’s hoofs
beating ever more faintly the sandy road.

NXVI

Yorerows broke the British heart, and
General Dale, still weak from wounds,
went home to Fed Oaks, 1t was not long
before, with gentle inquiry, he had pieced
out the full story of Barbara and Erskine
and Dane Grey, and wisely he waited his
chance with each phase of the situation.
Frankly he told her first of Grey's dark
treachery, and the girl listened with horri-
fied silence, for she would as soon have
distrusted that beloved father as the
heavenly Father in her prayers. She left
him when he finished the story and he let
her po without another word. All dayv
she was in her room and at sunset she
gave him her answer, for she came to him
dressed in white, knelt by his chair, and
put her head in his lap.  And there was a
rose in her hair,

*1 have never understood about my-
self and—and that man,” she said, “and
I never will."

“I do,"” said the general gently, “and
I understand you through myv sister who
was so like you. Erskine's father was as
indipnant as Harry is now, and [ am try-
ing to act toward you as my father did
toward her.” The girl pressed her lips
to one of his hands.

“I think I'd better tell you the whaole
story now,” said General Dale, and he
told of Erskine's father. his wildness and
his wanderings, his marriage, and the cap-
ture of his wife and the little son by the
Indians, all of which she knew, and the
girl wondered why he should be telling
her again. The general paused:

“You know Erskine's mother was not
killed. He found her.”” The girl looked
up amazed and incredulous.

“Yes," he went on, ** the white woman
whom he found in the Indian villige was
hizs mother.”

“Father!” She lifted her head quick-
Iy, leaned back with hands caught tight
in front of her, looked up into his face—
her own crimsoning and paling as she took
in the full meaning of it all. Her eyes
dropped,

“Then,” she said slowly, “that In-
dian girl—Early Morn—is his hali-
sister. Oh, oh!” A great pityv flooded
her heart and eyes. “Why didn't Er-
skine take them away from the Indians?”
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“His mother wouldn't leave them."
And Barbara understood.
" Poor thmﬂ—]mor th]m_,
"1 think Erskine is going to try now,
“Did you tell him to bring them here ?'
The general put his hand on her head.

“1 hoped you would say that. T did,
but he shook his head.”

“Poor Erskine!" she whispered, and
her tears came. Her father leaned back
and for 2 moment closed his eves.

“There is more,” he said finally.
“Erskine's father was the eldest brother
—and Red Oaks

The girl sprang to her feet, startled,
agonized, shamed: “ Belongs to ]" rskine,”
che finished with her face in her hands.
“ God pity me,” she whispered, *1 drove
him from his own home."”

“No,"” said the old general with a gen-
tle smile. He was driving the barb deep,
but sooner or later it had to be done.

“Look here!” He pulled an old piece
of paper from his pocket and handed it
to her. Her wide eves fell upon a rude
bovish scrawl and a rude drawing of a
buffale pierced by an arrow:

“It make me laugh. Ihavenouse. I
give hole dam plantashun Barbara."”

“Oh!"” pgasped the girl and then—
*where is he?"”

“Waiting at Williamsburg to get his
discharge.” 5She rushed swiftly down the
steps, calling:

“Ephraim! Ephraim !

And ten minutes later the happy, grin-
ning Ephraim, mounted on the thorough-
bred, was speeding ahead of a whirlwind

“of dust with a little scented note in his
battered slouch hat:

"

“You said you would come whenever
I wanted you. I want vou to come now,
“BarBara.”

The girl would not go to bed, and the
old general from his window saw her like
some white spirit of the night motionless
on the porch. And there through the
long hours she sat. Once she rose and
started down the great path toward the
sun-dial, moving slowly through the flow-
ers and moonlight until she was opposite
a giant magnolia. Where the shadow of
it touched the light on the grass, she had
last seen Grey's white face and scarlet

With a shudder she turned back.
A catbird started

hreast.
The night whitened.
the morning chorus. The dawn came
and with it Ephraim. The girl waited
where she was. Ephraim took off his
battered hat:

“Marse Erskine done gone, Miss Bar-
bary,” he said brokenly. *“He done gone
two days.”

The 1'Irlrl eaid nothing, and there the
old gemral found her still motionless—the
torn bits of her own note and the torn bits
of Erskine's scrawling deed scattered
about her feet.

XXVIT

Ox the summit of Cumberland Gap
Erskine Dale faced Firefly to the east and
looked his last on the forests that swept
unbroken back to the River James. It
was all over for him back there and he
turned to the wilder depths, those endless
leagues of shadowy woodlands, that he
would never leave again. Before him
was one vast forest. The trees ran from
mountain-crest to river-bed, they filled
valley and rolling plain, and swept on in
sombre and melancholy wastes to the
Mississippi. Around him were birches,
pines, hemlocks, and balsam firs. He
dropped down into solemn, mysterious
depths filled with oaks, chestnuts, hick-
ories, maples, beeches, walnuts, and
gigantic poplars. The sun could not
penetrate the leafy-roofed archway of
that desolate world. The tops of the
mighty trees merged overhead in a mass
of tent-like foliage and the spaces between
the trunks were choked with underbrush.
And he rode on and on through the gray
aisles of the forest in a dim light that was
like twilight at high noon.

At Booneshorough he learned from the
old ferryman that, while the war might be
coming to an end in Virginia, it was rag-
ing worse than ever in Kentucky. There
had been bloody Indian forays, bloody
white reprisals, fierce private wars, and
even then the whole border was in a
flame. Forts had been pushed westward
even beyond Lexington, and 1782 had
heen Kentucky's year of blood.  Erzkine
pushed on,and ever grew his hopelessness.
The British had drawn all the savages of
the Northwest into the war. As soon as
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the snow was off the ground the forays
had begun. Horses were stolen, cabins
burned, and women and children were car-
ried off captive. The pioneers had been
confined to their stockaded forts, and only
small bands of riflemen sallied out to pa-
trol the country. Old Jerome Sanders's
fort was deserted. Old Jerome had been
killed. Twenty-three widows were at
Harrodsburg filing the claims of dead
husbands, and among them were Polly
Conrad and Honor Sanders. The people
were expecting an attack in great force
from the Indians led by the British. At
the Blue Licks there had been a success-
ful ambush by the Indians and the whites
had lost half their number, among them
many brave men and natural leaders of
the settlements. Colonel Clarke was at
the mouth of Licking River and about to
set out on an expedition and needed men.
Erskine, sure of a welcome, joined him
and again rode forth with Clarke through
the northern wilderness, and this time
a thousand mounted riflemen followed
them. Clarkehadbeenstirredatlastfrom
his lethargy by the tragedy of the Blue
Licks and this expedition was one of re-
prisal and revenge; and it was to be the
last. The time was autumn and the corn
was ripe. The triumphant savages rested
in their villages unsuspecting and un-
afraid, and Clarke fell upon them like
a whirlwind. Taken by surprize, and
startled and dismayed by such evidence
of the quick rebirth of power in the beat-
en whites, the Indians of every village
fled at their approach, and Clarke put the
torch not only to cabin and wigwam but
to the fields of standing corn.  As winter
was coming on, this wotild be a sad blow,
as Clarke inlen:]ed, to the savages.
Frskine had told the big chief of his
mother, and every man knew the story
and was on guard that she should come
to no harm. A captured Shawnee told
them that the Shawnees had got word
that the whites were coming, and their
women and old men had fled or were flee-
ing, all, except in a village he had just
left—he paused and pointed toward the
east where afew wizps of smoke were rising.
Erskine turned: “ Do you know Kahtoo? ™
“He is in that village.”
Erskine hesitated: *And the
woman—Gray Dover”

white

Erskine Dale—Pioneer

“She, too, is there,”

“And Early Morm?"

“Yes," prunted the savage.

“What does he say?" asked Clarke.

“There is a white woman and her
daughter in a village, there,” said Erskine,
pointing in the direction of the smoke,

Clarke's voice was announcing the fact
to his men. Hastily he selected twenty.
“Sep that no harm comes to them,” he
cried, and dashed forward. Erskine in
advance saw Black Wolf and a few bucks
covering the retreat of some fleeing wom-
en. They made a feeble resistance of a
volley and they too turned to flee. A
white woman emerged from a tent and
with great dignity stood, peering with
dim eves. To Clarke's amazement Er-
ckine rushed forward and took her in his
arms. A moment later Erskine cried:

“ My sister, where is she?”

The white woman's trembling lips
opened, but before she could answer, a
harsh, angry voice broke in haughtily,
and Erskine turned to see Black Wolf
stalking in, a prisoner between two stal-
warl woodsmen.

“FEarly Morn is Black Wolf's squaw.
Sheisgene—" Hewaved one hand toward
the forest. :

The insolence of the savage angered
Clarke, and not understanding what he
said, he asked angrily:

"W]m is this fellow?”

“He is the husband of my hali-sister,
answered Erskine gravely.

Clarke looked dazed and uncompre-
hending:

“And that woman : [

* My mother,” said Erskine gently.

“Good God!” breathed Clarke. He
turned quickly and waved the open-
mouthed woodsmen away, and Erskine
and his mother were left alone. A feeble
voice called from a tent near by.

“Old Kahtoo!" said Erskine's mother.
“He is dving and hr:- talks of nothing but
you—go Lo him!" And Erskine went.
The old man lay trembling with palsy on a
buffalo-robe, but the incredible spirit in his
wasted body was still burning in his eyes.

“My son,” said he, * I knew vour voice,
I said I should not die until I had seen
vou again, Itis well . . . it is well,"” he
repeated, and wearily his eves closed.
And thus Erskine knew it would be.
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Tuat winter Erskine made his clearing
on the land that Dave Yandell had picked
out for him, and in the centre of it threw
up a rude log hut in which to house his
mother, for his remembrance of her made
him believe that she would prefer to live
alone. He told his plans Lo none,

In the early spring, when he brought
his mother home, she said that Black
Wolf had escaped and gone farther into
the wilderness—that Early Morn had gone
with him. His mother seemed ill and un-
happy. Erskine, not knowing that Bar-
hara was on her way to find him, started
on a hunting-trip.  In a few days Barbara
arrived and found his mother unable to
leave her bed, and Lydia Noe sitting be-
side her. Harry had just been there to
say good-by before oing to Virginia.

Barbara was dismayed by Erskine's ab-
sence and his mother’s look of suffering
and extreme weakness, and the touch of
her cold fingers. There was no way of
reaching her son, she said—he did not
know of her illness. Barbara told her of
Erskine's giving her his inheritance, and
that she had come to return it. Mean-
while Erskine, haunted by his mother's
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sad face, had turned homeward. To his
bewilderment, he found Barbara at his
mother's bedside. A glance at their faces
told him that death was near. His
mother held out her hand to him while
still holding Barbara's. As in a dream,
he hent over to kiss her, and with a last
effort she joined their hands, clasping
both. A great peace transformed her
face as she slowly looked at Barbara and
then up at Erskine. With a sigh her head
sank lower, and her lovely dimming eves
passed into the final dark.

Two days later they were married.
The woodsmen, old friends of Erskine's,
were awed by Barbara's daintiness, and
there were none of the rude jests they
usually flung back and forth. With
hearty handshakes they said good-by
and disappeared into the mighty forest.
In the silence that fell, Erskine spoke of
the life hefore them, of its hardships and
dangers, and then of the safety and com-
fort of Virginia. Barbara smiled:

“You choose the wilderness, and your
choice is mine. We will leave the same
choice . . ." She flushed suddenly and
Lent her head.

“To those who come after us,” finished
Erskine,

TaE ExND.

-
MASTERPIECES OF WILD ANIMAL
PHOTOGRAPHY

By William T. Hornaday

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGREAPHS

history of the wild life of
] our country when the first
| big-game hunter hung up
d his rifle and took to the
woods with a camera.
Ever since the first photographer went
afield with a sportsman, the camera man
has been the best exponent and advertiser
of the prowess of the man with a gun.
During the days of the slow and cumber-
some wet plate, and long exposures, the

alert and sudden wild animal was about as
unattainable pictorially as the canals of
Mars.

The dry plate opened up great pos-
sibilities in the photographing of dead
game in its haunts. From 1884 onward
American hunters of big game jovously
welcomed the startling pictures made by
Laton A. Huffman, of Miles City, Mon-
tana. Mr. Huffman was a true sports-
man, a fine shot, and as a photographer
of hunting-scenes he long stood without a
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rival. Never will I forget the thrills that
I received in his little old log-cabin studio
in * Milestown ™ when he showed me his
stereoscopic views of “elk and dead
grizzlies: glory enough for one day,” a
mountain-sheep ram on the brink of a
precipice, many buffalo-killing pictures,
and antelope and deer galore. I think
that Mr. Huffman—who still lives and
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ter of American bie game had begun to
produce on the public mind certain strong
efiects. The deadly efficiency of high-
power repeating rifles and automatic shot-
guns was seen to be exterminating the
rame of America, great and small.  This
grossly unfair and to a great extent un-
sportsmanlike slaughter presently began
to have a sickening effect. Thousands of

sportsmen became so disgusted with

A. G, Wallihan, pioneer in wild animal
photography.

From o photopriph by Mrs, Wallihan.

photographs—enjoys the distinction of
having had more photographs stolen for
publication without credit than any other
camerd man on earth; and that I know
is a laree arder.

American sportsmen hailed with joy
the birth of the light, ever-ready, uni-
versal-focus kodak. It was the opening
of a new and delightful field of Christian
endeavor. It presented a highway of
escape from the flood of game-slaughter
photographs that had been sweeping over
the continent like a deluge.

About 1gos the long-continued slaugh-

game slaughter, and with endless pic-
tures of dead game, that they hung up
their guns forever. To this group, em-
hracing many alert and vigorous young
men who were keen to achieve new con-
quests in new fields, the possibalities of
hunting with the camera instead of the
gun instantly appealed. Hundreds of
sportsmen definitely dropped the gun
and took up the camera for the photo-
graphing of living game in its haunts,

Forthwith the world of outdoor
lovers took off its hat to them and
hade them good-speed. 1t was realized
that any duffer with a good check-
book, a professional guide, and a high-
power repeating rifle can kill big game,
but it takes good woodcrait, skill and
endurance of a high order, to enable
man or woman to secure a really fine
photograph of a fine wild animal in its
unfenced haunts.

Now, this supreme difficulty was
precisely the incentive that was needed
to placeé wild animal photography in a
niche of its own, well above most wild
animal shooting. Sometimes the dan-
rers involved are a hundrediold greater
than those encountered by a well-
armed man in hunting. We know that
Mr. Dugmore ook great risks with
African lions at six feet, and that Mr.
Phillips accepted hazards in getting his
goat pictures in British Columbia that
were almost criminal. I have seen him in
precipice diversions with his camera, and
there is no room for doubt.

It was a good omen for the game of
North America when sportsmen began to
view it in the finders of the cameras in-
stead of through the sights of rifles, No
man can measure with any degree of ac-
curacy the potency of the influence of the
camera in the preservation of the wild life
of North America. Did any one ever see
a real devotee of the wild life camera who




First scent of danger,

From n copyrighted phetograph by A G. Wallihan,

was also a slaughterer of game up to the
full-bag limit? I irow not. About 1oo
per cent of the ardent camera men whom
I know are pronounced and active pro-
tectionists. DMoreover, if a close-up
camera acquaintance with wild birds and
beasts will not transform a destroyer inta
a preserver of wild life, nothing ever will
—not even the chastening and refining in-
fluences of old age.

The photographing of wild game an
the hoof, free in ils own haunts, received
its first great impulse in America from
the indefatigable work and the fine suc-
cess of A, G, Wallihan, of the town of Lay,
Colorado, Lay being situated in the once-
favorite haunts of the mule-deer and
prong-horned antelope.

MNow, cherclies la femme, say the French.
In other words—search for the woman !

Being a man, I hate to admit it; but

Mr. Wallihan states most positively that
the idea of photographing wild game on
the hoof originated with Mrs. Wallihan.
One day while crouched in the sage-brush
studying a colony of ants at work she
looked up to hnd herself closely sur-
rounded by a herd of mule-deer. That
gave her the idea of a blind, a fixed camera,
and a Wallihan; and aiterward she gal-
lantly aided in the practical development
of the idea.

Mr. and Mrs. Wallihan made their first
negalives in October, 1890, in the wester-
Iy end of the Elkhead Range, northwest-
ern Colorado; and they were of wild
mule-deer. To start with, Mr. Wallihan
wis a professional photographer. He be-
gan with heavy tripod cameras, set up
beside game trails and patiently tended.
At times he used 8 x 1o plates. Up to
1804 he wsed Carbutt's cut films, but
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Herd of zebras, Olgerei Biver.
From a copynghted photograph by Major A, R, Dugmore.

changed to Cramer’s Crown plates be- Series I1; but the telephoto lens that he

cause they were more speedy.  For sev-  acquired in 1805 proved too slow for rapid

eral vears he used a Gundlach rectigraphic  work.

lens. In 18g4 he took up a Zeiss lens In the annals of wild animal photog-
14



Lion coming Lo a zebra feast (Mash-Tehe

Froma L--_'-:\.rl-:ll!-.'-| photazraph by Muajor A B Dugmaore,

raphy Mr. and Mrs. Wallihan earned a  years 1o produce the pictures that were
permaneit E||;'u_|_-_ 'r|||_-_x' -,_'.'||||]h_--] and I'I-:II'Hl-lHi:l_']'. g||1|1|i-?u-|| N [Oo] |J_\' Double-
cooked, they packed and trailed, and day, Page & Co., in a volume entitled
fought wind and weather for ten busy * Camera Shots at Big Game,
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Mr. Wallihan made the first good pic-
tures (so far as 1 know) ever made of the
wild and free mule deer, prong-horned
antelope, and elle.  He made the first pic-
tures of mountain lions and lynxes at f]a}r
in tree-tops. Of each of these five species
he secured admirable resulls, and by
zoologists and artists they were highly
prized records of the true forms of those
amimils. They came as water 1o thirsty
men in a desert and the only sad part of it
is that the Wallihans never received one-
tenth of the returns in cash that their
labors fairly earned,

The old admirers of Mr. and Mrs. Wal-
lihan will be glad to know that both are
vet living, at Lay, in good health, and
with the currents of their lives flowing
very much as they did when they photo-
graphed the pame that since that time
has vanished from Laty.

Among the American photographers of
wild animals, Major A, Radclvfie Dug-
more oreupies 4 conspicuous and enviable
place, I install him as an exhibit along-
side our American knights of the camera-
in-the-wilds, because he has spent in
America so many years of keen activity,
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and also because his carcer with that field-
plece began here,

Major Dugmore’s work as a wild
animal photographer splendidly culmi-
nated on the open plaing and in the
scrubby forests of British Fast Africa.
In 1gog he fraternized with James L,
Clark, the New York taxidermist, and
went to British East Africa. Those two
dauniless youngsters set out from Najrobi
withoul a guide or manager of any kind,
and from first to last they managed their
own safart, and guided themselves.

It is good 1o be young and fit to venture
like that, and both those reckless boys
made gomd. They hunted, shot, and
photographed as no one of my acquain-
tance ever had done up to that time, On
some occasions Major Dugmore wielded a
formidalile telephoto camera that as field-
artillery was enough to frighten the
boldest lion into the tallest timber. In
the long-distance fighting the telephoto
gloriously made good. There was an
elaborate and very responsive flash-light
battery, and it also got in ils deadly work,
Dugmore and Clark returned with a lay-
out of negatives that swept New York off

White-taibed buck by Oash-light.
From & photograph Ly George Shires, .



Young lndy movss,

Trom a plotograph by George Shizss, wd,

ils feet with & wave of admiration. The
best chances al the biggest game were
not ruined by over or under exposures.
The finest negatives were not lost over-
board. In fact, the rarest chances seemerd
te produce the best negatives.

The full ist of subjects, as samples
thereal are set forth in Major Dugmore’s
hﬂgk, “With Rifle and Camers in African
Wilds,” reveals lions, leopards, hyenas,
elephants, buffaloes, zebras, kongonis, gi-
raffes, elands, water-bucks, gazelles of
sorts, wart-hops, hippos, and many other

species.

Inessaying to select from all this wealth
of m"—EﬂHl‘ only one picture to offer as

& masterpiece of Major Dugmore, we are
torn by conflicting emotions. To ignore
the fine lion taken at six feet by flash-

it while Clark stood sole sponsor for
s m%fa“f the operating photographer,

an outrage on the verities, And
Yel, while the picture of the lion is 100
PEr oent perfect, and a real masterpiece if
EVEF was one, it is a close-up, there

Vor, LXVITL—»

is no stage setting of high value, and no
studied “composition.” At all hazards,
however, this picture must be shown,

A good portion of appreciation must be
bestowed upen Clark, the intrepid hunter,
who at all times backed up and protected
Dugmore the artist; and the splendid
series of African pictures brought back by
those two venturesome spirits deserves
to be inscribed to the credit of both.

In 1900, when the Roosevelt Expedi-
tion went to Africa on the greatest of all
safaris, by the dropping out of the pro-
fessional photographer, Kermit Roose-
velt suddenly was thrust into the position
of official photographer to the expedition.
1 viewed this arrangement with many
misgivings—because it was a task for
maturity and long experience—but the
young man made good. He made good
100 per cent, not only with the big-game
rifle, but in wild animal photography as
well.

Captain Kermit's masterpiece is his best
picture of a whole herd of clephants in a

17
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high but rather open forest. The light
was none too good, but fortunately it was
good enough.  This real achievement was
seored from a perch on a low limb of a
tree, conveniently placed to drop the in-
tervening brush oul of view, Five tuskers
appear in the front line, and the elephants
are massed together in the composition as

Arnimal Photography

George H. Shivas, 3d, of Washington, has
challenged the admiration of millions of
Americans,  Fortunately it has heen
given pood “publicity.”  Starting in with
flash-light photography as his favoriie
diversion—partly because of ils very
greal difficulties—Mr, Shiras thoroughly
condguered that field before he turned to

White mountain:sheep,

Fram n |||.f||_|'gl'.||'|h h:-' Licoin: Shavas, acl,

neatly and perfectly as if the hand of man
had grouped them to get all the fankers
into the picture.

Colonel Theodore Roosevell was Very
proud of this picture, and so were the
editors of ScRIENER'S Macazing and the
“African Game Trail™ book. Many men
and some heasts, alsoe—have shol Afri-
ean elephants, bat we know of no one else
who has scored like that with the camera
on Africa's grandest game,

The wild animal photography of Mt

another. His wonderfully successful and
artistic Hash-light pictures: of whiles
tailed deer, porcupines, rabbits, raccoons,
and bears quickly made him famous
Any man who can catch with his night
camers an alfine porcupine, as Mr. Sharas
has done, certainly deserves to weil
laurels,

ouccess with the flash-light camerd
calls for high-class wooderaft, correct
knowledge of “animal behavior,” juds
ment of a high order, and infinite indus
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try and patience. If any debonair ama-
teur thinks this is an easy road to success,
let him pursue it a short distance. More
things can happen to a set camera and a
string in thick darkness than are dreamed
of in our philosophy. But the discerning
ones appreciate the difliculties to be over-
come, and applaud success accordingly.

Of the beautiful and bewildering Shiras
flash-light pictures, most arbitrarily we
present the one that in our opinion has
the best right to rank as bhe masterpiece.
It is unnecessary to point out its fine and
commanding qualities. The composition
was by no means accidental. Of course,
the artist composed his picture before he
set up his camera, and the result is his by
deliberate design, This deer picture rep-
resents absolute perfection in flash-light-
ing; but it is a pity that space is not
available for the scared albino porcupine
who so clearly registers *‘surprise.”

But Mr. Shiras at last sighed for other
worlds to conquer than those illumined
by flash-lights, and forthwith he became
a day worker. Finally, it required five
numbers of the National Geographic Mag-
azine to contain the collections of pic-
tures that were selected adequately to rep-
resent the various phases of his work.
We present here one daylight picture that
seems to us masterful, and paramount in
excellence; The great pictorial wealth of
Mr. Shiras's work fairly demands that a
volume be devoted to it, to place it in
permanent and accessible form.

By force of circumstances and by vir-
tue of sheer necessity Stephen N. Leek,
of Jackson Hole, Wyoming, became the
great photographer and champion of the
American elk., Years ago he settled in
the Jackson Valley as a prosperous ranch-
man, and took root there. His ranch
became the central rallying-point of the
20,000 elk (more or less) that for years
annually have been driven down out of
the Yellowstone Park by the early rigors
of winter, and forced to seek winter grass
through the less deep snows of the Jack-
son Hole country, and on the high moun-
tain ridges that girt it in,

To Mr. Leek the call to photograph
those elks, both individually and en masse,
was irresistible, and he girded himself up
accordingly, He learned outdoor photog-
raphy, from the ground up to its top-
most branches; and if his camera can

Animal Photography

prevent the extinction of the Jackson
Hole elk herds, that end will be accom-
plished. He has lectured upon and illus-
trated the elk and its vital need for hu-
man help, all the way from Jackson Hole
to St. Paul and New York.

Mr. Leek has made so many stunning
elk pictures that it is difficult to choose
the masterpicce. However, full delibera-
tion finally settled down to the final con-
viction that a certain picture of massed
elk, looking across the level floor of Jack-
son Valley, with the Gros Ventres Moun-
tains as a background, is the choice. It
is not only a perfect composition perfectly
executed, but it is stamped with the well-
known and well-beloved personality of
our own “Steve Leek.”

Without at all assuming to be a photog-
rapher of living wild animals, Mr. John
M. Phillips, sportsman and State Game
Commissioner, of Pittsburgh, scored a
brilliant hit in 1gos, when the writer had
the good fortune to be among those pres-
ent. It was on a Rocky Mountain goat
in British Columbia, and the case was
notably picturesque,

For twenty vears Mr. Phillips has been
a keen and successful outdoor phetog-
rapher. His specialty has been pic-
turesque hunting-grounds, dead game,
camps, guides, and “outfits on the trail.”
His cameras have exploited British Co-
lumbia, New Brunswick, Colorado, Wy-
oming, Arizona, Sonora, and Tampico.
His repertoire of big game, living and
dead, includes all the big-game species of
North America except the Alaskan bears,
the sheep and caribou of the North, and
the musk-ox, T have stereoscopic views
from hundreds of his best negatives of
game, camp, and trail, and really it gives
me a pang of regret every time I think of
the beautiful subjects that are stored
away in John's cabinet, perhaps never to
be seen by the public, because their owner
never lifts a finger to push one of his pic-
tures into public notice. In “Camp-
Fires in the Canadian Rockies™ and “On
Desert and Lava™ (the Scribner Press)
we have some fine examples of the output.

Mr. Phillips’s favorite camera is the
Hawkeye Stereo No. 1, and I must say
that, so far as I can observe, its only real
rival is the big 8 x 10 on a fixed tripod.
The instrument is light, transportable
anywhere that a man can go with a gun,
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and the sharpness with which it digs out
and records details is wonderful, Mr.
Ernest F. Keller can take a Phillips
stereo film 4%4 x 4%4 and enlarge it to
8x 8 on glossy paper with such magmi-
icent sharpness and richness of tone that
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life. At that time he was a bachelor, he
had given no hostages to fortune, and he
felt perfectly free to risk his neck on as
many precipices as he chose.  Mr. Phil-
lips, Mack Norboe, and Dog Kaiser, by
reckless climbing and skilful manceuvring,

Rocky Mountain goat, close up.

From a copyrighted photograph by John M. Phillips,

the result looks like a contact print from
a powerful 8 x 8§ plate.

Had the camera in the case been large
enough to be cumbersome, or one requir-
ing both hands in its operation, Mr.
Phillips could not have carried it to the
face of that precipice on Avalanche Creck
in the Elk River Mountains of British
Columbia, and he never would have ac-
complished that magnificent series of goat
pictures that has sent thrills through all
American sportsmen and lovers of wild

cornered a hig male white mountain goat
on a knife-edge of rock, and kept him
there until he was thoroughly photo-
graphed. Mr. Phillips held on to the
rocly face of the wall with one hand and
foot, the camera was paised on the flexed
knee of the free leg, and worked with the
one free hand.

The goat courageously and sensibly
stood his rocks, too wise Lo get nervous
or hysterical and leap off into space—as
any deer or wild sheep would have done.



Oshorn caribou, western Yukon termitory.

From a photograph by F. C. Havemeyer.

Now and then he stamped an angry foot,
snorted, and stood pat. Once he decided
to charge the photographer and knock
him off the wall; and had he carried out
that intention no power on earth could
have saved Mr. Phillips. The distance
was only eight feet, and when the goat
threateningly advanced three feet of that,
the truculent Billy spoiled the photo-
graph by coming inside the focus!

Of the hali-dozen fine camera shots
made by Mr. Phillips, three are perfect
and one is magnificent. The one shown
herewith has all the composition of a fine
oil painting, and the goat details are per-
fect. Taking into consideration the zoo-
logical value, general composition, sharp-
ness, rarity of the subject and danger in
execution, 1 feel bound to accord this
picture first place among all the master-
pieces of wild animal photography that 1
have seen. Fortunately for the result,
this portrait was made on September 135,
1gos, when the pelage was at its highest
perfection and before it had grown so
long and shaggy as to mask the face and
form of the anumal. It is easy for the ex-
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cessively long mid-winter pelage of a
northern animal to spoil it both for the
camera and the painter. The Zoological
Society’s Alaskan moose, by Rungias,
was painted in its September coat for the
above reason, and the big-horn sheep
painting is of the vintage of October.
Out of a great number of photographs
of wild moose—all save a very few show-
ing water-logged and homely females and
calves in the summer coat—we choose as
a live moose masterpiece the truly fine
picture by George D). Pratt, New York
State Conservation Commissioner. The
moose is a very large and well-fed bull,
with grand antlers, and his forest and
marsh surroundings are indeed everything
that they ought to be for such an animal.
This is not a “close-up” portrait. It is
what Carl Rungius calls ““a picture,” and
as such it is entitled to a high place.
One of the most beautiful wild animal
pictures that I ever have seen from the
far North was made by Mr. F. C. Have-
meyer, in the White River country of
western Yukon Territory. Posing in a
landscape composed of a wide, treeless



Bull moose in Che opsen season

From s photograph by George D Pratt

valley with a picturesque mountain back-
ground stands a lordly bull caribou of the
Rangifer asborni species. 1t is the largest
of all the caribou species of North America.

A picture like this represents one
chance out of many. Many men work
all their lives without its equal. The
camera man is the toad beneath the har-
row who knows “exactly where each
tooth-point goes.” A failure may be due
to anv one of a dozen causes, such as a

running animal; natural obstruction:
too great distance; bad light; a sun in
the wrong place; an ugly background or
sordid surroundings. But in this fine
picture all the factors were at their best—

and for a wonder the camera was ready,
Now, which is of the highest value to the
world: the mounted head of the bull, or
this fine picture of him? Perhaps fifty
persons per year can enjoy the former,
for a number of years; but we know that
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this yvear about 1,000,000 persons will fnd
pleasure in this picture.

The record-breaking African jungle
work of Herbert Lang and James P,
Chapin for the American Museum of
MNatural History produced a bewildering
array of rich and rare results. Along with
the thousands of zoological specimens
collected, and safely transported to New
Vork, the photographs made by Mr. Lang
are entitled to a prominent place. In the
dense tangle of tropical jungles like those
of the rain belt of equatorial Africa and
the Far East, the photographing of living
wild animals becomes a wild impossibility;
and this fact brings us up against a new
condition, and a new question.

Shall we admit to the company of mas-
terpieces in wild animal photography any

Animal Photography

picturezs of wounded or dead animals?
Let us remember that sometimes we have
to deal with such animals as the rare and
wildly elusive okapi—an animal never
vet stalked and shol by a white man,

I put this question seriously to several
men whose judgment I value, and in-
variably the final answer has been: * De-
cidedly, yes!” Inasmuch as my own
view coincides with theirs, Mr. Lang's
finest photograph of a living but captjve
okapi bull, in its own almost inaccessible
haunts, is presented herewith, in the be-
lief that it will be welcome.

Any man who can offer to the world an
artistically perfect photograph of a wild
okapi, a particolored bear (Elwropus), a
takin, a giant armadillo, 2 maned wolf, a
bongo, a white rhinoceros, or a giant

Okapi bull, Tturi forest, Upper Congo,

From a photograph by Herbert Lang,



Giiraffes and zebras.

From a photograph by Cherry Eearton and Major James Barnes.

gorilla is entitled to a place for it among
the world’s masterpieces of wild animal
photography. I think this should hold
for fine adult specimens of those species,
even when they are wounded or dead.

The limitations of space forbid more
than a brief reference to the wonderful
work of Mr. Lang in the remote and al-
most impossible okapi country of Cen-
tral Africa. Those who would read his
story and see a series of his finest pictures
can obtain it and them, for twenty paltry
coppet cents, from the New York Zoolog-
ical Society in its Bulletin for May, 1918,
I have only to add that, so far as heard
from, the wild animal lover to whom Mr.
Lang’s okapi pictures do not appeal has
not yet been born; and if the picture
shown herewith is not a genuine master-
piece, then I never saw one.

The photographic work in Africa of
Mr. Cherry Kearton, Englishman, was
ably supported throughout by our own
Major James Barnes. The movies that
resulted from their joint efforts have been
seen and applauded by millions of Amer-
icans. While the various water-hole pic-
tures are of course the most spectacular

and thrilling, there are a multitude of
close-up zoological studies that are of
great interest and artistic value. Unflor-
tunately for our purpose, the original
films are far away and beyond reach, and
the materials now available for a sample
picture fall far short of doing justice to
Mr. Kearton's genius and work. For all
that, however, the annexed water-hole
picture, showing giraffes, zebras, ante-
lopes, and baboons, all taken—and well
taken—at one shot, is sufficient to show
the artistic and zoological value of the
water-hole series.

It was the moving water-hole pictures
of Mr. Paul Rainey’s photographer that
first revealed to the world of animal-lovers
the terrible state of fear in which the wild
beasts of Africa’s open country live from
moment to moment, and strive to eat,
drink, and sleep without being pounced
upon by enemies and killed. The hu-
manitarians who think that all wild ani-
mals are “happy™ and all zoo animals
are unhappy should (if their minds are
open) look at these moving pictures taken
by Kearton and Barnes at the water-hole,
and then look—any day or hour—at the
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Oryx and impalas at a water-haole

From a photograph by Cherry Kearton and Major James Bornes
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A wild bull elk, posing.

From a photegraph by Norman MeClintock.
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Masterpieces of Wild

twenty-four captive bears in the New
York Zoological Park.
*The "free, wild life’ 12 a round of strife,
And of ceaseless hunger and fear.
The life in the wild of the animal child
Is not all skittles and beer,”

It is the natural and regular thing for
a wild animal photographer to choose [or
himself the most difficult tasks in sight—

Animal Photography 20
Lake County, southeastern Oregon, to
catch with his camera the wary and van-
ishing antelope and the harassed sage-
grouse,  And rirht there the moving-pic-
turecamera discovered thingsabout the hig
and spectacular sage-grouse, and caught
things, that so far as we can discover had
up to that hour remained a sealed book 1o
all the bird men of America. I will not
anticipate now, nor in any manner spoil,
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Mountain-sheep ram near Long's Peak,

From a photogruph by Enos A Mills.

for the obvious reason that there is small
merit in the accomplishment of the com-
monplace. Mr. William L. Finley, Orni-
thologist of the State of Oregon, first ‘at-
tacked the sea lions and sea birds of the
rocky and picturesque coast of Oregon,
and achieved from wild life and foaming
breakers about every form of success that
the heart of a photographer could desire.
Of all Mr. Finley's many wild-life pic-
tures, those are (to our mind) the crown-
ing achievement. The combination of
massed wild life in vigorous mation, heav-
ing hillows and leaping and foaming
breakers made a series fit to stir the blood
of a mummy.

And then, abruptly turning from that
well-worked field, Mr. Finley packed his
kit and with the bird artist, R. Bruce
Horsfall, as a companion, hiked away
into the lava and sage-brush desert of

Mr. Finley's great story of his success; but
I do advise every person who is interested
in birds 1o keep his ear to the ground for
the rumble of its first appearance in
print,

Mr. Norman MeClintock, of Pitts-
burgh, is one of the latest of our wild
animal photographers who has conspic-
uously made good with the motion-pic-
ture camera.

His real work bepan in the Rocky
Mountains, both within and without the
Yellowstone Park. In the greal national
playground, oldest of national parks, the
same falls into  two categories-——that
which iz alool and really wild and that
which is hall tame, or even four-fifths
tame, pestering around tourists’ camps,
the hotels, and in the military post of
Fort Yellowstone. The latter is in the
class of preserve-tame wild pame, and



A herd of African elephants in an open forest.

From o copyrighted photogroph by Captain Kermit Roosevelt.

thereby is outside the scope of this article.
For all that, however, Mr. MecClintock’s
pictures of intimate mule-deer, mountain-
sheep, hison, and antelope are most in-
teresting, instructive, afid at times pic-
turesque. For example, a wild mule-deer
being enticed up the steps of an army
officer’s house, and actually into the
family kitchen, makes a movie of fas-
cinating interest.

To my mind Mr. McClintock’s master-
piece is the result of a long and diligent
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effort to get a really wild bull elk herd-
leader in his mountain fastness, and while
on his travels, It was fizured out that on
i l'{’i'r:li!l ﬁl:ll‘l.'. -'J.Hll 5'.]1[1{"'.';]'1[3['(_‘ Near-a cer-
tain hour, the bull would cross a valley,
and at a certain spot would climb to the
snow-clad summit of the westerly ridge.
Taking a gambler’s chance, the camera
was placed and focussed on the line of
least resistance for a travelling elk.

The bull elk came, and saw, and was
conguered.  He climbed up the ridge into
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the field of the lens, and he paused and
stood precisely on the spot that the
camera expected. For the motion camera
the climax was quite ideal, and Mr.
McClintock obtained a picture that has
all the composition and detail of an ideal
Rungius painting,

Mr. Enos A, Mills, of Long's Peak,
Oolorado, is a denizen of the summits of
the American Rockies. His natural hahbi-
tat is timber-line, and his normal sur-
roundings are six feet of snow in a howling
blizzard. His neighbors are the Rocky
Mountain sheep, grizzly bear, pika,
Clark’s crow, and the magpie.

Life on the summits is a busy occupa-
tion, as well as hazardous, and Mr. Mills
has not gone deep into wild animal pho-
tography. But there are exceptions.
When he encountered a fine hig-horn ram
wallowing through two feet of snow, the
Mills camera was ready and a master-
piece was the result.

In the old davs, before the State of
Colorado wisely and forehandedly en-
acted a law perpetually protecting all her
miountain-sheep, it would have been the
natural course for some meat-hunter to
have “seen him first” and killed that
snow-logged ram without mercy. But
the world is not wholly bad, even yet,
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Considering the brief time that has
elapsed since Wallihan began to photo-
graph wild animals in the wilds, great
things have been accomplished. The
work and the workers cited herein rep-
resent only a small fraction of the total
output of this new and extremely fas-
cinating pastime.

In this article we only scratch the sur-
face of our subject. Truly, the wild
animal world has by no means been
wholly conquered by the camera, either
still or moving. More and maore will the
camera replace the gun—with a preat up-
lift to sport with wild life! Killing has
hecome too easy to be sport, and easy
sport 15 too sordid to suit real sportsmen.

Thus far we have only touched the mov-
ing-picture field. Great things have been
accomplished by some of the moving-pic-
ture spertsmen, but their results do not
readily lend themselves to display in
magazines or books. Their only adequate
show-place iz on the screen. But in this
field also only a good beginning has been
made. The next quarter century will wit-
ness great achievements with the wheels
and reels.  But, we now say to the knights
of the crank: Hurry up, or vou wifl be too
fate to ped the fines! big game anywhere oud-
side of the game preserves,

T
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Califormia murres, Three Arch Rocks.

From a photograph by William L

Finley.




ABRAHAM LINCOLN

PERSONAL MEMORIES OF THE MAN

By Robert Brewster Stanton

[LLUSTRATION (FRONTISPIECE)] FROM FPHOTOGRAFPH

Pl i proper at the start to
make clear how I, a com-
paratively young boy at
the time, could know any-
thing personally and inti-
¢ mately of so great a man
Lincoln.

My father, the Reverend Robert Liv-
ingston Stanton, D.D., a Connecticut
Yankee, whose New England family
dates back to 1635 and 1620, after his
graduation from the College of Lane
Seminary*—having spent six vears under
the tutelage of Doctor Lyman Beecher
and with Henry Ward Beecher as a class-
mate, and going through that period of
wild anti-slavery agitation there which
nearly broke up the seminary and finally
led to the splitting of the Preshyterian
Church into its North and South branches
—took up his first pastoral work, in 1830,
in the little church of Pine Ridge,
Adams County, Miss., and in 18471 re-
moved to Woodville, Miss.—at which
place I was horn, in 1846, my mother
being also from the North—and he lived
in Woodville as pastor there and in New
Orleans, and as president of Oakland
College, Miss., until 1853.

During all my father’s life in the South
he was a true abolitionist. He knew the
institution of slavery from the inside.
He condemned the position of the South,
particularly the position of the Southern
church on slavery,f but he knew the
Southern people and he loved them too.
He devoted all his efforts to furthering the
aims of the American Colonization So-
ciety, of which he was an officer, and in
which he earnestly labored up to the time

* At that time Lane Seminary, st Cincinnatl, Ohio, was
n real college, with a theological department attached. Later
the college proper was abandoned, and 1t became a theolog-
ical seminary pure and simpde. My father graduated irom
1htrful|t'1_.'t. ut cnly spent two years theee in his theological
shuclies

t “The Church and the Rebellion,” by Robert L. Stan-
ton, D.D., New York, 1865,
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when war finally swept away all possihil-
ity of its success.

When the dark days of "61 came my
father recognized that perhaps Ged, in
his inscrutable knowledge, knew a better
way, and he became a war parson and
was one of the foremost in hiz calling to
hold up the hands of the war President,
and, unlike some other abolitionists of
that day, he stayed by him to the end.

It has always been my belief that the
reason why Abraham Lincoln and my
father became such warm friends was be-
cause he brought to the President a cer-
tain inside knowledge of the South and
its people, from an earnest and loyal fol-
lower, and Mr. Lincoln welcomed such
direct information when they discussed
together the perplexing problems of those
days, as they so often did.

Thus it came about that I, even so
young, going with my father, came to
know Mr. Lincoln personally, and was
able to sit with him for hours at a time,
in his private office at the White House,
and listen to those talks and discussions
and observe him at close range, and study
hiz every word and action at times when
there was nothing to disturb, and when
only one or twe others were in the room.

The first time T saw Mr. Lincoln was
in February, 1861, a few days before his
inauguration, when, as President-elect, he
was stopping at Willard's Hotel in Wash-
ington. A crowd was passing through
his reception-room in a continual stream,
so that 1 had only a few minutes to ob-
serve him, but T lingered as long as I
could. At that time his countenance
seemed to betray anxiety, or was it weari-
ness from those continued handshakings?
I could not determine which it was in the
first and few moments of seeing his face,
But as some friend would accompany the
grasp of his hand with a word of cheer, or
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a “God bless you,” the warm grasp was
returned, the hearty “Thank you" ac-
companied with that sweet, gentle smile
of his: and at other times, when some
one seemed to strike a tender chord by
what was said, his eye became moist by
what appeared to be a starting tear.

The first time I heard Mr. Lincoln
speak was at his first inauguration. [ was
then fifteen years of age, but I stood near
to him and drank in every word he said.
My mind had been prepared by the discus-
zion of possible events since the election of
the previous November, and startled by
the President-elect coming to Washington
in disguise (though against his wish) to
save him from threatening enemies, so that
I was in a frame of mind full of excitement
and expectation as I stood listening to
those gentle, yet firmm and earnest, ut-
terances in that first inaugural, sur-
rounded as I was, so close to the platform
on which he stood, by that band of deter-
mined Northern and Western men who,
known to but a few and unrecognizable
to the crowd, were armed to the teeth to
protect him and repel the threatened at-
tack upon his person.

At this late day, I cannot recall a single
sentence of that first address, nor shall I
attempt to refresh my memory by read-
ing it at this time. What impressed me
then, and remains as clear to-day as ever,
was the man and his character as they
came to me not so much in what he said,
but in the manner in which he spoke:
gentle, loving, yet earnest, unafraid, de-
termined, ready to take up any burden
or any task and carry it through, as God
gave him the strength.

Four years later, I stood on the same
spot and listened to the President’s sec-
ond inaugural address,

During those four long, weary, suffer-
ing years, what burdens had he not borne 2
Burdens from the tragedies of the war it-
self, from the bickerings and slanders of
those who should have been his stanch-
est friends, some almost within his own
household, and from that deepest of per-
sonal sorrows when his beloved little son
William died.

From the first time I met him, I saw
gathering on his face, month by mn}nth,
that sad, anxious, far-aw ay expression
that has so often been referred to and fre-
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quently been so exaggerated. Therefore,
at that second inauguration, T think T was
well fitted to understand the depth, the
earnestness, and the sincerity of those im-
mortal words: *“With malice toward
none, with charity for all.”

But how came 1, a boy so young, to un-
derstand at all the man of whom I speak,
and the questions of those !T}fmg days?

The winter before, T had saf in the gal-
lery of the Senate and the gallery of the
Housze and heard those ominous, fore-
boding speeches, from both sides of the
chambers; and later 1 listened to the ora-
tions of the great leaders, Charles Sumner
in the Senate and Thaddeus Stevens in
the House, as well as many others; bhe-
sides the vindictive utterances of the
“fire-eaters” from the South. 1 saw
delegation after delegation withdraw from
the Congress as their several States
seceded from the Union, and heard the
defiant yet sorrowful and tearful fare-
wells of those Southern men who really
loved their country well, but loved their
States and their beliefs better.

With this education in national affairs
in those stirring times, and my [ather's
instructive talks at home—we were chums
during all of his life—together with my
reading of the newspapers of the day, I
felt that I was somewhat posted on the
problems of the hour, and I longed to hear
something of those same problems from
the lips of the great man who was leading,
and was destined to lead, the nation
through the darkest and bitterest experi-
ences of its life,

My opportunity came at last. My
father took me to see the President when
he called to discuss with him some of
those problems of the country and the
war. My father was his personal friend
and I did not wonder at his reception.
But is it possible that I ever can forget
the way Abraham Lincoln received me
a mere lad? His cordial manner, the
warm grasp of that large, kind, gentle
hand, the fascinating though almost
evasive smile, and the simple word or two
of welcome, were s0 earnest and sincere
that T thought he intended me to under-
stand—and so I felt—that he received
me not as a boy, but as a man, though
very young. That first warm hand-clasp
(though later I had many more) from
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that good and great man is one of the
most cherished memories of my life,

Of course, I did not enter into the con-
versation. 1 simply listened in admira-
tion, drinking in every word he said with
reverence, for 1 was not one of those who
ever doubted him for a moment. My un-
bounded, youthful admiration had not
lessened, but had expanded, from the
first day 1 heard him speak—DMarch 4,
1361,

At that very first meeting I heard Mr.
Lincoln discuss and explain some of his
perplexing problems and how he solved
them. One in particular. It will be re-
called that all through the war of the Re-
bellion, certain critical friends, as well as
enemies, charged that in many of his acts
the President went beyond his Constitu-
tional and legal rights and exercised a
power almost dictatorial.

On that, to me, memorable evening
he discussed with my father this very
phase of his administration of national
and State affairs, for undoubtedly he had
overstepped State rights. He freely ac-
knowledged that some things he had
done, and decisions he had made, were
possibly beyond his Lun%ututmnal right
to do. Yet he knew the necessity, and
with his bold, unafraid determination,
and hiz clear and marvellous insight into
the true nature of things, he, in those
emergencies, did what he felt to be right,
as God gave him the vision to see the
right.

How did he explain his actions? In
these few zimple, and even humorous,
words: “I am like the Irishman, I have
to do some things ‘unbeknownst to my-
self ¥

He never sought nor desired the oppor-

tunity to exercise his power, as is so
clearly shown by his long, patient, yet

sorrowful consideration before he per-
formed his greatest act. This, also, he at
other times discussed with my father.
The one object he always kept in view
was to save the Union of the States, and
not simply to abolish slavery. And he
continued unmoved by the howls of all
abaolitiondom and the arguments of thoze
who thought they knew better than he;
patiently waiting for the proper time to
do the right thing. And when he found it,
and not before, then it was that he used

his power and put his name to the Emanci-
pation Proclamation.,

I had seen Mr. Lincoln many times be-
fore I first met him, but this was the first
time that I had had the privilege and
honor of sitting close to him and studying
him at leisure,

Through the whole of the campaign of
1860, while recognizing his ability, he had
been characterized as *0ld Abe,” the
long, lank, gawky rail-splitter. On com-
ing to Washington he had been ridiculed
for the manner in which he had entered
the city, and spoken of as that rough, un-
couth Westerner from the prairies of IlI-
linois who had dared to come among the
exclusive, high-born, generally Southern
people of the capital. I, as a boy, knew
many of the families of those old, ex-
clusive, pre-war Washingtonians, for [
had lived there with my grandmcrl.h{-r
on my mother’s side, an English woman
who went to Washington about 1800,
and I had heard, more particularly from
the dames of society, those bitter, cutting
remarks about Mr. Lincoln’s uncouth
mannerisms and uncivilized behavior,

What was my surprise, then, when [
saw him and heard him at that first
inauguration! There I saw a tall, square-
shouldered man with long arms and legs,
but, as he came down the east steps of
the Capitol and onto the platiorm from
which he spoke, he walked with such a
dignified carriage and seeming perfect
ease, that there was dispelled forever
from my mind the idea that he was in
any way uncouth or at a loss to know the
proper thing to do or how to do it.

When he began to speak I was again
surprized, on account of what I had heard
of him. He spoke =0 naturally, without
any attempted oratorical effect, but with
such an earnest simplicity and firmness,
that he seemed to me to have but one
desire as shown in his manner of speak-
ing—to draw that crowd close to him and
talk to them as man to man.

His manner was that of perfect seli-
possession. He seemed to me to fully
appreciate his new and unexpected sur-
roundings, to understand perfectly the
enormous responsibilities he was under-
taking, but at the same time to have
perfect confidence in himself that, with
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God’s help, which he always invoked, he
could and would carry them through to
a successful conclusion.

As Colonel Henry Watterson has so
clearly expressed his own impressions on
hearing the same inaugural, “He de-
livered that inaugural address as if he had
been delivering inaugural addresses all
his life.”

It was, however, when sitting close to
him in his office, listening to those ani-
mated and earnest discussions, as well as
on other occasions, that I learned to know
him and understand, as [ thought, his al-
most every movement.

When sitting in his chair in quiet re-
pose, leaning back listening to others;
when he was preparing to reply, as he
straightened up and even leaned forward;
or while pacing the floor listening or
speaking, I never saw him once when, as
was 50 often said, he seemed in the lmﬁt at
a loss to know what to do with his hands
or how to carry his large feet. His every
movement, his every gesture, seemed so
natural, o simple, so unconscious, and yet
50 suited to the matter in hand and the
circumstances at the time, that they im-
pressed me as singularly graceful. Grace-
ful may seem to some a rather strong
word to use.

It iz true that his figure was tall, lean,
possibly lank, and in a sense “ungainly."”
Yet with all this he had that dignity of
bearing, that purposeful, self-possessed,
and natural pose which, to me, not only
demanded admiration but inspired rever-
ence on almost every occasion. In inti-
mate association, the movements of his
body and the gestures of his arms and
hands were so pleasing that all impres-
sions of ungainliness were swept away.
So I say, Mr. Lincoln was singularly
graceful.

Is it any wonder then that when some
years ago [ stood before that statue of
some imagined Lincoln which Barnard
had brought forth, and patiently studied
it, the result was to produce in me a feel-
ing of profound sorrow that such a gro-
tesque caricature should ever have been
made of the man. whom 1 knew personally
and loved so well?

Mr. Lincoln's hands and feet were
large, but not unduly so in proportion to
the size of his body. And many large
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things, even though nol symmetrically
beautiful in themselves, can be graceful
both in repose and in the delicate curves
and the sensitiveness of their movements.

Mr. Lincoln's walk, whether while
quictly moving about his office, on the
street, or on more stately occasions, was
most dignified, easy, natural, and pleas-
ing. His head was usually bent a trifle
forward but not bowed, except on special
occasions. There was, to me at least, no
evidence of loose joints, jerky movement,
or clumsiness, At one time I saw him
under circumstances which, if any could
bring out those reputed defects in his car-
riage, should have done so. It was at
a meeting of the Houses of Congress,
gathered in the House of Representatives
to celebrate some victory of the war.
The chamber was packed, and the gal-
leries overflowed with men and women.
I sat ina front-row seat. The door opened
on the opposite side, and as the Marine
Hand played “Hail to the Chief,” Mr.
Lincoln entered. The whole audience
rose and cheered. He glanced up at the
throng and there appeared on his coun-
tenance a bright, beautiful, but gentle
smile of thanks, nothing more. In a mo-
ment this was gone, and holding himself
perfectly erect, with an expression of un-
concern and self-possession, he walked
across the hall up to the speaker’s desk
with a simple grandeur and profound dig-
nity that would be difhcult for any one to
surpass.

At another time I saw what at first
surprised me greatly. It was at the great
review of General McClellan's Army of
the Potomac, that army that had been
getting ready so long. Seventy-five thou-
sand men of all arms were gathered on
the Virginia plain, and a throng had come
out from the capital to see them. In a
little carriage my father, mother, and I
were among the spectators. We were
placed within twenty feet of where the
President’s carriage stood, The military
spectacle was of course inspiring, but
what interested me more was obzerving
Mr. Lincoln’s part in the grand review,

Only lately 1 was asked, here in New
York, whether it was true that Mr. Lin-
coln wenl to that review dressed in an
uh],}-cllm\‘ish]inen suit, It wasnot. He
was dressed in his accustomed black
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broadcloth, long frock coat, and usual
high silk hat, this time a new one.

I was close enough to him to clearly
note his every movement and see the ex-
pression of his face. As the commander-
in-chief of the army and navy of the
United States rode down that long line,
mounted on a magnificent charger, fol-
lowed by the general and his staff, he sat
and rode his horse as if it were the one
thing in the world he knew how to do. He
sat perfectly erect, not stiffly, but at per-
fect ease, and in all that throng of trained
military men there was not a general who
bore himself with more, no;, not as much,
dignity, and rode with more true mili-
tary bearing than the President.

This was one time when I saw him, as
he rode down the line, when his face
seemed never to change. His eyes then
were not listless, his whole countenance
beamed with one expression—that of
pride in the thoroughly organized army
that he believed would bring victory.

After the review was over the single
road leading from where we were was
filled with carriages bound for Washing-
ton., My father whipped his horse in
line immediately behind the carriape of
the President. It has always been a

-wonder to me that after that military
pageant the commander-in-chief of the
army was not provided with a cavalry
escort to clear the way and protect him
from possible accident. His carriage was
merely one in a long line of similar car-
riages hurrying home as best they could.
John Hay sat on the back seat with the
President. As the procession ahead
slowed up or halted, Mr. Hay turned
round and raised his hand in warning to
us not to run over them.

I have =aid that Mr. Lincoln’s move-
ments were graceful. What is it that
compels me to declare that his face, to me
at least, was beautiful 7 Apain, beautiful
may be-a strong word to use, but I do not
mean “pretty.”” No! not anything so
COMmMImon.

I know his cheekbones were too promi-
nent, his cheeks somewhat sunken, his
mouth large and at times *ungainly,"” his
chin, especially with the whiskers he wore,
appeared too far out from his mouth, his
whaole face furrowed (but not nearly so
deep as generally supposed), and his eyes
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“half listless.” This latter, however, not
always so even when inactive, but only on
special occasions,

I saw him when he was cheerful, gay,
convulsed in hilarious laughter; saw him
when he was being twitted by a friend,
when he was humorously acknowledging
the justice of that twitting; saw him
when he was sad and sorrowful, sad from
his own sorrows, sad for the sorrows of
others, sad and at the same time cheerful
for his sick and wounded boys in blue,
sad and worried over the suffering of his
country. I saw all these moods at various
times; and each and every feature of his
face exactly as it was, but there was a
something that came out from behind
them, and spoke not in words, but shone
and spoke through them by means of
them, and turned them all into real beau-
ty. And in all these moods, first or last,
that spirit of beauty which I saw spread
over his whole countenance and drew one
to him as by the power of magic.

It was when sitting perfectly quiet,
listening to some important statement or
argument, studying some complex prob-
lem, that those features which have been
called ungainly showed more plainly. At
such times the furrows of his face seemed
deeper, the eyes more listless, and the
large mouth looked larger and more illy
formed, but as he gathered the meaning
of what was being =aid and seemed to be
formulating his reply, the eyes began to
open and vou first saw the twinkle of
stars, then the furrows in his cheeks al-
most disappeared, the mouth seemed to
be completely re-formed,a light broke out,
spreading all over his face, In important
cases of discussion his eyes flashed verita-
ble fire as he spoke, and, as has been said
by another, there came from that mouth
“flashes of genius and burning words,
revelations as it were from the unknown.”
Then it was that the beauty which I saw
was sublime,

If the matter in hand was of a lighter
vein, the same awakening came, but the
brighter light of his face turned into that
charming smile, gentle, evasive, or spar-
kling and humorous, which always ap-
peared to me so bewitching. So, when-
ever I happened to be near him and at
first saw that sorrowful, depressed, far-
away expression we have heard =o much
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about and which under the burdens he
was bearing did darken hiz face fre-
guently, T had only to wait, sometimes
only moments, until the real spirit of the
man, his hopefulness, his trustfulness, his
cheerfulness, returned and each feature
regained its share of that real beauty of
soul that shone through them, which held
me and every one who knew him so firm-
ly and drew me to him by some very
natural yet magical power that swept
away every impression and memory of
his appearance except that of beauty.

I was once asked to examine a collec-
tion of more than one hundred original
photographs of Mr. Lincoln and pick out
the one I thought the best likeness of the
man as | had known him. In many of
them 1 could see a perfect picture of his
face as I had seen him (af times), but none
of these was my Lincoln nor was it the
Lincoln as the other men of those days
knew him.

The picture I was looking for was one
that showed something of the spirit of the
man as | have feebly attempted to de-
scribe it. At last T found it. It was the
same one I had had in my collection—so
unfortunately burned—and which I had
cherished since 1861.

It is true that this photograph was
taken before the burdens of the Civil
War had pressed so heavily upon him,
but all the earnestness of his character is
there, some of the sadness, and much of
the brightness and joyfulness of his spirit
(although it does seem suppressed), and
some little, also, of that light which I
have spoken of as coming out through
those rugged features. This picture
comes nearer than any photograph of
which I know in portraving something of
that startling magical power which drew
all men to him and held them enchanted
when in his presence, even though the
“beauty,” which 1 saw, of sparkling eye
and smile, may be lacking.

Every one remembers the account
given of the night in November, 1864,
when the returns were coming in from
the election, and how it seemed to others,
especially to the secretary of war, that
Mr. Lincoln gave so little heed to the
momentous occasion as he sat reading a
humorous story. But that Mr. Lincoln
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from the very first was most deeply in-
terested in the prospects and outcome of
that second election, the following inci-
dent, in my father's intercourse with the
President, will show.

Calling one day at the White House, in
May, 1864, about eleven o'clock, he
found the anteroom and passages filled.
Men and women, well dressed and not so
well, from all parts of the country, with
not a few officials in civil stations and
some with shoulder-straps and brass but-
tons, were among the eaper multitude.
Many had sent in their cards or letters,
and others were sending them. This
privilege was denied to no one, but it was
not “ First come, first served.”” The Presi-
dent received those whom he wished to
see, regardless of who might be waiting,
however exalted their positions may have
been ; so my father decided to try a little
Ystrategy.”

Each winter throughout the war, he
had been living in Kentucky, associated
with some of the political and ministerial
leaders of that State. He knew that Mr.
Lincoln was looking forward to a nomina-
tion for re-election, at the coming Balti-
more Convention, and only a few days
before my father had received in Wash-
ington a letter from a distinguished
citizen of Kentucky giving his views on
the prospects of the approaching political
campaign there. The Kentucky State
elections occurred in August, The writer
of that letter was the Reverend Robert J.
Breckinridge, D.D., who afterward be-
came temporary chairman of the Balti-
more Convention which nominated Mr,
Lincoln for his second term. My father’s
little strategy was simply sending in his
card, with this inscription: “With a letter
from Doclor R. J. Breckinridge on the
political situation in Kentucky.”

In a very few minutes the messenger
returned and called aloud for “Daoctor
Stanton,” and he was admitted at once,
A delegation firom Arkansas was just re-
tiring. When they had gone, the Presi-
dent welcomed him in the most cordial
manner. The position of Dector Breckin-
ridge, a Southern man, upon the war had
become well known throughout the coun-
try by means of his vigorous articles
appearing in the Danville (uarferly Re-
view in favor of the Union cause. He
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differed from the President touching the
policy of his Emancipation Proclamation
and had published his dissenting views,
but he remained his firm friend notwith-
standing this difference, and was heartily
in favor of his renomination at Baltimore.
All this the President well knew and
hence, apparently, his eagerness to see
the letter which my father had. As he
was more familiar with the handwriting
and as the letter was addressed to him,
he proposed to read it. “No,” said the
President, ““let me take it; I have never
seen a letter from the old Kentucky
patriarch, and I wish to see how he
writes.” He read the letter with great
earnestness. It called the President’s at-
tention to what the writer in several par-
ticulars deemed essential to the political
welfare of Kentucky. The President
conversed for some time with my father
on his views of the same questions, and
with great interest on the ‘affairs of what
he said he was proud-to call his native
State, declaring that its course had often
embarrassed and sometimes puzzled him,
and added: “Tell the old doctor that
each of his suggestions shall be remem-
bered and complied with as far as pos-
sible; and especially tell him that when
he comes to the Convention he must call
and see me.” They had never met up to
that time.

It thus seems that evén Mr. le:uln
was_politically human, and that he at-
tended to the repair of his political fences
while distinguished visitors waited, how-
ever impatiently, in the anteroom.

One small incident in the life of Mr.
Lincoln has always been a preat comfort
to me. I was not present at the time it
occurred, so I will give it in the words of
my father, written soon after and found
among his papers:

On one occasion the President gave me what
he was pleased to call an account of his * progress
i spelling.”  The incident reveals the remearkable
simplicity of Mr. Lincoln, and the open-hearted-
ness of the man. It shows, moreover, his freedom
of intercourse with a private citizen, divested of
that stateliness of which some of his predecessors
who have held his high office might have found it
maore difficult to relieve themselyes.

Having some business at the War Department,
and knowing that my success depended on the
President’s [avor, and not being personally ac-
quainted with the Secretary of War [Edwin M.
Stanton and Dr. Stanton were not relatives|, 1
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called on the President for his aid, At thisinter-
view no visitor was present but m}'_ﬂi."lL After
stating my case and finding the President favor-
ahly dﬁpnqul T asked him if he would speak llJ
the Secretary in my behalf, “Certainly I will,"
zaid he. Pausing a moment, he added: "(‘-Ir
what 15 better, I wall write him a note. Sit down
and T will write it-now.”

e went to his desk and began writing, and
in a few moments turned to me, looking up over
his spectacles, and without my having the least
premonition of what was coming, said:

“Ob-sta-cle; 15 that the way you spell ob-
stacle?”

T was so disconcerted at this sudden and unex-
pected fquestion that for the instant I was silent.
Kqﬂl]i II'I_H' I'I"i\ I.L'II'.IILI'HH]I"I I.'IL ]'le d.{ﬂ'-rl E'I]b- I'.H'_'I'.I E.nl'l.
turned hie revolving chair 2o as to face me, when,
having recovered myeelf, I said; “1 believe that
iz right, Mr. Prrsidcnt.“

He then said: *“When I wnte an official letter,
I want to be sure it is correct, and T find T am
sometimes puzzled to know how to spell the most
common word.™

On my stating that this was not an unusual ex-
perience with many persons, he said: “1 found
about twenty years ago, that I had been spelling
one word wrong all my life up to that time.”

“What word is that, Mr. President?” T in-
quired. “Itiszery,” he said. “T used always to
spell it with two r's—s-e-r-r-v. - And then there
was another word which I found [ had been
sp-ellmg wrong until I came here to the White
House,"”

- On my inquiry for the word, he smd

“It 15 appﬂrrr:mh I had always spelled it
op-per-lunity.”

In relating each of these instances af his * prog-
resz in spelling,’” a= he called it, the President
1aughcd heartily, spoke of the impormnce of giv-
ing.atténtion to orthography, and then finished
his-letter to the Secretary of War, and handed it
to me with a warm expression of hope that my
mission might be -:uu.e:.:i’ul It was.

The last time I met Mr. Lincoln in his
private office at the White House, and
spent some time with him, was in June,
1864, though I saw him and met him
many times afterward.

We called in company with the Honor-
able Jesse L. Williams, of Indiana, a few
days previous to the time of the meeting
of the Baltimore Convention, at which
Mr. Lincoln was nominated for a second
term.  Judge Williams was an old-time
personal friend of the President. He had
been a member of the Chicago Conven-
tion when Mr. Lincoln was first nomi-
nated, and was now earnestly working to
the end that he might be the nominee at
Baltimore. Judge Williams held the of-
fice, under Mr. Lincoln’s appointment, of
government director of the Union Pacific
Railway. He was on the most intimate
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and familiar terms with the President,
and their social intercourse was always of
the most free and cordial character.

When he arrived at the White House
we were admitted at once into the Presi-
dent’s room. When we entered there
were two other gentlemen present, one a
Mr. Ferry of Illinois, a delegate to the
Baltimore Convention. Who the other
was I have forgotten, but they soen de-
parted, leaving us alone with Mr, Lin-
coln.

‘This particular call by Judge Williams
and my father was for the purpose of dis-
cussing two special features of the then
political and military situation, of deep
interest to them at that time: the coming
Baltimore Convention, and certain mat-
ters connected with the military govern-
ment of the border States, particularly
Kentucky and Missouri, as to the acts
and preaching of some ministers of the
church in those States.

My father was a clergyman of the
Preshyterian Church, and at that time
wis professor of pastoral theology and
church government in the Danville Theo-
logical Seminary, Kentucky, and was in
the midst of, and directly connected with,
much of the troubles and discussions in
those border States. Judge Williams was
an elder in the same church,

Again I, of course, did not enter into
the conver‘-:.aunn or discussions of the in-
terview, but T sat within five feet of the
President, and again had the opportunity
to study at close range his manner, the
expression of his face, and every move-
ment of his body while sitting and also
while pacing the floor. The whole scene
was indelibly stamped on my memory,
and T clearlw, remember not only every-
thing directly connected with the Presi-
dent but also many of ;the details of the
conversation. DBesides this, I have other
notes of my father's and the exact words
quoted here from Mr, Lincoln are taken
from those old notes,

Oh the way up from Willard's Hofel
Judge Williams said to my father that he
had no doubt of Mr. Lincoln's nomina-
tion at Baltimore, either by acclamation
or on the first ballot, notwithstanding the
alienation of some prominent Republicans
in Conpress and elsewhere. He said, how-
ever, he thought he would have a little

amusement and “ rally the President” on
the subject.

As soon as we were seated he inquired of
him as to his prospects before the coming
convention. The President replied in his
quiet, undisturbed manner that he was
not at all anxious about the result; that
he wanted the people to be satisfied, but
&5 he “‘had his hand in,” he should like to
keep his place until the war was finished;
and vet, if the people wished a change in
the presidency, he had no complaint to
make.

“But,” said the judge, with a smile
and a peculiar twinkle of his eve, “the
Convention may be in doubt about vour
policy on some imporiant malters as to

conducting the war; and if so, what
then?"”

“What do you mean, judge? " said the
President.

“Well, Mr. President, I will be frank
with you," said the judge, in a hali-serious
tone: “I-have just been attending a very
dignified and earnest convention where
your opinions on the conduct of the war
have been somewhat canvassed, and I
found the body seriously divided in senti-
ment as to your position on one important
question.

“TIndeed,”
SUTprise me.
about it.”

“1 will. I have been attending the
meeting of the general assembly of the
Presbyterian Church, in Newark, New
Jersev, which has just adjourned: and
while there a wvery animated discussion
took place aboul your views on a certain
matter concerning the conduct of the
wir, and the body seemed unable to agree
as to where vou stood,™

*“That is strange! But how came thev
to concern themselves on the subject?”

“You know,” said the judge, *wvou
wrote a letter to General Curtis, when he
was in command at 5t. Louis, in reply to
his inguiry about how he should deal with
certain  disloval preachers who were
troubling Missouri.™

Some time before, it will be remem-
bered, Doctor McPheeters, a Preshy-
terian clergyman of 5t. Louis, had been
ordered out of Missouri by f_rmLHI Cur-
tis for alleged acts of 1L|'-.Eu:., ity to the
United States Government. The general

saidd
But out with it.

the FPresident, “vou
Tell us all
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then wrote to the President for instruc-
tions in similar cases. The letter of Mr.
Lincoln in reply was the one in which he
had used the phrase—which afterward
became famous by its frequent quotation
—that ““the government could not afford
to run the churches.” The Presbytery
of St. Louis had taken some action i re-
gard to Doctor McPheeters and his case
had pone up to the general assembly,
which met in Newark in May, 1864.
The President’s letter to General Curtis
was read there, on the trial of Doctor
McPhecters, and this was the letter to
which Judge Williams alluded.

“Yes, I remember that letter,”
the President.

“Well,"” said the judge, “on the trial
of Doctor McPheeters by the general as-
sembly, your letter to General Curtis
was read. But the curious part of the
affair was this: One party read one por-
tion of vour letter and claimed that the
President was on their side, and the other
party read another portion of the same
letter and claimed that the President was
on their side. So it seems, Mr. President,
that it is not so easy to tell where you
stand.”

At this I‘I.Ir Lincoln joined in a hearty
laugh, not one of his vivid, comprehensive
smiles, but a real R}Ut‘upﬂl\i_‘ﬂ hearty laugh,
and then told the following story:

“That reminds me forcibly,” he said,
“of what occurred many years ago m
Ilinois. A farmer and his son were out
in the woods one day, hunting a sow. At
length, after a long and fruitless search,
they came to what they call *a branch’
out there, where they found hog tracks
and rootings-out for some distance on
both sides of the hr.inch ‘Now, John,'
said the old man, ‘vou take up on this
side of the branch and I'll go up t "other,
for I believe the old critter is on 1:-[:1;11
sides,””

Of course, the rest of us laughed hearti-
Iy, but Mr. Lincoln, as 1 distinctly recall
it, only smiled. As his story was drawing
to a close, his face lit up and a faint smile
began to appear which increased at the
end and broadened as the others laughed.

It has been said that Mr. Lincoln was
so depressed by the actuality of the war
that he never really laughed outright.
That is a mistake. I saw him and heard

said
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him laugh heartily and loudly more than
once during those darkest days. To me
he had three distinct smiles. The first
was when speaking he seemed to wish
to impress you with the interest he had
im you. This smile was very faint, but
beautiful and bewitching. The second
was much more open and broad, and
when listening to another speak. The
laughter came when that other turned a
humorous point, and particularly when
that point was turned against the Presi-
dent. Of the third smile I shall speak in
a moment.

It was not my pleasure to know Mrs.
Lincoln perzonally, but I saw her many
times under varied circumstances. She
was a much maligned and misunderstood
woman.

For many months, during the war, I
acted as a volunteer visiting day nurse in
the hospitals in Washington and George-
town. I assisted the regular nurses, and
occasionally helped the surgeons, and
did my little bit to cheer the sick and
wounded. So that T saw some things
that the public could not see. Many
times I saw Mrs. Lincoln come to those
hospitals, go through the wards distribut-
ing flowers, little gifts, kind words, smiles,
and sympathy to the suffering heroes.
And these little acts were done in a man-
ner that, it would seem to me, they could
not have been done except by one whose
whole heart was in the cause and in the
same way as that of her husband, and
whose love and active help were given
freely and sincerely to those suffering
bovs in blue,

It was on similar occasions that T was
cnabled to note that third smile on Mr.
Lincoln's face, of which I have spoken.
He also came to the hospitals frequently,
sometimes with his wife, but usually
alone, when I saw him.

As he alighted from his carriage and
entered the building, particularly toward
the end of the war, I was impressed by the
sagness of his countenance. It seemed
as though all the suffering in that hos-
pital had come out to meet him and had
entered into his face. As he went along
the rows of cots, pausing here and there
and leaning over some especially suffer-
ing lad to speak a kind word or two, the
sadness of his face did not entirely dis-
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appear, but over it came a light and such

a bright, cheering, though gentle smile
tha.t his whole countenance was illumined
by something more than human interest,
as sympathy and love came out to the
boy, from his very soul. Those were some
of the times when I felt that no one could
see in that charming face anything ex-
cept beauty.

On the night of April 14, 1865, T was
nowhere near Ford's Theatre. We were
living then in the old home on North B
Street, Capitol Hill. Everything was so
quiet there that we did not hear of the
tragedy of the night until the next morn-
ing. As soon as possible 1 went down to
the neighborhood of the theatre, What
surprised me most was the smallness of
the crowd gathered there at that lime.
I had no difficulty in moving about close
to the steps of the house opposite, where
the remains of the President still lay. 1
stood wvery close to those steps until
finally there came out that little band of
mourners and gently placed the body of
the murdered President in the hearse.

What surprised me most, as I think of
that day, was the small number of fol-
lowers that accompanied that sad little
procession. There were so0 few people
that followed, 1 was able to walk close to
the carriages and at times I was so near
that I could have laid mv hand on the
wheel of the hearse. 1 followed all the
way to the White House grounds. Nor

did the crowd increase to any great pro-
portions, as we neared the end,

At the east gate of the White House,
there were soldiers and no one was ad-
I had gone a

mitted to the grounds.

little ahead and stood on the pavement
close to the gate. This absence of a
great crowd on such an occasion was not
due to any want of interest or sympathy,
but was rather caused, as it seemed to me,
biv the terrible shock that had passed over
the city, and because every one was so
depressed that but few had the desire to
rush forward to form or join a crowd.
Those on the sidewalks stopped and with
bowed and uncovered heads stood still
in silence and grief. That there were so0
few gathered at the gate of the White
House grounds, this little incident will
show,

I had pushed forward and taken my
place on the sidewalk close to the carriage-
way, and turning to look at the little
funeral cortége approaching, 1 saw an
old negro woman, a typical Southern
cook, her head wrapped in a red-and-yel-
low bandanna, and her large blue-and-
white kitchen apron still on, come running
across the street. She passed in front of
the hearse and had no difficulty in taking
her place beside me within two feet of
where it would pass.

Even at that early hour the negroes
of the capital had been stunned, then
driven toalmost frenzy, by the rumor that
now Mr. Lincoli? was dead they would all
be put back into slavery,

As the little procession passed in, great
tears rolled down the cheeks of that old
negress, and she gathered her big apron
over her face and sobbed aloud. Then
there scemed to come to her soul a great
light and a great courage. She dropped
her apron and said in a firm though
broken woice: “They needn't to crow
vet., Guod ain't dead!”
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ILLusTRATION BY HARRY TOWNSEND

ERY afterncon at four
n'cl::n:L m:cept W hen the
bad—
autumn, w lnlcr and spring
—old Mr. chr}r McCain
drove up to the small, dis-
creet, polished front door, in the f«nmll
dlscreet fashionable street in which lived
fairly old Mrs. Thomas Denby; got out,
went up the white marble steps, rang tht
bell, and was admitted into the narrow
but charming hall—dim turquoise-blue
velvet panelled into the walls, an etching
or two: Whistler, Brangwyn—by a trim
parlor-maid. Ten generations, at least,
of trim parlor-maids had opened the door
for Mr. McCain, They had seen the
sparkling victoria change, not too quickly,
to a plum-colored limousine; they had
seen Mr. McCain become perhaps a trifle
thinner, the color in his-¢heeks become a
trifle more confined and fixed, his white
hair grow somewhat sparser, but beyond
that they had seen very little indeed, al-
though, when they had left Mr. McCain
in the drawing-room with the announce-
ment that Mrs. Denby would be down
immediately, and were once again seeking
the back of the house, no doubt their eve-
brows, blonde, brunette, or red, apexed
to a r]ur."»lmmng angle,

In the manner of vouth the par!ur-
maids had come, worked, fallen in love
and departed, hut Mr. Mu:(_‘ain, in the
manner of increasing age, had if anything
grown more faithful and exact to the mo-
ment.  If he were late the fraction of five
minutes, one suspected that he regretted
it, that it came near to spoiling his entire
afternoon,  He was not articulate, but
occasionally he expressed an idea and the
most common was that he *liked his
things as he liked them'; his eggs, in
other words, boiled just so long, no more

after sixty years of inner debate on the
subject he had apparently arrived at the
conclusion that boiled eggs were the only
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kind of eggs permissible—his life punctual
and serene. The smallest manifestation
of unexpectedness disturbed him. Obvi-
ously that was one reason why, after a
vouth not altogether constant, he had
become =o utterly constant where Mrs.
Denby was concerned.  She had a quality
of perenniality, charming and assuring,
even to each strand of her delicate brown
hair. Grayness should have been creeping
upon her, but it was not. It was doubt-
ful if Mr. McCain permitted himself, even
secretly, to wonder why. Effects, fastid-
ious and constant, were all he demanded
from life,

This had been going on for twenty
years—this afternoon call: this slow drive
afterward in the park; this return by
dusk to the shining small house in the
shining small street; the good-by, reti-
cently 1r:ient as if it were not fu].h' Mr,
MecCain's intention to return again in the
evening. Mr. McCain would kiss Mrs.
Denby's hand—slim, lovely, with a single
gorgeous sapphire upon the third finger.
“ Good-by, my dear,” he would say, “you
have given me the most delightful aiter-
noon of my life.”” For a moment Mrs,
Dienby’s hand would linger on the bowed
head; then Mr. McCain would straighten
up, smile, square his shoulders in their
smart, young-looking coat, and depart to
his elub or the large, softly-lit house where
he dwelt alone. At dinner he would drink
two glasses of champagne. Before he
drained the last sip of the second pouring
he would hold the glass up to the fire, so
that the bronze coruscations at the heart
of the wine glowed like fireflies in a gold
dusk. One imagined him saying to
himself: " A perfect woman! A perfect
woman—Gaod bless her!”  Saying “God
bless " any one, mind you, with a distinct
warming of the heart, but a thoroughly
late-Victorian disbelief in any god to bless.

At least, you thought as much.

And, of course, one had not the slight-
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est notion whether he—old DMr. Henry
McCain—was aware that this twenty
years of devotion on his part to Mrs, Den-
by was the point upon which had come to
focus the not inconsiderable contempt and
hatred for him of his nephew Adrian.

It was an obvious convergence, this de-
votion of all the traits which composed, so
Adrian imagined, the despicable soul that
lay beneath his uncle's unangled exteri-
or: undeviating self-indulgence; secrecy;
utter selfishness—he was selfish even to
the woman he was supposed to love; that
is, if he was capahble of loving any one but
himseli—a bland hypocrisy; an unthink-
ing conformation to the dictates of an
unthinking world. The list could be mul-
tiplied. But to sum it up, here was epi-
tomized, beautifully, concretely, the main
and minor vices of a generation for which
Adrian found little pity in his heart; a
generation brittle as ice; a generation of
secret diplomacy; a generation that in its
vouth had covered a lack of bathing by
a vast amount of perfume. That was
it—! That expressed it perfectly! The
just summation! Camellias, and double
intentions in speech, and unnecessary reti-
cences, and refusals to meet the truth, and
a deliberate hiding of uglinesses !

Most of the time Adrian was too busy
to think akout his uncle at all—he was a
very busy man with his writing: journal-
istic writing; essays, political reviews,
propaganda—and because he was busy
he was usually well-content, and not
uncharitable, except professionally; but
once a month it was his duty to dine
with his uncle, and then, for the rest
of the night, he was disturbed, and
awoke the next morning with the dusty
feeling in his head of a man who has
heen slightly drunk. Old wounds were
recalled, old scars inflamed; a childhood
in which his uncle’s figure had represented
to him the terrors of sarcasm and repres-
sion; a vouth in which, as his guardian,
his uncle had deprecated all first fine hot-
bloodednesses and enthusiasms; a young
manhood in which he had been told cyni-
cally that the ways of society were good
ways, and that the object of life was mate-
rial advancement ; advice which had been
followed by the stimulus of an utter re-
fusal to assist financially except where
absolutely necessary., There had been
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willingness, you understand, to provide a
gentleman’s education, but no willingness
to provide bevond that any of a gen-
tleman’s perquisites. That much of his
early success had been due to this heroic
upbringing, Adrian was too honest not to
admit, but then—by God, it had been
hard ! All the color of youth! No time
to dream—except sorely ! Some warping,
some perversion ! A gasping, heart-break-
ing knowledge that vou could not possibly
keep up with the people with whom, para-
doxically enough, vou were supposed to
spend vour leisure hours. Here was the
making of a radical.  And yet, despite all
this, Adrian dined with his uncle once a
month.

The mere fact that this was so, that it
could be so, enraged him. It seemed a
renunciation of all he affirmed; an implicit
falsehood. He would have liked very
much Lo have got to his feet, standing
firmly on his two long, well-made legs,
and have once and for all delivered him-
sell of a Anal philippic. The philippic
would have ended something like this;

“ And this, sir, is the last time T sacrifice
any of my good hours to you, Not he-
cause vou are old, and therefore think you
are wise, when Y¥Ou are nol; no because
vou are blind and besotted and damned—
a trunk of a tree Alled with dry rot that
presently a clean wind will blow away;
not because vour opinions, and the opin-
fons of all like vou, have long ago been
proven the lies and idiocies that they
are;, not even because vou haven't one
single real right leit to live—I haven't
come to tell you these things, although
they are true, for you are past hope and
there is no use wasting words upon you;
I have come to tell you that you bore me
inexpressibly.  (That would be the most
dreadiul revenge of all.  He could see his
uncle’s face!} That you have a genius
for taking the wrong side of every ques-
tion, and I can ne longer endure it. |1
dissipate my time. Good-night 1"

He wouldn't have said il in quite so
stately a way, possibly; the sentences
woulid not have been quite so rounded,

but the context would have been the
SAMme,
Glorious: but it wasn't said,  Instead,

once @ month, he got into his dinner-
jacket, brushed his hair very sleckly,
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walked six blocks, said good-evening to
his uncle’s butler, and went on back to
the library, where, in a room rich with
costly bindings, and smelling pleasantly
of leather, and warmly vellow with the
lizht of two shaded lamps, he would find
his uncle reading before a crackling wood
fire. What followed was almost a for-
mula, an exquisite presentation of stately
manners, an exquisite aveidance of any
topic which might cause a real discussion.
The dinner was invariably gentle, persua-
sive, a thoughtful gastronomic achieve-
ment. Heaven might become confused
about its weather, and ahout wars, and
things like that, but Mr. McCain never
became confused about his menus, He
had a habit of commending wine. “Try
this claret, my dear fellow, I want your
opinion. . . . A drop of this Napoleonic
brandy won't hurt you a hit.” He even
sniffed the bouquet before each sip;
passed, that is, the glass under his nose
and then drank. But Adrian, with a pre-
conceived image of the personality back
of this, and the memory of too many
offences busy in his mind, saw nothing
quaint or amusing. His gorge -rose,
Damn his uncle's wines, and his mush-
rooms, and his soft-footed servants, and
his house of nuances and evasions, and his
white grapes, large and outwardly per-
fect, and inwardly sentimental as the gen-
eration whose especial fruit they were.
As for himself, he had a recollection of ten
vears of poverty alfter leaving college; a
recollection of sweat and indignities; he
had also a recollection of some poor peo-
ple whom he had known.

Afterward, when the dinner was over,
Adrian would go home and awake his
wife, Cecil, who, with the brutal honesty
of an honest woman, also some of the un-
generosity, had early in her married life
flatly refused any share in the ceremonies
described.  Cecil would lie in her small
white bed, the white of her boudeir-cap
losing itself in the white of the pillow, a
little sleepy and a little angrily perplexed
at the perpetual jesuitical philosophy of
the male. "If vou feel that way,” she
would ask, “why do vou go there, then?
Why don't you banish yvour uncle ut-
terly 7" She asked this not without mal-
ice, her long, violet, Slavic eves widely
open, and her red mouth, a trifle too large,

perhaps, a trifle cruel, fascinatingly inter-
rogative over her white teeth. She loved
Adrian and had at times, therefore, the
right and desire to torture him. She knew
perfectly well why he went. He was his
uncle’s heir, and until such time as money
and other anachronisms of the present so-
cial system were done away with, there
was no use throwing a fortune into the
gutter, even if by your own efforts vou
were making an income just sufficiently
large to keep up with the increased cost
of living.

Sooner or later Adrian's mind reverted
to Mrs, Denby. This was usually after
he had been in bed and had been thinking
for a while in the darkness. He could not
understand Mrs. Denby. She affronted
hiz modern habit of thought.

“The whole thing is so silly and ad-
ventitious !"

“What thing?"

Adrian was aware that his wife knew
exactly of what he was talking, but he had
come to expect the guestion. *Mrs.
Denby and my uncle.”” He would grow
rather gently cross. “It has always re-
minded me of those present-day sword
and-cloak romances fat business men used
to write about ten vears ago and sell so
enormously—there's an atmosphere of un-
necessary intrigue. What's it,all about?
Here's the point! Why, if she felt this
way about things, didn't she divorce
that gentle drunkard of a husband of
hers years ago and marry my uncle out-
right and honestly? Or why, if she
couldn’t get a divorce—which she could—
didn’t she leave her hubsand and go with
my uncle? Anything in the open! Make
a break—have some courage of her opin-
ions! Smash things; build them up
again! Thank God nowadays, at least,
we have come to believe in the cleanness
of surgery rather than the concealing pal-
liatives of medicine. We're no longer—
we modern people—afraid of the world;
and the world can never hurt for any
length of time any one who will stand up
to it and tell it courageously to go to hell.
No! It comes back and licks hands.

“I'll tell you why. My uncle and Mrs.
Denby are the typical moral cowards of
their generation, There's selfishness, too.
What a travesty of love! Of course
there’s scandal, a perpetual scandal; but
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it's a hidden, sniggering scandal they
don't have to meet face to face; and that’s
all they ask of life, they, and people like
themm—never to have to meet anything
face to face. So long as they can bury
their heads like ostriches! . .. Faugh!”
There would be a moment's silence; then
Adrian would complete his thought. *In
my uncle’s case,”” he would grumble in
the darkness, “one phase of the selfish-
ness is obvious. He couldn’t even get
himself originally, 1 suppose, to face the
inevitable matter-of-fact moments of
marriage. It began when he was middle-
aged, a bachelor—I suppose he wants the
sort of Dlon Juan, eightecn-eighty, per-
petual sort of romance that doesn’t exist
outside the brains of himself and his like,

. » Camellias!™

Usually he tried to stir up argument
with his wife, who in these matters agreed
with him utterly; even more than agreed
with him, since she was the escaped
daughter of rich and stodgy people, and
had insisted upon earning her own liv-
ing by portrait-painting. Theoretically,
therefore, she was, of course, an anar-
chist. But at moments like the present
her silent assent and the aura of slight
weariness over an ancient subject which
emanated from her in the dusk, afironted
Adrian as much as positive opposition.

“Why don't you try to understand
me? 1

“T do, dearest !"—a pathetic attempt
at eager agreement.

Well, then, if you do, why is the tone
of your voice like that? You know by
now what I think. I'm not talking con-
vention; [ believe there are no laws higher
than the love of a man for a woman. It
should seek expression as a seed seeks
sunlight. I'm talking about honesty;
bravery; a willingness to accept the con-
sequences of one's acts and come through;
about the intention to sacrifice for love
just what has to be sacrificed. What's
the use of it otherwise? That's one real
advance the modern mind has made, any-
how, despite all the rest of the welter and
uncertainty.”

“0Of course, dearest.”

He would go on. After a while Cecil
would awake guiltily and inject a fresh,
almost gay interest into her sleepy voice.
She was not so unfettered as not to dread

] -_F)

the wounded esteem of the unlistened-to

male. She would lean over and kiss
Adrian,
*Do go to sleep, darling! What's the

sense? Pretty soon your uncle will be
dead—wretched old man! Then you'll
never have to think of him again.”” Being
a childless woman, her red, a trifle cruel
mouth, would twist itself in the darkness
into a small, secretive, maternal smile.

But old Mr. Henry McCain didn’t die;
instead he seemed to be caught up in the
condition of static good health which
frequently companions entire selfishness
and a careful interest in oneself. His
butler died, which was very annoving.
Mr. McCain seemed to consider it the
breaking of a promise made fifteen or so
yvears before. It was endlessly a trouble
instructing a new man, and then, of
course, there was Adlington’s family to be
looked after, and taxes had gone up, and
Mrs. Adlington was a stout woman whao,
despite the fact that Adlington, while
alive, had frequently interrupted Mr, Mc-
Cain's breakfast newspaper reading by
asserting that she was a person of no
character, now insisted upon weeping
noisily every time Mr. McCain granted
her an interview. Also, and this was
equally unexpected, since one rather
thought he would go on living forever,
like one of the damper sort of fungi, Mr.
Dienby came home from the club one
rainy spring night with a slight cold and
died, three days later, with extraordinary
gentleness.

“My uncle,” said Adrian, *is one by
one losing his accessories.  After a while
it will be his teeth.”

Cecil was perplexed. “I don’t know
exactly what to do,” she complained. *'1
don't know whether to treat Mrs. Denby
as a bereaved aunt, a non-existent family
skeleton, or a released menace. 1 dare
say now, pretty soon, she and yvour uncle
will be marricd. Meanwhile, I suppose
it is rather silly of me not to call and see
if T can help her in any way. After all,
we do know her intimately, whether we
want to or not, don’t we? We meet her
about all the time, even if she wasn't mo-
toring over to vour uncle's place in the
summer when we stop there.”

So she went, being fundamentally
kindly and fundamentally curious. She
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spoke of the expedition as “a descent
upon Fair Rosamund's tower."”

The small, yvellow-panelled drawing-
room, where she awaited Mrs. Denby’s
coming, was lit by a single silver vase-
lamp under an orange shade and by a
fire of thin logs, for the April evening was
damp with a hesitant rain. On the table,
near the lamp, was a silver vase with three
vellow tulips in it, and Cecil, wandering
about, came upon a double photograph
frame, back of the vase, that made her
gasp. She picked it up and stared at it.
Between the alligator edgings, facing each
other obliquely, but with the greatest
amity, were Mr. Thomas Denby in the
fashion of ten vears before, very hand-
S0IME, VEry wfll—grmmed mth the star-
tled E‘Hprﬁ'ﬁqmﬂ which any definite with-
drawal from his potational pursuits was
likely to produce upon his countenance,
and her uncle-in-law, Mr. Henry McCain,
also in the fashion of ten vears back. She
was holding the photographs up to the
light, her lips still apart, when she heard
a sound behind her, and, putting the
frame back guiltily, turned about. Mrs.
Denby was advancing toward her. She
seemed entirely unaware of Cecil’s mal-
feasance; she was smiling faintly; her
hand was cordial, grateful.

“You are very good,” she murmured.
“Sit here by the fire. We will have some
tea directly.”

Cecil could not but admit that she was
very lovely; particularly lovely in the
black of her mourning, with her slim neck,
rising up from its string of pearls, to a
head small and like a delicate white-and-
gold flower. An extraordinarily well-bred
woman, a sort of misty Du Maurier wom-
an, of a type that had become almost non-
existent, if ever it had existed in its per-
fection at all. And, curiously enough, a
woman whose bf:ﬂuh secmed to have been
sharpened by many fine-drawn renunci-
ations. Now she looked at her hands as
if expecting Cecil to say something.

*1 think such calls as this are always
very useless, but then——"

“ Exactly—but then! They mean more
than anything else in the world, don't
they? When one reaches fifty-five one is
not always used to kindness. . . . You
are very kind. . . " She raised her eyes.

Cecil experienced a sudden impulsive
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warmth. ‘“‘After all, what did she or any
one else know about other peoples’ lives?
Pm:r souls| What a base thing life often
W "I.'H

“T want you to understand that we are
always so glad, both Adrian and myself.

Any time we can help in any way,
you know—"

“Yes, I think youwould, You—I have
watched vou both, You don’t mind, do
you? I think you're both rather great
people—at least, my idea of greatness.”

Cecil’s eves shone just a little; then she
sat back and drew together her eager,
rather childish mouth. This wouldn't
do! She had not come here to encourage
sentimentalization. With a determined
effort she liited her mind outside the cir-
cle of commiseration which threatened to
surround it. She deliberately reset the
conversation to impersonal limits. She
was sure that Mrs. Denby was aware of
her intention, adroitly concealed as it
was, This made her uncomfortable,
ashamed. And vet she was irritated with
herseli. Why should she particularly care
what this woman thought in ways as sub-
tle as this? Obvious kindness was her
intention, not mental charity pursued
into tortuous by-paths. And, besides, her
frank, boyish cynicism, its wariness, re-
volted, even while she felt herself flat-
tered at the prospect of the confidences
that seemed to tremble on Mrs. Denby's
lips. It wouldn't do to *let herself in for
anything”’; to “give herself away.” No
She adopted a manner of cool, entirely re-
flective kindliness. But all along she was
not sure that she was thoroughly success-
ful. There was a lingering impression
that Mrs. Denby was penetrating the sur-
face to the unwilling interest beneath.
Cecil suspected that this woman was
trained in discriminations and half-lights
to which she and her generation had joy-
fully made themselves blind. She felt
uncomfortably young; a little bit smiled
at in the most kindly of hidden ways.
Just as she was leaving, the subversive
softness came close to her again, like a
wave of too much perfume as you open a
church-door; as if some one were trying
to embrace her against her will,

“You will understand,” said Mrs.
Denby, “that you have done the very
nicest thing in the world. I am horribly
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lonely, T have few women friends. Per-
haps it is too much to ask—but if you
could call again sometime. Yes ... I
would appreciate it so greatly.”

She let go of Cecil's hand and walked
to the door, and stood with one long arm
raised against the curtain, her face turned
toward the w1l

“There is no use,’" she said, “in at-
tempting to hide my husband’s life, for
every one knows what it was, but then—
yes, I think you will understand. Tam a
childless woman, you see; he was infinitely

thetic."

Cecil felt that she must run away, in-
stantly. “I do—" she said brusquely.
“T understand more than other women.
Perfectly ! Good-by !

She found hersell brushing past the lat-
est trim parlor-maid, and out once more
in the keen, sweet, voung dampness. She
strode briskly down the deserted street.
Her fine bronze evebrows were drawn
down to where they met. “Good Lord !
Damn !"—Cecil swore very prettily and
modernly—"What rotten taste! Not
frankness, whatever it might seem out-
wardly; not frankness, but devious ex-
cuses! Some more of Adrian’s hated
past-generation stuff! And yet—no!
The woman was sincere—perfectly ! She
had meant it—that about her hushand.
And she was lovely—and she was fine,
too! It wasimpossible todenyit. But—
a childless woman! About that drunken
tailor's model of a husband! And then—
Uncle Henry! . ., ." Cecil threw back
her head; her eyes gleamed in the wet ra-
diance of a corner lamp; she laughed
without making a sound, and entirely
without amusement.

But it is not true that good health is
static, no matter how carefully looked
after. And, despite the present revolt
against the Greek spirit, Time persists in
being bigotedly Greek. The tragedy—
provided one lives long enough—is always
plaved out to its logical conclusion.  For
every hour you have spent, no matter how
quietly or beautifully or wisely, Nemesis
takes toll in the end. You peter out;
the engine dulls; the sh:mng coin Wears
thin. If it's onhr that it is all right; vou
are fortunate if you don’t become greasy,
too, or blurred, or scarred. And Mr. Mc-
Cain had not spent all his hours wisely or

beautifully, or even quietly, underneath
the surface. He suddenly developed
what he called *acute indigestion.”
“Odd!” he complained, “and exceed-
ingly tiresome! I've been able to eat
like an ostrich all my life.” Adrian
smiled covertly at the simile, but his uncle
wias unaware that it was because in
Adrian’s mind the simile applied to his
uncle’s conscience, not his stomach.

It was an odd disease, that “acule in-
digestion.” It manifested itsglf by an
abrupt tragic stare in Mr. McCain’s eyes,
a whiteness of cheek,a clutching at the left
side of the breast; it resulted also in his
beginning to walk very slowly indeed.
Omne day Adrian met Carron, his uncle's
physician, as he was leaving a club after
luncheon. Carron stopped him.  * Look
here, Adrian,” he said, *is that new man
of vour uncle's—that valet, or whatever
he is—a good man?"

Adrian smiled, “I didn’t hire him,”
he answered, “and I couldn’t discharge
him if 1 wanted—in fact, any suggestion
of that kind on my part, would lead to
his employment for life. Why?”

“ Because,” said Carron, * he impresses
me as being rather young and flighty, and
some day your uncle is going to die sud-
denly. He may last five years; he may
snuff out to-merrow. It's his heart.”
His lips twisted pitvingly. * He prefers
to call it by some other name," he added,
“and he would never send for me again
if he knew I had told wou, but you ought

to know. He's a game old cock, isn't
her"

“Dh, very!” agreed Adrian. ‘‘Yes,
game! Very, indeed!”

He walked slowly down the sunlit
courtway on which the back door of the
club opened, swinging his stick and med-
itating. Spring was approaching its ze-
nith., In the warm May afternoon pig-
eons tumbled about near-by church spires
which cut brown inlays into the soft blue
skv. There was a feeling of open win-
dows; a sense of unseen tulips and hyva-
cinths; of people playing pianos. . . . Too
bad, an old man dving that way, hizs hand
furtively seeking his heart, when all this
spring was about! Terror in possession
of him, too! People like that hated to
die; they couldn’t see anything ahead.
Well, Adrian reflected, the real tragedy
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of it hadn’t been his fault. He had al-
ways been ready at the slightest signal to
forget almost everything—yes, almost
evervthing, Ewen that time when, as a
sweating newspaper reporter, he had, one
dusk, watched in the park his uncle and
Mrs. Denby drive past in the cool seclu-
sion of a shining victoria. Curious! In
itseli the incident was small, but it had
stuck in his memory more than others far
more serious, as concrete instances are
likely to?ir.w. . - » No, he wasn't sorry;
not a bit! He was glad, despite the hesi-
tation he experienged in saving to himself
the final word. *He had done his best,
and this would mean his own release and
Cecil’s.- It would mean at last the blessed
feeling that he could actually afford a
holiday, and a little unthinking laughter,
and, at thirty-nine, the dreams for which,
at twenty-five, he had never had full time.
He walked on down the courtway more
biriskly.

That Saturday night was the night he
dined with his uncle. It had turned very
warm; unusually warm for the time of
yvear. ‘When he had dressed and had
sought out Cecil to say good-by to her he
found her by the big studio window on
the top floor of the apartment where they
lived. She was sitting in the window-
seat, her chin cupped in her hand, look-
ing out over the city, in the dark pool
of which lights were beginning to open
like vellow water-lilies. Her white arm
gleamed in the gathering dusk, and she
was dressed in some diaphanous blue stuff
that enhanced the bronze of her hair.
Adrian took his place silently beside her
and leaned out. The air was very solt
and hot and embracing, and up here it
was very quiet, as if one floated above the
lower clouds of perpetual sound.

Cecil spoke at last. “It's lovely, isn't
it?"” she said. *I should have come to
find you, but I couldn’t. These first warm
nights! You really understand why peo-
ple live, after all, don't you? 1It's like a
pulse coming back to a hand you love,"
She was silent a moment. * Kiss me,”
she said, finally. “I1—I'm so glad I love
vou, and we're young."

He stooped down and put his arms
about her. He could feel her tremble,
How fragrant she was, and queer, and
mysterious, even if he had lived with her
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now for almost fifteen years! He was in-
finitely glad at the moment for his entire
life. He kissed her again, kissed her eyes,
and she went down the stairs with him to
the hall-door. She was to stop for him
at his uncle’s, after a dinner to which she
wag going.

Adrian lit a cigarette and walked in-
stead of taking the elevator. It was ap-
propriate to his mood that on the second
tloor some one with a golden Italian voice
should be singing * Louise.” He paused
for a moment. He was reminded of a
night long ago in Verona, when there had
been an open window and moonlight in
the street.  Then he looked at his watch.
He was late; he would have to hurry, It
amused him that at his age he should still
fear the silent rebuke with which his uncle
punished unpunctuality. g

He arrived at his destination as a
near-hy church clock struck the half-hour.
The new butler admitted him and led him
back to where his uncle was sitting by an
open window; the curtains stirred in the
languid breeze, the suave room was a lit-
tle penetrated by the night, as if some sly,
disorderly spirit was investigating unin-
vited. It was far too hot for the wood
fire—that part of the formula had been
omitted, but otherwise each detail was
the same. “The two hundredth time!”
Adrian thought to himseli. *“The fwo
hundredth time, at least! It will go on
forever!” And then the formula was al-
tered again, for his uncle got to his feet,
laying aside the evening paper with his
usual precise care. ** My dear fellow,” he
began, “so good of vou! On the minute,

too! I—" and then he stumbled and
put out his hand. “My glasses!” he
said.

Adrian caught him and held him up-
right. He swayed a little. *“I— Lately
I have had to use them sometimes, even
when not reading,” he murmured.
“Thank you! Thank you!"

Adrian went back to the chair where
his uncle had been sitting, He found the
glasses—gold pince-nez—but they were
broken neatly in the middle, lying on the
floor, as if they had dropped from some
one’s hand. He looked at them for a
moment, puzzled, before he pave them
back to his uncle. '

“Here they are, sir,” he said. “But—
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it's very curious. They’re broken in such
an odd way."”

His uncle peered down at them, He
hesitated and cleared his throat, *Yes,"”
he began; then he stood up straight, with
an unexpected twist of his shoulders. “'1
was turning them between my fingers,”
he said, * just before you came in. 1 had
no idea—no, no idea! Shallwegoin? 1
think dinner has been announced.”

There was the sherry in the little,
deeply cut glasses, and the clear soup,
with a dash of lemon in it, and the fish,
and afterward the roast chicken, with
vegetables discreetly limited and designed
not to detract from the main dish; and
there was a pint of champagne for Adrian
and a mild white wine for his uncle. The
latter twisted his mouth in a dry smile.
“One finds it difficult to get old," he said.
“T have always been very fond of cham-
pagne. More @®sthetically I think than
the actual taste, It seems to sum up so
well the evening mood—dinner and laugh-
ter and forgetting the day. But now—"
he flicked contemptuously the stem of his
glass—"T am only allowed this uninspired
stuff.” He stopped suddenly and his face
twisted into the slight grimace which
Adrian in the past few weeks had been
permitted occasionally to see. His hand
began to wander vaguely over the white
expanse of his shirt,

Adrian pushed back his chair. *Let
me—!"" he began, but his uncle waved a
deprecating hand. " 5it down!" he man-
aged to say. “Please!” Adrian sank
back again. The color returned to his
uncle’s cheeks and the staring question
left his eves. He took a sip of wine.

“I cannot tell you,” he observed with
elaborate indifference, * how humiliating
this thing is becoming to me. I have al-
ways had a theory that invalids and peo-
ple when they begin to get old and infirm,
should be put away some place where
they can undergo the unpleasant struggle
alone. It's purely selfish—there’s some-
thing about the sanctity of the individual.
Diogs have it right—you know the way
they creep off 7 But I suppose T won't.
Pride fails when the body weakens, does-
n't it, no matter what the will may be?”
He lifted his wine-glass. "I am afraid I
am giving you a very dull evening, my
dear fellow,” he apologized. *Forgive
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me! We will talk of more pleasant
things. I drink wine with you! How is
Cecil? Doing well with her painting?”

Adrian attempted to relax his own
inner grimness. He responded to his
uncle’s toast. But he wished this old
man, so very near the mysterious crisis of
his affairs, would begin to forego to some
extent the habit of a lifetime, become a
little more human. This ridiculous *fa-
cade™ ! The dinner progressed.

Through an open window the night,
full of soft, distant sound, made itself felt
once more. The candles, under their red
shades, flickered at intervals. The noise-
less butler came and went. How old his
uncle was getting to look, Adrian reflected.
There was a grayness about his cheeks;
fine, wire-like lines about his mouth. And
he was falling into that sure sign of age, a
vacant absent-mindedness. Half the time
he was not listening to what he, Adrian,
was saying; instead, his eves sought con-
stantly the shadows over the carved side-
board across the table from him. What
did he see there? What question was he
asking? Adrian wondered. Only once
was his uncle very much interested, and
that was when Adrian had spoken of the
war and the psychology leit in its train.
Adrian himself had not long before been
released from a weary round of training-
camps, where, in Texas dust, or the un-
pleasant resinous summer of the South,
he had gone through a repetition that in
the end had threatened to render him an
imbecile, He was not illusioned. As sep-
arate personalities, men had lost much of
their glamour for him; there had been
too much sweat, too much crowding, too
much invasion of dignity, of everything
for which the world claimed it had been
struggling and praying. But alongside of
this revolt on his part had grown up an
immense pity and belief in humanity as a
mass—struggling, worm-like, aspiring, idi-
otic, heroic.  The thought of it made him
uncomfortable and at the same time elaté.

His uncle shook a dissenting head. On
this subject he permitted himself mild
discussion, but his voice was still that of
an old, wearied man, annoyved and be-
wildered. “Oh, no!” he said, “That's
the very feature of it that seems to me
most dreadful; the vermicular aspect;
the massed uprising; the massed death.
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About professional armies there was
something decent—about professional
killing. It was cold-blooded and keen,
anyway. Bul this modern war, and this
modern craze for seli-revelation ! Naked !
Why, these books—the young men kept
their fingers on the pulses of their reac-
tions. It isn't clean; it makes the indi-
vidual cheap. War is a dreadful thing; it
should be as hidden as murder.” He sat
back, smiled. *We seem to have a per-
sistent tendency to become serious lo-
night,” he remarked.

Serious ! Adrian saw a vision of the
drill-grounds, and smiled sardonically;
then he raised his head in surprise, for the
new butler had broken all the rules of the
household and was summoning his uncle
to the telephone in the midst of dessert.
He awaited the expected rebuke, but it
did not come. Instead, his uncle paused
in the middle of a sentence, stared, and
looked up. “Ah, yes!" he said, and
aroz¢ from his chair. “Forgive me,
Adrian, 1 will be back shortly.” He
walked with a new, just noticeable, in-
firmness toward the door. Once there he
seemed to think an apology necessary, for
he turned and spoke with absent-minded
courtesy.

“You may not have heard,” he said,
“but Mrs. Denby is seriously ill. Her
nurse gives me constant bulletins over the
telephone.”

Adrian started to his feet, then zat
down again. “But—" he stuttered—
“but—is it as bad as all that?”

“] am afraid,” said his uncle gently,
“it could not be worse,” The curtain fell
behind him.

Adrian picked up his fork and began to
stir gently the melting ice on the plate
before him, but his eyes were’ fixed on
the wall opposite, where, across the shin-
ing table, ifrom a mellow gold frame, a
portrait of his grandfather smiled with a
benignity, utterly belying his traditional
character, into the shadows above the
candles. But Adrian was not thinking
of his grandfather just then, he was think-
ing of his uncle—and Mrs. Denby. What
in the world—! Dangerously ill, and yet
here had been his uncle able to go through
with—not entirely calmly, to be sure;
Adrian remembered the lack of attention,
the broken eye-glasses; and yet, still able

to go through with, not obviously shak-
en, this monthly farce; this dinner thai
in reality mocked all the real meaning
of blood-relationship. Good Lord! To
Adnan’s modern mind, impatient and
COUrageous, the situation was preposter-
ous, grotesque.  He himself would have
broken throurh to the woman he loved,
were she seriously ill, if all the city was
cordoned to keep him back. What could
it mean? Entire selfishness on his uncle's
part? Surely not that! That was too
inhuman! Adrian was willing to grant
his uncle exceptional expertness in the art
of self-protection, but there was a limit
even to seli-protection. There must be
some other reason. Discretion? More
likely, and yet how absurd! Had Mr.
Denby been alive, a meticulous, a fantas-
tic delicacy might have intervened, but
Mr. Denby was dead. Who was there to
wound, or whao left for the telling of tales?
A doctor and the servants.  This was not
altogether reasonable, despite what he
knew of his uncle. Here was some
oddity of psychology he could not follow.
He heard the curtains stir as his uncle re-
entered. He looked up, attentive and
curious, but his uncle’s face was the mask
to which he was accustomed.

“How is Mrs. Denby?” he asked.

Mr. McCain hesitated for the fraction
of a second. “I am afraid, very ill,” he
said, “Very ill, indeed! It is pneumo-
nia. I—the doctor thinks it is only a
guestion of a little time, but—uwell, T shall
continue to hope for the best."” There
was & metallic harshness to his concluding
words.  “Shall we go into the library ?”
he continued. *I think the coffee will be
pleasanter there.”

They talked again of the war; of revo-
lution; of the dark forces at large in the
world. :

Through that hour or two Adrian had
a nakedness of perception unusual even
to his sensitive mind. It seemed to him
three spirits were abroad in the quiet,
softly-lit, book-lined room; three inten-
tions that crept up to him like the waves
of the sea, receded, crept back again; or
were Lhey currents of air ? or hesitant, un-
heard feet that advanced and withdrew ?
In at the open windows poured at times
the warm, enveloping scent of the spring;
pervading, easily overlooked, lawless, per-
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sistent, inevitable. Adrian found himself
thinking it was like the presence of a wo-
man. And then, overlapping this, would
come the careful, dry,sardonic tones of his
uncle’s voice, as if insisting that the world
was an ordinary world, and that nothing,
not even love or death, could lay disre-
gpectful fingers upon or hurry for a mo-
ment the trained haughtiness of the will.
Yet even this compelling arrogance was
at times overtaken, submerged, by a third
presence, stronger even than the other
two; a presence that entered upon the
heels of the night ; the ceaseless murmur of
the streets; the purring of rubber tires
upon asphalt; a girl's laugh, high, careless,
reckless. Life went on. Never for a mo-
ment did it stop.

“I am not sorry that T am getting old,”
said Mr. McCain. *1 think nowadays
is an excellent time to die. Perhaps for
the very voung, the strong—but for me,
things are too busy, too hurried. 1 have
always liked my life ke potpourri.  1like
to keep it in a china jar and occasionally
1ake off the lid. Otherwise one’s sense of
perfume becomes satiated. Take wour
yvoung girls; they remain faithful to a love
that i not worth being faithful to—all
noise, and flushed laughter, and open
doors.”  (uite unexpectedly he began to
talk in a way he had never talked before.
He held his cigar in his hand until the ash
turned cold; his fingers trembled just a
little.

“You have been very good to me,” he
said. Adrian raised star'ﬁed eves. “Very
good. 1 am quite aware that you dislike

"—he hesitated and the ghost of a
smile hovered about his lips—“and I have
alwavs disliked you. Please!” He raised
a silencing hand. * You den’t mind my
saving so? No. Very well, then, there
is something 1 want to tell you, ;Ui_ﬂ-
ward I will never mention it again. I
dare say our mutual dislike is due to the
inevitable misunderstanding that exists
between the generations. But it is not
important, The point is that we have
alwayvs been well-bred toward each other.
Yes, that 15 the point.  You have always
Leen a gentleman, very considerate, very
courteous. I cannot help but admire you,
And T think vou will find I have done the
best T could. I am not a rich man, as
such things go nowadays, but I will hand
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vou on the money that will be yours quite
unimpaired, possibly added to. I feel
very st rungl} on that bub}ﬂtt I am old-
fashioned enough to consider the family
the most important thing in life. After
all, we are the only two McCains left.”
He hesitated again, and twisted for a mo-
ment his bloodless hands in his lap, then
he raised his eyes and spoke with a curious
hurried embarrassment. “I have sacri-
ficed a great deal for that,” he said. " Yes,
a great deal.”

The soft-footed butler stood at his
elbow, like an actor in comedy suddenly
cast for the rdle of a portentous messenger.

“Miss Niles is calling vou again, sir,”
he said.

“Oh, yes!—ah—Adrian, I am very
sorry, my dear fellow. I will finish the
conversation when 1 come back.”

This stime the telephone was within
earshot; in the hall outside. Adrian heard
his uncle’s slow steps end in the creaking
of a chair as he zat down; then the pick-
ing up of the receiver. The message was
a long one, for his uncle did not speak for
fully a minute; finally his voice drifted in
through the curtained doorway.

“You think . . . only a few minutes?"

& Ah, ves‘ Conscious? Yes,
Wel] will you tell her, Miss NilesP—ves,
pleasc listen very carefull;—t&]i her this.
That I am not there because I dared not
come. Yes; on her account. She will
understand. My heart—it's my heart.
She will understand. I did not dare.
For her sake, not mine. Tell her that.
She will understand. Please be very care-
ful in repeating the message, Miss Niles.
Tell her 1 dared not come because of my
heart. . . . Yes; thank you. That's it.
+ +» What? Yes, I will wait, Miss
Niles.”

Adrian, sitting in the library, suddenly
got to his feet and crossed to the empty
fireplace and stood with his back to it,
enlightenment and a puzzled frown strug-
gling for possession of his face. His
uncle's heart ! Ah, he understood, then!
It was discretion, after all, but not the
kind he thought—a much more forgive-
able discretion. And, vet, what possible
difference could it make should his uncle
die suddenly in Mrs, Denby's house?
Fall dead across her bed, or die kneeling
beside it? Poor, twisted old fool, afraid
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even at the end that death might catch
him out; afraid of a final undignified ges-
ture.

A motor blew its horn for the street
crossing. Another girl laughed; a young,
thin, excited girl, to judge by her laughter,
The curtains stirred and again there was
that underlying scent of tulips and hya-
cinths; and then, from the hall outside,
came the muffled thud of a receiver falling
to the floor. Adrian waited. The receiver
was not picked up. He strode to the
door. Crumpled up over the telephane
was old Mr. McCain.

Cecil came later. She was very quick
and helpful, and jealously solicitous on
Adrian’'s account, but in the taxicab going
home she zaid the one thing Adrian had
hoped she wouldn't say, and yet was sure
she would.  She belonged to a sex which,
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if it is honest at all, is never reticently so,
She believed that between the man she
loved and herself there were no possible
mental withdrawals. * It is very tragic,”
she said, **but much better—you know it
is better. He belonged to the cumberers
of the earth. Yes, so much better: and
this way, too!"

In the darkness her hand sought his,
Adrian took it, but in his heart was the
same choked feeling, the same knowledge
that something was gone that could not
be found again, that, as a little boy, he
had had when they sold, at his father’s
death, the country place where he had
spent his summers. Often he had lain
awake at night, restless with the memory
of heliotrope, and phlox, and mignonette,
and afterncons quiet except for the sound
of bees.

PRAYER

By €. L. Saxby

Being that hast brought me hither,

God of justice all divine,

Make me strong, and make me sturdy,
God of mine.

Keep the path that's straight and narrow

Lighted, so that I may see.

When I grope in blindness, Father,
Steady me.

Other pathways are much smoother.

. I am weak, as Thou dost know,
And they sorely tempt me, Father,
As 1 go.

Oft I've stumbled near to falling

On these stones that round me lie,

But I want to reach that hilltop
Ere I die.

Grant me patience to support me

As a staff yon summit toward.

Grant me judgment that shall guide me
As a sword.

Give me, too, a will unflinching

As a comrade, tried and true,

That shall hold me up and bring me
Home to you.
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ILLUSTRATIONS FROM DEAWINGS MADE IN CHINA BY ME.

vellow waters of the Yangtze was

etarted a foreign school. The site
chosen, a pleasant hilltop, like every de-
sirable spot in China was covered with
the grave mounds of long centuries. And,
indeed, it was at no small trouble and risk
that the *foreign devils " first cleared this
ground, reburying the countless hones and
making financial settlement with squah-
hling descendants.  For not only those had
to h{_ appeased who in true Chinese fash-
ion, living only that they might pay hom-
age to their dead ancestors, the sooner to
become ancestors themselves, felt horror
at disturbing this repose on the hillsides,
but those u.h:: scenting strings of “cash,”
suddenly discovered family ties among
neglected skulls and with righteous fervor
claimed their own. The ground finally
prepared, buildings were built and a staff
of teachers collected. Ewverything was in
readiness.  Everything except one rather
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T‘-‘-"ENTY vears ago beside the swift

OF CHINA
THE MODERN SCHOfJf.HD YV OVERCOMES TRADITION
By C. LeRoy Baldridge

BAalLDRIDGE

important factor—the pupils, Now, this
school was a new venture, being not only
a foreign school, an institution regarded
more with animosity than favor, but also
—unheard-of impudence '—a school for
girls. The weeks lengthened into months
and no girl students appeared# It became
evident that the carefully prepared ban-
quet was to have no guests. Why edu-
cate a girl, parents exclaimed, when she’s
good only to be married into another fami-
Iv? The situation required resourceful
methods, and those adopted surely are
unigue in the annals of education. The
American head teacher procured his be-
ginning class of five by going out to the
nearest slave market and buving them,
five slave girls. This was twenty
VEArs ago.

To-day I landed at this village five
hundred miles up the Yangtze from
Shanghai. A barge clung to the side of
the river steamer just long enough to al-
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low me, and a bunch of squawking geese
tied by ‘their legs on a straw rope, and my
bags, and a dozen coolies to be slid down
a wet gang-plank upon the heads of the

of a landing, and my boy lost with the
bagsz in the midst of fourteen rickshaw
coolies bargaining for the honor of pulling
me three miles for nine coppers.

o S,
= f -
A =tudent at 5t John's University, Shonghat.
Now inslead of mercly memoriging the Analects of Confecius, bestudies them with relation
to the ethical theories of other countres

oarsmen—dumped as a steam-shovel lets
slide a load of gravel. Then the barge
slipped down with the current and the
eight rowers struggled against it standing
on the prow, their eight blue-brown backs
glistening in the sun with the same strong
curve as their long oars dipped in rhythm
to a hi-vaa! chant. Then the scramble

Since the days of the first slave school-
girls, to all outward appearances the vil-
lage has not changed. A street just wide
enough for two rickshaws Lo pass, scrap-
ing hubq paved (in the year gso) with
irregular flat stones stuck in a black mud,
and swarming with humanity through
which the lucky coolie jostles a path cry-
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ing upon the world to “make way for the
foreign official ! “*Official,” because he's
counting on a generous ‘‘comshaw”
above the nine coppers. On every side
filth. Through gray slime on the street

The Hope of China

every crack, the littlest ones in those
flapping bifurcated trousers, just a sag-
ging bag on each leg, the efficiency of
which is all too obvious. Amongst them
a splash of color, a heavily embroidered

Throughout Ching less than three per cent of the four hundred million can read or wrile,- Page 4.

stones paddle grimy bare feet. Coolies
jog along carrving buckets of vile fer-
tihzer stufl over which crawls a layer of
swarming magrots. A housewife tosses
swill into the sickening canal under her
kitchen, a moment later to draw a tub of
water from the same canal to make tea.
Everywhere children, They pop from

jacket of blue and flaming red with a
head -dress of bobbing pompons. And
all dressed like girls, for the devils, vou
know, will not stoop to molest such worth-
less creatures; or, perhaps, with a hoop
of silver around the neck, a dog collar;
for neither do devils bother their heads
about dogs. And truly the dogs are of
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little account. As 1 bump along (the
rickshaws here have iron tires) a score of
these creatures take up the trail. Mangy
curs covered with sores, their sharp ribs
pushing through worthless hides, starved.

i
and the hysterical voices of a street quar-
rel.

Suddenly I enter a walled compound.
In the instant the sate clozes behind me
all the filth and discord through which I

Tzi Chi Tong, a *letter man™ of 5t. John's High School, Wubu.

His adopted nome i5s Washiogton.

For wenks are in unusual luck if they find
any scraps left over from a meal in China.
They add their velps to the discordant
chorus: screeching of ungreased wheel-
barrows, raucous hawkers chanting the
glories of steaming rice or potatoes ( they
taste like new-ripe pears, Heavenborn"),

have just passed are swepl aside in the
discovery of a new world, The path,
streaked with warm sunlight fAltering
through a bamboo hedge, leads 1o the
cheery fresh green of an ample lawn.
Through a lace of tree-tops the fine long
sweep of Chinese roofs blends into a sky-
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Diressed i the =ilks of hiz mandarin BnCeston, i‘1_|:|:ﬂ Fae attends the same clazses as the poor
student whose way 12 paid by church funds.

line of temple buildings on the hill. Gaz-
ing on this tranquillity, I wonder how it
can pessibly exist side by side with the
squalor 1 have just seen.

It is the modern school, Boys of all
ages in their long, flowing frocks are pass-
ing Lo classes. Their faces, in striking
contrast to these of the slovenly yvoung-
sters outside the walls, are alert, eves live-
ly. " We notice their expressions change
with the months here,” the head master
sayvs, “but the transformation is even
more marked in the girls’ compound.”

On a large open feld an Association
football match is in progress. " We
haven't been able to start American foot-
ball yet,” explains my guide, *because
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unlike our bovs at home the Chinese have
never been taught the use of their hands
in games. Basket-ball they find very
hard, and they are afraid of baseball—
‘iron ball’ they call it.” When one re-
members that among cultured Chinese
trained through centuries in the tradition
of idle leisure a game like football is revo-
lutionary, he sees how far these youngsters
in Western athletic uniforms have raced
beyond the long-nailed scholar of the past
generation !

The wvalue sport has in developing
“team-work " is recognized. Among these
people living under a government—
rather, lack of government—of officials
the most corrupt in the world, that qual-
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ity of co-operation is absolutely necessary
to lift the Chinese nation out of chaos.
Students are realizing this. After their
strike of last summer, protesting against

29

is keeping alive the boycott against Japa-
nese goods.  And they have been so suc-
cessful that Chinese I:hrrm_ghnm_ the coun-
try will not buy even a box of matches

r - ,

KEwei Cheng Foo, captain of the foothall team.

Atype of the new stucent

the Shantung affair—a protest so effective
that twoe cabinet ministers resigned—
there was perfected a general organiza-
tion of student committees between all
the schools, with central delegates at
Peking. At present their main activity

without the label *“ Made in China,” while
millions of taels of Japanese stuffs have
been turned over by merchants to stu-
dents’ bonfires. China is learning to use
the team-work of the football field in its
struggle against political injustice.
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In a dozen schools T visited, every one had all the pumlz it could take care of, and the little Chinese girl,
inglend of eginning 1o work in the rice-Oelds with bound feet, is attending a
Christian kindergarten in Tai-an-fu.




The Hope of China

And how surprising also is the contrast
to traditional Chinese education in the re-
lation of teacher and student. The old-

style master held himself in a class apart
from the rest of the world, aloof from his
charge, treating him as a hopeless in-
ferior. Here on this modern campus the
American instructors, young fellows not
long out of college themselves, play on
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picious, and it was necessary to have a
committee of village fathers at the school
when the freight-boxes came, to inspect
the unpacking and certify publicly that
these were indeed the bones of foreigners.

In another instance a Chinese patient
had his leg amputated, Several months
later a party of the man's relatives ap-
peared suddenly at the hospital. They

A Chinese teacher formerly an expounder of the Six Classics, now an instructor in political
CCONomY.

the school teams in this foreign game,
buffeting and being buffeted by their own
pupils.

No people, of course, take to new ideas
with such reluctance as the Chinese.
Often the struggle against superstitious
ignorance seems to the teacher quite
hopeless, and always these new thoughts
and methods from the West have to be
introduced with utmost care. Recently
the American school at Anking, which has
a course for hospital nurses, wished to be-
gin the study of anatomy. But in China,
due to ancient customs of ancestral rever-
ence, dissection of the human body has
never been known. So the skeletons for
use in this work had to be procured from
America. Even then the public was sus-

announced that the ex-patient had died,
and they demanded the missing leg.
Should one's spirit be compelled to go
wandering about the Seven Willow
Springs for eternity with a wooden leg?
thev cried ! This leg must be buried with
the bodv. The doctors were at a loss.
They could remember only that after the
operation the leg in question had been
interred somewhere behind the hospital.
Upon that information the family imme-
diately appeared with shovels and began
excavating. But, though they probed the
best of an acre, no leg was found.  Finally,
however, the missing member was dis-
covered carefully packed in a box under
the bed of the hospital’s one-legged jani-
tor. At the time of the operation this



62

janitor, bargaining with a servant, had
bought the leg for forty coppers as a
happy forethought in anticipation of his
own demize. Such are the notions which
the school-teachers of China are trying to
rationalize.

The Hope of China

their husbands until the wedding-day!
The field-day brought forth another dra-
matic incident. In the middle of the
affair it rained. Now few things so dis-
turb the Chinese as rain ; he seems to have
a terror of getting wet. I have seen

. #‘ ) "r-._ T IL .-.' 3 -“'l" ¢
i &“mﬁv =

5

T

&

Wu Shwen Yong, a student at the high school at Gnanking.

The Chinese |imn-nl no longer says, * Why educate a girl, when she's goad
only to be married into another family " —Fage 54

Most eloguent, then, as a demonstra-
tion of the new era, was the incident last
yvear at Hangchow. A field-day was
inaugurated by the governor of the
province, in which all the gpovernmental
schools were represented.  Boys of every
age went through gymnastic drill to-
gether; and at the same time, overturn-
ing all precedent, an equal number of
girls in middy blouse and bloomers per-
formed similar exercises. This in the land
where even yet most brides do not meet

almost naked rickshaw coolies carrving
umbrellas. And the foreigners of Peking
still talk of the battle before the city walls
during the Ten Day Monarchy which
was discontinued when a shower began.
It was not surprising, then, that in Hang-
chow, at the first drops, the grand stand
arose in a panic. Then the modern gov-
ernor showed how the mandarin of an-
cient court tradition is passing into the
legends of the past. Proudly fashionable
in imported frock coat and silk hat, he
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calmly left hiz box, uncovered his head,
and walked back and forth before the
spectators in the rain. No one would
leave after that, of course, for fear of
“losing face,” and the field meet con-
tinued.

The traditional school with its group
of dirty yvoungsters squatting about the
feet of a leathery-faced dozing old gentle-
man, memorizing The Classics—just
learning sounds without an idea as to the
meaning of the words, each boy memoriz-
ing at the top of his voice and in different
pitch and cadence, memaorizing intermina-
bly from the time he learns to hold a

The type of college girl who, during the strike when
schools were forced to close, continued to meet
and organized classes among the neighborhood
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A high-school girl ot Gnanking.
Schoulgicls whose mothers hobble alout on bound feet

wow study Biology and physics.

writing brush until, an old man, inside
a sealed examination booth he takes
his final test near the West Wall of
the Tartar City—this system is being
conguered. The influence of the
seven thousand mission schools with
their live subjects and their science is
stronger each vear. Moreover, their
modern curriculum has been the
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model accepted by the newly formed gov-
ernmental schools, accepted the more
quickly since the schools of the Republic
do not like to see any more students under
foreign instruction than necessary. The
foreign schools are popular. In a dozen
I visited, every one had all the pupils it
could take care of and is appealing con-
stantly for more instructors.

Youth iz breaking from the past, away
from the theory of the unworldliness of
learning and the consequent isolation of
the scholar. During the strike, while all
the schoaols were forced to close, the col-
lege girls of Nanking on their own initia-
tive continued to meet and organized
classes among the neighborhood children.
They also went out among the poor of the
city investigating conditions of which
they had been ignorant and the foreign
reports of which they had dishelieved.
Rare indeed in this land of miserable
poverty has there ever been any effort
at social-welfare work, But these neigh-
borhood classes have been continued and
are now included in the programme of
the general organization of students, In
street-corner meetings at the Wednesday
cloth-fair schoolboys spread large maps
before crowds of gaping countrymen to
show them China's place in the world.
Schoolgirls now studybiclogy and physics

The Hope of China

and hend over test-tubes among the
hottles and apparatus of chemical labora-
tories. The mothers of these students
hobble about on bound feet; many of
them cannot read, and thev bore their
children under such conditions that two
out of every five always died before they
were one vear old.

Teachers agree that the Chinese boy
is a good scholar, easily disciplined and
anxious to learn; prm'f:rbiall_\- those who
study in America take honors. Meeting
the West in the classroom and on the
athletic field, gradually he is becoming an
influence in his own land. Throughout
China less than three per cent of the four
hundred million can read or write. Ta
work this leaven through such a mass is
the task of generations. People still
spend the best of their lives worshipping
the past; girls—daughters and wives—
are still frequently sold as household
slaves; and foreign schools are still by
many regarded as questionable areas
where demons of foreign extraction lurk
to pounce upon the native unawares.
But the minerity is becoming a power.
The pioneer work is being done, and
among the universal squalor and igno-
rance an organized army of nine million
young Chinese appears as a real hope for
the coming public spirit of China,

In the primary school.
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FROM DIAMOND PATCH
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goin'away from East End?

M What about poor Sophie?”

i questioned Mrs. Kopitza
of her neighbor.

“He's goin’ to leave her,

replied Mrs. Dougherty,  * Me-

I guess,”
self, I wanted to foind out, so I wint over.
Sophie was ironin’. Whin I said he was

leavin', she laughed and laughed. ‘He
is too good for Diamond Patch and the
likes of us,’ she said. Then her mother
screams: ‘For the love of Hiven, Sophie,
y'are burnin’ the sheet !’ "

The two neighbors tumed away from
their chicken-yards and walked the length
of the fence, each to her own back steps.
There was in their progress the compla-
cence of a pair of hens, upon whose shel-
tered and definite horizon the shadow that
a hen's or even a rooster's place could
be elsewhere than the coop had not yet
fallen.

East End is the stepping-stone from
the valley to the mountains. The smooth
green of its upland pasturage is broken
by mine-caves, crossed by white steam-
pipes, and piled high with pyramids of
culm. The road here takes a tenuous
course where the gaping, “cave in"
holes leave a way. This was the old turn-
pike over which General Sullivan marcheid
his colonial troops to the rescue of the
white settlers who were being massacred
by the Indians in the Wyoming Valley.
Then the valley was green as far as one
could see, forest and river-flat, broken
only by narrow clearings and smoke from
settler's hearth or Indian fire. Now col-
lieries, iron stacks, brick factory chimneys,
spires, and skyscrapers rise against the
purple of the opposite mountain. White
steam and anthracite smoke in a thou-
sand different columns rise in never-ceas-
ing clouds at this altar of industry.

At East End, Diamond Patch iz a
scattered group of miners’ houses. Their
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back vards have enclosed part of the open
moor. The owners have put up fences of
various-sized branches and sticks along
unsurveved lines according to the needs
of the family, garden, or goat.

At evening, with a heavy November
mist thickening across the landscape, a
man stood leaning over one of these
fences. He was staring through the
small-paned window, whence the light
carved a vellow shait in the darkness.
Once or twice, as though the picture with-
in hurt him, he turned his eves toward
the valley.

Below, beyond the sand-pits, and over
the gleaming web of tracks, the colliery
with no visible foundations in the earth
loomed out of billowing clouds of smoke
and steam. Its graded roof-lines glis-
tened silvery-slate color in the wet. The
breaker, the churches, the foundry, and
the school all loomed dark and unlit in
the night. The lights that spangled the
valley were blurred by the mist, like the
stars of the Milky Way. They lit high-
ways where tired men and women went
home, or shone a welcome at their ap-
proach. It was that perilous moment he-
tween the day and night when all the
judgments and scale of values lived by
during working hours are out of focus.

Inside, Andreas saw a girl with swift,
deft hands undressing two children be-
fore the stove. The glow from the coals
gleamed on the round arms of the baby
and upon the bare knees of the boy as he
pulled down his stockings, With Rem-
brandt-like relief, it brought out the con-
tour of the girl’s face and the curve of her
body as she leaned forward.

He caught his hand between his teeth
and bit into his own flesh. The pain of it
brought him up standing. He squared
his shoulders and stiffened. Like an
Adam locked out of Eden, with Eve
locked still within, he turned and started
down the hill. After several steps he
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stumbled into a brisk newcomer. He
recognized Patrick Cain, Sophie's other
lover. The latter's walk and voice both
denoted unusual prosperity. With buoy-
ant patronage he accosted Andreas with
“You needn’t have gone in, she is goin’
out with me."

Andreas covered his bitten hand and
replied: T wasn’t goin' in, thanks."

“Ts that sor” replied the other; “she
said something about expectin’ you.”

His heart thumped, but his retort held
a studied carelessness which for the mo-
ment quite silenced his questioner,

FPatrick rallied, however, and con-
tinued: " Goin’ to school again? You'll
po crazy in your head and be in ‘ Retreat’
the time the rest of us are all settled
down." He said the last words with a
tender, excited emphasis.

Andreas pressed the books under his
arm and strode off down the slippery
road, and was soon lost behind the pyra-
mids of culm. There, the road had been
diverted to avoid the new mine-caves.
As he passed he could not forget that the
last subsidence had been less than twenty
feet from the red clapboard house whose
roof sheltered Sophie Fashung. No one
had been killed, but one house had slid
over like a lopsided old shoe, its front
windows in blank terror gazing down inte
that unscheduled abyss of discolored
cravel. As he reached the culvert, the
colliery again loomed into sight. He
thought of it as a monster holding sway
over the lives and deaths of men and
women, asits height dominated the squat
roofs of their dwellings,

It was too grotesque even for a chil-
dren’s book—with a little gabled hen-coop
where its head and brains should be, a
long snout, like a flving buttress direct
into its food-pile, sucking in food and
still more food which went grinding and
crunching through its great body, breath-
ing out black dust at every pore, its claws
sunk deep in the earth. Ifin its slumber
it twitched one of them, rock might he
loozened which would fall and entomb men
where they worked. When they would be
carricd out, blackened and broken, the
monster’s tiny eyves would look down and
not understand save that its food-zupply
had ceased fora time. Andreas looked at
it once more and hated it.

Paths from Diamond Patch

The two most significant events of his
bovhood had been connected with that
colliery. The first was on the day of the
great * East End Disaster.” As a boy of
eleven he had gone from one hospital Lo
another. He had held his mother’s hand
so tight that it hurt her, because she had
to be kept attending to what there was
to be done. Mrs. McAndrew had re-
ported to them that some one had said
that Peter Katusha was burned but not
dead. “They saw his hand move,
mother,” he had repeated for the thou-
sandth time that day as row after row of
hospital beds were scanned in vain. At
last they had begun that second journey
of the morgues. At Marley's they had
stood with the others who were waiting,
Against the brilliant new flour adver-
tisement painted on the side-wall, he
realized that they, seekers for the dead,
with a background of brilliant red and
white portraying the best ingredient for
the staff of life, looked queer. Their vel-
low dog had followed them. So little did
he understand what had happened, how-
ever, that he leaped into the middle of
the street and pitched upon another dog.
In an excess of rage, which was a relief,
Andreas had beaten the dogs apart with
his bare hands. At last their turn came.
They found his father inside. From that
moment he felt himself the man of the
house, which is a heavy thought for one
in his eleventh vear.

The other event happened the follow-
ing winter. His mother’s neighbor in an
excess of anxiety had called him. Her
child had run away. The policeman had
just sent word of a baby picked up on
River Street. Would Andreas go down
at once and bring her back?

He dropped his hoe and fled down the
hill. He hurried under the tracks, over
the bridge, up the hill, and down the
other side. At last he found himself on
the elm-shadowed avenue where the big
houses stand by the river. With shirt
open, and panting from his speed, he
rang the bell and asked for the child.
Omn a couch he found that runaway Mary.
She opened her mouth, but stopped hali-
way in her crying as she saw whose arms
were about her. He had familiar brown
eves and Dack hair. The young lady
with the yellow hair said that nothing
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had made the child stop crying before she
went to sleep. Each member of the
familv had increased her terror. As well
as being unfamiliar, they were all blondes !

She had made Andreas sit down for a
piece of cake and glass of milk. Did they
think he was a child? he wondered.

He felt as though he had stumbled in-
to the kingdom of heaven. The house
was unbelievable—low lights like colored
jewels, carpets so soft every one could
run around at the same time and there
would be no noise, paintings of madonnas
in golden frames, silken banners on the
wide stairway., Everywhere there was
peace, quiet, and space.

As he ate, the voung lady had asked
where he lived. She had added: nght
by the Clear Spring Colliery? That is
our mine.” That cruel, snorting thing,
hers? It was indeed a strange anomaly.
The coal was sold, and bought palaces
like this? And dresses made of shim-
mering cobwebs, and soft white hands
and low voices, and grown women who
still looked yvoung and rested as though
they were no older than nineteen! His
cake was finished. As casually as he could
he had asked: “What does your father
do?”

“My father,” the girl replied, “is a
doctor.”

From that time on his life had been a
conflict. On account of his mother and
sister, he went to work at fourteen, Be-
cause he intended to be a doctor, on top
of his work he went steadily to night-
school. Their favorite playground was
the “Siding” where the empty coal-cars
were perpetually shunted about. This
resulted in his having much practice in
first-aid work among his friends. More-
over, the doctor at the free clinic let him
come once a week and do odd jobs for
him. He would let him look through the
microscope, and would even loan him
books to read. When people in East End
asked for an explanation of his peculiari-
ties, he always said: “I'm going to be a
doctor, because, believe me, [ am going to
know where myv next meal is coming
from.” Indeed, he gave this answer long
after he knew that being a doctor was not
the only or even a sure way of attaining
that River Street world. But by that
time he had gotten, through the micro-
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scope, a glimpse into a world far more
worthy a man’s mettle.

It was this vision which accounted
once more for Andreas's passing under the
culvert, alone in the wet nmight. His
muther had died two months previous.
His little sister had been married. These
events would have left his future simpli-
fied were it not that Sophie Fashung had
taken uncombatable possession of more
of him than his duty to his family had
ever consumed. If he cared about her,
as he knew that he did, he would not
doom her to the hard, wearing life he
could alone offer. Moreover, his marriage
now would be the end of his life ambition.
Once more he pondered his situation.
There was nothing to do but go on alone.

His feet by this time had brought him
to the half-circle of light before the Cham-
ber of Commerce. There his *“night-
school” was a university course. With
book open he began to take notes. The
professor was lecturing on the relation of
demand to price. No other resident of
Diamond Patch, could they have under-
stood the words, would have found the
vital problem of making both ends meet
so flat and unprofitable. The air was
close, the drone of the speaker intoler-
able. He had a headache and leaned his
eves in his hands. When he shut his eves,
he saw her as she had been always in the
back of his mind. To-night it was with
the glow from the stove on her face as
she leaned over to pick up the pile of
clothes the children had left.

At ten o'clock he was again walking u
the road to Diamond Patch. Passing his
own door, he determined to go up into
the woods as far as the deserted toll-
house. There, in summer, lovers were
wont to sit, watching through the trees
the lights of the valley as they came out
one by one. But there were no lovers
abroad to-night.

He was past the last mine-hole now.
Here the road broke into the woods, into
the atmosphere of another region. The
wooded mountains in unbroken undula-
tion rose along the clear stream, which
was black and discolored as it ran through
East End.

At the toll-house he rested his foot on
the lowest step and turned back toward
the valley. *“Andreas,” sounded a well-
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known voice. For a moment he thought
it a trick of his imagination, but he dis-
cerned a cloaked figure standing against
the porch rail.

“Sophie!” His voice rang out with
suppressed anger. “ What are you doing
here? "

“T am quite alone,” she said, with re-
sentment in her tone. “I'm ... I'm
out for a walk, that's all.”

Coming down the steps, she put her
hand upon his sleeve. Though utterly
an American, in moments of emotion she
lapsed back into the tongue of her mother.
In Polish, speaking rapidly in a low voice,
she went on: “I thought you were coming
to-night. I would not go out with Pat.
I zat in, all evening. You were going
away to-morrow without even a good-
b}r[!l

(uite without knowing what he did,
with movement inevitable as the tides,
he drew her into his arms. Static and
outside of time, they stood in the henign
darkness.

“Andreas . ..
from an infinite distance.

.#  When people care . . .

aE

Andreas . . ."" he heard
“¥ou care
they don't

gﬂ on alone ., they . .

He loosened his hold and Aung her
away. "Ican’t! Iean't! BSophie,don’t
you seet’”

“1 see”—she interrupted him—* that
you care more about getting on in the
world than anything else. You w ant to
leave all of us, and Diamond Patch.”

“It’s no disgrace to be born here,” he
said, “but it's a person's own fault if they
die in Diamond Patch.”

“Dao the people on River Street,” she
questioned, “have anything better than
love, and a home, and children? ™

“TIt’s not being poor, living so thick vou
step on one another, and always afraid of
being poorer. It is drudging so steadily,
that you go home and eat, and sleep like
an animal, and after a while vou are like
an ammal and don’t think any more. 1
hate the dirt, but it's not that. T want to
discover thmg!a—lmt even il T knew I'd
find nothing T'd still have togoon. It's
worse than being hungry. To stop would
be like putting out all the light.” Andreas
was speaking with such vehemence that
neither of them realized how mixed were
his similes.

G0

*If we married now, I'd just doom vou

to drudgery, and my work, I couldn’t
do. . . . T can't ask you to wait. I'm
too much a man for that. . . . It will

be years . . . years,” he repeated in a
bitter voice which tore him like harbed
wire.

“Did vou ask me to wait?” said So-
phie, trembling with she knew not what,
but there was nothing conciliating in her
yolice,

“You know I want you,” he muttered.

Against the darkness he saw her grow
erect. With a bell-like resonance in her
voice, without hesitating for a single
word, she answered: “It's something I
can't help, bigger than I am. I'd rather
be sick than have you sick. When they
took wvou to the hospital, T knew that.
I'd rather have you happy than be happy.
It's vou I can't help praving for whenever
I take my beads. Don’t you know, An-
dreas, if we love one another, it's hetter
for me to wait all my life than marry
another man? . . . 1It's the only thing
there is to do,” she added with a peril-
ous break in her undertone.

Spring had come at East End, the sixth
spring since Andreas Katusha had been
away. The colliery in the brilliant sun-
light, though not a lovable deity, was at
least majestic like the stone kings who
still hold sway on the sandy plains of
Egvpt. The opaque smoke and steam of
dazzling whiteness, silhouetted against
the dull black of the colliery, their ever-
folding edges dipped in light, was an inti-
mation of that celestial beauty which
bows men’s hearts beneath their knees,
It was a victorious morning,

The sun from the wind-swept sky glis-
tened upon the fresh green of the huckle-
berry-bushes. The bregze billowed out
the wash-lines, filling the clothes, only to
jerk them back and empty them again.
At the three houses at the end of the
slope, a new flood of water leaking over
the stones, down the hill, was a signal to
the world, but more especially to her two
immediate neighbors, that Mrs. Dough-
erty was only ten minutes late in getting
the laundry all out. The stream of suds
reflected the colors of the rainbow,

It was a fAtting morning for their wash-
day chat, not too cold and with a holiday
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feeling in the air. The three women col-
lected at the oblique angle of their fences.
“We are not satished,” began Mrs.
Dougherty, “when our folks die at home
mn theu' beds. It zeems nothing suitsus.’
“Who do vou mean ? ' questioned Mrs.

Peeler. “What was it killed Petrus Fa-
Shuﬂg P 11

‘“ A fall of rock,"” answered Mrs. Dough-
erty.

“"What will poor pig-do?” questioned
Mrs. Kopitza, but continued without the
least intention of stopping. Her conver-
sation all took place to a slower rhythm,
so that in ordinary competition for a
hearing she was invariably defeated.

“Two wyears, now,” she continued,
#every might Petrus carry pail of gar-
bage mile und half, for pig. Perhaps first
he think he make it fat, but he don’ kill
pig when he get fat. He squeal ‘Hello,
Pete,” when he come home to his house
where no peoples lives. Always his coat
all tore, und inside comin’ out. Where
his lil’ cousin Sophie all time? way off—
big city take care other sick pmpif::? or
Uncle Pete nod so much fun?

“Bophie was away two vears already,”
put in Mrs. Dougherty defensively,
“when Pete's wife died. But what do
you know about Sophie ? ™ she exclaimed,
shaking her finger with excitement. How
stupid she had been to lead off with
Pete's death, when something so much
more interesting had been within her
power !

“T know aboud Sophie,” replied Mrs.
Kopitza, and Mrs. Dougherty subsided
as though the whimsical wind had col-
lapzed her quite as it had the garments
flapping at her back.

“ Mrs. Peeler,” went on Mrs. Kopitza,
“at Baby Welfare Station in Brookside
thay have big time yesterday. All
mothers bring children und get white
cards, if much big or too liddle. Und
Sophie is queen at thad place. Daoctor,
mayor's brother, with shiney head make
big speech. He say he hope nod much
childern die this summer, und ours he
hope wond die, und mosd wimmen dond
know what he say und they nod und
smile. They have bunch nize flowers on
stove but no fire. Then childern sing
‘My Country—'tis of Thee,’ und ice-
cream, then we go home.” After a

thoughtiul pause she added: “ Sophie talk
on telephone like "Merigan lady, und she
all sweet und fresh like she don’ work.”

“Poor Sophie did not marry,” put in
Mrs. Peeler. Mrs. Dougherty and Mrs.
Kopitza exchanged meaningful glances.
It was common knowledee at East End
that Jack Peeler had wanted Sophie for
two years, though he had never gotten =o
much as an encouraging look. 1 think,”
continued Mrs. Peeler, “that Andreas
Katusha turned her head, then went
away and forgot her. . .." Leaning
close to the ather two she said in a lower
voice: “My Jo saw her runnin’ up the
short cut to the toll-gate the night before
he went away, and she was cryin’ for fair.”

“If Andreas leit her,” answered Mrs.
I}(‘Iugh{:[i}'—ﬁ']fa—:j['li'.'ﬂ[r‘ltﬁfl counsel for
the defense—'"‘a poor way she chose to
catch another fella™—goin' every night
to the library and bringin® home piles of
books, Jacob Sadusky any way was her
fella’. Him shootin’ Patrick Cain, they
said was somethin' about the union, but
1 think it was over Sophie all the time.”

“You can't be sorry for Sophie because
she not married,” added Mrs. Kopitza,
“she so much queen of herself all time.
She got thirdy dollars a week off nursing
sick peoples in New York. She only ged
twendy-five at Brookside. Good pay for
wimmen, but nod so good as thirdy.”

Here the mine whistles began to blow,
one after another throughout the valley, a
six-voiced vibrant recessional of insistent
disharmonics, a wild and pagan pean to
the great god worshipped there. The
women in their houses obzerve the rite
by turning toward their noon meal. Men
on top of the ground, by the hundred,
turn to their dinner-pails, and hundreds
in the flickering gloom of their cap lirht,
underground,

“Mother! Mother!"” screamed Pat-
rick Dougherty as he ran up the road,
hiz schoolbooks over his back., *“ Guess
whose banns are up at St. Savior's, posted
this morning ! Sephie Fashung and An-
dreas Katusha's. He has come back.
Annie seen him at City Hospital Clinic,
He is hunting bugs, and ii he catches
them they will cure miner’s asthma. She
says he is a grand doctor, with red neck-
tie and smell of fine tobacco,”

“They won't live at East End. You



can depend upon that,” said Mrs. Peeler,
always prepared for the most daatardlj
in human nature.

“They will be tryin’
Street, I suppose.”

“No, no, they won't,” continued Pat-
rick. “Annie says Jo told her that Ka-
tusha has bought Fashung's old house by
the mine-cave. They are beginning to
paint it white to-day.”

to live on River

At twilight that night Mrs. Dougherty
when passing from her chicken-coop to
her back steps saw a couple wending their
way up the sinuous turnpike toward the
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deserted toll-gate—a girl in a blue-serge
suit, with her hand upon the arm of a
very gray-haired young man. They did
not look like natives of the place, but
Mrs. Dougherty knocked excitedly up-
on her dividing wall and called: *Mrs,
I{opitzfl ! Mrs Kopitza, yvou there?”
“Ye-ges!”

“Look quick, up the road, two pretty
grand East Enders.”

Mrs. Kopitza went to her back door
and replied, half to herself:

“Ye-¢s, bud thingk how moch nize
things they miss all this time they are
away from East End.”

HOLIDAYS IN THE OLD SOUTH
BEING CHRONICLES OF CHICORA WOOD
By Elizabeth W. Allston Pringle
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o I sit in the broad piazza, watching the closing of the day, T gaze into
{ the vistas of moss-draped giant oaks.
] Nature; the mystery of the ages; Nature, so powerful, so destruc-
tive, so creative, so ‘inexorable.
still beautiful, which from their quiet, steadfast heights have seen gener-
ations pass, while they abide.

All is mystery: the mystery of
Here stand these oaks, still strong,

Through those filmy vistas the great

god ﬂf thc da,} is sending forth his rosy shafts: just as he did when our first parents
were sadly leaving that unsatisfactory, languorous Garden of Eden, to enter the
blessed kingdom of toil, to them, seen from afar, so fearsome. Brighter to me than
these last sun-rays, more vivid than the cloud color, is the pageant of the Past, which
sweeps before me now: scenes as splendid as the crimson sky—incidents as tender
as the pink and fleecy cloudlets— dark and tragic as the great bank of clouds,
at the horizon's edge, but redeemed from utter black despair by gleams of a courage
and sacrifice equal, in splendor and beauty, to its sun-illumined summits, It is so
that I think of it. In my closing life is stored up this beauty and pathos of the years.
Brilliant and vivid in my memory still are these last ﬂdqhmg glorious pictures of a
beauteous and bygone age. Shall Tlet them pass into nothingness, without an effort
to save them? 5Shall T let this life T remember so well, these beings I adored, die with-
out a word; these pictures T have treasured, so full of beauty and color, 5]11111 Ilet
them fade, even as the sky colors, into gray oblivion?

I cannot bring before you, perhaps as clearly as I wish, the charm and glamour of
the past, but I can at least give an idea of *the dayvs that are no more."

John Allston of 5t. John's, Berkeley, several hundred vears. An Allston was

was born in England in 1666, and came to
this country between 1685 and 1604. He
was descended from John Allston of Sax-
ham Hall, of Newton, Suffolk, which
place was the seat of the Allstons for

the Saxon Lord of Stanford in Norfolk,
before the Conquest, and was dispos-
sessed by the Normans. The old Saxon
names of Rath Alstan, Alstan, Alstane,
were all but variants of the name which
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John of St. John's spelled Allston; their
motto being “ Immotus.”

John Allston of St. John's, Berkeley,
had a number of children, as people of
that date usually had, but we are con-
cerned only with his eldest son John, who
was the grandfather of Benjamin Allston,
my father’s father, and his younger son
William, who was the grandiather of Char-
lotte Ann Allston, my father's mother.
S0 that my parents were distant cousins,

Ben Allston died while his second son
Robert was quite young, and his widowed
mother determined to send him to West
Point. Heentered in 1817, graduating in
1821—this being the first class which
made the regular four years' course under
Colonel Sylvanus Thayer. He received
an appointment in the Third Artillery,
and was immediately ordered on the
Coast Survey, under Lieutenant-Colonel
Kearney, of the Topographical Engineers.
He assisted in surveving the harbors of
Plymouth and Provincetown, Mass,, and
the entrance of Mobile Bay.

His mother’s difficulties in managing
her property of landed estates and ne-
groes, in the rice-planting regions, were
great, and added to this was the effort of
a man, who had bought the plantation ad-
joining hers on the south, to seize four of
her best rice-fields, attempting to prove
that they belonged to his tract, on which
they bordered. This annoyance had kept
her in constant fiery correspondence, and
at last my father felt it his duty to resign
from the army and come home and settle
the matter, once for all. He employed
the lawyer of greatest repute at the
moment, Jdﬂ]t'\ L. Petigru. The case
was bmught into court and my grand-
mother's title to the land established with-
out question.

Then my father devoted himself to the
management and development of these
valuable rice-lands—draining and clear-
ing the dense growth of cypress, in the
swamps not yet cleared, and planting the
fields already drained, and under bank,
with tiuxuimn and much aided by i]!c
skill in enpneennu which his course at
West Point had given him. He surveved
his lands in person, reclaiming a wild ter-
ritory, and found his military education
eminently useful in laying out the courze
of canals, embankments, etc,

-y
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Dwring the lawsuit, my father was en-
tertained by James L. Petigru, and in
this way met his sister, Adéle Peligru,
fell in love with her, and she eventually
hecame his wife; but not until he had had
the great sorrow of losing his maother, for -
whom he had an intense affection, with a
sense of protection. She was beautiful,
and very small, so that the servants al-
ways spoke of her as “Little Miss,” in
distinction to Aunt Blythe, who was
“Big Miss,” though grandmother was the
elder sister.

I am always afraid of bursting out into
praise of my father, for I adored him, and
thought him the wisest and best man in
the world, and still do think he was a
most unusual mixture of firmness and
gentleness, with rare executive ability.
But I have always found, in reading biog-
raphies and sketches, that the unstinted
and reiterated praises of the adoring
writers rouse one's opposition, and T write
this with the hope of bringing to his
grandchildren the knowledge and appre-
ciation of my father's character. I will
try to draw his portrait with a few firm
strokes, and leave the respect and ad-
miration to be aroused by it. Now that
slavery is a thing of the past, the younger
generation in our Southland really know
nothing about the actual working of it,
and they should know to understand and
zee the past inits true licht, Slavery was
in many ways a terrible misfortune, but
we know that in the ancient world it was
universal, and no doubt the great Ruler
of the world, *that great First Cause,
least understood,” allowed it to exist for
some reason of His own,

The colony of North and South Caro-
lina, then one, entreated the Mother
Country to send no more slaves. *We
wanl cattle, horses, sheep, swine, we don't
want Africans.” But the Africans con-
tinued to come. The Northeastern States
were the first to get rid of the ohjectiona-

ble human property when conscientious

scruples arose as Lo the owning of slaves
—in some instances by freeing them, but
in many more instances by selling them
to the Southern States. There is no
doubt that in the colder climate slave la-
bor was not profitable. When the Civil
War came, the Southern planters were
reduced from wealth to poverty by the
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seizure of their property which they held
under the then existing laws of the coun-
try. It is a long and tangled story—and
I do not pretend to judge of its rights and
I have no doubt that the Great

WIOngs.
- Father's time for allowing slavery was at
an end, 1 myself am truly thankful that

slavery is a thing of the past, and that I
did not have to take up the burden of the
ownership of the too people my father
left me in his will (all mentioned by
name), with a pretty rice-plantatien
called Exchange—two miles north of
Chicora Wood. I much prefer to have
had to make my own living, as 1 have had
to do, except for the short six years of my
married life, than to have had to assume
the care and responsibility of those hun-
dred negroes, soul and body. I have had
a happy life, in spite of great sorrow and
continued work and strain, but T am quite
sure that with my sensitive temperament,
and fierce Huguenot conscience, I never
could have had a happy life under the
burden of that ownership.

It would have been a comfort, however,
if we could have gathered up something
from my father's large property, but
we did not. Just before the war, my
maother's brother, Captain Tom Petigru,
of the navy, died, leaving a childless
widow. She lived in Charleston, in her
beautiful home with large yard and gar-
den, at the corner of Bull and Montague
Streets, and was a rich woman, as riches
were counted in those dayvs—owning a
large farm in Abbeville County, where
the Giberts and Petigrus had originally
settled, and also a rice-plantation—
“Pipe Down,” on Sandy Island on the
Waccamaw, not far from my father’s
estates, also 100 negroes.  As soon as
Uncle Tom died, Aunt Ann wrote to my
father, asking him, as a great favor, to
buy her plantation and negroes, as she
fell quite unequal to the management
and care of them. Papa replied imme-
diately that it was impossible for him to
comply with her request, that he had his
hands full managing his own property,
and that he specially felt he had already
more negroes than he desired. Aunt Ann
continued her entreaties. Then the ne-
groes from Pipe Down began to send
deputations over to beg my father to buy
them. Philip Washington, a very tall,
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very black man, a splendid specimen of
the negro race, after two generations of
slavery, was their spokesman. My uncle
had been devoted to Philip, and con-
sidered him far above the average negro
in every way, and in his will had given
him his freedom, along with two or three
others; he plead the cause of his friends
with much eloquence, saying they had
fixed on him as the one owner they desired.
Then my uncle, James L. Petigru, en-
tered the lists, and appealed to my
father's chivalry for his old and feeble
sister-in-law, and to the intense feeling of
the negroes, who had selected him for
their future owner, and were perfectly
miserable at his refusal—that if it were
a question of money, he need not hesi-
tate, as “Sister Ann” did not desire any
cash payment, she greatly preferred a
bond and mortgage, and the interest paid
vearly, as that would be the best invest-
ment she could have. At last my father
vielded, and made a small cash payment,
giving his bond and a mortgage for the
rest. The deed was done—the Pipe
Down people were overjoved, and the
debt assumed. This debt it was which
rendered my father’s estate inselvent at
the end of the war, for he died in 1864.
The slaves having been freed, the property
was gone, but the debt remained in mort-
gages on his landed estates, which had all
to be sold. The plantation;

Chicora Wood, 8go acres,
Ditchford, 350 acres,
Exchange, 6ioo acres,
Guendalos, fioo acres,
Nightingale Hall, 400 acres,
Waterford, 256 acres,

besides Pipe Down itsell. Also the two
farms in North Carolina, and our beautiful
house in Charleston. Besides this, there
were 0,000 acres of cypress timber, at
Britton's Neck; 5,000 acres of cvpress
and pine land, near Carver's Bay; 300
acres, at Canaan Seashore: house and
20 acres, on Pawley’s Island. Of all this
principality, not one of the heirs got any-
thing !

My mother’s dower was all that could
be claimed. In South Carolina the right
of dower is one-third of the landed prop-
erty, for life, or one-sixth, in fee simple.
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My mother preferred the last, and the
Board of Appraisers found that the plan-
tation Chicora Wood, where she had al-
ways lived, would represent a sixth value
of the real estate, and that was awarded
her as dower; but not an animal nor
farm implement, no boats nor vehicles—
just the land, with its dismantled dwell-
ing-house. I tell this here, to explain
how we came to face poverty at the end
of the war.

While we were at boarding-school, we
had not gone into the country for the
short Christmas holidays; but now we
went a week before Christmas with all
the household and did not return till
about the roth of January. Oh, the joy
of the Christmas on the plantation! We
had to have presents for so many—fruit
and candy and dolls and nuts and hand-
kerchiefs and stockings and head hand-
kerchiefs. Rejoicing and festivities every-
where! All busy preparing and selecting
Christmas presents, and decorating the
house with holly. Christmas Eve, mak-
ing egg-nog, and going round with little
children helping them hang up stockings
and, later, going round with grown-ups
and filling stockings. Christmas morn-
ing wvery early, *Merry Christmas!’
echoing all over the house; all the house
servants stealing in softly to “ketch vu,
that is, say the magic words “ Merry
Christmas ! ™ before you did. Then joy-
ful sounds, “I ketch yu!"” and you must
produce vour gift, whereupon they bring
from the ample bosom or pocket, as the
case may be, eggs tied in a handkerchief
—twa, three, six, perhaps a dozen, ac-
cording to the worldly position of the
donor. Such jolly, gay, laughing visi-
tors, a stream coming all the time. As
fast as one party left another came, always
making great plans to walk softly so as
to catch you, so that dressing was a pro-
longed and difficult matter, for vou must
respond and open the door when * Merry
Christmas, 1 ketch yu!" sounded.
Breakfast was apt to be late, because
cook and all the servants had to creep up
softly to each door and “ketch” each
member and receive their presents, and
open them and exhibit them and com-
pare them and see the children’s presents
and do an immense deal of unnecessary

talking and joking. So that it was hard
for them to settle down and come to
prayers, which papa had always in the
library, and then bring in the breakfast
and resume the attitude of respectful and
well-trained servants.

Such delicious breakfast—sausage and
hogshead cheese and hominy and buck-
wheat cakes and honey and waffles and
marmalade, which mama made from the
oranges which grew all round the piazza.
And hefore we got up from table, the
dancing began in the piazza, a fiddle play-
ing the gayest jigs, with two heavy sticks
knocking to mark the time and a triangle
and bones rattling in the most exciting
syncopated time; and all the young ne-
groes on the plantation, and many from
the other plantations belonging to papa,
dancing, dancing, dancing. Oh, il was
gay! They never stopped from the time
they began in the morning except while
we were at meals until ten o'clock at
night. The dancers would change, one
set go home and get their dinner while
another took the floor. Fiddler, stick-
knocker, all would change; but the dance
went on with the new set just as gayly as
with the first. And this went on more or
less for three dayvs, for not a stroke of
work was done during that holiday ex-
cept feeding the catlle pigs, and sheep
and horses—just three days of pure en-
jovment and fun. Christmas night papa
alwavs set off beautiful fireworks with
Nelson's help. This was a grand enter-
tainment for all, white and black. There
was much feasting at Christmas, for a
beef and several hogs were always killed
and extra rations of sugar, coffee, mo-
lasses, and flour were given out, and great
quantities of sweel potatoes, Altogether,
it was a joviul time.

There were three days at New Year
too, and then the clothes were given out.
Maum Mary began early in the morning
after New Year's Day to bring out and
pile in log-cabin fashion in the piazza rolls
of red flannel, rolls of white homespun
(unbleached rnul,lmfl and of thick home-
spun and of calico for the women. Then,
for the men, rolls of jeans, dark-colored,
and rolls of white for shirts, and then rolls
of the most beautiful white stuff like the
material of which blankets are made,
This was called plains, and with the jeans
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was imported from England, as being
stronger and warmer than any to be got
in this country. There were buttons and
threads and needles in each roll of stuff,
suitable for that thickness of material.
All these little pens made of rolls filled
up the very big piazza, and it took nearly
all day for the long lists to be read out
and each individual to come up and get
their stuffs. Each woman had a red-
flannel roll, two white-homespun rolls,
two colored homespun and two calico.
The men had one red flannel, two white
homespun, two jeans, and one white
plains. Then came the blankets. Ewvery
year some one got new blankets, very
strong, warm wool blankets. One vear
the men got them, the next the women,
the next the children; soevery household
got sOme New Ones every year.

The children’s clothing was given out
the next day. This took longer. Each
child came up to Maum Mary where she
sat surrounded by whole bales of stuff
and stood in front of her. She took the
end of the homespun, held it on top of the
child’s head, and brought the material
down to the floor and then up again to
the head. This would make one full gar-
ment for the child and was the way to as-
sure there being enough with no waste,
The red flannel was done in the same way
and the colored homespun for every-day
frocks and the calico for Sunday frocks.
It was an interesting thing to watch, a
name read out by mama or papa or my
sister from the book, and up the step
would come the little girl, and drop a
courtesy to each of us and then to Maum
Mary as she stood before her to be mea-
sured. Maum Mary was sometimes in-
clined to be wery impatient and cross,
but she dared not give way to the in-
clination openly, with us all watching her.
She would just jerk the timid ones around
a little, but if papa was there he would
say quite sternly: “Gently, Mary, gen-
tly.”  The little girl, as she went out
loaded with her things and the things of
her little brothers and sisters, would drop
another courtesy of thanks. The boys
were: taught to “Tech dey furud,” as
Maum Mary called it; being really just
what the military salute is now, but they
were generally very awkward about it.

The hardest thing of all was the shoes.
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Every man, woman, and child on the
place, about a month before, was called
on to give their measure—a nice light
strip of wood about an inch wide the
length of their foot. They were supposed
to put the weight of the foot down on the
piece of wood and some one marked it
and cut it off the right length; then took
it himseli, so that there would be no mis-
take, to Mr. Belflower, who wrote the full
name on each one. These measures Mr.
Belflower brought to papa, all clearly
and distinctly marked in pEﬂ(‘ll and
they were sent to the factor in Charles-
ton, who took them to a reliable shoe
dealer, and each measure was put into a
pair of shoes to fit it. These were all
boxed up and sent up to the different
plantations in time for the distribution
the third day after New Year. Darkies
have a very great dislike to big feet; so
many of them were tempted to send too
short a measure, and then what a disap-
pointment and what suppressed groans
and lamentations when the new shoes
were tried on!

" Somebody change my meshur.,” And
often T was called on to examine the stick
and read out the name on it. No mistake
there. But these were only a few and
were always much ridiculed by the others
who had wisely given the full length of
the foot.

“Ki, Breder, yu got small fut, yu Lnu
Yu haf' tu suffer. Me, I got h1g futan’'I
kin run een my new shu’.”

There was much visiting among the
neighbors during this season. Every one
had friends from the city to spend the
holidays in the country. The plantations
were large, so the neighbors were not
near; but they all had an abundance of
horses and wvehicles, and the roads were
excellent. An absolutely flat country, the
dirt roads were kept in the hest condition.
There were Mr. and Mrs. Poinsett at the
White House, eight miles south of Chi-
cora at the point of land between the Pee
Dee and the Black River. Mr. Poinsett
was a distinguished man, a great botanist.
It was he who brought from Mexico the
beautiful Flor del Buen Noche to the
Department of Agriculture; and it was
named Poinsettia in his honor. He was
Secretary of War under Van Buren and
was largely instrumental in the establish-
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ment of the Naval Academy at Annapolis.
He married Mrs. John Julius Pringle, née
Tzard, a widow, and made a most beauti-
ful garden at her plantation, the White
House—so named originally because it
was a little white house in the midst of a
field. Mr. and Mrs. Poinsett spent their
summers at Newport and most of the
winters in Washington.

Mr. and Mrs. Julius Izard Fringle (née
Lynch) and their daughter Mary, after-
ward Countezss Yvan des Francs, who was
my sister's dearest friend, being just her
age—lived at Greenfield, eight miles
southwest of us on the Black River, in
winter, and went to Newmrt N SWImer.
Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Tzard (née Pinckney)
and their large family at Weymouth, six
miles south of us on the Pee Dee, who
spent their winters there and travelled
abroad during the summers. Doctor
Sparkman and his family at Dirliton, five
miles away. Doctor Stark Heriot four
miles, at Birdheld. Mr. and Mrs. Nat
Barnwell (née Fraser) at Enfield, three
miles. These were all south of us.

To the north were Mr. and Mrs. Fran-
cis Weston (née Tucker) and their large
family. The eldest daughter has been a
most remarkable woman. T speak of her
as Miss Penelope in “ The Woman Rice
Planter.” Mrs. Weston was the daughter
of my father's eldest sister, who married
Mr. John Tucker, had two daughters and
died; when Mr. Tucker remarried twice
and had a large number of children. Six
sons whom he educated in the most thor-
ough manner as physicians, sending them
to Paris for a final course; as he said, the
owner of a plantation with large numbers
of slaves could best be fitted for the posi-
tion by a good medical education. So
there were three Doctor Tuckers owning
plantations north of us on the Pee Dee
River, and two Dwoctor Tuckers owning
plantations on the Waccamaw River.
They did not practise their profession
bevond their plantations, however, hut
were mighty hunters and good citizens.

Just north of the Westons” historic plan-
tation, Hasty Point, lived at Bel Rive,
Mr. and Mrs. J. Harleston Read (née
Lance). This was entailed property, a
part of the very large John Mann Tavlor
estate. The Reads, like the Westons,
spent their summers in Charleston, where

they owned beautiful houses. Mrs. Wes-
ton, once speaking to my mother of the
terrible move to and from the city each
spring and fall, said: *We have to take
fifty individuals with us in the move; I
mean children and all.™

My mother: “Why, Elizabeth,
that possible #"

She answered: “We cannot possibly
separate husband and wife for six months;
so Harry, the coachman, has to have his
wife and children, and the same with the
cook, and the butler, and the laundress,
until we are actually moving an army
every time we move."”

This shows some of the bondage of the
old system not generally thought of.

We returned to Charleston, January
the fifteenth, in the midst ul' the gay
season.  Of course I went back to school
and had little to do with the gayety, ex-
cept to see Della dress for the balls and
hear her account of them the next morn-
ingr.

I had always sufiered much from what
I know now was dyspepsia, but it had no
name then. T just felt badly at eleven
every day if I ate any breakiast, In our
family it was considered the proper thing
to eat breakfast, and 1 had always had a
fair appetite ;md ate my plate of hominy
and butter and an egg or a piece of sau-
sage and then a waflle and syrup or honey.,
That was our regular breakfast; but I
began to find, if T ate my plate of hominy,
I was perfectly miserable by eleven; and
so I ate less and less until 1 found out the
delightful fact that, if I ate nothing, I did
not have the misery at eleven. But, when
my mother found I was eating no break-
fast, she was shocked and distressed and
said I could not possibly go to school and
study on a perfectly empty stomach. 1
must eat my hominy; a mother now would
say my cereal. I said: “Just let me
cat a waffle and no hominy.” But the
hominy was considered the most nourish-
ing, fmhtly digested thing, with a soft-
boiled egr.  As T was always very hungry
in the morning, I vielded readily and went
on suffering more and more—burning
cheeks and flaming eves and so cross
every one was afraid to speak to me from
cleven till two. Then it passed off, and
I was exhausted and ate a hearty dinner.
This went on until I could go no longer.

how is
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1 was too miserable and had to tell mama
and stay in bed. She sent for the family
doctor, a little dried-up, white-haired old
gentleman, Doctor Porcher. He ques-
tioned me and punched me all over with
his long forefinger, and then said to me:

*What would you do if you had a horse
that was worn out from overwork "

Very much tried by this question so
alien to my condition, I said languidly:
“Let him rest, I suppose.”

“ Exactly,” said the little doctor. * Ex-
actly, and that is what we must do to
your stomach and digestive organs, which
are worn out by undue and over work."”

Then he asked mama to have two bed-
room pitchers of warm water brought,
and he made me drink plass aiter glass of
that tepid water which he handed me
himself, until my system was emptied of
every particle of undigested food. Then
he said to mama that for three days [
must have abzolutely nothing but a cup
half full of milk filled up with hot water
in the morning, nothing more. He patted
my hand and said,

“Then you will be quite well and have
no more trouble,” and left.

I staved in bed that day and was so
exhiusted that I slept and rested and
never thought of food; but the next
morning when they brought me my cup
of milk and water, T was desperately
hungry and very restless. So I sent
for mama and told her that if she kept
me in bed, I could not possibly endure the
three days’ fast, for I thought of nothing
but how hungry T was; but, if she let
me get up and go to school and study
my lessons, I would not mind it so much.
Mama hesitated a little, but knew me so
well that she was sensible and gave me
permission to get up and dress and go to
school; which I did, getting there just
in time. I =aid my lessons and enjoved
myself greatly, the freedom from gnaw-
ing distress in my chest making me very
gay; and, at the end of the three days, I
returned to my natural diet and was in
perfect health and for vears free from any
kind of indigestion. T just narrate this as
an instance of the heroic methods of the
past. We were brought up to make light
of and endure all pain silently just as long
a5 we could stand it, and then submit to
any treatment prescribed by the doctor,
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however drastic. For years I had suf-
fered daily pain and discomfort, but not
severe enourh to attract attention to me,
as I did not complain, was only miserable
and cross and correspondingly gay as soon
as the misery was gone. And now I was
well !

In the spring I went to my first child’s
party. It was given by the Cleland
Hugers in their house in Legare St. for
their beautiful son, two years older than
myself. Alas, he was one of the first to
fall in battle during our war. He and
Oliver Middleton were both so beautiful
and both fell gallantly fighting when
mere boys. But there was no shadow in
that bright scene to tell us what was com-
ing. Mama had a pretty white-muslin
frock made for me, and my sweet sister
took great pleasure in dressing me for the
party—a very full, very short skirt barely
covering my knees, a long expanse of
white stocking, and black slippers. When
I stood before the hig cheval glass, Della
fixing some blue ribbons on my tightly
scraped back, tightly plaited hair, I began
to ery and exclaimed:

“Della, I am too ugly to live! I can't
go to the party!"”

My dear sister expostulated and as-
sured me I looked sweet and said how
pretty my frock was, etc., etc., but it
only added fuel to fire; and I cried the
more. At last she lost patience and said,
“Well, if vou go on crying, vou will be
a sight with red swollen eyes and nose,”
and I stopped at once and let her bathe
them and try to remove some of the
damage, and I went down.

It was an awful ordeal, for Charley was
invited too, and “ May,” the Irish nurse,
was sent to take us; and, when she got
to the door, she asked to see Mrs. Huger
and commended us specially to her care.
Charley had never been to a party be-
fore, but I had been to one. He looked
beautiful in his Scotch-plaid kilt mama
had brought from abroad; but he was
very frightened and, just as soon as Mrs.
Huger released his hand, he found a safe
place behind a door where he could see
and not be seen, nor be in danger of re-
ceiving any attention. Mrs. Huger took
me into the dancing-room, and imme-
diately a small boy I knew, who had long
golden curls, asked me to go to supper
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with him. I gladly accepted, for 1 had
had wvisions of no partner for supper,
which was the greatest catastrophe which
could happen. So I was quite pleased to
accept my very youthful beau; but in a
few minutes more the biggest boy in the
room came and asked me for supper!
And I had to say I was engaged! It was
dreadiul. I hated my golden-curled de-
voted with a fierce hatred. And it was
worse when supper came, for I suddenly
remembered my responsibility about
Charley, who had to be provided with sup-
per; and my little partner seemed reluc-
tant to help me look for him. The rooms
were crowded and it was dreadful to roam
around alone looking for Charley and,
when at last I found him behind the door,
he was crying; but, after I took his hand
and led him to the supper-room with its
beautiful cakes with a cupid on a wire on
top of each and the dishes of ice-cream
and cakes and silver dishes of candy and
kisses, he soon recovered. And I found
that my little beau had busied himself,
while I was pone, getting three saucers of
ice-cream and three slices of cake, so he
rose in my estimation; and the party
ended most happily. And T found,
though I was ugly, boys liked to talk to
me and to dance with me, which after all
was the main thing.

These years were very happy ones.
Mama enjoved the return to the social
life of the city very much after her long
experience of country life; and, of course,
it was a jov to have her lovely daughter
to introduce into society. My sister was
absolutely docile and did just what
mama wanted her to do. She never had
a wish about her own clothes, and no
wonder, for mama had perfect taste and
got everything for her that was beautiful.

About this time I remember two little
experiences of my own. My dear sister
had always been willing to share her high-
post mahogany bed and beautiful room
with me; but papa thought I should have
my own room, as I was old enough. So
the room next to hers was fitted up for me
and was just as pretty as could be, with
its own tall four-poster and pretty chintz
curtains and with the bathroom attached.
But still T slept in Della’s room, though I
dressed and kept my clothes in my own
room, But one day when papa returned
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from Columbia, he asked me if T slept
well in my own beautiful bed now; and
the truth had to come out that I never
had slept there, at which he looked grave
and said: It is my wish that you sleep in
yvour own room.”  So that night I did so,
and the following night also, and began
to think I should end by hkmg it. It was
spring and all the windows were open,
and the third night I was awakened by
shricks from the alleyway which ran
along beside our garden wall! Screams
and cries for help and sounds of blows
falling ! It was just as distinet as if it had
been in the next room. 1 fled to Della’s
room and never again attempted to sleep
in my own room. The next morning we
heard it was a drunken man beating his
wile; some Irish families occupied a house
together there. But it was the end of
papa’s efforts to make me a self-respect-
ing individual. T stayed with myv sister
until she was married and then I took my
vounger sister, whom [ adored, in with
me. She was five years younger, but a
very different nature, as brave as a lion.
MNothing scared her nor made her nervous.

The next was, I know, some years later,
for 1 was big enough to have boy friends
as well as girl friends; and one afternoon
mama told me 1 could have the open
carriage to take some of my friends for a
drive. T was very much delighted and
invited Minnie Hayne and Willie Wilkin-
son, and Minnie invited another boy.
We were having a very nice time, and
Minnie was in such a gale of spirits that
she began to sing and the boys joined in,
and I began to feel a little nervous for
fear we might meet some of my family,
when the carriage stopped and Daddy
Aleck, the coachman, who always sat as
strairht as if he had been trained at West
Point, turned stiffly round and said:

“*Miss Betsy, if unna (you-all) kyant
behave unna self I'll tek yu f-.lr'ught
home ! Dis ain't no conduk fu de Gubner
karridge "

My feelings are better imagined than
described. However, it was most success-
ful. The rest of the drive was perfectly
proper; and after a while when we got up
the road one of the boys brought out a
box of sugar-plums, which we ate most
noiselessly and discreetly, and we had a
delightful drive and mama never heard of
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our undue hilarity., These seem very
trivial things to record, but young girls
are interested in trivial things; and the
surge of events toward the great Civil
War, which was approaching, was not
felt by me at all. I realized more and
more the heauty and comiort of my home
and surroundings.

I must describe our servants. Nelson
was the butler and house-servant. (He
was a mulatto, the son of a Mr. Thomp-
son who had been overseer at Chicora be-
fore Mr. Belflower. He was a Northern
man, very smart and capable; but,
after this, papa sent him away. Nelson
adopted his father’s surname, Thompson. )
He was the best, most faithful, intelligent
man possible, and we were all devoted to
him. Then came William Baron, who
was very black and very heavily built,
but an excellent servant, with very cour-
teous manners. He took the greatest de-
light in arranging all the flowers in the
house, which I also loved to do; and
there was always a race between William
and myself as to who should do it. T re-
member specially one vellow flat bowl on
a stand with Greek figures in black chas-
ing round it, a perfectly lovely thing for
flowers; and it nearly broke my heart
when I found William had changed the
flowers in it and arranged them to his
mind.

After the war William Baron became
well known in Charleston as a caterer,
cook, and provider of elegant entertain-
ments. He took charge of the suppers for
the 5t. Cecilia, which were always very
handzome and elaborate and quite a
feature. Indeed, William was quite a
personage, with grand manners and per-
fectly honest. He had but one fault: to
look upon the wine when it was red; and
he habitually took more than was good
for him and lived too high, so that his
health pave out before he was at all an
old man. He always showed enthusiastic
pleasure when he met any of the family,
but specially my eldest brother, to whom
he had belonged. Masg' Ben continued to
fll his ideas as to what constituted a gen-
tleman. Whenever my brother came to
the city and he knew it, he would send
round a dish of delicious chicken salad or
a shrimp pie, for which he was famous,
or a Charlotte Fusse, or some dish that
he knew Mas’ Ben specially liked. It was

Holidays in the Old South

alwayvs a pleasure to meet William, his
very black round face shone with delight
and everv one of his very white teeth
showed, as he assured you that “it did
his hc:{rt rood to look upon you and you
were looking so fine and so well.”

Then there was Stephen Gallant, who
was papa’s special servant and valet, but
when there was much company he helped
with the waiting, which he understood
well. Joe Washington was the cook. He
had been trained two years by a man who
kept a very fine restaurant—>Sam Lee.
Pheebe and Nannie were the maids, and
Nellie, Nelson's wife, the laundress, as-
sisted by a voung girl. Daddy Moses,
William's father, was brought down from
the country to take charge of the vard
and be gardener under a white man who
was employed. Harris, a boy in the
house, attended the bell and ran errands.
They were all good servants and I was
fond of all but Stephen, whom I could not
bear. He put on great airs because he
went with papa to Columbia always and
felt himself superior to the others, wlm
jokingly called him the “little guv'ner”
because he imitated papa’s walk and
manner generally in an absurd way, as he
was quite small and very black.

My sister became engaged the year be-
fore the war. She had a beautiful en-
gagement ring, a diamond. She also wore
always a magnificent ruby which had
been left her by Uncle Tom, captain in
the navy. One day she was sewing be-
fore dinner and had taken off her rings
and slipped them into her work-box, and
when we went in to dinner she left it in
the hall. When we came out from dinner
and she opened her work-box to get the
rings, they were gone! It is a very re-
markable thing that the servants were
not suspected at all. There was a door
in the hall opening on to the driveway,
and it was alwavs taken for granted that
a thief had slipped in, opened the box,
and taken out the UI'[]} valuables in it
and escaped. The police were notified to
look out for a sneak-thief, and they re-
ported great activity on their part, end-
ing in nothing. The rings were never
heard of again. 1 know now that poor
Stephen took those rings. He was not
waiting on table that day, and knew well
the value of the jewels and my sister's
habit of slipping them off into her box
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while she was sewing. He knew about
the approaching war and he knew they
would always command a good sum of
money, for the great value of the pigeon-
blood ruby had often been discussed.
And Stephen was the only one who ran
off to the U. 5. Fleet before the end of
the conflict. Soon after my father's
death, he took his whole family but one
boy, Brutus, put them in a small boat, and
rowed through the waves from the inlet
next to Pawley’s Island and joined the
fleet. Of course it must have all been
arranged before, for they were on the
lookout for the boat and picked them up
safely. Of course this was a great risk,
and it seems strange, after braving the
waves of the ocean in a small boat, Ste-
phen should have been drowned some
years after the war in the Waccamaw
River. He had overloaded his boat with
rough rice and it sank and he was drowned.
His sen Brutus, who was with him, es-
caped by swimming to shore. My sister
was much blamed for her carelessness.
When the family went into the country
this vear, early in December, my Aunt
Ann (Uncle Tom's widow, the buying of
whose negroes at her urgent request
ruined my father) asked mama to leave
me with her, so that I could continue at
school until the holidays and <o not lose
my place in my classes. So I stayed and
went to school from her house. The holi-
days began December 20. 1 was to take
the steamer Nina, which was the only way
to reach Georgetown then, except to travel
the sixty miles in our own carriage, as my
mother always did; but, of course, mama
and the family having gone that way, I
had to take the boat. It so happened
that the day for the sailing of the Nina
was a day of wild excitement, as it was the
zoth of December, 1860, The Ordinance
of Secession was passed that morning in
Charleston and the whole town was in an
uproar—parades, shouting, firecrackers,
bells ringing, cannon on the forts booming,
flags waving, and excited people thronging
the streets. I was to go on board the
Nina at nine o’clock and sleep there, as she
sailed at an unearthly hour in the morn-
ing. My aunt's coachman was to drive
me down, but he came to her and said:
“Miss, I cudn’t possible keep dem horse
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frum run, wid all dis racket. Dem is jest
de trimble en prance een de stable now,
en I dasn’t dare tek dem on de street.”

We all knew they were very spirited,
overfed horses, and that the man was
right. It would be a great risk to attempt
to drive them. So it was decided I would
have to walk. My two cousins had come
to see me off and walked with me—].
Johnston Pettigrew, my great hero and
ideal of a man, and Charley Porcher,
who was only a little older than myself
and my preat friend. Fortunately mv
trunk had been sent down in the morn-
ing. It had rained,and when we got down
to the wharf it was wet and muddy, and
I had no overshoes. Without a word of
warning, Cousin Johnston picked me up
in his arms and carried me all the way to
the boat. I was overcome by the struggle
within me, mortification that I should be
treated like a child when I was fifteen
and thought mysell grown up, and de-
light and gratification that Cousin John-
ston cared enough for me to do it, and joy
that I was in the arms of my adored hero !
I never saw Cousin Johnston again. He
entered the army at once and, after dis-
tinguishing himseli in every action and
being promoted to be peneral, he was
killed at Gettysburg; a terrible loss to our
army and my first sorrow.

South Carolina having seceded from
the Union, military preparations began
at once, My brother Ben, who had been
educated at West Point and served in the
army until three years before, raised and
equipped a company of cavalry, at his
own expense. It was called “Marion's
Men of Winyvah.” The whole country
was in wild excitement, drilling and pre-
paring for war. Every one volunteered,
old, voung, and middle-aged. Tt was
hard to keep the boys at school. In the
spring every man we knew in Charleston
was in one company or another. The
Charleston Light Diragoons and  the
Washington Light Infantry were the fa-
vorites, but there were many other com-
panies of oreat popularity.

One State after another followed South
Carolina's example, and a convention
called at Mobile, Alabama, elected Jeffer-
son Davis President of the Southern Con-
federacy.

| The second paper, “When Sherman's Army I’.Lir.r-ll" will be Jjul.-|i=hl.'lj in the .’I.lu,' wsl mirmbeer ]
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SUBSTITUTE

By Roy Irving Murray

He azked him if he saw aught.

HE place was a fog of
| khaki, banded with blue of
‘___ tobaceo smoke; a recrea-
".1- tion hut in one of the Amer-
ican camps in France.
E'.cms.s the far end, dim in
the uncertain light, a shifting group hung
about the counter of the canteen. Oth-
ers, elbow to elbow at the bare tables, sat
writing by the light of guttering candles.
At times, when a candle flared, faces
would start out sharply down the crowded
rows. Private Breck Williams, Jooking
up from his letter, thought of portraits he
had seen—Rembrandt—it was like that,
Along the low walls there were posters,
French-railway posters, marvellously well
done many of them. There was one of
Nice—pay flowers in a crash of color
against the blue of the Mediterranean—
a girl standing there, her hands full of
roses.

The boy stretched a cramped arm;
waited for the ink to dry on a closely
wriltten page. He reached out absently;
snuffed the candle in front of him with a
thumh and finger. He had =et it there
in its little pool of melting wax when he
began his letter. He p1cLeql up the last
sheet of the letter and held it for a mo-
ment over the tall flame. Across the
table a man flashed an impatient look at
him, then smiled and bent again to his
illustrated paper.

“Last will and testament?"
out sarcastically.

The boy laughed. It might be that—
they were going in the morning. That
was why evervbody was writing; why it
was sostill.  Ordinarily there would have
been the usual noisy games, to the accom-
paniment of such music as could be
wrenched from the little piano—one of
those French toys, with bronze handles
at the ends, and absurdly incongruous
candelabra on either side of the music-
rack; that, or else ragtime, spitting an-
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he brought

And he said:

I see men, as trees, walking.
—MNEW TESTAMENT.

grily from one of the cracked records
stacked in random piles on the shelf at
the side.

Six months ago they had been new,
those same black disks; everything had
been new
French countryside, the whole green
length of valley with its little tiled vil-
lages bunched under trees along the river
—everything. The novelty had worn
thin; it was good to know that to-morrow
would bring the change for which they
had so long waited; the Great Change,
perhaps, for some of them. The bay
looked again at the faces across the table.
In two days—in three—7?

The ink was slow in drving. He picked
up the last sheet of paper again, started
to read it through.

“We leave here in the morning. At
last. It's an experiment, in a way—
they’re going to try some of us out on a
quiet sector. To get us over the dodging
stage, I suppose. Bullets, you know,
and shells. Of course it's nuthing: they
all go over vour head. I'll write vou
what it sounds like—we shan’t be allowed
to see anything, naturallv. Nosuchluck!
Afterward, T suppose, we'll be sent back
here to wallow in the mud some more.”

Then, with characteristic abruptness:
“That chap visited our camp again the
other day—the one I told vouabout. He
spoke here in the hut. It was great—
like last time, No guff."”

The boy's look narrowed as a picture
started up from the even lines; a man
standing on a heap of box-covers, rather
a tall man, with serious eyes, "behind
which something flashed as the quiet
voice lifted into unexpected resonances.

“It may help vou,” he had said, “to
think of it sometimes like this—that each
of you has come here from America to
take the place of another man. It is that,
isn't it? One of you for each one of
them? To carry the thing on—that's
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what matters. As though you'd snatched
up the torch another man had dropped,
and pushed ahead with it."

There was a moment’s silence, Then:
“Many of them are lying close about vou,
those men who saved France here along
the Marne three vears ago. It must
mean a gﬂ-l_‘rd deal to you to have had your
training in such exalted company. Holy
ground—it's that, surely, if any place
ever was."

He smiled, hesitated, as with something
of shyness. “Go some time to one of
these graves here in the fields.” He swung
an arm toward the low windows, “It
will make the thing more definite to vou.
Tell vourself there that you will be that
man’s substitute, Tell him. Tell—well,
tell—God. That gets it clear with all
three of you. And perhaps—I like to he-
lieve—I do believe,” the voice rang with
conviction, “that he will know—your
man, and yours, and vours,”-his eyes
caught at one face after another in the
crowd, held it for a second, then swept
on—""he will know that, because of vou,
his work—the thing for which he gave—
evervthing—is still going forward; that
you have come here, gladly and willingly,
to stand where he stood—in his place—
to fight here as he fought; that you have
come here to be, in a sense, him. And
then b

“What's her name, Buddy "

It was the man across the table again,

The boy looked up. “Name?” Then:
“0Oh, you mean——*?" He pointed to
the loose sheets of paper.

“Naturally., A girl, isn't it?"” The
other leaned forward to light a cigarette
at the candle. “Think of censoring all
this *just - hefore - the - battle - mother’
slush ! '” He waved a hand comprehen-
sively. “Next spring, yes. Maybe. But
not now. We'll be back here in two
weeks. It'll be different kind of mud
and more noise up there; that's all.”

The boy drew a fresh sheet from the
pile at his elbow.

“Her name,"
ly, “wouldn’t interest you, Sim.
nearly seventy.”

There was no reply. The boy's head
dropped easily into his spread hand.

“I'm glad,” he wrote on, “that you
like it back there in the country. The

he brought out grave-
She's
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house wanted airing, I should think, after
ten years! Do make voursell comfort-
able. We'll stay there for a while, if you
like, when T get back to America. Shall
we?  I've written Gregg about the gar-
den. If you need money, don't hE‘"-H ate
to dr:m— that's one thing we hate got,
Ellen."

There were two lines more, then his
name anid a little row of neat rings and
crosses. They had all ended so, his
letters to her—those first childish scraps
which she still treasured; later ones from
school and college, and now, these last,
with strange marks scrawled always in
the corner of the final page—the censor's
initials, he had explained. She resented
that, rather, but he had told her that it
must be so.

The hut was emptving. The boy
locked at his watch; there was still time.
He came out into a night of dim starlight,
caught a breath of the keen freshness.
Then he turned down the company street
and made for the highroad. Afterward
there was a fence to cross, and then the
open field dipping below the hill. Tt was
as though he walked alone in a world of
silence. To-morrow night would be dif-
ferent—the flare of star-shells, perhaps,
and the near roar of the guns, which they
heard, sometimes, even here. It was
good to be going, to be even so small
a part of it. One wanted that, badly.
There had been days when it had seemed
impossible to wait; those first days on the
transport, the stuffiness of crowded cab-
ins; afterward the endless, empty weeks.
Waiting. It couldn’t seem so footless
once he had seen the genuine thing, And
then, in the spring, when they really got
into it! He could take his place then
the other man's place, as that speaker-
chap had said.

He wondered if any of the rest had been
as literal about it, had actually gone out
and done what he was doing now, what
he had done yesterday, and the day be-
fore? It wasn't a thing one could talk
of, naturally. Imagine Higgins talking
about it—or Sim Beekman! Sim had
a shoe-shining stand over on Third Awve-
nue, at home, Still, vou couldn’t tell, of
course-

All at once it was there
closure in the empty field.

the fenced en-
They were
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pretty much alike, these places; the boy
had chosen this one because it stood alone.
It was too dark to make out the markings
on the little wooden cross; he had’copied
them in his note-hook when he first came,
two dayvsaso. “ 8. X, 47-20." Hisman.
One out of that gay, splendid crowd who
iell there along the Marne three years ago.
Where were they now, those others?
Where was this one? *“5. X. 4y-20."
Perhaps it was true, what the man had
said—suppose he did know, this French
lad, with his numbered and lettered cross?
It might be that way. Suppose he knew,
and was glad?

Death must be like that; a very simple
matter, really, when vou came to find
out about it. One's life couldn’t just

break off, like a road that leads to no- -

where; that sort of thing didn't make
sense. It would be wonderful, in a way,
when it came; much less complicated,
probably, than anvbody supposed. And
then, to go out, over—whatever it was—
atone’s very top-notch best, like this chap
here—it ought to be pretty glorious ! It
couldn’t have been all wiped out, the
memaory of those last, splendid seconds;
they must remember—they must! And
if they did—the connection made itself in
the boy’s mind—why, then, this chap
here—/his man— “ He'll know'— he was
thinking aloud now, whispering the words
slowly to himseli—*" he'll know about me.
I want it that way. I want that.”

If ene could only be sure. Tt seemedd
reasonable, and yet r

Suddenly it came clear, a flashing mo-
ment when the dim world of field and
starlight faded, and they were alone,
these two, in a place of undreamed reality.
It was as though they stood together,
face to face. The bov's hand went out,
gripped the railing of the small enclosure.

“T'm here "—again he spoke aloud, this
time consciously, as to one who heard and
understood —*1'm here—to take your
ji’_rh." i

*“No, let me find it myseli.” The but-
ler stepped back to his place against the
wall, “It's there, isn't it, Ellen?” The
long fingers edged across the table as the
eves lifted inquiringly to the woman sit-
ting opposite.

It was the same face, fresh-colored,
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with an added firmness of outline to the
square, lifting chin; a man’s face, build-
ing round the clean grace of boyhood.

“Here's bread.” The moving fingers
brushed the fragments aside carefully.
“There should be water also. Prison
fare, at least.” The clear eves under
their straicht brows smiled negation to
something of bitterness in the words.

The woman winced; it was involuntary.

“Yes,"” she said, “just to the right.
There!" as his hand closed round the
goblet,

Blind! There were times when it
seemed more than she could bear. That
first day, when she saw them leading him
down the gang-plank—there had been
just time to meet the steamer in New
York; the days since then, as she watched
him groping, wide-eved, in the endless
dark. Sometimes she thought it would
be easzier if only his eyes were clozed—
more belevahle.

After all, he had been hers from the
start; when she had carried him in her
arms from the shadowed room where
death had entered with his opening life.
There was never any question of it after-
ward, not even in the minds of the boy’s
guardians, who, when Jim Williams fol-
lowed his young wife before the year was
out, called the old servant more and more
into their grave counsels, True, there
came the inevitable space of terrors—
those breaking vears when the boy seemed
to drift out of her yearning sympathy,
when doors closed between them, doors
at which she listened breathlessly, but
which she forbore to enter. And he had
come out clean, had caught at her waiting
hands with a new grip of understanding,
grateful, instinctively, for her instinc-
tive reticence.

It was to have been like that until the
end: his arm to steady her through the
declining vears, his love the background
of her simple existence, and, at the last,
his face the last thing to remember
through the gathering twilight.

And then, on a day, he had come to her
in his uniform, and had said words that
sealed her vicarious motherhood, kindling
a blazing pride that cast no shadow of a
fear.

When he left, with his regiment, she
closed the apartment and went back, as



The Substitute

he had wished, to the old house in the
country where they had lived until he was
fourteen; a place whose crowded mem-
ories of his earlier vears glowed into life
as she moved through the familiar rooms,
setting all in order against his sure return.
Each week there had been his letters, gay
with details of the new life—the French
villages, the drills, the endless, endless
mud.

And then, months afterward, he had
come back, clung to her there before them
all on the crowded dock, touched her face,
her hair, awkwardly, and kissed her.
Afterward, in the motor, he had put his
arms about her, quieting her sobs,

There was one thing, in the weeks that
followed, which kept her sane—the
thought that he was hers now more than
ever, It came to her sometimes that
this new, fierce joy of possession must be
wrong, that it was wicked to think so
of his appealing helplessness.  She looked
up at him now, across the table, his shin-
ing, fair head against the high back of his
chair, his eyes vacant, for the moment,
with the utter vacancy of the blind.

Afterward, on the way up to her room,
she turned at the landing of the stairs;
he was standing in the open doorway, his
slim, straight figure, in white lannels, cut
against the outside blackness of the night.
Then, as she looked, he turned, his out-
stretched fingers brushing the wall, and
went into the room at the side.  She knew
that he would sit there in the darkness
alone, that she must not go to him. It
would be long after midnight when she
heard his step on the stairs. Once, as
he passed her shut deor, she had caught
words—the fragment of a sentence: “an-
other day—another day.” It was what
she feared—the thing eating into his
mind.

Nights were the worst, when he felt it
coming in waves of sick depression, and
clinched his empty hands against a fear
that crept nearer, nearer, out of the echo-
ing dark. At first he had faced it squarely
out, fought it knowingly, with all the
bright weapons in his armory of youth.
To keep sane, normal, until he could gain
space to twist life into the necessary lines
of readjustment—not to go under. It
would all come straight finally, for him
asit had for other men. Weuldit? And,
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if it did, what could be left in the blank
spaces of the yvears? Over and over he
wrenched his mind from that thought,
each time with more of the effort of a
spent runner who sobs toward a hopeless
goal.

Then it would pass, as pain melts be-
fore a powerful anodyne, or, latelv, as
though some one had come to him and
laid in his hands the gift of peace. Per-
haps it was only a svmptom of the thing
he dreaded, the opening of a gate to the
hallucinations of his sick mind. But it
was very real; he had learned to wait for
it. That might be the danger; he had
almost ceased to care; like a drug-taker
whao no longer shudders at the mechanism
by which he wins his brief release from
torment. Twice, in the last week, it had
been so vivid that he had called out, as
though to a perzon actually in the room.
Some time there would be an answer; he
would know then that the ficht was lost.

He shut the door into the hallway, then
he found a chair across the room and =at
down. The place was very still; puffs of
fragrance from the garden on the terrace
below stirred the curtains at the open
windows; a shaft of moonlight hroke
shimmering across the floor, creeping
toward the gray blur that was the boy's
relaxed figure. Vague sounds moved
against the background of silence—mur-
murs from the garden, the drip of water
somewhere down there, {ootsteps, where
the village street began, bevond the gar-
den.

“Footsteps that pass me in the street
And turn not in:
Faces remembered through the years—
Seen not again :

The words of the old song crossed his
mind with a soothing rhythm.

“Faces remembered through the vears—
Seen nol agaln

Sim Beekman used to sing it, nights;
he even taught it to one of the French
voungsters who were alwavs hanging
about the barracks.

“André"—the name came to him as
though it had been spoken. ' He used to
wear that old fatigue cap of his father’s.
And he couldn't pronounce ‘remem-
bered.""
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It was curious how vividly it all came
back, once he allowed himself to think
about it.

“It got cold toward November—the
camp was there, in the valley. And the
rain! You wrote her about the mud.
Sim would be drying his boots at the
little stove, singing the song, with the
French boy standing by,  You must keep
thinking about that—and that last night
in the hut—he asked you what her name
was—old Ellen, you know. And then
you went out into the field—the man said
to do that— Don't lose it,” the voice
begged. “We've tried so hard to get it
across to you. It was the rhythm of the
song that caught 3 you. And you went out
into the field

He must not answer—must not. It
was all imagination; no one had spoken.
He was straining forward in the chair,
his face, touched now by the moonlight,
twisting in an agony of effort.

“You were not really there, that
night "—the words came in spite of him
—""and yet——"

“Yes, it was real.
Only—that was easier.
fighting us.”

“It's my head, isn't it—my mind—
going ¢ Some of them were like that, I
used to hear them, in the hospital. That
NEW gEas—you mu!dnt tell it coming.
Fmr] ﬁhﬂ]l—whmk ‘h*lf:n went crazy—or
els

As real as this.
Now, you’re

“EHnd?”

“Yes. That's the word—blind. I
df-n’t see, you know,” he went on simply.

“Likely I've been 1‘..111(1'11[.{ nonsense. [
didn't hear you come m at first—1I fall
asleep here sometimes.”

He was sitting back in the chair now,
the strained look gone from his face. It
came to him vaguely that perhaps he
ought to call Ellen. He could make some
excuse in case—in case it was all imagi-
nation. It couldn't be real, of course,

He shifted his head into a more com-
fortable position, a hand shading his eyes
unconsciously against the streaming
moonlight; and with the gesture, as
though because of it, something of ten-
sion lessened in the quiet room.

Then suddenly fear leaped to its real-
1zation in the boy's white face, as though
a door were wrenched abruptly open on a
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place which held some naked horror. It
had happened. Life was to be that—
that ! Voices across the dark—whisper-
ings to give the lie even to such dim reali-
ties as he might have set up at the ends
of his groping finger-tips. Shut in the
dark with the circling terror of his own
diseased imaginings. Always he had
known that it would come finally—even
in those first blank moments of at-
tempted readjustment, when he told him-
self meaninglessly that life was over;
afterward, in the field-hospital, with the
world a place of echoing voices—the
nurses, the docter, dangling before his
certainty their lying hopes that the thing
might pass. Always—as inevitable as the
ceaseless surge of water filling his ears as
he sat in his deck-chair on the ship com-
ing home.

It had all been so reasonless, right from
the start—rushing off like that instead
of going sensibly to the officers’ training-
camp with the others. Not that it was a
matter of saving his skin—but it would
have put him in a position to be at least
useful. Specialization was what counted
in all of life—taking a job according to
your abilities, not pushing headlong into
the mob where nobody could possibly
count as an individual. Sacrificing ev-
ervthing—it amounted to that—and
for nothing, less than nothing. They
had not even made a charge, had not
even seen the enemy, It was absurd,
grotesque. He laughed grimly at that
thought, and, with the laugh, his quick
ear caught a sound somewhere at the end
of the room.

“Still there?” he brought out ironi-

cally.
“Yes,” the word came back, “still
here.,” And then: “You're all wrong,

yvou know, all wrong.
you—make you see,”

“See?” The word stung with sar-
casm. “‘See!™ Then bitterly: “You're
God, I suppose. ‘Make me see!” You
used to do it with clay—wasn’tit? Well,
I'm waiting.”

He lay back in the chair, the moonlight
full across the smiling insolence of his face.

“Now I've hurt vour feelings.”

There was no reply.  Slowly, as the si-
lence held, the boy's face changed, sof-
tened, as though an invizible hand had

I've got to show
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wiped years out of it. The smile faded,
came again, with a difference,

“I'm sorry,” he ventured winningly,
“I'm sorry. I—I didn’t mean that."”
He brushed a hand quickly across his up-
standing hair, then brought it back to the
chair-arm. “You see,” he faltered, it
bowls me over sometimes, and then I get
—well, 1 get—savage.”

1 know =

“Vou know,” he cut in. ““How can
you?" Then suddenly: “Oh, 1 see—
you're really me, I suppose, after all.
Sort of—what's the word ?—sort of—pro-
jected. Yes, that’s it. T'm really just
talking to myself all the time, aren't 17"
he went on, almost gayly. ‘' You'rein my
mind, and you keep answering me. You
are me.” He smiled, like a satisfied child.
“It's quite all right, so long as I know.
I'll get used to it likely. Anvhow, I
shan’t have to pretend with you."”

"“No, you can’t—pretend—with me."

“You see,” the boy went on, in a mo-
ment, “it breaks a man's spirit.”" TUn-
consciously he was feeling after some sort
of commiseration. “It's the having noth-
ing ahead—much—to go on toward. I'm
twenty-four nearly and I'm dead. Done
for. It's that.”

He was talking eagerly now, rapidly, as
though against time.

“T thought—I suppose everyhody had
the same 1dea—but I thought I'd get a
chance really to do something. But that
didn't happen. 1 wanted to make one
more, at least; stop a shot, perhaps, from
getting to some other chap. That sort
of thing. They'd stuck it out so long—
the French and the English and—and the
others. It was our turn. And I had
some vague notion about filling in.  Of
course we're English, more or less, we
Americans. [It's partly the language, 1
suppose, but it's really more. Oh, a lot
more than just that. And France—we've
owed France just about all we could pos-
sibly heap together."

A new note had crept into the words,
something of exaltation, a touch, almost,
of ecstasy.

“Why, when we camie off the transport,
the little French children knelt down in
the mud as the flag went by. It catches
you, somehow, that sort of thing—if
you're human. And at our village, where

1

we were hilleted, down there on the
Marne—they made vou feel like a prince,
those people. That was before we got
the barracks up,” he went on reminis-
cently. “It always made me think of
Bethlehem somehow; the little winding
streets and the stone houses—and the
stars. Hills all round, too. Dead still
at night; you'd hear the water swishing
through the reeds, and then the old
church clock. And reveille before day-
light—as though vou could pick the sound
of the bugles right out of the air with your
hand. The boche planes used to come
across on moonlight nights. It didn't
seem real at first. Fellows got so they
slept right through it. And then we
went—we went=—up to the front :

The hurrying words faltered, stopped.

“Not vet.”

The boy started, he had forgotten the
other.

“You haven't told it all. That night,”
the quiet voice went on, * before you left
—the thing you did then, the big thing,
last of all. You've left that out. We
started with that, you know, when I
first "— he hesitated an instant for the
word—"when I first—came."”

“But I've never told anybody about
that.”

“No. That's the reason,”

“The reason?"

“Yes. You've never even told your-
self what it really meant. That's why I
—came. That, and one thing besides.
But They wanted you to get that straight
first.” :

“!They'? Whao?"

“Why, They—We—no, I can’t get it.
I can't explain. [ don’t know why. TIt's
no consequence. But They want that,
and They sent me. 1 couldn’t come
soomer; 1 tried, but I couldn't. But I
think vou knew.”

The boy reached out a hand, then let
it fall.

“Yes," he said wonderingly, "I knew."

“You see,” the other took it up eagerly,
“you've thought none of it mattered—
that your part didn't count. That's been
the whole mistake. It's yvour wrong stand-
ards of value. All of you are like that,
more ot less, back—here. T'd almost for-
gotten how wrong it was, until yvour—
your trouble, We learn the other things
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so quickly, vou know, where we are, and
then the old notions get all blurred. 1
suppose I'm not making it clear; I've even
forgotten the words. But it's the Will
that matters always. Your being ready,
you see, was everyvthing. That night,
vou remember—wanting to do it—that’s
exactly the sort of thing that counts tre-
mendously. The rest is all accident—
They don't reckon that part at all, be-
cause—well, becausze it isn't real.”

The disjointed phrases were beginning
to make sense in the boy's groping mind.
“The rest is accident,” he repeated
the words aloud. All “accident.” The
death, the torn, broken bodies, the hid-
eous suffering—all accident. It was the
simple wanting to help that mattered,
the wanting to give one’s self—to do the
right thing. You couldn’t fail, whatever
happened to you, if vou had that.

A new light shot up along the boy's
spiritual horizon, a sort of white, trans-
figuring radiance; something that would
change life, if it held, It didn't matter
so much, then—all those chaps who had
gone out bravely, splendidly. It was—
accident! The thing behind it, the blaz-
ing self-forgetiulness which carried them
to and through that last accident of all—
that lasted; that, the whole big sum of it,
was, itsell, the Victory,

“They sing as they add it up,” the
other voice went on, “They come across
to us=—singing. Hand in hand, like
children. Singing. Happy. It'sbevond
words. You don't know—but it’s saving
the world; it's saving the whole world.
You're part of it. You thought it didn't

NIGHT

Song

matter, but—wvou carried on. Your acei-
dent happened to be different from Theirs,
that's all. Tt was vour wanting to take
another man's place—doing it—that
counted. And They want you to go
back, now that you know. They want
you to try to tell the others. Tell the
fathers and mothers—always the mothers.
Thev're always thinking of the mothers
as They come across singing, but—They
sing! There's nosorrow; it’s all clear joy
—all. You'll tell it, won't vou? You're
to go back for that, Perhaps, afterward,
you'll have your other—accident. Idon't
know. But now They want you to go
back. I came to say it."

“Go back? Yes, but——"

“Look !

At first he did not realize. The long
room lay silent again in the moonlit dusk,
the curtain stirred at the window. A
figure stood near the open door—he could
see it quite clearly, a slender, straight
figure in the uniform of a French soldier.
Then, as he looked, the other bent for-
ward, smiling; the moonlight caught the
device on the collar of his worn tunic:
oM. 4790

His man !

Somehow the boy got to his feet,
stumbled in his confused new gift of
sight to the door where the other had
been standing, swayed toward the stair-
case across the hall,

“Ellen,"” he called chokingly, “Ellen!
Ellen!” :

A door opened somewhere in the dark-
ness above. Then, in another moment
she was there, holding him in her arms.

SONG

By Hamilton Fish Armstrong

Iw that calm distant place where only dreams can love yvou

In chambers lit by moons 1 cannot see,

Where peacock-hued brocades festoon themselves above you
And hunters climb their hills of tapestry,—

I wonder if in the winds you hear at all my sighing,
Or catch my tears re-echoing through the rain,

Or hear my moon call to your

moon the song undying,

Or in the ivy know my tap against the pane.
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DID not know James as
a very young man. I did
not make his acquaintance
until some time in the
seventies. The first time T
saw him was at one of those
afternoon parties given at the London
Legation on the Fourth of Julv. A notice
of the party would be published in the
papers and any one was welcome who had
a black coat, or, for that matter, a gray
one. No cards were required in those
days, which are now considered a neces-
sity to keep out crooks. Mrs. Pierrepont,
a graceful, pretty, and elegant-looking
woman, stood at the doorfreceiving. A
rather dark and decidedly handzsome
young man of medium height, with a
full beard, stood in the doorway and
bowed rather stiffly, as if he were not to
be confused with the rank and file of his
compatriots. I was at once struck by
his appearance, and I could see that the
lady was also impressed and was wonder-
ing who he was. Later I saw him talking
with Eugene Schuyler. I asked Schuyler
who he was, and he told me it was James
and introduced me to him. James talked
about London with enthusiasm, and was
charmed by the “accidental ™ in London,
as he called it, by which no doubt he
meant that something which had hap-
pened a long time ago and had ceased to
be useful, was not abolished but was sul-
fered to remain, corrected, or supple-
mented by something else—which was
alzo an accident, such a fact, for instance,
I suppose, as that the county-seat of Mid-
dlesex was not London but Brentford,
an ancient act of Parliament permitting
courts to be held in London for  the con-
venience of barristers.” James told me
he had taken rooms in Bolton Street and
hoped I would come and see him there.
I answered that the first rooms that T had
had in London were in Bolton Street—
No. 6. He said: “Mine are No. 3, the
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half of your old number; wvou can re-
member it by that.” I happened at that
time to have permission to take people
over Holland House, and I went there a
day or two afterward with James and
the late John L. Cadwalader, who had
recently been at the State Department,
where he was assistant secretary under
Mr. Fish. A few days afterward I took
breakfast with James in hiz Bolton Street
lodgings and he had also Cadwalader.
After that I would often po there to see
him. There was a slender, tall, dark,
rather pretty girl who usually came to
the door when I called. 5She was not a
servant, but a relation of the landlady.
James, with hiz quick sympathy and the
keen interest he had lately acquired in
English habits, said: “She’s an English
character, She is what they call in Eng-
land a ‘person.” She isn't a lady and she
isn’t a woman; she’s a person.” He
told me this about her: that her risibili-
ties were very easily affected. When he
made a remark in the least jocose she
would at once be overcome with laughter
and would beg him to desist, saying:
“0Oh, please don’t, Mr, James, it's quile
too funny.” During that summer we
dined together a great deal at the Café
Royval in the Quadrant, Regent Street,
which had been only recently opened.
This was in the summer of 1877. Later
we often dined at a club in Piccadilly to
which I belonged. The season was over
and there was nothing to do in the eve-
ning, and after dinner we would walk in
the park or about the London streets.
As we walked along, James talked inces-
santly and with the originality and some-
what of the authority of those who read
aloud to you their thoughts out of their
own minds. His talk was very alert and
eager. I recall at the moment one ar two
incidents of those walks., A little street-
walker begged of us. As he gave her
something, he said with feeling: * They
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imitate so well the tones of wretched-
ness,’ .-’Lg'un I remember his using th{
expression ““ This town, which [ adore.”
When I knew him best and saw most
of him we had both just come to live in
England. I expected to make diplomacy
a profession. 1 was therefore chiefly
anxious to please my masters in Wash-
ington, but I also wished incidentally to
get on with the English. James had quite
decided to live in London and so naturally
wanted to know English society. He
frankly said so. Thus, when I happened
to speak with some disapprobation of the
pursuit by Americans of social success in
London in spite of the rudeness encoun-
tered from some of the London social
leaders, he said: “I don’t agree with you.
I think a position in society is-a legitimate
object of ambition.” In the things he
wrote about that time I could see indica-
tions that his personal relations with Eng-
lish society were very much in his mind.
In " An International Episode " an Amer-
ican woman says that an 'anlv-,h womarn
had said to her, “In one's own clas&‘
meaning the middle class and meaning
also that the American woman belonged
to that class. The American woman says
that she didn’t see what right the English
woman had to talk to her in that manner.
This was a transcript of an incident he
related to me one night when we were
walking about the London streets. Some
lady of the English middle class, whom
he had lately visited in the country, had
gaid to him, “That is true of the aris-
tocracy, but in one's own class it is differ-
ent,’” meaning, said James, “her class
and mine.” He did not wish to be con-
founded with the mass of English people
and to be adjudged a place in English
society in accordance with English stand-
ards. In order that this should not
happen he preferred, although he ex-
pected to make England his home, to re-
main a foreigner. 1In his charming sketch
“Lady Barbarina,” he has a rich young
doctor, an American, who proposes to
and marries a young woman of the Eng-
lish upper clags, In his proposal the doc-
tor addresses the lady in a very spirited
speech, in which there is, for James, quite
a surprising degree of the sentiment of a
lover. He tells her: “1 love you from
head to foet.” To this declaration she
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returns a non-committal answer. She
looks at him narrowly and says: “You're
a foreigner.” In this he was making the
yvoung lady say what he himself thought
and wished to be true. I don’t think he
wanted to be in smart English society,
because he really preferred the company
of smart people. It was rather that he
did not like to feel that he was shut out
from that or any other kind of company.
He would tell me that he wanted “to be
taken seriously’ by the English; that
was a phrase he often made use of. He
told me once that he particularly detested
“that excluded feeling.” 1 dare say also
that he wanted to be enough in smart
company to know what it was like. He
wished to be an international novelist,
and desired to know that as well as other
parts of English life. Then he knew that
it is perhaps truer of England than of
any other country-that “a box ticket
takes you through the house.” Other
people, whose company 1 dare say he
really preferred, artists, and people of
letters, etc., would think all the more of
him if he were about in the world of
fashion.

The accounts of English life which, in
his character of an international novelist,
he wrote at that time were as a rule
fairly correct, though he would now and
then make a slip, In the story mentinned
above, “An International Episode,” he
has a flirtation between an Englishman,
Lord Lambeth, and a New York girl. He
told me, at the time this story appeared,
that certain London ladies, who were
friends of hiz and were interested in his
literary fortunes, thought he had got this
young man too rough and slangy. He
said, however, that he was not of that
opinmn 1 1i:cmgh1z the ladies were right,
in one instance certainly. Lord Lambeth,
in talking with the girl, speaks of bad
food as “filth.” I have known many
smart yvoung Englishmen, and T have
never heard one of them describe food in
that way, and I am sure that a young
English gentleman would not so describe
it in conversation with a voung lady.

At that time he was rather keen upon
the subject of English clubs, He liked
them and wanted to become a member of
one or two of them. He had his name
put up for the Reform. He had no dif-
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ficulty in obtaining an election, but of
course one can never be quite sure of
getting into a club. 1 remember his say-
ing to me: “If I should fail in this, I shall
then go to work and write some things
and try to get an election to the Athe-
nzum.” He meant an election under
the rule of that club which permits the
choice annually of a certain number of
men who have become distinguished in
politics, literature, science, or the fine
arts. He said that he had already certain
friends in that club who were taking care
of him. Some months after this he came
in one day to see me and told me he had
been elected to the Athenzum. What he
said was characteristic. He had just re-
turned from a visit to this country. He
said he was in Cambridge, Mass., and
started to walk in the direction of Boston,
hoping to meet the postman on the way.,
There was a terrible blizzard and snow-
storm in progress, which made England
in the distance look all the more alluring.
He met the postman, who put into his
hands a letter from the Athenzum in-
forming him of his election to the club.
During this visit he wrote over to a iriend
in London that he should never be happy
again till he found himself in a hansom,
that vehicle not yet having been natural-
ized in this country.

He was a keen and eager observer. I
introduced him once at a club to an Eng-
lish acquaintance. James said of him:
“What strange hands he has.”’ I knew
the man very well and had noticed his
hands, but had not given them much
thought. James said: “You mean to say
you never observed his hands. He has
very handsome hands, but such a strange
way of using them.” Once we dined at a
club and were sitting by the fire in the
smoking-room after dinner. There were
two Englishmen, whom neither of us
knew, standing by the fire. One of them
was a stupid-looking man who talked a
great deal, and James, who had been
watching the man closely, turning to me,
said eagerly: “He's a fool.”

He was at that time very keen and
eager in observing differences between us
and the English. The English scold us
for this propensity, but what is more
natural than that a man going from his
own country to another should be in-
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terested in differences in character and
manners hetween the peoples of the two
countries? I recall this. He had been
staying al a hotel in the country and had
been in the habit of dining there in com-
pany with an Englishman. There was a
man waiting al the table whose manners
James thought unpleasantly servile. The
Englishman, however, called attention
to the man’s excellent manners. “He
thought the man had good manners,” said
James, “and I thought him a cringing
old rascal.” He thought Americans had
big ears; he thought, however, that big,
ugly features were more likely to be found
in English than in American faces. But
he thought the Enghish very handsome,
That is no doubt true; they are a hand-
some people. He thought that our people
are not good-looking. I doubt, however,
if his way of making a comparison was
quite fair, In England the different kinds
of people are sorted and separated; here
they are mixed up together. It is not fair
to compare the selected people of Eng-
land with our mass. The hali-starved in-
habitants of Whitechapel are not hand-
some, nor are the operatives in English
manufacturing towns. On the other
hand, there is plenty of good looks among
those of our people who have had the ad-
vantages of good food and lodgings and
of our moedern outdoor life. Of course
James knew this, for he often introduced
such people into his novels, A great deal
of James's writing, when he frst went
to England, was upon these differences.
But this 15 a subject which is soon ex-
hausted, if the observer continues to live
in the fnrw'*n countryv. A friend of mine,
who was lung our Secretary of Legation
in Madrid, and who was by way of | being
literary, told me that when he was asked
to write about Spain he found that he
had nothing to say. The reason was that
he saw nothing. He had got as used to
the streets of Madrid as people in New
York are to Broadway. This is especially
true of external characteristics, of differ-
ences in looks. In my own case, when I
am in a new country and have to write
something about it, 1 am in haste to set
down what I see for fear the new scene
may soon lose its strangeness. Thus the
man from Europe, who came to this coun-
try to write a book about it and who
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landed in the morning, walked up and
down Broadway, and took passage home
by a steamer in the afterncon, was not so
wide of the mark as it might seem.

It was about the time I first knew him
that he definitely made up his mind to
choose Europe, and especially England, as
a place to live in instead of America. It
is true perhaps that his preference had
always been for Europe. He told me once
that he remembered a particular moment
when he decided that his preference was
for Europe as his part of the world. He
was a boy of about fourteen at the time,
and the scene was somewhere on the Con-
tinent, and he was sitting out-of-doors;
looking upon such a prospect as he liked,
the landscape perhaps adorned with a
castle or a cathedral. It was a kind of
choice of Hercules for the yvoung globe-
trotter. At that moment, however, he
merely decided what his preference was.
I think he did not definitely decide to live
in Europe until he was a man past thirty.
Just before the time of my first acquain-
tance with him he had, in the sixties and
early seventies, spent a long time here.
He told me that he had then given the
country a “good trial.” If he was to live
in Europe, I can understand why he
should fix upon England. He might have
made his home in Ttaly or in France, the
language of which latter country he knew
almost perfectly, although he spoke it
with an accent, and I think in the end it
would have been better if he had done
that. But T dare say he felt that there
was something thin and superficial in an
American’s life on the Continent. He
wanted a place where his roots would be
deeper than they could be in France or
Italy, in which countries his acquain-
tances would be chiefly American. Eng-
lish manners and habits attracted him
strongly. He liked the repose of the Eng-
lish character, so entirely self-contented.
Then there is a certain hospitality toward
foreigners in English society and also a
certain resistance, and the combination
attracted James, In France I believe
there is very little hospitality toward the
foreigner. The French are inhospitable
perhaps hecause they are so keenly social,
because they walue social enjoyment so
highly. A foreigner is a wet blanket, a
“killjoy.”  But the English are not social
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and do not have a very keen enjoyment
of society, A foreigner is not a killjoy,
because there is not much social jov te
kill. English society is easy to get into
in a way, and vet it also offers some re-
sistance to foreigners, for it does not like
foreigners. James, 1 have no douht,
found a good deal of fun in the effort to
overcome this resistance.

During the time James lived in this
country, and for some vears afterward, he
wrote a good deal for The Nation. 1 did
a little work at one time on that paper,
and got to know the men connected with
it. It was during the Grant and Greeley
campaign of 1872, when I wrote some
political editorials for it. James, I think,
did a preat deal of work for it. The tone
of the paper was critical, superior, and
somewhat toploftical. The gther young
men were of much the same disposition,
Among them was Dennett, the literary
critic, a tall, big fellow, strikingly hand-
some, with long brown hair parted in the
middle, after the conventional manner of
poets. He had been the class poet of
1862 at Harvard, when my old friend
Charlie Grinnell was class orator, and
was, I have been told, a poet of dis-
tinction, which I can well believe. He
had a full brown beard and looked at you
through glasses with clear, beautiful eves,
hazel in color. He was superior in a shy
way. There was the managing editor,
the grave, earnest, and judicious Garrison,
the son of the Abolitionist, with a con-
science such as vou might expect a man
of his paternity to have, his severity and
asceticism, however, reserved almost ex-
clusively for himseli and not employed
upon other people. Arthur Sedgwick,
whom we have not long ago lost, was
another, a handsome, distingné young
fellow —distingué, indeed, he always re-
mained. There was a fineness of per-
ception and of instinct in him you would
not expect to see associated with his some-
what heavy traits; of course he had great
fineness of feeling. He was a man for
whom all who knew him well had a warm
affection, and whom now those of us who
have survived him keenly regret and feel
the absence of. Sedgwick was also su-
perior, as were the two Adamses, who
had some sort of connection with the
paper. Why should they not feel so?



Personal Recollections of Henry James

They were clever and young, thirty or
thereabouts, and had the best intentions
toward humanity. They were an honest
lot, with every right to think well of
themselves. T dare say they did fEEl their
oats. The time is short in men’s lives
when they may feel in that lofty and con-
fident manner. Who would grudge them
their day of vouthful hepe and courage ?
They were nearly all Harvard men and
were more or less connected with Cam-
bridge. The war had been fought and
the North had come out on top and Bos-
ton on top of that, and Cambridge, per-
haps, in some respects on top of Boston.
Doctor Holmes had lately promulgated
his theory of a Bralimin caste, which flat-
tery, of course, had been duly swalldwed.
Thtse voung men were of that type, al-
though I think Dennett was a Canadian.
The paper had remarkable success. Its
opportunity lay in the need of an opposi-
tion to the tyvranny of the party which
had won the war. Evervbody had been
talking and thinking, or talking rather
than thinking, one way, There was room
for a paper which should express the
sentiment of

“the honest few
Who give the fiend himzelf his due.”

It treated literary matters in the same
independent way in which it treated poli-
tics. I don't think it would now be pos-
sible for any paper to put up such a bluff
and get away with it as that little paper
did. We have grown less impressible,
and more critical and suspicious, and we
should want to see the cards. Sedgwick,
who went to Washington in the winter of
1876 to watch the Hayes-Tilden affair,
told me that he sai at dinner next to a
voung lady of whom 1 shall only say that
she was the original of Firgimia Dare in
“Democracy,” a kind-hearted pgirl with
a clever wit. She, not knowing that
Sedgwick was from Cambridge or that
he was connected with The Nation, told
him that she had just been on a visit to
Cambridge, and remarked: *It's a queer
place; they don’t have any opinions there
till Thursday morning, when a paper
comes out called The Nation, which tells
them what they are to think and say for
the next week.” James had a natural
sympathy with the tone of the paper.
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The critical things he wrote were a little
superfine and would contain a good many
such words as “note,’” “appeal,” "con-
vincing''; very convenient terms, no
doubt, but which a writer who prefers
freshness, modesty, and simplicity might
think to savor somewhat too much of the
shop and would, if possible, rather avoid.
They were always elegant and pleazant,
as may be said of all his things written at
that time, but it seemed to me that they
were somewhat deficient in point.  Why
they should have been so, T am sure Idon't
know, for he was full of intelligence and,
in criticising fiction, he had a technical
knowledge and experience, which must
have had a special value. About 1877
I remember his teiling me that he had
been writing fiction a long time and had
acquired some skill in it. Literary crit-
icism, however, was scarcely his forte. 1
don’t think he was what you would call
a reading kind of man. His books were
people.  Once, when he was at my rooms
in Diown Street, he found Shakespeare,
Milton, and some other good poetry on
my table, and said with a laugh: *What
classical taste vou've got!” I explained
that my eyes at that time were not strong,
and that T chose’to read poetry as the
most condensed form ot literature, and of
course read the best.

Although I did not know him at the
time he was living in America, 1 would
hear a good deal about him, chiefly from
ladies. What they invariably said of him
was that he was dist m"m\.herl and pos-
sessed of an 1n~,crulalulm; which pigued
their interest and curiosity, that he was
very good-looking and attractive, etc.
Distinguished he was in a marked de-
gree, both as a voung man and an old
one. It was one of his most striking
gualities.

James, I think, found his best friends
among women. They liked him for vari-
ous reasons, He had [ame, and they
liked him for that. Then there are women
who particularly value the friendship of
a clever and distinguished man becausze
it is pleasing to their vanity. Some
friendships of his with women T knew, I
think, had this foundation. Women
liked him also for his good looks and
charming manners and his innate refine-
ment. They liked him especially for his
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sympathetic and delicate discernment of
their own nice qualities. He seemed to
look at women rather as women look at
them. Women look at women as persons;
men look at them as women. The qual-
ity of sex in women, which is their first
and chief attraction to most men, was
not their chief attraction to James. Often
I did not care for his judgment of women.
That is no doubt as it should be; it is a
common saving in my line of business,
which iz horses, that it is a fortunate cir-
cumstance that all men do not prefer the
same horse or the same woman. I re-
member his walking with me twice the
length of Piccadilly, from Piccadilly Cir-
cus to Hyde Park corner and back, one
afternoon descanting upon the perfections
of a certain American woman he had just
met, the wife of an old =chool friend of
his. A day or two afterward I met this
lady somewhere at luncheon. On being
introduced to her, 1 thought: *Yes,
you're very pretty, but you can’t dance.”
I was put next her at the table and pres-
ently took an opportunity of asking if
she liked dancing, and she said she cared
nothing at all about it. I think he liked
a pronounced and perhaps somewhat con-
scious refinement in women. There was
an English woman, a spinster, who was
and who always remained one of his most
intimate and devoted friends, and whom
I knew., She was rather pretty, and you
needed only glance at her to see that she
was especially what you call *mnice.”
Thizs lady had the somewhat extreme re-
finement I am speaking of. I recall as
characteristic one remark of hers: she
once asked me if I did not think it was
vulgar to take offense.

Of all the men 1 ever knew he was the
man whom I could least imagine with a
wife. When he would be recommending
matrimony to me and [ would say, ** Why
don’t vou?"” he would reply with quiet
conviction: “I'm not a marryving man."

He may have been sorry for this later.
Most men who grow old without children
regret they have forfeited that kind of im-
mortality which comes of mixing vour
blood with that of posterity. An Ameri-
can lady, the mother of children, met him
in London in company with several per-
sons who like himsell were childless; she
told me that he said to her: * You are the
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only one of us who has accomplished what
is, after all, the most important and the
most desirable thing in life.”

In 1801 I went to London after an ab-
sence of some vears, and left a card on
him. A day or two afterward I found
his card at my lodgings, with a letter be-
ginning “ Welcome back to old England,”
and asking me to lunch with him. T
found him in a handsome apartment in
Kensington. He had a butler of a most
respectable appearance, and he had a
dachshund bitch with a beautiful coun-
tenance. He sat with the dachshund in
his lap much of the time. We were speak-
ing on the subject of sex in women and
were comparing European with American
womien in this regard. I had a notion that
American women had less of this quality
than European women, that in many
American women it was negative, and in
European women positive, and that many
American girls locked like effeminate
bovs, There is a certain amount of truth
in this, but perhaps not a great deal.
James said, stroking the head of the
dachshund: “She’s got sex, if you like,
and she's quite intelligent enough to be
shocked by this converzation.” He told
me that his books had no sale. He said
that he had written an article for the
Atlantic on Lowell, remarking that it was
too early to write anything critical about
him. He said that Lowell had stayed
with him during a recent visit to London
and that he seemed very unhappy. 1
told him that I had just arranged with
an English magazine for an article on
Lowell, and he said, with his customary
good sense: “Don’t write for English
magazines; write for American ones.”
He pointed to two large volumes on a
table by his brother, the philosopher,
with a fraternal pride which was pleasant
to see. Of English society he seemed to
be rather tired, saying that he had done
it and was content for the future to let it
alone. He remarked that he should never
again enter an English country house ac-
companied by a portmanteau. He com-
plained bitterly of the dreadful cold of
the previous winter in London, but did
not seem to be more attracted to his own
country on that account. He expressed
his abhorrence of the American women
tourists, with Baedekers in their hands,
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he had seen during a recent visit to
Dublin, zaying: “Of course in any other
country such people don't travel.” I was
not of his opinion, because I know how
much nicer such people oiten are, and for
that matter look, on closer acquaintance.
He told me that he was in the habit of
dining alone in his apartment. I asked:
“Don’t you find that dull?” He said:
“MNo, I don’t mind it.” I couldn’t help
thinking that a mistake, for even when
you dine alone at a club there is a certain
amount of companionship in sceing men
you know about the room. He didn't
seem as happy as he used to be, and 1
could have wished him back in his old
lodgings at No. 3 Bolton Street, * the hali
of my old number,"” without the very re-
spectable butler, and looked after by the
tall, slender, dark, rather pretty *per-
son'' with the sensitive risibilities.
James at this time had just brought
out a play, which had been damned.
Grant Duff had told me that he had
understood that the play was liked by
the people in the top galleries. I re-
peated this to James, who said he be-
lieved it was true. He spoke of play-
writing as an infinitely difficult art, in
which, however, he still had hopes of sue-
cess. To anybody as fond of London as
James was, it ought to have been delight-
ful to be “damned.” Idon't know what
the theatre was. Let us hope it was one
of the good old London houses, the Hay-
market, for instance, so that he should
have missed nothing of the full flavor of
the classic experience, and have been like
Charles Lamb, who, when his play was
hooted off the stage, joined the hooters,
or Fielding seated behind the scenes on
a first night, waiting for the verdict of
the audience, a quid of chewing-tobacco
stuck in his mouth, and saving to a friend
who had come in from the front and told
him the play was bad and ought to be
withdrawn, “Let 'em find it out, damn
‘em,” which they presently did. These
great men couldn’t do it, but the artificial
and conceited Bulwer could. 1 didn't be-
lieve James could do it. He was not
dramatic, certainly not theatrical. His
talent was critical and narrative. In this
attempl he was moving in a direction
away from rather than toward his true
gift, that introvertive monologue in
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which he delighted, such as T used to hear
from him in our nocturnal walks about
the London streets.

But then monolosue would not have
given him a nice apartment and a com-
bination valet and butler, The nice flat
and the butler in a swallow-tail coat were
perhaps the result of living in England.
It used to be said that keeping a gig con-
stituted respectability in England. But
I should think now that, for an unmarried
man at any rate, it is having a valet. In
a (ﬂuntt}'—]mllﬁu party every one has a
valet who can afford it. Not to have
one gives away the fact that you can't
afford it. It is no very great expense.
One could be got for 8500.00 a year, and
he would keep himself. Formerly it was
the custom, and I dare say still is, for
men who did not ordinarily keep a man
to hire one to take with them to coun-
try houses. He was called a “fellow.”
People here don't care how a bachelor
lives. There is indeed not much interest
in the financial situation of any but the
very rich. There is a good deal of in-
terest in their money and a good deal of
respect for it.  James, in his recent visits
to this country, was much struck by the
increased respect for great wealth as com-
pared with the feeling about it when he
was a young man. But whether a man
pays $5.00 a2 week for a bedroom or has
a house at a rental of $5,000.00 a vear, no-
body cares and 1 doubt if very many
people know. That is the case in New
York, at any rate. So if James had lived
here he would not have felt it necessary
to be so respectable.  Still he was fond of
having things nice about him. During
his last visit here he said to me: “You
don't care how you live; I do care how I
live.”

During one of our dinners at the Café
Royal, I once said to him: “You never
make a fool of yvoursell, do you?” He
said: “Never by any chance.”” He
piqued himself especially upon his tact
and discretion and upon never losing his
head. He had indeed all of these quali-
ties. He thought a great deal of a correct
and respectable deportment. On one oc-
casion after we had dined at the club, I
took him to see some people in Kensing-
ton. I got out of the hansom first and,
going up the steps, got hold in the dark of
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the servant’s bell. At the door of a Lon-
don house there are usually two bells,
a visitor's and a servant’s bell. James
was shocked. “What," he said; “you
haven't rung the servant's bell2” It
made no difference, as I knew the people
intimately. Indeed vou can't make eve-
ning visits to people in London whom you
don’t know intimately, His tone toward
me was oiten that of a Dutch uncle. He
seemed to have me more on his mind than
I thought there was any occasion for. He
would say: “You ought to have a new
silk hat,” or “You ought to get a new
dress coat once a year.” If, on the con-
trary, he approved of me, he would ex-
press himself to that effect. For instance,
once when I had on yellow gloves, he
said: “You ought always to wear yellow
gloves.”

James was much interested in nice
dress. At one time we had the same
tailor, whose shop in Clifiord Street you
could see looking northward from the
Burlington Arcade, the windows bulging
out with flowers and inviting vou of a
summer afterncon to inspect the counters
within, covered with pretty fabrics. The
tailor was an agreeable and intelligent
man, with whom James used to like to
drop in and have a chat, as I did. A good
many Americans went to him, among
them Henry Adams and a man who knew
a good deal more about the subject than
any of us, Burdett Coutts. 1 took a
number there myseli.

One night I was dining alone with the
Lowells, when a servant came in and said
that James was at the door. He came in
and sat down at the table. Presently we
left and went away together. I happened
to be wearing a crush-hat. It was out of
the season; I suppose 1 was going to the
theatre. He said: “What have vou got
an opera-hat for?" I said, perhaps with
some temper: “Can’t I wear a crush-hat
if I want to?"” He =said indulgently and
maternally: “Why, wves, of course.”
Lowell had been talking at dinner about
the clever conversation at the Saturday
Club in Boston. He said he found noth-
ing like it in London. I believe he
thought it better than the talk at John-
son’s Club or Will's Coffee-House or even
at the Mermaid Tavern. James said:
“I call that provincial.” *Provincial™
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and “parochial” he thought were words
very descriptive of this country.

At one time he wanted very much to
go into the diplomatic service. When
Lowell was appointed Minister to Spain,
1 think he suggested it to Lowell, who no
doubt would have been glad to have
James with him. But the State Depart-
ment took the view that, as Lowell him-
zelf had not had any diplomatic experi-
ence or any official or business experience
of any kind, he had better have the as-
sistance of some man of proved official
capacity, and Dwight Reed, a clerk in the
State Department, was appointed, who
turned out an extremely good diplomatic
officer and of whom Lowell had a high
ﬂ!’]]l’llfl'l'l..

I think James had the notion of a
diplomatic career in his head for a long
time. Meeting him one day in the street
we talked about diplomatic appoint-
ments. He spoke of my connection with
the Service, of which by that time T was
pretty tired. I said: “You wouldn't
think anything of it.” He replied: “My
dear fellow, that’s all you know about
it; I'm dying of envy.” I don't doubt he
would have been a very good man for
such employment, though you never can
be quite sure till you see a man tried. He
had tact and good judgment and a great
deal of common sense. I think never-
theless it would have been a mistake for
James to go into diplomacy. I doubt if
it is a good career for any writing man.
A writing man's business is to express
himself. A diplomat’s business is to hold
his tongue. Diplomats get very timid.
They seem to get into a condition of
chronic funk. 1 don't wonder that they
do, when vou consider what is expected
of them. Bismarck said that it was an
indiscretion for a diplomat to keep a
diary. Think of that, and be thankful
you were born in a free country, Cer-
tainly the effect of a diplomatic career is
to make speech difhcult. That would
not have been good for James, who 1
think had by nature some difficulty in
expressing himself. At least in his voung
days he used to say that when he was at
the top of a page he never was quite sure
that he should ever be able to get to the
bottom of it.

I was speaking with James about



Personal Recollections of Henry James

Howells, of whom he was a warm friend.
He said that Howells did not like Europe
and was not at home there, in which 1
think he must have been mistaken, and
he added: “It's too much for him."" Isn't
living out of one’s own country too much
for anybody? Who but an American
thinks that living in a country other than
his own and getting on with the people
of it is part of the whole duty of man?
Certainly it is too much for any writer of
books to live in a country that is not his
own., An author is in pursuit of a very
greal prize. He wishes his country, and
to some extent the rest of the world, to
know hiz mind—an impudent ambition,
at the best, it always struck me, on the
part of a creature five or six feet high and
with a limit of life of seventy or eighty
vears, There are scarcely more than a
half a dozen men in a country at any one
time who can accomplish this. The
others may almost be said to draw blanks.
It would be quite impossible to do it
without the support of people’s sym-
pathy, and that sympathy a writer can
scarcely have in any country but his own.
It is guite true that James did reach a
position among the first writers of his day
in a country which was not his own, but
he did it at the expense of acquiring an
incomprehensible and, it seems to me,
altogether unfortunate method of speech,
which was, 1 believe, in good part the
result of an incomplete sympathy.

The same remark, “It’s too much for
him," was once made to me about James
by Mr, Howells. Some years ago Mr,
Howells showed me an advertisement,
which he had cut out of a newspaper, of
a New York apartment-house called the
“Henry James," and which he was about
sending James. I was charmed, by the
way, to find lately in Greenshoro, N. C,,
which was 0. Henry's home town and
birthplace, a new hotel going up, which
was to be the fine hotel of the place, to be
called the “ 0. Henry.” Howells said that
James was not happy over there, adding:
“It's too much for him.” He suggested
that James's friends here should be doing
something to cheer him up. That no
doubt was very well for Mr. Howells,
with his tact and kindness and his old
friendship with James, but I doubted if
it would be well for other people to at-
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tempt it. I should certainly have been
shy of it. James was a man so used to
being on the lop wave of success and so
fond of being there that anvthing in the
nature of commizeration would have been
especially unpleasant to him: He was
very sharp, and would have been quick
to see what was meant by such expres-
BI0T1S.

He liked to have a look of suceess, and
I think liked particularly to have that
look when he came here. James was al-
ways particularly well treated during his
brief visits home. 1 have heard him say
in London, after one of his visits to this
country, that of course he never could be
50 great a man anyvwhere else as he was
in his own country. Perhaps a considera-
tion that reconciled him, if he needed to
be reconciled, to living abroad was that
he would be a greater man during his
brief visits home than he could be if, he
remained here. Of course, if he had come
here and stayed and have consented to
be one of us hundred million molecules,
we should in time have got used to him
and have ceased to make much of him.
He would probably have lived in New
York, which was his birthplace, a fact of
which he was proud. He didn't like to
be taken for a Boston or Cambridge man.
When this was suggested to him, he would
say: I was born in this good city of New
York.” So he would probably have at-
tached himself to this town. He liked
living in the country and would probably
have had a little place on the Hudsen
and have been a commuter, and we should
have met him on summer afternoons
about the Grand Central Station on his
way to the train, with a basket of fruit
and a copy of a New York evening paper.
That is a situation which would not long
have been consistent with any swapgger,

But James did not see fit to live in this
country. I think it probable that toward
the close of his life he regretted that he
had made that decision. At any rate,
on his last visit here he came intending
to remain in this country. DBut 1 sup-
pose he found he had deferred his return
too long, and that the relations which he
had formed with English people and with
English life were too strong to be set
aside. At the last he became a citizen of
Great Britain.



MISS VILDA

By Elsie Singmaster

IipusTRaTIONS BY 1k

AN the twilight, falling late,
"' since it was June, a young
] girl stood at the door of
a farmhouse and looked
across two small dim fields

: to the corner of a bit of
thick woods where she could see the steep
gable of an old cottage. Upon the road
directly in front of her was the constant
sound of passing, and the confusion made
her hesitate to carry out her intention to
sit for an hour with her friend Miss Vilda.
Her mother’s little farm and Miss Vilda's
house and the fields and the broad white
avenue lay upon the battle-field of Get-
tysburg, where ina few days the surviving
troops were to meet for the Fiftieth An-
niversary.

Back of the house the fields had been
transformed into a tented city where
sixty thousand veterans were to be shel-
tered and from which issued at this mo-
ment continuous sounds of preparation,
directions for the unloading of freight-
cars rolled in on temporary sidings, chal-
lenges from the guard as a belated Get-
tyshurgian sought to follow his familiar
path across the fields, and constant shouts
and laughter. Down the road passed a
company of cavalry sitting their horzes in
easy attitudes and singing. When they
had passed Mary opened the gate and
followed them,

She found Miss Vilda sitting on a little
bench before her door, where she always
sat on pleasant evenings. She was al-
most seventy years old, and she had
lived alone for forty years. There had
seemed lately to be a change in both body
and mind, Simple tasks in which she had
taken pleasure were done poorly or left
undone, and sometimes when her voung
friend came in the evenings she looked at
her as though she were trving to identify
her. i

“Well, Miss Vilda!" cried Mary, pant-
ing. “"Herelam! Ididn't know whether
I'd get here. There’s not a minute that
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there's not an automobile or a team or
people going by. 1 must go back soon.’

Miss Vilda turned and looked at her.
The moon was spreading a rosy illumina-
tion in the east and Miss Vilda's face
showed white in the dim lizht. She often
talked about the battle to Mary, about
the thunder of the guns and the preat
storm which followed, and the wounded
lying under the angry sky. It was be-
cause she had talked to Mary since she
was a little girl that Mary was proud of
having been born on the battle-field, and
thought of her country differently t'rnrm
the way that her schoolmates thought of
it. She recognized in Miss Vilda attain-
ments and characteristics which her own
people did not possess. It was Miss
Vilda who had made her ambitious to
teach school. Now when she met Miss
Vilda's strange eyes, a thrill passed over
her.

“This reminds wvou of the battle,
doesn’t it?"

“A little. But there was no laughing,
and ii the soldiers spoke it was in whis-
pers.  You could hear clanking sounds,
chains and iron wheels striking one an-
other. The second and third nights there
were other sounds. ™

Then Miss Vilda paused. She often
caught herzelf suddenly and stopped as
though there were things which could not
be told. It was like her not to tell every-
thing, and it made her seem different from
other people. Mary in imitation tried to
be reserved. Now she hoped that Miss
Vilda would go on. It seemed a night for
the opening of hearts.

“Why, Miss Vilda,” she said, *some
one might come to the anniversary that
you know !

Miss Vilda made an amazing reply.
She turned sharply and looked at Mary
as though she had said a very foolish
thing,

“Why, he can't, Mary; he's dead!"

A little shiver passed over Mary's
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shoulders and down her spine. She sat
still, clutching the bench with both hands
and looking out over the valley upon row
after row of dim tents, She knew ro-
mance only from a few stories, but she
suspected a romance here. Her whole
Leing praved that Miss Vilda would go
on.  Strangely, Miss Vilda did.

“T was caught here alone; my mother
had gone away for the day and she
couldn’t get back. She was frantic, but
that didn’t help. The first day an oc-
casional shot fell near by, and there was
a little fichting in the yard. At dark I
hegan to realize that there were wounded
men all round the house. I sat at the
upper window and looked out, and I saw
that something moved from the woods
there across the grass toward the door.
It was gueer, but it relieved me to zee a
living thing. I thought it was one of our
men trying to find shelter, and I went
down, When I opened the door, he crept
in, all blood-stained. I was afraid to
light the lamp, but I could see in the
moonlight that he was a lovely blue-eyed
boy. He was faint from loss of blood and
I brought him up-stairs and had him lie
down. I expected that my mother would
certainly get home now that the hring
was over, and as I started to the kitchen
to get food I heard a sound and called
out, ‘Oh, mother!” Then I found that it
was not mother, but a Confederate officer
and his staff. They stayed till the battle
was over, and there were thousands of
troops all about.”

*But what did you do?’* cried Mary.
It seemed to her that she could see the
enemy in their gray clothes.

“I explained that I was alone and they
said they would see that I was safe.”

“But what did you do with the poor
boy 2"

*“1 took care of him in my room, and
when I went out I locked the door. The
second nirzht he was restless and 1 lay
beside him all night trying to keep him
guiet. I could get food and water easily,
because they thought it was for me, but
it was different when he began to be rest-
less,”

“Weren't vou afraid?” asked Mary,
tremhling.

Miss Vilda seemed to be trying to re-
member,

Miss Vilda

“No," said she at last; “I think I was
not afraid.”

“Did he die there?"

“No, He would have lived, but they
found him and took him away a prisoner,
through the thunder and the rain. He
was asleep with his head on my arm and
they came and took him away. They
lifted him roughly and vou could see
blood once more on his bandages.”

“(h, Miss Vilda, I'm so sorry for
voul™"
© Miss Vilda peered at her suddenly.
She seemed to return from a quickly for-
gotten dream.

“Sorry for me, child? Why? "

Mary rose and looked up the road. It
was for the moment clear.

“I ought to go home, but I'll come to-
morrow evening surely.”

“I'm always glad to see vou," said
Miss Vilda, rising also. She spoke with
the tone of 4 human being to whom cam-
pany was welcome, but her own company
equally pleasant. She had always that
sort of proud self-sufficiency.

The Fiftieth Anniversary was the oc-
casion for much loud and entirely natu-
ral and forgivable boasting, The tradition
had grown through fifty years a little
wearisome. In that time the veterans
had pretty well exhausted three gener-
ations of auditors—even grandchildren.
Their audiences were limited at last to
themselves, and all knew each other's
stories. But now they were urged once
more to talk, they were to have once
more people literally hanging on their
words, to be provided with a stage, the
old battle-ground, and an audience which
was not merely the nation but the world.

It was natural that there should be
among the sixty thousand some whose
discourse described glorious achievements
which were whelly imaginary; no human
being could have spitted quite so many
of the enemy on one hayonet, no wounded
creature could have floated two miles
on a stream, which incidentally did not
exist, and there have been dragged out
alive to enjoy a romantic acquaintance
with a farmer’s daughter. But it made,
after all, little difference about small de-
tails when of the magnitude of the whole
achievement there could be no question.
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There was, however, a sort of vainglory
whose exhibition was promptly made im-
possible. Simpson F. Mills, for vears boss
of a whole city, and desiring to become
boss of a State, wrote early to the com-
mission that he would be on hand, that
he would be glad to have some part in
this the greatest event in the history of
the nation; he would like, for instance, to
provide a whole day’s entertainment, or
a magnificent exhibition of fireworks, as
a personal gift to the veterans of the two
armies. He received in reply a polite
note.

HDEAR SIR:

“The Fiftieth Anniversary Commis-
sion begs to thank you for vour offer and
to say that it will be filed.

“Jonx PuiLvies, Secrefary.”

Simpson F. Mills held this communi-
cation for a long time in his hands. His
pffered benefactions were not often thus
received. It wasn't possible that any
one remembered after fifty vears that he
was a little late at Gettysburg, and that
a profiered dinner at a farmhouse was the
cause of his tardiness!

Senator Holland expected to come
back, but to his amazement he found no
prominent place provided for him. He
had beerl given at the beginning of the
war a position in the quartermastet’s de-
partment, where he haid acquired some-
how, after five vears of service at thirty
dollars per month, the foundation of the
fortune which was to give him eventually
a million-dollar income. He decided at
the last moment that Gettysburg would
be intolerably hot on the 1st, 2d, and 2d
of July and sixty thousand veterans dull
companions.

John Hilles, equally famous hut [or
different reasons, and equally rich though
by different means, did come back. He
had served through the war in the ca-
pacity of a private soldier—there was
nothing whatever against his record.
Wise in his generation, he had, when the
war was over, put the war behind him,
It had interrupted his plans for the future,
and he set to work to make up the time
which he had lost. He hated the enemy,
he abhorred sentimentality, he avoided
reminiscence. He had had such scientihc
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training as the time afforded, and during
all the years of war he had dwelt mentally
apart from its miseries, occupied with the
inventions of which he had dreamed.
When he set to work again, he trembled
for fear that he had lost too much time.
But he had an iron will, he recovered his
old deftness of hand, he drove from him
all recollections, he conquered despair.

When he received his invitation to the
anniversary he summoned his secretary,
He remembered having once given orders
that his accrued dues should be paid 10
the local army post with interest, and that
some gift should be given in his name. Tt
had taken the form, he recollected, of a
large library of war books, He decided
that if he could get comfortable accom-
modations for himsell and four nieces and
nephews he would po hack. His secretary
made a trip to Gettysburg, and engaged
all the accommodations in a comiortable
private house:

He was astonished to find how, as he
approached the little town, recollection
brightened. It was his fancy to zo south
and come up through the valley through
which the troops had marched. He saw
again the red roads and the ripe wheat,
here still standing, here in shocks., He
pointed out to the voung people suddenly
a familiar hill.

“1 remember that hill perfectly, See
how curiously it rises from the flat land-
scape. We marched up here in the early
morning as fast as troops could march,
everybody hearing guns and knowing
that only a few of our troops were ahead
of us. It was a hot, breathless morning,
the last morning that half of us were to
see.”’

The young people, who adored him,
listened earnestly.

“And then?”

“We wenl into action over yvonder and
there 1 was wounded., At night T crept
into a house and hid until T was taken
South to prison.”

“Were the people kind to you?™

Hilles did not answer directly. He
had been three times in hospital and
many persons had been kind to him.
But the details of the kindness shown
him here came back to him suddenly and
macde him flush. He had behaved, he
Lelieved, foolishly; he had lost his iron
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grip upon himself; believing that all his
hopes were to perish, he had let himzelf

go. There was a girl who had helped
him. He answered his niece quickly:
“Yes, they were kind.” Then he re-

lapsed into one of the silences which the
voung people did not break. He remem-
bered the nights, so short between dark-
ness and dawn, so long with pain and
misery. He heard his own feeble ery:
*Dh, don’t leave me, don’t take your hand
away—if you leave me I shall diel!”
He remembered that when they had come
to take him away he had clung to her,
and she had walked with him to the wag-
on and had kissed him. He could not
quite account for her presence, alone and
young, and if he remembered correctly,
lovely, in that grim spot.

When they were comfiortably settled
in the house in Gettysburg and had had
their dinner, he sent the voung people
away in the car. He said that he would
rather be alome—he wished to reflect.
They offered one by one to stay with him,
but he declined company.

When they were out of sight, he walked
through the town to the west. He saw
a familar cupola and stood still. How
strange to have stepped back suddenly
fifty years! The house must have been a
little to the left. He turned and walked
out the avenue. Dusk was falling, and
he p;l‘-ﬁﬁ!l‘l Miss Vilda's house without

seeing it and came on slightly higher
gmund to a little farmhouse, left, like the
other farmhouses, and Miss Vilda's house
and the little fields and the stretches of
woodland, as a perpetual memorial, He
saw a slender young figure standing at a
gate and went to make inquiry.

When he had said * good evening,” he
dicdd not know just how to proceed.

*1 suppose you know a good deal about
the battle,” he said.

Pretty Mary looked up at him in the
dusk, She was always expecting adven-
ture, and she had often imagined herself
being questioned by some great man and
ruiding him about,

“Yes, a good deal. T ought to. T was
born en the battle-field—right in this
house."

“¥ou were!”™ Hilles looked at her
sharplv. A daughter, perhaps? No, a
granddaughter. Ah, time had passed !

Vilda

“Yes, right here. My grandfather
lived here and Miss Vilda lived down
there. It was right in the battle. Some
stray shots fell about here from the first
day’s fight, and this was the Confederate
line on the second day, and on the third
the Confederate cannon stood all along
here. Miss Vilda has told me all about
T

“Who is Misg Vilda?" he asked.
that the name?

“She is an old Jady who lives down
there in that corner of the woods., Dur-
ing the battle she was here alone, and she
had many adventures. She”—Mary
paused. Her heart was filled with Miss
Vilda’s story. She would have liked to
tell this tall kindly old man about it, but
it would not be right.

_“Ts it a little house with a steep roof ?*

“Yes," said Mary.

Hilles thanked hér and went down the
avenue, and she stood looking after him.

“Shall T show you?” she called.

“MNo, thank you. 1 know where it is."”

Hearing a voice from the house, Mary
answered, ““Yes, mother,” and ran back.
Something disturbed her—no, not ex-
actly disturbed, but interested her, but
she had now no time to think. She helped
her mother, then in a hali-hour she came
back and ‘\T.{]-[}ll by the gate.

Hilles went down the avenue, walking
slowly. He looked upon the far-stretch-
ing city of tents and the shining lights,
and heard bands playing an old song:
“Tenting To-night.” He believed he
had made a mistake when he had so en-
tirely put away all thought of the past.
He meant to call upon this Miss Vilda, not
vet curious about her, but thinking only
of himself, of his weakness, and his de-
pendence upon her. She had doubtless
succored many poor wretches like himself
and had forgotten him.

He spoke to Miss Vilda, sitting on her
little bench, and she invited him {o sit
down. She wore a very pale old gray
dress which looked white in the faint
light, and she =sat with her hands clasped
loosely in her lap. He was certain that
he remembered her. The distant com-
fort of her consoling touch recurred to
him and he trembled suddenly. It was
from there that he had come creeping,
creeping, oh, with what agony! on a

Was
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“You were here at the time of the hattle, weren't vou? "—Page 1o4.
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night like this and she had given him her
own bed. She was alone and there were
only men about—he had never thought
of that.

“You were here at the time of the
hatﬂm weren't you? "

“Yes," she said, kindly and invitingly,
as she spoke to strangers. “1 remember
m.lm' things about it.’

“Da you remember taking care of a
wounded boy? "

“Why, ves," said Miss Vilda, as though
it were the most natural inquiry in the
world. She began to repeat the story
which she had never told in hity years
until last night. In her brain a tight
spring had uncoiled to be wound no more.
“1 was caught here alone; my mother
had gone to lock after a sick relative and
couldn’t get back. Before dark I could
see that there were wounded men about.
Most of them lay perfectly still. But
presently a boy came creeping from the
woods toward the house to try to find
help. 1 brought him in and took him
up-stairs so that he could lie down on my
bed, and I dressed his wounds. He was
all blood-stained and crving. Presently
I thought I heard my mother come in,
but it was a Confederate officer and his
staff, and in a few hours we were in the
midst of the Canfederate line, You know
what that would mean. I didn't know
what to do, but I asked whether I might
keep the door of my room locked, and
they said yes. They were very con-
siderate of me. 1 kept the poor boy
there and I got food for him, but before
they retreated they found him, and they
took him away. When he moved the
blood began to run through his bandages.
But T hoped for a long time. 1 knew he
would come back if he could; he promised
that he would. He thought 1 had saved
his life,”

Miss Vilda leaned forward. To find a
confidant suddenly after fifty years—ah,
what relief | This was a different auditor
from little Mary.

“You have lived a long time," she said.
“You can understand how a thing like
that could break your heart.”

The bands had ceased to play, the of-
ficer of a company of cavalry riding by

Vilda

gave a sharp order, the sweet smell of
dav-lilies filled the air. It seemed to
Hilles that he had smelled day-lilies as he
had crept into the shelter of these soft
arms.

“I was that boy !"* he said, mindful only
of himself.

With almest the suddenness of a gentle
flash of lightning the rising moon sur-
mounted the low-lying eastern mist, and
he saw the little house with its worn door-
way, its crumbling porch, and even a
little way into an untidy room. He could
see, most clearly, Miss Vilda. Remorse,
kﬁener far than he deserved, smote him.
He had gone toprison, he had been long ill,
and many persons had been kind to him.

“Is there anything in the world I can
do for you?”

“ For me?"" said Miss Vilda, astonished,
]ns revelation of himself unheard.

“ Anvthing to make vou comfortable,
more comfortable than this?”

“1T am comfortable,” DMiss Vilda as-
sured him. “And vou are a stranger.”

“Why, no, I am that boy whom vou
took care of, who was grateful once.”

Miss Vilda looked at him in amaze-
ment. Her eyes searched his face. Then
suddenly she smiled as if in relief, and
the corner of her mouth lifted in a little
gentle mockery. She had been for a mo-
ment terrified.

“What nonsense ! she said with a long
breath. *“You are an old man, and he

11-1

was the loveliest boy I ever saw!

Little Mary, having finished her work,
ran down the road. She was panting
when she zat down on the step at Miss
Vilda's feet. The night was bewitching;
it had bewitched Mary into fashioning a
SLrANge romance.

“Oh, Miss Vilda,” she cried. “Was
there a tall, wonderful stranger here?”

“No," said Miss Vilda,

“Are you sure? "

“There was an old man here,"”
Miss Vilda.

“What did he want?” asked Mary
eagerly.

“Nothing that I can remember,"” said
Miss Vilda. She sat smiling and looking
out at the dark wall of trees.

gaid
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THE SUMMER

By Mrs. Schuyler Van Rensselaer

[LLUSTRATIONS HY | K,

FPETERS

And summer's lease hath all too short a date.—Shakes peare,

E were speaking of
my plans for the sum-
mer. I can imapine,”
said my friend, “ noth-
ing maore disagreeable
than living in somebody
clse's house,”

I could. More exactly,
I did not need to imagine.
From much experience, from

1 knew.
the memeory of many experiences, I knew

of more disagreeable things. All his life
my friend had owned a heautiful country
p]:m: 1, though permanently sheltered
m the winter, year by year had had to
decide how o make the most of the good
gift of warm weather. Of my various ex-
periments one had succeeded—the rented
house., I had lived (so I found when I
counted back) in twenty-two houses
owned by other people in fourteen differ-
ent places, and almost always had lived
very agreeably. This means, of course,
in twenty-two different houses furnished
with other people’s belongings, for not its
walls and roof butl its contents make a
house really somebody else's or virtually
mine.

There are souls that are homekeeping,
sedentary, by nature, and there are
naturally vagrant souls, in love with
change, with variety, and contented,
would seem, to lodge in hotels. With the
vagrant I am not now concerned; nor
with the sedentary at the times when even
they may be tempted to wander; nor,
again, with the many good reasons they
may give, when in their normal mood, for
wanting to own a couniry house. But
there are other reaszons, less obvious, why
it is well, and one or two why it may even
be best, to borrow such a house—Ifor a
price and therefore without a deeper sense
of obligation than may comfortably be
borne.

To borrow often, and with a flexible

taste in localities, is to gather most agree-
ably some of the fruits of travel, In fact,
it ds to travel, slowly as the snail but, like
the snail, always at home. And there are
advantages in the very slowness. Any
nomad with a motor-car can easily see
more than 1 have seen—more of New Eng-
land, for instance. He can see that Cape
Caod is not like the coast of Maine, the
Berkshires like southern Connecticut
Vermont like Rhode Tsland, and also that
in the same region one place may differ
from its neighbor, may even flatly con-
tradict it. But he cannot weigh and
praise and cannot retain all that he sees.
Dietails escape him, so do the variations
worked by changing days and passing
months, and most of his memories will be
vague and evanescent. A summer's ex-
perience of a place reveals the thousand
minor charms, the thousand peculiarities,
variations, that he misses, and it graves
the pictures deeply. So the snail-like
traveller can claim one neighborhood after
another for his own and enrich, as the
flitter cannot, what Leigh Hunt called that
“stock of the admirable” which may make
of memory a more and more satisfying
companion, And, so doing, he lengthens
his life, for the more numerous are the
clear pictures in his mental gallery the
longer seems the course of time in which
he accumulated them.

As with the places, so it is with their
inhabitants. How can the whirring nom-
ad understand the differences between
the people of one New England region and
another—of this seaport, this hilltown,
this summer colony, and that? We must
stay awhile 1o feel the atmosphere of the
spot, the temper and the qualities and the
desires of its people, be they native to the
soil or brought by the year’s warm tempt-
ing. Only the snail can savor these di-
versities in the soul as well as in the body
of localities, Moreover, being always in
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hiz private habitation, he escapes the
speeder's daily chores—the plannings and
unplannings, the tiresome waitings and
anxious hurryings, the obligations, the
uncertainties, the painful punctualities,
that life in hotels and automobiles and
Pullman cars imposes. While he goes
slowly about the world, he fives.  He lives
as he chooses, with such people, such

hours, such occupations and idlenesses
as from day to day he may prefer.
These last advantages the owner of a
country house may enjoy, of course, in
fuller measure or, at least, in a more en-
tirely satisfactory environment. But he
foregoes the fruits of travel. Neither
landscapes nor communities can be sa-
vored by hearsay. How much less my
friend, anchored for all his summers in his
own house, can know about New Eng-
land and other New Englanders than I
have learned at the eight stations 1 have
held in his delightiul province ! If one al-
wayvs goes for the summer to Gloucester
or to Newport, can he guess how New
Bedford, how New London, differs in
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mood and in ways of life as well as in as-
pect? If one has always lived on Cape
Cod, does he really feel its unlikeness to
any other part of New England or of the
earth’s surface, or know why we may love
and delight in its people yet wonder at
times how we can stand them?

I remember an American who had gone
straight from college to Europe and
stayved there many years. He was dis-
covering his own country when I chanced
upon him—er, rather, when he chanced
upon me—in a village near Cape Cod
which “summer folks"” were beginning to
frequent, some of them living in a primi-
tive little hotel, more of them in fisher
men's cottages untouched outside and but
slightly altered within. He had been
amazed, he told me, by the contrast be-
tween Newport and Narragansett Pier
just across the bay—the contrast in ap-
pearance, in habits, manners, social tem-
per and aims. Of course, he said, the
two places differed visibly in their * gen-
eral human make-up,” but in hoth he had
found many people of the same kind and
some who in their winter habitats be-
longed, he understood, to the same or
very similar “social circles.” And now in
this out-of-the-way village he found more
of them, leading their summer lives in a
third and wholly different fashion. He
was puzzled. In Europe, he explained,
people liked fixed ways of life and those of
the same sort and station liked the same
ways even when they were not in their
own homes. Knowing certain French and
Swiss and German watering-places he
could foretell what others would be like,
but in America such prophecies were im-
possible. There did not seem to be any
“type.”

There is no such tyvpe. There is none
despite the fact that the summer colony
as we have developed it in all its varieties
i= a characteristically American thing.
That is what is typical of this country—
the lack of fixed types. Though we may
sometimes be justified in using the term,
very seldom does it have its full Old
World significance. If my repatriated
acquaintance had a chance to inspect
American country houses as well as the
summer colonies where many of them
stand, surely he was puzzled again. In
England there are types. There are




To Rent for

types of great houses and of smaller ones,
and types of gardens small and large,
and all of them blend intd a typical com-
posite picture when we say “ English
country house.” But even when T think
only of my own twenty-two American
houses I can form no such
mental picture. I can think
of few that would fit, so to say,
on Lhe same photographic
plate. To be sure, for other
reasons as well as the fluctuat-
ing size of my family, I have
not always wanted houses of
the same size or with the same
kind of surroundings. But this
merely accentuates what 1
have said about types. Asa
summer tenant I have not been
true to any type. From vear
to year I have lived, and have
wanted to live, in very different
ways. A corrugated iron
bungalow I have never had,
nor, on the other hand, a large
estate, a farm, or what the ad-
vertisements call a palatial
villa. But between these ex-
tremes the field that I have
camped uponiswide. A house-
haold of three and a household
of sixteen, a bathless little *“na-
tive" cottage and a house too
hig for the sixteen—these I
have known and, much more
often, a midway state. And
I have learned that each kind
of house, each way of living as
permitled by the house, has its
own attractiveness. This is
ancther benefit that flows from
borrowing: we enlarge our view of what
comfortable and pleasant living may
mean. And to grow adaptable in this im-
portant direction 15 to take a long step
toward that general adaptability, flexibil-
ity, which does so much to make life itself
a pleasant aliding-place.

Of course my twenty-two houses, and
the scores of others that I have had to
examine carefully while choosing these,
have taught me much not only about
American communities but alse about
Americans as individuals. Not to a
woman's dearest friends is her house in
all its recesses and appurtenances, or
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her housekeeping standards and habits
and certain of her tastes and character-
istics, so fully revealed as they may be to
her tenants, All houses that seek ten-
ants are not equally loquacious. Of
course, one that has been built and fur-

nished merely to be rented tells but lit-

tle. And although a certain house that
had done its owners all-the-vear-round
service was perhaps the pleasantest that T
ever had, as a rule this kind does not suit
a tenant as well as the kind prepared to
meet an owner's summer needs. It s
likely Lo be too full of its owner's belong-
ings, Lo tell of its owner’s self Loo loudly
and insistently. And in our much-de-
manding climate only a house exception-
ally well placed and planned can meet
equally well the demands of winter and of
summer living.

Fortunate is the tenant who findz in the
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autumn the house that she wants for Ehe
ful]munp: summer. During the " renting
season,” late winter and early spring, she

may meet with adventures and decep-
tions. I have followed hill-country roads

where the snow was still heaped by the

wayside, the road itself seemed viscous
as far down as China, and we doubted
whether we should get through, turn back,
or stick where we were till the mud mipght
dry. I have examined houses so dis-
mantled and be-sheeted that 1 could not
judge of what they contained, or so closely
and immovably shuttered l}mL T could
hardly be sure they contained anything at
all, And I have tried te decide whether a
terrace or a piazza would be cool enough
in July while I was almost swept off my
feet by the icy blasts of March.

Once, long ago, 1 ventured to take a
house that had been too safely darkened
for real inspection. It stood in the best
part of one of our summer colonies of best
repute,  The azent vouched for its pood
condition and so, to the ears of my imag-
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ination, did a distinguished English diplo-

mat who had occupied it for the ante-

cedent two seasons., When I moved in, it

taught me that the great, even the Eng-

lish great, may be less exacting, more
long-suffering, than the Yankee hum-
ble, for nothing could have tempted
me to take it twice. I found it more
inconveniently planned than T had
thought a house possibly could be.
Also, there were fireplaces as promised
but most of them blocked up, supple-
mentary stoves but rusted into holes,
beds but seemingly scooped out to
cobble-stone foundations, and certain
mantelpieces that we were chary of
touching lest they fall away from the
walls, while the principal room was so
darkened by trees and shrubs that it
could not be used without artificial
light. This was my worst experience,
and I tell of it for the sake of the moral
that I then laid te my own heart:
Really see a house before yvou take it.
D)o not trust to a partial inspection or
to verbal testimonies. You do not
know how other people may be con-
tent to live, and only you yourself can
know what yvou must have to be con-
tent or what you are willing to do
without for the sake of getting some-
thing else.

Another year in another place there
was a house that T did not take. An
acquaintance wheo lived near by ina
very good house of her own said that [

might safely rent it without looking it
over, FEwver since, I have wondered why
she had a grudge against me. There wasa
great gaping hole in the piazza floor, there
was very little furniture, there were no
curtains at all, one of the beds was soaked
with rain that had dripped through the
roof, the kitchen ranpge and sink were
choked with rust, and a sprinkling of the
dead bodies of last vear’s flies lay on all
the floors. This house 1 did not take even
though the local agent said that the
owner would *do it up a little,”" explain-
ing, however, that he would not need to
touch the dining-room, as, if we had what
we liked on the table, we should not mind
aboul *looks.”

It is not only the agent, local or urban,
who wonders why tenants are so fussy.
Once a member of a well-to-do family who
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showed me through her sister’s house
thought it odd that T did not jump at the
chance to get it, although the staircase,
where the boards of every step showed
through a great round hole in the carpet,
was a fair sample of its condition, and its
closets and drawers were crammed with
clothing little of which, said my guide,
need be removed. As I meant to stay
only three months, she said, two or three
pegs in each closet and one drawer in
each bureau would give me ample space,
Thus gradually T have learned that we are
ignorant not only of how the
“other half” must live hut
of how our own half may
sometimes choose to live.

But in contrast to these
few pictures of one extreme, I
could paint many of the other
if things that are right were
as easy to describe as things
that are wrong. And I do
not forget that there are ten-
ants who might truthiully be
portraved in colors as dark as
anv house could deserve.
Many are the clean, comfort-
able, and pleasant houses I
have had whose owners, 1
could not doubt, had led
within their walls pleasant,
orderly, and profitable lives.
And some of these owners 1
look back upon, whether 1
ever saw them in the fesh
or not, as kindly and helpful
friends—friends who wanted
to do more for me than 1
thought of asking and both-
ered me not at all, not even
with the permissible, cus-
tomary annoyance of an in-
ventory. This is why I did
not say that by paving rent
the tenant discharges his obli-
gations but only that he
mikes them bearable. Maon-
ey cannot adequately thank a
good landlord who lends us a good house.
We are bound in mere honesty to be such
amiable as well as careful tenants that in
the autumn he will write, “ Please come
again,” If we lack diplomas of this kind
we ought not to complain much about
Owners or agents,
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It was not the owners’ fault that once 1
had to rehang every mirror in the house
before T could see the top of my head: it
was merely because they were both, the
man and hig wife, so very small of stat-
ure. But it was the owners’ fault that
in another house we were oblized to ghut
up one of the rooms; for it was they who
had =tudded the walls, high and low, with
hooks that supported one hundred and
forty-five polychrome pottery plates.

A bilhard-raom in this same big house
1 thought at first would also be useless, but

it proved to be the best room I have ever
had, at home or elsewhere, to do my

work in. There were bay windows for
my writing-tables and a delightiul se-
cluded little loggia to which cven the type-
writer could easily migrate and there do
its duty while rejoicing in the prospect—
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a wide stretch of lawn, a reach of golden
rocks, and such an opaline sea as, I think,
only Narraganszett Bay can show. And
on the billiard-table, larger and higher
than any other kind of table ever is, I
could spread open and leave open, ready
for an easy turning of their pages, all the
big books—thick heavy folios and quartos
even harder to deal with than their con-
tents—which day by day I had to con-
sult. Never before or since have I
worked in such comfort. And so I may
note that one element in the art of adapt-
ability is the power to teach the house we
occupy to adapt itself to our needs. She
does not know how to be a tenant, and
probably does not know how to live in
her own home, who walks in, sits down,
folds her hands, and without thinking of
possibilities accepts actualities, consent-
ing to get from the rooms and their fur-
nishings preciselv the same response that
her predecessors did.

Another house I had was ugly outside
and in, but large, airy, and comfortable.
With its plain gpacious bedrooms even
the eve did not need to guarrel. But
down-stairs it was of an arrogant rich-
ness curiously combined with a thrifty
cheapness. Mercifully, there was not a
picture of any kind on any wall. And
fortunately the furnishings of the big
drawing-room were scanty in number, for
in quality, barring the coarse Notting-
ham lace curtains, they were the richest
I have ever dwelt with. There were
ebony cabinets trimmed” with ormolu,
there were gilded chairs, there was a huge
round table inlaid with sculptured plaques
of bronze, which must have been worth a
department-store buver’'s ransom; there
were a few sumptuous pieces of bric-a-
brac (no other term would serve), and a
thick luxurious carpet, the most wonder-
ful of all carpets, patterned with large
roses forming oval [ramings for landscape
views. Why, why, we wondered, had
such things been bought for a country
house built simply to be rented? But
soon we remembered that, some years
before, the owner had replaced by a
business building his gaudy big house in
New York, and near my country house
had built one for himself. The interior
of this I never saw, but I heard about it.
Evidently it had been furnished with the

the Summer

contents of the New York house, and
evidently the one to be rented had re-
ceived the overflow and had been built
around the wonderful carpet, for this was
no mere assemblape of sewn-together
slrips bul was woven with a centre and
a border so that it could not be altered
in size or shape.

How could I consent to live in such a
house? Because its surroundings were
charming, because it was comfortable,
and because I could find no other in that
particular place yet had to be there that
particular summer. Moreover, when the
bric-d-brac was buried in the ebony cabi-
nets and the general effect was mitigated
by some of those personal belongings
which the adaptable tenant learns to
keep in stock for such emergencies, 1
could soon ignore the blatant uglinesses;
for another factor in adaptability is the art
of not seeing what we do not like to look
at. An insulted eye can rise above al-
most any insult—if it is not to be per-
manent. 1 could have borne the hun-
dred and forty-five suspended plates of
the other house had it been needful, and I
did bear in this one the cabinets, the
table, and even the carpet—because T had
only borrowed them. Had I owned them
and been forbidden to destroy them I
should have seen nothing else all day, and
at night pain and mortification would
have held me awake on the excellent pil-
lows of the room overhead.

If it is a drawback in borrowing that
we must hunt for a house, it is a great ad-
vantage that we do not have the per-
manent care of it, And as the years go by
we may very likely find reason to be glad
that we need not go back to a house even
though we may have liked it much, and
can get rid of it by merely turning our
backs on it. As tenants we are not
forced to endure those changes which
may so easily befall a place we love—a
change in the kind or the number of the
people who frequent it, working a rad-
ical change, very often, in the character
of the place itself. This may mean decay
—a shrunken population, shut-up houses,
a decline in social resources; or it may
mean deplorable results of prosperity, of
“improvement.” The village near Cape
Cod of which I spoke is now, I am told, a
large summer settlement, deserted by the
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kind of people who used to make it de-
lightiul, invaded by the lavish rich,
transformed into a colony of villas.
“What do yvou mean by villas?"" T asked
my informant. “ Architectured houzes
and iron railings.” she replied, killing
forever my hope of looking once more
upon the gray cottages, the lilac bushes,
the old stone walls, the cedars and blue-
berries and wild roses, the =sea-lavender
and beach-grass along the sands of the
guiet bay. Iron railings! What if 1 had

owned the cottage there that once 1 had
been tempted to buy? Very likely T
could have made money by selling it, but
not for this chance does one care to own
i country house,

From all my houses remembered to-
gether, the older and the newer, 1 have
learned that we do not often build as
solidly now, with such sound-proof walls
and floors, as our fathers and grand-
fathers did, but that we usually make
better ]':rm'isiq:m for our servants, at their
work and in their beds, than our methers
and prandmothers did. Not always: in
the House of the Carpet although there
were (in agents’ language] five large
“masters’ bedrooms™ in the second story
and four in the third, for servants there
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were only two tiny rooms in the kitchen
wing. We should certainly not have
found it what T have called it, a comfori-
able house, if the “masters” had needed
the third story for their own use,

We resembled our forefathers, 1 think,
in knowing more about literature than
about art. Barring good prints of divers
kinds T have found in my houses very few
good works of art.  The best of the paint-
ings have been family portraits; 1 have
had a number of borrowed ancestors

whom 1 did not wizh to disavow and one
little borrowed descendant painted by
John Sargent. With books it is different.
They are not to be expected, indeed, in
houses built for renting, and not invari-
ably to be found in those built for their
owners' summer uge, In one of the lat-
ter, for example, 1 found a set of the
World's Hest Literature—nothinge else:
and nothing at all in the big house with
the billiard-room and the dinner-plate
decorations—not a hook of any kind nor
so much as a shelf to put ane on. In
another house 1 found a creat manv
shelves empty of their former contents,
but they were hidden by curtains and 1
loved them. For the only time in my
life T had sheli-room enough.  Who could
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guess whether behind the curtains were
ranges of books or of typewriter “sup-
plies,” of slippers or of jam-pots?
Usually T have had good books, and
sometimes in goodly numbers. This, in
fact, I count as one of the specific ad-
vantages of the borrowed house—its
power to supply us, without effort on our
part, with a library that seems our own
vet has the value and the charm of the
unaccustomed. Interesting books that I
had never heard praised, books that T had
long wmuur] to read but had never * got
around to,” half-forgotten favorites, com-
plete sets of authors whose minor writings
I had never had a chance to prluru—all
these have rejoiced me. And in houses,
like two in the older part of Newport and
one up in the Berkshires, that had long
been lived in and had inherited from still
earlier ones, | have come across more
unusual treasures: rows upon rows of
Early Victorian novels, for instance,
serried ranks of Punck going back to its
beginnings, and, throwing still another

kind of light upon English history, the

long series of great volumes of State
Trials. Twice 1 had shelf after shelf of
French and Tialian classics in adorable

little old wvolumes of gilded morocco.
Once, with many other time-honored
things, 1 found an early edition of that

famous jest-book, Samuel Johnson's Dic-
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tiohary, and once a manuscript diary kept
in England more than a century before by
the son of a famous American envay.,

How many warm days and lovely out-
looks seem doubly beautiful in the retro-
spect because of these companions un-
wittingly acquired! The pleasantest ill-
ness I ever had I spent in a charming
small and sim]:xlc country house, and for
the most part on the wide piazza that
projected enchantingly into space, over-
hanging a steep hillside and between the
tops of ils nearest trees revealing a vast
panorama of the New Hampshire moun-
tains. There, denied for weeks the com-
pany of human beings, I read about them
all day long with no fear of exhausting my
shelves though so far from any source of
supply—reread Jane Austen from end to
end, then finished the ten volumes of
Emerson’s *Journals," then—but this
matters only to myself. I merely want
to show that good books are to be found
in American country houses even of a
small and simple kind.

What we are by no means sure of find-
ing is a house, particularly a
large and ambitious house,
as well arranged as it might
be for the ways of life that
our climate makes desirable.
Why, we are often tempted to
ask, does not an architect en-
raged in domestic work em-
ploy as an aid a woman who
has lived in many houses? Tt
may be answered that his
clients should know what
they want and insist upon
having it. Truly. But teo
often they do not know or do
not sufficiently insist; they
are inexperienced and un-
imaginative, or they are
cowed by the architect's dic-
tum as to what they ought
to want. It must always be
a difficult question—the rela-
tive right of architect and of
client to “seli-determination’’; but it is
less difficult with regard to domestic than
to other kinds of building, Certainly
just here and now, the client is apt to be
unduly ignorant or timid and the archi-
tect, especially if he has made a name for
himself, unduly autocratic and also un-
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duly inspired by what he has learned in
the schools and what he finds in his books
rather than by current local and in-
dividual needs and desires.

In the Middle West, T am told, new
tvpes (if I may wventure the term) of
large country houses are being huilt,
local and contemporaneous in idea and

development yet very good to look upon.
Thesze I do not know although I like to
believe in them. But in our Eastern
regions how many Colonial mansions,
English manor houses, French chdteans,
have recently been built specifically and
only for summer use, vet, in imitation of
their prototypes, planned and furnished
as though for winter ways of living. If
they make any provision for living out of
doors, it iz not the wide, protected, prop-
erly furnished piazza which has been our
best American contribution to domestic
architecture but an unprotected, wind-
swept, sun-smitten terrace. The owners
must spend weeks of hot days indoors
excepting when they take their walks or
motor rides or polfing exercise abroad.
Within four walls, heavily curtained as a
rule, they must work or idle, talk with
their friends, read and play bridge, eat
their breakfasts and drink their tea. Or
else, as I have noticed, they try to supply
an outdoor shelter by putting up great
troublesome awnings which fail to serve
the purpose of piazza roofs, which flap
and groan and leak and perpetually ask
Vor. LXVIII.—3
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to be raised or lowered, and sometimes
look like restive Zeppelins tethered to
the terrace.

But, I have heard it said by those
Europe-bedazzled Americans whose num-
ber, thank fortune, the war has percep-
tibly reduced, the pleasantest thing of all
is to sit on the lawn under a tree. Cer-

But it is always a

tainly, at Llimes,
trouble-giving pleasure and the times are

many Lhat do not permit of it. Fer
nearly a month last summer the delightful
seats under a big horse-cheztnut tree on
my lawn were useless because of frequent
rains and the intermediate dampness.
But meanwhile I lived comfortably on my
piazzas. One of the good reasons why the
English may be called insular is their
failure to grasp the advantages of the
piazza, less necessary in their climate
than in ours as a shelter from the sun,
mare necessary a4s a protection from light
rains and dampness, for whether they
know anything of America or not, they
must know about Indian verandas and
veranda life.

To my mind, unless a tenant is of such
a sort that all she wants to do at home is
to sleep, in choosing a house she cannot
too carefully consider its outdoor living
spaces. Nor in building a house can the
architect think too carefully where and
how to place them. It is not as difficult
as he sometimes says to build adequate
piazzas without darkening the living-
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rooms, for they need not be as all-en-
circling as our forefathers often thouglt.
And if it may be difficull to use them well
with some chosen style or manner of
building, perhaps this is a good argument
against the choice of that manner.

“Piazzas” 1 have written throughout,
and I insist upon the name as I insist
upon the thing. It is not very clear from
what suggestions our forefathers, in post-
Colonial days, developed the thing, and
it is not clear at all how they came to
adopt for it an Italian name, changing the
sighificance as well as the sound. In the
South they have alwavs said *pgallery,’
and here at the North *porch™ now ap-
pears to be displacing “piazza.” But
these are rightly the names of other
things, and while there can, of course, be
no objection to the orthodox English
“veranda,” it seems a pity to abandon
a distinctively American name for a dis-
tinctively American kind of veranda.

As I have said, our summer colonies,
distinctively American although they are,
vary so much that none can be called
typical. But even this word can safely
be used of those villages of our Eastern
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and Middle States which, whether or no
they attract the summer visitor, are not
dominated by his ' architectured " houses,
They get their character, of course, less
from their houses than from their gen-
eral layout, their wide grassy spaces, and
especially their overarching trees. We
have produced nothing more original,
more entirely our own, than a typical
New England village, "and nathing in
which we may take more pride and de-
licht. Even the most Europeanized of
our architects can hardly wish to change
our traditional methods in this direction,
I never pass through one of these villages
without thinking with pleasure that, as I
am not tied to a country house of my
own, some day 1 may perhaps rent one
on this beautiful street—a street in name,
in aspect an umbrageous highroad to
Arcady. And I hope that if I cannot ar-
rive in time to see the great trees bud, I
may linger until they turn into tents and
canopies of scarlet and crimson, orange
and gold. Then indeed we have some-

thing that is typically American, with a
splendid kind of beauty that no European
land can ever know.
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BY HENRY

FISHING IN STRANGE

VAN DYKE
WATERS

[THE SEVENTH OF TWELVE PAPERS]

ERAOR half a year, now, I

# have been writing a paper
a month, without so much
as mentioning a subject
near to my heart,—the an-
ciend, apostolic, consolatory

It must be admitted the

artl of angling,
season has not been in harmony with that

subject. It has been a wvillainous rude
winter, violent, pitiless, persistent as a
Prussian; ice en top of snow and snow on
top of ice, and howling ravenous winds, s0
that even those hardened anglers who let
down their lines through holes in frozen
ponds, have been debarred from their
gelid sport and driven to find comfort by
the fireside.

Yet fancy does not freeze in zero
weather. Memories and dreams run out
across the cold to leafy forests and flowing
rivers and sparkling lakes. If there has
been thus far no word of angling in these
essays, you may set it down, reader, to a
self-denying ordinance, and reward me
thiz month with leave to tell a few stories
of fishing. Not fish-stories, mark you;
for I have no great catches, no finny mon-
sters to describe; only a few small ex-
periences which may serve to illustrate
the gpirit of the game. For such recital
the signal has been given. Last week, on
a sharp icicled morning, the first hoarse
robin bravely sounded his fup-tup-tup
outside my window. When these pages
come to you the greenwood-tree will be
full of song and the kingfisher flashing
blue along the stream.

In many strange waters have I fished,
the Nile and the Jordan, the Rhine, the
Rhone, and the Danube, but in none that
seemed to me so strange as the little rivers
where I cast an occasional fly while the
world war was going on.

There was no fishing in Holland to

speak of. Canals, slow-moving rivers,
shallow lakes, with their store of pike and
perch and eels, offer no attraction to a
sporting angler. To catch such fish is
more a business than a sport.  There was
one pretty trout-stream in South Lim-
burg; but it was so beset with factories
and mills and persecuted by bait-fisher-
men and netters that it did not tempt
me,

In these sad circumstances of depriva-
tion, it seemed  almesi Providential " to
find that the American Minister to the
Netherlands was also accredited to the
Grand Duchy of Luxembourg. A strict
sense of official duty called him thither
every year, and a willingness to enjoy
small gifts of pleasure paid him wages by
the way.

Nature has been kind to that little in-
land country, and history has handled
it roughly enough to make it picturesque
with human interest. It holds more
castles ruined and unrestored than any
other land of equal size. Its small tri-
angle of territory,—about a thousand
square miles, dovetailed in between
Germany, France and Belgium,—lies on
top of the Ardennes, a thousand feet or
more above sea-level. It is furrowed hy
deep valleys, clothed with rich woods of
heech and pine, diversified with gray and
red cliffis, embroidered with wild flowers
and many bright unnavigable rivers. Its
royal family contains the six loveliest
young princesses in the world; and its
250,000 people are as friendly, hospitable
and independent as the traveller's heart
could wish, All this and more you may
find set forth admirably in the big book
on Luxembourg by Mr. George Renwick,
the British war-correspondent.  For use-
ful information I refer you to him, and
turn to my fshing.

My first excursion was made in June,

IT%
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1914,—the Potsdam Plotters’ month. Of
what T saw then to convince me that Ger-
many had chosen war, the story is told in
another book and need not be repeated.
The second trip was in April, 1g15, after
Germany's long crime had been begun.
1t was necessary for the American Min-
ister to go down to take charge of certain
British interests in Luxembourg,—a few
poor people who had been stranded there
and who sorely needed money and help.
{(What a damned inhuman thing war is,
no one knows who has not been in the
midst of it!]) Mr. Derulle, the faithful
American Consular Agent in the city of
Luxembourg, did the work, but the min-
ister had to convey the funds and super-
vise the accounis.

The journey was interesting. The
German Minister at The Hague was most
polite and obliging in the matter of pro-
viding a visé for the passports, and giving
the needful papers with big seals to pass
the guards in what was euphemistically
called “German-occupied territory.” It
grated on my nerves, but it was the only
way.

“Which route would you prefer to have
me follow,” 1 asked, “ through Germany,
or through Belgium?"

“But, my dear colleague,” replied the
amiable Baron von Kiihlman, “that is
entirely for you to choose.”

“With wyour advice,” I
“cince I am asking a favor,”

“Well, then,” he smiled, “probably
you would like to go by way of Maes-
tricht and Aix-la-Chapelle,—in your own
automobile —we will detail an escort to
make the journey easier and quicker.”

At the border-barrier,~a double fence
of electrically charged barbed wire, with
a sentried opening ten feet wide,—the
escort appeared, He was a courteous and
intelligent captain of cavalry in the Ger-
man reserve, university graduate, cloth
manufacturer, father of a family, pleasant
companion, named von M His con-
versation was good, Three of his remarks
were memorable because they lifted a
corner of the veil from the German state
of mind,

We were rolling along the splendid
highway south from Aix, through a
country bare of men not in uniform.
“This is a terrible war,” exclaimed the

¥

answered,
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captain, “not our fault, but terrible for
us, all the same! Do you think a quiet
middle-aged man like me enjoys being
called away from his business, his home,
his children, to join the colors?  We shall
be ruined. Of course we shall win; but
what? Our money spent, our industries
crippled, the best of our youth killed or
maimed,—it is a bad outlook, but we are
forced to accept it.”

In the quaint timbered villages on the
plateau of the Hokes Venn many soldiers
were on furlough, strolling with the vil-
lage girls in frankly amatory attitudes.
“Pleasant for these boys to come home
for a few days and see their old sweet-
hearts again,” I remarked. The captain
smiled: * Yes—well—but,—you see,
these boys don’t belong to these villages,
meisiens; and the girls are not old sweet-
hearts, you see. But the army does not
discourage it. Men will be needed.
They will all be good Germans.”

Just before we cross the border beyond
5t. Vith the captain says: * My general
at Aix has telegraphed the German com-
mandant in Luxembourg to detail an
officer to act as escort and body-guard
to your Excellency in that country.”
Polite, but astounding !

“Many thanks,” 1 answered, “most
thoughtiul of the general. But it will
not be necessary. In Luxembourg I
shall be under protection of her Royal
Highness the Grand Duchess, sovereign
of an independent state, in which the
Germans have wolunteered to guard the
railways. Alter paying my respects to
her and to the Prime Minister, I shall call
on the German commandant to assure
him that no escort is desired. Will that
be correct according to your theory?"

The captain blinked, looked down at
hiz boots, then grinned approvingly.
“Absolutely correct,” he said, “that is
just our theory. But, Golt im Himmel,
you Americans go straight to the point !”

All the diplomatic affairs of the next
ten days went smoothly; and there were
three celestial days on various streams,
the details of which are vague in memory,
but the bright spots shine out,

One day was passed with my friend the
notary Charles Klein, of the old town of
IWiliz, a reputable lJawyer and a renowned,
impassioned fisher. He led wus, with
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many halts for refreshment at wayside
inns, to the little river Swre, which runs
through a deep, flowery vale from west to
east, clear across the Grand Duchy. Our
stretch of water was between the high-
arched Pont de Misére and the abandoned
slate-quarry of Bigonville. The stream
was pure and lively, with many rapids but
no falls. It was about the size of the
Neversink below Claryville, but more
open. The woods crept down the steep,
enfolding hills, now on this side, now on
that, but never on both. One bank was
always open for long casting, which is a
delight. The brown trout, {(salme fario),
were plentiful and plump, running from a
gquarter of a pound to a pound weight,
Larger ones there must have been, but
we did not see them. They accepted our
tiny American flies,—Beaverkill, Cahill,
Cueen of the Water, Royal Coachman,
and so on,—at par value, without dis-
count for exchange. It was easy, but not
foo easy, to fill our creels.

My son and comrade Tertius agreed
with me that the European brown trout,
though distinctly less comely than the
American brogk-trout, or the " rainbow "
of the Pacific Coast, (not to speak of the
gorgeous salmo  Roosevelti of Volcano
Creek), is a fine fellow, a “dead game
sport,” The birds that fluttered and
skipped and sang around us were some-
thing of a puzzle to Tertius, who is an
expert on this subject in his own country.
Some of them,—Dblackbirds, wrens, tom-
tits, linnets, swallows, and so on,—were
easy to identify. The crow and the
kingfisher are pretty much the same
everywhere. But there were also many
strangers.

“Tt is funny,” said he, “I can’t tell
their names, but 1 understand their lan-
guage perfectly.”

Philip Gilbert Hamerton in The Sylvan
Year says that there is a tradition among
the peazants of the Val Ste Veronigue
that every bird repeats a phrase of its
own in French words, and that some wise
old persons have the gift of understanding
them. This gift must be kept secret till
a man comes to die; then he may com-
municate it to one of his family. But the
trouble is that when a man is on his death-
bed, he is usually thinking about other

things than bird-lore. So the gift fades
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out, say the peasants, and may soon be
lost, like other wonderful things.

The second day of this series that T re-
member clearly was spent on a smaller
stream, north of the Swure, with Mr. Le
(5., the son of the British Consul, and
other pleasant companions. The name
of the stream is forgotten, but the clear
water and the pleazant banks of it are
“in my mind's eye, Horatio." It was
a meadow-brook very like one that T
know not far from Norfolk, Connecticut,
whither T have often gone to fish with
my good friend the village storekeeper,
5. Cone. Now there 1s 1n all the world
no water more pleasant to fish than a
meadow-brook, provided the trout are
there. The casting is easy, the wading
is light, the fish are fat, the flowers of
the field are plenteous, and the birds are
abundant and songful. We filled our bas-
kets, dined at the wayside inn, a jolly
company, and motored back by moon-
light to the city of Luxembourg,

Concerning the 1g16 journey to my
outlying post there are a few notes in my
diary. I travelled in May by rail through
Cologne and Gerolstein and Trier, There
was no visible escort; but probably there
Wils ONEe UNSeEen ; f”r at E\"l.‘.['_"f ]'I-tﬂ('f‘ ".'I.'h("rﬁ
I had to change trains, somehody was
waiting for me, and a compartment was
reserved.  Everything was orderly and
polite, even in the stations where hun-
dreds of thousands of green-gray soldiers
were rushing on their way to the great
batile at Verdwun. (Perhaps il was be-
Cause I ."'ii'il P;"-..L" (:Prmflﬂ Ihﬂl I'lf"ﬂ['rlt‘ were
so courteous,  Yet for that very reason
no one could have mistaken me for a
native.) But the war-bread in the dining-
cars was fierce: Dbutter and sugar were
not at all: and the meat, such as it was,
had already done duty in the soup.

At Gerolstein, (name made dear by
Offenbach’s Grande Duchesse,) many civil-
ians got into the train with guns, green
hats, and netted game-bags with fringes.

“What go they to shoot,” 1 asked a
neighbor, “is it not the closed time?"

“Bul not [or crows,” he replied.

“Crows!" I eried, with a sickening
thought of the near battle-fields.

“Yes, mein Herr, crows are good to eat,
healthy food. In all the meat-shops are
they to buy.”
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In the capital of Luxembourg, perched
on its high rock, the German garrison
was still in evidence, tramping in stolid
troops through the streets while the citi-
zens turned their backs. Not even a
small boy would run after the soldiers:
think what that means! No longer did
the field-gray ones sing when they
marched, as they used to do in 1015,
They plodded silent, evidently depressed.
The war which they had begun so gayvly
was sinking into their souls. The first
shadows of the Great Fatigue were falling
upon them; but lightly as vet.

Once T thought T heard a military band
playing “ God Save the King.” I ran to
the balcony, but turned back again, re-
membering that the same tune is set to
“ Heil Div im Stegerkrans.”’

The Grand Duchess was already away
at her Summer (“'I.Sllf: of Colmar-Berg.
So after “posing” the needful cards and
writing my name in the book at the old
palace, and finishing three days of official
business (and luncheons) with Prime
Minister Thorn and other dignitaries, I
was free to turn to the streams.

The first excursion was with Mr. Emile
Meyrisch, a genial, broad-shouldered
ironmaster, the head of great forges at
Esch, Diffeedange, and Petange in the
south country, and an angler of the most
confirmed sect. In politics he was a
liberal, in business perhaps rather an
autocrat, and in practice a friend to his
employees, looking carefully after their
food-supply and running an open-air
school on a hilltop for their children, to
keep them well and strong.

He took me to the valley of the Clerf,
the loveliest little river in Luxembourg,
By ruined castles and picluresque villages,
among high-shouldered hills and smooth
green meadows and hanging woods it
runs with dancing ripples, long curves,
and eddying pools where the trout lurk
close to the bank. Tts course is not from
west to east, like the Swure, (no, T will not
call it by that common German name
the Sawer.) The Clerf runs from north
to south. I suppose that was why the
southwind, on that quiet sunny morning,
carried into the placid valley a strange
continuous rumbling like very distant
thunder. But the clear stream paid no
heed to it, flowing with soit, untroubled
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whispers of contentment on its winding
way. And the hirds were not dismayed
nor hindered in their musical love-making,
And the flowers bloomed in hright peace-
fulness, neither dimmed nor shaken by
that faint vibration of the upperair. Un-
doubtedly it was the noise of the guns in
the offensive Crown Prince's Great Offen-
sive at Verdun, a hundred kilometres
away. Strange that a sound could travel
sofar! Dreadful to think what it meant !
It crossed the heauty of the day. But
what could one do? Only fish on, and
wait, and work quietly for a better day
when America should come into the war
and kelp bo end il right.

A very fat and red-faced Major, whom
I had met before at Clervaux, rode by in
a bridle-path through the meadow. He
stopped to salute and exchange greetings.

“How goes it 7" T asked,

Y Verdammi scidecht,”” he replied. “This
is a dull country. The people simply
won't like us. 1 wish I was at home.”

“T too!” I answered, “Ghickliche
Reisel”

We lunched in the roadside inn of Wil-
werwiltz; a modest tavern, but a rich
feast. The old river-guardian was there,
a grizzled veteran who angled only with
the fly, though his patrons were mnstly
bait-fishers. He had scorned to fish in
the morning. But when he saw my bas-
ketful taken with the fly, his spirit was
stirred within him, and he girded up his
loins and went forth to the combat.
That afternoon he beat my whole day's
catch by three trout. He grinned as he
laid his fish out in a long row on the bench
in front of the inn.

I spent the night with Notary Klein
at Wilts. Ewver hospitable, he made a
little dinner for me at the Hatel du Com-
merce,—a little dinner of many courses
and rare vintages,—and like the bride-
groom at Cana of Galilee he served the
best wine last. When we reached this
point the Notary presented a request.
He said that three officers of the German
garrison, who felt very lonely, had asked
if they might come over to our table
after dinner and drink coffee with us.
Had I any objection? Certainly not, if
he had none. So they came, and we
talked pleasantly for a couple of hours
about various subjects. One of the offi-
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cers was a professor of literature in a small
German university. Both of the others
were well-educated men. Finally we
drifted toward the war.

‘Why did America sell munitions only
to the Allies? Tt was very unfair.’

‘But the market was open to all.
Doubtless anybody who had the money
could buy.’

‘Yes, perhaps; but then it was plain
that if Germany bought them she could
not get them home. It was most unfair,
not truly neutral.’

‘But could America be expected as a
neutral to act so as to make up to Ger-
many for her lack of effective sea-power?’

‘No-o-o0, perhaps not.  But it was ex-
tremely unfair. No doubt those British-
Americans who "were so powerful in the
United States were to blame for it.

‘On the contrary; Americans of Ger-
man descent were most prominent in
making munitions for the Allies. Take
the name Schwab, for example, president
of the Bethlehem Steel Company, a good
American. Did the Herren Offizieren
think his name was of British origin?'

Slight confusion and hearty laughter
followed this question. Then the pro-
fessor spoke up very gravely:

“There is one thing I should like to
ask you, Excellency. You have trav-
elled a good deal in this country. Have
you heard the Luxembourgers make any
objection to the conduct of the German
army here?"

“None, Herr Oberst,” T answered with
equal gravity, “not the slightest! Tt is
not the conduct of your soldiers to which
Luxembourg objects, it is their presence.”

“Well," he said smiling rather sad-
ly, “God knows I am tired of it too. I
want to go home to my books. But is
there no chance that America will come
finally to the help of Germany, her old
friend? "

“Certainly,” I replied, * there seems to
be a very good chance. T1i the present
submarine warfare continues, it is prac-
tically sure that America will assist Ger-
many in the only possible way,—by
creating a situation in which the war must
come to an end. That would be the best
conceivable help for Germany.”

With this observation, (rather in the
enigmatic style of the Delphic oracle,)
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and with an appropriate “good night,”
the conversation closed, and 1 went home
with the Notary. But the next day was
not spent in fishing as we had planned.
An invitation had come by telegraph dur-
ing the night, bidding the minister to
lunch with the royal family at Colmar-
Berg. The only available taxicab in
Wiltz must be commandeered, and hot
time made over the long road in order to
reach the castle at the appointed hour.
“Punctuality,” says the proverb, “is the
courtesy due to kings"; and the saying
has an extra, super-diplomatic force when
the sovereign happens to be a very beau-
tiful young lady. .

Of the luncheon I will not write, since
it was not official, though there were
about thirty guests. Adhering to the
old-fashioned rule, I hold that hospitality
lays a certain restraint upon publicity.
Yet there are some memories which may
be recalled without offense. The Ameri-
can minister's chair was at the right of
the Grand Duchess, on whose delicate,
sensitive face the sirain of the last two
years, and the sufferings of the poor
among her people, had written thin lines
of care and grief.  She had never coveted
a crown,—nor did she wear one excepl a
circlet of pearls in her dark hair,—and I
am sure she was glad when the close of
the war permitted her to hand over the
reins of rulership to her sister Charlotte,
with Luxembourg independent, sovereign,
and free to follow her natural sympathies
with France, At the minister's right was
the little Duchess Antoinette. It was
probably her first appearance at such a
feast, for she was still a mere child, with
her long hair loose on her shoulders. Her
announced engagement to that hardened
ruffian, the ex-Crown Prince of Bavaria,
in 1918, was a shock to every one of decent
feelines, Now that the German surren-
der under the form of armistice has put
this horrid engagement, with other grisly
things, into “innocuous desuetude,” it is
pleasant to recall and reflect upon her pres-
ent deliverance from that royal incubus.

After all, royalties are flesh and blood.
But there is a difference hetween the clean
and the unclean, which no crown can
disguise.

The day following the luncheon I had
an carly dinner with M. Pescatore, ane
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of the ablest members of the Luxembourg
Parliament, at his country house, and
went out at sunzet with Madame, to hunt
the deer in a wonderful heech-forest
along the valley of the Mamer. She was
a Belgian countess. Her hunting-dress
made her look like Rosalind in the Forest
of Arden, and she carried an effective
little rifle. I took no gun, having passed
the age when the killing of deer seems a
pleasure. Hour after hour in the linger-
ing twilight we roamed that enchanted
woodland, among the smooth boles of the
pillared beeches, under their high-arched
roof of green, and treading lightly over
the russet carpet of last year’s fallen
leaves. My spirited companion told me
pitiful tales of things that she had seen,
and knew by sure report from her rela-
tives and friends in Belgium,—tales of the
fierce and lewd realities of the German
Schrecklichkeit,—things to make an hon-
e=i man’s blood hot within him.

Through the glimmering dusk, from
thicket to thicket, the dim shapes of
does and fawns flitted past us unharmesd.
Then a fine buck stood clearly outlined
at the end of an open glade. The slender,
eager huntress threw the rifle to her shoul-
der. A sharp crack echoed through the
glade, and the buck leaped away un-
touched. The huntress turned a hali-
disappointed face to me. ““A bad shot,”
she said, “but I could shoot better than
that. In Belgium, par exemple, with a
Prussian boar for mark ™

My last day in Luxembourg was spent
with Meyrisch on the upper waters of
the Swre. Lovelier than ever seemed
that merry, tranquil stream on that day
of alternate showers and sunshine, The
river-guardian who kept me company was
a strapping young Luxvembourgeais who
had served as a volunteer in the French
army and come home with a broken leg
and an unbroken spirit. In the forenoon
the record says that I took forty-two
trout, in the afternoon thirteen. Late
that night Meyrisch made a feast at the
Hitel Brassewr in Luxembourg. The
landlord and his wife were of the com-
pany. Their oldest boy was with the
Belgian army near pres. The final
toast we drank was this: God pmlu_t the
boy and the Cause he fights for!

Other fishing-days in war-time I recall.
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Two weeks in Norway in July, 1916, when
[ made acqumntnnl:e with the big salmon
of the river Evanger, and proved the
superiority of fly-fishing to the debased
sport of ‘‘harling.” Two days on the
Itchen, near Winchester, just after I got
out of hospital in April, 1917, when my
good friend G. E. M. Skues, president of
the Fly-fishers’ Club in London, showed
me how to cast the dry fly so that two
of those sophisticated Itchen trout were
lured and landed. But I leave these
things unchronicled, (having already run
Leyond thne space assigned), and turn
front-face and unabashed to meet and
withstand the strictures of my severe and
sour-complexioned reader, who has been
following these lines with scornful im-
patience.

“Why,” I hear him mutter, * does this
foolish old writer talk about "ll”}' things
like fishing while the world war was going
on, and especially now that the great so-
cial problems of the New Era must be
solved at once? He is a trifler, a hedon-
ist, a man devoid of serious purpose and
sirenuous effort.”

Well, iriend, keep your bad opinion of
me if it does you any good. Certainly it
does me no harm. I hold by the advice
of the Divine Master who told His dis-
ciples to go a-hshing, and said to them
when they were weary, ‘‘come ye your-
selves apart into a desert place and rest
awhile.” I remember the unconquera-
ble French poilus whom I saw in their
dugouts playing eards, and in the citadel
of Verdun enjoying merry vaudeville
shows, 1 recall the soldiers whom T saw
deliberately fishing on the banks of the
Muarne and the Meuse while the guns
roared round us. I remember Theodore
Roosevelt, (no slacker), who whenever
the chance came rejoiced to go a-hunting,
and to tell about it afterward. 1 believe
that the most serious men are not the
most solemn. 1 believe that a normal
human being needs relaxation and plea-
sure to keep him from strained nerves and
a temper of fanatical insanity. I believe
that the New Social State, whatever it
may be, will not endure, nor be worth pre-
serving, unless it has room within it for
simple play, and pure fun, and uncom-
mercial joy, and free, happy, wholesome
recreation.



The Spiritual

The Point of View

Take that as a Guine-Posr, il vou will;
and then let me make my personal con-
fession of a fisherman'’s faith.

I choose the recreation of angling for
four reasons. First, because I like it:
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second, because it does no harm to any-
body: third, because it brings me in
touch with Nature, and with all sorts and
conditions of men: fourth, because it helps
me to keep fit for work and duty.  Selah !

in England and America which dis-

tinguishes it from men's understand-
ing of liberty in the rest of the world. It
is, and for long has been, among the people
of those countries, an end in itself.

In continental Europe the attainment of
liberty has been the work of political en-
thusiagsts whose programme 1n-
volved opposition o the estab-
lished répime. Liberty was a
by-product, a transient nccessity for the
effecting of their purpose.  Luther opposed
the Pope and upheld the independence of
the state, because the Pope in his time was
less tractable than the prince, So also the
Monarchomachi: they cared nothing for
liberty as such. What they wanted was the
right to practise their own religion in their
own way, and the weapon with which they
opposed the Pope was civil autocracy,

In England and in America—with the
astonishing exception of Massachusetts in
the seventeenth centurv—men have from
carliest times felt a call to defend liberty,
not from ulterior political motives, but he-
cause they were cenvinced that the only
medium in which human nature can reach
the noblest iz the atmosphere of freedom.

The evil of poverty is not hunger and
cold, but the lack of opportunity of nobility
of life,

The spiritual conception of liberty is the
only foundation on which it can permanent-
ly endure; for if it be used merely as a
means to an end, then on the attainment of
the end liberty vanishes. A horrible ex-
ample of this is the Colony of Massachusetts
in the grip of the seventeenth centlury
hierarchy, Increase and Cotton Mather
wanted freedom from contrel by the King
so that they might, unhampered, burn

"'I YHERE is a curious thing about liberty

wretched women, whip CQuakers, and im-
pose religious conformity. The education of
character by liberty was something they
knew nothing of and cared less,

The first cighty vears of the nineteénth
century was an era of freedom and self-help.
The conviction that the less government the
better was almost universal, and under the
doctrine the nation waxed preat and seli-
respecting,  The duty of government, said
Mill, was to secure as much liberty to cach
as was compatible with the liberty of all.

The twentieth century ushered in a
change in sentiment. The abuzes of the old
system had become intolerable. The pro-
tectionists had succeeded in forcing the gosv-
ernment to aid them in exploiting the con-
sumers, and men evervwhere were loath 1o
undertake enterprises without a guarantee
of government assistance. Special privi-
leges in the forms of tariffs, subsidies, tax
exemptions, exemptions from prosecution
under the laws of the land, compensation
actls, and many other laws were demanded
and obtained by capitalists and laborers for
their own benefit or the supposed benefit of
classes of voters feared by the politicians.

As government aid has increased self-help
has dwindled, aptly illustrating the wold
proverh that vou cannot have more of the
one without less of the other.

The war forced the issue of whether we
should trade in our remaining liberty for
further state control and assistance, or
whether we should try to stop where we are,
Curiously enough, Capital, the first to seize
the government for its own ends, now cries
to lLe unshackled; Labor, long neglected,
yearns to sell its frecdom for material ad-
vantage. Neither party is interested in
liberty as a force in character moulding or as
an end in itsell.




Some Thoughts
on Bloe Skies and bor of mine;
Brother

a5

But I am,.

I understand all about the inevitable
benefits of collectivist legislation. I realize
my industrial slavery will vanish with the
advent of syndicalism, and that socialism
will put dollars in my pocket. But what
are these things going to do to the inside of
my head ?

peace and brotherhood, prosperity and
democracy; when next I meet him I
shall tell him about my experience in the
broker's rooms. I always force mysel to
concrete examples taken from every-day
life when arguing with this neigh-
thus 1 throw into
contrast his great generalizations.

At bottom I think my friend is sound
encugh; I believe he is like the man men-
tioned in Ecclesiasticus, ‘‘that slippeth in
his speech but not from his heart." Heaven
knows he does slip in his speech, and that
with a facility which stirs my wonder per-
haps oftener than my indignation. For he
iz one of those men who feel it an obliga-
tion to take on, not only a current fashion,
but all current fashions in politics and
world views, and I marvel how he can enter-
tain so many contradictory convictions
without suffering any inner conflict; all the
fighting goes on outside him and is furnished
by those who, like myself, find saying so
unhappily different from being s0. He calls
himself a “liberal,"” of course, and I am a
genuine liberal, and that, as yvou know, is
a situation far worse than when Greek meets
Persian. Forinstance, he talks loudly about
his pacifism. Now, as a matter of fact, Tam
a great deal more of a pacifist than he. 1
admire the eighteenth century and I spend
my leisure hours with my small library and
my small group of witty, pleasant friends,
and T have not vet forgiven the Providence
that could not work out its plans except by
letting the Germans make a war which
spoiled my evenings and forced my in-
dulged mind to grapple with harsh, knotty
problems concerning my country and the
politics of the world. I was enjoying my
peace so thoroughly that 1 am sure, had
the decision been put up to me individually,
1 should have voted any price to maintainit.
My friend, however, feels no resentment
about the war. On the contrary, I think
he is distinctly grateful for it; it has given
more force to his so-called arguments. He

I HAVE a friend who is always pairing
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is always bidding me observe how war de-
stroys democracy; how victory is to be
bought only by putting ourselves under a
despotism, giving up freedom of speech and
freedom of business, and turning owr sons
over to be trained in militarism. War is
destruction and hate and tyranny; it is
only in peace and prosperity that democ-
racy can work out its problems, and men
serve and love their fellow men, and the
world grow in grace toward the democratic
ideal; therefore must we put an end to war
forever—is it not, as I have said, astonish-
ing? It is into the tangle of these as-
sumptions that I am going to move my
experience at the broker’s office. This is
what I have to tell my friend:

On my way to the office each morning
I stop in at the broker’s rooms, which are
on the ground floor of the building wherein
I spend the golden hours of the day at un-
golden tasks. I do not have a large interest
at the broker’s house, and I know my man-
ner betrays it to the other and more im-
portant patrons of the place; I seldom get
up enough courage to sell anything, and
what I have to sell, though it seems con-
siderable to me, amounts to a trifling sum,
as sums in brokers’ offices go. 5o on days
when the market is good I am extraor-
dinarily embarrassed and slip out quickly,
For on these days the men who are watching
the board are cold and distant, and that not
only to me but to each other. They are
making money; evervthing is going well;
Prosperity is stroking them with her warm
fingers. Is it not odd that there 15 at that
time no such word as “fellow man" among
these happy fellows? There is no sympa-
thv, no sharing of joy with joy, no con-
gratulations; every one is for himself and
himself fully,

I never have to look at the board to know
how the market does; the moment I step
into the room, the first man, with his air,
apprises me. For, if he look up as T enter,
if, though I do not know him, he speak a
kind word of greeting, if the knot of men
beyond him turn and open to receive me as
a brother, a familiar, an equal, then I know
it iz a day of declining figures. When we
are winning, we are our separate selves;
when we are losing, we are all one, a timor-
ous rabbit like myszelf on equal terms with
the most renowned of plunging investors,

Now, of course, 1 could have drawn this
generalization—that men appreciate their
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equalities and mutual interests in adversity
and forget them in prosperity—from the
war; the fine co-operation of the fighting
days was a keen contrast to the disintegra-
tion that was the Paris conference. But
my friend is always talking about “the les-
sons of the war,” and what the war taught
him is so frequently just the opposite of
what it taught me, that often I wonder if he
and I are talking about the same war. So
I shall leave the past five vears oul of the
conversation, and direct my friend’s atten-
tion to farther history, where interpretation
15 less disputable. I think he will allow me
that if the Bourbons had been good mana-
gers and had maintained peace and pros-
perity, there would never have been any
one to listen to Jean Jacques and his talk
of fraternity and equality—indeed, there
would probably have been no Jean Jacques
at all. How well these hard-eyed Germans
understand the psychology of democracy !
We like to say the Germans are stupid; be-
little not thine enemy lest thou let down
thyself! 1 remember a passage in which
one of the most real of real politicians, the
Prussian Doctor Gaigalat, discusses the pos-
sibility that Lithuania, where radicalism has
always been strong, might some day be
fired with a desire to set itself up as a re-
public. No, he said, Lithuania will never
do that so long as Germany keeps her pros-
perous; democralic governments are built
up only out of adversity.

I think T am able to tell you in advance
that my friend will say if this is true, then
it follows that vou can preserve govern-
ments democratic only by continuing them
under adversity—that is the sort of mind
he has, and he will whip back to the begin-
ning and say, just because it is not Lrue,
therefore, it is true that we must have peace
and prosperity in order to work out the
problems of democracy=—dear me, the older
I get, the more gingerly I am with “be-
cause" and “therefore,” and the more fre-
quently do I content myself with “and™!

Why do men like my friend make such
difficult—and, let me suggest, ignoble—
work of optimism ? Hope and faith are not
only easy but easy on lofty levels, I hrmly
believe we shall “work out the problems of
democracy,” but 1 do not feel any need 1o
make the process contingent on peace and
prosperity. Peace and prosperity may help
or may hinder; at best thev are only con-
comitants, however, not causes. It is
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nothing outside us but something which is
in us, a certain high predilection for a par-
ticular way of living, that will impel us
through the vears to ** work out democracy ™
without waiting on an opportunity of ma-
terial conditions, Truth furnishes such
excellent reasons, all ready-made and irre-
futable, yet men like my friend spend their
energies fabricating fallible ones !

MONG phrases that infuriate, none
A is perhaps more potent than “the
Womanly Woman.” 5She went out
with mid-Victorianism, together with un-
hygienically long skirts that swept the dust,
and the tendency to faint at opportune mo-
ments. To the woman of to-day
she iz the object of impatient
scorn—a helpless, selfish, useless
ornament of an insipid and autocratic so-
ciety. There is nothing atiractive about
her, To the man of to-day, however, she
still preserves a certain charm. He knows
that his sister is really a finer woman than
the Lady Clares of Tennyson or Thackerav's
Amelia; vet the average man would rather
like Amelia if he knew her. Some men go
even farther and frankly admit that for-
them the womanly woman is still an ideal.
And if women of to-day were not so eagerly
bent upon fulfilling that destiny of theirs
which has been so long denied them, they
might consider less impatiently the appar-
ently perverted taste of so many men. It
i= mot all selfishness and a sense of superior-
ity that makes a man sometimes use the
old-fashioned phrase, nor is the man him-
self necessarily old-fashioned; wet in the
hatred of the womanly woman there 15, one
is forced to admit, the lingering result of
many centuries of the arrogant superiority
of one sex and the intellectual irresponsibil-
ity of the other. No wonder the phrase
needs defense.

To-dav there are, of course, many women
that are neither fine nor clever, but, al-
though I see many women, I see very few of
these. They are not, whatever their virtues
or their faults, womanly women. Of thoze
whom'I do see, almost all fall rather natu-
rally into two groups, in each of which there
is a distinct weakness—the fine women that
lack grace, and the clever women that lack
resiraint. If grace is nol a necessity in this
serious oli 'Lll.'r_lrlil1 it is, at least, a jl‘a:l.'. Anid
among the big-hearted, honest, capable, dis-
tinguished women one knows, how many

In Bebali of the
Womanly Woman
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possess real grace? Thete is a reserve, a
senge of haste before the business of life, a
devotion to duty that kills much of the
graciousness of social contact, It is as if
these fine women had worked too hard to
obtain their heritage and have not yet
grown accustomed to it.

One meets clever women and many that
affect cleverness. The latter are interest-
ing until one finds them out, and even then
they are tolerable because one has found
them out. The [ormer are often a delight
and always a challenge. But among the
clever women so many are really a little
childish. Usually they vary the monotony
of life by playing with the milder pleasures
of men, and in the shape of their coats and
the selection of their cigarettes they find a
satisfaction of a sort that usually accom-
panies a new toy. However, they are not
very gentle, and they are often arrogant
and so sure of themselves as to be almost
hoastiul. They like to attract attention,
and if they do not swagger, at least they
prance a little. Tt all comes as the accom-
paniment of fulness of life, a sense of free-
dom, a belief that they are plaving a real
part in the world. But here in America the
restraint that comes of power is lacking.

Of course it iz all becauze of the new-
ness of woman's independence, the sudden
sense of uscfulness that the war proved; it
is born, too, of unrest and the instability of
this age, It is aseasy to see its causes as to
dizscover the faults themselves. Yet the
fact remains that there are those that still
hark back to the womanly woman. And the
nation that knew her best and understood her
too, was not, of course, the nineteenth cen-
tury in England, but the hiteenth in Italy.

In that most enchanting of old books,
“The Courtier’ of Castiglione, she is de-
scribed for us—not only as an ideal but as
an embodiment. Each of the interlocutors
had his ideal lady., Among them we know
best Oueen Tsabelln of Spain, of whom it
seemed as if all her people—"'lords, com-
mons, men and women, poor and rich''—
must agree that there had not been in their
time on earth a brighter example of that
which they most admired. She was a ruler,
too—very much the head of the state—a
fact which Christopher Columbus did not
overlook. It was Giuliano de Medici who
took issue with the previous speaker when
ke sayvs that the same rules which are set for
the courtier serve also for the lady. I am
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of another mind,"” he says, ““for while some
qualities are common to both and as neces-
sary to man as to woman, there are, never-
theless, some others that befit woman more
than man, and some are befitting man to
which she ought to be wholly a stranger.

“1 wish the lady to have knowledge of
letters, music, painting, and to know how
to dance and make merry; accompanving
the other precepts that have been taught
the courtier with discreet modesty and
with the giving of a good impression of her-
self," Giuliano says a pgreat deal more
about his ideal lady and what he would
have her be and do, and very seriously he
ends by giving it as his opinion that * beauty
is more necessary to her than to the courtier,
for in truth that woman lacks much that
lacks beauty."

Thiz plea for beauty touches the spring
of truth., Isn't there danger that in making
themselves intellectual equals and honest
comrades, women may forget the spiritual
comradeship that must be theirs unless hu-
man nature, the eternal, is to undergo a
change? “Do you know,"” writes Casti-
glione, “that the origin of all the graceful ex-
ercises that give pleasure to the world is to
be ascribed to none other than to women?
Who learns to dance and caper gallantly for
aught else than te please women? Who
studies the sweetness of music for other
cause than this? . . . Think how wvery
many noble poems we should be deprived
of, both in the Greek tongue and the Latin
(a most unexpected argument for the ob-
solescent study of the classics), if women
had been lightly esteemed by the poets.”

There has been no time, not excepting
the present, when women have had a greater
influence in the political, intellectual, and
social life of the time than in the zociety of
the court of Urbino in the fifteenth century.
The life that Castiglione describes gave real
equality to men and women. DMoreover,
“The Courticr" was the book that in Eng-
land, a few years later, Sir Philip Sidney
carried in his pocket and shared with his
sister, the incomparable Countess of Pem-
broke. In the England of Elizabeth there
were women leaders as truly as in the Eng-
land of to-day, and if Lady Astor thrills us
by her wit and charm and wisdom, so did
Lady Mary Sidney charm the poets and
dramatists and courtiers of her day.

1 am sure there is much to be said for the
womanly woman.
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WAYS AND THOUGHTS OF

PAINTERS

MODERN
OF JAPAN

By Kojiro Tomita

ST:’ETESMEN the world over are ab-
sorbed in wvisions «of universal peace;
meanwhile, the artists of Japan are
dreaming of an international art. To a
skeptical onlooker, one seems about as re-
mote a possibility as the other.

During a recent visit to my hoemeland,
when I renewed relations with artist friends,
I was interested to observe the wavs and
thoughts of painters of today in the Island
Empire. More or less of the nature of gos-
sip, these random notes may perchance
furnish food for thought to brother-artists
here,

Many wise men have said: “Art is uni-
versal." True. Inart East and West have
met, notwithstanding Kipling's oft-gquoted
lines! A few painters in Japan have
brought about this union on silk by apply-
ing oil-colors, the product of the Occident,
to ink paintings done in the manner of the
Orient. Ridiculous as this may seem, it
well illustrates an attempt to interweave
two very divergent arts, and at the same
time one recognizes in it the Japanese ten-
dency to accept the new without sacrificing
the old. More serious advocates of inter-
nationalism in art have studied the two
styles of painting, devoting a few years to
the brush of the old world and a few years
to the palette of the new world; thus seek-
ing to find a way, technically at least, to
eifect the assimilation of European realism
by Asiatic idealism. But important discus-
sions of this must be left to those art-critics
and editors of art-periodicals whose num-
ber has increased rapidly of late in Japan,
“Criticism is easy; art is difficult.”

Has the reader by chance seen any of the
attempts in oil by Japanese painters at home
—the ambitious ones, I mean, who speak
of Fra Angelico, Leonardo da Vinci, El
Greco, Turner, Millet, Manet, Monet,
Degas, Cézanne, Homer, Sargent, and Zu-
loaga familiarly and in one breath, as if

these masters were working in adjoining
studios? Most of them, however, follow
in the shadow of the ]"u'.-'.l-Im[:rq_':-isiuni-_al:—'.,
though some are converts even to the Cu-
bists and the Futurists, Strictly speaking,
with the exception of a few artists who have
studied seriously in Europe and America,
the acquaintance of the average Japanese
artist with these painters of the West has
so far at best been formed through printed
reproductions of  masterpieces,  supple-
mented now and then by a small amount
of reading-matter, Incidentally, I may
say that not a few of the writers who dis-
ct1ss the merits of the greal masters above-
mentioned, have never zeen cvien one of
their originals. These “critics”—may we
not class them with those Western scholars
who disseminate opinions on works by Wu
Tao-tzi, Ma Yian, Sesshii, Korin, and all
the other famous artigts of the East, which
they have formed by studving worthless
forgeries? 1Is it, then, to be wondered at
that pictures in oil by these Japanese fol-
lowers lack in depth and resemble printers’
colors on cold paper? Their would-be
Chavannes’s are boneless, as their would-he
Fodins are frameless! Such superficiality
in a period of imitation is doubtless inevi-
table; wet one cannot forgive the adven-

“turer who tries to introduce a nude—an

angel or an Eve—into his piclure in tradi-
tional Japanese style. What a reflection
on an art according o whose ideals the hu-
man body is a subject unfit for pictorial
expression! At this point my reader will
perhaps think of the works of the Ukivo-é
designers—hoth color-prints and originals
—in which semi-nude female fipures fre-
quently appear; but surely he will permit
the writer to remind him of the undignified
motives which called them inte being.
The influence of the Western method of
painting upon Japanecse artists today is ap-
palling, in spite of whole-hearted efforis

113




126

among certain artists to preserve, or rejuve-
nate, the time-honored native style. It is
not uncommon to come upon a work exe-
cuted with Japanese water-colors, which are
limited in range of hue, depicting an object
in the naturalistic manner, with a touch of
chiaroscuro or of perspective. Indeed the
Impressionists who drew much inspiration
from Japanese artists like Korin and Ho-
kusai, in the nineteenth century, are now
in their turn inspiring a great many Japa-
nese artists of the traditional schools—the
decadent East wversus the advanced
West (7)! Furthermore, the ancient mas-
ters of Persia, India, China, and Italy are
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from the library of a Japanese multimillion-
aire. The loss was reported to an official
at the Bureau of Police, the association of
the wealthy man’s name with the case being
sufficient to set the whole detective force
agog. Upon the discovery of a copy of the
reproduction in the office of a large import-
ing house, a representative of the firm was
compelled to appear at the Police Bureau to
prove that this particular roll had been im-
ported by his house directly from London,
As proof he called the attention of the police
to an entry in an up-to-date card file. It
is rumored that the police demanded to see
the old-style ledger, for to them the card

system was still un-
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supplying the Japanese with graphic themes.
Consequently, a deplorable practice exists
among second-rate Japanese artists ol to-
day which should be bared to the light, that
it may be checked in its course. An illus-
tration from a book or a reproduction of,
say, an Indian miniature or an Italian altar-
piece having come into his possession, the
artist will conceal it jealously, and mean-
time will appropriate the idea, the com-
position, and the color-scheme, ete., with-
out even an apology for his “new " creation !
Even though the “oceans surround our
izsland," one sees in his mind's eve the ap-
proach of the day when such impositions
will receive their just punishment. That
they exist at all is due to the unfamiliarity
of the average Japanese with reproductions
of works of art in foreign countries. The
following incident will perhaps serve to ex-
plain what I mean. It concerns a wood-cut
reproduction of a famous Chinese scroll-
painting in a European museum, often at-
tributed to Ku K ai-chih, which disappeared

By Bankwa Nonagase,

heard of. Proof of
its being other than
the missing copy hav-
ing at length been
established, the police
awoke to the fact
that such a furor over
one of many com-
paratively cheap re-
productions—notl a
unique work of art as
had been hastily as-
sumed on account of
its association with
the name of a mil-
lionaire collector—
was absurd. The copy that was lost is still
al large, I am informed.

Thus to outwit others in conceiving a
picture, in the treatment of it by appropria-
tion rather than by the creation of their
own brains, is the aim of some enterprising
artists of today. The reason is perhaps
clear when one reflects upon the multitude
of followers in Japan of a profession so im-
materialistic, who dwell as it were on a sort
of superior plane. The struggle for wealth
is there, nevertheless !

Never before in the history of Japanese
art have such liberal prices been paid as
now for paintings in Japan. The prof-
iteers, the chief product of the World War,
are taking pride in seeing their names at-
tached to the power of money. The sum
of ten thousand yen was sent by an owner
of electric works as a fee to a very cele-
brated artist in Kyoto for a small painting
of Fuji in a few brush strokes—a kakemono
for the dowry of his daughter! An artist
of repute paints pictures whose number of
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birds, for instance, vary according to the
fee deposited: the larger the amount, the
more brush-strokes.  Such an artist retains
a secretaryv-bookkeeper to supervise two
hank-accounts—the one consisting of funds
deposited at the time of application for a
pinting, to be transferred
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will feel a cold breeze blowing upon you
which comes from nowhere in particular.
For an unknown artist this is, of course, an
unfavorable light in which te appear he-
fore a wise public. The one sure means for
an obscure artist to become famous over-

night is to produce a work

upon the completion of an
order to the second account.
If one wishes to have a
painting executed by such
an artist, he must be on
good terms with the secre-
tarv-bookkeeper, whose
“eide income™ is by no
means small. There is a
painter whose son acts in
this capacity and who has
become a collector of ac-
knowledged standing: while
the daughter-in-law of an-
other devotes her time to
receiving customers' orders
for pictures.

A well-to-do picture-
mounter in Japan is a dealer
in pictures as well.  If you
were a voung and promising
Japanese artist vou could
not very well ignore the
power of the picture-mount-
er: To all appearances a
humble artisan, in reality a
shrewd man of business, the
mounter will call on you
and, addressing vou with
the honorific term * Sensei,”
or “AMaster,” will ask you

of sufficient merit to be
passed by the critical jury
of the Government Ex-
hibition as worthy to he
exhibited in the annual art
exhibition held in Tokyo
and Kyoto. One of my
friends who has long
struggled with poverty,
lasi year sent two paintings
to the jury with the hope
that one at least would be
accepted, not so much for
the honor as for the gain of
daily bread.  Another {riend
testifies that as soon as his
name was listed in the news-
paper among those whose
paintings were to be hung in
the “Salon,” several stran-
gers, including a reparier,
called on him and asked him
to paint anyvthing he might
choose for a monetary re-
turn. “Most people criti-
cise a picture through the
ear and music through the
eve,'” The Government
Art Exhibition being com-
parable to the gate of the
mint, admission at any

to “give him one or two of
vour productions, always
remembering to place before
the * Master'” the scent of
the almighty dollar.  If vou
are already an accomplished artist, the
paper-mounter will primarily have to fll
the pocket of your secretary. A number
of products will be thus “bestowed™ hy
several artists, and when they are mounted,
the mounter will hold an exhibition sale in
a room of a large department store, or of
an art club in a rich city, where the paint-
ings may be exhibited without danger of
loss on his investment. The artisis have
in this way a sort of {ree advertisement.
Should vou, not heing an established painter,
treat a mounter as vou would like to, you

Pasture in Summer,
Shunkyd Yamamoto,

means 15 desired by every-
body., However, in fair-
ness to the real masters and
serious students, 1 must
say that they are actuated
solelv by ambition and the spirit of com-
petition.

A painter in Kyoto whose paintings had,
yvear after year,” been mercilessli rejected
by the jury, journeyed to Tokyo and in-
spected the bullding in which the jury ex-
:tmfm'd l,!n.,- [I'l'.'ll.lr('ﬁ. -Nuliilg I|‘.||,~ [u'LIIH.‘lr
lighting conditions there, he returned to his
home-city, hired a room lighted similarcly
to the exhibition room, and there executed
a picture which adorned the succeeding Gov-
ernment Exhibition, Such a passable pic-
ture was said to be in the Bun-fen style;

By
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that is, "' the style of the Exhibition of the
Department of Education.” In 1006 the
first national exhibition of art was held un-
der the direction of the Minister of Educa-
tion, and in spite of several revolis among
the leaders, it continued to hold an exhibi-
tion yvear after year for thirteen consecutive
vears, under the popular name “ Bun-fen."
But, like many things, it survived too long,
and it bred the “ Bun-fen" type. 5o late
last year the Japanese Government insti-
tuted the Teikoku Bijitsuin (the Imperial
Academy of Art) for the purpose of putting
new life into the national effort to promote
the art of the country. The membership,
with the exception of the president and the
secretary, is limited to fifteen leading pro-
fessional men—painters and sculptors.
These men, appointed by the Emperor, are
to hold council, mould the artistic efforts of
the country, and supervise the National
Exhibition. Appointment to membership
iz such a distinct honor that a recent ap-
pointee celebrated the occasion by spending
well-nigh a fortune.

The popular painters in Japan are now-
adays often better off than many business
men. They may be called the war grand-
children: for the fortunes amassed by the
profiteers are largely responsible for the
prosperity in the art-world. Iron-mongers,
ship-builders, and stockholders—all must
disburse their newly acquired wealth. A
painting, whether old or new, brings a large
sum; so much so that a friend remarked to
me: ** Just think! Ewven my brother (heisa
saké brewer), who was always opposed to my
following the painting profession, without
telling me 15 collecting paintings.” WhenI
asked him if the brother enjoyed looking at
the pictures, he said: “No. He is merely
investing in them like evervbody else.”

The Field of Art

Prosperous painters, young and ald—
there are many of them, too—are living
wildly extravagant lives in pretentious
studio-buildings and mansions. But the
law of existence creates the unfortunate as
well as the fortunate, and there are; accord-
ingly, many who can barely keep the wolf
from the door; but even these people have
ways and means to dispose of their produc-
tions. For example, a few admirers (or
mayhe non-admirers) will form a club for
the sake of promoting the financial status
of poor artists, The supporters will issue
account-books to those who wish to acquire
pictures on the easy-payment plan, The
picture, however, is not delivered until en-
tirely paid for.

Another way for the second-rate artist to
sell his pictures is to tour the country and
seek the patronage of the unenlightened
country folk. The usual method is to first
prepare an album of reproductions of his
work in hali-tone or colortype. An agent
will then wisit the prospective district to
announce the coming of the painter whose
merit is evidenced by the printed album.
Later the master himself will grace the town
or village with his presence, always stopping
at the best inn, and will graciously paint
upon request, for no mean remuneration.
Some painters migrate temporarily to the
Hokkaidd when they find it impossible to
make ends meet in the city. Obviously
the colonists there have new homes to be
adorned with works of art.

For the time being then at least the
“forms” of Japanese art ‘““have become
formless in order to create new forms''; and
it is to be hoped that the day is not very far
distant when the artists who may now resent
my somewhat caustic remarks will laugh at
their one-time worldly ways and thoughts.

Kyoto Hills After the Roin.

By Baizen Hirai,

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 7.
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T used to be the way of the American
people, whenever a presidential elec-
tion was approaching, to discuss with
preat earnestness how it would affect the
“business situation.” When the first of
this year's great national con-
ventions assembled on the
Sth of June, the momentum
of business activity seemed Lo
be slackening, prices of goods had tallen,
the Reserve Bank rate had just gone to 7
per cent, and the stock-market had broken
heavily. Nevertheless, it was probably
only through force of habit that the occa-
sional remark was made that this was,
after all, a ** presidential vear.” The tra-
dition that presidential elections mean
bad times in business is an old one, and it
does not wholly disappear; but it had its
principal vogue in days when revolution-
ary changes in currency standards or pro-
tective tariffs were fought over in the
campaign, with consequent hesitation in
plans of business men. Both questions
are receiving mention this vear, but not
in the old way.

It is true that not even the professional
politicians had any confident idea in June
as to what political issues will really be
the topics of the stump speakers next
September and October. That is not
altogether a new experience; there have
been campaigns when political questions,
vigorously emphasized by the platforms,
could get no listeners at all, and the voters
insisted on hearing discussion of questions
which the convention leaders had done
their best to suppress. No one has felt
absolutely sure that the same thing might
not conceivably happen in 1920, thereby
making an unexpectedly interesting cam-
paign. But the impression seemed to
pervade the general public's mind that,
while the larger political problems of this
yvear were among the most tremendous
in history, candidates and parties were

Ina
Presidential
Election

FUTURE

chiefly busy trying to evade them and to
win the election by talking of something
else, and, so far as any one could see, the
people at large seemed to be willing to
have them do so.

HIS is not the only respect in which
the political situation has been both
peculiar in itself and puzzling to the busi-
ness community,  The main result of the
“primary campaign’ had been to create
a sense of weariness. This
was partly because none of
the active candidates excited
from his own personality or
record other than a mild and
perfunctory interest, but mostly because
the primary voting and its long-drawn-out
preliminaries produced on the average
intellect a sense of utter futility. ‘mmi -
times it did not seem as if either the poli-
ticians or the people were taking the elec-
mral question seriously. The popular
view of the party dh;.,nmfm was itself
curious. In 1or7 political oracles ex-
pressed the opinion, sometimes very re-
luctantly, that the party which had been
in power during a successful war was sure
to remain firmly seated for a long time to
come; yvel before the presidential year
had f'ml'n. begun, the one fact on which
every one seemed to agree was that the
party whose administration had shared
in the victory and negotiated the peace
was sure to be defeated.

One had to look for psychological as
well as practical reasons for so singular a
change of attitude, The prophets of
1917 were undoubtedly thinking of the
party under whose auspices the Civil War
was brought to a victorious end; but the
parallel was not at all exact. The apposi-
tion party of 1864 had declared the war a
failure, and had thereby entangled itself
with the defeated enemy; of course it had
to take the consequences after 1865, It
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is not, perhaps, so generally remembered
that almost exactly the same thing hap-
pened with the opposition party in our
war of 1812, and with even more lasting
consequences in the history of parties.

But the opposition party of 1017 did not
make that mistake, and it was therefore
able to get the political benefit, after the
war was over, of the inevitable reaction
from the war enthusiasm when the people
were beginning to complain of the high
taxes and the high prices, which they had
endured patriotically during the war it-
self.  Oppressive taxes and rising cost of
living are always, sooner or later, con-
sciously or unconsciously, laid at the deor
of the ruling powers. 1 our own history
does not happen to have illustrated the
revulsion of political feeling from such
causes after return of peace, the history
of other countries does. Not to go any
farther back, the defeat of Clemenceau,
the downfall of the Italian war ministry,
and the troubles of Lloyd George in Eng-
land are proof enough.

HE fact that the business community
and the hnancial markets gave no
attention to presidential politics during
the early part of the present year does not
prove that they will not do so when the
real campaign is under way.
Possibilities qirpjlarly mild  indifference
of Politics - .
thic Year  Was displayed in the first six
months of two such electoral
vears as 1884 and 18g6; in one of which
the business community was at first quite
content with the nominations, even when
they had been made, but became lashed
into fury over the moral qualities of the
candidates before midsummer, and in the
other of which the complacent expectation
of commonplace candidacies of a one-
sided contest was violently disturbed by a
gplit at one party’s national convention
and the capture of the other by the radi-
cals.

Yet it is fair to ask just how far the
presidential contest created the bad busi-
ness conditions even of those vears, and
how far the business reaction (which had
causzes of ils own) created the excitement
over the presidential campaign. It has
often been shown to be untrue that
“presidential vears” and vears of trade
reaction are always, and necessarily, co-

The Financial Situation

incident. Of our recent presidential
vears, 1916 was a season of immense war-
time prosperity, and 1912, until the out-
break of war in the Balkans chilled the
autumn markets because of what it fore-
shadowed, was a season of genuine busi-
ness recovery. The presidential cam-
paign of 1goo took place while a famous
“business boom ™ was in the beginning;
so did the campaign of 1880,

Whether the political developments of
1920 are destined to influence financial
developments, or the financial are to in-
fluence the political, or neither is to affect
the other, it is a reasonable certainty that
the period of the electoral campaign will
be one of highly interesting events in the
business world. Between now and the
end of the vear some problems of finance
and industry will have to be worked out,
through the action of the markets, which
are as perplexing to the political econ-
omist as to the producer or merchant, and
as perplexing to the average citizen as to
the political economist. Even before the
end of May the whole American com-
munity had reached the positive conclu-
sion that the long rise in prices of neces-
saries had been stopped and that a gen-
eral decline had begun. The fall of prices
was introduced by the public announce-
ments of 20 and 25 per cent reductions
at the Eastern department stores, and
these announcements did not ascribe
their cut prices to such familiar causes as
“cleaning out old stock ™ or * disposing of
special purchases at a bargain.” The
newspaper advertisements of the sellers
emphasized the fact that all prices had
gone too high and that it was time to
give fair play to the public.

YT all observers of those somewhat

condescending assurances accepted
them in the spirit of the advertising
columns. There was a good deal of com-
ment on the fact that the consumer him-
seli had rebelled and was re-
fusing to buy at the constantly
rising prices. It was further
intimated that many  mer-
chants had been caught with
large stocks of goods on their hands which,
under such circumstances, they were un-
able to sell as they had expected. The
banks, there was now reason to believe,

What
Stopped
the Rise
in Prices ?

{Continued on page 55, folfowing)
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Tlme—The breath of investment

EVERY minute that money lies idle is written in
red in the loss column of life’s ledger.
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Idle money buys nothing, bears no interest, pays no
dividends. But the minute you invest it, time, the
breath of investment, puts life into it and it becomes
active, income-yielding property.

The purchase of a carefully selected bond or note
or preferred stock today from any one of the more
than fifty Correspondent Offices of the National City
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watch or a pair of shoes.

Let us show you how easy it is to choose exactly the
security that best fits your individual needs. Write
today for our current list of securities — ask forS.B.-129
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Time-Proved

Securities

o/o

The unqualified
value and soundness
of the 69 First
Mortgage Real Es-
tate Serial Gold
Bonds we recom-
mend have been es-

tablished by time
and test.

Write for Booklet ** Real Security "’

Federal Bond
&MortgageCo.

90 South Griswold Street Detroit

were looking askance at business houses which
wanted new credit in a stringent money-
market, to carry goods that would not move
into consumers” hands, and which asked for
larger credit because more money was needed
i hold the goods at the higher prices

This view of the matier was so far confirmed
in banking circles that the Advisory Council
of the Federal Reserve Board, made up of bank
officers from every section of the United States,
formally reported that the whole country was
“suffering from inflation of prices,” largely due
to the fact of “great sums tied up in products
which, if marketed, would relieve necessity,
tend to reduce the price level, and relieve the
strain on our credit system.” The Board itseli
asserted, in reply to a United States Senate in-
quiry, that in spite of the repeated raising of
official discount rates, with a view to checking
this speculative use of credit, there had for
months been no such liquidation; “on the
contrary, commercial loans have steadily in-
creased.” Tt declared its own purpose of ap-
plying pressure, because of firm belief that the
existing use of credit “was not warranted by
the production and consumption of goods.”
It ended by saving emphatically that *‘un-
necessary and habitual borrowings should be
discouraged ™ and that “liguidation of long-
standing non-essential loans should proceed.”

HIS was pretty plain talk. Coming as it
did from the country’s highest banking
authority, it amounted to a threat of un-
pleasant consequences if the policy, conscious
or unconscious, of using credit to force up
prices by holding merchandise off

the market were not immediately Lbe Banks
abandoned: The Reserve Banks proinie
abandoned. 1E eserve BAnks  Merchants

did not confine themselves to wirn-

ing bulletina. Since the beginning of the
prezent year, they had already raised from 43,
per cent Lo 6 per cent their rates for rediscount=
ine merchants’ notes for private banks, At
the end of May the New York Reserve Bank
adopted the extremely drastic policy of fixing
such rates at 7 per cent.

That rate already prevailed on the open
market for merchants” paper placed through
note-brolkers.  But even in such transactions,
the 7 or 74 per cent rate was made possible
only through the expedient of adding a so-
led “broker's commission™ to the 6 per
cent maximum prescribed by the State usury
law. Private banks which loaned directly to
their mercantile customers could usually ask
no higher than 6 per cent. Therefore a Re-

(Financial Situation, coptioued on page 57)
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July Investments
That Set the
Standard

IMES like these demand the highest standards of safety and

I conservatism on the part of investors who wish to make sure

of protecting themselves against loss. In this period of

readjustment, every July investor should test securities by the

severest tests, and select only those which are intrinsically 1007
sound and whose record entitles them to full confidence.

Realizing these conditions, and building on the basis of our record
of thirty-eight years without loss to any investor, S. W. Straus &
Co. have selected and safeguarded a well-diversified list of the
strongest and safest first mortgage 67, bond issues, secured by va-
rious properties in the largest cities of the country. These invest-
ments set the standard which the times demand and will meet
every test.

Write today for our July Investment Guide, which fully describes
these sound, worry-free securities and gives valuable information

for everyone desiring wholly safe July investments. Ask for

CIRCULAR G-1010

SW.STRAUS & CO.

Established 1882 Incorporated
NEW YORK CHICAGO
150 Broadway Straus Building
DETROIT MINMNEAPOLIS BOSTON SAN FRANCISCO

Fenabeeot Bldg Metropolitan Bank Eldg, Shawmut Hank Bldg, Crocker Bldg.
PHILADELPHIA BUFFALD INDIAMNAPOLIS PITTSBURGH
Block Exchange Bldg Duan Bldg, Merchants Bank Bldg, Eeyatons Bldg.

CLEVELAND MILWAUKEE LOS ANGELES WASHINGTON

Mationol City Bidg, Firet Mational Bank Bldg, Merchants Mat'l. Bank Bldg. MNat'l Metropoliton Bonk Bldg.

First Mortgage Bonds Exclusively

Thirty-eight Years Without Loss to Any Investor
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{Financinl Situation, continued from page 533

wrve Bank rate of 7 meant that in very many
mstances the transfer of loans of that charac-
ter from a private bank to the Federal Re-
wrve—whether with the view of reducing the
burden on the private hank’s facilities or for
the purpose of creating a new reserve credit
—would leave the private bank actually one

cent out of pocket for the privilege. The
7 per cent rate itself had no precedent in New
Vork banking history during nearly half a
century.

While the banking community was shaping
its course in this direction, cutting of prices
extended throughout the country. In some
Western cities, where two or three department
stores had announced reductions of 20 per
cent, their competitors retorted with a 30 per
cent cut; the others then retaliating by putting
prices at only half the former level. The im-
mediate result was an excited rush of customers
to buy; nevertheless, a week or two later the

mercantile agencies were reporting from the |

majority of commercial centres that retail sales
were again growing disappointing, The pub-
li, so one of these bulleting put the situation,
seemed to have got the idea that it could afford
to wait—an attitude, it will be obzerved, ex-

| prices advanced another 25 per cent.

factly the reverse of that which the consumer |

had seemed to occupy a month before, when
he was being urged and prodded by warnings
that if he did not buy at once he would find
At the
beginning of June the unusual spectacle was
witnessed in New York City of $5.000000
worth of shoes put up in a single “bargain
sale” at a public hall, and preparations were
reported for a similar offer of three or four
million dollars’ worth of clothing at what the
market would bring.

THEF}E first reductions in prices affected
clothing primarily, and while they were
happening estimates were being published that
food prices were at the highest on record. But
before the month was over prices in the whole-
sale markets for grain, flour, and
provisions were also breaking with
considerable violence, The decline
was checked, and retail prices
hardly responded to it; yet it made the ques-
tions uppermost in the mind of producer, mid-
dleman, retailer, and retail purchaser, whether
the fall in prices might not affect all the neces-
saries alike, and how far it would go.
These questions were very far from simple.
Prices of some goods will probably not decline
{Financial Situation, continued on page 50}

How Far
Will Prices
Fall?
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For American Travelers in Europe

NDER PRESENT CONDITIONS

you should pay especial at-
tention to the financial arrange-
ments for your trip abroad.

This Company—an interna--
tional bank with world-wide fa-
cilities—is equipped toserve your
interests in every possible way,

Atour European offices, which
are American banks with Ameri-
can methods, you can open check-
I“E; accounts, on w hich interest 1s
paid—a gn:urmnvemenr::dunng
vour stay abroad. Accounts may
be upem.d here or at our f'on:lgll
offices at current exchange rates.

Guaranty Circular Letters of
Creditare a personal introduction
at the best banks and give you
command of funds thrﬂughout
Europe. Guaranty Travelers
Checks will complete your finan-
cial protection.

You may leave your securities
in our custody, here or abroad,
subject to your order by mail or

cable. We assume responsibility
for their phv&-lcﬂ safety, and col-
lect the income for you.

Weinvite your correspondence
regarding these and other ways in
which we can be of service to vou.

Guaranty Trust Company
of New York

PARIS

NEW YORK LOMNDON

CaAPrranL anp SurpLyus - - - $50,000,000

LIVERPOOL

HAVRE BRISSELS

Resovrces over - - - 8800,000,000




R

il

An Outstanding
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of our Farm Mortgages 1s
that they are the obliga-
tions of farmers who are
making money out of the
money borrowed and thus
have cash resources to pay
off their loans on or before
the due date.

Our records show that we
recetve from our farmer
borrowers 1n voluntary re-
payments on loans about
four times as much as our
investors wish to withdraw
their

from Investments

with us.

How can you more safely
invest your money at this
time 7
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MORTGAGE
INVESTORS, Inc.
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KinGMan NOTT ROBINS, Treasurer
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Calgary. Can.

(Financial Situation, continued from page 57)

at all this year; in some of them, prices may
even go higher; in none will the low level
reached give much of a reminder of prices be-
fore the war. Against the prospect of any
further substantial reduction, not only pro-
ducers but bankers urged three important con-
siderations: the actual searcity of many im-
portant products in relation to the need for
them, the high cost of labor, and the urgent
and continuing demands by Europe for our
own L'~'u||]lnﬁi.'!-:. It was lmilﬂrl! out and not
disputed that the American cotton crop now
coming to market was the smallest in ten
vears and the oatlook for the next erop not
promising; the government's first “condition
estimate” of that new crop being, in fact, the
lowest of any June percentage on record.  The
American acreage under winter wheat was
3o per cent less than a year ago and the
smallest since the war began., The spring wheat
acreage, as reported on June 8, was nearly
three million acres less than last vear's plant-

e
mngs.

N unfaverable winter season had some-
thing to do with this, but it was shown

by those who deprecated a continued fall in
prices that another cause, novel and extremely
perplexing, was the drifting of labor away from
agricultural production. While the

war itself was going on, every one {:E{ﬂm
recognized such a movement as in-  problem

evitable. If workers on the farms

were not drafted into military service, they were
attracted to manufacturing centres by the un-
precedented wages at munitions factories, It

[ was imagined then that termination of the war

would bring back to the farms the dishanded
soldiers and the workers in “war-order fac-
tories " whose war orders had ceased, This did
not happen. Soldiers and workers had both
tasted new rxpuriuru'{*.-:: the routine of work on
isolated farms now seemed tiresome and repul-
sive. The laborers had grown accustomed to
crowded streets, Lo -:'il}' |'L'L‘1'i.'.'|1iul'|-. ani amuse-
ments, to the moving-picture shows, On top
of this the bid for labor at many manufacturing
cenires did not slacken at all: production in
peace-time was as abnormally large as produc-
tion in the war years, and laborers apparently
as hard to eet in sufficient numbers, after the
peace as before it

Inztead of a return drifl to the agricultural
districts, the movement of labor from the
farms to the cities continued.  Senator Capper
of Kan=as, himseli something of an agricultural
expert, lately estimated that in his State alone

{ Finnmcial Sitwation, continued oo page 61
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Tomorrow’s Bond Prices

Not since the period of inflation following the Civil War have high
grade investment bonds sold at such low levels as now prevail, In
seeking an explanation of this, one finds that high commodity prices
resulting from war-time inflation have depreciated the purchasing power
of the dollar. This has caused declining bond prices through an
advance in interest yiclds.

Effores are being made to bring about deflation—to restore the pre-war
purchasing power of the dollar. An appreciation in bond prices may
then be expected owing to the lower interest rates which always pre-
vail in a period of deflation.

The investor who anticipates lower commedity prices and the return
of business to a normal basis should profic by the purchase of bonds at
present attractive levels, Surplus funds may now be invested to
vield a high return over a long period of years.

Our new hbooklet *«Tomorrow’s Bond Prices’” fully analyzing the
present situation in the bond marker and the outlook for the future, will
be mailed upon request for B-7.

The experience of the WiLriam R, Comrron Cosmpany,
extending over thirty-two years, should be of great assist-
ance to vou in the selecrion of sound investment bonds.

We invite correspondence with any of our offices and zhall
be p]cﬁstd o submit our list of investment recommendations,

William R.(ompton (ompany

Investment Bonds

NEW YORK 8T, LOUIS CHICAGO

CINCINMNATI NEW ORLEANS
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(Financial Situation, continued from page sq)
35,000 workers may have left the farms within
a year. This was probably an exaggeration;
but the Department of Agriculture estimated
this year only 72 per cent of normal labor sup-
ply on the farms, against 84 per cent a year
ago, and the continuance of the movement
caused apprehension even among sober think-
ers, some of whom began to give warning of
the possible consequences if food-producers
were to be turned into food-consumers on such
a scale, with their migration not only reducing

productive capacity on the farms but increas- |
ing the city populations which must be fed |

from the reduced production.

While this perplexing problem was unfolding,
the demands of consuming Europe on the prod-
ucts of our country had seemed to show no
signs of slackening. Finally, it was urged as
the convincing arpument against continuous
fall in prices that sweeping reductions in the
retail trade, especially when stimulated by
difficulty of getting loans, would bring curtail-
ment of output by producers, If so, why
would it not occasion, six or nine months from
now, & situation in which the shelves and
storehouses of merchants would be so far de-
pleted of supplies that prices would advance
again through actual scarcity?

HESE are formidable arcuments, and no

experienced observer will doubt that they
must at any rate largely modify the process of
readjustment in living costs. But there are
also very powerful counter-influences, which
are reazonably certain in the long

run to offset these discouraging con- S EeEtang
g ik i : Regarding
siderations. The first and perhaps Priton

the most important has to do with
the question whether the prices lately asked
were cconomically just and fair. No one
denies that the conditions which T have de-
scribed are such as to warrant high prices.
ut that does nol prove that they justify a con-
tinuous and indefinite advance, and it does not
prove that the numerous advances of 10 to 25
per cent since the beginning of 1920 and of
25 Lo 50 per cent from a vear apo were a reason-
able reflection of such influences. To suppose
that it does prove that, and without further
argument, would be fo renounce intelligent
judgment regarding an indefinite further rise.
The same conditions as they now exist could
be invoked perpetually.

As a matter of fact, the conditions referred
to were all in perfectly plain sight six months
aro, and most of them were matters of business
cglculation a vear agpo. None of them has

{Financial Situation, contineed on page 61}
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The Pacific Northwest

Closely in Touch with
the Awakening Orient

CROSS the wide Pacific, a market of broad dimensions beckons American

"he Pacific Northwest, with its strategic geographical pesition, is already
enjoying an extensive and varied export trade.
Raw materials and finished produds alike enter the ports of the Pacifhc MNorth-
west for distribution to American factories and markets.
As a result, new enterprises of a permanent character are being established in
this territory for participation in business both abroad and ac home.

This bank, because of its more than three score years experience, intelligently comprehends
the scope of opportunity which the Pacific Northwese offers to those seeking new fields of activity.

It is prepared to give accurate information as to markets, credits, and -
other phases of Oriental, Australasian, and domeseic rade,

Weite today for literature "Know Portland and the Morthwest.”

LADD & TILTON BANK

R esources, 810,000,006

PORTLAND, OREGOMN
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Back ofour Bonds
are the Necessihes
i

for the Advancement
of Civilization =

e
purchases of honds,
mortgages and other
investments is necessary
for every investor. Our

se-Leal Security
Record offers a conven-
ient method |-F"-c|_';-]-'|nj_;|
account l.ll. YOur scour-

if:.l.!-.. ."'I. l.'ll[l'.' '-.'-'.” IE':'

REBUILDING NATIONS

ECONSTRUCTION in Europe, the re-

building of nations, the turning of industry
from war to peace, has created a tremendous
demand for capital. And arising from this need
has come a remarkable opportunity for invest-
ment and profit to those who lend.

Back of the bonds and notes nF!ur:Lgn governments are pledged
the wealth and good faith of nations.  External loans in
parw:u].jr of the strongest and most stable ﬁ}te!gn Eovernments
are recommended by Haliey, Stuart &8 Co.  As with all our
offerings, the issues selected are chosen after careful analysis
of their investment merits ensuring every safeguard to the con-
servative investor,

Rtpl’cstlﬁﬂ[h'e af our recommendations of :iwr-:'tgn Eovernment
bonds, we cite the following:-
Anglo-French 5% External Loan, 1920
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland Convertible
5148, 1922-1G2G,
Kingdom of Belgivm External Gold Notes, 1g21-1925.

Government of Switzerland 5%:% Gold Bonds, 1g529.
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l Greater Earnings for
Your Investment Funds

Foremost among conservative securi-
ties to respond to the universal demand
for investment readjustment arc those of
selected Califormia hydro-electric corpora-
tions. Increased earning powers are pro-
vided without any surrender of invest-
ment stability.

California’s abundant basic wealth
backs them. Her industrial, agricultural
and home needs call for the expenditure

d of five hundred million dollars in the nexi

L

decade for hydro-electric development.
! The present financial condition of leading
i California hvdro-electric corporations has
4 justified the ereation of securities,

Yielding 6.75 to 7.70°¢
With Resources Increasing

California leads the nation in the devel-
opment of hydro-electricity.. Its econs
omies over steam encrgy stimulate cor-
poration earnings. A leading California
public service corporation—the third
largest of its kind in the United States—
will zave more than $2,000,000 annually
through the substitution of electricity for
SLEam.

Blyth, Witter & Co. and associates re-
cently purchased the entire $10,000,000
issue of Collateral Trust Geld Notes of
the above-mentioned corporation.  They
yvield 7.70 per cent, arc free from the Nor-
II mal Federal Income tax, and are legal in-

vestments for California savings banks,
May we gend you eomplete information
about them and similar securities that
are a boon for your present mvestment
II funds ¢

BLyTH. WITTER. & CO,

NS STATES GOVERRALST, BuHBLIPAL & CORPORATION BOMDE

Los Angeles

€g$ Title & Savings Bldg

San Francisco
Merchants Exchange

Seniile

MNew York
Alaskn Bldg.

il Hroodway

Partlamd, Ure,
Yeon Blde

{(Financial Situation, continued from page 61}

grown appreciably worse during the interven-
ing months. What did, however, indisputably
happen in that period was that a certain por-
tion of the producers, middlemen, and mer-
chants became themselves so convinced of the
certainty of a further rise that they used their
facilities of credit to acquire merchandise in
greal quantity, with the fixed purpose of selling
only at the expected higher level. 1 have al-
ready shown what the judgment of the bankers
and the Federal Reserve Board is, on that
aspect of the question. Dealers whoze atten
tion was directed wholly to the market for
merchandise forgot or ignored the money-mar-
ket, and now the condition of that market was
plain notification that the credit obtained for
speculative uses must be reduced if not surren-
dered, and that the goods acquired with it
must be sold for whatever the consumer could
be got to pay.

There are some signs that the problem of
scarcity, even oulside of manufactures, may
not be entirely what had seemed to be fore-
shadowed. The cotton situation is just now
mscrutable, but elsewhere there has been some
change. Of the planted winter wheat 4,600,000
acres, or nearly 12 per cent, were reported Lo
the government on May 1 as winter-killed, with
the average condition of what remained the
poorest in sixteen vears. Ordinarily the *aban-
doned acreage " would have been ploughed up
and sown to corn.,  Butl shortage of labor led
the farmers of the Middle West to give up that
customary plan and try to save the injured
wheat; the result, with a fortunate growing
season, being that a wholly unexpected part
of the winter-killed acreage revived, promising
for one largely productive State, according to
its own Agricultural Bureau's report at the end
of May, the third largest Kansas wheat crop
on record.

T exactly the same time the demands of
Europe for our products decreased heaw-

ily. This was no doubt in part from tempo-
rary causzes: but it measurably resulted from
the fact= that Europe's own production of
poods was at last responding to the
influence of dishanded armies and
reconstructed [actories, and thal
the approaching harvest will give
the first chance since the war for
Europe to show how far the out-
turn of her reclaimed farm lands and her rein-
stated farm labor will make it possible for her
to feed herself. In the month of April alone
exports from the United States to Europe were

(Finanelal Sltuation, contionusd on page 6ig)
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Far Reaching Credit F|

The basis of Commerce and Indus- ‘
try israw material. The production, '
gathering and transporting of raw
material through jungles, down
tropic rivers, across many seas—all
these operations are made possible
by the far reaching power of credit.

The National Bank of Commerce
in New York employs its great
credit resources in furthering the
processes of production, manufac-
ture and distribution from raw
material to final consumption.

National Bank of Commerce
in New York

P
Capital, Surplus and Undivided Profits i 3
Over Fifty-five Million Dollars _ /SRS
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{Financial Situation, continued (rom page 63 et :
: 2 | No intelligent person nowadays talks abo
8100,000,000 less than in the i i iR R s e gl
iy preceding month | o wiches for what used sometimes, and Very

d §135,000,000 less than i i oo g
and 8135100000 les thanin April o 1910~ | Bartisdly, tobe referred toa the - Hiquidation
rices Most of thf{IL-crL«--l“.er?,{_“!tlﬁ_ ”::‘l‘- of | of labor.””  But at the same time it is undenia-
P ERE e I loog ble that in some trades and on many recent

There will still remain the question of labor | . ; :
costs in American }ervrll.n:l:im:.J l.-i::itfll1 ?h;{t Iuit ‘1: occasions, organized labor: has used without
many ways the most !]-u.??]ing: R r::-f ’l[II s mercy lFﬁ power of obstructing or preventing
lraﬂé-calv'u]aliﬂlls Yet 1}1‘rr¢:'a r;: SOME -l-:‘[n-{-u production, even when the question of dispute
of the matter which suggest the possibility that “Ifﬂh.mflpht,l'm"“rt !{ﬁlC: .“ ith great numbers
the very process of restriction which is now ot Workshgaien, We saily or montaly pay oy
apparently under way may provide the |.nrt[-1l probably not increased in proportion to the
solution, and perhaps the only solution, for | Ly os living. But with many other groups of
: r S - Y- - il : e » erale hae Hiepm eihre =
some difficulties which have been besetting the l]”.mIT Il}h{. “.'-I'E.ﬂ ?dl{ .Ihf:? r.i-' L.” el mes
S8 ioducer. Wages of labor are ot likely than the price of necessaries; with almost all
to come down with prices. It may be d ibted | f them the compensatory adjustment has been

i s oreater than with the mass of clerks. profes
whether the slackening of trade, even if it were | _; e in with the mass of clerks, profe:
{5 B mare considerable than tl A R sional men, and salaried employees, and with
ﬂunit ; ima- iﬁf-‘« 'l.:ru.’ru‘lfl g nf tttl “1_” ”"E COm= | some of them the methods and principles of
?;a.hle}e*:tcrﬁ. El”Prnhlé‘mcr?\:; ﬁ:nﬁlnﬁ}i\uﬂﬂ“ exaction practised by the workingmen have re-

] 3 ovment ! =
; sembled very unpleasantly the method :

: : . Ry | : asantly the methods vsed
We have already found that the very facts in- | 1,y the “profiteers” in business, whom the
voked as a reason for the present high prices by : ' 1 Lhe
are based partly on in’lr!equ'u';. f t]‘i;{'x]i .5 = | unions as well as the publie at large denounce.
are \ adequacy o fisting Sreneb it e, ekl
laber supply for the existing demands of indus ! = ;ililkl 'L-”:? };:?ik.k“.'L{L IJI: lm ]-‘.1 ]Ier lr':1 1“1“ l:] i

a T _ - o i Ny Lt ] the cmands or an
L very largely o avorable 5= : el £l i . :
tﬂg ‘:-Fd ] gely on its unfavorable di indefinitely continuing rise will be checked,
ru 1011, {Financial Situation, continued on page 67)
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Investment Opportunity
and Your July Funds

Never before in our twenty-six years of business
have we offered so choice a selection of First Mortgage
Bonds as our July Investment List covers.

Seldom before have conditions warranted the exer-
cise of greater care in choosing an investment.

Safety of principal —prompt payment of interest
convertibility—these features were never more desir-
able and necessary. Mitchell-Safeguarded First Mort-
gage Bonds meet these requirements fully.

Send for our July Investment List A-8393

c.c. Mitchell s.co.

Established 1884 .
69 W. Washington St. Chicago, Illinois
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booklets, ““The
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handling and devel-

ﬂ;'in;[; foreign business.
I

THE NATIONAL SHAWMUT BANK of Boston
Resources over Two Hundred and Fifty Million Dollars

ﬂ]rﬁr cafrer.

h |

N 1630, John Winthrop,

Governor of the Massachu-
setts Bay Company, leading
700 Pilgnims from England,
first settled on the north bank
of the River Charles. Insuf-
ficient water supply compelled
a2 move,

An earlier inhabitant told of
Shawmut — Indran for living
water—an abundant spring,
on the penminsula., There the
colony located their new-world
Boston.

The National Shawmut
Bank 1s established within a
stone's throw of that historic
site, now 1n the heart of
America's greatest workshop
for shoes, leather, textiles,
paper and machinery.

e oundn

o 0 Boston

For 3010 years ships carrving
New England goods have sailed
theSeven Seasand brought to our
shores the products of foreign
lands. Since 1836, the National
Shawmut Bank has participated
intelligently as bankers to inter-
national commerce, with a di-
rectorate representing the lead-
ing interests of this intensely
developed territory. I

Accurate, individual service
15 given to clients everywhere
in handhng goods, funds and
documents, Collections, also
up-to-date trade and credit data,
are among the facilities offered.
Direct connections are main-
tained with principal domestic
and foreign banks,

Special inguiries are invited.
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Security That Will
Stay Secure |;
A PERIOD of readjust- |
ment is ahead. This |
means a shifting of values.
The security behind some
investments will be -
paired. Notsowith Munic- |
ipal Bonds. They are secured ”
by taxes—a prior lien. They ||

are also exempt from all ||
federal income taxes.

municipal bonds are lower
than for many years past. ,
They vield as high as 69. .
" Payment of principal and .

interest is ‘‘as certain as
taxes."

|
|
[ The present prices on ‘
|

q For the investor who
appreciates the value of
such irrevocable security, |
we have prepared circular
SB 75, listing and describ- |
ing in detail choice Munici-

pal Bonds in $300 and $1000 il
denominations, vielding |
from 59; to 69;. Write for

it, to

Bond Department

Mercantile Triust Com
Mrrmber Frafvral LEE G
Bt S dienm Frperras

BT LOUIS rMISSOURI

Capital and Surples $10,000,000

(Financial Sitoation, continusd from page 65

Ii, as is practically certain, employment is re-
duced in some industries, there will still be
abundant opportunity in others, and it 15 these
other industries in which inadequate labor
facilities have become an economic menace,
If such a process of readjustment were to put
an end to repudiation of formal agreements
with employers, and to the constant fights of
one labor-union faction with another at the
expense of the general public, it would be for
the real advantage of every one concerned. It
has not been possible, even for the most hu-
mane advocate of steadily improving condi-
tions of life for the workingman, to escape the
conclusion which experience teaches every
observant person—that a worker in whatever
occupation, hich or low, who believes that his
chance of getting another equally good place
will not be risked by inethciency or misconduct,
is dangerous to his employver, to society at large,
and to himself.

T has been possible to argue from these con-
flicting considerations that trouble was
ahead for the business community, and some
people, leaping al once to that conclusion,
began to talk of “panic™; which was slightly
absurd., If withdrawal of credit
facilitiez were to compel sale of
poods on a very large scale at actual
sacrifice in values, while high wapes and in-
adequate supplies were keeping up the pro-
ducers’ costs, it might mean a financially very
trying readjustment. It 15 not yet possible
to say with confidence what will be the out-
come of the autumn markets, except that pre-
diction of another 1907 or 1803 is going entirely
too far. “Panics” do not come at just this
stage of after-war finance; neither do they
usually come when the street-corner gossips
have been announcing their approach.  Most
of them, in our own past history, have occurred
when Wall Street and the business community
were insisting that their occurrence was im-
possible.

But the practical fact with a bearing on the
producer’s problem (and therefore incidentally
on the problem of the banks) is that the Ameri-
can consuming public, while angry and resent-
ful over recent experiences with prices, is
neither unreasonable in ideas nor poor in ag-
gregate resources. The country at large has
very properly adopled the conclusion that it
will not allow itseli any longer to be made the
victim of speculative exploiters of the neces-
saries of life, and it has discovered that it pos-
sesses other means of stopping such exploita-

(Financial Situation, continued on page )
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(\%,cENTURY‘S GROWTH

K
/0113 hundred and ten years encompass
almost the lifetime of our Nation. In this
time the growth of American business has
manifested itself as one of the really great
epochs in the history of civilization,

Thmughout one hundred and ten yvears
this Bank has been identified with the
Nations business in all its phases. A
comprehensive ]{nowledge of national and
international commerce has been amassed,
and an efficient organization has been built
LIp.El’!ﬂl}“]"lg us to offer f}dnking facilities of
the ]1ighest order to American business.

We shall welcome an opportunity to be of
service, and invite correspondence or a call.

Established 1810

TieE MECHANICS & METALS
NATIONAL BANK

of the Citv of New York
20 NassAU STREET

Capital = Surplus - Profits - $25000.000
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tion than the futile and somewhat ludicrous
“anti-profiteer campaign " of the Department
of Justice. But it is not in the impecunious
condition which it reac hl?d before the panic of
18g3; on the contrary it is busy, hu|u.ILL] and
as a whole abundantly able to continue the
normal movement of consumption. Further-
more, the general policy of our credit institu-
tions has not been rash in the way that it
certainly was in 1007, and the banking com-
munity has had steadily in view, ever since
1918, the probability that exactly the situation
which has now arisen was an early probability.

T was azked from many quarters, when this
movement of unquestionable “deflation"
of prices and credit had begun to show indica-
tions of a considerable readjustment in the
general situation, what effect such a readjust-
ment would have on the market

‘I"';vz‘;m“t for conservative investments—es-
Prices pecially on the high-grade corpora-

tion bonds whose prices had de-

clined so heavily during and as a consequence |

of the war. When the war ended, the feeling

became somewhat prevalent thal recovery in
sich investment securities would be the most
The immense borrowings

logical result. of

governments for war purposes had inevitably
depressed other outstanding securities with a
fixed rate of interest, and vsually with a rate
lower than the governments themselves were now
payving. Now that these war borrowings were
ended, ought not investment bonds to rise ?
Nothing of the kind happened. So far is it
from true that investment bond prices, having
fallen during the war recovered aiterward, that
the depreciation since November 11, 1018, has
actually been two or three times as great as it
was in the actual period of war. Itis true that
such securities declined with great violence in
the week before war was declared in 1914,
some of the best of them falling 5 and 10 per
cent ina very few days of the last week in that
July. But the actual fact is that the decline
during the war itself was only slow and irregu-
lar, and that it is only since the war ended that
the downward movement has become rapid.
This will seem strange to many readers, but the
market quotations bear out the statement. [
have figured the average prices of seven of the
most representative bonds, chiefly railways, at
three separate dates. The prices of July 3o,
1914, average o6; the average on the day after
the armistice was gz2l4; at the end of May,
1g20, it was 74%3. Every statistical compu-

({Financial Situation, continued on poge 1)

contracts.

basis.

Bramch Offices:

TO NET 87

A First Mortgage Bond of Unusual Merit

Security ample and of a readily realizable character.

Prompt payment of principal and interest guaranteed by

Maturities 1 to 62 years and denominations $500 and $1000.

This investment is of the same type and quality as similar
securities which we have handled for years on a 57, to 6]

Send for Circular No. 1060-5SC.

Peabody; ]Iﬂllbhlﬁllll“ & Co.

. 1865—Inc. 1918
10 South La Salle St., Chicago

Detroit, Cleveland, St. Louis, Milwaukee




Harvesting for Humanity

" The world’s granary lies in the Middle West. Every year on the far-
. reaching fields of this fruitful land is harvested a large share of the world’s
food. Corn, wheat and other grains flow into Chicago on their way to
pour strength and vitality into the veins of npations.  Upon the results of
the labor of the grain-growers of the Mid-Western Eipire, and upon the
aid of the agricultural machinery manufactured here, both our own people

. and peoples in many distant lands depend largely for their daily bread.

Chicago, the natural market for the world’s great grain
reserve, is also an important financial center. From Chicago
institutions, conspicuous among them the Continental &
Commercial Banks,springsa great part of the financial energy
necessary to grow and transport the vital crops of this section,

The CONTINENTAL and
COMMERCIAL

BANKS

CHICAGO

INVESTED CAPITAL MORE THAN 50 MILLION DOLLARS
RESOURCES MORE THAN 500 MILLTON DOLLARS
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Next Year’s Taxes

A Subject You Must
Consider Now

o ———

Payment of income tax on
June 15 is a reminder of the
fact that next year you will
paytaxon thisyear'sincome. |

| You have the privilege of
exempting from all Federal
tax that portion of your in-
come which you derive
from Municipal Bonds.

To all the attractive invest-
ment features heretofore
possessed by Municipal
Bonds is now added the
fact that they may be pur-
chased on a basis

to yield from 5% to

To, exempt from

Federal Income Tax.

Write for curvent offerings

S!'ﬂﬁ‘l" & BRHHN
K INVESTMENT BONDS _."

Second National Bonk Building
Toledo

MNew York Cincannati

e ———————

Public’s New Views
on Railroads

This leading article in a recent 1ssue

of The Bache Review is of

direct interest to every individual.

JSBacne & Company

HMembers New York Stock Exchanges
42 Broadway - New York

{Financial Situation continued from page 6y

tation of the sort gives similar testimony,
But what does it mean?

TS main significance is exactly the same as

that of the rise in money rates and in prices
of commaodities; which also became more rapid
after the war than while war was going on.
The real cost of capatal was rising during the
war itsell, but it was then im-

perfectly disguised and modified F:FT‘:FH'
h F he mrove a z ' O R s
v the governments themselves. yaiiee

Aiter the war, when the govern-

ments stopped financing industry with the
proceeds of war loans, and when production,
transportation, and speculation had to bid
against one another for money to conduct their
own operations, the full effect of the huge de-
pletion of the world’s capital, of its saved-up
surplus profits of the generation before the war,
came suddenly into sight.  An investing com-
munity which had placed in war loans not
only its accumulated savings of the past but
(through borrowings from banks) its prospee-
Live savings for another vear, would have no
surplus whatever left for investment elsewhere,
To a certain extent this is what has happened.
What, then, will be the end of it?

Regarded from one view-paoint, this deprecia-
tion of high-grade bonds is not an unmixed
evil. By no means the great majority of
thrifty citizens have invested all of their ac-
cruedand accruing capital and if railway bonds,
for instance, which were bought by prudent
investors for par or more in 1910 or 1913 do
not now bring more than 75 or 3o, then the in-,
vestor with money in his hands is at least be-
fore the bargain counter. There are not many
other fields of desirable expenditure of which
it can be said that prices are down 25 per cent
from the years before the war,

I'l" is perfectly true, however, that this is not
the way in which most people look at the
fuestion.  For one thing, the investor is always
liahle to be placed in the position of wishing to
sell instead of buy. Estates are closed out, un-
expected expenses have to be met,

loans have to be paid off. Then it Two

is not 20 pleasant to confront a 25 Aspects
e of Low

per céend 4'|:']rr1'1'!:11||!nll.. “LII, more Sftu[itj’

than this, the private investor and  Prices

the fiduciary institution are alike

disturbed, first through not knowing where this
]u'r:'lunul:li |1L*E|rn':'iitti1ltl is to end, and, second,
through sometimes feeling an unpleasant doulbit
as Lo whether the fall in prices of investment
bonds may not, after all, perhaps mean corre-

(Financial Situation continued on page $3)



MACAFEE & COMPANY

5 Copthall Court,
LONDON, E.C.2

Merchant Bankers

AND

‘Investment Brokers

WE are in a position ta advise en the question
of purchases of British securities, which, apart
from their intrinsic worth and yield, offer

except ir:rlu] relurng El_:-d._::.' {n ) ."u‘.'l'll.'l'ii:.1 n
investors at the current rate of eachange.

We shall be happy to reply to any enguiries
and supply statistical data.

] L

Rerenesces
Parclays Bank, Lid., London
Intermational Banking Corparation, Londen
National Civy Bank of New Yaork

Cable Addresr’ Telephonr Nea.:
:

*Cuanneomac,” Loxomon Watt,

Landen A0, 3oL, 157

Recognition in Seattle

HE standard of service a bank

renders its customers and com-
| munity may be fairly measured by
the success it enjoys.
The present position of The Seattle
National in the affairs of its city and
the Pacific Northwest is eloquent of
the utility and high standard of its
| service, '

a The
Seattle National Bank

Resources more than £30,000,000
SEATTLE, Washington

The Investor’s
Opportunity

The high premium om American
funds is causing hundreds of United
Statea Investoras to buy high-grade
Canadian Bonds and Debentures,

The discount at which Americans
can buy them makes their yield ex-
ceedingly attractive. Their aecurity
is sound; they are readily market-
nble. Principaland Interest on many
of them are payable in American
funds.

To glve you an fdea of the oppor-
tonitles offered by the Canadian in-
vestment field—write [or a copy of
the Special United States Edition of
Inresiment Recommendations, our
guarterly publication. e will repay
your reading.
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$£1,000— 61% First Mortgage
On Farm Valued $4,810

SE CURED by first maortgage on farm of
147% acres. The ample security back of
it and the high yield makes it a most de-
girable investment, Other mortgages rang-
ing from E300 to £8,000 wyielding 6°c to
fi's'c—can be had from ue with security
equally as good and ample. We invite cor-
respondence from investors seeking Farm
Mortgages with absolute security and good
rate of interest.

TIlC}" can ].'IE P'LII'EI'IEFE&. [l‘ﬂl’l‘l s EDI' H!h
or oo Lhe partisl payment plan. Send
coupon below for complete list, and our
interesting bookletl on farm mortgages.

I GEORGE M. FORMAN & CO.
i

Farm Morigage Bankers
11 %o, Ea Salle St., Chicapo, Il
15 Years Without Loss to a Customer
D

GEOQRGE M, FORMAN & CO,
1l o, La Salle 5i., Chicaga, [

Leentlemen: Withouwt obligating me i any way, pleass
mail ¥our hookler, together with list of farm mor@eges
rielding 475 and 6375,
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(Financial Situation, continued from page 71)
sponding impairment of their soundness. Tt is
not very long ago that Wall Street itself bezan
to ask that question, even as regarded foreign-
government bonds.  Railway honds were cell-
ing at prices which would have been described,
ten years ago, as a ‘“‘receivership basis.”
Might not this mean impending general bank-
ruptcy#  British government loans, placed in
this market during war-time and redeemable
in gold, were quoted on the Stock Exchange at
prices which would yield at 10 per cent or
more if held until maturity. Did not this
mean a prospect of “repudiation™?

If any one seriously thought that, in the case of
the Anglo-French ss or the United Kingdom 50as,
or for that matter of the French national and mu-
nicipal loans, he must by this time have had his
deductions interfered with, United States Vie-
tory 434 per cent bonds, of which the $4,500,000,-
ooo pought at part at the time of 1ssue, only a yvear
agn, could yield only 434 per cent to the subscrib-
er, will now net 633 per cent to the investor who
bought them at the recent low price and should
hold them until their maturity in 1923, But no
one supposes, because some United States Gov-
ernment war bonds have fallen 16 or I, per cent
from their price of issue, and because others will
vield to present buyers 2 per cent more than they
would vield to the original subscribers of twelve
months ago, that repudutmn or insolvency by |I1|.,

More Income
Same Security

Bonds of the type that have been
purchased by banks and insurance
companies for the primary reason
that they are considered safe, sell
to yvield 7% or beteer, as compared
with 59 or less a decade aEd.
Many of these bonds are as safe if
not safer than ever before.

‘-"'H." cannot prophesy the trend of
prices for the next few months, but
we believe thar in a few years in-
Y L"S‘T_er ".’l-lll re Erﬂ,“ I..“.L 'ﬁr l..{tfl‘ﬂl:rﬂ
at a ume like this.

Send for Investment Suggestions BS-94

A. B. Leach & Co., Inc.

Invesiment Securities

62 Cedar St., New York
105 S. La Salle St., Chu:agn

Bualn

hlinmeageolis
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E | il hdl,l:lhl.l

United States Government iz foreshadowed.
Evervbody should noew he aware that the decline
in the price of investment securities has not been
primarily or mainly due to such suspicions. Tao
suppose that doubt of the soundness of a given in-
vestment bond was the reason for the great de
cline, would be to suppose that the investment
community was in doubt as (o whether any bor-
rower r;|_i|'-'c.|_\' COMmpany, industrial company,
foreign government or home government—woulil
be able or willing to pay its debts. But if the
markets 1magined that, then the |‘nr[N_-r:|Iinr1
bonds of which 1 have spoken would not be selling
at 7o or 8o, but at 15 or 2a.

HAVE hitherto mentioned 1866, the year

after the Civil War, as a period when the
abnormally low prices now prevalent for high-
grade bonds were also witnessed, and because
of a coincidence of causes, Then, as now,
there had been absorption of Amer-
ican capital in war loans on a
scale previously unimagined. Ex-
haustion of capital had been concealed or offzet
by expansion of credit under the auspices of
government, during our Civil War as during the
recent war in Europe. Prices of goods had dou-
bled or trebled, as a result both of the using up of
reserves of capital and of the inflation and depre-
ciation of the currency.  Good commercial paper

(Finaneisl Situation, continued on page 750

The Longer
Sequel

Success in Investing

Employ vour funds where you
will receive L‘Hld rate of return,
keep vour principal safe and elinn-
nate worry. Speculation does not
offer these safepuards.

The Best Way
is the Safe Way

We and offer Municipa.

OWTL

Bonds yielding an income of from

57, to 69, entirely exempt from
all Federal Income Taxes. The
principal 15 sure to be pad
promptly whendue. They require
i watching bur in time of need
enjoy a ready market.

Frite for Booklet ™ Bonds

|r"-.'_'."'I -.'.ll..ll fhur lf'_..u'._-.' |"..'_-.' i H..'."

Kauffman-Smith-Emert

& Company, in..
Security Building . Louis, Mo,
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e Bank Safety
o 20 (SIS and Six Per Cent

AnD GOLT BOTEE -. 3 fDI' YD“I’ Savinés

T
K STATE BAHE
FouNDEDALE:

This book is your guide to bonds
of savings bank quality. Invest
your savings in them and earn
69, interest with proven safety.

The bonds described in the Guide
are reinforced by Greenebaum
Bank supervision; their safety
has been tested for sixty-five
years by this, the oldest banking
house in Chicago.

If you have $100, $500, $1000 or more
that we may G : 3 I =
Send eoi T ey to invest, you can make every dollar
of the Tvestors Chitidle work full time in our Safe First Mort-
gage Serial Bonds.
You Will Profir
by Smdving This Book

Mail This Coupon

GREENEBAUMN S0ONS BANK and
TRUST COMPANY. Chicago, 11,

+ of the July Investors’ Guide to Greenebalml SﬁllS
| | Bank andTrust Company

La Salle and Madison Streets
Oldest Banking House in Chicago
REEOURCES OVER . . . . E}000,000
LCorvespondents in Many Cities

SI_K Per{:ent Farm Mﬂrtgages INVESTOR'S POCKET LIBRARY

Secured by first liens on productive HMow to Invest
= = Y e - E v - ¥ H J A
farms located in Texas, Louisiana and SCE RRC SRS, RRSeios
"Ill pad Investment Position of Municipal Bonds
MIss1E81PPL Partial Payvment Investments

Tl]L‘ Ll]ﬂl'{ifil:‘r' 'I'IE 1,]'|L'-.‘-1{‘ ir‘l.“.'l'_‘i1|'|‘||_‘]j1_c'. |-. Forcign Bonds (2 bookleis)
indicated by the fact that most of our Investmient Stocks (3 bookiats)

" . Real-Estate Mortgages (58 boollets)
offerings are taken by banks and insur- e b G Bt

ance :'I:1|:11]Hl1]j1.':~'. New York Stock Exchopge (8 booklets)
Dietailed .H_.".u meafion submiiled t v Fequies! It terieer LAY B Aty woal we i
INVESTORS MORTGAGE COMPANY Iagestor's Service Department
= BB Bisuor, Fyeadent SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
NEW ORLEANS, LA, FORT WORTH, TEX. 597 Filth Avenue New York




{Financial Situation, continued from page 734

was constantly quoted during that period at 7 to
g per cent—anothér reminder of today. Lin-
coln's last Secretary of the Treasury has told in
his memeirs how, in borrowing the money re-
quired to pay off the soldiers when the Civil War
was just over and the armies dishanding, he was in
q fever of anxiety and doubt as to the success or
failure of a United States loan for a few hundred
millions, bearing 5 '3 per cent and offered to the
highest bidder.

But one of the lessons of that period—whose re-
sults we now know, as well as its causes and ils
analogies with the period in which we are living—
is that the low prices for investment bonds did not
mean coming general insolvency; that they did
not mean approaching poverty and adversity;
and, to be more particular, that they did not mean
disaster and reverses for the borrowing govern-
ment or corporations. It will naturally be
asked, however: What about the investmenis?
When did the appreciation of values for good se-
curities finally come, and how, and why? It be-
gan perceptibly as soon as the American and for-
eign communities had recovered from the shock
and the liquidation of the readjustment which ar-
rived in 1873, That event brought the country
down to a basis of real instead of speculative and
inflated conditions, It reduced prices of goods to
anormal level, It made possible the reduction of
the paper currency and the ultimate resumption
of gold payments.  When all this had happened,
two other things followed—a very rapid accumula-
tion of surplus capital in the United States, and
the rush of accumulated European capital into
our investment markets. The market price of
fixed investments was bound to rise rapidly under
such conditions.

ONDITIONS are not moving and cannot
move exactly in the same way on the
present occasion. We shall not draw on

g . I Ll A

Can Your Fire Insurance
Company Pay Its Obligations?
Bfl:'ﬂuﬁ.t _'l'uu.r Firc ]naurnnct.' 'El ll'llE.hlﬂ:l' EI-:1-"‘- ][i—
vested its fundswisely, it is financially able tomeet
the claims of its policy holders.  1f you wish to
pratect your private funds as securely as the Fire
Insurance Companies protect theirs, invest in the

same class of securities; in other words, choose

First Farm Mortgages
on Northwestern Farms

We offer them to vield 6.
Wrile for offerings amd hooklel entiled * The

Science of Safe and FProgioble Sroesiing,"

Europe's capital; whatever we achieve in our
own finance and industry, Europe must draw
on ours for a long time to come,

The question is not whether our The
S rEetEn e ran Be made at s tve Prospect of
investments can be made attractive gecoyery

to European investors but whether
Europe’s investments can be made attractive
to ours. The accumulation of real capital,
sufficient 1o bring back normal conditions in
our investment markets, must be accumulation in
this country, in the face of what we have to spare
for the rest of the world.  To make this possible,
the first and indispensable prerequisite is to put a
stop to the extravagant speculation and overex-
pansion of credit which has reached such mon-
strous propartions in the United States this past
yvear, and that is rapidly being accomplished,
We have begun the work, but it will be a long
time before it is completed, and there will be some
very gravely troubled markets while the work is
going on. Ewventually it will be done. What the
United States was trying to do between 1865 and
880 was to develop the resources of a compara-
tively young and poor country to a new scale of
production, while at the same time paving off a
public debt as many times greater than that of
1861 as our present public debt is greater than
that of 1a16.  What we have to do now is to bring
into a state of the highest efficiency natural and
productive resources which are in such legitimate
request throughout the world as no other coun-
try's resources have ever been in history, and to
do it when the only essential task is to allow the
real capital accruing from these great industries to
accumulate. It iz impossible, looking far ahead,
to doubt the immense and genuine prosperity of
the United States. In zome respects it has the
whole world's financial future in its hands. But
we shall have to pay the reckoning first for our
misuse of the economic machinery since the war
ended, and we shall have to accustom ourselves
to dealing with realitics,

37 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS
TO AN INVESTOR

For two generations The Georgia Loan & Trust
Company has been selling Farm Morigages,
securcd by properties in Georgia, Alabama and
Flonida, paying et and 7.

No investor holds a mor 1gage '|'r-|'|1j|_‘:'h.l from
this Company that is not worth its face value
and interest,

Folow the rule—=—5AFETY frst, and buy Farm
Muortgages such as aro offered by

THETITLE GUARANTY &TRUST Co.
FIRST BRIDGEFPORT NATIONAL BANK BLDG
BRIDGEPORT, CONN,

WO&THERN OFFICE OF THE GEORGEA LOAN B TRUST CO
Macon, GEORGIA
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Nationally Known
Investments

When choosing investments,
give consideration to thestocks
of nationally known companies
whose profits are based on na-
tion-wide or world-wide de-
mand. Included in this classi-
fication are:

American Thermos Botile
Borden's Condensed Milk
Child's Restaurant
Douglas Shoe

Eastman Kodak

Elgin Watch

Goodyear Tire

H. W. Johns-Manville
KEnox Hat

Royal Baking Powder
Singer Manufacturing Co.
Victor Talking Machine
Ward Baking

Our records, not only relating
to the above stocks but also
to hundreds of other unlisted
securities, supply the basis of
a helpful service to mvestors.
If you wish to investigate or
invest in any unlisted security,
we solicit your inquiry.

Wrete for Jaly Circaiarof

or AT

ToBEY & KIRK

CSTAOLISHED 073

MEMBERS NEW YORHK STOCH EXCHANGE
25 BROAD STREET, NEW YORK

Secnirifies of 'I. sfronad Wy

UNLISTED SECURITIES—
WHENCE DO THEY COME?
By Witriax W. Crarc

T(}D frequently when people consider stocks
and bonds the horizon of their survey is
limited by the large and small corporations
whaose securities are listed upon a stock ex-
change. If the investment field actually was
comprised within the boundaries established
by stock-exchange trading-lists of securities,
American business would be only a fraction
of the great volume which records show it to
have reached to-day. Furthermore, without
a steady increase in the number of corpora-
tions whose shares and funded-debt certificates
supply the sinews of the current broad, un-
listed security market, the country’s natural
resources, the products of inventive skill and
industrial ingenuity could not have been de-
veloped as they have been in the last century.

There are about 460 corporations with
stocks and bonds listed on the New York
Stock Exchange. The Boston, Philadelphia,
Baltimore, and other exchanges havefarsmaller
official listings than those at New York. There
is some overlapping of listings between the var-
ious institutions, and the point to be made is
this: against these few hundreds there are sev-
eral thousands of corporations whose securities
are in the hands of the public. Of the $25,000
000,000 Lo $30,000,000,000 gross business done
annually by corporations and partnerships of
the United States, it is probable that not half
is accounted_for by companies whose securities
are listed on any exchange.

What are the companies whence come the
billions of dollars’ worth of securities in the un-
listerd market? One has only to look arcund
him to sce. Whereas there are less than a
hali-dozen securities of shoe and leather and
closely allied corporations on the New York
Stock Exchange, the number outside may be
meazured in scores.  Steel and iron companies
account for a really substantial portion of the
listed stocks and bonds at New York, but the

| imagination needs only slight play to pn:lurcthe

78

hundreds of merchant iron furnaces, foundries,
rolling-mills, forges, fabricating-plants, and
specialty factories scattered over the country,
all representing capital and this capital being
represented in turn by stock certificates or bonds.

Consider the train route of the suburban
office worker as he goes from his home into the
citv. Along the way where commercial effort
to impair the natural scenery has not been for-
bidden the traveller sees flashed before his eves

(Continued on pags 77)
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! Railroad Bonds

and our
Partial Payment Plan
|
! You may take advantage of
' the unprecedented low bond
| prices by purchasing cer-

tain issues of old line rail-
road bonds according to our

Partial Payment Plan

which requires an initial deposit
of $150 for each $1000 bond. |
Recent legislation has improved
the investment position of this
type of security.

Send for Letter K 140

Herrick & Bennett

Members New York Stock Exchange

66 Broadway New York
Telephone Rector 3060

G
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1620-1920
New England

Generations doing one thing well

Sullivan Machinery Co.

Established 1850

Manufactures a full line of mining
machinery, especially coal mining.

No preferred stock and no bonds.

Net assets equal the selling price
of the capital stock.

Extra dividends in 1913 and 1918.

May

Earnest E. Smith & Co.

Specinlists In Wew England Securities

we rend van parficulars ¥

52 Devonshire Street, Boston
Salem Springfield

Members Mew York and Boston
Stock Exchanges

C4 A

(Continued from page 763

advertisements of clothing, razors, pianos, eye-
glasses, hiscuits, fountain pens, soaps, and a
myriaid of other products,  All of them mean
capital at work, and the painstaking product of
effort to attract good-will through a satisfactory
performance of labor and skill.  The securities

| of comparatively few corporations engaged in

making the goods mentioned on the hill-boards

will be found upon the exchanges,

The thousand and one articles which the
public use everv day supply the real sinews of
the unlisted security market. To make the
point more emphatic, it may be noted that
there are exactly eight corporations with securi-
ties on the New York Stock Exchange which
manufacture and distribute textile products,
True, one of them, the American Woaollen
Company, is the dominant organization in the
industry, vet these companies occupy a modest
position amid the ranks of the combined cloth-
ing-makers and wholesalers of the country.
There are many trade-mark names of inter-
national prominence in the textile field which,
designated by a stock or bond, are known only
in the transactions handled * over the counter ”
between brokers and dealers,

In the main similar processes accompany the
progress of a stock from its original inception
to its destination on an exchange or in the un-
listed market. All corporations have small be-
ginnings, frequently in the single factory of a
man with an idea and a little capital. The
idea striles a sympathetic note in the public’s
need or the public’s convenience; an increased
output of the factory’s product promises ex-
panding profits.  There is need for more cap-
ital, and the factory-owner, perhaps, speaks toa
few friends or gets accommodation from a bank
instead of immediately soliciting the savings of
friends. The udea proves a greater success than
had been expected and more capital is sought.

It 15 the nevitable demand for additional
capital which carries the securities of companies
forward into the markel step by step. For a
long time, it may be a period of vears, the head
of the company and his directors secure what
funds thev need from their immediate environ-
ment, from investors in their own town. A
“eloge” corporation may remain close after its
security issues run into the millions, but sooner
or later a profitable company finds its stock,
notes or bonds, poing into an increasing number
of hands. And, as the circle of owners widens,
dealings in the securities increase in valume,

The requirements of a growing business for
more capital than it is able to set aside from
earnings are fundamental, and, forthermore,

{Continued on page 78



(Continued from page 774

when a company has accumulated a large sur-
plus it is entirely logical for a part of the surplus
to be represented by additional stock, There
is a time in the development of many expand-
ing organizations when larger investment re-
spurces than those afforded by the original
stock-owners need to be reached, In these last
few wears of record industrial activity, re-
arganizations of corporations have been un-
usually frequent for this very reason. Rising
costs of inventories, higher wages, and an in-
creased volume of business have necessitated
the acquisition with speed of large amounts of
fixed and working capital, and the only way to
attain the desired end is through a public offer-
ing of shares, or a new funded security 1ssue,
There is another angle to the influences bring-
ing close corporations into general public own-
ership, particularly applicable to the years
ipi5-20. Original holders of stocks have
seen their investment enlarged through the re-
turn of profits to capital accounts, and also
through additional purchases of stocks. The
time comes when the central figures in a com-
pany find they have a heavy percentage of
their resources vested in a single property,
whereas a basic law of sound investment is di-
versification. They believe fully in the future

of the particular company, yet they feel that it
would be for the best interest of their families
and prospective heirs if less of their money was
devoted to a single undertaking. So they are
moved to convert part of their shares into cash,
which will be reconverted into other invest-
ments, and the process brings their stock into
the market.

The settlement of estates is a factor working
constantly to increase the floating supply of un-
listed stocks, no less than of those on the ex-
changes. Doubtless dealers in unlisted shares
could narrate many interesting stories of the
distribution of holdings, held by families for
many years, and when such offerings appear in
the market, surrounded by facts showing long
records of dividends and good earnings, it is
axiomatic that they are gquickly absorbed by
shrewd investors.

It happens that stocks listed on an exchange |
occasionally revert again to the unlisted field,
although there may be occasional transactions
on the board. Usually, a stock to return to the
previous method of dealings is one of a small
total of shares, whose intrinsic value is high.
The process follows the absorption of the bulk -
of the shares by investors who are interested -
far less in daily Auctuations than in the income
to be derived from purchases.

For many years magazine advertg‘sing pages have con-
tained such familiar slogans as " There's a Reason,”

Securities

“It floats,” * His Master’s Voice,” “If it isn't an
Eastman, it isn't a Kodak.”

Effective advertising of quality goods has created a
national or world wide demand for numerous
American-made products, has educated us to prefer
standard merchandise, has aided our industries to
attain their present position of prosperity and in-

sures their future.

It is but a step to the conclusion that stocks of well
advertised concerns may be good investments.

As specialists in stocks of such companies as the
makers of Gillette Safety Razors, Good Gulf Gasoline,
Thermos Bottles, Pyrene Fire Extinguishers, Kodaks,
cte., we have prepared and will send you, upon re-
quest, an interesting description of several invest-
ment recommendations,

HOIT & COMPANY

Unlisted Security Dealers

71 BROADWAY, NEW YORK
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OWARD the end of that first
New England winter, “King
Massasoit™ and twenty be-
little
Plymouth settlement and smoked the

feathered warriors visited the

pipe of peace, They were reccived
1_'1I‘||.'l|_"|:|||:1|.'| i,|.|H1 ll':".l[l'il ki.”\:]}

The treaty then made was faith-
fully kept by the Indians and their
l’iégri111 neighbors for over fifty years.

Probity is the proud heritage of
New Englanders; and New l;rl:._:]illl'i{"'r
solid institutions—banking, mercan-
tile and manufacturing—hew close
to the line laid out by their Punitan
predecessors

The (3d l_'u]t:-n_', Trust Company
has prospered by strict adherence to
this ideal. Frhl'-:u;_[h its trust depart-
ment this company offers complete
facilities for rendening eflicienr ser-
vice and through its broad experience
insures all the advantapes of 2 cor-
porate fiduciary.

Come to New England and help
celebrate the F|'L'I'<':':L[1'||.:|I",' of the
First Landing. We shall be glad to
send you  our illustrated brochure,
LT .|'r'.-'.'~;'.-"..-r.'.-4"—U.-"r!' and New''—
msued 11 commemuoration of this
historical event., Please address

Department E.

O1p Corony TrusT COMPANY
BOSTONX




m I =
- I 1
"
L
=l
[N 2B
DI
-
. o N R [
. ! - ‘-l—l‘
n e TR ]
Sz i TR )
A B ," I_.;
i1 h
=
Il
¥ rs
]
-
L
L
L
o
-
1 3
——




Proven Stability
Exceptional Returns
'\( E would hike to send you

anew, 24 page,illustrated
booklet showing why the

87, Preferred Stock of
Standard Gas & ElectricCo

15 2 most desirable investment
just at this time.

The Company's very satistac-
tory report for 1919 also will
be sent 1f requested

Al for Bookiet S-a85

H.M.Byllesby & Co.

]ncurporurcd

Eew Chicago
111 Broadway 208 5. LaSalle 5t

P ence Bosto
WG har St 30 Stan Teet

| PROTECT YOUR INVESTED FUNDS

The Financial Department of Scripner's Maca-
ZINE maintains an Investor’s Service Bureau, to
analyze securities and supply news, statistics, and
relevant information on investments and kindred
subjects,

In order that our service may be sufficiently
thorough and personal to be of practical use, a
nominal fee is charped, Statistics, facts, and in-
formation about one stock or bond is furnished for
$1.00. An additional charge of $2.00 is made for

Where Your Dollar Is ‘

~ Still Worth 100 Cents

OUR dollar looks like

a fifty-cent piece when
spent for most things these
days.
But when used in the pur-
chase of sound interest-bear-
ing securities, it is worth
maoreg [jl'll'..['l‘l ELET.

Investments are cheaper to-
day than at any time since
the post-bellum days of the
Civil War.

Clur current imvestment list presenes LTy
real ohportunicies. Ak for Ciroular ™'

\WELLS-DICKEY COMPANY

ESTABLISHED |&878
SURPLUS & CAPITAL % 1,300,000

MINNEAPOLIS - NIHHESOTAJ

each additional security reported on at same time.

Incuiries, accompanied by a remittance, should
be addressed to Investor's Service Bureau, SCrIn-
nEr's Macazing, 507 Filth Avenue, New York,

Following are announcements of current booklets and circulars
i=sed |.-:. financial institatioms. which mav be abtained withoot
oozt of request adilreised 00 the isseing banker.  Investors are
asked Lo mention ScripNER'S Macazmie when wrling for literatone

CURRENT INVESTMENT OFFERINGS
Macalee & Company, Lid, § Copthall Court, London, E- C. 2,
Merchant ind Investment Hunkers, invite correspondende rt]..l.:l'lil.l'll..,
imvesiment o Bntieh securnbies

“ & Tiond for Every Kuyer' is the slogam used by Haolsey, Stuart
& Company i connection wilth thear corrent list of inecestment
oiferings, The li=t, which will be seatl open reqguest, contzine o
wide varety of Government, Municipal, apd Corporation issues of
short and Jong matorities, available in amounts of $roo, S50 and
§1.000, and yielding from 69 to 897,

The Mercs l:|||||l Trizt Company, St T.J'I'III‘- line peepared o st of
'\.Iu||h||||1 Ronds exempi {vom the Tederal In I ax, vielding
£ o0 to B Circular B-650 descrilang these Je% in f-||'||. wwill
be rlnru':erLulI wpen recjuest.

Exmet E Smith & Company, 52 Devanshire 81, Boston, ore
distribatng lerature on cstablished New England stock —Sullivin
Machinery. Mernimac Chemical, Robestzon Paper, Old Colony
Wioallen Mills etc

Circular Mo, BS:77 distnbuted by A, B, Leach & Coo, Inc, 62
Cedar =t., New York bete infermalion regarding in-
ternal loans of Foieign Governments and the possibile |l|'ll|i|!*_-'~ | s
investments in them

A typical offering of the Mortgage Trust Company of 5. Louis
18 the First Maorig ige Serial 67 Eeal Estate Bonds of the Claridge
Hotel Company, a descriptive circular of which they will send
D request

INVESTMENT BOOKLETS AND CIRCULARS
Hermck & Rennett, 66 Broadway, New York, will mail inqulrers
thedr better "The New Ern for Railrood Ser urities,” which shows
bow the position of Railrosd Bonds has improyved

The consistent earnings rocord of the electric apd gas urilicy
subsidiaries of St |I|!|rl| Lias & cine Company is shoown graphi-
cally in a new 2g-u lusgrated booklet leing chistriboted by
H. M. Bylleshy & Company, Chicago and New York, Ask for
booklet 5-15

U 1w est ment '||:|r1'.- A menthly discusion of Canadian finon-
cial © |.|r||||r||||'| Investment Becommendations " A quarterly selec-
tion of €0 mvestment secaritics.  Published by Roval Securg-
tits Corpora - Montreal, Canada; 165 Broadway, New York.

“Interesting F I|_|-- about Banking Service |n Business" {= a new
bonklet now being distributed by the S nithe National Bank, Seattle,
Wash

Peabody, Houghteling & Company of Chica
monthly |'1|,|_-_-_|,;;|,-|-,- the pairposes of whdc b iwre 1 ther invesiors
informed as to condition of secarities they hove already purchased,
amdd to ansounce current and future offerings.  Copies on request.

hiiahs
re pubfishing o

"Bonds a5 Safe as Dur Cithes."” o treatizse on Municipal Bonds,
and “'Y Silent Partmer,' o serics of six pamphlet= explaining the
advantages of Iy et urplus i Municipal Bomds,
have been pul wi amd 0 ng dhstributed by Willlam K,
Compton Company, of S0 Louks, New York, amd ather cities:

"Bonds that Always Pay,” descnbing safepuards surrounding
Mumnicijal Bonds, their price stabality, ready marketability, ete, s
dist Abuted by L.J.u{l"n in-Smith-Emert Compmy, 51, Louis,

(Conlinued on page 53]




DURAND

STEELLOCKERS

YOU can rearrange and
add to your locker ac-
commodations easily with
Durand Steel Lockers.
They are quickly set up or
taken down; moved to
new quarters; or shipped
by rail.

The lockers shown above

in temporary quarters
have since been transferred to
the new locker building and a
different arrangement easily
effected.

Send for catalogue of Durand Steel Lock-
ers, or of Durand Steel Racks and Shelving.

DURAND STEEL LOCKER Co.

1508 Ft. Dearborn Bank Bldg. 508 Park Row Bldg.
Chicago New York

B2

{Continued [rom page Bt}

Tobey & Kirk, membera of the New York Stock Exchanpe, dealers
in unlisted securities, 25 Broad St., New ¥ |I:|rk. will furnish investors
with information aboul any unlisted security.

A list of July investment recommendations, including stocks in
nationally koown companies, has been 1i|!r4.'r.u'lnsd for distribution
among investors by Hoit & Company, 51 Broadway, New York,

BOOKLETS ON FINANCIAL SUBJECTS

Baoklets published recently by the National City Company of
New York are: ".ﬁ.l.'i:E|:-1.:|.|:|C|.'="—-in|:|IJlJ i.'l'i[; the ch:utu.th:uu: and Rul-
ings of the Federal Reserve Board; “Investment Securifies'
I,I-l'iqnl]nl;.fl—u‘l. list of high-grade investments; " Men and Bomds'™—
An illustrated story of their investment service; ™ What You Should
Enow about Investment™—A help to inexpericnced investors;
“The Well Frog"—A story of the losses of an unguided investor.

The importance of an American trade base as an aid in building
up our trade with the Orient §5 dealt with in a booklet, * The Far
East,”” recently issued by the National Shawmut Bank of Boston.
Another of the bank’s publications explnins the use of * Accept-
ances'' by examples covering domestic and forcien tramsactions
Other booklets deal with the Webh Law and the Edpe Law,

Blyth, Witter & Co,, 6 Broadway, New York, and San Fran-
cisco, publish a booklet entitled “ Elementary Principles of Safe
Investment ™ which in simple !.'mguaE offers a key to investing for
people oot familiar with stocks and bonds.

Charts of the Floctuations of Foreign Exchanpge Rates in 1010,
and “The New England Letter.” published monthly, will be sent
upom application to the First National Bank of Boston, Mass,

A Cuick-Feckoning Income Tax Table aiding the investor to
determine the rross E‘iuil] he must et on & taxable bond to coree-
spond to the yield of a tax-free Municipal is being distobuted by
Silul._b' & Braun, § MNassau Street, New York.

A series of articles on industrial, commercial and agricultural
actiwities in the Pacific Northwest 8 distributed in booklet form
under the title ¥ Know Portland and the Northwest," by the Ladd
& Tuion Bank, Portland, Oregon.

“Your Financial Requirements and How We Can Meet Them ™
—outlining the comprehensive facilities for banking service ofered
by six well-equipped departments—Hanking, Foreign, Trust, In-
westmenl, T!.ll'l.*:iﬂ'. and Vault. Old Cl.'l].tll]ji' Trust Eilﬂﬂp.‘l.‘l]}l’l
Department E, Boston, Mass,

A briel presentation of the European fnancial situation and
Europe's progress in recovering from the war is contained in ' Europe
Aflter the War," an address by Vice-President Framncis H. Sisson
of the Guaranty Trust Company of New York, Other recent
publications include " British-Indian_ Foreign Trade 1ge7-to1,”
which emphasizes the incrensing possibilities of the Indian market,
and “ Public Utility Credst and the Development of the Southwest.™

Sensible comment and practical supgestions on the railroad situn-
ton, a subject of widespread interest and im E;-rta:u:c. is contained
In a recent issue of * The Bache Review,"” which may be obtained
free [rom J. 5. Bache & Co., 42 Broadwoay, New York.

REAL ESTATE MORTGAGE BOOELETS

5. W, Straw & Company, 150 Broadway, New Yook, and Strans
Building, Chicago, bhave published a *July Investment Guide'
which describes their offerings of First Mortgage serial real estate
tonds, and outlines the principles of the Straus Plan.

A paumphlet entitled “What s a Real ‘Estate Bond?" expling
briefly this type of investment secunty . Sent free on request made

to C. C. Mitchell & Co., 69 W. Washington 5t Chicago,

The adva ninges of 1:-|.11.'§|13' real estate bondz from a bank are outs
lined in a booklet entitled * Added Assumapce.” distributed to in-
vistors by Greenchaum Sona Bank & Trust Company, Chicago.

The Federal Bond and Mortgage Company. go So. Griswold 5t,,
Dietroit, bave published a booklet entitled " The Buyer’s Guide to
Good Investment,” which instructs the reader how to investigate,
analyze, and judge the value of o Real Estate Mortgage investment
offering.

FARM MORTGAGE BOOELETS

"Mortgages Paid in Gold.” a booklet describing Southern Farm
Mortgnges, is distributed by the Title Guarnnty & Trust Company;
Brndgeport, Conn.

“"Forman Farm Morteapes and the Farman Monthly Pavment
FPlan,” & booklet recently itnad |.|.1.' ﬂl.'-l:rgl.' M. Forman & Co., 117500
L Salle St., Chicapo, describes their invesiment offerings and the
partin] poyment fxcilities l1|.|.':r exiend Lo investors.  Sent on requests

“Tlw Science of Safe and Proftable Investing, " a Farm Morigage
'!.{'lw-frlh.'l. 5 betag distobubed by Pettems & Company of !'.]mu-:apc-hs.
Minn

“Secure Investments”" 8 booklet describing First Mortgages oo
Sonthern Furmz, sent on request to Investors Mostgage Co., New
Oreans Mational Bank Bldg,, New Orleans, La.

“The Praitie Provinees—a [ruitful feld for Conservative In-
vestors " describes opportunities for investments in Canadian Farm
Maortgages.,  Write to Wells-Dickey Company, Minneapolis.




St. Louis Needs

"Shoe Findings

St. Louis, the largest shoe center in the wor It]
lacks [actories for the numul’u_[u:{- of shoe fAinding

—snuch as laces, threads, shanks, hooks, nails, tac Ik-_-
evelets, ]'I“ttlhﬂ, heels, rubber heels, cloth 1'11|i|L:_-_-.,
ete. These products must now be bought in the
East. Moast of the raw materials are shipped from
the Missiz=ippi Valley, manufactured in the East,

and shipped back to the world's greatest shoe city — 5t, Lonis,

The output of shoes in 5t. Lonis this vear will total approximately $175,000,000, The
ab Louis shoe manuiacturers spend maore than 10000000 annually for shoe findings. A
Mid-West factory im St !r-usa coitld supply - the trade here and economically reach
all "l.[lr-ﬂl.s.qu.-[-t Valley, =outh, >outhwest, Middle West, and Far West markets from this
central distnibution point.  Shoe findings is but one of the following sixteen indus.
tries S5t, Louis is seeking:

Rubber _f'r.:-.[,!’rr.-_.f.s‘ Shoe laces and findings ;‘:nruj.?.l.-'.'r."-h' ron castinags
Locomelive works Cotion fll"l.lll g and textile mills Serew machine products
Blast furnaces Stecl and copper wire Dye stuffs
Cork products Machine tacls and tool machinery Drap forge plants
Small hordware Automaobile aceestorics and parts Farm implements
Tanuncries and leather products

L‘-| lendid St Lows el 1] '|||_||'t||1|i|;||'_-' in these |11'!.|*-\. awWail l."I'lIl."l'I_lli':-:l'III" e

of pr: ictical experience and ample capital, The |-|--|'| let, “St. Louis as

a Manufacturing Center,” will interest you 4 letter will bring it

Address

Director New Industries Bureau

St. Louis Chamber of Commerce
St. Louis, U. S. A.

&4




W hat does your key ring
tell you?

Take out your key ring—look and see!

Do all your keys bear the "Yale” trade-mark? If
yvou don't see “Yale” right on the keys, they are not
“Yale"” no matter what yvou thought.

“Yale" is our trade-mark. It is on all our products,
denoting true origin. It guarantees that the product will
give the better service which vou expect from " Yale.

No one else may use the trade-mark " Yale.” Itis
our signature—our abbreviated corporate name.

When you ask for a Yale lock of any type, door
closer or chain block, you can be sure to get " Yale"—by
looking for the trade-mark on it before you pay for it.

What does your key ring tell you?

Yale products rnelude:

Yol Builders’ Locks and Hordware Yale Bank Locks
Yal: Padlocks Yale Time Locks
Yale Night Latehes Yale Chain Blocks
Yale Cobiner Locks Yale Efeciric Huoists
Fale Door Closers Yale P. (). Lock Boxes

= = = - e e mat
The Yale & Towne Mfg Co., Makers of ‘the Uale Lbcks-Works & General Offices: Stamford, Conn,
New York Office: 9 E. 40 5t. canagian Yaie & Towne Lut. St Catharines. ont. Chicago Office: 77 E. Lake St

e




The Pocket Premo

For 2% x 3% Pictures

Easy to Carry—

Small as a purse

Easy to Load—
Open the back and drop in a

Premo Film Pack

Easy to Use—

Snaps into focus when opened

Eastman Kodak Company

Rochester Optical Department Rochester, N. Y.

Cotalogue free ol your Dealer's or by mail




A House Like
This One

deserves 'Beautiful birch”
forits trim and doors. This
one has it.

And wvour home, he it
larper or smaller, deserves
it no less.

It ean have what it de-
serves, too, for "Beautiful
birch,' in addition to what
its name affirms, is econom-
ical to buy and hard, du-
rable and mar-resisting
encugh to make permanent
your intellipent satisfaction.

A handsome and really inform-
ing book on Birch which you will
find well worth reading is ready,
waiting only for your name
address.

THE BIRCH MANUFACTURERS
215 F. R. A H-ui.l.ﬂ.'mg: Ouhkosh, W is.

To top off a good meal!

Pie! Any kind of pie! The great American dessert!

¥ou can he sure of good luck i ple baking iF pour oven
is ot fhe might tempersture.  Don’l guess—dénene when the
teperamire i erackiy right.

The & + Liven Thermumeter (fros) will pell o the min-

ute the [ ame—unpgUEssary te be continuaslly opesing
the oven door and losimg valuabile beat, It comes with the

Taylor

HOME SET

— &lza includes the Candy Ther-
mometer (S0 —to tell the ewmit
teanpeeatire i bodlisg: asnd the
Susprar Thesmomseter (1 oal—to tell
thie et thickiness of yFour syraps.
Many appediaiag todipri—aaid much vl
whils kntarma tian Tor & carefel poek — ik b

mm Tiayéor Ruclps Hecka—wat free,

Tﬂyﬂﬂr Tnstrument Companies
Raclisier, X, ¥,

LT sour damler can't supply veu, nall 85 direct 10 up with dslor's Bame
and st will b sead oo prepabd, EFR.a

“Did you become at all violent when he asked for
your daughter’s hand 2
*Yes, | almost shook his arm offf "



MERCER MOTORS COMPANY
[E1 rared by

HaARE's MOTORS, [NC,
16 West 6lst Street
Mew York City

We - Sh;:” - KL’[’P . Faith

OURING to the wheat belt is cheaper
in a Mercer.
Its motor of small bore (373 inches) and
long stroke (6°4 inches) gives exceptional
ability with very moderate gas consumption.
Its accessible design saves labor and cuts
the heart out of every repair bill.

Its moderate weight and the correct distri-
bution of that weight insure high tire
mileage.

Its high resale value reduces to a minimum
the biguest factor of passenger mileage cost
—depreciation.

A Hare's Motors product, it is built with
close attention to the fundamentals.
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A GENTLEMAN'S LENS

Notable!

T'o the most expensive cars as to the least,
Macheth green visor lenses add a notable
touch of elegance and on every car they
render notable service. They mark, too, a
notable courtesv—the courtesy agentleman
extends his fellows.

The Macheth permits no dazzling glare to
ztab and blind the eyes of ather drivers. All
upward rays are re-directed down at the
correct angle on the road.

The light is scientifically concentrated in a
:-IT.l:_.,:IlT low line of brilliance far ahead and
spread uniformly throughout the lighted
area. The Macbeth principle of scientific
prismatic direction of light is thar adopted
for satery by the United States for bartle-
ships and lighthouses., An impressive en-
l.‘I"T:ﬂ:'I'I'IL'['It.. II.E:H:' |:||.'.|' ITSEIMETIL | 'r.'-_fli'rﬂ |l.;"|'|"l|;,"1'|
everywhere of the green visor lens is equal-
ly impressive. It marks a gentleman's car,
Let it distinguish yours.

Price per pair $5.25—Denver and West $5. 7% —Canado 36 - Winnipeh and W es $6.50
Macheth-Evans Glass Company, Pittsburgh

Branch Cffices in: Boston; Buffalo: Chicogo: Mew York: Philadeiphia; Piresburgh;
Sam Francizco

Macheth-Evans Gloss Company, Limited, Toronto, Canada




Man Alive—
Listen!

You can smoke Camels
till the cows come home
without tiring your taste!

o7 . AMELS bring to you every joy you
3 ever Igoked for in a cigarette! They
are so new to your taste, so delightful in
their mellow mildness and flavor, and so
refreshing!

Camels quality is as unusual as Camels
expert blend of choice Turkish and choice
Domestic tobaccos and you will prefer
Camels blend to either kind of to-
bacco smoked straight! Camels never
will tire your taste!

You will marvel at Camels smooth
“body”. And, your delight will also be
keen when you realize Camels leave no
unpleasant cigaretty aftertaste nor un-
pleasant cigaretty odorl

Compare Camels with any cigarette in
the world at any price.

& Camels are sold everywhere in sclenfific-
ally sealed packages of 20 cigareftes for
20 cents; or tenpackages | 200 cigarettes)
in & glagsine-paper-.covered carfon, We
strangly recommend this carfon for the
home or office supply or when you travel

E. ]J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. %
Winston-Salem, N.C,



Why Teeth Glisten

Millions of them—a new method

Al slatements approp

You see glistening teeth
now wherever you look, for
millions clean teeth in a new
way. We offer you here a
ten-day test, to show the re-
sults on your own teeth.

The fight on film

Dental science has found a
way to combat film on teeth
—the film that dims teeth
and destroys them.

Film is that wviscous coat
you feel. It clings to teeth,
enters crevices and stays.
The ordinary tooth paste does
not dissolve it, so brushing
has left much of it intact.

Papsadéent |

REG.U. 5.

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific ilm combatant which, after 5 years’
tests, is now advised by leading dentists every-
where., Druggists supply the large tubes

Hed

;o \ b=
v g dental autnorilie

And wvery few people have

escaped its damage.

It iz the film-coat that dis-
colors, not the teeth. Film is
the basis of tartar. It holds
food substance which  fer-
ments and forms acid. It
holds the acid in contact with
the teeth to cause decay.

Millions of germs breed in
it. They, with tartar, are the
chief cause of pyorrhea, which
attacks 95 in 100.

Now, after years of re-
search, a way has been found
to combat it. Able authori-
ties have amply proved its
efficiency. Leading dentists

PAT. OFF.

everywhere now urge its daily
use. And millions of people
now employ it, largely by
dental advice,

The method is embodied in
a dentifrice called Pepsodent.
Two other new factors are
combined with it. And this
tooth paste 13 inaugurating a
new dental era.

Free to all who ask

A ten-day test of Pepso-
dent 15 sent to all who ask.
Alse a book to explain the
results.. The method quickly
proves itself.

Pepsodent is based on pep-
sin, the digestant of albumin.
The film is albuminous mat-
ter. The object of Pepso-
dent 15 to dissolve it, then to
day by day combat it.

Pepsin long seemed impos-
sible. It must be activated,
and the usual agent 15 an acid
harmful to the teeth. But
science has found a harmless
activating method, so pepsin
can be every day applied.

Send the coupon for a 10-
Day Tube. Note how clean
the teeth feel after using.
Mark the absence of the vis-

cous film. See how teeth
whiten as the flm-coat dis-
appears.

Do this for yvour own sake
and your family's sake. MNearly
evervbody suffers from this
film. Cut out the coupon so
you won't forget.

10-day tube free 3]

r
i
|
|
|

Omly one tube tooo Tamlly. 1

| THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
| Dept. 628, 1104 S. Wabash Ave.,

1
1
|
Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to |
|
I
I

Chicmgn, IIL

ul




“l Can Visit Any Part of the House"

“1 can enjoy the full life of the home."
“I am no longer a burden to my family."”

Such are the messages we are receiv-
ing from invalids in many parts of the
country who now enjoy Sedgwick In-
valid Elevators.

The Sedgwick is operated by hand power
—even by a child. It is provided wit_fl
an automatic brake, which makes ir safe.
Is your invalid happy? Write us for

testimonials from homez made more
cheerful by our Invalid Elevators.

Sedgwick Machine Works

Specialists for twoenty-five years
in Hand Powmwer Elevators and
Dumb Wairers for all purposes, |

155 West 15th Street New York

Sometimes you want additional
specdina |I'JI L here are Limes
when yil #

T |'|:-'|. 1-I||-| ar ahead requires
more power—apaed,

Your carwill get in the lead
and stay there il 1t s eguipped
with the New Stramberg Cars
buretor.

The New Stromberg makes a
juick pick-up positive. 1t means
more power

1 it doez 1t in the most eco-
WaY—LiHLS II1IE"|L'\|‘-||\.'IS
per mile of travel

T
e

Ihpi. 752
B4 E. 261h Strest
Chicago, lllinais

Mew STR.OMBERG Does i

CARBURETOR




Midsummer Madness

Nothing will bring it on quicker than slam-banging
screen doors. Noisy screen doors get on your nerves,
They take rest and quiet out of life,

Give your nerves a treat this summer, Put Sargent
Noiseless Screen Door Closers on your doors, and you
will have the quietest, most restful summer you ever
had in your life,

Sargent Screen Door Closers close screen doors swift-
ly, irmly and quietly. There's no rebound to put
doors, locks and hinges out of commission. They are
simple in construction and easily attached.

When you take your screen doors down put your
Sargent Screen Door Closers on your storm doors or
lightinside doors. They aremadetoworkall year round.
If your hardware dealer doesn't have them write us.

SARGENT & COMPANY

32 Water Street, New Haven, Conn.




“The effect of evaporation
i to reduce the tempera-
ture of the evaporating
surface.”
—Century Dictionary

HICH explains why

VR/ the mercury seems
to drop when you

wear AMHO White Lisle—
shirts and drawers or union
suits for men. For AMHO,
knit as it is from lisle yarn
made from pure absorbent
cotton, quickly absorbs—
and as quickly evaporates
—the body's perspiration,

Keep cool in AMHO.

AMHO

Pody(1othing

Means Better Underwear

AMERICAN HOSIERY COMPANY

Muakers of fine bnit undermear
for men, wones and children

Mew Britain, Connecticut

Lift Corns out
with Fingers

A few drops of Freezone
applied directly upon a
tender, aching corn stops
the soreness at once and
soon the entire corn or cal-
lus loosens and can be lifted
off with the fingers with-
out even a twinge of pain.

Freezone

Removes hard eorns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. D[oes not irritate or inflame
the surrounding skin or tissue. You
feel no dpam-whr.:u applying it or
afterward.

Women! Keep a small bottle of
Freezone on your dresser and mever
let a corn ache twice.

Small bottles can be hod ol any
drug storesnthe U. 8. or Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO. CINCINNATI, OHIO

“Willie Jones, come away this minute! Maybe he
| stings!"

TABLETS

Free Book
of Designs

BRONZ.

HONOR ROLLS - MEMORIALS

Jno. Williams, Inc., Bronze Foundry £t 1875
Dept. 15 556 West 2Tth Street, MNew York City




Five Million More Tires than last year
How much More Tire Economy

Eﬁm_ﬂn_m S 18§ i 1 1 e 11971 S 139 11— 1

ITIS interesting to watch

a car owner gradually
becoming conscious of
his tires. If his first tires
don’tgive him what he has
been led to expect, you
will see him going back to
the dealer for anallowance.
Finally he reaches the
point where he prefers to
shoulder his losses himself
rather than argue the
matteroutwith thedealer.

Meet him a year later
and you will probably find
him with two or three
different makes of tires on
his car.

L] o L ]

There is less conviction
in the minds of motorists
about tires today than
about any other subject

'.:.*'

o

The driver of the

car im the fersgroand

probably doey mef re-
alize that by ronoding
the cormer fow guickly
ke may be faking o5 :
much a1 a thesiand |
miles oul of his rear |

Firdd,

connected with motoring.

Despite all the claims,
all the allowances, all the
selling talks that are pre-
sented for the motorist's
consideration, he goes
alongin his own way, seek-
ing the tire that will give
him the greatest economy:.

Often vou see him run-
ning foul of the irrespon-
sible dealer.

But sooner or later he
finds out that claims and
allowances and selling
talks can never take the
place of performance.

£ * &

More and more motor-
ists are coming to realize
that the only way to tire
economy is through better
tires. Avoiding the dealer

A great deal of pire
trentle can be avedded
by slowing downm fo |
a reasomable speed dn |
regaliaiing cormers.

whose idea of business is
merely to fill the eye or to
supply a market and going
direct to the merchant who
deals in guality.

Never has the United
States Rubber Company's
policy of guality first been
more thoroughly justified
orwidelyappreciatedthan
it is today.

Discounting, as it does,
every temptation to force
production in favor of a
highly specialized, wholly
standardized product.

Even when the produc-
tion of U. S. Tires has
reached twoorthree times
its present figure, the test
will still be not how many
tires— but how good.

United States Tires
United States @) Rubber Company

Fifiy-three
factories

The oldest and largest

Rubber Organization in the Warld

L E—1 | 1 1 T — ] S— L S— | S— | — ] —
U E——

k1]

Tewo hundred and
thirfy-five Branches




AHEHCJ § FINEST CABINET H‘ r.i'[.i'IJ

To a very large extent the modern home, even
of modest and unpretentious pmpnmons, may
be given that sense of unity and tEnarmam:m

elegance felt when one enters one of the fine old
European residences if dignified cabinet work is
incorporated in the design. RED GUM makes
wonderful trim, panelling and doors,

You can secure any color effect you wish with
RED GUM, as it adapts itself most readily to
stains and finishes. On the other hand there are
few cabinet woods which look as well as RED
GUM in its natural finish—and besides it does
not show finger marks and is casily kept clean
and in good order.

I.:.I‘ ME B .-.r.f_v.;.-r.r r.-i':r _lfrr.-' R.f'.'j'j' (:f-'rﬂ'f Boadleti—
yau auadl finct them most Interesting.

American Hardwood Manufacturers Association

1335 Bank of Commerce Bldg. Memphis, Tennessee
>
1)
HOTEL LORRAINE 8
-
1 =
- -'__
- -~}
-

FIFTH AVENUE
AT FORTY-FIFTH STREET

NEW YORK
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—doesn’t look like bran
—doesn’t taste like bran

—but this new, different cereal food is all bran

UNDREEDS of thousands of families

are finding the way todaily health in the
new, delicious, ready-to-eat cereal food we
have produced from bran. It is ready to
eat at breakfast, just when it will do you the
most good. Needless to say, it is a wonder-
ful part of the children’s diet.

Kellogg's Krumbled Bran is made in the
same big, modern kitchens as Kellogg's
Toasted Corn Flakes, Kellogg's Krumbles
and Kellogg’s Drinket. Ask for the individual
package of Kellogg's Krumbled Bran at your
hotel, restaurant or club.

CAUTION — Be sure you get the genuine,
Look for the name "Kellogg's KRUMBLED

Bran"and the signature of — ;{fﬂ/m
il Hellegg

KELLOGG TOASTED CORN FLAKE CO
Battle Creck. Michigan Torente, Canada

lT I:.i-f-‘.l'l"

0 KEEP REGULAR - EAT
' | ,g-*“uﬁ

CORN FLake co,

B
TN OO, Camany

Because of its superior qun]ity, Kellogi's Krumbled Bran makes finest-tasting
breads, muffin:, pancakes, etc. Splendid recipes printed on cach package.

Elmo, by K.T.C. F.Co
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ANy Prominent fersoie s
by Davey Tres Surgeons are;

MRE L, €. LEDYARD
ROBERT T. LEINCOLN
SEAVIEW GOLF €
HON. JAME
HON. EDWIN T. MEREDITH
EDGARF. LUCKENBACH
ERNEST GROESEECK

MRS, Wh. K, DU FONT

JOHN DAVEY
Father uf Tree Sargery

Sl'i:t.’EHHFI..’I: treatment of tree troubles beging with the diapnoesis,
Unless the ailment is located and understood it cannot be corrected,
Long experience and training have given Davey Tree Surgeons a =kill
and a sureness in this work that is remarkable, Collaborating with them
iz the Davey Research Bureau—a laboratory in charge of real tree
seientists. This bureau seeks to solve every tree problem, new or old,
and give scientific proof for every process of Davey Tree Surgery.

A sick tree and a sound, henlthy tree often look practically alike to the
untrained eye. The leaves may be green and luxuriant and yet the tree
be rotting away within. The trunk may appear perfect and yet the tree
be suffering from disease or injury or insect attacks of various kinds.
Any of these allments neglected very often mean premature death.

If you have any tree problem on which yvou want help, you are invited
to correspond with the Davey Research Bureau,

One or more of your most importint trees mavy, unkn
trouble or another and steadily poing from bad to wors %1 BlOFm Ay leavae
them wreeks, Your fine old tres et, they cannot b replaced in

yaar lifetimie, Learn their real condition and pesds now, Dhen't wait until irrepsrable
damage has been done, A careful examination made by appointment,

THE DAVEY TREE EXPERT CO., Inc., 307 Elm 8t., Kent, Ohio
s comnectona: Neaw Yorlk City, Astar Court Bdy, | Chicago,
Lo Ameriean Blde, Philadelphin, Land Title Bldg,; and

. be afficted by one

B |||i|'- leas,  Uhnee |

Hramch Officcs with teleph
III-'- taninater Bildg.; Balijne

rite necreal o

Bt represcentatives a
niford, Albany, Po

Baxlon, Spriagiield, Lenoyx, Newport,
Montelnir, NewYork, Philadelphis,
i Pittsbargh, Cleveland, Dhetroi
van: Hl Laugeuch

tere West, Monkieal

DAVEY TREE SURGEONS

Fsywy real Dueew Tree

Fepripeniang Thames v

s im bk ey et The Pravrw Tree Expord O, fric., amd b
e wakh Bhe Davey Campany dmd ned wibh an ed




BEECH-NUT PACKING COMFPANY

Beech-Nut Ginger Ale

& 1019
B.-N. P. Co.

New Ginger Ale with a New Flavor!

\ HENEVER you see a new
'Y Beech-Nut product an-
nounced, it means that a better flavor
has been created. A flavor that 1s
absolutely distinctive—a flavor ere-
ated because the opportunity ex-
isted for real improvementonthe usu-
al lavor. A typical Beech-Nut flavor.

Beech-Nut Ginger Ale, the new
member of the Beech-Nut flavor-
family, has the delicate, pungent,
aromatic taste of carefully blended
gingers. Soft and smooth, with just

“*Foods of Finest Flapor®'

the right piquant tingle. A mellow,
fruit-like flavor. No harsh, peppery
sharpness. And no unpleasant alter-
taste. Evervone will like the mel-
low lavor, women folks and children
equally with men. Bottles generous
in size—moderate in price. Obtain-
able in three sizes. Beech-Nut Birch
Beer and Sarsaparilla equally good.
BEECH-NUT FOODS OF FINEST FLAVOR

Bacon Chili Sauce Jams, Jellies,
e i T, Marmalades and
A > - Jellied Fructs
Pork and Beans  Cider Vinegar ¥ e

Fomato Cstsup Prepored Mustard Chewing Gum

r\'ulllll “ uftcr

CANAJOHARIE, NEW YORK



cAmericas First
Cord Tire

HE FIRST cord tire e
made in America was

a Goodrich. (\

Goodrich still makes the
first cord tire in America—

“The Silvertown Cord

Goodrich Tires

‘Best in the Long Run

i e G

The B E Goodrich Rubber Company, _fhkran, his

5 L
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: A Century Ahead
{ of the "Trouble Shooter”
of 1910

P = .
T : HETHER or not they were
; - o happy days back there depended
on the proximity of the trouble shooter
and how long it took him to shoot. To-
day, with the automobile's electric sys-
tem highly perfected and the storage
battery refined to furnish ample and un- r
failing current, the trooble shooter has
passed into memory along with kerosene
headlights and the starting crank.

Columbia Storage Batteries are doing
their mighty share in rendering the
automobile of today trouble-free.

Quick start—sure ipnition—adequate light
—spstained performance! Columbia Storage
Batteriezs are alwavs well above sufficient.
Columhbias are different in having a “reserve
power”—a  higher voltape characteristic—
which sustains their output under drains
that deplete the common type of battery.

And any Columbia Service Station or
Service Dealer has the correct size Columbia
Storage Battery for your car.

] NATIONAL ff'..-\HHﬂdN COMPANY
e e

Cleveland, Ohio San Francisco, Calif.
Cangdion Notional Carben Ca., Limited, Toronta, Canads

a0 o1 = 3 \

e

Sforage Batteries

o2




H

R LATING Jr3vas E-= FACOUM IfAninG SrifEy oo 004/9AGT STENEM

serieas MOT BWATEE SUMOLF SFETEN —os=es SOFRIGERATOE Srarfer
Tuis Sectionar View oF a Mopern DweLLing
showis the amount of pipe fmes and equipments necessary for plumbing, dearng, cold and hot water,

refrigeration and vactmm cleantng

We are manufacturers of 20,000 articles—valves,

pipe fittings, steam specialties, etc.—for all phases

of power plant equipment, and are distributors of
pipe, heating and plumbing materials

THERE I5 A NEARBY CRANE BRANCH TO QIVE YOU CRANE SERVICE

BOETON BAVANMNAH INDIAMAPOLIS ABERDEEH

SPRINGFIELD ATLANTA DETROT GREAT FALLS
BRIDGEPORT KNOKVILLE CHICAGOD BILLEHGE
HEW VORE BIRMENGH A M ROCKFORD SPOKAME
BROOKLYH MEMPHIS L} OEFHKOEH SEATTLE

TACOMA

e I . 836 5, MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO CAvERconr PORTLAHD
CAMDEN  TULIA e VALVES-PIPE FITTINGS - SANITARY FIXTURES EEiyo™™ Lt lakecmy

WASHINGTOM WICHITA HIOUK SITY OGDEN
ALBANYT 81, LOUIS CRANE EXHIBIT ROOMS T PAUL SACRAMENTO
BVRACUSE KANIAR CITY 13 WEST 44T L AND 11 WESY 455 31, HIW YORK CITY MINNEAPOLIE  DAKLAND
DUFFALD TEEEE MAUTE TO WHICH THE PUBLIC 13 COBDIALLY 18vITED DULUTH SAN PRAHCISCO
MOCHESTER  CINCINMATI BRAREHLE: FIFTE-SEVEN LLASAD CITILY « WORRS CHICADD. BEIDGEPORT  FaRGO WATERTOWN

LOF AMGELES

|

1a3




EGYPTIAN

DEITIES

The Utmost in Ci (g arelles’
‘Plain End or Ci:-rL /ﬁh

i ———— e

Teople of culture and
refinement fﬂﬂﬂﬂ’ﬂf){y‘

PREFER_ ‘Deities
to any other cigarette.

30¢

Makers of the Higheef Grde Turkich
and Egyptian Ciganles in the Borld

ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE

The Antiseptic Powder to Shake Into Your Shoes

And sprinkle in the Foot-Bath, It
takes the sting ont of Corns, Bunions,
Blisters and Callouses, and J:E'r'l‘-l
{ rest and comfort to bhot, tired, smart-
ing. swollen feet,
More than 1,500,000 pounda of Pow-
der for tha Feet were used by our

)

N e e ey i e oy g g Vgl Ve gl N
| .
a
L)
y i

I
Army and Navy during the war, LA 3 ¥ 1
Allen's Foot=Ease, the powder i ll_l_-_'_ﬂi.?._-—'i h “JJ ;
- e for the feel, takes rtln friction from .,f B [T S Rt
# M”“ shoe, freshens the feet and |ﬂjﬂm
e makes walking a delight, R R
Nothing relieves the pain b — =

of tight or new shoes B0
quickly or thoroughly.
Sald everywhere,

“What's the matter, Bill, been blackberrying? ™

SR tu}-da;. “ Mo, ran into a barb-wire fence with the car.”

Tooth Brush

104
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SOFT
COLLARS

ROGRESS toward greater personal comfort
has led logically to the Soft Collar. And dis-
crimination in fabrics, style and workmanship

leads you naturally 1o Earl & Wilson Soft Collars.

EARL & WILSON

EARL & WILSON - TROY. NEW YORK

i,
1
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VISIBLE AND INVISIBLE

In“OLD BLEACH" pure [rish Linens and Linen
Damasks e ilj_:‘].'lr':l'_'th L= th*.‘ .ldﬁRT] ST]C 1'\i'i|fJ.~|.|..'..|E

in the pure white lustre and exclusive patterns.

But there iz an INTRINSIC VALUE woven into
the very fabric.

This is derived from pure linen yarn—perfection
Uf 'l\"n'.'il‘-'f:_il.ﬂd Thn‘.‘ ﬂ!.‘l!t[l:.‘ I'Iili.‘th'ld i.'l{ hln‘.‘ﬂfl‘liﬂp{
On Frass greens hyr the Sun.

These qualities make your purchase of “OLD
BLEACH" Irish Linens, atrue houschold cComIomy,

10




Now taste baked beans—toasted!

Baked beans — toasted |

First baked, really baked —wno#
boiled or steamed —

Baked in ovens in slow, dry heat—
baked to the mellow, mealy tender-
ness of well-done baked potatoes and
to the same delectable oven-sweet
fragrance.

Then toasted ! — for that Aavor of
flavors that only toasting gives—by
an entirely new Libby process,

This toasting drezons them as toast-
ing browns bread and gives them a
surprising new tastiness—a flavor that
smacks of deep-browned roast meat,

9

[ ] Lﬁ;*’fﬁ;

i

4

orf of the nut-like flavor of Dhitch

oven bread.

And then to top it all off, there's
the pork and the sauce!

The pork — tender little cubes of
sweet, succulent meat
cured young porklings.

from sugar-

The sauce—a real innovation, the
result of many months’ experiment-
ing by Libby’s chefs.

EEnjoy these new flavored beans at
dinner tonight — learn what a new
delight this dish can be. Your grocer
has them or will gladly get them for

you.

Libby, McNeill & Libby
1107 Welfare Bldg., Chicago
Chatham, Onl., Can.




Have you tried
Ivory Soap Flakes?

Send vour name and address
for a Free Trial Size Packsge
of these snowlike Hakes of
genuine Ivory Soap. They
foam, in warm water, to " Safe
Suds in & Second” for fine
laundry work and the sham-
poo. They wash silks per-
fectly. To get the free sample,
and booklet of washing hint,
address anam'nent 26. 03,
The Procter & Gamble Ca.,
Cincinnat, Ohio,

[VORY SOAP .

- 9915 PURE Ny

r F'LQATE‘

OME people have the happy faculty of
keeping cool and locking fresh and im-
maculate in the warmest weather, no
matter where they are, nor what they
have been doing.
due to the liberal use of Ivory Soap.

With many, this is

For Ivory does more than cleanse. It
Its lively, bubbling lather
is so rich and s0apy that it clears out the

frrvigorates.

pores thoroughly, bringing the cooling,
refreshing water into the closest possible
contact with nerves, museles, and blood.

Use Ivory at home; take it with you
when you travel. You will experience
summertime comfort such as you have
not known before and you will look as

fresh as you feel.




THE

Tur performance of the Fierce-Arrow today
will amaze any driver who has not been at
its wheel so recently as to know the newest
developments in the Pierce-Arrow’s steady
progress towards an ideal of perfection.
There is more power than one dares use
for speed. Silently responsive gears give
instant response and perfection of control.

PIERCE-ARROW MOTOR CAR COMPANY Buffalo New York

THE SCHRIBNER PHRESS




 Baker’s
Breakfast
Cocoa

Has a an:}s_t__.dehf:mus ﬂaw_:-r.-
- Is pure and healthful.
-The ideal food beverage.

- Genuine has
‘this trade mark

on_every pack-
age o
- Bookdet of
(Chaice: Recipes

‘-un nt free,

AET.U L AT, S,

WALTER BM{EH & G0., LTD.

: 'Estzbh:.h-:u 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS, 7

r Fis f
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PFeTiL tuction of Steger Pinnoa and

Flnye ne, Write T .-‘-r; e Pinna

w0l berms.

STEGER & SGNS Pl “"L‘\IG I'-[FG CO.
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Mothers:—

-\.\_'_,.,--"

_(}

correcting disorders of baby's stomach and
bowels, it would be done in producing

MRS. WINSLOWS

YRUPR
The Infanls and Children’s Regulator

Attention s called to the open published formula:
Rhubarb, Senna, Glycerin, Sadium Citrate,
SodiumBicarbonate, Oil Anise, 0il Carraway,
(il Coriander, 0il Fennel, Cane Sugar Syrup.

no more than ordinary baby laxatives.
At All Druggists
ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.
215217 Fulton Street, NEW YORK

| G.r-mfﬂlﬂmjﬂwrrh Harald F. Riichle & Co., fu i
= New York and Teronio

better combination of ingredients for :ﬂi!ul:i“l-}" |

Costa twice as much to make, yetitcosts you |

B
)
]

Could medical skill devise or money buy a ']

for Sugar

are less,
when you use
a naturally

sweet cereal,
like

GrapeNuts

Sold by Grocers
Everywhere!
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