August Fiction Numiber
EIGHT SHORT STORIES A

Broken Wings . . MARY R 5 ANDREWS
The Miracle of 5t. Nicholas . MERIEL BUCHANAN
How 1 Spent My Vacation . F. 5 CHURCH
Black Magic . .+ . ARTHUR TUCKERMAN
A Lie and the L:t:l.n:r o o | 2 SARAH ATHERTOMN
“Hally Old " Knott ., . MAXWELL STRUTHERS BURT
Lh aff . . . CORNELIA GEER LeBOUTILLIER
* Little -"n‘r..,hl(- 3 . COUNTESS DE CHAMBRUN 11

A STEVENSONM FIND
San Carlos Day. An Arnicle in o California

Newspuper - HOBERT LOULS STEYENSON
With an Intreduction by . GEORGE R. STEWART, JR.

bl‘L{ IAL ARTICLES AND ESSAYS

The {..4n1_{ in rlnl1r}u - FRANKLIN CHASE HOYT
Psychology and the War W.H R RIVERS
The Last Cowes Regatia Before the War
MARY EING WADDINGTON
The Mongrelian Language BRANDER MATTHEWS
When Sherman's Army Passed. Being Chronicles of
Chicors Wood. Second Paper. ELIZABETH WA, PRINGLE
Guide-Posts and Camp-Fires. A Mid-Pacific Pogeant
The Bightl of Twelve Papors - HENRY VAN DYRE

GROUP OF POEMS

Ballade ol Forgotten Wors (Thormias Seffries Beers) 175
Frincesca ( Ofive Tilford Dorgan ! 22—The Poet Tellsof His
Lowve o JJofin Hall Wheelock! 206—Cloods ( fofr Foy Ol
rmacrrr ) 27— Afiera Tripfrom Albany by Mizht Boat | Hemianein
R. C. Low: 207 The Western Window | Thomas Hopbing
f-.n_E-I:.-. fal 2&— A Barnegat Love-Song | Erhelean Tysom Gawr
2E—un Non the Sea? (Marne Lowlse Prevoss B

DEPARTMENTS
The Point of View. My Mother's Slang—Some
Possibilivies of Progress
The Fiald of Art. E. L. Henry, W.A. An Appre-
clatiom | luscraced . LUCIA F. FULLER. & N4,
The Financial Situation. In the Mid-
dle of the Yer
ALEXANDER DANA NOYES 255
385 cents a number &40 a year
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CONTENTS

“1 TOOK 1T FOR GRAMNTED THAT IT WAS AN .
UNCOMMONLY WELL-MANNERED BOY " L, . . N Fronlispiece
From a drawing by J. C. Shepherd to illustrate * Broken
Wings." b
BEROKEN WINGS. A Story : : .+ Mary R. 5. Andrews
Ilustration ( Frontispiece ) 'I.l'. J. 'L bhl.[_nhl.rd
THE MIRACLE OF 5T. NICHOLAS. A Story z . Meriel Buchanan

Ilustrations by Wilson C. Dexter, Auther of " The City of Trouble
= [ Petrograd),

THE GANG IN EMEEYO . . ; . ¥ : . Franklin Chase Hoyt .
HOW I SPENT MY VACATION. A Story . . . F. 5, Church
Tlustrations from drawings by the Auihor,
PSYCHOLOGY AND THE WAR ! : . .« W.H. R Riverz .
Fellew of 51, Johns College,
Cambrilge.
BLACK MAGIC. A Story . 7 ] ; : . . Arthur Tuckerman
IHustrations by C. B. Weed.
BALLADE OF FORGOTTEN WARS., FPoem | . Thomas Jeffries Betts
THE LAST COWES REGATTA BEFORE THE WAR . Mary King Waddington
Iustrations by Fred Pegram.
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Authior of ** Jobho O°May," ete
CHAFF. A Story . ; ; £ : . Cornelia Geer LeBoutillier
Iustration by W. J. Lnrll,hl
SAN CARLOS DAY—AN ARTICLE IN A CALIFORXNIA
NEWSPAPER . . . h . - . . Robert Louis Stevenson
With an Introduction by . i ; : : i . George R. Stewart, Jr.
A GROUP OF POEMS .
Francezca | Olive ijjard' Dur'fﬂnl ~Th= Poet Tells of His I_.mre e.,fn.i‘m Hall
Wheelock ) —Clouds ([ John Jay Chapirian y—After a Trip from Albany by Night
Boat ( Benjamin R. C. Low)—The Western Window ( Thomas Hopkins English)
—A Barnegat Love-Song [ Ethelean Tyson Gaw).
THE MONGRELIAN LANGUAGE . - - - . Brander Matthews
SLITTLE ARCHIE." A Story of the Blue Ridge . - . Countess de Chambrun
Tlustrations by C. LeRoy Baldridge.
WHEN SHERMAN'S ARMY PASSED—BEING CHRONI- 8 !
CLES OF CHICOEA WOOD, {SECOND PAPER) . . Elizabeth W. A. Pringle
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The September Number of Scribner’s

contains adventure,literary essays,

discussions of art, and a variety of

shortstories bywritersold and new

Adventure and Travel

are well represented by Henry van Dvke, who has just arrived from Japan, and who
will contribute to " GUIDE-POSTS AND CAMP-FIRES™ his vivid impressions
of Japanese life, with some reference vo the smudenes ar the Imperial L't:“li'-'ufﬁit'!{:
where he delivered a series of lectures; by “ THE CAVE TIGER OF CHINA,
by William Loxd Smich; and by ¥ TRAILING STATISTICS ON AN AMERICAN
FRONTIER," by Vigla I. Pavadise.

Literary Essays and Discussions :
“GABRIELE D'ANNUNZIO" by Juseph Collins, who treats particularly of the
literary genius of the man.
“THE PARADOX OF THOREAU,” by Odell Shepard ; a new view of an old writer,

" PROTECTIVE THINKIMNG," by Professor Edger James Swift, author of that very
guccessful book, * Psychology and the Day's Work.”

Art and Artists :
“A SCULFTOR OF THE WEST,” by Ernest Peixotto, who rtells the romantic

progress of the man who is about to complete two equestrian statues for Denver
— A, Phimister Proccor—a remarkable sculpror who grew out of the West.

A GROUP OF ETCHINGS by a Middie West artise, Walter Tittle, among them

unusual pictures of Meredith Nicholson and Charles Dana Gibison

THE GREAT JOHNSON COLLECTIOM of Philadelphia is described by
Harrizon H. Morris.

Short Stories :

Mre. W K. Clifford, a striking story, " THE ANTIDOTE."

“LINEKES." by Leonard Hatch, a rale to make ];l!_}unug men think.

“SEA GINGER.” a new kind of sea story by a new writer, J. Edward Macy.
“THE ARGOSIES," by Alexander Hull, another new writer of fiction from the Far
West.

If you want to be entertained, enlightened,
or amused, you will find the material in

Scribner’s for September
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It is worth your while
to know the truth

The Trademark VICTROLA was
originated by the Victor Talking
Machine Company. It is applied to
our various products—Instruments,
Records, Styli, etc.—and seeing it on
any Talking Machine, Record or
accessory you may know that the
article is genuine and was manufact-
ured by this Company.

Every talking machine dealer
knows this, and you may assume
that if you ask a dealer for
VICTROLA products and he hands
vou something not manufactured by
the Victor Talking Machine
Company, he is attempting to deceive
you and is not giving yvou what you
want or the service you are entitled
to.

Remember the Trademark
VICTROLA cannot be properly or
honestly used as referring to goods
not manufactured by us.

VICTROLA |

Victor Talking Machine Co.

Vigdrola XVIL 3380 N
Wikirole XYTL eleriric. 3415

Camden, New Jersey |:‘!



Oraditions of Decoration
—~=at the Hampton Shops

HE adaptability of the simpler

phazes of Louis XV decoration
to our beautiful country houses is sug-
gested by this breakfast room in which
the harmony of each group with its
architectural background 15 no less
carefully considered than the perfec-
tion of construction and carving in
each Hampton reproduction.

The arranging of a charming color
scheme and the selection of furniture
suitable in design are decorative details
which you may delight inplanning, but
it is in the technical problems of scale
and backgrounds, lighting and finish
that the ”;q:“pl,c.n Decorators lend
asaistance in carr_'."]n!z out those tradi-
tions of decoration which are [unda-
mental in every beautiful intenor.

PamptonSShops
18 Gase 50k Baveet oy

Earing St Parricks Cathebeal | E |
DYook 12l

Fumiture  Derorafion  Hariguities




Rare Print of the Reservoie
al 4zd Street, locking
toward Fifth Avenue

From the calleciine g Wr. Hrmry Goldreesd

Like-an Egypilan temple in appearance, this structure covered more than four acres and contained
20, co0,000 pallons of water in its two basins |h|r|:.' feet deep

The
FIFTH AVENUE
SECTION
OF SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE

CONTENTS
CALENDAR OF CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS = = ¥ + ?
FOR THE VISITOR ON FIFTH AVENUE
FIMDE OM THE AVENUE T A A 11
SPECIAL VALUES . : R 3 12
HELPS T A CLEAR SKIN . 13

T puidchase artbeles Nawrrated or pot is the Filth Avenue Secrion

: ‘ o Ders-Mugating, o7 Filth Avens; New York, Make checkspa

]_rect]_ons # Toobian Infermation of Boeoskbeta about artecles T Filth Ay
et ar sene 1o Miss Walten, Sarilb
5.|||||_|. marked | jssue bocklers,

Paintings and Prints
t Sporting Prints and Paintings: Ackermans & Sen. 10
FEast gbdh 51
New Series of Printa: Klackuner Galleries, 5 Weil 281k 5¢
Paintings in Oil and Water-Color: Dudensing, 55 West
44ih 51,
t Amenican Paintings:
Ave,
Color Prints of Well-known Paintings: 7, 5. Prinfing
amd Lithograph Company, sog Fifth A

Awrtangton Galleries, 275 Modizon

Objects of Art
Sculpture by Amencan Artizis: Gorham Galleries, Fifth
Ave, af 160k S5
Artistic and Oriental I]'u_-wl,'lr_'\.': D. Z, Nowrian, toy Fifth
w

t Authoritative Brochure on Old Enghsh Silver with
Some Reproductions: Crichion Broi., 636 Fifth Ave.

Inrerior Decorations and Furnishings

| Furniture of Character: Hamplon Shops, 18 Fast sotk 5t
+ The Gift Book: Owingion's, 312 Fifth dve.

Jwiee Miss Walton, Serb-
e il hatles Seral

Iml.l L wirie gheap

w Yerl

Cighiers will [I,,h“] send full information on ipecihic wibjecis.

oF B Sans

£ Magazine, cor Fifah Ay

t Danersk Diecorative Furniture; (Beoklal T-5), Ersking
Dwufortk, 2 West g70h 50,
.-ﬂmiql\u- Furmiture and Correct Reproductions
Feflercorm & Co., 120 East 185h 51,
Intenor Decoration: P, fackson Niges, 15 Easd 550l 51,
{ Sale of China and Crystal: Galman Collamare, Fifth Az
al zoth 5§
Ancient and Modern Bugs: Cos
otk St
t Mustrated Boaklet of Decorative Furmiture
o Eaut 5.}”: St

Ewmilf

rvan & Co., 12 Eext

Mai Bride,

Waomen's Clothex

Smart Clothes: ridding & Ca,, 568 Fifth Awe.

f Fitting the Narcow Foot: Sheeceaft Skop, 27 West 380k
h15

1 Sperts Hats: Fosemans, s81 Filtk Aie.

Men's Clofhes

t Giles for Men: A. Swlka & Co., 512 Fifth Ave
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GORHAM
GALLERIES

Sculpture

THE GORHAM COMPANY

Fifth Avenue ai Thirty-Sixih Sereet
Plews Yack Ciry

Beautiful
PAINTINGS

American and Foreign Artists

Absolute satisfaction guaranteed
as to quality and prices

ARLINGTON (JALLERIES

174 Madison Avenue=—at soch Streer—MNew York

&FLERHA‘\II\ Gu | rnn:s
|l| st 4bih Slrcﬂ '\_u'r:::mu

[TIUDENSINC |

i- SUMMER EKHIBITIDN

Guﬂenes e

sl T

feabirirg

Amewcan Pamtmgs

RALPH A. BLAKELOCK

GEORGE INNESS i A. H. WYANT
J. FRANCIS MURFPHY

and orher prominens American argiss

25 West ggth Speer  S0misn FUY New York
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CALENDAR of
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS

Klackner Gallery, 7 West 28th Street: Exhibirion
Uf Etch]ﬂgj En& ME??[]tlnt‘r

Gorham Galleries, Fifth Avenue atr 36ch Street:
Exhibition of Sculpture by American Artists,

Arlingron Galleries, 274 Madison Avenue: Im-

portant Amencan Paintings.

Macheth Galleries, 450 Fifth Avenue: Summer
Exhibition of American Paintings Suirable for the
Home.

Dudensing Galleries, 45 West 44th Street: Paint-
ings by Inness, Wyant, Blakelock, Murphy, and
O trs-—Durmg the Summer.

Folsom Galleries, 6o Fifth Avenue:
L""r" .-"'Li'[ltri':zﬂ .l'!LItiST..‘i.

Ralston Galleries, 567 Fifth Avenue:
of Old and Modern Masters,

Tnni I.anrjau Phut{rgra]}hic Cump:{n}':
cuts and Etchings.

Paintings
Exhibition

Waad-

Ameri-
-During the Summer.

Ackermann Galleries, 10 East 46th Streer: Old
I‘_ng]uih and Amencan l':-]}urtmg Prints.

_Iuhn Lewy (-.1!|-_r11.-., gz Fifth Avenue:
can and Foreign Paintings—

Arden Gallery, tog Fifth Avenue: Exhibition of

Decorative Art.

Babcock Are Galleries, 19 East 4oth Streer: An-
nual Summer Exhibition of Paintings.

Weston Galleries, 622 Lexington Avenue: Old
Masters, Dutch and Italian,

Kraushaar Are Galleries, 630 Fifth Avenue: Ex-

hibition of Amerncan Paintings.

Ehrich Galleries, o7 Fifth Avenue: Early Amer-
ican Paintings.

Mussman Gallery, 144 West 57th Sereet: Etch-
ings by Percy Robertson, Philip Litde, and W.
Lee Hankey.

Milch Galleries, 158 West g7th Street: Special
Summer Exhibition of Selected Paintings by
American Artists—During August.

Metropolitan Museum of Are: Fifrieth Anniver-
sary Exhibition of Loans in All Departments.

I

Color Prints
of Paintings &y
INNESS

HOMER MARTIN
WINSLOW HOMER
MURPHY

BRUCE CRANE
RITSCHEL

WAULH

COROT

VINCENT

TR T [

o W s __L. 7

This facsimile print *“ New England Harbor ™
duction of Harry Vincent's canvas

£6_00

is & vivid reprao.

Size 16 x 30",

FINE ARTS DEFT., ECII_:I FIFTH AVE, N. Y.

From what dea:cr in my vicinity can T obtain
the Color Pring ** Mew England Harbor™™ ar

Primins of the work of men | have checked ! ADDRESRS

0000000000000 ORS00 0000 SR

UNITED STATES PRINTING AND LITHOGRAPHING CO,
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llqu@g\ O, Inc.

A Preparatory to Moving i
to our New Address | HAS REMOVED TO

- - = | ]
we offer special reductions on | 9 EAST 5471 STREET
the larger part of our stock of NEWY Y'ORK

CHINA and ,
GLASSWARE

An opportunity is now presented

to acquire many choice picces u |
T of Porcelain — Chinese, English,

and French makes —at a con-

siderable saving. ‘

LI aE - SR TETE

Mow FIFTH AVEMUE ar 30TH ST.

L"_ — - .f-i OUtﬁtS

| R

Pile up your troubles—
: on the Fifth Avenue Sec-
- | tion. Miss Walton will
do any special shopping
for you. No charge for
d  her services.

LFLIARFETARIFIRRLL] 0H):

T I T Y A BT R W ST

W

DANERSK DECORATIVE

"~ Wire, call or write—
FURNITURE

TR AR LIREIAR ETARTTARLE]
Ll

Those who have given the most study 1o the guestion of =

prices and production have come.to the copclusion that = ; MISS WALTDN

there are no matenal reductions in coss of building and |

malnl:l'aclllrlg in sight We have done our best 1o kee =

prices dawil far the Benefit of our cuast -n.e-rl-\. h:l g—F_ﬁl.cmm:r e 59[’ Flfth ﬁ\FEl'luE,, NEW Yﬂrk

and constant watchfolness.  Chur costs are hased on intep
rity of labor, the hest of materials, and & budget carefully
thet I||I|||I||||j'|||-l'

Buy DAKERSK "'L]'"\\HLJ E ns aw for 1gz1,  There is
true values and exg i te artistry in eact |'=lrII|||.: Yoar own
color schemes for exch room hout added cost

Murray Hill 7850

Send for The Daneregb=""T.4" Vs may Sy throngi
yewr dealer; decorator or divect,

Charming sets on exhibition done in hormony with choice
fabrics of aur awi importation.

EEITHIRRAN LR A

ERSKINE - DANFORTH CORPORATION Ej

2 West 47th Si., New York =

First Door Went of Foftk Avenie, gtk Fioae 3
LILLIRRTIREISRRITARELIVRLARELEARE PR AR LU LR EIRR TSR IR EELIN T IR UIART TR ] ll_' | 8



SCRIBNER’S

Fifth Avenue Section

A LT 5 Patead OF

FOR THE VISITOR ON FIFTH AVENUE

= ."l. scene from I".-' famoas l:hl--r". Hunt, stifl beld in England.

. "Smobi 13 Beat" is'a very An /n of English sporting

primts. Aoy oo ||.|g||I e g te awe il I-uy.n el by
', O, Lewis. Sige of pole 20 x 1844 ioches, $100.00.

You can feel the calm, peaceful stmosphere of this etch-
ing by W, Guodrich 1“- al.  An ieal pacture Tor o gft
Framed, 310,00,

o lu purchase s |-I cheek direct to Walton,
soribner's AMopnzine, 507 Fifth "'.'.--lm- Mew York
Cily

This heesutilul old

ien vase II ef1) woull grace any
dlrawing-socm, oF ¢ ?I

quasinl hoamdles in
the form of goals’ beads, 12 inches high.

it eolored Bower dle=ign set off |k

OF Persian hlue
dlevnrated

(eighit), this old vase i beautilully

1d flawer

o CTLTE T

Viiae sr eVen ds 0 vioegar vrael, B dmches high

A -'.l!u plate af erenm-white '|'lqu-:---|-I—.'|'I|.1.I
eailld b ire dlprorative | f

met teas P Price 8875

"

.’\.""'l J'
CR TR W . “_ ..
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N exceptionally fine
Jueen Anne Silver
Bugar Castor standing
eight and A half inches

L. made in London in
1705, by J. Bodington.

HNCHIR

P TIE ET  R Y NN EER Y T I

are all toa short.
by having photegraphs made.

|

g These Hall Marks appear

L on the Sugar Castor

byl ¥

i T A

! &5 CricHiTon BRros. of London

} Ef_'.:_.:-' ! COLDSMITHS and SILVERSMITHS
A fn Mew York: 638, Fifth Avanus

o ;';"'_:_':‘;;: In Ghicags: BE&, 5. Mighigan Avanua

b | b Lenden) 22, Old Band Straai

m“jlﬂ.' T e ST S
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= EMIL FEFFERCORN

= £

E ANMNOUNCES THE REMOVAL =

7 TO HIS NEW GALLERIES =

% 128 and 130 EAST 558th STREET E

-3 NEW YORK &

= :

: - .

: Antique Z

E 4 Mr. Feffercorn - =

S| miie s Fyrniture z

E I'I'\-l.""r‘-.-\.-.r -\.'-II:I:I.II- * §

% sl REPTDdT. {CTIONS 8

%ll'l"_l|'|||I|lllm||||.||||.||||E|||||-||||||||H||||||||||||I||||||||||||||’|||||||||||||||-I||||||||||||ﬂ||||||||||||||-|||||,E

Summer Days

Make them last

Walter Scott Shinn

Photographer of Children
s6g Fifth Avenue, New York

CONSULTING
DECORATIVE SPECIALIST
Intersar Decorstion
Period Furnishing
Antipees and Reproductions
Rain Spacimens . Exblidio
15 EAST Sdis STREET HEW TORK

Baoklet '™ Why d speciclise i children's poreraits
\.\.Jn e ST child ai its best ' sent em TRjue,

Ty, nvied dn pofy.

wr Ak, B
sipok, HE.06.

E7.00 cec

S every double-sealed in-
vitation comes thru the

post, mentally tag it Oving-
ton's — for theré you can
secure the most charming
gifts at prices just ag pleasant.

OVINGTON’S

"“The Gift Shop of Fifth Aveaus"™

314 Fifth Avenue
Mear 32nd Se




Youmans Imported Beret

most practical for
yachting, tennis,
golfing, etc., in more
thanadozen charm-
ing shades to match
SUEAEETs.

Price $4.00
Wyite for bookler 11 A

YOUMANS, INC.

581 Fifth Avenue, New York

i A A P

D. Z. NOORIAN
607 FIFTH AVENUE
4 doors abope Scribner's

Antique
Jewelry

Prices and descrip-
tons on reqiest

Very
[Jl'.l
& Ii:|_| .I:| (F 3

vely old pold
& nelaikke
ol fane

Exhibition Gallery of the

Scribner Bookstore
597 Fifth Avenue, New York

Original Photographs
Drawings, Paintings
Made for Purposes of Book
or Magazine [llustration

L}

Can't you imagine th
onk table af un
exquisitely chused, t

NER'’S

F: t Avenue Section

For sddresaes of shops or to purchase any of these

prticles, write Miss Walton, Scribner's Magazine, 5%7

Fifth Avenue, New York, onclosing check for the
ameunt,

T||il- bemaitiful 1I.r1.|||U."|||||_. clair u.i!|| ®
gros-point seat done in g Ay ra is o rare
4ind on the Avenue It comses from the
of o apecislist |:|-Ia-.--r.;I|||,.:

collerlion

b L
||.n |'II||r ]

Illl"' ]l"!'\c n
Kemarkubly prioe |.J.| tl

L piees
ity ol Now

eomplete Kistary
ork
nnil illastrated

minaler of & visit ba

York? This
1500

A hook which more than
ever meels the needs of
el geneealion 12
York,” by
Henry Callins Brown. |
al New
luwnrimealy  hound
What
coalil b n helter re-

editiom



SCRIBNER'’S

Fifth Avenue Section

#ege O S Pate G

To purchase any articles send check

| paynble to Charles Scribmer’s Sons

to Aizs Waleon, Scriboer's Maga-
zine, 597 Fifth Avenue, NMew York.

T W T

Bridge lamp of wrought iron with circular
5||.||t-r of snthgue 'I_ﬁinh which is r.‘I|,I||,]|1I'||I
in fr-rlln1, with the irn, & new com-
tinntion. The lnmp is wired inside and is
adjustoble to any height., Laomp, 852,

Al the way from Africa
comes this  hapd-mols
Vs 1|l -||1|-|-|||||\|1,E |[I:II1-'.
The secret ol the color-
| w, dull hlue xnd green,

W i ndlt'- £ Ll Fame
|I|. which mikes he (LS
tery. A remarkoble valie

5, . I'::H_'.II onE,  SIX
ineches high, signed by the

“r.

Shode, 312,

A =itk sguare baod woven in oataral

cobired thrend, with a border of dull

yellow >.I|.-|.|Imb to tan, makes o charm-

ing mal or banging, 1% ipches long,
To urder in nny color, $4.50,

Special attention 13 called fo our
FPajamas and Nightshirts of Unusual
Silks and other Distinctive Materi-
als. Prices— Pajamas from 2 (o
$50; Nightshirts from $5 to $42.50.

Chrders by correspondence filled prampily

K Sulha & Company

512 FIFTH AVENUE-NEW YORK
PARIS-2 RUE DE CASTIGLIONE

CHIETEYFRUENE A LUl M TP O 0T ST O O U N !-1

AN T RAES TN U W

ENINrEImT =T TSR T RN

A5 BT ;3

ShocCraft trimm ft, cor-
rect luets, dainty smart-
worlhy |.'||:|:I:I:||.I

Tbls well-known blue-and-white chinn is as moch in de-
B I, u:||-J st..r.nl: ik wrel lime

i 1 -
20015, '!'EI pld\'-‘! $-H Tex caps .ml" sunoers, B1 620 for six.

ShoeCraft Junior =

The success of the Shos-
Craft Shop is the resuld
of its ability to fit the
slender foot, the long
font, the wwwsmad foot,

*The outcome of that

snecass i o ShoeCraft
Junior Drepartment

may now be had i sizes
for the younger miss
and her baby sister.
The same specializged
skill that created the
ShoeCraft repusation is
H}|'|1]i|'l| to the budiding
of proper shoes for ghrow-
ing feet,

SHOECRAFT SHOP

Hand-woven tags are o delight, especially when woo
chonse Lhe volors yourself.

A small one, 26 1..\' i ] ICEN

is & ool size for & difticult corper. 85,

27 Wt 38th Street, New York
|
Keep the Address |
In case you want anything :
from the Fifth Avenue Shops. “I
i
k
1
VIRGINIA WALTON I
Fifth Avenue Section of Scribner's |
Magazine, 597 Fiith Ave., New York. i

i T,



STAVE ar 46TH ST
NEW YORR

LA E ST
THINGS

FOR

SUMPMIE R
SPORTS WEAR,

(o

CoONSISTENT WITH
THE GIPDIRN G~
REPUTATION AS
LEAPDERS OF~—
STYLE CREATION

NOW SHOWING

SCRIBNER'S
Mi‘ ‘ir”?wenud Section

Pedumed with the delieale odar ol Chypes, Ehis

new face powder 5 confributed by o masler pee-

Tomer of Paris. 1t can be hod at 32 34 (ncleding

war Lax) in white, rose, natarelle nnd rachel Linis
Mirror 820000, Bottles &5 00 cach.

Whatever ravades the siin may make
on your veomplesion, or whaiever
yvour special difficaliy, the skill
which ks put inte the preparatbons
can be utilized 1o advantape, ARl of
these expmples of satisfactory lo-
tiens can be purchased on reguest.
Welte Miss Walton, Scrdbned™s Mag-
wzine, 597 Fifth Avenue, Mew YVork
ity

Ume of the first aids to a

good  complesion 15 a
thorough «

Thizs excellent hase
cream apphed belors
powdering will pro-
tect the skin from
sunbairn and lenve it
with n rool, smooth
feeling Frice 1084,

prroperiies, | e i
bamd -grresseid Lnl-mw
which is & well-known
whilemer -.r ike =kim

Frice §1.04

They say you con lell 8 woman's age by her elbows, To make

the elbow n thing of 1-'.lII|_L' mow Lhat shord sleeves are WATT,

comme=s this Blenchine cream with & pair of straps 1o buckls over

thee elbow and durimg the night to soltes and whitein it,  Cream
180, Straps 8650 the o



BISHOFPRIOC
buwidi remidence
Kourthfeid Fr.,
Stamford, Com-

meclicwd.

The Stucco House of _
Superior Qualit
Is Built
Throughout

of -

TUCCO is smartest in style and unguestionably the most satisfactory type of house
to build today. Stucco lends itself to artistic architectural effects in greater variety
than any other form of building construction. The Stucco house is a practical

success, also, even when built by old fashioned methods. Since the invention of
BISHOPRIC, however, the stucco house has truly be-

come the house de luxe in every quality that goes to
make the ideal home.

A stuceo house built of BISHOPRIC is enduring. It
will last for generations with no “cost of upkeep.” It has
extraordinary strength and is impregnable against that
insidious yet most dangerous foe to good housing—
moisture, Maoisture shortens the life of most buildings
and imperils the health of the occupants.

Architects:

Dula & FPatier-
son, New Yord,

A home is a place in which to live—to be comiortable,
to sleep and rest and entertain—in which to raise -
children in health and happiness. S

Lote
DA A AL F TR

A gtuceo house, built throughout of BISHOFPRIC, as illustrated in
sketch at the side, provides the utmost maximum, within practicable :
limits, of comfort. A study of this drawing, showing the three layers J—:?f,::,::; ; ﬁ
of u;phnl: mastic in the walls and the fwoe layers af dead air SpACE {the o . 3 i Y
best method of insulation known 1o builders) and the BUpE r-excellent - - : B
combination of asphalt and dead air space insulation of the floors and
ceilings indicates how impossible it is for moisture to eireulate. There
is na danger of dompness causing plaster 1o fall, noris there any annoy- AT
ance from the transmission of noise from sirect (o house, floor o floor, :F*E«;:;ﬁ:::::.'
room toroom. WYWarmth is kept inside in winter and heat outside in sum- m =
mer by reason of those double walls of dead air space and those triple
wills of sound-deadening, weatherproof asphalt mastic.

While BISHOFPRIC was designed first for superiority, actual praes
tice has proved that a BISHOPRIC built house costs decidedly less
than stucco and frame houses built by old-fashioned methods. We
have prepared a booklet for you, containing facts and figures, and
illustrated with photographs of
beautiful houses built with Bishop-

]

52 PG L ric stueca, plaster and sheathing

BISHOPRIC

units.  Ask for ir.

STUCCO=PLASTER | IR

D

Manufacturing Company

504 Este Ave,, Cincinnati, O,




MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN AN-
DREWS is the author of “The Perfect
Tribute,” many successful volumes of
stories, and a book of poems. :

MERIEL BUCHANAN is the daughter
of Sir George Buchanan, formerly British
ambassador to Russia. She iz the author
of a book about her Russian experiences,
“The City of Trouble (Petrograd)."

F. 5. CHURCH iz a widely known
American painter, a member of the Na-
tional Academy, whose fanciful and
poetical pictures, that alwavs include ani-
mals and birds, are known evervwhere,

FRANKLIN CHASE HOYT iz pre-
siding justice of the Children’s Court in
New York.

W. H R. RIVERS is Dr. Rivers, a
fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge,
England.

ARTHUR TUCKERMAN is a gradu-
ate of Oxford University, England—a
New Yorker by hirth.

THOMAS JEFFRIES BETTS i= in the
army with the rank of captain.

MADAME WADDINGTON is an
American woman who married a distin-
guished French diplomat. She will be
remembered by her book, “Letters of a
Diplomat's Wife."

SARAH ATHERTON (Mrs. Donald
Storrs Bridgman) lives in a Pennsylvania
mining town.

MAXWELL STRUTHERS BURT s

the author of * John O'May™ and other
stories, and a recent book of poems.

CORNELIA GEER LEBOUTILLIER
is the daughter of Reverend William
Montague Geer of New York.

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, horn
1850, died 1804,

GEORGE R, STEWART, JR., iz as-

sistant in the English Department of the
University of California. Mr, Lloyd Os-

bourne, Stevenson's stepzon, writing of

,the manuscript, said: “The article is un-

15

doubtedly genuine, and to the ardent
Stevensonian is of real charm and value.”

BRANDER MATTHEWS is one of
the best known of the American men of
letters, an essayist, poet, and novelist,

OLIVE TILFORD DARGAN is the
author of several volumes of notable
verse; JOHN HALL WHEELOCK is
the author of “Dust and Light" and
other books of verse; JOHN JAY
CHAPMAN is known as a writer of es-
says and poems; BENJAMIN R. C. LOW
is a lawyer, and the author of several
books: THOMAS HOPKINS ENGLISH
has been a student in the Graduate Col-
lege at Princeton University; the win-
dow referred to is in the great dining-hall
given by William Cooper Procter;
ETHELEAN TYSON GAW is the win-
ner of a five hundred dollar prize for
*The Battle Song of Democracy.”

CLARA LONGWORTH DE CHAM-
BRUN iz the wife of Jacques Aldebert de
Pineton, comte de Chambrun, and the sis-
ter of Nicholas Longworth.  Her hushand,
a French staff colonel, was closely asso-
ciated with General Pershing in the war,

ELIZABETH W. ALLSTON PRIN-
GLE, widely known as the author of
“The Woman Eice Planter,” has spent
her life in the old South, about which she
writes,

MARIE LOUISE PREVOST
paped in library work.,

HENRY VAN DYKE has just returned
from an extensive journey in the Orient.

LUCIA FAIRCHILD FULLER, A. N.
A, 15 a noted painter of miniatures and
water-colors,

ALEXANDER DAMNA NOYES, who
writes The Financial Situation, has re-
cently been made LL.D. by his alma
mater, Amherst,

i= en-
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Mellin’s Food Method
of Milk Modification

Mellin’s Food,
prepared with milk,
is a complete food
for an infant. By

simply varying the
proportions in its
preparation, it can
be adapted to chil-
dren of all ages.

Write for a Free Trial Botile
of Mellin’s Food mrfa'v

MELLIN'S FOOD COMPANY - BOSTON, MASS.
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500K NOTES

E ALEXANDER POWELL writes from
= the Orient, where he has been gather-
ing material for a new book:

Adfter & cruise of nearly five thousand miles on the
Negros, the coastguard cutter which the Philippine
Government placed at my disposal—a cruise which
included all the important islands of the Mhilippines,
Brtish Morth Borneo, Dutch Borneo, the Celebes,
Eali, Java, Sumatra, and the Malay Peninzula—1 zent
her back day before yesterday to Manila from Singa-
pore and ot the moment am approaching Bangkok
on & wonderfulle clean and comiortable little steamer
belonging to the Straits Steamship Company,  From
Stam, where T anticipate an exceptionally intercsting
time, we go on to Cambodia, Cochin-China, Annam,
Tonguin, the Provinee of Yunnan, in the heart of
Seuth China, Manchuria, Korea, and Outer Mongofia,
sailing from Yokohama on June asth for San Fran-
cisto.  Thanks to the extroordinary facilitics placed
at my dlsﬂcﬁa] by the various governments, 1 doukst if
any one has ever visited more remotc countries or
seen moee interesting sights in the same length of
time.  Governor-General Harrison, who is a devotee
of big-game shooting, has written to the authorities in
Indo-Ching, where he went on a big hunt two vears
ago, and T hope to find that arrangements have been
made for me to get & shot at a tiger.

REPORT has come from Europe that

Jacinta Benavente, the Spanish play-
wright, has been awarded the Nobel Prize
for literature, The official public announce-
ment of the award has not vet been made
{as these lines go to press), but the Royal
Spanish Academy has been informed in ad-
vance, with the request to prepare &8 me-
morial for the oecazion.

UR. NORTHERN AUTUMN,” by

Harriet L. Keeler, already known for
her books on flowers, and *Stories of
Luther Burbank" are two recently pub-
lished volumes that will interest all nature
lovers. The latter book is an account of
the great botanist, in which the personal side
of his life has been interwoven with the
story of his accomplishments with plants.

F. HUDSON STUCK'S recent book,
“A Winter Circuit of OQur Arctic
Coast,’” is full of intimate details and anec-
dotes of northern life. Here iz one he tells
which shows strikingly the onencss of boy-
hood the world over. “One prank amused
me specially, as a pleasant varant of the
‘freshman’ toe-pulling that used to prevail
at the lesser 1_‘:.1|h:g|::.~i. In the warmth of
summer when the tent flaps were raised for
air, he and his companions would find a par-
ticularly tough picce of dried fish and tie
it firmly ta one end of a stout string of

caribou hide, the other being atiached to
the great toe of a sleeping Indian.  Pres-
ently some prowling dog would come along
and bolt the piece of hsh. On one occa-
sion, lingering too long or laughing too
loudlyv, Walter got a sound thrashing from

his exasperated victim.”
THIS has u:erL.-tEn!y pnwml it F.r;|l' @ Year af
Stevenson  revival, for besides two
books which have already appeared from
the Scribners, *“The Life of Mrs. Steven-
son,"” by her sister—widely commented on
in the newspapers for fresh light it throws
on the writer's life—and *“Learning to
Write,” a collection of all he said in his
books, hiz essavs, and his letters on the art
of writing, letters received in this country
from Scotland tell of a Robert Louis Steven-
son Club which has been instituted in Edin-
burgh under the patronmage of such cele-
brated personages as Lord Rosebery, Sir
Sidney Colvin, and Lady Colvin (who was
the Mrs. Sitwell of Stevenson's letters), Si
Graham Balfour, and Mrs. Fleeming Jenkin.
A letter from its honorary secretary Lo an
:L]::plitﬂht for mem];crﬁhip in this country
sayS in part:

The club hazs made wonderiul PG ress during its
sharl career,  We alrendy have over 350 members.
The club has received valuable contributions towarils
its colbection of Stevensoniana, particularly from Sic
Sidney Colvin, who has sent unpublished manuscript.
Many other contributions are under promise, and the
committee have under consideration the obtaining
of a permanent place in which to maintain and ex-
hikit the collection. By o fortunate chance the
house Mo, § Howard Place, in which Stevenson was
born, tecently came into the market and the fight Lo
purchase it has been secured at o modern price, with
the intention of ultimately establishing in it o Museum
of Stevensoniana and a complete library of the edi-
tions of Stevenson's works and literature bearing on
his bife and work, Needless to say, the club las not
yeb the necessary sum to complete the purchase, but
we are about to jsaue an appeal and 1 am confident
that the necessary funds will be forthcoming with
hitke dificulty. Ta enable us to carry out what we
have in view a sum of £i, 500 will he 'r:-1|||ir\|'l|. 13
yoan of any friends on your side to whom you may be
poa] enough to mention the matter are dizposed to
help we shall greatly wvalue your co-operation and
azzislance,

HE ncews that Mrs, W, K. Clifford, the

English novelist whose ** ©Miss Fingal
recently achieved such a signal success in
this conntry, has just dramatized this novel
with :-pL't'J'.'tI reference 1o ils pnnhh'tinu il
the Amerncan stage will interest her many
American readers.



BOOKS for SUMMER READING

HE NEW FICTION for the late summer includes “ The

Green Bay Tree,” another timely and absorbing story by
Winston Churchill; “ Captain Macedoine’s Daughter,” a tale of
the sea by William McFee, author of ** Casuals of the Sea™; a
novel by Philip Gibbs entitled * Wounded Souls™; “ Blind,” a
new story by Ernest Poole; “ Homespun and Gold,” delighttul
stories of New England folk by Alice Brown; and “ The Vanity
Girl,” a story of the London stage by Compton Mackenzie,
S. R. Crockett, author of “ The Stickit Minister,” has written a
new book, “ Light Out of the East ”'; and W. L. George will de-
light his large audience with “ Caliban,” a compelling story of the
England of to-day.
Of serious interest, Henry Osborn Taylor’s * Thought and Ex-

pression in the Sixteenth Century ™ will continue his most valu-
able “ Medieval Mind " into the Renaissance period.
HE STOCK OF FINE BINDINGS and Library sets is
now unusually complete, and collectors desirous of filling
gaps in their library or finding editions long out-of-print and
scarce should acquaint themselves with our stock. Inquiries by
mail will receive full and intelligent answer.

HE FRENCH FICTION recently arrived includes, “L’Ate-

lier de Marie-Claire,” by Marguerite Audoux; *“ Mon Cher

Tommy,” by Marcel Prévost; Ernest Psichari’s “ Les Voix Qui

Crient dans le Désert”; André Foucault's “ Les Grimaces de la
Gloire "3 and * La Descente de Croix,” by Isabelle Sandy.

- -

Mail orders prowpily filled
RETAIL DEPARTMENT
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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NEW NOVELS OF UNUSUAL INTEREST AND VARIETY
A New Volume of the Collected Works of LEONARD MERRICK

When Love Flies Out o’ the Window

When vou look for a new novel what do you azk tor brsti—incident, the life of action? orcharacter,
|_|'||_~ le'u_' u[ r|_'|_i.:',|,!| ;J||_<] ]1|,-i|rl,-" J,{'nn::rd Merrck is ane of the VETY few wha cafi I,4-|| il I|||i||i:'.;_' sbory,
and at the same time give vou the real stull of lite,  Which 12 probably the secret of the steadily
increasing appreciation of his fiction o noticeable during the past veir, Think of how he holds your
sympathy through his uncompromising The Worldlings, of ihe smiling irony of Conrad in Quest
of His Youth, the light-hearted, happy-go-lucky-ness of While Paris Laughed, the intensity and
sensitivencss - of them all—The Actor-Manager, which Howells so preatly admired, Cynthia,
The Position of Peggy Harper, The Man Who Understood Women and other Stories, and
viru will rejoice that at last a true artist has come into hizs own Eacl velwnre, 1.0 nel

The Book of Susan By LEE WILSON DODD

A simply amazing fest novel, Singularly direct and free from onessentialz; [ull of subtle humor and
vivid, telling phrases, vivid pictures of America today—it iz good, cxceedingly good, L2000

The Yeung Phj’sician By Dr. F. BRETT YOUNG

For the fineness of perception, richness of imagination, and power of dramatic narration, in this novel,
in “The Crescent Moon™ and “Marching on Tanga,” Dir, Brett Young ranks with the very first of fiction

writers today, not excepting even Conrad $2.50

MarF-Glrl By HOPE MERRICK (Mrs. Leonard Merrick)
imons novel which may attract interest Arst becavse of her |||'\-| and’s fame, but will Tokd 1t be

-..:--.au.'lurn il insight and the character of the fanatic Quaker who 2o nearly wrecked his home

s church $a.50

A Maker ef Samts By HAMILTON DRUMMOND

An upe in which ability to take and hald gave full I|I|| tas any |r| I||| in Tialy, i2 the hackground of
thiz coloriul story of unscrug l|]ll|-|||!|:||.IJl. and reckless viclence, ||||.1 ue lowve $2.50

Tamarisk Town By SHEILA KAYE.SMITH
A increasing namber of critics, Hugh Walpole among them, are inclining to rate this author as the ranking
woman novelist of the day, 1t will repay reading g

wunpost By DANE COOLIDGE, Author of ** The .I.T"i.gi'_|'|::|;|'|.gI Fool," ete
Mr. Coolidge's Westerners ring true.  His stories faiely drip with local color and a huemor which is charae-
terstic and his plots are exceedingly ingenious.  It's a lively yarn. £: 00

Mountain By CLEMENT WOOD
The old South all movel readers know, bt hece 1z the new, the industnal South: its scenes show the develop-
ment of o bown whose every intercst centres in the ¥ Mountain® of fron ore towering above it Quite oot

o the ardinary. %2.50

The Sword of the Spirit By ZEPHINE HUMPHREY

A well- meaning, practic il hushand, a bnlliant, temperamental woman attracted by the fascination of emo-
tional mysticism in religion, and the varied le tors of the life of @ church are woven by the authorof ' Th
Homestead ” and ' Grail Fire” into a novel of distinction. $230

The Wider Way By DIANA PATRICK

Introduces a new aothor who by the benuty of her descniptions; the fullness and wvigor of her charcter-
i + P ol Ly
drawing has put hersell at once i the front rank of contemporary writers of romance &2 pa

Our Peter By GEQRGE WODEN, Author of * Little Houses ™
[||.| of the -|n1[| humanity, homely humor, and mellowed judgment which won for his earlier book instant
recoznibion a most WS I.I'.||II|.l_l.l] 1.l'l"k $2.50

Stee] Preferred By HERCHEL S. HALL

A thrilling, vivid picture of life in the steel milla. A story of a danger, todl,and strenuous struggle against
circimiala ned £ .00

In ordering books for the week-end or vacation ask your bookselfer for these, or order from

E. P. DUTTON & CO, 681 Fifth Avenue, New York




Bernstorft

reveals secrets of the German Embassy in

My Three Years

in America

This work by the former German Ambassador to the
United States is an indispensable contribution to the record of
the war. Certainly no book since the opening of the war will
excite such curiosity, interest, and discussion.

As the story of the man who was to a great extent the
medium of communication between Germany and America,
the acute student of public sentiment here as well as in Ger-
many, and the central point of an activity and propaganda
unprecedented in diplomatie annals, it is of supreme interest
and importance.

It purports to reveal in full Bernstorff's motives and
methods and those of his government; it gives the official
confidential correspondence between him and the German
toreign office, and because of the political changes in Germany

since the war he has been able to speak entirely unreservedly.

At Boakstores Everviwhere. $3.00)

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




The New Frontiers
of Freedﬂm

By Major E. .

Here one of the preatest

cidentally the Orst eve-witness since
scribes conditions along the ca:z

e 'l.n'.l'n:i‘lr r Powwel! IE
authorities and in-

tern Adriatic coast

Davin

the war de- - -
7 the write

v Charles I Sherril

Tavw

Have We a Far Eastern

Policy?
TR R E

“1t i= not merch
t 38 what he thinks about

& HitL savs what

R H wi on and the sipnificance of the peaple
{including Fiume) and in 'I.Ib.mul Montencgra, hat | TR Fthe pe [I
Berbia, Rumania, and Constantinople. Mo one he describes 1o themselves, o the future of America
who wants to be informed upon the present and | 8R40 ri' rll'lll ”"_ I'I" I':r": e 1' help us
probable future results f.-:' |hc war cap safely over- | reabize the problems of the lands of the Pacific.

book this preat work.
Ilysrated zoith phots
£2.50

ErapiLs.

Is America
Worth
Saving?
By Nichofar Murray
Butler

“The Creed of a- Scholar
and a Statesman who knows
whereof he speaks.”

— The Independent,
$z.00

Bedouins
By James G. Huneker
“Mr. Huneker

magic af |||rr|§1:|;.._- the common-

knows the

est Tact of literature or art in=
o a4 porgecus '-'!||'-| Ty
“Bedoumns,” hke all af I||-

author's books, i3 a thmng
apart i1 our literature,”™
— Ve York Times

Ez.00

For Al Thinking IWhite
People

The Rising
Tide of Color

AGAINAT WHITE WORLD=SUPFREMACY
By Lothrop Stoddard

With an Introduction

by Mamison GrasT
"His story is so fascinating and
his style so swift that though the
reader recoils From his In,.L-. it is
difficult while reading to be critical
of his premises or deductions
And his viewpoint is 0 contrary to

it general self-complaisance that
i-‘ will no doubt be provocative of
mare thought upon fundamental
world problems than any recent

sl perhaps. one excep-
tion™ ‘hifadelphra Presr.
T uh .1|rc|_f-".". f3.00

Russian

RECOLLECTIONS
B

Princess Cantacuzine
“The  book s intimately
1l, and the author tells
v of things of which she
knowledge.

Ractan Herald.
Hiustrated, $3.00

haz direct

Songs
of Seeking
and Finding
By Tertius van Dyke
“The fine lyric and dramat-

i qualitices of the verse show

LN III\.I\II kl” III R R AR

'|".-"|' in I'LI'|||1 |||| .||-.| a
sta n.u] I- el ol poctic ex
j'l 2o, Loenrtane il
A1.56

Ordnance and the World War

A CONTRIBUTION TQ THE HISTORY OF AMERICAN PREFPAREDNESS

By Major-General IWWilliam Crozier

OF all the extraordinary work of his department and ies resules General Crozier

has written a masterly account, dramatie through the vastness and intensity of the
The truth abour the famous machine gun and rifle con-

action with which it deals.

troversics 15 at last made clear in this volume.

f2.50

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




A Winter Circuit of Our Arctic Coast
fjh Hr.rez’wm '\H:r-{

Archilea of the Yulon and the et
'I| ||_||r_l|i\.'|_'- of o i-_|'1r|||,':.' with diy sl -.| around the entire Arctic coast 'Ll[ Als iaka. f."."n..'r.-.fnf_ ﬁ.m

The Letters of Henry James
Edited By Percy Lubbock
T koo pofumes,  Fith "‘l'l tOgFrarure parirars. f10.00
The London Timer says of these letters: " Not columns but pages, an 1 not Pages but chapters, might
be filled with comment and attempted analysis of this late and mighty Howering.™

Songs and Portraits
By Maxwell Struthers Burt

“His *Sones and ]".:"Irul.-. has emotional tenderness and the varied color of careful and interesting
i.ﬂ'l..'lu ¥ r f:'-'u |$|r.l,|“'-'|-1 Pre AL 30

Fisherman’s Lures and Game-Fish Food
By Launis Rhead

Colored pictures of the creatures fish eat. Lures 1o imitate them in éolors.  Instructions how to male
them,  How, when, where to use them and get fish. $4.00

Qur Northern Autumn
A STUDY OF ITS CHARACTERISTIC FLOWERS, ITS BRILLIANT FOLIAGE, AND ITS
CONSPICUOUS FRUITS
By Harriet L. Keeler

With eight full-page illustrations in color and many other illustrations trom photographs and drawings
by Mary Kerren. $1.75

The Foreign Trade of the United States

By Thomas F. and L. Cummings Ford

W. L. Savxpens

'|.‘|. ith an Introduction by
{en vrr Export Adiranzhon

of the American Manuf

Pr

This sunple, thorough expe -\-Ill'.l.. -.f the tactics and the strategy of foreign trade was written to meet
the demand for a complete understanding of the subject created by new conditions. f3.00

Banking Progress
31 c}" f../zm.-‘;m Laughlin

Emerit af Pattiical Ecomomy tn-the Eiorrsiey af Chiaga
Thiz volume shows the ev -!||.| e of l'-..n.\u.i* principles from the fime when “The Baltimore Plan™ was
firat proposed in 1804 to the workings of the Federal Reserve Svstem up to date. fs.00

The Story of the Engine

FROM LEVER TO LIRERTY MOTOR

By IV, F. Decker

Beginning with the lever, he gives a short history of the development of the steam-engine from Watt
ta the more o hieated engnes of the present dav—steam, pas, gasoline, and oil:: locomotive, marine,
automolile, and airplane Wk diagrams. $2.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

i




It is tense with the suspense of the manhunt!

Ladyfingers

by the master story-teller

Jackson Gregory

A romance of the California underworld leading out to the
open ranch country, Ladvhngers is the nickname of a gentleman
who had the pift of opening safe combinations by feeling them.

“The stor V5 a In'r.:: romantic tale, with some pleasant characterization, a rl"ll:.![ il dashof

excitement, and the most rmiseate of endines.”"—%an Frameioce Chropele, Tlurteated, %1 75

Storms of Youth Fireweed
By Fiola Roseboro’ By Jostyn Gray

A picture of the passions;-ambitions, and strug- Can a woman's love for 2 man change her?
gles im vouth—both of men and women—so Miss Gray has vold a beautiful story of 2 womin
vividly conceived that 1o read it 32 w0 be VOUnE who did chanpe, and into it she has woven ATV
again. The book will leave an indelible, poignant number of onginal characters and & refreshing
IREmOrY, $1.7¢8 sense of humor L1728

Stafford’s Island Tutt and Mr. Tutt

By Florence Olmstead By Arthur Train

Off the eoast of Georgia happened this strange “These nine stories are sprinkled with humeor,
romance in which the heroine's grandmaother, who rich in an acqguaintance with the bizarre and the
had run away with another man, plays a weird picaresque, and frequently gifted with the verita-
and fascinating part. 81,72 hile O, Henry whipsnap of the unforeseen in the Jast

page. " —New Fork Tribune. AL75

Allegra Whispers

A-STORY OF THE GTACE

By L. Allen Harker By Lowis Dodze

it = 5 A 4 2 “Every reader whoe warms to kindlv enterprize
Drelightfully written and Allegra hersell an / - : e e T L

yoi by ved § ikl G will relish  the wnexpected dépouement.  Mr.
AGmMITabiy COOCEIved AR Admiratey TAWI Char- i [ 5 3 ]
L S '}_ LT E b £ Drasd PACTKE 10 U5 4 RCAT sUrpnisa.
ACTET. JSeendt Fork Laiie . Meladetahta Norid 1°F T
B .II-..m..-J PR L% PR __|"||.r._.-___
| #1.75

The Pagan )
B Cordih Asihier Bk A Place in the World

“Dehicate; sensunsus, and unpurtanical ohvi -H- .llr-' n -Ir.lr-'-'."'-"lli'.f-'.f I:II“-'-"".'.-'n'

ously, the various cpisades in Taillandy’s carcer ) chweming el freeh and vivid in dislepie,
*-li:.:‘l :||!'- a scheme r things i and Chns- with characrers that live 1 every pulse and pes-
tian."— Boston Trawresipl. £1.78 ture."—farton Tranrcripl. f1.75

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
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Blacksheep!
Blacksheep!

AN AMERICAN STORY OF MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE

By Mevedith Nicholson

The Nesw York Timer savs: “Ir is as hreathlessly contrived and as diverting to
follow as a crooked street in a medieval town, along which anything might happen
. a blessed escape for the legionary ones whose main highway of adventure is the

Subway.”

Hiker Joy
By

James B. Connolly
“His adventures are worth
r about, for |:|'|1.':|' are in
iliar and stirring Con-
v vein,"—RBoston Fost,
Titesrated by I, €. Wyern.

$1.75

This Side

of Paradise
By

F. Secott Fitzgerald

Thiz is the book which is

being  discussed by deébu-
tantes, literany eritics, and

BROTE, h!llll\.'

collepe Prr
than 1635 lines have been
quoted from it by newspa-
pers. It is not to be read by
people who were never under
thirty.

The Borforn Transcerpt sayy:
F Not read *This Side of
Tis to T I g

rant of a striking manife
tion in American fiction and
a boisterows exhibition of
youthful though somewhat
unregulated penius.”  BLTS

Tatterdemalion

S The

%100

Eu'f Miss

The
Wreckers

B_‘-' Fﬂ'ni.’.n':'f-.f Jr,_\'.'.?r.l'rr‘

“A rattling good and active
varn, about the adventures of a
]_:;‘n:}rnl—|1|:|11.:1',:x'r put m office to
clean house on a line theretnfore
managed by croocks for personal
gain. The story 18 lively and
readable, interesting and  sin-
cere =81, Lowir Star.

“One feels that they have been
well spent, the hours passed in the
ham MNorcross
and his devoted assistant, Jimmie
Dodds.—Neer York Timer.

CEHmpany of big Gr

“The story 15 a refreshing one
and races along in interesting fash-
wn. I you are keen for* big busi-
ness " with a background of love to
El I;I-ll L} |||'-|‘1':I IIIIIIJ.' 11LII¢'I.:E'.I.":'*.IL1

-New York Evening Mail

With Frontispiece, %1.7%

hand of the master iz

ppanent in every
I_[EI_‘ _- T— ]r_.l.'l.l 10T 'III" I!'.-I.l nrie I'-Jr- THrnai.

By Fohn Galsworthy

Containing:

Hlustrated,  $1.75

Passion
By Shaw Dermond

“Pagsion” iz a1 nowvel of
struggle  between  idealism
and commercialism, art and
the power af Hl.lhl.., ]le[l}‘ of
mind and the zex passion,
the dactrine of Nistzsche and
the doctrine of Chrst, #z2.00

On a Passing
Frontier

SKETCHES FROM THE NORTH-
WEST

By Frank B. Linderman

Mr. Linderman’s skerches
and little stories are of types
and phases of life in Montana

reminiscences of “camps
and trails,” which he has seen
gradually passing before the
advance of a more eophisti-
cated if not more common-
place avilization.  Fipures
that recall Bret Harte's, and
characters of a stll earlier
stage, the Indian, the barder
pohcemen, the founders of a
tuture town, people his pages,
drawn with a svmpathy, hi-
mor, and sometimes pathos
which make them very much
alie, 51.75

Plays—Fourth Series

A B o LOYE, THE FOUNDATIONS,

THE SKIN GAME f2.50

Thes plays may be also obtained in separate

VOluTnes,

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

ﬁ T30 &l k

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Portraits
of the “’Eighties”
By Horace Gordon Hulehinson

Author af “Life aof Sie feiry I.un'-n'lnri" (Lavd  Arebmry),

. Golf," e,

Bty Frars

The present volume 15 simular in treatment to
“Portraits of the "Sixties,” by Me. Justin McCar-
thy, and * Portraits of the *Seventies,” by the Rr.
Hon, G. W, E. Russell,  Mr, Hutclinson’s vivid
sketches vie in interest with those of his predeces-
sors, and hiz presentments of some of the principal
actors in the affairs and general life of this country
in the Yictoran "Eighties provide informing as well
as excellent entertainment.

Wi itlusirations,

Dalmatia

By Count Louis Fonovich

f4.00

Translated by F. 5. Corzrann

A wvery complete book on Dalmatia, past and
present, historical and political, which all who
are interested in the maintenance of peace in the
Mear East should read, The history of the last
fifty vears is told in great detail by the authaor,
a member of one of the oldest and best-known
Dalmatian families, specially gualified by his
ingide knowledpe of the conditions and problems
discuszed to throw light epen this difieult theme.

Little Essays B
Drawn from the Works
of George Santayana

By Locaw Pearsars Suern, with the collaboration
of the author

A collection of choice passages from Mr. San-
tayana's writings dealing with large human sub-
jects of gencral interest, including materalizm
and morals; art, poetry, literature, religion, phi
losophy, and the history of the human mind as it
has mamifested itself ar various tmes in the works
of different men of penius, £1.00

The Country Banker

HI5 CLIENT'S CARE AND WORE

By George Rae
New and revised edition,  Edited by F. E. Steewe

Thizs book has become an established text-book
in banking and requires no introduction to the
public. Since its first publication changes in the
world of hnance have rendered necessary some
alteration and adaptation of its contents.  Mr
Steele, a well-known authority o the banking
world, has revised 1t and browrht it up to date.

$2.00

20th Century French
Writers
By Madame Duclans

A clever analysia of the brilliant band of
twentieth century French poets and novelists—
Maurice Barres, Romain Rolland, Edmond Ros-
tand, Paul Claudel, Charles Pegny, Comtesse de
Moailles—who not only sang for the glory of
France, but readily shed their blood for the love
of i1, Madame Duclaux is ".p.:lrlct':n_’..', witty, in-
cisive, and the charm of a great literary reputation
F"l'l\.‘llll."i the bonk,

Tilusrrared Srom J':u'l'.-.'"-_!:n.';'l.lll I, H2.50

The Epistles of St. John
By the Right Res. Charler Gore,
Db B L LED.

Latr Biskep of Orxford

This exposition is similar in general form and
treatiment oo those previously published by Dr,
Gore on the “Sermon on the Mount,” the “Epistle
to the Romans,” and the “Epistle to the |'}'.|::lfu--
sians.”™ all of which have had a VEry ].‘Il'h._'\-_' cireula=
tion. 1t contains an Introduction on the _f-:l|1;|||.-
nine Question, and deals throughoor with * Mod-
ernist™ tendencies as bearing on  present-day
controversics, and also on the social application of
Christianity and the function of the church in
society. 12mo, $2.00

Stevenson’s Germany

THE CAEE AGAINST GEEMANY IN THE

By C. Brinsdon Fletcher

Autkar af * The Probiem of the Pacefe " and ** The New Pacife "

PACIFIC

There i3 no more interesting and picturesque
incident in Stevenson's career than the part b
played in hiz open and dauntless defense of the
South Sea islanders afier he moved to Samoa, and
saw what tyranny Germany was practising in the
Pacific. His revelations were =0 ruthless and
effective that for a time the German Government
threatened its influenee to banish him from Samoa,
‘_1. E;r':.'l'l‘hl-hll ]"IL-t-L'hvr. l.1.||ll i..-'u .||r|':u]:.' uid-.-l:.'
known for his | '|vL:-. “The Problem al the
Pacific™ and *The New Pacific,” has written a new
bk to show how Stevenson was an ilrl.]ll-r1.|r|‘. wit=

ness in the affairs-of ocean politics. £3.50
West and East
THE EXPANSION OF CHRISTENDOM AND THE NAT-

UEALIEATHON OF CHEIETIANITY 11X THE ORIENT
IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY
L
By Edward Caldwell Moore
Profecsor of Chreivian Morals, Haroaed Uiieersity

400

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




August THE COLONIAL NUMBER 1920
f

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

Partial List of Contents

A Colonial Stairway on Beacon Hill Historic Furniture from the General
The Study of Colonial Houses Schuyler Mansion Eliza M. Niblack
Thamas P. Fobinson Recollections of an Old Housze
" R George Wilsan Jennings
Ruggles Mansions Built in 1641 and 1764 . . %
i = i Colonial Porticoes of MNew England
The Revolutionary Housge as a Modern Edward B. Allen
Home Dorothy King R Lo RY et Eihel Bigelow |
Castine—A Village by the Sea i Old Bladensburg Christine Kemplon
Cardelin - Bomenod - g Remodeling of An Old Tavern
Wall Papers for the Colonial Home Mary Harrod Northend

Ulnder the same managemen! as the dilantic Monthiy

--------- SPECIAL OFFER TO NEW SUBSCRIBERS ONLY -=-------
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL FUBLISHING OO0,
11 Mt Vernon 5t Boston-o, Mass
Gientlemen s Enclosed find 84 00® for [ourteen thonths' subscripiion or §1.00°® for a four months’ trial subsception o
THE HOUSE BEAUTIIUL. to be sent 1
(%]
f) J : -.I i .:I:Ir & .l..l 1ty I i x

5. M. f2a
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New York City and Vicinity

Farmerly o Firrytewn-
an-Mudren New oa
rego Lake
L Coopires Eow L

Nuew

A schoa! in the Westchester hills owerlooking the
Hudson, 45 minotes from New York " Gradunte,
preparatory, special and vocationanl departments,
Separateschopl forlittle girls.  Also S8ommer School
emphasizing vécational treining,  Foreither cota-

Tog-address ayjeg C . MASON, LL.M.. Untid September 1930 for Catalogue it B L
| Box TOT 000 T tow n-an-Hudsan, N. Y, Brs Ruseell Hearghton, Tareytawn - on-Hudron ¥

RVING
SCHOOL

FOR BDYS Tarcytown=-om-Hudson, N. ¥.
Twenty five miles from MNew York, in the
1_i[1|'| |‘|_i\|:||i| I']'r'.i|||_.'" ||:-|,|r1|1. RBith
r. &9 years under present Head Master

'\,n wgite and bu ildings, 14904 Prepares for all
II.-”l,L'“\ I|||I lll_llf"'l':_ I S |Il'III'| Ill'li\'illllnl LS5
well a2 class instrocti ] r|l|||||||| ot incly
Athletic Field, Gymunasiug 1Swimming Pool.

For T'aformati dalress

Cathedral School of Saint Mary
Garden City, Long lsland, N, Y.

A "-Lh-x-l F--r Girls, 10 miles from MNew York. Cullege
[z i Muzic, Art and Domestic

ral
T il TER]

MT=2 MIRIAM A. BYTEL. Principal, Box =,

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
|.||:||-||'||.|.'.::. -!|.li ~I|l|-\.il_1|||l'-'l--r [ -
anil ]r| tical Coursis.  Indi-
g address

s Boss I ( '||-|-u||

rags Filth Avenue, New York City

I Day pupils. 5
i "'I|_ ic and Dir
7 Mrs. T, Darrington Semple,
Principal, 241 Centrol Park West, Box 5, New York City

vidual core and s

THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Home and Day Departments.  Colleg
Pos te Courses,  Digtdonr =

."-[I.-\-: Clara 1. Colburne, A.B.
Miss Marthn K. Humphrey, A0, | 5 3 s
16, 106, 768 West 75th Street, MNew York City.

Freparatory, Generl and

v Leschetizky and Paderew -|
! I truining in all brisches
Frincipals. Boanling amd ] oy Ik |l| Cotalogues on request.
11

ast Suth St



New York City and Vicinity (Continued)

| RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL

Froank & Mackett, Meadmasfer

A College Preparatory School of high scholarly standing for
Boarding and
huindred individ
ClaFsEs

RIVERDALE-ON-HUDSON - - -

day boys, Mew fire-proof dormitory with ane

ial roeoms,  Vacancies oaly in High Schoal

For full catalog address the Principal,

UPPER NEW YORK CITY

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
11 East 518t Streer, Mew York City. A thorough schoal with de-
lightful home life. Fireproof building. College preparatory,
wlemic, secretarial and elective courses.  Musac, rhing, swin-
6ird wear. Miss Eltinge and

ming, tennis, rhyihmie donclog
Abisa Masland, Frincipals.

L'EcoLE FRANCAISE
A Tre 5 | ‘loe Americ

HEWLETT SCHoOL FOR GIRLS

Primary through College Preparatory,  All autdosr sparts.
Hewlett, Lopg Island N, Y.

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of to-day brgan fo
advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE veirs ago for pugils
|-|r 1||-||.|:I.'. Ir||-||.l._',' thiss Sf.hrmﬂs nre :||:|l|'|.'r1i$il'|g illr [O-mocmom.

New York State

ASCADILLA
SCHOOLS

Colleginte Preparatory School for Boys
¢ Tmivorsily preparation
it .

outhi for wul

1
lerrrailon Eldg. and Crew

tar oui

A. M. BRUMMOND, M.A,
Diirector, Box 1vo, Ithaca, N, ¥.

el [ypRrts

iErksbt g | £T

AWLING
SCHOOL For Boys

Fraderick L. Gamage, Headmaster
&4 miles from Mew York on Harlem R. R,
Complet= Equipment.
Thorongh preparation for College and Scientific

Schoals.
Send for Cu.luJouuL-
PAWLING SCHOOL PAWLING, N. Y. |

MANLIUS 5T b
Manlius develops it
succesalally '

vi ncearding 10 comman sense T n.'i|.‘:|-*._
e theorerical with the practical,  Prepara-
tice I'-_r f--_l 1 usiness and superir military Lrainiog.
Atlractive 5 Lie]

Brig-Gen. Wm. Verbock, Fres,, Box 48, Manlius, New York

ST. AGNES SCHOOL FOR GIRLS, Alhany, N. Y.
Callege preparatory and general courses in Upper School.  Lower
School lor younger giels.  Special rates to davghters of Army and
Navy officers.  Summer Home for girls remaining through vear,

Military
Academy

Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York

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

Largest Military School in the East

Cavalry, islaniry, cadei band, (Specinl rales to mesi S, |

MOoOUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS

For over one bundred vears a refined school hame for boys

| ill ages. Practical military truining with field work. College and
I usmess peeparation. Physical teasbing ond athletic sports. Ad-
dress Charles Frederick” Brusie, P. 0. Box 508, (ssining-oo-
the-Hudson, New York.

ram wifler sgedal
¢ il Acaibems

It Hume
r iSepartment, Addlees




Jf“\ ew York SFEHE {ﬁurrrrwd]

Russell Sage Cullge

Fourndaed by Mri. Ruasall Sage in connection

with Emma Willard School
A School of Practical Arts

Designed for the higher edueation of women,
[mrnru]al'l_lr on voestional and  professiomal
Ines. Secretarial Work, Househaold Eeonomics
anel Imdusteinl Arts. B.A, and B8 desroes.
Address Becretary

RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE TROY, NEW YORK

BR IARC LI} F‘F‘
MRS. DOW’'S SCHOOL

BRIARCLIFF MANOR, NEW YORK

s, :ullLll"""r Hartman, B, 5

Muzic ﬂupn ! m et

. OiusipGashriion b
Mlr. Howard i ."' ¥
Art Department
A Frank ¥ Da Mond, fhesciar

Lower School and Post - grn'dlua.!e szn’rtm!n!

For el

P reiEr &

SKIDMORE SCHOOL
OF ARTS

CHARLES HENRY HEYES, Fh.D., President

A “ﬁm.m.s clege offering broad general and l_u'||:||r|]
coursss for women , while pri widinge apdendid opportunity for

specializsiion.  Applied science combined with technical
atudy qualifies for leading collings open to women.  Wide
selection  provided—=Secretarial, 'I.I--mﬂ.lu_ Science=, Physi-

cal Education, Music, Fine and J|.|_||_|||r~|| Ari, apd General
coiarses, with n elnied :UI.IJI‘{l: Attractive opportunity for
High School produstes.
D-g-- Granted. 4 year course leads to B.S. zand 3
vear Normal Course, Teacher's and Supervisor's certificane,
aidence accommadations, 4oo studenis. For catalogue
address Secretary, Box C.

SARATOGA SPRINGS, N. ¥.

| %ﬁﬁiﬂi@]*ﬁtbﬁﬂl*
FOR GIRLS

Acndemic, ol
&, SeCTerara
Hnrll-

We alffer,
F'l--||.||.|r| *Ty,
and Home-making
culture

Srudents may enter regular courses ar, with parents’
Approy desired. In beautiful Wesz.
e lipst Write for Year Book.
Addreis O , Mew Yaork. Hox 103,

CLARA C FULLER, Principal

MARTHA I. NARAMORE
Assecinte Principal

with diploma
Art, Musle, Diran
Courses, including

may specialize

; New

Jersey

Qeademy

A Real Boy's School

Adaminisiswiion Raildien

Liberally endowed and theroughly eguipped for
Boes wheo e phie anad 1|i1'[h_|:-'l"t| taa [ukn advantage of
thie unu=ual opportunitics offered,  Genersl educns
tion and proparation for any eollege or technical
schoal

A catalog will be malled upon request, bt g visit
T personi] Inspection is mars -..;,h:-]l..g'iuru

JOHN C. SHARPE, LL.D., Headmaster
Box N, BLAIRSTOWM, N, 1.

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE
Thorough prepara

or business, Efficient facaliy
0. L‘i-'u:.-'. waght Gow fo st

: hletics.  36th vear,
logue, ads |rr-= 'I:lrmrr 13, Col. T. D, Landon, Printipal and
Commandant, Bordentown, N, 1.

on for eollege

KENT PLAGE

Callepe Prepuratory and Academic
Alrs. Sarnh Woodmun Poul,
Zgmmit, Mew Jersey.

A Coontry Schoal for Girls,
Coarses.  go miles [rom New York.
Miss Anan 5. Woodman, Priocipals, 3

KINGSLEY SCHOOL FOR BOYS

&z miles from New York City in the New Jersey hills,  For Blies-
trated cafalog address

J. R. L'u.nlp-h-ull. M.A, Box A, Essex Fells, K. J.

Far cati-

| PEDDIE

| A SCHOOL FOR BOYS

ﬁfﬂiVHGGD the purpose

‘ of the curriculum

- ol b i Ciikric b,
Evory Paddie boy s given a comprobensive shys
[ Ilcal sxmminafion. Ewery organ is desisd snd
charind - -oyes, mars, nose, throal, fosth, lengs,
hoewrt, gie. Reports sre melisd s parconts, Mesndsl
powers are develeped by expart isachsrs, Charac-
ter buili amd siresgilonsd by contuct wilh wvirlla
Christian men, Peddie boys are educatod  trained
in bedy, mingd and charagier—mol merely schocied:

Feclille apemds all lin imce iponh ME sudenis,  Slbuaiela

milles

from Princet 5

Wrire for B-mﬂ'h*l‘: and Catalag

ROGER W, SWETLAND, LL.Iv., Headmaster
Box 80, Hightstown, M. J.

20



New .;rﬁ'?'.FEJ’ ( Continued )

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL

Callege preparatory school for boys over 14, Rapid 1'-rl'-|:"'|. L1
Limiied mumber of |||||| and fr-ul.ml from rigid €la
tion. Excellent equipment amd [ Special nitent
to athletics and moral wellare
B. Fine, Headmaster, Princeton, New Jersey

MiSs BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A countey schiool, 13 miles from Mew Yook,  Callege preparatory,
special courses.  Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Saence.  Super-
vised physical work in gymnasiom and feld. Catabog on request.,
Mddress Miss Lucie C. Beard, Oronge, New Jersey.

= —————e

M assachusetts

—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 athletics supervised and
adapted to the age of the pupil. The
finest instruction. care and influence.

MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOEKE
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

22 Teachers
$800,000 Equipment

AT th vear opens Sept. Idth

WORCESTER
ACADEMY

WORCESTER MASSACHUSETTS

Alumnt all ever the world.  Strictly
tory for college or technical school.
SCHOOL for young boys,

250 Boys

prepara-
JUNIOR

the

For catalog address
Rl'gl.‘-[l.lr Gz, 1. Chuarch, M_A.

SAMUEL F. HOLMES, M.A., Principal

WiLBRAHAM ACADEMY
Fits for life apd for college we -r.
Teams only

Gaaylard W. |.h.|l.||."|.u=- Ut‘hd:llh.lb.tn’ Wilbrabam, Mas

A schood for bo hl‘l!,- single

WHEATOMN COLLEGE FOR WOMERMN

Only small separate college [0 women in Massachusetis,  g-vear

course. A B. degree.  Faculty of men and women. 20 buildings
100 acres, O 4I1I|'-"
Rey. muel V., Cale, DD, LI-D., President

Morton, Massachusells. (30 miles from Bosten.)

Lasell Semmary

a sclvanced

All
=, Nearly every diflduor
1ol activities,

Woodland Park

i advanages of ¢ 3
speum and recreation plays 3 | art in th

Tl Tusdop Departmnent for riels uniler Been, Gt o ags o,
GUY M. WINSLOW. Ph.D., Principal
CHAS. F. TOWNE, A.M., Asso. Principal

1106 Woodland Rosd, Avburmdale b, Mass.

milas from
Boston

Al yledies mnzep! English efecliva

Preparatory: finishing. school,
Audvan elective courses for
high :nd'm-nl l'l.'lA'.‘b.‘lIl":i Cnﬂme
Ce ; "“{,. g
F"lann- W oice, wolin, Pipe
M, noted men
Dwnﬂu: Sedanice, Mew s
naziam with swimmis
Cestisme [Dhesign nj Hesme
Decoration. Secretanal course,
E:l.n:tptm-n.a.t opportanstes,
with a delightful home lie.

1498 Summit Sireet
NEWTON, Mass.

School

Year book en rofueak

DEAM ACADEMY

sqth year. Young men and young women find here a bome-like
atmosphere, thorough and efdent training in every department of
a broad culture, a loval and helpful school spirit.  Liberal endow-
menl permits fibernl terms, $375-F475 per year.  Special Couarse
in Domestic Scienee,  For |.'J.|:.1Inm|.- and infarmation addres
Artbar W. Peirce, Litt. D, Principal, Franklin, Masa.

MISE CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS
For many years koown 25 " The Burnbam School.™
44th wear opens September, fgao
Correspondence should be addressed to
Mizs Bessie F, Gill or Miss Logise Capen, Northampton, Mass.

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Inu.m ed by Mary A. Burnham in 1857, opposite Smith College
Campus, Narthampton, Massachusetis
Misz Helen E. T bompson, Headmistress.

WALNUT HILL SCcHOOL
A College Preparstory School for Girls
46 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletsc Fields
masium. Miss Conant, Miss Higelow,
Street, Notick, Mazs

17 miles [rom Hoston
5 Buildings. Gym-
Principals, 19 Highland

THE SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION
Established 1881,  Adcdress for bookley
r. I A, Sargent, Cambridge, Mass.



Massach tsetts (Continued)

A School
For Girls
23 Miles
from Boston

for girds who do nol desire n college course
MIss BERTHA

Abbot Academy

ANDOVER, MASS.

Founded 1528
Ranked AT the hest prepariiory sehioals by the leading calle e fir i WOFIED L,
Experienced toac B

BAILEY, Principal.

Thorough College
Preparation

General Course

Household Sﬂ'!ﬂ(‘i'

Penusvlvania

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. Catalog
describing and illustrating new build-
INES Sent on request.

RYDAL, Junior Department.

MISS ABBY A, SUTHERLANIN, Principal
Ogontz School, Penna,

SPRINGSIDE
Bearding and Day School for GGidee. Mm. Chapman and Mis
Yooes, Principals, Chesmut Hikl, Philad=iphia, Pa.

THE MARY LYON SCHOOL
A |:|:-|.|.r|.l|.';r sehool tia c\cl“l.;.c towrni. u'Ipr, l’rl.i'l L LoFy Wild-
clif—The (rraduaie School. Seven L-ul.lll.s—] be Junlor School fog
girts 17 to 14, Hillersst—For Little folks 6 to rr. Each has sepa-
rate complete equipment . Tndicate catalog required.  Address Mr.
and Mrs. H. M. Crist, Principals, Box 1542, Swarthmare, Pa.

lth ennecticut

THE CURTIS ScHOOL FOR YOoUunNG Boys
Has grown forty-five years and is 5till under the aclive direction
of its founder,  Frederick 5, Curtis, Principal, Gerald B Curtia
Assistant Principal, Brookbeld Center. Uonnecticut

THE ELY SCHOOL

Is the country.  One hour from New York
Ely Court, Gireenwich, Conpecticul.

THE GATEWAY
A Schoal for Girls, Faour llul.lﬁl.n,gs Adhletic fisld. Horseback
riding. Domestic Ams.  College preparatory, general and special
coursss which inclucde stenography and typewriting. Ml-fﬁ Alice
E. Reynolds, Friocipal, 5t. Ronan 'r-r.rl:u{‘r. Mew Hawen, Conn.

WYHEHAM RISE
A Coontry Scheol lor Girls
Washington, Conn. Buston tegrsentative,
A.B., Vice-Principal, Cohasset. Mass,

Fanny E. Thavies, LL.A., Principal,
Mahel E. Bowman,

RUMSEY HALL
A schoal for bays under 15, Yearly rate 1200
B. sanlord, ]"l’u:ll.rl.lal
i..un.usH Schutte, B, A Headmaster,
L'u:rrl.wulil. Chnnectstul.

W ashington, 1), C

MERCERSBURG !.I:ADE!I'I'
ClErs a thaorough
Under Christian o
berland V :.Iln:,l,

orxl braining forcollegn or basinesi.

rrenl umiversitics.  Locsted in the Cum-

wEd it turcEue Spols of AMEnca. MNew gym-
Woike Toe catalog.  Address

[, Headmasier, Bax ang. Mercersburg, Fa

THE MISSES KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY
SCHOOL

PHILADELPHIA SCHOOL OF DESIGN FOR WOMERN
iEst. 1844 Fine Aris, Design in all branches, Inierior docors-
tian, e1e. - Art Stody with bosiness value.  Gradoaies in demand
at o sallaries,  Boslklets

Box 10, Broad and Master Streets, Philadelphin, Pa.

HHiinois

MONTICELLDO SEMINARY

il.uumr College and Academy. Historic school of Missbisi

alley. 8zrd year heging Sept. 17, 1o, Standand Junior o
lege, grus lILau:'.'!- entering leading universitics 'nr_]I:-I'll'lh withe
examinntion. MAcademy prepares for Entrance Exa
Eastern Colleges. "'-prn il work in Alasic, Art, Dam
Fhysical Edwcal Extemsive and ||'m|err| EUipme nI o0
acres of land. '||'|r'r|I!4' for catalogae and view book,

Harriet Rice Congdon, Frincipal,
Monticelln Seminary, Godirey, Madison Co_, TH

Nﬂ.TIﬂ'NRL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
and Dy School for Gid:, Fireprool buatld in
st of goacees. College Prepuratony. Advanc 1
Music and Art. The Hishop of Washington,

"1||n’| il Canrses.
Fresudent of the Bosnd of Trostess,
Mount St. Albans, Washington, [, C,

MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL
A reshilent amd day schoal for Gitls.  Lucy Madeirs Wing,
AB.. Head Mistress Mrs David L Wing), vzao 1oth S,
Washinglon, D). C

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINALRY FOR
YOUMNG WoOMEN

{ourse for High Schaol Graduates

oce.  Secnelarial

sports. Edwurd Y,

I|||.j ha r‘;l: i} i

HNorminl ang I Iu fi=
0 M usic

N0 feon ]r.r|.

District of

cipal.

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY

Kol -I--E' ik Teal,

FhoB,, Principal, Bodue, Ky laud



California

f.rrlli';‘E‘j.H J'.E‘

MRS GEOQ. A. CAEWELL Pnn:l.'nll.
5033 West Ird Street Los Angeles, Cal.

ArMA HEAD SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Primary, grammar and high schood,  Aceredited East and 1-"-':‘!!-
Otddoar stucly and schonl rooms. Gymnpasium, tennis, basketbal
swimming pool, ckc 13rd year opems Sept. 7. For catalog '\|'|:|'I'|l:
Miss Mary E. Wilson P |:||:|l.|.|'lai
2516 Channing Way, Berkeley, Calilornia.

Camps—Summer Schools

ASHEVILLE SCHOOL SUHHER CAMP
An [deal Recrvation Resonl for Bogs,  July & = Aogust 30

Tn the Blue Ridge Mountains of western North Carolina.
Six miles west of Asheville.  Altitude 3,300 feet.  Atirac-
tive summer climate for Nosthern or Southern boys.

Evervithing that boys like

Asheville Schooal, - (near) Asheville, N. C.

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIRLS
PevERBORD, NEW HAVPSRIRE

. Ti. A Sargent, President. For tllusirated caialog, address
Camp Secreiary, § Evereti Street, Cambridge, Mass.

SeEA PINES SCHOOL
Far l:-r-nllrl-lr amd High School Stuwdents. Three terma, fall,

spring, o Midewinter vacation., 1 iy for :-l.'lfr.--
covery, seli-dire in, responsibility, and ymu -1 All :h i b=z
of mstruction. Miss Farth Bicklord, Mi== Addie Bickiond, Di.

reckors

Box (3, Brewster, Mass.

WISNER SCHOOL

For boys. A school for serpus wark,
ficiently supervised
ark, New Jersey

Al athletics.

Summer session

Sy
Imterl

STAUNTON
MILITARY
ACADEMY

An Ideal Home 3School
Jor Manly Boys

625 hoys from 47 States last session. Largest pri-
wate academy in the East. Boys from 10 to 20 years |
old prepared for the Universities, Government Acade-
mies or Business.
1,600 feet above sea level; pure, dry, bracing
mountain air of the proverbially healthful and
beautiful Valley of the Shenandosh. Pure min-
eral spring water. High moral tone. Parental
dizcipline, Military training develops ohedi-
enee, health, manly carriage, Shady lawns,
expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming
pool, athletic park. Daily drlls and exercises
in open air. Boys from homes of ealture and |
| refinement only desired, Personal, individual |
mstruction by our tutorial system. Acad-
emy sixty vears old. 327500 barracks,
full equipment, abaolutely fireproof, Chargea
o0, Catalog free,  Address

Col. WM. G. KABLE, Ph.D., President, Staunton, Va.

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES
Estahlished 1842, Term begins Sept. gth.  In the beawtiful and
bistorie Shenandoah Valley of Virgima., Unsarpassed climate,
modem eguipment. Students Irom 33 states, Coorses: Callogiate
i% wears), Prrp...uuu'y {4 wears). Muosic. Art, Expression and
Diomestic Science, ';.J-I.J.Il'.lu.. Saunton, Va.

RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY (MILITARY)
A Brancw or ™HE Raspolrn-Maconw Svstew.  [In the Vallkey ol
Virginis. Equipment cost §1oo00e,  Prepares for College oe
Sciemtific Schools. Military trainmg. Gymoasium and Athletics.
$450. zgth year opens September zist,  Addiress
Caas, L. Mewton, AM., Priocipal, Box qof, Fronot Boyal, ¥a.

VIRGINIA COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN

In the Valley of Virginka, famed for health and heauty, Elective,
I‘rrm:ramn and full Junior College courses. Musie, Art, Expres-
sion.  Dromestic Science.  Catalogue.  Adidress Mattie T, Harris,
President, Mrs, Gertruode Harns Eoptwright, Vice-President,
Box 5, Roamoke, Va.

Fermont

BISHOP HOPHINS HALL

Rt. Rev, A, C. A Hall, Presdent and Chaplain
school [or pirls overlooking [_.q.kn: Champlain,
buildings, Al outdoos smacts.
courees,  Write far boolklet
Mis= Ellen Setog I:’Jgdm; Principal.

An endomwed
Well equipped
College preparatory apd genernl

Box A, I!-urlin[.';l:nn Vermaont

M issouri

LENONX HALL
A real Easvern School in the Heart ol the Middie West,™
Preparstory and *,.-'-. al courzses. Athlcdics. Limited |_|-|,v|r||-|-.|_|_-..\
Tuition $950. Catalogue.  Addecss President, Miss M. Louise
Thomas, Box tocs, Univerasty City, Mo,

College

Rhode Island

THE Mary C. WHEELER TOWN AND COUNTRY
SCHooOL

A town schoal offering oppurtunitics [or country life and sporis.
FProvidence, Rhode Island,



Music and Dramatic Arts

Director

In the Music Center of America

— 1
George W. Chadwick OF MU Slc Year Opens 1
September 16, 1920
Boston, Mass.
THE LARGEST AND BEST EQUIPPED SCHOOL OF MUSIC
The Free Privileges
rtuniey, envi r OF lectures, mnuiﬂ. and recrtals, the opportun-

Ir affords pupils the op
and atmosphere essenti
education.

Complete Equipment
The largest Conservatory Building in the woeld ;

has its own auditorium and fourteen pipe organs.

Every facility for che teaching of music.

o a hnished musical

Curriculum
Courses in every branch of Mu:ir. lppl'i::[ and
theoretical,

Owing to the Practical Training
In our Mormal Department, graduates are much
in demand as teachers.

ities of ensemble practice and appearing befors
audiences, and the Eaﬂy associations are invaluable
advanrages to the music student.

A Complete Orchestra
Offers advanced pupils in woice, piano, organ
and violin experience in rehearsal and public ap-
pearance with orchestral accompaniment, an ex-
cepeional training for the concert stage.

Dramatic Department
Practical training in acring, with public presen-
Lations.

Address Ralph L. Flanders, General Manager

American Academy of
Dramatic Arts
Founded in 1884
FRANEKLIN H. SARGENT, President
The leading institution for Dramatic and
Expressional Training in America. Cow-
nected wnth Chavles Frohman's Ewpare

Fheatre anad Companier.
For infarmation apply to

SECRETARY, 150 Carnegle Hall, New York, M. Y.

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE CITY OF
MNEW YORK
An endowed s and]
CommprEhETS e
highmst aclvankag

i
Byron W. Kings School of Oratory
ELOCUTION AND SPEECH ARTS
New Buillding and Dormitory
Courses for Teachers, Lecturers, Lyceum and Chowlawgua Woerk
Speech defects, Stammering, boss of 'A.'ugir:-_ Bare Throat I|ns.|l:i'\-'l.']:.'
cured, Largest School of Specch Arts in America,  Send for pros
pectus.  ME Ofiver, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

11

MNEW YORK COLLEGE OF MuUSsIC

Drirectors ; C. Hein, A, Froemcke.
Thorough instruction in all branches of
Music by o eminent ipsiructors.
Sendl lor Catalog, [rept. K.
114=-110 East Scth Street, New York City.

" Dayid Maunes Music School

IST East 74th 5t., New York Crty

Teachers’ ;@tcnﬂy

L]
The Pratt Teachers’ Agency
78 Fifth Avenue, Mew Yark
Becommends tsachers to colleges, public and pravate schools in all
pares of the country
Advises parents aboul schools

Wm, O, Pratt, Mzr.

Dependable Investment Bankers

The Financial Department « Mapazine

exercises every precagtion to limit fis advertisng
1| s v fferir f sound it i
¥ E

[ Scnbrer”

Fipancial Departine i
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Correspondence Schools

chﬂon?rl{':a,'\-ﬂm{ towrite,
and where 1o sell.

Cultiviate your mind. Develop

your literary gifts. Master the

orl of self-eipression. Make
r spare time profitable.

urn your ideas inlo deollars.

Courses in Short-Story Writ-
ing, Verzification, Journaligm,
Flay Writing, Phatoplay
Writing, ete., taught person-
ally by D, ]. Berg Ezenwein,

De.Esenwein

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

Constructive criticism.
Frank, honest, helpful advice. Real .fea-aﬁ.i}:g.

One pupl! has received ober §5, I!‘Mfur siories and ariicles

i wrinien mesife in spare fHme—"plag bork.™ he colls it
Ansther popi] feceived eter $LO00 Befere completing

| Ber firsd conrse.  Ancther, a bosy wife and mother, iy
aberaging obier E75 a week from photeplay riting alane,

There is oo other iostitutica or agency doing so much for
writers, young of ofd. The aniversitses recognioe this, for over
oot hundred members of the Eaghsh feculties of lngher institu-
tions are studying im our Literary Depdrtment, " The editors
recogaize it, for they are constantly recommending our courses,
'\;_.up-u.ub Thes Wiirar's Likrary, 11 wolomas ; Ssscripiies bagiler fres, Ve whes pobilel

Hrirutrr's Bimatdily, thr Iondin g renpmp s (o §imemey e, s phe copp 164, sl
wabidripoos §2 o0 Dadds od el B WOvRE, Wi G0 & BENRTp orinism servim

150=-puge llpstrated cainlogus froe,

Tﬂﬂ%ﬂﬂf& Spnngﬁuld Mass.

li!‘Aou.l-l'l'.D wgr IHCDRBDRATED 1904
| | e

“WHITING-ADAMS

T Ty YT T ST I T

§ i

THREE WINNERS

i Made of highest grada purs hog %
bristles—stiff and slastic ; velvolk-
like ends,
Perfect working |
&8,
Never fail or shed bristles, Guar-
antsed in every respact.
Send for lestreted Literabare

JO0HN L. WHITING- ). ). ADAMS GO
Bouton, U, 5. A
Bragh Mapsfncio rems Tor over 150 Tears

long wearing

i

# Yuu ve Gone Way Past
Me, Jim!”

“Today good old Wright came to my office, Al
day the boys had been dropping in to congratulate
me on my promotion. But with Wright it was dif-
ferent.

"When [ had to give np school to go to work I

came to the plant seeking any kind of a job. They
put me on the pay-roll and torned me gver to
Wright, an assistant foreman then as now,

“Well, I soon realized that to get ahead I must
not only do my work well, but prepare for some-
thing better. So I wrote to Scranion and found I
could get exactly the course I needed for our busi-
ness. I took it up and began sindying an bour or
two each evening.

"Why, in just a Utils while my work ook on 8 whols
newmeaning. Wright b:imﬁlv mie the maost paricalar
jobg—and asking my advice. thing I kpnew I was madn
msslgtant foreman of o new depariment. 1 right on
studying becauwes | could see resulis, Then there wona a
changeand [ was promoted 1o [oreman—at good money, too,

*And mow the first goal Is reached—1 am superintendent,
with an income that means independence and all thoss
ihings that moke lfe worth bving,

CWright 18 el at dhe ﬂmt'lmb‘ example of the frag-
edy of lack of fralning. What a truth ba spoke when u
sald feday, ‘Veu've gone 'way past me, Jim—and yo
diggerve te. Heads win—every time ™

The Isternatlonal Correspomdence Schools have helped
more than W Billlion mén and womdn (o know Lhe joy af
gelting abesd in business and in life.

You, fo, can have the positton yon want in the work of
your chodce, with an income thot will moke poasible money
in the bank. o bome of your own, the comforts and ies
you would ke fo provide yoar :!ln:ul:r.

Al we nsk i3 the chancs to prove (i —without cbhligation
on your part or o penny of cost, That's fair, lsn't1i? Them
mark and mall this coapomn,

———— — — LN DT HEAE — — — — ——

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 4358, SCRANTON, PA.
Laln, willout obligatin ue. how | ¢an qualify for tha posithen,
ar in lhtiﬂbjut. b fere which I mark X.

ELEOTIICAL ENGINEER SALESMANSHIF
Electric Lighting and Reilways ADVERTISING
Electric Wiring Window Trimmer
Telegraph Engineer Show Card Writer
Telephons Waork Bign Painiar
HEEIH:.!tIl"l.!. ESGINEER Relirosd Tralnmas |
Machatilea] Difaltsnan | ILLUSTRATIMNG
Machine Shop Pun:el:r Cartosning

Toolmaker

Gas Engine Operating
CIVIL ENGINEER
Surveving and Mapping
HINE FOREMAN OR ENGIREER
BTATIONALY ERGINEER
Marine Engineer

Ship Dirsftsman
ARCHITECT
Contraceor and Builder
Archiiecrural Drafisman
Concrete Uullder

ROSINERS MANLGEMENT
= Frivetn Secretary
BDOKEEEFER
Seenographer and Typist
Cere. Public Accosnmant
TRAFFIC MANAGER
Reilway Acconntanl
Commercial Law
[FaTa]] I"'\IGUSH
Teacher
Comman School Subjecs
11:.q||...m.1i.:-

Structural Engineer 1. SERVICE
I PLUMEIRG A1 0 ELTING El.nl-a-:.,- Mall Clerk
Sheet Metnl Waorker AUTOHEMRILE OPERATINR
Texiile Oversenr of Supt. dnts It,-pl.lllil Hpanbl
CHEMISET ANENMULTURE Freaah
Movigatiom Pooltry Halslag Jinllan
Hama.
Fresent b
Deowpation
Bireal
andRe, —
City. Stale .




Are men like me enrolling with
the Alexander Hamilton Instituter

HEN a man like Hiram F.

Harris, former President and
General Manager of the Bethlehem
Maotors Corporation, says this, you are
impressed:

“To my mind there k= no other
course of business training which
puts into the hands of the ambitious
man the tools which so thoroly fit
him far greater and better business, ™

When Stephen B. Mambert, Vice-
President of the Thomas A. Edison

Some TyricAL EXROLMENTS
ReEceivED i One Day

Pfare fAe drserdity & FalFY, 6T
Perifaen

F. W, K.y Manager, Sash, Iind anid Pusr
fewkn , age 40 walary 58608

#, 0, B, Salssman, wi n lamgn drog
rumgany; age 41, salsry B1HE
W.L M., Office Manager, Buisr Do
pany , e 30 mmlary F2ED

EV M, hesl Proda

how can it serve equally well 1735 am-
hitions men in the Pennsylvania Bail-
roacd ?

And the answer i3 that every busi-
ness pn i Tundamenials 3 ke EVETY
ether, and the Modern Business Conrse
ani Service deals with those Tunda-
menials.

El\.-'l_'r_v bzaness mudd e i'||1:|1'|.|'l.?1'|'r ik
must have a factory and an office or
ganizalion: it must have sales and
aelvertising: it must know its cosls and

Industries, speaks of the ' great hene- i :I:I{,LL"”“;. by ot
fit that I have personally derved from et mlj-r..., & J:"-ihj-y e

following the Course,” that alsa ap-
peals to vou,
But there may be still a question

E.IL €., Eagin=cr: age 37, wulsry $4100

F. B 8, YVire-Presldent. Food Prodoct
Manud | age 2 salary $13,000

have a proper system of accounting.
Business 1= full of men who know
one of these fundamentali—who know
all about Anance and nothing about
aalez: who know costs or eredits, bt
nothing of productionor of advertising,

in your mind. You may say, ''My
position is wholly different,  Are men
fike e encolling in the Alexander Hamilton Institute?

A man just like you has investigated

HE answer to that question can be given with ab-

solute certainty. A man just like you—in your

line of business, about vour age, and receiving almost the

same income—has at some time investigated the Modern

Business Course and Service and decided that it repre-
sents for him the surest path of business progress.

Dges that seem like an extreme statement? Run
down the list in the center of this page. It represents
a few enrolments, just as they were received at the office
of the Institube.

Mote that all these men are of different ages, in dif-
ferent businqss«.-s and :'l:u:L"]\ring l:liH'd.:rr,r:l im;r_lln:_-s. In I|'|r:
records of the Institute are thousands of such names, rep-
resenting the men who have enrolled during the past
ten years.

Every ape from 23 to 6o is represented among those
names; every degree of income from o0 @ year to more
than $1o0,000 a year; every important industry, from
the Standard Oil Company which has 8ar, and the U, 5.
Steel Corporation which has 545 of its men enrolled, to
local concerns of small personnel with only 2 of 3 men en-
rolled.

Somewhere among those names you would find one
that would cause you to exclaim, “Here i3 a man whose
business and age and income were precisely like mine™

And that dizcovery would impress you more than all
the indorsements of leading business men. For you
would kpow surely that what the Alexander Hamilton
nstitute’s training had done for that other man, whoee
prohlem was precizely like vours, it could do also for you

Howwe can one training fit so many
businesses #

O would ask one question as vou ran thro those
records: “How is it that one course of training cun

helpy men in &0 many different businessesr ™
How is it that 133 men in the National City Bank have
enrolled -and 412 in the Westinghouse Co, ¢ I it iz de
sipned for 1he needs of 346 men in the Goodyear Tire Co,,

The Modern Business Course amd
Service iz designed to tuke such men and round them out;
1o adil to the knowledie of the one depnrtment of business
which they have, 2 knowledge of all the other departments.
Ta help them lift thiemselves, in othee words, oul of the
class of routine men, of which theee are boo many, into
the class of executives of which there always have been
and always will be too few,

The Advisory Council

NLY a training vitally sound and practical could

have the endorsement of such men as form the
Advisory Council of the Alexander Hamilton Institute,
That Advisory Council conaists of: Frank A, Uum!l.-.r]i[h.
the Anancier; General Coleman duPent, the well-known
business executive; John Hays Hammond, the eminent
engineer;  Jeremiah W. Jenks, the statistician aml
econamist; amd Joseph French Johnson, Dean of the Mew
York University School of Commerce.

“ Forging Ahead in Business ™"

N a single evening you may make your investigotion. The

facts you want to koow are contained in @ 116-pape ook
publizhed by the Institute. entitled " Forging Alead m Busi-
ness! TE contains a full statement of just what the Modern
Eusiness Course and Service is anpd doess; it contains scores of
letters from men who are enjoying larger incomes and better
pesitions todday  bBecause of that training. " Forging Ahead
in Businesa™ 1% sent withoot oldgation: semd for your Ty
faday.

Alexander Hamilton Institute
609 Astor Place New York City

Semd me Y Forping Abead in Busines" which T
shall keep without abligation.

Mame ; T s % ot e
PyERT i

Business

Address. ..

Husiness
Position. . ... ieicnnanen P . -



imie sea bree:ze L th beach
brought right to you

Did you spend June or July at the sea shore?

If so, you will now be missing those kindly cool breezes from the
ocean—unless your home is supplied with plenty of Dayton Durable
Fans,

Get vour Fans at once from the nearest Electrical Dealer who ean
supply you with Dayton Durables—and put one on the porch as
well as in every room in the house.

Then you may easily imagine that you still are enjoying the cool
sea breezes of the beach.

Dayton Durable Fans

They will keep vou as comfortably warm in winter as they
do comfortably cool in summer. Write us for information
on how properly to use them.

in



¢ Don't you think we onught fo start along, Tom ? Ts getling lake and

we gkl fave some fire trondle,”
" on _.-ﬁ';"_f.-‘-"- my deRr s e Rave .’\':-'.-"{|--_‘\_l.‘r.l'_=_.l:-

s on the car mow™

v




oaMse- Jim

Old Jim _]'c-hnsun of Antioch-ills.—
(And his fong s0n Frank's all wool, no
Sfrilli—
Well, he runs the best hunrer's
lodge on sixteen lakes,
And Ae's there withthe goods when
the trosble breaks!

If vou want a chicken dinner, there's
a chicken on the roost,
If your motor won't bark, he's there
with a boose z
What Jim don't know abour
Foatr ain't known—
And mighty few ducks from his
gun have flown.

The fish in the Chain hug the keel of
his boar,
"Cause they dassent be scen when
Jim's afloat ;
He knows what a water-craft 15
like when it's good,
And every darmed Boat Re's por is
CYFPREESS wood!

=W, ARGCTEE GQUATLE

For tha Frae Cy Foat fook, with 118

3 pictures, 16 charta, and big supplemsnt, mt

write the Boutherm Cypress Manufactupers

AgEn ,I!W!hb-eml-l:a.nu ﬁl.lmnu,ﬂiwurlu
maamnn, or 1988 H aeal BEanke Hal

ing Jacksorville, P'Inr:h:l.l_ Twill come pmmp-t'l_r

—

'N'urlhllrn taliaw bn Tllinoks pnd Wis-
B raapag 1l owner Erews

mlug 'J.:II 8!."‘!.‘-‘

1]
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LD Earth is plainly a lover of books.
The darling substance of Nature is
cellulose, 8he uses it in all plant structure—
as the beams and rafters of all plant cells. She
has elected it to be the one permanent principle
in vegetable life:

Book paper is cellulose transformed, for the
qualities of cellulose are the qualities of all good
paper. To free cellulose from vegetable and
mineral impurities, and then to unite it into a
smooth, thin film is the art and procedure of
paper making. If that purification has been
‘well done, you have paper that is unchanging in
texture and color.

Books already girdle the planet, but 0Old
Earth will not be satizfied until all men in all
lands are bound together in an enlightened
companionship through knowledge. Slowly and
patiently and secretly Nature is ever striving to
renew that priceless store of cellulose which
otherwise the makers of books would exhaust,

Man's genius and skill have been exercised
for centuries in the art of paper making, and
the Warren Standard Printing Papers represent
highest achievement. What good paper does
for good printing is exemplified in ** The Structure
of Lasting Peace,” by H. M. Kallen, Ph.D.
(Marshall Jones Company), which is done on
Warren's Olde Style.

S. D. WARREN COMPANY
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS
Better Paper Better Printing
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The Consolationof a Life Well Spent

When old age overtakes you will you have the consolation of
having lived your life to its fullest possibilities ! Will you be able
to meditate upon a life of rich and vared experience, replete
with happy memories ?

Experience is a school from which we can never graduare. Enrer
it often through the door of travel that you may store up its
ereasures while vou can.  The world is calling to vou.  Beyond
the horizon lie strange and beautiful places,

It is our pleasant duty to conseryve all the benefits of travel by
careful elimination of misdirection, mistakes, unnecessary delays
and other annoyances attending indiscriminate travel, Tl:::
knowledge and experience of 79 yvears dispensed through our 156
branch offices provide a competent and courteous travel service
without parallel,

THOS. COOK & SON, New York

Doston - Fhiladelphia - Chicago - San Froncisch - Los Angsles
Montreal - Toronoo
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Employers
Encourage Golf

r!.-FH.‘ Ulli IHEAT T OV \"i.l."'.\"]'}ﬂi“tb: dare
rapidly changing. A new day has
dawned. Emplovers of today real-
ize that “All work and no play
miilil_'H '.[HC:LC d dlll[ |_‘|{:|-_1.'H—.iinr.| CImn=
ployvers are encouraging their people
to get out and play golf—knowing
they will think more clearly and
do better work as a resulr.

And anyone knows that your
golf will be better if you play it
with MACGREGOR Clubs. Just
try them and see.

Write s for free catalog and rame of ihe
mearest Proor Denler who can suppdy you,

The Crawford, McGregor
& Canby Company
DEFT. 15 ]_]'-.Lytun, Ohio

Lrtgdlssked 1820

The yemsation of
fhe seasor @5 ke
MACGREGOR
Hall, el one -
day from your

Fro or

ar. AL I'-'I: r.

A Brawc™ in-odstisn

PICTURES OF THE WEST

vs smapped at play and at waork,
Heal phorogeaphs=—all subjects—all sizes.
Sead for information on carbom finishe
I'rice $io:o0 for slze sgx g™

Erwin E. Smith Bonham, Texas

Old-time
Hospitality

at cottage, camp or club finds ts best expression

and most charming application in
Brimful
“A Treat
Beyond 57 “::“
| Compara™ £t

=

Comfort

FORMERLY KNOWN A5 CHECONA EWANS ALE
A soothing, satisfying. substantial soft drink
that delights all the senses and opens the
way to the complete enjoyment of all out-
ing oceasions — precisely the same as all
Evans' Beverage have done for the past
134 yvears. Happy outing days and Evans’
go hand in hand. Meets in a unigue way
all 20th Century requirements and de-
sires for a good dependable drink.

Supplied in Cases by Progressive Dealers.

C.H.EVANS @ SONS " HUDSON, N.Y.
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Thoroughbreds, those to the manner born, mnstncrively
depend upon the Hartmann Wardrobe Trunk to fulhll per-
fectly their travelling requirements.

HARTMANN TRUNE COMPANY, Racine, Wirconsin

B sare the FHarimann Red =< i on the runk o by




For Sunburn

after a lazy hour on the bt*ad_:.
a speedy hour on the tennis
court or a round of the golf
links, splash the burmed skin
freely with

Absorbine.J|

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

i m ] B

It cools and soothes instantly
—takes out all soreness and
inflammation. And the next
day, only a slightly deeper coat
of tan as a reminder of the
day’s sport.

Absorbine Jr. is used with absolute
cafety and with equally beneficial re-
sults on the rugged skin of the athlete
or the most delicate complexion of the
debutante.

Mo vacation kit is safely complete
without a bottle of Absorbine Jr. for
its healing uses are so many and so
efficacious.
%£1.25 a bottle at most druggists
or delivered. A Liberal Trial
Bottle will be mailed to vour
gddress upon receipt of 10¢ in
stamps.

W. F. YOUNG, Inc.
255 Temple 5t., Springfield, Mass,
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_ Face Powper

Ask her with the

adorable complexion what magie

charms away the tell-tales of Ome and leaves ber faie
face 5o free from Blem-
1ali.  Hhe will el vou
Lablache—aword you
g0 often hear a ng

diSCErning women
R efuse Substitutes

They may be dq'lu'n-ll-c
Flesh, Wi -ul:-.'
C

BEN. LEV‘I"’ I:."D

Frine & For gl
125 I.Inp.iuu lﬂr.;--i I1m|.n. [ T

@ Deviled Ham & Deviled Ham with
! Chopped Clives @ Boned Chicken ok Chicken
) in Jolly in Glass & Chicken 5 la King &
Welzh Korehin & Ox Tongue, ete
Handy Tins at Dualsty Stores
h de fram its dehcinusicis, cach Purity
! Croey Dielicscy provides greaier economy
) in terms of net tremmmed mesl
Made by @ Master Chel in n Model Kitchen

Real HARRIS LEWIS, and
SHETLAND HOMESPUNS
DIRECT FROM THE MAKERS

Light weights for ladie= and medium for pentlemen,
i Alterms I\.|||‘| PEICER a0 |||'x, ||||||:|

A oA, NEWALL & 50NS
IDhepel, €, Stormeway, Scotland
State shode desired and whether for gentlemen®s or lagdies” wear.

AUSTRALIA

Mew Fealand.
The Pulatinl I'nzsonger Steamers
ML 5 “"NIAGARA™ I ML 5, “MARURA"
2N Tons L5500 'Tons
“all from Vaneomvers, .0,

dlimm Pocifle By, 1231 I'IIN|||
M Boyal Mail Line, 440 5

BRONZ TABLETS

Free Baok
HONOR ROLLS - MEMORIALS

of Designs
Jono. Williams, Inc., Bronze Foundry Fu 1875
Diept. 15 556 Weat 27th Street, New York City

Nonolulu, Suva,
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1]

ﬁ , For use in Great Britain and ﬁ
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of the world’s supply.
Carefully
Result:
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Lnderwear

HOSIERY COMPANY

|
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Az, Mother

| don’t make me put on my heavier

| underwear.”
boy or girl at Autumn time, But

| AMHO No. 737 iz another story.
Australian lamb’s
which there is no finer.
stapled Peruvian cotton —the
L'hf:d'::ﬁ
Carefully picked.
cleaned. Carefully knit.
body clothing warm enough to
keep sturdy children sturdy dur-
ing treacherous autumn days; yet
light enough to let them romp in
ease and study in comfort,

Me&m Ber.fer

| Knit for men, women

| and children

|

| AMERICAN

| | Mew Britain, Connecricut
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Wurn the WurldOver

For more than forty years Boston Garter |
has been a friend to men the world over.
It not only keeps the old but makes many
new ones each year. Most men ask for
Boston Garter as a matter of course—
the two words go so well together.

GEORGE FROST C0., Makers, BOSTON g

Haroun
' al Raschid .

ruled MNorth Alrica in the vear Foo.
‘ || Algeria and sta you still
~|I||‘ atmesg f Bagdad and
’ Arabi ghir, with Roman
ruins far pood measure and French
hotels I'-II comd Tours of two

and three |||-::||'.!|.- w
Arabian Nights Africa

11, October g and later.

september
Round the World

to countries siranger than those of Sehe-
\ i
MEFaad e,

tao coun
Larefully planned tours of five
to nine months, starting this automn.
v T lllI k _'l..'-".".'.".'_.'.
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wean & Park Streets, Bocton 4 Mew York,
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. HOTEL ASPINWALL

r LENOX, MASS.

High and cool in the Berkshire Hills. On main
line of motor travel. Golf, tennis, saddle horses,
concerts and dancing. June 12 to October 15.

The maost beautiful Summer and Autumn Resort in America
Howe & TwOROGER, Mgrs.

¥

Winter Resort, PRINCESS HOTEL, Bermuda
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_GOrHAM JILVERWARE
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1920

THE GORHAM COMPANY  Silversmiths & Goldsmiths
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“At Home"—Upon the Lawn

EA time! And her dearest friend to chat with. One cup,

two cups, maybe three. What an afternoon! Warm sun-
shine, sweet fragrance of MNature's flowers, trees and shrubbery
gently nodding their approval in the cooling breeze. And into
this atmosphere of peace, good cheer and loveliness—how
beautifully does her silver blend! Tea pot, sugar bowl, cream
pitcher, sandwich tray, spoons—all of useful, enduring silver.
Every piece prized as the treasured symbol of home and hos-
pitality. Ewvery piece helping to cast a refreshing spell of con-
tentment over the approaching end of a perfect day.

Ciorham Sterling Silverware is sold (3
&Fo

by leading jewelers everywhere i

WORKES: PROVIDEMNCE AND NEW YORK

NEW YORK
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e drewing by J. U Shepherd

“I BEG YOUR FPARDON : . . T TOOK IT FOR GRANTED , . . THAT IT WAS AN
UNCOMMONLY WELL-MANNERED BOY."—Pige 131,
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was not vet two o'clock.

The August afternoon
{ sparkled over the lake, and
the mountains crowded
down inunshadowed green-
ness to long Jazy waves,
A mile awav, where the Little River
twisted in from Lac Noir, haze blurred
the edges of sentinel tall spruces in the
opening and dimmed the billowing hills
beyond, speaking of the heart of summer
even in these Canadian fastnesses. It was
as if a fresh young girl should wear a veil,
laughing through it for its needlessness.
Close to the camp-gallery water lapped
against pebbles; a trout rose listlessly and
left a vague circle, widening, vanishing;
somewhere back of the stretch of log walls
a suiyse, a small striped chipmunk, clucked
and clucked and clucked; if one had not
known that chipmunk one would have
taken the contemplative, continuous
sound for a partridge. A kingfisher dart-
ed, scolding, across the glitter of lake be-
fore the camp and dived with an infinitely
sudden splash into brown and silver
ripples,

The woman on the wide gallery glanced
up from her book and gazed out where
black-green boughs of spruce were laced
against grayv-green hills across the lake.
Through both translucent gold and emer-
ald birch-leaves shot dancing light. Her
eyes lingered on the tracery as eves which
do not merely lock, but see.

LA tapestried tent
Ta shade us meant
From the bright, everlasting firmament,” ™

Copyrighted in rgeo in United Srtates, Canada, and Grear Hritain, by Charles Sonbrer’s Sons
All righits reserved.

Mew YVork
Yoo, LXVIIL.—g

MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN

ANDEEWS
SHEFHERD

She spoke the lines aloud and laid aside
the book, and went and stood by the
rough wooden columns at the edge of the
gallery, “ The peace of God which passes
understanding.” Peace surely wrapped
her, vet her face, alert and vivid as it was,
was not all peace; under their brightness
the bright eyes were harassed. But there
wis healing in the silence, alive with
myriacd small under-sounds of a teeming
world, a world where human beings must
forever stand at the door, and buy any
glimpse inside with the self-forgetfulness
of nature herself. There was healing in
the vast sky and in the hills which =tood
about it, hills just as lovely year after
vear when no eves were there but eves of
wild creatures to look at them. The heal-
ing slipped past the senses and into the
soul. The gray eves laughed as two
shadowy, dark arrows sped through the
bushes by the lake and fled, careless
of her, rustling into deeper greenness,
Mink. Shy, wild things like that about
meant the real forest. Out from a rocky,
small island a silver knife ripped the
brown lake for thirty feet, and a loon
wailed a long disconsolate, protesque cry
and dived, a mile away. Not by accident
is a loon a svnonyvm of mental unbalance,
It was all securely remote, removed from
wear and tear of civilization. One felt
peace " dropping slow ™'; a telephone ring,
an automobile horn was impossible; a hun-
dred miles of mountains and lakes stood
between this August afternoon of the forest
and any thinkable manifestation of mod-
ern life.  The woman sighed contentment,

Princed in
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150 Broken
And she was aware, across the sound
of her own sigh, of a steady, almost in-
audible vibration, continuous, pervading.
The camp-stove—she stepped through
the low door and listened. That familiar,
indispensable person, the stove, was hold-
ing an uneven, unending conversation as
always, of soft whisperings and crack-
lings, with whom it might concern. This
queer other sound, balanced, growing,
was not the stove. It floated across the
low talking of the fire as a canoe floats
across  water—unmistakably separate.
Another thought flashed—a whirlwind.
Such things happened in the woods. The
camp, Brian, the guides, they might all
be wiped out in 2 moment. And the
sound purred nearer. She fled to the tent
outside where Brian had been asleep.

“Hrian! Something’s wrong, Brian!"
she called as she ran.

He grinned up at her, sitting on his low
bed, lacing botfes sanvapes. *It's an aero-
plane, T couldn’t think what the dickens.
And then I knew. It can't he anything
else.”

The two were out at the end of the
camp now where an open space on the
mountain commanded a short reach of
skv. “An aeroplane—here! It's impos-
sible," argued the woman.

With that, behind the top branches of
spruce spires, there crossed the heavens,
unhurried against blue depths, such a
wonder-striking shape as has come to be
familiar to-day. Owerat the guides' camp
the men were calling in excitement; the
woman and man shaded their eves and
stared up, hardly less excited. The al-
most incredible vision marched on with
a beat now filling the air, above wild
mountaing and untracked forests,

“Must be flving from Quebec to Lake
St. John; it's going due north,” com-
mented the man as they followed with
their eves,

“Wouldn't it be dangerous if anvthing
happened over these wood=? Ifthey came
down in a lake or in the tops of the trees? "
She knew little of the ways of aircraft; to
see things and report them in color on
canvas was her affair.

The wman, watching intenilv, an-
nounced after a minute: “They can't
come down. Not hereabouts. It would
be the finish—what?"

Wings

She caught his arm. And he needed no
word more, for it was plain that some-
thing was going wrong up there above
and beyond high Mount Storm at the end
of the lake. The straight flight of the
great bird was swaying. They never
knew if it was seconds or minutes during
which they watched the aeroplane come
down. It came, reluctantly, not fast, an
oblong black speck, the outline of the
fuselage just discernible, gliding down in
a long steep line, and the edge of Mount
Storm hid it, close to earth, a mile away.

“Is it—oh, Brian, whe! is it? An ac-
cident?"” she gasped. “Are they all
killed?”” She had a way of appealing to
the man, otherwise her slave and hench-
man, as an ultimate authority on any
subject whatever. Aeroplanes are not,
ipso facio, the specialty of distinruizhed
doctors. The man shook his head.

“Lord knows. It must be an accident.
I hope they lit in the big marsh; it's their
only chance. The tree-tops would smash
them. But there's no water for five miles
—till Lac Creux, Thank heaven for that.
I must get there—somebody’s hurt likely.
My kit.” He turned to the camp.

The woman suggested something.
“Fire a rifle,” she said. “Three or four
shots. They'll know then that we're comi-
ing. We'llall go, the men and I. Maxime
is a mechanic and Gros-Louis a carpenter.
They might help."”

“And Abraham's a barber,” the min
added. * Who knows but the pilot might
need a hair-cut? The rifle's a good
thought, though. Fire it, you, while I
call the guides.”

In five minutes more a relief-party,
carrying what anv one could think of,
started down the gully, the cowlée, be-
tween Mount Storm and the lower hills
opposite.  Two shots had answered the
rifle,

“They're not all killed,” commented
the doctor.

“And they want us to come,” inter-
preted the woman further.

*Likely,” he agreed. “They must be
in trouble. An aeproplane doesn’t sit
down on a forest just for fun.”

In three-quarters of an hour of rough
going, through unbroken wilderness,
through soft wood where the small spruces

. —bais forfs—stood so thick that one must
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pick and choose places to crowd between,
through swamps where one must jump
from mossy stump to slimy rock and then
sometimes go into the black mud, through
sunshiny open hirch hillsides, through a
bil of windfall where logs must be walked
high in air at this point and crawled un-
der low in brambles at that—ihrough
many sorts of going the rescue-party hur-
riedd down the conlée toward the marsh.
Close to it they fired again and an answer-
ing shot, near, told that they had come
straight. Out from the edge of the woods
at last a great beaver meadow, luckily
fairly hard in the dry August weather,
opened and spread two miles down the
wide wvalley, dotted with small trees,
larches, and stunted balsam, carpeted with
thick grass, parching hrown and gold,

“There’s the aeroplane.”

The woman saw it even before the
guidez, Four hundred vards away, from
behind a clump of larches and alders,
stuck up a white rectangular something
which never grew in the woods, and as
they looked a man emerged and waved
to them,

Apparently a hair-cut was not in the
day’s programme for the N-V-7, on a
trip from Quebec to Lake St. John, carry-
ing, besides the pilot, a mechanic and one
passenger, & tall grizzled man in British
uniform, walking with a limp, But Abra-
ham, though not professionally needed,
was as hard at work in five minutes as
Gros-Louis the carpenter and Maxime
the mechanic helping mend “the ship."
S0 was the doctor, whose black bag was
not needed either, as no one by good luck
was hurt. There had been engine trouble,
it appeared. Also,in landing, a wing had
struck on one of the marsh trees and was
damaged.

“We can get her together perfectly and
peg along,” announced the pilot cheer-
fully. “It's a great help to have you
people. My word! It makes the differ-
ence of roosting overnight in the puddle,
We couldn’t have tinkered her before
dark, alone. Colonel, you keep away,
please, You're not fit for extras, and, if
vou don't mind my saving so, vou're not
good at this job,"" ordered the boy pilot,
smiling at his passenger,

The colonel shook his head. * Mavhe
T'll also serve by only standing and wait-

-l
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ing. I'll get out of your way.” He
turned and walked toward where the
woman had waited on the edge of the
woods, The gray hgure, in trousers and
high boots and a felt, nondescript hat,
bent over a tea-basket: she lifted oul a
thermos bottle and a tin box which sup-
gested food, "My lad, you don't mean
to say vou've pot tea for us,” the colonel
threw at her.

The woman lifted a face of laughter
and pushed back a loose lock of grayish-
Lrown hair,

The startled colonel stared, then his
hand shot to his overseas cap. “1 beg
your pardon, I hadn't an idea. 1 took it
for granted’—he laughed here—"that it
was an uncommonly well-mannered hoy.,
I wondered why you weren't all over the
machine and in everybody's way.”

*There seemed plenty to work. I rec-
ollected about those also serving who
only stand and wait,” the woman ex-
plained, and the colonel's eyes opened
wider,

“We must have the same make of
brain. That's odd. 1 fitted that quota-
tion to myself not three minutes ago,”
said the colonel. “May T sit down and
talk to you?" He slipped off his big army
overcoat. ' We'll make a davenport of
this,” he stated and spread it on a huge,
moss-covered trunk which must have lain
waiting for them there, growing mossier
every year, for fifty years. “It's not tea-
time yet "

“0Oh, no, indeed. Not for an hour.
Not till evervbody clse has carned it by
mending the acroplane, and you by talk-
ing to me." There was a direct friend-
liness about her which made her, the
colonel thought, like the boy he had taken
her for.  “ Do yvou think they can mend
it?" she inquired in a feminine general
manner of speaking. *“Engine trouble"
meant to her something as indefinite as
“contingent remainder™ or “hypothe-
nuse.” She was glad the others under-
stood: she had no desire to understand
personally as long as they stood in the
breach. “Dw vou think theyl mend it?
Because you needn't worry il they can't.
We can put vou all up at the camp and
send out guides for whatever you need.”

The soldier smiled. “That's hospi-
table,” hesaid. “It’sheaven's own provi-
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dence to find you here, in this endless
wilderness. We were astonished when we
heard the shots. And so glad, Never
dreamed of people within scores of miles.
It certainly was surprising to have you
rise up out of the earth, tea-basket and
all.”

“T don’t believe yvou were hali as sur-
prised as we were ‘when we heard you

urring away down the sky. I'd just

n quul.ing Lo myself about peace, per-
fect peace and such things, and reflecting
how far we were from modern inventions.
At first T thought you were a stove, and
then T thought you were a whirlwind.”

“Perfect peace,” repeated the colonel.
“Did you have that? And we broke it.
Wicked. For there's very little of it go-
ing. I don't know that T could lay my
finger on a single scrap, unless you have
some left back in your camp,” he con-
sidered.

The woman looked at him; this seemed
an uncommonly interesting manner of
person.  “It's satisfactory to have some
one find shortcomings in the scheme of
things,"” she spoke. “I'm wornout living
with my optimistic children; they're
jubilant and altruistic unendingly. They
lecture me. The modern young person is
cither cynical and fast, T find, or else very
crudely holy, My boy and girl aren’t
fast. Yet—they're extremely up to date;
mighty dancers; social workers; earnest,
knowing it all; da.hblmp; at every thmg—
wanting to take evervbody by the scruff
of the neck and amuse them and do them
good. If they could get at the ear of the
Almighty, how they'd put Him in His
place about some of His arrangements ! "

The man laughed. "I know,"” he said.
“It's the foam on the wave of this gen-
eration. Thirty wvears from now their
children will be laughing good-naturedly
at them. Yetit's a senerous and forward
fad,” he added. * It's bound to help on
the werld a bit.”

“I know,” the woman threw back. “I
believe that's partly why it makes me so
cross. I realize I'm partly in the wrong,
They're so aggressively right; and it's all
so raw; and they're so seli-satisfied, And
I'm—I'm tired.”

The keen, deep-set blue eyes of the man,
eyes which had a look as of one who had
smiled a long time out of pain, searched
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the woman's tace. “It's that,” he said.
“When we're tired, the roughshod cer-
tainty of youth seems cruel. T'm not say-
ing there aren't exceptions,” he qualified.
“There are sorts and sorts. There was
a boy—there is a boy,” he corrected him-
self, “as selfless and happy-hearted as—
as Cardinal Mercier. He knew no differ-
ences in age. Evervbody was people and
people were mostly good and delightful.
But—but—" The woman looked up won-
dering as the voice broke, It went on,
triumphant. *There was never a lad
quite like that.” With an effort the tone
found its way back to commonplace.
i Genera!l; speaking, there's little shading
to youth,” he agreed. * All sharp light
and shadow. T don't believe in the theory
that youth is all brightness. Children are
hal}lﬁ." if vou will, but bevond childhood
the voung suffer a good bit from self-
consciousness and vanity,"

“Youth!"” the woman exploded softly.
“T hate youth!” She brought it out with
swift passion. “Selfish, ignorant, arro-
gant, shorl-visioned, complacent—that's
yvouth. Personality means nothing to
them if twenty yvears separate them from
it. ‘They simply don’t see you as human-
ity—only as background. Thev're the
race; anything over forty is necessary
padding. That's the theory. Of course
thev're civil, the well-brought-up ones.
But I hale their condescending civility, 1
hate the sophisticated twenty-vear old-
ers—sometimes thirty-year olders—who
bound from their chairs when T come into
the room. I could bat them over the
head, the stupid owls, when they spring
azide with deference at a doorway. 1 hate
deference. I think such good manners
are very bad manners.” Suddenly her
look broke into amusement. “T do like
my own children. We're enormously
friends. They're crazy about me, too.
You'll think I'm an inhuman monster—
oh, don’t!” she begged, and the mobile
face was alight with shifting expression.
She was full of charm and spontaneous-
ness.

But the man regarded her gravely. “I
don't think wou're a monster; I think
yvou're a soul in torture,” he answered,
and the woman, astonished, all at once
was aware that the bronzed and lean
features were dim through a haze. She
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put up her fst, laughing a little as people
laugh in moments of strain, rubbing away
tears.

“1'm afraid my nerves are pretty close
to the top,” she apologized. " 1t's idiotic.
But wou hit straight so unexpectedly.
You see,” she explained, “ when a hammer
i= whacked down into delicate machinery
it takes a while to get the machinery
solid.”” The low voice was unsteady.
“They think it ought to adjust at once
and grow comfortably around the ham-
mer. That’s what the young think."” She
laughed again and the sound was deso-
late. “I'm bitter,” she went on. "I
never was bitter till lately. You see™
she explained, and it came to her in a
rushing thought that she was baring her
soul to a stranger—and she went on,
“You see, it happened. My—myv best
beloved hit me with a hammer—stabbed
me in the back. Oh, not Brian.,” She
nodded toward the group of men around
the aeroplane. “Not him. I don't cata-
logue him, or call him best or least or any-
thing. He's—Brian. But—another. A
close one.  And the world is hard to get
together now to be livable. That's why
T'm bitter. That's why I hate things—
vouth and—and a thing more concrete.”

The sad eyes of the man burned into
hiers and there was understanding and
healing in them, She was not sorry she
had done an incredible foolishness and
told her heart’s secret to a stranger. He
shook hiz head. “ You mustn't,” he said.
“For all sort= of reasons. Hate kills. It
kills the person who does the hating.  And
hitterness eats off the bloom of life. You
can't be happy when you're bitter and
hate anybody. It's the law."”

“The law!" she threw at him scorp-
fully. “A law over thought—emotion?'’

“There is,”" the man answered with
quick decision, “And we can't trans-
gress it without the punishment. That’s
the selfish side. The other side’s obvious.
We're here to do the Lord's work on
earth. It's to be done by love, not hate.
You know that.”

The woman linked brown fingers
around her trousered knees and frowned.
“Likely T know with my head,” she
agreed, “But the main part of me
doesn’t know, It doesn't get across, that
reasonable, calm sort of knowledge, It
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doesn't make a dent in me—what's really
me. The other thing, the bruised, bitter
hatred and resentment—that gets across
in tidal waves. It sweeps me away. You
see,”” she explained, "1 have Latin blood
and I suppose it’s the curse of that thing
they call temperament.” '

The man smiled. * You don't need to
tell me,” he said.

She went on, “For my job tempera-
ment’s necessary, maybe. For any crea-
tive work. I'm a painter.”” She threw
out hands despairingly. “And my wings
are broken! My work is all different.
I believe I resent that more than the
trouble which has fastened itsell on my
daily life. My colors used to—come out
of heaven. There'd be clear lights and
clean, lovely shadows that I'd never
planned. They'd jump off my brushes,
They'd astonish me. I laughed out loud
sometimes for the jov. As if some winged
life had flown into the heaps of paint on
the palette. Sometimes a whole morn-
ing's work would be =o—doing itself
through my hands. That work wauld be
—oh, nearly satisfying. Of course an
artist is never really satisfied. T called it
my wings. Hrian would ask: ‘How
were the wings to-dayv?'"  She stopped
and regarded the man with direct gaze,
“ Do yvou know it 1= a real thing T am talk-
ing about? Not a figure of speech?”

The man nodded. “T know,” he said.
“T have a job of that family. I'm a writ-
ing person. Words are like colors; they
come at times on wings. To me they
geem even a more subile and flexible
medium, the most wonderful medium in
the world. But then—it's my job.”

“Your joh?" The woman's gaze wan-
dered to his uniform.

“Yes. Of course 1 went into the ser-
vice. I had to pull wires to get in, for I
was too old—a :E:LHJI:' hit he].'nnrl the limit.
The boy and T went in together. He was
very pleazed to have me.”

“Nou have a bov?"

The man in uniform hesitated, and then
the lined face suddenly lighted with an
astonishing brightness. “Yes,” he said,
“T have a boy."

The woman, wondering at his look,
harked back to what he had said. *You
are a writer? And words came with
wings—like colors? I didn't know. But
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of course I'd have known if I'd thought.
It's all one. Tt's all the blessed service
of recording life—the earth and the ful-
ness thereof. What a work |, Ewven to
the least in that kingdom of heaven it's
glory. Nothing like it, is there? And
maost of the world doesn’t suspect that we
of the creative clan, we're the apostles.
It makes me laugh when 1 see millionaire
business men and lawyers and doctors
and such carrying themselves important-
Iy, as if their job was running the world !
Plain funny, isn't it? For afier the cen-
turies all that lasts is the work of artists
of one sort or another. The Acropolis,
Homer, the Bible, the Sistine Madonna
artists and architects and writers.”

“Well," the man reflected, 1 won't
subsecribe to that wholesale without think-
ing it over. There's been a bit of good
work done these five thousand years, and
some of it was political, scientific, mili-
tary, and otherwise. And the results
have helped the race forward.”

“Oh, mayhe,” she conceded. “ But we
have the wings. T'll grant a feather or s0
to inventors, yet mostly, typically, it's
the artist folk who get the breath of the
spirit, the thrilling beat of pinions coming
from awayv off. The wingz—and mine are
broken!” The rapid, eaper soft wvoice
choked into something like a sob on the
last words.

The man faced her, his back against a
silver birch whose emerald leaves, spotted
already with clear gold, plaved in shift-
ing, soundlesz light and shadow about
them. The long lines of his fipure were
as serenc as the lines of his worn face. He
had said that there was little peace in the
world, but he carried with him the peace
of a mind at leisure from itseli. He
looked, she thought, gazing at him, as if
he sat armored in happy thoughts, where
mortal hurt could not touch him. A pang
of envy caught her. And with that he
spoke.

“My wings are broken, too.”

She stared. * You!”

He went on quietly. *T can still write.
Tdo. But—since—the words don't crowd
into my pencil and push to get out. And
there's no authority in sentences one
builds; one can’t trust to them; they're
brick and mortar, not visions made
speech. As vou say, the wings are gone.”
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Slowly she spoke. “The whole world's
old and sad.”

And the man laughed out, “Not in the
least.” He asserted it with quick energy.
“We're not the whole world. And no
more are we old and sad; we won't be."”

“But I'm getting ofd,” the woman
urged, and laughed, and pushed back
again the troublesome thick lock which
fell across her cheek, adding quaintly to
the boyish lock of her. The man laughed
too.

His eyes rested a second on the ani-
mated face, the athletic, slim figure,
“Not many girls of twenty could have
come through the bush as yvou did. And
yvou're as fresh as paint from it."”

“1 haven't begun to totter much yet,"
ghe agreed. “In fact, I'm huskier than
ten vears back. But yvou know,"" and her
voice was aroused vet earnest, “T really
must hegin to gel old soon. Youth!
With its sobbing and singing and despair
and dancing! Lost youth! T hate to be
old—1I kale it !"

“You said you hated youth.”

“That's when somebody else has it.
Those arrogant, self-satisfie *

The man held up a finger. “No," he
commanded. *It's envy and malice and
all unrighteousness you're playing with,
Youll get nowhere, and it will tear you
to pieces. Moreover, don’t grudge the
moths their minute.” He went on. “It
will be over, theirs too, in a flash, and
they'll wake in astonishment to find an-
other generation is voung and they're
not.  Ungrateful and cold-blooded—but
weren't we?"'

She reflected. “Why, ves. T think I
was. [ accepted things as my due. Yet
the pendulum really has swung into a
gueer zone with this batch,” she insisted.
“They're heartless, even when they're
philanthropic; there’s no  gentleness;
their eyves are cold; their vision is nar-
row; they see nothing beyond their own
reach, They have no—" she laughed.
“I'm back to it again—no wings.”

The deep glowing eyes considered her.
She went on.  “I'm bitter—Dbitter,” she
spoke slowly, “It's dust and ashes, be-
cause of one thing. I don't trust people—
since. Especially this hard, clever, cyn-
ical, fast, worthy young lot. I've lost my
faith. And age is within hailing distance
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and I don’t like the ways of age. Thev're
not fitting for me. 1'm suddenly afraid
of life. All at once it’s a chilly, dusty,
crowded street, full of unfriendly faces.”

She was shaken with the intensity of
her speaking, and the man leaned across
and placed quiet; long fingers over her
trembling ones. “It’s the hatred that’s
poisoning your life. You can't doit. It
will kill you—or worse, What's more,
you're not playing the game. You're
whining.”

She tossed up her head and stared at
him. The deep voice with a curious, un-
translatable, individual note, as of a per-
sonal affection, almost as of a caress, went
of.
“It’s fact. The ball has hit you and
bruised vou, and instead of playing up,
smiling, vou've stepped aside to grouch
and pity vourself, Do you think vou're
the only one with broken wing=? Dear
woman, the world’s full of them, Plenty
carrying on without a whimper. 1 know
a boy of twenty-one blinded at Vimy.
He's already picked up the threads and
got a career, 1 know a grande dame of
eightv-five who lost her splendid old hus-
band months back. She carries herself
like a general at the head of his army; as
full of gay courage and daily interest, ves
and of ginger and keenness, az any girl.
Till two vears ago she was light-footed
as well as light-hearted; then the eighty-
year-old muscles went wrong; she’s lame,
To see her limp into a room with the
crown of her widow's cap on her white
hair, with her head high and her smile
gentle and proud—it's a benediction, He
had been the light of her eves for sixty-
five vears. But she’s mended the wings—
at eighty-five. She’s going on in a steady
flight till she comes some day straight to
heaven and him. That's playing the
game, There are plenty more. Most of
us, after forty or so, have crashed and
smashed. There's nothing new in pain.
The point is the reaction. One may turn
pain into a gift and wear it so that lights
gleam out of the knives that cut. Or one
may be a coward and a slacker.” Again
she tossed up a hand as if to ward a
physical blow, but his voice flowed on.
“You have to choose. It's up to you,
You may love life and see good days only
if you cut out bitterness. Love's the
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necessary solvent—the antidote for poi-
sons.  Self-forgetfulness. The world is at
the feet of the man who doesn’t want it,
Emerson says that. Love your enemies;
ask nothing of life; have no personal
axes Lo grind; there's great leisure then—
peace.”

The unhurried tones halted suddenly.
“I'm preaching. I beg vour pardon.
You and I have gone through so much the
same deep waters that I've a feeling 1
might help yvou. I've fought this battle
of bitterness—out, My—my best be-
loved—is gome. From this little affair we
call life. For a while T saw red and
cursed heaven."

There was silence for a long minute
under the trees by the edge of the marsh,
They were hammering at the wing of the
acroplane busily, the bov pilot and his
man, and the famous doctor and Abraham
the barber with Maxime and Gros-Louis
the carpenter and mechanic. One heard’
their voices as they talked cheerily, and
once and again the deep-toned laughter
of the young pilot. Into the fragrant
afternoon forest quiet, into such every-
day, pleasant human sounds, the man's
calm words dropped with grotesque con-
trast. “1 saw red and cursed heaven."
An hour bird, the hidden hermit thrush,
sang his sudden, leisurely, heavenly sweet
four notes from a tree somewhere near.
It waz like the touch of a hand laid, im-
personal, healing, on a =ore heart,

“T whined,” whispered the woman.

The man laughed out as light-heartedly
az a child. “You're an honest [H‘rﬁﬂ”.h
he said. “¥You face things, You did
whine, That’s why I told about myself.
I whined too, for a bit. And I've come
through, and drowned out bitterness, and
I'm fit for service. 5o may you be. It's
the object and the measure of living,
ian'tit? Service? I got hold of that idea
and it steadied me. You catch hold of it,
too, Some go through life with a leg off,
carrving a crutch; some are blind; some
have to live tied to human devils; the real
sports buck up and don’t whine. You
and 1 can do that same. We can even
chain age, the enemy, Lo our chariot-
wheels; we can decorate our lives with our
handicaps; we can love, if people are
worth loving or not.  Just™—he laughed
—"he like the three Japanese monkeys.
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You know them? See no evil, hear no
evil, speak no evil."

She nodded. “Yes. One with a hand
over his eyes, one over his ears, one over
his mouth.”

“Tsn't it tea-time?™ the soldier de-
manded. “They're coming up this way."

The figure in gray stepped across Lo the
tea-basket. She opened the lid and then
turned to himeyves which glistened,  * The
good Lord drops his messenger out of the
sky, and the messenger sits on a stump
and saves a soul and then clamors for tea,
And there's no time for the salvage to tell
—how life is suddenly different, and cour-
age is possible and how—she’ll play the
game. There's no time to try to thank
the messenger. And no words.™

“Real people do so well without
words,” the man said, and then: “There’s
really no time also, for here they are,
streaming up the landscape, mad for food,
Let’s get things going.”'

Half an hour later, as the whole party
filed back where the aeroplane, as good as
new, waited for its crew, it happened that
Brian was ahead with the soldier, and the
woman and the laughing boy pilot closed
the procession,  All bubbling with gavety
as he was, the lad's face sobered at a word,

“Wonderful? Gee!" He spoke in
awed tones. “1 should say he was a
wonderful person! You know what he
went through?  Hideously wounded twice
the very day Dick, his son, was shot down
in his ship behind the Boche lines. And
he heard about it. Dick was hurt and
taken prisoner. They were less eruel to
airmen, yet—well, he died of starvation
and neglect. When the colonel heard, in
the hospital, he tried to kill himself.
Plumb crazy. He got better when he
knew Dick was dead. But what he stood
was fairly close to hell. Dick was an ex-
traordinary chap—sort of mixed saint
and daredevil; he and his father were
thicker than brothers. The colonel =till
suffers with his wounds, but he has pulled
together, and vou couldn't believe the
things that man does outside his own big
job. This work for the government is his
play; he likes flving because he sees things
as Dick saw them. But every minute be-
tween he's helping some lame duck.”

The woman nodded, smiling up at the
tall lad, speechless, With that they were
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clase to the machine, and the soldier
stared al it and turned to the pilot,

“I hope you've got her so we won't
spill again into this wilderness, Tommy, "
he said. “ We're not gpuaranteed minis-
tering angels all along the trip."

“Don't vou worry, sir,” laughed the
boy. “Nothing flies as well as a broken
wing, once it's honestly mended."

The look of the soldier shot to the
woman. “You see?” he threw at her,
*Tommy's said it in two words."

She whispered something not very ar-
ticulate, But it answered.  And in a few
minutes more he had held her hand in his
for a long second, radiating down friend-
lingss. Then the worn, sad, brilliant face
turned away, and the three were in the
cockpit of the aeroplane, and the fantas-
tic, lovely machine was gliding down the
meadow, rising free of the ground, of the
tree-tops, of the hills, soaring now, a great
strange bird, across cotton-wool clouds of
the pale, hot sky. Her hand on her hus-
band's shoulder, she watched as the beat
of the engine grew small and the *“ship”
came to be a dark speck on the sky,

“Jove!" spoke Brian suddenly, I
never thought to ask the names of those
fellows. Do you know?"

She shook her head. “Let's go home.
It doesn’'t matter. There was healing in
their wings. Glad tidings. Blessed upon
the mountainsare theirfeet.  All that sorl
of thing. T can’t explain now, dear, but
they came straight from heaven in more
senses than one. And I'm happy and [
can lift the world. Let’s go home, Brian.”

A week later guides brought to the
camp mail from the distant, forgotten
world. The woman cried out a sudden
exclamation as she turned the pages of a
newspaper days old. “Brian!" she cried
out, “Listen to this.” And she read a
paragraph from a greal New York daily.

“A curious incident happened in the
Canadian forest north of Quebec on the
1gth of this month. There are a number
of sporting clubs along the line of the
Quebec and Lake St. John Railway, and
those parts are now patrolled by aero-
plane to discover and report forest-fires.
The engine of a plane developed trouble
on the date mentioned and came down,
fortunately avoiding a lake and dense
woods, on a large beaver meadow, injur-
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ing one wing against a tree in landing.
The pilot, Captain Thomas Fortescue,
had little hope of repairing the damage
before next day, with only one man and
a passenger to help, but a parly of six
campers suddenly appeared, including a
mechanic and a carpenter, and the ma-
chine was in order inside two hours. The
party had seen the aeroplane pass and
fall, and, being pood woodsmen, had
rushed to the rescue with all necessities,
including afternoon tea! The passenger
in the aeroplane was——""

The woman looked up with awed eyes
az she read, and halted a moment be-
fore she pronounced a name which is
known wherever English literature is read.
“Brian ! No wonder he made things over
for me. How could we have missed
knowing who he was, Brian?"
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“Oh, come, you ask loo much—we
couldn’t have puessed that,” Brian re-
sponded, masculine and matter-of-fact.
“Great Scott! We're no professional
magicians, Letty.”

But the woman, with a hand on the in-
finitely dear thick head, was staring be-
yvond him, through the low camp door,
down the ruffled silver of the lake to the
goulée which ran past Mount Storm. She
saw, nol Brian or the lake, she saw burn-
ing eves of pain and courage smiling into
hers. She heard a voice which had spoleen
salvation.

“Brian, darling,” she said, “there's
nobody 2o stupendously stupid as you—
nobody. But thiz you must try 1o un-
derstand: Be not forgetful to enteriain
strangers, Brian—"for thereby some have
entertained aneels unawares.'

5T. NICHOLAS

By Meriel Buchanan
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HE trees on the opposite
d shore made a soft line of
Eq shadow againat the sky of
] palest, palest gold. Not a
ripple stirred the still sur-
face of the river, not a
breath of wind rustled in the grass along
the banks. Drifting in a pearly, soft haze
a little boat moved like a silent spirit
across the water. From the village, hid-
den amudst the trees, came a distant
murmur of wvoices, now and then a
snaich of song that broke off as if the
singer had suddenly been reminded that
his time for singing would perhaps hbe
short.

But the boy and the girl who sat alone
by the river were silent, the girl"s head
lying on the boy's shoulder, his cheek rest-
ing on her soft, dark hair. Barely a week
ago they had been married in the old
wooden church whose star-painted dome
showed above the ghostly trees, they had
looked forward to years of peace and hap-
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piness—and now to-morrow the bos, with
the rest of the men of the wvillage, was
leaving 1o fight the Germans,

So they sat by the river and looked
across into the sunset and found no words
to say to each other, their hearls too full
of troubled fears and pain that could find
no expression in speech. There was
nothing to do, the decree had gone forth,
and dumbly they submitted to it. Kolia
must go and be a soldier, and Praskovia,
the child-wife, must wait till he came
back, and pray for him every day, and
once a week burn a candle for him before
the icon of 5t. Nicholas, his patron saint.
That was all there was to tell, so what
was the use of talking as they sat by the
river clinging to each other as if somehow
they thought that by sitting very close
they could fill the loneliness that would
be theirs to-morrow with the dear mem-
ory of the touch of hands and lips? And
Time, relentless and inexorable, counted
the minutes one by one, and drew the soft
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gray- veil of the summer night over the
world’'s poor tortured face.

Summer passed and the trees along the
hanks of the river turned to flaming gold
and crimson till the water seemed on fire
with their reflected glory under the soft
blue haze of the autumn skyv. And pres-
ently the leaves began to fall and the bare
branches whispered and rustled as if
spirits moved among them and shook
them to sudden sighs and laughter. And
gray under the gravness of the sky the
broad river lay sullen and dark, while
little black tugs churned up and down
dragging heavy barges laden with wood
and grain and corn. And at first there
were many letters from Kolia at the front,
letters written in pencil on dirty scraps
of papers, letters full of hope and enthu-
gingam, The armies were advancing into
East Prussia, the Germans were flying be-
fore them; certainly the war would soon
Le over and he would return to Praskovia
and never leave her apain. Then the
letters ceased and for a long, long time
there was silence, while Praskovia's eyes
grew big and hollow in her small white
face, and every day a candle of vellow wax
burned and flickered before the gaudily
painted icon of 5t. Nicholas. Then sud-
denly one day there came a letter again,
several letters, and Praskovia knelt and
cried for happiness in the shadowed, dingy
church with its smell of incense and wax
and humanity and dampness. Some of
the hopeful buoyancy had gone from
Kalia's letters now, he no longer spoke of
the war being over, but Fraskovia, her
heart too full of the miracle that was com-
ing to her, did not see or understand. The
gray, grim winter passed; between rifts of
clouds blue glimpses of skv shone out and
turned the murky water to the magic
colors of aguamarine and turquoise. A
soft, wild wind “stirred the skeleton
branches of the trees, warm rain and pale
sunshine flushed them to the dim rose
color of bursting buds, patches of snow
still lingered in the shadews, the village
roads were ankle-deep in mud, And then,
when the first pale green lay like the touch
of magic fngers over the woods, the
miracle happened and Praskovia’s son
was born, The bells of the little wooden
church seemed to her as if they would
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burst their hearts with joy the day he
was christened, the day when for the first
time the sun reallv shone and the broad
river and all the little puddles reflected
the deep, deep blue of the sky, and the
apple-blossom  in  the doctor’s parden
came out with a sudden rush,

Proud, happy letters came from Kolia
at the front, letters in which he spoke only
of hiz own joy and made no mention of
the war. And then suddenly, once more
there was silence, and just at first Pras-
kovia, watching that most wonderful
thing in the world, her son, did not worry.
Something had hﬂppfn{.*d to delay the
letters, the regiment had perhaps been
transferred to some more distant point in
that huge line of front. It woul be like
the last llme, and one day a letter would
come again. But the days passed and
lengthened and grew short and no letter
came. And Praskovia held little Kalia
very tightly in her arms as she gazed
across the river, and kneeling before the
icon of 5t. Nicholas the candles danced
and glimmered like little golden points of
fire before her tear-wet eyes. And still
there was no letter, and the young green
leaves withered and turned to gold, and
the blue dusk slowly gathered up Lhe
hours of the ever- bht’:ﬂEnll‘lg days.

Then a little growing thrill of fear ran
through the village. Terror, paralyzing
and overwhelming, knocked at the low
wooden doors. Women locked at, each
other with blanched faces; Old men mut-
tered and shook their heads, and young
boys spoke in loud, overconfident voices.
For the unbelievabile was happening—the
Kussian army was being driven back, the
Germans were advancing. The news
came at first as a whisper that nobody
gave credence to till the first stragpling
groups of refugees from the villages far-
ther south tottered along the road, with
tales of fire and blood and devastation.
Step by step, fighting stubbornly, mag-
nmremh short of supplies, short of am-
munition, the armies of the Little Father
were retrmlmg and the gray Geérman
hordes crept forward driving the terrified
people before them.

Her eves wide and terrified, Praskovia
listened. Surely such things were not
possible.  The Germans had come to
other villages perhaps, but they would not
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come here—no, quite surely, St. Nicholas
would protect them.

Then one day the women working in
the fields heard far away on the gray
horizon the thunder of the guns. The
whole village came out, standing gazing
across the flat green plain, listening to
the sound that seemed to shake the earth
they stood on. All night long it con-
tinued, and in the morning they gathered
together once more, listening, watching
with strained faces and sleepless eyes.
Was it coming nearer? Two or three
voices =aid it was and were contradicted
by others who accused them of panic.

Then a woman, pointing down the
long gray road, screamed hyzterically,
“What is that?’ ’ and the little crowd felt
a cold air chill their spines as they saw the
dark figures of horsemen and the point-
ing pennons of lances against the sky.
“The Germans!" The words flew from
mouth to mouth, seeming to paralvze ac-
tion and thought. Could it be the Ger-
mans? A boy who had gone a little
farther ahead and stood hand shading
his eves gave a laugh that was not quite
natural. *“No, not the Germans, some of
our own men.”” His face a little pale
above his faded green shirt, he strutted
with an air of confident assurance before
a group of frightened girls who clung
silently together,

Rapidly the horsemen drew nearer, and
the bleak wind that came with them
whistled along the road and set the long
grasses shivering as at the approach of
something sinister and terrible. Foughly
they drove their tired, shaggy horses into
the group of brighth clad women. “The
Germans are coming,’” they cried. *Cur
army is in full retreat. You must leave
this village at once. We are ].Hl.rning
everything as we go, =0 that the swine
shall 1md nothing but ruins when they
come.’

The words with all their portent of ruin
and dizaster were received in stricken
silence,; then somewhere a woman began
to cry silently, apathetically, resignedly,
and an old man railed at Fate in a thin,
high-pitched, shaking voice.

And thereafter a hurried, panic-stricken
gathering together of household goods,
horses or cows harnessed to the low
wooden carts, children clasping cats or
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chickens in their arms bundled in, useless
things that could not possibly be wanted
loaded up with care while the very neces-
saries of life were left behind. Babies
crying, women scolding, old men hobbling
wistiully about and getting in every-
body's way, and always on the gray
horizon the thunder of guns and the
shrieking wind that seemed to bring with
it all kinds of nightmare terrors.

The short gray autumn day sank into
darkness; before them there was only the
uneven, stony road, behind them a red
glare in the sky at which they dared not
look! And day by day along that road
of terror and despair the crowd grew
denser; plodding along with no hope in
the future, suffering, enduring, dying.
Deserted, overturned carts, scattered
household property, dead or dving horses,
a lost dog or cat with barely enough
strength to crawl, an old woman sitting
by the roadside mumbling inarticulate
words, a hurriedly made grave, or per-
hapz no grave at all but just a dead body
lving with sightless eves turned up to the
gray monotony of sky, These things in-
creased also as day by day hunger and
exhaustion and disease stalked among
that pitiful throng. Was it real or only
a dream, so hideous as 1o seem impos-
sible? With shoes leng since worn
through to shreds Praskovia limped along,
her numbed arms carrying little Kolia—a
burden that grew every day alittle lighter.
Big Kolia's mother had died of fever and
exhaustion very soon, and at last they told
Praskovia that little Kolia was dead too,
that she need not carry him any farther.
But she could not believe them. *“Heis
only asleep,” she whispered in her hoarse,
strained voice and held him closer to her
breast. *“Do not wake him,”

They managed finally to get the poor
little body away from her, and somebody
got her a place in one of the carts, where
she lay babbling in fevered delirium till
they reached the railway and were all
packed into dark, evil-smelling cattle-
trucks, But she, whose prayer was that
she should die, retained against her will
her hold on life, came back from her
fevered unconsciousness to the knowledge
of a bare, bleak shed filled with that ever-
present crowd of men, women, and chil-
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dren. Theend of the journey was reached
and Praskovia's eyes brightened when
they told her that they were in Petrograd,
for dimly she held to a far-off hope that
here in the capital she would perhaps get
news of big Kolia, or if not any definite
news, at least some breath or glimmer that
would tell her what his fate had been.
Very vague, very dim, very unreal were

those hopes, built more on fairy-tales than

on actual possibilities, visions of an All-
seeing Little Father who would send her
word where Kolia was. Direams of some
big gray-haired general who would de-
spatch a mounted rider to bring him back
from that terrible, far-distant line of
battle. Dreams and visions all broken
into rainbow fragments against the in-
flexible wall of facts, the callous iron circle
of official listlessness and negligence. And
vet Praskovia's childlike faith in human-
kind was not to be quite utterly shat-
tered. Omne of the many officials she went
to see happened to be a colonel of infantry
gifted with imagination. True, he could
give her no answer to her so oft-repeated
question! Her husband had been with
the army in Galicia? She had not heard
from him for seven months! The colonel
shook his head. He would make what
inguiries he could, but he knew that the
general of that division had heen killed
in the retreat, and among =0 many mil-
lion men . . . He raised his shoulders,
and then, glancing at the white face and
haunted eves; he asked one or two ques-
tions, gathered the whole pitiful story
and remained silent & moment, frowning
al the pile of papers on his desk. At last,
after what seemed to Praskovia an end-
less pause, he scribbled a few words on a
card and handed it to her. “That is
where I live,” he told her. “T have heard
my wife say she wasz in need of a girl to
help in the house. Come there to-morrow
morning."’

5o Praskovia found shelter and a home,
Placid, gentle-faced Madame Ivanoff
tock her to her motherly heart, the work
was light, and the hollows of Praskovia's
cheeks filled out, and her step lost its
dragging listlessness,  But nothing would
ease the ache of loneliness in her heart,
nothing could replace the tiny clutching
fingers at her breast, or the love she had
read in big Kolia's eves—Rolia who per-
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haps lay out yonder on that unknown
line of battle, done to death by a German

shell,

But Kolia was not dead! Fighting
grimly, hopelessly, without arms or am-
munition, he had been wounded and taken
prisoner by the Germans, For an endless
time he had lain between life and death in
a filthy prizon-camp, alternately raving in
delirium or apathetic in a state of coma,
till at last he won through and emerged
a ghost with yellow, wasted cheeks and
hollow eyes.

Days, weeks, and months dragged
themselves away in an unending same-
ness, during which he lost hope and cour-
age and the count of time. There were
French and British in the same camp who
got letters and parcels to lighten the
deadly monotony, But for Kolia nothing
came, and the world outside the barbed
wire seemed utterly empty, while the
world inside was just an endless passing
of weary, hopeless hours. He wrote many
letters and was told that perhaps they
wotuld be sent, but whether they were or
whether they ever reached their destina-
tion he did not know, and certainly no
ANSWEr EVEr CAMme,

How long he was in that prizon-camp
Kolia never quite knew, but after a little
more than a vear his chance came and,
spurred by a sudden desperation, he took
it, and he and a big red-bearded Cossack
pot away. For two days and a half they
lay hidden in a hole in the ground, listen-
ing with pounding hearts to the search
that swept to and fro above them, with
only one dry hiscuit between them. Then
at last, with parched tongues and cracked
lips, they erept out at night and started
on their tramp toward the vague direction
of the French lines. That first drink at a
little muddy pool, would Kolia ever forget
it? That first dawn in the forest with the
sleepy twitter of waking birds calling to
each other from tree to tree, who could
explain the rapture of it?

Living like hunted animals, eating grass
and roots, they plodded on, escaping by
purest chance the troops of soldiers who
pervaded evervthing.  And then, when
that longed-for frontier line lay only ten
miles away, the Cossack’'s strength gave
out, For davs he had stumbled on,
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racked by a burning fever to which he had
refused to give in. Only to reach the
frontier | he whispered hoarsely. Then
they would send him back to Russia
quickly—oh, ves, very quickly—and once
there he could die in peace. But he must
get back to Russia—he must not die in
the enemy’s land. For the Jast day Kolia
almost carried him, listening always to
those broken, mumbling words, with a
heart too full of dull, apathetic pain to
find any answer or comfort. And then
quite suddenly and quietly the hoarse
voice broke off into silence, the tall hgure
worn to a pitiful ghost of rag and bone
crumpled up, and Kolia, looking down
into the white face that was so suddenly
at peace, knelt beside him to whisper a
broken, disjointed prayer, and then, with
shaking, trembling limbs, crept on,

And Kolia gol through—by what mir-
acle of luck it is hard to say—walking
straight with blind, unseeing eves into a
patrol of French soldiers, who took him at
first for a wandering ghost. And finally,
after much delay, he was shipped to Eng-
land among =ome other poor scarecrows
like himself, and there they were fed and
clothed and cared for and at last sent off
on their homeward journey across Sweden
and Norway, strange, unknown countries
they had never heard of. A long, weary,
endless journey, till at last on a bleak
November day they crossed the frontier
up at that desolate northern point of Fin-
land with its huge snow-covered plains
and its broad, frozen river with the strag-
gling wooden villages on either side.

Russia—his own mother country—
Praskovia and the son he had never seen !
Kolia drew a big, decp breath, the blue
eves that had gone so far back inlo his
head alight with an incredulous happi-
ness.  Surely they would allow him to
go back to his village just for a very little
while. And then he would fight once
maore for the Little Father. He would he
glad to fight again, his hatred of the Ger-
mans increased tenfold since the long tor-
ture of the prison-camp.

But when he came to Petrograd with
its golden domes and spires and red and
vellow palaces, he was told that his village
had been for over a year in German hands,
and nobody could tell him anyv news of hiz
wife and child, Most likely thev had
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escaped, but where they were who could
tell? There had been so many refugees
and Russia was 20 big.

The light went out of Kolia's sky, utter
hopelessness descended on his spirit, and
with it a dull, sullen anger, a smouldering
resentment that slowly grew and grew.

For weeks they kept him waiting with
hundreds of his other comrades, till some-
body had time to think which front they
should be sent to. Several times Kaolia
went to the wooden barracks near the
Warsaw station where many of the refu-
gees still lived, but nobody could tell him
anything of Praskovia, There had been
so many hundred refugees and so many
had died on the way, and many had gone
to other towns and many had been here
and left. Praskovia Ivanoff and a baby—
God help us, but how was one to remem-
ber a name? From the village of Krass-
nitz? There were no other refugees from
that village here. There had been some
but they had gone. Where to? Gaod
knows! They had found other work per-
haps or they had died. Praskovia Tvan-
off—zomebody dimly remembered the
name, but she had had no child with her,
that was certain, and she had gone away
long ago.

At last, when the drifting ice on the
river had frozen into a =olid mass, Kolia
was sent to the front, and, that smoulder-
ing resentment still hot within him, he
went, dull, apathetic, utterly indifferent.

The winter dragged itzelf away till the
revolution swept everything before it.
But even that could not stir Kolia from
his listlessness. What was the good of
liberty to him now?  They told him that
the Emperor had abdicated, and he
frowned in perplexed wonder. Why, that
would mean there would be no Little
Father—and what was the meaning of
the word republic ?

And then a dirty-looking man with
greasy black hair and narrow, shifting
eves came and spoke to the regiment,
standing on a wooden bench and pouring
forth a torrent of suave speech. And at
first Kolia did not understand or even
listen very much, but little by little the
smooth words began to sink in and woke
that dull, sullen anger of his to life. Why
should they go on fighting now? The
Germans were ready and willing to make
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peace. It was only England and France
who for their own wvainglorious ends
wished to prolong the horror of the war.
Russia was no longer bound to them. It
was the Emperor's government who had
made the Alliance, and the Emperor’s
government did not exist. Russia was
free now, and to every one of her citizens
would be given bread in plenty and land
and peace. Germany would withdraw
her armies and give back the conquered
territory—give back the conquered terri-
tory ! That sentence broke through the
fog in Kolia’s brain. That meant his
village also—the woods and the green
fields and the river—and perhaps—per-
haps, after all, Praskovia was still there—
and his old mother.

The man with the oily black hair and
the narrow eyes left them; but another
one came, apparently from nowhere, &
huge, burly-looking fellow this, with a
bristling black beard and fierce, blood-
shot eves. In a hoarse, raucous voice he
spoke 1o the soldiers, and his words were
all fire and sedition. Thev had hbeen
tortured and downtrodden long enough,
but the day of liberation was at hand, the
day when the aggressors would pay in
blood, and again more blood. The war
had been waged by the capitalists for
their own ends. The soldiers who had
fought and suffered were to get nothing
from it; let the soldiers, therefore, end it
and take for themselves their reward., A
day of glory was to dawn for Russia; first
among all the nations, she would teach
the world the meaning of democracy.

This man in time also left them, but
others took his place, and always there
were the same glowing promises, the same
picture of peace and plenty painted on a
screen of fire. And the soldiers listened
and believed and followed the gleaming
will-o'-the-wisp that was to lead them
into the swamp of anarchy and destruc-
tion—and Kolia, sullen, embittered. in-
different, followed after them.

Thie blue river hurried on swiftly, silent-
lv, to the sea; above the Winter Palace a
torn rag of crimson fluttered against the
pale, pure sky. Now and then a hot, dry
wind blew a cloud of evil-smelling dust
along the deserted quays. Hardly a
sound broke the utter silence. There
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were mio boats on the river, there were no
carriages in the streets, the windows of
the palace stared out with blind eyes upon
a world of desolation, here and there a
torn hlind fapped forlornly, a broken
pane of glass showed a chasm of dark-
ness,

Slowly Kolia walked down the quay,
his shoulders bent, his feet dragging
wearily in their torn boots on the hot,
dirty pavement. At rare intervals people
passed him, men or women who looked
at him furtively, anxiously, and went on
their way, haunted eyes always watching
the shadows of the great doorways. At
one corner the dead bodv of a horse lay
on the pavement, and Kolia turned away
because he could not hear to see the
human scavengers who surrounded it,

Where was he going 7 He did not know
or care, his brain was just a confused,
chaotic emptiness in which only one
thought burned like a flame of red-hot
pain. They had killed the Emperor, they
had murdered him cruelly with his wife
and children. Kolia had deadened pity
and compassion long ago; drunk with
wine and the bitterness of his own wrongs,
he had killed and seen kill, and only hard-
ened himself to a fiercer anger. Bul now
suddenly his eyves were opened, and the
light that faced them was a glare of in-
tolerable anguish that blinded him with
vain regret and shame,

On he stumbled, past the red, battered
Winter Palace, past the great, silent
building of the Admiralty, past the statue
of Peter the Great, till suddenly his
steps were brought up short at the end
of the quay, and there was only hefore
him a little white church standing
amongst green trees; and Kolia, obeving
some dumb instinct that eraved for shel-
ter and relief from the hot glare of the
desolate, dirty streets, went in.

The door yielded to his touch, silence
and darkness met him, the golden-painted
icons gleamed dimly out of the shadows,
on the walls the engraved names of the
sailors who had died during the Japanese
War were hidden under a coating of dust;
no glimmer of light burned anywhere in
the deserted emptiness of this church
built to the memory of men who had
given their lives for the empire that had
crumbled away,
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Before the golden jcon of 51, Nicholas
Kolia paused and silently knelt down.
Was not St. Nicholas his pairon saint,
even as he was the patron saint of the
murdered Emperor? In the gilt stand in
front of the silent image there were the
burned-out rests of one or two candles, and
vaguely Kolia wondered who had put
them there and wished he had a candle,
too. For a long time he knelt there and
could find no prayer in the aching void of
his mind. What was there he could pray
for in a world that was so dark and tor-
tured ?  And then unconsciously almost
he began to pray for the impossible to
happen, and, knowing well that it was
impossible, found vet a certain comfort
init, “Holy 5i. Nichalas,” he whispered,
“have mercy on me—forgive me—have
mercy upon me and bring Praskovia back
to me—"" And so over and over again
till the mere fact that he was praying
began to ease his tortured mind,

The door of the church had opened
very softly, somebody came in and crept
forward, but Kolia did not move; only,
listening to the faint sounds, he thought
that whoever it was must be very tired,
for they moved so slowly. Somebody
paused behind him, there was a little
fumbling, rustling sound, then a maich
scraped, a faint light wavered like a
golden shadow in the gravness, a trem-
bling hand placed a littde yellow candle
before the image of 5t, Nicholas,

Kolia watched it and wondered. He
had thought that in this dead city of
despair nobody prayved any more. Who
was it who had still enough courage and
hope left 7 But the woman who knelt be-
side him in the shadows had a heavy gray
shawl covering her bent head, and the
thick folds hid her face from his tired,
curious eyes,

So for a few silent minutes the man
and the woman knelt beside each other
in the deserted church, while the solitary
candle wavered and flickered this way
and that, a poor, lonely little prayer in
the emptiness of eternity.

Diown and down it burned, the cheap
inferior wax dripping on the floor, and at
last with a feeble splutter and hiss went
out, leaving behind it a wreath of blue,
acrid-smelling smoke,

With a sigh thal was utterly weary the
woman rose and, without knowing why
he did it, kolia rose, too, and followed her.
Her hand on the heavy door, she felt him
cloge behind her and turned, fear lending
her a desperate courage.  * What is it vou
want#"' she whispered, and remained
suddenly silent, staring up at him with
wide, dark eyes. "It—"" she began, and
then her voice broke. * Kolia—it can't
be you—is it your™

He was on his knees before her now,
his trembling arms flung round her, his
tear-wet, ravaged face pressed into the
folds of her skirt, and, incapable of speech,
she laid her hands on his rough, tumbled
hair.

Waords, explanations, questions, an-
swers—ill these were to come later: the
story of his imprisonment and escape, of
her having to leave the village, of the
refuge she had found, her life with her
employers on their estate, the murder of
the kind old colonel by pillaging soldiers,
her flight with his widow to humble lodg-
ings in the city.

For all these there would be time later,
For the present they only knew that they
had found each other, that the miracle
they had prayed for had come (o pass,
And perhaps in the shadow 5t, Nicholas
smiled with an infinily of compassion and
understanding.

Vor. LXVIlL.—10
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THE GANG

IN EMBRYO

By Franklin Chase Hoyt

Presiding Justice of the Children’s Coort of the Chty of New YVork; Aothor of

G 4,-:.'__—3 HE *“Honest Club" was
a-i Twinsie's own original idea.
d The credit for its organi-
I zation, as well as the re-
sponsibility for its rather
shocking subsequent de-
velopment, T regret to add, belonged ex-
clusively to him, for the other members of
his gang ai\m}s followed like sheep when
Twinsie led the way,

As a matter of fact, I believe that his
Christian name was James or John, or
something equally respectable, but he
himself had discarded it at an early age.
Having heen favored by fate with a twin
brother, he firmly decided as soon as he
was able to articulate, that he himseli
should be known in the future as * Twin-
gie." and that his brother, who lacked his
aggressive personality, should respond to
the less intimate bul possibly the more
staid and dignified appellation of ** Twin.”
Twinsie was a born leader of men—or,
considering his age, which was twelve,
perhaps 1 should say, of boys, Very
likely the fact that he had a twin brother,
like a familiar spirit to echo his orders and
to follow him in all of his projects and ad-
ventures with blind devotion, gave him
a position and prestize among his friends
which was rather out of the ordinary,

Twinsie must have been in a particu-
karly beatibc frame of mind when he re-
solved to organize the *Honest Club.”
Possibly some good angel had been whis-
pering in his ear, or perhaps his teacher
had inspired him to the doing of noble
deeds. Another inference (though 1 hate
to suggest it) was that he was feeling the
reaction resulting from the administra-
tion of some punichment for past mis-
deeds, But, whatever the reason, he un-
guestionably was fired on this momentous
occasion with the desire to stamp out de-
linquency in general, and to employ his
forces in the cause of righteousness, So
he called his followers around him and un-
folded his plan for the formation of what
he was pleased tocall the *Honest Club.”
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Taking the chair, as it were, he oul-
lined the high purposes of this fellowship,
and briefly sketched an attractive pro-
pramme for the activities of its members,
They were to avoid temptations of the
haser sort, and eschew all evil, especially
the sin of dishonesty. Thev were to be
obedient to their parents, sympathetic
with their teachers, and helpful in assist-
ing and running errands for their neigh-
bors. By clozely following this high-
minded policy Twinsie asserted that they
would reap substantial rewards. Not
only would they gain that satisfaction
which alwavs flows from the conscious-
ness of virtuous living, but it was to be
hoped that their parents, their teachers,
and their neighbors might feel impelled
to bestow some small remuneration, pref-
erably in the form of cash, in return for
their good deeds and acts of devotion.
These proceeds, Twinsie explained, should
be turned into the club treasury impar-
tially by all concerned, and pooled into
one fund for their common benefit.
Then, when the receipts had grown to
respectable proportions, the club could
provide an outing, a feast, or some other
form of entertainment acceptable to iis
members, under the direction of some
competent adviser, preferably their
teacher. The unregenerate among their
small friends, unbidden to this spread,
would be conzumed with envy and jeal-
ousy, and would soon be clamoring for
admizsion to the *Honest Club.” In
fact, its potentiality for good would be
unlimited, and life would be very pleasant
indeed for all within the charmed circles.
No more punishments, no more scoldings,
no more bad marks! Instead, their par-
ents, teachers, and neighbors would poeint
them out with pride, and hold them up
as examples to the youth of the com-
munity. “See those boys?" they would
sav, “they are fine fellows. That's be-
cause they’re members of the “Honest
Club.™

Twinsie's suggestion met with enthu-
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siastic responze. His convincing state-
ments and assurances stifled any possible
opposition, and the club sprang into ex-
istence then and there. His cronies pro-
nounced the idea a grand one, for how
could it possibly be anything else, since
Twinsie himself had proposed it ?

For a while all went well. The school
and the neighborhood were a little startled
by the sudden transformation in the habits
of Twinsie and his friends, but thev were
none the less pleased.  Much of Twinsie's
predictions proved true. There were no
more punishments, no more scoldings, no
more bad marks. Life for its members
was at least more calm and conventional
if less exciting,

But as the weeks passed by a situation
began to develop which threatened dis-
aster to the whole project.  While every
one appreciated the efforts of the members
of the “Honest Club” to walk in the
straight and narrow path, this recogni-
tion of their virtues failed to produce the
expected cash, No matter how helpiul
they proved themselves to be at home, no
matter how diligently they worked at
school, and no matter how many errands
they ran, or chores they performed for
others, the longed-for pennies and nickels
failed to materialize. No funds poured
into the club treasury, and consequently
there was no prospect at all for the feast
or excursion so graphically pictured by
Twinsie, and which was to have made all
non-members of the club gnash their
teeth in envy. Alas! the material re-
wards of virtue sometimes are slow—so
very slow in coming !

Twinsie sensed this situation before any
actual revolt occurred among his follow-
ers. But there were warnings a-plenty
and murmurings enough among his
friends to show the need of immediate
action, Now there is one thing which
leaders like Twinsie cannot sulmit to,
and that is loss of authority. They may
fight a losing battle, they may lead their
henchmen into danger and possible defeat,
but they can never survive desertion.

Accordingly, he resolved to meet the
situation at once and to destroy the seeds
of revolt before his leadership could
be threatened. Calling his little pang
around him, he cxplained that while the
experience of the * Honest Club ™ had not
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fulfilled all of his expectations, the fault
lay not with the original idea itself, which
was an excellent one, but with those
whom they had hoped to please. They,
the members, had done their part, but
their parents, teachers, and neighbors had
wofully fallen down in showing the proper
and expected appreciation for their vir-
tues. Now he had a new plan to pro-
pose.  If no one cared for an honest club,
why continue it? There were plenty of
other ways to enrich the club treasury,
and more exciting ones at that, Virtue
was all very well, in its way, but vice had
its alluring side as well, In short, he for
one was tired of the * Honest Club ™ and
all that it implied. He suggested, there-
fore, that its name be changed into the
“Crooking Club,” and that its members
as a body should plunge boldly into a life
of infamy and crime,

Twinsie had unwittingly pulled off a
very successful coup d'éfat, and it won
because of its audacity. Up to that time
none of his friends had been “erooks,”
even if they had been a litile mischievous
and unruly. ‘To become a band of ma-
rauders and criminals was more than they
had expected or bargained for, but none
raised his voice in opposition.  They all,
1 am sure, must have experienced some
queer sinking feelings in their little in-
sicdes as they listened to Twinsie's pro-
gramme for their future activities, but,
to a boy, they pledged their allegiance
to the new and evil cause. So it was that
the “Honest Club™ ceased to exist and
the “Crooking Club™ came into being.

[ wish T could tell vou that the new
organization failed to accomplizsh any of
its reprehensible objects, and that it died
out as quickly as its more worthy prede-
cessor, but unfortunately that would not
be the truth.,  Besides, how should 1 have
known of these thingz, or how should I
have made the acquaintance of these
bovs unless they had come into conflict
with the law?

As a matter of fact, under Twinzie's
leadership the * Crooking Club™ had a
wild, tempestuous, and evil career. Each
and every one of its members sought to
live up to its name, and they spared
neither themselves nor others in the effort.
They played truants from school, and
they stayed away from home. They pil-
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tered from stands, and they held up and
robbed other small children on the streets.
Burglary became an ordinary occupation
for them, and the stores and shops which
they looted were too many to count.
They established innumerable bunks,*
made use of fences,T and pal’d up with
older criminals, In a short time they
made their gang notorious and its very
name a terror in the neighborhood.

The inevitable reckoning was not long
in coming. One night the whole lot at-
tempted a daring raid on a poultry mar-
ket, and effected an entrance through a
skvlight on the roof. To reach the floor,
a drop of about twenty feet, they slid
down a rope which they had brought with
them for this purpose, and which they
had fastened around the chimney, As
the last one let himseli down he crashed
through some of the glass;, making a
racket which hrought the peolice, and
Twinsie and his friends were caught, one
and all, like rats in a trap.

The members of the ** Crooking Club™
presented a sorry appearance when they
were arraigned before me the next morn-
ing in the Children’s Court. Twinzie did
most of the talking for them, but even he
lacked his usual self-assurance. I imagine
all of them would have given anything in
the werld to have become members of the
“Honest Club™ once more, and to have
had the memory of their subsequent de-
pravities blotted out, as one might dispel
the recollection of an abominable night-
mare,

A favorable thing which T noticed at
once about the boys was their disposition
to be absolutely frank and truthful about
themselves and their actions. After a
brief talk about the facts of the offenze,
and following my usual custom, I put the
case oxer for a week to permit a full in-
vestigation to be made of the affair and
the boys' characters and environment.

Thiz inv csl]gmlm‘a when completed pre-
sented food for serious thought.  Through
it we learnt of the establishment of the
“Honest Club” and the evalution of the
“Crooking Club.” We found also that
the reputation of all of the bovs, up to a
short time before, had been fairly good.

As a whole the incident simply proved

* Secret hiding-places for stolen gomls

{ Receivers and dealers o stolen goods,
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the tragedy of misdirected effort. Had
these hayvs, when they first got together,
been guided with intefligence and com-
mon sense, they probably would have
stuck to a normal, clean, healthy line of
conduct. Their natural instinct in the
beginning urged them toward good “be-
havior and right living. It was only
when virtue became flat and insipid
through lack of excitement, interest, and
appreciation by those to whom they
naturally looked for guidance, that they
decided to abanden it and to play a dan-
rerous pame.  So does a gang often begin,
Al first the members band themselves to-
gether for pleasure and adventure, and it
is only when normal interests fail {o at-
tract, -or to fulfil their needs, that law-
lessness enters in and leads them far
afield.

In the case of these particular boys I
am glad to say that I felt justihied, after a
thorough review of all the circumstances,
in giving them a chance on probation.
Mozt of them have responded very satis-
factorily to this form of treatment, al-
though one or two have since fallen from
grace. The majority, however, have had
their fill of criminality, and 1 do not ex-
pect any of them to feel again any attrac-
tion toward a gang.

What is going to become of Twinsie I
do not know. He is a character now, and
will be one in the future. I sincerely hope
that his qualities of leadership will be
turned in the right direction, and that
later on he will qualify himself as a good
citizen. He has an active little brain,
and it is teeming over with all kinds of
plans and projects. A short time ago he
and Twin reported to me on probation,
and T had the pleasure of an extended talk
with them on that occasion.

“What do you want to do when you
grow up? " I asked Twinsie,

“Go into the movies,”” he answered,
without the slightest hesitation.

“What made you think of that?” I
inquired.

“Why, it is a grand scheme, judge,” he
replied.  “ When vou have a twin you can
do all kinds of things. Just think, Twin
could commit a murder and T would be
accused, and then there would be all
kinds of mix-ups. Me and Twin could
ido lots of things other people couldn't
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dol” The placid Twin nodded a silent
assent.  Anything which Twinsie pro-
posed was all right as far as he was con-
cerned.

“Now I come to think of it,” T re-
marked, I don't think that vou and vour
brother really do look very much alike
after all.”

“0Oh, that's just hecause of the way he
has his locks clipped,” Twinsie asserted
with a rather contemptuous gesture
toward his brother's closely shaved head.
“Wait till his hair grows out again like
riing, and there ain’t a soul who could
tell us apart.”

I have been tryving to turn Twinsie's
thoughts into other channels, but no ene
can tell what he is going to become, or
what part he is really going to play in the
years which lie before him.

Somewhat similar in many respects to
1he episode of the “ Homest Club ™ was an-
other case which recently came to my no-
tice, and which 1 have recorded in my
files under the title: “The Robbery of
Ikey C." Indeed the original motives
and causations were very much alike in
heth incidents, but Tam glad to sav that
in this latter case the final result was in-
finitely less painful and serious.

Three voung bovs were brought before
me charged with an act of juvenile delin-
quency, having been arrested for holding
up Ikey in the street and robbing him of
twenty-five cents,  When T glanced first
at the three vouthful defendants and then
at the complainant, I received something
of a shock. It seemed as if there must
have been some mistake, and as if their
positions should have been reversed, for
the three juvenile robbers were the clean-
est, brightest, and nicest-looking boys
one could possibly imagine, while Tkey's
appearance and general attitude were
enough toawaken suspicion at first glance.
However, suppressing my misgivings for
the moment, I proceeded with the case,
and turning to the boys asked whether
the charge was true.

“Sure,” they all answered in chorus.
“We took the quarter from him.”

“Well, T never would have thought
it, T murmured to myself, and then 1
inguired of the bovs how it all happened,

“Well, you see it was this way, judge,”
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replied one of the number, who acted as
spokesman. ““We belong to a club in
our church, and some of the things we
have promised to keep away from are
playing craps and swearing. We prom-
1sed to try to make our friends good, too,
and to stop all gambling around the block.
Most of the boys have given it up, but
Tkev's the worst of the lot, and he's shoaot-
ing crap all the time.  Yesterday we seen
hiz mother hand him a quarter and tell
him to go and get some milk for the haby,
but Tkey just =neaked around the corner
and started up a crap game. So we all
got topether and jumped on him. We
gat hack the quarter all right, we did!"

The other two bovs nodded assent, and
the faces of all three glowed with right-
eous enthusiasm, as if in the consciousness
of a duty well performed.  Theyv Jooked
up at me with angelic expressions in the
certain expectancy that I could do noth-
ing less than give my approval 1o all that
they had done. Before commenting on
their actions, however, I thought it best
to hear what Tkey had to say, so turning
to him I asked whether this particular
guarter did not belong to his mother.
Tkey of the guilty conscience squirmed
around in the witness-chair in which he
was sitting, and looked thoroughly miser-
able.

“Yeh," he admitted reluctantly. ““She
gived it to me. But, judge, don't ver
believe that story they're tryin' to hand
yver. They wasunt going to give it back
to mommer. Oh! no! They stole it
from me cause they wanted to go to the
movies with it,"" and Tkev grinned slyly,
happy in the momentary belief that he
had turned the tables on his traducers,
Vigorous denials to this accusation, how-
ever, were entered by the three de-
fendants, and they all asked me to look
inta the ease o sec il their story was not
true in every particular.

This I did, and the subsequent investi-
gation proved the accuracy of all of their
asseriions. Their characters were found
to be of the best, while Tkeyv's reputation
was discovered 1o be very shady indeed,

It took me some time, however, Lo con-
vince my three voung friends that their
action in jumping on the wretched Tkew
was scarcely within the law. 1 told them
of the Vigilantes of the early Californian
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days, but pointed out that their opera-
tions could hardly be tolerated to-day in
a city like New York, (Of course I did
not add that sometimes one couldn't help
having a sneaking sympathy for vigi-
lantes in peneral!) It was not difficult,
however, to suggest other and better
methods of reaching the same end, and
we discussed the various ways in which
they could make themselves and their
club a real power for good in the com-
munity.

As a matter of fact, their arrest, which
was really accidental, and simply due to
the commotion which they were making
in the street, turned out to be rather
timely and fortunate in the end. For
these boys, like the members of the “ Hon-
est Club,"” originally banded together for
really decent purposes, might have turned
their energies through misdirection and
lack of realization into more dangerous
channels, and having discovered force as
an easy weapon by which to work their
will, might have been induced to use it
later on for more sinister purposes.

Of all the incipient young gangsters
who ever came before me, the case of
David B. was one of the most extraor-
dinary.

David, who was fifteen years of age at
the time of his arrest, was caught red-
handed in the act of forcing an entrance
from a fire-escape into a third-story apart-
ment. As he was cornered by the janitor
and one or two others he dropped a revolv-
er into the area, which when examined
was found to be fully loaded. Another
boy or man had been seen in his company
when he first had been observed, but this
individual had succeeded in getting away
Ly climbing up the fire-escape and disap-
pearing over the roof before David was
caught.

These were the only facts known to the
police when David was first brought into
court, and I could get nothing more out of
him at my initial hearing, save an admis-
sion that he was indeed trying to break
into the apartment for the purpose of
burglary., To my inguiry as to the iden-
tity of the individual seen in his company,
he replied that he was a young fellow
known as Tony the Wop, whom he had
met only an hour before, and who had
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suggested to him the commission of this
particular offense, at the same time hand-
ing him the loaded revolver, 1 remarked
that the name Tony the Wop sounded
suspiciously generic, but David emphati-
cally denied any further knowledge of the
fellow.

As we proceeded with our investipation
of the case, however, we found out many
things of David and his associates, which
he had omitted to tell us. So much, in
fact, that finally David recognized the fu-
tilitv of lying any further about his ac-
tions, and offered to tell us everything
coneerning himsell and his companions.
The boy, I had every reason to believe,
had been anxious all along to tell the
truth, yet had been restrained, partly hy
an innate feeling of loyalty toward thosze
with whom he had been acting, but prin-
cipally by sheer terror at the thought of
their possible revenge.

David, it appeared, lived alone with his
widowed mother, and had passed through
several terms in high school, but during
the past vear he had become restless and
dizcontented, and had drifted away from
his former associations., A few months
before his arrest he had fallen in with a
particularly wvicious gang of criminals,
who had craftily led him on from one
small offense to another, until having
obtained complete domination over him
they had used him for crimes of the most
daring and nefarious description,

As David gave us the names of his
companions we discovered them all to
be well-known characters in the under-
world, and possessors of criminal records.
Ome at that very time was being earnestly
sought by the authorities in a murder
case. A general round-up by the police
resulted in the arrest of seven of these in-
dividuals, and a search in their respective
rooms led to the discovery of a large num-
ber of revolvers, blackjacks, masks, jim-
mies, and burglars’ tools which alone were
enough to obtain convictions against
them all. The alleged Tony the Wop,
whose name, of course, was not Tony at
all, turned out to be a notorious character
who had indeed planned the burglary
which led to David's arrest, Incidentally
two receivers of stolen goods were located
and an investigation of their premises dis-
closed a vast amount of stolen property,
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and solved the mysterv of a number of
crimes hitherto unexplained.

. Then David told us other facts which
led to more discoveries.  One of the mem-
bers of the gang had obtained employ-
ment in a well-known building in the city
as a night-watchman. In the basement
he had rigged up a gallery for pistol prac-
tice, which was freely made use of by all
of his friends, and where, as David in-
formed us, the voung apprentice was
taught how to shoot to kill.  He also said
that a plot had been hatched there to
blow up the safe in the office of the build-
ing, and that the explesives for this pur-
pose would be found hidden in a certain
spot in the basement. Both the pistal-
gallery and the explosives were found pre-
cizely as described by David.

Taking it all in all, the arrest of this
bay led to the punishment, and we hope
the destruction, of one of the vilest bands
of which one could conceive. As o
David himself, he has remained under our
supervision for considerable time, and has
formed new associations of a far different
character than those which defiled his
life awhile ago. He is learning an excel-
lent trade, and there is every prospect
that in the future he will acquit himsell
with success and honor,

The gang instinct is not an easy thing
to overcome, Once it gets into the blood
it often reasserts itzeli after the lapse of
time and long periods of apparent inac-
tion, Ttz call, like the passion for strong
drink, draws men back again to the habits
of the past, and its bonds are hard to
break.

The case of Robert Shore was a striking
instance in point. (Here I use his true
name, for his record has already received
wide publicity.) The tragedy of his
latter life, it is needless to say, came as a
distinct shock and dizappointment to us
all, but the fact that in this case our ef-
forts proved unavailing is no reason for
avoiding reference Lo his briel but event-
ful career,

Shore was but a boy of fourteen when
he was picked up by the police for having
a pistol in his possession. There was
nothing of peculiar interest in the incident
of his arrest, as the boy claimed that he
found the weapon, and the officer could
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ofier no proof to the contrary. The cir-
cumstances were such, however, that
an investigation seemed desirable, and
through it we discovered that Shore had
been  keeping  questionable  company.
He apparently had an irresistible crayv-
ing for gangs and gangsters, and although
he was too youns to gualify as a full-
fledged member of their circles, his one
idea appeared ta be to fit himself for such
associations later on.  While he was de-
tained pending our investigation, a letter
was found in his possession addressed to
one Thomas Francis Smith, at Sing Sing
prison.  Smith, generally known as
“Tanner” Smith, was a well-known
gangster, the possessor of a criminal rec-
ord, and an operator in those districts
which produced the ** Terrible Nine,” the
“Hudson Dusters,” the * Gophers,” and
the * Guerillas." The meeting-places of
some of these bands were euphoniously
known as “Tubs of Blood.” Shore’s
letter was a human document of consid-
erable interest, and its phrazes were red-
olent with the argot of the gang, Inpart
it read as follows:

“DEear THoMAS:

“T am taking great pleasure in writing
yvou these few lines to let vou know how
every little thing is. The other Saturday
Sullivan from z7th did a little carving on
Hawkie, Sullivan was with your friend
Rogers and a dummy® past. On the
dummy was Hawkie. Sullivan got on
the opposite side in the engine 50 Rogers
seen Hawkie making his way and pumped
tive at Hawkie, but got a surprise when
Hawk ran over to him and shoved him
through a hall in Tenth, Now Rogers is
trying to have it over and get out of it
but there is no fear. He'll get all that is
coming, Our friend Mack grabled Lar-
kin Sunday night and put it to him.
Lark pigged like a baby and said he had
nothing to do with 1t, so they took that
stufi and let him go without giving him
his.

“Tom has been with Jackie McG in
16th Street all the time since you been
away and also with Richmond and Cas-
sidy Pete. How are they with you, aces?
If s0 let me know cause 1 won't have

* A dummy engine on the Eleventh Avenue tracks of the
New York Central Raileoad Comipany.
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anything to do with any one you have
no use for, Owney Madden® is getting
quite familiar with this neighborhood,
He passes here often but it won't last
when they hear you're here. They'll get
pinched to be in safe keeps for life, . . .

“I went back to work Monday last
MNovember gth, and I feel ine. MMy mus-
cles were stiff from being home a month,
so pext time 1 fall the doctor told me to
fall on my back and not on my face, as
it is bad for the eves and chin and wrists.

Your friend,
Ropert Sporg.”

1 was quite willing to give Shore a
chance on probation provided that he
would break completely away from the
company which he had begun to cultivate
so assiduously. This the boy agreed to
do, and I believe that, at the time, he was
sincere in  his promise. He seemed
anxious to turn over a new leaf and to in-
terest himself in other directions.  While
he remained under our supervision he ac-
quitted himself creditably in all respects,
and at the time of his final discharge from
the Children’s Court, we had every reason
to helieve that he would prove himself
to be a useful member of sociely.

That was more than six years ago.
How long he continued to resist the influ-
ences of his former associates T cannot say.
Perhaps he went back to them just as
soon as our legal jurisdiction over him
came to an end. Possibly he continued
to strugele for a short time after that,
until the call became too strong for him
to resist, and the old lure dragged him
back in spite of all his better resolutions.

That he did go back, however, there
unfortunately can be no question. He
was arrested several times later on and
served a term in the penitentiary for a
similar offenze to that which led to his
initial appearance in the Children's Court
—the carrying of a revolver. Finally,
one day in the summer of 1g1g, his old
friend “Tanner” Smith was killed in a
fight, and the press mentioned very
prominently the name of Robert Shore
{now known as ‘' Rubber” Shore) in con-
nection with the affair. Before Shore
could be taken into custody, however, a

* A potorioas Lur:l:lllmdcr. alterward sentenced to Stale's
prisen for manslaughter.
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second tragedy took place, and Shore him-
self was killed by a friend of Smith, it was
thought, in revenge for the death of hig
chieftain. What led to the falling out
between Shore and Smith has never been
fully explained, and even at the present
writing a judicial inguiry iz pending as
to the complicity of others in the afiray.
Thus ended a young life which seemed to
promise better things only six years be-
fore,

Of course there are gangs and gangs,
Some are made up merely of boisterous
youths who band themselves together for
the purpose of mutual protection, and
whose acts of lawlessness are mostly con-
fined to street fizhts with their rivals and
enemies. In a sense the purpose of such
organizations is defensive, and the offenses
which they commit are generally inci-
dental to their combats or their quest for
adventure. But later on such associa-
tions are apt to undergo a dangerous and
ominous development, and we often find
that the more hardened of their members
throw aside all restrictions of law and
order and organize themselves into
proups to prey upon society. In their
ranks can be found the typical gangsters,
the gunmen and the criminals of whom
we hear so much, and who hesitate at
nothing, not even at murder itself, in the
carrying out of their objects.

The finished gang is the product of evo-
lution. Its embryonic germ is innocent
enough in itself, and in many cases its
origin can be traced to the natural desire
of boys to associate together for pleasure
and adventure. These associations, il
properly directed and guided, will never
lead to any harm, and are often produc-
tive of good results in teaching boys man-
liness, seli-reliance, and loyalty to others.
The poison only sets in when, through
thoughtlessness or misdirection of their
activities, they are led into folly and mis-
chief. Then again, groups of this kind
in the same neighborhood are frequently
known to clash. At first their rivalries
may be more or less friendly, but the
temptation to overstep the mark is ever
present, and when one side indulges in
disorderly acts, the others are forced to
do the same thing in retaliation. “The
descent to Avernus is easy,” and once
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boys lose their respect for law and order,
other transpressions and delinquencies
will follow in logical succession.

We constantly encounter the embryo
gang in those street iights which bring so
many boys into the Children's Court.
In nine cases out of ten when bovs are
picked up for throwing stones or indulging
in other forms of combat in public places,
it is safe to assume that it is the result
of warfare between the denizens of two
streets or avenues. Indeed, one of my
first questions in such a case is to ask a
boy to which street he helongs,

A short time ago we received =0 many
complaints of fighting in a certain section
of the city that a probalion officer was
assigned to the special task of trying to
restore order. A large number of boys
had been arrested in the neighborhood,
and all of them had pleaded guilty to
taking part in these outbreaks, but still
the warfare went on. The police scemed
powerless to stop it, and mere punish-
mentz appeared to have no effect what-
ever. From our investigations we found
that the boys living on Ninth Avenue and
those on Tenth, within a piven area, had
organized themselves into two rival bands
and that the young inhabitants of the
side streets included within this zone had
affiliated themselves with one or the other
of these main bodies. They fought in-
cessantly, and whenever they had an oc-
casion to meet they indulged in their feud
to the danger of all passers-by and to the
injury of many windows in the vicinity,

Our probation officer, starting with
those lads who had been arrested and
placed on probation by the court, gained
the interest and friendship of many
others in the two groups, and in a short
time learnt much of the doings of all of
the boys involved as well as of the activi-
ties and identities of their leaders. He
also aroused the interest of the local
churches, schools, and settlements in the
situation. Finally, when he thought the
time ripe, he called a conference of both
sides for the purpose of adopting an ap-
propriate treaty of peace. AL the hour
set, a number of boys gathered at the ap-
pointed rendezvous, and our officer started
to address them, But as he proceeded
to describe his proposition the crowd
continued to increase so rapidly that an
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adjournment had to be taken, and the
meeting postponed until a larger place
could be found Lo accommodate his eager
listeners. A little while later he ob-
tained permission to use a school audi-
torium, ta which the crowd moved in a
body, and where he was able to continue
his talk, When he finished, his sugwes.
tions were received with uproarious ap-
plause, and every resolution which he pro-
posed was carried with a storm of en-
thusiasm. Tt was then that he began to
feel that something was wrong, for he
knew that the two gangs would never as-
semble together so amicably or agree so
quickly.

“How many of you here belong to
Ninth Avenue?" he asked. The whole
conference arose en masse, and in a wild
uproar affirmed their loyalty to their
native thoroughfare.

*“And how many are there from Tenth
Avenue?" he queried anxiously, with a
premonition of failure. Not a hand was
raized or a voice heard in answer.

Then the whole crowd hroke out into
a bedlam of hisses, groans, and catealls,
which told the probation officer plainly
what had happened. Tenth Avenue had
deserted him, and he had wasted all his
persuasive eloquence on Ninth alone.

Undismayed, however, at his first set-
back, he immediately started to find out
why the Tenth Avenue crowd had proved
recalcitrant, and in a short time he di=-
covered the reason.  They had been led
to believe by some false report that the
meeting was 4 fake one, and that it was
a trap sct by the Ninth Avenuers for their
undoing, Fearing an ambush, they had
resolved to stay away, but in so doing had
intended no  disrespect to our peace-
maker. A little later on, after the situa-
tion was better understood, he succeeded
in bringing the leaders of both sides to-
gether, and a peace treaty was actually
signed, which was honored and observed
by all concerned. The warfare came to
an end, and the two groups gradually
mingled and fraternized in a spirit of
friendship. It was really a fine picce of
work on the part of our probation officer,
and he succeeded in permanently elimi-
nating a disorder which the police by
strong-arm methods had failed o sup-
press,
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It is often curious and gratifyving to
find how ready and willing boys are to
help in improving conditions if they can
be made to understand just why and how
their assistance might be of value. But
the appeal must be made to them in full
sincerity, as man to man, for a maudlin
plea or a harsh command would be
equally ineffectual in arousing their in-
terest or enlisting their sympathy. 1
have found in certain cazes no more effec-
tive agents [or the maintenance of law
and order than boys themselves, if they
are properly handled and guided.

Recently a group came before me
charged with stone-throwing. As usual,
I found that it was a fight between two
street gangs. I talked over the matter
with the boys in detail, and as they were
an intelligent lot it was not difficult to
mike them understand the error of their
ways. Finally 1 asked them all to assist
our probation officers in putting an end
to the nuisance. I explained that each
boy was usually able to influence a friend
or two, and that although 1 did not want
any of them to undertake more than he
wat able, T felt that great good would
result if each one did his best.

“Hdw many other boys can you get to
stop this fighting?" 1 asked one of the
largest of the group.

“Two or three,” he responded.

“How many could you?" I inquired
of another.

“1 don't quite know,” he answered
with some hesitation. “I think I could
get hold of one”

“That's fine,” I replied. * I only want
you to do what you can, Don't make
any promise which you cannot keep.”

“And what can you do, Jimmie?" I
said, turning to one of the smallest of the
lot.

“Oh! I'll get thirty or forty,"”
serted with an air of confidence.

“I=n’t that a great many for you to
control 7" T exclaimed in wonder.

"Oh!no," answered Jimmie. 1 guess
I can get the other kids to stop, all

he as-

in Embryo
right. There won't be no more hattles,
judgel‘i!

To my amazement Jimmie's word was
as good as his bond, for he turned out to
be the leader of all the small boys in his
block, and he lovally kept the pledge
which he gave me. On his return to his
neighborhood after his appearance in
court he gave the command for the cessa-
tion of warfare, and the locality in conse-
quence enjoyed a spell of peace and quiet
for many months while Jimmie ruled the
roost.

After all is said and done, the gang in-
stinct is a quality which cannot be ignored
or overlooked., Its existence is a natural
characteristic of our social order, and it
would be impossible to uproot or destroy
it, even if it were desirable to doso. In
itz origin it is but a form of comradeship
and social activity which binds vouth
together in a communion of brotherhood,
and as I have pointed out before, it is
only in its later development, due to mod-
ern conditions and environment, that the
gang becomes a menace and a thing of
evil.

The task hefore us is to guide this ten-
dency and instinet in the right direction
Lefore it is too late.  Constancy and loy-
alty are virtues to be fostered, and a boy
who can lead a crowd, or who will stick
to his friends through thick and thin, is
too valuahle a potentiality to be neglected.
Already many organizations have recog-
nized the wisdom of enlisting and putting
into play these very qualities in the train-
ing of youth. The achievements and
ideals of the Boy Scouts show, for exam-
ple, what can be accomplished in this
connection by proper direction and in-
telligent leadership.

For the hardened gangster no one can
have the slightest sympathy or respect.
But just because a number of boys choose
to band themselves together into what
they are pleased to call a gang, don’t lose
hope for them, or believe that they are
necessarily on the path to perdition.
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HOW 1 SPENT MY VACATION

By F. 5. Church

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM DRAWINGS BY THE AUTHOR

I must have a rest, but 1 kept strug-

[ WAS a sick man. The doctor said
gling on, hoping for a change for the

better.

The wife of an old friend called in to

see me, “‘Jim,"” she re-
marked, “vou're dead; but
you don't know it. Vou
have got to get out of this
and be resuscitated; my hus-
band wants vou Lo come up
and make usa visit. T know
how vou hate that word
visit, but we will put you up
at our hotel, where vou will
be under no restraint and
you'll stay till you get well,
I am in the city till to-mor-
row at five; pack your trunk
and he ready at that time,
and don't fail, for if you do,
I will send down some of my
men who will drag vou to the
depot,”

I had visited them once or
twice before, but some years
had passed and I had heard
more or less about what they
were doing for the preserva-

—

sized hlack bear carry-
twas clishies of ; o Fald )
Page 158 entertain hiz friends during

tion of the wild life in their neighbor-
hood .

They were living, at the time of my
first wisit, at his hunting-lodge on a
mountainside, in the wildest part of the
State, abounding in game of
all sorts indigenous to the
locality

He had purchased some ten
thousand acres. It was a
forest primeval, vou could al-
most sav, having been practi-
cally untouched by the axe-
man, abounding in grand old
trees, and occasionally one
might see a black bear or a
timber-wolf skulking along
the banks of the river; blue
and white herons, cranes, and
cagles were common sights.

He had wired off five thou-
sand acres and stocked il
with deer, and there was a
lovely lake on the mountain-
top which, with the river that
flowed along his land, made
v grood- it an wdeal place for fishing.
It had been his custom Lo
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the seazon with hunting and fishing
parties, for he was a true sportsman and
law-abiding with regard to the few zame
laws in force at that time; but he lived in
the cruel davs when every man and boy
throughout the country shot every wild
thing that was unfortunate enough to
come within range, not realizing the piti-
ful resultz that were leading to the ex-
termination of so many of our interesting
animals and beautiful birds.

His point of view suddenly changed;

Watching me intensely s 1 loaked oy

why I do not know, but I have thought
it perhaps due to his lovely, kind-hearted
wife, who was the daughter of a celebrated
naturalizt, to whom much credit has been
given for some of our first game laws,
She had inherited from her father the
love of nature and wild things which is
such a prominent trait in her character.
He zoon bought ten thousand more
acres, and he and his wife moved across
the river, where they settled and became
members of a little hamlet consisting of
a few homes, the country church, groc-
erv-store; all surrounded by lavely wood-
lands and thrivi ing farms,
He took a genuine interest in all that
concerned the people, introducing modern
farm implements at his own expense,

How 1 Spent My Vacation

building a flour and zaw mill and a little
town hall with a library, and a large room
far lectures and the showing of lantern-
slides and movies,

He built a large aviary and put one of
the best-known bird men in charge. He
stocked it with all sorts of birds, both
foreign and native. The cages were large
enough to plant small trees in, and there
wWere ar]_]mnmg winter quarters, where the
birds mated, built their nests, raised their
voung, They were allowed to v out
through an opening
made for that pur-
pose, procuring
such food for their
voung as they need-
ed. He induced
them by great con-
sideration in every
way to make the
locality their home,
both in summer and
winter, food being
provided for them
and made always

accessible.
All cats were
“tabooed™; not one

could be found on
his twenty thou-
sand acres, and
the residents were
taught that these
creatures were not
only destructive to
bird life, whose loss
was often the cause
of decreased crops from their planting,
but that they carried germs which re-
sulted disastrously to their children.

All this time my friend was using his
wealth, influence, and intelligence for his
particular cause: local laws were passed,
and the country posted warning tres-
passers, and finally the State backed him
up in his efforts, and his place of twenty «
thousand acres hecame a government pre-
serve,

Some years had passed since my last
visit, and the place had become famous.
He had put up a fine hotel, laid out a
magnificent golf course, and it had be-
come a most delightful resort for visitors
interested in wild life. One could watch
the deer splashing in the river near the

meni.—Pige 153
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hotel, see them at times on the golf course, guests were walking about, men, women,
see herons stalking up and down the and children, but no one seemed sur-
banks of the river and wild birds nesting  prised or paid any particular attention to
the hears. My host gave me
a hearty welcome, and as 1
registered the clerk was kept
basy “shoving” off, in a good-
natured wayv, o flock of blue-
birds that seemed much inter-
ested in omy arrival. My
friend escorted me to my
room, accompanied by the
hotel doctor, and they con-
cluded it would be well for me
to go right to bed and have a
good sleep; which I immedi-
ately proceeded to do.

As [ put out the electric
light and was about to pull
down the shades, a rather un-
usual thing occurred, At least
six or seven little screech-owls,
ona branch of a tree very near
my window, called me by
name 4 number of Limes, greet-
ing me with welcoming words
and then flew away. T made
on pots of small trees placed here and there up my mind that my imagination had
on the veranda of the hotel.  Evervhody  pot the starl of me and turned into bed.
in the village and vicinity had '
bird-houses and bird drink-
ing-places.

I went to the train at the
time stated, and a two-hour
ride landed us at his place
I was somewhat used up on
my arrival, and had to he
helped into the auto by my
hostess and her chauffeur
when we started for the hotel,
a three-mile ride, where 1 was
to stop, The glowing ac-
count of what they had ac-
complished since my last visit,
by the hostess, knowing my
interest in wild life, excited
me a little and made me anx-
ious to quickly arrive at our
journey's end.

As we stopped in front of
the hotel, I was somewhat <= =
surprised to sce a couple of > RN
young bears come down the i
steps and take my trunk,
hand'!ugi canes, arui U].'I'I]JI"."H-{]. Al coticissd my Ywaddle " Tn what sedmed & very severs
up to the main office.  Many " manner,—Page 159. g

Oine girl was putting some apples on & dish {full of water.—Page 158,
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When I woke up the next morning,
pulled up the blinds and looked at my
watch, I saw it was about © P. M., the
dinner-hour. A good long sleep, 1 said.
Felt much refreshed and very hungry
as 1 made my way into the dining-room.
It was large, well lighted, and attractive.
T was not =0 very much surprised as I sat
down to the table allotted me, having
heard so much about the encouragement
and care of the wild life here, to see by the
side of the pretty waitress who was to
take my order a couple of beautiful young

My Vacation

Birds were flying all around the room,
picking up tidbits as they liked, and a
couple of squirrels were eating nuts at a
near-by table. A waitress placed a dish
of lettuce and mayonnaise dressing on the
floor for a couple of rabbits, remarking
to me that they were crazy over mayon-
naise, and one girl was putting some ap-
ples on a dish full of water for some ‘coons,
who always wash their food before eating.

None of the numerous guests on the
veranda, as I walked out of the dining-
room, paid any attention to what to me

A number of bears were plaving goll,

deer walching me intensely with their
iu\'vl}' 2oft €305 A% I looked over the menu,

I started with soup, a plate of fizh, and
a baked potato, then had a dish of ice-
cream.  The moment this was placed be-
fore me, the deer with a rush began lap-
ping it up and vanished before T could
remonstrate, even if T had wanted 1o
The waitress remarked, *You can order
as many portions as you like, Mr. Jones,
I don't think the deer will care for more
than two dishes this time™; which T did,
and they seemed satished and scampered
out of the room, leaving me to eal mine
in peace, I noticed, as I sipped my demi-
tasse, a pood-sized black bear carrving
away from a neighboring table two dishes
of berries, the gentleman and lady oc-
cupants seeming to enjoy the procecdings.

was a remarkable sight, A number of
bears were playing golf right in front of
the hotel, with a lot of rabbits for caddies.
Such sights could be scen day by day,
and no one seemed surprised or cven es-
pecially interested,

I often visited the poultry farm some
little distance from the hotel. The super-
intendent, they said, was a crank on the
subject of the care and kindness he
showerd these creatures, adding much to
their comfort and increasing their pro-
ductive powers, His methods were in-
sisted upon and carried out faithfully by
his employees.

Electric lights were burning in their
houses dark days, phonographs were con-
stantly playing—ragtime as a rule—ac-
companied more or less by the melodious

~T
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cackling, quacking, gobbling, and cooing
of the chickens, ducks, turkeys, guinea-
hens, and doves. The superintendent
claimed these things kept them from get-
ting nervous and they unquestionably
enjoved it, for they doubled the number
of epgs laid previous to the innovation.

He had twice a week, during the season,
what he called “ Children's Day.” (There
were no incubators allowed on the place.)
In a large orchard adjoining the farm
mother hens, ducks and geese, turkeys
and guinea-hens were to be seen with
their little broods around them. (Quaint
little houses for shelter, small ponds, hird-
houses hung on every tree, and the super-
intendent claimed it was a great educa-
tion for children. It taught them con-
sideration for these creatures, that do so
much to make life pleasant for us, and
did away with the brutality and lack of
feeling so often shown by those who raise
and sell them. T myseli was in great sym-
pathy with his ideas, and I alwavs felt
like taking off my hat to any hen 1 hap-
pened to meet for the daily egg T eat at
breakfast,

Dwuring all this time my health was im-
proving in the most wonderful manner,
I was gaining tremendously in flesh and T
fancied 1 looked like Barnum's fat man.
The only unpleasant incident in my va-

et it ot -Tn-ii:.':-
=t i

I would often . .
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cation occurred one day when T was
walking around the poultry farm and met
8 Hock of ducks. They were stopped by
the leader and all criticised my * wad-
dle™ in what seemed a very severe man-
ner. I felt hurt by this, as I have always
shown great consideration for all of our
feathered tribe.

It was customary for the guests of the
hotel to bathe in the pure waters of the
river in front of the hotel, a little sand
beach having formed there, bath-houses
and boats making it verv attractive.

I am a good swimmer and started out
one day to take a little exercise in this
sport, as T felt it necessary to reduce my
weight and bulk. I found to myv surprise
I had grown so fat that it was impossible
for me to sink. Often afterward T would
procure & paddle from the boat-house
keeper and float around exploring the
little nooks and crooks of the river, Mud-
turtles sunning themselves on the logs
interested me as they, too, were evidently
fond of all aquatic sports. T would often
take down the daily papers and read to
them the latest swimming news. The
herans and cranes would stalk around be-
ﬂ[:.iq: me when I was near the river-bank,

“passing the time of day,” and I would
often congratulate my host and hostes= on
the success of their enterprise.

{-"“\..
“”?

o read to them the atest swimming news
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If Mr. A=op had lived there he could
have found many new ideas for his fables,
for T was told many odd little incidents in
the lives of his friend’s wards. The rab-
bits, borrowing some little Hawaiian uke-
leles left in the store-room of the hotel
during the winter season, entertained the
neighhorhood with their concerts, par-
ticularly during the month of March,
their “Crazy Time,” performing with all
the unction of a jazz band, except that
they insisted on perfect melody in the
music they played. Omne rabbit, who con-
sidered himself a first-class cook, made a
specialtyof warming upand preparing suit-
able hot dishes for his neizhbors, both birds
and animals, during the winter months,

My vacation was delightful; it was an
entirely new experience and opened a new
world to me, and 1 could see in the future
great happiness for us all in familiarizing
ourselves with our wild friends and being
on such splendid terms with them,

One morning I woke up suddenly and
was surprised to see the doctor and a
nurse by my bedside, I felt awfully weak
ani could see by my hands and wrists that
I had lost flesh. 1 =aid to the doctor,
noticing my voice was almost in a whis-
per: “ What isthematter? What hashap-

My Vacation

pened 7" He said: * Mr, Jones, the eve-
ning vou arrived here you were suffering
from an attack of brain-fever; vou col-
lapsed a= you reached the hotel and vou
have been in bed unconscious and de-
lirious for =ome time; but don't worry,
everything indicates vou are going Lo re-
gain vour health rapidly and in a short
time vou will be better in every way.”

In a few days T was convalescing on the
veranda, I could see a mother doe and
her fawns drinking in the river, a blue
heron was standing on one leg on the
bank, a little girl on the lawn called out
Lo me to come down and see her—she was
feeding a group of those pretty French
ring-doves, who were cooing in their de-
lightful way as she fed them. Birds
were Aving around near their nests on
the veranda, and everything was, as
my host had planned, delightful and nor-
mal.

My delirious dream, perhaps too much
Lo be fully realized, still lingers faintly in
my mind as a delightful experience.

I am under great obligation to my
splendid nurse, not only for her faithful
attendance but for the notes she took of
my delirious talk, which she said she
hoped I would put in writing in the inter-
est of my wild friends.

L]

One rabhat . &

. made a specialty of L o . preparing swilable

bl dizhes,



PSYCHOLOGY
By W. H. R. Rivers,

Fellow of St

SAHILE we were still in the
| midst of the great strupgle
which has recently con-
4 vulsed the world we had no
time to realize how it was
affecting, and what perma-
nent influence it was likely to have upon,
the various branches of learning.  Certain
broad results were fairly obvious, and
even while the war was in progress I ven-
tured to put forward a brief résumé of its
influence upon psychology, which was
puhh-.hed in Science. Much of the world
15 still in 4 stale of distress, involving the
primary needs of life, which makes it dif-
ficult to attend to abstract problemz,
America and Great Britain are more for-
tunate. Their people are already living
under conditions which make it possible
to consider with some degree of dispas-
sionateness the effect of the war upon
many branches of scientific activity. 1
propose here to consider some aspects of
its influence upon psychology,

As an intreduction it will he wseful to
survey briefly the recent history of the
science.  Fifty years apo psvchological
teaching and research were entirely in the
hands of men whose interests lay in the
direction of philosophy. Psychology was
regarded as a branch of philosophy and
was treated by methods differing Little if
at all from those which were utilized in
the study of logic, ethics, and metaphys-
ics.  To men whose lives were devoted
to such pursuits, intellect and reason were
the salt of knowledge and their interest
was turned predominantly, often exclu-
sivelv, to the intellectual aspect of the
mind. Ewven much later the text-books
and manuals of psychology which formed
the basis of academical instruction were
almost exclusively concerned with purely
intellectual processes.  Feeling, emotion,
and dezire took a secondary place, while
instinct was often omitted altogether.

When I first became concerned with
psychological teaching, about twenty-
five years ago, two important movements
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were taking place which, while giving
peyvchology a different orentation, failed
to turn it from its predominantly in-
tellectual direction. These movements
were the introduction of the experimental
method and the application of psychology
to education, and for reasons which |
need not consider here they only tended
Lo strengthen the intellectual bias which
had already been given to psychology by
its philosophical parentage and relation-
ships. It was left for influences lying out-
side academical lines to bring into their
proper place those aspects of mental life
which were ignored or neglected by aca-
demical psychology. One of these in-
fluences came from the study of social
phenomena, the other from the study of
disease,

When students of psychology turned
their attention to the mental processes
which underlic social activily they found
that they were little helped by the intel-
lectual constructions of the academical
pevchologist.  They were led to see that
reason and the intellect take hut a secon-
dary place in determining the behavior of
Man in his social relations, They found
Lthat collective conduct is determined by
a mass of preferences and prejudices
which can only be explained in reference
tor in=tincts, desires, and conative trends
connected therewith, aspects of mind
more or less remote {rom the chief in-
terests of the academical psychologist,

Still more important and far-reaching
than the lessons taught by the study of
social reactions are those which come
from the study of Man’s behavior when
afflicted by disease. Morhid psychology
affords the most important means by
which we may hope Lo advance our knowl-
edge of mind. Through it alone are given
those variations of condition and those
dissociations of function which in other
biclogical sciences we are able to produce
by experiment. Eveén already, when we
are barely on the thresheld of this study,
morbid psychology has done more than

11
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any other line of work to advance our
knowledge.

Work on abnormal states of the nervous
system during the last fifty years, and
ezpecially that of Hughlings “Jackson, had
led neurologists to recognize that one of
the chief effects of disease is to annul
the action of many of the higher con-
trolling mechanisms of the nervous sys-
tem and thus allow activities to reassert
themselves which have hbeen long in
abeyance, We are now coming to see
that, as we might expect, a similar process
holds good of disorders of the mind.
Mental disorders of the most diverse
kind, which make up what we call the
psvchoneuroses, can be brought into an
orderly and mtel]l;,]hle system if we re-
gard them as the result of a twofold
process. They are seen to be due partly
to the loss or weakening of certain mental
functions and partly to the reawakening
of other functions which are normally
held in abeyance as the result of suppres-
sion and control. The functions which
are thus brought into activity receive
their natural explanation as activities
proper to early phases of the develop-
ment of mind which have been partly or
wholly suppressed on account of their in-
compatibility with later products of de-
velopment.

The activities which find their expres-
sion in the psychoneuroses are also liable
to intrude into consciousness, and still
more to influence behavior unconsciously,
under many conditions of normal life,
They are especially influential in produc-
ing the characters of the dream in which
the suppressed activities are allowed to
find expression owing to the abrogation in
sleep of the control exerted during the
waking life. Moreover, the special kind
of study of mental function which is
known as psychoanalysis is pointing
more and more surely to the origin of
special features of character, especially of
the preferences and prejudices which bulk
so largely in it, as being due to the ac-
tivity of incompletely suppressed ten-
dencies and of bodies of experience as-
sociated therewith, The study of mental
pathology has led the physician to a point
of view in close agreement with that
reached independently by the students of
social psychology that human behavior is
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determined much less by reason and much
maore by deeply seated systems of prefer-
ences anid prejudices, for the explanation
of which we have to go far back in the
history of the mind. Both lines of study
lead the student back to these inherited
maodes of behavior which make up the in-
stincts, and to the emotional states which
are so intimately connected with the in-
stincts.

Five years ago psychology had reached
a phase in which it was becoming obvious
to many that the intellectual factors
which so greatly interested the academ-
ical psychologist were wholly inadequate
to explain the behavior of mankind, and
that some fundamental reconstruction of
the science of psychology and of the mode
of teaching it had become imperative,

The experience of the last five years
has only brought this need for reconstruc-
tion into greater prominence. The war
has been a vast crucible in which all our
preconceived views concerning human
nature have been tested. Out of the
complex mass of experience which has
emerged and is capable of study and
analysis nothing is more certain than the
general confirmation of the conclusions to
which students were already being led.
The war has shown that human behavior
in the mass is determined by sentiments
resting upon instinctive trends and tradi-
tions founded on such trends. We have
learned that reason plays a very inzignif-
icant part in determining behavior when
mankind is brought into contact with cir-
cumstances which awaken the instinet of
self-preservation. It is a commonplace of
worldly wisdom when anything inexplic-
able occurs in human conduct that we
should *“chercher la femme.” The truth
which underlies this adage is that when
we find anything in human conduct which
cannot be explained hy reason, it is prob-
ably due to circumstances arising out of
the instinct of sex, the instinct which in
our normal peaceful life is the most fre-
quent source of conflicts with reason,
Similarly, it was becoming widely, if not
universally, recognized that in those
greater failures of adaptation of conduct
to the circumstances it has to meet which
we call disease, it is the sexual instinct
which in times of peace provides the most
potent agent in the mental conflicts upon
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which disorders of the mind depend.
Many of the lessons of the war in relation
to psychology depend on the fact that i
brought into action with tremendous
force an instinct still more powerful and
even more fundamental than the sexual
instinct, the instinct of self-preservation,
or rather that group of the instincts of
self-preservation which is called inlo ac-
tion by the presence of danger which may
be called the danger-instincts.  These in-
stincts are often active in childhood, but
in the ordinary course of our modern
civilization they are allowed to slumber
and show themselves so little that those
who desire the pleasure which goes with
the direct satisfaction of instinct have to
seek for it in excessive speed, risky sports,
big-pgame hunting, or other means by
which men gain the pleasurable excite-
ment which comes with personal danger.

The dormant instincts which the acci-
dents of war have thus brought into re-
newed activity are of relatively great sim-
plicity, certainly more simple than the
sexual instinct which forms its chief rival
in the production of mental disorder,
This simplicity has made it easy to dis-
cern the essential nature of the psycho-
neuroses, to detect the mechanisms and
agencies by means of which the special
features of mental failure and disorder are
produced. It has become evident that
the psychoneuroses are essentially at-
tempts Lo solve in various ways the con-
flict between instinctive tendencies and
controlling forces, the special form of the
psychoneurosis depending on the nature
of the solution altempted, on the relative
strength of the warring forces, on the na-
ture of the instinctive tendencies involved,
and on the outcome of a strugele bhetween
different forms of activity by which the
cruder instinctive tendencies are con-
trolled, In some cases the whole mecha-
nism breaks down entirely, producing an
acute insanity; in others, a faulty process
of rationalization leads to a more chronic
form of insanity in which early suspicions
and Furuhu:img& are dispelled by dreams
which, passing over into definite delusions,
make up the picture of a dementia praecox
or a paranoia. In other cazes the conflict
is resolved by the occurrence of a paraly-
sis or some olher form of disability which
incapacitates for further participation in

the strugegle, . this form of =zolution being
known as hysteria or conversion-neurosis,
since it is supposed that the energy of the
patient has suffered conversion into the
special forme of energy in which the dis-
ability manifests itself. Other forms of
golution are by means of compulsive acts
or thoughts which give an outlet for the
energy engendered by the contlict, pro-
ducing what is called a compulsion-
neurosis; excessive interest in the morbid
state produced by the contlict which is
known as hypochondriasis; resort to al-
cohol or other drugs, which, while dulling
the pain of the conilict, only serve Lo ac-
centuate its strength.

More frequent than any of these at-
tempted sclutions is one which may be
regarded as having a more normal char-
acter in which the sufferer attempts to
still the conflict by means of voluntary
and witting repression. He attempts to
getb rid of the conflict by thrusting out of
sight the instinctive tendencies and all
experience associated with them and docs
not attempt to face the situation which
is presented by the reawakened tenden-
cies and the conflict they have aroused.
In consequence the conflict persists, but
beneath the surface, and manifests itself,
partly in impaired activity owing to much
of the available energy being absorbed in
the conflict, partly in various disorders of
mental and nervous function, and esp.e-
cially disturbances of sleep which serve
as manifestations or symbols of the sub-
terranean conflict. These manifestations
of repressed activilty form prominent
features in a disease forming one of the
many morbid states included under the
heading of neurasthenia, which may suit-
ably be known, from the chief condition
by 'u.'hfu:h it is produced, as repression-
neurosis,

In dealing with the influence of the war
upon the position of psychology 1 have
begun with its effect upon our views con-
cerning the nature of those morbid states
which provide such arresting examples of
failure of adaptation of the human organ-
ism to its environment, In attempting to
illustrate its influence in other ways I can-
not do better than contlinue o deal with
the influence of the reawakening of the
instinct of self-preservation on the less
obviously morbid aspects of individual

S
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and =ocial life. If the instinct of seli-
preservation brought into activity by the
dangers and privations of war has the
vast part I suppose in producing the
grosser dizorders of the individual life
which we call disease, we can be con-
fident that it has also played a great part
in determining those smaller currents of
the individual life which probably hardly
one of us fails to detect in himseli, his
friends, and acquaintances. For the last
five years the civilized world has been
living under the shadow of a great danger,
not in the case of many of us a danger
which immediately threatened existence
as in the casze of those voung enough and
strong enough to fight, though even
among those who stayed at home in my
own country, air-raids brought into ac-
tivity the danger-instincts in their cruder
form. With most of us it has rather been
the danger-instincts as modified by gre-
garious influences which came into ac-
tivity during the war. It was the danger
of the destruction of the social framework
in which each person had his appointed
place which acted as the stimulus to re-
awaken tendencies connected with the
instinet of self-preservation. Moreover,
now that the danger from external ene-
mies is over, there are large numbers of
persons in whom the alteration in the in-
ternal social order which seems in all
countries to be imminent is keeping their
danger-instincts in a state of tension,
while the iatigue and strain which few
have escaped during the war is at the
same time piving these arouszed instinc-
tive tendencies a wider scope than would
otherwise be open to them,

Since this reawakening of the danger-
instincts affects nearly every member of
the more civilized populations of the
world, it is producing a state which may
be regarded as a universal psychoneuro-
sis, which explains much that is now hap-
pening in human society. Owing to the
different conditions under which the dan-
ger-instincts have been aroused in differ-
ent nations, the social disorder is taking
various forms in different countries. We
can hardly expect that a disorder of the
national life should follow exactly the
lines taken by the psychoneurosis of the
individual, but we should expect to find
analogues of the chief forms of solution
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adopted by the individual organism.
Even in the individual it is rare to find
that some cne form of solution is ai-
tempted to the exclusion of all others, so
that most cases of psychoneurosis have
a complex character. This complexity is
still more to be expected in the disorders
of society, having a complexity preater
than that of the individual organism.

In those countries in which long ages of
dominance of some foreign or autocratic
power has crushed development or failed
to educate the people to act as members
of a body corporate, the war has produced
a state of disorder which can only be
likened to an acute psychosis in which in-
stinctive tendencies have been given the
widest scope, altogether uncontrolled by
the organized hierarchy which gives sys-
tem and order to the modern state. In
other cases, it is hardly as vet possible to
discern the special form which the na-
tional psychoneurosis is going to take,
We may hope that America and Great
Britain are suffering from nothing worse
than the fatigue and exhaustion which
are the necessary consequence of the pro-
longed period of stress and strain through
which they have passed,

There are, however, some national
svmptoms, at any rate in Great Britain,
which suggest the danger of a more
definitely morbid state. It is generally
acknowledged to be a characteristic of
the British people that they are content
to act without system, to take the path
in national affairs which seems most ob-
vious, and to trust to their endowment
of native sense to lead them right. In
other words, in political matters they
prefer to act by methods comparable with
those of instinct, and distrust all solu-
tions dictated by intelligence, and es-
pecially by that organized intelligence we
call science. To such a people the natu-
ral line of action in the presence of the
painful is to put into practice the policy
of repression which, as we have seen, Is
m the individual responsible for a defi-
nite form of psychoneurcsis. The func-
tion of pain is to act as a stimulus to
some kind of activity which will remove
the animal or person experiencing the
pain from the situation by which it is
being produced. When escape from pain
15 impossible or no obvious line of activity
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15 open, there is a tendency, which seems
to be derived from an ancient instinctive
form of reaction, to suppress the pain.
The line so often taken, both by the in-
dividual and the society, of repressing
the painful seems to be only the work-
ing of an instinctive tendency which on
the general lines of its character we might
have expected the Hritish people to
adopt.

There is much in the present state of
Britizh society which indicates a tendency
to follow this line of least resistance in
which itz members are shutting their eves
to the painful elements in the national sit-
uvation. We can see some signs of the dis-
organization and regression which are in
the individual the signs of a repression-
neurosis,

As T have pointed out in a lecture on
“Mind and Medicine,”* the two great
remedies for such a disorder are self-
knowledge and self-reliance. Just as it is
essential that the individual sufferer from
a psvchoneurosis dependent on repres-
sion shall face the facts, get to understand
the situation, and do his best to meet it
in his own strength without relying on
artificial and adventitious aids, so are
these measures necessary when the sub-
ject of the morhid state is not an in-
dividual but a people. Treatment to be
successful must be on the lines of self-
knowledge and self-reliance, and if these
measures are speedily adopted the nation
may vet be spared many of the severer
troubles which arise out of a policy of re-
pression.

As might have been expected from the
special nature of the experience which the
war has brought to myseli, T have dealt
in this article especially with its effects
upon the psychology of the morbid. It
is, moreover, upon this aspect of psy-
chology that the effect of the war has
heen especially pronounced and in which
its action has been most direct. In other
branches of psychology the effect, though
in many cases definite enough, has been
more indirect, Thus, many of thaose who
have been studying the morbid effects of
war feel strongly that the lessons they
have learned are of as great importance
to education as to medicine. They have
learned Lo how great an extent health and

* Maonchester University Press, 1g1g.

happiness depend upon the influences of
childhood, and especially upon those of
its earliest years. The life of a child is a
long conflict between instinctive ten-
dencies and forces brought to hear upon
these tendencies by its elders, and many
are coming to believe that character is
largely determined by the strategy and
tactics of thiz conflict,

Another branch of psychology upon
which, at any rate in Great Britain, the
influence of the war, though indirect, has
been profound is that dealing with its ap-
plication to the problems of industry, In
America psychology had already before
the war received extensive application to
the scientific management of industry.
In Great Britain it needed the urgency
created by the needs of war, and the vast
extensions which were necessary in many
branches of industry, to force upon its
leaders some, even if a whelly inadequate,
realization of the services which the
scicnces of psychology and physiology
can render to the more economical ap-
plication of human activity. Many of
the services thus rendered involve chiefly
a knowledge of molor processes and other
comparatively menial aspects of psy-
chology, but many of the most interest-
ing problems of industrial psychology,
and especially those arising out of social
and political obstacles to the application
of more economical methods, involve men-
tal activities of a kind very similar to those
which take so prominent a place in the
psvchelogy of war.

It is necessary, in concluding, to point
out a serious limitation to the usefulness
of the science of psvchology in its ap-
plication to practical affairs. On the
more material side of our civilization the
experience of war has done much to teach
the people at large, and possibly even
their rulers, the value of science. The
sciences which deal with matter are, how-
ever, so advanced that they are able to
deal immediately and directly with the
concrete problems presented by warfare,
commerce, and other aspects of practical
life. The science which deals with mind
in itz individual aspect, and still more
that which attempis to deal with the col-
lective aspect, is so much less advanced
that it can hardly as vet claim to provide
an answer to any of the more concrete
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questions which the sociologist or the
statesman may wish to put to it. We
cannot claim more than that psychology
has reached certain general principles
which will help the politician, the social
reformer, or the teacher. Especially im-
portant in this respect are the principles
which have been the result of experience
in the medicine of the mind. A society is

BLACK

By Arthur

I LLUSTRATIONS

BALGH above the shrill clatter
= of the cargo winches, the
creak of straining hawsers,
the sullen throb of escaping
steam, rose Tawny King's
? roar of outraged dignity.
Upon the flying bridge the weather-
beaten Dundee skipper paused in his
pacing to and fro to watch a steel cage
being lowered at an absurd angle into the
black depths of a gaping hatchway.
Wrathfully he bellowed for his second
officer.

“Mr. Pell! I'm wanting to know who
in the devil's name is bringing a lion
aboard my ship?™

Mr. Pell, tweniy-three, pink-cheeked
and very British, looked as if he bore the
burden of Atlaz upon his shoulders.

“Tt's consigned to Liverpool, sir. Be-
longs to Mr, Marvin, the passenger stand-
ing down there by the taffrail. He told
me that he wired vou from Nairobi to re-
serve cargo space.”

Captain Jamieson glanced at his watch;
he was due to clear Mombasa harbor in
ten minutes. He plunged down the
bridge ladder and strode across the deck
to the pith-helmeted American idling at
the taffrail.

“Mr. Marvin, sir.  Ye wired me re-
sairving space for ‘live stock.” I'm think-
ing that's a preety eelastic tairm when
it comes to include such beasts as lions !

Marvin's attitude was conciliatory.
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a collection of individuals, and though
the measures adapted to meet the morbid
states of society cannot be the same as
those adapted to individual needs, we can
be confident that the general principles
which underlie the treatment of the men-
tal disorders of the individual will also
hold good in the treatment of the dis-
orders of social and national life.
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“T'll guarantee that Tawny King won't
give vou any trouble, captain,”

Jamieson stroked his square red beard
and gave the problem grave consideration,

“Ye'll understand,” he said more
amiably, “that I'm no wishing to make
a caircus of the ship, Mr. Marvin. Still,
if ve'll zee that the brute behaves himself,
we'll let it go at that,” He nodded ab-
ruptly and went back to the bridge.

Some five minutes later the whistle on
the Tramsvaal’s vellow funnel, suddenly
shrouded in white steam, emitted a hoarse
blast and the ship began to throb zlowly
down the channel toward the Indian
Ocean.

On the after-deck Marvin joined San-'
tini, his motion-picture man, and watched
their native porters sorting the heap of
equipment that had been thrown post-
haste aboard the ship at the hour of her
sailing; had the Nairobi train reached
Mombasa on time, their embarkation
would not have been so hurried,

The Swahilis, with painstaking slow-
ness, separated each article in neat piles.
There were . 303 sports rifles, 12-bore shot-
guns, 450 expresses, double-fly tents,
jaeger blankets, rockets, cameras, filters
—all the varied paraphernalia of an Afri-
can hunting expedition,

Santini, gazing astern toward the rap-
idly fading panorama of Mombasa, wiped
hiz moist forehead.

“Thank the Lord we're clear at last.

- -
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Hardest three months I ever hope to
spend.”

Marvin, in the act of lighting his pipe,
raised his eyebrows.

“Think sof'' he puffed. * Maybe.
But Tawny King was worth it.”

He smiled reminiscently. This expedi-
tion to British East Africa and Upanda
had been the goal of his ambitions. He
was now homeward bound with more
trophies than he knew what to do with,
agnd—Tawny King—alive. He intended
to present Tawny King to some famous
zoological collection at home. In the
heart of Uganda, some ten days trekking
north of Fort Hall, they had found him,
lurking in the dried elephant-grass; by
his side lay what had been the corpse of
a Swahili porter who had dizappeared
from the camp the night before. Tawny
King had tasted blood; it must have been
to his liking from the way he kept licking
hiz paws with his huge red tongue,

He measured exactly one hundred and
filteen inches from the tip of his cold nose
to the little taszel at the end of his tail.
From the day of his capture, when they
shut him up in a portable steel cage, he
glowered and sulked, ramped and ranted,
and perpetually demonstrated his disap-
proval of the whole human race by stiff-
ening his tail like a steel bar the instant
anything on two legs appeared near his
cage. Had not Marvin tripled the pay of
his Swahili porters they would have fed
long before Tawny King was put safely
aboard the white coast-bound train at
Nairobi,

While the Transvaal ploughed her way
steadily northward, skirting the torrid
coast through two sweltering days, Mar-
vin, Santini, and the three youngish Eng-
lishmen who formed the balance of their
party, sat in shirt-sleeves beneath the
scanty awning that had been rigged up on
the poop-deck. At intervals they wetted
their throats from tall narrow glasses
which a Javanese boy produced with
pleasing regularity from the smoking-
room pantry.

On the second evening out from Mom-
basa, as the red disk of the sun was slip-
ping down behind the rim of the sea,
Marvin was wakened from a doze by a
clamor of voices which came drifting
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lazily aft from the forward deck; a verita-
ble babel of tongues arose in heated ar-
gument, gputtural Dutch, crisp English
commands, drowned now and then by the
shrill dialect of the Swahili. Mr. Pell,
the second officer, suddenly poked his
head in sight above the poop-deck ladder.

Marvin hailed him with a wave of his
pipe-stem toward the forward deck.

“What’s all the row vonder, Mr, Pell ?"

“1 was just coming to speak to you
about it. A few minutes ago one of our
sailors found a stowaway in the hold,
hiding behind zome of the cargo—a little
black fellow. When we got him on deck
he began to jabber in some dialect none of
us could understand—even the Swahilis
didn't seem to know what he was talking
about, except that he mentioned wvour
name several times, He's determined to
see you for some reason i

“Did he tell you who he was?"

Pell smiled apologetically.

“I thought he said * Jingu'—bhut that's
an absurd sort of a name!”

Marvin rose from his chair chuckling.

“Jingu! I remember him well. He
was one of our porters through Uganda.
But T paid him off at Nairobi five days
ago. Bring him up here, will youp™

When Pell had gone Marvin slapped
Santini on the back delightedly. Any
interlude to relieve the monotony of the
sultry evening was welcome,

Three minutes later Pell reappeared.
At his heels two perspiring sailors sup-
ported between them a diminutive black
man. The whites of his eyes bulged
alarmingly from his face; all motive
power had apparently departed from his
limbs, =0 that he had to be half carried,
half dragged along the deck, his plump
legs trailing as if paralvzed behind him,

He was deposited at Marvin's feet, an
absurd little lump of humanity, naked but
for the skirt of cloth wrapped about his
fat stomach.

“Speak " commanded Marvin in the
Bantu dialect which he had picked up
while trekking. “What dost thou want,
little black devil?”

Jingu fawned and sguirmed on the
deck like a miserable pariah dog. He
broke out in a shrill wail.

“0Oh, my master! He will forgive.
For many moons I was his devoted ser-
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vant. Together we hunted the wild beast;
was [ not ever a [aithful ?

“Stop that whining,” said Marvin, not
without the trace of a smile on his lips,
“and tell me why vou followed me like
a thief in the night, "

Then did Jingu seem to realize the
necessity of getting to the point, much as
he abhorred it.  From his far-off Arabic
ancestors he had inherited a cerlain na-
tive love of circumlocution, but he knew
that this was no time to indulge therein.

“ Before my master came, I was a wan-
derer without a home; my only friends
were the animals of the wilderness where-
in I lived; my food was the flesh of birds
and the meat of wild berries. Then he
came and was good to me; I grew to love
him. When he sailed in the great ship
my face was wet with large tears.

“T said unto myself, T will follow my
master to the white man’s country—
and behald, 1 will be his humble servant
to the end of my life.”

Marvin was annoyed, more particularly
because Jingu had managed to touch some
chord of sympathy deep within him.

“I don't know what to do with you,
Jingu,” he said abruptly. “I've got all
the men I need, Karim the hunter is
taking care of the lion. Now, if vou only
knew something about animals I might
use you, perhaps——"

It was a fatal admission.. A Dright
smile bared the whiteness of Jingu's teeth.

“Then let me help!™ he burst forth.
“1 will assist Karim in the care of the

lion. I have lived among them; 1 fear
them not, nor do they fear me. It would
be well.”

Here Santini, who had hitherto been
silent, interposed.
|« “Look here, Marvin. Don't let this
infernal black rascal trade on vour good
nature. Chuck him in irons and have
him put off at Aden.”

“No,'"" said Marvin, “I'll give him a
chance—he was a good porter.”

He turned to Pell.

“Take the fellow down to Karim, will
vou, Mr, Pell? And let him help take
care of the lion; it's a mean job—prob-
ably he'll quit long before we reach Aden,
and raise a wail for the Nyika."

Jingu seemed to understand that his
sins were forgiven. He fell at Marvin's
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feet, rendering the evening shrill with ex-
travagant blessings. The sailors Ted him
off gigeling with glee . . .

At five bells the oppressive heat of the
night became abruptly intensified hy a
scorching wind that swept down from the
Somali coast like the red breath of a
furnace. Upon the flying bridge Captain
Jamieson's evebrows came together when
he saw the tumbling barometer; he sent
Mr. Pell racing to the fore-deck shouting
orders to batten down the hatch coamings
and fasten the deck-strewn tackle. The
deck became alive with figures, both
black and white, each going about his
appointed task with frantic haste.

The storm, heralded only by a single
ragged streak of mauve across the black
sky, broke upon a stripped deck, bare of
human =souls, with tackle firmly lashed,
The moan of the offshore wind rose
quickly to a crescendo wail as it whipped
the rigging taut; up forward a concave
wall of combers was born like magic from
a still sea and came reeling over the bows,
For an instant the ship hesitated, all
atremble, and then plunged ahead reso-
lutely into the maelsirom.

In the saloon amidships Marvin, San-
tini, a B. E. A. railway man named Gay-
lord, and a Johannesburg merchant
stacked their colored chips for an hour of
poker. Time and again Marvin had to
steady himself in his chair as the ship
lurched drunkenly,

At a qguarter past eleven Santini rose
pallid from his seat, swepl aside his chips,
and stageered from the saloon. Marvin
glanced up at him with a faint smile.

“Santy hasn't got his sea-legs yet.”

The others chuckled and stretched
forth their hands for a new deal.

The cards were dealt and Marvin
started to arrange hishand. Outside, the
roar of the wind was terrifving. Of a
sudden there came a deafening crash of
thunder, seeming to strike at the heart of
the ship; the saloon lights turned red and
went oul, In the pitch darkness that en-
sued Marvin heard Gayvlord muttering:

“No peace—damned place—glad when
we gel north of Suez.”

Kooper, the Johannesburg merchant,
spoke up with obviously forced cheerful-
ness,

“We can't quit at this stage, Evident-
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].1-' the fll‘.'li;l:lt'lrll:-i oul of commission. f‘;ll]l-
pose I yo to myv cabin and get a lamp I
noticed there?™

Marvin and Gavlord expressed their
approval as he rose to leave the saloon,
groping blindly for the narrow doar,

In total darkness they waited, while
outside the waves crashed ceaselessly

against the Framsveal’s sturdy sides and
came gurgling over the starboard port-
holes 1na swirling angry mass. Only the
intermitlent ;:Il:ll.'."ill- 'f_'r::-_\'|||r||'.-a ]ui]w broke
the blackness at one spot just a little way
above the card-table,

After an ®on of time Marvin heard his
husky voice.

 RADH]
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“This is getting on my nerves— Pass
that bottle, will you?™

He stretched forth a groping hand onto
the baize surface of the table. At the
same moment the saloon door flew open
and went clattering against the wall.
Kooper stood beside them stock-still,
holding a flickering lamp aloft, his face
white as marble. Suddenly he found his
voice,

“My God! Marvin—just down the
passage outside my cabin door—a pair of
eves, big greenizh-vellow eyes— Your
lion's loose—prowling about the ship.”

Marvin leapt up and helped him, shak-
ing, to a seat; he poured out a stiff drink
of brandy,

“Every gun we've got is in one of the
two cabins,”’ he said thoughtfully.

Kooper began to mutter to himself at
random; almost incoherently.

“I oughtn’t to show vellow like this—
but it waz an awful shock—his cage must
have been smashed by one of those
waves

Around the welcome gleam of the lamp
the three of them huddled for a consulta-
tion, There was but one way out of the
saloon, and Tawny King, who had tasted
blood, lay waiting in the passage. Mar-
vin felt suddenly for his hip pocket and
drew forth a tiny automatic.

“1 forgot this; I always carry it.”

He added in a dreary voice: “I sup-
pose I've got to shoot him, Only thing
to do—eh, Gayvlord?"

Gaylord nodded,

“After all that trouble, and he's so
magnificent ——"

Marvin stepped across to the door and
opened it slowly, holding the lamp high
above his head. The passage to his cab-
in, narrow and whitewashed, stretched
straight ahead; away off at the far end
the companionway door to the main-deck
lay open, rattling on its brass hinges; a
whift of salt air came dashing in, covering
the rubber-tiled floor with a myriad sil-
very globules of spray. He saw at a
glance that the passage was empty.

“Tawny King's gone,” he said very
quietly. “Out on deck probably, from
where he came. Get your gun, Gaylord;
we can’t leave him roaming round the
ship. Remember what happened to that
Swahili i
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In silence they crept to their adjoining
cabins and met a moment later at the
companionway door, each with a silvery
muzzle protruding from the clinched fist
of his right hand. Marvin led the way
forward, keeping a sharp lookout at all
the darkened corners for any sign of a
lurking shadow; they passed beneath the
flving bridge and reached the railing that
overlooked the fore-deck.

With the same suddenness of its con-
ception the tropical storm was dying
down, but the Transvaal still rocked in
the churned-up wake of its path. The
air was cool and the night far brighter
than before as the last of the scudding
clouds slipped away from the moon’s
face, leaving it to shine unveiled upon a
troubled =ea,

After a moment Marvin's long arm
stretched toward the ship's bows,

“Look! There's Tawny King!" he
whizspered. And added almost irrelevant-
lv: “Isn't he superb?”

Kooper and Gaylord crowded to the
rail, joined by Pell, the second officer; and
a couple of sailors. Away up on the nar-
rowing bows stood Tawny King gazing
scaward with a melancholy stare, his
lemg tail sweeping slowly to and fro, the
dark outline of his splendid lean body
etched sharply against the blue-white
moonlight of the sky. Pell began to whis-
per.

“One of vou gentlemen must shoot
him, or I'll have to do it myself. I'm
sorry, but the captain’s raising hell about
it on the bridge. You see, one really
can’t allow such things on a passen-
ger :

Marvin interrupted him angrily. “Tell
your captain not to worry! I'm going
forward to get it over as quick as I can.
God knows, though, I hate to do it.”

He started down the narrow ladder to
the fore-deck, while the others craned
eagerly over the rail to watch him. Hali-
way down, a little black figure, scurrying
up from below, blocked his way. Jingu,
his eves agleam as if inspired by some
great thought, bowed obsequiously to
Marvin, who flattened himself impa-
tiently against the rail to let him pass.
But Jingu was inclined to linger.

“My master i not going to shoot
Tawny King?" he asked incredulously,
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staring at Marvin's automatic with a dis-
dainful eve.

“What else can be done, Jingu?™

“T will tell my master something. For
many years I lived in the Nyika—the
wilderness: I was born there; I knew no
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that if the white men would give him a
chance he would capture Tawny King,
Something in his overwhelming earnest-
ness finally impressed Marvin,  He
glanced at his watch hurriedly.

“All right,” he said ungraciously, “I'll

My God! Marvin—just down the passage outside my

cabin door—."

parents. No man taught me to fear anj-
mals, nor do they fear me, as I told thee
some years ago. Now, if my master and
hiz white brothers will leave this matter
to me, I will bring the lion back to his
iron house alive.”

Marvin thrust him aside angrily.

“ Nonsense !™ he snapped out, * Tdon’t
want to see vou torn to hits for nothing, "

Jingu became garrulous. He swore by
all the gods he knew—and by some whom
he invented on the spur of the moment—

—age 170

give you a guarter of an hour for your

foolishness. And here—take my auto-
matic in case your precious scheme should
fail "

Jingu refused the white man’s weapon
scornfully. From the folds of his scanty
apron he drew forth a slender rod of ivory.

“If my dear master will wait and
watch,” he cried eagerly, “he shall see
the power of Jingu, and he will come to
know his value.”

He went clambering payly down the
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steps while Marvin went back to join the
others.

Silently, and with an almost uncanny
feeling, the little group watched Jingu
cross the moon-hathed space of the fore-
deck, heading straight for the spot where
Tawny King still stood upon the bows.
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Zambesi at its mountain source before it
becomes a full-grown river, or the call of
a forest hird to its male. . . . Tawny
King's tail drooped; his head perked to
one side with an air of puzzled curiosity,
Still crooning, his song growing in volume,
Jingu tiptoed forward fearlessly, in his

He .-l.:_l.l:'.ll.l."J afi the floor beside his frend —Page 1 58,

After an interminable time he reached
the mainmast and passed it; as he
rounded the tarpaulin-shrouded bulk of
a forward donkev-engine the lion saw him
for the first time. Tawnyv King lowered
his massive head, his tail ceazed to swing
and grew suddenly rigid; with bright,
iridescent eves he watched the approach
of Jingu.

And then, very faintly at first, the men
on the deck above heard Jingu crooning
a low melody, a song of the wild men of
the Nyika,a weird, soft, dreamy sound not
unlike the whizpering of the wind throuch
the tall elephant-grass, or the babbling of

brown hand his little ivory wand. On
the upper deck Marvin and the rest held
their breath.

Jingu reached the lion's side. He
raised his wand and began to stroke
Tawny King's broad neck and back witha
soft, caressing motion, keeping in rhythm
with his song, To Tawny King it brought
supreme feline content. He began to
purr in ecstasy.

Jingu slipped an arm round the lion's
neck and rubbed his cheek against the
great cold nose; then very cautiously he
made a step forward. Tawny King fol-
lowed placidly, They crossed the deck
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together slowly, a strange pair—the little
black man and the great beast, as friendly
as they could be. Presently they disap-
peared within the companionway of the
lower deck.

Marvin broke the silence first.

“0f all the miracles! Why, the man’s
worth his weight in gold! In a circus, o
zoo, wherever they keep wild animals,
he'd be invaluable r;

“But, how—how did he do it?" Gay-
lord murmured.

“I suppose it's because he's just a child
of the wilderness. He knows no fear,
such as we white men are taught by en-
vironment, Animals look upon him as
one of their kind. I've heard of such cases
hefore—faith has much to do with it.”

Down in the cargo hold, under the
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smoky orange glow of the swaving oil
lamps, Jingu was fastening the lock of
Tawny King's cage, which was in no wise
broken, To Karim, the keeper, he
handed the key with a cunning smile.

“Take thou thy key, O my brother,”
he crowed. “Ti has served its purpose
well. To-morrow we will tell the white
men that the lion broke his cage, but that
we have since repaired it,

“To let loose the animal for the space
of an hour was an easy matter to accom-
plish, but it has brought to me great hap-
piness. No longer will my master mock
at me, no longer will he be unbelieving of
my powers. "

He zquatted on the floor heside his
friend and began to sway his diminutive

lack body from side to side in an ecstasy
of childish glee. . . .

WARS

By Thomas Jeffries Betts

Bavarp 'quitted him waliantly,
Alexander and Kublai Khan

Led their hosts right skilfully,

Hamilcar, Hannibal, Charlemagne,
Attila, Alaric, Ghengis Khan—

Pray now, reader, can you say why
They conquered, or whom they overran?
Wars are remembered by those who die.

What was Parma's battlecry?

And what was Scipio’s slogan?

With what half truths did Pharaoh lie,
As he battled off the African?

Right and wrong, in time's brief span,
Our combats fade dissolubly:

Gone are the empires that they began;
Wars are remembered by those who die,

God, on whose aid we all rely,

Jew and Gentile and Turkoman,

Hold 'gainst our prayers relentlessly

The lesson of strife since the world began;
Ere we join battle, van to van,

And the throaty cannom make reply,
Whisper this to each fghting man:

“Wars ‘are remembered by thoze who die."
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Cowes, Sunday, August zrd, 1o13,
e [ was delightful to wake up
g this morning with the little

Pl waves of the Solent spar-
’{1“# kling and dancing in the
M sunlight and the low green
shores of the Tsle of Wight
opposite. I made up my mind quite sud-
denly (only twenty-four hours’ notice) to
join my friends Mr. and Mrs. Depew, wha
have chartered Lord Leith's beautiful
yacht Miranda for a week, the week at
Cowes. Madame de Talleyrand and T left
Havre last night, delighted to get away
from Paris, with its August aspect, clouds
of dust, steaming asphalt pavements, and
of concierges with all their families sitting
outstde of the porte-cochires, the chil-
dren generally with an accordion, and all
keeping up an animated conversation
with friends across the street.

It was nearly eight o'clock when we ar-
rived at Havre, It was decided that none
of the party would dress for dinner that
night, as the luggaze was not yet on board
and we were to sail almost immediately.
We are quite a large party: Mr. and
Mrs. D, their davghter and her governess,
two girl friends and four young men of
different nationalities, English, French,
and Italian. We dined at once after in-
specting our cabins; B. and I have two in
the centre of the ship opposite each other,
Hers is the biggest, really a charming bed-
room with a large double bed, sofa, dress-
ing-table, wnting-table, armchairs, a good
closet where she can hang all her dresses,
and a large bathroom. Mine iz not quite
g0 big but most comfortable, alzo with a
lurge closet, electric light and bells every-
where,

We zailed while we were still at dinner.
The sea was quite smooth, a lovely sum-
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mer night. We sat some time on deck,
were quite comfortable with our coats on,
The départ was most picturesque: The
long lights of Havre disappearing in the
distance, only the great lighthouses shin-
ing out of the darkness. There was very
little movement; the captain said we
would have a very good crossing. B. did
not feel comfortable; M. Ib. took her
down to her cabin about ten o'clock and
gave a funny account of her,when he came
back: she threw herself on the bed, keep-
ing on coat, boots, hat and veil, declined
her maid, ** knew she would be ill," and re-
mained dressed on her bed till four o'clock
in the morning. [ never saw any one in
such a curious state of nerves; she was
not sick but terrified, and there was not
really any movement. 1 stayed some
time with her trying to persuade her at
least to take off hat and veil, but she would
not; so I retired to my cabin and slept so
well that 1 heard nothing of the arrival at
Cowes, the stop of the machinery, the let-
ting down of the anchor, and only realized
when T looked out of the port-hole and
saw masts all around me that we were at
Cowes.

The harbor is most animated, yachts,
steamers, and pleasure-boats in every di-
rection. A new feature since 1 was last
here are the acroplanes; several were fly-
ing about among the yachts, It is curi-
ous to hear the noise of the motor over-
head and then to see the white-winged
bird (for that is what they look like) pass-
ing in and out of the yachts, sometimes
coming straight down to the water's edge.
We are anchored rather far out, at some
distance from the squadron landing.

Theg were various confidences ex-
changed at the breakfast-table, and it
seems almost every onewas ill in the night;
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the yacht pitched a good deal about half-
way across; however, all were very en train
and ready for anything this morning.

B. and I wanted to go to church, so0 we
started in the big launch about 10.30 and

Cowes dress, blue jacket, white trousers,
and blue cap. After church we went into
the club gardens as we wanted to see some
of our friends and find out if our names
and the I0.'s hod been written down in

The white-winged bird pasang in and out among the yochis

met a great many other launches evidently
bound in the same direction. There was
guite a little crowd on the landing. We
found the church ecasily; it stands on a
pretty little road just behind the club-
house. It was filled with people, a great
many men all looking so well in their
Vor, LEXVII.—12

the book. T saw many people T knew,
and the place looked absolutely the same
to me as it did the last time I was here,
fifteen years ago.

I had a talk with Lord Ormonde, the
commodore of the wyacht-cluly, always
courteous and civil to strangers. He told
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me there were very few American yachts,
which he regretted, as they generally had
large parties on board and entertained a
great deal. Lord Charles Beresford was
walking about with his merry eves and
quick Irish sense of humor. The I.'s
and some of the party appeared about
2, and we had a pleasant hour sitting on
the lawn and watching all the people come
and go and making plans for the after-
OO .

Mr. D, zaveusall rendezvousat 12.45at
the landing, as we were supposed to lunch
at one o'clock on the yacht, but he had the
greatest difficulty in collecting his flock;
never got them together before one o'clock
or later. It is not very convenient to go
backward or forward, particularly at the
lunch hour, when every one is going back
tothe vachts, Thelanding is small, so the
launches cannot remain; if vou are not
there and ready to embark when your
boat comes up it is sent off au large and
vou sometimes wait a long time before it
COmes up again.

After lunch T went with M. D. to write
myself down for the King and (lueen.
Their yacht, the Vicloria and Albert, is an-
chored at some distance from us, Itisan
enormous boat, looks more like an ocean
steamer than a vacht, but the lines are
fine. An officer was on duty, standing on
the deck as we came up, who took us at
once to the “book,” where we wrote our
names, A great many people were already
written down, though the yacht had only
arrived on Saturday. We did the same
thing for the Duke and Duchess of Con-
naught, who are also on a royal vacht,
not quite so hig as the Victoria and Afbert,
but a fine bioat. The guard-ship was an-
chored close to the King's yvacht,

We then went to the club lawn, where T
found quantities of people 1 knew: Lord
Ormonde (Lady Ormonde was not there),
Duke and Dhuchess of Somerset, Mr.
Bailey, Farquhar, Drummonds, ete. The
Drummonds came back to tea with us on
the yvacht, and we all went back to the
lawn after tea. (Thelaunch goes all day.)
It is most amusing on the lawn about 6;
every one is there, coming back from =ail-
ing or tea on the vachts, and making plans
for the next day. Of course the chic thing
is to be as much on the yachts as possible,
and to be taken there Ly the yacht's
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steam-launch. *Personne qui se res-
pecte’ goes in a shore boat.

Our dinner was very gay. The dining-
room on the deck is charming; large win-
dows all around with a view of the sea in
every direction, and to-night the most
gorgeous sunset,  We sat a little time—
just for coffee—in the zalon, also on deck,
with large windows, most comfortably and
prettily furnished, sofas, easy-chairs, a
plano, writing-tables, etc., and then ad-
journed to the upper deck, also most com-
fortable—a good-sized cabin for those who
were afraid of sitting outside, and chairs
and rugs for the rest of the party. It
looked so pretty when all the vachts were
lighted and the steam-launches and motor-
boats were flving about from one vacht to
another. There isn't a particle of motion,
though there were a few *“white horses™
in the bay this afternoon,

Tuesday, August 4th.

Anocther beautiful day. B.and T want-
ed to make an early start—fliner in the
Cowes streets and look at the shops,
Just as 1 was leaving my cabin the head
steward announced “ A royal messenger,
Mme., with a letter for Mme. Wadding-
ton.” It was an invitation for dinner that
night on board the Vieloria and Afbert at
eight-thirty o'clock.

The man was waiting for an answer, so 1
wrote that Madame Waddington would
have the honor of waiting upon Their
Majesties, etc., and asked Mr. I i I
could have the launch at eight o'clock,
Bessie and T started off at 1o.30 and did a
little shopping. Cowesisoneof the places
where Englishwomen appear to their
great advantage. They are perfectly well
dressed, all wear blue-and-white serge or
linen, with coat and skirt and sailor hats,
and the simple dress suits them perfectly.
I could not indulge in a sailor hat, but 1
found a soit black straw with a white band
around the crown which sat well on my
head and was never off it. Cowes is
crowded with people all standing as near
the squadron landing and club-house as
they can get, wildly interested in all the
boats that arrive from the yachts, particu-
larly the royal launches.  Lady Ormonde,
who was sitting on a bench at the door of
the club-house, asked me to come to tea
with her on Thursday and to bring my
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party. The Thuke of Connaught was on
shore for a few minutes. T had a little
talk with him"and asked if there was any
chance of seeing the Duchess, He said it
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I should wear for the dinner on the royal
yacht and was rather dismayed when she
told me that Queen Mary always wore a
high short dress, did not like anything

O 1o chuech,

was quite impossible: she wasn't at all
well and the doctors insisted upon a per-
fect quiet. T fancy she has been very ill.

We had visits all afternoon, the Dirum-
monds, Lord Normanton, who is here on
hiz yacht, and various friends of some of
our party, Tasked Mrs, Drummond what

formal or ceremonious at Cowes, and of
course it is much more sensible; only my
only evening dress is long and décolletée;
however, 1 will try and pull the corsage a
little tighter and hope the train will pass
unperceived.

T leit about 3,20, as we are at some little
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distance from the roval yacht. Mr. D.
came with me. The vacht looked splen-
did as we came up, lighted from bow
to stern; officers, sailors, and red-liver-
ied footmen on the deck. The steward
showetd me into a small room on the lower
deck, where I left my coat, and then I
went up-stairs where Lady Amphill, who
was in waiting, received me. We waited
in a vestibule running straight across the
deck at the top of the stairs. It was very
well arranged with flowers, a red carpet,
and seats all around. Almost immedi-
ately, all the party appeared. The men,
Lord Shaftesbury, Keppel, Ponsonby, and
Madame d'Hautpoul, née Stonor, who isa
great friend of the Queen, and is staying
on the yacht; Lady A. told me the party
was small. The Cornelius Vanderbilts,
whoze yacht The North Star iz lying al-
most alongside of the roval yacht, and
their party; Lady Herbert, Countess of
Pembroke, Count Mensdorff, Austrian
ambassador to London, and the Marquis
de Sovaral, ex-Portugueze minister, who
has remained in London since the fall of
the monarchy and acts as a sort of extra
chamberlain to Queen Amelie.  All the
ladies were very simply dressed, skirts just
touching the gruum]l and corsages hardly
open.  The men were in the regulation
Cowes short blue jackets with gilt buttons,
and white trousers, ‘and very well they
loaked,

The King and Queen came very punctu-
ally at 8310, coming up the staircase
which opened on the vestibule, The King
was in the same Cowes dress as all the
other men. The Queen looked charming
in white lace over white satin, short—the
skirt just touching the ground, a long
string of pearls, and a pink rose at her belt.
They both shook hands with all the ladies,
the King with the men, and we went at
once to dinner. The dining-room is just
across the vestibule. Lady Pembroke sat
on the King's right, next her his second
son, small and shght, with a sweet little
child’s smile and face. He is a midship-
man. I s=at on the Kingr's left, Lord
Shaltesbury, the Clueen's chamberlain; on
my left.

The dinner was very handsome, flowers,
gilver (some racing cups—one the King
had won that day), and plenty of servants
in black, with breeches and silk stockings,
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and red-coated footmen. The Queen sat
between Mensdorff and Sovaral. A band
played on deck just outside the windows,
which were open. The King talked a
great deal—was easy, charming, and, as
the table was narrow he talked across to
Mensdorff and Sovaral. The dinner was
not long. The men remained in the din-
ing-room to smoke, and the women sat in
the vestibule.

(ueen Mary had a slight cold, and pre-
ferred not coming on deck. 1 talked to
her a long time, sitting on a sofa in the
corner. She said she wanted to see the
Tango very much, but thought it was
difficult. It couldn’t be danced at the
palace, I told her I thought the only way
would be when she was dining some night
with friends to have three or four couples
of people she knew invited, who would
show her the steps.  She zaid she heard it
was perfectly indecent.

When she dismissed me to talk to some
of the other ladies; I sat a little while in-
side talking to Madame d "Hautpoul, and
as =oon as the men came out, most of the
party went out ondeck. Italked toMens-
dorff, Sovaral, Ponsonby, whom I like
very much. It was delicious on deck. We
put on light wraps as it was a little cocl,
It looked so pretty, the doors opening into
the wvesztibule, which was all light and
color, with red carpet, flowers, and the
women's jewels and light dresses. The
band was playing, women moving about,
and the red-coated footmen passing coffee,
bringing chairs, wraps, all around us,
other yachts lighted, and occasional
strains of music, and always launches go-
ing backward and forward from the land-
ing to the vachts.

Before the party broke up we stood
about half an hour in the vestibule talk-
ing to the King. He asked me if 1 had
seen Prince Henry of Prussia and what T
thought of his yvacht. I had to answer
truthfully that T thought it was a horror—
an ironclad turned into a yacht, looking
so heavy and ugly near all the beautiful
English boats. Their Majesties departed
at 11, I had the same impression of the
King that I had at the state balls—easy,
courteous, ready to talk to every one
about anything.

Mr. D. was waiting for me. He had
been there since 10.30, but the officers
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carried him off to the ward-room, so he
didn’t mind waiting. There was such a
tide running when we came alongside of the
AMiranda that we had some little difficulty
in getting on board; had to come up three
times before I could zet off the launch.

Tuesday, August sth.
Another delicious day. The big French
liner La France arrived early this morning
and is anchored quite far out. They have

a large party on board, and give a dinner
and dance to-night. We went ashore
about 11, and I went for a walk, as I can-
not sit all day on the lawn, and there are
some charming green lanes and country
roads up in the hills behind the town. 1T
met a pretty child's equipage, everything
white, white cart, white goat, white poodle,
and a nice nurse also dressed in white,
the child a hne fair baby with blue eyes
and red cheeks.
131
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I joined the rest of the party about
twelve o'clock and we brought back
friends to lunch, They remained until 3,
and then we steamed down to Ports-
mouth to have a look at the 'IJi;! battle-
ships which had been manceuvring about
in these waters. They were deadly look-
ing things, great black masses on the
water. The shores of the Isle of Wight
looked lovely, so green, studded with little
white villas peeping out of the trees; many
of them have gardens running down to the
water’s edge with quantities of flowers.
The climate is so soft and damp that
everything grows and in great abundance.
1t was one of the days of racing of the sail-
ing-yachts, and beautiful they looked as
they passed us. The King and Queen
passed close under our stern in the old
Britannig, King Edward's wyacht. It
seems that what they both love at Cowes
are long happy days on the yacht with all
their children.

We went up to the France and with the
trumpet tried to communicate with André
de Fouquigres, who was on board, and
who was acting as master of ceremonies
for the dinner and dance, but we could
not find him. I fancy he was on shore,
They dropped me at the squadron land-
ing, as I had promised to go and have tea
with B. at the club. It was rather late
when 1 got there, and his party had de-
parted. However, he gave me some tea at
a small table, There were still people on
the lawn, and the Duchess of Somerset
came and satwith us. We had a charming
hour sitting under the trees and having
echoes from various people who came up to
talk to us of the events of the day, The
English were much pleased at one of their
yvachts having beaten the MWeleor, the Ger-
man Emperor’s boat. The English who
were asked to the ball on the France were
in rather a fuss, as they were told the tend-
er would be at the pier at g.3o0 to take
them to the steamer, and they said no one
wold go until 10,30, as the King and any
Princes who were at Cowes were dining
at the club, and would walk about after-
ward in the garden, and no one would
leave until he did,

We had a quiet dinner, and all went
ashore at nine o'clock and sat in the damp
garden until 1o.30, rather boring ourselves
and decidedly cold. The King, the Duke
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of Connaught, and Prince Henry of Prus-
sia sat about half an hour in the garden
under a tent, but didn’t walk about at all,
We got off at 11, as there was some mis-
take about the launch. One of Mr. D.'s
friends had taken it out to the France
promising to send it back at once, but
evidently hadn’t realized how far out the
Franee was lying, The big steamer didn’t
look very festive as we came alongside,
There were no lights nor any sounds of
merriment or music. All the party went
on board, and I went back to the Miranda,
It was a curious sensation to be carcering
about entirely alone at night in the middle
of the Solent, the little launch slipping
along as 1|u1cL1} as possible. The night
was dark, the water quite black, but the
lights from all the boats (except the
France) were so bright, we saw our way
quite well,

Wednesday, August fith.

Another beautiful day. Bright' sun,
blue water, and little pleasure-boats in
every direction. The ball experiences of
the party were rather amusing. They
were surprised on poing on board the
Fronce to find no one to receive them, no
lights, no music, no Fouquigres, who had
told them to come to his cabin, and leave
hats and wraps, etc. They asked for a
cabin and were told the ball was over,
musicians had gone to bed, and they must
get off as quickly as possible, as the vessel
wis getting up steam and starting back at
once for Havre. Their tender was at the
pier at g.30, waited an hour, no one came,
and they went off furious (though they had
been told no one would leave the club
gardens before 10.30). Tt was a most
unfortunate misunderstanding. Every
one was angry except the few people who
had been invited to dinner. They had
a very good dinner, a cotillon afterward
with pretty presents, and enjoyed them-
selves very much.

I was quite alone on the wvacht this
morning. 1 was quite happy on deck un-
der the awning in a comfortable armchair,
with hooks and papers. Various little
boats came backward and forward with
notes, parcels, the washing, flowers, fruit.
It was amusing to see all the movement.
We went on shore a little before 5 and
went first to the hotel, Gloucester House,
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where the Somersets are staving. It is
directly on the street. Standing on the
balcony just out of their salon windows,
we were really in the street, and the Cowes
street this week is a curiosity. Crowds of
people, particularly at the club end, wait-
ing patiently for hours in hopes of seeing
the King and Queen come ashore. Every-
body, of all ages, in yachting-caps and

jackets, trying Lo look as nautical as pos-
sible, and all perfectly good-humored and
enjoying themselves thoroughly. It was
an amusing crowd—a little of everything
—nipger minstrels, boys selling every-
thing under the sun—pictures of the King
and Queen, puzzles, fruit, cakes, candy,
jerseys, caps, canes, umbrellas, puppies,
kittens, and cheap photographers wishing
183
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to take your picture in five minutes for a
shilling; also a piano on wheels walking
about with =ometimes a man singing comic
songs, sometimes a woman attired in a
low-necked pink-spangled dress singing,

The Last Cowes Regatta Before the War

foot's pace, as there were somany peoplein
the middle of the street, so that every one
saw the royal party quite plainly. Tt is
a pity they don’t come ashore a little
oftener, the people are so pleased to see

Wishing 10 take your pictur

or another dancing.  While we were stand-
ing on the terrace waiting for the Thuch-
e== of Somerset to come, a man appeared,
well mounted on a fine gray horse, in sober
livery. Everybody made way for him:
be was one of the royal outriders, and
directly behind him came a wagonette
with two handsome gray horses, We rec-
ognized the CQueen, Princess Mary, and a
lady in waiting. The Queen looked very
smiling, bowed graciously, and the crowd
was delighted. The carriage passed at a

¢ im five minutes for o shilling.

them; Lut they love their yacht—and the
quiet and rest of the short week they
spend at Cowes,

We had a very cheerful tea-party on the
lawn. Saw all the world. We had peo-
ple to dinner on the yacht—5Somersets,
Dtrummonds, Lord Normanton, and one
or two stray men. The nigger minstrels
fall white but got up as negroes) appeared
about .30 and we had a VETY gay EVEning.
Everybody joined in the choruses, particu-
larly one very foolish song, * Where Were
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You Last Night, Naughty Boy? " which
went afterward all day on the M iranda.,
They wound up with a dance. It is
extraordinary how chicall the men look in
the repulation club dress,  The Duke of
Somerset 18 an enormous man, but he
wore his short jacket just as well as any
of the younger slighter men.

Thursday, August gth.

Always the same beautiful =summer
weather, so different from the last time [
was al Cowes, when it tained every day,
and the people that went backward and
forward from the yachts looked like balls
af }-'L*Hulk'.' 1_:l|"|'|::|ll|jl'|. We have had a
change of passengers, the Marquis de L.
arrived this morning and Prince Z. leit
last night, We went ashore as usual and
found a good many people on the lawn.
Lady E. came to lunch, also Lord Sand-
wich, who was in America with the Prince
of Wales when he came over many years
ago. He was Lord Hinckenbroke then;
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he remembered perfectly dining at High-
wood, my uncle James King's beautiful
place on the Hudson River; said the long
avenue, with big trees on each side, and
Rﬂtt':‘:\- '.I.hf| ]'Idg{' f{'nliil(h‘(l !I'ir'l! II[ ]'I_'lil_r'l}r
English places, and Uncle James was the
type of the English pentleman in speech
and manner, He invited me to come and
stay with him in the country. They say
he has a beautiful place.

We went ashore again about 4.30 with
Mr. and Mrs. 1), their daughter and
Bessie.  Lady Ormonde had invited us to
tea. She has a pretty villa quite close to
the club, just next the church. She had
what she called a *“schoolroom tea"—a
long table in the dining-room covered with
every description of cakes, hot biscuits,
and sandwiches. Said people were always
s0 hungry when they came in from sailing.

The Solent looked lovely, so still and
blue in the soft evening light. There were
so many people that we could hardly get
through the crowd or get chairs, It seems

The dinnes-hor,
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impossible to think that next Sunday
there will not be a soul at Cowes, the club
lawn deserted, no yachts in the harbor.
The season is really only a week. Were-
mained the last time we were here for three
or four days after every one had gone and
the change was extracrdinary; a mantle
of dulness seemed to envelop the place.

Friday, August Sth.

Owr last day at Cowes and the first gray
day we have had. It was chilly and show-
ety all the morning, and rained hard in the
afternoon. Wehad a great talk over plans
after breakfast. We shall leave to-mor-
row morning for Southampton, spend all
day there (coaling), and cross over to
Amsterdam at night. 1 am writing late,
while sounds of revelry are still going on
up-stairs. We have had our first d:lb.l].,l‘l.,i.-
able day; it rained in torrents when we
started at 4.30 to drive outl to West Cowes
to have tea with Mrs. Cunningham (ira-
hame,—her husband iz one of the King's
equerries. The King has lent him this
lovely little place within the groundsof Os-
borne—(ucen Victoria's old place (now a
naval school), The gardens are charming
and the views from every part of them
quite lovely—even in the driving mist and
rain—though we are so accustomed toblue
skies and bright sun at Cowes that we feel
rather injured in this gray damp atmos-
phere. The house is not very large, but
plenty of room and most comfortable. In

the Lit:m}r

the principal bedroom there is still some
of gueen Victoria's furniture, and the
wall-paper and chintz are of the pattern
she always liked—rosebuds on a light
ground. Wecouldn't stay very Iﬂng,anﬁ
were due on the guard-ship at 5;

get there until 6, when the pa »ﬁg
practically over. However, d
looked very gay with flags E“I.FE

and the girls had some dances un

while the men went over the Shlp

D. asked several of the young uﬁnemt&
come on the Wiranda this evening fur_g
dance. We had three or four men to din=
ner, and about twenty people came in the
evening. The niggers came and pla
and sang and everybody dam:ed haqh
About eight officers from the guard-ship
came, all in uniform, which made a great
effect.  Almost all the men were in reg-
ulation short blue jacket with gilt but-
tons—there were really very few 1n=ﬁéu.in.
clothes. It wasa prettysight when all the
launches, lighted, were waiting

of our yvacht; anenormous launch from the
p;uard -ship came up in great stvle. Hap-
pily it had stopped raining, so the de
were quite dry and the sea was ;
The getting on board w. asnutscd:ﬁr:ﬁl
it is sometimes. The party didn’t -
upuntil 12, 30,and I think the }roungna‘ml
officers would have stayed much' later if
Mr. D. had not insisted politely, but
firmly, on the party coming to an end, as
we were leaving early the next morning,
'

A LIE
By Sarah

TrusTRATIONS BY J,

| TH a note of triumph Peter
;‘-F A said: “If we'd lost him in

i war, mother, we wouldn't
ha' got him back.” His
forty-eight-hour =earch
through hospital, then
morgue, had been successful,

“Was he""—she paused, not in hesita-
tion but for a gathering of strength—
“much burned?"

“Not so much burned,”

replied her

AND THE

LITANY
Atherton
Russey Micks

husband, “but changed—the gas— You
can't see his face—here's his knife. It
was what made us sure.”

With its broken blade he placed it in
her outstretched hand. ““It's a big thing
to have a mass and him there. If he'd
‘a’ died in the war,” he repeated, “we
wouldn't ha® had him."

“When will they bring him?” she said.
*“In an hour?"

Martha Hovance looked at her hus-
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L with his dinner-pail # 7

Oy an know the fret day he went to wol
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band. His meagre knotted hands were
clean as though it were Sunday. His
hest coat had not taken on the stoop of
his shoulders. Looking into his face she
realized that in spite of a misery which
made him more alert and resourceful, his
cheer was real and not affected for her.
The fact that he had found the boy com-
forted him, as his talk implied.

He asked: “How do you think of him
most, mother?”" It was as though he sud-
denly felt the responsibility for diverting
her,

After a pause she replied: *I think of
him mostly when he was little and when
he begun poin' with Susanna.” How
could she really tell him her thoughts?
Her memories were not of the significant
things like his christening and betrothal.
They were rather of the first time his
little hand groping had touched her chin,
of the morning when he was just able to
walk as he stood by the pump holding
out a tin cup to catch the splash from her
ucket, the sunlight upon his vellow hair
against the sunflowers, of the way his
stockings sagged into his shoes and the
distressingly zaintlike look about his eyes
when he came from the hospital, of that
twilight when from the back window she
had first seen him with Susanna, coming
down the moor through the tall blossom-
ing laurels, '

“When do you think of him?"

One secret of the success of their life
together had been the fact that she took
more interest in his thoughts than she did
in obtaining his understanding for her
OWTL.

“I think of his big days,” he said.
“You know the first day he went to
wark with his dinner-pail?  John told me
the boy's knees trembled when he asked
the foreman for a job, an' when the boss
asked him what he could do the boy
looked up into his beard an' said he could
do anything there was to he done. An'
the day he said he'd quit werkin® if I
didn't, an' the day T did quit? But he
saw asthma was better fer me than zittin’
around all day with my head in my
hands, feelin’ no good.  An' the day he
told us he was head man in the union—
had te write evervthing they did, like a
lawyer? He spoke dignified like a law-
yer when he told us."
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Martha remembered when he was only
three. After seeing a lame child he had
hunched up his tiny shoulders and walked
crooked. After the circus had been in
town that year, he had crawled around
the top of the overturned wash-tub
muttering that he was a tiger, Before
he was out of dresses, then, Jack had he-
gun to dramatize life. Every day since
he had found its “little stage” large
enough, all its trappings and action to
him had been real and beautiful,

“ Do you remember how fine he looked
when he was head man in the miracle-
play ?"" she contipued.

“Ay,"” assented her hushand, * but he
looked finest of all in his uniform with
the bars on his sleeves.”

The thought of it made her turn away,
As their son had gone down the hill o
join the hosts embarking for *‘foreign
lands forlorn,” she had not looked, In-
stead, she had gone to the sink and for
the first time in ten years had scalded her
hands. With her son now in the morgue
she had been talking of him without
tears, whereas the thought of him in uni-
form as he departed blurred her eves.
S5he heard again the swift *clump,
clump''of his heavy boots as he came up
the hill, the war over. She felt again his
cheek as it had been that day with its
odor of tobacco, wind, and hard work,

“When he took off his uniform,” con-
tinued her husband, “do you remember
his *knock-um-dead =uit," and how proud
he was?" He said it got him two, three
girls already—might as well be dead as
not in style? He was going 'way ahead
of us, He had store style and a way of
his own too.”

The old man loocked at the clock.
“Time to be goin’," he said. *“Where's
my cap?”

Though he was turning it in his hands,
she arrested her instinctive gesture tow-
ard it and added: * Look in the kitchen,
Peter."

There he must have discovered his mis-
take, for he stumbled out and down the
road without another word. He had
looked back at her as he left the room,
and she had longed to put her hands upon
his shoulders, but they knew it was not
a time for such comfort,

Martha folded the citation which she
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had been holding and replaced it in the
prmer-bcmk giving her sorrow the aus-
pice of holy writ, as she had indeed ac-
cepted it with reslgnatmn Then  she
went to the window. Although it was
not Sunday, neither did it seem like a
week-day at East End, No smoke or
steam, no black dust issued from the col-
lierv. Tts throb wasstilled. The plumes
from the engine-house alone rose against
the low-hung clouds. She felt as though
they were on the other side of the Judg-
ment Day., There was now no longer need
for hope or effort.  Like the last trump in
a Sodom or Gomorrah that shudder of the
earth the morning before had called the
women from their stoves and tubs like so
many guilty revellers. They had rushed
to the opening of the mine. There they
had stood suffecating in the belching
stench which hillowed from the tunnel;
each mad with a vestige of hope, they
had pushed and trampled one another.
To make up for this first primitive mood
they had since assuaged their own sor-
row in remembering one another., As
Martha stood at the window, if her neigh-
bors passed, they stole along in a quiet
preoccupation as though they must not
disturh her. That morning she had fore-
gone the comfort of doing her own work
hecause zo many pressing hands had been
there to do it for her.

From her window she Trooded over
East End. Her Sunday drezs in its home-
made folds had the peculiar sanctity
with which men and women who work
with their hands hallow their day of rest.
Her smooth gray hair lay flat against
her head. She had the clear, thoughtful
look, more often seen in its perfection in
lifelong scholars, but she was not *edu-
cated.” The only thing beside the praver-
book which she had ever made an effort
to read had been the Labor Paper which
came during her =on's absence in France,
She had read them purely on his account.
The lines around her mouth and eves
came not from regret or worry. They
were rather that engraving of distinction,
the diploma of a life-course in unshirked
duty. Her shoulder stoop came not from
lack of spine, rather from steady carrying,
Although zhe did not fulfil the idea of
feminine chic, which was beginning to
pervade even East End, she had inci-
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dentally acquired on her journey the
sort of poize and beauty which make the
thoughtful turn again and look,

She watched her hushand with his cap
upon his head disappear down the hill.
How comforted he was to have found the
boy! With unseeing eves she stared at
the culm-heaps blue-black under the
lowering sky, Streaks of melling snow
made the stony gutters wet, Beyond the
colliery rose blank hills against a bleak
horizon. The world seemed to be poing
on without the sun or the passage of time.
The dread pall of an eclipse had settled
upon them.

Martha was not imaginative, but now
she was beset with pictures of her son at
a hundred different stages, each memory
as vivid as though it had happened but
vesterday, His life, his life which was
theirs—going on, had ended before their
own. Mercif ull:,- she did not realize the
weeks and months which layv ahead.

Around the culm-heaps, now—suddenly
her heart stopped—she zaw two fipures
with the long box, and two figures behind
wending their careful way up the road.
Their heavy tread was on the porch.
With a great effort she breathed. The
chairs creaked as they rested their bur-
den in the front room. She heard the
grind of the screw-driver as they loosened
the cover. Peter stood in the door; they
zaid nothing; she took his hand. To-
gether they went into the other room.
This was their Jack, but she could not see
his face. Bandages not to come off left
her only his hand. She leaned down and
put her cheek against it. Suddenly she
straightened. This was not Jack's hand.

Martha's sudden cry she suppressed
into a low moan. Resting her head upon
the wooden ledge, she felt a blackness
descend upon her. This was not her boy.
It seemed an eternity that she remained
still and motionless, then she bezan to
sob.  Gradually out of their fearing
Lroken rhythm Martha began to feel what
must be done. Through the darkness
che descried the flicker of her life-beacon.
In this new terror her husband was there,
still to be first thought of.  His comfort in
having found the boy had amazed her.
Slowly she raised her head and put her
hand against his arm. 5he heard his
voice from a long way off, saying: “Isn't
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it a comfort to have him home. If we'd
a' lost him in the war we wouldn't ha’
had him."

For a long moment she looked into his
eyes. They were childlike, sorrowing but
half comforted. Would she take away
that comfort? Deliberately she spread
her handkerchief over the hand, then
crossing the room she pulled down the
shades. Turning toward her husband,
with the serenity of perfect truth she told
the first lie of their married life. “ Yes,
it's a great thing to have him home.”

Later in the kitchen, alone, she peeled
potatoes which were hardly necessary.
Neither of them could eat: but the even
peelings dropping into the pan beneath
her deft knife were threads that kept the
ship still connected with her old wharf
when the strong moorings had been
broken. But as the peelings grew into a
pyramid she was beset. A mass was a
costly thing, a mass and burial. Would
Peter feel it a comfort to spend most of
their savings burying a stranger? If it
were discovered, would he understand and
forgive her? She would not be able to
lie again. Her power to dissemble would
desert her in the lesser cause of seli-de-
fense. What would Jack think? His
friends with his sweetheart would mourn
over a stranger covered with his flowers,

Her guandary was interrupted by a
step upon the porch. It was Susanna.
Though she had scarcely dared to look at
her the night before, she now realized
that she had changed. Looking at her,
Jack's mother had thought, “she is sad-
der than Mary Novak'—a bride who had
lost her huzband. She was indeed sadder
than a widow, a flower withered by frost
before it had opened its petals. Martha
felt dimly that *‘might have beens™ are
less warm than memories,

“Can I go in an’ see him?" the girl
asked.

“Go in,"” replied Martha; “but, dear,
vou can't see him."

“Not even his hand?"

Martha rose as though to protest. But
it was very dark in there, she thought,
especially if one had come from outside.
At length she said: *Yes, but don't
change anvthing."”

Without further talk Susanna entered.
She only stayed a moment. Hurrying

the Litany

through the kitchen on her return she did
not speak, though she paused to close the
door quietly. Martha leaned forward to
watch her out of the back window, She
saw her fleeing as though driven by a
phantom so terrifying she dared not look
behind. Up the moor she fled and disap-
peared through the dun laurels.

Later in the afternoon Martha said to
Peter: “I must go see Christine; think
of two bows safe through the war like
Jack.” At her neighbor's she joined the
other women who sat about the parlor,
their habitually busy hands inactive in
their black laps.

Sorrow at East End leaves the mourn-
ers virtually empty-handed. They do not
send and receive telegrams, read and
write letters, nor do they wonder what
the will says. The funeral is their one
outlet, that and the tremendously stim-
ulating problem of the future.

“Very good work the Red Cross done
to help people with automobiles and
soup,” said Mrs. Rattigan,

“Fine job all done,"” assented the wo-
man next. “Only one they cannot find.
Others have tickets on beds in hospitals
or in morgues, Hunderd und fourteen,
pretty moch in one day at one mine, only
one they cannot find.”

Martha leaned forward. An old grand-
mother, sitting in the corner apparently
following out her own line of thought,
spoke: “ An’ think, we complain when our
folks die at home in their beds. It seems
nothing suits us."

“Is it Jo Fashung that's missin’?" in-
guired a third. *“I seen Mary at five this
morning. They hadn’t found him then.
Her brother was beggin' her to ecat. She
hadn’t had nothing since. Two days is
too long, an’ walkin' round an’ round on
her feet all day she had ought to have
eaten.”

“Yes,” replied Christine. “They
found Joat Marley’s. It'sa fine thing the
only man missin' won't be missed so bad
as the others if we hadn’t got 'em back.”

“Who is he?”" asked Martha Hovance,
who had been breathlessly awaiting her
turn to speak.

Mrs. Kopitza, whose halting English
handicapped her in competitive conver-
sation, with an unhurried dignity born of
the knowledge that no one could inter-
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rupt her, said: “He boarded at Annie
Matusha’s.” Had not the sullen stranger
about whom so little was known boarded
at her own sister-in-law’s?

“Jacob Hudeck was his name,” she
continued. ' Queer fella’ that don't like
people.  He no speak 'Merigan an’ some
time he wond speak own languige. He
lonely all time, but he don' like people
when he see um. He don’ have best girl.
Papers und books he read all time. He
don’ go to mass, Annie say he don’ have
family even in ol' country. When he
liddle his father gets shot. He iz against
government. Since then he hate every-
body mayhe?"

The grandmother in the corner who
had followed the conversation despite her
stooped shoulders and closed eves inter-
rupted: “Strange thing, no folks, no girl,
ne friends,” then oracle-like, as though it
were the crown of sorrows, “no funeral
and no mass.”

Martha folded her hands in such a pes-
ture as Anna the prophetess might have
used after she had seen the Child. She
alone knew that the boy who had had
neither friends, sweetheart, nor home in
his life was to have them all in death.
Her lack of introspection enabled her to
draw comfort from conflicting sources.
To her, to be without burial mass wasnot
as tragic as to the others. As late as the
twelith century some of her ancestors up
by the Baltic had worshipped nature,
Now did not her Jack’s body lie deeper
in the arms of the ¢arth than other men?
No one had refused him in life. At the
very pates of Heaven she knew that with-
out the prescribed burial mass he could
enter more easily than another. As for
the stranger, he needed the mass much
more. With it, though he had been
“absent without leave”™ from all the
masses of his lifetime, she felt that he too
would return to his “Captain Christ.”

At night when she kissed that black-
ened hand farewell it was washed with
hot tears, nor were they part of her in-
tended drama,

The day of Jack Hovance's mass
dawned still and clear. It was one of
those days memorable for its beauty,
when all the plumes of white steam and
smoke throughout the valley rise erect and
clear-cut, like the triumphant feathers
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upon the head-dresses of war-horses in the
age of chivalry. The light showed all
the contours of the mountain wall broken
where the streams come down their
wooded gorges,

At the mazs some children, too short to
reach the holy water even on tiploe, stole
into the pews quite by themselves., He
had been the sort of boy who said “hello™
even to the amallest of them. In him the
flame of life had burned =o bright that he
had drawn every one to him. Friends
who had seen him in the army, when they
read his name among the dead came all
the way from New York.

Inside of the church the nave at the
right 'was filled with older men. At the
leit were the older women, their eves
lowered beneath their head-shawls. None
of them wore hats, At the extreme left
gat the voung women and girls, their hair
in painstaking swirls plastered agzainst
cheeks where inherited peasant bloom
still withstood their factory days. Under
their American millinery of pagan color
and impious design thev were more than
vsually unconscious of their looks, sobered
and quiet. Their mothers’ garments, like
the women themselves, had long since lost
any intention to lure, gaining therely a
certain dignity. At the extreme right, in
the other aisle, sat the voung men in their
ready-made smartness, a similar contrast
to their sombre threadbare fathers. They
did not glance across the church at the
girls as frequentlv as was their want,
Jack Hovance had been their leader by
divine right of personality.

The shafts of sunlight glittered upon
the gold fringe and blue damask of the
banners of the saints, (Did those de-
parted holy ones from where there is no
winter, mindful of their own threadbare
days, look down and find a sweet incon-
gruity in the splendor of their banners
hanging over the threadbare shoulders of
their followers ? However much material
aid the saints may have rendered their
followers, unguestionably their love of
the saints produced a light and warmth
not obtainable in kerosene and coal.)

The yvoung priest with green-and-gaold
vestments over his white robe chanting
of death, in his person suggested victory,
His voice, in hiz supplications of varving
length, was the single thread which,
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“0rodu) foonas.” Y1 am acting a lie in thy holy church.”"—Fage 193.
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bridging the silence, created a series of
suspenses calculated to lift one out of 2
pressing present. “‘Svaty Petre, Svaty
Pavle—5vaty Andreju,” he chanted,
through the list of the saints and mar-
tyrs. Now sooner, now later, but inevi-
table as death afterlife, came the recurring
response of the crowd: “Oroduj Za nas™
(pray forus). “Oroduj Za nas!” Peter,
with eves closed as though upon the
wings of the mass, had been lifted to a
vision of Saint Peter himself leaning over,
as the angel in the banner was leaning,’
over the worshipper’s own head out of
the clouds, and taking their Jack by his
blackened hand,

Martha stole a look at her husband.
The blue powder-mark on his cheek-bone
was unusually conspicuous in his pallor,
The cumulative persuasion of the Litany
of the Saints overwhelmed her habitual
maood of faith in the goodness of men, Tt
filled her with a crushing sense of her own
guilt. “Oroduj Za nas,” she murmured
as it came in the thrilling diapason of the
men’s voices. “T have lied to my hus-
band™—" Oroduj Za nas." " Jack!|for-
give me.” “Oroduj Za nas” “I am
acting a lie in thy holy church.”

Outside on the steps stood the crowd
who could not find room inside. The
sound of bells, chimes, and gong from
within warned them when to bow. That
oft-recurring response echoed from the
vaulted ceilings out to where they stood
under the sky. It was reassuring like the
thythm of the surf. Even a pagan god
must hear them for their much speak-
1.
gIt is fitting, after all, that the last scene,
the curtain-call and final gesture, should
be the most splendid, with full chorus
chanting, the sound of bells, chimes, and
the deep-throated organ,

The recessional to the cemetery was
also triumphant, suggestive of youth
rather than death. The first intimations
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of zpring were in the air. Two friends of
his in uniform, walking painstakingly in
step, led. They carried between them a
kevstone made of =carlet immortelles.
Playving slow music, the band followed.
Little children, frowned at though unre-
buked by their elders, marched along with
them. Then came the guard of honor in
uniform, They looked singularly chast-
ened and reverent in the shadow death
casts upon those who enter into its rites.
Suzanna, clad in while carrying crimson
flowers, on the arm of his best friend, was
queenly in her hour of public recognition.
Following them, four other girls in white
with four of his friends from the mine
passed by with measured tread as though
it were a splendid wedding, The children
whispered that it was a lovely day for a
funeral. Their elders said that it was
just the day for Jack Hovance. The
brilliant sunlight made even the clods
of vellow, upturned clay by the grave look
warm and friendly.

The next night Martha dreamed that
her son came to her, nor was he ghostly
or strange. With his well-loved laugh he
said: “0Our funeral was fine— It was
for father, I know, but a joke on East End
too, ¢h?"

Half-protesting, half-adoring as of old
she felt her rebuke melt before his good
spirits as she shook her head. FEven
death could not quench his power of
laughter. The joy of it wakened her.
She put her hand out. The bed was
empty. Down-stairs some one was mov-
ing about. She heard the groping step of
her husband as he came up the stairs.
When she saw his dim form in the door-
way she said: * Peter."”

*T had the picture of it that was in the
paper to-night under the pillow,” he said,
“T wanted to put it with his citation in
the praver-book, so T was just puttin® it
there.”

Hroricar Motk —Ninety-twe men losi their lives in the Baltimore Mine, Esst End, Wilkes-Barre, in the spring of
1gtg: Some of them had enly been at work o few days since their return fom the war
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KNOTT

By Maxwell Struthers Burt

Aunthor of ' John O May," ete

-n""i?.‘ for Knott, there was never
the »J;]ghteﬂl reason why 1
should have known him as
<A well as I did. Our inti-
macy, I am forced to con-
= clude, was due to Ren-
Ian:L. of social rusluﬂnmhilny and his

i.hm'.'
unforgivable habit of throwing, in order
not to be bored himself, uncongenial peo-

ple together. Renshaw was a social Pon-
tius Pilate, washing hiz hands of those who
for the first ten minutes of the conversation
beguiled him, but who, the ten minutes
being up, he realized would prove merely
tiresome and hampering. He was not, as
vou can see, altogether a satisfactory per-
son with whom to share an apartment in a
strange city., Ewven a tender conscience
prows weary after awhile of having
dropped before it stray Teutonic students,
and dissolute Polish musicians; and rest-
less fellow countrymen, like mice who
have served the recreational purposes of
an attractive cat, And Renshaw, through
his wealth, and his apprenticeship to the
violin, and his letters, and, when so he
wished it, his manners, was by way of
collecting numerous victims. He found
them in the musical studios which he fre-
quented; they crossed his path in the
drawing-rooms of the noble and wealthy.

“Let me in!" commanded Renshaw
from the hallway. “I've forgotten my
kev."”

I was annoyed; Renshaw was always
forgetting his key. Besides, I was very
cornfortable; the lamps were lit, the big
porcelain stove in the corner was burning
{famously, the curtaing were drawn, shut-
ting out the grayv and dreary for that,
with the coming of winter, hlows down
from the Alps upon the shivering city of
Munich; altogether, I had been hoping
that Renshaw wouldn't appear until, any-
how, just in time for dinner.

I opened the door, He entered with
the alert, gav, detached manner that I
knew, only too well, indicated a2 com-
panion of whom he wished to be rid,
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“Mr. Knott!" he announced, waving a
hand toward the doorway. “Mr, John
Balliol Huggesson Knott!” A bulky
figure emerged from the shadows of the
hall. *“John ‘Bally Old' EKnott,” con-
tinued Renshaw with bland impertinence,
“of London and the world!  Musician—
social delight—drinker of tea! Tea,
Knott?™

“Tea?" answered a high and fluting
and very south of England voice. “Tea?
Oh, thanks, awfully!” And Mr. Knott
proceeded to rid himself of the impedi-
menta that encumbered him

Now, most peaple either remove their
street clothing all at once and in some-
thing of a bustle, or else at absent-mind-
ed intervals punctuated by sentences of
greeting, but evidently Mr. Enott be-
longed to neither of these classes. One
suspected him of concentrating burningly
on details. First there was a large um-
brella to be placed with meticulous care
in one corner of the room, and a pair of
overshoes, the taking off of which had
involved many and separate movements
and much thought, to be placed beside it;
then there were gloves to be removed,
finwer by finger, and laid with mathemat-
ical precision in the crease of a soft brown
hat; and finally there was the heavy u'-
ster 1o be wrigeled out of and a silk mu’-
fler, of extraordinary length and gaudy
color, to be unwound from about the
neck. Mr. Knott performed these rites
in silence. When he was through he
sighed, as a man will when a bit of diffi-
cult work is satisfactorily accomplished,
and, turning about, bore down on me.

He was a middle-sized man, inclined o
portliness, who gave one not the slight-
est sense of physical strength.  Excellent
clothes, worn in rather a haphazard man-
ner, covered a fAgure that might with jus-
tice have been described as a series of
badly joined ellipses; oval shoulders fell
away into oval arms that at the elbow
joined owval foréearms; an owval body met
oval legs; all oval, except that just below
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the watch-chain, and at variance to the
preponderating elliptical contours, there
obtruded itseli an inconspicuous but per-
fectly round stomach; a sleek, compact,
casily managed stomach; a stomach that
added to a certain air of physical incoher-
ence, an effect heightened by Mr. Knott's
head which, in vivid contrast to the va-
garies of the rest of him, was compact and
esseptizlly worldly., The texture of the
skin was weather-heaten but well-tended,
and the large, gray, inquisitive eves were
not without distinction; a short mus-
tache, ending in blunt, waxed ends, gave
a touch of cosmopolitanism and fatuity
combined such as mustaches of the kind
always do give,

“How d'do!” said Mr. Knott in his
high and fluting voice. “How very jolly
all this is.” The lamp, shining upon him
from behind, turned the sparse, silky hair
on top of his head into the most ridiculous
of little halos. “You and Renshaw live
together, don’t vou? How very nice. I
know lots of Americans. I'm—" His
voice possessed a breathless quality, as if
there was so much to say that it could
never possibly get itself =aid.

“Knott,”" interrupted Renshaw sternly,
“hush! Have a cigarette!” With the
end of the tin box containing the ciga-
rettes, he gently puzhed his visitor back-
ward until the rear of the ovoid legs met
the edge of a chair and enforced collapse.
Unperturbed, Mr. Knott continued to
survey the room,

“¥ou haven't a piano!" he ejaculated.
“Dear me! How very odd! And Ren-
shaw is a musician, too! I'ma musician.
That's why I and my family never can
agree. Very stodgy English people. 1L've
written half an act of an opera, but some-
how I never seem to gel it finizhed.
What very dreadful cigarettes!”

Renshaw thrust a cup of tea into an
outstretched plump hand. For a mo-
ment there was silence, then the breath-
less fluting voice began again.

“Your friend Renshaw,” it observed,
“was kind enough to ask me in to dinner
to-night. Immediately afterward, so he
says, he has to meet a violinist, or some-
thing of the sort; I'm airaid, therefore,
you'll have me on your hands. You
don't mind, do you? No. We might go
to a little café afterward, or the theatre—
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Not music! No, anything but music. T
can’t bear to hear even my own, except
very occasionally. I'm very sensitive
about music. Marmalade? Thanks"
The plump hands were folded across the
small stomach. “We'll get along very
nicely, I think, don't you?"

“Splendidly,” I agreed, and I trust my
accents were not too bitter.

Before he departed Eenshaw found
time to say a few words to me in private.
“You'll like Knott,” he said, " he's always
so ready to do anything. Very obliging.
He'll be around here now for a while every
other day or so."

He was; only frequently it was every
day:.

I awoke to a quiet student existence
completely altered and in a manner I had
never anticipated. [ found myself all at
once a participator in teas, a frequenter
of drawing-rooms, a meeter of endless peo-
ple. We revelled, T think T might =ay
without exaggeration, in countesses, in
baronesses, in untitled but distinguished
Fraus. In the intervals between these
we cultivated our hours by visits to the
households of famous artists, There were
aged countesses who lived in tiny aparl-
ments at the top of gloomy places, and
who peered, over {rail hands locked above
canes, at Knott's disjointed gayety and
my b]ience, like ancient eagles whose nests
have been disturbed by jackdaws; there
were young countesses who talked Ger-
man and English and, sometimes, even
American slang, and dispensed tea in the
most approved fashion; there were ari-
ists who carried the delicate lamp of
beauty in bearded and thunderous per-
sonalities that almost totally concealed it

Once or twice I struggled feebly to ex-
ert my will against this bolster-like por-
tent that threatened to smother it
l{nutt rm*n_‘l:f waved a dismissing hand,

“Shyness,” he decided. * Mere ﬂ-hv.nrﬁ*a
T'll call for you again on Wednesday,”

And I do not know to what 1'|£-1ght= of
bachelor popularity we might have risen
before the winter was over had it not
been for Carnival and Jenny Buel.

Jenny wrecked our masculine routine.
They do—women, that is; and, what is
more, seem sublimely unconscious of the
havoc they have created. I resent Jenny,
just as at the time I resented her. She
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was and is interrupting.  And vet it isa
deplorable fact that a man by himself is
likely to be only half a drama, while, let
a woman enter, and there's a chance
of his being five acts and an epilogue.
Jenny, when we first saw her, looked like
i prologue,  She was,

Rather wearily Knott had led me
through the saturnalia of dances and con-
fetti and spiced sausage that go to make
up a south German festival. He had
lived through a couple of previous car-
nivals, but was compelled, so it seemed, to
live through another because of his sense
of duty toward me.  But I was not bored;
your first carnival is not horing, although
1 doubt if it is necessary to see more than
one, At the end there is left a little too
much the impression of roses and perfume
struggling for mastery of the atmosphere
with the smell of beer and stale cham-
pagne. It was on the night of the final
day, the night when evervbody puts on
fancy costume and King Carnival is
buried and only the most adventurous
young women are about at all, and then,
as a rule, carefully masked, that Jenny
appeared,

Renshaw and Knott and T satin a small
side room of the Café Luitpold, a trifle re-
moved from the blaring orchestra and the
indescribable hubbub of the main restau-
rant, Our particular room masqueraded
by means of green latticework and purple
papier-miché grapes as an arbor.  Mir-
rors back of the latticework and mirrors
overhead made everything very glitter-
ing and pleasant. Renshaw, with a
clown's costume on and his false face re-
moved and his hair extremely sleek,
locked like a handsome and arrogant boy,
and Knott, who had also removed his
false face but kept it by him in view of
the highly improbable event of seeing
some one he knew, was also unseasonably
clean and entirely unaware of the con-
trast between the solemnity of his coun-
tenance and the levity of his dress. He
ate the wing of a cold chicken with care,
in the midst of which operation he sud-
denly paused, the chicken wing still sus-
pended before his mouth, and stared in
the direction of the entrance to the arbor,
I turned my head. For a moment I had
a confused impression of a bouquet of
vielet and white; wviclet and white re-
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flected irom the mirrors overhead and the
mirrors all about us; and then the boy-
quet dissolved itself into six pierrots arm
in arm with six pierrettes, the twelve of
them evidently seeking a place to sit
down. The beauty of their costumes, the
prace with which they were worn, put to
shame the amusing or tawdry disguises of
the rest of us. But even more arresting
was the small pierrette, somewhere near
the middle of the column, who hung upon
the arm of a huge escort, and without
the semblance of a mask looked about
her with frankly interested eyes—she was
=0 fresh and sparkling, and, in this place,
so unexpected,

For a moment the three of us stared,
and then Renshaw half arose from his
chair. "By Jove!" he said, and he said
it very loudly and in English, of course.
“By Jove, that’s the first really pretty
girl I've seen!"”

A section of the passing column hesi-
tated, there was a swirl of skirts, and the
small pierrette in question stood before us.

“ Jenny Buel thanks vou, sir !" she said,
and courtesied, and her speech was sweet
and familiar, and very much through her
noze,

Renshaw, =till on his feet, choked.

“Indiana!™ he ejaculated.

“No,"” said Jenny Buel, “Iowa™; and
added, with demure impertinence, “do
vou mind? "

“Mind?™
barrassed hand.
not in the least!”

“0h, do st down " admonished Knott,
who, toall outward appearances, was the
only one of the group entirely unmoved.
“5it down—and then wour country-
woman will join us, and we'll all have sup-
per together,  Miss Buel?”

Jenny's brows knit in perplexed
thought. “1 don't think 1 can,” she
reflected. “You see, my friend over
there is a Swedish painter, and he’s very
hot-tempered, and—good gracious, here
he comes now "

The gigantic pierrot bore down upon us.

“He only speaks, beside his own lan-
guage, German, and that not very well,”
said Jenny. She had the whitest and
prettiest slim wrist and arm.

“Then,"” said Knott, with sudden in-
spiration, “we'll pretend we don't under-

Renshaw waved an em-
“Not in the least—
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stand a word of it. That will save a lot
of bother.”

He turned wide and friendly eves upon
the indignant northerner, who by now
was leaning across the table addressing us
in tumbled gutturals.

“What's he saying, Miss Buel?" he
asked mildly.

“He says,” Jenny translated, and with-
out a flicker of humor, although she must
have suspected that Knott, at least, spoke
German, “he says that you have insulted
him, and he says that he will pick the
three of you up and throw you out of the
restaurant. He is wvery strong,” she
added.

“He doesnt mean it,’
“Tell him to go away.
Swedes are like that.”

“You think so?" sgid Jenny.

“T know =zo0,” =aid Knott.

Jenny transformed herself into a Fury.
She advanced upon her huge admirer,
stamped her foot, addressed him in fluent
German, and advised him never to speak
to her again.  As he departed, crestfallen,
she warned him not to be late for an en-
gagement that apparently she had with
him the following day. Then she sat down
between Renshaw and myself and op-
posite Knott, and, with a sigh, smoothed
out her short skirt of violet and white silk.

“Gee " she zaid, *"it’s good to be with
human beings again.”

One might have said that for a pro-
longed moment Knott continued to re-
pard this latest addition to our table som-
brely, if sombre is an adjective that could
be applied to his round and prominent
eves.  Then he recovered from this mood
and abruptly asked a question—a series
of guestions—tioially at variance to s
usual attitude of bored politeness where
VETy young women were conce rned.

“What do you do here?"” he said,

Jenny turned her sparkling, friendly
eves from Renshaw to this new inter-
rOga tor.

“Study singing,” she answered,

“Have you been here long?™

*Just a year.”

“This i= your first carnival?™

v \re_ql ]

“H'm'm." Knott looked at her with
hiz head a trifle on one side. “And 1
suppose,” he proceeded, “ being an Ameri-

zaid Knott.
He'll go. All
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can, and from Towa, that vou're very re-
ligious and all that sort of thing, and work
in the American church here, when you're
not busy with—with carnivals?"

“0Oh, no!" said Jennv, in almost a
shocked tone. “Oh, no; I'm not re-
ligious at all, Carl says that I'm an out-
and out atheist, and I guess he knows.

Harly

Jenny lowered her eyes and, I think,
blushed under her rouge. “He's the
Baron von Votta,” she replied. “He's
the best friend T have in Germany. He's
very clever. I've known him ever so
long."

“0Oh, I see,” said Knott.

“0Oh, no; six months.”

Knott's face was bland, **His sisters
and his father and his mother and his
older brother are very pleasant people,
aren't they?" he observed. “I know
them well, including your friend Carl."”

Jenny's face expressed pleasure at this
coincidence, hut at the same time an in-
terested ignorance.

*“0h, do you?" she exclaimed. *Isn't
that nice! Tdidn’t know he had all those
relations. I've never met them."

“Haven't vou?" said Knott. “I've
no doubt he's too busy studying music.”

“He doesn't study music,” corrected
Jenny, “although he plays the piano
beautifully, He hasn't time. He's a
soldier.”

Knott's face lightened with recollection.
“Ah, wves," he reflected, “I remem-
ber now. He leaned across the table.
“That's a very pretty dress vou have
on,” he observed.

I was glad when Renshaw interrupted
this catechism by advising Jenny 1o
drink more champagne. “You're not
having half a rood time," he told her.
Catechisms are embarrassing, parlicu-
larly when they are mystifying az well, 1
had mever seen Knott under circum-
stances such as the present, and, although
1 had found him heretofore an innocuous
creature enough, I had not been entirely
unimpressed by his theoretical hatred of
virtue. A ;ereriiﬁ.e feeling that T was
beginning to experience toward Jenny
suffered an increase.

Knott's next move did not add to my
enlightenment; he leaned over and al-
sent-mindedly drank Jenny's recently

“A year?”
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Then he stoml

he announced,

filled glass of champagne.
up. "“Twelve o'clock,”
“Time to go home.”

* Good Lord ! said Renshaw suddenly,
and somehow or other managed to dis-
appear in the direction of the next room
with & minimum of excuses.

Jenny's mouth drooped in a rebellious
curve, ““Why,” she exclaimed, "it’s only
just beginning. Everybody unmasks now,
and—"

“The rouge,” interrupted Enott im-
perturbably, and as if he hadn't heard
her, “on your cheeks is all mottled, and
your hair is mussed.  You've no idea how
odd vou look.”  All of which was untrue,

Jenny blushed under her maligned col-
oring, and jumped to her feet. *Very
well,” she =aid bridling, *then I'll go.
Good night. First 1'll say good-by to
my friends.”

“Bother your {riends!” s=aid Knott.
He turned to me. “Pay the bill, will
you? We'll wait for vou outside.,” And
he collected Jenny somewhat as an elder-
Iy, unrelenting aunt might have collected
a resisting niece and urged her toward
the entrance to the arbor,

Rather contrary to my expectations I
found the two of them in the street before
the restaurant door, Jenny still suffering
from outraged feelings, for she was silent
and cold; Knott, as usual, jauntily gar-
rulous. Our way led from the centre of
the town, where clowns and pierrots and
shepherds and Tyroleans addressed jocose
remarks to us, into quieter streets.  Jenny
finally paused before a high, narrow house
ON & COrmer.

“1 live here,"” szhe =aid, “on the fifth
floor, 1 have a studio with another girl.
Will you come and se¢ me?"  There was
not the slightest doubt that the words
were addressed to me, but T had no time
to reply; Knott answered with eagerness:
“(Oh, thanks! Yes, indeed! Tl come—
let me see—day after to-morrow for tea,
Is that all right ?  Oh, thanks. Yes, we'll
both come.™

And it was evident from Jenny's con-
fused attempt Lo make excuses and her
failure to do so, that not only was she un-
accustomed to the mendaciousness of po-
lite society, but that she was beginning to
suffer, in the presence of Knott, a paral-
ysis similar to my oW,

k1

Knott walked silently through the cool,
fog-inhabited streets in the direction of
my apartment. He said good night, then
hesitated and swung back to his original
position on the doorstep.

" Know anything about young German
officers#" he asked.

“Mo,” 1 answered.

“1do. I know them like a book."”

For a moment I conzgidered this remarl,
and then, I am afraid, I laughed and made
the obvious retort.

Knott expelled his breath indignantly.
“Love!" he exclaimed. *“1in love! It
i=n't very likely, is it, when 1 can't even
bear & woman at meals, except very oc-
casionally ? They give me indigestion.”
And he turned on his heel and strode off.
I poticed from the gesticulations of his
right hand that he was unaware of the
fact that he was without his umbrella,

I went up the dark stairs to the apart-
ment,  Renshaw, in a dressing-gown, was
smoking a final pipe before the fire.

“What do vou make of it?" I asked
him.

“0Of what?” he replied, without in-
terest.

“The little girl we met to-night.”

Renshaw stood up, yawned, knocked
the ashes from his pipe, and regarded me
with a condescending smile. “I make
nothing,” he said. *She iz not a bac-
chante, nor, on the other hand, is she a
willul genius. I don't believe she's a bit
good at singing, She's a French cake—
rum dressing and a sponge-cake heart.
She’ll cause a lot of trouble, and a dozen
times balance on the edge of precipices she
hasn't the nerve to jump. Then she'll go
home and marry the boy she used to flirt
with, and who now owns the bank, They
all do. The tvpe annovs me."”

But T was not so casily satisfed. Few
people are when a woman has long and
lovely dark eves, in which, by means of
sudden high lights and a trick of arched
evebrows, there seems 1o lie often a ques-
tion, pathetic and appealing. T dare say
that usually there is no question, and tha.l
when there is it isn't worth answering,
but what can you do about it?

Knott's answer was perhaps the sim-
plest.  Astonishing as it may seem to
those who never knew him, we did call
upon Jenny the afternoon of the second
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day after we had met her; we called pre-
cisely at four. We climbed the five long
flights of stairs that smelled faintly of
cabbage, we came to a narrow door from
which a great deal of the brown paint had
been kicked and rubbed, and Jenny her-
zelf let us in, a surprize to me in her hlack
skirt and white shirt-waist, and her slim
and of the ordinaryv-world appearance.
I don't know whether I had expected
to find her still in a short violet-and-
white =kirt or not. However, once the
shock of this change of costume was re-
covered from, Jenny proved, at all events
—and for the moment that was the im-
portant point—as pretty, even prettier,
than when we had first seen her. The
background of the large, bare, rather dis-
orderly, rather dusty room, with its
somewhat touching attempts to hide the
bareness by means of hangings and pic-
tures not too artistic, was g Severe one,
but she survived the test triumphantly,
even although at first she was embar-
rassed and so rendered awkward. But
Enott had a way of setting people speedily
at their ease, or, at any rate, of so over-
whelming them that they forgot all else,
and it wasn't more than a few minutes
before he and Jenny were talking to each
other as if they were the oldest and most
intimate of friends. T was not displeased
that they left me alone; I could listen all
the better.

Jenny was so lovely, so very charming
to watch, s0 very disappointing whenever
she opened her drooping, rather tragic
mouth. 1 had rather anticipated some
such phenomenon as this, but one is none
the less disconcerted to find expectations
of the kind realized. It was curious to
hear izzuing from that mouth, so formed
for beauty, the strange jumble of opinions,
the odds and ends of thought and expres-
zsion that Jenny had collected in her
twenty-four-vear journey through the
world; the hali-baked recklessnesses, rent
Ly H."-[Dil'tlahll'l"'" gaps in a knowledge of the
waorld, the sentimentalisms and cynici.—;ms
which seemed to constitute her point of
view., Jenny apparently had no knowl-
edge of the danger of “giving onesclf
away,"” yvet her frankness, I gathered, was
not altorether ingenuousness; it crackled
at times with the brittle sureness of un-
trained youth.

It was easy enough to piece together
her history. Back of her was a =mall
town where her father had been a well-
to=do contractor, and where she had sung
ir a choir and astonished her high-school
friends and her relatives; and then, before
this last adventure to Europe, there had
been three vears of study in New York.
I judged there had been few foolish cultz
or destructive doctrines over which Jenny
had not at some time in her career waxed
enthusiastic, A fine-tempered Puritan iz
needed to stand too sudden a plunge into
the world.

Dusk approached, and Jenny gave us
careless tea and ragged slices of bread and
butter. At her request I lit a lamp, and
the circle of light drew the three of us, or,
rather Jenny and Knott, into a still more
intimate friendliness. I had just decided
that Jenny was beginning to like Knott,
and 1 had just ahout decided that it was
time to go, and I imagine Fnott was on
the point of agreeing with me, when the
young Baron von V mtamlcml_ and after
that, of course, we hoth decided to stay.

He stood—the young Baron von Votta
—for a moment in the doorway, a shiniro,
slim, rigid figure in his tight-ftting, dark-
blue uniform; then he came forward,
bowed over Jenny's hand, clicked his heels
at me, and greeted Knott with polite in-
difference. I don't think I entirely im-
agined a slight look of annovance on the
otherwise expressionless face,

Knott was instantly friendly; oddly so,
I thought; friendly with a cordiality so
little rtnjrrm.alu] that T felt an embar-
rassment for him in which apparently he
did not share,

“ How delightful ' he said, in his Aut-
ing veice. " How very delightful! How
is your dear mother?—yvour father? 1
have promised myself the pleasure of call-
ing upon them soon.  Your poor mother's
rheumatizm!"

The young Baron von Vetta bowed; his
parents were enjoving the best of health.
He =at down on the edge of a chair very
stifflv, accepted a cup of lukewarm tea
from Jenny, and looked at us with the air
of a man who is waiting for some one else
to make the next move. The burden of
the conversation fell as usual upon Knott,
and he worthily upheld his traditions in
this respect, although I still thought that
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he asked at rather too great a length con-
cerning the happiness of the Von Votta
family, and described each member of it
to Jennv in too detailed and complimen-
tary a way. Von Votta was not, as far
as one could see, greatly interested in his
relations.

Knott and I delayed our going as long
as we decently could.  Our departure was
precipitated by Jenny suggesting that
Knott play the piano. “You do play,
beautifully, don’t you?” she asked.

Enott jumped to his feet.  “ That’s the
one request,’” he said, “that always makes
me leave a room."

I waited until we had reached the foot
of the stairs, and then T said: “He's too
good-looking.”

“Who?" azked Knott.

“YVon Votta. He's too perfect; his
hair is too blond, and his eyes are too blue,
and he's too pink and white. 1 dislike
him. He has no brains, and T suspect
him of not having the slightest symptom
of a heart.”

Knott swung hizs umbrella contemptu-
ously.

“You know a great deal about a young
man vou've only seen for half an hour,
don’t you?" he remarked.

We walked on for a block in silence.

“Are they engaged?™ I asked,

“Dio you think a German officer gets
himself engaged to a girl without money "
Enott demanded.

“Well, then #"

KEnott became almost angry; at all
events he became sententious. *The
trouble with you Americans,” he grum-
bled, *is that yvou're all so damned intel-
lectually virtuous that you can’t under-
stand any brand of virtue but your own.”

At the entrance to his hotel, where we
parted, he made the first of the eryptic
remarks with which he was to distinguish
our intercourze for the next two months.
“T wonder,” he said, slowly and absent-
mindedly, “if Von Votta really does play
the piano so very well? "

Possibly it was fortunate that the next
three weeks I was busy with a minor
thesis which T had to prepare for a hirsute
and inhuman professor who was attempt-
ing to instruct me and my fellow students
in the “culture history™ of the human
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race. I say fortunate, because, it being
the approach of spring, and the trees be-
ginning to show little green tips along
their branches and the days being filled
with vagrant and warm breaths of wind,
it is possible that T might have begun o
take far too vital an interest in Jenny
Buel, and to acquire far too distinct a dis-
like for her friend, the young Baron von
Votta. Asit was, [ had no time to think
of them at all, and when at last T did
emerge from the twisted byways of the
minds and costumes of the past, T found
that Knott had so secured his hold upon
Jenny that no one, no matter how young
and devious, could have found more than
ten minutes at a time to speak Lo her
alone, Whether she had been worn down
by his pertinacity, or whether she had be-
come genuinely fond of him—and I think
the latter was the case—she lay, at all
events, in his hand as tamely as Brown-
ing's famous ripe pear—for social pur-
poses she had become entirely tractable.

“It's very jolly,"” said Knott. “We'll
have three now on our little parties—or,
rather, four, for Miss Stelwagon will go,
too.  You've no idea what a good sort
Jenny"—and vou will notice the use of
the Christian name—"is. Like a boy.
No nonsenze. She doesn’t need a chap-
eron.' He disregarded  my taunting
laugh, and proceeded to expatiate, to my
indignation, upon the satisfaction of
meeting at last, in the person of Jenny, a
typical American woman instead of the
Europeanized imitation usually found.

Miss Stelwagon proved, overlooking
the indisputable fact that she was a
maiden, a most efficient chaperon for the
many excursions and suppers in which,
from now on, she and Jenny joined. She
wias & gaunl woman who hardly ever
spoke, although one was aware that she
disagreed with practically everything that
wis being said.  Jenny seemed very fond
of her. 1 imagine that Jenny was going
through a period in which she was being
very fond of every one.  She was expand-
ing.

Meanwhile I wondered, with a deepen-
ing curiosity, what Yon Votta thought of
all thiz. Knott seemed to be entirely
vague, ““I've asked him again and again
to accompany us,” he explained, “but he
never will. These young German officers
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have to be very careful what they do. T
dare say we're much too bohemian for
him."

"You're getting over your pastronomic
aversion for the female sex fairly success-
fully, aren't you?" I suggested. Knott
did not deign to answer me.

But the two or three times I caught a
glimpse of Von Votta I received the im-
pression that underneath the icy calm
with which he took his way through the
world several things were going on, one
of which was an increasing aversion for
Knott that amounted almost to a hatred,
I don't wonder this was so, if for no other
reason than that Knott had by now
adopted toward him a manner permissi-
ble only in an uncle predisposed lo gifts,
Knott was very much at home in the
studio.

On the last afterncon of the occasions T
have mentioned, Von Votta’s boredom
reached a point where he sought refuge
in the piano, playing over various pieces
in a fugitive way, humming to himself,
finally, just before Jenny lit the lamp,
bursting into the music of *The Flying
Dutchman.” Tt was a singularly dra-
malic thing to do, hecause the approach-
ing night was warm and through the open
windows came the distant tremblings
of thunder. The curtains stirred in the
languid breeze. Outlined against the in-
creazing shadow was the rigid, inexpli-
cable fipure at the piano. I think, al-
though perhaps it is only looking back on
it from the present point of view, that
some hint of uneasy terror of this kind of
young man stirred me at the moment;
some prevision that dehumanization cou-
pled with passion and a sense of heauty
is a dangerous thing. And then I looked
up. There was still enough light for me
to see Von Votta's face clearly, and he
was staring at Jenny over the edge of the
piano as if he wished to bring her within
an inch of him with his eves. . . .

The music ended with a crash of chords,
Knott yawned. * Wagner's very bad on
the piano, isn't he?™ he said. “Well,
we must be going. Coming, Von Votta ?"

“No!"” Von Votta got to his feet and
spapped together the pages of an open
book of music that lay on top of the piano.
It was the first break I had seen in his
stubborn armor.

2

“Very well, then,' agreed Knott, secur-
ing his umbrella. *“Give my respects to
vour family.” -

“Knott," I =aid, when we were out in
the hall, * tell me—I want to know some-
thing. Drop all nonsense and tell me.
What's Von Votta up to? You know."

I expected no understanding from him
and got none.  * Why, my friend,"” he re-
turned, in his most fluting voice, “it's
fairly simple. You surprise me. Here's
a German trained in patience, and here's
a woman trained, as are all women, to
think there's something holy in sacrificing
herself for the man she loves, or thinks she
loves. 1If she weren't an American she'd
have made the oblation long ago: as it is,
she’s too selfish.”

“You mean?”

He swung his umbrella indifferently.
“Von Votta's poor, and he’s told Jenny
that much as he wants to marry her he
can’t. Of course the point is he wouldn’t
marry her if he could.”

“But then you don't think she's really
in love with him?" 1 insisted.

Knott's voice was weary. “How can
any one tell that?” he asked. *I think
Jenny finds him a hero, and 1 think that
most of all she pities him; and the last is
all a woman ever wants to know about a
man. And now, for God's sake, let’s
leave other people’s business alone. As
far as I am concerned such matters do not
interest me at all; although, in Jenny's
case, it might be a pity. She hasn't the
making of a first-class Circe.”

I did not answer him; I had anticipated,
as I said, some such attitude on his part,
but this entire cold-hbloodedness dispusted
me. I was only a trifle less angry with
him than with Von Votta, I turned over
in my mind various desperaie expedienis,
and then rejected them. The uselessness-
of insulting or endeavoring to coerce a
German officer was apparent.  Besides,
any attempt of the kind would merely
serve to exalt Von Votta in Jenny's dis-
torted vision.

Knott seemed oblivious of the tumult
that wasgoing onin my mind.  * The Ger-
mansarean odd lot,” he observed serenely.
“0Oh, 1 5y, gl"-'{‘. me some more names of
those American songs of vours, will you 2™

“What American songs?" 1 asked bit-
terly.



202

*The ones I spoke to you about.”

“You never mentioned an American
song to me in your life,” T retorted, with
increasing acrimony.

“Didn't I?" Knott paused and looked
at me with perplexity. It must have
been Jenny, then. 1've got some of them
—that “My Old Eentucky Place,” for in-
stance. Ripping!"

“Damn ‘My Old Kentucky Place’! ™
I said, and left him.

There seemed no more to be done, and,
dizliking intrigue in which one is merely a
static factor, I kept away from Jenny's
studio and even avoided Knott, difficult
as the latter feat was. Frieda, the stal-
wart maid of all work at the apartment,
was instructed to inform him that I was
busy at the university. As his habit had
been to come in the afternoon 1 imagined
myseli comparatively safe. I was mis-
taken, as one usually was when one as-
sumed anything definite about Knaott,
He forced hiz way past Frieda on a Friday
night between eight and nine o'clock.
HGood," he said. “I'm glad to find you
in at last. We're going to Jenny's stu-
dio.”

“We're not,” 1 announced firmly.

“Oh, ves, we are. She expects us.’

I put on my coat.

“You'll find it very amusing,” he con-

1

tinued; “there’ll be music. I'm going
to play.”

ot

“Yes., I've promised that T would for

a long time.”

I don't think I realized until we got to
Jenny's deor that Knott had been lyving,
that Jenny didn't expect us at all, that
here, indeed, was an incident that prom-
ised to be “amusing"; for Knotl, at first,
didn't knock at the door; instead, he did
something so outrageous, so entirely out
of keeping with his character, that anger
struggled with my amazement. What
he did was to pause in the dim light of
the hallway, lay his fingers to his lips,
and then tiptoe over to the door and
place his ear to the crack.  Involuntarily
I laid held of his arm. He looked up
and again laid his fingers to his lips, and
then, after a further period of listening,
abruptly resumed his upright position
and knocked twice. There was a pause
before Jenny herself appeared. In her
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face 1 could see an instant astonishment
struggling with a desire not to seem un-
iriendly.  The glow of the lamp on the
centre-tahle behind her surrounded her
figure with radiance, and al the centre.
table, erect and indignant, sat Von
Vaotta,

Knott blithely edged his wav in. “Ex.
cellent!" he announced triumphantly,
“Isn't it splendid? Here are lwo musi-
cians! I have come,” he explained to
Jenny, “to play those American things
I've talked so much about. And herg's
Von Votta. Nothing could be better.”
He turned to that rigid young man,
“Tt's really great luck,"” he said.

Von Votta rose and bowed without a
word; then he resumed his uncompromis-
ing attitude by the centre-table. TIf the
expression on Jenny's face could have
been accurately described 1 would have
said that it was that of a suppressed sigh,
As for Knott, he dominated the scene im-
mediately; he deposited his umbrella in
the corner, removed his overcoat with his
usual care, extracted a roll of music from
his pocket, and, turning about, rubbed
hiz hands together with evident pleasure.
“*Charming !" he said. “ Delightful| As
cosey as could be! Shall T begin now, or
wait until a little later?"

Von Votta half arose from his chair.
“Donnerwetter ! he began, then con-
trolled himself by an immense effort and
sat down again. “Begin now,” he said
wearily.

Enott crossed the room in the direction
of the piano, but, as he passed the centre-
table, suddenly paused and looked down
at Von Votta. *“"Oh,"” he said slowly, and
as if he was trving to remember the de-
tails of some discussion. *“Yes. What
was it I wanted to ask yvou? Ah, I re-
member! Will you— That little busi-
ness scheme 1 mentioned to you, you
know, ™

Von Votta drew back stifly, “Busi-
ness scheme !” he ejaculated. Then his
face clouded. “No,” he said. “No.
No, of course T will not sell. T will not
even talk about it,"

Knott looked over at Jenny and myseli.
“Isn’t that like a German?™ he asked,
half-humorously, half-despairingly. *All
pride. Here's Von Votta has a little
place up near Nuremburg—just a tower
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and a dozen barren fields, and he won't
sell. T've beenafter hima month.  Silly,
1 call it, for he never goes there and I
want it badly. I want to live there. 1
want to write music there.”" He spread
out his hands. ‘“I've offered him fve
times what the place iz worth.” He
thrust his hands back into hiz pocketz and
looked at Von Votta with an intimate sly-
ness.  “He's a very foolish young man,”
he said, “ for he may want to get married
any time, and yet he refuses a windfall.
You persuade him,” he concluded, nod-
ding his head at Jenny.

Again a joint in Von Volta's armor
cracked.

“Herr Gott!"” he ejaculated, and
started to his feet. 1 will not have my
private affairs discussed. 1 have never
met—"" He controlled himself, “Ah,
well,” he said, sinking back into his chair,
*it is enough.”

“I don't know why you get so angry
about it,” complained Knott mildly, and
continued his journey to the piano.

He lit the lamp that stood upon a stack
of music, sat down at the keyboard, and
began to play softly, but, as he played,
his notes gained in power.

It i= almost an imposzible feat to recre-
ate adequately the emotion that art pro-
duces. It is a difhicult feat, almost a
dangerous one, even to insist, once the
cause is silent, upon the strength and
power of such emotions.  We hear a mas-
ter play the violin, and while he is play-
ing we are az submissive to his notes as
the children of Hamelin were to the pipe
that drew them; but, once the music
stops, we halfl forget and, what iz more,
half resent being told how great the mag-
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ic was. And this is all the truer when
the materials of which it waz made are
common things, such as our minds have
been taught to reject, even if our hearts
unquestionably accept them. 1 could
write pages and not be able to prove
to you that " Money Musk,” and * My
Old Kentucky Home,” and “Old Black
Joe,” and the whole despised list of them,
are beautiful; at all events, I found them
beautiful that night. Under Knott's
touch they sang and hummed and lavghed
through the hig, dimly lighted room; and
I grew very homesick. Ewven Von Voita
was affected; he still sat rigidly upright
in his chair, but his face was interested
and alert.

Knott plaved for perhaps an hour—
perhaps an hour and a half; then he
leanea back against the wall behind him.
“Odd things,”" he =aid in a disinterested
voice. “ Rather amusing."

Von Votta ot to his feet. It iz late,”
he announced. He bowed over Jenny's
hand and kissed it, swept Knott with his
frigid eves, clicked his heels, and was pone.

“Tt is only half past ten,” said Knott,
looking at Jenny, “but you are tired."
He proceeded to collect his umbrella and
the rest of the paraphernalia that went
with his ritual of departure. While his
back was turned I had an uninterrupted
view of Jenny's face. She was sitting on
the edge of the divan, staring into the
shadows across the room.

Knott paused at the door of hiz hotel
before ringing for the porter.

“Silly young ass,” he said suddenly,
“did he think he was going to break up
all my little parties?™
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By Cornelia Geer LeBoutillier
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P as ]:ght as any in Ircl‘md
and as clear as the tear of a
child. Her bair was curly
W like a fern, and if her eyes
shone with good =zense and
a quick temper, which sometimes but not
always go together, they shone with mis-
chief too, Her voice was like any voice,
but John Reefe, her husband, thought it
was like an angel's.

“Sing me some more songs, Daisy."”

He =at at his breakfast, the peaceful,
slow man, with slow thoughts that gave
him the look of a young, friendly bullock
grazing cquietly beside a brook. His blue
shirt was open at the neck; his coarse
arms were bare to the elbow, The sun
streamed in the window and fell in a
slanting bar of warmth across them, just
touching the little hairs to gold, fell upon
the table and the hearthstone and the
floor. He was so happy that the blood
seemed to tickle his strong throat as it
circulated through the veins.

“It's a good day for singing, John, and
a grand day for the two of us,"”" and Daisy
lel him have a bright look over her shoul-
der, knowing well he did not know the day
it was. Her mouth was made up for his
awakening, with a smile sitting on the
brink of it,

He followed her with his eyes as she
moved about the table, rollicking and
trim with its red cloth, its blue-rimmed
dishes, and the water-jug as green as a
lettuce-leaf, He smiled at the practical,
quick face of her, and the capable, quick
hands.  She put some bits of bacon in a
pan, and the kitchen was filled with the
keen smell.

“It's a good day, right enough,” he
said. “The wind’s in the northwest.
That dom hedgehog has the most of the
heets eat off on me again. If T see him
the day, _T. Il give him a taste of powder
and shot.”

e[ |

ExRIGHT

““Ye will,” she threw at him, "ye'll pive
him a smell of the powder, ye mean, and
the shot over his head. You couldn't hit
a horse, John, let alone a hedgehog.” She
spoke briskly, with the point of a knife
flipping out corn muffins from the pan to
the table, They were hot and fragrant;
John sank his white teeth into one of them
and washed it down with a mouthiul of
coffee,

She went and sat on his knee then, and
gave him a little package from the bosom
of her dress. He opened it, wondering,
with a great rattle of paper and tangle of
red string,  His face lighted up in his blaz-
ing, happy smile.

“When to the Lord did ye have the
time to be working this?"

He fondled her in delight that was half
embarrassment. Daisy laughed, and
pressed her finpers against his cheek, and
jumped from his knee.

“1 always work ye some little thing,
John, for our wedding-day,” she said.

*“The third of July !" he exclaimed, and
saw that she was laughing at him. He
reddened, and muttered almost sulkily:
“T have too much to think of to be think-
ing of that."

“Don't I know that, John?" she blew
back at him sweetly. " There's the hedge-
hog, and the time ve spend shooting at
him, and the planting again of the vege-
tables he does be eating on ye every fair
day, and i

“T have enough. T have enough.”

There was silence while they ate their
breakfast. When he looked up he was
penitent.

“Daisy, it went away out of me mind,
deary. Only the day went away from me.
I remember the rest of it all as good as
yereself."

“Sure, I know ve do, John. Better
mayhe.” She helped herself calmly to
bacon. He brightened at her smile.

“There's not a word of it all I forget,”
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he went on. He leaned forward con-
fidently. “I'll bet ye anyway ve'll not
say the words I said it in on the eighth
day of March."”
She puzzled a minute, with a teasing
look.
“What did ye say, John?"
A little scowl came between his dark
evebrows.
“Don't tell me, Daisy, ye've forgotien
that.”
She paused with her knife in the butter.
“Ye've forgotten the words 1 asked ye
to marry me with!"
She took a swallow of cofiee, and
hazarded:
“Ye =aid ye loved me."”
John's fist came down upon the table,
“Don’t guess,” he almost shouted.
“Tio ye think yve can puess in a minute a
. thing it tock me a quarter of a year to
devise!"
Dimples appeared in the corners of her
mouth. )
“Then you asked me did T love you.”
i nﬂniﬂj’ 12 .
“Then—"" She ran around to his knee
again and whispered in his ear. A grudg-
ing smile lrjlushed its way through the
frown on his face. “And it was the
sweetest thing a man ever said to a wo-
man."
“Tt took ye long enough to remember
it .
“Tt didn’t take me long to take you in,
John"
“Ta take me in?”
“IMd ye think I'd forgotten?”
"Taisy!” He rolled a grave eve at
ker. “It’s bad enough without adding
storiez and deceptions.”
“John, ve're easy."
“Ne're a little devil, Daisy.
even with you yet.”
“Ye could by rights,
wife a year the day.”
“And in that time it's many a little
weakness and many a little fault ye've let
me see.”
“Have I so? T thought I'd been a
model wife to ve, John."
“Bure, yve have. I'm only fooling,
Daisy.”
“No," she zaid with her witch's smile.
“Ye'll not gel off like that. What are
these weaknesses and these faults?”

T be

I've Leen yere
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“Nothing," he fended uneasily, " noth-
ing at all.”

“Tell me.™

“Bure, it was half in joke T was. Ye
mizht zay the same of me, Daisy, and
you after knowing me for so long. Not
big things. Not things worth the men-
tioning at all.”

“Yes," she said thoughtfully, *'1
might say the same of you.” And then
she added: “T'll tell ye, John, what we'll
do. We'll keep our wedding-day like this.
Do you tell me first what's in yvere mind,
and then when ye've done, I'll tell ve
what's in mine.”

“No," John objected, “tell it first,
you,"”

“Begin,” she said sternly,

“Daisy, there's nought to tell. T'm
wild -about you, darlin’, sure ye know
that.”

“There's some things,"
“little things"

*There’s not, deary.”

“Then why did ye say there was?"

John moved in his chair.

"1 don't know why in the devil did T.
It was focling T was.”

“Tt wasn't fooling, Begin now. What
harm willitdo? And I'll tell you, then."

“Well,” he got out finally, strugeling
with diffidence—"oh, I wish I'd said
nothing at all.”

“But ye did. Don't be so old-fash-
ioned, John, T not mind,”

He cleared his throat and began in
desperation.

“The only fault, Daisy, I've ever
found in you is that ye have the devil's
own temper in a quiet way when a thing
annoys ye."

“ John "™ she cried.
yere wits?"

“I'm not,"" he assured her stolidly.
“It’s the truth. It was only three days
ago ye were scolding me and picking at
me because T forgot to et a yellow howl
in the village: and this day itself weren't
ve near taking the head off me for missing
the hedgehog, and 1 shooting at him over
the stone wall.”

“Well, why wouldn’t T? He was as
rear ye as the end of the gun.”

“ Anyway,” he summed up, "if there's
one fault is on you, Daisy, it's the fault
of a fierce temper.”

she urged him,

“Are ye out of
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“And if there's one fault is on you,
John Reefle, it's the fault of a rambling
mind and a confused mind, and of a
crocked, wabbling aim with a gun. 1
could shoot straighter than that meself;
and if I went to the village for a bowl, I'd
come hack with a bowl, and not with a
mouthful of excuses.”

“That's fine talk, Daisy, Sure, I'd no
sooner got me gun on him, when in he
popz in his hole.”

“Did ye think he'd pop into the gun?
John, John, by faulting me, see what ye've
done. Ye've turned up two of the great
weaknesses of yvere own nature.”

“Faulting you,” he repeated indig-
nantly. “Didn’t ye force me to do it?"

“T did,"” Daisy answered gravely, “and
I want ve to do it. And when ye've said
all is in yere mind, I'll say all is in mine.
Go on, now, to the next.”

“T'll not say another word."

“John, don’t be simple. It's only a
pame, Go on.”

“T'll not."

“Go on, John"

“Well,” he began, and stopped again.

3o on.”

“Thomas Flaherty—"" he blurted out.

“What about Thomas Flaherty!" she
exclaimed, flushing,

John picked at the crumbs of corn-
bread on the table. He spoke slowly.

“¥Ye know, when a woman's married,
Daisy, people bes watching her more,
taking notice of the way she conducts
herself.”

“And how have I conducted meself,
John?" she asked in a dangerous voice.

“¥Ye've not conducted yereself at all,
Daisy,” he hastened to reassure her.
“But a good rule for married women—
and for all women for the matter of that,
married or single—is this: the handsomer
a man is, have the less to do with him.”

Daisy laughed, and inguired with
edged sweetness:

“Would T be married to you now,
John, if I had been a close chserver of
that rule?"

John stammered and foundered and
was caught.

“I'm different,”” he said,

“And is Katy Mallon different too?
Or is the rule different for men? Or does
the difference is in you make it right for
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you to grin and giggle and pass out con-
versation with Katy Mallon while I stand
waiting at the hedge?"

John cleared his throat.

*Why, Daisy, you couldn’t be jealous
of Katy Mallon. She was only asking
mE 1

“Jealous! Jealous! TIndeed I'm not
jealous of her! Her eyves are too big and
her mouth’s too little for any one but a
fool to be jealous of her, or for any one
but a feol to want to waste time talking
with her. She has a gaping sort of a
face.”

“Come, now, Daisy, is  that fair?
Katy Mallon is a noted beauty in this
place. I should think vou'd be pleased
she'd have a pleasant word to say to me
and not pass me by with her chin in the
air the same as she did Thomas Flaherty.
I didn’t think it was wasting time I was."

“John, John,” exclaimed Daisy,
“where were yere eyes? Couldn't ye see
she noticed you because Thomas Flaherty
noticed me? And do yve know what
Thomas was saying to me? That he
wished there was more women in this
place was modest and agreeable. It was
as plain as the nose on yere face it was
Katy Mallon he was thinking about. She
heard him too. Thomas Flaherty's not
the man to be taken in by blue eyes and
a red mouth."

John scowled angrily.

“He has no call to be speaking like that
to you. What ails him, 1'd like to know.
I'd like to push in his ugly face on him,
Maybe T will. Doesn't he know ye're
my wife? Does he think T let my wfe to
receive complaints from other men about
the disposition and the conduct of the
other women is in it2"

“Let me!" echoed Daisy.

“Didn't Father O'Shaughnessy say
only last week that wives must obey their
hushands? "

"Dhd we ever hear him say that men
had a right to stuff up their wives' ears
the way they couldn’t hear complaints
and compliments? "

“Compliments | roared John.

“Yez, compliments. Ye seem to for-
get that Katy Mallon may be a noted
favorite now, but a year ago there was
another favorite in it made Katy Mallon
take the wall.”
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“Ye shouldn't listen to him. Ye're my
wife now, not a village beauty.™

“Listen to who?"

John paused, blinking his eves, took a
long breath, then said weightily:

“There i1s another thing, Daisy, when
we're going into it. It's bothered me
ever since I knew ye, the way ye have of
slipping about in a subject, setting traps
for me, asking questions, till me mind is
turning about like a stile and I don't
know where am I. I'm not quick like
you. I don't say I am. I wish wye'd
leave that off if ye're to leave off any-
thing."

“Leave it off, is it ! Leave off, you, the
habit ye have of being after me and fol-
lowing me up. I wouldn’t have to slip
about, so. Leave it off! Wanting to
change me now, 15 it ¥ Why did ye marry
me, 1 wonder.”

“But, Daisy,” coaxed John in a scoth-
ing voice, “wasn’l that the idea? Where
was the profit in faulting each other if we
wouldn't change ourselves then?™

“Profit! Johm, I'll tell ye this one
thing," Daisy said with severe brows,
“ve may drive me to change meself by
yere talk, but I'll not ask you to change.
I married ye the way ye are, and 1 love
ve that way. I'm loocking for no changes
at all.”

“The Lord knows I'm not looking for
changes—" John bepan in a trouhbled
voice.

Daizy raised her hand,

“Don't tell me that and ask me to hEﬂ
lieve it. Why did ye turn on me 5o, to
blame me and to attack me?"”

“But it wasn't my plan. Tt was
vours. His chin locked as if it were
about to pucker, like a child's before he
finally breaks down.

“Mine, was it ! Oh, yes, it was mine."”
Sarcasm rang in her tones. ““And it was
me, I suppose, said there were little weak-
nesses and thingz not worth the mention-
ing.” She rose and began a spirited cam-
paign against the the breakfast dishes.

John rubbed his crown in bewilder-
ment.

“1 don't know to the Lord wha it was,
Me mind is that rattled I don't know is it
me speaking. 1 don’t want changes, of
course, Daisy. Sure, we were only pass-
ing the time."
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"Were we?" He leaned hiz head to
hear her above the clatter she was mak-
ing in the sink. “Well, I have other ways
of passing time than to be picking holes
in you, John."

“But you must, Daisy,
“Ye promised me.”

“I've no time," said Daisy stonily,
She cast a look mr-er her shoulder at the
downcast, huddled figure of her hushand
and the wochcgcnc look in his large eyves.
She turned back quickly. Mischief came
again and played about her mouth,

“You made me talk like that, Daisy.
Ye know ye did. It's not in me heart to
want changes in you. Begin now, you,
the way ye said."”

“What did I say2™

“Ye said ye'd tell me the faults T had
and the weaknesses.”

“Not at all,” she corrected him, sud-
denly inspired. ‘T said I'd tell ye what
was in me mind,"”

“Well?" He braced himself,

“And there's nothing but love in me
mind and in me heart, John darlin’,” she
told him with a naughty tremble i her
voice; “‘you could be a criminal, deary,
and me not know it. T love ye too much
to notice if ye have faults or il ye
haven't.” Her deep eyes twinkled wick-
edly. ‘'Ye seem like one of the holy
saints itself, God forgive me.”

“Daisy " he cried out in anguish.

“1I it was big thinps now. But ye've
no vices, John, and no crimes. And little
thingz? Only little minds with no love in
them would bother about them.”

She put one dish after another beside
her to drain,

“It's the same with me in me heart,"”
wailed John brokenly, “ye know that.
1 don’t know what come over me, 10 be
faulting you.”

“Oh, that’s nothing,"” sighed the pa-
tient wife. “Men are all the one way."

“But surely,” he implored, “surely,
Daisy, ve'll not spare me now. There
must be one little thing or two little
things, little weaknesses or

"“Not one, John," she answered gently.
“Ye've been a good husband to me and a
kind husband. I'll not deny it and I'll
not be silent. There's nothing I want ye
to !eﬁ‘-'e off and I'll ask for no changes in
you,

" he pleaded.
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She left the sink and stood beside the
window with one hand on the blue cur-
tain, and her tongue in her cheek. John
crumpled down further in his chair. She
broke into a kind of chant, exaltation in
her voice and a slow rhythm in the sway-
ing of her body.

“Changes, indeed! What changes
wotld I ask in the holy saints? What
changes would 1 ask in my John Reefe?
The hair of his head is like deep waters at
night, his eyes are as blue as flowers, il-
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mean, to be always criticizsing and to be
always complaining. John Reefe is a
guiet man and a satisfed man. No word
of complaint was ever in his mouth; no
cruel word ever came out of it. John
Reefe is a man would scorn to find fault.
John Reefe is a man—"

But this was more than John Recle
could bear. He roze heavily with howed
head and plodded from the room. Daisy
walched him through the window, and a
film of tears came across the mischiel in

seli. The strength of his back is like an  her eyes.
ox’s back. His heart is as kind as a ¥ Johnnie,” she called. *Wait a bit.
baby's, Some men is ungrateiul and ['m coming out to ye"

SAN CARLOS DAY
AN ARTICLE IN
BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

BY GEORGE

A CALIFOERNIA NEWSPAPER

WITH AN INTRODUCTION F.OSTEWART, JR.

INTRODUCTION

S:’EN CARLOS DAY appeared originally in the Monterey Californian of No-

vember 11, 1879, Tt is signed only by a pseudonym Lut there is abundant evi-

dence to identify The Monterey Barbarian as Robert Louis Stevenson. Steven-
son was living at Monterey in the fall of 1879 and it is known that he visited the
Carmel Mission on 5t. Charles Day (November 6).  On November 135, he wrote to
Edmund Gosse—"1 will send vou herewith a Monterey paper where the works of
R. L. 5. appear"; this paper, however, seems to have been lost in transit. From
Stevenson’s own words it may be assumed that his writing for the Califoruian was
more than routine reporting.  Son Carlos Day satishes these requirements,

In addition to some characteristic mannerisms of style there are many details
of evidence as to the writer which readers of Stevenson will recognize.  He displays
himself as a foreigner familiar with England and France. Most of the persons men-
tioned are known friends of Stevenson. Most conclusive of all is the couplet quoterd
from Barnfield; it would be too strange a coincidence, if there should have Leen in
the rude California village of 187¢ two persons ready to quote The Address lo the
Nightingale of a little-known Elizabethan poet. On the other hand, Stevenson knew
this very couplet and quoted it again years later in The Wrecker.

The interest of the article itself is not so much literary as autobiographical—the
reactions of the always impressionabile Stevenson Lo the crudely new Pacific Coast,
His feeling toward the Indians displays him in an unusual mood of sentimentalism
which might throw doubt upon the authorship, if it were not repeated in similar
words in The Ofd Pacific Capital. Material upon the life of Stevenson in California
is strangely scant, His letters of the period are few, and his writings of mediocre
quality. Tradition dwells grewsomely upon a Stevenson al the point of death, sick,
starving, and despondent. It is thus all the more interesting to catch this glimpse of

Voo, LXVIIL.—14
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a Stevenson in California more consistent with his usual optimism—bearing himself
“like one who does not fear a bottle and a plass” laughing to himself at the cru-
dity of a Western celebration, and initiating a movement for the preservation of a
Spanish church which stands to-day, as Stevenson predicted, one of the treasured

relics of Cabiforma.

SAN

Grorce K. STEwaRT, JR.

CARLOS DAY

A Barbarian at the Carmello Mission

My Dear Broxsos:—You have asked
me to give you something of what T saw
upon Saint Carlos Day, and heing of a
biddable disposition, T comply herewith.

1 fancy everyone must play the part of
& Barbarian some time or other in the
course of his life, just as each, according
to the proverb, must eat his peck of dust.
We have a number of gentlemen here, all,
oddly enough, answering to the name of
John; very courteous-and obliging T find
them, though a little indistinct in the
matter of English pronunciation, and all
these pentlemen, with their charming
wives and families, have become Bar-
barians by the simple process of crossing
the sea. So it is with me: T am like a lost
child on the Pacific Coast; and can only
speak “as it strikes the stranger,” and

from a Barbarian standpoint.
© Well, =ir, I went to Carmello in a Buggy
from Wolter's over a road which would hbe
an extravagant farce in the country from
which I came; 1 beheld a considerable
concourse of people in their best, some
firing guns—one standing up in a wagon
and unweariedly beating a drum, just as
though something were about to happen.
[ ate for the first time in my life (I began
by saving that T was a barbarian) some
carg asada en las brassas, for which 1 am
indebted to the Rev. Mr. Murphy, and
wazhed down my repast with my part of
two bottles of wine—one from Simoneau
and the other furnished and, T am hound
to say, shared by Adolpho Sanchez. Tam
not the man (barbarian though T he) to
draw comparisons; but 1 bore myself, 1
hope, like one who does not fear a bottle
and a glass, and T had no cause to regret
my daring.

All this touched me. T cannol remain
unmoved when it comes to eating and
drinking. But please, Bronson, why did

that man beat the drum? I am on live
coals, as the saying is, till T know what he
had in view. It is pleasant, of course to
play the drum; but people usually have
some ulterior purpose when they indulge
publicly and for hours together in that
exercise. I dare say, I should like to play
the drum, too; but then, 1 should go off
somewhere by mysell into a desert, and
have it out alone with my maker; I
shouldn't stand up in a wagon as if 1 were
going to sell pills. Besides, T marked that
man, and he had something on his mind.
Let us know in the next issue. I cannot
have been alone; others must have ob-
served his little game and be still wonder-
ing like me.

But, sir, all this is not the matter in
hand. 1 made two remarks upon 5t.
Charles' Day, and first: you have there
a church of extreme interest which is go-
ing the way of all roofless and neglected
buildings. Every year with its summer
drouth and winter rain, is hurrying that
church into the number of things that are
no more. Ewvery year it becomes less easy
and more expensive to save what remains.
Believe me, it will not be lost money for
the inhabitants of Monterey county, if
thev not only put their heads but their
purses together to preserve this speaking
relic of the past. In England some great
noble or cotton spinner would purchase
it, repair it and charge so much entry
money to curious visitors. In France,
still better, the government would take it
in hand and make it one of the “Histor-
ical Monuments' of the nation. 5o
piously, in these old countries, do people
cherish what unites them to the past.
Here, in America, on this beautiful Pacific
Coast, you cannot afford to lose what you
have. When I think how that bell first
sounded from that Mission Church
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among the Indians of Carmello, and the
echoes of the hills of Monterey first
learned the unaccustomed note, T am
moved, by sentiment, to pray for restitu-
tion or at least repair. And when I think
how, as time goes on, visitors will flock
tosuch a curiosity, as they fock to similar
curinsities in Europe by the hundred and
the thousand, and how the managers of
our hotels, or their successors, may have
cause to bless the man who put a roof on
Carmel Church, T see that not only senti-
ment but the merest business prudence
should lead you, and me, and all who take
an interest in Monterey, to do our little
best for that good end.

And second: I heard the old Indians
singing mass. That was a new experience
and one, I think, well worth hearing.
There was the old man who led, and the
women who so worthily followed. It
was like a voice out of the past. They
sang by tradition, from the teaching of
carly missionaries long since turned to
clay:

* King Pandion he is dead,
Al your friends are lapped in lead, "

And still in the roofless church, vou may
hear the old music. Padre Casanove will,
I am sure, be the first to pardon and un-
derstand me, when I say that the old
Gregorian  singing  preached a sermaon
maore eloguent than his own. Peace on
earth, good will to men so it seemed to me
to say; and to me, as a Barbarian, who
hears on all sides evil speech angd the
roughest bywords about the Indian race,
to hear Carmel Indians sing their latin
words with so good a pronunciation and
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give out these ancient European chants
with familiarity and fervor, suggested
new and pleasant reflections. Here was
an old, medieval civilization, and yvour
old primeval barbarian, hand-in-hand,
the one devoutly following the other.
And I could not help thinking that if
there had been more priests and fewer
land sharks and Indian agents, there
would have been happier days for a con-
siderable number of human bipeds in
yvour American continent.

I began by admitting that T was a Bar-
barian. Now, that I have proved it,
I had better pause. That was how it
struck “ the stranger.” A fine old church,
a fine old race, both brutally neglected;
a survival, a memory and a ruin, The
United States Mint can coin many mil-
lion more doflar pieces, but not make a
single Indian; and when Carmel Church
is in the dust, not all the wealth of all the
States and Territories can replace what
has been lost. No man's word can save
the Indians from the ruin that awaits
therm; but the church? How, my dear
Bronson, if you and I pul togeiher our
little mites and, through the columms of
your paper, wrought upon all hands to
interest others in this useful work of pro-
tection? I feel sure that the money would
be forthcoming before long; and the

future little ones of Monterey would clap
their hands to see the old Church, and
learn by the sight of it more history than
even Mr. Graves and all his successors
can manage to teach them out of history
books,

I remain,
Yours,
Tie MonTEREY BARBARIAN,
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FRANCESCA
[1904-1017]
By Olive Tilford Dargan

SWEET of the dawn is she!
Sure of her garlands fair,
Sure of her morning hrief,
With what an air

She hands Eternity

A bud, a leaf!

Far down a world wound-red
All unappalled she looks;
Where 1 stare barrenly,

She beauty plucks

From an untrampled bed,
Till suddenly T see.

Once more a star shall break
For me the crocus’ mould;

The full year's end sleep in

A marigold;

And firs in the snow wind shake
Locks of genie and jinn,

Apain over earth and me

Shall fall the coverlet

Spread by a godmother moon,”
Till we forget

Night's thin, gold irony

That hid nor scar nor bone.

0, sweet with her to climb
Youth's high, unpuided trail!
Along sky ledges haste,
Palms to the gale

That showers song and rhyme
As petals blow and waste |

And when in mothy light

Of trees and listening dusk,

I se¢ her filmy go

To him, her knight,

What sap of bloom shall flow
Into dream’s silvered husk !

What if, at her matron knee
In some yet covered year,
The bardling I never bore
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Has sound of the hidden sea
That calls till a heart, or a sphere,
Iz dumb no more?

My wand is she that smites
Open the prophet’s wall;
My arrow in the sun,

Sped for no fall;

My bird along the heights
Where 1 shall never run.

11

She sleeps now.

Her hair, duskily nursing her cheek,

Fills me with strange music,

Like the dark Howing water of snow-fields.
Her brow, that was mere, frail porcelain,

Holding a child’s few treasures,

Is a pale, prophetic expanse

Over dreams that bide their vast venture.

I gaze long at her face,

Thinking at last I shall know her;

For awake she is always hiding

In ripples and pools of change.

Waves of April flow round her,

And she is my willow witch,

Weaving her webh of winds

Above the blue waler;

But she lifts her eyes,

Like two hours of June,

And is so nearly a rose

That to-morrow the dawn will be lapping
Gold from her open heart;

Then a laugh like Christmas day

Shuffles the seasons,

And I see chrvsanthemums in a Southern garden;
White breasts in the dusk.

But now she sleeps; no, stirs;

Stirs with the covetous fever

That armaored in silence creeps

By the wariest watch of lovers,

And the miracle bars of skill.

“Tallk to me, Tifa, talk.”

*Of what, dear Beauty?"”

“Ah, that is it—beauty."

I lose a whisper, and wait,

“The song—the song we heard—"
And I know I must tell again

The story of the bird, the lowland rover
That high above our mountain orchard
Sang till a cadent coast

Rose on the unbodied air,

And all our outhound dreams put back
Where his music made a shore.

b

-
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(Words, words! So soft
That they may fall on pain
And make it less! Softer than leaves
Tapping a forest sleeper; while the heart
Is like a swollen glacier crowding earth.)

Up he went singing; climbed a spiral chain
That linked his joy to heaven;

And circling, swerving as he rose, he built
An airy mazonry of smoothest domes
And jetting minarets, as though he saw
From hiz blue height a city of the Iast
And in a music mirror set it fair

For his high rapture. Did we see it?
Slim, flowing alleys, streets that wound
To temples cool as shaded lakes;

Pure arches, pillars of piled notes;
Cornice and fricze and pendant flung

In rillets from one tiny heart

Az prodigal as God's?

What, dearest 7 Wien von die
Vou'll stop and live there # Nof go on
To Heaven 7

No, you remember
Our city fell; came tumbling to the grass
With all its palaces and domes,
Not one note on another,
Where he, the breathless builder, fluttered,
Happy in ruin.

Yes, ke panted so?
Tell you cool things ¢

(Wards, words!
Running like water under leaves,
That they may fall on pain
And make it less!)

Cool, my heavenliest ?
Then shall we walk again
Between the winter and the cliff
Where green things clung ?—the little venturers,
Lustrous and shyly brave, that feed on shade
And tug at scornful bowlders
Till they are gay and gentle?
They were all there: the fronds and tresses;
Fingers and baby's palm;
The curling tufts, the plumelets proudly niched,
And little unknown leaves
That make the cold their mother;
The hearts and lances and unpious spires;
The emerald gates to houses of the gnomes;
The fairy tents that vanish at a4 name;
Fach grecner than Spring's {ootprint when her track
Is bright as sea-wet beryl;
Yet wearing like an outer soul
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A silvered breath of winter. There

They waited, magically caught

Within a crystal smile. A place, we thought,
Where one might listen, standing long,
Thinking to hear some secret

Earth tells but once to time.

They waited, pearled in eagerness,—

Small =ubject wonderers of a land

Whose king was out-o'-doors

And would betimes go by.

He came—the sun!

The swift, old marvel of the sun!

For thirty midday seconds came the sun !
And vou were still as every leaf he touched,
Long after his gold passing,

Yes? VYour breath
Wemt all away imde the shining !
Giod spoke fop lond that time 7 Tell you—

Sleep holds her. . .
But sleep comes creeping, and takes
No sudden throne. If it be not sleep,
But the other? . . .

I sit in the folds of a dread

As in a husk that widens and swells
Till it strikes the sky.

Wha is it standing, a fiend

Like a mountain darkening upward,
Dropping and dropping and dropping
The ocean into a glass?

Why are the walls 56 near and so cold?
Wavering and greenish white ?

Why are they rocking, and covered with shadows
That mightily grasp and fade?

.+« I know. We are under the sea,

Like a petal her face goes drifting;

A white rose petal that swirls away.

Far up is the water’s clear surface;

High up, where the sky uszed to be;

And above it lies the good air.,

We must climb . . . elimb, my loveliest.

Climb . . . we cannol breathe . . . down here . . .
Under the sea.

[l

If Death had taken my orange-tree,

Its gold-lit boughs, and magic birds
Singing for me,

I would not bear, though bright the dead,
This daunted head.

If Death had taken the one whose care
My fortune feeds, my roof endows,—
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Leaving me bare,—
I'd meet the world from some kind door,
Gay as before.

If Death had taken my friend, the god
Who walks among us masked as man,
Wearing the clod

To find his brother, I could live,

Love and forgive.

But she was Beauty; planets swing,
And ages toil, that one like her
May make dust sing;

And I, who held her hand, must go
Alone, and know.

THE POET TELLS OF HIS LOVE
By John Hall Wheelock

How shall 1 sing of Her that i=

My life's long rapture and despair—
Sorrow eternal, Loveliness,

To whom each hearl-beal is a prayer,

Utterly, endlessly, alone

Pussessing me, yvet unpossessed—
The dark, the drear Beloved One

That takes the tribute of this breast.

Iiemon disconsolate, in vain,
In vain petitioned and implored,
How many a midnight of disdain
Darkly and dreadfully adored.

Beauty, the virgin, evermore
Out of these arms with laughter fled—
Vanished . . . a voice by 3lope and shore
Haunting the world, Tllusion dread !

Most zecret Siren, on whose coast

'Mid spray of perishing song are huorled
All desolate lovers, all the lost

Souls and half-poets of the world!

Through sleepless nights and lonely days

In tears and terror served and sought—
Light bevond light, the supreme Face

That blinds the adoring eves of Thought |

How shall T sing of Her! Nay all,
All song, all sorrow, all silence of
This desperate heart, that is Her thrall,
Trembles and tries to tell my love,
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CLOUDS
By John Jay Chapman

WHEN I have lain an hour watching the skies,
With caken boughs above my grassy bed,

An ocean seems Lo open on my eves,

With ships becalmed that linger overhead

As if their motion was a kind of rest;

And argosies I see and navies brave

With flame of flags and pomp of pennons dressed,
Trailing their splendors through the colored wave.
Triumphant galleons freighted to the rail,

Lean toward their harbors with extended sail.

Whither, ah, whither all that wealth and worth,
That sky-borne booty Hoating toward a bourne
Beyond all ken, beyond all touch of earth?

And we,—that steer and tack, struggle and mourn
To win a peint or round a promontory,

Mursing the shore and angling with the wind,

To gain a tinsel, quaint, ephemeral glory,

And leave a fortune or a name behind,—

Are drifting toward some goal insensibly,

Like those slow-moving treasures of the sky.

AFTER A TRIP FROM ALBANY BY
NIGHT BOAT
By Benjamin K. C. Low

To cross no bar; to heed no lonely bell:
Let me, like this, at twilight-sweet embark
Where a faint river widens to the dark,

And down the banks there follows a farewell,

Let Beauty hold my finger-tips, this wise,
With broken music of a wandering bird,
Or, down a lane, a little laughter heard:
Let me smell land after it leaves my eyes.

Let me lie still, with starlight on my face;

And shadows of great hills that leom ahead

Shall write the dreams there of the unclouded dead.
1 shall not wake, but I shall know the place.

Shoaling tho' shallows run; the’ years run low;
A ship may take a lantern and get frec:

Till then—warm earth is very dear to me;
Sure as the dawn the city where I go.
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THE WESTERN WINDOW
IN PROCTEER HALL OF THE CRADUATE COLLEGE IN PRINCETON
By Thomas Hopkins English

Tue glory of the blue and green and gold

Fades from the jewelled lancets, as the day
Puts on his dusky garment, and behold,

The figures from the window fade away,
Vanish the sister arts of Christian lore,

Vanizsh the reverend doctors of the Law;
Yet from the darkened panes shines as before

One Face that flls the soul with love and awe,
So, when the artz are dead, and systems fail,

Knowledge is dimmed, and wisdom's works decay,
Hidden all signs behind the obscuring weil,

From Thine own face will shine the saving ray-
Thou the Fixed Star that through the darkness vast
Wilt guide me to the throne of Truth at last,

A BARNEGAT LOVE SONG
By Ethelean Tyson Gaw

I wEvER race the sunrise I never stand at noonday
To stand beside the sea, Beside the summer sea,
But that the dawn-lit glow of it, But that the crystal blue of it,
The rosy, dimpled flow of it, The radiant, sky-kissed hue of i,
Is telling, love, of thee. Is telling, love, of thee.

A dimpling sea, a smiling sea, A changeless sea, a tender sea,
That flushes mile on mile ! So wide and deep and true!
And oh, the flower-sweet gleam of it, And oh, the healing balm of it,
The thrill and mystic dream of it— The magic, jewelled calm of it—
It's your own lips I'm thinking of, It's vour own eyes I'm thinking of,

Your rosy, dimpled smile! Your own dear eyes of blue!

I never stand at evening
Beside the sunset sea,
But that the flaming leap of it,
The purple-misted sweep of it,
Is telling, love, of thee.
A roval sea, a flaming sea,
And rainbow fires above !
And oh, the plory-light of it,
The far-flung, deathless might of it—
It’s your own heart I'm thinking of,
Your golden heart of love!



THE MONGRELIAN

LANGUAGE

By Brander Matthews

I

N the final years of the last
century, when the people
of the United States were
moved at last 1o go to the
rescue of the people of
Cuba, there were not want-
ing friends of Spain in the other Latin
countries who were convinced that the
result of the conflict would be certain de-
feat of our army by the better disciplined
and better trained troops of our foe.
As one perfervid enthusiast expressed it,
there could be no doubt that *the pure-
blooded soldiers of Spain would win an
easy victory over the mongrel hordes of
America.” The wish was father to the
thought; but perhaps the discourteous
expression was due in part to fear that the
result of the war might not be what the
speaker hoperd.

That the description of the American
forces as " mongrel hordes™ was intended
to be offensive admits of no doubt.
And vet, however distasteful the words
may be to us, they are not altogether in-
exact. The inhabitants of the United
States are a mixed race; they are de-
scended from ancestors of many stocks;
they have not been completely fused to-
gether in the melting-pot; they have not
vet attained to the racial unity of the
French, for example, or of the Danes;
and therefore those who think they have
cansze for disliking us have a warrant of a
sort for calling us a mongrel horde. But
no warrant can be found by anyhody for
crediting the Spanish soldiers with purity
of blood.  In the course of the centuries
the original inhabitants of Spain, who-
ever they may have been, have had to
mingle their blood with Phonicians and
Greeks, with Carthaginians and Romans,
with Goths and Vandals, with Moors and
Arabs, until the Spaniards are perhaps
better entitled to be termed mongrels
than any other people in Europe, and
more especially than the English, who
had by Shakspere's time absorbed and as-
similated Celts and Romans, Danes and

Saxons, Normans and Flemings. Ewven
if any stone is good enough to throw at
a dog, there is no propriety in one mongrel
throwing stones al another.

What happened several centuries ago
in the British Isles and in the Iberian
Peninsula i= still happening in the United
States, and it bids fair to continue for
two or three score years longer, if not
for two or three centuries. The succes-
sive invaders of Great Britain were most
of them scions of the same stock:; but
the races that overran Spain one after
another were as different ethnically as
the later immigrants to America are from
the earlier Pilgrims and Cavaliers. Tru-
Iy we are now a diversity of creatures;
and yet we are impozing the dominant
Anglo-Saxon ideals of liberty under the
law upon men and women who do not
care preatly for liberty and who have
little revercnce for law. And in so do-
ing we have to depend mainly upon the
unifying power of the English language.

So long as our immigrants came to
us from WNorthern Europe, from the
British Isles, from Scandinavia, and
from Germany, they could be absorbed
in the course of time as readily as their
kindred had been assimilated in Great
Britain centuries ago; but the process does
not work so swiftly or so satisfactorily now
that they are coming from Southern and
from Eastern Europe, and even from Asia
Minor. Thaose who emigrated from these
remoter regions in the opening vears of
this century are truly “mongrel hordes, ™
and the difficulty of making them into
Americans iz indisputable. This diffi-
culty would be increased if we were still
welcoming newcomers of races ethnically
unrelated to ours, the Japanese, for one,
and the Chinese, for another.

Once upon a time the conversation of
a little knot of artists, gathered in a cosey
corner of a New York club, happened to
turn on a man who had a Japanese wo-
man for a mother and a German Jew for a
father, and who was an American citizen,
speaking and writing English, One of
the gproup put the question as to what race

=i G¥
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this man of motley ancestry really be-
longed to, and the wit of the club
promptly found the answer: * He must be
a Mongrelian !

IT

Tuis smart saying returned to the
memory of another member of the group,
a little later, when he chanced to be pass-
ing through one of the several Tialian
quarters of New York, and when his eves
lighted upon a sign which declared the
little shop beneath it to be a prossaria.
He had enough Italian to know that
epiceria was the proper word, and he
puessed at once that the owner of the
grocery-store had Italianized the word in
uze among Americans, (The British,
oddly enough, are in the habit of calling
such a shop an * Italian warchouse,” per-
haps because it has for sale olive-oil and
macaroni and sardines.) Here, he said to
himself, is a specimen of the dialect of the
Mongrelians, and he was led to inquire if
thizs was a solitary instance of the influ-
ence exerted by our language upon the vo-
cabulary of the Ttalian immigrants, sur-
rounded on all sides by users of English.

Once started upon this quest, he zoon
discovered that gressaria was only one of
dozens and scores and, perhaps, hundreds
of words Ttalianate in form but English
in fact. He learned that the Ttalian pa-
drone, almost the exact equivalent of our
American boss, was vielding to bosso. He
found that the Italians of Manhattan em-
ploy cocee for cook, carre for car, coppe for
policeman (=cop), colle for coal, giobba
for job, bucco-taimo {or tine-book, woni for
money, trobolo for trouble, visco for whiskey,
and storo for store—all of them seemingly
Italian, all of them familiar to and fre-
quently used by the Ttalians of New York,
and all of them absolutely incomprehensi-
ble to the Italians of Rome and Naples
and Venice. He discovered that this infil-
tration of English into Ttalian had not af-
fected as many verbs az nouns, although
even here it could be seen at work—as in
bordare for to board, J'Hg:.!'qgr':rr(' for Lo en-
page, strappare for to strap (a razor),
shluffo for to bluff, and gedaella for to dis-
charge—this last being obviously made
out of “go to hell,”” which plainly implies
that the act of hiring and firing is not al-
ways done with the courtesy customary to
the Italians themselves,

The Mongrelian Language

But the nouns are at once more numer-
ous and more picturesque, and it wounld
be impossible not to call attention to
besinisso for business, to muffo-piccio for
moving pictures, and more particularly to
curpentiere for caorpenter and briceo-liers
for dricklayer! Also not to be omitted
are orraite for all right, barrafende for bar.
tender, richermanne for rich san, grollo for
prowler ([ =a can of beer), and grignala for
greemhorn.

This investigation once entered upon,
the earnest inguirer was moved to ask
whether a similar influence was being ex-
erted upon German and upon French as
these languages are spoken by the New
York immigrants from one or the other
side of the Rhine. And he was rewarded
by hearing the tale of a German com-
positor in a ramshackle printing-office,
complaining that the window arbeile
nicht and asking the owner of the shop if
it conld not be fixird.

He was regaled by the story of a
Frenchman who interrupted a street row
between two of his compatriols with the
inquiry, " Ouel est la matfére ?"—a ques-
tion which the twoscore members of the
French Academy would have puzzled
over in vain. Apparently, French has
suffered far less than Italian, perhaps be-
cause the immigrants from France are less
likely to herd together, and also hecause
they are more likely to have the rudi-
ments of education than the immigrants
from Ttaly, Still it is not at all uncome-
mon to hear Frenchmen in New York
speak of Msenesse, where the Frenchmen
of Paris would speak of les affaires. They
have been known also to call a streef-car a
char, and 1o use the Americanism dlock
for a streel-Bock,  They sometimes speak
of the elevated railroad as the élevé, and
of the ferry as the ferri. And a friend
from Canada supplied the information
that the more or less intimate associa-
tion of the French-speaking Canadians
with the English-speaking Canadians
had emboldened the former to say “1
vais walker” for jivais ¢ pieds, and to
describe a fault-finding woman as “frop
kickeuse.”

ITT
As like causes are certain to produce

like effects, we need not doubt that a
corresponding influence is now being ex-
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erted by the surrounding Spanish lan-
guage upon the speech of the hundreds
of thousands of Italian immigrants in
the Argentine—and that it was exerted
upon Spanish itself during the long vears
when Naples was ruled by Madrd., A
similar impression is made upon the vo-
cabulary of the members of the American
colony in Paris, who are led by insensible
steps to import into their vocabulary
not a few French words in meanings
wholly unknown to the residents of Lon-
don and New York., Perhaps it is due
to this persistent group of denationalized
Americans, who have failed to make
themselves at home in France, despite
long domicile, that we are all now getting
accustomed more or less to the use of to
assist at a concert, when we have merely
been present at it, and to say that we are
tntripued by a female of the species, when
what we really mean i= merely that we
are puzzled to make her out,

Huxley once quoted from Buffon the
assertion that *'to understand what has
happened, and even what will happen,
we have only to examine what is hap-
pening.”  This is true in lingpuistics as
it is in natural science. The effect of the
impinging of an encircling speech upon
the vocabulary of a smaller group is visi-
ble here in New York now as it must
have heen visible in Naples once upon a
time, as it was certainly visible in Eng-
land after the Norman came over. Anid
it is one of the causes which combined
to bring about the English language of
to-day, mainly Teutonic in its structure
and xel‘ Inrgeh Gzallic in its vocabulary.

English has never relinguished its an-
cient prerogative of taking over [oreign
words and phrases, even when it did not
need them—any more than Italian hav-
ing epiceria and padrone needed gprossaria
and bosse, Indeed, English has often
cast out a perfecily good word of its own
to borrow a foreign word no better
fitted for service. When it has done so,
it has sometimes repented and reversed
its action, reviving the dead-and-gone
native term. Doctor Henry Bradley
has told us that writers of English in the
thirteenth and fourteenth centuries fell
themselves at liberty to use French words
at will, making them English at least for
the moment. But as these words were
only temporarily useful they fell out of

£}

i

fashion, sooner or Iater; so that “many
which supplied no permanent need of the
language have long been obsolete.”
There were so many of these imported
terms that the students of language have
had to devise a specific name for them;
they are called “loan-words,”" being bor-
rowed only for a briefl period and in the
end relinquished to their original owner,
They may be likened 1o the host of Ttalian
laborers who come over to work in Amer-
ica for a few years only, and who return
sooner or later to their native land, hav-
ing, perhaps, taken out their first papers,
without persisting in their effort to ac-
quire American citizenship.

It is idle to speculate as to the possible
results of an impossible event. Indeed,
this is not unlike the effort to answer the
question as to what would happen if an
irresistible force met an  irremovable
body.  Yet there is a certain fascination
in asking ourselves to consider the effect
upon the future of the Italian language if
a total destruction of Ttaly should occur
by an earthouake or some other appalling
convulsion of nature. 1If all the inhahi-
tants of the storied peninsula were to be
suddenly annihilated, leaving alive to
speak its soft and liquid speech only their
expatriated countrymen in North and
South America, the language ennobled by
the Four Poets might cease to be; it
might survive only in its mighty litera-
ture; it might split into two diverging
tongues, one of them profoundly modified
by the English of the Yankees, and the
other transformed in another direction by
the Spanish of the Argentines, the Yan-
quis of the South,

The divergence would be accelerated
by the fact that the immense mass of the
Italian immigrantz into the two Americas
are relatively illiterate, and would, there-
fore, be released from lovalty to the
literature of the past.  Fach of the sepa-
rated hordes would be subwdued 1o what it
workerd in; and the result would be two
new forms of ltalian, probably as dif-
ferent as Portuguese is from Spanizh, and
more different than peasant Norwegian is
from peasant Dhanish,

But neither of these two resulting lan-
guages, even if it ceased to be Tuscan,
could fairly be denounced as a Mongrel-
ian tongue. That indignity it would be
spared.
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A STORY OQF
By Countess
ITrrusTRATIONS BY O

JDLE Dame Gossip, who so
d frequently becomes the
_F.-J:' arbiter of individual human
destiny, was particularly
active at Green Springs

== during the seazon of 1913.
Among things of lesser import she was
fond of repeating that M. Sigismond
Marius, the pgenial president of the
“Greenock Arms Bridge Club,” had left
the “Ville Lumiére " and the stereotyped
pleasures of “ Gay Paree,”” not because he
was weary of the amusements the French
capital has to offer but because the said
capital had become weary of him. In
short, gossip spoke of certain disputes be-
tween M. Marius and the base minions
of law. She hinted that very essential
dil?urmm had occurred between the

“sureté” of the metropolis on the one
hand, * Papa Marius™ on the other. The
disagreement, she affirmed, dealt with
what was and was mo! permissible in the
running of the select establishment dedi-
ciated to the Goddess of Chance,

Knowing that we live in a wicked world
which often calumniates its most dis-
tinguished denizens, we should not allow
the admiration, which all who saw must
have felt while contemplating the fault-
less though corpulent correctness of the
Frenchman's appearance, to be shaken by
those slanders.

We may be permitted to suppose that
such an exterior was quite in harmony
with its owner's previous record.  May we
not also believe this record to have been
pure and spotless as his well-fitting waist-
coal—generous and ample as his ca-
pacious waistband ¢

The authorities of the Green Springs
Hotel and Thermal Company were, in
any case, perfectly satistied with the up-
richt honesty of their lessee, for al-
though, with sage prudence, which is such
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a laudable accompaniment to a childlike
faith, they had had M. Marius's past care-
fully, and “ professionally,” investigated,
the company's manager readily informed
his interlocutors that all these investiga-
tions redounded to their subject’s credit;
he even added a few words of praise and
thanksgiving that such a pheenix had
opportunely arrived at Green Springs,
“In fact,” said he admiringly, *the old
fellow knows his business from A to Z.
We couldn’t possibly run the Greenock
Arms without him, and if he should leave
we'll have to shut up shop at the ‘Arms.'
For it's a job that takes an artist. Those
who might have the social requisites
couldn’t attend to the professional part;
but ‘Papa Marry,” as we call him,
combines all qualifications. He's the
most amusing old cuss, too! Just get
him started some day on his experiences !
He wanted once to publish his mem-
OiTE,

**They would be," says he, ‘more in-
teresting than Bismarck's, Benvenuto's,
or Machiavelli's," but he always adds:

“‘De reason 1 do not print is berause
no one would beleel vat T say, because 1
haf always tole de troot. Of course, efery
one beleef all dose oder scamps say ven
dey are dead, because dey was so well
known to be IHars." (It's perfectly true,
by the way) and he claims also that the
only thing which has prevented his oc-
cupying the place in our world for which
his talents fit him is just that he does not
fie well enough and could never manage
to be mean enough.

“Whether that's a correct estimate,”
continued the manager, “I can't pretend
to judge; he seems to be a rather soft-
hearted old chap, but lots of good gam-
blers are, vou know, and certainly, if one
could combine the skill of Marius with
the entire unscrupulousness of Vanbeest
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Brock, we should have at the Greenock
the very Napoleon of finance and one
who would never know 5t. Helena. The
club could never exist without him—that
is sure as shooting ™ Those who so-
journed longest at Green Springs could
heartily indorse this handsome tribute,
for they realized how weary, stale, flat, and
unprofitable a month in the mountains
would seem to many a palerfomilias who,
thanks to Marius and the Greenock
Arms, passed four weeks of comhined
interest and excitement while his family
sought for cure in the palatial thermal
establishment under the energetic fist of
bather or masseuse, or, if they happened
to be young and non-arthritic, wandered
on foot or horseback over the beautiful
mountain paths where the laurel was just
beginning 1o blush beneath a lacy weil
of dogwood.

Other voung people, more sportively
than romantically inclined, found amuse-
ment on tennis-court or goli-links, For
the enterprising management who had in-
vented the Greenock Arms and profited
by the talents of Marius, was certain to
be sufficiently in touch with modern
taste and times to provide other fashions
of wooing the fickle goddess less crudely
and under cover of skill. The array of
“handicap" cups offered by the man-
agement was so formidable as almost 1o
correspond with the list of entries for a
tournament. Once indeed a facetious
visitor commented on this multitude of
prizes by placing a large placard before
the marshalled ranks of silver-bronze
pewter, on which he had scrawled:

“THE MANAGEMENT WARNS ALL CON-
TESTANTS THAT IT WILL BE IMPOSSIRLE,
EXCEPT By EXCEPTIONALLY ROTTEN
PLAY, T0 AVOID WINNING ONE OF THESE
TROPHIES.

The season of ror3 found the charming
Blue Ridge resort in the full tide of pros-
perity and fashion, *“Ewery one who was
any one,”’ not already accommedated at
the Greenock, was on his way or clam-
oring from afar for rooms. Indeed, the
hotel was already crowded to an extent
which made it impossible to serve or make
comfortable the hordes of exacting visi-
tors, and, as usual in these circumstances,
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the season was voted an immense and un-
qualified success,

Prosperity did not pause at the hotel

only but spread her glittering mantle up
the mountainside, where the Greenock
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This was evidently the first visit of Mr
Cupar-Angus to the Blue Ridge,
—Pape 224,

Arms, with its white-columned verandas,
is coquettishly perched, and where M. Sio-
izmond Marius, the picture of rotund and
complacent ¢njovment, strode absolute
monarch of all he surveved.

Never, either for quality or quantity,
had he seen so good a season; the mem-
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bers of the Greenock Club were this year,
according to this eminent authority,
“veritablement chic.”

“We haf de most solidest pik-puks of
Vall Street and Nev-Pore, Mr. Vanbeest
Brock was here until he make vat you
call spring-cleaning of my poor little
pank,” and M. Marius rubbed his hands
gleefully, thinking, like many another
victim of the financier, that no dollars
were really lost which found their way to
the pockets of so great a magnate. One
ingenucus youth was heard remarking op-
timistically: *Of course, a ‘multi’ like
Brock doesn’t fike winning from a poor
devil like me; he'll be only too glad to
make it up in ‘tips’ on some of his
stocks.” How pleasant it is to encounter
a hopeful, sanguine disposition in the
voung ! and how anxiously one waits a
message from this youth recounting how
the symbolic bread, cast upon a golden
sea, has returned to him threefold with
jam and butter added !

There was always a futter at the
Springs when the great Vanbeest broke
away from sordid cares and conveyed a
private carload of what (for want of a
better term) we may call his {riends to
sport and gambol in the Blue Ridge.
Even the railroad manager, unwilling to
confide =o distinguished a traveller to the
care of an ordinary employee, telegraphed
up to Charlottesville for a decaved scion
of the “first families,” with a University
of Virginia education, to meet the train
at Washington and “conduct” it to
(reen Springs.

“We like to show him that our per-
sonnel are cultivated men, who can speak
the English language,” said this func-
tionary proudly, though why he thought
that the purity of the English language
was dear to Vanbeest Brock has never
been fully grasped.

Great was the jov of this select band of
travellers when they discovered, shortly
after the train, heavy with extra Pull-
mans, had puffed and panted up the steep
grade into the station, that the former
attractions of the valley were enhanced
by the opening of the Greenock Arms,
under the skilful stewardship of one who
“knew both how to make things hum,”
and who was a past master in the art of
avoiding scandal; who arranged the
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printed by-laws of the club =o that no
slightest discrepaney could be observed
between these regulations and certain
codified rules contained in musty volumes
of buff-colored cali, .

One brief placard in the entrance-hall
laconically set forth the basic principles
of the organization, and this absence of
warnings, commands, and interdictions,
formed one of the club's chief charms.

EVENING DRESS IS RIGOROUSLY
REQUIRED
CUEST SHOULD BE INTRODUCED
BY TW(O MEMBERS
MO REFRESHMENTS SERVED IN
BRIIHGE-ROOM

A NEW

THE

INITIATION
LADIES § DOLLARS, GENTLEMEN Io
DOLLARS

That was all. Nevertheless, every-
thing, thanks to the skill and tact of
Marius, went as if by clockwork. He
seemerd both ubiquitous and infallible,
There was no appeal from his decision, for
he knew just what might, could, or should
be done on every occasion.  The Greenock
was fortunate in possessing a manager of
hiz calibre, ably exercising his high func-
tions with malice toward none, equity, if
not charity, to all.

One of the most recent arrivals at the
hotel was a tall young man whose clothes,
as well as the name he registered, smacked
of Great (and smart) Britain.  The usual
idle group, pressing the office to inspect
the newcomers and study the entries on
the visitors® book, observed with disap-
pointment that the handsome stranger in-
scribed in bold, thick characters hiz name
and habitation:

Archibald Cupar-Angus
Toronto, Canada

They would assuredly have preferred
to read a prefix to the name, with “ Lon-
poN, Encranp” designated as his port of
hail. But one can't have everything,
even in a summer hotel.

This was evidently the first visit of Mr.
Cupar-Angus to the Blue Ridge., He
gazed with manifest approval at the sad-
dle-horses grouped together under the
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loity porte-cochére, and at the party of
pretty girls and dapper youths leaping or
clambering to the saddles. As he strolled
down the long hall, his feet sinking deep
in the moss-colored carpet, one felt from
hiz bold, frank gaze of cager curiosity,
that here was a voung man who sought
amusement in no blasé spirit of weariness,
but rather like one recently come into an

“Little Archie™’

alone, though T came on a lark, and feel
rather out of it all.”

“Well, sah,” answered the black Gany-
mede, throwing an appraising glance at
his interlocutor, * of co’ze most folks come
for the baths; I reckon you want none of
dem, unless a dip in the swimming-poal
now and then. Dere's to'naments o,
sah, golf and tennis (apply to club secre-

" Mumme iss ze word."—Page 228,

inheritance and impatient to enjoy its
perguisites,

This impression might have been fully
confirmed by his subsequent demeanor.
Paszing the elevator, he entered what is
known az the " Chinese Pagoda,” ordered
a Scotch-and-Perier, and began chat-
ting familiarly with a sympathetic bar-
tender. :

“All this looks pretty fit,"” he remarked,
waving comprehensively so as to include
in his gesture a portion of mountain land-
scape with the long vista of densely
thronged entrance-hall. “But 1 wish
you'd tell me, my man, what a stranger
can do to jolly himself up a bit? I'm

tary). Then I can give you what you
want of this ‘'cept on Sunday. You must
remember to order what vou will require
on Saturday night, sah; i1 can then be put
aside fo' yo' personal use. We cannot
sell any liquor on Sunday—5State regula-
tions.”

“My faith! but you're a funny free
country with yvour ‘State regulations!””
said the Canadian, laughing. * But never
mind, I'm glad I came, and would be
awfully obliged if vou can put me up toa
few tips. I'm down here on a good old-
fashioned spree and don’t want to missa
trick if I can help it."

“Well, sah, you will mos' probably find
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iriends in Mista Vanbeest Brock’s party
—that's the gavest set at the Springs,
Our hotel is very respectable—hut you'll
'spuse my saying (since youw was asking
fo' tips}—dere is one half-hour when there
is no night-watchman in the corridors—
first watch goes off duty at two A, .,
spcond don't generally hurry much about
coming on—gentlemen 1= sometimes glad
1o know, sah 1™

“Dh, yes, thanks awfully—1 see; not
very useful this trip—hut much obliged all
the same; but isn't there some place where
a fellow can pass the shank of the evening
before two A, M.7

“Why, sah, there's many likes the
Greenock Arms, kind of bridge club on
the hill, ole man Marius’s place. He
starts role-ete when he's feeling good, or
mebbe some sporty back-carroi—I hadn’t
oughter let on—the company has tokinder
corter wink at ole man Marivus's games of
chance—they is against State regulations,
so the club has to be kinder suta-rusa.”

“Well, don't mind me—I'll not men-
tion it,”" said Cupar-Anguz, with a short
langh, slipping a coin into the pink palm
of a black paw eagerly outstretched to re-
ceive it.

“T don’t know a blessed soul down
here, so I can’t even go there, if it's a
club”—he spoke regretfully.

“0Oh, law, sah ! dai dean make no mat-
ter; it's only a kinder-sorter clud. If you
put on a swallow-tail and take an en-
graved pasteboard, old Marivs will pot
you up all right—ten dollars a week 1s the
tariff and no checks taken, not even old
Brock'’s| Marius says he's been fooled too
often by the he-lite of all nations to hegin
that business again! His clients must
bring cold cash, “scuse me again, sah ! but
I thought vou might like to know so as to
take the stuff with vou!"

The pale eve of Archibald Cupar-Angus
gleamed curing this dialogue. Nor was
it difficult for a casual observer to note
cynically that he had surprised the pet
vice, if not at least the chiel weakness, of
the handsome Canadian. Certainly the
voung man brightened up wonderfully
during Ganymede's description of the
charms of the Greenock Arms, and the
listening onlooker who was absorbing
“Tom Collmz" in the corner drank in
also seraps of the above conversation,
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watching the new arrival narrowly, with
a curiously interested thousrh world-worn
smile,

This same vbserver was not surprised,

1 hope for the pleasure of see you ngain

to-morpew. ' — Fage 128,

a short time after, to find the object of his
attention had donned a “swallow-tail™
and was already seated at’ dinner when
the clock struck eight. Neither was he
surprised to remark that Mr, Cuopar-
Angus was among the first to leave the
dining-room. The Canadian bruszhed the
small table, a coveted coign of vantage
near the door, quite unconscious of ils oc-
cupant’s apparent interest in his exit,
The watcher, although he had ordererd
coffee, arose without drinking any and
followed the Canadian down the corridor,
striding level with him as they reache]
the massive portico.

“Beg parcdon,” he began politely, “if
you are thinking of going up the moun-
tain I'm strolling that way myvseli—glad
of vour company and can put you up for
membership if you care o play—my
name’s Murgatrovd,” he added as an
afterthought—*T. Murgatroyd, of New
York.”

“Thanks, I should appreciate your
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courtesy; I'm here for a week’s amuse-
ment. I do like play, when it's good and
sporty—is the play sporty, by the wdy?
or only so-s0? Can one lose more than
car-fare?”

His cicerone smiled mysteriously.

“That depends—it all depends on old
Marry—*'le grand patron’—queer old
bird and clever—has to be, running this
casino! He hasn't his match for keeping
squeamish losers in order! and with the
indignant parent of the prodigal son, he
is just as good, As for the evenings when
they run in disguised *hobbies’ to nail
the club, why, he fairly scents them!
Some nights he just says: ‘Let us begin
our usual game, gentlemen.' Then we
know there iz nothing doing, but we
habitués just =it back and follow his lead,
even if we have to play auction all night
for a cent a point, like a lot of silly old
tabbies! We know the old man never
got tun in yet (not on this side of the
pond at least), and when all’s serene and
he knows it's quite safe he'll take the
bank himself or push it over to that old
devil Brock—in either case you can e¢x-
pect sport enough to satisfy your crav-
ing!™

gInr:l‘euzu:{,, if to lose heavily and con-
sistently be “sport,”” Mr. Cupar-Angus
that evening had his fill. Many an
angry eye was turned in his direction by
irate ladies, {1m~.'crhially bad losers, who
had been following the newcomer's play,
in a desperate attempt to assault capital
az personified by the bank, held succes-
sivelv by the Wall Street broker and
Sigismond Marius himself.

No emotion was visible, however, on
the face of the principal victim as he rose
from the table, remarking in a quiet voice:
“T believe you don't accept checks, and
I've come to the end of my portable cazsh,
That will do for to-night, thanks,"" and he
carefully counted down upon the board
six thousand dollars in ¢risp bank-notes.

There was a sudden gleam in the ex-
pressive black eyes of the manager, which
changed Lo a look of anxiety as he accom-
panied the chief loser to the door, saying
politely:

“We are not used to quite such im-
portant vinnings in our so modeste estab-
lishment—1I hope for the pleasure of see
you again to-morrow, and help you get
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back some of your losses; zay were, par-
bleu! too heavy for a ficst night,”

His wvictim smiled, perhaps a trifle
wryly.

“Oh, I shall surely come again to-
morrow | Don’t worry about that 1™ and
he sauntered down the sinuous path
toward the lights of the mammoth hatel,
which followed the valley in a great
curve, like a luminous caterpillar,

Meanwhile, the zealous director posted
himself at the exit, taking pains to speak
a word in season to every person present.
Had he detected a subtle threat in the
Canadian’s parting words? or was he
worried because he had let himself be
carried away and had departed from his
customary prudence in plaving for such
high stakes with a stranger in their midst ?
In any case, each rapidly spoken sentence
betraved his disquiet and was to the same
effect, begping his patrons o observe dis-
cretion and let no hint of the magnitude
of the evening losses penetrate bevond
the club. The oration finished with an
appeal to a “personal favor” and the
*public good,” and a sly wink accompany-
ing the meaning phrase—"Mumme iss
ze word.”

And yet, in spite of his persuasive
eloquence, some echo of the evening's
doing must have penetrated to the
Greenock, for when Mr. Cupar-Angus
entered the breakfast-room and sought
an inconspicuous table, he had the un-
pleasani sensation of being stared at to
an extent which the distinction of his-ap-
pearance could not entirely justify.

Besides causing a flutter among the
guests already busily consuming “melon
and cereal,” he felt that even hiz black
waiter ' Jim " was gazing upon him with
that air of curious and respectful awe
which is accorded to a gentleman * what
can jes trun roun’ six thousand plunks and
not turn a hair.”

Impatiently conscious of the sensation-
he caused, the young man cut short his
breakfast and, rapidly traversing the cor-
ridor, walked out alomg the path to the
goli-links, thus to avoid meeting the in-
flux of guests. For an eastern train had
just come puffing into the near-hy station,
and its passengers were already entering
the hotel. The knowledge that the silly
story of his losses must be circulating at
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the Greenock made Cupar-Angus “feel
like a fool,"” and, unlike yesterday, when it
would have been a real pleasure to meet
an unexpected friend, to-day he only de-
sired to avoid encountering an acouain-
tance among the new arrivals. He feigned
not to see Murgatroyd posted at the first
tee, inspecting the “drive-ofi” of a golf
tournament. But had he looked back
he might have obzerved with some sur-
prise that Murgatroyd seemed more in-
terested in the direction of his stroll than
in the length of the shots which were
landing in an inevitable bunker, Mur-
gatroyd followed discreetly in the Cana-
dian’s wake for several hundred yards;
then, satisfied that he was taking the
path to a famous mountain view, and
would probably be gone some time, he
turned on his heel and hurried back
toward the hotel, leaving the object of
his solicitude a prey to very unpleasant
cogitalions.

By one of the strange paradoxes of
fickle fortune, who delights in adding a
curse to her handsomest gifts, the “big
winner” found himself in much the same
mood of angry disquiet as his victim.
Anxiety had pursued Marius through a
sleepless night and accompanied him
through hall the day. He was furious
with himself for his unwonted indiscre-
tion, that inexcusable imprudence of tak-
ing, as he said, “more than a few thou-
sand francs out of a new number.”

The fabric of his success had been firmly
grounded upon one maxim—moderation;
he could not now blame the management
if they should think fit to reprimand him.
Suppose this stranger should turn out “no
sport” and begin “squealing.” What a
predicament ! A reprimand would hardly
suffice—and a prompt dismiz=al would be
his portion !

As he turned these disagrecable reflec-
tions over and over in his mind, his portly
person swung suspended in mid-air, for
Marius was of indolent habit. He loved
to sprawl for hours in the veranda of the
little bungalow which came to him as a
managerial perquisite.  He adored the
cushioned settee which hung by four
chains from the roof, and he was deeply
attached to the medest cabin, “ telle les
premiers pionniers,” which, however much
it resembled externally these picturesque
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dwellings, was very different in the luxuri-
ous comfort of its installation from that
of Daniel Boone.

With a long sigh he extended himself
among the cushions, determining, for the
twentieth time, to dismiss these unpleas-
ant thoughts from his mind. In order to
facilitate this process he picked up a heap
of gavly colored journals, the Crf de Paris
and Le Rire, from a low stand close by;
this table offered temptingly to hand a
light cherry-colored drink—a “ grenadine
pommeé.”  This was Marius's favorite and
strictly temperance tipple, for, like most
really  skilful gamblers, he carefully
avoided alcoholic liguors and, being from
the “midi,”" had a childlike predilection
for “lucent syrups” and multicolored
sweelmeals.

He had scarcely begun to enjoy this
nectar, or the mental stimulant of the
newspapers, when he was disturbed by
the sound of steps on the opposite side of
the piazza, which ran quite round the
tiny bungalow. The steps hesitated, re-
treated, approached again, and a pair of
shapely feet, shod in russet leather, car-
ried their owner, whose irreproachable
travelling dress of dark serge bore, to the
Frenchman's practised eve, the evidence
of impeccable London cut, into the con-
fused presence of Marius, struggling to
maintain a dignified attitude, which was
rendered the more difficult by reason of
his recumbent posture. The embarrass-
ment of this position was considerably
augmented by the fact that he was vainly
endeavoring to don a black alpaca coat
which had been serving for an improvised
pillow,

The susceptible director of the Green-
ock Club, like many of his fellow coun-
trymen, had retained unspoiled and
untarnished through a life of rather sordid
adventure the pristing freshness of one
fixed ideal—"la femme honnéte.” This
prodigy he adored, albeit from afar; such
phenomena were not often encountered
except in literature by such as he. But
even when so encountered poor Marius
became quite lyric in his pious adoration:

“La femme! La jeune hlle exquise et
candide! La digne épouse! Et la mére!
Oh, la mére."”

Then he would add, regretfully apolo-
getic:
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“Such are not, alas! those whom I
meet—the sweet young girl, the respected
wife, the angelic mother! But when 1
do

" Then, indeed, does old Marius take off
his hat! Gladly would he fall on his
knees in the dust, if the homage which he
would there deposit might make her
pleasure.

Consequently it may be imagined with
what emotion he now found himseli in
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HEn femmie!

the immediate presence of a fair type of
this adored and admired species. With a
trembling hand he received from her
gloved fingers the flexible card on which
was Lraced in the purple ink of the hotel-
office a familiar name:

Mrs, Archibald Cupar-Angus

Emotion made it difficult to catch the
drift of her hasty and broken sentences,
which were to this effect:

“(h, monsieur, what can I say to ex-
cuse? I only arrived this morning quite
unexpectedly—io join my poor husband !

When 1 heard the dreadful thing
about last night 1 was quite desperate!
and oh! I am still! and so fearfully
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“Little Archie”

ashamed.”" She slipped, sobbing, into
the wicker chair, covering her face until
she could again find her voice,

“Oh, no! I can’t, I ean’t. T felf that
I must speak to vou! for my poor little
bov's sake—but it's guite impossible—
oh, I should never have come!"”

“Madame," said Marius, rising to the
oceasion, “say nol that! You have done
me an unparalleled honor, one that 1
shall never forget. Fora lady—a ‘grande
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La jesme fille exquise el candide ["—Page 220,

dame'—to deign to visit old Marius!
And if, as you say, it is for your child’s
sake, what more sacred duty? Ah, ma-
dame, wicked old reprobate as I am, even
I know what it is to love an angelic—and
now, alas—all angel infant™; and he
turned awayv to drop a furtive and ob-
seguious Lear,

The moment seemed propitious, and
hiz visitor doubtless felt emboldened, for,
no longer hesitating and confused, her
words poured forth like a torrent.

“YVes—I knew that T was right to
come | that you were all that they said

. . a hig, noble, tender-hearted man, a
real Frenchman. I could not be mistaken
in opening my heart, freely and fully, to
such a one! My aunt told me that I
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should threaten and reproach . . . men-
ace a scandal. . . . How could I do
that? 1, who know only too well that it
was all my poor husband’s own fault, and
that any publicity would fall heaviest on
us. But how to aveid publicity when we
can’t even pay our hotel bill? It must all
come out! For, oh! Mr. Marius, it is
every cent we have in the world, that six
thousand, our start in life! . . . five to
buy the apple farm . . . and one to pay
for the treatment here, to cure my poor
little baby . . . before it's too late. It
was infantile paralysis . . . I was tocon-
sult a specialist in New York. I went
vesterday. He said:

**Lose no time in getting the child to
Green Springs—the waters are just what
he needs; they will prevent his being a
cripple if taken in time.’

*So 1 just jumped on the train, though
my hushand wasn't expecting me, and
now, how . . "

Mr. Marius was a man who never
wasted time in hesitation when he saw
his path lying plain before him. What
he was to do he did without pause.

Very gravely and quietly, with measure
and restraint which lent dignity to his
generally too expansive manner, he now
intervened.

“Madame, do not say last, after what
yvou haf just tole me; the money is my
own (not the company’s, I mean). 1pay
a very large rent, and the profits, like the
losses, fall personally on me. Rather than
touch a dellar of what you have destined
to vour child’s welfare I would blow my
wretched brains out. . . . As you have
said, madame "—he added this with seem-
ing irrelevance, although the connection
was perfectly clear in his own mind—
*as you have said, T am a Frenchman.

Tell your hushand that 1 shall ex-
pect him to give his word of honor, and
also sipn a promize, never to play again
at a public gaming-table; even this pledge,
it 155 fo’ you, madame, that I exact it, to
safeguard vou and your bhoy "

No weak words could express the wife's
and mother’s gratitude for such generos-
ity. Her woman’s instinct told her, per-
haps, that no thanks could be so elogquent
as silent tears and the fervent clasp in
which she pressed the manager’s little fat
hand. Mariuz seemed almost more em-
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barrassed than the lady as he hastily
pressed into her palm the crumpled roll of
bank-notes, stammering:

“Do not tank . . . T pray you do not
tank ! It is for me an unforgetable privi-
lege to be able to help vou. . ., Iam
proud indeed.™

Conquering her emotion, while at the
same time, with a gesture that seemed
almost mechanical, she tucked the re-
covered bills into her glove, she answered
very simply;

“1 shall, then, say no more. . . . But
never, never shall T forget! . . . In the
name of my little Archie, Mr., Marius, I
thank you.”

She was gone, but Marius remained,
plunged in long and pleasant thought.
He was scarcely less mercenary, less eager
for gain, than others of his profession, but
he was indubitably far more sentimental
than any John Okehurst of the Sierras.
In this instance he felt that the price of
hiz generous action was above rubies.
He was glad . . . very glad of what he had
done. I hiz meditations were lightly
colored with a faint tinge of regret, it was
only because he might not bear forever in
his mind's eve the picture of that sweet
child toward whom he had just played
the part of anonymous benefactor. He
sighed,

Like a distant echo of his sadness, the
regret for a wasted and now empty life,
there arose from the valley below a long-
drawn minor wail, the shriek of the de-
parting locomotive, melancholy as Mac-
gregor's lament. It seemed to voice the
dormant homesickness which lies deep in
the heart of every French exile. As he
walched the distant train crawl slowly
out of the mountain station and disap-
pear down the “Gap,” Marius sighed
again, then rising muttered: “If the
train has gone it must be nine, just time
to dress and seek the post of danger . . .
and of honor,” he added bitterly. For the
first time in many yvears the old gambler
felt dissatizfied with his profession.

Foor Marius! Never had he experi-
enced such a shock as that which awaited
him at the Greenock Arms, Searcely was
he seated at his coign of vantaze when
into the club, coolly sauntering, came Mr.
Cupar-Angus. At first Marius only
stared at this apparition which was en-
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gared in fingering, somewhat ostenta-
tiously, a thick roll of bills. The vision
spoke with a familiar vulgarity which be-
tokened a recent wisit to the " Chinese
Pagoda.”

“Bon soir, Papa Marins! You won't
be able to shunt me off z0 early to-night.
I am well in funds and intend to clean
out your bank before I'm through with
vou this evening! La Revanche! La
Revanche! that's my watchword.”

Sigismond Marius no longer gazed as
at a ghost; he trembled with indignant
emotion and his eyes flashed. Drawing
himzelf to his full height of five feet three
inches, he spoke.

“1 am, sir, surprise, very surprise!
You can play no more at ze Greenock !
After what occur zis afterncon . . . 1
did not expect ze plaisir of another visit
from you! Tt is indeed most unbecoming,
guite abominable on vour part, . The
conditions were expressly stipulate . . .
a wrilten agreement, and your word of
honor not to play.”

The open countenance of Mr. Cupar-
Angus suddenly darkened. An ugly look
came into his pale-gray eve.

“Are vou trying to blackmail me, you
brute? You want to win my money one
night and refuse me the opportunity of
retrieving the next? You don't play that
game with me, old cock! Why, man!
I've paid a week's initiation; I'm as fully
in my rights as you or any member here.”

M. Marius, crimson with righteous
wrath, raised his voice angrily.

“It is not then my fault if vou make
me divulge what should have rémained a
sacred confidence among us three—the
lady, you, and myself. You force me to
repeat in company what you perfectly well
know . . . that I returned every cent of
your dam' losses to vour wile,”

“To my wie!" shouted the Canadian,

“Why, vou silly old dotard, I'm not
marriedd . .t

“Then . then . . . stammered
Marius, “ze lady who came . . . little

Archie's mozzer | wit the dress of alezan
brillé! She is not your wife? . . "
Mr. Cupar-Angus eved his interlocutor
with that superior scorn which most of us
are in the habit of exhibiting toward any-
thing that we have failed to understand,
whether it be book, phrase, or individual,

“Little Archie”

“1 tell you, man, I'm not married and
haven't even spoken to a woman sinee
I've been in your blasted valley! You
must be lying, drunk, or crazy! That's
:‘-l[.”

Chuckling with glee, Mr. Vanbeest
Brock here intervened.

“Come, come!" he cried, “‘explana-
tionings not accusationings,” as you might
say yourself, Frenchy | If yvou gave back
money to a lady calling herself Mis.
Angus, who was dressed in sorrel brown
with tan shoes and natty buckles, she's
just off to New York with Tim Murga-
trovd. T was down at the station myself
saving good-by to Tony Beer when the
couple blew in, fairly splitting their sides,
by pum! We wondered what little game
they had been playing. . .. Clever
little lady that ! and mighty popular with
the gang. . . . They call her ‘Decker's
“Moll”’ on the ‘Great White Way.'
She's pulled off some tough propositions.
But to take in an old bird like you, Papa
Marius! it's too chortling good ' and the
facetious Brock went off once more into
hoarse peals of laughter.

Marius was the color of skimmed milk.
He did not laugh, and =aid very little
either on that or any subsequent occa-
sion. For he had learned how very ex-
pensive it may be to win, and was count-
ing the cost of an exaggerated victory.
From that moment the genial old gambler
quite lost heart. He never again touched
a card nor spun a wheel . . . and al
though the management brought much
pressure to bear upon their former direc-
tor that he might continue to exercise his
functions, persuasion was of no avail, and
upon the old man's firm refuzal to remain
in office his lease of the club was can-
celled and the casino was shut.

This i= the only true story of the clos-
ing of the famous Greenock Arms; of
course there are two others—that which
every one believes and the official version.

Although malevolent gossip still pre-
tends that our poor hero of the green
cloth was forcibly retired by an infuriated
company whose confidence he had scan-
dalously abused, there is even less truth
in this slander than is contained in the
official story, which latter would fain per-
suade us that horror of gambling and
truly Roman virtue caused the State
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legislature to. multiply the difficulties
which hedge the fickle poddess, and thus
brought the celebrated Bridge Club to its
untimely end.

Some of the visitors who lingered late
at Green Springs that autumn, watching
the slow demise of the declining season,
may remember the comic and somewhat
pathetic figure of the old Frenchman,
wandering daily to the station, where the
ever-dwindling stream of scanty (raffic
spoke eloguently of departed vanities
and ruined speculations, prelude of win-
ter and of the end.

His own was not far distant; shortly

When Sherman’s Army Passed

before his death, which happened early in
November, Marius made one brief al-
lusion to the subject of this tale, the only
one which ever crossed his lips. He spoke
with the Gallic irony often closely akin
to heroic eloquence.

“1t iss not for ze money, God knows, 1
am the sorriest ! It is to hope that ke, at
least, is very ecasy on old tomfools, and
will score on my bad account one good in-
tention . . .!

*What makes me feel so sick . . .
what T never forgive to myself, it is how
sorry I feel zat day, not to have seen little
g8

Archie , , .1

WHEN

SHERMAN'S ARMY PASSED

BEING CHRONICLES OF CHICORA WOOD

By Elizabeth W. Allston Pringle

| AL L)

THINK it was in July,
1863, that we heard that
my cousin, General J.
Johnston Pettigrew, had
been killed. This was a
* terrible blow and distress,
Then sad news kepl coming of reverses,
and things looked dark. The hospitals
were in great need of stimulants and
mama determined to send the ryve she had
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made to the still about twenty miles away
and have it made into whiskey. Daddy
Aleck took it and told tales of the dangers
he had encountered on the way, so that
when it was finished, he was afraid to go
for it alone, and mama told Jane and me
we must ride along with him and protect
him, which we did, one each side of the
wagon all the way,

About this time my cousin, Captain
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Phil Porcher of the navy, went out on a
little: vessel which had been built in
Charleston Harbor to run the blockade,
and nothing was ever heard of him or of
any of the crew or officers.  Weeks passed
into months and not a word of the fate of
the boat. It was terrible for Aunt Louise
and her daughters. Mama wrote and
begped them to come and stay with us,
and they came, It was dreadiul to see
their sufferings. My aunt was a beautiful
and heroic figure. They would not act as
though they had heard of his death, for
each day there was the hope that when
the paper came there would be some news
of him, They tried =o hard to be cheerful
and hope against hope. But no news ever
did come. It remains one of the mys-
teries of the deep. He was a gallant,
charming and exemplary man, and the
greatest loss to the whole family and to
the country. \

After my aunt and cousins left, we be-
gan to bury every treasure we had. All
the silver which had not been sent to
Morven was packed in a wooden chest
and Mr. William Ewvans, our nearest
neighbor, came one day in his wagon to
take it, as it was supposed, to the station
to send it away by the railroad., Nelson
went with him and they went by a wind-
ing route into some very thick woods
near, and WNelson dug a deep hole and the
two of them lowered it in with ropes,
filled the grave and marked the spot,
That was one weight off of our minds,
We kept just enough for daily use. I be-
came an expert in burying. Three sheets
were a necessity; one to put the top earth
on, with moss and leaves and everything
to look natural, then one to put the second
colored earth near the surface, and one Lo
put every grain of the yvellow clay below,
one little pellet of which would tell the
tale that a hole had been dug.

Charley came home for a few days on
his way to Virginia, the boys at the ar-
senal having been called out. He was
just sixteen and it was pitiful to see him
weighed down by his knapsack and all the
heavy things he had to march with, for
he was very thin and gaunt. Mama con-
sulted him as to what to do with the old
Madeira, of which she still had a good deal
packed in barrels in the storeroom. He
consulted Nelson and they agreed to pack
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it in the bir piano box which was still
user] @s a grain bin. So the piano box
was cleared out and emptied and brought
into the little front porch, which it nearly
filled, as there had been a room cut of
from each end of the porch which origi-
nally ran the length of the house, and this
left this porch with steps all the way along
down to the ground, only about five steps.
Here they brought hay and we all helped
Lring the bottles of wine wp quietly from
the storeroom, and Nelson, who was an
expert, packed them beautifully, It was
done =0 quietly that the servants in the
vard knew nothing of it. We all went to
bed at the usual hour, but at twelve
o'clock Charley and Nelson gat up, hav-
ing provided rope, spades and everything
necessary in one of the shed rooms which
Charley occupied, also two picces of
round oak for rolling. They dug a hole
big enough for the piano box, using sheets
for the earth as [ have described, and how
those two accomplished it is a mystery,
without help, but they did put that huge
box into that deep hole, covered it up,
removing the dirt which was teo much
and levelled the surface, raked the whole
front road, and then brought the wagon
and rolled it back and forth over it,
making it look natural, so that in the
morning there was no trace of anything
unusual. Charley left the next day for
Virginia, and oh, how miserable we were |
Poor mama, he was her special darling,
named after her youngest brother who
oave his life for his friend so long apo.

Mama was kept very busy sending sup-
plies in different directions, and having
cloth spun and woven. 3She sent demi-
johns of whiskey to the hospitals, and
some down to Mr. Belflowers for use on
the plantation in case of sickness, (The
darkiez having a feeling that no woman
can be safely delivered of a child without
a liberal supply of whiskey.)

I cannot mark the passage of time ex-
actly, but the report came that Sherman
was advancing and there came awful
rumors of what he was doing and would
do. We made long homespun bags, quite
narrow and with a strong waistband with
a strong button, to be worn under the

skirts.  And inlo these we put all our
treasures.  They said every photograph

was destroved after great indignities. 1
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took all my photos of my dear ones (such
sights they look now, but then seemed
beautiful). 1 put them one by one in a ba-
sin of clear cold water and left them a few
minutes, when I found T could peel them
off of the card; and then I pasted them in-
to a little book which I could carry in one
of my pockets. The book was brother’s
passport book when he was travelling
abroad, and I have it now with all the
pictures in it. Our kind and generous
neighbor, Mrs. Wm. Evans, was a very,
very thin tall woman, but when I ran
over to see her during these days of
anxiety and she came out into the piazza
to meet me, | could not believe my

eves. She seemed Lo be an enormously
stout woman ! I looked so startled that
she said:

“ My dear Bessie, they say these brutes
take everyvthing but what you have on
and burn it before vour eyes. So I have
bags of supplies, rice and wheat flour and
sugar and what little coffee we had, hung
round my waist, and then I have on all the
clothes I can possibly stand, three dresses
for one item.” And then we both laughed
untii we nearly fell from exhaustion. And
when I ran home and told mama, we had
another preat laugh, and oh, it was such a
mercy to have a good hearty laugh in
those davs of gloom and anxiety. We
never quite gol to Mrs, Evans's condition,
but we each had treasures unknown to
the others concealed about us.

Things in the Confederacy were going
worse and worse. It was an agony to
read the papers. My sister, Mrs. Vander
Horst, came home from Wilmington,
bringing her maid, Margaret. Major Van-
der Horst, her husband, did not think it
safe for her to stay any longer there, It
wis 4 great comfort to have her with us,
The Yankees were reported nearer and
nearer, but we never saw any one to hear
positively where they were. Then one
evening just at dusk two horsemen gal-
loped up to the front door, tied their
horses and came in. It was two of the
Charleston Light Dragoons. They were
acting as scouts for General Hampton,
Julius Pringle and Tom Ferguson, They
came to tell us Hampton was protecting
all our troops as they left the State. They
were the very last and Mr. Pringle said to
mama;
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“T knew vou had wine and whiskey in
the house and I came to beg vou for God's
sake to destroy it all. Do not let a drop
be found in the house, 1 implore you."

Mama =aid: “But, Julius, I have not
sent all that whiskey to the hospitals vet,
and it is so greatly needed! 1 have two
demijohns still.”

“Oh, Mrs. Allston, I implore vou, do
not hesitate. Have those demijohns
broken to pieces the first thing to-morrow
morning. "’

She promised. We gave them a good
supper of which they were in great need.
Nelson fed the horses. They took twoe
hours’ sleep and then left in the middle of
the night. As they were going, there
were reports of shots on the public road
which ran back of our house about four
hundred wyards. The two dragoons
jumped on their horses and galloped off
from the froni deor into, the darkness of
the night. It was an awful moment.
They were gone, our last friends and pro-
tectors, and the agony in Mr, Pringle's
face was indescribable.

We found the next morning that the
shots had been the forerunners only of the
license we had to expect. It was negroes
shooting our hogs which were fat and
tempting. FEarly the next morning mama
called Nelson and Daddy Aleck and had
them bring the wheelbarrow and put into
it the demijohns with the precious rye
whiskey and roll them to a little stream
near by, and pour it into the water. We
went along and it was a melancholy pro-
cession, and Daddy Aleck secretly wept
and npenly grumbled as he felt he had
risked his life for that whiskey. As it was
poured into the branch by Nelson, who
also loved whiskey, Daddy Aleck went
lower down the stream, knelt down and
drank as if he were a four-footed beast,
Then we went back and wondered how we
could dispose of the two dozen bottles of
wine still in the storercom. [ undertook
to conceal them, and, going up into the
garret, I found the flooring was not nailed
down and, lifting one board at a time, T
laid the bottles softly in, softly because
they were placed on the ceiling laths and
it was an old house. But the ceiling held
and the bottles were disposed of.

After having done all he could to help
mama that dav, Nelson came to her and
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said: *Miss, I want you to give me some
provision and let me go for a while."”

She exclaimed: * Nelson, vou cannot
leave us when these Yankees are coming !
You must not leave uz unprotected."

He said: *“Miss, I know too much. Ef
dem Yankee was to put a pistol to my
head and say, *Tell what you know or I'll
shoot you!’ T cudn’t trust meself. 1
dunno what I mitedo! Le’ me go, miss."
So mama put up his bag of provisions and
he went.

The next day she decided it was best to
send Daddy Aleck off as he said if she let
him go he thought he could take the
horses in the swamp and save them. So
he went, taking the horses and a bag of
harness and all the saddles. It was a
brave, clever thing of the old man to carry
out. But we felt truly desolate when
both he and Nelson were gone, and we
only had Phibby and Margaret, Della’s
maid, and Nellie, Nelson's wife, and little
Andrew, who was a kind of little dwarf, a
very smart and competent, well-trained
dining-room servant, who looked ahout
fourteen, but was said to be over twenty,

As evervihing would be seized by the
enemy when they came, we lived very
high, and the things which had been
preciously hoarded until the men of the
family should come home were now eaten,
Every day we had a real Christmas din-
ner, all the turkevs and hams were used.
One day mama had just helped us all to
a delicious piece of turkey when Phibby
rushed in, erying: “Miss, dey cumin’|"
Brune, Jane's little spaniel, began to bark
and she rushed out to the wide roofless
porch where he was, threw her arms round
his neck and held his throat so tight he
couldn’t bark, just as a soldier was about
to strike him with a sword. 1 was terri-
fied for her as she knelt there in the
middle of the porch, holding him; but
they only looked down at her, as they
rushed by on each side into the house,
calling out:

“Whiskev, we want liquor. Don't lie.
We know vou have it. We want whiskey.
We want fircarms.” FEach one zaid the
same thing.

Mama was very calm. As they clam-
ored, she said: “You may search the
house. You will find none, T had some
whiskey, but it is here no longer.”
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They seemed delighted at the sight of
the dinner-table and for a time were oc-
cupied eating and pocketing all that
could be pocketed. When the renewed
cry for wine, whiskey, and frearms came,
mama took from the nail where it hung
the huge storeroom key and went down
the steps to the storeroom, just in time
to prevent its being smashed in with an
axe. ohe opened the door and they
rushed in with many insulting words.
Poor Phibby was wild with terror and
followed mama closely, holding on to her
skirt and entreating her not 1o go.

“Mss, dem'll kill vu, fu’ Gawd sake
don’ po wid dem.” But mama showed
no sign of excitement or alarm and never
seemed to hear the dreadful things they
said. They opened box after box in vam,
but at last in the box under all the rest
they came on a hotile and the men
shouted: “We knew you were lying"
The finder struck the head off with one
blow and, putting the botile to his mouth,
took a long draught. Then there was a
splutter and choking, and he got rid of it
as quickly as possible, to the amusement
and joy of the others who had envied his
find. It was our one treasured bottle of
olive-oil, which had been put out of reach
to be kept for some great occasion.

Up-stairs in her bedroom my sister was
having a trying time. She unlocked her
trunk to prevent its being ripped open
with a sword, and looked on while they
ran through it, taking all her jewels and
evervthing of value, holding up each gar-
ment for examination and asking its uses,
cach one being greeted by shouts of
laughter. She, having recently come, had
not concealed or buried any of her things.
After disposing of her big trunk, they
turned to a closet where a man's leather
trunk was. They asked for the key and
when she said she did not have it, they
cut it open, and there on top lay a sword.
Then there were howls of: “We knew
you were lving. You said you had no
arms."”" Della only answered: “T did not
know what was in this trunk,” It was
her brother-in-law, Lewis Vander Horst s,
trunk. He had been killed fighting gal-
lantly in YVirginia and his trunk had been
sent home by his friends to his brother
without the key.

All this time I was with another party



who were searching for liquor, and T fol-
lowed them into the garret. It was odd
how impossible it was not to follow them
and see what they did. T was told after-
ward that in most places the women shut
themselvez up in a room while they
searched the house; but, with us, we were
irresistibly borne to keep up with them
and watch them: When I heard them
tramping over the garret, the loose hoards
rattling, I flew up myvself and stood there
while they opened every box and trunk,
taking anything of any value, every now
and then quarrelling over who should
have a thing. 1 was in mizery for the
boards seemed to be crying aloud: ** Take
us up and vou'll find something. Take
us up.” Whenever they asked me any-
thing, T answered with some quick sharp
speech which would intensely amuse any
one but the questioner, who generally re-
lapsed into sulky silence. They seemed
to be in great dread of being surprised by
Hampton's cavalry whom they spoke of
as “the devil, for vou never knew where
he was,” so they did everything very rap-
idly.

All this time there were parties going
all over the vard, running ramrods into
the ground to find buried things. My
terror about that big box of wine was in-
tense, as I saw them. They even went
under the big piazza at the back of the
house and rammed every foot of the
earth. It was a marvel that they never
thought of coming to the front, having
come up al the back of the house from
the public road. They never even opened
the pate which separated the front yarid
from the back, and so the great piano
box was never found. Little Andrew we
never had felt very sure of, and so every-
thing about the burving of things was
kept from him. As they left, Margaret
and Nellie came in crying bitterly. They
had taken every trinket and treasure they
had, and all their warm clothes. Mar-
garet was specially loud in her denuncia-
tion.

“T always bin hear dat de Yankees was
gwine help de nigger! Wa' kvnd a help
yvu call dis! Tek ebervting 1 got in de
wurld, my t'ree rold broach,” etc., etc
Poor Margaret had sometimes been sup-
posed to be light-hingered and she had
returned from Wilmington with a good
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deal of jewelry which we wondered
about; but now, poor soul, it was all
gone. For four days the army kept pass-
ing along that road, and we heard shouts
and shots and drums beating, and every
moment expected another visit, but, as [
=aid, they moved in haste, always fearing
to leave the main road and be ambushed
by Hampton’s ubiguitous scouts. We
never went to bed or took off our clothes
during that time. We =at fully dressed in
the parlor, all night through, Phibhy al-
ways sitting with us on the floor near the
door, leaning straight up against the wall,
her legs stretched out in front of her,
nodding and praying. She was a preat
comfort, Mama tried to induce her Lo go
to bed and sleep, =aving:

*Pheebe, you have nothing to fear.
They won't hurt vou.”

All her answer was: “Miss, yu tink T
gpwine lef’ yu fu' dem weeked men fu’ kill,
no ma'am, not Phibby. Tl stay right
here en pertect yu.”

Mama read calmly. Della slept on the
sofa. I scribbled in' my journal. T will
make a little extract here from the little
paper ook T carried in my pocket. It
seems very trivial and foolish; but here
it is:

“March 8, 1865. Twelve o'clock ! and
we still sit whispering around the fire,
Pheebe on the floor nodding, Della, with
her feet extended, trying to rest on the
sofa, and I on a stool scribbling, scribbling
to while away the time till dawn. Thank
God, one more quiet day, and we =o
hoped for a quiet night, but a little after
nine Pheebe ran in saying she heard them
coming. (Oh, the chill and terror that
run through me when I hear that; but it
proved a false alarm. . . . I never fully
understood terror until now, and yet
every ong says our experience of them
was mild, . . . They delight in making
terrible threats of vengeance and seem to
gloat over our misery. Yesterday a cap-
Lain was here who pretended to be all
kindness and sympathy over the treat-
ment we had received from the foragers.

. » He did not enter the house, We
placed a chair on the piazza and gave him
what we had to eat. But when he began
to talk, he seemed almost worse than any
other, He vowed never to take a prisoner;
caid he would delight in shooting down a
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rebel prisoner and often did it! My dis-
gust was intense, but T struggled hard to
keep cool and succeeded somewhat. He
asked: “Do vou know what yvou are fight-
ing for?"™ I replied: “Existence.!” He
said, “We won't let you have it,” with
such a grin. . . . He =zaid: “ At the be-
ginning of this war, I didn't care a cent
about a nipger, but I'd rather fight for ten
years longer than let the South have her
independence,’” Then, with a chuckle, he
said: “But we'll starve you out, not in
one place that we have visited have we
left three meals.” At something Drella
said he exclaimed: “Oh, I know what
you mean, you mean the Almighty, but
the Almighty has pot nothing to do with
this war.” Such blasphemy silenced us
completely.

The tales the negroes heard from one an-
other were terrific, as to what the Yankees
had done, and what the negroes had done,
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We never saw any one during this time
but those in the vard. Little Andrew,
whom we never had felt sure of, behaved
very well. We had thought he would
probably go off with the Yankees, but
whether his experience of them had not
been such as to make him desire a closer
knowledge, I don't know, but certainly no
one could have behaved better than he
did, laying the table with the few forks
and spoons mama had managed to hide,
and bringing in our scanty meals with as
much dignity as if things were unchanged ;
and he was a help, though he never ex-
pressed devotion or the contrary, only
brought in specially hair raising stories of
the outrages committed on every =zide,
many of which stories proved to have no
foundation in fact,

At last the noises on the highway
ceased and we knew Sherman's great
army had passed on toward the North,

BLT NOT THE

sBEAI

E}' Marie Louise Prevost

WeaRrY, [ hear thy voice; and, breaking free;
Reach the gray rocks that stretch their arms to thee,
And all my trembling body on them press.

Then, while thy surges speak, there covers me

A quictude of strange insistency,

Was ever rest

Az absolute as is thy restlessness |

Slowly the power pent within thy deeps

Encompasses my consciousness.

There sweeps

Through soul and body one great symphony

OF passionate life,

My farthest self, undone,

Floods forth to meet thee, in full unison.

Rang ever song

Transcendent as thy wordless euphony !

God !

* -

When the world is old, and time is spent,

And all things are accomplished as was meant,
Fulfil the promise in Thy Majesty.

Roll back the skies and bare the vault of Heaven;
Transfigure earth with new creative leaven,—

0, Gracious God!—

Make all elze new, but alter not the sea.
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A MID-PACIFIC
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FAGEANT

| THE EIGHTH OF TWELVE FAFERS]

g L live ina period of historic
pageants, The world, fa-
tirued by the monotony of
manners and dress which
civilization is imposing on
its once gayly variegated

{olks, seeks a brief escape from the tire-

some prospect of a standardized human-

itv. It loves to recall for an hour the
fanciful costumes and scenes, the dra-
matic and symbolic actions of the past.

History lays aside her dusty dignity and

gFoes inlo moving pictures.

London and Paris revisualize their bar-
baric childhood and see themselves in the
fierce conflicts and gallant enterprises of
vouth, Alfred repels the Danes, Charle-
magne assembles his chivalry, William of
Normandy conquers Britain, Columbus
discovers America, Henry Hudson sails
the Half Moon up Manhattan Bay, the
Pilprim Fathers set their possessife foot
on the stern and rock-bound coast of
Maszzachusetts, the French monks pene-
trate the Middle West by the broad
avenue of the Mississippi, and the Span-
ich friars build their mizzions in Califor-
nia. The ‘first settlers” of North
Hingham, and New Utrecht, and West
Colbyville, and Calvinton, and Sauk City
Centre, and Almadena, and many another
place dear to its inhabitants, revisit the
frail glimpses of glory and show their
ancient garb and authority before their
proud descendants,

The local audience gleefully recognizes
the familiar performers in their unfamiliar
puize. Old Bill Hod=zon Columbus
awakens applause which he never received
as postmaster. Hi Waite, the plumber,
makes an immense success as William
Penn  Maude Alice Magillicaddy is rav-
ishing as the Indian Princess with headed
leggings. The Reverend Adoniram Jump
15 welcomed with hilarity as Bloodeye
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Ben the stern and deadly Shertff. Multi-
tudinous laughter, and cheering, and
hearty hand-clapping run around the en-
circling throng. But behind the noise
there is an eager attention, a serious plea-
sure, a =ense of imaginative satisfaction,
The village, the town, ¢ven the conven-
tional city, has been linked up for an
hour with the wonderful past, in which
strange things happened and the raiment
of life was a Joseph's coat of many
colors,

Were events reallv so much more szig-
nificant and entertaining in old times
than they are now? Or is it only an
illusion of perspective, an illustration of

the law that

* The past must win
A |:]m}' by its being far,
And orb into the perfect star
We saw not when we moved therein ™

T
Will the people of 2000 A. D). look hack
to the era when the airplane and wireless
telegraphy were discovered as the troe
and only age of romance? Who knows?
What difference? For us, in these com-
plicated days, it is a delight to reverse
our vision and see things pass before us
in large outline, simpler and more strik-
ing,—perhaps truer, perhaps only easier
to think we understand.

One of the most vivid and delightiul
pageants that T have ever szeen was in
April of this year, on an island in the
middle of the Pacific Ocean. It was
memorable not for its costly splendor and
famous audience, but for the clearness
and significance of its scenes and the won-
drous beauty of the stage on which il was
set. Moreover, along with the pageant
and around it, before and after, there ran
an accompaniment which illuminated and
emphasized its meaning and added in-
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finitely to its charm. Of this T will speak
first.

The Hawaiian Islands are the carrefour
of the watery highways between East and
West. Layv a course from Tokyo to Pan-
ama, from Vancouver to Melbourne, from
Seattle to Singapore, from San Francisco
to Manila, from Los Angeles o Hong-
kong, and your lines will make a star in
the sea not far from Honolulu. Two
thousand miles away is the mainland of
North America,—four or five thousand,
the mainland of Asia,—far to southward,
the sprinkled isles of Polynesia,—far to
northward the rocky, frosty chain of the
Aleutians. The vast sapphire solitude of
the Facific encircles the Territory of Ha-
waii with a beautiful isolation which the
adventurous spirit of man has trans-
formed into an opening for world-wide
commerce,  The lonely place has become
a port of call for all nations.

You must not think of these islands as
a cluster of coral reefs, embowered in
palms and sweltering under the rays of a
tropical sun. They are a group of five,
each one large enough to make a little
state in New England or Europe, and
separated by wide stretches of seldom-
quiet sea.  From Oahu, which is the only
island I visited, vou can just see Molokai
with the lofty peak of Maui behind it, like
a lonely purple cloud en the horizon,
Away to the southeast the big bulk of
Hawaii, where the volcanoes are still on
active duty, is lost in distance.  Away o
the northwest the sharp peaks and cloven
valleys of Kauai are invisible. But Oahu
contains in itself the makings of a tiny
complete continent. There fre two ranges
of real mountains, which rose from the
bottom of the sea some Lwenty thousand
vears ago. ““By drastic lift of pent vol-
canic fires.”. Wind and weather have
carved them into jagged ridges and pin-
nacles four thousand feet high. Between
them  lies the broad upland plain of
Waidlua and Ewa. The mountainsides
are furrowed by deep glens and ravines,
sharpest on the northeast side where the
rains are heaviest, gentler on the =zouth
and west where the vales spread out, fan-
like, into the broad sugar-plantations of
the coast, and the virid fields of springing
rice.

The foliage of the hills and valleys is
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wonderfully varied. The pale green of
the kubus contrasis vividly with the dark
green of the kea and the ohic. Long
avenues of sombre ironwood-trees with
drooping threadlike leaves stretch beside
the road. The huge banyans and mon-
key-pods spread their tabernacles of pil-
lared shade, The fan twists and twines
its smooth Lrunks and branches into wide
arbors, as if it were half tree and half
vine. Stiff little papayes with round, Hat
tops like parasols, lift their clusters of
delicious fruit as high as they can reach.
Plumy mangoes conceal rich treasure
among  their pendent foliage. Bread-
fruits expand their broad palmated leaves.
The bright feathery green of the alparobe-
trees (springing from a few seed-pods
which a priest brought from the mainland
in his pocket not many vears ago) has
flowed far and wide over the lowlands
and slopes, making open groves where the
cattle feed on the fallen beans, and tan-
gled thickets full of needle-sharp thorns.

For purely tropical effect there are the
hananas, with broad bending leaves, al-
ways flourishing and generally dizshev-
elled; and the palms, a score of different
kinds,—the smooth columnar roval palm
with preen-gray trunk and bushy head
high-lifted; the slender coco-palm with
corrugated bole, often slanting or curving,
and heavy fruit hall concealed by its
tousled fronds; the rough-bodied pal-
metto; and many another litle palm of
the kind that withers and pines in the
hallways of our Northern houses, but here
spreads its hands abroad and wrestles
gavly with the wind.

The wind,—the wind, the glorious life-
riving trade-wind is the good angel of the
Hawaiian Islands. It is the only big
wind that T ever loved. Nine months of
the vear it blows out of the northeast over
the lapis-Tazuli plain of the Pacific, bring-
ing health and joy on its wings. The
great white clouds come with it, like trea-
sure-fleets with high-piled sails,  Above
the mountains they pause, tangled and
broken among the peaks. They change
to dark gray and blue and almost black.
They let down their far-brought riches,
now in showers as soft as melled sun-
shine, now in torrential danches of scem-
ing-salid rain. But the hig trade-wind
still  blows, drawing down the wvalleys,
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tossing the palm-fronds, waving the long
houghs of the algarobas and the slender
tops of the ironwoods, refreshing the city
streets and the sun-warmed beaches,
where perhaps not a drop of rain has
fullen, rustling through the fragrant gar-
dens, and passing out to sea with a merry
train of whitecaps. There you shall see
him reassembling his snowy squadrons
and flotillas of the air, driving them
southward to refresh other thirsty islands,

It is the trade-wind that accounts for
the livable and lovable climate of Hawaii,
in which a native race of extraordinary
beauty and strength developed, and peo-
ple of America and Europe and Asia can
make their homes without loss of health
or working wigor., The thermometer,
elsewhere a recorder of weather-tarments,
here loses its terrors, for it mowves be-
tween 60° for winter's cold and 85° for
summer's heat. Ewven when the sun is
most ardent there is alwavs a breeze in
the shade that will cool you gently with-
out a chill.

Homolulu is no siesta-city, where the
shops are cloged at noonday and the mer-
chants retire to hammocks with large
palm-leaf fans. It is a busy, thriving,
modern town, which works full time
every week-day, and where the telephone
rings without ceasing. Its suburbs are
reaching out Ewa way, Waikiki way,
Nuuanu and Manoa way, threading house
alter house on the trolley-lines, It has a
good water-supply and a clean harbor
front. Best of all, its civic life has a core
of intelligence and public spirit, embodied
in men and women of missionary stock,
who feel that they are citizens of no mean
city, and are resolved to have it ook well
and de well.

Yel it is astonishing how unobtrusive
the city is, how little it mars the land-
scape. I often found myself forgetting
that it was there. Qur friendly hosts
lived in a house with broad longi and
long pergole, on the shoulder of one of the
lower hills sloping down from Mt. Tanta-
lus. Look out between the royal palms
on the terrace, and you will see the city
almost submerged in a sea of greenery,
like a swimmer floating on hiz back in
tranquil waters. Beyond the long beach
is a lagoon of translucent ague marina,
and beyond that the silver curve of the
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surf on the coral reef, and beyond that the
intense cobalt blue of the Pacific. To the
left lies the fulvous shape of DMamond
Head, like a lion conchand, looking out to
sea. Farther to the east, and sweeping
around into the north, rise the dark peaks
of the Koolau Range, embracing the
Manoa Valley. Here and there you zee
the roofs of houses among the trees, the
long arcades of Punahou School, the
white facade of the College of Hawaii, the
many windows of the Mid-Pacific Insti-
tute,—(never a place with so many fine
schools as Honolulu 1),  But for the maost
part it is a tree-top view, like that from
the cottape in the last scene of *Peter
Pan.”

Under the trees, and clambering over
them, what flowers and wvines! Tall
hedges of hibiscus all abloom with scarlet
and white and rose and crimson of every
shade: masses of climbing Bougainvillea
covered with light purple or flame-colored
flowers: fragrant plumarias with clusters
of pale white, or ivory vellow, or shell
pink: lilies, milk-white or tawny orange:
allamanda vines thickly =et with rich
golden trumpets, and honeysuckles with
coral red: oleanders, white and rose: aca-
cias, drooping aurcate plumes, or cluster-
ing pink blossoms like apple-trees in
May: intense burning red of Poinsettia
and Poinciana: heavenly blue of ‘a tree
whose name I do not know, but whose
rare beauty I shall never forget. They
tell me that later in the season the long
wall around Oahu College, where the
night-blooming cereus covers the stones,
will break into a glory of white bloom.
But I can't wait for that.

The sea iz as rich in colors as the land.
The water changes its hues like peacock-
feathers. The fsh heneath it are wvivid
as if they had been dipped in rainbows.
You may see them in plass tanks at the
Aquarium,~—weird, amazing creatures,
some with long bills like birds, others with
floating plumes and pennants,—streaked
and striped and speckled, as if a mad
painter had decorated them. T could not
get rid of the feeling that they had been
fabricated for the amusement of the visi-
tor. But when I went on a picnic in the
lonely, lovely bay of Hanama I saw them
and caught them among the coral and
lava rocks, at the foot of huge cliffs where
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the long waves rolled and broke in foun-
tains of high-spouting foam. Those fish
were quite as quaint as their cousins in
the Aquarium: pale green, fringed with
azure and banded obliquely with broad
sirips of black; bright blue, with orange
fins, and on the sides a damascened pat-
tern of mauve amnd apple-green; dark
green, bordered with dark Dblue, and in-
laid across the body with lozenges of
crimson.

I tell vou we caught fish there that
were ahsolutely incredible. [ disbelieved
in them even while they Bapped upon the
rocks, Butone I firmly believed in,—the
golden giant, with a beak like an eagle's
and a tail like & lyvre-hird's, which the lady
avowed she saw swimming disdainfully
around her hook in the clear water. She
angled for him with the patience of a
saint, the hope of a poet, and the courage
of 4 hero. The waves swirled about her
knees; the spray dashed over her shoul-
ders; her mind was firmly set upon that
preposterous, scornful fish. But she never
caught him. That is why I believe in
him,

On the way home from our motor-rides
wee would stop at some convenient place,
—oftenest at the long beach of Kahala,—
and have a swim in the sea. The water
was warm, and soft as silk. Within the
lagoon it was still, but on the reef beyond
the biz waves were roaring, (as Bottom
says,) “gently as any sucking dove.”
Bathing in the Pacific 15 a pastime fit for
Paradise. I trust that some equivalent
substitute for it will he provided in that
world where, 5t. John tells us, “There
shall be no more sea.”

At Waikiki Beach we tried the surf-
riding in a long, narrow, outrigger-canoe,
You paddle out a quarter of a mile, be-
yond the breakers; then you wait fora big
roller,—a decuman, the Romans called it,
believing that the tenth wave was always
the larpest. But the muscular Hawaiian
boy who steers, (adequately clothed in a
loin-cloth and hiz bronzed skin,) knows
nothing of Latin superstitions. He feels
by instinct when the roller is coming;
swings the dugout toward the beach and
gives a yell; everybody paddles hard; the
water swells beneath us, rises, sweeps [or-
ward, breaks into foam: and the canoe is
carried swiftly on the crest, smothered in
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spray,—impelled by an immeasurable
force, yet guided straight by human will
and skill, unable to turn back, yet safe in
darting forward,—till the wave sinks in
soft ripples on the sand. That is the joy
of motion: to ride on something that is
infinitely stronger than vou, and yet to be
the master of your course. I is the thrill
of tobogganing, skate-sailing, air-planing,
surf-riding,—to feel yourself borne along
by the irresistible, but still the captain of
vour own little ship!

I have delayed too long, perhaps, in the
description of the scene and the accom-
paniments of the Mid-Pacific Pageant of
which I set out to tell you. Yet here
(and often elsewhere in the waorld,} the
stage belongs to the play, and the décor
is part of the action.

In the spacious park of Punahou
School, (founded by the missionaries,)
there is a broad playground called Alex-
ander Field, (given by the descendants of
missionaries, ) and behind this rises Rocky
Hill, a considerable height, with grassy
slopes strewn with blocks of lava, and a
shallow wvalley in the centre, leading hy
easy gradations toward the summit,
The vsual arrangement of an outdoor play
isreversed,  The audience and the chorus
occupy the level: the actors move in the
amphitheatre above them, going and
coming by their palm-screened exits;
makai, seaward,—mauka, toward the
mountains,

Seven hundred voices are in the chorus,
gathered from various schools and col-
leges, including Hawaiians, Filipinos, Jap-
anese, Chinese, Portuguese, Porto Ricans
and Caucasians. In the audience there
seem Lo be ten or twelve thousand, scat-
tered over the playing-field and the grassy
slopes  and  terraces around it. The
pageant represents the history of Hawaii
for a hundred wvears, from the arrival of
the first miszionaries from New England
in t8zq, down to the present day. It is
difficult to compress so long a period into
sooshort a show. To tell the truth, there
are some ancient ways and manners in the
record which must be left invisible; and
some modern episodes which the most
raging realist would not eare to put upon
the stage; and some political complica-
tiong and intrigues which not even the
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most confidential chorus and the most
claborate tableaux could fully present.
But the main story, the story of thE
things that really count and signify,
simple enough. Miss Ethel Damon haa
told it with admirable skill in her scenario
and text; and Miss Jane Winne has pre-
luded and accompanied it with excellent
music.

The performance opens with Beetho-
ven's “Hymn of Creation,” rendered by
the Hawaiian Band. Then comes a choral
overture suggesting the state of civil war
on the islands, the unrest and confusion
caused by the old fabu system, and the
comparative unity and peace brought by
the victories of that beneficent tyrant,
Kaméhaméha 1, the Charlemagne of sav-
ages. Then comes the appeal to the
imagination through the eves, in color,
movement and human action.

You must know a little about the his-
tory in order to follow the story closely,
and to supply in imagination the darker
elements of human sacrifice and infanti-
cide and drunkenness and debauchery
which so nearly turned the Hawaiian
drama into an irremediable tragedy.
But even without this knowledge vou can
feel the magic of the scene; the glorious
setting of the play between the mountains
and the sea; the little human shapes com-
ing and going along the grassy trails,
among the scattered rocks and wind-
tozzed trees; bare, brown arms and legs
glistening in the sun, many-colored gar-
ments fluttering in the breeze, files and
groups and crowds of men and women
and children forming and dissolving
around certain dominant figures,—a chap-
ter of the human romance, unfolded on
the breast of nature, heneath the open
sky, in the light of the Eternal Presence.

The first picture shows the royal state
of Kamé¢haméha the Great, the native
congqueror of the islands. Ancient rites
and customs are displaved: old women
beating bark for fapa-cloth, old men pre-
paring poi, chiefs and chiefesses paving
homage, commoners bringing their trib-
ute of food and garments, all prostrating
themselves before the monarch; a proces-
sion of soldiers and priests, carrying tall
standards of war and hideous idols, the
ugliest and most sacred of which is the
red god of battle; a great feast spread on
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the ground; kula-hula dancing by beauti-
ful damsels with mild reservations. 1t is
a confused, barbaric scene, dominated by
the tall old King in his cloak and helmet
of red and yellow feathers. He is gloomy
and unsatisfied, all-powerful and sad: h:s
red god gives him no counsel for the using
of his power. He vainly seeks enlighten-
ment from his oldest priest and from one
of the white men in his train. Silent and
sombre, “the Lonely One" stalks off
toward the sea, and the crowd melts
AWEY.

The second picture shows the breaking
of the ancient fabu system and the de-
struction of the idols. The new King,
Liholiho, is afraid at first, but his reluc-
tance is overcome by the Queen, and the
Queen Regent, who is in effect the most
powerful person in the islands. It is the
women who have suffered most from the
tyranny of fabw, which forbade them to
eat with their fathers, hushands, or male
children, and prohibits them from using
the most nourishing foods, under pen-
alty of death. Womanhood rebels. The
Queen eats a forbidden banana with her
little son. Thus the fabu is badly cracked
if not smashed. The Queen Regent
argues, (and perhaps threatens,) with the
Eing until he wields. The idols are
thrown down, trampled under ioot,
burned. The bands of ancient, cruel
superstition are loosed.

{But note here, reader, a strange fact
unknown to the audience. The native
Hawalian actors cast for the part of icon-
oclasts, alarmed by the mysterious death
of one of their number a few davs before,
declined to play the rile of idol-breakers.
Their place has to be supplied by Filipino
and Chinese actors, whose subconscious
minds have no roots of association with
these particular images. Ewven in the
twentieth century, as the Romans said
long ago, “vou can't expel nature with a
pitchfork,"—nor with a pageant.)

The third and fourth pictures show the
arrival of the Christian missionaries from
New England,—seven men and seven
women, with five children,—and the be-
ginning of their work. The crisis of peril
in their first reception, the gentle per-
suasions by which they win a welcome and
permission to stay, the busy-ness of their
early days in teaching the gentle savages
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the rudiments of learning and the arts of
peace, are well depicted.  The contrast in
dress between the styles of New Haven
and of Hawaii in 1820 is striking. The
compromise invented for the native
women in the shapeless form of the fo-
Toku, (a kind of outdoor nightgown,) is not
altogether successful, but brilliant colors
zave it. Conch-shells call the children to
open-air schools, Spinning-wheels are
brought out. Needles get busy. A great
white cross is disclosed at the top of the
hill. Allegorical figures of Faith, Hope,
and Charity, clad respectively in blue,
pale green, and rose chiffon, flutter
around, pretty and futile as allegorical
figures usually are. The new era has
begun. The details of hard work and
strupgle and danger and privation are
written in the diaries and letters and
records of the missionaries. Only the
symbolic picture is shown here,—Chris-
tian love and courage setting out to rescue
a generous, warm-hearted race from the
degrading vices of so-called civilization
without a religion, and to heal the poison-
sores left by the fetters of hoary supersti-
tion.

The most dramatic episode in the story
is shown in the fifth picture. Kapiolani,
a noble princess of the islands, resolves (o
defy the goddess Pele, fierce mistress of
undying fire, who dwells in the seething,
fame-spouting crater of Kilauea. The
princess, personated by a stately Ha-
waiian woman, climhs the crag on which
a mimic volcano has been built. The
voleano emits sufficient red fire and black
smoke to suggest the terrifying reality to
the imagination, The princess picks the
sacred berries, which it is death to touch
on the way up the mountain, stands on
the brink of the crater and eats them,
scornfully tossing the stones into the lake
of fire and cryving * Jehovah is my God !
The great defiance is accomplished and
the power of Pele over the souls of men is
broken. Tennyson wrote one of his lat-
est poems, Kapiolani, on this theme.

(But remember, reader, what happened
only a few years ago in the wonderful
Bishop Muszeum, where the antiquities of
the island are collected. A miniature
fefgu,~temple of the old gods—was set
up in the central hall. It was almost
completed; council-chamber of the priests,

enclosure walled with blocks of lava, black
altar overshadowed by grinning idols,—
all done but the slab for human sacrifice.
A Hawaiian youth, working upon the roof,
stepped by accident on the glass skylight
of the hall, and fell through. His head
was shattered on the altar, his blood
stained the sands around it. Crowds of
the Hawailans came ta look at the place.
They shook their heads pravely and whis-
pered one to another: “That was the only
way,—no human sacrifice, no temple ™)

Come back to the pageant on the sunny
hillside. The four remaining pictures
display the reign of law under the Magna
Charta of King Kaméhaméha IT11; the
development of modern industriez; the
union of Hawaii with America in 1808;
and a review of the progress of a cen-
tury. There is considerable allegory in the
presentation; but the redeeming touch of
reality is ever present in the fact that the
chief actors are the descendants of the
missionaries and of the Hawaiians whom
they came so far to teach,

In the last scene more than two thou-
sand people, from all the Christian
Schools and the so-called * constructive
agencies ' of all races on the islands, take
part. - With waving flags and many-col-
ored banners they stream up the green
hill. Forming a huge open triangle, with
the point toward the great cross at the
top, the living symbol hangs poised in the
light of the descending sun. The palms
wave and rustle in the breeze. The white
surf murmurs on the distant reef. The
Lilue Pacific heaves and sparkles far away.
The light clouds drift across the turquoise
skyv. Ower the fair stage and the finished
pageant sounds Haydn's glorious hymn,
“The Heavens are Telling the Glory of
God.™”

Shall T leave my story of pictures, im-
pressions, memories, and hopes in Hawaii,
just there? What can I add to it that
may not darken counsel by words without
knowledge ?

The beautiful territory in the sea is full
of people now, gathered from many lands,
speaking diverse tongues, and thinking
different thoughts,—Hawaiians and half-
Hawaiians, Caucasians, Filipinos, Kore-
ans, Chinese, and 120,000 Japanese,—as
many from Nippon as from any four of
the other races. Problems of race-mix-
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ture, of education, of capital and labor, of
civic progress,or reaction, of democratic
government without class tyranny, must
be met and =olved. The people of Ha-
wail have their work cut out for them.
The Governmenl of the United States
must stand by them steadily.  There will
be showers, storms, tempests of unrest;

The Point of View

but T think there will be no cataclysm of
destruction. The spirit which guided the
missionaries will prove equal to its new
tasks. The music of hope will lead on-
ward for the glory of God, And in due
time there will be a new star, a bright
tranguil all-Pacific star, in the tlag of the
American Union.

THE POINT OF VIEW

Y mother detested slang. The use of
M slang expressions was to her some-
thing very closely akin Lo making
up 4 bed without properly airing it or go-
ing lo a party without a clean handkerchief.
When my sister or I used some of the
slang of our day, she used to say
plaintively that she couldn’t think
where we got hold of such expres-
sipns. Had any one said to me then that
my mother used slang 1 should have been
incredulons  and  very  likely indignant.
While I considered my own right to a lati-
tude of language inalienable Lo my youth, T
felt, if only subconsciously, that mothers
{and especially mine, who was of the good
old-fashioned variety of genuine mothers)
were different. One would no more expect
them to wse slang than one would expect
them to wear short skirts, or dance, or ride
a bicycle, or want the largest helping of ice-
cream. I am sure if I had heard my mother
say  “rmbbermneck” or “for the love of
Mike," the sound of such words on her lips
would have horrified me even more than
they horrified her when she heard them on
mine,

It was only recently that the great reve-
lation came to me. Harking back to my
childhood T had used one of myv mother's
favorite words, “‘rambunctions,” and was
promptly asked what it meant by a person
who had not had the advantage of being
brought up in New England. Surprised at
her ignorance, T explained at once that it
was my mother’s word for—well, for what ?
1 had to put my reluctant brain to work be-
fore I could find words that gave even a

faint flavor of what mother meant when she
said: “Now VoL children, you clear r]ghl
oul of this kitchen, you're getting altogether
too rambunctious.” Not satisfied with my
own definition, I finally sought Mr. Web-
ster's aid. Rambunctious was not in the
abridged on my desk. When [ had turned,
grumbling at the words they select to leave
out of the abridged, to the unwieldy colos-
sus in the hall, I could scarcely believe my
knowledge of the sequence of the alphabet.
But a careful resurvey failed to find me
tr:ipping. Eambunctious was not there
The dictionary passed blithely on from
rambler to rameal (the same as ramal, if
you musi know).

As T lawd the dictionary down, a new light
burst upon me.  Rambunctious was not a
word in good standing. What was it then
but the slang of an older generation. My
mother kad wsed slang. All the time she was
hewailing the lanpuapge of the new genera-
tion (as always the most unmanageable and
radical generation that ever made moralists
wonder what the world was coming Lo, and
Aunt Tabitha refer dismally to the happy
times forly summers ago when she was a
girl and th-.*_].' neyer t!'ll,{ 5:1], my maother her-
self wias using the slang of her day and gen-
eration.

Since that time I have been collecting my
mother’s slang as 1 {found myself using it.
The next phrase to be added to my collec-
tion after I had safely laid away *ram-
bunctious' in the lavender of memory
(" rampageous,” by the way, is the nearest
synonym of any word indorsed by Web-
ster) was the phrase “spudge around™
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Again I could hardly believe my eves when
the dictionary passed obliviously from spud
{not a potato, at all, but a spear) to spue,
“opudge’” was one of my mother’s favaorite
and most forceful words, frequently used in
the hope of accelerating our dressing in the
morning. Why is it, by the way, that a
child who is like quicksibver in his motions
all the rest of the day will dawdle over his
dressing? Can it be because he has 20 re-
cently laid aside the trailing clouds of glory
{which had no troublesome buttons and
buttonhaoles) and unconsciously resents the
prison-house of conventional clothing into
which he is being ruthlessly driven? That
theory ought to delight the student of child
psychology in his eternal quest for ways to
make life a little easier for the child and a
little harder for the parent, but T am afraid
my mother would not have cottoned to it
“T'd like to see him trying to get three
dawdling children ready for school,” I can
hear her say. *I guess he'd soon be trying
to make them spudge round a little”

This vigorous phrase also associates itself
with my memaory of my mother's relations
with the hired girl, whose composite per-
sonality holds as vivid a place in my mem-
ories of childhood as that of any other mem-
ber of the family. My mother did not quite
venture, even in those days of relative in-
dependence, to use that phrase to the girl,
but it was a favorite in referring to her.
She never saw any one so slow, my mother
asserted (it mattered not of which); she
moved like cold molasses; if she would only
spudge around, get her work done, she'd
get out in some kind of season.

Theére were six in our family in those
davs, we lived in a rambling, old-fashioned
house with steps up here and steps down
there, thick carpets on every floor, six
kerosene-lamps to be filled daily, a kitchen
that would have made a perfect bad exam-
ple for a household efficiency expert (my
mother used to call the trip from the dining-
tabile to the ice-chest in the shed a Sahbath-
day’s journey), and the girl did all the heavy
part of the routine work, much of the
plainer cooking and all the washing, includ-
ing sheets and pillow-cases for six beds. I
think she received some three dollars a week
for these labors, and I well remember, when
she asked for three and a half, the family
councils as to whether to vield to her ex-
travagant demands or to let her depart and

take one with ideas less “high falutin®"
(my mother's slang again).

Another expression that sometimes took
the place of " spudge around,” or in severe
cases was used as supplementary to it, is
that wonderful New Englandism “git up
and git." Did vou ever know a noun (for
as such 1t 13 used) that had a more racy ful-
ness of meaning than that? The world, as
Mr. Burgess has so well remarked, is di-
vided {or each one of us into two classes, the
classifications varying according to our out-
look. With some the classification is the
people who eat olives and the people who
don't, with others (himseli ATmOng them) the
Bromides who use Bromidioms and the Sul-
phides who don't. Toa true New Englander
the sh eep and goats were separated by that
one great test. Had they *pit up and git,"
or had they not?

It would be treason to some of my most
cherished memories to pass on from those
two phrases without stopping to chronicle
a further plea which, although it is not cx-
actly a slang expression, is laid away with
them in my lavender of memory. When we
had been vigorously appealed to * to spudge
around " or Lo “show some git up and git,"”
mother would sometimes soften her urgency
by adding: ** To-day’s Monday, to-morrow’s
Tuesday, next day’s Wednesday, here's half
the week gone and no work done yet"
When she first said that, she explained to us
that it was what her mother used to say to
her, and after that I always liked to hear it
because it worked for me that misty mir-
acle which every child loves to contemplate
and never more than half believes—my
mother a little girl with a mother of her
own telling her to do things.

Sometimes mother’s slang was only a
slight contraction or variation of some ac-
cepted word, but the variation always had
a good deal more richness of suggestion
than the legalized word. Take for instance
mother's word “finicky.”" Doesn't that
make vou see the kind of child vou would
like to borrow for the sake of spanking him,
picking at his food and whining that he
doesn’t want this and doesn™t like that,
much better than if the dictionary word
“finical ™ were used to describe him?

Another word of somewhat similar con-
struction to “finicky,” but without its close
alliance to a word accepted by Webster, was
“pudgicky.” Pudgicky secems to have
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sprung full-formed out of some one's need of
vigorous expression.  The word “pudgy ™ is
in the dictionary, but there is no connection
between its meaning of “fat" or “stodgy™
and what mother inferred when she zaid
that one of us children seemed to be * pud-
gickv " this morning. I wish I might know
whether the readers who have not heard the
word before (if such there be) can guess by
instinct or by the help of onomatopoeia just
what that word means. Please first make
your puess and then check it up by the next
sentence. When one pot out of the wrong
side of the bed in the morning, one's dis-
position was referred to as pudgicky.

Most of mother’s words T have heard else-
where in homes where they are as much
heirlooms as the old china or the sampler or
the piece of Chippendale (even though those
who have this rich inheritance do not rec-
ognize them as such), but now and then
there is one that I have never happened Lo
hear from any lips but hers. Such a one is
“rideout.” What does it mean? I can tell
you hest by using it in the one way in which
my mother always used it. “My good-
ness," she would say when she eame into a
room where we children had been playing
house some rainy afternoon, “ what fave you
children been doing?  This room certainly
looks like ridesut.” Go into your children's
playroom some rainy afternoon and 1 think
yvou will know what “looks like rideout™
means,

Another phrase which I have never heard
any one else use is the one my mother em-
ployved to describe an overornamented room
that tried to achieve prandeur and sie-
ceeded only in being mussy, or an over-
elaborate eostume in which too much orna-
ment attempted to conceal bad lines. **She
looks,” mother would say of the wearer of
such a costume, “as if she tried to and
couldn't."

“Got his comeuppance™ is a more fa-
miliar phrase and one to which I notice a
tendency to return.  Several times of late T
have fallen upon it in the magazines of the
day either in that form or the slight modifi-
cation “got come up with."" It is, I think,
an excellent revival., Surely no other phrase
in our language expresses our satisfaction at
seeing the wrong-doer in life or the book
“pet his' as well as that, *“Poetic justice”
is & weak phrase of inbred lineage compared
to Lhat vigorous, compelling child of the peo-
ple,—"“got his comeuppance.”

The Point of View

Owver and over again since I have begun
to take notice of it, I have found myself
using mother's slang. My collection of it is
one of my most intimate and vital memories
of her. Surely slang like that has a right to
live. Imevitably I wonder if this present
day is furnishing us with such a heritage,
Will my children look back to their mother's
slang with affection and hand it on to their
children ?

I should like to think so, but I am assailed
by doubts. We use our slang 20 hard these
days that T am afraid it is completely worn
out when we finish with it, and hardly worth
handing dewn. And besides, is it not—like
the furniture of to-day—more cheaply made
than the slang of an older day? Isn't much
of the slang of this generation manufactured
in the word factory of some writer of mu-
sical comedy or stage patter instead of in the
home or the village shop where our grand-
fathers' slang—and furniture—was made?

of speculation from prehistoric times.
All men have to die, and this con-
sciousnezs will exercize an influence on how
they live, whether they believe in a fu-
ture state of rewards and punishments or
look forward only to living after
death in l.h'[: memories of r_:ml"l!—:ind. i P

The evidence of paradise is not -
sufficient to convince one who docs not care
to believe. Doubtless the atheist and the
agnostic have their rewards, but not in this
life on carth—though Bradlagh may have
gob a curious emasculated joy from his de-
nunciations of the possibility of God, ¥Yet
Bradlagh did protest too much. The very
spectacle of men come together to inveigh
against the existence of the Almighty indi-
cates Lthe important place which he holds in
their lives,

The most important discovery made in
man's investigations of the universe is the
law of evolution. To every thoughtiul
person, on first grasping the import of this
doctrine, comes the question at what par-
ticular point in the ascent of man did he he-
come possesaed of 4 soul.  Religious peaple
whose faith outruns their knowledge or in-
tellect - hesitate to consider this question.
Let them be; but vou and I cannot go on
and leave this undemolished spectre in our
TCar.

The answer, as given by Sir Oliver Lodge,
15 that man had a soul when first e hecame

TH]:‘, soul of man has been a chief topic

Some Poasihiliti-s
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aware of the promptings of his conscience:
when he responded to a sense of shame. Ay,
that is the great distinction between man
and the beast. A tiger or a cow has no con-
science, and so no soul.  They are mere bags
of water responding automatically to stim-
uli, Certain circumstances, mirrored in
their brains, will produce foretellable re-
flexes as surely as the levers control the
man-made machine,

Min, too, is largely an instinetively react-
ing motor—and wvet ever and again an in-
nate sense of right and wrong comes between
the sensory sensation and the motor im-
pulse, and stays his hand. 1f he disoheys
this monitor his punishment is inevitable.
He will even kill himself to escape its tor-
tures, »

Man cannot explain this thing, but his
life iz governed by it. If one be born with-
out it his fellows call him mad, and, so far as
they can, render him impotent for good or
evil.

Raymond reported from the Bevond that
his dog was with him. Has, then, a 1.1ug i
soul 2 Quite possibly, as a kind of corollary
to man's soul.  With perhaps the exception
af the elephant, the dog is the only animal
which gives any indications of conscience or
a sense of shame.,  He has lived 2o long with
man that he haz caught something of the
human spirit. It is not for nothing that we
speak of a “hanpgdog' look, and the calen-
dar of dog's sacrifices—even of his life—for
man or for what he conceives to be his duty
comes dawn from the mists of the carly days
of man's nativity. Affection in & horse is
merely a lively senze of favors to come; in
a dog it reaches the heights of selflessness.

With the fate of Hamlet belore us we
should beware of too continual reference
to fundamentals. Introspection leads to
spiritual zeli-consciousness, and the soul
thrives best in the man who does his duty
in that state of life to which he is called.
When one realizes that material success is
not synonymous with happiness, one can
rest one's soul in peace.

The church is a necessary medium of ex-
pression for some, but not for all. It fur-
nishes a sphere of activity quite independent
of any accountability to earthly employers,
and for those whose calling here is humble
and apparently unimportant this opportu-
nity for exercising dizeretion in transcendent
mattiers is something that makes life worth
living.
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Thiz aspiration for a soul-satisfying occu-
pation is common to all mankind, Tt lies at
the base of our labor troubles and the un-
rest of the world. It breeds heroism and
crime. It makes for selfishness and for sac-
rifice. It is the great neglected factor in our
industrial system, the ever-present modifier
of the logical laws of economics.

Oncethe fact of life after death be scientif-
ically established so as to be accepted uni-
vqrrﬁ.‘t”}r, it will affect the relations of men far
maore ELIII.tl;LI'!!E:ll;lIJy than the demonstra-
tion of the law of evolution. Not one man
in a thousand is aware of the extent of the
operation of evolution, yel its acceptance
by the world colors all his life.

Now I confess that I have discussed these
matters with John, my gardener, in the in-
Lervals of his e'-.*r_-ning ministrations to my
vegetables, and with somewhat disappoint-
ing results.  John believes, so he says, in a
future state of rewards and punishments,
and adheres to the account of ereation given
in Genesis in preference to that offered by
Darwin, Indeed, the day after I explained
Me. Darwin's l]1f_1‘1r_\.r Lo juhtl I was visited
by the local Methodist minister, so that 1
suspect that John was previously unaware
of the doctrine of evolution. In view of
the fact that I had supposed that it was
universally accepted, this was somewhat dis-
concerting to me, and considerably con-
fitmed John in his opinion that 1'was un-
reliable and irreligious. The Methodist
minister also assured me that I was mis-
taken i thinking that most men had doubis
of the exiztence of paradise. In fact, he
mentioned sa many examples, including
John, of firm believers that T was :lu[!,u con-
fonnded.

He finally asked me why I went out of my
way to assume the acceptance of the truth
of evolution, as to which there was much
doulbit, and to doubt the general acceplance
of the existence of heaven, which he had
just demonstrated. I admitted I was mis-
taken.

But some day I am going o ask that ras-
cal, John, whether he believes the earth goes
roune the sun; and if he says of course he
knows it does, T am going to ask him what
miakes him think so.  He will not know, but
when he accepts the existence of a here-
after with the same part of his mind that he
now accepts the theory of the salar system,
whether he understands it all or not, there
will be a profound change in this world.
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AN APPRECIATION

P:}-‘ Lucia Fairchild Fuller, A.N.A.

N 1841 there did not exist in America
I what one could precisely call a fashion

in art. So far az ®sthetics went, a calm
and static period was over the land, and
into this peried, in South Carclina, on
January 12 of that vear, Edward Lamson
Henty was born. It is not often that the
date and place of & man's birth are of any
great relevance in regard

nore the other. While every little shop-
girl has to wear a skirt of the “right " length,
a hat of the “right” shape, a sleeve full or
narrow, short or long, according to the
lutest dictates of fashion; while every pa-
tive of a South African tribe must put on
nose-ring or feathers exactly as fashion pre-
scribes, a duchess in London may go to a

social function in shabby

to his later work in the
world, but in E. L.
Henry's case the tie he-
tween his carly influences
and his later production
is &0 intimate that the
fact must beimmediately
told, and should be kept
in consideration.

Among the old South-
ern gentlefolk with whom
Mr. Henry's early vears
were spent there was as
simple an assurance of
good faith as is to be

clothes, dressed in a way
our little shop-gir]l would
despise.  Indeed she of-
ten does so, for, with her,
realities have long since
taken the place of ap-
pearances, and the duties
and responsibilities of
her position are to her of
greater moment than her
costume. Insuch anold,
long eivilized place it is
in fact almost axiomatic
that indifference to dress

found in any of his paint-
ings; as passionate and
as exact an interest in
early American history; as great a polish of
surface; as ine an appreciation of finish in
detail.  There was also the same self-respect
and belief in their own standards; such as
that which led Mr. Henry through all his
long life to continue painting the sort of
subjects which he had begun by painting,
and in the same manner in which he had
first treated them; as unconscious ap-
parently of the changing fashions in art as
the true gentleman of South Carolina re-
mained unconscious of the changing fashions
in thought and in manners during his day.

For there are fashions in art and in
thought as definitely as there are in dress,
and just as it takes a great lady to ignore
the one, so it takes a high character to ig-
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From Mr. Henry's Sketch-book.

proves good breeding;
just as in every country,
in the realms of thought
and art, as well as in
the lesser one of dress, a sincere disregard
of fashion is apt to prove the existence
of some standard which more than takes
fashion's place. But by the disregard of
fashion I do not mean the conscious court-
ing of eccentricily—which amounts guite
simply to “bad form,"” worse form, truly,
than being fashion’s slave. The existence
of a standard must always be found before
any height of character can be proved, and
such a standard wsually rizes higher than
intellect, higher than courage itself.

It is such a standard as Pasteur held in
the midst of a society where, if any one
wished to be clazszed among the “intellec-
tuals," he was forced to embrace agnosti-
cism to avoid being set down as a hope-
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less. back number mentally. To one of

these modish agnostics who seornfully asked
Fasteur how, as a scientist, he could still
cling to old superstitions, and go to DMass
every day on his way Lo his laboratory, Pas-
teur made his famouz reply:

“Remember,” he said, I
fenow very little. Tamonly a
Breton peasant, with a simple
Breton peasant's piety. If I
knew maore,” he added, *'I
might hope to have the picty
of a Breton peasant's wife”

There iz something of that
same high simplicity in the
way in which E. L, Henry helid
always to the conception of
heauty in which he was reared.
There is certainly the same
steadfastness.

His early art education was
given him in Philadelphia, in
New York, and later in Paris,
where for a short time he
studied under Courhet. The
technique of painting he
learned, and learnéed thorough-
Iy but his esthetic principles
seem to have remained
throughout unchanged, He
didd not search through the
history of painting, and choose
among the different periods
and schools what zeemed to
him the highest ideal to follow
(as Kenyvon Cox did, later),
but with the unconscious love of a child he
clung to the particular form of beauly in
which he had been brought up, the care for
fine Aowered materials, for smocth warmth

t820-1828

of color, for historic and actual truth in
detail.

Very early in his life he began to exhibit
the pictures he created.  Very early, and
so0n after his return to America, a great
succezs came to him.  In t86q, when he was
only twenty-eight vears old, he was elected
a Wational Academician; which was then,
as it 15 now, a very high honor for any Amer-
ican artist, and which has almost never heen
attained by a man s0 young.

His pictures were very popular and sold
readily.  Indeed, at that time they were
fashionable, and American buyers sought
eagerly to possess each of his gquaint scenes
of New England colonial—or especially
l:url:l.' nincl:a;r:nth-u:untury—]ifu ns ﬂ'lr:'_',' ap-
peared. From the fiest theze pictures had a
quaint and deeply personal touch, making
every one of them memorable. Sometimes

I1||:_'.' represented interiors where slim, ring-
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Yellow, edge hlack.

From Mr. Henry's Sketch-haok,

leted maidens sat in fowered mushin EOWS
Somelimes Lhe subject would be a couple
driving in zome primeval buggy, rendered
in each particular with the utmost historic
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aecuracy—a yvoung man in shining high hat,
in lavender pantaloons, and a bottle-green
coat of huge bygone lapels, escorting a
dainty and pelissed young lady who nestled
by his side. A handsome colonial house
might be in the background, er an historic
tavern, painted with the same meticulous
care for the facts of truth as were the old
vehicle and the costumes of its occupants.

The Field of Art

torical Society at Albany, is 4 more amhbi-
tious and a more important piece of work.
But this “'New England Railway Station™
sold for the then large price of five hundred
and thirty dollars, and was admired by
every picture lover in the land,

His sucecess and fame, however, did not
turn Mr. Henry's head. He was pleased,
naturally, but he was also indifferent. In

00l 51 Marks-in-the-Bouwerie.

By permission of Mrs, E. L. Henry,

The .‘ll‘ﬂampzl.n_'ring illustrations show sev-
eral of his pictures, and give a better idea
of them than mere description can.  Some
may be of later date than this first period
of his greatest success, but as all who knew
him are aware, neither his subjects nor his
method of treating them ever changed.

In 1876 when his p'ul:un,* named ** Rail-
way Station—New England "' was exhibited,
he may be said to have reached his highest
pinnacle of national fame, although his large
picture, of the first r:i.]llwu:r train in America
I:un the old Mobhawk and Hudson, now the
New York Central), which hangs in the His-

the studio which he had built for himself at
Cragsmoor he continued to live with the
same simplicity as before; and he continued
there o paint, with the candor and the
ardor of a youth.

What to another nature would have
seemed bad days were ahead of him; but to a
man of his sincerity, his deep unquestioning
love of the beautiful as he conceived it, and
his unflagging interest in scenes and dress
of long ago, "“bad days" were powerless to
come. He was protected from them as if
by a magic circle made through the agency
of his own pure heart,
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S0 when the Esthetic Movement began,
when in 1885 Whistler’s *Ten O'Clock™
was published and was soon on every tongue,
when Japancse fans became *the rage," and
the name of Hokusai a household word—
Mr. Henry remained unconscious of the

L
£

E. L. Henry in his studio at Cragsmoor.

From a copyrighted photogruph by the Woodbury Hunt Company
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great change in the world of art around him,
His placid absorption in his own painting
and his own cccupations continued. He
would scour the countrvside for miles
arcund; dig out from some forgotten lum-
ber-room an old harness, the vse and style
ol which were both long over with; and
thiz he would have put in repair and pol-
ished so that the horses in his pictures might
e as n;|||'|'|_'r.15_'r accoutred in the mode of
their day as were his ladies, his gentlemen
and hiz grooms

Meantime the new Astheti
pained force. It became popularized by the
criticisms and the lectures of the unlortunate

Movement

The Field of Art

Dscar Wilde, In 1800 Whistle:'s “entle
Art of Making Enemies’ appeared, and the
slur cast at Frith {the English painter of
“Derby Dav" and hike subjects) was often
thrown at Mr. Henry’s name. Whistler's
guit for libel against Ruskin iz the first
thing in the book, and in the
course of 1t Frith is quoted
as sayving that in hiz vouth
it was the toss of a penny
whether be should become
an artist or an auctioneer;
and Whistler in a bitter side-
noteobserves: * He evidently
tossed the pennv.” S0 when
Mr., Henry's name was men-
tioned one often heard 1t said
that “he must have tossed
the penny too.

Az indifferent and as tran-
quil as before, E. L. Henry
kept on an the path which
had lain so brightly before
hiem in his youth. If his sun
were under a cloud he did
not seem to notice it, and
fortunately there was always
in his work a genuine attrac-
tive quaininess so that still
his pictures sold.  And times
had 2o changed that while in
1876 five hundred and thirty
dollars was a large sum to
pay for a painting, 1t was by
18go a moderate amount,
and his prices did not have

to change.

It was not long, however,
before another new move-
ment, and a vel more poweT-
ful one, again changed the
fushions in art. This was the Impressionist
Movement, with its introduction of the
spectrum and the scientific use of color in
painting.

The old Hudson Eiver Schoal with which,
althongh he did not actually belong to it,
Mr. Henry was closely allied, was fairly
beaten from the field, Some of its old ad-
herents changed to the new method. Some
disappeared. One I remember meeting who
said to me with a certain dignified pathos:
“Once all I had to do was to paint a goad
picture, and it sold., Now I am sweeping
out studios for vounger men.” .

Even through this débicle E. L. Henry



Westover, the James River. Campaign of 1863

In the possession of the Century Club, New York
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survived; painted as he had always painted,
ani sold hiz pictures as he had always sold
them. And when in 1go6 the National
Academy of Design coalesced with the So-
ciety of American Aritsts—which was made
up of these now successiul younger men—
and when, consequently, an academician, in-
stead of having a right te hang several
pictures on the line in every exhibition, was
only allowed one picture, and that hung
where the hanging committee pleased, still
Mr. Henry survived, unchanged, untroubled,
steadfast, and happy and gentle as of old.

As a matter of fact, although during the
first vears of this régime Mr. Henry's small
canvases were sometimes discourteously
used, it was not for long. After a picture or
two of his had been **skyved,” or hung in
what 15 known as the Academy’s Morgue
{a room lit only by artificial light), back to
the line and back to the best gallery they
came. Fashionable or unfashionable, thev
were of too great a popular interest to be
maltreated or ignored forany length of time.

What E. L. Henry supremely gave us
has, in a sense, nothing to do with art at

The Field of Art

all,  Just as Pasteur gave us nothing in re-
ligion, but did give us a new illumination in
science, so did Mr. Henry give us, not a con-
tribution to art itself, but the unconscions-
Iv rendered portrait of a nature ag beauti-
ful as it was rare.  Victor Hugo's lines,

" Sa douce Bonne fof,
Sa voix qui veut tout dice ™

would come, perforce, inte oné's mind on
looking at one of his pictures. The soul of
a child seemed alwavs there revealed, and
written large for all to see and tolove. Life
was transmuted into g richer thing to those
to wham this tender personal vision came.

And if Mr. Henry’s paintings are no
more connected with the general history of
art than Mr. John 5. Sargent has declared
the drawings of William Blake to be, they
are connected with the history of our coun-
try and of its painting. In their rare sin-
L‘Eﬁt}f and their f]U.H.i.:I'lll'Ir_'ﬁﬁ it 15 my belief
that they will always be of interest and of
value to our people, and will throw an ever-
penetrating light into our vanished customs
and past social history.

Efection Dhay,
Tl quptest Lbitneen Jumes K. Polk and Henry Clay, 1844
By perimis=ion of Ars, E. L. Humry

A calendar of curreat art exhibitions will be foond on pags 5.



IN THE MIDDLE OF THE YEAR
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

IDSUMMER is not the time of
year in which people who are
watching either politics or finance get a
clear idea of the trend of events. That
may be partly because politicians, men
e of a:l:l'alrs, and the general
Geason »  Dublic, have scattered for
their summer vacations. Ac-
tive political campaigning is usually as
impracticable under such circumstances
as active trading on the commercial and
financial markets. The midsummer view
of affairs in either field is therefore always
uncertain, often confused and sometimes
cntirely mistaken. Experienced politi-
cians recognize these facts by taking it for
granted that no absolutely safe predic-
tion as to results of a presidential cam-
paign can be made before September,

There have been several campaigns in
our history of which it was commonly
said in October or November that the re-
sult had never been in doubt, and yet
whose result had actually been discussed
in July or August as extremely doubtiul.
The midsummer obscurity has affectied
not merely cloze contests like the election
of 1916 or the free-coinage campaign of
r8g6—in both of which the prevalent
political expectations of July were not ful-
filled—hut contests which turned out to
have been really one-sided from the first,
such as the campaign of Mr, Wilson
against a divided Republican party in
151z, or that which fnded in Roosevelt's
overwhelming victory in 19o4.

Each of those two. successiul candi-
dates was known to have had misgivings
as to the outcome, during the summer
months, President Lincoln, in his cam-
paign for re-election in 1864, carried every
State but three of the whole Union, and re-
ceived in November what was then much
the largest popular majority ever known,
Yet the midsummer outlook had been so
obscure that, on August 23 of the same

vear, that most astute of political ob-
servers wrote a personal memorandum
for his cabinet in which he declared that
*this morning, as for some days past, it
seems exceedingly probable that this ad-

ministration will not be re-elected,”
AS of the political outlook in mid-
summer, so of the financial. When
the great wave of war-time trade pros-
perity was nearly at its crest in the sum-
mer of 1915, Wall Street was still asking
anxiously and somewhat
sceptically whether our own gT’;‘mﬂ
country was really “headed Emcaﬂm
for prosperity.” There was
no doubt of the fact when the autumn
markets were in full swing of activity.
Under opposite conditions, the early sum-
mer months of 1007 were marked, even on
the Stock Exchange, by what seemerd
afterward to have been a curious illusion
of hopefulness.  The month of May had
been characterized by gloom, apprehen-
sion, money stringency, and falling mar-
kets, which turned out to have been the
correct foreshadowing of the conditions
destined to prevail in the autumn; but in
July the money market grew actually
easy, prices recovered on the stock mar-
ket .md Wall Street began to assure itself
that the threatened difficulties had been
averted. This year is not a 1915 and it
iz not a 1go7, but just now we are equally
in the seazon of uncertain judgment,
The business community and the finan-
cial markets certainly looked on apatheti-
cally as the presidential campaign was
outlined, During the weck before the
Republican convention, there had been
confident prediction in Wall Street that il
a “conservative nomination” were made
by the party which was expected to elect
its candidate, the reassured stock market
would indulge in a vigorous recovery.
Senator Harding was clearly not a
257
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radical candidate, but the Stock Ex-
change showed no emotion at his nomina-
tion. Probably it was more intent on its
own particular problems of financial con-
ditions than on the problems of presiden-
tial politics; and yet in a way its lack of
responsiveness reflected the attitude of
other parts of the country than Wall
Street.

RECISELY as the Republican con-
vention itself reverted for the first
time in thirty-two years to a deadlock in
the balloting, to a long serics of futile
votes and to the eventual choice of a
“dark horse candidate,”” so

Paolitical the people at larire seemed in
] . [ =] o

E::dldatcs the first discussions of the

Platforms  ticket to be reverting to the

position which used to be fa-
miliar in the eighties and seventics. In
those days, so tradition tellsus,a candidate
who was personally honest, and whose po-
litical intentions were known to be praise-
worthy, was accepted as a wise choice for
President. If his private and public
carcer was that of a mediocrity, it often
seemed as if the voters of his party were
better pleased with him for that very
reason. Perhaps there i= a certain in-
direct flattery of the average citizen, who
knows himself to be a commonplace per-
sonage, in proposing men for the Chief
Magistracy who are criticised for similar
lack of startling qualities. Possibly also—
for the electorate in a democracy has
fickle tastes—American citizens may have
become wearied by the occupancy of the
White House by two such forceful and
dominant personalities as Mr. Roosevelt
and Mr. Wilson.

It had been imagined that financial
markets might be moved by the character
of the political platforms, even if they
were nol excited by the personality of the
candidates, But in this direction also,
the response to actual developments was
apathetic. The chairman’s. *“key-note
speech ™ at the Chicago convention caused
a flicker of interest by its references to
currency and tariff; for those were the
old-time firebrands of political campaigns,
and there are still at least potentialities
of discord in both topics. Senator Lodge
told the convention that many vital eco-
nomic measures, and especially tariff

The Financial Situation

legislation, had been blocked by a hostile
administration, and that to accomplish
these measures the opposition party must
elect its candidates. But when the con-
vention’s platform commitiee met, it
waved aszide the implied sugpestion, de-
claring formally that “the uncertain and
unsettled condition of international bal-
ances, the abnormal economic and trade
situation, and the difficulty of forecasting
accuraiely even the near future, preclude
the formulation of a definite programme
to meet conditions a year hence."”

HIS was good sense from the eco-
nomic viewpoint and presumably

good politics also, and it served to allay
any misgivings which might have been
aroused in circles.  Judgment in such
guarters has all along taken
the ground that it was hardly 55{‘1::
a logical moment for urging campaign
increased protective tariffs
against import of merchandise from the
outside world when our own country’s
exports were still running nearly 84.000,-
000,000 a year beyond our imports, when
Europe is at present sending us less than
half the quantity of goods which she used
to send before the war, and when the sole
cconomic means of her making full pay-
ment of interest and principal on the
S10,000,000.000 of indebtedness incurred
by her to the United States since 1g14
would be by increasing her sale of mer-
chandise.

The truth is that no intelligent person
had seriously expected the tariff question
to be injected into this year's campaign.
What figure it will cut later in the era of
economic reconstruction, when the war
debt of our European Allies to the United
States and the indemnity of Germany to
the Entente are heing paid (as hoth obliga-
tions must be paid) through export of
merchandise from those countries in ex-
cess of their importations, is to-day purely
a matter of conjecture, Ii the logic of
economic theory and economic history
goes for anything, the completion of those
immense financial readjustments must
mean, at some time in the coming decade,
the re-entry of European producers on an
unprecedented scale into the export mar-
ket.  As yet only England has taken im-
portant steps in that direction, and even

(Costinoed on page 51, fellswing)
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Safety of Principal
Then

Rate of Interest

The old saying, ""Safety of prin-
cipal is more important to the in-
vestor than rate of return,” has
lost none of its force. Yet a high
interest return today does not nec-
essarily mean lessened security, for
capital is in such great demand
just now that rates are abnormally
high, thus presenting an unusual
opportunity for the investor.

Judging security values is mofe
difficult now than ever before. Of-
ferings are plentiful—rates are at-
tractive—but only banks and in-
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ities are equipped to accurately
appraize actual values. '
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qunnnciJ.l Situation, continued from page 258)
England has thus far made no very striking
achievement in zales to the Uniled States; for
although the monthly value of such shipments
is now well up to the pre-war figure, it must be
remembered that the average of English prices
for the goods is greater by 200 per cent than it
was in 1g14. But what England is already
doing elsewhere in foreign trade may be judged
from the fact that, in the first five months of
1920, her total exports were $1,500,000,000

| greater than in the same months of even 1grg,

or almost exactly double.

RANCE and Ttaly will have to find their
means of economic recuperation in a
greaily increased export trade. As for Ger-

[ many, Professor Taussig has pointed out, in his

51

searching analysis of the probable economic
machinery of the reparations pay-

ments, that “devices for promot- ':1‘5 IE]::P;':E
ing exports may be expected to be Quagt;t,';

utilized to the limit'"; the exports

going in part directly to reparation countries,
but in part also to other countries “which in
turn will send commodities to reparations
countries.”” In the case of the United States,
economists are already predicting that the re-
adjustment will mean conversion into an
“import balance™ of the annual surplus of ex-
ports which has been interrupted in only three
years during the period from 1875 to the pres-
ent date, and which last year rose to 84,000,
ooo,000.  But this change will be effected only
gradually—as it was with England when,
emerging from the Napoleonic conflict, she
found herself the creditor on an unprecedented
scale of all the other belligerents.  Ways will
presumably be opened, for us as for England
between 1815 and 1830, to adjust ourselves ad-
vantageously to the changed position. In the
meantime, political as well as business instinct
iz perfectly aware that the question of higher
protective tariffs must be left in abeyance.

OW, then, about the currency? The

Federal Reserve svstem had beéen intro-
duced by the present administration, amd
81 oooooo000 Federal Reserve notes are in
circulation. Under somewhat similar circum-
stances, when the continued rise of

living costs in the year after the E’F deral
Civil War was ascribed in the main, RESEEN:
and correctly, to inflation of the Ppagg®

legal temder paper, the Administra-

tion party itzelf declared by vote of Congress

its belief in * the necessity for a contraction of

the currency ™ and pledged * co-operative ac-

tion to this end as speedily as practicable.”
(Financial Situation, contioued on page 51}
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L (Finaneial Situation, continued from page 51)

Why should not the recent Republican con-
vention at Chicago have taken similar action?

The reasons why it did not do it were inter-
esting. In the first place, the platform con-
etructors could not and did not ignore the facts
that our present paper currency, however
largely expanded, is nevertheless at par with

ld and redesmable in gold; that under the
law its continual redemption is mandatory
and its further increase possible only in re-
sponse to commercial and financial require-
mentz. In 1865 the legal tender United States
notes were issued directly, and in its own dis-

cretion, by the government; they were used to |

pay the government’s current expenses; they
had no relation whatever to the particular needs
of trade. To reduce that fluctuating, depre-
ciated and uselessly expanded currency, the
government had only to pay its own accruing
bills either with honest money or through

straightforward borrowing, and cancel United |

States notes as they were received in revenue.

BL‘-T a similar pledge of mandatory contrac-
tion in 1gzo0 would have had very different
implications. Under the law, such contrac-
tion could be actually forced in only one way

by the government—through an edict of the |

| Federal Reserve Board that, until the total
outstanding notes should have decreased toa
stipulated sum, no application for

: Political

new nole issues would be granted  and

by any Reserve Bank. But how Financial
1ews

if those applications were to rep-
resent only actwal requirements coused by
increased retail trade and larger pay-rolis?
Merchants and manufacturers might thea sim-
ply be put to inconvenience or hardship, with-
out any other wisible effect on the situation.

Back of these practical considerations stood a
further interesting fact. The mechanizsm of
the Federal Reserve svstem, including the
exact machinery which at present regulates the
1220e of Reserve notes, was formulated and ad-
vocated by a Monetary Commission appointed
in 1008 by a Republican Congress, made up
with a majority of Republican Congressmen,
and directed by a well-known Republican
statesman. If the enactment and establish-
ment of the Reserve law were the achievement
of President Wilson and his party, the formula-
tion of its essential provisions was equally the
achievement of the late Senator Aldrich and his
party. One party was as much precluded as
the other from attacking it on general prin-
| ciples.

{Finapcial Situatson, continued on page 55)
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{Finamcial Situation, continued from page 53}

The Democratic Convention’s platform de-
fended the Reserve Law, on the ground that
the credit facilities created by the law had
saved the United States from a grave financial
crizis after the war broke out in 114 and had
stabilized our markets throughout the troubled
war financing. To this claim the Republican
platform entered no explicit denial; indeed, it
E‘ll‘l]hi il lll” :-jl:l.l L'Ilr]:‘;;:‘ﬂ‘l'l'lli.'q' '-'n.'i[]] knﬂ'l.'.'n u]'l_-!l
admitted facts. But it neveértheless made the
Beserve Law an issue, and it did so with con-
siderabile adroitness. The Chicago platform
declared the "primary cause of the present
high cost of living ™ to be “'a gross expansion of
our currency and credit.” This result it
ascribed directly to the fact *““that the war to a
great extent was fnanced through ‘certificate
borrowing ' from the banks and through bonds
issued at artificial rates, sustained by the low
discount rates established by the Federal Re-
serve Board.” The platform then denounced
the administration for “continuance of this
policy since the armistice,”

HE meaning of this somewhat technical
declaration is that whenever the placing
of a popular loan seemed temporarily inadvis-
able, the governmenti raised great sums of
money from the banks, on short-term loans
secured by “certificate of indebted-
ness” running a year or less. Elyghis%:r
While the country was at war, these Financing
“chort-term  loans" were com-
monly made with a view to paving them off
through the proceeds of a subsequent long-
term war loan.  But no such long-term United
States loan has been floated since May of 191,
and, since our government expenses are still in
excess of revenue, the “ certificates’ outstand-
ing, which were $6,200,000000 on May 31,
1g1g, are even now in excess of 82 060 000,000,
"More than $350000000 of these short-
term government loans are now rediscounted
with Federal Reserve for the private banks
which had subscribed to them. Under the
law they may thus become a reserve against
new advances of credit by the private banks to
their own commercial and financial clients, or
they may become the basis for new issues of
Reservenotes.  The Treasury's recourse to the
policy of short-term borrowings from hanks
was therefore, and not unjustly, declared by
the Kepublican platform to be one cause for the
continued expansion both of bank Jeans and
Eeserve note currency.
So far the case is clear. But what of the
platform’s charge regarding “bonds issued at

{Finapcial Situation, continued on page 57)
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An Attractive Bargain
In a Period of High Prices

["-'Iuru:_'r spent for commaodities tu—day has less than half the purchasing
power it possessed five years ago.  Invested in bonds it will buy mare
income than ar any time since the post Civil War Period,

The advance in interest yiclds since 1914, owing to declining bond
prices, has resulted from such war time influences as inflation, high
commodity prices and a world scarcity of capital. A similar condition
has followed every war,  Readjustment, however, has always been
accnmpanicd |:|_1.' the return of bond _]:rriu:ﬁ. ta normal,

s e O R T T

The parallel trend of commuodity prices and bond yields suggests the de-
sirability of bond investments during a  period of high prices.
1 our surplus may now be invested to yield a high return over
a long pericd of vears,

Our new booklet “¢To-morron’s Bowd Prices,” which fully analvecs
the present situation in the bond market and the ootflook for the future,
will be mailed upen request.  Ask for booklet B-8,

The experience of the Wittiam R, Comreron Company, *©
extending over thirty-two years, should be of valuable assist-
ance 1o you in the selection of sound invesiment bonds.

L T T T T TR TR AT p ey

We invite rmrcspnnd:nc: with any of our offices and zhall

b ]:|I.'J.:1-::-J o submit our list of investment recommendations.

William [2.(ompton (ompany

Irvestment Honds
NEW YOREK ST, LOUIS CHICAGOD
CINCINNATI NEW ORLEANS

Write Qur Nearesg !f}"-:)".-'ﬂ'

ST

SRR R

5 IIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIII]IIIIIIIIIIIIIII!IIIiIIIIIHIIIIHIIIIIIIHI[FIIIIllllllllllllilmllllIIIIiIIllillll'llllllllllll

50



ﬂ-’ina.u.ti:d Situation, continued [rom page 5eh
artificial rates” and the sustaining of those
honds by “low discount rates”? This accusa-
tion touches a famous moot point in the finan-
cial history of the war; a question over which

economists will probably wrangle until the |

distant future. The United States war bonds
which bear interest at 45 per cent were sold
at par to investors at a time when the value of
money in the open investment market was
5 to 0 per cent.  The bond-subscriber was in-
duced to take those loans at the lower rate,
mostly through patriotism but largely also be-
cause of an understanding that the Federal
Reserve would lend to private banks on
security of the bonds at 474 per cent, and that
therefore the private banks would lend at that
same rate to the individual subscribers. But
that meant an even greater increase in redis-
counts at the Federal Reserve. Al the end of
June the total of rediscounts thus secured was
$o10,000,000, and all of the reserve credits
thereby established could be used by the pri-
vate banks for further expansion of credit.

N other words the outstanding credits, hoth
of the Federal Reserve and of the private
banks, have certainly been increased immensely
by the government’s policy of carrving a foat-

ing debt and issuing war loans with less than
the market rate of interest. Had the Treasury
pursued the policy, for instance, of
paying the market rate of money Political
on all its war loans, it would proba- aEI;D'nﬂm.ic.
bly not have had to offer special View-points
privileges at the Federal Reserve, it
might have been able to float more long-term
bonds, and it would possibly, therefore, not
have been driven on the present scale of mag-
nitude into short-term horrowings.  Tts adop-
tion of a policy which surely led to both results
was an economic blunder, To that extent the
Republican party’s platform speaks the truth.

But was it a political blunder? That is a
different question, The Chicago convention's
“currency plank™ is careful nol to say what
ought to have been done, or what the Opposi-
tion party would have done had # been in
power, It does not even i‘Jrumi:—a:: that, il re-
turned to power next November, it will adopt
any different policy from that which the pres-
ent Administration has pursued, On the con-
trary, it explicitly declares that *“there is no
short way out " from the situation as it stands,
and that “we decline to deceive the people
with vain promizes or quack remedies.”

The truth is, there was a strong Opposition

(Financial Situation, continued cn page 5a)
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Established 1855

The Pacific Northwest

—Teeming with Opportunity
OREST TREES, being transformed into lumber and

furniture; wool becoming suitings and blankets; fruits and

berrias finding national markets as beverages and preserves; the power of thundering falls swung
into industrial channels; gtrcr}'wher: pufﬂ.‘[ihﬁ life and En::gs-'—that’s the Morthiwest.

Onece handicapped by its immensity, the Northwest's vast resources now lie spen to develop-
ment thru the conseruflion of permanent roadways, improved waterways and hasbors.

Manufadurers will here meet encouragement for all lines of adtivicy. Thousands of acres of fine
agricultural land await the farmer.  The horticulturise will find here reward for his labor.

Charafterized by the same spirit of progress that animates the entire
Marthwest, and conversant with investment oppormunities in many diredtions,
the Ladd & Tilton Bank offers its services to those interested.

Send for booklet “Fnow Portland and the Morthwese.”™

LADD & TILTON BANK

Resources, §30,000,000  ——

PORTLAND, OREGON
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Industry is International

Products from many countries frequently
enter, directly or indirectly, into the manu-
facture of articles of common use.

To bring together these widely scattered
materials of industry and to combine them
into merchandise require many transac-
tions that are possible only through a world-
wide system of banking service,

The great resources of the National Bank
of Commerce in New York are employed
to facilitate national and international com-
merce and industry.

National Bank of Commerce
in New York

Capital. Surplus
and Undivided Profits
Over Fifty-five Million Dollars
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An Outstanding
Advantage

of our Farm Mortgages is
that they are the obliga-
tions of farmers who are
making money out of the
money borrowed and thus
Il have cash resources to pay

off their loans on or before

the due date. |

Our records show that we
receive from. our farmer
borrowers in voluntary re- J
payments on loans about
four times as much as our
investors wish to withdraw
from their investments
with us.

How can you more safely
invest your money at this
time ?

ASSOCIATED |
MORTGAGE
INVESTORS, Inc.

Farm MORTGAGE BANKERS
Kingman NOTT ROBINS, Treasurer

S08-218 GRANITE BUILDING

ROCHESTER, NEW YORK

Billings . Mont Calgary, Can.
Edmonton . Can
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(Finaneial Sitwation, continued from pag: 57)
representation in the Congress which passed
the hills prescribing the interest rate on the
successive war loans and a similar strong rep-
resentabtion on the Congreszsional finance com-
mittees which reported the bills; but no voice
was raised in either house to insist that the
government ought Lo pay the marketl rate for
money. Indeed, an unusual degree of political
courage would have been required for a public
man to insist in public that a four-thousand-
million-dollar United States loan should be
mude to bear interest at 5 or 513 per cent when
it was known that it could be floated at 413,
The sum and substance of the controversy is
that these particular phases of our war finance
are economically indefensible; that they have
had unfortunate consequences (though prob-
ably not in the way of causing higher prices);
but that the Republican party, if it had been

| in control of government at the time, would

almost certainly have done in these regards
precizely what the Democratic administration
did. We have vet to learn exactly how the
stump speakers of the coming campaign will

wrestle with the guetsion.

WII:\TE‘L’I.‘LR the real economic or political
1'Jf'arin;_1; ni 1|1{' 1':rtl1rn".'1~r-'.:.' l|'1l|.|:-i il:lrn—

duced by the convention platforms—and we

have seen how highly technical the contoversy

is—the Stock Exchange and the other financial

markets listened to it indifferently.

If either party platform had pro- E?_lﬂ:'j‘:::"':“
posed radical changes in the import ye 0.
tariffs or radical interference with Finanece

the Reserve Banks' credit and cur-

rency operations, no doubt the news would
have been greeted by a shiver of apprehension.
As it was, the platforms received an hour or
s0 of perfunctory discussion and then were
virtually forgotten.

But the fact was that Wall Street and the
business community had other things on their
mind. The steady tightening of money rates
as midsummer approached, the occurrence of a
deficit of reserves in one week at the New York
Associated Banks, the increase of £174,000,000
in a single month in loans of the country’s
banks, and the decline in the Federal Reserve's
own ratio of cash to note and deposit liabilitics
to a figure 1o per cent below that of a vear ago
and nearly at the lowest recorded figure, drew
anxious attention to the monev-market out-
look, The uncertain movement of prices for
commaodities, after the sudden decline of May,
drew attention equally to the outlook for gen-
eral trade. These two considerations were, in

(Finawcial Situation, continued on page 61)



The Bank that I.inks the East and West

HEN The National Shawmut Bank opened in
1836, “the West" was a three months’ journey from
Boston. T oday, the banker two thousand miles away,
seeking assistarice in financing grain, live stock or local
packing plant, receives a reply at once.

The gramn belt shipped 18,250,000 bushels to Boston
in 1919. New England mills use over three-fifths of
the total American wool production. Massachusetts
shoe factories depend upon Western hides. The Na- ||
tiD'I.'I.':'ll S-hﬂ‘-". mut Bﬂ'l'l.k CD—GPEI’H[’EE h_'!.' hiﬁdi;ﬂg drﬂftﬁ,
attending to insurance, warehousing, etc.

=3

New England people are thrifty, industrious crafts-
men, affording a natural market for the products of
Western farms and ranches. The West in turn looks
to New England for paper, textiles, footwear and ma-
Tr_m-:l-.u-m.rrr-.--I-r with chinery—industries identified with National Shawmut.

e
cordiglly dimvils

THE NATIONAL SHAWMUT BANK of Boston
Resources over $250,000,000

ihile howses i - . I i
g Clienty ave iupplied wofth information on credits and market apportunities
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(Financial Situation, continued from page 50}

fact, inseparable. The reduction of prices,
which had been so sudden and spectacular in
May, went no further in the following month.
At the end of June, indeed, some of the estab-
lishments which had previously been cutting
prices to the public advertised that after July 1
they would “terminate the privilege of the
deduction of one-fiith from our usual prices”
—which meant that the 20 per cent cut of May
would be cancelled. In one or two branches
of the textile trade prices were actually ad-
vanced in June above the previous high level,

UT, on the other hand, the wholesale mar-
ket for wool had drifted into a position in
which the offerings at the usual English and
American auction sales failed to find buyers at
the former prices.  The price of cotton declined
. Br11.25 per bale in June, making a
g‘:&g;ﬁd' total fall of 12 per cent from the
of Prices.  Dighest price of the vear, in the face
of a continuing prospect for a small

erop. From Europe, also, came news of an
extremely interesting duplication of the recent
developments in the American retail trade,
Cables from France in the middle of June re-
ported “a sudden revoll among the retailers
themselves against the manufacturers,” result-

ing in " 1o to 25 per cent reductions in prices”
at the retail stores, described as having been
granted “under popular pressure,”

The London Economist’s ¥ index number’” of
English commaodity prices, which on April 1
was reckoned at 8352, the highest ever re-
corded, stood at 8232 on May 1 and 8199 at
the opening of June. This was not petting
back very rapidly to the 2526 average of July,
tor4, but it showed the drift of things. Ewven
from Germany the despatches of June reported
nation-wide declines in the inflated markets,
Cotton on the Bremen market was down nearly
so per cent at the end of May from the vear's
earlier price; hides and leather had fallen a
quarter to a third. In the German metal
tra.der COpper declined from 2,088 marks to
1,023 within a week, lead from 625 Lo soo,
nickel from 4,500 to 4000, For clothing the
decline was almost equally pgreat; it was
ascribed by the German merchants “ partly to
exhaustion of buying power and partly to hope
and beliel that prices were sure to decline.”

Nothing was more Impressive than. this
world-wide prevalence of the downward re-
action, Nowhere was it a consequence of
lower costs for labor; the wage-scale was going
up, even in Germany, al the very moment of

(Fimancial Situation. continved an page 65)

A First Mortgage Secured By a Million Acres

In the West is the higgest farm in this country—a urilitarian land unic of a million
acres valued conservatively at more than $50,000,000. lts vast domain, extensive devel-
opment and established productivity make ic remarkable even in the Golden West.

One of the last of the historic land grants and as such an insttunon i is known on
the Pacific Coast and eastward to the Rockies as Miller & Lux Incorporated.  On s
fertile grazing lands ever increasing herds of H.(H..'I\i_, now 33o.000 head, :le:_frt'din;l.';. Lt
includes a contiguous tract alone of 446,000 acres in San Joaguin Valley—justly famed
throughout the agrnicultural world as California’s nchest farm land, We offer a first
and only mortgage upon this propercy of

Miller & Lux Incorporated
$12,000,000 Ten-Year 79, Gold Bonds
Price: 100 and Interest Yielding 77

These bonds—typical of the 1}{-’{1{'”1{“':)]“ and high=yielding M"l.'uri[ité_. i'lfx_l'll.l_ltl] _1‘-1.' OUEr
house—meer the exacting demands of mortgage buyers and other discriminating in-
vestors. . Agricultural lands have long been considered the prnime secunty for loans.
Here i found a farm BOND—available for $500 and multiples rlu:'n_-?:f—rl'up::r]_l!- safe-
guarded through an efficient Trustee, the Bank of California, Natonal Association.
Write ar call to-day for descriptive Circular 5A.

BLYTH, WITTER. & CO.

Los Angeles
Trust & Savings Bldg

Portland
¥eon Building

Seattle
812 Second Av.

Mew York
61 Broadway

San Francisoo
Merchants Exchange Bldg.
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HE growth of The Philadelphia National Bank has not
been accidental.  Steadily, for 116 years, it has been
building up on a solid foundation of service rendered,
L::t:pmrr pace with the financial requirements of its
clientele. Consequently its growth has been sound
and normal and 1ts position in the banking world
has been established on the basis of achievement.

OURTESY, co-operation and vision,
controlled and directed by knowledge
born of long experience, have enabled
this bank, year after year, to become
ll‘lLl'i.:".lblI'Igl"n' valuable to the
hl]%ll‘lt‘&m Dl]hll{_. llpt}n W hi]\L
patronage its growth depends.

THE

PHILADELPHIA
NATIONAL
BANK

PHILADELPHIA, PA.

&



8%
Guaranteed
Short Term Notes

Profitable Conversion Right
Large Future Earnings Assured

The borrower, being en-
gaged in a fundamental
industry on which many
others are dependent, will
command n future all of
the business which 1ts
facilities will permit-it to
accept. This business,
now under contract, has
been undertaken on a
basis which will prove

very profitable.

Ask for Circalar No. 107 8-5C

Peabody;
Houghteling & Co.

Est. 1865 — loe. 1918
10 South LaSalle Street, Chicago

Dretrast Clevelasd St. Louis Milwaukes

{Financinl Situation continued from page 61

the fall in prices. ‘The action of prices could
not well be accounted for on the ground of re-
duction in the inflated paper currencies; for
while the French currency was reduced $140,-
coo,000 in the first half of 1920 (as apainst
£740,000,000 increase in the same half of 1910)
Germany's paper currency increased no Jeas
than $4,000,000,000, and our own reached the
highest mark on record in June,

HEN the financial and commercial mar-
kets had fairly entered the summer of
1920, then, the prospect regarding what one
group of people called “the maintaining of
trade prosperity,” and what another group
called “readjustment of the cost

of living,” was peculiar.  The con- ngiin,g B
suming public had evidently made adjustment

up its mind that it would no longer

submit to the continual jacking-up of the price
of necessaries. Rather than surrender Lo ex-
actions which had become intolerahle, it would
whenever possible do without. But on the
other hand producer and merchant, even while
vielding in some individual cases under stress
of necessity, continued to assert positively that
a conlinuous lowering of gencral prices was
impossible.

Since cost of material and cost of labor re-
mained where they had been belore, atl a given
point the reduction of retail prices would mean
the sale of the goods at an actual loss. That
could not continue. Production itsell would
decrease; with what results, anybody might
ruess.  To these arpuments, however, the con-
suming public seemed to give very little heed.
Its own course of action was shaped not only
by its own pecuniary necessities, but by its dis-
covery that it was measurably in control of the
situation. A year ago, refusal to buy had meant
only purchases later on at higher prices; this
time the mercantile houses themselves had
publicly and unanimously admitted that they
had been forced to lower prices because of the
public’s attitude.

So singular a siteation was certain to cause
ereat confusion of judgment. One result,
however, seemed unavoidable, Whether cus-
tomers conlinued to buy sparingly because of
sustained prices, or whether prices were re-
duced below the margin of profit with conse-
quend curtailment of ]Wd]-!UHiﬂH. in either case
decreasing activity in trade would seem (o be
the logical sequel. It was not surprising,
therefore, that nol only the mercantile com-
munity bul the observant and usually well-
informed bankers began to talk of “business

(Financial Sitoation continued op page Gx)
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(Vimancial Sltuation, eontinued from page f3)
reacton in the autumn.’ Supposing this ex-
pectation to be fulfilled, how serious or how
wide-spread should the trade reaction be?

IN the experience of the American markets,
a prolonged and wide-spread downward
movement of prosperity is preceded by certain
definite economic weather-signs. Declining
prices for stocks are naturally one of them, and

that indication we have had in the

What are “hear markets” of November and
E;fRil_Ens April. Before the war, other warn-
atHoa? ings would usually come in the

country's output of iron or in the
weekly or monthly total of checks drawn on the
country’s banks and reported through the
clearing-houses, When the country's last
great “trade boom” before that which came
with the war was about to be interrupted by the
severe reaction of rgoz, the country's weekly
iron output, which had risen steadily to
188 ooo tons at the opening of June that year,
decreased rapidly thereafter, reaching 185,000
tons at the end of December. Bank clearings,
which were showing decrease of 1o to 12 per
cent during the early months of 1go3, were in
the autumn nearly 25 per cent less than in the
same months of the year before.

This yvear the total of checks cleared for all
the banks in the United States had increased
over 1919 by 25 or 30 per cent in every month
until April. After that month, however, the
ratio of increase steadily declined, until in June
the total was smaller than the year before.
The iron trade gave somewhat different testi-
mony. In May the country's production, al-
though less than in the earlier months of the
present year, and less than in war-time, was
still considerably larger than the monthly aver-
age of 1919, Orders on the books of the great
Steel Corporation at the end of May were the
largest reported in any month since the middle
of 1g17, and were more than double the total
of the same date a year ago.

In other words, the industrial weather signs
were much confused. To people famibar
with economic movements, there would be left
the inferences from the traditional forward and
backward swings in what used to be called the
“eyecle of prosperity,” This is a curiously in-
teresting field of observation. The old-time
tradition was that the “cycle” occupied ap-
proximately twenty vears, beginning and end-
ing in a time of great financial and industrial
depression, but with what was described as the
“little panic’ coming midway in the twenty-

{Fimancinl Situation, continuwed on page 66}
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For investors who like to know
what they are buying

Ll

Chicago’s wonderful improvements
and Real Estate Values are graphic-
ally told in photographs in a Booklet
we have just published.

You are afforded every opportunity to Enow afl
the facts about the excellent properties securing
Miteheall- Safeguarded 6% First Mortgage Real
Estate Bonds— description of buildings, location
and management.

Write For our August List of Offer-

ings A-8 and we will send vou free
our Booklet,""The New Chicago.”

c.c. Mitchell s.co.

{Established 1894)
&9 West Washington Street
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Special Service to
Out-of -Town
Buyers

Chicago, lllinois
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INDICATIONS

THAT THE LIMIT
HAS BEEN REACHED

Municipal bonds of the highest
prade, entirely tax-free, have
recently been selling on a basis
to yield 514 to 6%.

The laws of many municipali-
ties prevent issuing bonds ata
rate higher than 8%. Coinci-
dent with the recent dimin-
ishing volume of municipal
borrowing, there has been an
increasing demand among in-
vestars for long term munici-
pal bonds.

Investors who purchase mu-
nicipal bonds at the present
unprecedented liberal yields
willundoubtedly see their judg-
ment vindicated in the furure.

Char current list includes high
gnuh' :Ttl:TtJCErlrLE.i, gxempt
from all Federal Income Tax
at prices yielding up to 6.

Write for current offerings

CTACY £ BRAU

P 1nvESTMENT BONDS
Second Mational Bank Building
Mew York Toledo Cincinnati

M

Restoring Railroad
Morale

The above 15 one of six impertant
topics discussed in a recent 1ssue of
The Bache Review.

Cuprent copy reuf on Frguernt
JSBacue & CoMpany

Members New York Stock Exchange

42 Broadway - New York

|Financial Situation, continued from page fig)

vear period and being iiself bath preceded and
followed by “husiness hoom

As it happens, 1920 15 more than ten years
away from 1goy, the last real “ panic year,” but
less than twenty years distant from it. After
the Civil War the country passed through the
middle period of reaction during 1866, or al-
most exactly ten years after the panic of 1857,
and the “little panics™ of 1884 and 1993 came
at the traditional distance of a decade {rom
the great financial crises of 1873 and 1802, But
it is recognized by all students of such episodes
that a great war will often disturh the perio-
dicity of the movement. The immense stim-
ulus imparted both to industry and finance by
the government’s use of credit in its war opera-
tions i= always apt to prolong the forward
movement; more particularly so, perhaps,
when the initial * business boom™ of the cyvele
of prosperity was slow in beginning, as it was
after 1go7.

THIS method of approach to a very prac-
tical problem might seem fantastic if it
were not that the whole economic history of the
past century justifies it. If economic prece-
dent is a trustworthy puide, the reaction of
rgz20, however severe it may turn
out to be, will none the less rep- 1he Cycle
5 : of Pros-
resent an interlude, possibly to be perity
followed by further indulgence in
successful exploitation of credit before the final
reckoning day arrives, It should be observed
even of 1866, however (a vear in which the sur-
rounding circumstances clozely resembled those
of the present year), that the general average of
prices and hence the general cost of living never
afterward, until after ro14, reached the height
of the season following the Civil War. The
famous United States Senate report on prices,
taking the 1860 average as 100, calculated
1ools for the calendar vear 1864 and 21674 for
1865. In 1866 the average fell to 1g1; in 1867
to 17213, By 1872, despite the depreciated
paper money of the intervening period and the
furious speculation in every market, the aver-
age was down to 13878, and by 1879 it had
fallen below that of 1860. Fourteen years after
the War of Secession, the war-time advance in
cost of living had been entirely cancelled.
The real financial reckoning for that older war
period —which came in 1873, or eight years after
return of peace—had some singular aspects.
The United States was hit very hard, both be-
cause of itz waste of the country's resources in the
civil conflict and because of its huge inflation of
currency and credit.  Yet it was precisely that
crisis of 1873 which started the United States on
the road to real prosperity.  Up to that vear and



since the termination of war in 1365, the count Ty
had been pursuing much the same course as that
which is now being pursued by Europe. The eco-
pomic prost ration of the South, the deztruction of
real mpiml and real resources, and, above all, the
inflation of currency and prices which had been
fastened on us by the four-year conflict, cambined
to handicap our power in the export market and to
awell our importation of foreipn goods to a
wholly disproportionate magnitude.
Al‘ a time when we ought Lo have been pay-
ing off our extremely large war-time in-
debtedness to Europe through a surplus of our
own exports over imports fromother countries,
we were accumulating against ourselves such
an excess of imports as the $131-
coo,oo0 of 1860 and the $182,000,-
n ooo of 1872, These were excep-
tionally heavy “adverse balances '
for thoze simpler days. Aslate as 1860 our total
exports were smaller than those of 1860, while
our yearly importations were 30 or 4o per cenl
larger than in the year before the war and were
increasing with great rapidity.  This iz a chapter
of history which needs to be kept in mind when
the familiar talk begins of the slowness or unwill-
ingness of England and France to meet the closely
similar economic situation which has confronted
them since 1013, as a consequence of the Eurn-
pean War.

An Older
“ Read-
justmen

With the great liqguidation of 1853 our own situ-
ation was reversed.  Prices, which had still heen
holding far above the pre-war level, came down to
normal. The American average, which, on the
comparative basis already descmibed, had been
1387 in 1872, was down to g6¥ in 1870, The
war-time rise in cost of living had been cancelled.
Following this fall in prices, the export trade of
the United States increased 6o per cent in the
seven-year interval, while imports decreased
thirty per cent.  The 8183000000 excess of im-
ports in 1572 had in 1870 been changed into an
export surplus of $264,000000.

We had begun to import gold instead of export-
ing it, and that radical change in our position on
the international debit and credit market had
turned the foreign exchanges steadily back toward
aormal and had made possilile on January 1, 1354,
the resumption of gold payments on our paper
currency.  All these are incidentz of a bvgone
epoch,  The times change and we change with
them; neither the times nor the people ner the
economic relations are what they were half a
century ago. Yet there are some immutable
principles which operate quite as surely in one
generation as in another, and the probability ia
that for a good while to come we shall be tracing
the parallel with the period after our own great
war of the sixties and shall be learning something
from the study—not less so because the relative
position of Europe and America 15 now exactly
the opposite of what it was in 18635,

MACAFEE & COMPANY

LTD.
5 Copthall Court,
LONDON, E.C.2

Merchant Bankers

AND
Investment Brokers

Il a
W arein a poaition to advise on the I!\L".-Ii n
of rurc|1,1~,¢5, of British securitics, which, Apirt

from their intrinsic worth and yield, offer
¢xceptional  returns  1o-day  to Amerigan
investors at the current rate of exchange.

We shall be happy to reply to any engiiries
and supply statistical data,

] o
REreRences

Barclays Bank, Lrd., London,
Internat | Banking Cosporation, Lendon,
N I City Bank of Mew York

CL Ak
Telephmar Nor.:

Lowoon WaLL,
3970, U7l ATl

Cable Addresr >

 Coasinomac,™
Lendon

BOND QUESTIONS

UR bocklet “* Bonds—Questions
Answered Terms Dehned,” ex-
plains the meaning of various terms
which are often not clearly under-
stood by the inexperienced investor,

trTii-

:'A.Il'.l.

HALSEY, STUART & CO.

Dncorporaled—Suceessors do N W Halsey & Co, Clicago

CHICAGD
DETRAOIT

W shall be pleared to send a copy
outcharge upon request for Baoklat 5

NEW YORR
&7, OV

FHILADCLFPMIA BROSTON
MIMNEAPQOLIG MILWEUHREE
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Are You Famihar
With These

Investment Subjects?

— nationally known companies
whose stocksare “unlisted™;

— the extent and scope of the
unlisted market;

-the strong investment posi-
tion of many unlisted stocks;

— how trading in the unlisted
market 1s conducted ;

—the manner in which un-
listed security dealers serve
Investors.

We have just received from
the press a book entitled

INVESTMENTS

IN NATIONALLY KNOWN
COMPANIES

which discusses such subjects
as those suggested above.
Are vou interested in receiving
a copy?

ToBEY & KIRK

FOUmDED 1@7a
MEMBERS NEW YORW BTOCH ENCHANGE
25 BAOAD STREET, NEW YCORRK

THE MACHINERY OF
THE UNLISTED SECURITY
MARKET

By Witriam W. Cralc

O point out the difference between the listed
and unlisted security markets somewhat
briefly it may be said that the listed mar-
ket has a permanent habitat, but the unlisted
market roams abroad, centering in a single
office at times while at others it moves away
from one city to another. The telephone, tele-
graph and mail are the sole instruments which
bind the wide-flung strands of the unlisted
market together. The unlisted dealer or
broker I[Lemlly “makes '’ his market by reach-
ing outl and bringing into contact the two ends
of a trade; the listed security broker usually
has his market made for him by the transae-
tioms of his colleague on the exchange,
Operations in a single stock practically com-
prise an unlisted market by themselves, for
whereas the issue may enjoy a primary field of
activity at New York during a month or two,
the leading area of transactions in another
month may be at Boston, Philadelphia, or else-
where. There are automobile accessory shares,
for instance, which were floated through com-
pany recapitalizations at New York and later,
through accumulation by local  investors,
moved out to Detroitas theirmain base. Sucha
change does not mean, of course, that the original

| markets know these stocks no more, nor that
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dealings passoutof the handsof the brokers who
first bought and sold them. But it is mentioned
to support the assertion that the unlisted mar-
ket, like the wind, *“roams where it listeth,™
directed by investment forces which themselves
are constantly in process of remolding.

The unlisted security husiness is engaged in
by dealers, differentiated from brokers, to a
much greater extent than is the business in
listed stocks and bonds. A dealer is one who
buys and sells for his own account, devoting his
capital to the purchase of securities which he
believes may later be sold at higher prices,
leaving him the profit. The broker in any
market buys and sells on order, and for acting
solely az intermediary he is entitled only to his
commission. To buy and =sell for one’s own
account and at the same time seek to charge a
commission is not countenanced by law.

An unlisted security dealer, because he is
forced to make his own market, is called upon
to exercise sagacity based upon sound knowl-
edge of values, assisted to a small extent only
by the transactions of competitors.  Of course, °

(Continued on page Go)



(Contimeed from page 65)

inquiries show him what other dealers are bid-
ding and offering for the securities he is inter-
ested in, but his profits lie in ability to buy
cheaper and sell dearer than competitors. The
unlisted market has caused the development of
statistical forces of the highest skill and knowl-
edge, and has brought into intensive operation
a hine-balanced system {or acquiring news and
facts of corporation developments. The writer
recalls one instance of a larpe stock dividend
which was lknown in advance by a **specialist "
in the company's shares many days hefore the
pending dividend declaration was public prop-
erty. That dealer’s statistical facilities in-
formed him that the particolar company's
surplus and earning power had outgrown its
issued capital stock, wherenpon an inguiry in
the proper channel revealed what was coming.
As a dealer ties up hiz working capital when
he buys a block of stock or several thousands
of dollars worth of ].lH]lt!*-:. fiee L‘.‘;|_N.'i.‘t:i tlll[lr
naturally to acquire on the sale conziderably
more of a profit than o broker receives as com-
mission. Take, for example, the market for
stocks which resulted from the dissolution of
the old Standard Oil Company of New Jersey,
‘ N{':Lrl_\.' all the F-]m:rl;-:-'. :‘:i 1|!1t: [||'frr_'.'-| H]rl COrpora-
tions are handled in the unlisted market, and

- | trading, in the main, is vested in lots consider-
ahly less than oo shares each. The transfer
offices of numerous companies are located in
cities far apart. The dealer, believing that a
certain stock is so low as to warrant expecta-
tions of an advance, buys 5o or 1oo shares of a
high-priced issue, for which he payvs cash out of
his capital. From time to time he sells odd
lots, first, probably, sending the 100 share cer-
tificate to the transfer office, several davs dis-

A 2|
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NEW ENGLAND

Generations doing one thing well

Robertson Paper Co.

ESTABLISHED 18564

Manufacturers folding boxes and the
paper from which they are made, com-
bining two prohis.

Net earpings are over three times
dividends on the 87 E'IFI'.'{L'FI!‘HI stock.

This stock is tax free in Massachu-
eetts and participates equally with the
common stock above 875

May we send you defails !

Earnest E. Smith & Co.

Specialists in Mew England Secarities
52 Devonshire Strect, Boston
Springliekd
Members New York and Boston
Siuck Exchanges

Salem

These Are

Unusual Times

If you have faith in the future of
our country and are willing to back
up your faith, you should be in a
strong position in a few years, Com-

maddity prices are high, but hawve
started to [all.
low, but should advance with a de-

Bond prices are

crease in the prices of commodities.
Practically unparalleled opportun-
ties exist for American investors,
For concrete suggestions and com-
partson of prices write for Circular

Letter No. ob.

A. B. Leach & Co., Inc.

Investment Securtiies

62 Cedar St., New York
105 S. La Salle 5t., Chicago

I‘-“'T-IIH Clew
Ml Enneapola

tant by mail, and having it divided into cer-
ticates of 25 shares each,

When he sells 1o shares, say, he may have
to send a larger certificate to the transfer office,
have it split up in order to deliver the 1o shares,
and this means time that is translated into in-
creased interest charges on the capital involved,
It may he several weeks before the full 100
shares are disposed of, and it would be a strange
business policy which did nol provide that the
selling prices cover the lost interest as well as a
profit which would be governed largely by
gnin;_: market conditions,

The dealer, furthermore, must provide in his
selling prices for his costs of deing business,
In addition to the sizable overhead which
many fully integrated firms have in their sta-
tistical forces, clerical workers and general
office expenses, they have the heavy outlay

(Continwed o page Tr)



Make Your Dollar
Buy More
OUR dollar today

buys less of necessities
or luxuries than ever be-
fore, but it buys more bonds.

R e e

< R W M R T e M

To Investors
YUL_ ean profit by the service of our In-

vestment Department. A broad experi-
ence froitful of valuable knowledge of in-
vestment and financial affairs in the Pacifie
Northwest has been aequired through years
of intimate association with this region,

We handle the best type of Northwestern
Municipals having all the desirability and secur-
ity of Hastern issues.

Let us send you interesting information,

Bond prices roday are lower
than they have been for over
forty years.

There never was a poorer time to
spend, or a better time to save and
invest.

s -\.'l'fl TIFgS
ar prevent, - Aak for List VA8

\WELLS-DICKEY COMPANY

ESTABLISHED |878
SURPLUS & CAPITAL £ 1,300,000

MiNNEAPOLIS - MINNESOTA

W have a wide variery of accras

Bond Department

The
Seattle National Bank

Resources more tham $30,000,000
SEATTLE, Washington

AR MORTGAGE
INVESTHMENTS

No Worry

Are You looking fora .*;ptcu]u tive INvest-
ment or do you want an investment free
from worry and care? If you are look-
ing for the latter kind, you should know
all abour Forman Farm Mortpage In-
Vestments.

Invest Your
Canadian
Bank Balance

in Canadian Victory Bonds, or
Municipal Bonds, or in good
Industrials.

While present exchange con-
ditions continue it is much
better to have your Canadian
surplus funds invested im gilt-
edged Canadian securities
yielding &7, or more than to let
them lie idle or earn only bank
interest.

Write and we will recommend you
pome desirable, sownd securitie ..

AGENCY OF

Royal Securities

-
s

Write now For fall information and lat-
est circolar, using the attached conpon.

e

TE R DT T T

A5 (eors Llithout o055 Fof Customer

eorge M. Forman
& Compan

F.A.Fll"’l MORTGAGE EFL KERS
STABLISHED i

11 5o Lx:i‘i-’_l]l.[:" Sr t’lncagc-, 1iI.
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George M, Forman & Ca,, 10 50, [a
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E.
Railroad Bonds

as
Sound Investments

2
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The present high money rates have nat-
urally been reflected by unusually low
prices of bonds.

Railroad bonds secured by mortgages
on trackage are just as well protected
as when they sold at higher prices. The
security 15 the same.

We have prepared for your conwve-
nience a list of 25 bonds which not only
shows the mileage upon which they are
a lien but also their vearly income re-
turn at current prices.

When sendmg for a copy of this lise,
ask for Letter Mo, B 150,

Herrick & Bennett

Members New Yark Stack Exchange [
66 Broadway New York |

B 5)

Whythe Mail Order Business ||
iy a Good One to Invest In

LR new booklet**The Mail Order

Business from the Investor's
Standpoint ™ tells the reasons in a
CONCISE Way.

Business instirutions and methods
which :.-iuturnati:::l“_v‘ ]u.'fl.‘! to reduce
the cost of living are bound to reap
substanrial rewards.

Leonard Morton & Co.
A Successful Mail Order Busi-
ness with 700,000 Customers

15 now at the penod of its develop-
ment most opportune 'Fﬂl' the far-
sighted investor to become Ainancially
interested.

Ark for Civeslar S-50
H.M.Byllesby & Co.
Incorporated :
IRy 208 Lacale St

10RSHonTse 30 Stam Treet:

| sively obligated as the dealer.
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(Cootinged from pape Gg)

entailed in the making of their market. In
respect to these items, it should be said, the
unlisted security hroker is, perhaps, as exten-
In making a
market the source of supply must be found, and
also the demand, The unlisted security firm
keeps a careful record of all customers and of
the stocks or bonds they have bought of him
or 5old to him. In the asgregate the mailing
lists of the unlisted security houses of the
United States, it is safe to state, {_‘UI!11|:T:i-:i_' iiil-
lions of names.

In order to keep doing business the unlisted
man must keep in touch with his clients, as
well as constantly reach out for a new clientele,
He must let the customer who hought a par-
ticular stock be informed from time to time of
prevailing market quotations, conditions sur-
rounding the issuing company, and, it may be,
of prospects for price movements in the near
future. When he gets a bid from one customer
and dovs not have the stock in his possession,
he must find whether another customer who
has some of the stock is willing to sell and the
price the latter asks. If he desires Lo accumu-
late the shares of a particular issue for his own
account, he needs to solicit sales from cus-
tomers to whom he previously sold the stock.

Another method of stimulating business is
through constant presentation before the public
eve the names of securitics which the unlisted
security firm wants either for itsell or its cus-
tomers, or which it seeks to dispose of to in-
vestors. One who has never devoted more
than casual attention to the unlisted market
will be amazed by examining advertisements in
financial newspapers at the vast number of
issues which are named in the publicity of un-
listed firms, Whereas the firm whosze business
is chiefly limited to brokerage transactions in
securities listed on an exchange finds it neces-
sary to advertize merely its name, conneclions,
and office address, the unlisted security firm
must needs pet before the public the wares
which it handles, This is not to infer, of
course, that a firm buys and sells only the se-
curities with which its name is identified, for an
unlisted firm will uncover any security a cus-
tomer wants, provided it is for sale. But the
unlisted field has become through specializa-
tion pretiy well divided among the existing
firms, whose number is added 1o from time 1o
time, until thousands of investors know that
John Jones & Co., or Brown & White have
their machinery geared especially to handle
public utility issues, manufacturing company
securilies, coal company stocks, or what not.

(Continued on rage 72) :



Are You Living on
Investment Income?

Those who derive their chief income from in-
vestments, such as retired persons and widows,
find Perters Farm Mortpapes particularly suit-
able because they are safe beyond doubr and
yet yvield a liberal income.

accompanied

of Safe and

Let us submit current offerings,
by our booklet, *The Science
Profitable Investing.”

37 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS
TO AN INVESTOR

For two generations The Georgia Loan & Trast
Company has been selling Farm Mortgages,
secured by properties in Georgia, Alabama and
Florida, paying 6% % nnd 75,

No iovestor holds a mortgage bought from
this Company that s not worlh its face value
and interest,

Follow the rule—SAFETY first, and boy Farm
Mortgages such agare offered by .

THETITLE GUARANTY &TRUST CoO.

FIRST BRIDSEPORT NATIOMAL BDANK BLDG,

BRIDGEPORT, CONN.
WORTHERN DFFICE OF TwE Gearces Loan & Taust Co
Macon, GECRGIA

—

DEPE\IDAR[ E [‘JVESTME"-IT BA\]KERS

EXETTINES 2TEry [re:
= of snund spcsniies

u-_ 'I‘--r lalirve pach fnan
gazing i wurthy of Hie |IJ|.IH 'y

e SCHIBMNER \I’kGa‘LZI"\E

Six Percent Farm Mortgages

B Secured by first liens on productive
il farms located in Texas, Louisiana and
Missizsippi.

The character ol these investments is
indicated by the fact that most of our
offerings are taken by banks and insur-
ance companies,

Deteiled information submittcd npon roguest

INVESTORS HDRTGAGE CUMP}\NY

R. B, Hispor, Fres
FGH.T '!‘rrUH TH, TEX.

oo

NEW {}RLE..‘LN.‘J La‘.

{Continued [rom page 71)

The unlisted security market is primarily an
investment market. The dealer buys for cash,
and except in special cases in which credit ar-
rangements are made for old customers, sales
are also for cash. Such speculation as enters
into dealings is of the long-range variety, pur-
chases being made by far-sighted buyers who

| depend not upon market fluctuations but upon

economic developments to bring about an ap-
preciation of their holdings.  While short sales
are not impossible in this market, still the fact
that stocks are transferred into the names of
buyers and taken to their strong boxes makes
difficult the borrowing of shares which is neces-
sary to a short sale. Besides, the owner of an
unlisted stock who conzented to lend his shares
would be inclined to exact a premium to cover
his risk which would militate against the
profits which the short seller hoped for at a
later date.

Being mainly free of speculation as indulged
in on the active markets, unlisted stocks are
not driven about by waves of temporary mar-
ket depression. It is not infrequent to see
highly speculative issucs on the exchanges
driven down ten points in a “bear” campaign
at the same time that sound unlisted stocks
stand unmoved, or even rise. The average
haolder of unlisted stocks is untroubled by the
daily fluctuations on the exchanges. Often he
is occupied with his own work, lives far from
the market-place, and has no interest in his
securities other than to note that the dividend
checlk comes promptly quarterly or each half-
vear, or monthly it may be.

There are unlisted stocks which figure high
in the estimation of a bank’s loan clerk, but
as a general thing they are not used actively
as collateral, especially in Wall Street loans.
For one thing, the owners of unlisted shares
do not need to borrow on them; for another,
the floating supply of a particular issue is sel-
dom large, and again the banks prefer listed
securities Decause the market for the latter is
active, permitting easy liquidation if the need
should arise.

The very nature of the unlisted market pre-
cludes quick sale such as is possible on the ex-
changes where wide-spread trading by specu-
lators on the exchange floor or in brokerage
offices affords usually a “close™ market and a
ready demand al satisfactory prices—to the
Luyer. The unlisted market is for investors
of the calibre which buys only after inquiry
and examination of facts, and seldom find it
necessary to sell under pressure which pre-
vents analvsis of market conditions and a study
of going prices.
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HEN John Hull, the mint mas-

ter of the Massachusetts Bay

Colony, gave his daughrer her
weight in pine tree shillings as a dowry,
he knew that every coin was full weight
—and of exact Aneness,

These silver pine tree shillings—the
first coins minted in Hny of the colo-
nies—well typify the painstaking care
and sterling bonesty of Puritan New
England And today thi: same qual-
ity iz evident in New Englind manu-
factures—in a thousand and one prod-
ucts made betrer in New England than
elsewhere, and at less cost.

The Old Colony Trust Company,
by close association with New England's
greatest industrial projects and develop-

ments, by familarity with New Eng-

fand conditions and resources, is im an
l_;||||.~||.|-.|}- favorable ]}n:_l:\il".l.-r:u to furnish
reliable information sod to exccute
financial commissions promptly and
ECOTMTIEG .I”_'.. We invite LuIrL':-]"JI'l.iL_'u-._l.',

Come to New England.  Enjoy the
Lf-.'“ghl.-u of shore and mountain,  Famil-
larize :.-.-:Hw'll' with the enormous in-
dustrial development of New England,
Viswalize her tremendous growth as
a market for goadz and as a feld for
intensive industrial and commercial
EXTENSI,

We shall be glad to send vou our
illustrated |1-3--k|1-r, & Noep Jt!..-'.';:. L
U-':-n'l u-'.'-.l'l ."I-.r'.'-!'l.‘— paed in COMmMmemora-
tion of the three hundredeh anniversary
of the First Pilorim ]',,.,||'|_|i||§_r‘ in |r,;.;.-,
Please address Department E.

O LDC oLoNY T RUST C OMPANY
BOSTON







PROTECT YOUR INVESTED FUNDS

The Financial Department of Scriener's Maca-
ziiE maintaing an Investor’s Service Bureau, to
analyze securitics 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
neminal fee is charged. Statistics, facts, and in-
formation abouwt one stock or bond is furnished for
$3.00. An additional charge of $2.00 is made for |
ench additional security reported on at same time.

Inquiries, accompanied by a remittance, should
he addressed to Investor's Service Bureau, Scrip-
NER's Macanng, so7 Fiith Avenue, New York,

Following are apnouncemenis of current booklets and circulars |
psied by Gnanelal institutions, which m:f he ..|,|,.|.1..| st hout
roat on peguest addegssed 1o the jsswing anker,  lnvestors are
kel 1o mention SCRIBNER'S Macazive when woting for literature,

CURRENT INVESTMENT OFFERINGS

Macafee & Company, Tad, 5 Cepthall Cowrt, Lendon, E.
Merchant anel Investment Bankers, invile correspondence r:[:-:m!lng
investment in Britizh secunties.

Cigeular No. BS-77 dictributed by A B. Leach & Ch., Ine., 62
Cadar 51, New "r'ur_l.l:. provides complele infnrrnuli_un regarding in-
termal loans of Fareiga Governments and the possible profits E‘mm
investmenls 1o Lem

Amomg the puldicatbons which Haleey, Stuart & f'nrn
distrifmring to interestedd ||11.-|:n|:-'||:u are Ii! in}ll-u'n.lng hoosing
Yeaar lw:sl.rrwnt Bapker," emphasizing the imporance of 1his

“Honds, Ouestions Answered, Terms Defined,” an ele-
nmur;r treatise on questions and bond terms, and ¥ Invest-
ment Secorities."” 2 manthly bulletin of Government, Mumclpa.] and

Corporation offerings.
The Mercantile Trust CMTIM’&; St. Louis, has prepared 3 Tiat of
Municipal Bonds exempt from the Federal Income Fllf;m. midlm:
oto 59, Circular B-fso deserilang these saues o [oll will
ﬁ?urwuﬂcd upan reguest.
Exmest E Smith & Company, 52 Devonshire 51, Boston, are
dlistribating literature on :s-tuh!'rsh-.'g New England stock—5ullivan
lﬂilﬂ%.i"ﬁ lﬂ.nu.-: Chemical, Robertson Paper, Old Colony
EI:I. el

INVESTMENT BOOELETS AND CIRCULARS

How, why, and wmider what conditbons the stocke of natkomall
Enows ﬂdh:umn Flcd investments, where the secufilies of swe
tompanies may be located, and how they may be purchased are
tlu'ibad in & sho hook entitled " Investmenis in Mationally

nown Companies,’ which B being distrbuted without charge by
-Tnht:r & Kir = Broad Sireet, New York.

In “To-morraw's Bond Prices,” o booklet discussing the inflaence
an bond prices of high commodity prices, kigh interest rates, etc.,
ot low hond prices are compared with the trend of bond prices
ollowing cvery greal war,  Allention is drawn Lo the prevailing
E‘Ish bl:nrlr_'ndlk now nﬂmm.li'pqlc J:'.ln}!;e l,':"']“ :r.!p_'.r{I-:r William Hi.
ompton Company, At Lowis, New York, Chicago, Cincinnati, an:
New Orleans.

ny are

Heevick & Bennett, 56 Broadway, New Vork, will mail inquiress
Ehl"l' letter * The huw Era for Railroad Secunties,” wlich shows
bt Lhe position of Railroad Bonds bas improved.
The consistent carnings record of the cectric and ges wtility
Iulmrli:.rlunl Standard Gas & Electric Company is shown grophi-
:gl a new :.1 page illustrated bosklet being distribited by
“ E:rllﬁb]r Company, Chicago and MNew York., Ak for
Iﬂ'l“i‘i[tnl.rlt TIEITLE '+ A monthly discesion l.w{ Canadian finan-
l'ﬂlwnlhtmn;. '[nvn.tmrm R_u,-rummn.nll viions "2 A quarterdy selec-
fioli ol Canadian Envestment securites.  Published by Foyal Securi-
ties Corporation, Montreal, Cannda; és Broadway, New York.
_Blyth, Witter & Co, 61 Broadway, New York, and San Fran-
oo, Fﬂ-ll:ﬂl‘-h. u bookbet entitlerd © Elementary Principles of Safe
lavestment”" which in simple lnnguage offers a key to investing lor
Perple mol famitior with srocks and bonde.

tﬂtuﬁtnu; Facts about Banking Service in Business " ls a new
mﬁt mow heing dI:er-ulm! by the Seattle National Bank, Seattle,

T

. tribke

Peabody, Houghteling & Company of Chicago are publizhing a
manthly magarine the purpeses of which are (o keep i helr investoss
informed us to condition ol securntie: they have already purchased,
and to annoumce ciurrent und [utdre nﬂInrmE:. Copies on recpaesd.

BOOKLETS ON TINANCIAL SUBJECTS

The Hankers Trust f_'o-ml:any m’ New York has announced for
Tree djstriliation two letx “Eorope’s War Problems snd
Labor,"” ami "State of New York Personal Tncome Tax Law and
Corporntion Framchise Tax Law, as amended Ll_'f ihe Laws of 1gzo.”

*“An Organization for Investment Service ™ autlines 1 be facilities
affered investors by the Flunui Department of ihe L.u,j,r*nty’ Trist
[ I'II'HEII'I-}‘ af Mew York. " Five Raillroad Bond Investments ™ shows
aelaibed mortgage maps aied describes the Iunrlerl}mq martgage
bonds of fve slmna American reilroad Bysbens, ' ITavestnvent
REecommendations,” a monthly booklet, eontains a list of recom-
mended izsues of homds, aotes, and preferred stocks,  Copies of any
of these boollets will be sent on request,

A zemsitile sugpestion to Senator Harding to seloct a poweriul
Cabines mow, gt tentative aoceplances, aml hove mrlnhen tak=
nr1. n 1|:|r' campuuign i conlained in 3 recent issae of ¥ The Bache
eview,” which may be obinined free from I 5. Bache & Co.,
4= Broadway, MNew Yark.

Hawoklets |'.|l.|||||-'||er h:r:ruth by the Mational City Company of
ht'w ok are; plinoes —|ru:'|ud|.n...|:'h¢ Regulations and Bul-
ings . ol ihke Federal Reserve Ihurd lﬂ\lﬁtml" Hrcunnm'
(Muonthlyl—A list of hlf]}ifhljf mwslm:nu. “Men and Honds
An Hlisstrated stary of their invest ment service: © Whit Yoo $|mu|-ll
Envw abowt Investment"—A help 1o m;:rpen-mc-ed investors;
“The Well Frog™—aA story of ibe Fm of an unguided investor,

The importance of an American trade buse as an id in bailding
U ARIT LT e with the Orient i3 dealt with in 8 booklet, *The Far

g1 recently fsswed by the Mational Shawmuot Bank of Bostomn.
huulh-:r of the bank's 'pulsilnt:lm.s explaing the wse of "Mctp:-
ances” by examples covering domestic and forcign Lransactions.
Other booklets deal with the Webl Law and the Edge Law.

Charts of the Fluctuatsons of ]"mign. Excha Rates in 1050,
" Wool apd Wool Manufacture” and © The New England Letter,”
published monthly, will be seat upon appleation o the First Na-
tienal Bank Lom, Mass.

A Qm:h-ﬁulummg Inceme Tax Table aiding the investor to
determine the gross yield he must get on a tagable bond to corre-
b|--n-! to thee yueldd of o tax-feee Municipal is being discribated by

Seacy & Braun, & Nassau Strevt, New York

A =eries of artiches on indusirial, wrumu\du]. anid iculiural
activities in_ the Pacific Northwest & distributed in booklet form
under the rithe ** Konow Portlond and the Northwest,” by the Lacdd
& Tilton Bank, Portland, Oregon.

ements and How We Can Meet Them ™

“Your Financial Requir

—-‘-ull:rsl the :nmlm ive Tacilities for banking service offercd
by six -rqr.li|:- riments—Hanking, Foreign, Trust, In-
\rﬂl.n:u:nl T, ﬂl'l YVault, 0Old ony Trust Company,

I.'i:pa.l'hmnt E, Hu:l.un. Mass.

REAL ESTATE MORTGAGE BOOELETS

The advantages of buying real estate bonds from “ bank are oul-
limed in o bookber El1lil1=-§-I Hank-Safeguarded Bends, " distributed to
investors by Greenchaum Sons Bank & Trust Company, Chicage,

5. W. Biraus & Company, 150 Broadway, New Vork, and Straus
Building, Chicogo, hawve published o * July Investment Guicde
whith describes their offenings of First Morlgage serial real estuie
bonds, and outlines the |.lnr|(|l|!¢:- al Use Straus Plan.

A shlet entithed “What (s & Real Estate Bomd 7™ cxplains
birictiv this type of investment m\:uriiy'. Hent free on request made
ta . O, h‘[n-.ﬂell & Co,, 69 W, Washington 5L, Chicago.

FAEM MORTGAGE BOOKELETS

“Ceeure Taviesimenia” a booklet descnhbing First *l.{nr[gagﬂ WL
Southern Farms, sent on request to Investors Morigage {q._ MNew

Orleans Maticnal Bank Bldg,, New Orleans, La.

“The Prairie Provinces—a Truitfiel Geld for Fnur.cnntgve In-
vosiors " describes appartunities lor investments in Canodion Farm
Mlisrtgages. Write 1o Wells-Digckey ':.Ulﬂlh.l.lln"f Mlnnnnpnlu,

* Mortgages Faid in Gobd.”" a tooklet describing Southern Farm
Mortgapes, 1= distribated by the Title Goaranty & Trost C oMY,
Bridpeport, Conn

Y Farman Farm Mortpames and the Forman Munihly P.j,aq'r!rpl
Plan !vukhl FeLE Ill.ij' s by George M. Farman & Co,, 11 S0,
I Sal Chicago cseribset their investment offerings and Lhe
partial n.a:.m-'nr {mlmﬁ they extend to investors,  Senton request,

“(Capadian Farmi Mortgages loe American Tnvestors,™ a8 mew

Boaklet just sswed by Petlers & © ompany, Mioneapalis, b Ln.lng aliss
[ree nmomg inveslors.




With theWord Speciry

Suppose, as a manufacturer, all
the Ads. in your trade paper
should continually harp, 1n big
type, on the word— Buy! Buyp!

Mot only harp en it, but make the
entire text trend a bald command,
and almost a demand to buy!

How many of those Ads. would
long get your attention?

The advertisement that interests
youis the one that tells you of help-
ful points about your business, that
you didn't know; or that reminds
yvou of those
you have for-

[—— F guitun.

The architect, although an artist,
iz likewise a business man. Why,
therefore, assume that the word
specify i3 magic for him?

Why not tell him something about
your product that he doesn't
know; and then keep on telling
him some facts he did know, but
has forgotten s

Think of the thousands of sales
the architect infAuences.

We have some sound sense sug-
gestions for securing your share of
these sales. Consider this adwver-
tisement an invitation to send for
them or send for us,

THE HOUSE OF SCRIBNER

CHARLES SCRIENER'S SONS
597 Fifth Avenue, New York

ARCHIIECIVRE

Published by
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Opinions about Tires should be
Weighed as well as Counted

HERE is hardly a
I motorist who
hasn’t at scme
time or other in his
experience had a tire
dealer attempt to sell
him a tire by represent-
ing it as the fastest
seller in town.

More attempts are
probably made to sell
tires by playing to the
motorist’s alleged
weakness for * crowd
of buyers ” than by any
other known method
of selling.

The experienced motorist,
of course, refuses to sur-

The tire on the left dilustrates
thecouce of about 75 per cent of all
trowbie=inrufcient infation.

The regulor use of a reliahls air
| faugais the best zofeguord afoimsl
Fidl enttip g and fabric breabdown,

e —

[~ —

render his individual judg-
ment to any crowd or mass
of whatever size.

Too often he hasseenthe
resules of accepting opinions
at their face value, without
first finding out what they are
based om.

And you will find him
going more and more tothe
dealer who has something
tc offer in support of his
tires other than “crowds of
buyers" and * numbers of
sales.™

The opinion in favor of
LI. 8. Tires is not based
solely on the number of
them in use.

Grear as that number is,

it is due to something be-

sides clever arguments.

Thousands of motorises
today are putting up with
second choice tires because
forced production is fmcon-
sistent with U1, S. standard of
guality,

The United States Rubber
Company's enormous in-
vestment—greater than that
of any concern in the in-
dusiry — has always been
aimed solely at quality.

Building a tire first and a
market afterwards. Think-
ing of the individoal user in-
stead of the number of sales,

One of the reasons, per-
haps, why there is now a
scarcity of U. 8. Tires.,

If the time ever comes
when U. 8. Tires can be
supplied to all, or nearly
all, of the people who want
them, they will still have
miore fo recommend them than
merely the largest following.

United States Tires
United States @ Rubber Company

Fifty=threc
Facleries

Tha eldesr and larpest

Rubber Orgonizalion in the World

Twe fundred aed
rhirty-five Hramchas
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Strength of Orga.mzatlon

Experience of over forty years has de-
veloped executive ability. Scientific ad-
vancement has bmught the te|ep|'|une from
a crude expeniment to one of the most per-
fected of all mechanical devices, F_.ngi-
neering has mastered countless problems
involved in the distnbution of service. Con-
struction has carried the telephone into the
most remote comers of the country. Opera-
tive skill has combined the efforts of execu-
tives, scientists, engineers and commercial
management. | hese with vision and fore-
sight are the powers which unite in the
accomplishment of the Bell Telephone

S}'stem,

Working in the closest cooperation with

One Policy

its chiefs is the nation-wide organization of
telephone employees. Nothing less than
finest loyalty, the most untiring devotion,
the recognition of the great importance of
their work, coupled with a fixed determi-
nation to serve faithfully; nothing less than
this unified strength which has been so won-
derfully displayed by the management and
employees of the Bell telephone could
have carried the system through the years of
strain which began with the war and have
not passed.

Hardly ever has public service required
s0 long and severe a test of a business or-
ganization. Never has an army responded
with more hearty united and loyal support.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AMD ASSOCIATED COMPANIES
One System

Universal Service

ki
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Cord Tire

<> N
< (On the same road with 3 E‘l

B Q o e
=y your new ¢ filverfown A
: (0rd Tives, you will find a Sf

lot of the Yilverfown (ords
of last year, and the year

before, still delivering

£ the miles.

i..l . .

| Goodrich Tires
i ‘Best in the Long Run

!

| | Fhe B E Goadrich Rublier Company, Akron, ®hia  +  oddjwitment Ranpi Sofverfown Cords, Boos Mifn, FRaibre Frei, Baca Midar
TR T - T Ty
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BLUE LABEL
FOODS

x

L3

[ —
e

1.}‘,.\':'.

—

I

Blue Label Foods—
from Soup to Sweets—Ready to Serve

TW'EI\'T’J' kinds of delidous =oups made from
Rich Mear Scocks — Crisp MNew Wegetables—
Fresh Whaolesome Sea Foods.

Blue Label Boned Chicken is all salid mear—ic
has thar home cocked”” chicken tasce you love—
and it &l resdy—rhe minore yoa open the can.

ili .‘nur-. Eetchug, Canned Fruits and
5, Baned Turkey J1|d Chicken, _[bll'..

The Fa kizchen where
I".J-: L| el Foods are pack Iy elean
1 care is paken in the preparation
i _'||.IL| Food,

e Blue I ibiel Foods are always
E s Srock your pancey
- |Iw| Vil CAR SETVE &
T t meal from wHA 0 Sweila
=4t A ||'|'r||r'r|f"'| BOLOE.
1rie Fruuln‘ﬁ*zr "Pictorial Hitary of
Hui e many pood mem
and re ._-_| 3, B shatl be plea ved b0 semed it
if vou -q-.-'n' HHCAIEOR FOMF RTOCET'F M

"'i |I l|r

RTICE BRO

ROCHESTER. N.Y.




Cords Carefully Built

Careful work was the solid
foundation on which the
Mohawk Rubber Company
was organized seven years
ago and on which it has
grown to a position among
the leading tire companies
of the country.

In the building of all Mohawk
tires— both Cord and Fabric
—we have used pure rubber
only and the best fabric ob-
tainable, in spite of the

alluring cost-cutting pos-
sibilities of the thHousands
of substitutes which are
today common in the tire
industry. 3
Mohawk Tires are built by
hand because that is the more
careful way.

Moreover, you will find that
Mohawk Cords weigh more
than the average cord tire
as much as B to 10 pounds
in the larger sizes,

Mohawk Quality Tires are made n both Cord

arnd Fabrie Types, and n four siyles of Treads
B J = e - sn B =
F-.% F & B - B Iy i
& | "f i | By
‘& | & '-,,‘.—" - T k
- EYY B W | 1 B e
- = — — R

Mohawk Eubber Company, Akron, Ohio

Konsas City Dallas
Mew York Baston

San Francisco
Chicago

Loz Angeles
Anlanta

T




Columbia Grafonola

IN PERIOD DESIGNS

Just as we have searched the
world for all of its most beauti-
ful music to put upon Columbia
Records, s0 we have traveled
far to find the most beautiful
designs for our Perniod Model
Gra%u:unn[as.

This new Japanese model is a
wonderful example of Oriental
handicraft. The flowers and
birds in their natural colors, the
jet black background and high
light= in gold, make this an
Artistic masterpiece.

Columbia Artists

Baklanoff Gordon Macbeth PRomaine
Barrientaos Hackett Mardones Rothier
Garden Lazaro Ponselle  Stracciari

A Few Exclusive

Columbia Grafonolas: Standard Models up ro
$300; Period Designs up 1o 32100

Beauty from the Orient

This Japanese Peniod Design Grafonola is one of
the 23 exqumzte Period Models of the Columbia
Grafonola.  All are operated by electric current,
motor starting and stopping automatically. Thas
moade]l has accommodations for 144 records,

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE CO., New York

Canedian Foctory: Toronio




Comfort that rough roads do not destroy
Control that does not require strength

20 miles to the gallon of gasaline Sﬂfﬁt}’ that is not a matter of skill
2 504 les . i re - gw o

B e 10, f4¢ et .t Reliability that i independent of scason
. [ National Averares) Abilit}r to COVEr ]ﬂngfst distﬂn':ﬂ in. 4 dEl_‘f

FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, SYRACUSE, N.Y.
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This 10-Day Test

Has shown millions the way to white teeth

All statements approved by hgh denlal aulhorities

This iz how millions have
found the way to whiter, safer
teeth, You see the results on
every hand—perhaps in teeth
vou envy. Send now for this
simple ten-day test and see
what your own teeth show.

Why teeth discolor

There is on your teeth a
viscous film. You can feel it
with vour tongue. It clings
to teeth, enters crevices and
stays. That film iz the teeth's
great enemy. It dims them
and destroys them.

The tooth-brush fails to
end it, for the ordinary tooth
paste cannot dissolve it. 5o

PAT OFF 11
Pepsadéend |

REG. U.5.

The New-Day Dentifrice I

A scientific film combatant which, after 5 years'
tests, is now advised by leading dentists every=
where. Druggists supply the large tubes

for months between your
dental cleanings it may do a
ceaseless damage.

It is the film-coat that dis-
colors, not the teeth. Film is

the bazis of tartar. It holds
food substance which fer-
ments and forms acid. It

holds the acid in contact
with the teeth to cause decay.
Milhons of germs breed in
it. They, with tartar, are the
chief rcanse of pyorrhea—a
trouble which few escape.
Dental science has for years
sought a way to fight that
film, Five years ago the way
was found, and convincing
tests have proved it. Now

10-Day Tube Free

leading dentists everyvwhere
advise it, and millionz of
people have been led to em-
ploy it.

The method iz embodied in
a dentifrice called Pepsodent
—a tooth paste conzidered
ideal by authorities. It is be-
lieved that its use will create
a new dental era.

Supplied on request

A ten-day tube of Pepso-
dent is now sent to all who
ask—to 10,000 people daily.
This 15 done to let everyone
know quickly what it does,

Pepsodent is based on pep-
giri, the digestant of albumin.
The film is albuminous mat-
ter. The object of Pepsodent
is to dissolve it, then to day
by day combat it.

Pepsin must be activated,
and the usual agent is an acid
harmful to the teeth. That is
why it long seemed barred.
But science has found a
harmless activating method,
s0 it can be daily applied to
the film.

Two other new factors in
tooth protection are also
combined in Pepsodent.

Send the coupon for a 10-
Day Tube. Note how clean
the teeth feel after using.
Mark the absence of the wis-
cous fAlm. See how teeth
whiten as the flm-coat dis-
appears. A ten-day test will
be a revelation.

Compare thizs new method
with the old. Then let the
clear results decide what is
best for you and yvours. Cut
out the coupon now,

| THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
Depr, 675, 1104 8 Wabaah Ave,, Chicago, T

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

Aoty aers Elee for o Toomall sy,
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The Fortunate Invalld

Fortunate iud:.'-:_d is the invalid who can
visit any part of the home at any time.

The Sedgwick Invalid Elevator has
brought this joy to many invalids. It
will transfer your invalid from floor w
floor with the utmost safety.

A child can operate it—any builder can
install it.

Let us zend you copies of letters from
customers who write of the satisfaction
and comfort which a Sedgwick has
brought to their homes.

Sedgwick Machine Works

Specialists for twenty-five years
iri Hand Powmver Elevators and
Dumb Wairters for all purposes

155 West 15th Street New York

White House

|E|-'T COMPANY

DWINELL-WRIGH

Coffee

‘same splendid qual-
t you have a[“ruf,
pought—quality that
has made White House
Cof famous. Look
in this new un-
[e Ipac..{.ngu., always
bearing a picture of the White
Hlouse. 1, 3 and 5-lb. pacikages
. 1

£ r

manid.

Yonly—rnever :

e

Principal Coffee Roasters BOSTON=CHICACO
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“Onyx”
ﬁf‘
Spoﬁswear

—
iz

£ 5 = ﬂlw-
..'_':.~ 5
) #—
Hug ud Fal @y

wool and
camels hait
maintains
the distinc
tion long
held by
Onyx Silk
hosieru.

Sqt the Better S]‘mpg

Emery & Beers Company; Inc.

Socla Owners and Whalesale Distributors - - NewYork
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DURAND

STEEL RACKS

e i y i

_______

.'r .

G _ :;"'.m: .'_éiﬂ.t’ L
PRECIS!O and prompt-
ness in filling orders is

often appreciated as much as
quality of product.

Durand Steel Racks and
Shelving are adaptable to all
kinds of stock, and instantly
adjustable to the sizes of the
stocks on hand. They speed
up service, eliminate friction
between departments, and re-
duce losses through errors.

Write for catalogue of steel rachs,
binz, couwnters, etc.; or for cotalogue
of steel lockers.

DURAND STEEL LOCKER CoO.

1508 Fi. Dearborn Bank Bldg. 508 Park Row Bldg
Chicago MNew York

Estevbrook Pens

e

Mads im America=
Foed ‘reund the warld

\Yoar,

Esterbrook
No. 788
Oval Ball Point

writes smoothly and evenly
over either rou gh or smooth paper.
The best pen known for rapid hilling,
bills of lading, addressing, etc., and
where quick free action is needed.

Writing all day with this pen in a
ligh!'. holder will not tire the hand, no
strain, no * Writer's cramp.”

All Esterbrook Pens are the sus-

tained result of over 60 years' expen-
ence in making the best steel pens in
the world.

Esterbrook Pens are the standard
for excellence of pen writing perform-

| ance—uniformity.

Send or telephone to your nearest
dealer, asking for samples. [5¢c a
dozen, assorted, or of your favorite pen.

THE ESTERBROOK PEN MFG. CO.
8-20 COOPER STREET
CAMDEN, N. ].

Conadian Agenta: Brown Broa., Ltd,, Teronts, Cannda

| Zsterbrook Pens

it )



Is this aYALE key?

No-it is not.

If it" YALE made it's marked
“YALE.”
That shape in a key does not mean

YALE.

It merely means that that key looks
like some YALE keys.

That shape is little more than flat-
tery of yon and us. Of you, because

you like keys so shaped. Of us, because it

resembles some of the YALE shapes.

Iz the name YALE on the key or lock?

That’s the identifying thing, that only.

Men are often careless enough to mis-name
things in ordinary conversation, but when you
are spending your money, look for the name

YALE on the product.

The name YALE g our trademark and property
a8 applied to all that is best in invention, design

workmanship and material in

Builders' Locks and Hardware Bank Laocks
Padlocks Time Locks
Night Latches Chain Blocks
abinet Locks Electric Hoists

Door Closers P, O, Lock Boxes

That is why this trade-mark iz worth Gnding on

the product you buy.

Some Types ¥Yale Keys

The Yale & Towne Mf
EE’WTurEL Office: 9E.

7
YALE)

0. Makers of the Dale Libcks--General Uffices & Works: Stamford. Conn,
“'St.-.,ll..'inun:llm n.Il.'ﬁ"in'l-E Led | St Cotharines 1_'|..|_.C||.i.~_.|_r[u Office: TT E.Lake ta
1ty et ke P ey T - = e St
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PATHE
SUPREME

Phonographs
and Records—

triumphs of arts -

and crafts

FCUUUTY

PATHE FRERES PHOMNOGRAPH CO

EUCEME -A-WIDMANM, Preridind
BRODELY M, M-V fOROWTE, CamMAala LOMDOM, ENGLANMD

COATS MO MORE THAN THE OADINARY PHOMOGRAPH

o

PAT U3A CANADA
A0 FORCIEH COUNTHIER

Adjusts to any position
DJUSTO-LITE, a lamp that you

can attach anywhere—to bed,
shaving mirror, table, desk or chair.
T'hrows the light exactly where you
need it most. Prevents eye strain,
Cuts lighting cost.

Gripping clamp is felt-faced and eannet
scratch. Compace., Durable. Solid brass. Ask
at the store where you usually trade for Adjusto-
Lite. Ifthey don't carry it, order direct. Guar
anteed for Ave years.

S. W. FARBER

141-151 Bo. Fifth Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Pricer tn U 8, 4., complete with -fear cord, plug amd recker

Erusk brass finich, B5.75; Ssavsary Bronse or Niche! fuinh
25, Paclfic Coase priven, £5¢ por lamp highar,

. B

Adjusto-Jite




Baby Wakes Up Smiling

after its food has been digested as it should be,
which is best done by giving

MRS. WINSLOW'’S
SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children’s Regulator

Thousands of wise mothers know from actual
experience that there is nothing better than this
remarkable remedy for overcoming constipation,
diarrhoea, feverishness and other baby troubles.

This purely vegetable preparation is absolutely harmless
—contains no opiates, narcotics, alcohol or other harmful
ingredients, l

If your baby is fretful, cries, or gives other symptoms of
not being well, give Mrs, Winslow’s Syrup and note the
bounding health and happy smiles that follow,

At all Druggists

ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.,,

215-217 Fulton Street, New York

GENERAL SELLING AGENTS :
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc., New York—Toronto, Can.

il
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= 'p\,||"| the New Stromberg Carbu-

a2
dawn to 1 Sl
1l ol express speed—lop—
n -.|.|.I—'\..||.r machine is under

O
cam slow

on Lo this —you get m 1
(e are focis—

tely by service and |
sed in literature, which
will be senl you upen re rjuest.
Write forit, State name, vear nnd
miosle] of your car,

Stramberg Motor Devices Co.
Bepi. B52

B4 East 252h Streed

Cheeapo, Hinnis

TROMBER.G Does ll"

CARBURETOR

EGYPTIAN

DEITIES

r.”niﬂ tmost in' Ci g arelles”.
merl End or (jvrk._ fT;b

TFeople qf‘crrfrum and
refinement invariably
PREFER_ ‘Deities

to any other E{gﬂretre.

30¢

Stagus
Makers of the Hirhes! Grode Trkish
o P c‘;tﬁ:ﬂmr&-w

0
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OMEN, with a natural appreciation {j
of comfort, atmosphere and poise, )
find this car irresistible in its compelling

colors and fashjon. il /)
Tu satisfy the needs of discriminating b i
men and women the Jordan was developed : I

only after a most exhaustive and careful |
study of all that is best in American and
fur:ign buile cars,

The resalt is a car comfortable to a
delightiul degree — graceful of line — cor-
rectly proportioned—perfectly balanced —
instantly responsive—easy of control —
quick-about. In fact, a car that any man
or woman may be proud to drive on all
occasions, m all circumstances, under all
conditions,

JORDAN MOTOR CAR €., Inc., Civoreland, Dikia

L g LA y J.'*. '."h\ k
\ ‘k‘lw.w’ﬁé\.t m\ N

Birthplace of
Higary=Ndaker s e Boton
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RRIVED SAFE—an Indestructo habit.
Indestructo Construction protects against damage;

[ndestructo Registration insuresagainst loss; Indestructo
Wardrobe Arrangements safeguard against the wrink-
ling or rumpling of vour clothes.

Safety—first, last, and all the time—s secured by the
traveler who travels with an Indestructo Trunk.

NATIONAL VENEER PRODUCTS COMPANY
INBESTRUCTO INSURED TRUNKS: N I P TRUNKS

MISHAWAKA INDIANA

INDESTRUCTO

wswa> Trynk Makers &e>




H;I_s Nev_ér_ _I:V;ll—

YET neither is he wholly sick. He is nerv-
ous and depressed, catches cold easily.
Has frequent headaches, spells of indiges-
tion, a twinge of rheumatism how and then.

“Pyorrhea” says his dentist. “He is but one
of thousands of men and women who go to
pieces in middle age because of this insidious
disease."

FPyorrhea beging with tender and bleeding
pums. Then, the gums recede and expose the
unenameled tooth-base to decay, Eventually
the teeth loosen and fall out, or must be
extracted to rid the system of the infecting
Pyorthea germs that breed in little pockers
abour the rteeth. These germs, which are
carried in the blood-stream to other pares of
the body, are now known frequently to be
the cause of rheumatism, anaemia, nervous
disorders and other serious ills.

Don't lec Pyorrhea get established in your
mouth. See your dentist often for tooth
and pum inspection, and scart today to use
Forhan's For the Gums.

¥

Forhan's For the Gums will prevent Pyor-
thea, or check its progress, if used in time
and used consistently. Ordinary dentifrices
cannot do this. Forhan's keeps the pums
firm and healthy, the teeth white and
clean.

How to Use Forhan's

Llise ieewice daily, yearinand year oue, Wer
your brush in cold water, place a half-inch of
the refreshing, healing paste on it, then brush
yvourteeth up and down, Use a rolling motion
toclean the crevices. Brush the grinding and
back surfaces of the teeth. Massage your
gunwu::th YOUE Forhan-coated brush ﬁl’.‘]‘ll]‘_,l'
at first until the gums harden, then more
vigo r'-""-'5|‘.'" If the Fums ate very H.'l'lJ.l_'T, Trias=
sage with the finger, instead of the brush.
If pum-shrinkage has already set in, use
Forhan's accotding to directions and consule
a dentist Immediately for special treatment.

35¢c and 60c tubes in the United Srares
and Canada. At all druggists.

Forhan Company, New York
Forhan's, Limited, Montreal

FOR THE GUMS
Checks Pyorrhea




The brakes loom up as the most vital part L‘rf Al :il.m:'tlmhill.', for upon
the brakes depends yvour ability to stop, slow down, or ““hold ™ on the
hills.  Wise motonists are pa]'rir.'ul;tr about brake !i11i11g. Tl'JL'_‘r' may
take a chance with other equipment, but when it comes to the brakes,
they use Raybestos. Do vour brakes “hold "7 Do you feel them
“hite” and grip when you press the pedal? If
there’s any doubt, line them with Raybestos.
It WEARS and WEARS and WEARS. It's guar-
anteed to WEAR one year no matter how far you
travel. lLook for the Silver Edge.

BRAKE LINING
THE RAYBESTOS COMPANY

§ Factarks
Bridgeport, Conn. Peterborough, Canada
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LIGHT-5IX
Toarring . - . . . 31488
Landau-Rogdsier , . 850
Sedan s o 2450

F. 0. B. South Bend

SPECIAL-SIX
Touring Lo o4 RI1ETS
2-Possenger Rosditer JATS
#+Possenger Roodster [375
GOt .. & e b s BES0
dedan , , . 2950

F, 0. B, Distroin

BIG-SI1X

Teauring . . . ., . ¥2is0
F.O B, Detroig

SERIES 20 BIG-5IX
THE greatest touring car on the

market—for quick

getaway, pep, style, gasoline mileage, tire mileage,
cost of upkcepn and economical mMOtOring satisfaction—

everything one wants in a car.

tl-H. P. detachable-head motor; 126-inch wheelbase, insure-

ing ample room For scy lulrs

Ak the Studebaker Divaler whal Gasaline and
Tire Mileage BIG-51 X owners are peiling

Al Scudebaker Cars are
eiuiipped with Cord Tires—another Studebaker precedent




Eaginesr Frank T, Lippineott pilots the **Feantisths Geptury Lisiad" " nak
of Chlcags on s firsd lap e Mew Fork. A real veteran b BEngloece Lippla.
gott—nn enginesr for foriy pears, and pilsd of the ""Century'' sinca thal
Famous raln was frst Inangurated. A quarter of & cantury as saeineer an
oie of Ehe warld®s fasisst traian qualifies o man &8s judge of watchen,
Enginser Lippl enrriv m Hemil #as, foc Cha bl Len Fedr,

Familton atch

The Watch of Raillroad Accuracy™

A Railroad Watch, Like the Air-Brake,

Must be

Railroads are run on watch time, and
it's not exaggerating ro say that presenc-
day ralway service depends as much on
accurate watches as 1t does on air-brakes
and semaphore sipnals. Eailroad men
must have reliable and accurate warches.

The Hamilton Watch has become the
mast popular warch among railroad men
because it i3 truly dependable.  Every
Hamilton 13 made right and with care
stays nght throughout ivs long life.

Why chouldn't you have a Hamilton?
It would cost you no more.  The same
painstaking workmanship that builds ac-
curacy nto 3 watch also pives it extra
years of service, I

Besides, there's thesat-

*The Timekeeg

care af fine warches.

Send for

r*'—an interesting bookler abour the manufactare and

The different Hamileans are illuscrared and prices given.

HAMILTON WATCH COMPANY -

Unfailing

isfaction and the convenience of ||.win.g
reliable instead of approximare pime.

The Hamilton Watch makes an adeal
gift—a subtle ecompliment, a splendid
reward, a lasung token of regard. On
anv occasion when a gift is to be made, a
Himilton Warch would be firting and
Appropriate.

From sturdy railroad types to ladies’
exquisite braceler models, there is every
desirable kind of watch in the Hamileon
line.

Your jeweler will be glad to show you
some of them at any tume.  Prices range
from :"\-I-l_-| Eir .‘:-:l:"l Movements :ltl.?l'h',. 1"!!3]

{inn Canada }':-E:..f-i:l_l and up.

Lancoster, Penna,

s
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Safeguard the Investment

Every installation of a heat-
ing or plumbing system repre-
sents an investment to be safe-
guarded for the longest life and
serviceability. For this reason
it is to the advantage of owners
and architects to make their
complete selections from the
Crane Line.

They can do this consistently
because Crane Service sup-
plies, through the trade, all
of the heating and plumbing
fixtures and incidental equip-
ment needed for the small
home or the great public in-
stitution, on the same quality
basis.

We are manufacturers of abour 200000 articles, including valves,
pipe fAttings and steam specialties, made of brass, iron, ferrosteel,
cast steel and forged steel, in all sizes, for all pressures and all pur.
poses and are distributors of pipe, heating and plumbing materials.

SAVANMAN

FFRINGFIELD ATLANTA

BRIDGEPORT EMONYILLE

HE® YORE [BIR B IEPLH A

BEROOKLYHN MEMPHEE

PHILATGELFHIA LITTLE ROCK

HEWARK MUSKCIEE

CaM TULRA

BALTIMORE O LA & CITV

WASHING TRHN WICHITA BL&
. 5

EYRACUSE KANSAL CITY

BUFFALD TERRE HAUTE

ROCHESTER CINCINMATI

TMERE IF 4 NEARKF cRaSF FRANCHN TO CIFE FO' CRANE SERNVICE

CRANE CO.

5. MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO

VALVES-PIPE FITTINGS - SANITARY FIXTURES

CRANE EXHIBIT ROOMS

I WEAT e A1, AND B WEST 437 5. MEW TORE ExTY

A wnCH Tl FUBLIC 15 CORDALLY IRYITER

Bk ECed s FIFTY-S00EN LEACSNE CIMLS + wERRS CHICARD . B®iDGIFDEY

The esnpanying iBua-
eration of @ huge special
E#dlee] retwurn bend ian-
detiitive of Crane abality
bo merl mmuusal oegques-
menta i the  industrial

marksin

INDIANAPOLS
CETRELT
CHICAGD

R, PR
OS HKCHH
GRAMD RAFIDS
DAVENPGHT
DES MOINES
CpAAH A
SIOUX CITY

T PALL
MIHNEAPULIE
DULUTH

FaRGo

AHERDEEN
GREAT FALLS
BILLINGS
SPOKANE
SEATTEE
TADDREA
PORTLAND
POCATELLO
BALT LAKE CIT¥
OGOERN
SACHAMENTD
AR LA NEY

SAN FRANRCISCO
WATERTOWN

LOS AMNCHELEY
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There is almost none
ot the cheaper grades
of LINEN to be had

rv¥erT

Before 1915 almost the entire sup-
ply of the coarser grades of flax came
from Russia. None is coming today.

As a flax producer Russia has prac-
tically ceased to exist. Before the
war 90% of the world’s supply of
the fibre came from this distressed
COUNETY,

Today, Ireland and the other places
where the cultivation of flax for
linen spinning purposes is carried
on, cannot make up the deficir,

And Ireland grows the better kinds.

What True Irish Linen there is to
be bought is largely of the better
qualities, judging by pre-war stand-
ards.

So prices may seem high.

But after all, people who use and
appreciate real linen, know that in
spite of price, the durability, long
wear, beauty and charm of True
Irish Linen make its purchase a true
economy.

THE IRISH LINEN SOCIETY
BELFAST IRELAND
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WO feathery crusts as

r-ril.ll. as winter's J‘:r.\l [Tl

film. Between them a cool,
creamy filling that melts on
the tongue. Delightfully fla-
vored and deliciously sweet
—like honeved snowfakes—
[ €] .Illlprt)"r'l:_'. a rr{—rt‘ﬁhing hfv"
crage, 2 luscious fruit, a
tempting ice, of Lo comprise
a glorious feast in them-
selves, Such are Napisco,
Sugar Wafers incomparable,

Seld tm rhe fampua
In-er-sead Trade Mark package

MATIOMNAL BISCUIT
COMPANY

(i}
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UBE a cake of Ivory Soap be-

tween your wet hands, and
watch the wonderful Ivory lather
foam up in millions of lively
bublbles.

Rub the lather into your skin. No-
tice how grateful it feels—not a
suggestion of irritation. Motice
that it does not dry down nor go
“flat,” but spreads its velvety coat
over your entire body.

Dash water upon it. See it vanizh
instantly. Observe the clear, satiny
smoothness it gives to your skin,
and the exhilarating sense of per-
fect cleanliness which envelops you.

Do vou wonder that the people
who usz Ivory Soap can be satis-
fied with no other?

IVORY SOAJ

99&%7% PURE  IT FLOATS

114
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WE enrich our lives with the possession  tone of a Steger grand piano and you'll
of exquisite things. But compare the understand the bond of friendship which
mute beauty of a finely fashioned vase or  exists between legions of Stegerownersand
colorful canvas with the living, singing the instruments they have come to love.

STEGER & SONS PIANO MANUFACTURING COMPANY

Factories at Steger, linois Founded by John V. Steger, 1879 Steger Building, Chicaga, inois

If it's a Sreger—it"s the fines seproducing phonceraph in the wosld.

e e e o e e e e e

THE SCRIBNER PRESS



HE PIER.CE-ARROW addsa new pleasure totouring, to the coun-

try, to beautifill scenery, by thesplendid way it copes with country
road conditions. It is equally at home on country road or city- street.
The ample power of the Dual Valve Six provides the elasticity, the
adaptability necessary to make ordinary drawbacks of long distance
riding utterly negligible. The inherent safety built into the car min-
isters to that serene state of mind in which scenery can be best enjoyed.
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