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Mrs. Fox was brageing one day about the large number of
her cubs
“How many cubs do you bring into the world at one

time?" she asked the Lioness

“Only ONE," replied the Lioness —"but it's a LION."

MURADS COST 20 CENTS for a BOX
of 10— BUT THEY'RE MURADS!

MURADS would be lower priced if we left out all or part

of the |':'lﬁ-',.'r- Turkish tobaccos of .FI':-_'_ purest and best varieties

grown—or if we substitured inferior grades of Turkish tobacco.

But they wouldn't be MURADS—they'd only be Foxes!
“Judge for Yourself—!"

Hugigyiss '

‘\J’M:’l’ﬂfalh'ulfml is called
g Mirad 260 in Tin Boxes
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HRISTMAS IN ALGIERS is one of the delightful pictures drawn &y
Madame Waddington in her charming paper, “ A Winter in Algiers.

Rosert Lovis Stevenson anp EpinsurcH. Dr. Lauchlan MacLean
W ase, vice-president of the Stevenson Club, Edinburgh, and minister
of the church that the Stevenson family attended, has written from full
knowledge and warm Scottish appreciation, ** Stevenson's Contribution
to Literature and Life,” a paper to be enjoyed by every Stevensonian,

Hexry van Dvke will contribute a paper for the season

S .--} to ' Guide-Posts and Camp-Fires."
Scribner’'s i

Tuae Weakwess oF Psvenrc ResgarcH, A well-considered

' xaminati : ject by Winifred Kirkland.
){} (] examination of this important subject by /¥ inifres

fa}/‘C rljf;?[( J Tue New larorance, by the author of ¥ The Rising Tide
[l_j:.:{'l-;_\]“l-:l{-l of Color,” Lothrop Stoddard, who shows how the inter-
: change of the higher learning and literature has been
blocked by the war and by the high prices now prevailing for all the im-
plements of learning, such as books, periodicals, and scientific instru-

ments—all contributing to segregation of the intellectual classes.

A Grovr or Poems ror THE CHRISTMAS SEAsON, &y Martha Haskell
Clark, Charles W. Kennedy, Fohn Finley, and others, fully illustrated.

SHORT STORIES WITH ILLUSTRATIONS

Tue Secowp Rovwm, by Mary Syuen, an Tae Trian or Jorsatian Goobe, by fohn
inspiring story of regeneration, Prerton Buchanan, a negro character story
with inimitable illustrations by A. B.

Bevoxp Sciewce, &y Harriet Weller, an F
1 Frost.

amusing tale of an ill-assorted marnage.
Tue Wacow aNp THE Stax, by Myra M.

Cawpues or Farra, by Blair Niles, a story Sy :
; T ? Sawhill, a story of a modest philanthro-

of the real and the aruficial view of im- iy
3 15t
mortality. F

HERE are also the usual departments: TueE PoinT oF
View - Tue Fierp or Art, “F. S. Church,” éy Lucia
Fairchild Fuller, with many of his works - THE FinanciaL
SitvaTioN, by Alexander Dana Naoyes.

THE LEADING HIGH GRADE MAGAZINTE

(]



Look under the lid!

S

Be sure it is a Victrola

Both the picture “His Master’s Voice” and the word *“Victrola™ are exclusive
trademarks of the Victor Talking Machine Company. When you see these
trademarks on a sound-reproducing instrument or record, you can be sure it was
made by the Victor Company.

Being a registered trademark, the word “Victrola” cannot lawfully be applied
to other than Victor products.

For your own protection see for yourself that the instrument you buy bears
these famous Victor trademarks. They are placed on all Victor instruments and
records to protect our customers from substitution.

Look under the lid. On the portable styles which have no lid, these trades
marks appear on the side of the cabinet. One or both of them also appears on
the label of all Victor Records.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J.

Victrola

REG. Ui, #. PAT. OFF.

THE FIFTH AVENUE SECTION
3 J BEGINS ON THE NEXT PAGE
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SL LOANE'S present colle¢tion of Oriental Rugl\ com-
prising both Modern and fine Antique specimens,
offers a selection not excelled in pre-war days, in
standard of merit, diversi ty of weave and range ufhmc e

Five months were spent in the East by our personal
representatives in getting together this colléction, and
it cannot fail to interest all who contemplate the
purchase of desirable floor coverings.

The greatly disturbed political conditions existing in
the rug producing countries, with the attendant in-
terference with weaving and transportation, empha-
size the impnrlanrt’: of the seleétion we now have to
uﬂ:t:l‘.

Chrsttors will be groen a cordal Wwelcome

W. & ]. SLOANE
Fifth Avenue and 47 Street

New York
San Francisco, Cal., Washingron, 1. C. ||




Leoking up Filth Avenae from joth Strest

The obd St, Thomas" Chureh can be seen, alio the Keveer farm, now the

gite of the Vanderbilt bouwess, whore vrg\emble garden, abaut 1868, supplied the residents along lower Fifrh Avenue
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N ENGLIsHWOMAN recently deplored the lack
A of “collecting "' done by the younger pener-
ation in Amenca. Our Engllsi‘-3 cousings
begin in the schoolroom to acquire old china,
etchings, or bibelots, their taste and judgment
growing with the enthusiastic development of
their particular hobby. We owe it to the com-
Ing generation to interest them in the hner things,
the beauty in line, in color.
We may not all be in the market for high-
priced paintings, but we can get beauty and real

ART GALLERIES
ARTHUR ACKERMANN & 505
ARLINGTON GALLERIER
ODUDENSIRG GALLEEIES
EMRICH CALLERIES
CORMAM CALLERMES
MACBETH GALLERY

MILCH GALLEEIES

RALSTON GALLERIES

AND FURNITURE

ERZEINE-DANFORTR
MONTAGUE FLAGG, INC.
EMIL FEFFERCORN
HAMPTON SHOFPS

A. KIMDEL & S0
ALBERT LOUIS

LANDALU CALLERY BACBRIGE
SECHWARTZ GALLERIES W. & I SLOANE
ELSIE CONB WILEOX W

OBJECTS OF ART
E. F. HONAVENTURE
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ART GALLERIES and SHOPS

Listed in the Fifth Avenue Section, where you can shop with confidence

INTERIOR DECORATION

[

art in a fine print, etching, or drawing.  And it s
worth remembering that really good things from
our best galleries are available ro all homes,
whether $20 or $20,000 can go for their purchase.

The dividends instead of a mere coupon are
paid in a wider and deeper appreciation of the
tner things of life, a pride of ownership, enduring
beauty, and the prestige that ownership of fine
things gives. The joy and serenity things of
beauty around one can give are possible to every
ane 1."{ lllhi.'erl:n.iTmrl nJ.TI{.E tasre.

MEN'S HABERDASHERY
A BULEA & COMPARY
WOMEN'S CLOTHES
GIDDING & CO.

GIFTS

OVINGTON' §
BRENTARNG S
A A VANTIRE

RUGS

SHORCRAFT
COATIEYAN AND COMPANY  VOUMANS
SILYER PHOTOGRAPHERS
EACHRACH

CEICHTON BROTHERE
ARNOLD CENWTHE
JEWELRY WALTER SCOTT SHINN

b2 HOGEIAN
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W old Queen Anne

Hilver Coffee Pot
on "I:.1.n|:l and Lamp,
made in Londom im
t7o7-8. The Coffes Pot
was made by Philip
Brush in 1507, and & Ir.'
Stand and Lamp a year

later by Humphrea
Payne,

P oo

I'he above Hall \I arks appear
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i the Coffee Pol.
)
p&5 Cricuron Bros. of London &
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In Chicago: 22, 5. Michigan Avenus
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EMiL FEFFERCORN

ANMOUNCES THE REMOVAL
TO HIS NEW GALLERIES

128 and 130 EAST 58th STREET
NEW YORK

Antique
Furniture
Reproductions

9 Mr, Feffercorn
will be pleased
tomakeappoint-
mentsforcomsul.
tation with out-
of-town  clients,
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INTERIOR
DECORATIONS

Tapestries
Antigue Furniture
Needle Point

534 Madison Avenue :: New York

Between Fifty-fourth
and J"i":g- fifch Sreeers

v 8% WEST FORTIETH STREET
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pCRIBNER 2

CALENDAR of
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS

Sculprure by American Artsts: Gorham Gal-
leries, Fifth Avenue at 36th Street.

Portraits by Ernest L. Ipsen, November 22 to
December 4: Arlingron gnile-ries, 274 Madison
Avenue.

Exhibition of Paintin
and Prints: The Rosen
son Avenue,

Group Exhibition of Paintings by Symons, Lever,
Robert Henri, and Ben Foster. Picrures of the
Orient by Hoveep Pushman, October 18 o No-
vember 8: Macbeth Gallery, 450 Fifth Avenue.
Paintings by Frank W. Benson and Willard L.
Metcalf, November g-2g: Macbeth Gallery, 450
Fifth Avenue.

Paintings by Pizarro, Charreton, and prominent

American Aruses: Dudensing Galleries, 45 West
44th Street.

s and Rare Engravings
lE»a::h Galleries, 273 Madi-

Vincent Van Gogh. Oil Paintings, Warer-Colors, |

Gal-

Montross

Drawings, and Lithographs:
lery, 550 Fifth Avenue,
American Paintings and Selected Etchings:
Knoedler Galleries, 556 Fifth Avenue
Exhibition of Etchings and Wood-blocks: Toni
Landau Gallery, 1 Eastc g5th Street.

Modern Hunting and Sporting Paintings by
Percy Earl, November 1—30: Ackermann Gal-
leries, 10 East 46th Street,

Etchings by William Lee Hankey, during No-
vember: Schwartz Galleries, 14 East 46th Street.

Miniatures for the American Society of Minia-
ture Painters, November 1-15: Arden Gallery,
gog Fifth Avenue.

Eighteenth-Century English Portraits and Paint-
ings by Barbizon Masters: Ralston Galleries, 12
East 48th Street.

Contemporary American Artists: Babeock Are
Galleries, 19 East goth Street.

Exhibition of Inness Paintings: Ainslie Galleries,
615 Fifth Avenue.

[Continged on page B

EERTARLABRED 1746

ROYAL COPENHAGEN PORCELAIN

A nnouncement

ROY AL COPENHAGEN PORCELAIN AND
DANISH ARTS, Inc, announce the arrival st
their Fifth Avenue showrooms of an exceptionally
interesting collection of work by DAMNISH art-
craftsmen:

HAND-WROUGHT
SILVER JEWELRY
By Ewald Mielsen

DANISH ART
EMBROIDERIES

By Fru Hjost

OIL PAINTINGS FROM
NORDSJALLAND,
DENMARK

By Arthur Boesen

The assemblage is now on exhibition

A L I e T e e
B A MR Ll 5
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|| Qtbert R. Louis & Co.

Importers af

ANTIQUES

13 East 57th Sereet  New York City

r
1

4 F s i
HI5S Arm Chair of Walner—cirea
162515 covered in Flemush rapestry
of the same epoch, the dominant color
ualul.' F.N'-'l:g ‘_\i"l‘l;h.'l!“l; |h'|:|,'.
FHOTOGRAPHS OF TH14 AND OTHERS GLADLY MAILED
FOR YOUR APPROVAL




Bd [ TOHDENSING; |
GORHAM | ..r‘ak eries "l
GALLERIES

Sculpture

- 4 [T A TS T BEeee s & a8 AT

FALL OPENING
of
Paintings
by
‘ PIZARRO,
SISLEY

and ather recent
mparianons from France

in addition to

THE GORHAM COMPANY -

Fifth Avernse st Tharre-Sisch Sereet
MNew Tark Coy

| Works by prominent
American Artists

"= e Baiee "—MWarced? Berranaran

45 West qgth Stregr  fefween £tk Moy, Yark
|

SCHWARTZ GALLERIES | | || Ow s coliccton

of
T Paintings
y which will be a joy
to live with,

Paintings
Etchings

QOur experience in
the field of  Art

]113]71‘.‘5 us pocu liat-

n vin ly qualified to as-
E gra I gs i = sist you in select-
| RAMAL ST ing paintings for

VL h@l’l'i!:. HOTHE BLLNC KIMONA "
Visitors are always by Rotewd Ko, [N o,

welcome at the . -—

e —— ARLINGTON (JALLERIES

| : Yenyerieand Eiv imp - ¥
|| OFFOSITE RITZ-CARLTON fy |'I| "I:r_,:, Lix ':l:-_‘!_ tey 2 |"1' Madizon Avenue : ar qoth Streer MNew YDTLE

MacBRIDE

“THE HOUSE OF THREE G ABLES"™
9 EAST S41TH ST., NEW YORIK

ELECTRIC SCONCES '

OLD IRON =
WITH l ?
GLASS E
FLOWERS =
AND | é
MIRROR EQRPRIRT .:':‘ 1e By C. NAFIER WEM
BACKS = COLOR REPRODUCTIONS of =
$18.00 EACH = OLD AND MODERN MASTERS -
= Framed and Unfram =
DECORATIVE INTERIORS ||| £ ToNI LANDAU PHOTOGRAPHIC Co. =
_ 2 ] S 1 East 45th Serest WEW YORK =
| FANTHEA A (LT TR R AT LRI ETR AR AT IABEHER |I||II!I||'Il|l|||||||||-||||"EE




CRIBNER'’S
ifth Avenue Section
FIT) & Padind O6F

CALENDAR of Special Exhibition of Paintings and Drawings by
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS 'l';t:urgt' Wharton Edwards, October 18-30: Milch
(Continued from page T) Galleries, 108 West s7th Street.

Exhibition of Rare Old Etchings: E. F. Bona-
venture, 536 Madison Avenue.

C. R. W. Nevinzon, November 13 to December 4:
Bourgeois Gallery, 668 Fifth Avenue,

Waorks of Old Masters: Ehrich Gallenies, o7 -y [ h
Fifth Avenue. Exhibition of Etchings by Ernest Haskell, Soper,

Works of Zoen, to October 30; Lithographs by | and Roland Clarke; Pastels of Califorma by Ray
Fantin Latour: Arthur H. Harlow & Company, | Boynton, I\owmher_‘i-:y Robert Mussman Gal-
712 Fifth Avenue, lery; 144 West g7th Street.

Group of Six American Arusts’ Work, Clark,
Nichols, Olinsky, Potthast, Snell, Volkerr, No-
vember 1-13: Milch Galleries, 108 West 57th
Strect.

= Macsets Gauery ||| MILCH Galleries
T R — =

i Eﬂt:, |
MNubian
Prince™ |

[
HoOwVSEP
PUSHMAN

on American Art-
st of Armenian de—
scent, whose color-
ful interpretations
of the Cirient will be |
on exhibition here

Oetober 18 until | 3 i

Movember § | SANTTLAN hy o -....-- b py

| RTNOTES" vt AMERICAN PAINTINGS
| b ki et L and SCULPTURE

Ieem= e e T = — T 108 West 5Tch Street
1|| 450 Fifth Avenue at Forrieth Streer Wew York Clt'}'_l et o pegret MEW YORK

_..____ :—-E_ ____. j_ ————— }Ml‘._h_d._....___.._.; A—‘dmmlﬂ%
‘ ACKERMANN GALLERIES ([ | | ¥is:,

| 10 East 46th Street NEW YORK ] New {__;HHETIES

[ = i

|
!

| o

| 2CT o)

il | B dﬂ’- (7 {"b onaventuze
| oW at

536 NBGadison 1i'?'_-ﬂi‘4‘!11h‘, above

Sriift aft., LfGr.'w tUdil'ri
I E Objects of Art
Fine Prints * Rare Books
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FAIRTING BY GIOVARNI FADLO PANNIND (atg1-1 768
Sixe of Camung, o7 1 gglf

“OLD MASTERS”
AN INVESTMENT

A painting by an *Old Master
represents a universal value which
increases with the passage of time.
In these uncertain davs, the pur-
chase of an “Old Master™ is an
extremely sound investment,

o I hrich Galleries

Dealers in “Old Masters '’ Exclusively

&
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TR B e by

" The Gledner "
by Jahn Opie
in the colfection of

RALSTON GALLERIES

12 EAST 48ih STREET
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707 FIFTH AVENUE, at s5th Soeer, NEW YORK £ |
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MONTAGUE FLAGG, Inc. | = R
42 East 57th Street E EXHIBITION [

NEW YORK =

B GALLERY of the B

g8 SCRIBNER §
£ BOOKSTORE §

® 507 Fifth Avenue, New York [B

z %

= Original Photo- ::
graphs, Drawings, :
= Paintings - Made for

A rare early 17th Century Englich Court Ciapbuand o
r:: ::il - IJI.I,II;:IIL: {Irl.:l'l‘l mH_ Iu_-l'rifl. jrfr. I{'zl:n-nf-l I_—_'_: Purpﬂses Gf Boﬂk or

English, French and Italian Furniture! = MagazinEIllustratiDn
Pictures and Tapestries of the 16th,
17th and 18th Centuries |
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TR COILLECTING OF GOOD PICTURES NEED NOT

NECESSARILY DEPEND ON

The beauty and majesty of the desolate, mountainoos

country, County Kerry, in Ireland. is in this small can-

vas by Wyant, It measares 1044 x 15 inches, It is

gaid that 1, Francis Muorphy was very fond of this place

aml accompanied Wyvant when he painted the “0¥d
stane Bradee ™

The

well

A

drawing, bath n  its
II'.'I!I"'II.!"-' and strenzth, =

rettes Vieillies ]

parwer al 5

illustrated 1w this

lithagraph, “Les Lo

Thees is
st 1m
i where

the conmoasseur can grafi-
Iy his joy of possession of
beauty amd the highes|
art ot n pominal outlay
In Paris Gavarni's work

YOUR POCKETBOOK

A lithograph, besutiful in drawing, cam be
more satiaflving thanlmany paintings, Old or
modern paintings. ctchings, prints, etc., can
e found in the art gallerles along Fifth Ave=
nue. For addresses of palleries where those
réproduced con be obtalaed, or fof prices,
addréds MMiss Walton, Scribner’s Magazine,
507 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Frangods Dupont, =
cOnbem orar, of Mat-
tier. paunted il
trait of & ¥
—one ol ap por=
fraits which ape fine
rRAmErs al Fr

Erme.

s

Would vou nol like Lo have this old Engli

trait—5ir Willinm Beechey's portrait of the Hon
z your living-room or din-

dane Hastings-
IR E=ronm Beechey, during George
rrigu_ lived ® 1t Windsor and painted man
traits which still sdorn the old family resic

England, Canvas, 30 x 25

Ohoe of o very in
s |F|:||'rl "'}lll“ 1] Illi‘\. {
illusteating equsodes from  the old
George Far. The edition s Hmited, and
can be purclinsed s I Tk

trated bere is Gieorge

ey il

Leresting seb of |'||'3'||r||:- By Rooteert
TV for the first time,
T

x and the Bapbist. The
lettering giving the passage is elched on the plate
auel i3 included in the dimensions, 8 x 10 inches.
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HRISTMAS is around the
corner. And with possible
delays in shipping it is well to
be forehanded with your Christ-
mas gifts. Ovington’s has a na- _
tional reputation as the foremost e e it

o Fewsion o reeng and

and most forehanded shop for N eaeuts 4 . LomE 2 554
gifts for Xmas. You may order s
from this page— the gifts will be ol et

sent where you will—or, at your
request, we will gladly forward
our new Christmas Gift Book

with over 200 illustrations.

Catalog F sent upon reguest

e as i darkerit— = - —m F-0—3F jrd S grdinds
Frdvew ERET vare @ ¥, &
L3 b, Kigh cordr X7
P e FLe)

i giihier br

FOETiEH oF Mo ko

arpe chog pladfer and
Alater cart §7 300,

OVINGTON’S

“‘The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenue"
312-314 Fifth Avenue, near 32nd St.




SCRIBNER'S

Yvenue Secrion

ELSIE COBB WILSON

Baa L 5 Patens aF

CHRISTMAS GIFTS

Jor THE EARLY PURCHASER

Send check or money-order (pavable

to Charles Scriboer's Sons) ond ooy of

these artlcles will be sent out Imme-

digtely to you. Address Miss Walton,

Scribmer's Fifth'Ave. Section, 597 Fifth
Ave., New York

“ A distinctive gift for 85" means
much more diligent searching now
than formerly. This mormolade
or boney-pot of cevatal with dec-
oration of slender lines of gold
in¥ bees makes a chorming

. wseful, practical, and un-
uasunl, &5

Sheeaton ey
parr 1HE C
and  Flower

Tabie on ..'.'..-.,:.ll —
v Glober—Fruwdt
ey gold frame Quaint mabogany
candlesticks with
= e = ceystal shades carry
INTERIOR DECOERATIONS the real spirit of the
L_ul.v-uultl. Tllull:-l'.u-_lv‘:
ST give the candiestick
PLHTIQ!.;E“‘ an  importance  snd
protest the flame
from draft.  These

33 East 57th Street - NEW YORK CITY are reproductions.
#1565 & pair,

Pl

Washingron, I¥. C.—808 Sevenreentch Streer, B, W

= |.i|:|-‘lr1|.|_|u: while lI|"|'|-d_|."|".'\r-|-'-|| hawl wilth
candlesticks will " lurnish " a console tabile
i form o Lable centrepieos in an eminently

Pﬂrﬁ'affs as : _-.l.rla_ri.l.l'rlufj' mlujrm!:"r. : "J::u- I:-ulwl with ]'fdl.lnt_n'
Chrfs fmﬂ.ﬁ G_rfts is suited equully for fruit or Bowers. #1063

candlesticks 10" high, #7.50 cach,
Arrange now for sittings at home or studio
—to insure delivery of Bachrach portraits
for Christmas,
FPhotographs are ideal tokens of your
personal interest in the recipient.
Whrite for jllusfrated bookist

[ A wery delightful
type of Florentine

work hand-deca-

Bachrach | | BaogiRi

box 13 10 long
with design in frut
and fHowers in pal-
wral caolors,  #7.50;
condleatick, E14.50 ‘

Phatographs of Distinciion

124 REMSEN ST. BROOKLYM
507 FIFTH AVE. NEW YORK

Branches in rwelve Easfern cifies
LA L TR e e T TR e L L T T AL L A R TR T A E TR AT TR T A AT T

13



!L.| 1

| [
| \ Il
| ] |
| |
il
h
|
]
s |
|
[ | I |
" i [
N
5 '\..JI" i
' ! I
| ! a4
| GO i
ik, :
| e
|
}
g e -_
T
[ =
i
= = e
=S T e i
- o ] =)
e g,
] --'I o, - -
| % o e S, e,
i ¢ H < e
o re - e o

The Ave of Cabinet-making
o= at the [)ampton Shops

HIS szately dining-room suggests

the most interesting phases of
cighteenth century cabinet work in
its marguetry, carving and architec-
tural setting.

Vet such beautiful antiques eallected
by our connoisseurs were not made
with more perfection of detail than
the reproductions which our cabinet-
makers are now constructing in New
York City, with an added knowledge
of seasoningand laminating the woods
to withstand our climatic conditions.
Such delightiul interiors as this are
now being carried out in every de-
tail by the Hampton Decorators.

RampeonShops

18 Clasp 50 Sireet o
Earing St Parricks Carhedral (| i O
Tl Yok .2

Deeoration - fitiquities - Furniture
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h Avenue Sectfion

£ Palent

SCRIBNER'S

FURNITURE OF DIGNITY
AND CHARACTER

IMPORTANT NOTE

For pddresses of houses where pleces may be obtaloed,

address Miss Waltaa, Sccibaer's Maguzine, 597 Fifih

Avenue, New York. Or if yvou desire to find anv

spicial plece of furniture, lorge or small, write Miss

Walton, Her services are ar your disposal without
charge.

& heautiful ||.|l' aof a LNSTE
drawers. The detail is immens h
Lhe design of the drawer pulls and mounbing of Ehe
lock om the doors. Nobe the carvipg, oo, hetween
Lhe lower drawers. e wolnut is of the most ben-
tiful soft tomes, ‘This iz ao origioal, but & cipy could
he minde i desired,

An exceplional old Italian desk of the eighteenth
cenliiey which has mot boen restored. It is ol wal-
nut imtaid. MNote the charactenisiic arched sections
for books mnd its enpacions drawer spoce.  The
chair s an original, 1o0. Tialian eightecnth century,
with an ofld embroidered matensl for the sent
The Venetian mirror is one of n pair of handsome
Reoaissance mirrors,

A novel treatment for large or unuaual shaped win-
dows, where |ig|:|r. 15 dexired bhut where the autloak
18 nol of the best, is achieved by the use of Philip-
pine fikre material, cream eolor io A simple, ali-
over design, mounted on rollers na a sbade. “The
lower part of the curtain is fnished in deep scallopa,
Ihis covers an unsightly outlook, vet does not ob-
seure the architecturnl outlines of the window nor
keep out light where it is desired. Made to it any
sige of ¢h i of wincdow: thiey are l|:i|5‘_|:|| , eponamical,
and decorstive,




SHIRTMAKERS
AMMD

HABERDASHERS

Fremch Sk
Cravadr, §6.00 goch
Freuck Liver HindidarehoefT
Loffe Moded, §2.00
Lipper Aledef, §3, 00
Mgkt Afpdded, .00
Memaprancs

andefrmal

Sandeeme fowie Robed
Loft rmpiel, 200, 00

Brphd Modedy 12500
[ Threeegwarier fugikl

Unusual Offerings of Exceptional Quality

Appropriate Holiday Gift Suggestions

Orders by Correspondence will receive our most
Particular and Prompt Attention—State Colors Preferred

NEW YORK PARIS
512 FIFTH AVENUE 2 RUE DE CASTIGLIONE




The most appreciared ™ MERRY CHRISTMAS
a photograph of your child

WALTER SCOTT SHINN

F“J:mugm,'lhe'r af Thildren
581 Fifth Avenue, New York

[N Fldi ane blerbadove ol Jacafion)

Danersk Decorative Furniture

AVE you experienced the joy of creat-
ing a color acheme that is your own ?
InDanersk Decorative Furniture vou

havethe opportunity tos=lect the individual
pleces vou fneed for any foom, and have
them fnished in some delightful color har-
mony to go with a quaint old English print
or the fabrics of your own choice.

Send for The Danersk T-11 and buy through
your dealer, decorator, or direct.

ERSKINE-DANFORTH CORFPORATION
2 West 47th 81, New York
First door west of 5th Ave., 4th floor

SCRIBNER'S

Avenue Sectfion

.!m.rm aF

For addresses of shops or to purchaze articles, write Scribner’s
Fifth Avesue Section of Scribnor’s Magazine, 597 Fifeh Ave-
nue, New York.
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L T b “ti.’
Mlaterials [or shirtings which have not been obtainable for Lws vesrs
ar maore Aare the specialty of one exclogive bouss, Fine haliste,
FTEI.'IC1| IIHE'I'I. .‘-Ilt'l.'f ITI:I.I.I'Jm I.ﬁ ik I'.|'I.|H]I|.‘|' 11"1|‘E‘f\ﬂt|'\'f Eﬂl!ll’lﬂg and
refined designs which mark the discerning taste. Made up to order at
short notice these would make Christmas gifts with a great appeal,

Englishmen over here
are wearing Lhis Lype of
soft hat, pear] gray with
black band, welt-edpe

brim. Note Batness of
brim at sides and new
shoped cremse. 310,

Far the conserva-
tive man this three-
guarter-fength her-
ring- h-n-:nr tweed
cont is just the
thing, for it elimi-
nates all =uperfia-
ous fentares,
Esaentially o
gentleman's
coal,

“\"—!I‘n hase are not in the Torepround of the well-dressed mon's word-
rorhee,

A combination of sk apd wool now takes their place,
for they offer great *
comlorl Lo Ehe wearer
and the Gneness of
their texture suik

them even for the
maost formal ooea-
siona,  &5.0640 per T,

Fine French Lisle, too,
are most  exelusive,

8176 (mght).



' Youmans Riding Hats

The most practical
and comfortable
derby for riding.
Made in all head
stzes.  Price $15.
Wrire for Boakler 103

YOUMANS

581 F tft.h A venue at 4 ?tﬁ Street—

THE WaHDERFUL CeleR HAFLAGHY
ARD EHEUISITE @D TASTE aF

Zsonin
48 _Es;ﬁa‘ag’

ASSURE THEIR PRE-EMIFEHCE AT

THE SPERA = THEATRE = DINNERS

DAMCES sMUSICALE EVEEHTS = THE

HeRSE SHoW axp SoCLAL FUNCTIeHS
oF EVERY MWD

PARIS AME AMERICA HAYE CoMTRIBUTED
TEm BEST Te N3 IPLEHDID SHeWN0G
aff BALL AMD WITER BASHIaMS

TAILLEUR SUITS, Coals, DRESSES , GowN5,
WRAPS, FURS AND MILLINERY

JANGidding & Co.

say =g sam FMh Avenue AT ABTET WL
THE PARIS SHOP OF AMERICA

NEW YOREK PARIS
PHILADELPHIA WASHINGTON
CiNCINNATI DULUTH

27w IBE o New York
Fitting the Growing Foot

““ ShoeCraft Juniors

ShoeCraft Shoes for children
are made in lasts o fit every
pe of {oot. Narmow at heel,
{Jbt fitting about the instep,
they hold the {oot sscoreiy,
yvet allow ample toe-room
Best in quaelity;, longest an
wear, but reasonable 1o priGeE.

SHOECRAFT SHOP
F7 Weat 38th Street Mew York

LITTLE COLDMEL -— Tan
Harweinn call; leary sole
with wal::rpn'v:-l' rawhede in
sert, BLG mo 1§, BREOG 114

M o2, with heel, $080: 2% 10
E, %13.50

Sewd for Folders 5opr. FPagf
prepand, o
FRAFTRred.

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

Crystal beads havz i

not only a mystic

charm but  great N

beauty in their sim-

plicity.

Prices and deserip-
ffans om Fégufil

tmas shop- |

D'DN T let your Chris
Miss Wal-

ping worry you!
ton will do it for you. Write
Miss WaLToN, SCRIBNER'S
Macazing, 597 Fifth Avenue,
New York City.

{r BT ERLE

- B L CETTIILE

s



The Oriental Store.

Fifth Avenue and 39th Street
New York

Chy Loong Ginger

This spicy Ginger,
preserved. in syrup
and packed in de-
lightful earthen-
ware pots, makes an
unigue gift.

Straight from the
Orient, this Chy
Loong Ginger can
be sent E:w EXpTess,
Medium size, num-

ber 6014, $1.75.

This and hundreds
of other delicacies and objects of art
and arility may be obrained by mail with
the prompt and courteous service for
which Vantine’s has been famous for
over halfl a century.

Write us your Holiday needs and we
will make sugpestions.

g~

"HOLIDAY GIFTS

F or the Children

Books of every description,
from Mother Goose and the
Fairy Tales to History and
Biography.

For Mother and Father

Srarionery, Desk Sets, Novel-
ties, Prints, Periodicals, Rare
Books, First Editions, Stand-
ard Sets in Beautiful Bindings.

For Everybody

Books of all Authors in all
languages.

BRENTANO’S

Booksellers o the Warld
Fifth Avenue at 2

17th Screet, Mew York

s

F

CHRIS’MUS GIF’!

. something for Greataunt Matilda,
something for the Sunday-school class, some-
thing for the chauffeur, something for . . .V
and so on and so on. That's the way most
people’s Christmas lists-read. It #5 hard to
think of gifts for every one on your list—gifts
that would be truly acceptable. But you can
save yvourself a great deal of racking of brains,
because Miss Walton of Scribner’s Magazine
iz ready to help you get vour Christmas shop-
ping done well and early, too. Tell her who
the grateful recipient iz to be and how much

ie

| you want to spend, and she will make sug-

You will find them to include things
beautiful, and useful.

gestions.
unusual,

Miss Warton, SCRIsNER'SE MAGAZINE
sg7 Fifth Avenue, New York City
Telephone
Murray Hill 7882

A LACQUER CABINET

Lacquer pieces: are fascinating in the heanty of

r Wi lrhrll.m ||||r This lneguer cabinel, & repre-
il et i3 o out m beaubiful detarl to I1'\|||I b
our photol |._r|[h ea oot do justice.  Where space
iz valuahle, m eabinet of this ,.I|.|||. s very uaelul

III'\-_fIIF“'\-I'.I'IlIJI-I1.1.|Ill,l;:l':1l.lll'Ilvl'!lulll L5 (= rs.
H



Resdence of Architect He . Buck, in Hartford, Conn. Bishopric Stucco Base used on all exterioes

There Is Joy, Pride and Security In Owning a Home of Your Own
Especially If It Is Constructed Throughout of

BISHOPRIC

Mo one can realize the value of a home of his own, until he acrually owns it and lives in it

The value of a home cannot be reckoned in dollars and cents.  The certainty of having a home from which
no one can deprive you; the pride of posscssion; the knowledge that you are establishing an estate for the
Children; the IEu_t that every bit of improvement you make is made for yourself; the feeling of security in
knowing that your Children are playing in your yard—safe from street traffic; your freedom from in-
creasing rents—all these and many other advantages accrue to the home owner, so that you are money
shead by building.

STUCCO is smartest in style and is unguestionably the mest satisfactory type of house to build today.
BISHOPRIC is the best and at the same time the least costly building material for stucco exterior over old

or new houses,
A Srtucco house built throughout of BISHOPRIC is enduring—ie will last for

generations with no “Cost of Upkeep.™ WATER-
BISHOPRIC provides a home that is warmer in winter and E?EI?EF
cooler in summer than other forms of construction. It provides a BOARD
house that is moisture-proof, sound-deadening, fire-resistant,

uetmm.—prnnf and HEALTHY. ASPHALT
Thousands of the most beauriful homes in this country and MASTIC
Europe have been buile of BISHOPRIC, The best architects

specify it; the best builders use it, and more than 16,000 lumber CREQSOT
and supply dealers carry it in stock, ; ED WOOD
A BISHOPRIC built home will be a constant joy, and the STRIP
sooner you start the sooner you will enjoy its pleasures and com- o

forts. DOVETAIL
Ler us send you our beautifully illustrated booklet.  Ask us any LA LOCHK

guestions you wish about building problems, big or lictle—our
Staff of Experts will gladly give you complete advice at no obli-

gation to you.

Wea have przpu:d special technrical wrhiug
details for architects and builders

i
THE BISHOPRIC MFG. CO. \& BLSMBL TfRT
512 ESTE AVENUE, CINCINNATI, OHIO A e

FACTORIES: CINCINMNATI, OHID, AND OTTAWA, CANADA

o
o



MAGCAZINE NOTES

JOHN GALSWORTHY, the eminent
English novelist, has in this jssue a story
which is an interlude in the “Forsyte
Sapa,” that series of stories in which ap-
pear succeeding generations of the For-
syte family, including “The Man of
Property,” “The Indian Summer of a
Forsyte,” “In Chancery,” *Awaken-
ing,"” in this number, and *To Let,"” the
ScrinNER serial for 1921, Mr. Galsworthy
has also written a new play, “The Skin
Game,” which has appeared with great
success in London, and is to be produced
soon in this country.

FRANEKLIN CHASE HOYT iz pre-
siding justice of the Children’s Court of
New York, and the author of a series of
articles descriptive of the work done there
to redeem children taken into custody.
The concluding paper appears in this
number, and the series will soon be pub-
lished in hook form.

LOTHROP STODDARD is a gradu-
ate of Harvard, and the author of several
books on political and sociological sub-
jects, the best known of which is his lat-
est volume, ** The Rising Tide of Color,”
a volume which has aroused discussion
not only in this country but also in Eng-
land and abroad.

FREDERICK FOLLEY is an artist
whose home is in Indianapolis. He
brings a fresh eye and an interesting
medium to his graphic impressions of pic-
turesque New York.

KATHARINE FULLERTON GER-
OULD is a graduate of Bryn Mawr and
the wife of Professor Gerould of Princeton.

ELEANOR BEERS LESTRADE
(MRS. LOUIS F.) writes of her trip to
Kaieteur: “This is the account of a trip
that my hushand and 1 took last spring.

All the statements I have made are
accurate to the best of my belief. Every-
thing is told just as it happened to us, and
we took all the photographs ourselves.”

ARTHUR TUCKERMAN was born in
New York City twenty-three years ago
and was educated at Oxford University.
Since his discharge from the American
army he has written a number of adven-
ture stories. “ Black Magic" appeared in
arecent number of SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE,

HENRY DE MAN was hefore the
war a leader in the Belgian Labor party.
He enlisted in the Belgian army, and
after three years on the fighting line came
to this country as a member of the Bel-
gian Government Mission on Industrial
Reconstruction. He is the aunthor of a
book published last winter, “The Re-
making of a Mind."

HARVEY CARSON GRUMBINE is
a college professor who has taught at sev-
eral universities in this country and is now
professor of English at the University of
West Virginia.

SARAH REDINGTDN a resident of
Santa Barbara, writes amusing stories of
Californians full of life and local color.
A previous story about the Matherson
family, “The Parthenon Freeze,” ap-
peared in ScRIBNER'S last year,

ALEXANDER HULL was born in
Columbus, Ohio. He now lives in Oregon
and devotes his time to the writing of
fiction and to the composition of music.

BRANDER MATTHEWS, is well
known as an essayist, poet, and critic,
and is the author of many volumes,

HENRY VAN DYKE has written for
this number his tenth paper in the series
“ Guide-Posts and Camp-Fires,” informal
essays on various subjects which ScriBNER
readers have been following with interest.

WALTER JACK DUNCAN served in
France as a captain, one of the group
of American artists sent over by the pov-
ernment. He iz well known as a skilful
pen draught=man and has made a num-
ber of distinctive etchings,



SCRIBNER'S FOR 1921

SEVENTY-FIVE YEARS OF

SUCCESSFUL

1846

HAVE MADE THIS REMARK-

PUBLISHING

1921

ABLE PROGRAMME POSSIBLE

JOHN GALSWOETHY

JOHN GALSWORTHY’S

NEW NOVEL

e O

GALSWORTHY'S writing of fiction is a serious career and a
constant development. The social phases through which
England and the world are passing are of intense interest
to Galsworthy. This new novel takes up some old friends

from previous novels and many new characters. The fact of Mr. Galsworthy’s
acquaintance with America makes what he has to write of unusual importance.

WHEN THE AUTHOR OF ** HOME,
SWEET HOME" WROTE A PLAY
IN A DEBTOR'S PRISON

Nothing can be more pathetic or in 115
situation more dramatic than John
Howard Payne, who wrote the most-
loved song in our language, sitting in
a debtor’s prison in London just one hundred years ago
Lrying Lo write a play from a French original that would
pay his debts and give him again his freedom. In his
beautiful handwriting, clear, precize, and in carefully
chosen English, the dislrcss{& author setz down the
progress of his play, the troubles with the managers and
actors, the difficulties of rehearsals, the anxiety to pro-
cure permission to attend the rehearsals of hiz own
play. This authentic document of a real experience

would be pathetic as fiction; as reality it i5 profoundly
tragic.

THE NEW WOMAN OF JAPAN
AND OF CHINA

By Emma Sarepta Yule. The author
writes: I am just back from my top
looking up the ‘new woman' in Japan,
Korea, and China. [ found more go-
ing on in feminism than | had ex-
pected. It is a senous and, in Japan, an ageressive,
even militant, movement.” These papers are not from
a casual traveller, but from a resident in the Far East,
a professor in the College of Agriculture at Los Banes,
.'.1.11|J. a I'_r.'-|i111'|.'] observer.

WHAT IS5 ON THE MIND OF THE
ENGLISH WOREMEN ¢

There has recently appeared a strik-
ing volume, much commented on, en-
titled “What's on the Worker's
Mind,” by Whiting Williams. The
author, who had experience as an of-
ficer in an important steel company ard left it to in-
vestigate these conditions by working himself in various
millz and factories in this country, is now repeating the
experiment in Enpland. He 15 getting at the heart of
the English workman. He has found, for instance, an
admiration among them for *Amencan bosses.” His
observations on beer-drinking for the workman versus

rohibition are most pertinent &t this time, There has
ﬂm‘;’n no such record since Wyckof's “The Workers.™

L]
CAPTAIN RAYMOND RECOULY
IN CZECHO-SLOVAEKIA

Captain Recouly, the author of *Gen-
eral Joffre and His Battles” and
“Foch, the Winner of the War"
cables from Prague that he has just
finished a journey in Central Europe,
through Czecho-Slovakia, along the frontier of Poland,
and through the most picturesque parts of the Car-
pathians. He will describe the possibilitics of the new
republic. Mo better observer of conditions in a new
country can be found than this brave soldier, who be-
fore the war was a diplomat and journalist of distine-
tion.




SCRIBNER'S FOR 1921

My Brother
THEODORE ROOSEVELT 3

BY CORINNE ROOSEVELT ROBINSON

THE SISTER OF COLONEL ROOSEVELT has spoken scores of
times, particularly before young children, about her brother
and his views on the right kind of good Americans. Now
she has set down the intimate personal recollections of her
brother from nursery days until he became the leading
citizen of the world. *“I want to write my own recollec-

tions of him,” says Mrs. Robinson, *““our talks together all his life, our per-
sonal letters. My view of him in the book is THE GREAT sHARER, giving his
life and the best that was in him to his family, his friends, and the country.”

This remarkable narrative will run through scriexER’s MAGAZINE, beginning in the January number,

MAJOR E. ALEXANDER POWELL
“ADVENTURING AFTER AD-
YENTURE ™’

Major Powell, who has been in every
war for the last twently years as cor-
respondent or as officer, and in times
of peace has travelled in many strange

4

countries, recently returned from a **Motion-Picture

Expedition in Malaysia.” His narrative has all the
variety of scene and the supply of odd characters and
gituations that"make the charm of a comic opera by
Gilbert and Sullivan or George Ade. The narrative
will be fullyillustrated with pictures made from the films.

THE WIRELESS WORLD

A A new world of the air has developed.

l It has its own social side and its per-
FA 0N 3B sonal code, The men who are talking
% f= through the air are a class apart, and
W. G. Shepherd, who describes ity is
familiar with this interesting develop-
ment, made more interesting by the recent talk around
the world from the great wireless tower started by the
Americans at Bordeaux.

SHORT STORIES —TIMELY ARTICLES
will be contributed next year by such famous authors as;
HENRY VAN DYKE
MAXWELL STREUTHEERS BURT
MARY R. 8. ANDREWS
HARRIET WELLES

MARY SYNON

PAUL VAN DYKE

F. BCOTT FITEGERALD

and a host of others.

BRANDER MATTHEWS
ALEXANDER DANA NOYES
ERNEST C. PEIXOTTO
KATHARINE F. CGERDULD
CARTER GOODLOE

THOMAS NELSON PAGE
LOUTS DODGE

MARKING A FRENCH UNIVER-
SITY OUT OF A GERMAN UNI-
YERSITY

Professor Charles Downer Hazen, of
Columbia University, will spend the
next academic year at the University
of Strasbourg, Alsace, lecturing on
American History. He will describe how the faculty of
two hundred men has been built at Strasbourg from
Frenchmen; the great German faculty has, of course,
entirely disappeared.

S/ PSYCHOLOGY GOLDBRICKS
—"—h-’lﬂ:-“_-_ Henry Foster Adams, Professor
e at the Psychological Laboratory,

University of Michigan, will con-
tribute a proup of articles called
Psychology Goldbricks.” They are a criticism on psy-
(|‘|1’.-||'-Ei|._".J| gj-:’_u,l]]d!:i:-f MEMOTY F»}'.-'-1n'.'llli._?.}'.‘-h‘:'l'l.:\. for train-
ing the will, character analysis, and courses in so-called
* applied psychology,” They tell franklyand impartially

the strong and weak points of the systems discussed,

FILL OUT THE COUFPON 720 TW
n.'l.'.'.ilve; you &re |-u|].;i|||: al i'.', :"_'|:|i| ir '.-'|-|1..'11_.. !.}l-n-.r imiss
the7sthanniversary programmeof Scribner’s Magazine

Cuartrs Scrinxer’s Sons, 557 Fifth Avenue, Mew York Cira
Please start my subscription Lo SCRIBNER'S MAGA 1
When your bill comes I will pay you S4.00.

ZINE a1 Ofce

Mame ..
Addieas

Pt

Maaf thiy mote ro that you will ger all the 7500 annioersery fealurer



UNSUNG MAGIC

_';'.'r - IVERY child has been thrilled
g by the fairy tale wherein some
magician waved his wand and
marvels happened. But none
of the poets has ever woven a
spell around that Chinaman of long age who
first worked the momentous transformation

of cellulose into paper.

Not knowing exactly what he did, this
obscure wonder-worker had stumbled upon
Nature's favorite substance, cellulose, which

had been lying for milleniums hidden like

the Genie in the bottle, awaiting his call to
man's service. Cellulose fibre serves as beam

and stanchion in the upgrowing of all Ipl:it":l:_
life. The releasing of cellulose made possible

our own era of books for all men.

The papermaker’s duty -is to purify
cellulose from salts, minerals, and resin.
When so purified, cellulose lends its per-
manent, unchanging character to fine book
paper, to such papers as the S. D. Warren
Company has standardized for the exacting
requirements of modern printing.

Waley's “Translations of 170 Chinese
Poems” (Alfred A. Knopf, New York) is
printed on Warren’s Olde Style, a paper
and a use thereof which would have delighted
the nameless magician of dim Cathay.

S. D. WARREN COMPANY

Boston, Mass,

Better Paper Better Printing
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BOOK NOTES

“I PROMISE to tell vou evervthing, even
if it blisters the paper,” says James
Huneker in the “apolegy' of his newly
published autobiography, *Steeplejack.”
Evidently the public has found that even
the confessions of this writer of opalescent
rainbow colored prose do not blister the
pages of his book., They are tremendously
interesting, for within less than a week after
its publication in Sep-
tember the biography
went into its second
large printing.

Huneker -has known
intimacely so many
great artists that the
story of his lifp is really
an inimitable history of
the artistic world for
the last generation, and
no one who cares for
such things can afford
to miss it,

DR. JOSEPH COL-
LINS, whose vol-
ume of essays, “Idling
ine Ttaly,” has just ap-
peared, was one of the
heads of the American
Red Cross in Italy dur-
ing the war. Dr. Col-
lins is widely known as
one of the leading neu-
rologists, His writings are particularly
interesting, for he has adroitly combined
with literary appreciation his deep scientihe
knowledge of the workings of the human
mind. His observations of writers and world
figures for this reason are very unusual and
should prove particularly illuminating.

ALEXANDER POWELL, that gay
* author of “The End of the Trail,"
“The Last Frontier,” * The New Frontiers
of Freedom," " The Army Behind the
Army,” etc., has just received new honors for
his services as a writer. * He has been made
an officer of the crown of Italy. Al present
he is busy on a book relating his recent ex-
periences in the Orient, which will appear
shortly.

EO MILLER, who has made great sue-
cess as a naturalist in South America,
has written a story of adventure, ““The

James Huneker
J\ 5:'\-I|;|_'|_||:'i.-| k of the Sy il AT

Hidden People,” which will be of unusual
interest to all lovers of out-of-doors. It is
the tale of two American boys who find a
primitive iribe of a remmant of the old
Incan civilization preserved within a ring of
lofty wvolcanic mountains. The book i=
based from first to last upon scientific and
historic facts. It convevs in his most de-
lightful fashion information about South
American animals,
plants, and natives,

RITICS who have

read John Fox, Jr.'s
last novel, * Erskine
Dale — Pioneer,” say
that it has all the charm
and interest of the auth-
or's “Trail of the Lone-
some Pine” and ““The
Little Shepherd of King-
dom Come." John Fox
is one of the greatest
American  novelists of
Our gl:h{:r:liiun, fur hl_:
somehow  learned the
trick of '.'crfl,iltg r|.':1| ][I—
erature and being ab-
sorbingly interesting at
the same time. People
who have a love for
American literature
must feel proud that in
his last nowvel he has
done a story which will rank with the two
most delightful books he ever wrote.

ENAVENTE, the great Spanish drama-

List, is one more of a considerable nums-
ber of men of literary or artistic genius
whose reputation has reached England by
way of America. The first production of a
play by him in London has just taken place
at the Everyman Theatre, directed by Nor-
man MacDermott. The play iz “The
Bonds of Interest,”” which is included in the
first of two volumes of hizs plays recently
published by Charles Scribner's Sons.
“Bonds of Interest” was produced in New
York several seasons ago, and last year his
tragedy, “La Malquerida,"” under the name
of “The Passion Flower," was produced by
Miss Nance 'Neil, to a run for many
weeks, It then went on tour and will
again be produced by Miss O'Neil this au-
tumn in Philadelphia and later in Boston,



RETAIL DEPARTMENT
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

OLD & NEW BOOKSELLERS
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MONG THE FALL PUBLICATIONS of interest will be “The Romance
A of Our Trees,” by Ernest H. Wilson, the great plant collector and
eminent botanist; “Seven Men,” a brilliant piece of literature, by Max
Beerbohm; ““The Psychology of Dress,” by Frank Alvah Parsons, au-
thor of “Interior Decoration™: “San Cristobal de la Habana,” a
striking fantasy of Cuba, by Joseph Hergesheimer; a handsomely il-
lustrated book on*The Colonial Architecture of Philadelphia,” by
Frank Cousins and Phil M. Riley; “American Footprints in Paris,”
by Frangois Boucher, of the Carnavalet Museum; and “ Empress Eu-
genie in Exile,” by Agnes Carey. The fiction includes: “The Sixth
Sense.”” by Stephen McKenna: ** In Chancery,” by John Galsworthy;
“The Captives,” by Hugh Walpole; * Erskine Dale—Pioneer,” by
John Fox, Jr.; and * Enemies of Women,” by Ibanez.

¥ r w v

CDLLECT(}RS oF BARE Books and amateurs of fine binding and
printing will find unusual attractions in the newly-arrived books
from London and Paris. Here, also, are Standard editions, beautiful
gift-books, sporting books, and all the editions desirable for the private
library.

L] w ¥ L w

RENCH PUBLICATIONS recently received include: ** Adorable Clio,”

by Jean Girardoux; “ Paroles d'un Combattant,” by Henri Bar-

busse: ** Le Cercueil de Cristal,” by Maurice Rostand; and a new vol-
ume of “Cahiers d'un Artiste,” by Jacques-Emile Blanche.

Mail and Telephone orders receive special atlention

- w L L ¥

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, New York
PUBLISHERS . BOOKSELLERS . IMPORTERS
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HE desire to own good books indicates mental calibre above the
ordinary for there is plenty of mere reading to be had for a small
price. Oxford books make a special appeal to those who cherish
their own library.

e selection of those recently issued.

HELLENISTIC SCULPTURE
Ey Guy Dickms MNet $8.00
A scholarly monograph, beaurifully illustrated, for the art lover -and student,
RECENT DEVELOPMENTS IN EUROPEAN THOUGHT
Edited by F. 5. Marvin Net $6.25

Twelve essays Bj-' noted scholars summarizing the work of the leading European
I‘Jﬁ.i.l'lkl!r!- I.I'.l e last fft].r years.

BELGIUM
By H. Vavper LiNpen et $3.75

An authoritative and fascinating account by the Professor of History ar the University
of Licge.

SAFEGUARDS OF LIBERTY
By W. B. SwaNEY Net §2.25
A masterly discussion of the thres grear charrers on which our liberry is founded.
MODERIN PUNCTUATION L
By GeorcE SUMMEY, JR. #150
A practical treatment of its utilities and conventions.
ENGLISH MADRIGAL VERSE 1588-1632
By E. H. FeLLowEs Net §6.25
A selection from the original song books of a large and important body of English
verse which has not hithereo been collected,
THE LISTENER’S GUIDE TO MUSIC

%y Percy A. ScHOLES Net $2.00
A book foe every one interested in music explaining how to listen to and understand
any form of instrumental music without technical knowledge.

SPACE AND TIME IN CONTEMPORARY PHYSICS

By MowrrTz ScHLICK Net $2.50
A_u .a.|,‘||31:_ll|_|.al;.eJ r\ct v:|¢q.1.' ACCOUNE uE. Einstei_n'a. ¢p-|:n:h-|.naki.ug EE:ELrtil:s ul'_ r\c].:tw:ry.
SPANISH PROSE AND POETRY
By Ipa FarnELL Net §5.25
A SP]EHJij-d collection of wranslations with a eritical appreciation of each author.
RES METRICA

By W. R. Harnie §3.40
An introduction to the study of Greek and Roman versification of great value to

every student of poetic merre.

et all booksellers or from the publishers.

OXEORD UNIVERSITY PRESS wdmerican Branch
35 WEST 32wmp STREET, NEW YORK




A Rattling Good Sea Story

THE FLYING BO’SUN

By Arthur Mason

A gripping story of adventures, psychic occurrences, and sailor
superstition, which grapple with the crew of the schooner Wampa,
one of the fastest schooners that ever sailed the South Seas.

Price $1.75

PURITAN AND PAGAN

By Elizabeth Corbett

A new novel by the author of “ Cecily and the Wide World.”
The narrative deals with New York studio and theatrical life with
faithfulness and rich coloring, and is a revelation of the hidden forces
that lie behind artistic accomplishment. Price 31.75

THE BLACK KNIGHT {4th Printing) Price %z.00
DITTE, GIRL ALIVE {3d Printing) Price §2.00

The

Whirling King THE WHIRLING KING

AND CTHER STORIES By Harriet Mead Olcott

A new and thoroughly delightiul collection of fairy tales adapted
from the French and illustrated with comical silhoueties by the author
and illustrator of ** The Children’s Fairyland.," Price 31.50

SONS OF LIBERTY

By Walter A. Dyer

An exciting story of the life and times of Paul Revere, by the
popular author of “ Ben, the Battle Horse,” etc. Illustrated.
Price Fr.75

| THE SCOUT OF THE GOLDEN
" CROSS By Paul Gordon

A lively story about a Boy Scout whose daring and courage win
for him the Golden Cross. Illustrated. FPrice §1.75

TRUE BLUE a corking good war story for bovs. Tllustrated.

Price $r1.50

More Books in the Home November 15th to 20th

I HENRY -HOLT AND COMPANY
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HAPPY CHILDREN

Make Good American Citizens

The CHILD'S MAGAZINE
Makes Good and Happy Children

JOHN MARTIN’'S BOOK

WHAT JOHN MARTIN'S BOOK DOES AND IS

T is a maker of HAPPINESS. It is companion, friend, and wise guide. It forms good
morals, good taste, and pood manners. Its art 15 perfect and #ts English unimpeachable.
It is L‘u'l.‘.l:l_‘_.:l'-l.'ll.'.]”}' ACCuTats, but a8y |'||j‘l:1.|'.':l.'r|l...'|i‘.:." u|||.."l.'|:’i[-'ar|-.']irli: of the -:||:f-.|'$ nature and

rightful desires.

It teaches, by wise mental guidance, consideration of others, fearlessness, honor,
ness and obedience; thrift and patriotism.

_[ﬁ|1rL Martin's Book and _]l'||'|r| hartin®s work 15 -::||-|:.i|,:|.l,|'|.| tor r_'||iEl_|||::a:.-.|. ::|_|1'|\_'5||:\.' and =in-
cerely. The Magazine is a national rngution rather than a purely business enterprise.  Thou-
gands of parents, teachers, and thoughtful lovers of children endorse John Martin®s Book and
will confirm our brief statement of factr,

With love and wisdom it is arranged for children from three to ten yvears of age,

It is and has all the qualities of a good book, in contents, form, paper, and strong binding.

ITS PRICE PER YEAR IS 34.00
IT GIVES HAPPINESS

Playx to Ace Poetry and fingles
Fairy Tales Classic Tales
Narture and Hisrory Clean Fun and
Hible Stories Nonsense

JOHN MARTIN'S BOOK
i5 as mecerfary to your children as food, for it is soul food. It is as fmperfant as clothes, for i
15 @ mental gparment of joy, clean thinking and high ideals. JOHN MARTIN'G BOOK is an
ingtitution and not a commercial enterprise. It is devoted first and always to the sincere pur-
pose of making happier, finer and nobler LITTLE AMERICANS. John Martin has had and
will have the encouragement and support of nght thinking AMERICAN PARENTS

SPECIAL OFFER TO THOSE USING THIS COUPON

truthful-

Songs to Sin

Fables and Myths
Puzzles and Riddles
Friendly Comiradship

Countlexs Pictures
in color and line

Cames ro Play

Things fo Do

A GIFT

that lasts fourteen happy
months nmd Hees a liferdme.

CHRISTMAS IS COMING
T'.:‘-'l:'l':l. i.ltlll' F.LLl'S.L'.'”H'r
receives a jolly Introduc-
tion Letter from _]||||:. Mar-
tin, a charming
C[[RlSTilﬁS CARD

and a host more surprises
in endless varety.

IT SOLVES A
CHRISTMAS PROBLEM

FOURTEEN MONTHS FOR $4.00

Ti'J]T.\: MARTIN This offer explres December 3151, 1920
128 West 58th 51, New York sty for igee subseribers only

[ am interested in your SPECIAL OFFER.
fyg.00 (Canada $4.50) for Fourteen Months” Subscription to John Aartin's
Book (The Child's j".[u‘._'.!:-'iuﬂ.': which l":-'.:l.‘\-l'.' send 1o

Aitached vou will find

Child's Name
Address

[anor’s Name |

FOR YOU Address: . : : it o, ; :



“WWHEN MOTHER LETS (|s PLaY BusBLE Books”

“We never have to ask Mother what to do any
more, ‘cause we've got a wonderful new toy. It's
called a BUBBLE BOOK. Uncle Billy gave us our
first one last Christmas, and now Daddy and every-
body has given us one for Easter and birthday’s "n
everything, and we just love them. Whenever we
are tired of our other toys, we just play BUBBLE
BOOKS. Wenever get tired of them. They are just
the laveliest things we ever had to play with."

Peggy and Bobby say they're ' the most wonder-
fulest, beautifulest toys in the world.” Daolls and
tops and balls and marbles are soon forgotten, but
BUBELE BOOKS never fail to make them shout
with delight. They play with them for hours at a
time. So will your children. And you'll know
why when you see how charming they are.

There's a whole series of them, each one so dif-
ferent in subject and each such a delight in itself.

BussLE Bookrs
“that Sing "

Your children have had stories—they've had pictures—and music.

Eut never before have they had
all three together in one delightful toy.

Songs Your Child Can Play
On Any Phonograph

In these magic Bubble Books they read the familiar story,
then look at the rainbow-colored pictures of fairies and dancing
elves and wonderful animals and very human, happy little boys
and girls, and then—best of all—they take out one of the real
Columbia phonograph records (there are three in each book)
EL;;IJ listen to a real voice singing the song they've been reading
about.

If your child has a small phonograph of his own, he can play
his Bubble Book records on it to his heart's content, Ifhe hasn't,
he zan play them on your big machine, for any phonograph will
play them.

Harper & Brothers Established 1817 New York
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“Tve Froc WHo WourLn A-wooina Go”

In the olden davs of crinoline and hoops, the young
mother who was your great-grandmother sang her
wee ones to sleep to the tune of * The Frog Who
Would A-wooing Go,"" or some other one of the
well-loved lilting Mother Goose melodies.

When yvour grandmother was a child, she loved
those songs, and she, in turn, rocked your mother's
wooden cradle gently to the same quaint, old nurs-
ery rhymes, And your mother loved them and
sang them, just as yvou love them.

Only you don't have to sing them to your children.
‘They can listen to them to their heart's content as
they are sung by the BUBBLE BOOKS. For the

picturez in the BUBELE BOOKS are new and
charming—lovelier than any you could get when
you were a little girl—and the stories are dressed up
in fascinating new verses. But the songs them-
selves—the songs that the BUBBLE BOOKS actu-
ally sing on real, sure enough phonograph records—
are not only the songs your grandmother sang—not
only the ones your mother knew and you loved—
but all the dear, familiar rhymes and melodies that
all children have loved from time immemorial and
will go on loving to the end of time,

That is why there is no surer way to the hearts of
little children than to give them the

BusBLE Boors
“that Sing ™

Pictures by Rhoda Chase

Go today to any phonograph, toy, book or gift shop, stationery or department store—and other stores

everywhere—and get Bubble Books to make a child happy.

Price £1.50 each.

A Glimpse of What’s In Them

Mo. 1. The Bubble Book —Tom, Tom, the Piper's Son; Jack
and Jall; Mary and Her Little Lamb,

Mo. 2. The Second Bubble Book — Simple Simon; Little Bo-
Peep; Old King Caole.

Mo, 3. The Third Bubble Boak — Miss Jennia Jones: The
Farmer in the Dell; Lazy Mary.

Mo. 4. The Animal Bubble Book —The Thres Little Kittens:

The Three Little Piggies; The Three Blind Mice.

Mo, 5. The Pie Party Bubble Boak — Little Jack Horner; The
Queen of Hearts; Good King Arthur,

Mo, . The Pet Bubble Baok— Little Pussy; Little Doggy;
Cock-a-Doodle-Doo.

Mo, 7. The Funny F'rn-ms_r Bubkle Book The Frog Whao
Would A-wooing Tio; The Frog and the Crow; The
Carrion Crow.

Ma, 8. The Happi-ﬂm-l.,ur.hy Bubble Back —The Milk Maid:
The Plough Boy; The Jolly Miller,

Mo. 9. The Merry Midgets Bubble Book—Daddy Long-Legs
and Floppy Fly: The Fly and the Bumble Bee: The
Spider and the Fly.

Mo. 10, The Little Mischief Bubble Book — The Little Girl
Who Had a Little Curl; Oh, Dear, What Can the
Matter Be? Bobby Shaftoe’s Gone to Sea.

Mo. 11. The Tippy-Toe Bubble Book—The City Mouse and the
Country Mouse; Tabbyskins; Old Mother Hubbard,

eHany More in Freparation

Harper & Brothers

Established 1817

Mew York



The Letters -illiam James

Scholar -+ Patriot - Man of Genius Friend
Edited by his son, Henry James

These Letters, covering the writer’s life from his boyhood
to the end, form a genuine autobiography of one who may
well be called the most interesting man in America since
Emerson. Great in many ways, William James’s genius
revealed itself most naturally in letters. In these vol-
umes there appears the record of every phase of his life’s
activities,—through them all running the golden thread
of ardent friendship for which he had a supreme gift.

The Letters appear in two volumes in both a “Trade” and
a “Limited” Edition. The Limited Edition, prepared
for those who wish their libraries to include the best of
the best, consists of 650 numbered copies-only, printed
on large paper, with a special binding, and with rare illus-
trative material not contained in the Trade Edition. Both
editions, however, are fully illustrated and beautifully
manufactured.

TRADE EDITION, TWO VOLUMES, $10,00
LIMITED EDITION, TWO VOLUMES, $20.00

Note: As the Limited Edition numbers only 650 copies and
15 already largely bespoken, a prompt order is advised.

THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY PRESS

8§ ARLINGTON STREET
BOSTON

“Buy a book a week™




“DO WE, OR DO WE NOT, BELIEVE IN DEMOCRACY?
WE FOUGHT TO SAVE IT, YET WE ARE STRANGLING
IT TO DEATH BY OUR NEGLECT OF THE EDUCATION

OF OUR CHILDREN.”
Edward T. Buchner,
Profezssor of Education,
Johns Hopkins University.

5
NELSON S accurate, reliable, up-to-date, Loose-Leafl Encyclopedia 1s
the cornerstone of every American Library. It is not the product of one man's
genius—it is the finizshed utterance of the scholarship of the human race—the
knowledge of the world's great minds. To consult Nelson's is to consult man-
kind. Your opportunities and the opportunities of every member of your fam-
ily are curtailed and limited without the aid of this great American Reference

Library. Get the Eneyclopzedia habit.
Give your children the chance every American boy and girl is

in Nelson’s.”

heir to—AN EDUCATION.

Be sure of vour facts. “Look it up

The World’s Great Educator

EARS

MNelson's Is Always MNew

Ewvery six months all subscribers to NELSON'S re-
ceive 250 or more renewal pages—hetwesn 500 and
700 pages each year. These include over I, I.lelﬂ
changes, which we find it absolutely necessary to
make, in order to keep NELSON'S perpetually aceu-
rate and up-to-date, in step with the new world.

Perpetual Loose-Leaf

ENCYCLOPAEDIA

&Research Bureau for Special Information

O'N'S

The World's Greal Aulhoriiy

Melson's Loose-Leaf Encycloprdia is an Authority
in the Library of Congress, UJ. 5. Depts. of State, Jus-
tice. War, Navy, and Agriculture, U, 5 War Ships,
1. 5, Army Posts, Circuit Courts of Appeals, Libraries,
Universitics, Colleges, and Schoals.

VIVHEN ALL OTHERS FAIL, LOOK IT UF IN NELSON'S

" MNelson's Readm an Cauuts in UNITED
STATES HIS Y, THF 'DRLD WAER, BUSI-
MHESS EEONDMTE‘" MATURE STUDY, AGRI-
CULTURE, AND HOME ECONOMICS are declared
by educational authorities to be equal to a college
course and training in each of these departments.

| Since printing the present—the Twenty-third |
Edition—very serious strikes and radical increnses
in costs have taken place in the printing, electro- |
J typing, and binding trades, and these, with the
| 3hmtagr of print paper Thmu.f['l.nu* the Waorld, will |
greatly increase the price of future editions. Mail |
4 the coupon—Iinvestigate this great offer NOW,
" NELSO |

home,

'S should be found in every American

Eventually it wall ke, WHY NOT NOW?

Send for price list giving amounts
EXCHANGE Sgud for prics Izt giving am

allowed for ol iag to
tp;]]r s part payment on & new MNelson's P‘l:rp-i'lull]

Loose-Leaf Encyclopsedia,

Mélson's Research Sarvies Bureau FOR SCIEN.
TIFIC REPORTSE AMD SPECIAL INFORMATION
AND CORRESPONDENCE. Every purchaser of
Melzon's 18 entitled ta flu. membership in this Bureau.
If at any time you are in doubt on any subject, old or
new, write to this Bureau with the positive assurance
that you will promptly receive the latest obtaimnoble
and most dependable information

—_——_—— —

S 'JT.I‘“?I':F s .‘i'ph:.u\l Bk
THOMAS NELSON & SONS

Publishers for 122 Years
381 Fourth Avenue,
Taronto, Cansds

Dept, TOM

|
|
|
1
1
1
1
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WE RECOMMEND

The Adventurous Lady

A Tagcknating <-|||:|l| coiseidy by the author of ** The
Undalmated. *Witty :||||'|5 smusing. a ver_p delight:
ful story,—N ¥ Fimven 200 pet

By J. C. SNAITH
Morale

A nobed thinker and writer dofines morale as the s
preme standard of life and conduct and |e|l, r:-u.- l:-u-
apply it in everyday afairs

By G. STANLEY H!LLL

The College and
New America

A rteview of Ametican edacational methads and a
prograin [r PECORSIruCTon. g0 mird

By JAY WILLIAM HUDSON
Miss Lulu Beitt

The powerful story off the upheaval in the lif= of a
small-toen old makd, " Miss Lala Trein ' is withow
Maw_ e A famtie Monthly SI35 et

By ZONA GALE
Children in the Mist

The story of the colored mce since the em J.|u.|r.-l.|. u
set fomh n fascinating fictlon.

By GEORGE MADDEN MARTIN
The Portygee

The latest and best of & long line of Lincodn stories,
"5 long as Joseph l'_ Li IICDIIl % i best seller, ali's
right with the coenme.”—N"F, Glabe F2.00 net

By JUSEPH C. LINCOLN
The Sleuth of St.

James’s Square

A braunib-sew bypie af niystary story

By MELVILLE DA "lr'l‘-ﬁ-sl'_}"\ F(}‘-uT

At All Booksellers

a good book
tonight

There's nothing quite like the friendly com-
panionship of books. From childhood to
old age we read and learn from books. The
reading of good books is a fine habit—and
a paying investment,

The Age

of Innocence
By Edith Wharton

This is Mre. Wharton's first long novel in several
years. It takes rank with *“ The House of Mirth" in
its human appeal, its masterly delineation of char-
acter and its grace and skill in writing. A story of
New York society during the eighteen seventies when
42nd Street was “‘up-town." $2.00 net

Memoirs of the
Empress Eugénie
By Comte Fleury

The intimate life story of the most romantic fipure of
l!:-: nineteenth century, now in its fourth big edition,

* It is not for the benefit of historians that these volumes wees
written: They are rather for that woild army of readers who can

appres -tate a 1|‘hr.-ruug!||] human story, Itiea j'.,.:r Fucas 'I.h.:.!. oo ook
il be more widely read or more earnestly discussed.”—Atlantic
kily

Tovo volumes. 1050 pager. $7.50 per et

A compiele desc :q.ﬂg o4 dist off Appieion pab.
it g _for Fall wdll be semt free upor reguest

These Are Appleton Books

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY, PUBLISHERS, NEW YORK

it}
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“Shows that its author can do for Ireland and the West Indies what
he has done many times for Canada.”—Beston Transcript.

GILBERT PARKER’S

first full-length novel in four years

NO DEFENCE

will talee high place ameng the really greal romances.
Omn a charge of murder, Diyck Calhoun, Irish gentleman
and adventurer, though innocent, pleads "no defence”
and faces a lfe of dishonor 1o shield 1the beautiful
Sheila Liyn. On his release, romance and adventure
follow him half ihe world over until he wins freedom
from stain and blame for both himeelf and the faith-
ful Sheila. The unusual developments of the slory o
hold onein thrilling suspense until the end. In “No  The Iish and English temperaments fr,_
Defence!" Sir Gilbert has reached the high level of %’.,f:_“ﬂ-'—’f‘_“‘-ﬁ'j in many dramalic scenes, W

i : 1 . he above pictures Sheila's Irish I
his best work and given us another exceptionally fine versus Lord Mallow's English perss
tale. Four illustrations. $2.00. stirring episode in Jamaica,

SEEING THE FAR WEST

The Wonderland of America

By Joun T. Faris, anthor of * Seeing Pennsylvania,” etc, A wonderful pans-
rama in text, with 113 illustrations and 2 maps, of the scenic glories of the
States from the Rockies to the Pacific,—an intensely interesting narrative over-
flowing with personal observations and bits of history and romance, making it a
particularly entertaining volume for both travelers and general readers, Almost
every spot of beauty and interest is described,—the unknown regions as well as
those already familiar. This iz the most complete and comprehensive volume

on the territory covered. $6.00,
THE BOOK
ENTERTAINING AND USEFUL
NewBooks et OF JOB

Mrs. Grace LiviwcsTon HILL'S
JEWEL," the story of a [amily drudge and her rejuvenation, is a beantiful Fomance
full of hetpful inspiration. $1.90. “HAPPY HOUSE," by Jane AssorT, goes steadily By Morris Jastrow, Tr. PRI,

rance, in one heart-

on its way to greater and greater success, [t is proving one of the most popular TIES LL.I3, $4.00, The suthor,in his
of the scason. $1.75. “ANNE." by Ovca HaRTLEY, iz a comedy with just that touch of lucid and fascinating style, traces
sadness that brings laughter near to tears, §1.90. The new sixth edition of PEMNELLS" the origin, growth, and interpre-
“LIFE OF WHISTLER," just published, comes as practically a new bosk. It has been tation af The Book of Job, pre-
revised and contains new material and new ilustrations.  Profusely illustrated, octave, senting it in an entirely new
§6.50. " MRS, WILSON'S COOK BOOK ™ suits every purse, Ménus of the simplest to light. He gives an onginal trans-
the most elaborate can be prepared from the hundreds of new recipes. Women will ap- lation, based on a revized text.
preciate the author's new method of presenting them. £2.50. * THE CHARM OF FINE The Book of Job iz the literary
MANNERS.” by Mus. Starrerr, will be a great boon to fathers and mothers. In a masterpiece of the Rible

problem that 3
today as it was 2,300 vears
This edition will appeal 1o

charming way the author writes aboot behavior, sell-culture, habits, conversation, ete. d
f1.00. " THE BOOK OF COURAGE,” by Dr. Faris, is not psychelogical medici
for neurasthenics, but strong, wholesome food [or the mental digestion of everyone,
21.50, “THE ORIENT IN BIBLE TIMES." by Prorgsson Guast, is s wonderful
and historically accorate panorama of the Oriental world—its peoples, civilizations, and
history., It humanizes Hible study, Thirty illustirationa. $2.50. " CLOTHING —
CHOICE, CARE, COST,” by Mwms. Woousmax, fairly overruns with hl

tions and information on how &0 dress well at o cost withon reason, 11

Children’s Book Week [k ii'sois st dines TR YT

15 NOVEMEBER 15th TO 2oth muailed on request,

LAl vemr.
some gift editions

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

pusuisiers J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY puiLaDELPHIA
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THE SUPREME RECORD OF ]{{‘HIHF:‘L'I'-.'LT'.'? CAREER

Theodore Roosevelt

and His' Time
Shown in His Own Letters

By Josern Buckrin Bisnor

THuEsE are some of the numerous topics of conspicuous interest to
which chapters are devoted:

Roosevelt's own letters describing his childhood; his work in put-
ting the civil-service law into force; his fight against graft in the New
York police force; his selection of Dewey to hght the battle of Manila;
how he settled the coal strike; the inside history of the 1904 nomina-
tion; his reasons for building the Panama Canal; how he brought
Japan and Russia to terms; his policy during the panic of 1907; his
reasons for opposing Taft in 1912; his visits to the courts and his
encounters with the rulers of the great countries of Europe; his cor-
respondence with royalties; his denunciation of the Lusitania outrage.

Tlustrated with portraits and issued in two volumes. $10.00

=

Theodore Roosevelt’s
I etters to His Children

Edited by Josepn Buckrin Bisnop

“It should and ]\mh.lhh will find a permanent place in every
American home where the fine things of life are held in esteem.’
—New York Sun.
$2.50

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS ¥ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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I'he Lite of
Joseph H. Choate

ASGATHERED CHIEFLY FROM HI5 LETTERS, INCLUD-
ING HTIS OWN STORY OF HIS BOYHOOD AND YOUTH

By Epwarp Sanrorp MARTIN

In this lography, in the preparation of which Mr. Marein has
had the full authority and the assistance of J"'.’IT_ Choare's family,
tl'l'._ "i“?r"r LTF \1[ Li'l[.litl' 'I"n'l“ 1'".' r“hi mallnl‘p ]n |'If'q 1_":'““ 'l\DI'IjH.
There are many letters, or extraces from |1ttu’=. x'q_n ml;ereg.r_mg:‘
ones to his mother abour New York in the late "50's, followed by letters ro his mother
and his wife through rhe Civil War period, including a lively account of the draft-riots.
After he went to England, Mrs. Choate was away from h|m a Equd part of two vears
becauserof her daughter’s illness, and that resulted in very interesting letters on the life
of an American ambassador in England.

In twwo volumes.  Bith portraitr. About $10.00

The Americanization of Edward Bok

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A DUTCH BOY FIFTY YEARS AFTER

M:. Bok came here as a Dutch boy at the age of six.  His first experiences in this coun-
try, his unusual effores to help fill che family purse—how he collected ;illl‘(ll:[;l:ph*_. pnrmn..lll.
from the great people of the day—how, finally, he became the editor of The Ladics’ Home
_.lrrur-l‘.l.:.';'.". the Wl he made of it a success ;:ll'.ﬂgtthl:r |.'h.—_1.'t|m] |1r+_'4.'r:t]rnr and a |1|:1.'LL.rFu] m-
strument for practical and arristic education and reform, as he has told it, is one of the most
fascinating lite stories that has appeared in recent years. Incidentally, there has been no
book in years with a greater wealth of unpublished ‘material about famous people.

Thustrated. 55 00

Day Before Yesterday

REMINISCENCES OF A VARIED LIFE, BY MATTLAND ARMSTRONG,
18361918

Edited by his daughter, MarcareT ArMsTRONG

OF a historic family and connected or intimate with so many marked figures of the social
New York of his day, his taste and temperament made him equally at home in the world
of art. He became a painter and later eminent in scained-glass design and manufacture.
He served as Consul-General to ltaly, and was United Stares Commissioner of Fine Arts ac
the Pans Exposition of 878, He h: i:i a native }_Ill'-t for effective remimiscential w r|t'|n;_',r Li_pr
COpIOUS nurr:[:urjl:.li., and his recollections make a hvely panorama of the world in his ome.

Tilwstrated. H_I,.DD

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Steeplejack

%}f JAMFS HUNEKER

P T N "-".‘-.-.'r I pes r.ll_r'.-n reocke™ " Fegns Liasd"
CEpwits,” " Fixionartes,” ofc, o

i ffeor

Q '.u- f-'r_,rrru g,

ﬁ'ﬁ'ﬂ! STEEPLEJACK § APOLOGY :

“The narration, on whose road I am starting out so gaily, may
puzzle but it need not alarm you. It is the story of an unquiet soul
who voy J.b'."_tl from :3:1:‘.? to fm country to country, in search of some-
thing, he knew not what. The gnldun grapes of desire were never
pluLked the marvellous mirage of the Seven Arts never overtaken,
the antique and beautiful pur-.hts of philosophy, the solemn templf_s
of religion, never penetrated.

“In telling you of my experiences I am not bound to consider your
'|'I]'L_|LHJ.!I'_L5 or compelled to apply a poultice to your vanity. If you
don't care to take the excursion to the other side nf‘rhe- Moo you need
not. It strays away from my beloved l‘hll"uielphn, and as all roads
lead to Rmm_ it returns to l"‘h1|;u11:]phm A half century later. The
loop 15 large, it includes many people, many customs, many lands.
L"nm-:_ let us be off ! |

“1 promise to tL'H you everything, even though it blisters the
paper on which it is printed, which Edgar -"xﬂan Poe asserted would
happen if a man wrote his inmost thﬂugh et

IN TWO VOLUMES - [llustrated . $7.50

Mr. Huneker's other books are:

REDOLUIING EGOISTS. A BOOK OF SUPERMEN
UNICORMNS VISIOMARIES

IVORY APES AND PEACOCKS ICONOCLASTS: A BOOK OF DRAMATISTS
NEW COSMOPOLIS MELOMANIACS

THE PATHOS OF DISTANCE CHOFIN. THE MAN AND HIS MUFSIC
FRANE LISET OVERTONES

PROMENADES OF AN IMPRESSIONIST MEZZOTINTS IN MODERN MUSIC

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S § FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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| Fust Published |

By KermiT RooseverT

‘The Happy
Hunting-Grounds

From his youth Kermit Roosevelt was the companion of his
accompanyving him to
Africa and through South America and down the

father in his great hunting adventures,

River.
account of Kermit's
cidents and narratives.

“Book Collecting in

L. 1] k (Rl ]

This volume is a memorial of that joyful companionship. The opening chapier is an intimate
recollections of his father in these various hunting adventures, lull of personal in-
Several of the chapters have to do with hunting in America, including Mexico
There is a charming account of a different kind of hunt,

South America,”
fllystrated, #1975

English Ways and By-Ways

By Leighton Parks

RECTOR OF 5T. BARTHOL

Dr, Parks has written a thoroughly entertaining book which gavly discusses England.

AMICWSE, NEW YORE CITY

It is an alic

gether delightiul clironicle of a vacation motor trip of a young American clergyman and his wife, 1o

whom the guide-book side of English travel 1s already

people—old friends and strangers

but who go about among English

an old story, h

forming their own conclusions a3 to national differences and w AV,

BL.¥5

What’s on the Worker’s Mind?

BY ONE WHO PUT ON OVERALLS TO FIND OUT
By Whiting IWilliams

Mr. Williams left his position as personnel director of the Hydraulic Pressed Steel Company in

Cleveland, put on rough

Mo one could read his pages

heart and the thought of labor, It 15 an

In Morocco
By Edith Wharton
Mrs. Wharton went to Morocen

press invitation of the Gow
was réceived by the Sultan
alace at Rabat, by the great chiefs of the
cities she visited, and by their harems, and had
exceptional opportunities of witnessing livtle-
known ceremonies, Iiiustrated. 3400

at the ox-
She
ul \n.tl-r-u._x_'-- i||_ hiz

rnor=Lreneral,

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

clothes, disguised his name, and tried for a laborer’s job.
The greater part of the text of his book 15 made up from the diary which he wrote when
ings or the early mornings he returned to his laborer’

in the even-

3 |¥-c':-.'|.|'|.i.||'|i._:-||1'.-||:<-:'.
without feeling that he wag petting something like a revelation «
infinitely human book, Tl

if thie

trated, $z2.c0

Through
Central Borneo

AN ACCOUNT OF TWO YEARS
OF HEAD-HUNTERS,

TREAVEL IN THE LAND
BETWEEN 1013 AND IGIT

By Carl Lumholtz

In the course of his rescarches ami
people b time and again came mnto touch with a
retiring tribeof aborigines rarely even glimpsed be-
fore. TFith fll'l_l'.'il'n'-;'l.-.'_:g.-' iHlusiration s, 7.50

1ALIVE

e the 1
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FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




By JOHN GALSWORTHY

A MASTERLY NOVEL .?rf ENGLISH LIFE

In Chancery

H1s story, dealing with an E ng]]qh family of wealth and ]'H'J‘H—

tion and with their associates, forms a ]!rbe and impressive

presentation of the upper classes of English society in the

period of the Boer War,  In spirit and treatment it ticnes not
as much resemble his later novels as such earlier ones as “The
Country House” and “The Man of Property”—indeed this is
true also in subject, for it is concerned largely with the affairs of
the famous Forsyte family. While dealing considerably with a
later generation than appeared in “The Man of Property,”
Soames Forsyte, old James, Irene, young Jolyon, June, and
otMers that contributed to render that earlier novel so memorable,
figure conspicuously in its pages,

$2.00

A CHARMING NEW BOOK FOR CHRISTMAS

Awakening

PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED IN COLOR AND IN BLACK-AND-WHITE
&y R. H. SAUTER

THis is an unusual and poetic study of adolescence—a little idyll
of a little Forsyte; for Jon belongs to that famous fam]]} of Mr.
Galsworthy’s celebrated novel, which now comes again upon the
stage in his new novel, “In C hamen Hlustrated with delight-
ful skill and grace in t lack-and-white and also in color, with full-
page illustrations and marginal sketches, * Awakening "' forms one
of the most attractive holiday books of the kind in many seasons.

$2.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS =g FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




j.-’r"-.." Publish m“J

N 1o MAN

JACKSON
GREGORY

The story of a feud in the
Southwestern cattle country
which centres about a girl
as charming as the famous

Judith of Blue Lake Ranch

At Bookstores Evervwhere. [llustrated. $£2.00

_r!'fu‘.in;;._

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS Y&=® FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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JOHN FOX, JR.’S

Erskine Dale—

Pioneer
[llustrated by F. C.YonN

Erskine Dale, raised among the Indians, though of Virginia
blue blood, iz a splendid type of the people and the time,  Dale
i5 a romantic figure of the Cooper tvpe—a companion of George
Rogers Clark, a participant in the border warfare, and finally in
the preat Revolution icself,

Cmee more John Fox, Jr., has told a romance of Kentucky
and Virginia. This new novel—his last—is the crowning mas-
terpicce of his career, for it has that rare charm which made
“ The Trail of the Lonesome Pine ' and “ The Little Shepherd
of Kingdom Come " irresistibly appealing, and it is written with
the full power of his genius for telling an absorbing story.

£2.00

Isabel Stirling

Pagan Fire

By Evelyn Schuyler Schaeffer By Norval Richardson

TFellomw g Isabel from her gi:’”l.rll_:u.{ it carries Author of “ The Worls Skay Our,” #ic.
her into a variety of developing experience that S e e e e ] S
rounds an unusual and memorable character. to [taly found love there for the frst time,
$1.00 what happened and what results is presented
| in a vivid series of events, 18 o0

Youth in Harley

bl
By Gordon Hall Gerould For the Game’s Sake

Autkor of " Peler Sanders, Retered ' pig,

By Lawrence Perry

YW, Gerowld, with true mmsight and with the Spirting Editar af * The Eventrg Post™

touch of a well-trained craftsman, has given us
on= of the hest pictures drawn in recent years of

Mr. Perry has included a2 group of stories about

the Mew England village life that people now
well through middle life remember lovingly as
that of their lost youth."'—FHerion Herald,

fzoo

The Chinese Coat

By Jennette Lee
Authar of * The Green facket,” ete.

“There iz an ortginal idea back of ecach novel
Mrs. Lee writes. And she makes it coont for
something in the romance she builds, uwsing it
as a foundation stone.”—Mkiladelphia Press,

BLTE

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

the most popular sports such’ as foothall, yache-
ing, rowing, pola, hasehall, tennis; and it is abouwd
the game he has wovenits plot, filurirated, fr1.63

On a Passing Frontier

SKETCHES FEOM THE NORTHWEST

By Frank B. Linderman

Mr. Linderman®s sketches and little storics
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 Ei'JPhiﬁtiC:ltl"l.'] if not more common-
place civilization, FL.75

==mg FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




THE GIRL,
A HORSE,
AND A DOG

By Fraxcis Lynpe

Audkor of ** The Wreckers” “Dhaid Fallory,” " The

* Honorable Semator Sopebrurh,” e, glc.

~ Ir you were a young man of
leisure, and mstead of a fortune
got this letter, what would you

do?

“ 8o here are the conditions:

“Your portion of Grandfather Jas-
per's property was worth, at its latest
valuation, something ike 440,000, It
lies in a perfectly safe repository, situ-
ated between the 105th and 110th de-
grees of longitude west from Greenwich,
and the 35th and 40th degrees north
latitude. When you find it, you will
be able to identify it by the presence
of a girl with brown hair and blue eves
and small mole on her left shoulder, a
piebald horse which the girl rides, and
a dog with a split face—half black and
half white. You will be more than
likely to find the three together; and if
vou make the acquaintance of the girl,
you'll be on the trail of vour legacy.”

Wuen Stannie Jasper did, he
abandoned polo, bridge, and his
club, to tackle his first job; and
what came of it resulted in one
of the best adventurous stories
In years.

it colored frontispiece.
f2.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

The Best Stories Since O. Henry

“He iz a story teller with a courage of his own,
and such story tellers are rare even in the midst
of the modern guest for unconventionality.

—Bosten Transerips,

Mr. Fitzgerald's success as a writer has been
astonishing. His novel, *“This Side of Para-
dise,” was instantly acclaimed by reviewers- all
over the country as revealing a writer of genius,
and within two weeks the book had gone to press
for the third time. His success with the short
story was no less spectacular.  This volume con-
tains hiz best stones.  They wary preatly o
temper and in theme, but they are all written
from real life, with a verve that could come only
from one who makes his observations at first
hand. .78

['his Side of
Paradise
Now in Its 9th Large Printing
Wirrtiam Lyow Prerrs says: ““One of the best
stories of college life in America 1 have ever read.

The author will go far, and I shall read every-
thing he publishes in book form.™ AL.75

l-"Il-"I"I.I AVENUE, NEW YORK




Grimm’s Fairy Tales

Llinstrated in Color by
ELEnorE PLAISTED ABBOTT

Every people, every land, hag had it fairy stories,  Many
collections of them have been made, but never has any group of
fairy tales been so universally loved, so a part of every child's
delight and education—without regard to race or country—as
Grimm’s.  Elenore Abbott has collected the most delightful of
them and has illustrated them with extraordinary success. This
hook with her delightful pictures is sure to be one of the most
coveted possessions of childhood for many years tocome.  #3.50

Indian O/4-Man Stories

MORE 5PARKS FROM WAR EAGLE'S LODGE-FIRE

By Frank B. Linderman

Many voung and old readers have enjoyed Mr. Linderman's “Indian Why Stories™ and the
pranks and scrapes of that extracrdinary creature of Indian imagination, *“Qd-man.”  Mr, Linder-
man's, besides being real and not invented Indian tales, are stories into _he telling of which he puts an ir-
resistible charm and humaor, [lusirated in color & Coarves M, RusserL. #a.50

The Hidden People

A STORY OF INCAN TREASURE
By Leo E. Miller

Lea Miller, the young naturalist, whose *'In the Wilds of South America™
was perhaps the most remarkably successful book of exploration of the decade,
haz now written & fascinating boy’s novel.

The hidden people form a remnant of the old Incan cvilization, preserved
within a ring of lofty veolcanic mountains, Beset by wild beasts, deadly
snakes, and deadhier Indians armed with blow-guns, the adventures of the two
American boys, the heroes of the story, are a veritable Odyssey,  Incidentally,
the book is baséd from first to last upon scientific and historic facts.

With rix full-page tlustrations by Pavl Brawsom, $

THE BOOK OF |
e

By Henry IWysham Lanier

TRUE STORIES IN AN ASCENDING SCALE OF COURAGE IN THREE SERIES

The Book of Bravery [:]

The Third Series describes acts of courape ['u._'r{l,'-:lln_'d in line of duty, such
as that of the mail-rider, the cowboy, ete.; tells of brave deeds done for the sake
of religion; relates the knightly deeds of such men as Sir Philip Sidney, the Cid,
ete.; and, finally, gives examples of *The Courage of the Cheerful Failure,”

There is also a First SErtes and Seconp Series dealing with bravery in
the face of death and courage in zpite of fear, ete, fMlustrated,  Fack $2.50

£5
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS %Li; FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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This year the new volume added to the

WEST%RD HO\W Scribner Series for Young People is
MO Westward Ho! |

B_l' CHARLES KINGSLEY

Hlustrated in Color by N. C. WyeTH
Edited by Jacourrine M, Overrox

Mever has the choce of books for Wyeth to illusteate been
more fortunate than' this year in Charles Kingsley’s great
Elizabethan novel, “Westward Ho!™ A partfcolar feature of
thiz edition is the careful editing and judicious cutting which
has been done by Jacqueline M. Owverton, author of “The
T"-l'l'g."ﬁ Life of Stevenson™ and r'urm-.-l':.:. of the stall of the Mew
York Public |.i|.1r:.r_1., £3.50

Uolumes of Similar T_‘t'pc + ILLUSTRATED IN COLOR

THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS. By ]. FEnmore CoorEr. Procturns sy X, C. Wryern
THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND. By Juies Verwe., Prorunres gy N, C. Wyern
THE BOY'S KING ARTHUR, By SioNey Lawier. Prcrurges sy N. C. WyEeTa
STEVENSON'S BLACK ARROW. Picrvres sy N. C. Wyerh
STEVENSON'S KIDNAPPED. Picrures by N. C. WyeTH
STEVENSON'S TREASURE ISLAND. Pictvres av N. C. Wyetn
THE ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eoirepr sy Kate Dovcras Wicciw anp Nonra Arcaipavn Sarra,
Prerunes py MaxrFieln Papnisu
STEVENSON'S CHILD'S GARDEN OF VERSES., Pictures sy JessiE WiLLcox Suire
FIELD'S POEMS OF CHILDHOOD, Picrures gy Maxrigin Parrisn
STOCKTON'S THE QUEEN'S MUSEUM. Picrures 8y FrepErice Ricuanpsox
Fach $3.50

HANS BRINKER, OR THE SILVER SKATES. By Mary Mares Dopce. Pictures ny
CGEorGE WharTon Epwarps
THE BOY EMIGRANTS. By Noan BProoks. Prerures sy H. ], Dunw
THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS, DBy hexyeti Gramamg., Pretvkes sy Pave Brawsom
LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY. By Frasces Hopcsow Burrert, Pictures By R. B, Biren
A LITTLE PRINCESS, By Fraxces Hopesox Burserr, Prerusis sy Eruer Fraysimw Berrs
Each #3.00

7 he Sandman’s Mountain

By Louts Dobae

Antior wf M The Saddwan’s-Rovest

Flsfrated in Coder fy PAUL ERANSOM

Another of hr. Dy |-:||¢-.":j i||:<|-.__":||:|.ri'.'-:' storics for little folks: A small THI I
bay falls asleep and ventures on the strangest journey.  The road seems SANDMARNS MOLN |:r|}:
slrange It leads tea leamely mountain where he falls in with a {.;|||i|:|' af [ -I Louks Dixdioer - et
highly domesticated bears. Later he penetrates to the heart of the [ Jh'j
mountain and finds 3 marble staircase and great treasure. flo0 M =— i

oo !
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LATHAM'S “IN ENGLISH HoMES"” + New Folume

Late Stuart English Homes from 1649 to 1714
By H. Avray TrrrinNG

A new volume of this well-known, splendid, illustrated series. A descriptive
circular of the whole series sent upon application.
With many full-page illustrations.  Folio. About $25.00

The English Interior Old English Furniture and
A REVIEW OF THE COURSE OF HOUSE DECORATION ].tS SUIT{JUHlegS, 1660-1800

FEOM TUDOE TIMES TO THE ENKD OF THE

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY B__"I-’ _lii-fa:_"j-:_rff P.:‘Tﬁ‘i::-‘df
By Arthur Stratton, Architect This handsome velume covers four distinet
This forms practically the first complete sur- pcr]nds:‘ the Bestoration, the Later Stuarts,

vey of English interior design, with its carciul EHTI}': GEUTE'EIEh‘_-"ln_d Late Georgian.
selection of examples, its wide comparative h Lﬂc]udc_g Fittings and Permanent Decora-
view over three centuries of English craftsman- tions,”  staircases, panellings, ceilings, etc;
ship. There are over one hundred full-page “Furniture,” embracing chairs, tables, book-
plates {many in collotype), a set of measured cases, etc; “'Wall ‘?Ind Floor Cﬂ'lr‘f.'r!ngs,"
dmwinSS. and many illustrations in the text. upimlsl:r}r; and alsa *Decorative J’J.f]:]uncts,

embroideries, pictures, frames, lighting methods;
“Table Appointments,” etc.

Hith numerons illusirations.  $7.50

Witk numerous iflurerations.  Foliv. $42.00

Character and Opinion in
the United States Spanish America

WITH REMINISCENCES OF WILLIAM TJTAMES AND ITS ROMANCE, REALITY, AND FUTURE
JOSIAH ROYCE AND ACADEMIC LIFE IN AMERICA

By George Santayana By C. R. Enock

Late J".rn_.l'z;ss.rc-_.' Phidorophy in Harvard Universiiy Mr. Enock describes ancient and modern
Mexico, then takes the reader successively along
the Pacific Coast, the Cordillera of the Andes,
the Spanish Main, along the Amazon Valler,
to Brazil and the River Plate and Pampas.
The work 1= topographical, descriptive, and his-
torical. Tt describes the people and the cities,
the flora and fauna, the varied resources of
South America, its trade, railways, etc. Mr.
Eneck 15 one of the best-known and most
suthoritative writers on South America.

Hlusirated and with map. =z wolr. 8B.00

He sees American character and opinion in relief
and what he secs he judges with the authornity of
intimate acquaintance. His chapters on “The
Moral Background,” “The Academic Environ-
ment,” “Materialism and Idealism in American
Life,” and * English Liberty in America” include
gome of the most penetrating appreciation and
eriticism we have ever had written of us, and |
those.om William James and Josiah Royee con-
tain striking portraits of them. $3.50

Frederick Locker-Lampson |

A CHARACTER SKETCH . KDSC]U SZ]{O
ys |
Composed and edited by et
Augustine Birrell By Monica M. Gardner
A character sketch of the fiBLer of delicate An English biography of the Palish patriot
verse who w m||-_-~T_nn.J..--|| E.}-r:.-.'_:. n!'urj crﬂ.lcrh_':i | one of the noblest Palish nationa) heroes, whoss
the famous Rowfant Library. J rederick Locker's | life has a special interest for Americans owing
name is known'to bibliophiles the world over: this to the fact that he lived &0 many years in this
bock will be sought by all collectors of fine books. country and fought on our side during the
With portraits and other ifurirationr. $8.00 American Revolution. 13m0, ';F-:.su

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS =¥ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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The Traditions of

European Literature

FROM HOMER TDO DANTE

By Barrett Wendell

Prafriror Emeriiur of Englisk Literature ot Hotward Universdty

This book deals with the mythical, historical,
and literary traditions familiar throughout the
literature of Europe.  The sections of the vol-
ume cover the traditions of Greece, beginning
with Homer, of Rome from 2oo before Christ
to the end of the second century after, of Chris-
tendom from that time to about the year 1000,
and of the Middle Ages {1000-1300), ending
with Dante. $5.00

The Artof Biography
By William Roscoe Thayer

A delightfully sugpgestive study of the develap-
ment of biographical writing by one of the fore-
most of its living exponents. d1.50

The Letters

of Henry James
Edited by Percy Lubbock

The Londom Timesr savs of these letters:
“MNot columns but pages, and not papes but
chapters, might be filled with comment and
attempted analysis of this late and mighty
flowering. " With photogravure poriranis.

In two volumer. Blo.oo

Problems of Law

By John Henry Wigmore

Dean of the Law School of Nertkmestern Liniverrity

A study ‘of the problems confronting prog-
ress in the evolution of law. Al.go

Shakespeare
from Betterton to Irving
Bj' G:‘I::Fj:’c' C. D. Odell
Prafesror of Englich in Columbia Llnisernty
A history of S3hakespeare on the London stage,
from the re-opening of the theatres in 166a
through the period of Irving and Tree.
The iffurtrationr tnclude viers and ;E-.Irn:n'.l‘?.-' af
theatrer, and portraits of the famouws players of
the last sro kundred and fifty years, 512,00

The United States

in Our Own T1imes
By Paul L. Haworth

Mr. Haworth's record of our history from the
close of the Civil War to date i3 az authoritative
as a chronicle as it 15 fascinating as a story.

pz.2g

[dling in Italy
STUDIES OF LITERATURE AND OF LIFE
By Joseph Collins
Wiritten of Ttaly, with particular attention 1o

bringing out those of Italy's aspects which should
be most interesting to Americans, $1.00

Making
Advertisements
And Making Them Pay

By Roy 8. Durstine

“ Mot technical—just sensible."
fHusirated. #3.00

By AuserT G, Rosinson

Old New England
Houses

Here are shown nearly a hundred typical old
homes in their local landscape settings in vari-
ous parts of New England, in town and city and
oountry, Elaborately ilfurtrated, $5.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

" Old New England
Doorways

A NEW EDITION, REVISED AND ENLARGED

There is scarcely a type of the colonial door-
way not represented among Mr, Robinson's

“trophics.” Elaborately iiustrated. #3500
ol FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




bThWART EDWARD WHITES

latest novel—completing the trilogy of California begun in “Gold™ and
continued in “The Gray Dawn”

HE ROSE DAWN, covers a period between 1890 and 1910 when the gray
dawn of the dim beginnings of the state, colours into the rose dawn of

achievement.

And in the love story of Daphne Brainerd and Kenneth Boyd, a

daughter of the old and a son of the new generations, is reflected the changes and

growths of an era.

CHRISTOPHER MORLEY
Pipefuls

The render, whether a smoker or not, will certainly

find 2 “pipeful’ to fit his every mood, and the pun-
peney to suit his taste in Christopher Mocley's new
bk, Net, $2.00.
H. G.

DWIGHT .
The Emperor of Elam

Stories of the Orient and elsewhere, all deeply tinged
with the colour, the romanee, and the mupic evoked by
the author in “Stamboul Nights" Net, h2.00.

Net, $1.90.

WILLIAM McFEE
Captain Macedoine’s Daughter

The story of Captain Macedoine’s daughter, beauti-
ful enough to be nsed as a lure in a gigantic swindle,
and fine Enl:luj.,h to rise above it, A worthy P
to “Aliens” and “Casuals of the SBea” Net, $1.50.

M. MORGAN GIBBON
Jan

Heart-winning, jrresistible Jan follows the path of a
‘modern’ woman, and finds on it the eternal adventure
of woman, in & new form. Net, $1.50,

These books are mads at ihe Country Life Presr

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.
AR R

GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK
oGV RaBTRD



Beech-Nut

Hear that Sizzlel—
Get that Aromal
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HE aroma of those

crisp, crinkly slices
of Beech-Nut Bacon
tells you just how ae-
ficions Beech-MNut is go-
| ing to faste!

And the taste never
disappoints you!

That 15 because of the
endless precautions the
Beech-Nut people take to
guaranice fine flavor.

But be sure you decp all
this deliciows flavor. Don’t
fry or broil it away. Badke
Beech-Nut Bacon. Spread
the slices acrosz a wire bak-
ing-rack, in a baking-pan,
and set in the oven until
Crsp.

N.B. If you haven’t
such a rack, send us
10¢ for a special Beeck-
Nur Baking-Rack.

Have a Beech-Nut
Bacon breakfast to-
TOFrOwW,

Beech - Mut Packing
Company
Cansjobarie, MNew York

l:‘-l m
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BEECH-NUT " FEuds of Finest Flavor™®

I"i

[

HACON EEEF CIDER VINEGAR “ Foads yr Froen Flawa™
PEANUT BUTTER PREFARED MUSTARD

PORK AND BEANS JAME, JELLIES. JELLIED FRUITS

MACARDNI MARMALADES AND PRESERVES

SPACHETTI] GINGER ALE

TOMATO CATSUP MINTS, CLOVES WINTERGREENS

CHILI 5AUCE LICORICE AND CINMAMONS

DECAR'S BALICE CHEWING GUM
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WEBSTER'S NEW INTERNATIONAL DICTIONARY

A compact reference library of
exacl, scholarly informahion for
practical use. This“Supreme
J‘iufflﬂﬂ'ﬁfi:inﬂ‘wers 1:]1] ki'"-l'.]s ﬂ‘F
qll(ﬂs}iﬂ:ls ﬂbﬂu] wo'l'dsq pEDplE,
Plafﬂsrquﬂﬁl{uns r.'lehij“'hl:],.
hﬂwi Hll'lldreds B'F lhﬂl}sﬂ“d’s f_"F
men and women,leaders inall

Wirite for a spocimen page of The new words jush ad

G. & C.MERRIAM CO., Publisher

lines of aclivity, use this store-
house of facls as ameans to

cullure and success.

400,000 Words and Phrases mclud-
im_;; the new Words, 6000 Muastra-
tions, 2700 Pages. The hype matter
is aquivalent te that of a [5avolume
ancgtﬂnpedia. Reqgular and India-
Paper Editions. Gef The Besh

ded, such as bolihevikd, comouflage, barrage, efe.

s, SPRINGFIELD, MASS., U. S.A.

e —




O1d octagonal Dutch
watch, with rock crystal,
used during 17th century-

.' -of enduring quair{;

HE roller-trip escapement of
the Royal Typewriter is pat-
terned after the escapement of a finely
built watch. The end achieved in both
cases is the same—accuracy.

This esfential device, in the timepiece, gauges
gvery fraction of a second with such exactness
that sng appreciable variation is apparent for
mangifhronths, often years. In the Royal
Ty PEWTILT, t1IFIJL.r1L e its 1o ng life, the esc ape-
r'1-_nL makes possible the perfect spacing of clean
type face impressions—speed with no sacrifice
of accuracy—consummate €ase of operation—a
auietly flowing carriage.

The infinite care of the old watchmaker is emu-
lated roday by the * Roval® artisan. The ideal
of utmost pertection, constantly followed, always
insures fine workmanship, excellent service and
enduring qualicy,

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Inc.
Royal Typewriter Building, 364- 366 Broadway, New York
Branches and Agencies the World Over 1

- RQYH

EYPEWRITERS

Com pare
the Work
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The Blackest Blots on Modern Civilization

They were the deeds of the Russian nobility in the heydey of the Czar
autocracy. 1he one man who could tell about them best has done it

Count Witte, for many years Prime Minister of Russia. This
tact-story, wnitten by his own hand, is so revealing of outrageous crime
—of the scandals of the Raspurins and other social monsters—the Czar
ordered its destruction. It is perhaps the most powerful story of
modern times. Every installment is a remarkable revelation in itself.

Start this series in the November WORLD'S WOREK.

The Sein Fein Troubles of Ireland

A Clear, Understandable Statement

The hunger-strikers, the police murders, the riots, the presence of De
Valera in America, have kept the Irish question on the front page for
several months. Edward Raymond Turner states the situation from
the British viewpoint, as well as from the Sein Fein and the Unionist
viewpoints. Don’t miss this important article in November WORLD’S

WOREK.

Harding vs. Cox

Both write for the November World’s Work

“‘More business in government and less government in business’
sayvs Harding, and presents the “how’” and “‘why” of his plan for
accomplishing it.

“Progress, not re-action,” is the keynote of Cox’s article, Then he
sets forth what constivutes progress, and wherein we proht by his pro-
gramme. No matter what your politics, you will be keenly interesred
in these important statements of the Presidential candidares.

TREWORLDSWORK

Get Your Copy TO-DAY—AIl News-stands

r‘------------------- e R L L L

There will’be many notable features

in coming issues of World's Work— I WORLD'S WORK, Garden City, N. Y.

besides the Count Witte story, which 1

‘ Enter my subscription 1o World's Work for one
will run nearly a year.

I vear. Ienclose 84.00.

Paper shortage limits each edition. !
The only way to make sure of not
missing a number is to get your name g
on the subseription list, or speak for L1y
it at the ncws-stand. = State

1 Name

I Streel Addres

ik}



$1000.00 in Prizes

For the Best Title to this Picture
By Charles Dana Gibson

ES one thousand dollars given away—

st prize, $500.00; 2nd prize, $300.00;
3rd, $200.00—and the best part of it is
that everyone has an equal chance. Demo-
crat or Republican, pro or anti, married or
single—it cr:-esnt make a bit of difference.
Pethaps you have never even seen LIFE—
no matter, this 1s for everybody.

For twenty-two years readers of LIFE
have been winning prizes by giving titles for
pictures. And they've had so much fun
out of it, in addition to the money they've
received, that this time it has been decided
to let the other people who haven't yet had
any fun out of LIFE, try a hand. You
don't have to be a subscriber or even a
reader of LIFE to win this contest.

And the reason for selecting the picture

shown above is this. Mr. Charles Dana

4

Gibson, who drew it, had one idea for a
title, and the Managing Editor of LIFE had
another. Still other persons had gmd but
entirely different ideas. So, as this happens
to be one of Mr. Gibson's best pictures, and
we wanted to secure the best title possible,
it was decided to give the public a chance
to make suggestions.

Think of t! $500.00 in cold cash for
writing from one to ten words? lsn't it
worth trying? Your idea may be the very
one that will strike the judges as being
of the best. Even if you get the very
smallest prize offered—that alone amounts to
$200.00. So you can readily see this is a
mighty big reward for writing from one to
ten words.

Some very simple title <_:h as you have
in mind nght now may possibly win



$200,00, $300.00 or even $500.00 for

o,
) Rules of Contest

The contest 1s ~open to everyone, All
that is necessary is to send in your titles
before the closing date. The titles are
limited to ten words—but if you can put
your title in five or even three words, do so.
Brevity is usually the soul of wit.

Send in as many titles as you want. Send
in the first one that occurs to you. Perhaps
you have thought of one already. If so,
send 1t in to-day.  First
thoughts often are best.
Later you can send in
others.  Jot down your
title or titles on any sheet
of paper, sign your name,

$1000.00

For the best titles to the Gib_son
picture, LIFE will award prizes
fi ko [ﬂl|0w5:

member, all you have to do is to write your
title on a piece of paper and mail it to Box
262, G. P. O, New York, N. Y. Send
in a title to-day—then others, if you think
of better ones.

Special Offer

To enter this LIFE Contest, you have no
entrance fee to pay whatsoever. And
LIFE will co-operate with you in making
it easy for you to land one of these big
prizes, by reprinting in its pages for the next
few issues the pictures
and winning titles of pre-
vious contests. In addi-
tion to this there will be
several articles on how

, EF Ehnﬁse a Litle by

500.00 . L. IVlasson, the man

s ?“ V) who has written 20,000
Mr. Gibson) jokﬂﬁ.

$300.00 LIFE, the famous

$200.00 magazine of humor, sells

for 15¢c. on the news-

and mail to the Contest i Pi

Editor of LIFE, Box . ””mi ariginal

262, G. P. O., New autographed by

York, N. Y. Second Prize .
Titles may be original | Third Prize

or quotations from well- | ___

known authors. All
answers must be addressed to the Contest

Editor of LIFE, Box 262, G. P. O., New
York City. Titles will be judged by a
committee of three from the staff of LIFE,
and their decision is final.

The final award will be announced in
LIFE as carl}? as p-uss-lHe: after the close of
the contest. Checks will be sent simul-
taneously with the announcement. In case
of ties, $500.00 ($300.00 or $200.00) will
be awarded each winning contestant. No
entry shall be considered a tie unless con-
sisting of the same words and arrangement
of words as some other entry.

The contest 1s now open. It will close

at noon on November 30th, 1920. Re-

Obey that Impulas

35

stand, but to co-operate
with contestants in this special contest, it is
offering twelve big issues for only $1. To
accept this offer, just use the handy coupon.
It is not necessary to take LIFE to win the
$500.00, or other prizes, but if you want to
take advantage of this special arrangement,
send the coupon right away. The offer has
to be limited. Act at once.

Special Dollar Offer

Here's where at least one dollar hu}rs itz old-
time 100 cents’ worth and more. Sign your name

and addrezs below and mail this coupon to-day
with a dollar hall.

o e g

LIFE, 54 West 315t Street, New Yok, M. Y.

1 secept your special offer.  Send me LIFE for three

moanths (1 :i:su::-_:l. A dollar bill iz enclosed,

Nlmf.......-..
IF'J |3.‘-4. twrit

ruu | srramanuaa

.............................................



Snap-Shots of My Contemporaries

By Lyman Abbott

This engrossing series of intimate reminiscences of great Americans of an
elder day includes Edwin Booth, John Greenleaf Whittier, Edward Everett
Hale, President Hayes, F. T. Barnum, and other celebrated figures. The
articles will be finely illustrated and will include facsimiles of autograph
letters from these historic men. They will begin in an early issue of

The

Outlook

“the most-quoted weekly journal in America”

The Outlook performs an editorial service unlike that of any other publication. It
not only states each week the most important news of the week, but interprets it for
you with mature editorial judgment.

The calm, enduring t]lld.]h]:.!—: of leadership of The Outlook have won for it a singular
place in the English-speaking world.

Its contributors include some of America's and England’'s leading men of letters and
men of affairs,

Unless you already read The Outlook every week, start now. Sign and mail the
coupon, with remittance of only $2.00, and your name will at once be placed on the
subscription list for 21 weeks,

THE OUTLOOK COMPANY, 381 Fourth Ave,; New York
Please enter my name as a special subscriber for 21 weeks. T enclose £2.00 as per your offer in

o R SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

Address -




New York City and Vicinity

THE GARDNER ScHOOL FOR GIRALS
rr East sist Street, New York City, A thorough school with de-
I|ghtlu| bome ]|[r Fireproaf  building. Cal Bpe  preparatory,
arademic, secretarial and elective courses,  Music, riding, swim-
ming, leanks, thythmic dancing—63rd year. Miss Eltinge and
Miss Maszland, ]"r|:11:|p.|.|5:

THE RAYSON ScHOOL FOR GIALS
Home and Day Departments. College Preparatory, General and
Post lﬁ.duu':_lslt t_'-'li.l rls:':].h Hu.l-:!&nﬁ sports.
jsa Clara ree B
Miss Martha K. Humphrey, A.M, I' Principals.
16y, 166, 168 West 75th Street, Now York City.

Miss C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL
FoR GIRLS
Only o minubes from New York City, Upper School for girls 13 to a5
Lower Scheal for picls 702 23, All deparmests.  Vocstioual tesd
emphasized in Summer Schoal.  Preparatian for leadi :..u-.-ﬁn
clecular address Mus O E. Mason, LLA., Lock Box jof The 1_.--r|r
Tarrytown-cn-Hudson, New York.

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Full preparatory nnd advanced stuches. Act, Muosic, Interior Dec.
oration, Drwmatic Art, Languages and Practical Courses.  Indi-
widual care and supervision.  For catalogue address
Miss Rosz B, Chisman,
rag2 Filth .-'Lw:nut New York City,

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHoOOL
A College Preparatory School for Hove,

weancies anly in High Schoaol {lasses.
Principal, Riverdale-on-Hudsen, New ¥ork.

Roarding and Daw.

THE MoOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of today began Lo
adwertise in SCRIBNER™S MAGAZINE years ago for pupils
for we-day. To-day these schooks are advertising for bo-morrow.

New York State

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Cornwall-on-Hudson, M. ¥.
CADET BAND
(Special Rates to Good Musicians)
For catafogue write to the Adjutant

THE LARGEST MILITARY PREPARATORY SCHOOL IN THE EAST

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREFROOF BUILDINGS

PUTHNAM HALL SCHOOL

Preparsiory to Vassar College.  Hecsuse .l its s
oppeatusities academicaily and S ially, Collage
Cotrses.  Superrited aihletics, G :,lm||al_.'||llr|
back ml_mu'. Mikitary drilk, 'ﬁleer\-ul porches,
Eblen Clizbe Bartlem, A.H., Principal.

in eilr speeial
and Acailemic

F
|El wnis,  lasket ball, Horse.
Tenbor department. Addsess

CASCADILLA

College Preparatory School for Bovs. Individual attention. Small
classes, Athletics. Gymaasiom. Well-known school crew, Enroll-
ment 125, Summer session. Write for catalogs,

‘The Cascadilla Schools, Box 110, Ithacs, New Yaork

THE KNOX SCHOOL FOR GIALS
an:ﬂ]y at Turl:yll.-:.-rlL-c:-u.-H wilsci, Thw OF Otaepn Lake, Coapers-
town, New York. For catalog and wiews, address
Mrs. Russell Houghton, Box 3, Cooperstown, N. ¥,

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of today began to
| advertise in SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE years ago for pupab
| for to-day. To-day these schools nre advertising for to-morraw.

New Jersey

MISS BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS

A couBiry achool, 13 miles from Mew York: College preparatary,
I courses.  Musie, Art, Dumestic Arts and Science.  Super-

¥ised physical work in gymoasiem and feld. Catalog on request,

Address Miss Lucie C. Heard, Orange, New Jersey.

PEDDIE
For the all-around edoucation of manly boys, Athletic sports.
f0-acre campus. Prepares for college and business life, ner-

ate rates, Lower School for boys from 11 1o I4.
Roger W. Swetland, Headmaster, Box 11-C, Hightstawn, N. J.



M assachusetts

Camps—Summer Schools

MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

For many years known as “ The Bumbam Schoal.™

44th year opened September, 1930,

Correspondence should be addressed to

Mlizz Bessie I, Gill, or Miss Louise Capen, Northamptoo, Mass.

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Founded by Mary & Bumbam in 1857, opposite Smith Coll=ge
Campus, Northampton, Massachusetts,
Misz Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress.

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIRLS
PeTERBORD, NEW HAMPSHIRE,
T, 10, A. Sargent, President. Tor illustrated catalog, address
Camp Secretary, & Everett Street, Cambridge, Mads.

SeEa PINES SCHOOL
For Grammar and High School Students, Three terms, G,
spring, and summer, Mid-winter vacation. Training for seli-dis
covery, sell-direction, responsibality, and initiative. All brapches
ol instewction. Miss Fath Bickford, Miss Addie Bicklord, Di-
rectors.  Box G, Brewster, Mass:

WORCESTER ACADEMY
tso Bows, 22 Teachers, Strictly preparatory for college of en-
gineering school,  Junior School for young boys. For catalog
address the Registrar, G, I}, Charch, M.A

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

ABBEOT ACADEMY
A School for Gids, TFoonded @828,
General cowurse with Housebold Science.
Outdoor sports,  Address
Miss Hertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass.

23 miles from Hoston.
College Fre]:-uru.l'.ll]l].

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMERN
Ooly small separate college for women in Massachuselts. g-year
course. AH, degree. Faculty of men and women. 20 buildings.

100 acres.  Catalog. )
Bev. Samuel V. Cale, In.D., LL.I}., President,
Norton, Massachusetts. (80 miles fram Heston. )

- .
Connecticut

THE GATEWAY
A School ot Giels. Four bulldisgs. Athletic field. Horseback
riding. Domestic Arts.  College preparatory, general and speciul
courses which include stenography amed typewnting. Miss Alice
Reyoolds, Prioeipal, St. Konan Terrace, New Haven, Conn,

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

RUMSEY HALL
A school for boys under 15, Yearly rate §1,200
L. R. Banford, Principal,
Louis H. Schutte, M. A_, Headmaster,
Corawall, Connecticut.

- Pennsylvania

Music and Dramatic Arts

of IMPERIAL RUSSIAN BALLET

American Academy of
Dramatic Arts
Founded in 1854
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President
The leading institution for Dramatic and
Expressional Training in America. Con-
wected wwith Charles Frokman's E}Hﬁ;‘?’f

Theatre and Companies,
For information apply to

SECRETARY, 150 Carnegie Hall, New York, N. Y.

/(r_:ﬂ‘.s‘fqﬂ'

o Alexis

ANHOURCES THAT HE HAS MOVED TO HIS
HEW STURI

24 WEST 57TH §T., NEW YORK
CLASE |.'J.'|1I FRIVATE INSETRLUCTION I'N CLASSIC,

INTERFRETATIVE, CREEK, RURSIAN, BTACE ond
DALLET DANCING

Dayid aunes MusicSchool

157 East 74th 5t., New York City

OGONTZ SCHOOL

Founded 18za. A school for girds cocupying an estate on the
summit of Eydal Hills, 25 minutes from ]gj'uln Ilustrated book-
let descmibing mew building mailed on Tequest Eydal, Jumior
Diepartment.  Mis Abby A, Sutherland, Principal, Pennsylvania,
Montgomery County.

Washington, D. C.

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY

Far the higher education of young women. Extenshon coufees of twa yeass'
collepiae work above high school.  Home Ecomsanuics, Floriculture, Arss
snd Crafts, Music, Pristang, Dramabic Art, syicematic ssudy of the Natioms|
Capial, Tllesimated book on request to Registrar.
fames E. Ament; i Fa.I,, L1, 0D, Fresidens,
Box 1of, F lam, Md, Washingron | Suburts), [ C

Teachers' Agency

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency

70 Fifth Avenue, Mew York
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all

parts of the country
Adwises parcots about schools, Wm. 0. Pratt. Mer.

|

a4

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE CITY OF
MNEW YORK

An endowed school
I

Framk Damsaich, THrector, Provides 3 thomisgh and
i ches and squipped (s give
Adfrois

Byron W. Kings School of Oratory
ELOCUTION AND SPEECH ARTS

Courses for Teachers, |._1.'|:|:|.1|'n and Chautougquas Work Epﬂ.ﬂl

IJ-=|4-'I.'F5-. loss of Vaoice, |Ju.~i|i\'u5y cured.  Largest School of E\'pﬂ.‘ﬂl

Aris in America,  Send for prospectus. - Me. Cliver, Pittsburgh, Pa.

You can be quickly cured, if you

S TAMMER

Send 25 cents coin or stamps for 268- book on
Stammering and Stuttering, “Its ﬂ.uffigend Cure,”
It tells how I cured myself after stammering so badly
I could hardly talk, for 20 vears.

BENJAMIN N, BOGUE, 2801 Bogue Building, ladiasspalis



Correspondence Schools
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| & staff of literary experts. : "
| Frank, honest, _halp[ul advice, Real Ie-ac.ﬁ.rr_ag‘.

| Aer first course.
aberoging ober 75 @ week from phofoplap writing alone,

How towhrite, what to write,
and where to sell.

Calivat ind. Deve
orary gifts. Mastor T

r.rurhiemr
{.‘rl'nfﬂelf‘ o !
%‘ur Spare hme i1
rn your deas into dellars.
Courses in Short- -Story Writ-
ing, Vergification, Journalism,
Flay Writing, Phatoplay
. Writing, ete., taught person- |l
De.Esenwein  ally by Dr, . Berg Esenwein, )

for many vears editor of Lippincott’s Magazine, and
Constructive criticism.

One pupil fias receited otver £5,000 for storles and articles
twridten mosily im kpare Hime=""play Work,” he colls (L
Another popil received ober §I,000 befare complefing
Anether, o busg wife and mother, is il

There b no other institution nrl agency doing so much for
weiters, young or old. The universities recognize this, for over

H one hundred members of the English faculties ol higher institu-

toms are studying in our Literary Department. * The edigors

1 recogmize it, for they are condtamtly roctamamencing Our cotrdes,

l wee pabiih Tha Wiitie's Eadamey, 1] valiman; Ssmcripdvs booklal Boes, We alsa pubiigh

The Writar's Meaibly, (be lasding magusise For Einrery woskan: senphe iy 700, aienal LS
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“Look At Him Today!”

“Six years ago he started in here just as you
MNow he's General Manager and
makes more in a day than he used to make in
a week, The first week he was here he began
to train for the job ahead by studying in spare
time with the International Correspondence
Schools. Inside of six months he got his first
ﬁmmﬁtion, You've got the same chance he
ad, voung man. Follow his example. Take
up some 1. C, 5. course night away, What you
are six years from now Is entirely up to you."
This is the story of thousands of successful men.
They did theirwork well, and in sparetime, with 1. C. 5,
help, trained themselves for advancement, That's
the thing for you to do. Whatever your chosen work
may be, thereisan I. C. 5. Course that will prepars
you rightat home fora better position with bigger pay.
More than 130,000 men are getting ready for pro-
motion right now in the I. C. 5, way, Let us tall
vou what we are doing for them and what we can do

for you. The way to find out is easy. Just mark
and mail this coupon.
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LIGHT-SIX
Touring Car 1485
Landau-Roadsrer 1850
Sedan . . a4%0
F. D. South Bend

SPECIAL-SIX
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Coupe . . . mlise
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BIG-5IX
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ECOnOmy in. operation.

50-H. P. detachable-head motor;
11%inch wheelbase, giving max-
imum comfort for Gve passengers.

SPECIAL-SIX

E mechanical excellence of the
SPECIAL-SIX—its unusual ;mr!'orrr-m:e
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the great resources of power of its motor. Io
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each unit. wherehy perfect co-ordination is
secured with every other unit—and the
result §s rare efficiency, smoothness and
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The Highest Class Talking Machine in the IV orld

THE INSTRUMENT OF QUALITY »~——

CLEAR AS A BELL

E charming simplicity
T:nd sturdiness of Ameri-
can life of a century ago are
recalled by this exquisite
Colonial model.

Sonora, famous for its
matchlesstone,itshandsome
design, its flawless workman-
ship and its many important
features, is the instrument of
quality, in the ownership of
which there is a pride of
possession.

Prices $75 to $2500

Today, write for Period Catalog 12 .

Sonota
|Pbonograph Co.,
Inc.

GEQRGE E, BRIGHTSOM
President
NEW YORK CITY

Fifth Ave, at 53d 5t
279 Broadway

Conadian Dustributors

I MONTAGNES & CO.
Toarontos

Dealers Everywhere
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Raymond-Whitcomb Cruise
South America

THF Raymond-Whitcomb South American Tour s—making a complete
circuit of the continent—have for several years attracted numbers of
enthusiastic travelers. This year in addition we offer a cruise down the
East Coast with a Trans-Andean extension to Chile. ¥ The route: includes
Porto Rico; St. Thomas in the Virgin Islands, which now belong to the United
States; T'rinidad; Rio de [aneiro, the loveliest city in the New World; Santos,
the center of the world’s coffee 11'3{]0; Montevideo in -[_-ru-_gn.'a_i.' and Buenos . a’i-.".-'.w',
the Paris of the Southern “f_‘misphtn:_ rI"ripﬁ can be made across the .-"n'_t_rf.':j—
tine to Santiago and Falparaiso in Chile, and also to the Falls of lguazu,
mightier than ?‘nauam | The Cruise will leave New York ‘on Tmmu 22,
1921, by one of the :‘1]11_rtt1hun1 Lamport & Holt steamships i‘-.uf"';.':'_I ally 'i'-m]l:,
for South American service—and will last two months. Full details will be
furnished upon request.

South American Tours. TFour wurs Japan-China. Tours vis iting Japan, China

in January & February, including all the important ul'l\.l he Philippiner at their most attracts '
points on both the Fart& West Coasts. 3toSmonthe. 4 to 5 months long.  Jan., J"-.-".ﬁ., '-[.m.. & "-;'I

Round the World. Lusurious teurs of 6  West Indies Cruises. Cruises of three
to 9 months.  Sailing December and January.  weeks’ duration to the © in, including Havana
Visiting Asra, Africa, Europe, the Mediterransan.  and the Parama Canal.  Jan., Feb..and March

California. Winter tours {Jan., Feb,, March  Arabian Ni.ﬁhtﬁ Africa. Toursof eight
& April). 5109 weeks with a Hawaiian extension. ;44 ten weeks to Algeria and Tun irig—incloding
Florida. Tours during the season to the visits to Prowence and Marseilles.  January,
Americar Riviera, with visits to Nassou and Havana.  Febroary and March

For booklets address the Raymond &5 Whitcomb Co., Beacon and Park Streets, Boston 4.
Other Offices in New York, Philadelphia, Chicago, San Francisco and Los dngeles

RAYMOND*WHIT COMB
TOURS & CRUISES €Z5DD
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ARIBBEAN
(RuzSE

REH.T white 511|p cruising the blue Caribbean

- —five thousand miles of sunshine, health and
»-7/ interest. Chuaint, old-world sights in the West
Indies and Ceneral America; pu:turzsqu.r native

life; fascinating Latin- .Fir.nerlcar.l cities and best

of lﬂ the long, lazy, life-tenewing days at sea.

GREAT WHITE FLEET

Caribbean Cruises

bi-weekly from Mew York and MNew Orleans
DURATION 15 TO 21 DAYS

Ports of Call—Havana and Santiago, Cuba;

Port Antonio and Kingston, Jamaica; Cristobal,

Panama Canal Zone; Port Limon, Costa Rica;

<?l&f.‘.a*:l:.:ge!u Puerto Colombia and Santa Ma.rtu.

. Colombia — depending on the cruise selected.

! Great White Fleet ships specially constructed

for Tropical Service. Starerooms with and without :

.~ — prvate bath; Cabins De Luxe equipped with mee——0-§

s instead of berths; delightful Palm Court L}.J
Cafes, spacious decks, dlnmg saloons, smakmgpn-'ll

rooms and social halls. el

L
R

Only one class—First Class

Bezunifully illustrated Folder A, Trips Ashore
Folder and Cruise Leafler vent on requers.  An
early reservation will anwre accommodationi.

Address Passenger Tralhe Department
UNITED FRUIT COMPANY
Reoam 1632, 17 Bactery Place, New York, N Y.

General Offices
131 State Street
Boston, Mass

GREAT WHITE FLEET
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V' When the South Calls

| Beit F lorida, The West Indies, The Mediterranean or Cali-
fornia, you will require some form of protection for your
travel funds.

Thirty years ago the American Express Company originated
Travelers Cheques.

Today thousands of Banks and Express Offices sell American
Express Travelers Cheques each year to hundreds of
thousands of travelers.

The value of a Travelers Cheque lies in its safety and in its
“spendability.' American Express Travelers Cheques
not only insure your travel funds against loss or theft
but thirty years of international use has made them
acceptable in all countries.

With Travelers Cheques you can pay your hotel bill, purchase
railway, steamship or Pullman tickets, pay your check
in the dining car or for your seat in a sight-seeing auto-
mobile. Merchants the world over accept these Travelers
Cheques in payment of merchandise and souvenirs. You
require no introduction other than your signature when
you present—

AMERICAN EXPRESS TRAVELERS CHEQUES

Your personal check will not carry you very far from your home town for
the simple reason that you are away from those who know you.
American Expresa Travelers Cheques are known and establish your
credit the world over.

The Travel Department of the American Express Company offers, at its
main or seventy branch offices here and abroad, exceptional facil-
ities for the traveler, such as travel transportation, hotel reservations,
sight-seeing trips and numerous tours and cruises to all parts of the
world. Let this department help you in planning your next trip.
Address Department SM

AMERICAN ExXPrRESS COMPANY
65 Broadway, New York

Oifices or Correspondents Everywhere




mind cleared, body refreshed—
Atlantic City in Winfer. Just the
tempering breath of the Gulf Stream,
invigorating tang of the sea, and
i clear sunshine,

0| A canter on the beach, 18 holes of
golf, or a pleasant stroll, far as you
like, along the world-famous Board-
wilk, lined with a thousand fascin-
ating shops and amusements. Then
relaxation and rest at-—Chalfonte.
Hospitable, quiet, home-like. lis
Fuests, interesting, cultivated people,
return vear after year: for once to
Chalfonte, always to Chalfonte,

:I'I k THE LEEDS COMPANY

: L e -‘.
Sparkling eyes and color of health; _-
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American Plan., Always Open

A Matader Comho

For the Sportsman's den or club

PICTURESofthe WEST

which reflect the very spirit of
ranch and range life. Photo-
gr&phs rematkable for their nat-
ural atmosphere,

The soft carbon finish makes a
picture admirable for framing.

Send for list of subjects and prices.

Erwin E. Smith Bonham, Texas

The.

- Philadelphia-
Walnut at 134 St.

five minurtes—
walk from Rail-
e e
lg . —_—
Theaters. Cuising
unwusval
Service distinctive:
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Wire for reservations
al our expense

J.Howard Sloc
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PRE-WAR SERVICE

I SUNSET LIMITED

RESTORED OCTOEBER 1

with Observation Car, through Dining Car, and all the comforts of modern travel.

NEW ORLEANS SAN ANTONIO LOS ANGELES SAN FRANCISCO

Sleeping Car Service to Globe, Arizona, for the Side Trnip to
ROOSEVELT DAM, on the APACHE TRAIL.

Far Information and Literature address

SOUTHERN PACIFIC LINES

NEW YORK NEW ORLEANS HOUSTON S5AN FRANCISCO
165 Broadway Pan-American Bank Bldg. Southern Pac. Bldg. Southern Pac. Bldg.
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Thanksgiving at Grandmother’s

g ) HILDREN and grandchildren there to enjoy a
-1.f£'&n good old fashioned feast which grandmother
;v always knows just how to prepare—turkey, cran-
(IJ-.\E berry sauce, mince pie—delicious symbols of what
“‘% Thanksgiving stands for in the traditions of history

and happy home life. And Silver—useful, everlast-
Ed:_" ing Silver—to complete the congenial picture of
: family warmth and companionship—to serve as a
stimulating background to the enchanting spirit of
family reunion—to enhance by its lustrous beauty,
as silver always does, the enduring loveliness of any
environment of which it is a part,

GORHAM STERLING SILVERWARE

g oy

ﬁlﬁéu is sold by leading jewelers everywhere ﬁfvﬁ]

THE GORHAM COMPANY  Silversmiths & Goldsmiths ~ NEW YORK
WORKS: PROVIDENCE AND NEW YORK
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WHERE A CROOKED LITTLE OLD MAN CROUCHEDY AMIDST A THOUSAND
FANTASTIC BOTTLES OF OLD FERFUME.

—*Cynihia and the Crooked Streets," Page 578
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AWAKENING
BY JOHN GALSWORTHY

ROUGH the massive sky-
=il [ight illuminating the hall
iy at Robin Hill the July sun-
-':-,i light at five a'clock fell just
where the broad stairway
turned; and in that radiant
qmaaL htlle Jon Forwll, stood, blue-linen-
suited. His hair was ﬁhlnmg, and hiz
eves, from beneath a frown, for he was
considering how to go down-stairs, this
last of innumerable times, before the car
brought his father and mother home.
Four at a time, and five at the bottom?
Stale! Down the banisters? But in
which fashion? On his face, feet fore-
most? Verystale. On his stomach, side-
ways? Paltry! On his back, with his
arms stretched down on both sides? For-
bidden! ‘Or on his face, head foremost,
in-a manner unknown as vel Lo any but
himself? Such was the cause of the frown
on the lluminated face of little Jon. . . .

In that Summer of 1909 the simple
souls who even then desired to simplify
the English tongue, had, of course, no
cognizance of little Jon, or they would
have claimed him for a disciple. But one
can be too simple in this life, for his real
name was Jolyon, and his living father
and dead half-brother had usurped of old
the other shortenings, Jo and Jolly. Asa
fact little Jon had done his best to spell
the word by which he was called, hirst
Jhon, then John, and not till his father
had explained the sheer necessity, had he
spelled it Jon.

Up till now that father had possessed
what was leit of his heart by the groom,
Bob, who played the concertina, and his
nurse “Da’ who wore the violet dress on
sundays and enjoyed the name of Sprag-

Copyrighted in 1920 in United States, Canada, and Great Eritain, by Charles Seribner’s Sons,
All rights reserved,

New York,

_gins in that private life lived at odd mo-

ments even by domestic sérvants. His
mother had only appeared to him, as it
were, in dreams, smelling delicious,
smoothing his forehead just before he fell
asleep, and sometimes docking his hair,
of a golden-brown color. When he cut
his head open against the nursery fender
she was there to be bled over; and when
he had nightmare she would sit on his
hed and cuddle his head against her neck.
She was precious but remote, because
“Da" was so near, and there is hardly
room for more than one woman at a time
in a man's heart. With his father, too, oi
course, he had special bonds of union;
for little Jon also meant to be a painter
when he grew up—with the one small
difference, that his father painted pic-
tures, and little Jon intended to paint
EEI].II'I.g'T.- and walls, standing on a board
between two step-ladders in a dirty-
white #pron, and a lovely smell of white-
wash. His father also took him riding in
Richmond Park, on hizs pony, Mouze, =0
called because it was so colored.

Little Jon had been born with a silver
spoon in his mouth, which was rather
curly and large. He had never heard his
father or his mother speak in an angry
voice, either to each other, himself, or
anybody else; the groom, Bob, the cook,
Jane, Bella and the other servants, even
“Da” who alone restrained him in his
courses, had special voices when they
talked to him. He was therefore of apin-
ion that the world was a place of perfect
and perpetual gentility and freedom.

A child of 1gor, he had come to con-
sciousness when his couniry, just over
that bad attack of scarlet fever, the Boer
Frinted in
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War, was preparing for the Liberal re-
vival of 1g06. Coercion was unpopular,
parents had exalted notions of giving their
offspring a good time. They spoiled their
rods, spared their children, and antici-
pated the results with enthusiasm. In
choosing moreover for his father an
amiable man of fiftv-two, who had al-
ready lost an only son, and for hizs mother
a woman of thirty-eight, whose first and
only child he was, little Jon had done well
and wisely. What had saved him from
becoming a cross between a lap-dog and
a little prig, had been his father’s adora-
tion of his mother, for even little Jon
could see that she was not merely just his
mother, and that he played second fiddle
to her in hiz father’s heart. What he
played in his mother’s heart he knew not
vet. As for “Auntie” June, his half-
sister (but so old that she had grown out
of the relationship), she loved him, of
course, but was too sudden. His de-
voted “Da,” too, had a Spartan touch.
His bath was cold and hizs knees were
bare; he was not encouraged to be sorry
for himself. As to the vexed question of
his edueation, little Jon shared the theory
of those who considered that children
should not be forced. He rather liked the
Mademoiselle who came for two hours
every morning to teach him her language,
together with history, geography and
sums; nor were the piano lessons which
his mother pave him disagreeable, for she
had a way of luring him from tune to tune,
never making him practise one which did
not give him pleasure, so that he remained
eager to convert ten thumbs into eight
fingers. Under his father he learned to
draw pleasure-pigs and other animals.
He was not a highly educated little boy.
Yet, on the whole, the silver spoon stayed
in his mouth without spoeiling it, though
*Da" sometimes said that other children
would do him a “world of good.”

It was a disillusionment, then, when at
the age of neatly seven she held him down
on his back, because he wanted to do
something of which she did not approve.
This first interference with the free in-
dividualism of a Forsyte drove him al-
most frantic. There was something ap-
palling in the utter helplessness of that
position, and the uncertainty as to
whether it would ever come to an end.
Suppose she never let him get up any

Awakening

more! He suffered torture at the top of
his voice for fifty seconds. Worse than
anything was his perception that “Da”
had taken all that time to realize the
agony of fear he was enduring. Thus,
dreadfully, was revealed to him the lack
of imagination in the human being!
When he was let up he remained con-
vinced that “Da" had done a dreadful
thing. Though he did not wish to bear
witness against her, he had been com-
pelled, by fear of repetition, to seek his
mother and say: “Mum, den't let ‘Tia’
hold me down on my back again!"”

His mother, her hands held up over her
head, and in them two plaits of hair—
“coulewr de fewille morte,” as little Jon
had not yet learned to call it—had looked
at him with eyes like little bits of his
brown wvelvet tunic, and answered:

“No, my darling; I won’t.”

She, being in the nature of a goddess,
little Jon was satisfied; especially when,
from under the dining-table at breakfast,
where he happened to be waiting for a
mushroom, he had overheard her say to
his father:

“Then, will you tell * Da,’ dear, or shall
I? BShe's s¢ devoted to him"™; and his
father's answer:

“Well, she mustn’t show it that way.
1 know exactly what it feels like to be
held down on one’s back. No Forsyte
can stand it for a minute.”

Conscious that they did not know him
to be under the table, littde Jon was
visited by the quite new feeling of em-
barrassment, and stayed where he was,
ravaged by desire for the mushroom.

Such had been his first dip into the
dark abysses of existence. Nothing much
had been revealed to him after that, till
one day having gone down to the cow-
house for his drink of milk fresh from the
cow, after Garratt had finished milking,
he had seen Clover's cali, dead. Incon-
solable, and followed by an upset Garratt,
he had sought “Da’™; but suddenly
aware that she was not the person he
wanted, had rushed away to find his
father, and run into the arms of his
mother,

“Clover's calf’s dead !
looked so soft "

His mother’s clasp, and her:

“Yes, darling; there, there!” had
stayed his sobbing. But if Clover’s calf

Oh! Oh! It



Awakening

could die, anything could—not only bees,
flies, beetles and chickens—and look soft
like that! This was appalling—and soon
forgotten !

The next thing had been to sit on a
bumblebee, a poignant experience, which
his mother had understood much better
than “Da"; and nothing of vital im-
portance had happened after that till the
vear turned; and, following a day of
utter wretchedness, he had enjoyed a
disease composed of little spots, bed,
honey in a spoon, and many Tangerine
oranges. It was then that the world had
flowered. To “Auntie” June he owed
that flowering, for no sponer was he a
little lame duck than she came rushing
down from London, bringing with her the
books which had nurtured her own Ber-
serker spirit, born in the noted year of
1870. Aged, and of many colors, they
were stored with the most formidable
happenings. Of these she read to little
Jon, till he was allowed to read to himself;
whereupon she whisked back to London

and left them with him in a heap. Those

books cooked his fancy, till he thought
and dreamed of nothing but midshipmen
and dhows, pirates, rafts, sandalwood
traders, iron horses, sharks, battles, Tar-
tars, Red Indians, balloons, North Poles
and other extravagant delights. The mo-
ment he was suffered to get up, he rigged
his bed fore and aft, and set out from it
in a narrow bath across green seas of car-
pet, to a rock, which he climbed by means
of its mahogany drawer-knobs, to sweep
the horizon with his drinking-tumbler
screwed to his eve, in search of rescuing
sailz. He made a daily rait out of the
towel-stand, the tea-tray, and his pillows.
He saved the juice from his French plums,
bottled it in an emply medicine-botile,
and provisioned the raft with the rum
that it became; also with pemmican,
made out of little saved-up bits of chicken
sat on and dried at the fire; and with lime-
juice against scurvy, extracted from the
peel of his oranges and a little economized
juice. He made a North Pole one morn-
ing from the whole of his bedclothes ex-
cept the balster, and reached it in a birch-
bark canoe (in private life the fender}),
after a terrible encounter with a polar
bear fashioned from the bolster and four
skittles dressed up in *“Da’s" nightgown.
After that, his father, seeking to steady
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his imagination, brought him “Ivanhoe,"
“Bevis,"" a book about King Arthur, and
“Tom Brown's Schooldays.” He read the
first, and for three days built, defended
and stormed Front de Beeul's castle,
taking every part in the piece except those
of Rebecca and Rowena; with piercing
cries of: “Ea avanl, de Bracy!" and
similar utterances. After reading the
book about King Arthur he became al-
most exclusively Sir Lamorac de Galis,
because, though there was very little
about him, he preferred his name to that
of any other knight; and he rode his old
rocking-horse to death, armed with a long
bamboo. “Bevis” he found tame: be-
sides, it required woods and animals, of
which he had none in his nursery, ex-
cept his two cats, Fitz and Puck Forsyte,
who permitted no liberties. For “Tom
Brown' he was as vet too young. There
was relief in the house when, after the
fourth week, he was permitted to go
down and out,

The month being March, the trees were
exceptionally like the masts of ships, and
for little Jon that was a wonderful Spring,
extremely hard on his knees, suits, and
the patience of “ Da,"” who had the wash-
ing and reparation of his clothes. Ewvery
morning the moment his breakfast was
over, he could be viewed by his mother
and father, whose windows looked out
that way, coming from the studyv, crossing
the terrace, climbing the old oak-tree, his
face resolute and his hair bright. He be-
gan the day thus because there was not
time to go far afield before his lessons.
The old tree’s wvariety never staled; it
had mainmast, foremast, topgallant-
mast, and he could always come down by
the halliards—or ropes of the swing.
After his lessons, completed by eleven, he
would go to the kitchen for a thin piece of
cheese, a biscuit and two French plums—
provision enough for a jolly-boat at least
—and eat 1t In some imaginative way;
then, armed to the teeth with gun, pis-
tols, and sword, he would begin the
serious climbing of the morning, encoun-
tering by the wayv innumerable slavers,
Indians, pirates, leopards, and bears, He
was seldom seen at that hour of the day
without a cutlass in his teeth (like Diick
Needham) amid the rapid explosion of
copper caps. And many were the gar-
deners he brought down with vellow peas
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shot out of his little gun, He lived a life
of the most violent action.

“TJon,” said his father to his mother,
under the oak-tree, “is terrible. I'm
afraid he's going to turn out a sailor, or
something hopeless. Do you see any
sign of his appreciating beauty?”

“Not the faintest.”

“Well, thank heaven he doesn't care
for wheels or engines! I can bear any-
thing but that. But I wish he'd take
more interest in Nature.”

“He's imaginative, Jolvon."

“¥es, in a sanguinary way.
love any one just now?"

“No; only every one. There never
was any one born more loving or more
lovable than Jon,”

“Being your boy, Irene."”

At this moment little Jon, lying along
a branch high above them, brought them
down with two peas; but that fragment
of talk lodged, thick, in his small gizzard.
Loving, lovable, imaginative, sanguinary !

The leaves also were thick by now, and
it was time for his birthday, which, oc-
curring every vear on the 12th of May,
was always memorable for his chosen
dinner of sweetbread, mushrooms, maca-
roons, and ginger beer.

Between that eighth birthday, how-
ever, and the afternoon when he stood in
the July radiance at the turning of the
stairway, several important things had
happened.

“Da,"” worn out by washing his knees,
or moved by that mysterious instinct
which forces even nurses to desert their
nurslings, left the very day after his birth-
day in floods of tears ““to be married"—
of all things—"to a man." Little Jon,
from whom it had been kept, was incon-
solable for an afternoon. It ought not to
have been kept from him! Two large
boxes of soldiers, and some artillery, to-
gether with “ The Young Buglers,” which
had been among his birthday presents,
co-operated with his grief in a sort of con-
version, and instead of seeking adventures
in person and risking his own life, he be-
gan to play imaginative games, in which
he risked the lives of countless tin soldiers,
marbles, stones, and beans. Of these
forms of “chair @ canon™ he made collec-
tions, and, using them alternately, fought
the Peninsular, the Seven Years', the
Thirty Years’, and other wars, about
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which he had been reading of late in a
big “History of Europe " which had been
his grandfather’s. He altered them to
suit his genius, and fought them all over
the floor in his day-nursery, so that no-
body could come in, for fearing of dis-
turbing Gustavus Adolphus, King of
Sweden, or treading on an army of Aus-
trians. Because of the sound of the word
he was passionately addicted to the Aus-
trians, and fnding there were so few
battles in which they were successful he
had to invent them in his games. His
favorite generals were Prince Eugéne, the
Archduke Charles and Wallenstein. Tilly
and Mack (*“music-hall turns" he heard
hiz father call them one day, whatever
that might mean) one really could not
love very much, Austrian though they
were. For euphonic reasons too, he doted
on Turenne.

This phase, which caused his parents
anxiety, because it kept him indoors when
he ought to have been out, lasted through
May and half of June, till his father killed
it by bringing home to him “Tom Saw-
yer " and “Huckleberry Finn." When he
read those books something happened in
him, and he went out-of-doors again in
passionate quest of a river. There being
none on the premises at Robin Hill, he
had to make one out of the pond, which
fortunately had water-lilies, dragon-flies,
enats, bullrushes, and three small willow-
trees, On this pond, after his father and
(Garratt had ascertained by sounding that
it had a reliable bottom and was nowhere
more than two feet deep, he was allowed
a little collapsible canoe, in which he
spent hours and hours paddling, and
lving down out of sight of Indian Joe and
other enemies. On the shore of the pond,
too, he built himself a wigwam about four
feet square, of old biscuit tins, roofed in
by houghs. In this he would make little
fires, and cook the birds he had not shot
with his gun, hunting in the coppice and
fields, or the fish he did not catch in the
pond because there were none. This oc-
cupied the rest of June and that July
when his father and mother were away in
Ireland. He led a lonely life of “make
believe™ during those five weeks of sum-
mer weather, with gun, wigwam, water
and cance; and however hard his active
little brain tried to keep the sense of
beauty away, she did creep in on him for
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a second now and then, perching on the
wing of a dragon-fly, glistening on the
water-lilies, or brushing his eves with her
blue as he lay on his back in ambush.
“Auntie” June, who had been left in
charge, had a “grown-up” in the house,
with a cough and a large piece of putty
which he was making into a face; so she
hardly ever came down to see him in the
pond. Once, however, she brought with
her two other * grown-ups.,” Little Jon,
who happened to have painted his naked
self bright blue and yellow in stripes out
of his father's water-color box, and put
some duck’s feathers in his hair, saw them
coming, and ambushed himself among the
willows. As he had foreseen, they came
at once to his wigwam and knelt down to
look inside, so that with a blood-curdling
vell he was able to take the scalps of
“Auntie” June and the woman “grown-
up” in an almost complete manner be-
fore they kissed him. The names of the
two grown-ups were “ Auntie” Holly and
“Uncle™ Val, who had a brown face and
a little limp, and laughed at him terribly,
He took a fancy to “ Auntie” Holly, who
geemed to be a sister too; but they both
went away the same afternoon and he
did not see them again, Three days be-
fore his father and mother were to come
home “Auntic” June also went nFF ina
great hurry, taking the *grown-up” who
coughed and his piece of putty; and
Mademoiselle said: “Poor man, he was
veree ill. I forbid yvou to go into his room,
Jon.” Little Jon, who rarely did things
merely because he was told not to, re-
frained from going, though he was hored
and lonely. In truth the day of the pond
was past, and he was flled to the brim
of his soul with restlessness and the want
of something—not a tree, not a gun;
something soft. Those last two days had
seemed like months in spite of *“ Cast Up
by the Sea,” wherein he was reading about
Mother Lee and her terrible wrecking
bonfire. He had gone up and down the
stairs perhaps a hundred times in those
two dayvs, and often from the day-nursery
where he slept now, had stolen into his
mother’s room, looked at everything,
without touching, and on into the dress-
ing-room; and standing on one leg beside
the bath, like Slingsby, had whispered:
“Ho, ho, ho! Dog my cats!” mys-
teriously, to bring luck. Then, stealing
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back, he had opened his mother’s ward-
robe, and taken a long sniff which seemed
to bring him nearer to—he didn’t know
what,

He had dome this just before he stood
in the streak of sunlight, debating in
which of the several ways he should slide
down the banisters. They all seemed silly,
and in a sudden languor he hegan de-
scending the steps one by one. During
that descent he could remember his father
guite distinctlv—the short gray heard,
the deep eves twinkling, the furrow be-
tween them, the funny smile, the thin
fipure which always seemed so tall to little
Jon; but his mother he couldn’t see. All
that represented her was something
swaying with two dark eves looking back
at him, and thﬂ scent of her wardrobe.

Bella was in the hall, drawing aside the
big curtains, and opening the front door.
Little Jon said, wheedling:

“Bella!”

“Yes, Master Jon.

“Do let’s have tea under the oak-tree
when they come; I kuwow they'd like it
hest.™

“You mean vou'd like it best.”

Little Jon considered,

“No, they would, to please me.”

Bella smiled. “Very well; I'll take it
out if you'll stay quiet here and not get
into mischief before they come.”

Little Jon sat down on the bottom step,
and nodded. Bella came close, and
looked him over.

“Get up " she said.

Little Jon got up. She scrutinized him
behind; he was not green, and his knees
seemed clean,

“All right!” she said. “My!
yvou brown! Give me a kiss!"”

And little Jon received a peck on his
hair.

“What jam?"” he asked.
tired of waiting."”

“ Gooseberry and strawberry.”

Num! They were hizs favorites!

When she was gone he sat still for quite
a minute. It was quiet in the hig hall
open to its East end so that he could see
ane of his trees, a brig sailing very slowly
across the upper lawn, In the outer hall
shadows were slanting from the pillars,
Little Jon got up, jumped one of them,
and walked round the clump of iris-plants
which filled the pool of gray-white marble

Aren’t
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in the centre. The flowers were pretty,
but only smelled a very little. He stood
in the open doorway and looked out,
Suppose '—suppose they didn't come!
He had waited so long that he felt he
could not bear that, and his attention
slid at once from such finality to the dust
motes in the bluish sunlight coming in.
Thrusting his hand up, he tried to catch
some. Bella ought to have dusted that
piece of air! But perhaps they weren't
dust—only what sunlight was made of,
and he looked to see whether the sunlight
out of doors was the same. It was not.
He had said he would stay quiet in the
hall, but he simply couldn’t any more;
and, crossing the gravel of the drive, he
lay down on the grass bevond. Pulling
six daisies he named them carefully, Sir
Lamorac, Sir Tristram, Sir Lancelot, Sir
Palimedes, Sir Bors, Sir Gawain, and
fought them in couples till only Sir La-
morac, whom he had selected for a special-
Iy stout stalk, had his head on, and even
he, after three encounters, looked worn
and waggly. A beetle was moving slowly
in the grass, which almost wanted cutting.
Every hlade was a small tree, round
whose trunk the heetle had te glide.
Little Jon stretched out Sir Lamorac, feet
foremost, and stirred the creature up, It
scuttled painfully. Little Jon laughed,
lost interest, and sighed. His heart felt
empty. He turned over and lay on his
back. There was a scent of honey from
the lime-trees in flower, and in the sky
the blue was beautiful, with a few white
clouds which looked and perhaps tasted
like lemon ice. He could hear Bob play-
ing “Way down upon de Suwaunee rib-
ber” on his concertina, and it made him
nice and sad. He turned over again and
put his ear to the ground—Indians could
hear things coming ever so far—but he
could hear nothing—only the concertina !
And almost instantly he did hear a grind-
ing sound, a faint toot. Yes! it was a
car—coming—coming | Up he jumped.
Should he wait in the porch, or rush
up-stairs, and as they came in, shout:
“Look ! and slide slowly down the ban-
isters, head foremost ?
car turned in at the drive, It was too
late! And he only waited, jumping up
and down in his excitement. The car
came quickly, whirred, and stopped. His
father got out, exactly like life. He bent

Should he? The
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down and little Jon bobbed up—they
bumped. His father said:

“Pless us! Well, old man, you are
brown!” just as he would; and the sense
of expectation—of something wanted—
bubbled unextinguished in little Jon.
Then, with a long shy look he saw his
mother, in a blue dress, with a blue motor-
scarf over her cap and hair, smiling. He
jumped as high as ever he could, twined
his legs behind her back, and hugged. He
heard her gasp, and felt her hugging back.
His eyes, very dark blue just then, looked
into hers, very dark brown, till her lips
closed on his eyebrow, and, squeezing
with all his might he heard her creak apd
laugh, and say:

“You are strong, my darling !

He slid down at that, and rushed into
the hall, dragging her by the hand.

While he was eating his jam beneath
the oak-tree, he noticed things about his
mother that he had never seemed to see
before; her cheeks for instance were
creamy, there were silver threads in her
dark-goldy hair, her throat had no knob
in it like Bella's, and she went in and out
softlv. He noticed too, some little lines
running away from the corners of her
eves, and a nice darkness under them.
She was ever so beautiful, more beautiful
than “Da” or Mademoiselle, or “ Auntie ™
June, or even “Auntie” Holly to whom
he had taken a faney; even more bean-
tiful than Bella, who had pink cheeks and
came out too suddenly in places. This
new beautifulness of hizs mother had a
kind of particular importance, and he ate
less than he had expected to.

When tea was over his father wanted
him to walk round the gardens. He had
a long conversation with his father about
things in general, avoiding his private
life—5ir Lamorac, the Austrians, and the
emptiness he had felt these last three days,
now so suddenly filled up.  His father told
him of a place called Glensofantrim, where
he and his mother had been, and of the
little people who came out of the ground
there when it was very quiet. Little Jon
came to a halt, with his heels apart.

“Do you really believe they do, Dad-
d}'?”

“No, Jon, but T thought you might.”

“Why 2"

“You're younger than I, and they're
fairies.”
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Little Jon squared the dimple in his
chin.

“T don't believe in fairies.
H.I'!.}" 3]

“Hal" zaid his fa.ther

“Does Mum?”

His father smiled his funny smile.

“No; she only sees Pan.”

“What's Pane"

“The Goaty-God who skips about in
wild and beautiful places.”

“Was he in Glensofantrim?"

“‘Mum said so."”

Little Jon took his heels up, and led on.

“Did you see him?"

“No; I only saw Venus *’Lnadyomene

L]tt'le Jon reflected; Venus was in his
book about the Greeks and Trojans.
Then Anna was her Christian name and
Diyomene her surname? But it appeared
on inguiry that it was one word, which
meant rising from the foam.

“Tnd she rise from the foam in Glens-
ofantrim?”’

“Yes; every day.”

“What is she like, Daddy?”

"Like Mum."

“Oh! Then she must he—" BRBut he
stopped at that, rushed at a wall, scram-
bled up, and pmmprly scrambled down
again. The discovery that his mother
was beautiful was one which he felt
must abzolutely be kept to himself. His
father's cigar however took so long to
smoke, that at last he was compelled to
say

“I want to see what Mum’s brought
home. Do you mind, Daddy?™

He pitched the motive low, to absolve
himself from unmanliness, and was a little
disconcerted when his father looked at
him right through, heaved an important
sigh, and answered:

Al right, old man, you go and love
her."

He went, with a pretense of slowness,
and then rushed, to make up. He en-
tered her bedroom from his own, the door
being open. She was still kneeling before
a trunk, and he stood close to her, quite
still.

She knelt up straight, and said:

“Well, darling?”’

“T thought T'd just come and see.”

Having given and received another
hug, he mounted the window-seat, and,
tucking his legs up under him, watched

I never see
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her unpack. He derived a pleasure from
the operation such as he had not yet
known, partly because she was taking out
things which looked suspicious, and part-
ly because he liked to Jook at her. She
moved differently from anvbody else,
especially from Bella; she was certainly
the refinedest-looking person he had ever
seen.  She finished the trunk at last, and
knelt down in front of him.

“Hawve you missed us, Jon?"

Little Jon nodded, and having thus ad-
mitted his feelings, continued to nod.

“But yvou had ‘Auntie’ Juneg”

“Oh ! she had a man with a cough.”

His mother’s face changed, and looked
almost angry. He added hastily:

“He was a poor man, Mum;
coughed awfully; I—T liked him."

His mother put her hands behind his
walst,

“You like evervhody, Jon?"

Little Jon considered.

“Up to a point,” he said: Auntie’
June took me to church one Sunday,”

*“Tao church? Oh!”

" She wanted to see how it would affect
mEITJ

“And did it?"”

“Yes, I came over all funny, so she
took me home again very quick. I wasn't
sick after all. I went to bed and had hot
brandy and water, and read * The Boys of
Beechwood.” Tt was scrumptious.”

His mother hit her lip.

“When was that?"

“Oh! about—a long time ago—I
wanted her to take me again, but she
wouldn't, You and Daddy never go to
church, do you?"

“No, we don't.”

“Why don’t you?"

His mother smiled.

“Well, darling, we both of us went
when we were little. Perhaps we went
when we were too little.”

* 1 see," =aid little Jon, *it's danperous.”

“¥ou shall judge for vourseli about all
those things as you grow up.”

Little Jon replied in a calculating
manner: "

"I don’t want to grow up much. I
don't want to go lo school.” A sudden
overwhelming desire to say something
more, to say what he really felt, turned
him red. “I—I want to stay with you,
and be your lover, Mum."”

he
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Then with an instinct to improve the
situation, he added quickly:
“1 don't want to go to bed to-night,
either. I'm simply tired of going to bed,
every night.”

“Have wyou had any more night-
mares? "

“Only about one. May I leave the
door open into your room to-night,
Mum?"

“Yes, just a little.”

Little Jon heaved a sigh of satisfaction.

“What did you see in Glensofantrim ? "

“Nothing but beauty, darling.”

“What exactly is beauty?"

“What exactly is— Oh! Jon, that's a
poser.”

“Can I =ee i1t, for instance?”

His mother got up, and sat beside him.

“You do, every day. The sky is beau-
tiful, the stars, and moonlit nights, and
then the birds, the flowers, the trees—
they're all beautiful. Look out of the
window—there's beauty for vou, Jon."

“Oh! wes, that's the view. Is that
all#”
“All? No. The sea is wonderfully

beautiful, and the waves, with their foam
flving back.”

“ThHd you rise from it every day,
Mum? "

Hiz mother smiled.

“Well, we bathed.”

Little Jon suddenly reached out, and
caught her neck in his hands,

“f  know,” he said mysteriously,
“you're it, really, and all the rest is make-
believe.™

She sighed, laughed, said:

*0Ohl Jon !*

Little Jon said critically;

“TDio vou think Bella beautiful, for in-
stance? I hardly do.”

“Bella is voung; that's something."

“But vou look vounger, Mum. If you
bump against Bella she hurts, T don't
believe *Da’ was beautiful, when I come
to think of it, and Mademoiselle's almost
ugly.™

* Mademoiselle has a very nice face.”

“Oh ! yes; nice. Ilove your little rays,
Mum."

“Rays?"

Little Jon put his finger to the outer
corner of her eve,

“Oh! Those? But they're a sign of

age.”
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“They come when you smile. "

“But they usen’t to."”

“Oh! well, I like them. Do you love
me, Mum? "

“1 do—I do love you, darling.”

“Everso?”

“Ever so!"

“More than I thought you did?™

“Much—much more.”

“Well, so0 do I; =0 that makes it even,"

Conscious that he had never in his life
g0 given himself away, he felt a sudden re-
action to the manliness of Sir Lamorac,
Dick Needham, Huck Finn, and other
heroes.

“Shall I show wyou a thing or two?"" he
said; and slipping out of her arms, he
stood on his head. Then fired by her ob-
vious admiration, he mounted the bed,
and threw himself head foremost from
his feet on to his back, without touching
anything with his hands. He did this
several times.

That evening, having inspected what
they had brought, he stayed up to dinner,
sitting between them at the little round
table they used when they were alone.
He was extremely excited. His mother
wore a French-gray dress, with creamy
lace made out of little scriggly roses,
round her neck, which was browner than
the lace. He kept looking at her, till at
last his father's funny smile made him
suddenly attentive to his slice of pine-
apple. It was later than he had ever
stayed up, when he went to bed. His
mother went up with him, and he un-
dressed very slowly so as to keep her
there. When at last he had nothing on
bt his pajamas, he said:

* Promise you won't go while T say my
prayvers |"

*1 promisze.”

Kneeling down and plunging his face
into the bed, little Jon hurried up, under
his breath, opening one eve now and
then, to see her standing perfectly still
with a smile on her face. *Qur father”—
s0 went his last praver, “which art in
heaven, hallowed be thy Mum, thy King-
dom Mum—on earth as it is in heaven,
give us this day our daily Mum and for-
gIVe us our trespasses on earth as it is in
heaven and trespass against us, for thine
is the evil the power and the glory for
ever and ever. Amum! Look out!”
He sprang, and for a long minute re-



Awakening

mained in her arms. Once in bed, he
continued to hold her hand.

“You won’t shut the door any more
than that, will you? Are you going to
be long, Mum?”

*1 must go down and play to Daddy.”

“Oh! Well, T shall hear you."”

“T hope not; you must go to sleep.”

“T can sleep any night.”

“Well, this is just a night like any
other.”

“Oh! no; it’s extra special.”

“On extra-special nights one always
sleeps soundest.”

“But if T go to sleep, Mum, T shan’t
hear you come up.”

“Well, when I do, I'll come in and give
ou a kiss, then if you're awake you'll

now, and if you're not you'll still know
you’ve had one.”

Little Jon sighed. *“All right!” he
said: “I suppose I must put up with that,
Mum?"

HWes "

“What was her name that Daddy he-
lieves in? Venus Anna Diomedes?™

“Oh! my angel! Anadvomene."”

“Yes; but I like my name for vou much
better.”

“What is yours, Jon?"

Little Jon answered shyly:

Y Guinevere; it's out of the ‘Round
Table'—I've only just thought of it, only
of course her hair was down,"

His mother’s eyes, looking past him,
seemed to float.

“You won't forget to come, Mum?"

“Not if you'll go to sleep.”

“That's a bargain, then.” And little
Jon screwed up his eyes.

He felt her lips on his forehead, heard
her footsteps; opened his eves to see her
gliding through the doorway, and, sigh-
ing, screwed them up again,

Then Time hegan. For some ten
minutes of it he tried loyally to sleep,
counting a great number of thistles in a
row, “Da's" old recipe for bringing slum-
ber. He seemed to have been hours
counting. It must, he thought, be nearly
time for her to come up now. He threw
the bedelothes back. “I'm hot !" he said,
and his voice sounded funny in the dark-
ness, like some one else’s. Why didn't
she come? He sat up. He must look!
He got out of bed, went to the window
and pulled the curtain a slice aside. It
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wasn't dark, but he couldn’t tell whether
because of daylight or the moon, which
was very big, It had a funny, wicked
face, as if laughing at him, and he did not
want to look at it. Then, remembering
that his mother had said moonlit nights
were beautiful, he continued to stare out
in a general way. The trees threw thick
shadows, the lawn looked like spilt milk,
and a long long way he could see; oh!
very far; right over the world, and it all
looked different and swimmy. There was
a lovely smell, too, in his open window.

“T wish I had a dove like Noah |" he
thought,

*The moony moon was round and bright,
It shone and shone and made 1t light "'

After that rhyme, which came into his
head all at once, he became conscious of
music, very soft—lovely! Mum play-
ing ! He bethought himself of a macaroon
he had, laid up in his chest of drawers,
and, petting it, came back to the window.
He leaned out, now munching, now hold-
ing his jaws to hear the music better,
“Da" used to say that angels played on
harps in heaven; but it wasn't hall so
lovely as Mum playing in the moony
night, with him eating a macarcon. A
cockchafer buzzed by, a moth flew in his
face, the music stopped, and little Jon
drew his head in. She must be coming!
He didn't want to be found awake. He
got back into bed and pulled the clothes
nearly over his head; but he had left a
streak of moonlight coming in. It fell
across the floor, near the foot of the bed,
and he watched it moving ever so slowly
toward him, as if it were alive. The music
began again, but he could only just hear it
now; sleepy music, pretty—sleepy—music
—sleepy—slee

And time slipped by, the music rose,
fell, ceased; the moonbeam crept toward
his face. Little Jon turned in his sleep
till he lay on his back, with one brown
fist still grasping the bedclothes. The
corners of his eves twitched—he had be-
run to dream. He dreamed he was drink-
ing milk out of a pan that was the moon,
apposite a great black cat which watched
him with a funny smile like his father’s.
He heard it whisper: *'Deon’t drink too
much ! It was the cat’s milk, of course,
and he put out his hand amicably tostroke
the creature, but it was no longer there;
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the pan had become a bed, in which he
was lyving, and when he tried to get out he
couldn’t find the edge; he couldn’t find
it—he—he—couldn't get out! It was
dreadful !

He whimpered in his sleep. The bed
had begun to go round too; it was out-
side him and inside him; going round and
round, and getting fiery, and Mother Lee
out of “Cast Up by the Sea ™ was stirring
it! Oh! so horrible she looked! Faster
and faster'—till he and the bed and
Mother Lee and the moon and the cat
were all one wheel going round and round
and up and up—  Awful—awful—awful !

He shrieked.

A voice saying: “ Darling, darling |’ got
through the wheel, and he awoke, stand-
ing on his bed, with his eyes wide open.

There was his mother, with her hair
like Guineveres, and, clutching her, he
buried his face in it:

“Oh! oh!"

“Tt's all right, treasure. You're awake
now. There! There! It's nothing!"”

But little Jon continued to say: “Oh!
oh!”

Her voice went on, velvety in his ear:

“Tt was the moonlight, sweetheart,
coming on your face.”

Little Jon burbled into her nightgown.

*¥You said it was beautiful. Oh!"

“Not to sleep in, darling. Who let it
in? Did you draw the curtains?"

“T wanted to see the time; I—I looked
out, I—TI heard vou playing, Mum; I—I
ate my macaroon.” But he was growing
slowly comforted; and the instinct to ex-
cuse his fear revived within him.

“Mother Lee went round in me and
got all fiery,” he mumbled.

“Well, Jon, what can vou expect if you
eat macaroons after you've gone to bed ? ™

“Only one, Mum; it made the music
ever so more beautiful. 1 was waiting for
yvou—I nearly thought it was to-morrow.”

“My ducky, it's only just eleven now.”

Little Jon was silent, rubbing his noze
* on her neck,

“Mum, is Daddy in your room?”

“Not to-night.”

“Can I come?"”

“If vou wish, my precious.”

Half himself again, little Jon drew back.

“You look different, MMum; ever so
younger. "

“It’s my hair, darling.”

Awakening

Little Jon laid hold of it, thick, dark-
g.ﬂ.]dr with a few silver threads.

“1 like it,” he said; “I like you best of
all like this.”

Taking her hand, he had begun drag-
ging her toward the door. He shut it as
they passed, with a sigh of relief.

“Which side of the bed do you like,
Mum?"™

“The left side.”

“All right.”

Wasting no time, giving her no chance
to change her mind, little Jon got into the
bed, which seemed much softer than his
own. He heaved another sigh, screwed
his head into the pillow and lay examining
the battle of chariots and swords and
spears which always went on outside
blankets, where the little hairs stood up
against the light.

“It wasn’t anything, really, was it?"
he said.

From before her glass his mother an-
swered:

“Nothing but the moon and your
imagination heated up. You mustn't get
so excited, Jon."”

But, still not quite in possession of his
nerves, little Jon answered hoastfully:

“1 wasn't afraid, really, of course!"”
And again he lay watching the spears and
chariots. Tt all seemed very long.

“0Oh! Mum, do hurry up!”

“Darling, I have to plait my hair.”

“Oh! not to-night. You’'ll only have
to unplait it apain to-morrow. I'm
sleepy now; if you don't come, I shan't
be sleepy soon."

His mother stood up white and flowey
before the winged mirror; he could see
fhree of her, with her neck turned and
her hair bright under the light, and her
dark eves smiling. It was unnecessary,
and he said:

“Do come, Mum; I'm waiting."”

“Very well, my love, I'll come.”

Little Jon closed his eyes. Everything
was turning out most satisfactory, only he
must hurry up! He felt the bed shake,
she was getting in. And still with his eyes
closed, he said sleepily:

“It's nice, isn't it 2"

He heard her voice say something, felt
her lips touching his nose, and snuggling up
beside her who lay awake and loved him
with her thoughts, he fell into the dream-
lese sleep, which rounded off his past.
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A8 ain’t they? I've pot the

4 right to treat them the way
§ I want to, and I won't
a stand having any one else
interfering and telling me
how to handle them!"

The speaker belonged to that type with
which unfortunately we are only too
familiar in the Children’s Court—the
brutal, ignorant, and resentiul parent who
imagines that he has an absolute legal
and moral right to maltreat his own off-
spring, and that there is no authority
which can step in to protect them and
stay his hand.

In this particular case a complaint had
been made that four little children were
being abused and neglected, and that
both their father and mother were utterly
unfit to act as their guardians. [t was
proved at the trial bevond the question
of a doubt that their so-called home was
nothing but a den of filth and misery, that
the children were frequently beaten and
generally starved, and that their parents
were of the most depraved hahits. Yet
their father had the audacity to assert, in
spite of all, that he could do as he liked
with his own offspring and that no one
had a right to interfere with him; that
they belonged exclusively to him and
that he could treat them like so many
little animals if he desired; that he could
expose them to every possible danger, and
that what became of them was nobody
else’s concern.

It is unnecessary to repeat all that was
said to this individual by the court on
that occasion, but, as one may imagine,
it was most emphatic and very much to
the point. The children, it may be added,
were finally rescued from their miserable
surroundings and placed in a new home
where for the first time in their lives they
came to know what physical well-being,

sympathetic protection, and loving-kind-
ness really meant,

In the course of each year the Chil-
dren’s Court of New York City receives
from five to seven thousand cases of neg-
lected children. Some are brought in be-
cause of actual criminal maltreatment by
one or both of their parents, spme because
of the lack of proper supervision and care,
and some because of certain economic
and social conditions which their parents
are unable to combat or overcome. For
such conditions the community itself has
a grave responsibility, and when the
parents acknowledge their faults and
utter the penitential confession of the
ages, “We have left undone those things
which we ought to have done, and we
have done those things which we ought
not to have done,” society too must cry
peccavi.

The positive offenses committed by
parents against their children are many
in number, and generally vile in charac-
ter. Itisalmost impossible Lo conceive of
of a father or mother deliberately maiming
a child or abandoning it to perish unless
providentially rescued by strangers, vet
such things frequently happen. It is ut-
terly incredible that a mother should force
her daughter to adopt an immoral life or
that a father should ruin his own child, yvet
such crimes are often committed. It is
revolting to hear of parents taking their
children out to steal or pocketing the pro-
ceeds of thefts committed by their own
offspring, vet such acts are of ordinary
occurrence. These, alas, are only a few
of the manv kinds of offenses perpetrated
by the parents who appear before the
court in cases of improper guardianship.
Every day we receive complaints of
families who are living in filthy and hor-
rible homes, of children who have been
denied food and decent covering for their
frail little bodies, of parents who prefer to
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indulge in drunkenness, immorality or
other vices rather than to care for and
watch over their own offspring. And so
the list might be continued indefinitely.

Their zins of omission are also many
and in some ways just as disheartening.
Indeed, when their offenses are of a nega-
tive character and less directly criminal,
it is often harder to find a satisfactory
solution for the problems involved, or to
enforce a remedy by appropriate action.
Neglect and laches are always more dii-
ficult to handle than positive acts even of
the most vicious type, for the latter oi-
fenses usually solve themselves by leav-
ing no alternative save drastic action.
Then again, evasion of one's parental
abligation is a tendency which it is not
easy to correct and which in the long run
may have a more disastrous effect upon
a child’s future than a pesitive injury of
a baser sort. Failure to supervise chil-
dren properly or to protect them from
vicious companions and evil temptations;
neglect of their education, or their early
removal from school in order to put them
to work; omission to provide adequate
medical treatment or hospital care in
cases of serious illness and physical in-
juries; permitting them to peddle or to
stay out till all hours of the night sell-
ing newspapers; utilizing them for other
forms of commercial profit; absence of
harmony in the home and utter lack of
understanding and common sense in their
training and development: these are a
few of the more or less negative offenses
with which the Children’s Court has to
deal, and which threaten the future welfare
of the children of our community. Some
of these acts are committed with open
eves and deliberate purpose, but the great
majority occur through the ignorance of
the parents and their sheer inability to
- appreciate the seriousness of their own
duties and responsibilities.

If every child were as canny as little
Gwendolyn J and as alive to its own
condition of improper guardianship, the
work of the authorities in collecting the
necessary evidence to lay before the court
in cases of this kind would be reduced to
a minimum, It seems that Gwendolyn
had heard that when little girls were ill-
treated thev were usually taken to a court
for protection, so she decided to seize
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time by the forelock and prepare for the
day when the law might call her guardians
to account. To this end she kept a diary
in which she recorded daily a brief state-
ment of her sufferings and tribulations,
In it she had very little to say against her
own father, but a great deal by way of in-
dictment against her stepmother.

Her diary lies before me as I write, It
consists of about fifteen pages of closely
written matter, many of the entries re-
sembling one another, particularly those
in respect to her food or rather the lack of
it. In part it is quite graphic and sug-
gests more than once, in its directness
and vigor, the observations of a certain
Mr. Pepyvs. A few excerpts will indicate
its general character:

Breakfast: Oatmeal with no milk and no
sugar, tea with no milk and no sugar, bhread with
no butter. Lunch the same. Supper the same.

To-day after breakfast T sewed, washed the
dishes and cleaned the rooms. Then to school.
After supper I sewed, acrubbed the kitchen and
ironed the wash, To bed after ten,

No time for my lessons to-day. To bed late
and nothing to eat.

To-night I only got some cold patmeal but the
old cat [meaning her stepmother] had soup, ten-
derloin, cake and milk.

She says she can put me away if she wants to.
I wonder if she can?

She tells my father lies about me and makes
him do anything she wants to,

She took me by the hair today and wi.pu:l up
the floor with me. She is alwayvs smacking me.

Today she let up on me for once, but she made
up for it by taking it out of my little sister.

_Oh the beautiful names she called me as she
kicked me and threw me on the floor.

She said the stuff she gave me was tea, but it
was more like dirty soapy waler,

As a matter of fact Gwendolyn's diary
did not inspire us at first with absolute
confidence because of its obvious pre-
cociousness and its possible bias, but our
investigation showed that the home was
indeed an unfit one, and in the end Gwen-
dolyn was placed under different guar-
dianship, much to her joy and satisfac-
tion.

It would be impossible in a single chap-
ter such as this to give concrete examples
of all the various types of offenses com-
mitted by parents against their children.
To do so would surely require the writing
of many chapters, and in the end would
probably prove a mere work of super-
erogation, Furthermore, a large number
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of these transgressions are so dishearten-
ing and so abhorrent that it is wiser to
leave them to the imagination of the
reader. A few, however, can be given,
picked out more or less at random from
our records and here presented simply to
illustrate certain phases of misconduct
with which we are often confronted in
dealing with the problems of the neg-
lected child.
One late afternoon as the shops were
clozsing their doors, and the shadows of
the evening were beginning to darken,
two little boys were seen wandering hand
in hand near the entrance of a large
department store. Their tear-stained
cheeks and their forlorn appearance at-
tracted the attention of several passers-hy
who called for the assistance of a police-
officer. To his inquiries, the elder of the
two, who was only five, managed to blurt
out amid his sobs that he guessed he was
“losted,” that his mother had brought
him and his little brother
to that spot earlier in the
day, and told them to re-
main there until some one
should come to take care of
them, that his name was
Dick and his brother’s
name was Jim, but that he
didn't know where he lived .
or what his parents’ names
were, The officer then pro-
ceeded to examine their
clothes to see if he could
discover any clew to their
identily, and on opening
Dick’s coat found a note pinned on the
lining. It read in part as follows:

“To THE FINDER.

“As at the present time T am down to
my last cent, and as work in New York is
at a stand still, I must go elsewhere.
Therefore my babies must have a place
while T am on the hunt. Altheugh it is
painful for me to do this, there is no
other way out of it. God knows it is
better to put them some place where they
can get food and rest instead of doing a
crime.

“Hoping the reader will be kind enough
to print their whereabouts in the paper, 1
remain,

Faruer axp MotHER.”

After supper I . . .
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scrubbed the Kitchen —Page 5206

The publication of the story in the
newspapers the next morning aroused the
most wide-spread interest. The public
comment, while condemning these par-
ents for the sensational way in which they
had thrust the burden of their domestic
problems upon the community, evinced a
certain sympathy for them in their strug-
gles and difficulties.

When the two bovs were brought in be-
fore me at court the day after they were
found, there was still no trace of their
parents, and little Dick could not tell me
anything more concerning his identity
than he had already imparted to the oi-
ficer. Consequently I turned the matter
over to the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Children and requested its
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officials to make the most careful and
searching investigation into all the cir-
cumstances of the case.

A few days later the society was ready
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to report, and this is what its officials had
discovered. The parents of the children
were living in a fairly comfortable home,
and the father was working steadily at a
good trade. There was no poverty or
destitution whatever. The mother had
simply grown tired of looking after her
two boys, It interfered somewhat with
her own recreations and pleasures! It
was she who had written the letter and
whaohad abandoned the boys on the street.,
There were several other children in the
family and it transpired that their mother
had attempted to get rid of one of these
in a somewhat similar fashion only the
year before. The father in each instance
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had acquiesced in and consented to the
plan of his wife for ridding their household
of these undesirable burdens. The note
which she had pinned to Dickie’s coat con-
tained no word of truth. It was simply
a lie, a foul and sickening lie, and the act
which she and her husband had com-
mitted was proved to be an infamous
crime without palliation or the shadow of
an excuse.

Criminal prosecution was at once in-
stituted against both these parents with
the result that they were convicted and
sentenced to long terms in State's prison.
As to Dickie and Jim, they were found
new homes, where they are being watched
over kindly and wisely, and from which
they will not be turned out to get
“losted” on the streets.

Another case of abandonment which
came before me and which stands out from
thousands of others because of its pecu-
liarly happy ending was that of a small
boy of the age of three who was found one
night on the steps of a large church. The
only possible clew to his identity was a
name written on a piece of tape which was
sewed to his overcoat. He was a charm-
ing, attractive child and bubbling over
withlaughter and pood-nature. Itseemed
incredible that any parent would have
parted with him willingly, but the fact re-
mained that some one to whom he be-
longed had left him in the street, though
God alone knows why. For weeks and
months an intensive search was made for
his parents, or for some of his kindred but
without avail. Finally, as no one came
forward to claim him and as the hope of
finding any relative was entirely aban-
doned, I sent him to a small home where
voung children were received and well
cared for. After he had been there fora
short time, his winning ways and happy
smile attracted the attention of a good
woman who lived in the vicinity, and who
was deeply interested in the welfare of
the institution to which he had been zent.
As zhe grew to know him, she grew to love
him, and in the end she took him for her
own. By adopting him as her son she
gave him something infinitely more pre-
cious than a local habitation and a name,
and, if his health is spared, there lies before
him a life of intense usefulness, of fruitful
service, and of happiness in abundance,
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Not all cases of abandonment are as
positive and as crass as those just re-
ferred to. Frequently children are left
in their own, homes and deserted tem-
porarily by one or both of their parents.
This father may forsake his family be-
cause of utter discouragement and be-
cause he thinks he can do better in an-
other part of the country. That mother
may leave her little ones because she is
weary of the monotony of her life and be-
cause she seeks distraction in illicit plea-
sure. Thenagain there are other offenses
which might well fall under the head of
abandonment, although the law does not
give them that name. Getting rid of a
child because of some prejudice or for the
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purpose of lightening the household bur-
den i, in the last analysis, nothing more
or less than a form of abandonment even
though it is accomplished through legal
Means.

Some years ago a rumor was circulated
in certain sections of the city to the effect
that all one had to do to have a child
placed in an institution free of every ex-
pense until it became old enough to go to
work was to take such child to the Chil-
dren's Court and swear that it was dis-
orderlv or unmanageable. The judge
would do the rest! Especially was there
excitement in those foreign colonies where
the words *institution” and “college”
had more or less the same meaning,

520
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Several parents who had faken their chil-
dren to the court, and gained their com-
mitment through the most barefaced of
lies, returned to their neighbors with the
happy information that the judge had
graciously consented to send their off-
spring to college free of cost. Suddenly
an avalanche descended on the court.
Ome would have thought that the entire
juvenile population in those quarters of
town had all at once become devils in-
carnate. The craze of these parents for
the commitment of their children was
finally put to an end when the legislature
passed an act permitting an order to be
made requiring the parent to pay for the
cost of maintaining a child during the
period of its stay in an institution. As
soon as it became known that it would
be expensive to send one's child away,
the desire to get rid of it diminished ac-
cordingly. It may be added that under
our present system of investigation and
probation such a situation would, of
course, he inconceivable, and that it
would be impossible to-dayv for a parent
to obtain the commitment of a child on
his unverified statement alone.

As an example of the effort to get rid
of a child with the help of the law be-
cause of prejudice and the desire to cast
off an inconvenient burden, the case of
Jimmie L might be selected. Tt is
also a good illustration of the obliquity
of vision evinced by certain parents and
of the difficulties which are encountered
in seeking to enforce upon them the per-
formance of their duties and the accept-
ance of their responsibilities.

Jimmie, aged eleven, was led into the
court by his father, and arraigned on the
old familiar charge that he was a disor-
derly and ungovernable child. Accord-
ing to his parent, he played truant from
school, beat and abused his younger
bruLhcn and sisters, and stole everything
he could lay his hands on. T would have
taken a great deal more stock in all his
father wanted to tell me had it not been
for Jimmie himself, He was one of those
yvoungsters you simply couldn't get angry
at. Freckles all over his face and stubby
nose, two clear blue eyves without the
shadow of deceit, and a grin which simply
wouldn’t come off, marked him as a
healthy, normal, and attractive boy.
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After listening to his father for some
time I turned to Jim and asked him
whether he had done all the things with
which he was charged. He looked me
straight in the eve, smiled a little and ad-
mitted cheerfully that at times he had
been mighty bad. "1 played hookey
once,” he said, “and I smacked my little
brother too. I took some things to eat in
the kitchen, and pinched some money
from my mother to treat the fellers to
candy and soda-water.”

At the end of the hearing T asked his
father to take him home pending our in-
vestigation, but he wouldn’t hear of it.

“My wife would turn me out of the
house if T brought him back,” he said.

A week later, when the case again came
before me, our investigation had been
completed, and it showed that while Jim
had been fairly mischievous and had at
times taken things at home which did not
belong to him, though never outside, he
was on the whole a pretty decent sort of
a boy, and one who under the proper
management could be easily controlled
and developed. The entire trouble was
with his stepmother, who seemed deter-
mined to get rid of him because, as she put
it, she had enough to do to look after her
own children. The father, it appeared,
was very weak and sided with his wife
simply to avoid domestic strife,

On this occasion 1 pleaded with the
father to take Jim home and give the boy
a chance under the court's supervision,
but he again refused. The case was con-
tinued for several weeks more in the hope
of making him change his mind, but with
no result. The stepmother was called to
the stand, but it only brought forth new
recitals of Jim's alleged delinquencies,
In reply to one of my repeated requests
to take the boy home and make a fresh
start his father said;

“1f I took the boy back I'd break up
my home. It's either my wife or my boy.
I like Jim, but don’t send him home. 1t's
no use, no use.”

I told the father that if the boy were
sent elsewhere he would have to pay in
full for his support. To that the father
assented, and said he'd pay anything he
could afford in order to have peace.

By this time I had reached the econ-
clusion that it would be the rankest kind
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of injustice to Jim himseli to send him
back to such a home. Already some of
the organizations connected with the
court had taken a great interest in the
case, and I had received some excellent
propositions for his adoption. In the end
one of these was accepted and T still re-
ceive reports from time to time of the
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ture remorse and the wise dizpensations
of a Higher Power,

Teaching children to steal is another
offenze which is met with more often
than one would suppose. It is encoun-

tered in"various guises and forms, one of
the most familiar occurring in connection
with shoplifting,

Within a single week

He made the [;i:l'] CRFEY & '||:|g in which he 'kl:'pl |"|::1’:Er|u the articles which

he stole, |

splendid progress and excellent conduct
of Jim in his new home. He is intensely
happy and is no longer regarded as a det-
riment and a burden,

It is a pity that there is no real way to
punish parents of this sort, Of course,
they could always be forced to take back
a Chﬂd but the final result would usually
end in disaster. The only sensible thing
to do under such circumstances is to find
the child a happier home and make his
parents pay for his support, leaving the
measure of their punishment to their fu-

. and used the hoy as a shield,

recently over a dozen such cases were
brought to the court. In one instance a
mother had made use of her two daugh-
ters—splendid girls and both at that time
in high school, with the result that all
three were caught red-handed in posses-
sion of the stolen goods. In another case
a father took with him to the store which
he had planned to rob his little daughter,
of the age of thirteen, and his young son
of the age of eleven. He made the girl
carry a }htf: in which he kept placing the
articles which he stole from one counter
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after another, and at the same time used
the bov as a shield to hide the work of
his hands just as a skilled pickpocket
often uses an accomplice for the same
purpose.

In appropriating the proceeds of thefts
committed by children, some parents
have also much to answer for. Usually
these offenses take the simple form of ac-
cepting, without asking any awkward
questions, the pilferings which a child
may bring home as the result of some
petit larceny or of a raid on fruit-stands
or market wagons in the neighborhood.
Indeed, they occasionally seem to think
that they have a prescriptive right to such
emoluments. A colored woman whose
son had heen arrested for stealing forty-
one cents, in answer lo my inguiry as fo
what she had to say in behalf of her erring
child replied: _

“He certainly am a bad boy, judge!
Just to think of him getting way with
forty-one cents and never giving a penny
of it to his poor old mammy "

Sometimes, however, the offense is
more premeditated. Sammie T Was
emploved in a furrier’s establishment, and,
after he had been working there for sev-
eral months, was arrested for stealing a
skin. As the firm had lost thousands of
dollars’ worth of fur during that time,
suspicion was instantly directed toward
Sammie and a warrant was obtained for
the search of his home. There a large
amount of the stolen property was found.
At first Sammie said that he had taken
all this property without the knowledge
of any one else, but when it was pointed
out to him that his father must have
known of the existence of the property in
the house, he told another tale. This new
story was quite involved, but its substance
was that he had stolen certain pieces at
various times from his emplovers and had
brought them to his father, who was also
in the furrier business, saying that his em-
plovers wished his father to sell these
articles for them on commission; that his
father had already sold a number of
pieces in this way and had turned over
the proceeds to him for return to his em-
plovers, but that in each instance he had
cither spent or lost the money. His
father under examination told substan-
tially the same story, and said that he
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thought all the property found in the
house, as well as the pieces which he had
already sold, had been actually sent to
him by its owners to sell on commission.
The whole story was so palpably false
and unbelievable that T referred the mat-
ter to the district attorney with the result
that the man was arrested and held by
the magistrate. The grand jury in the
end, however, refused to indict him on
the ground that he might really have been
decerved by his son, although the man
for some months had been receiving and
selling thousands of dollars’ worth of
property without once communicating
with its owners or returning to them di-
rectly any of the moneys he had derived
from such zales!

Never a day passes in the Children’s
Court that we do not receive a number of
cases involving children who have heen
sent out by their parents to peddle, to sell
papers after hours, or to beg. Very often
such faults are committed through ig-
norance, and an explanation and a warn-
ing are all that is necessary to prevent a
repetition of the offense. Begging, how-
ever, is generally apt to be a serious mat-
ter and sometimes its execution is care-
fully planned.

When little Joe was arraigned in court
for begging on the stairs of a subway sta-
tion, the railroad official who had made
the arrest looked at him very doubtfully
and shook his head. *I'm afraid, judge,”
he exclaimed, * there must be some mis-
take. The boy whom I arrested was in
rags and had only one leg.”

The man's suspicions as to the identity
of the boy seemed to be well-founded. As
he appeared in court, Joe was immacu-
lately dressed and apparently had two
good legs to stand on. The development
of the case, however, showed ‘why the
official had been surprised. Joe in reality
had but one leg, but he possessed two sub-
stitutes for the limbh which he had lest;
one an excellent artificial leg of the hest
make and the other an old wooden stump
of the crudest sort. It was his mother’s
practice after Joe came home from school
to take off his good clothes and detach his
artificial limb. Then she would dress him
in some old dirty rags, kept for this very
purpose, tie on the old stump, and send
him out to beg in the subways and the



Shve would dress him in some old dirty rags, .

streets. The same thing was also done
in the evening. There was no poverty
or need of any kind in the home. The
only reason for the mother's action was to
gain some money for pleasures and luxu-
ries at the expense of Joe's health and
moral welfare. When we finished with
the case in the Children’s Court I am glad
to say there was literally nothing left of
the rags and the old wooden stump.

The impression must not be gained
from these various incidents that all the
parents with whom we have to deal are
either cruel, unnatural, or ignorant. Far
from it, for many of them, even a ma-
jority, it is safe to say, are surprisingly
fine and decent, Their devotion to their

. . tie on the old stump, and
send himout to beg—Page 532.

children is inspiring and their understand-
ing and intelligent co-operation are all
that can be expected. Ewven in some
cases of alleged improper guardianship,
there is no fault to be found with the
parents themselves, and the complaint is
often forced by circumstances over which
they have no possible control.

In writing of the neglected child, how-
ever, it is but natural to consider prima-
rilv the effect upon its welfare of the sins
of omission or commission committed by
certain types of parents. Faulis of this
nature can be catalogued and analyzed
with some degree of precision, and they
lend themselves more easily to illustration
than do some of the other and more ob-
scure phaszes of neglect, That is why so
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many of the stories concerning the ex-
posure and maltreatment of children deal
with the errors and misconduct of their
parents.

As a matter of fact, the problem of neg-
lect is infinitely more serious and com-
plex than the mere question of home

“Sore Let and Hindered”

able companions, the lure of the streets?
Who can count the innumerable victims of
child labor? How much has socety ac-
complished, after all, in providing recrea-
tional facilities for these children and
proper outlets for their activities, in giv-
ing them the right sort of vocational
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*Sore let and hindered in running the race ' set hefore them, they are appealing for
kindlier treatment, a better chance, and a fairer hrri.la;;l:.—l-'.:lgc 535,

maladjustment or of parental infirmity.
It is a state which has been engendered
by public indifference and failure, and
which has been fostered by social and
economic conditions. What opportuni-
ties do some children find to-day for seli-
expression or for the study of nature and
the beautiful things in life? How many
are turned out almost in their infancy un-
trained and bewildered to face the reali-
ties of existence. How many are allowed
to succumb to the influences of wretched
environment, the suggestions of undesir-

training or in safeguarding their health
and their physical well-being? How ade-
guate are the facilities furnished by the
State for the care of the destitute, the de-
linquent, and, abowve all, the defective
child? How many children, because of
these things, “know the grief of man
without its wisdom and sink in man's
despair without its calm?”

In very truth the community itself has
much to answer for,

Dickens has never been credited with
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being one of the originators of the Chil-
dren’s Court movement, but he must
have dreamed of its realization when he
wrote “Oliver Twist.”” With his deep in-
sight into human nature he understood
as thoroughly as we do to-day the dan-
gers and perils te which the unprotected
child is exposed, and he recognized the
utter lack of senze and humane feeling in
the attitude assumed by the State and
the community of his time toward neg-
lected children.

As we read of the sufferings of Oliver
and of all the perils which beset his path,
we instinctively feel that the wvarious
characters which entered into and af-
fected his young life are but prototypes
of the forces with which we are so fa-
miliar to-day.

Oliver Twist himself is merely the un-
fortunate victim of his environment—the
representative of so many children who
can find no natural outlet for their ac-
tivities, and who “‘never have had any
one to teach them what was right and
what was wrong.” The stain of his birth
in itzelf implanted no depraved instincts
in his mature, but all the misery he was
forced to suffer was chargeable to the
social conditions in which he was born
and bred.

As one grows familiar with the hideous
figure of Fagin, he becomes simply the
personification of the evil influences, the
corrupling associations, and the debasing
suggestions which constantly beset the
children of our cities.

In the actions of Mr. Brownlow, as well
as of Rose and Mrs. Maylie, we find a
recognition of the fact, now so universally
understood, that the neglected or erring
child iz entitled to receive from the State
its care and protection, not its contumely
and condemnation, and that such a child
should be given his chance to lead a
decent life and to qualify himseli as a
useful member of society.

There are other figures in the story
which in one's fancy might well represent
various conditions and influences which
enter into the problems of delinquency
and neglect. TIn Sikes can be perceived
the physical force and-compulsion which
so often drives youth into open and vio-
lent crime, and in Monks the greed that
will unhesitatingly sacrifice a child for its
own gain. Nancy is an appealing figure

because in the last analysis she represents
true womanhood which, though degraded
and beaten down, might have been raised
to its salvation if help had only come be-
fore it was too late. What 1s Bumble but
institutionalism in its worst form? and in
reading of his actions one rejoices that
the conditions of which he is the ex-
ponent are rapidly becoming a thing of the
past. In the brutality (as well as the ab-
surdity) of Magistrate Fang's adminis-
tration of justice cannot we find a counter-
part of the procedure which still prevails
in certain of our courts, and which, un-
affected by modern progress, common
sense, or even by the truth, continues
to injure thousands in the name of the
law?

Finally, is there not a lesson which can
be learned from the disposition of our
friend, Mr. Grimwig? Does he not ad-
mirably represent the attitude of the in-
different and intolerant community, which
iz always willing to find a refuge behind
the doctrine of heredity and which seem-
ingly takes pleasure in expecting the
worst of a child born and bred amid evil
surroundings? But even Mr. Grimwig
has to wake up at last to the fact that his
preconceived views are sadly in need of
reconstruction and that there is =some-
thing to be said on behalf of the neg-
lected child after all.

Tt was Oliver Twist's request, * Please
sir, 1 want some more,” which startled
Mr. Bumble and the institutional man-
agers out of their seven senses. More,
indeed! Wasn't one porringer of thin
gruel three times a day enough for any
orphan or pauper? What right had such
a child to ask for more? Why, the very
idea was preposterous |

To-day there are thousands of children
in our community stretching out their
hands and asking for “more.” Handi-
capped at the wvery start, *sore let and
hindered in running the race” set hefore
them, they are appealing for kindlier
treatment, a better chance, and a fairer
heritape. They are asking for the right
to happiness, which is their due, and an
equal opportunity in the struggle for
existence. May their appeal be heeded
before it is too late, and may they be
given something more heartening than
stones in answer to their cry for bread.



SCANDINAVIA'S LESSON TO THE WORLD
By Lothrop Stoddard

Author of ** The Rising Tide of Color,"" ete:

AUR post-war world is rent
with multifarious discords.
Empire growls at empire
& over the spoils of Armaged-
{ don. New-born nations,
“ bitten with imperialistic
lusts, plot the mutilation of equally lustful
neighbors. Above all, Asia prepares to
challenge the hegemony of anarchic Eu-
rope, thus threatening a contest that may
develop into a racial cataclysm beside
which the late unpleasantness would seem
like child’s play.

The future looks dark. Vet there is a
brighter side. Everywhere thinking men
are alive to the perils of the hour, States-
men strive to forge the machinery of a
new world-order assuring peaceful, evolu-
tionary progress, while seers and prophets
labor to effect that changed attitude of
mind and heart which must form the in-
dispensable moral basis to a new world-
order and without which the most perfect
mechanism would prove a vain thing.

To forward-looking persons Scandi-
navia should to-day offer perhaps the
most hopeful portent on the international
horizon. Here 15 a group of peoples,
proud, virile, and with a martial past,
who point out to humanity the way to a
better morrow. Not merely by theoretic
preachment, but by sustained practice, by
consistent conduct extending over dec-
ades, the Scandinavian nations give the
world a concrete example of a group of
nations settling fundamental disputes
without war, in a spirit of reasonable
fairness, and with increasing friendship
and co-operation.

This remarkable achievement becomes
all the more striking when we recall the
grave difficulties which had to be over-
come. Scandinavia's internal history
was not one of peace and amity; it was
a record of war and discord yielding an
evil legacy of bitter memories. Since
time immemorial the Scandinavian
peoples—Swedes, Danes, Norwegians—
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have fought one another, fired by a
jealous separatism that nullified bonds of
racial kinship and condemned them to an
interminable cycle of internecine strife.
This separatism bore bitter fruits. The
abounding vigor of the race consumed it-
self and robbed Scandinavia of golden op-
portunities. When we look back on the
medizval might of Denmark and on the
power of Sweden from Gustavus Adol-
phus to Charles X1I, it is not too much to
say that a united Scandinavia might have
forged a Baltic empire which would have
endured to this day. Instead, the rising
empires of Russia and Germany broke
Scandinavia's resistance piecemeal, shore
away its borderlands, and immured it
within its narrow ancestral bounds. By
mid-nineteenth century the Scandina-
vian nations had reached their lowest
ebb., Discouraged and disillusioned, they
awaited the future with pessimistic fatal-
ism, counting on the mutual jealousies
of mighty neighbors rather than on their
own efforts for the maintenance of even
national existence.

As the nineteenth century drew toward
its close, Scandinzvia’s prospects took on
a brighter hue. Making the most of what
vet remained, the Scandinavian peoples
applied their inherent wvigor and intelli-
gence to an intensive development of their
natural resources that brought them un-
precedented prosperity.  This, in turn,
begot renewed optimism, The Scandi-
navian peoples once more felt the glow of
self-confidence, remembering their glori-
ous pasts and having faith in their na-
tional futures.

Yet herein lurked a subtle peril. To
recall the past was to revive bitter memo-
ries. To light the fires of nationalism was
to kindle the embers of jealous partic-
ularism. Scon Scandinavia's political
structure showed alarming signs of disin-
tegration, Norway commenced chafing
at the bonds that linked her to Sweden,
while remote Iceland began its long pro-
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test against Danish rule. It looked as
though Scandinavia was on the eve of a
fresh cycle of exhausting discord.

This time, however, history did not re-
peat itself. The stern lessons of the past
had been taken to heart. The Scandi-
navian peoples had acquired a changed
attitude of mind, capable of settling con-
troversies in a spirit of mutual forbear-
ance and inhibiting fratricidal wars de-
structive of the race.

Here is how Scandinavia solved her
separatist problems:

First, the Swedish-Norwegian con-
troversy. Though occupying the same
peninsula, the Swedish and Norwegian
peoples have had very different historic
pasts, Sundered by a barrier of lofty
mountains, they had slight physical con-
tact and went their respective ways.
Such contact as occurred was usually of
a hostile nature. For centuries Norway
was politically united to Denmark and
loyally supported its suzerain in the long
series of Dano-Swedish wars. In 1814
the Vienna Congress which remade the
map of Europe after the Napoleonic cata-
clysm assigned Norway to Sweden as
compensation for Finland, conquered by
Russia a few years before. But this
diplomatic transfer did not result in a
union of hearts. The Norwegians were
dissatisfied, and despite concessions
amounting to full autonomy they chafed
at political union with their Swedish
neighbors. . Chronic disputes culminated
in the vear rgos, when Norway seceded
from the union.

This was revolution. Sweden was
aflame with wrath, especially since most
Swerdes believed that, in forcing the issue
at that moment, Norway was guilty of
treason in face of the common enemy—
Russia. For Czarist Russia was just then
busy destroying the liberties of Finland,
transforming the formerly autonomous
grand duchy into a Russian intrenched
camp, and threatening the whole Scandi-
navian peninsula with the shadow of her
vast military power, For a time war
seemed inevitable. Swedish voices called
for the chastisement and subjection of the
traitorous “rebels.” Norwegian voices
answered provocative defiance. Both
sides mobilized and made ready for a
struggle which would inevitably have

been of a most stubborn and sanguinary
nature.

But that strugele did not take place.
Cool-headed Swedes realized that to hold
down Norway against the settled de-
termination of its people was in the long
run impossible, while, after the first mo-
ment of passion had passed, both peoples
realized with intuitive insight that a deso-
lating war, whatever its outcome, would
probably condemn the combatants to a
common Fussian servitude. Accordingly,
the dispute was settled without the shed-
ding of a drop of blood., Sweden recog-
nized Norway's independence, and Nor-
way gladly acceded to Sweden’s demand
for the total disarmament and neutraliza-
tion of their common frontier.

The results of this peaceful settlement
were of the happiest nature. Within a
very few yvears all traces of mutual bitter-
ness had vanished. With no more causes
of friction, the two peoples began looking
at their common interests. The Russian
peril was a powerful promoter of kindred
feeling. When the Great War broke out
in 1914 both countries made haste to af-
firm their friendship, for simultaneously
with their declarations of neutrality they
formally agreed that under no circum-
stances should the one country take hos-
tile action against the other,

Let us next consider the Danish-Tce-
landic controversy. Iceland, that strange
island of snow-fields and volcanoces lying
in the remote recesses of the Arctic Ocean,
was settled more than a thousand years
ago by rebel Vikings refusing obedience
to the first Norwegian kings. Eventually
brought under Norwegian control, lce-
land passed with Norway under Danish
rule, but when Norway was joined to
Sweden in 1814, Iceland remained under
the Danish crown. It may not seem pos-
gsible that the sparse population of this
forbidding land (less than go,0oo souls)
should have cherished separatist aspira-
tions, yet such was the fact. The old
Morse love of freedom was in the blood,
and as time passed the Teelanders, despite
wide autonomy, chafed under Danish
sugerainty just as their Norwegian breth-
ren did under political union with the
Swedes,

Here, indeed, was a test of Scandi-
navia's modern attitude toward partic-
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ularism. A handful of men scattered
about the shores of a barren island were
asserting their independence against a
wealthy nation of 3000000, Obviously,
Denmark could crush the Icelanders at
a stroke. In fact, dependent as the island
was on imported breadstuffs, a mere
blockade would doom the Icelanders to
starvation.

Yet the Danes never even considered
such measures. The dispute was tem-
perately argued out, and at length a solu-
tion was arrived at satisfactory to both
sides. By the Act of Union of November
30, 1918, Iceland was declared a free,
sovereign state, united with Denmark by
a personal bond of union under the same
King. Here again the change in status
is disclosing the happiest results, both
peoples experiencing an increase of re-
ciprocal regard and common aspiration
toward larger Scandinavian interests.
This double evolution was well expressed
by the leading Icelandic journal, Himinan,
which remarked: “We understand thor-
oughly that our future is best made secure
by a more intimate union and more ac-
tive communication between the Scandi-
navian nations, and it is our definite
purpose to work for this end; but we wish
1o do so as a sovereign state, as an inde-
pendent people, just as independent as
the other peoples in Scandinavia.”

Such is the manner in which Scandi-
navia has solved her problems of palitical
develution. Clearly, we have here a les-
son for the world at large. Of course
such solutions are not applicable to all
questions of separatist aspiration, espe-
cially as between peoples of widely differ-
ing tvpes and standards, They would
probably work only between communities
possessed of the high intelligence, self-
contrel, and long-headedness character-
istic of the Seandinavian peoples. But,
within these limits, the precedents have
obvious bearing and should be taken
seriously to heart.

Not less worthy of the world's attention
is Scandinavia's attitude toward “unre-
deemed ™ territories. The immoderate
land-hunger to-day displaved by most
Furopean nations, great and small; the
staking out of extravagant territorial
claims, often based on the most tenuous
sophistries of ethnology and history or on
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the naked argument of *strategic fron-
tiers,"” is one of the most disquieting signs
of the times, forecasting as it does chronie
instability and recurrent war. Poland is
a notorious instance of this nationalist-
imperialist psychosis—and Poland is
merely one of many cases. From this
welter of mad ambitions Scandinavia
stands strikingly apart. Not that Scandi-
navia is without its imperialists. They
exist, and they are as intemperate as their
congeners of other lands. But in Scandi-
navia the imperialists are a minority,
unable either to deflect the policy of their
povernments or to upset the common
zense of their fellow citizens.
Scandinavia's refreshingly sane atti-
tude on such matters is well shown by the
two cases which have arisen: Schleswig-
Holstein and the Aland Islands. Let us
consider them in turn.
Schleswig-Holstein, the borderland be-
tween Denmark and Germany, was con-
quered by Prussia in the Dano-Prussian
War of 1863-1864. The southern prov-
ince—Holstein—is thoroughly German in
blood and speech. The northern prov-
ince—Schleswig—is predominantly Ger-
man in its southern and central parts, but
the northern portion adjoining Denmark
is mostly Danish in blood and language,
while there is a considerable Danish
minority in the central portion as well.
By the peace of 1864 it was apgreed that a
plebiscite should be held in north Schles-
wig in order that the inhabitants might
themselves decide their political 'al-
legiance. Prussia, however, treated this
proviso as a “scrap of paper.” The
plebiscite was never held, and the Danish
districts were ruthlessly “ Germanized.”
Dienmark thus had a legitimate griev-
ance, and her claims to north Schleswiz
were recognized by the Versailles Con-
ference. In fact, a considerable body of
opinion in the Allied countries, particu-
larly in France, urged the Danes to assert
their “historic rights” to all Schleswig-
Haolstein. But the bulk of Danish public
opinion rejected such suggestions without
a moment's hesitation, To poison their
national life by annexing 1,500,000 recal-
citrant Germans and to hang about Den-
mark’s neck the millstone of a German
“revanche” was clean against Danish
good sense. “"All that is Danish. No
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more, and no less™': that was the Danish
slogan, and thus it was settled. The fate
of Schleswig was determined by a plebi-
scite of its inhabitants. The province was
divided into three zones, each zone to vote
separately. In fact, before the plebiscite
was held, the southern zone was ruled out
of consideration as being patently Ger-
man. The northern zone voted for union
with Denmark by a vote of 3 to 1. The
middle zone voted to remain German by
more than 2z to 1. This result caused
some disappointment in Denmark. There
was much talk of dizregarding the pleb-
iscite, and the King raised a crisis by
dismissing the ministry, which had de-
clared its resolve to accept the decision
of zone 2. But the Danish people as a
whole would not stand for even this
modest display of imperialism. Mass
demonstrations, riots, and a general strike
made the King and his supporters change
their minds. *“All that 1z Danish. No
more, and no less,"” had won the day.

Now, as to the Aland Islands. This
rocky archipelago lies in the Baltic Sea
midway between Sweden and Finland.
Its inhabitants are of pure Swedish blood,
and until its cession to Russia in 180g
it was considered part of Sweden rather
than of Finland. The Alands’ importance
ismainly strategic, for they virtually dom-
inate Sweden's capital, Stockholm. When
Finland threw off the Russian yoke after
the downfall of czardom in 1g17, the in-
habitants of the Aland Islands expressed
a wish to go back to Sweden rather than
form part of the new Finnish state. Nat-
urally, Swedish public opinion warmly
favored the recovery of the Alands. But
the Finns strenuously objected, declaring
the islands an integral part of their coun-
try, which could not be alienated. The
point was warmly debated on both sides
and became a genuine “issue.” Consider-
able bitterness developed, and there was
even talk of war. Yet here, as elsewhere
in Scandinavia, common sense prevailed,
and it was finally decided to bring the
matter before the League of Nations for
decision. At this writing the case has not
been tried. But whatever the verdict,
another victory for peace and sanity has
been won, and another threat of war has
been averted.

With such sustained poise and self-
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control on burning issues like devolution
and expansion, it is no surprise to find that
Scandinavia’s record during the late war
was almost uniformly admirable. Not
only did the Scandinavian peoples seek to
maintain their mutual solidarity by fre-
quent meetings of monarchs and minis-
ters; not only did they help one another
during the the dark days of blockade and
U-boat warfare by far-reaching agree-
ments for economic co-operation; they
also showed a consistent solicitude for the
suffering of their warring neighbors and
a readiness to serve as mediators in the
frightful holocaust or as reconcilers after
the war's conclusion. The best minds of
Scandinavia devoted themselvez to dis-
covering a just solution for present ills
and to laying the foundations for a better
morrow. At this moment Scandinavian
jurists are playing a prominent part in the
establishment of that international high
court now in process of formation,

Aloof as they were from the prevailing
war psychology, Scandinavians saw clear-
ly from its first days the late war's ter-
rible threat to Europe, to our race, and
to the very structure of our civilization.
Their anguish at the ominous prospect is
well exemplified by the following lines
from the pen of the eminent Danish
savant, Professor L. V. Birck, of the Uni-
versity of Copenhagen. Writing at the
beginning of 1g15, he said: “Amid the
tempest now raging in Europe, amid the
terrible consequences of ill-considered
decisions, before this flood of auto-sugges-
tions, we see the deeper significance of
events, the peril to our race and to all
Europe. We hear the cracking of the
foundations of that old order once
thought so strong; we see the increasing
misery; but, especially, we paze over at
the Asiatic wall, from behind which comes
the sound of grinding swords. Then our
anguish at the approaching terror—the
assault on the supremacy of the White
Man—makes us forget the horrors of the
present hour.”

So ends our survey of Scandinavia's
recent history. Its results compel atten-
tion. Judged by three of the most trying
criteria of human conduct, the Scandi-
navian peoples have brilliantly met the
test. Toward each other, toward their
neighbors, and toward the world, they
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have displayved a striking depree of poise,
insight, and self-control. They have
settled some of the most crucial problems
that can confront nations, and those set-
tlements have been peaceful, just, and
with every prospect of constructive per-
manegnce.

Here is food for thought, especially in
times like ours. Of course we must not
draw too sweeping generalizations. These
Scandinavian triumphs have been accom-
plished by a contiguous group of high-
grade, kindred peoples. What they have
done might not be possible for peoples
with widely divergent temperaments,
view-points, and cultural levels.

Nevertheless, the fact remains that

Curbstone Sketches

over there in the Scandinavian north-
land things have been amicably settled
which are usually fought out on the
battle-field, and we have beenvouchsafed
the inspiring example of nations endowed
with such attitudes of mind that they
instinctively put into everv-day practice
the pious aspirations of forward-looking
men.

And at the very least, even though the
world as a whole may be incapable of
measuring up to the Scandinavian stand-
ard, we have the comforting assurance
that one region of the earth exists whose
peoples are habitually guided by long
views and can be counted on consistently
to support the best interests of the race,

CURBSTONE SKETCEHES
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Looking up Broadway from Bowling Green.
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Showing Trinity spire jn the background and the Bankers' Trust Company on the right.
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Sk Paul's, 1776 Broadway and Vesev Street,

A relic of pre-Revolutionary times nestling amid great sky-scrapers.  To the lelt is seen the wing and fower of the
City Investing Building.
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Fulton and South Streets.
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Fagade of the Municipal Building.
In the centre foreground is the Chambers Street archway with the Hall of Records on the l=ft.
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Madizon Avenuve nesr Madison Square,
Showing, on the left, the domes and portico of Madizon Square Garde-n and the tower of the Metropatitan Life Insurance Bullding.
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West Forty-aecond Street from Broadway,
The former Hotel Knickerbocker stands on the corner,  In hack of it is the tower of the Bush Terminal Siles Building,
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Church of the Transfiguration.

A Protestant Episcopal cdifice on Enst Twenty-ninth Street, popikarly koown as ' The Little Church
around the Corner.”
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ERENCH EVA
BY KATHARINE FULLERTON GEROULD

HE real dramatis persone
=] are three (for Schneider was
2 %4 only a sign-post pointing):

8 Follet, the remittance-man,
Stires, and French Eva,
Perhaps I should include
Ching Po—but T hate to. I was the
man with his hands in his pockets who
saw the thing steadily and saw it whole—
to filch a windy phrase. I liked Stires,
who had no social standing, even on Naa-
pu, and disliked Follet, who had all the
standing there was. Follet dined with
magnates; and, believe me, the magnates
of Naapu were a multicolored lot. A
man might have been made by copra or
by pearls—or by blackbirding. We were
a plutocracy; which means that so long
as a man had the house and the drinks,
you asked no questions. The same rule
hold=—allowing for their dizzier sense of
fipures—in New York and Chicago, On
the whole, I think we were more sensible.
There is certainly more difference between
good food and bad than between five mil-
lions and fifty (which, I take it, is a figure
that buys immunity over here). I don't
think any man’s hospitality would have
ranked him permanently on Naapu if his
dinners had been uneatable. Though per-
haps—to be frank—drinks counted more
than food as a measuring-rod of aristoc-
racy.

Well, Follet trained with the people
who received consignments of champagne
and good whiskey. And Stires did not.
Anvhow, Stires was a temperance man:
he took only one or two drinks a day, and
seldom went beyond a modest gin-fizz,
With the remarkable native punch, com-
pounded secretly and by unknown ways,
but purchasable, and much esteemed by
the knowing, he never would have any-
thing to do. Stires looked like a cowboy
and was, in truth, a melancholy New Eng-
lander with a corner-grocery outlook on
life, and a nasal utterance that made you
think of a barrel of apples and a corn-cob
pipe. He was a ship-chandler in a small

—a very small—way. Follet lived at
the ramshackle hotel, owned by the an-
cient Dubois and managed, from roof to
kitchen-midden, by Ching Po. French
Eva dwelt alone in a thatched cotiage
built upon poles, and sold eggs and chick-
ens and fish. The poultry she raised her-
self; for the fish, she was a middleman
between fishermen and householders. As
she owned a gramophone and one silk
dress, it was clear that her business pros-
pered. Even Ching Po hought eggs of
her, though there was a nameless, unin-
terpreted hostility between them.

Let me give you, at once, the few facts
I could gather about French Eva. There
were rumors a-plenty, but most of them
sifted down to a little residual malice. 1
confined my questionings to the respect-
able inhabitants of Naapu: they were a
very small circle. At last, I pot some sort
of “line” on French Eva,

None within our ken fathered or
mothered her. Old Dubois knew most
about her, but old Dubois, a semi-para-
lyzed colossus, “ doped ™ most of the time,
kept his thick lips closed. “An excellent
girl™ was all that any one could wring
from him. As she had begun life on Naa-
pu by being dame de comptoir for him, he
had some right to his judgment. She had
eventually preferred independence, and
had forsaken him:; and if he still had no
quarrel with her, that speaks loudly for
her many virtues. Whether Dhubois had
sent for her originally, no one knew., His
memory was clouded by opium, and you
could get little out of him. Besides, by
the time I arrived on Naapu, French Eva
belonged to the landscape and to history.
She was generally supposed to be pure
French, and her accent supported the
theory, though she was in a small way a
linguist. Her Englizh was as good as any
one's—on Naapu, where we were by no
means academic. She could speak the
native tongue after a fashion, and her
béche-de-mer was at least fluent.

I had heard of the lady before I ever

349
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saw her, and had wondered why Naapu
chose to distinguish a female fish-vender
—even if she had begun with old Dubois.
As soon as I clapped eyes on her, I per-
ceived her distinction, her ** difference’—
the reason for the frequent *‘ Mam'selle.”
She was, at first glimpse, unusual. To
begin with, never was so white a face
matched with hair and brows and eyes so
black. In the ordinary pursuit of her
business she wore her hair half loose, hali
braided, down her back; and it fell to her
knees like a heavy crape veil. A bad
simile, you will say; but there are no
words to express the unrelieved blackness
of her hair. There were no lights in it;
no “reflets,” to use the French phrase. It
might have been “treated”™ with ink.
When, on rare occasions—not often, for
the weight of it, as she freely explained,
made her head ache—she put it up in
coils, it was like a great mourning bonnet
under which her white face seemed to
shrink away. Her eyes were nearly as
black as her hair. Her figure was very
lovely, whether informing the loose na-
tive garment or laced into her silk dress,

You will say that I have painted for
you a person who could not, by any pos-
sibility, be beautiful; and yet French Eva
was beautiful. You got used to that dull
curtain of her hair; it made Madame
Maiir's lustrous raven locks look oily. It
came to seem, after a time, all that hair
should be. Her features were nearly per-
fect, from our finicking European point of
view, and she grew in grace even while I,
a newcomer, watched; for the effect of
the tropic sun upon her skin was curious
and lovely: it neither blotched nor red-
dened nor tanmed her, but rather gilded
her pallog, touching it with the faintest
brown in the world. I must, in the in-
terests of truth, mention one more fact.
Mam’selle Eva was the sort of woman
who has a direct effect on the opposite
sex. Charm hardly expresses it; mag-
netism, rather, though that iz a poor
word. A man simply wanted to be near
her. She intrigued you, she drew you on,
she assailed vour consciousness in inde-
finable ways—all without the sweep of an
eyelash or the pout of a lip. French Eva
was a good girl, and went her devious
ways with reticent feet. But she was not
in “society,” for she lived alone in a

French Eva

thatched hut, and attended native festi-
vals, and swore—when necessary—at the
crews of trading barques. I am not sure
that she did not, of all tongues possible to
her, prefer béche-de-mer; which is not, at
its most innocent, an elegant language,
She had no enemies except Ching Po—
for reasons unknown; and she paid her
occasional respects to any and all reli-
gions that Naapu boasted. When there
was a row, she was always, of course, on
the European side; though she would
stretch a point now and then in faver of
the native constabulary,

So much for French Eva—who was by
no means so important in the Naapu
scheme of things as my long deseription
may imply. She had her eminently re-
spectable, her perfectly recognized niche,
and we all bought eggs and fish of her
when we could. She was a curious figure,
to be sure; but you must remember that
on Naapu every one, nearly, was un-
average, if not abnormal. Even the
agents and officials were apt to be the
least promising of their kind—or they
would have been somewhere else. It was
a beautiful refuge for utter bounders and
men who, though not bounders, had a
very low limit of achievement. The jet-
sam of officialdom was washed up on LLat
lonely, lovely shore. The magnates of
Naapu were not to be trusted. Naapu
was a rich island, the richest of its group;
and, being off the main lines of traffic, was
an excellent field for the unscrupulous.
Tourists did not bother us, for tourists do
not like eighty-ton schooners; maps did
not particularly insist upon us; we were
well known in places where it was profit-
able to know us, and not much talked
about anywhere. Our copra was of the
best; there were pearls to be had in cer-
tain waters if you could bribe or fight your
way to them; and large groups of natives
occasionally disappeared over night from
one of the surrounding islands. Naapu
was, you might say, the clasp of a neck-
lace. How could we be expected to know
what went on in the rest of the string—
with one leaky patrol-boat to ride those
seas? Sometimes there were fights down
by the docks; strangers got arrested and
were mysteriously pardoned out; there
were always a good many people in the
landscape who had had too much square-
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face. We were very far away from every-
thing, and in spite of all these drawbacks
we were happy, because the climate was,
most of the year, unexceptionable. When
you recall what most civilized climates are
like, “unexceptionable,” that cold and
formal word, may well take your breath
away. Ifht any one should suspect me
of blackhirding or gin-selling, I will say
at onee that I had come to Naapu by ac-
cident and that I stayed because, for
reasons that I will not go into here, I
liked it. I lived in a tiny bungalow with
an ex-ship’s cook whom I called Joe, and
several thousand cockroaches. 1 had
hired Joe to cook for me, but his chief
duty soon became to keep the cock-
roaches out of my bedroom. As a matter
of fact, I usually dined at Dubois's hotel
or at some private house.

Why so idle a person as T should have
looked down—as I did, from the
on Follet, I cannot explain. The money
I lived on was certainly not of my own
making. But, strictly speaking, I could
have gone home if T had chosen, and I
more than suspected that Follet could not
have. Follet was not enamoured of Naa-
pu, and talked grandiloquently of Mel-
bourne and Batavia and Hong-Kong. He
continued, however, to be a resident of
the island, and none of his projects of re-
moval to a better place ever went beyond
mere frothy talk. He lived at Dubois’s,
but spent much of his time with the afore-
said magnates. He had an incorruptible
manner; some grace that had been bred
in him early never forsook him, and the
ladies of Naapu liked him. Even good
Madame Maiir, who squinted, squinted
more painfully at Follet than at any one
else. But his idleness was beginning to
tell on him; occasionally he had moody
fits, and there were times when he broke
out and ran amuck among beach-combers
and tipsy natives along the water-front.
More than once, Ching Fo sought him
out and fetched him home.

My first intimation of trouble came
from Stires. I had nothing to do with
this particular Yankee in the way of busi-
ness, but I lingered occasionally by his
door in the cool of the afternoon, just to
feed my eyes on his brawn and my ears
on his homely and pleasant nasality.
Stires's eves were that disconcerting gray-
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blue which seems to prevail among men
who have lived much in the desert or on
the open sea. You find itin Arizona; and
in the navies of all the northern countries.
It added to his cowboy look. I knew
nothing about Stires—remember that on
Naapu we never asked a man questions
about himself—but I liked him. He =sat
about on heaps of indescribable junk—
things that go into the bowels of ships—
and talked freely. And because Follet
and I were both in what Naapu would
have called its best circles, I never talked
about Follet, though T liked him no better
than Stires did. I say it began with
Stires; but it began really with Schneider,
1ntroduce|:| by Stires into our leisurely
conversation. This is Schneider’'s only
importance: namely, that, mixing himself
up in French Eva's context, he made other
men speak of her.

The less said about Schneider, the bet-
ter; which means always that there isa
great deal to say. In this case, there was
perhaps less to say than to surmise. He
did not give himself away—to us. Schneil-
der had turned up on a trading schooner
from Melbourne, was stopping at the ho-
tel in one of the best rooms, and had a gen-
eral interest in the potentialities of N
pu, I say potentialities advisedly, for he
was not directly concerned, so far as I
know, with any existing business there.
He frequented everybody, and asked
questions in the meticulous German way.
He wandered all over the island—islands,
I should say, for once or twice I saw him
banging off in a ereaky motor-boat to the
other jewels of the necklace. Guesses as
to his real business were {ree and frequent.
He was a pearl-smuggler; the agent of a
Queensland planter; a fugitive from jus-
tice; a mad scientist; aservant of the Im-
]Jfrial German Government. No one pre-
sumed to certitude—which was in itzelf a
tribute to German efficiency. Schneider
was blond and brush-haired and thick-
lipped; he was unpleasant from the crown
of his ill-shaped head to the soles of his
ill-shaped shoes; but, though lacking in
every charm, he was not sinister, He had
seen curious places and amusing things,
and could cap most adventures with
something relevant; but his type and
temperament prevented him from being
a "“good mixer,” and he was not popular.
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Stires, however, had his own grievance,
and his judgment of Schneider went deep.
He did not mind the shape of Schneider's
skull, or the hint of goose-step in Schnei-
der’s gait; but he minded, very much, the
kind of interest that Schmeider took in
French Eva. He told me that, straight,
emphasizing his statements \l.ltll a rusty
spanner, which he wielded in a curious,
classical way, like a trident. iccc-rdmg
to him, Schneider was bothering the life
out of the girl. “Always asking her to
dress up and come over to chow with him
at the ho-tel.” And the spanner went
down as if Neptune were rebuking the
SEAs.

“Does she go?”

JC}IDLFF

“Well, then—can’t you leave the lady
to discourage him in her own way?"

“She won't go to the ho-tel, because
she hates Ching Po. But she walks out
with him Sunday afternoons. He gives
her gimcracks.”

“Then she likes him?"

“There's no telling. She's a real lady.™
And the discouraged Stires beat, with his
spanner, a refrain to his inveoluntary epi-
gram.

“She can take care of herself, can't
she?” I had watched her deal with a
drunken Solomon Islander, and did not
see how Schneider could be a match for
her.

“I don’t know.”
challenged the sunset.

“Anything I can do?" 1 asked as I
rose,

“Unless you go in and cut him out,
meditated with a grin.

“But I'm not in love with her,"
tested.

“¥ou might take her to church.”

But I refused. Philandering was not
my forte, and church, in any case, was the
last thing I should venture to propose.

“Why don't you go in yourself ?"

Stires scratched his head. The trident
trailed upon the ground. “It’s serious or
nothing with me, T guess. And she’s got
something against me. 1 don't know

Stires's lazy drawl

¥ hﬂ

I pro-

what. Thinks I don't blarney the Kana-
}i&ﬁ enough, perhaps. Then there's Fol-
=

“Oh, is he in it?" I forgot to go.
“He's more in it than I am, and I'm

French Eva

darned if T know what she's up to with
the three of us. I'm playing "possum, till
I find out."

“If you can stand Follet butting in,
why can’t you stand Schneider? Safety
in numbers, you know."

“Well, Mr. Follet belongs here. I can
have it out with him any time. He'l
have to play the game. But if T know
Schneider, there’s no wedding bells in
his. And Mam’selle Eva hasn’t, as you
might say, got a chaperon.”

The spectacle of “Mam’selle Eva,”
as I had last seen her, perspiring, loose-
Iy girdled, buying a catch of fish at a
fair price from three mercenary natives
adorned with shark's-tooth necklaces,
rose before me.

“Man alive, you don’t have to cha-
peron her,” I cried.  “ She’s on to every-
thing.”

The sun-and-wind-whipt eves flashed
at me. The spanner trembled a little.

“Don’t misunderstand me,"” I insisted.
“But it stands to reason that, here on
Naapu, she’s learned a good many things
they don’t teach in little red schoolhouses.
I have a great respect for her, and, be-
tween vou and me, I shouldn’t wonder if
she had sized Schneider up already.”

The eyes were appeased. *“Mavbe,
maybe," he grunted. * But lies come’easy
to him, T guess. Miss Eva wouldn't be
the first he'd fooled.”

“Do you know anything about him?”

“Not a thing, except what sticks out
all over him. For a man’s eyes, that is.
You never can tell what a woman will
see.”’

I left him poking in the dust with his
spanner.

I dined that night at Lockerbie's.
There was no Mrs. Lockerbie, and it was
a man’s party. Follet was there, of
course, and Schneider, too, his teeth and
his clothes whiter than the rest of ours.
I was surprised to see Schneider, for
Lockerbie had suspected the Teuton of
designs on his very privately and not too
authentically owned lagoon. Lockerbie
did a fair husiness in pearls; no great
beauties -or values among them, but a
good marketable cheap product. But no
one held out very long against any one on
Naapu.

Schneider was drunk before he ever got
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to Lockerhbie's that night. Tt was part of
the Naapu ritual not to drink just before
vou reached vour host's house, and that
ritual, it soon became evident, Schneider
had not abserved. I saw Lockerbie scowl,
and Follet wince, and some of the others
stare. I could not help being amused, for
1 knew that no one would object to his
being in that condition an hour later.
The only point was that he should not
have arrived like that. If Schneider had
had anything resembling a skin, he would
have felt about as comfortable as Mother
Eve at a woman's club. Lockerbie's
scowl was no joke; and Follet had a way
of wriggling his backbone gracefully. . . .
It was up to me to save Schneider, and T
did. The honor of Naapu was nothing to
me; and by dint of almost embracing
him, T made myszelf a kind of absorbent
for his worst breaks. It was not a pleas-
ant hour for me before the rest began to
loosen up.

In my eagerness to prevent Lockerbie
from insulting his guest, I drank nothing,
myself, after the first cocktail. So it
came to pass that by the time I could
safely leave Schneider to the others, I
found myself unwontedly incarnating the
spirit of criticism.

They were a motley crowd, coalesced
for the moment into a vinous solidarity.
Follet spat his words out very sweetly;
his poisonous grace grew on him in his
cups.  Lockerbie, warmed by wine, was
as simple—and charming—as a wart-hog.
Old Maskell, who had seen wind-jammer
days and ways and come very close, I
suspected, to piracy, always prayed at
least once. Pasquier, the successful mer-
chant who imported finery for the ladies
of Naapu, rolled out socialistic platitudes
. . . he was always flanked, at the end of
the feast, by two empty chairs. Little
Morlot began the endless tale of his con-
guests in more civilized lands: all pa-
tchouli and hair-oil. Anything served as
a cue for all of them to dive into the welter
of their own preoccupations. Just be-
cause they knew each other and Naapu so
well, they seemed free to wander at will
in the secret recesses of their predilections
and their memories. I felt like Circe—
or perhaps Ulysses; save that I had none
of that wise man's wisdom.

The reward of my abstinence, I found,

was to be the seeing home of Schneider.

It would have come more naturally to

Follet, who also lived at Dubois's, hut
Faollet was fairly snarling at Schneider.
French Eva’s name had been mentioned.
On my word, as I saw Follet curving his
spinal column, and Schneider lighting up
his face with his perfect teeth, I thought
with an immense admiration of the un-
polished and loose-hung Stires amid the
eternal smell of tar and dust. It was a
mere discussion of her hair, incoherent
and pointless enough. No scandal, even
from Schneider. There had been some
sense, of a dirty sort, in his talk to me;
but more wine had scattered his wits.

I took Schneider home, protesting to
myself that I would never be so caught
again, He lurched rather stifly along,
needing my help only when we crossed
the unpaved roads in the darkness. Fol-
let went ahead, and I gave him a good
start. When we reached the hotel, Ching
Po surged up out of the black veranda
and crooked his arm for Schneider to lean
upon. They passcd into the building,
silently, like old friends.

A stupid indisposition housed me for a
little after Lockerbie's feast. 1 resented
the discomfort of temporary illness, but
rather liked being alone, and told Joe to
refuse me to callers—even the Maiirs,
who were more like friends and neighbors
than any one else in the place. My own
affairs should not ebtrude on this tale at
all; and I will not go into them more than
to zay that I came to the end of my dosing
and emerged upon the world after three
days. The foolish thought came to me
that I would have a look at French Eva’s
hair, of which little Morlot had spoken,in
such pallant hiccoughs.

The lady was not upon her veranda,
nior yvet in her poultry-vard, as I paced
past her dwelling. I had got nearly by,
when I heard myself addressed from the
unglazed window.

“Monsieur ! ™

I strolled back, wondering if at last I
should be invited to hear the gramophone
—her chiefest treasure, The mass of hair
spread out of the crude opening in the
bamboo wall, for all the world like Rapun-
zel's. 1 faced a great curtain of black.
Then hands appeared and madea riftinit,
and a face showed in the loose black frame.



554

“ Monsieur, what is the German for
fcochon’f "

My German is scanty, and I reflected.
““ ‘Schweinhund' will do, I think,” I
answered after consideration.

“A thousand thanks.” The face dis-
appeared, and the hair was pulled after
iL.

I waited. I could hear nothing dis-
tinctly, but in a moment Schneider came
running quickly and stiffly down the
creaky ladder from the door. He saw me
—aof that T am sure—hut [ did not blame
him for not greeting one who had doubt-
less been giving aid and comfort to the
enemy. I squatted on the low railing of
French Eva's compound, but she herself
was not forthcoming. After ten minutes
[ heard a commotion in the poultry-yard,
and found her at the back among her
chickens. Her hair was piled up into an
amazing structure: it looked as if some
one had placed the great pyramid on top
of the sphinx,

“Do you need my further services?"

She smiled. “Not in the least. But I
like to speak to animals, when possible,
in their own language, It saves time.”
By way of illustration, she clucked to a
group of hens. She turned her back to
me, and T was dismissed from her bare-
foot presence.

Stires was my logical goal after that,
and I found him busy with the second
malte of a tramp just in from Papua and
bound for the Carolines. After the man
had gone, T informed Stires of the episode.
For a man who had damned Schneider up
and down for making presents to a lady,
Stires reacted disappointingly.

“He got his, eh?" was all he said.

“Evidently, You don't seem to be
much affected.”

“50 long as she's shipped him, that's all
right,” he drawled.

“I can’t make out what your interest
in the matter is,”" I sugpested.

“Sure you can’t.” Stires began to
whistle creakily, and took up some name-
less object to repair.

*“How long is Schneider staying round
these parts?"

“Not long, T guess. I heard he was
leaving on the Sydney packet next week.”

“So you're only up against Follet?” 1
pressed him.

French Eva

“I ain't up against anybody. Miss
Eva’ll settle her own affairs.”

“Excuse me.” And I made the pes-
ture of withdrawing.

“Daon't get het up under the collar,” he
protested. “Only I never did like this
discussing ladies. She don’t cotton to me
for =ome reason. I'm [ree to say I admire
her very much. I guess that's all.”

“Nothing I can do for you, then?”

Stires lighted a pipe. *“If you're so set
on helping me, you might watch over
Ching Po a little.”

“What is he up to?”

“Don’t know. But it ain’t like him to
be sitting round idle when there’s harm
to be done. He's got something up his
sleeve—and a Chink’s sleeve’s big enough
to hold a good-sized crime,” he finished,
with a grim essay of humor.

“Are these mere suspicions on your
part, or do you know that something’s
uprs

*Most things happen on Naapu before
there's been any time for suspicion,” he
rejoined, squinting at his pipe, which had
smpped drawing. “These folks lig |-r.:w
and sing little songs, and just as you're
dropping off there's a knife somewhere.
: Have you heard anything about the
doings up vonder?” He indicated the
mountain that rose, sharply cut and
chasmed, back of the town.

“Trouble with the natives? No.™

“This iz the time o' year when the
heathen begin to feel their oats. Miss
Eva, she’s interested in their supersti-
tions. They don't usually come to any-
thing—just a little more work for the
police if they get drunk and run amuck.
The constabulary is mostly off on the
spree. They have gods of wood and stone
up in the caves yonder, you know. But
it’s always a kind of uneasy fee] to things
till they settle down again.”

I leaned against a coil of rope and pur-
cued the subject. “But none of the
people you and T are interested in are con-
cerned with native orgies. We are all
what you might call agnostics.”

* Speak for yoursel{, sir. I'm a Metho-
dist. 'Tain't that they mix themselves
up in the doings. But—well, you haven't
lived through the merry month of May
on Naapu, T tell you, this blessed island
ain't big enough to hold all that froth
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without everybody feeling it. Just be-
cause folks don’t know what's going on
up yonder, it kind of relaxes 'em. Idon't
say the Kanakas do anything they
shouldn't, except get drunk, and joy-ride
down waterfalls, and keep up an infernal
tom-toming. But it sort of gets on your
nerves. And I wouldn’t call Naapu strait-
laced, either. Ewverybody seems to feel
called on to hqu:::r up, this time o’ vear.
Ifitisn'tone pré-textit'sanother. Ihlngg
folks have been kind of hesitating over,
in the name of morals, they start out
and perform, regardless. The authorities,
they get worried because a Kanaka's
spree lands him, like as not, in a black-
birder. Mighty queer craft hang round
at this season. There ain't supposed to
be anything doing in these blessed islands
that ain't aboveboard, but ’tisn’t as
though the place was run by Americans.”

“And I am towatch Ching Po? Where
does he come in?"

“T wish't I knew. He makes money
out of it somehow. Dope, I suppose.
Old man Dubois ain’t his only customer,
by a long shot.”

“Ching Po isn't likely to go near
French Ewva, is he? They don't speak,
I've noticed.”

“No, they don’t. But that Chink's
little ways are apt to be indirect. She's
afraid of him—afraid of the dust under
her feet, as you might say.”

Stires puffed meditatively at his pipe.
Then a piratical-looking customer inter-
vened, and T left,

Leisurely, all this, and not significant
to the unpeeled eye. And then, within
twenty-four hours of the time when I had
left Stires, things began to happen. It
wasas if a tableau had suddenly decided
to become a “movie.”” All those fixed
types began to dash about and register the
most inconvenient emotions. Let me set
down a few facts diary fashion.

To begin with, when I got up the next
morning, Joe had disappeared. No sign
of breakiast, no smell of coffee. It was
late for breakfast at Dwubois's, and 1
started out to get my own. There were
no eggs, and I sauntered over to French
Eva's to purchase a few. The town
looked queer to me as I walked its grassy
streets. Only when 1 turned into the
lane that led to French Eva's did I realize

why. It was swept clean of natives.
There weren’t any. Not a stevedore, not
a fisherman, not a brown fruit-vender did
I see.

French Eva greeted me impatiently.
She was not doing business, evidently, for
she wore her silk dress and white canvas
shoes, Also,a hat. Her face was whiter
than ever, and, just offhand, I should
have said that something had shaken her.
She would not let me in, but made me
wait while she fetched the eggs. 1 took
them away in a little basket of plaited
palm-fronds, and walked through the
compound as nonchalantly as I could, pre-
tending that I had not seen what T knew
I had seen—Ching Po's face within, a
foot or two behind the window-opening.
It startled me so much that 1 resolved to
keep away from Stires: I wished to digest
the phenomenon quite alone,

At ten o'clock, my breakfast over, I
opened my door to a knock, and Follet's
bloodshot eyes raked me eagerly, He
came in with a rush, as if my hit-or-miss
bungalow were sanctuary. I fancied he
wanted a drink, but I did not offer him
one. He sat down heavily—for all his
lightness—like a man out of breath. Izaw
a pistol-butt sticking out of his pocket
and narrowed my eves upon him. Faollet
seldom locked me up in my own house,
though we met frequently enough in all
sorts of other places, It was full five
minutes before he came to the point,
Meanwhile I remarked on Joe's defection.

“Yes1 he zaid, “the exodus has he-
oun.

“Ts there really anything in that?"

“What?" he asked sharply.

“Well—the éxodus.”

"Oh, yez. They do have some sort of
5hmrl1,—m:rt interesting to any one buta
folk-lorist. Chiefly an excuse, I fancy,
for drinking too much. Schneider SAVS
he's going to im-'cstigate. I rather wish
they'd do him in."”

““What have you got against him—ex-
cept that he's an I.Iﬂ]’llfd-"‘L!‘Lt person? "’

By this roundabout way Follet had
reached his point. “He's been trying to
flirt with my lady-love."”

“French Evap”

“The same.” His jauntiness was op-
pressive, dominated as it was by those
perturbed and hungry eyes.
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“Oh—" T meditated. But presently
I decided. *“Then why do vou let Ching
Po intrude upon her in her own house ? "

“Ching Po?"” He quivered all over
as if about to spring up from his chair,
but he did not actually rise. It was just
a supple, snake-like play of his body—
most unpleasant.

“I saw him there an hour ago—when
I fetched my eggs. DMy cook’s off, you
see."

Still that play of muscles underneath
the skin, for 2 moment or two. Then he
relaxed, and his eyes grew dull. Follet
was not, I fancy, what the insurance men
call a good risk,

*She can take care of herself, I expect,”
he said, They all seemed surer of that
than gentlemen in love are wont to he.

*She and Ching Po don't hit it off very
well, I've noticed.”

*No, they don’t.” He admitted it
easily, as if he knew all about it.

*“I wonder why." I had meant to keep
my hands off the whole thing, but I could
not escape the tension in the Naapu air.
Those gods of wood and stone were not
without power—of infection, at the least.

“Better not ask.” He bit off the words
and reached for a cigarette.

"Does any one know? ",

“An old inhabitant can guess. But
why she should be afraid of him—even the
old inhahitant doesn't know. There's
Dubois; but you might as well shriek at
a corpse as ask Dubois anything.”

“You don't think that I'd better go
over and make sure that Ching Po isn't
annoying her?™

Follet’s lips drew back over his teeth in
his peculiar smile. “If T had thought he
could annoy her, I'd have been over there
myself a short time ago. If he really an-
noved French Eva any day, he’d be noth-
ing but a neat pattern of perforations, and
he knows 1t.”'

“Then what has the oldest inhabitant
guessed as to the cause of the quarrel?”
I persisted. Since I was in it—well, I hate
talk that runs in circles.

*She hasn't honored me with her con-
fidence. But, for a guess, T should say
that in the happy time now past he had
perhaps asked her to marry him. And—
Naapu isn’t Europe, but, you know, even
here a lady might resent that.”

French Ewva

“But why does she let him into her
house? ™

“That I can't tell you. But I can al-
most imagine being afraid of Ching Po
myself.”

“Why don’t you settle it up, one way
or the other?” I wesa newcomer, you
SEE.

Follet laughed and took another ciga-
rette. “We do very well as we are, I
think. And I expect to go to Auckland
next vear.” His voice trailed off fatuons-
ly in a cloud of smoke, and T knew then
just why I disliked him. The fibre was
rotten. You couldn’t even hang vourself
with it.

I was destined to keep open house that
day. Before Follet’s last smoke-puff had
quite slid through the open window, Ma-
dame Mallr, who was perpetually in
mourning, literally darkened my door-
way. Seeing Follet, she became nervous
—he did affect women, as I hawve said.
What with her squint and her smile, she
made a spectacle of herself before she
panted out her staccato statement. Doc-
tor Maiir was away with a patient on the
other side of the island; and French Eva
had been wringing her hands unintelligi-
bly on the Maiirs’ porch. She—Madame
Maiir—couldn't make out what the girl
wanted.

Now, this was nothing to break in on
me for; and Madame Maiir, in spite of
her squint and her smile, was both sensi-
ble and good—hbroke, moreover, to the
ridiculous coincidences and unfathomable
dramas of Naapu. Why hadn't she
treated the girl for hysterics? But I
gathered presently that there was one ele-
ment in it that she couldn't bear. That
element, it appeared, was Ching Po, per-
fectly motionless in the public road—no
trespasser, therefore—watching. She had _
got Eva into the house to have her hys-
terics out in a darkened room. But Ching
Ponever stirred. Madame Maiir thought
he never would stir. She couldn’t order
him off the public thoroughfare, and there
was no traffic for him to block. He was
irreproachable and intolerable, After
half an hour of it, she had run out across
her back garden to ask my help. He must
go away or she, too, would have hysterics.
And Madame Maiir covered the squint
with a black-edged handkerchief. Ii he
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would walk about, or whistle, or mop his
yellow face, she wouldn't mind. But she
was sure he hadn’t so much as blinked, all
that time. If a man could die standing
up, she should think he was dead. She
wished he were. If he stayed there all
day—as he had a perfect rlght to do—
she, Madame Maiir, would have to be
sent home to a maison de santé. . . . And
she began to make guttural noises. As
Félicité Maiir had seen, in her time,
things that no seli-respecting maison de
santé would stand for, T began to believe
that I should have to do something. I
rose reluctantly. I wasabout fed up with
Ching Po, myself.

I helped Madame Maiir out of her
chair, and fetched my hat. Then I looked
for Follet, to apologize for leaving him.
I had neither seen nor heard him move,
but he was waiting for us on the porch.
He could be as noiseless on occasion as
Ching Po.

“You'd better not come into this,” I
suggested; for there was no staying
power, I felt, in Follet.

He zeemed to shiver all aver with irri-
tation. “Oh, damn his yellow soul, I'll
marry her!" He spat it out—with no
sweetness, this time.

Madame Maiir swung round to him like
a needle to the pole. "You may save
vourself the corpée. She won't have you.
Not if any of the things she has been sob-
bing out are true. She loves the other
man—down by the docks. Vewr com-
patriot.” She indicated me. Her French
was clear and clicking, with a slight pro-
vincial accent.

“Dh—" He breathed it out at great
length, exhaling. Yet it sounded like a
hiss. “Stires,eh?” And helooked at me.

I had heen thinking, as we stood on the
steps. ‘““How am I to move Ching Po
off 2" I asked irritably. It had suddenly
struck me that, inspired by Madame
Maiir, we were embarking on sheer idiocy.

“I'll move him,” replied Follet with a
curious intonation.

At that instant my eye lighted again
on the pistol. *Not with that.” 1 jerked
my chin ever so slightly in the direction
of his pocket.

“Dh, take it if you wantit. Come on.”
He thrust the weapon into my innocent
hand and began to pull at my bougainvil-

lea vine as if it were in his way. Some of
.the splendid petals fluttered about Ma-
dame Maiir's head.

We reached the Maiirs' front porch by
a circuitous route—through the back gar-
den and the house itself—and paused to
admire the view. Yes, we looked for
Ching Po as if we were tourists and he
were Niagara.

“He hasn't moved yvet."” This was Ma-
dame Maiir's triumphant whimper. In-
articulate noises somewhere near indi-
cated that French Eva was still in sanc-
tuary.

Follet grunted. Then he unleashed his
supple body and was half-way to the gate
in a single arrow flight. 1 followed, carry-
ing the pistol still in my hand. My invol-
untary haste must have made me seem to
brandish it. I heard a perfectly civilized
scream from Madame Maiir, receding into
the background—which shows that I was,
myself, acquiring full speed ahead. By
the time Follet reached the gate, Ching
Po moved. 1 saw Follet gaining on him,
and then saw no more of them; for my
feet, acting on some inspiration of their
own which never had time to reach my
brain, took a short cut to the water-front.
I raced past French Eva's empty house,
pounding my way through the gentle heat
of May, to Stires's establishment. I
hoped to cut them off. But Ching Po
must have had a like inspiration, for
when I was almost within sight of my
goal—hifty rods ahead—the Chinaman
emerged from a side lane between me and
it. He was running like the wind, Fol-
let was nowhere to be seen. Ching Po
and I were the only mites on earth’s sur-
face. The whole population, apparently,
had piously gone up the mountain in order
to let us have our little drama out alone.
I do not know how it struck Ching Po;
but I felt very small on that swept and
garnished scene,

I was winded; and with the hope of
reaching Stires well dashed, my legs began
to crumple. T sank down for a few sec-
onds on the low wall of some one’s com-

ound. But I kept a keen eye out for
Follet. 1 thought Stires could look out
for himself, so long as it was just Ching
Po. It was the triangular mix-up I was
afraid of; even though I providentially
had Follet's pistol. And, for that matter,
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where was Follet? Had he given up the
chase? Gone home for that drink, probs
ably.

But in that T had done him injustice;
for in a few moments he debouched from
vet a third approach. Ching Po had evi-
dently doubled, somehow, and baffled
him.

1 rose to meet him, and he slowed down
to take me on. By this time the peaceful
water-front had absorbed the Chinaman;
and if Stires was at home, the two were
face to face. I made this known to Follet.

*Give me back my pistol,” he panted.

“Not on your life,” I said, and jammed
it well into my pocket.

“What in hell have you got to do with
it?" he snarled.

“Stires is a friend of mine.” T spoke
with some difficulty, for though we were
not running, we were hitting up a quick
pace. Follet was all colors of the rainbow,
and I looked for him to give out presently,
but he kept on.

“Ching Po, too?" he sneered.

“Not a bit of it. But they won't stand
for murder in open daylight—even your
friends.”

We were very near Stires's place by this
time. There was no sign of any one In the
vard; it was inhabited solely by the famil-
iar rusty monsters of Stires’s trade. As we
drew up alongside, I looked through the
window. Stires and Ching Po were with-
in, and from the sibilant noise that stirred
the peaceful air, I judged that Ching Po
was talking. Their backs were turned to
the outer world. I pushed open the door,
and Follet and T entered.

For the first time I found myself greet-
ed with open hostility by my fellow coun-
tryman. ‘*What the devil are you doing
here?” Iwasannoyed. Theway theyall
dragred me in and then cursed me for
being there! The Chinaman stood with
his hands folded in his wicked sleeves, his
eves on the ground. In the semi-gloom
of Stires’s warehouse, his face looked like
a mouldy orange. He was yeHower even
than his race permitted—outside and in.

“Tf T can't be of any service to you or
Miss Eva, I should be only too glad to go
home,” T retorted.

“What about her?"” asked Stires tru-
culently. He advanced two steps towards
me,

French Eva

“I'm not looking for trouble—" Tt
seemed to me just then that T hated Naa-
pu as T had never hated any place in the
world. “She's having hysterics up at
Madame Maiir's. I fancy that’s why
we're here. Your vellow friend there
seems to have been responsible for the
hysterics. This other gentleman and 1"
—1I waved a hand at Follet, who stood,
spent and silent, beside me—"‘resented it.
We thought we would follow him up.”

How much Ching Po understood of
plain English, I do not know. One always
conversed with him in the pidgin variety.
But he certainly looked at peace with the
world: much as the devil must have
looked, gazing at Pompeii in the year 7g.

“You can do your resenting some-
wheres else,”" snapped Stires. ““Both of

rou.”
: “T go,” murmured Ching Po. He
stepped delicately towards the door,

“No, you don't [ Follet's foot shot out
to trip him. But the Chinaman melted
past the crude interruption.

“I go,” he repeated, with ineffable sad-
ness, from the threshold.

The thing was utterly beyvond me. I
stood stock-still. The two men, Follet
and Stires, faced each other for an instant.
Then Follet swung round and dashed
after Ching Po. I saw him clutch the
loose black sleeve and murmur in the flat
ear.

Stires seemed to relent towards me now
that Follet was gone. “Let 'em alone,”
he grunted. *The Chink won't do any-
thing but tell him a few things. And like
as not, he knows 'em already, the—"
The word indicated his passionate opinion
of Follet.

“I was called in by Madame Maiir,” T
explained weakly, “Ching Po wouldn't
leave the road in front of her compound.
And—DMiss Eva was inside, having hys-
terics. Ching Po had been with her ear-
lier. Now you know all T know, and as
I'm not wanted anywhere, I'll go. I as-
sure you I'm very glad to.”

I was not speaking the strictest truth,
but I saw no reason to pour out Madame
Maiir's revelations just then upon Stires's
heated soul. Nor would I pursue the
subject of Follet.

Stires sank down on something that had
once been an office-chair. Thence he
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glowered at me. I had no mind to endure
his misdirected anger, and 1 turned to go.
But in the very instant of my turning
from him I saw tragedy pierce through
the mask of rage. The man was suffering;
he could no longer hold his eyves and lips
to the expression of anger. I spoke to
him very gently.

“Has Miss Eva really anything to fear
from that miserable Chinaman?™

Stires bowed his head on his hands.
“Not a thing, now. He's done his
damnedest. It only took a minute for
him to spit it out.”

“Will he spit it out to Follet?”

“You bet he will. But I've got a kind
of a hunch Follet knew all along.”

“T'm sure he didn't—whatever it is.”

“Well, he does by now, They must be
nearly back to the ho-tel. I'm kind of
busy this morning”—he waved his hand
round that idle scene—"*and I guess b

“Certainly. I'm going now.” I spared
him the effort of polishing off his lie. The
man wanted to be alone with his trouhle,
and that was a state of mind I understood
only too well.

The circumstantial evidence T had be-
fore me as I walked back to my own house
led inevitably to one verdict. 1 could
almost reconstruct the ignoble pidgin-
splutter in which Ching Po had told
Stires, and was even now telling Follet.
The wonder to me was that any one be-
lieved the miserable creature. Truth
wouldn't be truth if it came from Ching
FPo. Yet if two men who were obviously
prepossessed in the lady's favor were so
easily to be convinced by his report, some
old suspicions, some forgotten facts must
have rushed out of the dark to foregather
with it. French Eva had been afraid of
the Chinaman; yet even Follet had pooh-
poohed her fears; and her reputation was—
or had been—well-nigh stainless on Naa-
pu, which is, to say the least, a smudgy
place, Still—there was only one road for
reason to take, and in spite of these ob-
stacles it wearily and doggedly took it.

Joe, of course, was still absent; and
though I was never more in need of food,
my larder was empty. 1 would not go to
Dubois’s and encounter Follet and Ching
Po. Perhaps Madame Maiir would give
me a sandwich. T wanted desperately to
have done with the whole sordid business;

i

and had there been food prepared for me
at home, I think I should have barricaded
mysell there. But my hunger joined
hands with a lurking curicsity. DBetween
them they drove me to Madame Maiir's.

The lady bustled about at once to sup-
plv my needs. Her husband was still
away, and lunch there was not, in any
proper sense. But she fed me with odd
messes and endless cups of coffee. Hun-
ger disappeared, leaving curiosity starkly
apparent.

“How's Eva?" I asked.

Madame Maiir pursed her lips. “She
went away an hour ago,”

“Home "

The lady shrugged her shoulders. "1t
looked like it. I did not ask her. She

would go—with many thanks, but with
great resolution. . . . What has hap-
pened to vou?™ she went on smoothly.

I deliberated. Should I tell madame
anything or should I not? T decided not
to. *"Ching Po went back to the hotel,”
I said. ““I don't believe he meant to an-
noy you."”

She let the subject drop loyally. And,
indeed, with Ching Po and French Eva
both out of the way, she had become quite
normal again. Of course, if T would not
let her question me, I could not in fairness
question her. So we talked on idly,
neither one, I dare say, quite sure of the
other, and both ostensibly content to
wait. Or she may have had reasons as
strong as mine for wishing to forget the
affair of the morning.

I prew soothed:and oblivious. The
thing receded. I was just thinking of go-
ing home when Follet appeared at the
gate. Then I realized how futile had been
our common reticence.

“Is Eva here?' he shouted before he
reached us.

“She went home long ago.” Madame
Matir answered quietly, but I saw by her
quick shiver that she had not been at
peace, all this time.

*She's not there. The place is all shut
u _:nr

F“Dncsn’t she usually attend these fes-
tivities up the hill?" I asked.

His look went lhmugh me like a dagger.
“Not to-day, you fool !’

“Well, why worry about her?"” It
was 1 whr:l put it calmly. Six hours be-



560

fore, T had not been calm; but now I

looked back at that fever with contempt.
“She's been to Stires’s,” he went on;

and I could see the words hurt him.

“Well, then, ask him.”

“He was asleep. She left her beloved
gramophone there. He found it when he
waked.”

“Her gramophone?” I ejaculated.
“Where is Stires?"

“Looking for her—and hoping he won't
find her, curse him!"

Follet took hold of me and drew me
down the steps. “ Come along,” he said.
Then he turned to Madame Maiir.
“Sorry, madame. This is urgent. We'll
tell you all about it later.”

Feélicité Maitir did not approve of Follet,
but he could do no wrong when she was
actually confronted with him. She took
refuge in a shrug and went within.

When we were outside the gate, I stood
still and faced Follet. “What did Ching
Po tell you and Stires?"”

“Don’t vou know?" Sheer surprise
looked out at me from his eyes.

“0f course, I think I know. Da you
really want to tear the place up, looking
for her?"

“It's not that!” he shouted. *If it
had heen, every one would have known
it long since. Ching Po got it out of old
Dubois. 1 shook Dubois out of his opium
long enough to confirm it. I had to
threaten him. . . . Ching Po's a dirty
beast, but, according to the old man, he
told the truth. Ching Po did want to
marry her once. She wouldn't, of course,
and he's just been waiting to spike her
guns. When he found out she really
wanted that impossible Yankee, he said
he'd tell. She had hysterics. He waited
for her outside the Maiirs’ , hoping, I sup-
pose, it would work out anmhcr way.
When we appeared, he decided to get his
work in. He probably thought she had
sent for us. And he was determined no
one should stop him from telling. Now
do you see? Come on.” He pulled at
my arm.

“In heaven's name, man, what did he
tell " 1 almost shrieked.

*Just the one thing you Yankees can't
stand,” Follet sneered. “A touch of the
tar-brush. She wasn't altogether French,
you see. Old Dubois knows her pedigree.

French Eva

Her grandmother was a mulatto, over
Penang way. She knew how ST.lres felt
on the subject—a damn, dirty ship-

chandler no self-res.p-er:ting officer deals’

ai Hei‘s -

with——"

“None of that !" I said sharply.
a good man, Stires. A darned sight too
good for the Naapu grafters. A darned
sight too good to go native—" Then I
stopped, for Follet was hardly himself,
nor did I like the look of myself as a com-
mon scold.

We did not find Stires, and after an
hour or two we gave up the search. By
dusk, Follet had got to the breaking-
pmnt He was jumpy. 1 took him back
myself to the hotel, and pushed him
viciously into Ching Po’s arms. The ex-
preszionless Chinese face might have been
a mask for all the virtues; and he re-
ceived the shaking burden of Follet as
meekly as a sister of charity.

I bought some tinned things for my’

dinner and took my way home. I should
not, I felt sure, be interrupted, and I
meant to turn in early. Madame Maiir
would be telling the tale to her husband:
Follet would, of a certainty, be drunk;
and Stires would be looking, 1 supposed,
for French Eva. French Eva, 1 thought,
would take some finding; but Stires was
the best man for the job. It was certain-
Iy not my business to notify any one that
night. So I chowed alone, out of the tins,
and smoked a long time—alone—in the
moonlight.

It was not Stires, after all, who found
her, though he must have hunted the
better part of that night. It was three

days before she was washed ashore. She -

was discovered by a crew of fishermen
whom she had often beaten down in the
way of business. They brought her in
from the remote cove, with loud lamen-
tations and much pride. She must have
rocked back and forth between the shore
and the reef, for when they found her, her
body was badly battered. From the cliff
above, they said, she looked at first like
a monstrous catch of seaweed on the
sand. Her hair , -, .

Follet had treated himself to a three
days' drinking-bout, and only emerged,
blanched and palsied, into a town filled
with the clamor of her funeral. Stires harl
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shut up his junk-shop for a time and
stayed strictly at home. I went to see
him the day after they found her. His
face was drawn and gloomy, but it was
the face of a man in his right mind. 1
think his svorst time was that hour after
Follet had followed Ching Po out of his
warehouse, He never told me just how
things had stood between French Eva and
him, but I am sure that he believed Ching
Po at once, and that, from the moment
Ching Po spoke, it was all over. It was
no longer even real to him, so surely had
his inborn prejudice worked. Stires was
no Pierre Loti.

In decency we had to mention her.
There was a great to-do about it in the
town, and the tom-toms had mysteriously
returned from the hillsides.

*I've been pretty cut up about it all,”
he admitted. “But there’s no doubt it's
for the best. As I look back on it, T see
she mever was comfortable in her mind.
On and off, hot and cold—and I took it
for flightiness. The light broke in on me,
all of a sudden, when that dirty vellow
rascal began to talk. But if you'll believe
me, sir, I used to be jealous of Follet.
Think of it, now.” He began to whittle,

Evidently her ravings to Madame
Maiir had not yet come to his ears. Ma-
dame Maiir was capable of holding her
tongue; and there was a chance Follet
might hold his. At all events, I would
not tell Stires how seriously she had loved
him. He was a very provincial person,
and I think—considering her pedigree—
it would have shocked him.

French Eva's cerebrations are in some
ways a mystery to me, but I am sure she
knew what she wanted. [ fancy she
thought—but, as I say, I do not know—
that the mode of her passing would at

a6l

least make all clear to Stires. Perhaps
she hoped for tardy regrets on his part;
an ex-post-facto decision that it didn't
matter. The hot-and-cold business had
probably been the poor girl's sense of
honor working—though, naturally, she
couldn’t have known (on Naapu) the
peculiar impregnability of Stires's prej-
udices. When you stop to think of it,
Stires and his prejudices had no business
in such a place, and nothing in earth or
sky or sea could have foretold them to the
population of that landscape. Perhaps
when she let herseli go, in the strong seas,
she thought that he would be at heart her
widower. Don't ask me. Whatever poor
little posthumous success of the sort she
may have hoped for, she at least paid for
it heavily—and in advance. And, as you
see, her ghost never got what her body
had paid for. It is just as well: why
should Stires have paid, all his life? But
if you doubt the strength of her sincerity,

"let me tell you what every one on Naapu

was perfectly aware of: she could swim
like a Kanaka; and she must have let
herself go on those familiar waters, against
every instinct, like a piece of driftwood.
Stires may have managed to blink that
fact; but no one else did.

Lockerbie gave a dinner-party at the
end of the week, and Follet got drunk
quite early in the evening. He embar-
rassed every one (except me) by announc-
ing thickly, at dessert, that he would
have married French Ewva if she hadn't
drowned herself. I believed it no more
the second time than I had believed it
the first. Anyhow,she wouldn't have had
him. Schneider left us during those days.
We hardly noticed his departure. Ching
Po still prospers. Except Stires, we are
not squeamish on Naapu,

Yor. LEVIIL.—35



THE TRAIL TO! KAIETEUR

THE GREAT SOUTH AMERICAN FALLS, 822 FEET HIGH,
AND 400 FEET WIDE

By Eleanor Beers Lestrade
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FHN the heart of the South
American forest, in a region
2] that is called by the natives
=) Behind God's Back,” isa

M waterfall that for its width
¥ is the highest in the world,
but as the trip from Georgetown, British
Guiana—the nearest point of civilization
—is long and difficult, it has not been seen
by more than a hundred white men, and,
al the most, ten white women.

Last spring my husband and I went to
Eritish Guiana, and during the voyage
we heard of the Kaieteur Falls from two
of the passengers who had seen them.
What they told us filled us with such a
longing to see these falls that we spent
twelve of our sixteen days’ stay in British
Guiana in making the trip. We were
very fortunate in persuading Mr. and
Mrs. Philipps, friends of ours from Trini-
dad, to join us.

As far as we could learn, we are the only
party to have made the trip in May,
which is the rainy season, when the falls
are at their best but when reaching them
15 the most difficult; and I believe I am
the only Ametican woman ever to have
seen the Kaieteur Fallz.

The following is a slight elaboration of
the diary I kept during the trip:

A

Thursday, Aay &th,

We left Georgetown early in the morn-
ing by a small river steamer and started
up the wide, brown, Demerara River in a
shower—this being the wet season, it was
more apt than not to be raining—steam-
ing past plantations of sugar and cocoa,
rows of tall palms, and feathery, pale-
green bamboos,

As the boys in the tropics are nearly
amphibious, we were surprised to see no
bathers in the river. We were told that
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river-bathing all through Guiana is very
dangerous, on account of a fish called the
“perae,"” which is very voracious, and can
bite through flesh and bone, as the stumps
of missing fingers and toes of natives tes-
tified. We saw at once that the bathing-
suits we had brought were going to be
entirely superfluous.

The farther we went up the river the
more dense the undergrowth became.
Huge trees weighted down with vines and
creepers hung over the water. Nothing
of the bank could be seen, only a tangled
mass of vegetation tumbling over itself
in dank waves of brilliant green. The
cozing, dripping jungle that we had read
and dreamed about, and had come two
thousand miles to see, was closing in upon _
us.
But it had not closed in entirely.
Every few miles the steamer would whis-
tle and slow up, and a **curial ™ would put
out from the shore, paddled by blacks,
Chinese, or East Indian coolies, Into
these curials would be tumbled a pas-
senger or two, a barrel of flour, or a letter,
to be paddled back to a little clearing
where there were a few thatched huts,
with some cassavas planted around them,
and a little patch of cane or of maize, so
that with fish caught in the river, these
proneers could exist very comfortably,
and only superfluous luxuries like flour
and tinned goods need be imported from
Georgetown,

There was always the greatest excite-
ment in unloading the cargo, human or
otherwise, into these superlatively un-
steady little boats. The boatmen would
shout, and the passengers would chatter
like monkeys in some incomprehensible
patois, while we hung delightedly over the
rail, convinced each time that the curial
must upset. But, though providence
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was tempted to the breaking-point re-
peatedly, this never happened.

We saw a great many curials during
the day, and also passed rafts of green-
heart logs, lashed to some lichter wood, as
green-heart will not float.  In the centre
of these rafis were shelters, and in these
improvised house-boats whole families
would live, and drift with the tide to

Georgetown. When this was adverse
they would tie up to the bank and wait
for a change of tide to take them farther
on their journey. This method of bring-
ing logs to market often consumed two
or three days, but as time on the Dem-
erara River is not of the slightest value,
and all such expenses as rent and house-
repairs are avoided, it is really an excel-
503
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lent profession. A green-heart log squar-
ing twenty inches is approximately two
hundred and fifty vears old; so, although
these logs are extremely valuable, it would
hardly be a short cut to fortune to plant
green-heart trees in one's back yard.

Just before breakfast a grizzled old
negro came and bowed obsequiously, in-
troducing himself as Jones, who would
serve us in the capacity of cook and but-
ler—and serve himself with any liquid
refreshment he could get hold of—though
we did not find this out until later,

He brought us a very fair breakfast of
fish that was just caught, and therefore
delicious; and meat that was just killed,
and therefore tough and tasteless, helped
out with potatoes, cassavas, and yams
that all taste very much alike. Atabout
three we had tea, and soon after arrived
at Wismar, the great shipping centre for
green-heart logs, sixty-six miles up the
Demerara River and the end of our day's
journey by steamer.

From Wismar we took a little, narrow-
gauge train to Rockstone on the Esse-
quibo River, eighteen miles away, where
we were to spend our first night. The en-
gine of the little toy train burns wood, so
that showers of sparks pour from the
smoke-stack and over the passengers, who
have anything but a restful trip as they
have constantly to dodge and brush off
sparks to keep from being burnt.

When we arrived it was too dark to see
anything but a large rest-house built on
stilts, surrounded by tall grass with the
forest quite close behind, and overlooking
the Essequibo River. We were grateful
for an excellent dinner, cooked and served
by a little old negre in charge of the rest-
house, Our retainer Jones made the
most of being off duty by getting drunk,
and grandiloquently ordering the other
old negro about, assuring us all the while
that our comfort was his first considera-
tion.

The beds, to which we retired early,
were carefully screened—not from mos-
quitoes, as there were few—but on ac-
count of the vampire bats which have
always to be guarded against when in the
bush. With the booming of frogs, and
the occasional howls of baboons (called
red howlers) in the forest behind us, we
dropped off to sleep.

The Trail to Kaieteur

Friday, May gth,

At daybreak we started up the Esse-
quibo River, which is as wide and smooth
as a lake in spite of the very strong cur-
rent, and is brown as are all the rivers of
Guiana—not from mud, but from decayed
vegetation,

In the launch were our boatmen—
twelve muscular, grinning blacks—the
few clothes they wore so patched that
often the original garment had been lost
sight of entirely. These people are un-
doubtedly lazy, but the persistence with
which they patch, and repatch, and then
patch the worn-out patches of a garment
shows thrift which is hard to reconcile
with their general shiftlessness.

The scenery on the Essequibo is on a
much grander scale than on the Deme-
rarda. The river is wider, and the trees
on either side are higher, and are moulded
into fantastic shapes by the creepers that
cover them like draperies. Lianas sev-
enty feet long trail from the tops of glant
trees like halyards on a ship. No bank
is visible—nothing but the riot of tropical
vegetation struggling for existence, and
crowding over the banks into the rain-
swollen river.

We zigzagged up the river to avoid
rocks and shoals. The Essequibo is
wide, but very shallow even in the rainy
season, and we kept close to the bank
whenever possible because of the current.
This gave us a close view of the vegeta-
tion, and we revelled in the colors of
the flowering creepers and bushes, and of
the brilliant butterflies that rose from
the blossoms and flapped lazily over the
water. Parrots flew over our heads, fly-
ing generally in pairs, though sometimes
in flocks—easy to recognize even at a
distance by their jerky flight. There
was no sound but the chugging of the en-
gine and the occasional metallic call of a
bell-bird in the forest.

But when there is emptliness within it
takes more than surrounding beauty to
satisfy an earthbound soul, so the smell
of bacon frying, and the sight of Jones
bustling about, was very welcome. The
old scoundrel gave us such an excellent
breakfast of fresh fish, bacon and eggs,
rice, potatoes, canned pears, and cofiee
that we forgot entirely his sins of the
night before.
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Soon after breakfast pale-gray moun-
tains were faintly seen in the distance, at
first hard to distinguizh from the clouds
that hung low over the trees. There
were many small islands here, and we
wound in and out between them, the
trees nearly meeting over our heads, We
saw small white orchids, big purple pas-
sion-flowers, bushes with great bunches of
burnt-orange flowers, trees with fruit like
vellow grapes growing in great clusters,
and trees with red and yellow dangling
pods—all these so near to us that we
could pick them as we passed. Soon
after we passed a little settlement of In-
dian huts known as “ajupas,” with
pointed, thatched roofs and open on all
four sides, affording the well-known pri-
vacy of a goldfish. But there was no living
thing that we could discover but a few
brilhant, long-tailed macaws,and a toucan
high up on the branch of a tree, with such
a tremendous bill we wondered he did not
pitch forward on his head.

Late in the afternoon we reached the
mouth of the Potaro River. The Potaro
flows into the Essequibo, and, as it was to
see the Potaro make its famous plunge
that we had come into this beautiful
tropic wilderness, we welcomed it as the
beginning of our real pilgrimage.

Where the two rivers meet there are a
few shacks and quite a collection of row-
boats and curials. We stopped here for a
few minutes, and the entire population,
about ten in all, and all very black, came
down to look at us. There was a very
large sign which read: “No boats and
canoes can be removed without the per-
mission of the C. in C."” A gentleman
unobtrusively dressed in about a quarter
of a yard of red bathing-suit may pos-
sibly have been the commander-in-chief,
but we could not, of course, be sure. Tt
must have been a very responsible posi-
tion.

From the mouth of the Potaro it rained
incessantly. We all huddled together in
the dryest corner we could find until we
heard the roar of rapids, and the launch
stopped at the landing at Tumatumari.

The rest-house—like the one at Rock-
stone, but about half the =zize—is built on
rising ground above the rapids. Here,
after dinner, we met the Carib Indian
captain who was to take us to the falls,
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Saturday, May 1oth.

It was a beautiful clear morning when
we started, and the sun shining on the
swirling white rapids made a dazzlingly
lovely picture. We walked to the farther
side of the rapids, where a launch was
waiting to take us and our boatmen the
ten miles to Potaro Landing. All our
supplies, including ten hitterly complain-
ing chickens, their feet tied together,
were stowed away on board, and we
started slowly up the river, keeping as
close to the bank as possible on account
of the current,

As we brushed past trees, some drip-
ping orange-colored fruit into the water,
some covered with big, pale-mauve
flowers, and some with little hanging
brown bells, we disturbed flocks of small
bats which fluttered out over the wa-
ter, and hurried back to the shelter of the
forest when we had passed.

Little brown monkeys jabbered and
parrots screamed over our heads. We
saw several snakes stretched along
branches, their coloring making them
almost impossible to distinguish from the
creepers. Numbers of big blue butter-
flies flapped lazily about, and many col-
ored dragon-flies hovered in the hot, still
air. A bill-bird, =itting on the end of a
hranch—mostly hill as his name implies
—solemnly eyed our approach.

At about one o'clock we saw a few
houses in a clearing and a dock where
some hoats were tied, and one of the boat-
men blew on a big copper horn to an-
nounce our arrival to Potaro Landing.

The river above Potaro Landing is full
of rapids, so that we had to walk the
seven miles from there to Kangaruma,
where we were to spend the night. The
first two miles were over a hot, red, sandy
road where pineapples grew and little
basking lizards whisked their brilliant,
flexible bodies out of our way. The rest
of the walk was through the forest, which
seemed deliciously cool by contrast, with
its tall liana-hung trees and bright rust-
colored streams that we crossed on green-
heart logs.

Kangaruma is a little clearing on the
bank of the Potaro River. The only
buildings are a rest-house and a little
shack where an old caretaker and his
wife live, These old people interested us
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very much, especially the old woman,
who was a mixture of Spaniard and In-
dian, and had a fine face, although it was
as wrinkled as a raisin and she was quite
toothless. She told us that they had
lived there for eight years, but that two
or three times a year they walked to Po-
taro Landing to do some shopping and
get the news. We thought of Potaro
Landing with its two or three houses, and
little store that didn’t sell anything, and
we told her she was quite right to keep
up with the outside world,

The rest-house at Kangaruma, and the
ones that followed, could not be classed
with the palatial luxury of the rest-houses
at Rockstone and Tumatumari. They
were nothing but shacks, with two main
rooms and two or three little enclosed
alcoves, where a really fastidious trav-
eller, equipped with a jug of rain-water,
could bathe in privacy.

Here we were first introduced to the
folding canvas beds that we were to carry
with us for the rest of our trip. They
were exactly six feet long by two and a
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half feet wide, and as we are all of us
fairly good-sized, we had the greatest
difficulty in lying in them without touch-
ing the net, which, on account of the
vampire bats, it was advisable not to do.

Perhaps I should say a word here about
vampire bats, lest any one should confuse
them with the film wariety of vampire,
They are blood-sucking bats that will at-
tack sleeping animals and even human
beings, and suck enough blood to be seri-
ously weakening, though probably not
dangerous. It iz a particularly unpleas-
ant experience, and, as a member of the
last party to make the trip had lost a
part of a toe and a great deal of blood, we
took special pains to tuck in our nets care-
fully, and sleep with lights.

Sunday, May rxth.
We and our men and supplies were
loaded inte a thirty-foot boat that was
to take us to the next falls at Amatuk,
and we left Kangaruma soon after sup-
rise. The bowman stood or squatted
in the bow, then came four pairs of pad-



Leoading our boat at Kangaruma.

dlers, then Jones hali asleep, then the four
of us, and in the stern three paddlers and
the captain, who steered. The men had
short paddles that threw the water high
in the air with every stroke, and clicked
in unison on the gunwales of the boat.
There was a tremendous current, and
even keeping as close to the bank as we
did, our progress was very slow. When

we watched the water that raced past
us, it seemed as if we were flving, but
when we watched the bank we saw that
we scarcely moved.

One of the paddlers called out, ** Water
me, water me.” Another splashed some
water with his paddle. This meant that
the first paddler had a song that he could
not rest until he had sung, and the other

sty
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by splashing the water showed that he
was waiting with the greatest impatience
to hear the song and join n the chorus.
These songs, or chanleys, were very sim-
ple and monotonous in words and music,
but wonderfully melodious when sung by
a dozen happy, lusty blacks paddling up

to Kaieteur
would rather sing. Then he would call,
“ Compliment! Compliment!"” and we
would clap, and tell lum we were en-
chanted with his performance,

As it was Sunday, they interspersed the
programime with “Sunday chanteys.™
One of these ran something like this:

The Amatuk Falls,

The Tushing brown water tumbles gver hig boulders, churning itself into foam that Glls the rdver below.—Page g7,

a tropical river. The men clicked their
paddles on the gunwales in time to the
chantey, and paddled much better when
they sang.

Sometimes we could understand and
make sense out of the words, but more
often not. The chantey-man would sing
the first line of the song, and the others
would join in the second line. If it wasa
pretentious somg with more than two
lines, the chantey-man would sing the
third line, and the chorus would wind up
the verse. This would be repeated over
and over again, until the chantey-man
was tired, or thought of a new song he

* David mourning for his 2on, Abzalom;
{Chorus) Son Absalom, son Abzalom.
David mourning for his zon, Absalom;
(Chorus) Absalom, Absalom, Absalom.'

I remember the chorus only of the other
Sunday chantey, which ran:

*“Fire burning down below, hey hol
Fire burning down below ™

Our favorite chantey, the words of
which almost made sense, was: “Blow de
man down.” The man was to be blown
down with a bottle of rum or a bottle of
gin, or anything that wasn't prohibition,
and he was to be blown deown to Amatuk,
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Waratuk, or Kaieteur Falls, or anywhere
the chantey-man wanted him blown.
With this range of variations to choose
from, this song could be kept up much
longer than the others.

Often we had to tie up to the bank to
rest the men, and sometimes the current
was so tremendous that the boat had to
be dragred along by ropes from the
shore, and by the overhanging branches.
This latter method is called “monkey-
jumping,” and we became very famihar
with the term, as we used it often.

It had rained off and on all the morn-
ing, the clouds hanging low over the trees
with only occasional bursts of sunshine,
but toward noon the clouds lifted and
we saw high mountains in the distance,
mostly covered with trees, but a few with
sheer precipices of bare pinkish rock.

We tied up to the bank for lunch, and
the men went ashore and built a fire, and
cooked a mixture of rice and tomatoes and
meat. We stayed in the boat, as the
bank was very wet, and had tinned saus-
age and hread and jellv, which didn't
look nearly as good as the men’s hot
lunch. The tree to which our boat was
tied was covered with fruit like huge green
cherries, and over it trailed a creeper with
scarlet, star-shaped flowers. The smell
of the cooking and the damp, pungent
smells of the forest, the chattering, soft-
voiced negroes, and the brilliant vegeta-
tion combined to make the sceme very
fascinating to our unaccustomed northern
eyes, p

Late in the afterncon we reached the
Amatuk Falls, which would be worth
seeing in themselves if the great falls did
not entirely  eclipse them. They are
about forty fect high, but the drop is not
sheer. The rushing brown water tum-
bles over big boulders, churning itself into
foam that fills the river below. On the
other side of the falls, above the dense
forest that borders the river, rises Mount
Amatuk, a straight wall of pinkish rock
fringed with dark green.

We spent the night at Amatuk and the
next day pushed on, as we thought to
Tukeit, which is the landing-place for the
falls. But, driven back by the current
as we were, it was the next afternoon be-
fore we reached the Waratuk rapids,
where there is a stop and a portage. Here
we were delayed further, as it took the
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men two hours to drag the boat a distance
of perhaps fifty yards through the rush-
ing white water. They were so exhausted
that they could not go any further that
night, which meant that we slept prac-
tically in the open—our four little cots
clumped together under a shelter that
was no better protection against the rain
than the Indian “ajupas’ we had turned
up our noses at on the way to Tuma-
tumari.

Tuesday, May 13th.

In the morning, four limp, bedraggled-
looking creatures, who had slept in their
clothes and looked it, strapggled out about
sunrise. Fortunately, the sun did rize in
a blaze of gold, and our spirits rose with
it.

The river was running like a mill-race,
and when we started in the boat we had
to monkeyjump for about a quarter of a
mile to keep from being swept back into
the rapids.

We shot these rapids on our return in
less than a minute, in contrast to the two
hours it had taken the boat to get through
them going up; and the trip from Tukeit
to Kangaruma took eight hours inst
of the best part of three days.

The mists slowly lifted, and the moun-
tains began to appear. Often we seemed
entirely surrounded by mountains, and
then a turn of the river would show us the
valley ahead through which our route
lay. The absolute stillness and isolation
were very impressive to me. We heard
nothing but the occasional call of a bird,
and we saw no human being not in our
party from the time we leit Kangaruma
until the old couple greeted us on our
return.

After about two hours’ paddling we saw,
far in the distance, a whitish patch that
was almost obscured by a round knoll of
a mountain. This was our first sight of
the Kaieteur Falls. The men, cheered by
the sight, redoubled their efforts, and
though it was the stiffest kind of paddling,
and they often had to monkeyjump, we
reached Tukeit, the landing-place for the
Kaieteur trail, about noon.

Tukeit is at the foot of the round, knoll-
like mountain we had seen from the river.
The great falls cannot be seen, but the
scenery is majestic and very beautiful.
The Tukeit Falls stand sentinel to the



standing at the brink of the falls and looking back over the way we had come
the trail to Kaieteur,

Kaieteur Gorge, a narrow defile between
high green mountains, through which rush
swirling white rapids, driven on by the
tremendous leap of the river,

The name “Kaieteur” was originally
“Kaietuk," and means “Old Man's Fall.”
This name resulted from a pleasant prac-
tice of the early Indians of sending their
old people over the falls when they were
too old to be of further use. These In-

dians and their lanpuage have now dis-
appeared, and their present-day descen-
dants, who are themselves rapidly dying
off, know nothing of the meaning of the
old names. In Georgetown I tried to
find out the meaning of Tumatumari,
Amatuk, Kangaruma, etc.,, but could
learn nothing except that where *Tuk™
forms part of the name it means falls, as
Amatuk, Waratuk, Tukeit, and Kaietuk,

571



b7

We started the climb at about two
o'clock, with the captain as a guide. It
was very wet walking, as the rain of the
night before had drenched everything.
At first the incline was gradual, but soon
it became steeper, and finally nothing but
a scramble,

We crossed several streams on green-
heart logs and scrambled over boulders—
all very slippery, as they were covered
with wet moss; and we had to stop often
to rest and catch our breath. The slip-
pery slope would have been impossible to
climb if it had not been for the interlac-
ing roots of the trees that acted as steps,
and for every step that we took forward
we had to take a step upward.

After two hours of hard climbing we
came to a level space. This was the end
of the climb, but we still had to plod on
through a drenching rain for about an
hour before coming in sight of the rest-
honse. Heavenly sight !

After a short rest and a long drink, we
went to get our first look at the falls,
The rest-house is situated on a small pla-
teau covered with sand and pebbles.
Due to the heavy rains, there were many
little rivuletz that the sun, which had
just come out, was doing its best to dry.
In this open space grew sissal, bamboo
orchids, which are sweet-smelling, and
other varieties of orchids, bluebells, and
lilies.

We walked to the edge of the gorge and
stood for the first time beside the Kai-
eteur Falls,

The sight of this great fall thundering
alone in the heart of the wilderness, sel-
dom seen and almost unknown, i1s im-
pressive in @ way that Niapara, or any
other of nature's wonders that has been
exploited by man, could never be. We
involuntarily drew back, dizzy from look-
ing into the awful depth of the chasm into
which the river plunged.

I think that even the man who said,
“Gosh, that’s neat,” of Niagara, would
have been speechless before the far greater
spectacle of Kajeteur,

It reminded us of the story of “Jack
and the Bean-Stalk,” the impression of
two worlds was so distinct.  One starting
from the base of the falls and stretching
in a broken silver thread, surrounded by
green-covered mountains, as far as the eye
could reach—the world that we had left
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to climb the bean-stalk into that other
upper world that started at the edge of
the falls; a world of green savannahs, en-
closed by distant blue hills, through which
flowed a placid river.

Connecting these two worlds was a
drop of eight hundred feet over which
poured a flood of foaming water, varying
in color from white spray to a deep coffee
color. The force with which the river
rushes over the precipice starts turning it
into spray soon after it commences its
long plunge, and the base of the fall is en-
tirely hidden by the mist that rises in
clouds. The sun shining on the mist
makes long rainbows, starting at the top
of the falls and losing themselves in an
opalescent swirl at the base.

The falls are four hundred feet wide,
and eight hundred and twenty-two feet
high. The sheer drop is seven hundred
and forty-one feet, but below that the fall
is broken by rocks. 1t is easier to visu-
alize this height if one remembers that the
Woolworth Building in New York is
about eight hundred feet high.

It is an unforgetable experience to crawl
out on Table Rock, that juts out into the
chasm, and look down into the gorge be-
low. The base of the fall is veiled in rising
banks of pale-colored mist, beyond this
the river can be seen—a ribbon of white
foam that from this distance looks motion-
less. Enormous boulders covered with
vivid green moss border the river on either
side,

As far as the eye can zee, the river wind=
between steeply sloping green banks—the
trail that leads to Kaieteur,

Above the falls are the savannah lands
—wonderful cattle country, and promis-

ing to be a source of great future wealth

to the colony when they are opened up.
Beyond the savannahs are-high mountain
ranges that, as we watched, changed from
blue to purple in the rays of the setting
sun.

That night we sat on the steps of the
rest-house and watched the mists that
rose from the Kaieteur Gorge turhed toan
ethereal silver by the rising moon. The
men had slung their hammocks under the
house and were singing softly:

“HBlow de man down to Kaieteur Falls,
Y, ho, blow de man down.
Blow him right down wid a bottle of rum
Yo, ho, blow de man down.”

-



It was a soft, dreamy, Mediterranean night, a night of romance,

CYNTHIA AND THE
By Arthur

CROOKED STREETS
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Author of * Black Magic™

TLLUSTRATIONS (WITH FRONTISPIECE) By . R. WEED

with stealthy steps, to es-
cape from the tiresome af-
ter-dinner circle of gray-
heads to which her aunt
had attached herself. She skipped away
to the promenade-deck and found friend
Willoughby idling in a deck-chair, smok-
ing his inevitable cigarette. The night
was warm, the sea like rippled ebony
satin-streaked with silver from a rising
moon. It was a soft, dreamy, Mediter-
ranean night, a night of romance.

She slipped into a chair beside Wil-
loughby, very quietly, eying him with a
furtive glance of admiration. Willoughby
was twenty-three—years and vears older
than Cynthia. His uniform, from the
pith helmet upon his head to his shining

leather boots, was remarkably becoming,
Cynthia realized with a little sigh that
she could not possibly expect romance
to come into her life for the first time in
such a magnificent form as this,

Willoughby had distinguished himself
in her eves by introducing himself in a
singularly unconventional manner. On
the morning they had leit Naples he had
watched her futile efforts to play the
game of quoits—with which, for some
mysierions reason, every good steamer is
equipped—in profound and silent amuse-
ment for fully ten minutes. And then he
had suddenly =aid:

“You can jolly well do better. Let
me show you |
To Cynthia this was delightful. She

scorned convention, because she was al-
ways having the importance of it drummed
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into her head by Aunt Kate and other
elderly people.

For some time she sat beside her idol,
gazing wistfully out to sea, her chin
cupped in very small white hands. Wil-
loughby, absorbed in an Egyptian guide-
book he had borrowed from the ship's
library, did not seem to be aware of her
existence; now and then he hlew large
smoke-rings from his mouth and sent
them drifting down the deck with an air
of pleased accomplishment.

Cynthia began to think it was high
time that he spoke to her.

“What a perfectly won-der-ful night,”
she sighed ecstatically., *“It makes me
long for adventure. Ii only something
exciting would happen to me—to take me
away from erdinary, every-day people
and things—"

Willoughhy closed his book with a bang
and stared at her with surprised blue eves.

“Say that all over again, would you?r"
he commanded,

She repeated her wish in as dreamy a
tone as she could summon,

“To tell the truth,” she concluded
impressively, I think I must be an ad-
venturess, That's what's the matter
with me.”

Willoughby was slightly shocked.

“1 say,” he protested, “just because
you're looking out for adventure, it
doesn't make you an adventuress—
really. An adventuress, y'know, is—
well, a brutish sort of a woman with
green eves and red hair. She generally
fills diplomats with drugged créme de
menthe, robs them of their papers, and
that sort of thing. A bad lot, altogether.”

The sordidness of the definition horri-
fied Cynthia.

“Of course I'm not fha!,” she said,
tossing her small head indignantly, so
that the curls of her russet hair danced in
the evening breeze,

“But I expect, just the same, to find
adventure when we reach Egypt. A—a
beautiful maiden cannot travel in these
foreign lands without becoming involved
in some kind of an intrigue—sooner or
later. At least, that's what I've read.”

The young Englishman stared at her
solemnly for 4 moment.

“You're not half bad-lookin’,” he con-
ceded with a chuckle. “I suppose you'll
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find somethin’, if you look out for it long
enough. Strikes me you've been read-
in' too much nonsense.”

Cynthia rose with grave dignity. That
Willoughby should adopt the tactics of
Aunt Kate was really the last straw.

“ Good night,” she said, nodding coldly.
“1 have some important correspondence
which I neglected to finish—if yvou will
excuse me. Besides, it is pretty late for
two young people—like ourselves—to he
sitting out on deck together.”

She walked away with head erect. Tt
was as well to be grown up when one
could, without being laughed at.

In the library she curled up on a corner
sofa like a young kitten and began to
read. The title of her wvolume was
“Harem Life in Islam.” Had a learned
professor with leaning toward psychology
glimpsed the inner workings of Cynthia's
mind at that moment he would doubtless
have been horrified at the seething mass
of romance, adventure, and intrigue that
whirled within her mind—the dreadful
effect of an overdose of light fiction, in
which she constantly imagined herself
as the heroine. But Cynthia was dis-
gusted; nothing ever happened to her.
In a word, she found the whole world
much too well-behaved to suit her.

At eleven o'clock Aunt Kate pounced
upon the red volume she was reading and
sent her off to bed.

“I'm only petting the proper atmos-
phere,” Cwynthia protested, “before T
reach Cairo. It is a city of mysteries, the
book says. One should be prepared for
anything."

As she undressed she looked at herself
in the mirror. For a moment she gazed
critically at her round childish face—
pink cheeks like hard fresh young apples,
large velvety-brown eyes, a pert little re-
troussé nose.

“After all,” she said thoughtfully. “I
don’t think I'm pretty enough to be ab-
ducted—they have to be really pretty to
be abducted, don’t they ? "

Aunt Kate gave a little shrick.

“Cynthia! What have you been read-
ing?"

Cynthia’s first week in Cairo was a
staggering disappointment, At the end
of it she had a confused impression of
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numerous and tiresome excursions to
moscues, caliphs’ tombs, pyramids, and
museums, accompanied by the usual
paraphernalia of guides, books, and ko-
daks. There was no mystery in Cairo.

On the afterncon of the eighth day

Uncle John, looking enormous in a new
white-serge suit and pith helmet—which
he had purchased at a so-called English
shop run by a wily Greek—came onto
the terrace of Shepheard’s Hotel, and
proposed a second trip to the Pyramids,
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“1 sup we should go twice,” Aunt
Kate admitted in a tired voice. “The
first impression is never the best. One is
so awed by their immensity that details
pass unnoticed——"

She rambled on, unwittingly quoting
her guide-book, of which she was a de-
voted student. Uncle John turned to
Cynthia, who was balancing herself
perilously on the terrace railing with a
generous display of her shapely legs that
had already brought forth a sharp re-
proval from Aunt Kate.

“Do you want to go to the Pyramids,
Cynthia?"”

Cynthia shook her head vigorously.

“Once is enough, uncle,” she answered
tartly. “Those Arabs almost pulled me
to pieces lasf time we climbed up. I'm
sore from it still.”

Uncle John lighted a cigar and looked
vaguely worried,

“If we go, you've got to stay right here
on the terrace till we get back.”

“Why, I'd love to,"” said Cynthia with
unexpected sweetness,

After she had seen her aunt and uncle
leave in an aribeyeh, driven by a youthful
Arab who wore a red tarbush jauntily
over one eve and belabored his horse un-
mercifully, Cynthia sat down in an arm-
chair at the end of the terrace to watch
the brilliant throng that filed unceasingly
past the doors of the hotel. The Sharia
el Kamel that afternoon was a seething
mass of plodding camels, overburdened
donkeys followed by shrieking donkey-
boys, fruit and cake wvenders, fortune-
tellers and snake-charmers—the whole
glorious pageant of an Arabian Nights'
tale unfolded itself before her eyes in a
brilliant multicolored picture.

Behind her, on the terrace, an English-
man and an American were discussing
the scene. Cynthia could not help over-
hearing their words,

“I had no idea,” the American was
saying, ““that Cairo was so civilized. Ex-
cept for the natives, it isn’t very different
from any Eurcpean city. In a way it's
disappointing—after all you hear about
the dangers, the mysteries of Cairo——""

The Englishman interrupted:

“Cairo, like any other town, has its
different aspects. You're in the Euro-
pean quarter here, under government
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protection. I dare say you're as safe as
on your own Fifth Avenue.

“All these things vou read about—the
secret murders, the robberies, the in-
trigues—they happen in the native quar-
ters, in old Cairo——"

He paused to wave a hand toward the
east, where a minaret pointed to the hlue
heavens above a squalid mass of crooked
gray houses,

*“The real Cairo is over there beyond
the Esbekieh Gardens, in those dark,
crooked little streets at the end of the
Mouski—that's where your Arahian
Nights hegin.”

Cynthia’s attention was suddenly at-
tracted to a dragoman who, standing in
the midst of a group of chattering guides
at the foot of the terrace, was bowing oh-
sequiously to her. He was a short, stout
Arab, with skin the color of coffee. She
recognized him as Achmet, a guide who
had accompanied her uncle on several ex-
cursions. He came up to her, rubbing his
fat, oily hands.

“My lady. You remember Achmet,
your very clever guide?™

Cynthia nodded, hali-alarmed.

“Tt is a be-utiful day, my lady. Would
vou not like to go somewhere?”

Cynthia's eves suddenly danced with
excitement. She clasped her small hands
impulsively.

“Yes. Take me—somewhere. Take
me to the bazaars, to those funny little
crooked streets I've heard about.”

Achmet paused before answering, lost
in thought:

“Would my lady like to go to the Ba-
zaar of the Perfumers—perhaps to buy
some attar of roses? Tt is very sweet.”

Cynthia glanced hurriedly around the
terrace.

“I must be back before five,” she said
tremblingly.

Achmet assured her that they would
be back hefore five.

“All right. Just wait here till T get
my camera,” she told him, and ran into
the hotel.

She reappeared five minutes later, and
they started down the Sharia el Kamel
together. As they passed the Greek
cafés more than one dapper young Egyp-
tian, sipping his afternoon coffee at a
marble-topped table, turned curious eyes
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toward this strange pair—the fat Achmet
in his flowing white galabeah, and the
very small and dainty little American
who tripped along gayly at his side.
Adventure! The word rang in Cyn-
thia's mind as they turned from the
parched, dusty stretts into the Esbekieh
Gardens where Cairene gentlemen of
leisure smoked their cigarettes and read
their newspapers under the cool shade of

the leafy lebbek-trees. They crossed the*

Mouski—the street that is a connecting-

link between the new Cairo and the old—

and plunged into a dark, crooked alley, so

narrow that only a ten-foot strip of blue
Yoo, LXVIIL.—a7

sky was visible between the roofs of the
squalid sombre houses. Furtive eyes
pecred down at them, now and then,
from behind latticed windows framed in
quaint arabesques of stained glass; from
shadowed corners crippled beggars called
for alms and fortune-tellers screamed
their trade. Cynthia found a swarm of
hali-naked little brown boys trailing after
her with Althy outstretched palms clamor-
ing for the inevitable bakshish. They
passed by the white walls of a mosque,
and through the half-open doors of
chiselled bronze she caught a glimpse of a
richly mosaiced courtyard where a foun-

T
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tain flashed red and blue in the sombre
light that penetrated the colored win-
dows,

They turned into another street lined
with tiny shops, and Achmet paused to
greet a cross-legged sheikh upon a straw
mat.

“Peace be with you,” said the holy
man.

“God's merey and blessing,” replied
Achmet devoutly.
The romance of Islam was about

them, even in the smell of the air, which
was fragrant with many subtly min-

musk.

“This is the Street of the Perfumers,™
announced Achmet, and led Cynthia sud-
denly down a flight of steps into a very
small and dingy shop, where a crooked
little old man crouched amidst a thou-
sand fantastic bottles of u!ni periume.
Cynthia looked at the old man’s face and
averted her eyes quickly; she didn't like
his twisted smile and his long yellow
teeth.

“How much does he want for that?”
she asked Achmet, indicating a long thin
bottle of jasmine. The senile one became
instantly voluble in a series of guttural
sounds which Achmet tranzlated to her.

“For you, my lady, he says the price
will be only one pound, English gold.”

Cynthia's eves widened. It was her
first experience of Arabic salesmanship.

“A pound for that!” she said, and
looked at the bottle doubtfully. Achmet
shrugged his shoulders apologetically and
began to haggle with the merchant.
Presently he turned again to her.

“He sayvs my lady may have it for
twelve piastres—as a gift from him.”

Cynthia paid the money into the old
man’s trembling, wizened hand and
started to leave the shop.

As they passed up the narrow steps
Achmet’s flowing robes brushed against a
counter, and a bottle of musk went crash-
ing to the earthen floor, where it shat-
tered into a hundred gleaming fragments.
Achmet turned back and reluctantly
handed the merchant a silver piece.

“Here," he zaid in Arabic, “this for
thy flask of musk which T have broken.”

The old one snarled and showed his
vellow teeth.
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“(Child of a Jew!" he screamed, “that
is worth three gold pounds. Did I not
bring it all the way from Shubra?"

Achmet laughed.

“The price is a handsome one; if thou
canst get it for the remaining bottles, thou
art lucky.” He prepared to escort Cyn-
thia from the shop. But Hassan the
merchant laid a skinny hand upon his
shoulder to detain him.

Cynthia screamed and Achmet flew
into a rage.

“Take thy vile hands off me!” he
roared. “Thou offspring of a humped
buffalo !™

“Thou wouldst rob a dead sheikh of
his turban,” quoth Hassan in a shriek
that could be heard in the Street of Car-
petzellers a quarter of a mile away, The
two of them began to hurl insults at each
other at the top of their voices, while
Cynthia stood by looking at them both
with frightened brown eyes.

A white-uniformed native policeman
suddenly plunged down-the steps past
her. For an instant he surveyed the
quarrelling ones, coolly, with folded
arms. Then he seized both of them and
dragged them from the shop. Down the
street he took them, still screaming,
while a motley evil-smelling crowd of
Arabs collected about Cynthia, whostood
bewildered upon the steps of the shop.

She watched the policeman as he dls-
appeared round a corner with his noisy
PTI"TUHE"H

At first she was frightened, over-
whelmed by a sense of her own helpless-
ness. Gradually her fear changed to in-
dignation as she thought of the buffoon
policeman, so overcome with the im-
portance of his duty that he forgot to
notice her,

She turned her attention to the dozen
or more native youths who were gaping
at her with exasperating intensity.

"Shoo !"" she said, and waved her arms
as if she were trying to get rid of so many
flies. Apparently the Arabs found this a
new cause for diversion, for they stared
at her harder than ever. One of them
grinned, showing large white teeth.

She glanced up the street.

“0h, well,”” she said to herseli with a
bravely assumed calm, “I guess T can
find my way home all right, after all.”
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Cynthia clutched the other end of it firmly and pulled with all her strength —Page 28s,
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And she started off—in exactly the op-
posite direction from which she had come.

In the shadowed wall of El Almar,
which iz the Red Mosque, Cynthia saw an
open door, and being of an inguiring dis-
position, she halted to glance within it.
In the great courtyard of tiled marble and
mosaic, surrounded by walls bearing
gilded quotations from the Koran, some
kind of a meeting was taking place.
Several hundred young students were
squatted in a great semicircle about the
court, listening’ with-rapt attention to
the speech of a tall man who stood in
their midst.

The speaker’s impassioned pgestures
and strident tones interested Cynthia;
she knew that the man was a Mecca
pilgrim because he wore a green turban
—so0 much she had learned from her
guide-book—and because he was very
handsome and very picturesque she drew
her camera from its pigskin case and
pointed the lens toward him.

Just as she snapped the shutter the
man looked at her; in an instant he had
cleared the width of the courtyard in
three gigantic bounds and was clutching
her wrists with his lean brown hands. He
began dragging her round a corner of the
wall, beyond the sight of the students.
Cynthia opened her small red mouth to
scream, but the man clapped a hand over
her lips.

She began to struggle viclently, twist-
ing and squirming—trving to trip him
up, but nothing would break the steely
grip on her wrists.

Even in this terrible moment her crav-
ing for adventure, her love of excitement,
gradually conquered her fear. She was
thrilled to the core; something had hap-
pened to her at last—just like the things
which happened in books. She looked
up at her captor.

He was good-looking, his features elean-
cut, his nose aguiline, his complexion the
color of fine bronze. He was tall, too,
and powerfully built,

“Let me go!” she cried, half sobbing,
a5 soon as he removed his hand from her
mouth. “How dare you! What right
have you—to touch me!"

The man looked up and down the alley
in which they were standing and, finding
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it deserted, released her. He smiled down
at her with a scornful curl of his thin lips,
then spoke for the first time—in excellent
Enplish:

“What right had you to take the
photograph of a holy man from Mec-
EH.?”

“I—I'm sorry,” stammered Cynthia,
“T had no idea that it wasn’t allowed.”

The green-turbaned one shrugged his
shoulders.

“Of course you did not know. Inglesi
never know such things. All Inglesi are
ignorant of sacred customs.”

“I'm not Inglesi,” pouted Cynthia,
“I'm American.”

“TInglesi—American, it is all the same.
More ignorant even than the fellahin in
the durrah fields

His voice suddenly took on an earnest
tone:

“Now if the young lad}r will give me
the film in her camera which bears my
picture, T will let her go upon her way,”

Cynthia stared at him in indigna-
tion:

“Give you the film—with all my pic-

tures! Why, I never heard of such a
thing ! Of course I won't!” She began
to count upon her fingers: ‘“There's

one of Uncle John climbing the Sphinx,
and two of Aunt Kate at the Mena House,
and a funny one of Achmet on a camel,
and

The man from Mecca interrupted her
angrily:

*Give me the film, or I will take the
camera !”

He lunged forward and grabbed the
handle of her camera. Cynthia clutched
the other end of it firmly and pulled with
all her strength, her teeth set determined-
ly: the man gave a sudden wrench and
the handle came away within his hands.
Like a flash Cynthia was down the alley,
skirts flying, her precious camera tucked
beneath her arm,

At ten minutes to five Cynthia dragged
herself up the steps of Shepheard’s, dusty
and weary, and almost fell into a chair.
She knew that she had eluded her pur-
suer somewhere in the maze of streets
back of the mosque, but she could still
feel her heart thumping hard. Because
she knew that her aunt and uncle would
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receive the news of her adventure, with
possibly dire consequences to herself, she
resolved to keep silent on the subject.
She felt very hot and tired. How the
man had chased her! It was only after
she had lost herself in the swarming
crowds of a bazaar that she had really
escaped from him— Some one tapped
her sharply upon the shoulder and she
almost leapt from her chair; then she
gave a little shriek of delight—it was
friend Willoughby.

#(0h, how you scared me!” Cynthia
said as he sat down beside her. For a
moment Willoughby studied her thought-
fully.

"}:fuu've been runnin’ deuced hard,”
he said with the air of a Sherlock Holmes.
“Moreover, yvou've been somewhere you
shouldn’t have been—and your nose is all
shiny. Otherwise yvou're the same de-
lightful Cynthia. Come now, where
were your "

“That's purely my own personal busi-
ness,” retorted Cynthia, grimacing at the
extremely personal quality of Willough-
by’s remarks. From some mysterious
place within her dress she produced a
minute powder-puff and mirror,

Willoughby watched the procedure
with fascinated eyes.

“Might as well tell me where you've
been,” he suggested. “Strictly entre
nous, of course.”

“I'll tell you,” she whispered, *if
you promise not to breathe a word—to
any one."

“Fire away,” said Willoughby.
“Mum's the word. (O course.”

Cynthia immediately plunged into a
breathless account of her afterncon, from
the time she had left the hotel terrace
with Achmet. When she told him of the
meeting she had seen through the gate of
the Red Mosque, Willoughby betrayed
sudden unaccountable excitement. His
blue eves flashed strangely.

“And there was a man talking to all
the students,”” Cynthia went on, “a
very tall man who wore a green turban.
He looked sort of picturesque talking
there, and—well—I just took his picture,
that’s all T did. And all of a sudden he
got very angry and came tearing across
the courtyard. He grabbed hold of me
and tried to make me give him the film
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which had his picture; of course T wasn't
going to do that—and then at
“Stop a minute!™ interrupted Wil-
loughby. “I can’t keep up at that pace.
I want to know what this chap was like.
Was he fairly good-lookin’, with straight
features and all that kind of thing?”
“Yes," she admitted. “He was very
handsome. But he acted like a brute.
Ugh!"
Willoughby seemed lost in thought.
“Very strange,” he murmured, “very
strange.”” And then in a louder tone:
“Proceed with the next chapter.”
When Cynthia had finished her story
he leaned toward her suddenly.
“Where,” he asked in a peculiar tone,
“is the picture of this fellow now? "
Cynthia pointed to the camera on her

p.
“Right here. But I've just got to get
to the photographer's before Uncle John
and Aunt Kate get back. If they ever
heard about all— Oh, my gracious
heavens! Here he comes now £

“Give me the camera ! said Willough-
by quickly. “I'll take vour pictures to
the photographer. T'll bring them to you
in a couple of days."

It oceurred to Cynthia in a flash that
he was extraordinarily anxious to help
her. She looked at him curiously.

“0Oh, well,”” she said, as she handed the
camera to him, “I'll trust you, if T trust
any one. Be sure and keep it dark,
though.”

“Rather " said Willoughby, and es-
caped just in time to avoid Uncle John,
who was mopping a wet brow as he
climbed the terrace steps.

Two days passed—then three, then
four. At the end of a week there were
no signs of Willoughby. Cynthia grew
angrier every day; he left her camera at
the hotel office one afterncon while she
was out, but no pictures with it. Wil-
loughby slumped fifty per cent in her
estimation,

“Men never can be trusted, anywav,"
she told her aunt with a toss of her russet
curls,

“Apropos of what?" queried Aunt
Kate,

“0Oh, nothing.™

Cynthia realized that the old advice
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about thinking before you speak was im-
portant—at times.

On the night before they were due to
leave Cairo for the Nile trip, a great ball
was given at Shepheard's. The halls
were crowded with a gay throng of mar-
vellously dressed women and uniformed
officers; the garden was transformed into
a magic land of fantastic beauty with a
thousand colored lights concealed amidst
the fower-beds.

Cynthia spent much time arraying her-
self for the gala evening. At eight o’clock
Aunt Kate, waiting impatiently in the
lotus-columned hall outside the dining-
room, spied her niece descending the
great staircase slowly and with extreme
self- possession,

“Good gracious!" she said to her hus-
band, “ Cynthia’s wearing black! Cyn-
thia! Where did you get that dress?
Black at your age! It's fit for a woman
of thirty!"

Uncle John chuckled.

“Funny how they all want to wear
black when they're Cynthia's age.”

Cynthia groaned inwardly. They were
at it again. Thank heaven she would be
grown-up some day, and then she'd be
able to wear what she wanted without in-
voking perpetual criticism.

“This is the dress I bought the last
day in New York—when you told me to
go out and get something in a hurry,
What's the matter with it, anyway? I
think it’s divine."

She pirouetted before a tall mirror,
perking her head on one side, and eying
the effect with obvious satisfaction.

Suddenly Uncle John's nostrils began
to twitch strangely:

“Um-um— Somebody around here is
just drenched in cheap perfume ¥

Cynthia sidestepped quickly.

“Let's go in to dinner,” she said ner-
vously.

As she sat down at the table, with a
bowing head waiter at her chair, some
one called to her from a near-by table:

“Cheery-oh, Cynthia!™

She nodded coolly and proceeded to
study the menu from end to end. Wil-
loughby had been neglectiul for too long
to be forgiven so easily.

Aflter dinner he joined her in the hall.
He was superb in a new blue-and-gold
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mess uniform; he wore large silver spurs
at his heels, He offered a gallant arm to
her.

Cynthia looked ap at him coldly.

“Didn't you forget to give me some-
thing that belongs to me? "™ she asked.

But the irrepressible Willoughby only
laughed.

“Talk to vou about that later. Mean-
while, how about a dance? The music’s
top-hole, A1."

She rose with as much reluctance as
she could summon and went into the
ballroom with him. There was no doubt
that Willoughby was the perfect dancer.
She seemed to float through roseate
clouds with him; they danced through
an open door onto a moon-bathed terrace,
while the orchestra lilted a soft Parisian
waltz—one of Cremieux’s things, in per-
fect keeping with the subtle fragrance of
the night.

When the music had died away Wil-
loughby led her to a bench beside a foun-
tain which flashed streams of mauve and
silver water. Above them a myriad stars
were scattered like pold-dust across the
purple canopy of the sky, and a young
moon like the white finger-nail of an
Egyptian princess looked down and
emiled upon them.

“ Do you know,"” said Willoughby sud-
denly, “that you have done a very won-
derful thing for Egypt?™

“What do you mean?” she gasped.

“That photograph you took, at the
mosque of El Ahmar—I had my sus-
picions when you told me about the man
with the green turban, so I had the pic-
tures developed by a government pho-
tographer. The man whose picture you
took was Yusuf Ali, a very dangerous fel-
low. We thought we had him locked
up in Rosetta, but apparently he fooled
us all—somehow. As a matter of fact,
he’s in league with a dangerous crowd up
in Petrograd, and he's been tryin’ to raise
all kinds of hades here for the past few
months.” E

“Good gracious ! ” gasped Cynthia. “I
thought he was a holy man!"

Willoughby chuckled.

“Very unholy, T should say. He had
no business to he talkin' to those stu-
dents. We've got him now—thanks to
you."
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Cynthia leaned back and closed her
eyes in ecstasy. It was like a story-book,
and she was the heroine. Willoughby
suddenly pressed something in her hand—
a small leather case.

“A little present from the govern-
ment,” he said. " They thought perhaps
you'd accept it—just as a remembrance.”

Under the dazzling rays of the illu-
minated fountain she opened the case—
and found a large turqueise pendant set
in brilliants.

“Oh!” she cried, clasping her hands.
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“1t's perfectly beautiful. Is it really for
m'ﬂ? 1

Willoughby smiled benignly at her
pleasure and took one of her small hands
in his.

“¥ou know,"” he whispered, " vou're
rather a dear. How old are you, by the
wayr® Seventeen, sayr’

Cynthia rose with dignity from the
bench and nodded toward the lighted
windows of the ballroom.

“They're playing my favorite fox-trot.
Let's go in, shall we?™

ON

i E DR BTG TIES

OF

WORLD-CITIZENSHIP

By Henry de Man
Author of * The Remaking of a Mind ™

B E we really becoming citi-
zens of the world? The
H answer to this question
4l does not depend on our
attitude toward the merits
or demerits of the League
of Nations born at Versailles, It implies
something much more fundamental than
that, World-citizenship is a state of
mind. As the ideal of a cultured minor-
ity, it is as old as Christianity. It is in-
dependent of political institutions, and
roots in a desire to commune with the
spirit of humanity that talks through the
tongues of all nations.

It is not incompatible with patriotism.
On the contrary, it presupposes it. The
beginning of world-citizenship is—citi-
zenship, But how much of what is
commonly called patriotism is really
citizenship? If it were, there would be
no wars.

What really hinders most of us in ac-
quiring a universal view-point is not that
we love our own nation teo much; it is
that we love it too little. It is that our
patriotism is too often a formula for the
egotism of a group, or a class, or a local-
ity, that stands as much in the way of
real patriotism as in that of world-citizen-
ship. Therefore, the difficulties of world-

citizenship are very much the same as the
difficulties of patriotizm.

In the course of my own career as an
apprentice cosmopolitan, there are two
such obstacles which I have met more
frequently than any others. One consists
in the individual conservatism that makes
us react adversely to anything that im-
presses us as new or foreign, especially
in the field of the physical sensations such
as a traveller experiences wherever he
has to adopt himself to unusual ways of
living. The other is that, in judging a
foreign civilization, we can seldom rid
ourselves of the limited outlook that is,
as a rule uncensciously, implied by our
belonging to a definite class of society, or
a particular profession, or a certain intel-
lectual group united by a community of
training or of opinions. These, I think,
are the two main obstacles that stand in
the way of the search for a universal
standard for comparing, say, the relative
level of American and European civiliza-
tiom.

A European may spend a long time in
America, and see lots of people and lots
of things; yet he may, and in most cases
will, if his mood is introspective enough,
find at the end of his journey that most
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of what he saw was within a well-defined
and relatively small circle, circumscribed
Iy his class or proup outlook. The Amer-
ica known to the foreipn lecturer who has
been received and lionized in academic
and intellectual cireles is very different
from that which impresses the immigrant
laborer—though both may have come
from the same country, hold the same
social and religious opinions, and have
everything else but their class allegiance
in common. The image of America that
a European manufacturer gets on a busi-
ness visit will, again, be very different
from that which, say, Leon Trotzki has
taken back with him to Russia, wvia
Halifax. None of these images, of course,
correspond to the reality of America. In
fact, there is no such realitv which we
can perceive except a certain spiritual
quantity which all these fragmentary
images have in common, and thus forms
a complex of national characteristics.
We cannot even relinguish these limi-
tations of our outlook when we are think-
ing of our own country; less so, in many
cases, than when we are making a con-
scious effort at understanding a foreign
civilization, when it is, after all, easier to
get a view-point more detached from
particular views and interests than when
we stay at home. Many Americans—or
Belgians, for that matter—will think they
know London well, because they have
spent a long time in the region between
Marble Arch and Cheapside. It will sel-
dom occur Lo them that the area to which
their investigations were confined repre-
sents less than one-twentieth of the whole
London. As a matter of fact, the other
nineteen-twentieths, although they are,
in many a sense, a good deal more real
- than the cosmopolitan artificialities of
the headquarters of pleasure and leisure,
are not real—to them. They would only
acknowledge them as such if they be-
longed to another class—the class of those
who have to look for a job or go hunting
after cheap lodgings. True as this is of
the average foreign traveller, it is still
more true of the average native. For he
usually lacks the general curiosity which
the traveller brings with him. Conse-
quently, the percentage of those who
know Haggerston, East Ham, or Batter-
sea is perhaps still smaller amongst the
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wealthy classes of London than amongst
vizitors from abroad; of the bulk of these
Londoners, it is still true that they know
more about the ways of living and the
psychology of the savage tribes in Central
Africa than about the millions who live
only half a mile away but whose haunts
are as unfamuliar as if they were terra in-
cognita on the map of the world,

These social cleavages are less marked,
or less simplified, in America. Still [
found, in my travels through this coun-
try, that there are many Americas even to
Americans.  And the same curious illu-
sion prevails here, that makes Americans
of different social groups consider that
part on which their peculiar social out-
look is focussed as the only real America.
“Don’t you make the mistake of looking
at America in the same way as they do in
the East Side of New York," one friend
would say soon after my landing; *that
is a colony, an overflow Ghetto of Europe,
not real America.”” But then some of my
proletarian friends would retort: “You
must not allow vourself to be deceived
into thinking that the fashionable clubs
who receive you, the millionaires who
dine you, and the pleasure palaces where
they entertain you, represent anything
but a small part of the country; if you
want to know how the masses of America
live, and what they think, you will learn
more in the East Side than between
Broadway and Fifth Avenue.” In Bos-
ton, a lady, whose ancestors are said to
have come over on the Mayfower, ad-
vised me thus: “Of course, you know,
vou should not think that New York or
Chicago, or any of those places, represent
America: to know what real Americans
are, you should stay with some of our fine
old Yankee families.” Just across the
River Charles, however, the wife of a
university professor had another tale to
tell; “What a pity that you have met so
many of these horrid manufacturing
people and business men; real, thinking
America, vou know, is quite another
world; 1 think you ought to see more of
that before you go back.” In an indus-
trial town in Ohio, an engineer who had
ciceroned me through a plant, thus aired
his feelings: “I'll bet you, young man,
that they gave vou no idea of what Amer-
ica really is as long as you stayed in New
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York, Boston, and Washington. The
average-sized indusirial town like this one
here 15 America’s microcosm. In these
days, the heart of America beats in its
manuiacturing plants; the typical Amer-
icans are those that live in those rows of
workmen's cottazes and those small stores
over there.” But a farmer in Dakota
whom I had been interviewing about the
Non-Partizan League told another story:
“1t's the farmer, my friend, who has made
these United States what they are. Most
foreign travellers stay in the cities, and go
home without having seen real America.
The country's backbone is in the farming
districts; that’s where you've got to
study American life as it is.” A little
later, I was on the Pacific coast, where
they told me: “You ought to stay in the
West longer. This is where you will see
real America. The East, you know, is
still half European.” I do not know what
they would have said in the South, since
I left that out of my itinerary. But, to
crown it all, a friend in New York who,
I think, belongs to the staff of a radical
weekly, made this comment on the tale of
my peregrinations: ‘I guess you have
seen a good deal, old chap; but T am
afraid you have not always met the right
people; you have stuck too much with
these Chambers of Commerce and those
A, F.of L. unions; sorry you did not meet
more of the real Americans.”

Of course, if I had taken all these re-
marks literally, I should either have been
driven mad, or gone to an Indian reserva-
tion to find out what the aborigines had
to say about it. But I knew by thal time
that all these people had been equally
right; except that my friend the engineer
and my friend the farmer were, perhaps,
a little bit more right than the others.
What every one of them called real Amer-
ica was real enough indeed—to them-
selves. They were only wrong in so far
that they did not acknowledge the reality
of what America meant to the others.

1i the foreign visitor happens to be a
celebrity, or if he is here, as I was myszelf
twice, in an official capacity that opens
many doors to him wherever he goes, it is
all the more difficult for him to get a syn-
thetic view., More so, indeed, than it is
for the American who travels in Europe
under similar conditions. For the Euro-
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pean is, on the whole, much less hos-
pitable than the American; much less
readily disposed, at least, to give a foreign
visitor access to his home. And when he
does, he usually leaves his guest more
alone than they do in America, where the
notion of what should be done for a
guest's “entertainment” is much more
exhaustive (and sometimes exhausting)
than in Europe. The result is that a
guest who is in the slightest degree * dis-
tinguished"—and most Americans are
mare liberal in their interpretation of this
term than the average European—is in
danger of getting little contact with Amer-
icans except that minority of well-to-do
and well-educated people whose hospital-
ity he will enjoy. Now this élite of wealth
and education not only forms an infini-
tesimal minority of the population of any
country, but it is to a large extent, by the
very width of its experience and intellec-
tual training, a cozmopolitan group. In
these days of extensive travelling and
world-wide reading, well-bred people are
so very much alike in all civilized coun-
tries that their intercourse is much more
likely to confirm resemblances than to
disclose national peculiarities.

A knowledge of foreign conditions that
1= limited to these “higher circles™ 1s all
the more likely to prove deceptive, as it
makes the comparizon of levels of civiliza-
tion almost impossible, My experience is
that there is hardly any perceptible differ-
cnce between the level of culture of the
most cultivated of all countries. I knew
this before I visited America; and my
only surprise there was, with rezard to
that cultured minority, to find it much
more numerous than I had expected.
What deceives home-stayving Europeans
in this respect is the fact that relatively
more Americans travel in Europe, than
Europeans in America. Consequently,
there is comparatively a larger proportion
of the uneducated element amongst the
Americans who are seen in Europe; and
as this class of moneyed pleasure-seekers
is much more obtrusive than the well-
bred, who usually are hardly noticed
since they do not want to be, the average
European 1s very likely to underrate both
the quantity and the quality of the Amer-
ican élite. Be that as it may, there
would be no trouble at all in matching
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say a thousand of the best-educated rep-
rezentatives of all European nations with
an equal number of equally educated
Americang, and vice versa; and then it
would be very difficult to tell them from
each other.

Similarly, T hardly think that the level
of technical and spiritual perfection
reached by the best artists, writers, and
scientists of a cultured nation affords a
useful basis for the comparison of na-
tional civilizations. First of all, the num-
ber of people concerned is so small on all
sides that a comparison would have to
deal with individual differences rather
than with national characteristics; so
that there might be an apparent chance
superiority on one side at a given time,
due to some perhaps isolated case, that
would give an entirely false idea of the
more permanent and more general na-
tional wvalues. On the other hand, the
aristocracy of those who devote their
energy to the quest of truth and beauty
is, again, a more or less cosmopolitan
¢lite, that draws on a fund of knowledge
and inspiration common to all nations.
Anyway, as far as America is concerned,
and with the single exception, perhaps,
of music, it seems to me that to confront
the foremost names in the field of art and
science with those of Europe would only
show that the maximum level reached on
hoth continents is pretty much the same.

The example of music, by the way,
shows how futile such comparisons are
with regard to the general level of na-
tional culture. Germany produced her
best musicians of the classical period at
the time of her deepest national degrada-
tion. No country has in the last genera-
tion had composgers who have more deeply
influenced the musical world than Russia;
vet who would claim that the Russian
nation as a whole had therefore reached
a higher level of culture, even in that par-
ticular field? There probably are, on the
other hand, some circumstances, proper
to the peculiar character of contemporary
American cvilization, that have ham-
pered the development of musical talent
on this side; wvet one cannot see any
reason except chance why some over-
towering musical genius should not have
been born on American soil, in which case
he would probably have created abroad
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an entirely too favorable impression of
the general level of musical culture of his
countrymen. That American musicians
on the whole appear to be inferior is ap-
parently due to some general causes; but
that such an individual genius has net
turned up here is just as much a matter
of chance as it would have been if he had.

Can we, then, find a universally agree-
able, objective standard to measure a
level of civilization? Candidly, I think
that there is no such thing; for the very
notion is subjective. Ask a Buddhist
philosopher what he thinks of our Occi-
dental ways of attaining happiness and
perfection, and you will find out. As a
rule, every nation calls the other nations
civilized to the extent that theyv resemble
the ideal which this nation has formed of
itself,

It has been wery fashionable at one
time to condemn German “ Kultur.”
From the fact that a great majority of
the people who indulged in that enter-
tainment hardly ever had had an oppor-
tunity to judge German civilization for
themselves, one would gather that what
was meant was not deprecation of this
civilization in itself, but resentment of
the German assumption thal it was a
blessing for the other people to have it
extended to them. But which nation has
not been guilty, and is not guilty to this
day, of a similar overestimation of itself,
or at least of the image it had formed of
what it would like to be? Is not this self-
extolment the essence of that magnified
manifestation of the egocentricism that is
inseparable from human nature, patriot-
ism?

But as soon as we use our reason and
recognize the coexistence of different na-
tional ideals as justified, we can, by com-
paring them among each other, get at
least near enough to a definition of civ-
ilization to be acceptable as a basis of
discussion by, say, all whose vision is wide
enough to admit the existence of a uni-
versal standard. Our ultimate conclusion
will, of course, always be influenced by
our individual or national bias; but we
can at least reduce those discrepancies
which are due to the lack of any common
view-point, and steer clear of some of the
most obvious errors of perspective that
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prevent most people from getting such a
view-point.

The most common of these mistakes
is to confuse civilization and comfort.
Most of the national self-complacency
with which the insular type of American
condemns European civilization as inferior
originates in his impression that there is
very much less comfort there than on this
side. Some Europeans are just az likely
to make the same mistake with regard
to their nearer neighbors. The insular
Briton—a type which, as evervbody
knows, is not altogether exceptional on
John Bull’s island—derives most of his
satisfaction with things as they are in
England from his conviction that—to
him—they are so very comfortable. The
“foreipners, I am sorry to =ay, do as they
do” statement js intimately associated
with the idea of the British bathtuh, the
British tea, the British grate fire, and
similar symbols of comfortable British
middle-class respectability. An English
friend of mine once told me that the
dominant impression he had retained
from a long vovage around the world
which he had made when he was about
twenty was his gratification in finding on
his return that, after all, England was the
most comfortable country on earth, And
this from a polyglottic, well-read, widely
travelled young man, with bohemian and
socialistic leanings into the bargain!

I remember reading an excellent article
in the Berliner Tagebladi, shortly beflore
the war, that warned the Germans of that
day against overestimating the excellence
of their own * Kultur,"” as most of them
were too much tempted to do when con-
trasting the higher level of their material
achievements with that of some of their
neighbors. The article was written with
special reference to Germans travelling in
France, and the advice,” Komfort izt noch
keine Kultur,” was sound enough for
those who, from the fact that hotels and
railways were less comfortable, and public
services and administrations less efficient
generally than in the Fatherland, were
all too ready to infer that France no
longer ranked amongst the civilized na-
tions and needed—what most Germans
thought she needed; and how badly mis-
taken they turned out to be, they and all
the world know well enough to-day.
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And yet they would have been right if
civilization were the same thing as ma-
terial well-being. When Germans crossed
their frontier, whether it was into France
or Russia, Austria or Belgium, they must
indeed have been impressed with the
superiority of their own standard of com-
fort and efficiency—with regard, at least,
to those public institutions with which a
travelling foreigner is most likely to come
into contact. I have crossed these fron-
tiers myself many times in the course of
the vearly tramps which I used to have
before the war; and whether it was in the
Vosges or in the Erzgebirge, I never
needed the frontier posts to tell me that I
had left German soil. I could tell by the
neglected look of the farms, the dirty
towns, the slovenly aspect of the rolling
stock, the laisser-aller of the public of-
ficials, the filthy little post-offices, railway
stations, or custom-houses, the ill-kept
hotels or inns.  And who would deny that
pre-war Berlin, the shrine of Prussian
efficiency, was a better-administered,
cleaner, and in all material respects save
the cooking of its restaurants more com-
fortable city than Paris, or Vienna, or
Rome? Or, to choose a somewhat less
lerre<i-ferre  standard of comparison,
where is the scholar who has as good
a recollection from his research work in
the Paris Bibliothéque Nationale, the
Viennese Universititshibliothek, or the
Florence Uffizi, as from the Kinigliche
Bibliothek in Berlin? Yet all this did not
prevent Berlin from being the ugliest and
least *“cultivated " capital in Europe, and
its people the most uncouth and the least
sympathetic, even to the average Ger-
man. It almost seems a sacrilege, when
one talks of civilization, to mention the
name of Berlin alongside with that of
Paris. Why, the only spot within one
hundred miles from the Brandenburger
Thor that an international committee of
artists would have thought worth pre-
serving, if the place had ever been within
range of the Allied shells or bombs, was
—Potsdam. And that is eighteenth-cen-
tury French !

A warning like that given by the writer
in the Berliner Tageblalt is profitable ad-
vice to the citizens of any country that
prides itself on superior efficiency and a
higher standard of living. It is all the
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more timely in America just now, as the
war has immensely accentuated the con-
trast between American prosperity and
European poverty. Moreover, the pecu-
liar circumstances under which masses of
American soldiers have been brought into
contact with Europe during the latter
stage of the war have, far from removing
prejudice and misconceplion, put new
obstacles on the road to a mutual under-
standing.

Of all the romantic fallacies that cur-
rent literature has popularized about the
alleged uplifting effect of warfare, none is
50 hard to explode as the belief that a
better mutual understanding of national
characteristics and a greater mutual love
have resulted from the sending of troops
—Ilike the British and American Expedi-
tionary Forces—into allied countries.
This may be true of a small minority of
educated men who made a deliberate ef-
fort to use their presence in a foreign
country to satisfy a previous intellectual
curiogity. But then the probabilities are
that this particular class of people would
have found means to appease their curi-
osity anyway, even without being sent
over in uniform—and means a good deal
more suitable than they were able to use
under war conditions. But as far as the
immense majority of, say, British and
American soldiersare concerned, [am very
much afraid that their stay abroad has
not increased their respect or appreciation
of foreign civilizations. Of course, a cer-
tain amount of knowledge has been gained
about conditions and people abroad; but
then this is very similar in its character to
the information collected about Indian
civilization by a sailor who has spent a
couple of days in Madras or Bombay
strolling along the quays, and possibly
investizgating the local facilities for the
entertainment of his class. It was frag-
mentary and one-sided knowledge; it saw
only one aspect of foreign life, and as this
was an abnormal, artificial, and not, as a
rule, a noble or even sympathetic aspect,
the chances are that in ninety-nine cases
out of a hundred it has increased the
original bias instead of reducing it.

The very roughness of army life made
the thnught of comfort loom all the larger
in the mind of the soldier abroad, and

made him all the more disposed to blame
the backwardness of foreign civilization
for the inconveniences he had to endure,
Small wonder, then, that the results were
very different from those expected by the
romanticists who had predicted an era
of international brotherhood and love
with the billeting areas along the Euro-
pean front as the Mecea of the new creed.
As far as the United States are concerned,
any candid observer will agree that
France, England, Belgium, and Italy are
much less popular now with the general
public than they were before this country
became “associated” with them. There
are, of course, other and far more impor-
tant causes of this state of things than
the unfavorable impressions of returning
doughboys. But it seems to me that if the
experience of the couple of million Amer-
icans who have been over there had been
such as to make them understand and
love European culture better, there would
have been a reaction from these quarters
against the present tendency to xenopho-
bia. I for one have failed to detect any
manifestations of the sort. On the con-
trary, as far as my own experience on
lhls side goes—and many of my Amer-
ican friends have corroborated it from
their more intimate knowledge—the bulk
of the returned soldiers have added fuel
to the fire. Their recollections of France
centre around primitive billets, sordid
little estaminets, repulsive railway-cars,
cheating cab-drivers, and profiteering
shopkeepers. Supposing even they spent
a few hours in the Louvre, and saw some
of France’s cathedrals or chiteaux—what
did these incidental excursions mean to
them as compared with the impressions of
their every-day life? What have they
learned about French home life? What
about French literature? What about
French womanhood? Either nothing, or
worse than nothing—what the bulk of the
members of a French Expeditionary Force
would learn in America (an America as
disorganized and exhausted as France
was in 1918) if they were kept in trenches
and billets, in some backwoods district,
with an occasional few days escapade into
those quarters of her cities which are the
most hospitable to men suddenly re-
lieved of the pressure of discipline and
enforced asceticism. Would these French
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soldiers carry back to their country a true
image of America and American ideals?
What is true of the American dough-
boy in France, applies in a somewhat
smaller degree to the ordinary type of
traveller abroad under normal circum-
stances—that is, with the exception of
the very small number of those whose
primary purpose is a thorough, open-
minded, and sympathetic study of foreign
civilization. FEven then, one's view 1s
likely enough to be distorted by the difl-
ficulty in adapting one’s physical life to
different habits and different notions of
comfort. I cannot help thinking, in this
connection, of a foremost French journal-
ist of the pre-war period, whose books
about the United States had done a great
deal in his country to popularize a better
understanding of American civilization.
Yet in no passage of his works does one
find such genuine emotion as where (as he
does in every second chapter) he contrasts
the merits of French cooking with the to
him unpalatable sustenance of the Amer-
icans. There you have your travelling
“average Frenchman' all over. Butis the
travelling “average American” very differ-
ent, except in so far that his criterion of
civilization is in the bathroom, instead of
in the kitchen? All of us are alike, when
we are travelling for purposes which are
not primarily scientific study, in that we
cannot separate our souls from our bodies,
and are all too willing to lend an ear to
the complaints of the Sancho Panza we
all have inside. And most of us, when we
have as good a reason to deem our ma-
terial standard of comfort and hygiene
5o superior as have the Americans who
travel in most parts of Europe, are all too
much inclined to forget that * Komfort ist
noch keine Kultur.” It is merely one of
the many conditions that make civiliza-
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tion possible. If the claim of America's
superiority in civilization had no other
foundation than her higher standard of
efficiency and material well-being, it
would be no more founded than was, on
the continent of Europe, Germany's
claim in rgr4.

Fortunately for America, there are
facts of a different and a higher order to
support her contention. The real test of
a civilization is its capacity to survive,
Such a practical test is now being ap-
plied to our Western civilization—the
severest ordeal it has faced vet. Will our
sociely, based on individual freedom and
political equality, be able to satisfy the
new demands of the mass of its member-
ship—demands which it has itself created
by putting unlimited wealth, and power,
and wisdom, within the reach of every
one's desire? Can civilization fulfil this
desire by gradually making itself ac-
cessible to all who want access? At this
juncture, then, it seems to me that the
real criterion of our level of civilization is
not what refinement it has given to the
refined, but what possibilities of refine-
ment it gives to the unrefined. What
matters now is less the achievement of
the past than the promise of the future.
It is in itz promise that the greatness of
our democratic civilization lies; for in the
attainment of an ideal of harmonious cul-
tural perfection, it has thus far remained
well behind the achievement of Athens or
of Rome. Ifitisat all viable, then we are
only at its dawn; then all we have done
hitherto is to collect the raw materials—
the immense wealth of means of produc-
tion and commumnication—of which a
higher kind of social perfection can be
built. Not the most refined, but the most

democratic nation is the fittest to sur-
vive.
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“AU BONHEUR

he began jocosely —Fage 503.

DES, CO-EDSY

By Sarah Redington

Anthor of * The Parthenon Freeze "

lLLUsTRATIONS BY W, E.

T ES it seem queer to be
< back, Ed?"

i, “Tt's just as if I'd never
vl been awav,” Matherson
answered., His wife

laughed and pointed to the
wicker baby-carriage that all but filled the
end of the tiny porch. * Some things are
different.” she said. “That wasn't there
in 1g17.”

“That’s right; she wasn't.” Mather-
son spilled his long length out of the parti-
colored hammock and tipteed creakily
over to the -perambulator. For a long
moment he stood looking down at his
sleeping yvear-old daughter, then he bent
over her and rearranged the pink afghan
with exapgerated care. “Fierce little
kicker, that kid—she gets herself un-
covered all the time if we don't watch
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her,” he explained as he climbed into the
hammock again, and Adele Matherson
nodded understandingly. She knew that
the afghan had been taut and snug—hut
she also knew why her husband had pre-
tended to be doing something for **Sis-
ter.” He adored Buster, his first-born,
openly and joyously; he honestly be-
lieved there was no finer five-vear-old in
all Southern California. But the daugh-
ter that had been born to him while he
was in France with the A. E. F. inspired
him with a strange, soul-stirring love that
he could not put into words. Not even
to his wife could he have said how he felt
about Sister, what he thought when he
gave her his big finger to steady her stum-
bling, adventurous attempts at walking,
or when he watched her asleep. In fact,
he talked about her hardly at all. But
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Adele understood. She knew that all the
fussy little things he did for the baby
were as a service of love and praise and
thanksgiving. And she forbore to tease
him about it. That was the kind of wife
she was.

On this occasion she only said: “ Yes,
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home almost two weeks now, and kind of
got your bearings again, haven't your I
didn’t ask vou at first, for I thought it
would only fuss vo a

He interrupted her affectionately.
“Say, T'll bet Lon Reed would like to

swap wives with me, all right! Saw him

“He just up and told her that driving Snyder & Hill's delivery wagon
locked pocd to him."—Page sg2.

and it's kind of drafty in that corner;
I mustn't let her take cold even if this
January is warm enough for June. I
puess I'll bring her over here into the
sun.” She got up and wheeled the car-
riage over by the hammock, placing it so
that Matherson could gaze at his daugh-
ter the while he smoked and swung.
Then lowering her voice to nap pitch, she
asked:

“How do you feel aboul going on with
this grocery business, Ed? You’ve been

at the post-office yvesterday and asked him
what was eating him, he looked so
grouchy. And what do vou suppose it
was? His wife was making home happy
by nagging him to go back to the land.
*As if a California town like this didn't
give vou all the land you need right in
your own back vard!’ he says to me.
*Minnie can pick her oranges and grape-
fruit not ten feet from her back door, but
she thinks I ought to be grubbing up sage-
brush on a desert ranch fifty miles from
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the movies, just because highbrows are
writing stuff in the magazines about
getting the returned soldier back to the
land.” He was sore about it, and I don’t
blame him. He just up and told her that
driving Snyder & Hill's delivery wagon
looked good to him after hiking through

French mud for almost a year, and then

she up and says that’s no work for one of
our returned heroes. ‘Can that hero
stuff|" says Lon to her, and then there
was fireworks—wow ! She's hardly spo-
ken to him since, she's so mad with him,
Can you beat it!" Matherson found
some difficulty in pitching the blasting
scorn in his voice down to the husky
whisper calculated not to disturb Sister’s
peaceful zleep.

“0Oh, Minnie Reed !”" Adele said with a
little indulgent laugh. She seemed to
consider further comment superfluous, for
she returned to her subject, ignoring the
grievances of Lon, the husband of Minnie,
and, incidentally, veteran of the Great
War., “The way I feel about buying
that grocery is like this, Ed. It's a small
business, but it's a big business, too, if
you see what I mean——"
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“Sure I do,”" Matherson agreed.
“Small profits and lots of them, that's
like that little store I was telling you
about at St. Jules—Au Bonhewr des
Dames.” His voice lingered lovingly on
the French syllables, which he pro-
nounced after a phonetic method all his
own. “3Say, Adele, you hear a lot about
how we were pouged in France, but they
weren't all that way. The woman who
ran that little place, Madame Marcel, she
was fair and square as they make ‘em.
And smart! Talk of American business
women—they had nothing on her.”

“It’s such a queer name—what does it
mean?” Adele asked.

Matherson wrinkled his brow over that
illusive thing, a translation. “Well, on-
hewr is pleasure, I guess, and dames is
ladies, of course. ‘For the pleasure of
the ladies’ sounds dippy, all right, but
that’s the idea. Madame sold things
that women wanted i

*What sort of things?"

“Well, everything for the kitchen, and
sort of household stuff. Of course she
didn’t have much in war-time; even the
towns that weren't invaded had an awful
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time getting anything to sell, but she did
a mighty lot with her stock, such as it
was. All French people are that way.
1'd =ure like to see that country in peace-
time—I bet they can make their everlast-
ing fortunes just selling two and three
cent things. You can spend a coupla
cents in one of their shops and not feel
ashamed to be buying so little. It's a
great idea.”

“Now that's exactly the kind of thing
we need in a college town like this,"
Adele exclaimed. “I wish I could run
this grocery on those lines; it would he a
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real charity to all those poor co-eds who
are doing light housekeeping. Did I tell
yvou about the girl who wanted to buy
half a bunch of carrots?”

Matherson whistled. “5She'll go far
with that kind of saving dispesition,” he
bepan jocoszely, but his wife interrupted
him. “No, she was quite right, Ed—I
saw exacily how she felti A whole
bunch would have meant that she'd have
had to eat carrots every day for a week;
it's all very well to say they'll keep, but
in a two-by-four kitchenette you don't
have any place to put vegetables away ;

The resourcelul Matherson sent Misa Morton hack to the store
for an all-day sucker.—FPage su7.
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it's bad enough finding shelf-room for
vour staples. Three carrots instead of
siv—that was all she wanted ; only Mrs.
Green don't do things that way; it’s not
the custom.”

“Well, why didn't she buy the bunch
and throw half of the carrots away?
You wouldn’t catch a Frenchwoman do-
ing that, but an American could without
retting arrested.”

Adele looked at him reproachfully.
“Why, Ed Matherson! Didn't you ever
hear of Hoover?2"

“Hoover? Hoover?” Mathersonpre-
tended to look puzzled. “Is he the gen-
tleman Buster was talking to Sister about
the other day? Say, Adele, did I tell
you about that? She was daw dling over
her bottle, the way she does, and Buster
thought she wasn't going to finish it,
and he stands over her and says: ‘Look
here, Sister,” he savs, “don't vou leave any
of that, or I'll tell Mr. Hoover on you !’
Is that the way you used to talk to him
when you were all saving bread and that
sm'l. of thing?"

“Tt certainly was,” Adele said firmly.
“And that’s just the point, Ed ; we all got
the habit so hard that we po on hooveriz-
ing, as far as not wasting’s concerned. I
tell vou those co-eds who are light house-
keeping are just as saving as any of vour
Frenchwomen; 1 wish to goodness we
could au bonkeur them, poor things.
Why, what's the matter?” For her hus-
band had bounded out of the hammock
and was striding up and down the little
porch, positively radiating the big idea
that had suddenly struck him.

Thus “Au Bonheur des Co-Eds™ was
born. Mathersen bought out the good-
will, stock, and fixtures of the little “ West
Side Grocery' where Adele had been
cashier while he was in the army, and
with her enthusiastic co-operation turned
it into The Kind of Store Where Pennies
Are Welcome. That was their first ad
in the Purple and Green, the college pa per;
they didn't attempt to translate the in-
tngumg new name of the store, enly re-
lied on the curiosity of the co-ed to bri ing
her to the place where she was apparently
being welcomed in the French tongue.
She came, she saw, she bought. Bought,
too, in the small quantities that Adele
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had rightly prophesied would make a hit
with light housekeepers; at Au Bonheur
des Co-Eds one might invest in three
cents’ worth of vegetables, if a nickel’s
worth seemed too much, and Adele was
always willing to cut a loaf into halves at
the hint that it took an awfully long time
for one person to eat up a whole one.
While other shopkeepers said firmly,
““No, hall a pound is the least we can sell
you,” the Mathersons sold a quarter
pound of butter quite as a matter of
course. At the delicatessen counter it
was amazing how many different good
things could be bought in small quantity,
and when Matherson, profiting by his rec-
ollections of the charcuterie at St. Jules,
decided to sell cold roast chicken at so
much per slice or wing or second joint,
there wasnt a light housekeeper in
Orangeville who didn’t buy her bit—if she
was lucky enough to get to the shop early.
Three times a week was “chicken day”
at Awn Boenhenr des Co-Ed:, and thrce
weekly did Adele put stripped carcasses in
her soup-pot the while Buster ecstatically
sucked the crispness froma * pope’s nose."

“What tickles me to death is that it's
beginning to pay so well,” Matherson said
jubilantly to his wife one warm afternoon
in early May. They were sitting on the
little bungalow porch in the lazy content-
ment that belonged to the three o'clock
hour, dedicated to pleasant memories of
a good Sunday dinner. Sister, scorn-
ing the smart, black-hooded go-cart to
which she had recently heen promoted,
trotted up and down the porch on pudgy,
sandalled feet, stopping from time to
time to poke an inquisitive finger at ‘the
latch of the little gate which meant Safety
First for her when it was fastened across
the steps. On the tiny grass-plot below,
Buster was making a weird racing auto-
mobile out of a box marked *six doz.
Cornhearts” and the wheels from a red
tin wagon that had outlived its usefulness
as a fire-engine truck. Beside Mather-
gon in the striped hammock, St. Mihiel,
the family cat (generally called “Yell"
for short), dug rhythmic claws into the
cushion that Adele had made out of
automobile banners, and purred a hymn
of content under the soothing massage of
his master’s big hand. The little scene
was as domestic as a cover designed for a
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woman’s magazine, and there was uncon-
scious appreciation of this quality in
Matherson's next remark: “But mavbe
vou don’'t want to talk about the shop
while we're just lazing like this. How
about going on with that varn vou were
reading me last night?” He picked up
the latest number of Nippy Stories and
waved it invitingly, but Adele shook her
head, "I love to talk about the shop,
dearie; it interests me a lot more than any
magazine story. We ought to be doing
fine when you write such catchy ads.
That one in the Purple and Green_yester-
day was simply great. How vou ever
think up such cute ideas beats me !” She
looked admiringly at her gifted hushand.

“¥You mean that one about the special
sale of condensed milk—'Have you a
little dairy in your home?’ Yeh, that
wasn't so worse,”’ Matherson chuckled.
“Sorry I had to go out of town yesterday,
I'd like to have seen how that took, Lots
of cans sold, then?"”

“T should say they did; and listen, Ed,
don’t you think this was a cute idea?”
Adele leaned forward, her eyes dancing
with eagerness. “'Long about six
o'clock, when it got time for the children’s
supper, I fixed a little table for them
right in the shop and gave them wheat
pufflets and the kind of milk you said we
ought to push 2

*Yum-yum brand?”

“Yes, and T put Sister into her new
piqué rompers, and made Buster wear
that Dickens suit, and they certainly
looked like something on an art calendar
—1 was proud of them, all right! And of
course evervbody noticed them, and that
gave me a chance to say that they were
real healthy because I fed them on simple
things and plenty of milk. And on the
nearest counter I had stacks and stacks of
every kind of breakfast-food. You ought
to have seen how people bought them.”
Adele rocked with laughter, in which she
was joined by her younger confederate,
who thumped her mother's knee with a
battered Teddy-bear the while she gur-
rled and dimpled over the profitable jest.

“Now what do you know about that?"
Matherson said appreciatively. “Say,
that’s a great idea having the children do
a close-up like that—we could try that
supper stunt some time with canned soup
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and whatever kind of crackers eats well
with it. Not for Sister, perhaps,” he
added hastily, as he saw Adele beginning
to shake her head, “but Buster—he can
eat things like that now, can’t he? And
if you'll make him that costume I was
telling you about——"

“Gracious, Ed; haven't I told you
what an awful time I had with him?”
Adele lowered her voice mysteriously as
she glanced at the mechanic on the prass-
plot only a few feet away. “I got black
sateen, just like you told me, and cut it
out and basted it into a cute little apron—
though I can't for the life of me see what's
the sense of dressing children in black, as
if they were poing to a funeral. Do you
really mean little French boys wear that
sort of rig all the time?"” There wers
moments when Adele found it hard to be-
lieve all her travelled husband’s tales of
strange customs in foreign lands,

*Sure they do, till they're great big
kids old enough for long pants. Buster
didn't fall forite”

“Fall for it! Ed, when I told him to
try it on, he just gave me one lock and
backed off like he thought I was crazy,
*That's a girl's dress!’ he says; ‘boys
don't wear girls’ dresses!" And when I
told him it was what little French boys
wore instead of overalls, he wouldn't be-
lieve me. T could no more have tried it
on him—my ! Adele looked flustered at
the mere reminiscence. *Fou tackle
him, Ed, if you feel equal to it—perhaps
if you show him that French poster, he'll
listen to reason. T wish he would wear if;
but you know how children are; they just
hate to look different. I know we never
had any trouble about his Greek costume
for the Parthenon Freeze, but he was
only three then -

“Say, what did you tell me he was
teasing you for the other day—a push-
mobile ?"" Matherson interrupted with ap-
parent irrelevance. At his wife’s under-
standing nod and smile, he leaned over
the porch rail and whistled to his con-
servative son. ‘‘Say, Buster,” he asked
confidentially, as the mechanic looked up
from his lapful of wheels, “if dad does
something nice for you, will you be a
good boy and do something for him?”

Father and son wvisited the *Kiddies'
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Bazaar" the very next day. That eve-
ning, while Buster tore up and down the
cement sidewalk on the new pushmobile
until the next-door neighbors complained
that the noise was spoiling their nightly
concert on the victrola, Adele put the fin-
ishing touches on the black-sateen apron
and looked up the beref that had been
strenupusly voted against when Mather-
son had produced it from his overseas
luggage. Into this Boutet de Monvel
costume the parents inserted the unwill-
ing Buster on Tuesday afternoon; a
special sale of washing-powders was ad-
vertized for the two popular hours, from
four to six, and his presence was requested
accordingly. The ceremony of robing be-
gan at three-thirty, and at three-forty
Miss Morton, the saleslady, left her post
for a minute to run over to the bungalow
and to beg for the policy of the closed
door (and window)—it distracted cus-
tomers, she said, to hear such howling,
and one old lady had said that she could
nat stand cruelty to little innocent chil-
dren, and that she was going to report the
case to the police. The resourceful
Matherson sent Miss Morton back to the
store for an all-day sucker, and things
calmed down sufficiently for Adele to fin-
ish the dressing process. Promptly at
four the exhausted trio arrived at An
Bonkewr des Co-Eds, to find it full of bar-
gain-hunters, too absorbed in the rela-
tive merits of Scouro and Scrubsit to pay
much attention for the moment to the
son of the houze, be he dressed never
so picturesquely. Mentally thanking
Heaven for the respite, however brief,
Adele pushed Buster behind the counter,
in fetching proximity to the French poster
that Matherson had tacked up the night
before on the wall-space by the cashier’s
desk. ““You stay right there like a good
boy," she whispered, “and by and by
mother’ll let you take it off and go out
and play."” As she turned to wait on a
customer, she heard an ecstatic chorus of
“Oh, fsn't he a picture—they copied it
after that poster, didn’t thev? Well,
any one would know Mr. Matherson had
been in France!” The sales of Scouro
and Scrubsit stopped pro tem, while all
the bhargain-hunters crowded up to the
counter to admire the “real little bit of
heroic France,” as one enthusiast put it.

L

Matherson found an excuse to saunter
over from his end of the shop to whisper
gleetully to Adele, * Well, we put it over,
all right; T tald wvou that apron would
fetch them,” and then they both had to
turn and answer a lot of questions from
an elderly lady who mistook Buster for a
French orphan, and wanted to know if
adopting him had turned out a success.
“He looks kind of sulky-tempered," was
her comment. While they were earnest-
ly assuring her that Buster was one hun-
dred per cent American, and that, under
more favorable circumstances, his dis-
position was a sunny one, they were in-
terrupted by an excited young woman
with a focussed kodak in her hand. *I
don’t know what yvou'll think of me,"” she
gasped, “ but I made your little boy come
out on the sidewalk with me so that I
could get a snap-shot of him in his cos-
tume, and the minute we were outside he
just took to his heels and ran down the
street and into that park over there!
And I couldn’t run after him, because I'm
just pelting owver a sprained ankle,
Don’t you think you'd better follow him,
gieick 2"

*I don't know but that it was a sorl of
good advertisement for the store, after
all,” Matherson said that evening, when
he and Adele were discussing the flight of
Buster and his ultimate capture and re-
turn. “I bet you every onme of those
women will turn up again to know if he
got back safe, and if you have a special
sale of something or other, like as not,
thev'll buy. How about canned soups?"

“All right, only don’t expect to have
Buster demonstrating them at supper-
time, the way vou planned to do,’”" Adele
responded with a rueful little laugh, “1
guess the less that child stays around the
store for the next few days, the better for
our peace of mind! He won’t forgive us
that apron in a hurry. By the way, Ed,
when you go down-town this afternoon,
just leave it at the Salvage Shop, will
you? I guess it will be of more use to
some of their customers than it will be in
this house.”

“You might give it to the girl who
brought him back, to remember him by,”
Matherson suggested with a chuckle. *1
guess she’ll be in again, she seemed so in-
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terested in him, and I don't think you hali
explained what his tantrum was all about,

you were so glad to get him back safe.

Was she a regular customer?"’

Adele shook her head. “Ne, I never
saw her before. I'm sure I'd have re-
membered her if I'd ever =sold her any-
thing; she was too pretty to forget in a
hurry, with all that hair and those big
eyes. I'd have said she was in the
movies, if [ hadn’t seen her college pin.”

“Hope she'll turn up when I'm in the
store; I'd just as lief be vamped as not,”
Matherson suggested jocosely. Adele
smiled at him, knowing just what the jest

The daughter of the house, an eleven-yverr-old imp
with Mary Pickford curls, who was passionately
interested in the affairs of all the boarders.
—Page oo
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was worth.  “She won’t be in early in the
afternoon, anyway,” she said. “Stu-
dents always have classes until three or
four. If you're back by half past five,
Ed, I guess you'll be here in plenty of
time to be vamped.”

But it was at a quarter to three, right
in the middle of the dull time for Au
Bonkeur des Co-Fds, that Buster's res-
cuer turned up to inquire for him.  Adele,
frankly pleased to see her again, shook
hands gratefully, and explained at some
length the reason-why of the frenzied
flight, The girl smiled and looked re-
lieved. “So that was it—well, I'm glad

to know that the r little tad wasn't
delirious,” she said. * When he crawled
out from under that big plumbago bush
in the plaza, his eyes 'most shut up
from crving, and sniffing, ‘take it off,
take it off quick!’ I honestly didn't
know what to think. Why didn’t he
take it off himself if he hated it so?"

“It fastened at the back of his neck,
where he couldn't reach it, and I'd
sewed the buttons on with shoe-thread,
so it wasn't any use his trying to yank
it off,"” Adele answered. She laugheda
little shamefacedly. *1I suppose you
think we were real mean to put the poor
child into a rig that he hated so bad,
and I puess we were—only we didn't
think he'd mind it, once we got it on
him. You see, the store having a
French name, and Mr. Matherson hav-
ing just come back from France——"

“Now I wanted to ask you about
that,” the girl interrupted. *“I never
heard of a grocery store having a French
name—milliners and dressmakers go in
for that sort of thing, but there isn't
anything very French about canned
goods and breakfast-foods. What's the
idea?"” She looked round the prosaic
little shop with a sort of puzzled inter-
est.

“Well, vou see it was like this,"”
Adele began, delighted with the chance
to praise her husband’s originality and
business instinct. “Mr, Matherson
was in a place in France called St
Jules—""  And she told at length how
and why Awu Bonkeur des Co-Eds had
sprung into existence in the little college
town. The girl listened attentively,
never taking her eyes from Adele’s eager
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face. “Yes, I suppose there 45 good
money in lots of small sales,” she agreed,
as the narrative came to an end, “but
you say vou feel you're really helping the
students, Mrs. Matherson, and that you're
s glad. Why do you care—what makes
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talk all the time about what our children
are going to do in college
“How do you know she'll want to go
to college—lots of girls aren't so crazy
about it.”
“She'll want to go, all right,

" Adele

“T'd have said she wis in the movies, if I hadn't seen
her u'::"ugl.- |||.r|."—|":|.'r:-:' 508,

vou 20 interested in the co- Lt]'\? Are you
a college woman yourself?’
“No, I never had the chance. But you

better l}elleve our baby's going to bel”
Adele paused to laugh at her own en-
thugsiasm. *“I guess you think I'm crazy,
talking that wav about a child that i=n’t
# year and a half old yet,” she said.
“But I believe in looking ahead; 1 don't
seé any reason why I shouldn’t think
about Sister’s graduation just as much as
of her wedding. Mr. Matherson and I

answered confidently. “A collepe like
Wharton right here in her home town—
how could she help liking the idea? And
think what a lot it'll mean to her; she
can pet a real good position somewhere,
teach perhaps, if she praduates high.”
“There's not much money in teaching,”
the girl said contemptuously, “Send her
to business college, and make a stenogra-
pher of her, if you're thinking of jobs."”
“T could let her go into the movies, if
it’s a question of making money,” Adele
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answered. “Maybe she'll want to do
that—you never can tell. But the point
is just this—the best thing she can do
first is to go to college, and she's going !
And 1 guess if you pin me down, one rea-
son why I'm really glad to be helping the
students is on Sister’s account, Maybe
somebody will be doing the same for her
some day, if we aren't living here, and she
has to look out for herself.”

“Well, T guess the girls who do light
h::uaeL&epmg are lucky to have this nice
little place,” the girl admitted, “I
board, so I'm not much interested in the
price of canned tomatoes. But I think
you're fine to feel the way you do about
the students; I hope they appreciate it!”
She said this with a rather bitter little
laugh, then added suddenly, averting her
eves from Adele’s pleasant young face:
“T wonder how you'd feel about girls who
aren’t crazy about college, who kind of
wish they'd never tied themselves up with
that sort of thing? I—I know a girl
who's a sophomore, and she’s just about
sick of the whole game. She could make
a lot of money if she left at the end of the
term and went into the—into a kind of
business that she knows she's sort of
suited to. Do you see any reason why
she should drag on in college for another
two yearse"

“Why does she call it ‘dragging on’'?"’
Adele asked. “Seems to me that if 1
were in college and studying hard, things
would be jumping for me, instead of drag-
ging! And this business—how does she
know she’ll want to stick te it? If she's
changed her mind once, she’s just as likely
as not to change it a second time, 1
can’t give advice to a girl T don't know,
but if you're a friend of hers, why don't
vou tell her not to be a quitter?” The
girl flushed under the unsuspicious and
friendly gaze of the honest blue eyes that

were luukmﬂ straight into hers. “A
quitter,’ ' she ¢ said, more to herself than to
Adele.  “T wonder!”

“Is the man you're engaged to a stu-
dent, too?" Adele asked abruptly, The
girl gasped.  * Yes, he's in my class—hut
how did you know [ was engaged? 1
wouldn't let Jack get me a ring, because
I don’t want a cheap one, and I don’t see
how you ever guessed!"” Adele looked
at her exquisite prettiness with a tender
and understanding little smile.
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“You're too pretty nof to be enga
she answered. “Listen; why don't you
give up boarding, and take rooms with
some nice girl 7 It'll be good practice for
vour own home some day, you know.
And then I can have you for a customer,
and get you all excited about special sales
of canned fruits and salad-oils.”” They
both laughed, but the girl put out an im-
pulsive hand. * Would you let me come
and see you again some time, Mrs. Math-
erson? [I'd like to talk to you some more,
even if I don't need canned fruit!” And
with Adele's cordial invitation ringing
cheerily in her ears, she went slowly out
into the sunny street.

A ten-minute’s walk brought her to her
hoarding-place, an ugly turreted house
in a discouraged-looking neighborhood.
She went to her room, sat down at the
rickety, golden-oak desk, and began to
write—not a theme, but a letter, evi-
dently a difficult one, for it was not fin-
ished without much penholder chewing.
After she had put it into its envelope, she
got up suddenly, and seizing a hand-
mirror from the dressing-table, looked
long and earnestly into it, as if she were
seeing herself for the first time. When
she finally laid the mirror down, it was to
say with a rueful little smile: *Perhaps
they'd have had me do atmosphere for
months and months, and I'd have hated
that. I guess it’s not so easy to be a star
right away, even if you have got the
looks.”" Then she picked up the letter,
addressed it to “Miss Myrtle Merrick,
Film City, Calif.,” slipped it into her
shopping-bag, and went down-stairs to
the telephone. Presently the daughter of
the house, an eleven-yvear-old imp with
Mary Pickiord curls, who was passion-
ately interested in the affairs of all the
boarders, was enjoying the following one-
sided conversation from her ambush be-
hind the pantry door:

“That you, Jack? . Listen, dear;
I've changed my mind; I'm coming back
next year, after all, and I'll stick it out
and praduate. . .. Yes, I thought
vou'd drop dead! ... T knew you'd
feel like that, you hated the idea of the
moviesso! . . . Yes, I've written Myr-
tle and told her it’s all off, and I'm just
going out to mail the letter. . . . Of
course she'll be mad, hopping—but we
should worry! ’Tisn't as if I'd signed a
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contract. . . . Who's been advizing me?
Why, nobody—at least, it wasn't exactly
advice. I sort of got a new slant on
things, that’s all. . . . Why, of course I
will, when I see you. . . . Now? Right
away ? Why, yes, I guess I could.
Where? . . . All right, the '"Varsiteria
has the best sundaes, T guess. . . . All
right, dearie, vou meet me at the corner
of Orange and Sunset in five minutes.

Good-by !’

“Well, I guess you thought I was never
coming home,"” Matherson said to his wife
that night as he came into the little
sitting-room.  Adele looked up from her
sewing with her pleasant smile of wel-
come. “Itisn't so awfully late consider-
ing you hadn’t seen Joe since vou left
France,” she answered reasonably. “1
guess you two had a lot to talk about.
What's he going to do, now he's got
backe"

“Going to get a good-paying business
like this, if he can find it. How about
selling out to him at a big profit and try-
ing something else, huh? Shall we let
him have this store?”” Matherson picked
up and opened a magazine with a non-
chalant air, but he watched his wife’s ex-
pression just the same. And at her dis-
tressed “Oh, no, Ed, do let’s keep it!"
he gave a sigh of relief. *It was up to me
to pass along the chance, but I'm mighty
glad vou feel as I do,” he said. “Some-
how or other, it's a cosey proposition, this
shop—I don’t mind telling you I'm dead
stuck on it."

“So am I, and T don’t want any part-
ners, or anything. Just the way we run
it suits me, Of course, if you ever get
tired of it, that's a different matter.”
Matherson shook his head. * You and I
aren’'t going to get tired of a nice little
business like this,” he said confidently.
“Let’s consider it wished on us for keeps.
Unless old Wharton or the trustees object
to the name, and want to buy me out
big,” with a reminiscent chuckle.

“0Oh, they won't—this isn't the same
kind of thing at all,” Adele demurred.
“Tt was the decorations of The Parthenon
Freeze that they objected to, and the cos-
tumes, and ‘our getting into the papers.
This is so quiet and refined.” *“Sure,”

her husband acquiesced, in perfect good

faith. Then he looked at her with his
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quizzical, affectionate grin. “Did you do
much boy scout work to-day?"" he asked.

“Boy scout work?"

“¥eh, kind deeds, you know. Feel as
if you were really au-bonheuring the
co-eds? "

“Ed, I honestly do,” the little wife re-
joined, growing suddenly serious. 5She
pulled her chair around sc that she could
lay her hand on his knee. “There was
a perfect raft of them here from five to
six, and they were so {riendly and appre-
ciative—they're just as nice as they can
be, some of those girls! One of them said
to me: ‘You don't know how much this
little store means to us, Mrs. Mather-
501 il

“Was that the vamp?" Matherson in-
terrupted suddenly. * Did she turnupr”

“The vamp? ©Oh, you mean Buster's
friend. Yes, she came—I'll tell vou all
about her.” Adele plunged into narra-
tive, and when she had finished her story
she looked a little wistful. * It makes me
feel kind of bad to think that there's a
co-ed I can't do anything for,” she said
slowly, *You see, she boards—I can't
au-bonheur her any. And she was so
nice about Buster— Sister crying, Ed?
I didn’t hear anything.” For Mather-
son was obviously listening to a sound
from the bedroom, rather than to his
wife's conversation.

“I thought I heard something, but T
guess it was only Yell jumping out of the
window. Butlet's go in and see if they're
0. K. They tiptoed into the bedroom
and cautiously switched on the light.
Over the first little bed, where the push-
mobile shared the pillow with a rumpled
blond head, Matherson whispered proud-
ly: “Some kid, isn't he? Honest, Adele,
don't you think he's a wonder for his
age?” Then he leaned over Sister’s crib
and turned back a blanket with big, gentle
hands. *She’s too hot with all that stuff
on, this warm evening,” he explained.
And as Adele nodded, looking at the sleep-
ing baby with a tender little smile that
was as much for her hushand as her
daughter (though he could not guess that),
he bent over the crib again and very
cautiously kissed the flushed little cheek.

“Pleasant dreams, Co-Ed,"” he whis-
pered. “Say, Adele, do you suppose
she'll make the swell soronity and gradu-
ate top of her class in 19397"
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{ expert in Pwrhnlng\r have
anything of interest, let
4 alone value, to say regard—
ing a subject so esoteric as
the term Psychoanalysis
suggests? At once the layman, that is the
person not admitted by title to the de-
gree of Doctor of Medicine to the charmed
circle of professional psychoanalysts, an-
swers: “Of course not! Do I want to
know about the liver or arteriosclerosis?
It will be folly for me to consult the man
in the street, and worse than folly to pay
heed to the catch-penny advertisementis
of newspaper fakirs who acclaim the vir-
tues of some electric belt or porous plas-
ter. None but the psychoanalysts can
know anything worth while about psy-
choanalyszis.”

That iz one attitude of mind: an atti-
tude which pleases greatly the profes-
sional for reasons that are patent. No
human being will resent—and psycho-
analysts themselves are human—such
homage. The medicine-man as a fetich
has the path to practice not only cleared
of all obstacles, but a Pullman placed at
his free disposal. If he then fails in his
journey to fame and riches the fault will
not lie with his worshippers. This is an
awkward way of saying that he will not
resent but rather will he heartily welcome
the confidence placed in him. Has he not
azserted from time out of mind that such
confidence is essential to his success?
Thus there iz an element of favorable dis-
position, a psychic state bordering on
faith in witchcraft or the occult, on the
part of the patient.

But the patient is in most cases a lay-
man, Ii he desires to submit to treat-
ment he must have an opinion; and his
opinion will vary directly with his intel-
ligence and his willingness to use it. The
treatment he wants will be treatment for
his nerves, perhaps. Assume his case to
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“ Humanity or Hate," etc

be psychic. He will then be discovered
to have a psychosis and his treatment
will be psyvchoanalytical, whether he be
told so or not. The point is that, if he
knows what the treatment is, he will have
an opinion about it. As said, the opinion
desiderated by his physician, the healer,
will be born of absolute surrender. Yet,
in any wide-spread application of a
method, this standard can hardly obtain.
There must occur many cases of men-
tal reservation or downright scepticism.
Surely it will be allowed that a non-pro-
fessional may have judgment of wvalue,
if he be otherwise intellipent. He must
at least know enough to decide whether
he will or will not place himself in the
hands of the psychoanalyst. To the
latter the decision will be of paramount
importance. Nor will he be averse to
learning the steps leading up to it.

I know a person—a layman—who says
that he doesn't care much for psycho-
analysis; and he has been frank enough
to tell me why. He bases his aversion on
three notions. As he is only a lavman he
attaches no public interest to his opin-
ions, but he cannot avoid giving them
enough weight in his private mind to de-
ter him from transacting any business
with the psychoanalyst. Tt is with the
hope, though not exactly with the expec-
tation, of doing-the Freudians a service
that 1 submit his views. It will be seen
that some knowledge of the subject is
taken for granted; and it is believed that
this, in view of the growing papular in-
terest, is not ill-advised.

I

My friend asserts that the Freudians
make three assumptions which he cannot
accept. He does not know whether they
are aware of the exact chafacter of their
assumptions, which he himself regards
contradictory. He rather thinks they are
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not clearly cognizant of their bearings.
They have to do with the answers to the
questions: (1) What is “Reality”? (2)
What is their standard of neural health?
{3) Is Mind the only fact in the universe?
The metaphysical look of these inquiries
need frighten no reader. They are fa-
miliar, in one guise or another, to every
person who has listened to the talk of
Freudizm, however uncritically.

“Phrases one meets over and over
again in psychoanalytic literature run
like these: ‘ The neurotic lives in a dream-
world. He is prey to his fancies. Im his
fancies, his dreams, he seeks refuge from
“Reality.” A psychosis is a mental ill-
ness resulting from a conflict between
wish and fact, or between wish and pro-
priety. It is a foreign body lodged in the
mind and—metaphorically speaking—
causing suppuration there. Remove the
offending body and vou cure the sufferer.
More literally: Make the subject aware
of his repressed wishes—repressed be-
cause they are offensive to him—and you
help him toward a saner state of mind.
That is, you do one of two things. You
help him realize that his wish, which is
uzually sexual, is not so uﬁenbw:_ since
it is natura.i. You say to him, “ Gratify
your wish.” And the neurosis vanizhes.
Or vou do another thing, the alternative
entailed by the impossibility to gratify.
You tell him to substitute something for
his wish; which something, if attained,
will gh-'e him almost or quite as much
mental satisfaction as the fulfilled wish
could yield. You tell him to work harder
. at hiz business, to cultivate a hobby,
cultivate God, or art, or literature, or
Red Cross work, or war. Which means
that you require him to replace one in-
stinctive craving foranother. If youcan't
get what you want (not every Jack can
have just the Jill he fancies, but there
are as good fish in the sea) get the next
best thing. Above all, get busy. But
don't bother any more with your old

fancies. Get busy with the things of
*Reality "' !
“Ah, there's the rub. ‘Reality’!

What is Realitv? One knows very well
~what the psychoanalysts mean by it
They mean the world as it is, things as
they are. And on that assumption,
whatever is is right, presumably, And
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vet, when wou press them closer, they
will cheerfully admit that whatever has
been hasn't been regarded as right, else
no one would have ventured to better it.
Behind every deed there has floated some
dream, Around every' ‘Reality’ that
ever was there has swung the rainbow of
promise of better things. Deed and
dream have always been at war. Fact
and fancy have never been in accord.
And this is as it should have been. Why?
Just because of the insistent conviction
that fact is not reality nor ever has been.
Reality is the conquest of fact, and not
acquiescence. Reality is conflict, not
adaptation.

“Without going into the contentions of
Darwinism, nor yet the history of human
institutions, the upward curve of prog-
ress due to the slow subjection of reality
to desire, of things as they are to the
dream of things as they ought to be, the
impasse here reached is fundamental and
far-reaching. For what does it mean?
It means that yvour psychoanalyst asks his
subject in one and the same breath to do
one of two contradictory things, two mu-
tually exclusive things: either to submit
to his environment, whereby, of course,
he would prove himself renegade to his
heritage of triumph over it; or to sub-
limate his now wrong, but once right, de-
sire (libido) by helping perfect some hu-
man institution and the entire fabric of
civilization, themselves the ejects of other
libidos, sublimated like his own, whereby,
necessarily, he would not only be frus-
trating the legitimate or natural issues of
his libido, but also building upon the de-
feated libidos of those who have been the
pillars of advancement everywhere and
always from the dead level of brute exisi-
ence. Ina word, vour psychoanalyst says
to you: ‘Be civilized, but not too civil-
ized; be a brute, but not all brute. Con-
form, but not too closely. Digress, but
not too far afield. You want to keep
neurally well, and to this end you shall
have to strike a mean between your do's
and don't’s.’ By all of which he shows
that his vaunted ‘Reality’ corresponds
to nothing that can be seen and handled,
but is merely a mode of expediency,

“And once the subject sees this, he is
in the position of one deflowered of in-
nocence; and to the extent of his de-
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florescence he is incapacitated for relief
and cure. He is like the subject of hyp-
nosis who renders himself innocuous to
mesmerism by inquiring too closely into
the mechanism of the mystery. ‘But,
no,’ the Freudian retorts, ‘he can prac-
tise upon himself." Yet can he—effec-
tively or at all—do so? Can any one
bewitch or hypnotize himself? Should,
according to the code of medical ethics,
the bona fide medicus attempt to cure
himself of a grave malady? A more
pertinent question: Has or has not the
medical man, by the very acquisition of
his professional skill, sophisticated him-
seli almost beyvond the pale of effective
treatment of himself? If this be true in
a professedly scientific art, how much
more will it hold with regard to practices
not so rigidly intellectual, but, on the
other hand, primarily emotional and
neural? The element of make-believe
would appear to assume fatal propor-
tions."

II

“BuT now as regards the second objec-
tion: ‘What is the psvchoanalyst’s stand-
ard of neural health?’ That he assumes
such a standard he tells vou the instant
he says vou are sick.  His effort, of course,
will be to make you well. Either you are
to he helped to return to a condition vou
once enjoved, or yvou are to be wholly
made over according to a pattern existent
outside yourself. What are the possibili-
ties in these two directions? What are
all the implications of the situation?
Well, they are something of this sort.

* *What you are,’ so runs the teaching,
‘depends upon what you have been in
the past. Not only that; it depends also
upon what all those who have contributerd
to vour existence have been in the past,
and upon what they thought you, as an
integral part of their dream-world of
civilization, should hecome for the future.
Az now vou have two worlds for your
existence, the one to which vou react,
namely, the realm of objects in the pres-
ent tense, and the one you try to create
by your reactions, so vou have two memo-
ries: the memory of your reactions to the
life of your senses, and the memory of
your ancestors’ reactions to their respec-
tive worlds of sense plus the memory of
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their conflicts with objects as they found
them—in short, their aspirations aor
dreams. You have your individual
memory, which extends to the dawn of
your consciousness; and, added to that,
you possess your racial memory. The
characteristic difference between the two
is that your individual memory is capable
of recall, whereas your racial memory is
not thus capable. Or, looked at from the
other side, your racial memory speaks
the language of instinct; your individual
memory does not thus speak.’

“Take a concrete case. Mary Ann is
a dreamer of dreams: two sorts of dreams,
waking and sleeping. And both sorts are
significant. In her waking moments she
conjures up a vision of a cottage em-
bowered somewhere in roses, with bright-
eved children playing in the sunshine,
with sweet lavender on the pillows in
the bedrooms, with her chozen swain of
brawny arm and raven ringlet carving
the joint of his providing on the shiny
silver of her polishing, calling her and
the children his own, and taking her
and theirs to church of a Sunday. She
blushes at the thought; for all the swain
has done thus far has been to nod approv-
ingly as he passed the gate. Mary Ann
in her sleeping hours, most likely about
the time of waking, has other dreams
which are less subject to control, and
therefore more confused. She dreams in
the dead of night, s0 she thinks, of her
chamber-door creaking on its hinges as it
slowly opens to the push of another
brawny arm. A face with a mask over
its eyves looks in and is followed by a stal-
wart figure in khaki. She would scream
but chokes with fear, for it is a burglar.
Then the mask falls, and the brawny arm
draws an umbrella from his belt where
his sword should have been, spreads it
over his head, for it has bepun to rain=—
copiously. She does scream now, wakens,
and buries her face in the pillow to shield
her bewildered eyes from the strong sun
in the window.

“The one dream—that of the roses and
the cottage—is mostly individual; the
other dream—that of the umbrella—is
rather racial. In the former, Mary builds
upon the memory of a raven ringlet she
saw by the garden-gate. In the latter,
Mary’s ancestors show her pictures or
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symbols of things they used to think
about when they went a-courting. There
iz a very close connection between um-
brellas and burglars and lovers, and that
connection is established in the nervous
system. Once allow the nervous system
to become deranged by disappointment in
love—by a world-wide separation of
lover and Mary Ann—and that system
will obtrude burglars with umbrellas or
other such significant symbols upon her
attention in her dreams by night."”

“But how is this possible?” 1 ask,
“Surely the days of witchcraft have gone
forever to the limbo of oulgrown super-
stitions 1"

“Yes, and No. There i5 a sorcery that
vet possesses us. It is the necromancy of
the Libido (capital L). It is the presti-
digitation of the Unconscious (capital U).
But it is nothing Occult (capital O). Oh,
no! Scientifically, it is the operation at-
tending a kink or series of kinks in the
nervous system, all inherited together
with the system, by Mary from her an-
cestors, each one of the ancestors success-
ful in the game of love, each one of the
ancestors a living reagent to the ‘Reality’
of his or her day. And Mary’s instincts
are the record Mary's grand and great
grand-péres and dames have written on
her Unconscious. The only thing Occult
about this Unconscious is that it works
much like a third person, as Instinct;
much like a foreign body when Instinct
haz been thwarted. Should the cottage
dreams fail to materialize, the umbrella
dreams might persist and leave their
marks in sallow cheeks and listless brood-
ing. That would be the revenge of her
Unconscious, who thus would fetter her
with a ‘Peychosis.’

“Mary, it is held, might bring back the
bloom to her cheeks and banish the um-
brellas from her dreams by divulging her
troubles to her Father Confessor. That
would set right the disordered kinks in
her nervous system, or exorcise the Un-
conscious who caused them. She would
then transfer her affection from flaxen-
haired babies in the future to the Crucifix
and the Child in the bosom of the Virgin.
Or she might give herself to the ecstasy
of Altruism, or to the fuller development
of such other racial Instincts as were left
her to cultivate. Yet"—and here my
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friend's second objection asserts itself—
“was Mary ‘cured’? True, Mary might
be reclaimed from a life of withering upon
the stalk, but was she restored to her
former bounding health, or made over
into a person whose mental and physical
functions conformed to a Worm of perfect
well-being?  Perhaps all that was done
for her was to reclaim her for society by
helping her to gain the opportunity of
breaking herself upon the wheel of ‘ Real-
ity,'—the grim realities so different from
her hopes—to the problematical glory of
better things for happier persons and the
world ™

“Well," said I, “what more could you
expect? What in the nature of things,
can vou mean by ‘cure’?”

“It isn't the nature of things I'm dis-
cussing. It's the question of cure and
health. Take the other alternative.
Suppose Mary's husband had material-
ized. Then, to be sure, the burglars and
the umbrellas would have staved away
politely, as their real congeners would
have taken possession forever both here
and in Heaven. Then, vou say, she would
have had her wish; and then, too, there
would have been nothing more to tell of
her out of the ordinary than that she
lived ‘happily ever afterward,’ as all per-
fect heroines do, and the world for her
would have been the perfect blank which
follows the end of a beautiful romance.
To be of interest to herself and to the
world, she would have had to find or have
brought to her by her Unconscious—that
semiscientific and half-occult otherhood
of herself and her ancestors—new oppor-
tunities for creating a Psychosis. Psy-
choses! Yes, of such is the Lmqﬂc}m of
the Earth. And the i irony of it all is that
of such, also, iz the kingdom of Heaven."

“How do you make that out?"

“How? Why, this way. No Psy-
chosis, no struggle; no struggle, no
Heaven. Or no struggle, no Psychosis;
no Psvchosis, all Heaven. Don't you see?
The assumption of a neural Norm, so
omnipresent in psyvchoanalysis, is neither
here nor there, corresponding to reality
nowhere either in Heaven or on Earth,
To analyze the psychoanalyst, T would
say it is hased on ‘circular reaction.” It
is the product of the same sort of cerebra-
tion which makes the baby blurb, ‘Bla-
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bla, bla-bla,’ and deceives the wee boob
into the notion that it is saying something
rational. A state of perfect immunity
from nervous complexes is as possible as
the permanence of the condition of Eve
in Eden or of Helen in Troy."”

11T

“Tue last objection to Psychoanalysis
is, I think, the Jeast apparent of all, but
for that reason the most important. It
lies in the one grand implication of the
doctrine: that—Dbut wait till we examine
some concrete material before we present
our conclusion,

“We have supposed Mary to have
sought propitiation of her rebellious
libido by embracing the God-child in the
arms of the Virgin or by fixating her
starved Instinct on the Crucifx, and de-
riving thence the sustenance she missed
from her hero of the brawny arm and the
raven ringlet. One cannot question the
wisdom of her refuge nor the truth of its
healing effects—at first. Indeed, one
might applaud the advice of her healer, if
one could waive its implications. And one
could waive them the more easily were
the Freudians not eager to unfold them
to the world. Not satisfied with praxis,
they elaborate a metaphysic. 5o, really,
weighing one against the other, bulk for
bulk, one must suppose that they set more
store by the metaphysic than the praxis.
It is their philosophy they prize as much
as their healing powers. Now this were
all very well did it not invelve a con-
sequence approximating nullification,

“Tt has often happened that Mary
Anns of an inguiring turn of mind have,
in her situation, locoked a- little farther
into the story of the consolations of the
Crucifix, prompted to do so on the score
of ‘Reality.” Was there a Virgin? Was
there a Christ-child? Was there a Cruci-
fied One? If not, wouldn’t her consola-
tions turn to ashes? Full of gratitude Lo
her psychic deliverer, Mary Ann ad-
dresses him for answer. He may put her
off evasively or with overdone assurance.
She will look into the matter, and she con-
sults the literature on the subject: such
subjects as Dreams, Symbolism, Taboo,
Fetich, ete. What then?
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“Why, then she learns that there have
been many religions, of which that of the
Virgin has no more practical efficacy, and
no securer basis in reality, than any of
the other religions of to-day or yesterday;
and her illumination comes directly from
the teachers of her revered psychoanalytic
healer: first, the brute of the jungle with
brute passion rank and shaping life like
the very finger of God; then, with per-
haps some steps in the slow rise from the
brute level passed over, an era of more
than brute license with phallic symbols
spelling a religion of sex, followed by a
long period of reaction in which the sym-
bols are invested with a new meaning of
shame and remorse and desire projected
skyward; and, finally, evolved from theze,
the consolations of the Cruciix and the
Virgin's Child—symbols all, and reeking
with primitive sexual significance,

“The result for Mary Ann? Poor
thing! Kneeling over her beads by the
altar, she counts them vainly for their
store of magic balm, their gift of refresh-
ment and strength, to meet presently else-
where other ‘ Realities’ as hollow as these,
She extends her arms in one lingering ap-
peal, but turns revolted and buries her
face in her hands. Her rosary, a thing
erotic, takes the form of the Serpent him-
self, and the incense smells pungently of
human flesh roasting for an orgiastic
revel,

*Her old Psychosis has gone, ves. But
she laughs bitterly as she recoils from the
sting of another.”

“Would you then question the truth of
Psychoanalysis? "

"“Scientifically, No; as the so-called
scientific is not the most vulnerable side
of the business. But as a workable theory
for the sophisticated, certainly Yes, It
may rank well as philosophy, and take its
chances there. One cares little for phi-
losophy as a system in these days of prag-
matism. What yvou and I want to know
iz, How does it work? And this you have
seen.

“No. The Freudian assumption that
Mind is the only fact in the universe is
falze. For Mind, in order to wark right,
must have something outside itself to
work on. But this the Freudians will not
allow.”
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9 that of a shimmering '-'.t]x er-
Fodey lavender when Ben Wool-

il ford stepped from the crude
df] kerosene glare of the jail
lamps into the freedom of
He might have savored his
the jury's
verdict of “Not guilty™ having been
rendered late in the preceding afternoon,
He might have celebrated his acquittal
with such drab cheer as the little county-
seat town of Cochran afforded. The in-
sinuation of rhythmic sound had pene-
trated to his cell, where, because his
mountain acres were more than thirty
miles distant, he had elected to spend one
more night, a voluntary night that had
lost the terrible compulsion of the five
months of nights that had gone before it.
Once that sensuous lure of violin and cor-
net and trap-drum might have enmeshed
him, the swaying, colorful forms of the
warm, scented girls have maddened him,
the molten flame of drink have consumed
hig flim=y inhibitions in the smoke of ex-
cess. But that would have been many
vears ago, before the grace of God had
touched his heart, before he had married
and bidden farewell to license. Last
night he had lain upon his hard jail cot,
barely conscious of the music save as an
impediment to sleeping, and had read the
sounding scholastics of great Paul in his
bethumbed and tattered Testament, that
constant companion of his later dayvs.

No solitary footstep fell upon the gray
ftags of the courthouse square; the false
fronts of the stores turned blank, unsee-
ing eves upon the empty street; revelry
was dead, silence filled the world to over-
flowing.

Ben Woolford stretched the sleep from
his stiffened limbs, yawned, shivered in
the silver cold that saturated the air and
lay upon the courtvard blue grass in
tloudy gray dew, and began to use his

a new day. .
release the evening before,

s long arms like flails, beating them briskly
and noisily against his sides. Warmed
presently, he stood waiting in silence
for his team. It was still early. Half-
past three. Or perhaps a quarter of
four. Five months ago, Ben would have
told unhesitatingly which, Prison had
dimmed, made inaccurate, that outdoor
lore. He cast his eyes upon the grow-
ingly luminous east, and then to the ze-
nith, where the sky was a velvety, deep-
blue expanse still pierced with a myriad
misty sparks. Probably nearer a quarter
of four, he decided. In the same instant
his quick ear caught the creak and clatter
of an approaching vehicle. He went, with
a stirring impatience revealed in his long,
hurrying strides, to meet it.

His cousin, Jim Lainey, was driving;
a shapeless, swaddled form, from which
protruded mittened hands lightly clutch-
ing the reins. He halted at Woolford's
approach, and, as the latter climbed to a
seat beside him, said, without formal
greeting:

“Mackinaw under the seat, Ben. Aw-
ful cold driving this morning. Damp—
sort of. Seems like it penetrates right
through yuh.” And after a slight pause,
he added wuninventively and inaccu-
rately: " Cold as hell.”

Woolford drew on the mackinaw,
frowning at Lainey’s. approach to pro-
fanity, but offering no criticism of it.

“Had your breakfast?” queried the
driver.

“Wo,” =aid Woolford.

“We'll eat at Three-mile, then,"” said
the other. ‘“Feel warmer after that.
Batch of buckwheats and sausage, and
'bout three cups of coffee, and then a lit-
tle nip—a morning’s morning. That's
what a fellow needs in him weather like
this. A little fortification to enable him
to face with equanimity and dispatch the
cares and duties of the day.”

To this unregenerate bit of self-con-

boy
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scious humor, Woolford offered no com-
ment. “Everything all right on the
farm, Jim?" he inquired. “Minnie got
over her cold?™

“ ‘Bout,” said Lainey. “Yeh. Every-
thing's doing all right. You'll be glad to
see the old place again, I reckon.”

It wasn't a question, nor did Woolford
treat it as one. A quarter of a mile far-
ther on, Lainey spoke again:

“Well, they let yuh off, didn't they,
Ben? 1T told yuh all along they would.
Hell, they wasn't nothing to it a-tall.
Half the folks in the county was glad yuh
killed him. He'd been a-honin’ for trou-
ble as far back as anybody could remem-
ber. He was a low-lifed skunk, that's all.
He got what was coming to him. Jury
was out five hours, wasn't they? I bet
that was a pretty skittish time for yuh,
eh, Ben? Hell, if I'd been on that jury,
we wouldn't have been out five minutes

Sy oy e

He broke off to put the reins in Wool-
ford’s hands while he renewed his quid.
Then, taking them again, he resumed:

“(Of course, being no witnesses that
way, made it bad for yuh. But then, its
takin' place right down by your barn in
the night was in your favor. What was
he doing there, everybody'd naturally
azk, if he wasn’t looking for trouble? Of
cﬂurﬁe half the valley had heard him
threaten to fix yuh, too. There really
wasn't nothing to it a-tall. They hadn’t
ought to have held yuh in jail all that
while, neither. Yuh hadn’t dome any
WIODE: . « " :

Woolford stirred.
kil,"” he said gloomily.

“That wasn't killin'," protested Lai-
ney. “That was seli-defense. Every-
body knew it. Yuh only gave him what
was coming to him.”

There was a certain admiration in his
tone, which was bitterly abhorrent to
Woolford.

“There's something I never told yuh,
Ben,” pursued the other. *That's this:
[ went to Crosby one day and warned
him "bout shootin® off his mouth and pes-
terin’ yuh. ‘Yuh plumb feol,' T said to
him, ‘don’t yuh know better'n that?
Yuh might better be monkeyin’ with a
buzz-saw than a Woolford. The Wool-
Ain't yuh heard of

“Thow shalt not

fords are dangerous.
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the black blood of the Woolfords? Now,'
I said to him, ‘I'm just a-warning yuh
straight. Just a act of kindness. Deon't
yuh bother Ben. He's a Woolford,
They ain’t so turrible slow to anger as
vuh seem to have got it in your head they
are. If yuh think, because Ben's got re-
ligion, an' ain't done any hell-roarin’ for
a matter of ten years or so, an’s mild-
spoken and easy-seeming, that yuh can
walk on him and spit in his face like yuh
heen a-doing here latelv—why, yuh think
twice, Crosby. Just a little friendly warn-
ing,’ I said to him, ‘but yuh might better
give an ear to it.” That’s what I said to
him, Ben. Yuh didn't know 'bout that,
did yuh e

The words {:nmeshed Woolford in a
black horror. All his faith, then, and his
professions, had seemed to Jim, and per-
haps to many others, but the hypo-
critical veneer of religiosity. They had
not believed that he had subdued the
black blood and the black heart of the
Woolford in him. Was it to be no longer
possible for him to see himself victorious
over his recreant flesh, his damning heri-
tage of rebellious passions? Were those
vears of apparent quiescence, of submis-
sion to the ways of righteousness, of
comparative peace and hopeful, lambent
faith, only lies? The fight that he had
waged, vain—the goal, defeat?

For it was evident that Jim Lainey
never had believed the blood of the Wool-
fords conquered, but merely sleeping, or
perhaps pent up to burst forth—as it had
burst forth—in a crimson, murderous
flood.

Was he then, he asked himseli, lost,
still damned in his sins? Were those
dreams of peace, those unturbid years,
but delusion? Had he never, after all,
experienced salvation? He was immea-
surably distressed in the warming, flow-
ering morning, by his doubts.

He had come upon Dan Crosby that
fatal night, just entering his barn.
stunned with surprise and suspicion, he
had clutched Crosby powerfully by the
arm, jerked him from the threshold, and
flung him into the convicting glare of his
lantern. And in Crosby’s hand there still
remained a mop of oil-soaked waste.
There was but one wverdict. Croshy
would have burned his barn and his stock.
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A spasm of terrible rage, the typical
Wooliord rage, such as he had not felt
for years, mastered him, With a hoarse
bellow he struck out at Crosby, felling
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and panting in the wvain effort to hold
lim. His arm brought free. One guick,

stunning blow with the wood, then an-
other, and a third.

The of
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Ben Woolford . . . lifted the length of stove-wood and heought it down
with a terrific force upon his head —Page G1o,

him at the first blow. Crosby got up
cursing, with a length of stove-wood in
his hand. Woollord closed with him zo
guickly that he had no more than time to
strike a futile, glancing blow. They went
to the earth, Ben falling beneath. And
as he fell, his hand touched, then closed
on, the stick of wood that Crosby had
dropped in the clinch. A tense, strain-
ing ten seconds, perhaps, Crosby snarling
Vor. LXVIIL.—30 .

Crosby's hold suddenly lessened. Al-
most Crosby had become an inert weight.
Woolford flung him off and rose.

Crosby stagpered to his feet and lurched
toward him. The thought of the oily
waste, of the smather of yellow flames it
would have engendered, of the tortured
outcry of his horses, flashed over Woal-
ford and rendered him temporarily mad.
A very little blow would have disposed of



610

Crosby for that night, and probably have
deterred him for the future. But Ben
Woolford, as his enemy lunged blindly
toward him, lifted the length of stove-
wood and brought it down with a terrific
force upon his head, with the exalted
sense of one slaying the devouring dragon
of incendiarism for all time,

A purely momentary exaltation that
had faded almost at once—leaving the
blackness of despair in the wake of its
incandescence. Intangible things are
never to be slain by a length of stove-
wood. How hitterly he knew that, now
that the fire of passion was cold! He had
—merely—murdered his neighbor. His
neichbor? His brother. The black tide
of Woolford blood, thought dead, had
rizen and destroyed him. He, like his
father before him, and his grandfather
before his father, had killed !

In hiz depression he made no defense at
his trial. The destination of his body,
be it the gallows, mattered but little.
For Minnie's sake he would live, per-
haps, but be that as it might. Without
evasion he told his story. The verdict,
with, he felt and would always feel, a
dim and doubtful justice, had been “ Not
guilty.”

Jim Lainey spoke again, tearing his at-
tention from his gloomy introspection and
doubt,

“Three-mile,” he said succinctly. “We
eat. And I'm dammned glad of it.”

The prospect, after five months of jail
food, was faintly attractive to Woolford.
With rather more animation than he had
vet shown, he specified to Lainey the pre-
cise amount of nourishment which his
body felt equal to encompassing. Lainey
grinned. They clambered down from the
seat, tied the horses, and went into the
house.

They emerged an hour later and re-
sumed the journey. It was full morning
now, with the pray dew become diamond
upon the grass and leafy coverts, and the
air promising generous warmth. The road
wound with the meanders of a stream to-
ward the mountains that rosze abruptly
from the level of the plain, only a few
miles distant. The horses’” plodding feet
scuffed incessantly the deep powdered
dust of the roadbed, and it rose in stifling
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clouds, enveloping them, yellowing them.,
Tt was near ten and very warm when they
entered a rift in the hills from which
flowed a clear and turbulent creek, and
they at once passed into a stretch of cool
green-and-gold shade, and hard, and al-
most dustless roadway. Here, before
going far, they stopped in a wordless mu-
tual consent, and bathed hands and faces
in the stream, resuming their progress
immeasurably refreshed.

The road diminished in width, grew
rougher, steeper, and obviously less tray-
elled. The ridges closed in, forcing the
stream in their stricture to a white,
brawling protesting, and compelling the
road to cross again and again in a series of
bridges, some new and sturdy, others
doubtiully safe, and still others decrepit
and palpably dangerous. The sun
climbed high in the fleckless, luminous
blue, and, where the shade failed, heat
down upon their heads and shoulders
malevolently. The air took on a keener,
more pungert, woodsy smell; it was
rarer, it had an edge in it. For three
hours or more they had passed less than
half a dozen arid hill ranches. They
drove on, seldom speaking, and never in
much more than monosyllables. Jim
Lainey half-dozed as he drove, until the
breath of disaster almost touched them
where the side of the road fell away sheerly
to the rocky stream a hundred feet be-
low. Woolford suddenly lashed the
horses, and they sprang forward, startled,
to safe footing. Then he relieved Lainey
of the reins and let him openly sleep.

It was afternoon with the westering
sun far down in the sky when they de-
scended a sharp declivity to the narrow
mountain valley wherein, now in the long
shadows of the sharp peaks, sending up a
lazy spiral of lavender and blue against the
dark-green background of forest and the
pea-green of pasture (smoke from the
kitchen chimney that wavered in a long
stem to the very crest of the hills and
there blossomed in a vague, formless, but
lovely flower), Woolford’s house lay.

As they reached the bottom, Woolford
got out and stretched his legs. It was less
than a quarter of a mile now to the house.

“T'Il walk,” he =aid briefly, and Lainey
drove on.

He walked slowly. The familiar odors,



He patted her shoulder, kissed her . . . .

the bridge that he had repaired only a
few days before he killed Crosby, a bit
of fencing, a well-remembered tree of odd
shape . . . all these impinged upon his
consciousness, produced in him a mood
and a poignant emotion. He was home
again , . , home . . . and free!

He walked on faster. Suddenly in the
distance he heard a sharp bark, then
nearer, a crashing through the under-
brush, and a shape of vellow fur hurled
itself at him deliriously, almost sweeping
him from his feet.

Don, his collie! Lainey had turned him
looze,

. utter=] o
half-distressed ** There '—there | "—Page 612

il

He put down his hand to still the crea-
ture’s mad delight, and his eyes blurred
with tears. , . .

He emerged in his first clearing, and
paused. Instinctively he raised his eyes
to the sky. Far above the swinging
smoke flower of his chimney, there
soared, poised on motionless, buovant
wings, a great bird. Trivial thing . . .
and yet the impression that it made upon
him was profound . . . profound. For a
long time he stood there with lifted head,
watching the magnificent flight that
spurned the earth and its attraction, that
seemed bevond stricture or compulsion.

brt
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“Free . . .

he murmured, exalted.

A szensze of mastery, his doubts of the
day now far removed, bore him onward
and up to his threshold, Minnie, his
wife, tearful with relieved anxiety, and
flushed by her preliminary bouts with the
kitchen range and supper, unnerved him
for but a moment. He patted her shoul-
der, kissed her, blinked and swallowed,
uttered a half-distressed ““ There—there "
and the pitfall of emotionalism was past.
He was himself again, Ben Woolford, a
strong, silent man, who kept his counsel,
who ruled the temple of his body with a
will of iron, who suffered and triumphed
too deeply for the facile eve of his fel-
low men’s detecting.

He controlled the leap of feeling that
gprang within him, and went directly to
the old chores, the old life, taking up the
thread broken five months before. He
filled the half-filled wood-box. He tock
a pan and heaped it from the grain-hin
in the store-room and strewed it broad-
cast for the chickens. He moved tenta-
tively toward the barn, where he would
always be reminded . . .

But Lainey, coming up, intercepted
him, *“I watered the stock, Ben, and put
down some hay. They'll do fine till
morning. I won’t stay round for supper,
vou tell Minnie, because Grace will be
expecting me along. 1 saddled the gray.
T'll ride her over to-night. Bring her back
to-morrow. "

Ben nodded.

“Well, s'long, then, Ben,” said the
other, embarrassed,

Ben watched him out of sight. Then
for a time he siood motionless in inde-
cision. Should he make himseli go down
to the barn—now? The sooner he went,
the sooner the inevitable struggle, that ke
mnst win, would be over. He had taken
half a dozen steps, when he heard Min-
nie’s voice calling him to supper. To-
morrow, then!

“Yes—coming |™ he answered.

Minnie went in to dish up. He walked
back to the house, drew water, and washed
at the bench by the porch. He had put
the last stroke of the comb through his
damp, glistening hair, when he heard the
sound of wheels. He stepped to the cor-
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ner of the house, and saw in surprise, in
the gathering dusk, that Jan Kramer,
the stage-driver, had halted before his
house. Some one alighted, whom he did
not at once recognize, a worman, and Jan
deposited a canvas telescope beside her,
remounted to his seat, lashed his horses
lightly, and drove off.

Woolford moved around the house,
out to the front, and came face to face
with his wvisitor coming up the walk,
swaying deeply to one side with the
weight of her telescope. She stopped with
an air of defiance and yet of sureness, and
let down her burden.

“You can bring it up,” she said coally.

With nascent dismay, Ben recognized
her. It was Louella Crosby, Dan Cros-
by's widow. He stared at her, perplexed,
uncertain. Louella Crosby? His mind
darted swiftly back to his pagan youth.
He remembered the Louella of then with
startling clarity—a slim, willowy girl, full
of challenge, ready to give and take, a Lit-
tle too ready. There had been brief pas-
sages between them . . . that had, for-
tunately, come to nothing. This was but
the shell of Lou Tarby. She had married
Dian Crosby, and Crosby had ruined her,
broken her pride, tarnished and destroyed
her beauty, beaten her even, it was said.
What was she doing here? Here at the
home of her hushand's murderer?

He felt that he might expect resent-
ment, and yel, knowing the misery of her
life with Crosby, he was amazed by the
depth of bitterness in her tone,

“They let you off,” she said intensely.
“God be their judge! You killed him—
and they let you go free! Well, Ben
Woaolford, what about me? He was my
man. He's dead now. What chance
have I for another—even with my forty
acres, what chance have I1? Who'd look
atme? Who'll plough my fields and reap
my grain? Who'll tend my stock? And
when I'm old . . .»

Ben Woaolford's thoughts sped back to
the bird, and to his sense of false secu-
rity, now vanished . . . a bubble into
nothingness . . . gone . . . forever. Free?
No, never free. Freedom was illusion,
The bird must descend to earth. He must
wear the chains of his own wrath,

“T'll plough your fields and reap your
grain,” he said heavily.,
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Her eyves hurned passionately upon
him. “It's for that I've come,"” she de-
clared. “Your roof shall be mine, your
fireside mine, your food mine, and your
labor mine. The law let you go free—but
what have I to do with the law? Or you,
Ben Woolford—Christian? 1've brought
my things. I'm going to stay.”

Ben Woolford stood there tranced in
thought evoked and not to be put to rest.

She stirred impatiently.  Minnie's
voice came pleasantly from the house.
“Supper, Ben!"” she cried. Lou Crosby's
eyes held him, threatened him, mastered
him. He moved, stooped, lifted the bat-
tered pray canvas telescope, and said:

“Come in.”

A last faint radiance from some hidden,
reflecting surface touched them and re-
+ vealed them as they entered the dark
hall, he white and resigned, she pale with
enmity. He fumbled for a moment at the
dining-room door, caught the knob, and
flung it open, disclosing the laden supper-
table and the lighted room, and them-
selves to Minnie. She looked at them
with a wide and puzzled questioning in
her face.

“This iz Louella Crosby,” he said in
measured, heavy tones. “She is going to
live with us—from now on.”

Minnie accepted that with no protest,
save what Hickered momentarily in her
eves, and laid an extra place.

There was no conversation during the
meal. What lay nearest their desire for
speaking was rendered impossible by the
inimical presence of Lou Croshy.

She, with a frank pleasure in her food
that disclosed the probable truth of the
rumors that had persistently denomi-
nated her “a slommick and no ‘count at
cookin' wvictuals,” addressed herself to
the crisp brown chicken, the snowy po-
tatoes, and above all to the flaky yellow
biscuits and the wine-red currant jelly.
Her avidity was gross and unashamed.
She consumed no less than four huge cups
of tea, thickly creamed and sweetened.
Ben Woolford watched her as, with the
ends of a chicken bone between her greasy
fingers, she gnawed, rolling her gains in
her mouth with open gusto. He watched
covertly, dismayed, sickened, distressed
beyond measure, Not by her inordinate
consumption of food in itself—for he
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would have had all mankind “hearty
eaters,” and he had a theory that the man
that didn't eat well was poor shakes for
working—but by the implication in such
gluttony that the woman was hali-
starved.

This distressing speculation was inter-
rupted and then set poing again by Lou
Croshy. She laid down a stripped and
shining bone and queried:

“What's dessert ? We're going to have
dessert, I s'pose?™

It developed that there was pie, as well
as pink-and-white marhle cake to be eaten
alone or with pear preserves.

“You can bring me a middling-sized
piece of pie,” stated Lou Croshy, “and a
small dish of p’serves, and a right sizable
slice of cake. I'm partial to cake.”

Minnie flushed, but, commanded by the
dark, brooding eyes of her husband, she
rose, cleared away her enforced guest's
leavings, and brought the dessert re-
quired.

Filled to repletion and sighs, Lou Cros-
by commandeered Ben Woolford's chair
by the sitting-room fireplace, ensconced
herself therein, and lapsed almost at once
to dozing.

Minnie was at work upon the dishes:
Woolford heard her even, almost rhyth-
mic, clatter with them. Barred by a
never-worded but sacrosanct custom from
Minnie’s chair, which was really very
comfortable, he sat upright, in faint tor-
ture, in the chair that he most disliked
and locked at the dozing woman. It
didn't seem possible that she was Louella
Tarby of his unregenerate younger days.
Lou Tarby had been so alert, so vital, so
good-looking. MNow she was faded, aged,
repellent. Scarcely a single link was
visible to connecl her present self with the
colorful, vivid personality of Louella
Tarby. There was tragedy in it, and Ben
Woaolford felt a faint stirring of sympathy
that presently disappeared in the birth of
a dislike that endured and increased
throughout the coming years.

The moments ticked by. Once Ben re-
plenished the fire. Lou Croshy stirred
when he did so and then relapsed to nap-
ping. The clatter in the kitchen ceased.
He heard footsteps over his head. Minnie
was gelting ready the spare room. The
clock that had struck the seven and tlie
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he =aid 10 measured, heavy tones.

“She 1z going to live with us—from

now on.'—Page 613,

eight now boomed a melancholy, me-
tallic nine. Minnie came into the room,
Ben Woolford rose and went to the table
by the window. It had a red-and-white
figured cover, and there were on it three
potted plants, a geranium and two prim-
roses, a willow basket of sewing, and a
large family Bible. Woolford took the
book and went back to his chair.

“It has been my custom to conduct
family worship every night at nine,” he
remarked,

As applied to Minnie the remark could
have had no significance. Louella Croshy
stirred and rose. A quality of ineffable
contempt was revealed in her face.

“I1°Il go 'long to bed,” she stated posi-
tively. “I've had a long, hard day. 1
came over from beyond Cochran to-day.
Nor do 1 feel quite up to prayers—yet.
Maybe in time I should become accus-
tomed to them, I can't say as to that.
Not having been raised in a family of
Eillers . . . I'm not r:ght used to family
worship. You see how 'tis.”

The Woolfords made no reply.

61y

Min-

nie rose and led the way for her to her
bedroom, presently returning.

Without interchange of words, Wool-
ford opened the Bible and read the pas-
sage that contained the Ten Command-
ments, in a grave, low voice that did not
falter upon “ Thow shall not kil Closing
the book, he rose and sank to hizs knees
beside the intractable chair. They knelt
in silence for long moments. Presently
Woolford said aloud: “0O God, have
mercy upon us, for thy beloved Son's
sake, amen.” He got to his feet, lowered
the lamp, and blew out the flame. Then,
preceded by his wife, he went upstairs.
They undressed in silence, put out the
light, and got into bed. Presently Min-
nie’s hand sought his, and he clasped it
gratefully, reassuringly. From the muf-
fled sounds, and the periodic upheaving
of the bedclothing, he knew that she was
crying. He put his arm about her and
comiorted her.

In the morning he went to Crosby's
place and brought Crosby’s stock, to
simplify feeding and save time, to his own
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corral. And, not to be tricked, {for he dis-
covered an instinctive distrust of Louella
Crosby, he at once made a separate list
and accounting for everything that was
hers, an accounting that he kept running
for many years, and faithfully rendered
to her from time to time.

Ii he had needed a seal set upon his
conviction that Lou Crosby was his ap-
pointed penance, he would have found it
in a simple incident of his farming that
fall.

Don, the collie, had killed a chicken.
Woolford, ploughing, let the fowls follow
the furrow, and at nightfall commanded
the dog to drive them back to the house.
The big collie never took that task very
seripusly, seeming to realize that it was
at best no more than seriocomic. He
made sport of it, barking happily, hurry-
ing the matronly gray birds along with
playful, pretended nips that sent them
mto squawking protest. This evening
one of them at the gate made a deter-
mined dash past him for the freedom of
the field, and Don, snapping swiftly at
her as she passed, broke her neck.

Ben Woolford saw the happening, knew
well that the dog had meant no harm, and
was no doubt astonished at the ease with
which a chicken could die. And yet he
felt that the dog must be punished. He
mustn’t be allowed to believe the birds
of no importance.

And he said at supper that he thought
he must do a thing he never had done be-
fore, and hated to do, because he didn't
believe in it—he must whip Don.

Louella Croshy spoke. “I shouldn’t do
that,” she said. *“There's a better way.
You take the hen and tie it round his
neck, and make him wear it. It'll hurt
him worse than a whipping, and it won't
break his spirit, either."”

Ben felt her eyes upon him, and saw
that she was smiling maliciously. For
a moment he was at a loss to fathom her
sardonic amusement. Then the analogy
caught him with full force. He was like
Don . . . he could not doubt it. The
incident came with all the simplicity of
revelation.

He met her eyes, so mocking, with a
steady inscrutability. “I'll do it,” he
said briefly.

She became, as time passed, more
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acrid and biting of tongue, more demand-
ing. Her allusions to the dead Croshy
were infrequent, but always barbed with
poison. She was not a taciturn woman,
however, and there was no lack of her
conversation upon topics, in the main dis-
agreeable, that interested her. She made
no pretense of helping Minnie with the
housework; purchased herself shortly,
from the proceeds of Wooliord's adroit
handling of her farm, new, and for the
mountain vallev, maodish, clothing, and
developed a pleasant and lasting leisure,
She resisted the encroachments of age sud-
denly with such a viger and determina-
tion that actually she seemed to gain upon
the enemy, to grow younger, more vi-
vacious,

If, in the beginning, Ben Woolford had
hoped that religion might mollify her
vindictive heart, soften her contumacy,
he was soon disillusioned. She was stead-
fastly recalcitrant; never- could she be
lured to worship, to prayver, or even to
tolerance. She sat easily, and for some
inscrutable reason unpunished, in the seat
of the scorner. That seemed to Woolford
hardest of all to bear; it struck so in-
sidiously at the roots of his faith.

The days and nights, those calm, in-
exorable travellers, slipped by, indifferent
to, unconcerned by, his burden. Dying
summer became autumn fully confirmed,
the hills’ green was splashed and mottled
with gold and flame, with bronze and
scarlet and yellow, fading anon to a sere
brown; then there were naked branches,
dull gray and black, the gaunt firs and
cedars alone faithful to their earlier green.
The gray dews of dawn became white
hoar-frost, the bleached grasses were
rimed, sharp slivers of ice quivered upon
the surfaces of the still pools of the
streams, Then, one blinding gray morn-
ing, the howling of winter swept up the
valleys, through the gaps, over the moun-
tain summits, and there was snow.,

Yet the travellers paused not. There
came one presently bearing the breath of
spring and the promise of warmth, and
left the hills melting their snows in the
downfalling tears of the bleak sky. The
mountains were scarfed in fog and mist,
the ice-bound streams swollen to threat-
ening, roaring torrents. The air grew
tender, redolent of decaying leaf-mould.
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Suddenly the clouds lifted from the peaks,
sailed in diminizhing armadas for the dim
ports of evaporation. An ineffable tur-
quoise-blue expanse overhead looked se-
renelv down upon the weather-scarred
hills and found the black of the old firs
generously mingled with a faintly bur-
geoning, watery green. Spring, the ever
old, the ever new, had come again.

It had been a vear since Woolford had
killed his neighbor. That thought, too,
was never far from his mind. The weight
of it was lead to the wings of his spirit.
The peace, the deep, abiding joy that he
had had of his communion with God in
other vears, had disappeared. It was as
if his inner life were a complicate tapes-
try from which all the bright, relieving
threads had been plucked, leaving it worn,
faded.

Never a talkative man, he had become
now actually a silent one. The presence
of Louella Crosby was a perpetual en-
joinder to silence. Those words abso-
lutely necessary to the pursuit of his daily
life were few, and he had reduced his
speech very nearly to that number.

Moreover, the fugitive, half-shamed
tendernesses that he had been accustomed
to show his wife now must wait for the se-
clusion of their bedroom—a  postpone-
ment that resulted almost inevitably in
their suppression. To be possible, to be
worth giving, they must spring spontane-
ously, evoked by the emotion of the mo-
ment—and what is so fleeting as emotion ?
Treasured up, they were by nightfall
stale and dead. And in sober fact, had
they been yet palpitating and warm, Ben
Woolford found himself after his long days
in the fields of two farms immersed too
soon in the Nirvana of sleep. So little, so
contemptible a thing as that physical
need, was Louella Crosby's imperious
ally. The lack of that little tenderness,
too, in the alchemy of marriage altered it,
made it cold and barren. He felt the
warmth of it going, groped for it . . .
that, too, he knew he must endure.

And yet he put each day behind him
with a sustaining sense, as of one apply-
ing a little to a long debt Be it ever so
little it would accumulate, grow, and con-
sume in the end both debt and interest.

Minnie had not that feeling to sustain
her.
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And as the summer waned, she, always
pleasantly talkative before the arrival of
Lou Croshy, became almost as silent as
Woolford himseli. She prew thinner
In her face appeared the alternate flashes
of pallor and pink that boded ill for her
health. There was in her manner a ner-
vous quickness, in her body a visible
tenseness. Woolford, considering, was in
the end alarmed.

He came upon her one day sitting
alone, as she was so rarely permitted to
do, in the flickering shade of the grape-
arbor, her eyes closed, a look of hopeless
misery in her face. She was definitely
attractive still, a certain grace lingered
about her compactly built body, and there
was alwavs a sort of indeseribable fresh-
ness about her—a bloom of complexion,
of glance, of manner. Not remarkahle,
for she was many years younger than
Woolford, in her late twenties. The
grapes above her head were growing toa
delicate wine-red, and a wind was tossing
the leaves so that they were first green
and then silver. In the sweep of it she
had not heard his approach, and her mask
was down. He saw how the prolonged
disaster was overwhelming her, and a
rush of feeling caught him and tossed him
like the leaves.

“ Minnie—Minnie | "

She sprang to her feet and looked at
him wild-eyed.

He caught her in his arms, and suddenly
she burst into passionate tears

“It’s the end of . . . everything . . . for
us!” she sobbed in pagan despair. “I
knew it . . . from the first. She means to

stay . . . for years . . . forever! And
we'll both die . . . and be dead . . . for-
ever, too, maybe . . . and we'll have
missed . . ."”

“No—mno!" cried Woolford, in a blaze
of rebellion. *You mustn’t think such
things! We will live forever| This life
is only a day in a life of a thousand thou-
sand years. God . ., ."

“And over there,” she interposed,
“ there is neither marrying nor giving in
marriage . . . and . . . oh, Ben, Ben, it
seems to me maybe I might stand it . . .
if you’d tell me . . . only once in a while
... that you , . . you . .. still care for
me t th ]

That surprised from him something
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very like a groan, and he caught her fast,
and told her, and succeeded in quieting
her at last.

“T want yvou should go away,” he said
finally, “for a little while. Go to the sea-
shore, maybe. Why not? It's been too
much for you. A change would do vou
Emd.”

“And leave you here with her?” she
asked scornfully.

“T could manage,” he insisted. ““And
it isn't as if money was =o scarce with us
as once . . ."

Her eves accused him, demanded if he
knew her so little as that. Nor could
any persuasion he was able to devise

move her. She would not leave him, she
declared with flal, monotonous persis-
tence,

Yet the incident seemed to have re-
lieved her in itself, to have broken down
her tenseness. It had indeed brought
them a cheerless unity—sufficient solvent
—and Minnie was enabled to face the
threatening years, dark with the menace
of Lou Croshy, with a tithe, at any rate,
of her husband's sterner purpose.

And like the gray fogs of winter upon
the mountains, those gray years settled
down over the Woolfords. They grew
older, more submissive, less resilient of
mind and body and spirit.

After six years, Louella Crosby fell ill.
Doec Myers was summoned, and diag-
nosed, rediagnosed, and at length pro-
fessed himself baffled. Ben Woeliord got
a practitioner from Cochran, knowing
that God would require it of him. This
man, more suave if less honest, assigned
the trouble to a cause that could be re-
moved only by the use of the knife.

At the word, Ben Woolford caught the
terror in the fevered eyes of Lou Croshy,
gleaming in agonized appeal from her
emaciated face. He had himself an un-
reasoning terror of the operating-table.
Nor had he more than a perfunctory con-
fidence in the physician. He refused
sharply to have Lou taken to Cochran to
be cut at. The doctor departed in an
angry, dignified silence.

Lou Crosby began to mend almost at
once. “'Scared into convalescence,” haz-
arded Doc Myers openly. Within a few
months she was able to be about, not
well, but--not broken, more querulous,

617
more exacting than before. From that
time she rapidly improved.

She devoted even more of her time and
attention to her personal appearance, be-
coming, as the wvalleyv noted with its
tongue in its cheek, “real dressy,” de-
veloping a bizarre note in her attire and
manner, that seemed to Woolford in a
woman of her age and awful uncertainty
of destination, terrible. Tt was as if, fac-
ing the pit of eternal damnation, she
danced upon the brink in flippant scorn—
shameful, blasphemous.

She exhibited now a penchant for ca-
pricious and inconsequential calling upon
neighbors whom for vears she had noisily
affected to despise as unsophisticated and
“trash.” In the midst of haying, or it
might be after a long, grilling day in the
harvest-field, Ben would find himself con-
fronted by her demand that he hitch up
and drive her over to the Gateses' or the
Turners’.

It was Indian summer for Louella Cros-
by—Indian summer terminating in an
amatory intermezzo as sudden and unex-
pected as it was fraught with the decep-
tive promise of release.

Lou had come home late one afternoon
from town, where she had indulged in a
little orgy of extravagance comprising the
buying of a silk waist of strikingly varie-
gated design, other miscellaneous pur-
chases of apparel, and indulpence in a
movie, ice-cream, and candy. She was
without appetite at the supper-table, but
quite normally garrulous and unwontedly
good-natured.

“Who should T see in town,"” she vol-
unteered presently, in her long-accus-
tomed monopoly of conversation, “but
Lin Deems. He's real handsome, T think.
Stylish. He's seen an awful lot of the
world, Lin has. Lin was quite a hell-
roarer in his younger dayvs. I remember
the time that him and some others took
that girl from Marr's Corners outside of
Bailey's dance-hall there in Cochran,
right in the dead of winter, and ducked
her in the crick. Clothes, paint, pow-
der, false hair'n all. Of course . . . but
I needn’t tell that here. No doubt Min-
nie knows all about it. You remember,
Ben, you were the one that . . ."

She rattled on in gay malice. Minnie
sat flushed and visibly distressed, a savor
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which Lou tasted to the full.  Ben lis-
tened in silence. She could no longer
pierce him with such blunted shafts.

. . . and Lin has been in Lnursvil]e
Kaintucky, for the last twelve years”
said Lou. Then, giggling, she pronounced
with mock-modest triumph: “And he
wanted to come out and call on me.”
She smiled in pleased reminiscence for
a while. Then she added gayly: “I told
him all right—some day. But, no, sir!
That wouldn’t do for Lin! Lin's right
impetuons.  Just like he always was. 1
remember . . . no, that wouldn't do for
Lin. He wanted to come right off. I
said Saturday. He wouldn't listen. To-
morrow, then, I said. But Lin’s the same
old Lin. ‘It's been years since I've seen
yuh, Lou girl,” he said, ‘and I ain’t aim-
ing to let any more grass grow under my
feet!' I should expect he might be out
t'night, from the way he spukc.

“I told him he wouldn't like it out
here, ‘twas awful slow. Told him you'd
got to be Christians now, very sparing
with language, and real select. Lin was
always right handy with language. 1
told him he'd find you pretty dull com-
pany. But he said he didn't 'low to see
much of you, anyway. Coming to see
me. He made that real plain.”

Lin Deems drove up about seven-
thirty that evening in a livery rig and
made himself at home. He spent the eve-
ning on the porch with Lou, smoked not
less than half a dozen cigars, drank many
glasses of Minnie's raspberry shrub with
audible regrets for its lack of worth-while-
ness—' 'no more kick than a new-laid
aig,” he averred mournfullv—consumed
half a cake, and resurrected the disrep-
utable ghosts of a frowzy past.

Ben Woolford heard Lou's periodic out-
bursts of laughter as he lay in bed, un-
sleeping, and could not escape catching
now and then the point to some shady
anecdote of Lin's hooming narration.

He knew Lin Deems for what he was,
a dishonest, unclean, loozse-mouthed gam-
bler. He suspected that the Deems
broadcloth, just now decent and new,
hadn't been invariably so, that it had
known gutters and dark doorways. He
dimly apprc]umled the depths of male-
shift fo which Lin had been driven, with-
out doubt, by harassing life. HE WOn-
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dered if the man had spent his last stake
for new garb in which to embark upon
this dec.p-erate endeavor, or if the rumor
of Lou’s acres had been but a chance bit
of gain to be snatched at in passing . . .
or, proving too unenticing, to be rejected,
mavhe, after examination. It rested with
Lin’s degree of self-realization, he saw.
If Lin knew himself now for a beaten
man, a man that has shot so many miss-
ing arrows at the bull's-eye of fortune
that he has lost belief in his ability to
make a counter . . . then Lou Crosby's
property was in a very real danger. If
mat oL

And it eame to Woolford that this, too,
was his duty. To protect her from the
sharper. He must warn Lou of her risk.
Lin was a very constant caller. Coming,
he brought profanity and the malodorof a
musty worldliness; going, he leit the reek
of vile cigars, emptied glasses, the mem-
ory of ofi-colored stories, behind him. Ben
wondered if, after all, it might not be
better to speak to him, Lou would be

difficult. He had no doubt of his ability,
however, to make Lin understand . . .
and heed.

He was spared that, for suddenly Lin
stopped coming. Lou Croshy presently
disclosed that he would come no more,
There was in her manner a strange min-
gling of conceit and regret.

“He wanted,” she stated, “that 1
should marry him. He was right insis-
tent about that. Well, for a little T had a
notion to do it. Lin's a real fine fellow in
some ways. Why, I remember things
about him that . . . but I'm getting too
old for that kind of bedevilment now—
nor I don't feel well enough for it, either.
I feel—poorly.

,“And I've got a good home as 'tis.
I figured it that 1d be foolish. 1 expect,
though, I should’ve enjoved Louisville,
Kaintucky, a right good deal. Lin, he
wanted I should sell the farm, and go back
there with him."”

She was silent for a moment. Then she
laughed faintly, looked at Ben with a
sudden flicker of knowingness in her eve,
and remarked unblushingly:

“Lin was right fond of me before I
married Crosby., Lots of men were.
Trouble with Lin was, I puess, 1 knew
him too well, He's a fine man—in some
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ways. But he's always had sort of slip-
pery fingers. . . "

The intermezzo was ended.

Throughout that fall and the ensuing
winter she complained now and then of
feeling “poorly,” but she did not sur-
render, and she drove her failing body re-
morselessly to its few remaining pleasures.

The following winter her former mal-
ady made a definite reappearance, and
for two years she lay bedridden, expected
momentarily to die, but evading that
finality with a cool, malevolent determina-
tion, frankly expressed, “to be a burden
as long as she could.” She would squeeze
the last drop from the sponge of ven-

« « Ioeel—FPage 620,

geance. The spark of life flickered again
and again, but with grim rallying she kept
it aflame. Weoolford himself attended her
frequently at her command, Minnie, to-
ward the last, she would not have in the
ro0m.

There came a night when she demanded
a lawver. In the morning Ben drove to
town across the mountains and returned
late with one, Eben Halev. She de-
manded two neighbors for witnesses, and
excluded Woollord himself from the room
wherein the business of making her will
went on. At length Haleyv, with the wit-
nesses, came into the hall where Ben stood
waiting,

G1g
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" 5he wants you,"” said one of them.

He went in. Louella lay almost inert,
evidently greatly fatipued by the sus-
tained attention required in disposing of
her estate. After a long interval she
opened her eves languidly, and looked at
him. It seemed to Woolford that there
was something very odd in the way her
eves rested upon him. Odd ... as if
the malice was pone irom them . . . as
if something, perhaps even maore terrible,
a helpless tenderness, was in them. He
hore the scrutiny fora long time in silence.
The silence, fraught with a meaning
never before exchanged by those two,
lengthened, seemed interminable. Wool-
ford had become finally convinced that
che would not speak, when she whis-
pered:

“Hen ... Ileftyon . .
my money . .. You are . . . a good man,
. . . I didn’t know there were . . . any.
Crosby wasn't good . . . he was a devil.
.+« I thought vou were . , . a hypocrite.
Mo...: No. ... You'regood. . .."”

He was amazed and deeply depressed
by her words. He said nothing.

“Something in it . . . after all? T've
been bad . . . bad all my life . . . bad
girl . . . bad woman. Wilful . . . wicked.
I tried to break vou . . . but you . . . too
strong. Read me . , . Ben”

“Read?" said Ben Wooliord incredu-
lously.

“Your Bible.”

At the end of ten minutes she signed
him that she had heard enough.

Ben left her to the ministrations of one
of "the neighbors and went down-stairs.

He went out on the little lawn before
his house, and stood there in the dark-

. the farm . ..
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ness, leaning against the fence, looking at
the mountain that rose massively before
him, its serrated summit etched against
the sky by the silver radiance of a moon
that would not be wvisible for another
guarter of an hour, The stillness of the
dark valley was pierced now and again by
the muffled crowing of roosting cocks.
Twice an owl hooted wailingly. Once he
heard a shot in the far distance. He
stood there immersed in a flow of con-
sciousness that was not thought. There
was in it the quality of expectancy, of
waiting. The moon leaped fhe mountain
summit and flooded the valley with a
cool molten radiance. A door opened be-
hind him. He hali turned. He heard
Minnie’s voice.

“That you—Ben?"

“Yes,"” he replied with an effort.

"Louella is—pone. Jusi a few min-

utes ago.”
She said no more. The door softly
closed. He heard for a moment the

vague murmur of voices within; then
there was silence again,

He stood there, leaning against the
pickets, with bowed head, a man of fifty
now, the major part of his life hehind
him, a man that had fought the good
fight, that had kept the faith ... a
good man. Louella Crosby had testified
for him. A pood man.

He lifted his head suddenly, flung his
clenched hands high, and locked up at
the indifferent stars through a blurring
mist of tears. After a long moment he

seemed to see apainst the sky a great
bird, soaring on strong pinions, above the
dark mountains and drah valleys of earth
. free!

ws v free . .




AMERICAN ENGLISH AND BRITISH ENGLISH
By Brander Matthews

1

e RS. MALAPROP was not
i alone in her anxiety about
| her “ parts of speech,” and
in her sensitiveness when
= ASpErsions were cast upon
her **nice derangements of
epitaphs.” To most of us the language
we have in our mouths and at the end of
our pens is always interesting even if our
attention is directed to it only occasional-
ly, and only when we are suddenly sur-
prised to discover that somebody elze
does not use words exactly as we do. We
are all inclined to accept our own vocabu-
lary and our own usapges as standards by
which to judge the vocabulary and the
usages of everybody else; and we are
often not a little shocked and even grieved
when we find that others do not always
accept our ways of speaking and writing
as necessarily right and proper.

When we take the trouble to analyze
our own standards we cannot help seeing
that they are first of all personal; secondly,
local and sectional; and thirdly, national.
I know that I employ certain words in
certain meanings and that I pronounce
them in a certain fashion—first, because 1
am the son of a Massachusetts father and
of a Virginian mother; second, because I
have been for now threescore years a
New Yorker by residence, and thirdly,
because T am an American by citizenship
and not a British subject. And perhaps
the more significant of my individualities
of speech are not personal or sectional so
much as they are national. I use either
autumn or foll, whereas my cousins in
England employ only the former word,
their forefathers having allowed the latter
to fall into innocuous desuetude, I wear
a fuxede, whereas my friends in London
don dinner-jackels. And these divergen-
cies of the every-day vocabulary of the
United States from that of Great Britain
seem at first glance to be =o many that
there is an impending danger of a splitting

up of the English language into dialects,
American and British.

When Rudyard Kipling, in the imma-
turity of his juvenility, made his trip from
sea to sea, he set down his premature im-
pression that American was a language
only speciously resembling the English
he had always heard spoken by the Brit-
ish; but before he was many years older
he had mastered the intricacies of our
vernacular and learnt how to write it and
even how to appreciate its vigor and
its variety. Among the ' general hints"”
prefixed to the English version of Bae-
deker's “Guide to the United States"
there is to be found a cautiously selected
glossary, to enable the wandering Briton
to translate the unaccustomed American-
isms he is likely to hear into the corre-
sponding Briticisms with which he has
always been familiar. And there ought
to be a similar glossary in the “ Guide-
Book to the British Isles"” for the benefit
of the voyvaging American.

We may assuwme that this Baedeker
glossary was prepared by Mr. Muirhead,
an Englishman long resident in the United
States. It catalogues about a hundred
instances of the divergence of vocabulary;
and to the untravelled American this list
is instructive:; il is an aid to his under-
standing of imported fiction. It informs
us that what we call a bedspread is known
in England as a counferpane. Our burcan
is their chest of drawers ; our elevator is
their lift; our drisnmer is their commeer-
cial traveller ; our muslin is their collon
cloth; our celico is their printed cofion
cloth; our nolions are their small wares ;
and our spool of cotton is their reel of
thread. It fails to mention our comunla-
tion-ticket, which is their season-ticket, and
which has given us commniler to describe
a resident of the remoter suburbs—a
word quite incomprehensible to the Lon-
doner. It defines Americanisms for which
there are no equivalent Briticisms be-
cauze the things themselves are more or
less unknown in Great Britain—for ex-
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ample, cowboy and cuspidor. It zeems to
imply that we always substitute fall for
attumn, rooster for cock, deck for pack (of
cards), and wilt for wither; and this impli-
cation is unwarranted since we use both
fall and autwmn, rooster and cock, deck and
pack, wilt and wither. And the attention
of the wandering Briton might have been
called to the fact that fall and deck, rooster
and will -are not new words of American
manufacture; they are good old English
words of honorable lineage, which our kin
across the sea have allowed to die and
which we on this side of the Western
Ocean have kept alive.

Of course, the glossary in Baedeker's
“United States” is incomplete in its
record of divided usage; probably it
would be possible to add to its hundred
words two or three hundred more. It
omits, for example, our form-hand, whom
the British designate as an agriculfural
laborer, and our stem-winder, which they
call a kevless wafch. And if it had been
prepared for the use of American visitors
to the British Isles it would have had to
be enlarged to contain the Briticisms for
which there are no corresponding Amer-
icanisms, because we do not happen to
have the custom which called them into
existence in England. There would be
advaniage in explaining to the American
visitor that if he goes to an English hotel
for a dinner at a fixed price, he will be at
liberty to call for a second helping of any-
thing which may please his palate, if the
bill of fare declares that “a felfow of any
dish will be served without extra charge.”
And perhaps it might be as well to notify
this same American visitor that when he
chances to discover on his baggage a label
containing only the strange and myste-
rious word excessed, he is to undersiand
that this misbegotten vocable is merely a
record of his having paid the extra fee for
the weight of his trunks in excess of the
number of pounds allowed on a single
railway-ticket.

The first time the vovaging American
beholds a follow or excessed, he iz likely
to be az bewildered as the wandering
Briton is when he first encounters com-
muler and cuspidor. Yet no one of these
four words, two Brit¥sms and two Amer-
icanisms, is to be stigmatized as slang or
dismissed as dialect. On each side of
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the Atlantic there are local dialects, dif-
ferentiated by many departures from the
standard English of literature; and both
in Great Britain and in the United States
slang is forever springing up overnight,
flourishing for a brief season, and dying
unregretted. It is not to be expected
that an American should be acquainted
with all the local dialects of England or
that an Englishman should be able to
apprehend at sight the meaning of all
the variegated expansions of American
slang.

A New Yorker is justified in his sur-
prise when he first overhears one cockney
condemn another cockney as “a bally
idiot,” bally being an adjective of re-
proach insistently disseminated by the
unregenerate contributors to a London
weekly paper, generally called The Pink
Un. A Londoner may be excused if he
shies at our “Fables in Slang.” It was
the late Andrew Lang, I believe, who fol-
lowed the career of one of Mr. George
Ade’s heroes up to his entrance into an
Italian restaurant, which the American hu-
morist picturesquely entitled a spaghetti-
joint, whereypon Lang remarked plain-
tively that he “did not know spaghetti
had any joints.”

Imagination balks at the blank help-
lessness of Lang if he had been called
upon to explain a sentence uttered in the
hearing of a friend of mine, and imme-
diately decipherable by every New Eng-
lander. It was a score of years ago in the
forgotten days when young fellows used
their vacations for bicycle trips in the un-
explored back country. My friend went
into a remote Vermont inn for his midday
luncheon, and after the obligatory roast-
beef and fried potatoes, he asked the
waitress what there was for dessert.
When she told him that he could have
his choice of pie or pudding, he inquired:
“What kind of pie?” To which she
made answer: “ Open-lop, crisscross, and
covered." After due consideration my
friend decided upon apple, declining
custard and mince,

1I

Waex all is said that needs to be said
and when we have set up a few score
Americanisms over against a few score
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Briticisms, we cannot help seeing that the
divergencies between British English and
American English are relatively very few,
if only we keep in mind the immense
vocabulary of our ever-expanding lan-
guage. These localisms are mostly col-
loquialisms, and they seem to be far more
numerous than they really are because
most of them belong to the vocabulary of
every-day life, because they are familiar
household words, often spoken and only
infrequently written. The English of
literature and even the English of jour-
nalism is comparatively free from local
peculiarities. In the dialogue of their
novels Hardy and Howells necessarily
make artistic use of appropriate dialect;
but in their narratives, when they speak
in their own persons, the English of the
American is as pure and simple as the
English of the Briton. Both of them
have the skill to utilize all the resources
of their common language, and to either
of them we can apply Milton's commen-
datory phrase: * His words, like so many
nimble and airy servitors, trip about him
at command.” We discover the same
reliance upon the common stock of Eng-
lish words, the same avoidance of local-
isms in the leaders in the London Times
that we find in the editorials of the New
York Times.

So long as the novelists and the news-
paper men on both sides of the ocean
continue to eschew Briticisms and Amer-
icanisms, and so long as they indulge in
these localisms only in quotation-marks,
there is no danger that English will ever
halve itself into a British language and
an American language. We may rest as-
sured that all the superficial evidences of
a tendency toward the differentiation of
American English and British English are
not so significant as they may appear to
the unreflecting, and that the tendency
itseli will be.powerless against the co-
hesive force of our common literature,
the precious inheritance of both the Eng-
lish-speaking peoples.

I have read somewhere that not long
after we had proclaimed our independence
of the English crown, a perfervidly pa-
triotic member of the Continental Con-
gress moved that we renounce the Eng-
lish tongue and devise a new language
of our own, a speech which we should not
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bave to share with the gnemy; and as
I recall it, Roger Sherman moved as an
amendment that we retain the Erglish
languape and compel the British to ac-
quire some other. Ewen if the original
motion had slipped through without op-
position, it would soon have been made
evident that legislative fiat is helpless in
the face of linguistic tenacity. In all the
long history of mankind no people has
ever coerced itself or its conquered neigh-
bor into giving up an ancestral tongue.
The roots of the mother speech are inter-
twined in the human soul so inextricably
that it is beyond the power of man to
pluck them out.

It is fortunate for the citizens of the
United States, and for the widely scat-
tered subjects of the British Empire, that
neither of the motions brought forward
in the disheartening days of the Revolu-
tion, which separated these two peoples
politically, that neither of the two impos-
sible propozals could be carried into ef-
fect. The possession of a common lan-
guage iz a bond of unity, more potent
than our joint ownership of the common
law; and for the future peace of the world
nothing is more important than that Brit-
ish and Americans shall recognize all the
immense advantages of their kinship.
Even if we have fought two wars, we have
not drawn the sword against one another
for more than a hundred years, in spite of
many occasions for quarrel and in spite
of three thousand miles of undefended
frontier between us and Canada.

Perhaps we may go further and say
that it is also fortunate for the language
itzelf that each half of it, the British and
the American, feels itself at liberty to
venture upon linguistic experiments while
never relaxing its loyalty to the traditions
of English. Localisms are often signs of
vigor and of wvitality; they are novel
terms on probation as candidates for ac-
ceptance in the common speech, A lan-
guage is forever using up old words and in
need of new words to replace those that
are dead and dying. Americanisms and
Briticisms, Canadianisms and Australian-
isms, which we are often inclined to despise
when we first see them, may come to he
accepted by our children as necessary re-
plenishments of the vocabulary, If they
succeed somehow in getting a foothold in
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the speech of the two peoples they may in
time make good the right to be received
into the lexicon of literature: and if this
comes to pass their humble origin will be
forgotten and forgiven. They will have
to struggle for existence and to battle for
a place in the sun, and to overcome the
proper prejudices of the more fastidious
of speech who have constituted them-
selves puardians of the language, standing
at its portals with drawn swords and chal-
lenging all newcomers.

Men of letters, always very conserva-
tive in their choice of words, and often
unfamiliar with the laws which govern
the growth of language, never find it easy
to acknowledge the truth of Darmestet-
er’s pregnant saying: “ Universal suffrage
has not always existed in politics, but
it has always existed in linguistics. In
matter of language the people are all-
powerful and infallible, because their er-
rors, sooner or later, establish themselves
as lawful.”

111

¥ we can once get ourselves to consider
these localisms from this point of view,
and to regard them disinterestedly as pos-
sible candidates for promotion from the
speech of the populace to the language of
literature, we shall have abandoned the
attitude of contemptuous hostility from
which we are prone to look down upon all
linguistic novelties. Furthermore, we
shall find ourselves surrendering our nat-
ural prejudice against a localism because
of the locality where it sprang into being.
A Briticism is none the worse because it
is known only to the inhabitants of the
British Isles, and an Americanism is not
to be despised because it is current only
in America. The question is not avhere it
- was born but whether it is worthy to live.
Of course, any localism is at first more or
less outlandish in the eves of those who
do not dwell in the locality where it
originated, and its chance of survival and
of adoption elsewhere is never strong.
Some British critics have been shrill in
their denunciation of invading American-
isms, and some American critics have
been colonial in their apologies for these
linguistic exports. This colonialism leads
these American critics to steer their
course by the longitude of Greenwich,
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and to ignore that of Washington. They
are glad to trace if they can an ancient
and honorable ancestry for one or an-
other of the Americanisms which the
British critics have denounced: but if
this comfort is denied them, they are
swift to shirk all responsibility for any
word or any usage ‘‘that would have
made Quintillian gasp and stare.”” They
are modestly unwilling to recognize the
obvious fact that Americanisms are more
likely to be vital and viable than Briti-
cisms, because we are a younger people,
still endowed with the energy and the in-
genuity of the pioneer.

Our localisms are, as a matter of fact,
more boldly imaginative than those ob-
servable in Great Britain; they have
more of the right Elizabethan freshness
and freedom; they are at times truly
“sabre-cuts of Saxon speech.” To call
an Italian restaurant a spaghetti-joint is
fabulous slang, no doubt; but it is imag-
inative, none the less, it is not feeble and
inept, like calling somebody “a bally
idiot.” And it is pleasant to be able to
recall that the vernacular vigor of many
Americanisms has been courteously ac-
knowledged by not a few British writers.
Mr. William Archer, for one, expressed
his willingness to accept, as a welcome
addition to standard English, our useful
phrase “that’s the lmit™'; he explained
that this seemed to convey to him a shade
of thought not otherwise conveyable. It
is interesting to note that the French have
a colloquialism exactly equivalent to this
—*“¢'est un comble.”

In the sedate columns of the excel-
lent Literary Supplement of the London
Times, 1 recently discovered one of our
latest Americanisms, “joy-ride,” printed
(it must be admitted) in quotation-marks
but employed without apology and with
apparent approval. When our attention
is thus called to it, we can all see that
joy-ride is indeed a good word for a bad
deed, and probably the authors of the
books which shall delight our grand-
children will employ it without compunc-
tion and without consciousness of its
former condition of servitude as slang.

One of the treasures diligently sought
by the collectors of Americana is “A Key
into the Language of America; or a help
to the Language of the Natives in that
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part of America called New England.”
It was written by Roger Williams, and it
was published in London in 1643. It is
an inquiry into the dialects of the Indians,
and therefore it iz not the earliest attempt
to catalogue Americanisms. There are,
howewver, American critics of language
who are as unsympathetic in their atti-
tude toward our natlive idioms as if these
idioms belonged to the strange tongues of
the Choctaw and the Chickasaw. They
do not hesitate to employ cad and fad,
which were once only Briticisms and
which have only recently been received
into the common speech of the two Eng-
lish-speaking peoples, while they cast into
outer darkness the equally useful Amer-
icanisms, jov-ride and the Nmil. As
Colonel Higginson once reminded us “a
true cosmopolitan ought to be at home—
even in his own country.”

A few years ago in reviewing one of the
pcri{:rliral parts of the Oxford Dictionary,
a writer in the Literary Supplement of
the London Times declared that he who
wished to keep English pure, that is to
zay, loyval to its own genius—"recognizing
in popular speech the soil from which our
standard language has had its origin, and
to which it must return to renew its life,
will look with no unkindly eye on the
vivid terms which come to us from the
fields, the workshop, and the sea.” And
we may add that this purist, who must not
be a pedant, will not greatly care whether
the fields, the workshop, and the sea
whence these vivid terms may come shall
be guarded by the Union Jack or by the
Stars and Stripes. *As he will try to
keep the speech he uses in close touch
with the popular wvernacular, so he will
use his best endeavors to prevent the
growing divorce between the standard
speech and the language of literature.”

v

Jov-ripE is only one of a rapidly in-
creasing group of double-barrelled Amer-
icanisms, if I may s=o call them, new
compounds put together by a swift flash
of ingpiration. Some of them are nouns:
spell-binder, sky-scraper, colamity-howler,
sirap-hanger, fool-killer, rough-rider, road-
hog, grub-stake, scare-head, sky-pilol.
Some of them are adjectives: bome-dry,
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bowe=headed, fool-proof, pun-shy, tangle-
foot, foot-loose, pussy-footed. The nouns
have been formed in the same fashion as
the earlier literal compounds, sky-light,
tvpe-setter, bread-box ; but on examination
they reveal themselves as not literal hut
figurative. To call a thing a sky-light is
to characterize it prosaically, whereas to
call a thing a sky-scra per is to characterize
it poetically. There is the same absence
of literalness in the adjectives; pussy-
Joated, for example, and bene-headed are
of imagination all compact.

In the making of these novel locutions
their unknown American manufacturers
were only exercising the perennial privi-
lege of marryving any two words whose
union promises to be fruitful.  Of late the
privilege has been less frequently exer-
cised in Great Britain than it has in the
United States; and this British self-con-
trol in compounding is probably due to
conservative dislike of all linguistic novel-
tv. The contributor to the London Tines,
from whom quotation has just been made,
suggpested a clever explanation for this
reluctance to accept these verbal novel-
ties: ““Our good native compounds affect
ly phrase—like good
new boots; they are not comfortable until
they have been a little worn.”

In his illuminating discussion of the
“Rise of English Literary Prose,” Pro-
fessor Krapp has pointed out that in the
“Arcadia’ of Sir Philip Sidney  poetic
compounds of a kind prescribed by Renas-
cence theorists and emploved by many
Elizabethan poets frequently occur”
and he instances “day-skining stars,"
* honey-flowing speech,” “ sun-staining ex-
cellence,” and “ eye-ravished lover.”  And
it is obviously not difficult to parallel
each of these double-barrelled Elizabeth-
anisms with a double-barrelled American-
ism. That this imaginative compounding
should now be more frequent in the
United States than it is in Great Britain
may be accepted, if we so choose, as
added evidence in behali of the bhelief
that on this side of the Western Ocean we
have retained a slightly larger share of
the imaginative license of the Tudor
writers than has been preserved by their
direct descendants in the British Isles.

We may even venture to ascend from
the prose of Sidney to the poetry of
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Shakespeare, if we are seeking further
support for the validity of these com-
pounded Americanisms, some of them
certain sooner or later to win a welcome
in the language of literature. No one can
fail to see the kinship between our sky-
seraper and the “ dond-capped towers™ of
the “Tempest”; and there is a relation-
ship almost as close between our pussy-
footed and “TJIESL most brisk and giddy-
paced times” of “ Twelfth Night.” When
we are told in “Measure for Measure”
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noun with joy-ride and scare-head and
maoss-back. Other of the innumerable in-
stances of Shakespearian compounds are
triie-fixed, triompet-tongued, quick-coming,
month-konor, and sticking-place. 'We may
be sure that Shakespeare would never
have rebuked the venturesome Americans
who spontaneously generated fool-killer,
sky-pilot, and calamity-howler. And [
make no doubt that if he could have
known the skunk, he would have been
delighted with the New England euphe-
mism which, so Lowell told us, called that

about “a man whose blood 15 very snouw-
brath” we may companion this daring pervasive animal an essence-peddler.
==
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BY HENRY

SUICIDAL TENDENCIES

[THE

sl EMOCRACY is a word
=] variously employed, It
Y signifies a government, a
theory, a way of living, and
(like Boston) a state of
mind. In the United
States of America it is also used, and capi-
talized, to denote one of the two political
parties which alternately control and
criticise the conduct of the state. With
thiz last meaning the present essay does
not deal.

Toward the other four significations of
democracy I stand thus. As a state of
mind it 15 wholesome. As a way of living
it is convenient, although not always the
most comfortable. As a theory it is ad-
mirable with mild reservations. As a
mode of government it is the most prom-
ising vet devised by man.

This is not as much as to say that it is
always possible or even desirable for all
nations at all stages of their growth.
What has been written by Rudyard Kip-
ling of the Bandar-Log or commonwealth
of monkeys, is pertinent alzo to the Boob-
Rah or régime of the ignorant by force of
numbers.

VAN DYKE
IN DEMOCRACY

TENTH PAPER|

But granting a moderate degree of seli-
knowledge as a preparative for seli-deter-
mination, and a reasonahle consent to
those natural and moral laws which can-
not be altered by popular vote, probably
democracy offers more to man than any
other way of regulating his common ai-
fairs.

It is costly in discussion and debate;
but by way of recompense it promotes
general intellizence and the most Chris-
tian virtue of patience, It is subject to
errors; but it has the merit of bringing
home the respomsibility to those who
make them; for where all decide, all must
share the consequences. Under a rule in
which you yourself partake, weak com-
plaining is a form of self-reproach, violence
is treason, and the only wisdom of the dis-
contented lies in the continued effort to
bring the majority to a better choice.
Thus democracy, rightly considered, has
in itself something bracing, salutary, and
educative,

“Government of the people, by the
people, for the people,” as Lincoln en-
nobled it in his imperishable phrase, has
a superior quality in its ideal of periec-
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tion. Ewven in its imperfection or ap-
proximation, (and as yet the world has
seen no more,) it outranks and outclasses
the other methods of human government
by its ultimate intention of appeal to
reason and the right mind in man.

Thus avowing my democratic convic-
tions, and thanking God that He has cast
my lot under a government which derives
its just powers from the consent of the
governed, I feel bound, (and at liberty,)
to confess my hesitations and doubts con-
cerning the modern presentation of de-
mocracy as a substitute for religion.

It is a pood thing, no doubt: but not so
good as all that. It has the defects of its
gualities. Its possibilities carry its perils.
Subject to the infirmities of its makers,
it needs a corrective and a puide, Itis
as wise and just as mankind,—no more.
Perhaps they are right who say that it
has more of wisdom and justice than any
one man can ever have. But even that
collective sum iz not enough,  For human
wisdom has its sharp enclosing ring; and
whien we pass that, we do but find another
horizon. Human justice has a twist in it,
being warped unconsciously by our fond
blindness to our own blame, and our fail-
ure to feel the needs which may explain, if
not excuse, the faults of others.

This double defect is as common in
juries as in judges.

To praise democracy overmuch is to
invite a scrutiny of its mistakes. To
trust it beyond its ability to perform, is to
court the loss of all our confidence.

Do not overload the ship which carries
your hope.

Vox populi, vox dei, says the proverb.
Yes, but what god is it that thus speaks?
An idol of the market-place, or the True
and Only ?

You might think that the new religion
proposed by Auguste Comte,—Culle 5ys-
tematique de I'Humanité,—would have
been popular. Not so! For the enthu-
siasm of the multitude for itself, though
violent for a time, is transitory. The hot
fit passes into the cold.

The crowd, when not hypnotized by the
spell-binder, or inflamed by the dema-
pogue, mistrusts itseli even more than the
philosopher who knows the common sense
which lives within its limitations,

The man in the crowd, pressed and in-
commaoded, is conscious mainly of the defi-
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ciencies of his too near neichbor, and
whispers to himself, “Am I to be over-
ridden by the likes of you?"

You may often hear one say, in mock-
modest self-depreciation, that he belongs
to the rank and file. But in his heart he
does not place himself entirely there, He
thinks he iz a little different, stands some-
what apart.

This is why even a popular writer does
not fear to abuse the multitude, to pour
scorn upon it, to buffet it with hard words.
He knows that none of his readers will
take offense, because none will conzider
hiz remarks personal.

Thus Emerson, high-handed democrat
that he was, wrote in his * Considerations
by the Way™: “Leave this hypocritical
prating about the masses. Masses are
rude, lame, unmade, pernicious in their
demands and infuence, and need not to
be flattered, but to be schooled. I wish
not to concede anything to them, but to
tame, drill, divide, and break them up,
and draw individuals out of them. The
worst of charity is, that the lives you are
asked to preserve are not worth preserv-
ing. Masses! the calamity is masses. 1
do not wish any mass at all, but honest
men only, lovely, sweet, accomplished
women only, and no shovel-handed, nar-
row-brained, gin-drinking million stock-
ingers or lazzaroni at all. If government
knew how, 1 should like to see it check,
not multiply the population. When it
reaches its true law of action, every man
that is born will be hailed as essential.
Away with this hurrah of masses, and let

_us have the considerate vote of single men

spoken on their honor and their con-
science. In old Egypt, it was established
law, that the vote of a prophet be reck-
oned equal to a hundred hands. T think
it was much underestimated. *Clay and
clay differ in dignity,’ as we find by our
preferences every day. What a vicious
practice is this of our politicians at Wash-
ington pairing off! as if one man who
votes wrong, going away, could excuse
you, who mean to vote right, for poing
away; or as if your presence did not tell
in more ways than in your vote. Sup-
pose the three hundred heroes of Ther-
mopyla had paired off with three hun-
dred Persians; would it have been all the
same to Greece, and to history? "

MNow whether this be an example of
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what George Meredith calls a “rough
truth™ or not, T cannot say; baut it is
certainly a specimen of plain discourse.
One would like to know after what elec-
tion in Massachusetts Emerson wrote it, or
whether it was conceived after a confabu-
lation with Carlyle in his * Ercles’ vein."”

But at one point,—the last,—Emerson
leaves his belaboring of the unconscious
masses, and turns to thwack a far more
sensitive class, the politicians. And that,
forsooth, on the score of their old-estab-
lished, highly honored, and generally
practised custom of pairing off | Here is
candor to the wverge of rashmess! I
reckon, calculate, and guess the sage of
Concord heard from his representatives
at Washington about that rude assault.

‘Shall not a weary Congressman or
Senator pair off when he has important
business of his own to attend to, and when
a vote on one side practically cancels and
annuls 2 vote on the other? Instead of
being blamed, should he not rather he
praised for having taken the pains to ar-
range a ‘' pair”’ before forsaking the high
halls of republican council? Is not this
a pestilent idealist who ventures to set up
a higher standard of duty than the con-
venience or interest of the men who have
been honored, and so to speak promoted
to a kind of nohility, by the people’s
choice?’

A specious defense! Yet Emerson was
right. The point he makes against the
pairing politicians is that their mating of
opposites is productive of mere negation,
it is a barren match. And this, mark you,
because it proceeds upon the false assump-
tion that voting is the highest if not the
sole function of man in a democratic state,
and that all votes are equal, not only in
the numerical count, but also in worth and
significance.

This assumption, if granted, would be
fatal to true democracy., It would level
down, not up; render the appeal to reason
and the right mind nugatory; and conse-
crate the Teller as High-Priest of the God
of Numbers,

Yet it is precisely the democratic state
that seems to breed this self-destroving
fallacy most frequently and to its own
hurt. we man, one vole, is the modern
“slogan.” (Vile word, beloved by ad-
vertisers of ready-made clothing and cos-
metics, I use thee in derision!) Asa pro-
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test against proved inequities of suffrage,
like plural voting and the disfranchising
of women on the ground of sex, the saying
has its portion of truth. But push it be-
yvond the mark, infer from it that, because
the privilege of voting works best when
equally conferred on all citizens, therefore
all citizens and all their votes have an
equal vital value, and you propagate an
absurdity which not even the rugged di-
gestion of democracy can endure.

In old Calvinton, when I was voung,
we had a professor who was a saint, a sage,
and a joy to the heart, Every one in the
town knew and loved him. As he rode
along the main street in his little one-
horse carryall on election day, we would
say, *There goes the old Doctor to vote
the Republicratic ticket.” When he had
deposited his ballot, he would come out,
climb into the back seat of the wagon,
and smilingly hold the reins, while his
Irish coachman went in to exercise the
proud privilege of suffrage. As Pat
emerged from the polls, he would grin,
and whisper behind the back of his hand
to the bystanders, “ Begorrah, oi've just
nulligated th’ ould Docther's vote!™
But had he done as much as that?
Neither Pat himself, nor the laughing
bystanders really thought so. There
was something in the example of that
wise and venerable man faithfully per-
forming a simple duty of citizenship, that
counted far beyond the ballot he had
dropped in the box. It could not be
equalled save by a man of equal wisdom
and character.

Why, then, should those who prefer a
demaocratic form of government and be-
lieve in one man, one vole, as the hest
means of securing it, surcharge their faith
with inferences which are manifestly false;
like the dogma that all men have equal
worth and influence because they have an
equal right to “life, liberty and the pur-
suit of happiness.”” The founders of our
republic neither held nor practised that
inane creed,

Such an excessive orthodoxy has all the
vices of a heresy. The preaching of it,
either in serious fanaticism or for cam-
palgn purposes, injures and imperils the
republic. It is, in effect, an illustration
of the theme which I have been meditat-
ing by this month’s autumnal camp-fire,
—snicidal tendencies in democracy.
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These are not carefully matured pur-
poses of self-destruction; nor even sudden
impulses and resolves which have that
end clearly in view as a certainty or a risk.
They do not fall under either head of
Blackstone’s definition of felo de se as one
who “deliberately puts an end to his own
existence, or commits any unlawful act
the consequence of which is his own
death.”

The tendencies of which I speak are
marked by a lack of deliberation. Nor
can they be called unlawiul acts, since the
body which commits them has authority
to make them legal. They have for the
most part the quality of unconscious seli-
betrayal and inconsistent action,—the
harboring of views and the forming of
habits which carry seeds of decay and pre-
sages of dissolution for the democratic
state, And these are at their worst, most
secret and perilous, precisely in those times
and countries where the democratic the-
ory is presented as a substitute for re-
ligion, and the ancient heresy that *the
king can do no wrong™ is twisted to read
“the sovereign people can make no mis-
takes."

This dogma of popular infallibility goes
directly in the teeth of experience, and
cancels that wise and needful maxim of
the Hebrew commonwealth, “Thou shalt
not follow a multitude to do evil.™

A thoughtful consideration of the seli-
begotten errors and morbific propensities
which brought about the downfall of such
democracy as existed in Athens, in repub-
lican Rome, in revolutionary France, and
more recently, for a few months, in un-
happy Russia, dreaming of freedom and
walking straight into the ditch of Soviet
slavery,—such a study would yield mat-
ter for a book of profitable warnings.
But for our present purpose of a-«eamp-fire
talk, (with side-reference to guide-posts,)
there is no need to go so far back or
afield. There is a plenty of small in-
stances and significant illustrations close
at hand in thesze States where democracy
has undertaken its greatest task.

THE REFERENDUM HABIT

What shall we say, for instance, of the
tendency to supersede the considerate
processes of representative government
by submitting complicated questions
which require long thought and enlight-
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ened judgment, to the direct, immediate
ves-or-no vote of the masses? Calling it
a referendum does not alter its nature,
It is a demand upon the multitude for
what the multitude has not got and can-
not deliver,—expert knowledge on a va-
riety of subjects and a careful solution of
intricate problems. Or else it is an at-
tempt to get rid of the burden of responsi-
bility by throwing it upon the untrained
shoulders of the people.

A California woman has told in a recent
magazine the unconsciously pathetic
story of her first experience at the polls
in her glorious native State. She was
confronted, a few weeks before the elec-
tion, with a vast, portentous referendum
which summoned her Lo stand and deliver
her judgment on forty-two points of pub-
lic policy. (I think that was the number,
but a few more or less would make no dif-
ference.) This conscientious and heroic
woman shivered, studied, struggled, did
her best to perform her enormous duty
in a more than manful way. DBut at the
end she was rather in the dark as to just
what she had done, and the joy of her
first vote was troubled by spasms of
dubiety.

Lowell wrote: * Direct intervention of
the people in their own affairs is not of the
essence of democracy "'; and further: “ The
founders of our democracy put as many
obstacles as they could contrive, not in
the way of the people's will, but of their
whim.” That is sound doctrine. Real
reform and progress in politics must he
accomplished bit by bit. Sudden revo-
lutions may succeed, but do not prosper.
To change personnel, machinery, and
methods in a factory at one sweep, is
usually fatal. MNew men, machines, and
processes, must be brought in by degrees.
It i= only in her destructive work that
Nature operates by the catastrophic
method.

The referendum, no doubt, has its use
and justification in certain cases,—in mat-
ters which have been long discussed and
are generally understood,—in questions
which are clear and definite and admit of
a categorical answer,—will you or won't
you have it sof Even then, I think it
takes its best form in the choice of rep-
resentatives who stand definitely on one
side or the other of the clear question at
issue,
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But the formation of the indiscrimi-
nate, indolent, universal referendum habit
in a democracy looks to me like a vice
with suicidal tendency.

LEGIMANIA

Another bad habit which seems to en-
danger the security, or at least the sound
health of a democracy, is the propensity
to make too many laws on too many sub-
jects.

Somewhere in my filing-cabinet I have
the statistics in rerard to the number of
" laws enacted by the legislatures of New
York, California, and other States, in a
single recent year. It runs well up into
the thousands; and if you add to it the
Acts of Congress passed in the same time,
you have a sum total which represents a
solemn revel of legimania.

"Tis as if a doctor should seek to win
respect and confidence by the extraordi-
nary number of his prescriptions, or a
schoolmaster to establish discipline by
multiplying his rules. The thing cannot
be done in that way.

Doubiless some of these laws are wise
and neediul. Probably most of them are
well-meant, They have a good heart, as
the saying goes. It is in the head they
are lacking. And so in practice many of
them produce either no effect at all, or the
contrary of what was intended.

Not even the Puritan Fathers in their
palmiest days went as far in sumptuary
legislation as some of our modern regu-
lators would have us go. Of old, men
were rebuked by the Divine Master for
asking continually, *What shall we eat,
and what shall we drink, and wherewithal
shall we be clothed?” Nowadays it
seems to be no reproach to be asking con-
tinually, *What food and drink and rai-
ment shall we permit our neighbors to
use?”

“You can never make men virtuous by
legislation,” said the Bromidian Philos-
opher. * Perhaps not,” replied the Acid-
ulous Reformer, “ but we can make them
very uncomfortable.”

It is a historic fact that the American
form of government has as its basis and
its aim, liberty,—the largest amount of
liberty in action for the individual that 1s
consistent with a due regard for the liber-
ties of others. To abandon that basis is
to impair the stability of the republic: to
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renounce that aimis to deprive demoeracy
of one of its main appeals to the common
sense of mankind. :

As few rules as possible, but those well-
enforced: that is the régime of wisdom
and strength.

You can never secure by popular vote
that which is not supported by public
ﬂp!l’llt_‘l]’l,

The tyranny of a meddlesome majority
is as obnoxious as the interference of a
capricious king.

The democracy that goes bevond its
duty of abating public nuisances and pro-
tecting public health, to indulge its illu-
sion of omnipotence by regulating private
affairs, weakens its own power by owver-
straining it.

The craze for super-legislation in a
democratic state has a suicidal aspect.
It undermines authority, lessens respect,
and begets a brood of resentful evasions
under the smooth apron of hypocritical
compliance,

FICKLENESS

We expect the masses to be fickle, and
they seldom disappoint us. But it is only
when that frivolity of mind takes a vio-
lent form and swings to the alternate
“{alsehood of extremes,” that it becomes
dangerous to the state.

Republics are always looking for heroes
and always pulling them down. How
many Washingtons and Lincolns has
America discovered, only to revile them
afterward as would-be Casars! A study
of newspaper cartoons from the Jackso-
nian period to the present would show
the head of many a good and faithful ser-
vant of his country encircled with the
mocking laurels of imperial ambition.

It is a bad habit of democracy to oscil-
late between adoration and abuse. When
Admiral Dewey came home from his fa-
mous victory at Manila Bay, nothing was
too good for him; he was a second Nelson,
the savior of his country, worthy of the
highest place. But a few months later,
when he quite properly made his wife a
wedding present of the house in Washing-
ton which the public had given to him,
(thinking, honest man, that as he and she
were one, the sharing of the gift was nat-
ural,) the fickle populace could find noth-
ing too bad to say of him. He could not
have been elected to a seat in the House of
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Representatives. Yet he remained just
what he always was, a great, quiet naval
commander,

Death has a way of silencing these vi-
olent reactions in the people. It is only
a few among the journalists who cherish
the malice of their oppugnancies and pur-
sue the men whom they have scorned into
the grave. For the public at large, the
vanishing of the contestant from the field
of partisan strife, means a calmer and
deeper vision of the man and his services.
I know more than one New York clubman
who used to swear profanely at the men-
tion of Roosevelt's name while he was
alive, who walked among the mourners at
his funeral when that strong and valiant
soul was pone.

Yet most assuredly this habit in demoe-
racy of first hlindly adoring and then
cruelly abusing its public men while they
are in life, is a suicidal trait. The danger
of it is twofold. Some day an idol of the
public may come along who is really a
Napoleon or a Lenin in disguise; and then,
—good-by, democracy. That is one
danger. The other is quite the reverse.
Many a day the republic imperils the use-
fulness of a noble servant, cripples him or
maims him for the time, by the extrava-
gance of partisan scorn and vituperation.
This also is madness and folly, vanity and
a striving after wind.

Even worse than fickleness in regard to
heroes is the democratic propensity to
shift and veer on matters of public policy,
and the inclination of minor politicians
to maintain their leadership by following
what looks like the crowd.

1 remember a certain President of
whom it was often said that he had his ear
to the ground. “Watch him closely,” a
shrewd eritic said to me, ““and before long
you'll see dust on the other ear.”

What does it signify when at a certain
time there is peneral enthusiasm in Amer-
ica for a league of nations to maintain
peace and the leaders of both parties ery
out that it is the hope of the world, and
then, two years later, the enthusiasm has
cooled and half of the leaders exclaim that
such an idea is preposterous, impossible,
the menace of the world, and of the United
States in particular? This also is vanity
and a striving after wind.

What does it signify when at one time
the Monroe Doctrine is extolled as the
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Palladium of our safety, and at another
time the proposal to give it a recognized
standing in international law is refused
with mockery? when men claim effu-
sively that the United States is now a
world-power, and soon afterward shout
“What do we care for Abroad?" This
also is vanity and a striving after wind.

Inconsistency may be “the hobgoblin
of little minds,” as Emerson said. But
for a preat democracy it is something
worse than that. It iz a bar to a sober
and settled foreipn policy, and a disturber
of domestic order and progress. It makes
the pomp of politics ridiculous, and ex-
poses the republic to that kind of laughter
among the nations which is a warning of
trouble. It needs correcting, cither by
our sense of humor, or by our zense of
honor.

SCOEN OF ENOWLEDGE

There are other seli-destroying propen-
sities in a democratic state which we
might well consider and discuss if there
were time.  But the camp-fire wanes; and
before the logs break apart and fall, we
must give a thought to the most danger-
ous tendency of all—contempt of learn-
ing for its own sake, scorn of that ele-
mental knowledge which is the basis of
character, and frivolous neglect of popular
education.

But is not America free from that de-
fect? Are not Americans the best edu-
cated people in the world? They are not.
And the worst of it is, they think they are.

In the matter of universities and pro-
fessional schools we have done astonish-
ingly well, as Bryce remarked, to our
great satisfaction, in his excellent book on
“The American Commonwealth.” Vet
even in this respect, if we may take the
testimony of recent home-made and
much-praised books on American college
life, there is much to be desired in the way
of manners, morals, and mental culture
among the average frequenters of what
we call our higher institutions of learning,
To speak frankly, these pictures do not
charm, though they may inebriate,

But when we turn to the broader field
and look at the general condition and ac-
tual results of popular education in these
States, the view is dismal. It would be
laughable if it were not appalling. Half
a dozen small European states, Canada,



Australia, New Zealand, and Japan are
all ahead of America in school attendance
and literacy. The selective draft of
1917 uncovered the ugly fact that about
twenty-five per cent of the men of Amer-
ica between eighteen and thirty-five years
of age are unable to read a newspaper
or write a letter. Ten per cent cannot
write their own names. There are seven
and a half million people in the United
States over sixteen years old who can
neither read nor write English or any
other language. Negroes, you say, or
ipnorant foreigners! If that were so,
would it make the case any better, since
these are actual or potential voters, our
future masters? But in fact more than
half of these untaught sovereigns of the
state are white, and nearly one-third of
themn are white Americans, home-born
and home-bred. What was democracy
thinking of when it suffered this perilous
bulk of ignorance to grow within its own
body? Are the national institutions in
which we take such a just and honorable
pride safe in the hands of men and women
whose minds are left in darkness and
whose moral training is committed to
chance or charity, while we use their
bodies to work our farms, dig our ditches,
build our railways, and run our factories

We are breeding a Helot class of our
own flesh and blood. . We are ignoring
the rightful claim of every citizen to be
prepared for the duties which the state
lays upon him. We are debasing the hu-
man currency of the republic. We are
laying unbaked bricks in our foundations
and building our walls with untempered
mortar. We are heaping up at the doors
of our own temple piles of tinder and
quick-flaming fuel, ready for the torch of
the anarchist or the insidious slow-match
of the cunning usurper. We are recruit-
ing the sullen armies of ignorant unrest.

* For every soul denied the right to grow
Beneath the flag, shall be its secret foe.”

But who denies that right? Democracy
denies it, by neglect and parsimony, by a
careless disregard of the crying needs of
popular education.

But is not our public-school system open
toall? 1tis, itis; but the door is narrow,
and few there be that find it —few, I
mean, of those who need it most.  For the
children of the rich, the well-to-do, the
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moderately comfortable, the provision of
schools is ample. It is the children of the
poor who suffer and go in want.

In the great city of New York last year
one hundred thousand poor children were
deprived of schooling. And why? Be-
cause there were no teachers Lo instruct
them. And again, why? Because the
pay offered to teachers was too small to
keep them alive.

Democracy gives its carpenters, brick-
layers, plumbers, and the like, more for
their work than it gives to those who have
the supreme task of enlightening and
training its children. Does not this look
as if it cared more for its houses than for
its offspring, more for its goods than for
its soul ?

In the labor-unions of New York the
average yearly wage of skilled workers
was $2,400, of unskilled workers $1,664.
The wage of teachers was $1,240. Is not
this indisputable evidence that scorn of
knowledge and silent contempt of educa-
tion prevail to some extent in America?

Is this safe? Ts it true economy to in-
dulge the proletariat and starve the edu-
carial? (There may be no such word,
but there is such a thing, the whole body
of teachers, consecrated to a common task
and bound together by mutual depen-
dence for the success of their work.) Is
liberty itself secure in a country which
boasts of its possession but takes no care
for its preservation?

“Freedom, to be desirable,” says Ste-
venson, involves kindness, wisdom, and
all the virtues of the free.” But these do
not spring out of the ground by nature.
They must be implanted, nurtured, de-
veloped, and trained.

Nothing is more difficult to preserve
than the true love of freedom in a free
country. Being habituated to it, men
cease to consider by what sacrifices it was
obtained, and by what precautions and
safepuards it must be defended. Liberty
itself is the great lesson. And in learn-
ing it we need teachers,—the wise, the
just, the free of all ages. Most of all we
need the help of religion, by which alone
the foundations of the state are laid in
righteousness, and democracy is saved
from suicidal tendencies.

Come, let us cover the fire, and =0 to
bed, not forgetting an honest prayer for
the country we love best.



hopper and the sluggard. If either

still persists—which is improbable—
the grasshopper must be lightly dancing and
the sluggard must be heavily sleeping far
from earshot and eyesight. For
ours is, primarily, a day of workers,
We work uninterruptedly, we work
abtrusively, we work wvociferously. We

THIS is not the hevday of the grass-

Working
Clasmes

“Wark through the morning hours,"
and we likewise
"“Weork while the night is darkening.”
Conscientiously, we seck to
“*Give every fiying moment
Something to keep in store”

Work is in the air, virtually inescapable
though we are not all charged with dynamic
force, we are not all possessed with gemius
which must be provided with a way out,
we were not all born on Saturday.  What is
work, really? Is it doing something hard
ot doing something distasteful? 1Is it just
anvthing that brings in money, or must it be
earning a living? Is it a vocation or an
avocation?  Is it necessarily manual labor?
What do we mean when we say “ Work has
killed Mary," and the next minute assert
“Work has saved Jane”? And, hnally,
why, when both Mary and Jane call their
cmployments “slavery,” do we onlookers
respectfully refer to those ladies’ ' careers™?
Yet when Mary and Jane pridefully mention
their careers, why do we lament their slavery?

Work, one must suppose, i3 a strictly per-
sonal matter, depending for its identifica-
tion on such psychological peculiarities as
interpretation, predisposition, and habit.
There can hardly be a better example in all
literature of the value of view-point in con-
nection with work than may be found in a
certain American classic, one chapter of
which is concerned with the ways and means
of whitewashing a fence. To one young
gentleman (employed) comes another young
gentleman (unemployved). He speaks:

“Say, I'm going in a-swimming, I am,
Don’t you wish vou could? But of course
you'd druther work, wouldn't you? Course
you would.”

“What do you call work?"

“Why, ain't that work?"

Tom resumed his whitewashing and an-
awered carelessly:

“*Well, maybe it iz and mayhe it ain't,
ANl T know is, it suits Tom Sawyer.”

Tom's interpretation of work brought re-
sults, it will be remembered, that included
not only the many-coated whitewashing of
Aunt Polly's fence but, in addition, a
bonus of nineteen offerings which ranged in
value from an apple to a dead rat and a
string to swing it with.

But Tom’s successful demonstration in
business and psychology was, I suspect, a
trinmph of personal genius and, too, of
sympathetic ““subjects.” For there must
be some predisposition on which a sugges-
tion, adraitly launched, may fall. And age
and previous condition of employment will
alzo have their influence. Ewven Tom Saw-
yer could not, I think, have aroused a desire
in Lovinia's heart to exchange places with
me yesterday morning. It was about nine
o'clock and I was completely happy plant-
ing violets. The day was one of April's best
{though the calendar said January); the sky
was a soft gray with a promise of rain to
make my violets grow: a sweet olive was in
heavy, cream-colored bloom in the middle
of the narrow bed to which I was giving a
border; a rose-geranium, long under sus-
picion, had proved every crinkled leaf to be
replete with life and ambition:; a clump of
narcissus was just under my nose; I had
found the first bud vouchsafed by an out-
raged group of rose-bushes which had deeply
resented being transplanted; and I was
freely and without fear of reproach plung-
ing my hands into the soft earth, burrowing
for hospitable openings, and patting and
pressing little mounds around cach violet
plant. And into the midst of this agreeable
diversion came Lovinia, direct from dish-
washing and on her way to scrubbing. She
leaned over the gallery railing, watched me
for a few moments, and then sighed com-
miseratingly:

“'Fo' Gawd, that's worrisome work, ain't
il

I like the phrase ‘‘worrisome work."
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(Lovinia contracts it to " wor'som wuk™.)
The expression covers all the teasing, irri-
tating employments which are the experi-
ence of every one occasionally and of some
people continuously. Worrisome work, I
fancy, is never difficult, but rather is mo-
notonous, tiresomely detailed, personally
distasteful. But, of course, it must always
be remembered that the heart and hands
know their own drudgery, and what to one
person is worrisome work is to his neighbor
delightful relaxation.

In the era of feather and alum flowers, of
hair landscapes, or even of patchwork quilts,
there were doubtless many apologetic
women. It is painful to think how many
millions of clumsy-fingered persons—men as
well as women—must have gone through
life humiliated by a superfluity of thumbs.
Curious it is to see what unstinted approval
we give to all forms of manual labor and
what qualified recognition we offer to men-
tal exertion—as exertion per se.  Oddly
enough, a man may speak openly of the
success of his hands although he would not
dare hint at an accomplishment of his mind.
Nobody lifts an evebrow if he glows with
pride over the table he has polished or the
furrow he has ploughed, but everybody re-
gards him with scorn if he commend ever so
slightly a poem he has written or music he
has composed. Undeniably, working with
the hands is a delight for most people, but it
doesseem an ill-chozen subject for vain-glory.

Of course such manual and mundane mat-
ters as meedles and threads are, and have
ever been, and will always be, an insepara-
ble part of every woman's life. However
exalted her position, she has spun or woven
or embroidered or knitted. They are an-
cient and honorable occupations—those of
spinning and weaving and knitting. With
our very thought processes they are clozely
woven, and our language is full of thread-
bare metaphors about warps and woofs,
ravellings and patterns, distaffs and threads.
We have talked about the “Beamy side"
until we have been forced to abandon the
phrasze to the collection of commonplaces
upon which we draw unwillingly (though
frequently).

Our ready references show a similar in-
fluence, for we are accustomed to charge the
responsibility for well or ill planned Lves
to Clotho; Lachesiz, and Atropos; we find
a useful comparison in Penclope's pious
ravelling and in Arachne’s I8se-majesté weav-
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ing; we quote admiringly, and not envy-
ingly, the approval lavished upon that lady
of Proverbs who arose while it was yet night
in order to spin and weave. We thrill over
the pretty princess who, from nettles, wove
twelve shirts (less one sleeve) for her twelve
brothers; we lament the prick of the spindle
that brought a hundred years of sleep to
another pretty princess; we marvel at the
ease with which Rumpelstiltzken spun com-
mon straw-into gold thread; we shudder at
the long foot, broad thumb, and protruding
lip of the three expert spinsters whose skill
won an eligible youth for a lazy girl. No
medizval tale is complete without a picture
of the lady at her embroidery frame, sur-
rounded by spinning maidens. And no
didactic writing of long ago fails to exhort
the womeniolk to accomplish their ap-
pointed service with shuttle and needle,
Says Piers the Ploughman (and so say his
ascendants and descendants):

+ v o ve wives that have wool, worl on it fast,
Spin it speedily. spare not yéur fingers,”

“Spinsters and knitters in the sun {and
shade) have women been from generation
unte generation. Only recently, women
knitted so indefatigably that we began to
hear of “knitting-nerves.” That means
that some people found knitting to be
worrisome work,

Work iz an important factor in the life
of a modern fiction heroine, The wealthy
maiden who is reduced to work and the
working maiden who is advanced to wealth
are best-selling material, The careers of |
such persons oceasionally remind one of the
regrettable experience of the old lady in a
very long ago St. Nicholas who lived on the
top of a high tower and planned to descend
by means of a strip of knitting. But

. some knot in the worsted producing a hitch,
Thiz cheer{ul and pleasant old girl dropped a stitch.™

Consequently, when she tried to slide down
from the tower, ravelling set in.  An illus-
tration which accompanies the poem shows
the terrible results of her carelessness. The
particular stitch which is dropped by most
of the fiction laboring class is the inability
to “place” themselves. They refuse abso-
lutely to seek their obvious levels. Work
they will have, but it must be work of their
own choosing.  They do not hold with King
Alfred that “every man must, according to
the measure of his understanding, and ac-
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cording to his leisure, speak that which he
speaketh, and-do that which he doeth.”

Certainly, every working person, whether
his employment be of the head or the hands,
should supply himself with a full comple-
ment of hobbies and, furthermore, he should
keep them in good repair, ready for active
service when “six days shalt thou labor”
will cease to have a personal reference,. No
grown man ever liked work less or loved
play more than did Charles Lamb, and
probably no toiler ever missed work more.
When unlimited leisure became his portion,
it was his hobbies alone that saved him from
despair: they became his work. The nar-
rowness of the unimaginative man, who
when relieved from toil is unable to find
any interest beyond food and sleep, often
troubled that philosopher whe wrote An
Apology for Idlers; but after considerable
experience as an amateur indigent and as an
observer of indigents, Stevenson could say:
"“Tt has to me been always something of a
relief to find the poor, as a general thing, so
little oppressed with work."

But, after all, just how hard a man should
work is difficult to determine. Yokes and
millstones and sweating brows would seem
to have gone out of fashion as gauges of
labor. Equally puzzling is the question
how long 2 man should work, or what should
be the money value of his work. And the
three problems are less elusive than the
identity of work. Tom Sawyer’s definition,
“that work consists of whatever a body is
obliged to do, and that play consists of
whatever a body is not obliged to do,” would
probably be satisfactory to all children and
to most adults, But although we grown
ups accept Tom's definition, we add to it,
for many of us term “work’ not only the
employment that is forced upon us hut
also any occupation which we invest with
dignity and importance. * My work' may
mean keeping shop or cobbling shoes, but
no less surely and sincerely “my work”
may mean the effort to write, to paint, to
invent. Lovinia looks at the sunset and
talks of the cooking and cleaning she has
done and will do. But a poet might look at
the same sunset and say, with Sidney Lanier:

“ And ever by day shall my spirit as one that has tried
thee,
Labor, at leisure, in art,—till yonder beside thee
My soul shall Aosat, friend Sun,
The day being done,”™

Yet neither a cook nor a poet knows just

635

what work is. Chameleon-like, it takes
color from the spirit of him to whom it
cleaves.  Therefore, to one person work
is joy, to another drudgery; Lo one work is
action, to another surcease. I am inclined
to think that work is any cccupation that
has a definite end in view (the kind of
occupation and the degree of purpose to be
named by the worker). There is just one
thing about work that we assert ahsolutely:
that there will come a day

HWhen man’s work is done.”

upon the perfections of the past, but

I confess to 2 somewhat pharisaical
feeling of being glad that I waz not deprived
af the literary heritage which so
many parents in these days seem to
have forgotten to leave with their
children, along with the dollars and cents so
carefully distributed and later fought over
by their heirs.

If I knew that some terrific cyclone was
about to sweep away the contents of my
mental closet, the thing that I should try to
rescue would be the literary background
washed into the canvas of my life by a wise
father. I mean, of course, the taste for good
reading planted by him in my early child-
hood, watered and tended and cultivated un-
til he saw that it was ina fair way to grow.

In our home we had all the good maga-
zines. They could be counted on the fingers
of one hand in those days: The Harper, The
Century, The Scribner, The Young Folks,
which later became The St Nicholas, The
Little Corporal, and some years later The
Foull's Companion. We regarded with
supreme awe The Aflantic Monthly and won-
dered how father could pore over a book
with no pictures in it. In the long winter
evenings we stayved at home, there were no
movies, and if we did not care to read and
did not have to study, we playved authors!
Antediluvian, maybe, but it formed in us
the habit of connecting the author with his
work, To us “Snow-Bound" meant Whit-
tier, and * Guy Mannering"” could not have
been written by any one but Sir Walter
Scott, and so on down the line. Tt was a
game, too, in which there was plenty of
room for quarrelling just as one did over
croquet or anything else.

We sometimes wish we could exchange
lots with some one else, but if it came to the
point, how few of us would care to be

PERH:’LPS it is old-fashioned to dwell
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moulded after the fashion of some one other
than ourselves, Think of giving up all yvour
pet theories, and imaginings and memaories,
and projecting wour personality into new
and untried channels! That would be ship-
wreck, indeed.

“Little Women™ was one of the satis-
factions of my girlhood, and I simply en-
joyed it without a critical eye; but T was
not surprised when 1 heard the verdict of
the present day, at the movies. John
Brooke was doing his level best to court
Meg, even though Jo was runming to tell
Marmee that John was kissing Meg. I was
unconscious of any lack of enthusiasm when
I heard a disgusted voice hehind me: * Aw,
kiss her, man, give it a little pep.” “The
Little Princess™ was beginning to unfald
upon the screen one day, when a little
voice piped up: “Oh, mother, it's a book
and I've read it.”” The picture must have
contained twice the pleasure to that child
that it would to one who had never heard
of “Sara Crewe,"” from which the story was
adapted, or that it would have meant to a
small boy who, when asked if he had ever
read ““Black Beauty,” wondered if it was a
red book., If one were dizsposed to joke with
him he might have =aid that it was a much-
read book., But it seems so tragical not to
know anything but the color of the binding !

But children are not all alike. Few are
so unimaginative as the little girl who lis-
tened politely to a fairy-story about a child
who had become tired of play and wandered
behind the divan, where he discovered a
door into fairy-land, and then remarked
guite soberly that you could not expect her
to believe that he could push aside the vine
on the wall-paper and walk through. There
are others who lose themselves entirely in
the story and live with the characters in
their bl.':-ﬂ]«:ﬁ, khrjwing them as well as I:hl::'],-'
do their schoolmates. I know a little girl
of seven who listens carefully whilevou read,
and if ‘vou are obhliged to stop, she alwawvs
asks for the name of the next chapter, and if
you are too long in resuming the reading,
she will gently hint that she would like {o
know what they are deing in that next
chapter.

Some children like to be “read into™ a
book, as one small boy expressed it, and one
or two chapters generally sufficed to start
him on his way rejoicing. After he had
once crossed the Rubicon of dry introduc-
tions, for which Sir Walter is specially
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noted, the rest was plain sailing, and “Tvan-
hoe™ or “The Talisman” became abzorh-
ing. Some one remarked that if a boy
wanted a real-for-sure dime novel, he ought
to read Homer's “Iliad.” Perhaps if he ap-
proached it with that intent, he might forget
that it was on the list of required reading.

Boys and girls of the high-school age are
often given subjects to write about to
which their minds present an utter blank.
They have no background from which to
draw material; they are absolutely bank-
rupt. Whaose fault is it that they know
nothing of mythology, for instance? Why
did not their mothers supply the myths
done up so attractively in the "*Wonder
Book™ and “Twice-Told Tales” or in
Bulfinch’s “Age of Fable”? Why have
they not been taught that books contain
the record of the ages, without which life is
as incomplete as the house without a foun-
dation? The average modern girl cares
nothing about the story of “Opal White-
ley,"” because she cannot understand Opal's
backpround for all her quaint and Jovely
fancies, for her beautiful spirit, which rose
above all the incongruities of her surround-
ings. If we have nothing to bring to a
book, we get nothing out of it. Take a book
like *“ The Education of Henry Adams,” for
instance, so compactly written that one
must understand much of American and
European history to enjoy it. The book is
peopléd with celebrities of two generations,
and becomes intensely interesting to one
who knows the characters.

There are hoys who have never heard of
“Robinson Crusce,” “Rob Roy,” “David
Copperfield” ““Treasure Island,” “Don
Quixote,” nor “Tom Sawyer’; there are
girls who have missed “Vanity Fair,”
* Kenilworth,” “The Old-Fashioned Girl,”
"Our Mutual Friend," *Little Dorrit,"” and
the rest. ¥You cannot convince them that
thereby they have lost anvthing. If we can
take them at the impressionable age and go
wifth them on the quest of the best that
literature affords, the trail will he easier for
them to follow, and having entered therein,
the mediocre will prove undesirable. The
present-day tendency to banish the books
to the attic or sell them to a second-hand
dealer because the one room, in-a-door-hed
flat will not hold them, is a pitiful concession
to the modern spirit. But there is always
the public library, where one may browse at
will, and take home what one wishes to read.



SPEAKING OF PEN DRAWING

By Walter Jack Duncan

AMENTS and complaints, however
L just and reasonable in themselves,
have small arts to please, and seldom,
it will be confessed, make a home happier
for their presence. Yet ir speaking of art,
the darling of the Muses, one naturally re-
sorts to the language of discontent. It is
the language of the studios, the bickering of
lovers' quarrels. The history of art, in the
modern state at least, like that of women,
is one of protest; they prosper upon com-
plaints, they progress by revolt. They
have the secret of perpetual youth: they are
never satisfied. Forever indulged, they are
forever unhappy. Like true lovers, they
are exalted by adversity. In truth, Provi-
dence, knowing what is best for them, gives
them much of which to complain. Who,
for instance, can answer for the present la-
mentable condition of pen drawing? I
mean the surprising disappearance—hither-
to unrecorded—of an art which lately en-
joyed extraordinary popularity in this coun-
try of ours, where it was as universally prac-
tised as esteemed ?  Mr. Pennell, in his ad-
mirable book on the subject, written at a
time when the art, though in its nomage,
yet flourished wondrously, devoted a chap-
ter in his “ Hopes and Fears for Pen Draw-
ing.” With

ing.
% .. . something of a mother's mind,

And no unworthy aim,”

he warned it—against too much success,
Good easy man! he thought it irresistible,
Little did he imagine, I dare =ay, that a
thing so apt, so rare, so versatile, so emi-
nently fitted for its task, so evidently born
to conguer, could, after a season of brilliant
triumphs, so soon wear out its welcome and
become, te the ensuing generation, little
more than a memory and a name., Where
now is your stalwart race of Abbeys, FPyles,
and Reinharts, your Brennans, Blums,
Frosts, Smedleys, and Kembles, those kind
magicians who once worked magic in our
magazines, and delighted and fascinated us

all by the exercize of their Mack ari? Gone
is their glory, their art a song of yesterday.
With the exception of Gibszon, the last of
the old school and a mest excellent master,
scarcely a vestige of it remains. That this
gay and mature science should wane, that
its vogue should fall out of fashion as it has,
is truly a wonder; and, for my part, I con-
fess I am perpetually astonished at it.

Only consider this matter a moment. In
pen and ink we had a medium at last,
thanks to the introduction of photo-en-
graving, which handsomely met every re-
quirement of popular illustration. Nothing
was wanting. For the artist it was auto-
graphic, to the publisher it was practical, on
the printed page it was beautiful. What
more could be asked ! 1t solved the problem,
as the phrase is. It solved it to perfection.
And in art as in life, to solve the “problem™
iz everything. Bad taste or bad business
results from failure to do so.

The problem, in any event, mercly con-
sisis in adapting ourselves to conditions.
What are the conditionz? is alwavs the
question to be asked before we can proceed
with any hope of success. Take a book or
magazine for example. In the matter of a
book or magazine the conditions precedent
to its making (leaving out its spiritual con-
tent, with which we are not here concerned)
are paper, ink, and type; its problem, their
proper allocation. This being admitted, it
follows that whatever is akin to these in
zubstance or texture will contribute to the
general harmony of the whole, and be a wel-
come addition, On the other hand, what-
ever 15 foreign to their nature, if introduced
—like a pun out of season—is impertinent,
in bad taste, indigestible, and in no instance
to be excused or tolerated.

Now an oil-painting, considered as an il-
lustration, is just that. An oil-painting, as
vou will agree, has nothing in common with
paper, ink, or type. Consequently it is as
out of place in a book or magazine as—what
shall I say?P—a gilded rolling-pin or a

637



G3s

painted coal-scuttle in a parlor. We can
smile at these trumperies now (they en-
joved considerable vogue as interior decora-
tions some thirty years ago); we were
pleased to see nothing incongruous then in
their vulgar misapplication. And are we,
nowadavs, a whit more sensitive to the
spiritual significance and true fAtness of
things? Do we feel, for instance, as we ex-
amine our current publications, that a
water-color, a pastel—even a mural dec-
oration, if wvicariously introduced as an
illustration—is an uncalled-for intrusion in
their pages, a glaring impropriety, a “roll-
ing-pin in a parlor?" Not at all. Custom
has dulled our semse, it haz given abuse
authority. Yet this misuse of media—bor-
dering on grossness—is an heinous offense
against the first principles of art, which
oblige the artist, first, to consider every proj-
ect he undertakes as a special problem; and
second, to choose his materials accordingly.
Those who disregard these injunctions, as
well as those who thoughtlessly encourage
such malpractice, are, I solemnly declare,
out of their reckoning; they have bungled
their problem, and their art suffers accord-
ingly.

Not so with pen drawing. A pen draw-
ing is another matter, Drawn in line with
a pen, in ink, and in the manner that types
were originally designed, when reproduced
and printed it is, naturally enough, in per-
fect keeping with the text, and with it spar-
kles enchantingly against its sunny back-
ground of white paper. BSimple, logical,
cheap, autographic, beautiful, say what you
will, as a wvehicle for the practical illustra-
tor it is unique and beyond compare, the
prince of mediums. Strange that a thing so
adapted to its purpose should of all means at
the disposal of the artist and publisher be at
present the one neglected !

The trouble is, I fear, we nowadays do
not consider well what we do: we are too
easily carried away by effect and give little
heed to what is well chosen and appropriate.
As a result the art of illustration has been
steadily on the decline. Compared with
that of twenty years ago it has reached a
low level indeed. s it not time we roused
ourselves and grasped anew the idea of the
organic beauty of printing? No time surely
was ever more favorable to the revival of
pen drawing than the present. For one
thing, the scarcity of good print paper and
the increasing demands of the photo-en-
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graver would seem to make its revival im-
perative. Happy for the printer would be
the day that would see the last of coated
paper. With it would go, of necessity, the
fad of half-tone reproduction, for which it is
indispensable. Then would pen drawing
come into its own.  An honest pen drawing
has need of no such expensive ausiliary.
Indeed, machine-finished paper, or even the
cheapest stock, is better suited to its pur-
pose and sets it off handsomely. Like a
thoroughbred gentleman it makes the shah-
biest coat respectable. And in the matter
of expense, it is but a trifle in comparisen
with the specious luzury of the hali-tone.
Where economy adds to primitive integrity
the wvirtue of simplicity and beauty, the
neglect of line drawing seems anomalous;
and the wonder is, in such pressing times as
these, it is not more employed.

The public, I know, i3 zometimes blamed
for this deplorable state of affairs: The
public, ‘like the abzent, as the French say,
is always in the wrong. In respect to its
appreciation of the sterling merits of pen
drawing, however, the accusation seems
singularly ill-considered and unjust. The
whole-hearted admiration bestowed upon
the art in the past acquits it of indifference.
Consider the history of illustration in Eng-
land from John Leech to Du Maurier, and
that of America during its palmiest days;
does it recount other than a series of bril-
liant successes of pen draughtsmen? When
was there ever so popular an illustrator as
Phil May? He carried the public by storm.
He was admired equally by Whistler and
the poorest costermonger. Gibson too en-
joved a following unequalled and unknown
before his time in America, which united in
paying homage to his genius. No illustra-
tor since who has confined his art to hali-
tone reproduction has succeeded in moving
the public to a degree of enthusiasm com-
parable to that evoked by any one of twenty
practitioners of line drawing one might men-
tion—French, German, English, or Ameri-
can—who distinguished themselves, not be-
cause of talents superior to those we see
about us in abundance at present, but be-
cause, as it seems to me, their talents were
fittingly applied. They made the most of
paper and ink, they adapted their art to its
limitations, they recognized it as the nat-
ural province of pen drawing; and conse-
quently in this province they reign supreme.
It 1= true, the novelty of half-tone and color
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reproduction for a while has usurped the
rightful place of line; the introduction of
the half-tone process, like that of the
Weinema,"” has seduced us for the moment
from the true and legitimate, But reassure
yourself, an interest which is not based on
nature and reason cannot long endure.  For
this reason I venture to predict the time is
near at hand when the sovereign beauty of
line will be restored again to its true domain.
It will shortly assert its rights and dominate
the field of popular illustration. There is
virtue in it, and virtue will not be denied.
I once had the honor of mecting DMr.
Howard Pyle, the best of men and illustra-
tors, at a time when he enjoved, for a brief
season, the directorship of the art de-
partment at MeClure's. One day, when I
went to see him with some pen drawings, he
confided to me—with a kindness which I
could not mistake—that there were no lines
in nature, but only mass. Considering that
Mr. Pyle's most distinguished work, per-
haps, was executed in line, inevitably put
me in mind of Elia’s paradoxical cousin
James who, often declaring there was no
such faculty at all in man as reason, ‘‘en-
forced his negation,” as Lamb says, “with
all the might of reasening he was master of."
Admitting that a line, as such, has no ex-
istence except in the addled brain of a meta-
physician, one cannot but wonder how man
came first to have a conceit of it, and turned
this facile pretense, this mere outward
shape and “exterior semblance™ of things,
to purposes of substantial human expression,
The earliest art in the world, as we know,
was linear, Forages drawing in simple out-
line, their spaces sometimes relieved by
color, enjoved dominion over the minds of
men, Not till they had achieved a degree
of sophistication and departed away from
primal inpocence did large simplicity lose
favor, and the craze for close imitation, high
finish, and modelling, become the mode of
the day. In developing thus, as man has,
from abstract to literal truth, he has seemed
to reverse his usual mode of procedure.
Oriental art was better inspired. Oriental
" art, at least, had the wisdom to develop the
original bent of the human race for line.
Look where we may, we are constantly
impressed by the spell which line exerts
upon the minds of the generality of man-
kind. As it was ever the chosen medium of
primitive souls, we should not he surprised
as we observe the magic it works on the
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imagination of innocent children, whose
eyes, still undefiled, and divining enchant-
ment in each common sight, are clear with
the freshness of the morning.  Given a few
signs, a mere hint or scrawl upon a wall
or blackboard, and with the swiftness of
thought their fancy clothes the naked
skeleton in all the rich furnishment of sub-
stantial nature, restoring the bare bones,
Lazarus-like, to life, and with all the plea-
sure that comes of seeming to contribute to,
and perfecting, the artist’s intention.
Intention is the word. For does not the
artist by means of lines write, as it were, and
in shart-hand, but a summary of nature, her
main fines; which indicate, vividly enough,
to be sure, to those who have eyes to see, the
finished story? How it comes the minds of
children have heen gifted with the miracu-
lous power to read and aptly interpret this
Pcture-writing—unless it is that they are
gimple of heart themselves, and so conver-
sant with rudimentary things—is a divine
mystery to me. But so it is. Yet, even
with the evidence of babes before them there
are those (with nothing but their own blind-
ness to confirm them) who still will maintain
that the magic of line is above the compre-
hension of men ! |
What a thing is obstinacy! Charles
Keene—excellent draughtsman that he was!
—once had a drawing in Punch showing a
jury-reom in which there were eleven ex-
hausted jurymen and one hot-headed Irish-
man. You should see that Irishman. He
iz a true son of Erin. That is to say, he
iz incensed. Beating his fist in his hand he
exclaims with the anguish of despair:
“Be th' Lord, eliven more obstinate men I
never met in me life!"™ Perhaps T am like
that. 1 am struggling against odds.
Please pardon my pertinacity. For me pen
drawing is more than a cheice of mediums,
it was one of the passions of my youth; I had
a desperate love for it then, and it still com-
mands my admiration. In its defensze, as
yvou see;, I feel impelled to go to any lengths,
“upon vast and more than Indian voyages,"”
to bring home reasons to do it reverence,
But an art, however fallen into neglect,
that has had in its service in the past such
men of penius as Rembrandt and the old
masters, and among the moderns Meisson-
ier, Menzel, Fortuny, Vierge, Raffaelli, For-
ain, Abbey,.and Gibson (to mention no
others—the lisi is endless), surely wants no
defense of mine. Merely to mention it is to
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evoke, in the minds of those who know it
well, a vision of past triumphs, a vision of
delight, brilliant, ingenius, adventuresome,
bold, natural, witty—in short, a review of
the candid personalities of those charming
masters of an art, which expozes them to the
light “‘sans peur et sans reproche.”

Were vou to ask me what is the best
method of making a pen drawing, [ would
have to confess I do not know. Mr. Pen-
nell, who is an authority on the subject, and
for whom I entertain an infinite respect,
seems to favor a neat, clever, brilliant style
of handling, the stvle of Rico and Vierge;
and his liberality permits him to accept any-
thing drawn with a pen as a pen drawing.
I think he might have made a distinction.
Pen and ink, like any medium of artistic ex-
pression, should always be true to its nature,
“cubdued to what it works in'" and never—
if T may say so—exeri itself bevond its
strength,  Brilliance is an excellent thing.
But the truth is, an artist suffers in the end
whose talent sets in the zenith of steady
excellence. Its daily brilliance wearies us.
That style is best which is natural to the
man, and luckily few men are brilliant.
Eembrandt was not a brilliant man; he was
one of the clumsiest in the world, always
tentative, never having found a formula—
that bane of budding talent. Indeed, this
medium more than any other lends itself to
naturalness, and its exercise, it seems to me,
should be unaffected and intimate. As the
drawings of Charles Huard will show, it is
peculiarly sympathetic to the easy play, the
whim, the curicsity, the idlving experiment
of the imagination. For my part, the un-
conscious stvle is the one to be preferred,
one that leaves no doubt the medium is pen
and ink, and is—if I may =o describe it—
“frank, plain, and English all over."

I shall refrain from saving, what is often
said, that pen and ink is difficult to manage.
That it is of all mediums in the world the
mast exacting, has been wearisomely re-
iterated. But what does this signifyv? A
fish can swim only in its own element. And
an artist may be sure he has mistaken his
medium unless he feels at home in it.

As a matier of fact, pen and ink is a diffi-
cult—even an embarrassing—maode of ex-
pression, for those who have nothing to say.
Unlike other means artists employ, it will
not bear disguise. Nay, though a man has
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carefully guarded his want of talent all his
life long by a thousand tricks known only to
artists, the moment he sets his hand to pen
he instantly commits himself, nothing can
save him. Was it not Apelles who made hig
presence known at once to a brother artist,
introducing himself by the simple expedient
of drawing a beautiful line? Such a touch-
stone to genius is this, that T believe its
application will hold general. I believe a
sketch by an artist, taken unawares, will in-
fallibly show all a man has of talent, expos-
ing and measuring it at once beyond a
peradventure.

Meedless to say, no medium that has vie-
tue in it will bestow its favors upon every
passing stranger without a struggle. Good
things must be won in this world before one
can claim mastery. However, a little diffi-
culty evident in a drawing is not necessarily
a bad thing. It only shows the spectators
that one has gone to some trouble. The pub-
lic likes to be treated to such confidences,
An artist fixes its attention by seeming to
pick and choose his way. But the search
ought to be rapid and the choice sure, and
never degenerate into downright embarrass-
ment, That would be to make his audience
suffer, by an involuntary sympathy, the
fatigue which he himsell experiences.
Bather than that, I have known of certain
artistz, excellent men like Robert Blum, for
instance, though evidently in great pain at
times, with great courage to affect an air of
carelessness, and with a manly flourish seem
to sweep it all aside. On the other hand, a
draughtaman who is too sure of himszelf,
who makes a display of his facility—which
apparently costs him nothing—soon inspires
in the onlookers a doubt of his sincerity and
no more than a superficial interest. Let
him play if he will, let him sport as he pleases,
let him enjoy himself by all means, only let
hiz play be serious, the sport of a purposeful
mind. For the natures of men are such,
they love to be concerned in the affairs of
others, as much as they hate to be troubled
by them. What they ask above all is to be
amused. This can be best accomplished
when they are allowed to share in the en-
joyment of the artist in the seeming easy
management of his affairs, admiring the
worthiness, fitness, and the obedience of the
medium itself, which at once invites his
authority and rewards his concessions.

A caleadar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 7.
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FINANCIAL SITUATION

TEHEE ATURN QOF THE: ROAD

BY ALEXANDER

HE expectation entertained during
many perplexing months by finan-
cial markets and business community,
that the autumn of 1920 would. tell the
real story of the year, has already been
fulfilled. It is not a new ex-

gl?lt:atiun perience. The general trend
Clears Up  Of things will usually have

shown itself much earlier in a
year, but with cross-currents, counter-
movements, and confusing influences
which will have left the financial mind in
uncertainty as to which of the phe-
nomena of the day were passing incidents
and which were landmarks of a change
in direction of the whole economic cur-
rent. Bul the tests of the active business
season in the markets for merchandise,
for investments, and for money have
finallv cleared up the situation. We now
know in what direction events are maov-
ing.

It is now manifest that there will be
no great financial crisis; that the presi-
dential campaign has had no influence on
business; that the prodigious surplus of
exports over imports, built up in our for-
eipn trade since 1914, is rapidly decreas-
ing; that prices of merchandise and cost
of living have entered on an era of
drastic downward readjustment; that, in
the face of these events, movement of
values in the investment market has
taken a direction different from any that
has been witnessed in Wall Street since
the first year of the war. Of the Stock
Exchange and the political campaign [
shall speak more at length in a moment.
The evidence for the other conclusions
regarding the situation is visible even on
the surface,

ONEY rates, while still abnormally
high, were lower at the beginning
of October than in midsumme:, thereby

DANA NOYES

plainly reflecting relief to the structure of
credit through the long-continued clos-
ing out of leans for specula-
tion and through early prep-
aration for the legitimate au-
tumn needs of merchants
The foreign trade returns for
August, published late in the following
month, showed the smallest surplus of
exports (86%5,000,000) of any month since
October, 1grg. It followed a continuous
decrease which made the balance in our
favor during the three months since
May a thousand million dollars less than
that of the same months last year. The
wholly unprecedented export surplus of
$3,000,000,000 in the first eight months
of 1019 had heen reduced exactly one-
half in the same eight months of 1920,
This had resulted partly from actual de-
crease in exports during the past few
maonths but chiefly from an import trade
larger by jo per cent than in any cor-
responding period of our history,

To what extent this remarkable change
was a consequence of our producers keep-
ing prices higher than those of other coun-
tries is a question on which opinions
differ. That some such shrinkage in our
own whaolly abnormal surplus of exports
must occur, when the rest of the world
was already loaded down wilh an ac-
cumulated current debt to the United
States which it could pay only with mer-
chandise, had been accepted as a cer-
tainty by all economists and financiers.
The striking fact about the movement
was that it should have occurred when
prices of merchandise were falling in the
United States as well as Europe; a con-
dition which in wyears before the war
used to stimulate the export trade and
curtail our imports.

Money
Market and

Foreign
Trade

041
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HE average price of American com-

madities, as drawn up by the com-
mercial agencies, showed a decline of
about 14 per cent between February and
september.  This decline was much
larger than the maximum
fall in average prices during
the three months after the
armistice, but it still left the
mercantile community hoping that cur-
tailment of production might yet reverse
the movement in the autumn. What they
discovered, however, was the uncom-
promising refusal of the consuming pub-
lic to buy at anything near the prices
lately prevalent.

When the autumn business season had
fairly begun, longer delay was impossi-
ble. The American Woolen Company,
the largest producer in that branch of the
textile trade, began early in September
with reductions of 15 to 25 per cent in
its standard goods. “It is time busi-
ness started up,” so the president of
the company publicly declared; *we
are going after orders. The way to start
the market iz to slash the price.” The
immediate comment of the distributing
trade in dry-goods was that the reduction
was not great enough to serve the pur-
pose. A week later the Amoskeag Mills,
occupying a similarly important position
in the cotton-goods trade, announced a
reduction of 333 per cent in its prod-
ucts, Numerous other reductions fol-
lowed by both manufacturers and mer-
chants, the makers of one of the most
widely distributed staple articles of cot-
ton clothing cutting its prices 34 per cent,
another group of textile manufacturers
making as large a cut as 40 per cent.

The Fall in
Commodity
Prices

HESE announcements had to do with
contracts for merchandize which
would be sold at retail in the spring trade
of 1g21r. It therefare still remained
doubtful whether the retail buyer of
goods would get any immedi-
Wholesale 1. henefit from the lower
and Retail : .
Buyers prices, and if not, then how
the course of trade would be
affected. These questions were brought
to an immediate issue by several other oc-
currences which quickly followed. The
two largest Western houses which di-
rectly supply the retail trade through the

The Financial Situation

“mail-order” system announced simul-
taneously immediate reductions ranging
from 20 per cent in the price of shoes to
6o per cent in certain cotton fabrics,

The reductions, so the head of one of
these houses frankly declared, were ahso-
lutely necessary to bring back the con-
sumer, whose refusal to buyv was “the
necessary result of the rapid increase of
prices,”” due to extravagant demand
“which has now ceased when nece
expenditure has caught up with increased
earnings.”  Almost simultaneously, the
Ford Motor Car Company announced re-
duction in prices for its goods to some-
thing like the pre-war level, this cut in
prices perhaps atiracting less attention of
itself in the business community than did
the language of the announcement, which
affirmed that “volume of consumption is
growing less and less through the self-
denial of the people,” some of whom
“feel the injustice of the situation,” and
that there is now “no sense in trying to
maintain an artificial standard of wval-
ues.”  Announcing a similar reduction
of 17 to 41 per cent, another motor-car
company remarked that “we could not
possibly have taken this step unless we
felt thoroughly justified in anticipating
reduced costs of materials.”

VIDENTLY that meant the steel
and iron market, whose attitude had
for many weeks been watched with much
perplexity, for the reason that this tra-
ditional “barometer of industry” had
1ven no evidence, up to the
%cginniug of :mmn*m{J of the alnndth]:“iteel
reaction in trade and prices Market
which had prevailed in so
many other industries. But at the end
of September The Tron Age, the leading
organ of the trade, anmounced in regard
to those steel products whose market is
the chief test of prices that “all of them
have vielded," some reductions of §35 to
£10 per ton being made in that one week.
Less attention began to be paid to the
fact that steel had lately been difficult to
get hecause of blockaded transportation
and more to the fact that the price of
iron at the end of summer had been 70
per cent above that of a year before, while
steel in September was still selling 40 per
cent above the present year's low level

{Continued on page 71, follendng)
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lion dollars, backed by a splendid
reputation as one of the fore-
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are given special attention and
are received from thousands of
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foreign countries. Try it your-
selfl!l  Write and tell us your
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We will send you descriptions
of various bonds in denomina-
tions of $100, $500 and $1,000,
vielding up to 8%, which we
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{Fipapcial Situation, continuwed from page G20
and 56 per cent above September, 1919. Manu-
facturers who used steel in their own indus-
tries, The Tron Age admitted, were now “well
stocked up™ and disposed “to await price
developments without any of the concern they
have had over supplies in the past vear."

EANTIME the downward reaction had

not failed to reach food products, A
rapid decline in October brought wheat on the
whaolesale market 47 per cent below the high-
est previous price of ro2o; corn was down 5o
per cent, flour 26 per cent, sugar

48 per cent, and coffee 57 per cent. BeE::Lian
i b in
Notably in the markets for food, prices

however, but largely in other mar-

kets also, it was observed that the retail con-
sumer wis not getting the benefit of these
wholesale price reductions. The retail mer-
chant had his explanation: sometimes the in-
creased cost of transportation, of rent, and of
labor; sometimes, as in the case of textile and
leather goods, the fact that since the retailer
had paid last spring's high prices for his stock
of merchandize he could not reasonably be
cxpected to let his customers have them at the
reductions which manufacturers had made for
next spring’s trade,

This was a very human attitude; but since it
takes two to make a bargain, it was impossible
that this policy should be long maintained—
unless indeed the consuming public were in-
duced by such considerations to begin buying
again on the old-time scale. As a matter of
fact, the consumer showed no sign of ac-
quiescence.

O expect resumplion of purchases at the

former wvalues, indeed, by a public which
had learned that wholesale prices were already
reduced one-third to one-half, and which had
seen for weeks the forced sale of many essen-
tial goods at retail at a similar
reduction, was to display small TP'B enae

m of the Retail

knowledge of human nature. That gyyer
merchants as well as manufacturers
who had piled up their shelves and warehouses
six months before with goods ticketed at the
exorbitant prices then prevailing would have
to relinguish most of their anticipated profits,
and in some cases shoulder an actual loss, was
undeniable. But neither the business of com-
panies nor that of individuals is made up of
uninterrupted profit.

{Fipapncial Situation, continued on page 73]
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(Financial Situation, continued from page 71)

The public knew as well as the dealers what
seale of profits the average manufacturer and
merchant had carried to his bank-account in
the period when prices were being marked up
against the plain consumer. Even if the in-
quiring citizen had set down to Wall Street
manipulation the bewildering succession of
#extra dividends ™ and “stock dividends " de-
clared this past year on the shares of industrial
companies listed on the Stock Exchange, he
could at least comprehend what it meant, for
instance, when the Fall River textile mills de-
clared on the average for the first half of 1920
a dividend of 1434 per cenl as against a maxi-
mum of 638 in the same months of the three
preceding vears; this after carrying a wholly
unprecedented sum to surplus account on their
books.

This aspect of the matter had its bearing on
the question whether the general and heavy
fall in prices might not seriously derange the
business organism of the country. But busi-
ness judgment, as expressed in the trade re-
views and in comments by responsible finan-
ciers, agreed pretiyv penerally that no such re-
sult was probable. So conservative a trade
publication as The Iron Age, even while de-
precating predictions of a violent fall in steel

prices, concluded that the business community
need feel “no regret, but rather satisfaction,
at the declines in prices of various commaodi-
ties which have come, and at the further de-
clines which are foreshadowed.”

It added, quite correctly, regarding the
course of prices, that “the pendulum, having
reversed its motion, will swing beyvond the cen-
tre and have to return,” But past experience
in episodes of this kind does not at all warrant
expectation of return of the cost of living to
the previous high level. The from Apge's ar-
gument was based, so far as concerned its own
trade, on the recent slackening of construction
work and the admitted shortage not only in
railway equipment but in dwelling-houses anid
office-buildings. No one who has studied that
aspect of the situation, however, can escape
the conclusion that the abnormally high prices
of material, and the depletion of capital which
the high prices occasioned, were themselves the
cause of abnormal and inevitably temporary
conditions in these other directions,

*HE financial markets reflected the events

of this autumn in what was on the whaole

an unexpected manner. The Stock Exchange

began its interpretation, when business ac-
{Financial Situstion, contioued oo page 77)
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(GUARANTY COMPANY
OF NEwW YORK

140 Broapway, New York

Announces that it has taken over the business heretofore
conducted by the Bond Department of the Guaranty Trust
Company ot New York.

This separation of the activities of the Guaranty Trust
Company is one of corporate organization only. The
Guaranty Trust Company owns the entire capital stock
of the GuaranTty CoMmpany. The officers of the
Guaranty Comrany were formerly associated with the
Guaranty Trust Company, and the board of directors is
composed of present and former officers of the Guaranty
Trust Company.

The Guaranty Company will continue the policies
of its predecessor, the Bond Department of the Guaranty
Trust Company, offering to the investor a complete and
personal service in all phases of investment banking.

With the co-operation of the parent organization, the
GuaranTy Company offers, in addition to its own facil-
ities, those of the Guaranty Trust Company,which embrace
every feature of banking and fiduciary service.

A booklet,“ An Organization for Investment Service,” de~
scriving the Company's facilities, will be sent on request.



The Ethics of Production

Under conditions existing in the
world today the welfare of nations
and of individuals is dependent on a
return to adequate production of
the necessaries of life.

Forces that retard production
are contrary to public good and
those that increase it constitute
constructive effort for human well-

being.

The National Bank of Commerce
in New York employs its great
resources in stimulating the pro-
duction and distribution of staple
and necessary commodities.

National Bank of Commerce || 4
in New York
Capital. Sﬁrp!us and Undivided Profits l
Over Fifty-five Million Dollars
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Sound Business Principles
Applied to Investing

In the choice of your investments do you exercise the same pru-
dence and foresight you apply daily in your business dealings?

When to Invest: Iigh grade bonds are now selling at lower prices
than have existed in more than half a century. Those having
funds available for investment are therefore acting wisely in
purchasing at this time.

What to Buy: Investors with large incomes find that owing to high
Federal Income Taxes, Municipal Bonds, being exempt, afford
a larger net income than many other forms of investment not
nearly so well safeguarded. The universal recognition of the
unquestioned safety of Municipal Bonds also makes it advis-
able for every investor, large or small to include them in his
list of investments,

What Maturity to Select: You may desire the return of your
principal within three or four years or even less, and therefore
require a short maturity, Or, because of present almost unpre-
cedented high income yields, you may find it desirable to in-
vest over a long period of years.

Any of our offices will be glad witheut obligation on your part
to consult with you either personally or by correspondence.
Our accumulated experience of thirty years in recommending
sound imvestment bonds is at your disposal.

J “"Municipal Bonds Defined"’
These booklets | «gonds as Safe as Our Cities”

* will help you L “Tomorrow's Bond Prices"

Any af these will be senl upon
request to our nearesl office.

William R.(ompton (ompany

Investmenr Bonds

ST. LOUIS NEW YORK CHICAGO
CIMCINMATI NEW ORLEANS
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Bank
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rigls If

Are Your Investments Worth As
Much Today As A Year Ago ?

The term “bond ™ has always been considered a
synonym for safety. To the uninitiated there is no
hazard connected with this form of investment. If
you will glance at the bond quotations appearing
upon the financial page of your daily paper you will
discover the fallacy of this opinion. A bond is only
a5 safe as the property which secures it.

There iz one form of bond which is uninfluenced by all
the conditions which affect the others—Real Estate
First Mortgage Bonds. An industry may fail—a
public utility may be legislated out of business—a
railroad may go into receivership—hut the real estate

bonds of the Greenebaum Bank are steadfast in their |

earning power, and of unvarying stability of value.
These are the bonds of liberal income and extreme
safety, with neither quality sacrificed to secure the
other.

Greenebaum Sons
Bank andTrust Company

La Salle and Madison Streets
Oldest Banking House in Chicago
RESOURCES QOVER i 20,000,000
Correspondents in Many Cilics

GREENEBAUM S0ONE BANK and
TRUST COMPANY. Chicago, 1L

Send a COpy of the bookler and folder 1o

e B W PP sy o

(Financial Situation. continued from page 73)

tivity was resumed at the end of summer, by
a peneral rise of prices. Probably this was the
consequence of relief at the non-
appearance of the predicted nghi:fgcek;s
“money crisis, Even to Wall Respanse
Street the public statement of the

governor of the Federal Reserve, to the effect
that although the country had left behind it
“the period of exhilaration which characterized
American business activities several months
ago, the transition io a more normal hasis is
proceeding quietly and without alarming fea-
tures,” brought unexpected comfort.

It was true, the same speech warned the busi-
ness community that the present autumn
money market “is distinctly a lender’s, not a
borrower's, market " and that * banks all over
the country are having applications for loans
which they cannot make.” It was also true,
as Wall Street was aware, that in much more

| numerous instances than the general public

knew, mercantile houses had been confronted
with bankruptcy as a result of their speculative
ventures, and had been rescued by their banks
only under strictly imposed conditions. But
neither the succession of important failures
which marked the similar *forced readjust-
ment” of 1go3 nor the actual break-down of
credit which occurred in 1907 showed any sign
of being repeated, and in fact it was not re-
peated. The worst of the midsummer misgiv-
ings had been dispelled.

ALL STREET, in accordance with its

habit of insisting on something new in
the general situation as a cause, was disposed
to ascribe the recovery to the growing belief in
the wictory of the Republican party in No-
vember, a belief which was greatly Politi
stimulated by the result of the I:flfl:ﬁce
Maine election. The four or five
States which held their elections for governor
and congressmen in September and October
attracted for more than half a century close
interest as landmarks of a presidential can-
vass. As far back as Lincoln’s day the Octo-
ber elections in the *doubtiul States" of Ohio
and Indiana were so generally taken to fore-
shadow the national vote that all the best-
known political orators devoted their energies
to those constituencies. In Vermont, whose
practice was to elect State officers in Septem-
ber, it was the singular tradition (actually ful-
filled in every presidential vear since 1850,
with the sole exceptions of 1864 and 1576) that
a September Republican plurality of 25,000 in
that State meant Republican victory in No-

(Finapcinl Situation, continued on page 7o)



Within a year of the found-
ing of Boston, the colonists under
Governor Winthrop launched a
30-ton vessel, The Blessing of the
Bay. The maiden voyage of this
tiny bark, in 1631, established
trading connections with the
Dutch settlers on Long Island.

Fired with the spint of daring
progressivenessthat inspired these
pioneers, their descendants and
successors carried our flag to the
farthest ports of the world. When
swift ships were needed to hold
leadership in distant markets,
New England built the fleetest
sailing vessels ever known.

In 1836, while clipper ships
were racing for golden prizes, the
institution now entitled The
NATIONAL SHAWMUT
BANK of Boston was established.
Mercantile and shipping interests
were well represented in the first
directorate, asinthe present board.

This bank has been an active
factor in the development of for-
eign commerce for 84 years. The
SHAWMUT CORPORATION,
an affiliation, now broadens the
scope of service, giving facilites
to handle every form of financial
transaction affecting international
trade and commerce.

Answering the call to broader markets

1We will he pleased
teaend ourhaonklets
o the developneent
of foareign trode.
Write for copics

THE NATIONAL SHAWMUT BANK of BOSTON

Capital, surplus and undivided profits over $22,000,000




{Financial Situation, continued from page 773

vember in the nation, whereas any smaller
September plurality in Vermont foretold Dem-
pcratic victory in November, These States,
however, had for many vears abandoned the
earlv date for their own elections; they now
vote for governor and congressmen, as for
President, in November. Only Maine was left
as a “September State,” and the Maine elec-
tion on the 13th’of last September gave the
Republican party a plurality of 65,000, which
was by far the largest ever won by either party
in that State.

There were one or two possible flaws in the
value of this result as political prognostica-
tion. Maine has been an erratic prophet, Her
September election went Democratic in the
year when Garfield carried the country in 1880
and Republican in the year of Cleveland's
election in 1834, and it gave a larger Republi-
can plurality than usual in September, 1916,
whereas Mr. Wilson was re-elected in Novem-
ber. Nevertheless, the salient fact of a wholly
unprecedented Republican plurality in this
“September State” remained.

1

HETHER, even supposing Republican
national victory to have been correctly
foreshadowed by this vote or by other subse-

guent indications, an influence of high im-
portance would be exerted on the financial
situation, is perhaps another mat-

ter. Financial opinion agrees wit h P::sidential
opinton in general that this has campaign
been a wearisome political cam-

paign; a campaign devoid of enthusiasm on
either side; a campaign in which loval party
men have been mortified repeatedly by their
candidate’s speeches; in brief, a campaign con-
cerning which the strongest desire of the aver-
age citizen has been that it was over and for-
gotten. With the very slight evidence of pop-
ular interest either in candidates or issues, it
could hardly be regarded as a contest whose
result had been awaited with anxiety by finan-
cial markets,

Wall Street has invariably, in September
and October, talked of the election as a deter-
mining influence in finance, and, when the
election has been held, its actual effect has been
curiously slight. If economic conditions were
favorable, inancial markets would advance in
the months which followed election day and de-
cline if they were not. No doubt the result of
an election in which political or social institu-
tions were at stake (as they admittedly are not

{Finameial Situation, continued on page &1)
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joussHivgon |- The Pacific Northwest 0
JAREGON Responding with Charaderistic %
Energy to Its Opportunities i
NG i ES and towns keeping pace with their steadily-devel [ )]
[ ing territories; ui::li:tfmegrp}:ise and betterment b):icrtzg c:nP- ]
T stantly encouraged an intelligent and progressive citizenry; i"
| industry and trade expanding under the gmim:e of men of experience and i
= initiative; highly efficient educational institutions equipping young men and young o
!1 women for successful life work; general business promoted and conducted upon a L
L stable basis. Such is the Pacific Northwest. 0
[ Manufacturing, farming, fruit growing, stock raising, dairying—the resources =
5 of the Pacific Northwest are favorable vo all. A permanently-rooted soundness is 7
= evident, Progress here has the right of way. =
g Because of its more than three score years of continuous L)
L adtivity and experience, the Ladd & Tilton Bank is well qualified )
(i to advise manufadurers, investors and others, o
i Write today for booklet, *Know Portland and the Morthwest.”
] LADD & TILTON BANK
% Established 1859 Resources, §io,000,000
i‘l PORTLAND, OREGON




Responsibility

The protection afforded the investor by the
services of an investment banking house may be
measured by the bankers' conception of their
responsibility to the investor. Do they interpret
it merely in terms of buyer and seller, or do they
conceive it as an intimate relationship between
client and banker—a trust based on confidence
never to be shaken? Ewvery recommendation of
Ames, Emerich & Co. is made with this sense of
deep obligation and responsibility to the investor.

" Investment Safeguards, Second Edition,”” a brief
freatisd  on the subject of safety  sdandardr and
invertment ferms, witl be mailed free wpon request.

AMES, EMERICH & Co.

Investment Securities

111 Broadway, New York 105 5. La Salle St., Chicago
First Wisconsin National Bank Building, Milwaukee




TO THINK OF CEMENT
IS TO THINK OF

ATLAS

PORTLAND CEMENT

To consider an investment in an in-
dustry underlying a national need
is to consider the stock of Atlas
Portland Cement.

No buﬂding material s put to so
many uses as concrete. It sheathes
the modest home with a coat of
stucco; it reinforces great sky scrap-
ers. Bridges are built of concrete
as well as the boats which pass un-
der them. Concrete roads withstand
heavy motor-truck trafhie; only with
the aid of conerete could our modern
subways have been built.

The nation-wide housing shortage, a
situation vital to every one, can only
be corrected by an enormous build-
ing program, continued for years to
come, a situation insuring a larg{*
and sustained demand for cement.

As dealers in unlisted securities spe-
cializing in Atlas Portland Cement
stock, we have 1ssued a circular on
this company which we will send
on request, accompanied by our
newly published book,

INVESTMENTS

IN NATIONALLY KNOWN
COMPANIES

ToBEY & KIRK

FOUNGED 1RTI
MEMBERS NEW YOAW STOCH CNCHANGE

25 BROAD STREET, NEW YORK

| cidedly.

| paying large dividends,

a1

{Financial Situation, continued {rom page 7g0)

this vear) would affect the financial outlook de-
But in such a case, financial apprehen-
sion would necessarily have found voice before-
hand, in viclently disordered markets during
the course of the campaign; and this is pre-
cisely what has not happened since the party
conventions of June and July. The great break
on the Stock Exchange occurred in April.

AS a matter of fact, the political argument
disappeared rather suddenly as an active
force; it was displaced by a very remarkable
change of form in the stock-market itself,
When fall in commodities reached the stage
in which the “wave of price-cut- i

ST :

ting" began to figure in first-page tlmanﬁgt:;:f
newspaper headlines, an e'{f_‘md— Market
ingly wviolent decline occurred i

shares of industrial companies, wh[lc simul-
taneously an even more rapid advance occurred
in the railway shares, and, along with that
advance, the most active buying and the most
vigorous recovery in the bond-market which
Wall Street had witnessed since the month of
the armistice. At the opening of October it
was possible to say that the fifty leading shares
of producing and manufacturing companies
had fallen to the lowest prices of 1920, whereas
in the same week the shares of fifty important
railways had reached the highest prices of the
vear and prices of investment bonds were
nearly back at the level reached before the fall
of 10 to 15 per cent uﬁuich followed the money
siringency.,

For this contradictory action there was a
plain enough explanation. Trade reaction and
lower prices for their goods were already finding
response in the dividends of industrial corpora-
tions. Three powerful companies in the cloth-
ing, food, and leather trades, which had been
suspended the quar-
terly payment altogether in September. Wall
Street began to comprehend that, while the
financial situation generally was improving, the
days of swollen profits and successful specula-
tion for these companies and their shares were
now a matter of the past, whereas the dayvs of
precarious uncertainty were behind the rail-
Ways.

HERE had, it is true, been advances of 5

to 15 per cent in freight rates between 1914

and 1917, and when the government took over

the roads at the end of 1917 it put up freight

rates 25 per cent further. But wages were also

advanced in 1918 to a level something like 50
(Financial Situation, continued oo page B3)
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HE birthplace of most modern

commercial enterprises, after
three hundred years of n:-::"anU-
tion, New England still merits her
title, “the workshop of the nation™.
rllr1ﬂ|_|]|::' h::l:r1:n-|r..i11l;,»:_,,r|.|:|kh h.ll-_'h .J.rm:ulff
the states in*the production of fine
1qulrmg i'!llE!t 53 (_ur:rn:Lthut ]thtxt
in the mn:mt'-.u:l:uru: of clucks, fire-
arms, silverware, fine tools. Massa-
chusetts produces shoes for more than
half the people in the country; Ver-
mont yields 50% of all the monu-
mental and decorativ & marble. Rhode
Island 15 fifth in the manufacture of
cotton goods while New Hampshire
1s famed for its granite quarries and
textiles.

Today, no one zection combines, as
does New England, the natural re-
sources of water power and raw ma-

terials with the advantagesofaskilled
labor market, transportation and
terminal facilities, proximity to sea-
board ports. These are factors mak-
ing for a greater New England—for
futiire prosperity,

Merchants and manufacturers,
wishing to capitalize these New Eng-
land advantages will find in the Old
Colony Trust Company a banking
institution equipped to render every
financial service. We shall be glad
to mail you our booklet * Your Fi-
nancial Reguirements and How e
Can Meet Them”, outlining our many
facilities. Address Department E.

Plan to join in the Tercentenary
Celebrations of the First Pilgrim
Landing ta be held in New England

during the coming year,

OLp Corony TrusT CoMPANY
BOSTON




{Financial Situation, continuwed from page 81)
r cent above 1014, and when the Railway
Labor Board made a further increase last July
its own rteport announced that

Railway cost of living “has increased ap-
%:i[f::; proximately 1oo per cent since
Wages 1914, and the ratio of total in-

crease granted lo emplovees since
that date would “in many instances exceed
this figure.”” T'he Railway Age, on the basis of
average pay per employee under the old and
new schedules, estimated that the advance in
the average since 1914 would work out 115 per
cent,

Wholly irrespective, then, of the reazons for
the grant of higher wages, it was evident that
the resultant increase in expenses would far
outrun the increase of rates. The monthly
and yearly statements of the railways showed
this to be so, even before last July's further and
very large wage advance. Now holders of rail-
way shares did not suffer from the decreased net
earnings of the companies, because the govern-
ment, when it took over control of the railwayvs
at the end of 1917, guaranteed to the various
companies net incomes based on their average
net earnings of the three preceding years. In
the first six months of the yvear this guarantee

provided for $307,000,000. As a matler ol
]_;‘u!_, the actual rl'l.'l:‘i'lﬂ"-' of the Ii'lil'.'\-.il_'-.'H for the
first hall of 1o10, as reported by the Interstate
Commerce Commission, exceeded actual ex-
penses by only $156,000,000, and in 1920 {ow-
ing to largely increased expenses) the excess of
revenue for the corresponding period was only
$7,300,000. The government, however, paid
the difference, so that the companies, despite
the wiping out of actual surplus earnings, were
able to pay both interest and dividends at the
rate maintained prior to 1917.

UT it was evident that, without this gov-
ernmental grant, the net earnings would
not have provided for interest on the bonds,
Payment of that interest was essential to the
solvency of the companies, and the govern-
ment's guarantee was to expire by
law at the end of August, 1920, The Inter-
This was the situation during 1g1g State Com-
B 1919 mission’s
and the early months of the pres- Action
ent year. The buyer of railway
stocks or bonds would buy into an uncertainty.
The new Railway Law of last February, after
providing for return of the roads to their owners
in the ensuing month, provided also that the

{Fimamcial Situntion, continued on page 85)
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Have a Dependable Income

Invest regularly in Mitchell-Safeguarded First
Mortgage Real Estate Bonds.
will be regular, 6% to 7%, your money ab-
solutely safe and your mind at ease.

This Book Tells All
About the Security

Our booklet **The New Chicago®’ gives
information of importance and con-
tains illustrations of interest to in-
vestors everywhere.
sent without charge or obligation.

c.c. Mitchell s.co.

68 West Washington Street
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Your income

Write today—

{Established 1E84)

Chicago, fllinots



'Che great extension of America’s commercial and industrial

relations has made necessary to American business a wider
and more comprehensive banking service than at any time
before in history.

Enlarged facilities, comprising separate Danking ~ Foreign ==
Trust — and Investment Departments, supported hy an
organization and connections which date back for more than
one hundred wears, enable The Mechanics &Metals National
Bank to render to its clients that banking service which is a
findamental necessity, if” the opportunities of today are to he
realized.
We invite correspondence or a call

Established_ 1810

THE MECHANICS & METALS
NATIONAL BANK

of the City of New York
20 NassAalu STREET

BRAMCHES

i0 Droadway
Columbus Avernue and oy rd Sereet First Awenwe and 1oyrd Street
Madivon Averue and Goth Street Droadway and 86eh Street ——
Seventh Avere and gBeh Street Amsterdam Ave, EManhatean 5,
Third Avenue and 116th Street Second Avenue and 15th Street

Capital = Surplus = Profits ~ $25000.000
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‘l A Passing Investment
\ Opportunity

| When commodity prices were
on the increase and the purchas-
ing power of the dollar on the
decline the unavoidable result
was higher interest raves. By
the same economic law, falling
commodity prices will be accom-
panied by lower interest rates.
In fact, already interest rates
are fl‘.’ﬂl’.‘ftiﬂg thE dnwnwnrd
trend of commodity prices.

Funds which can today be made

available should be invested in
| tax-free Municipals of the long-
: est obrainable maturiries. Thus
will the investor secure for the
longest possible period a higher
income vield than may later be
obtainable, thus will he elimi-
nate risk of loss through uncer-
tainties of the future, thuswill he
simplify his income tax problem.
Cher current fist tneluder high=grade
Municipals, exempt from all Federal
Tncome Tax at prices whick are il
comparatively attractice.

Frite for current offerings

CTACY & BRA

F INVESTMENT BONDS

Secomd Mational Bamk Building
New York Toledo Cincinnati

Unquallfladly Suuml [nvestments

A first mortgage on productive farm land, con-
servativelynegotiated by a responsible banker,
15 & sound investment without any qualifica-
tions, ‘The investor is protected from loss by
indestructible security. That is why our clien-
tele 15 composed of the most careful, most ex-
pericnced investors; that is why none of them
has ever incurred foss through dealing with us,

Write for details of current afferings

INVESTORS MORTGAGE COMPANY

E. B, Biswor, Presiven!

NE‘!’I’ 'I}HLEhNS LA, FORT WORTH, TEX.

{Financial Situation, continued from page 83)

Interstate Commiszion should allow rates
which would produce net earnings “‘equal, as
far as may be, to a fair return upon the aggre-
gate value of the railway property of such
carriers.”” The law further stipulated that,
for the next two years, “ the Commission shall
Ltake as such fair return a sum equal to 55 per
centum of such apprepate value,” with the
power to reckon the return at 6 per cent if
needed for improvement purposes,

This was clear enough; but it left the ques-
tion open what the Commission would accept
as the “property valuation.” If the commis-
sioners were to fix a valuation far below the
existing capitalization of the companies the
carning even of 6 per cent on the sum thus
fixed might conceivably leave the companies
unable to meet fixed charges. The feeling
in railway circles had been strong, moreover,
that the Commission was averse to rnnn&dmg
what the managements deemed to be their in-
dispensable requirements; therefore, until the
Interstate Commerce Commission announced
its basis of valuation on the 20th of last July
the future of the railways still remained un-
certain.  On the Stock Exchange many rail-
way stocks and bonds reached their lowest
price of the present era this past summer,

HE Commission’s announcement of the
rates and the valuations was made a week
after the fixing of the new railway wage scale.
Its report pointed oul that the Act of Con-
gress indicated a definite purpose; namely,
restoration of efficient railway ser-
vice under private management.
But a private joint-stock under-
taking which should not pay its way, which
should not command such credit as to procure
the necessary funds for improvements and ex-
tenzions, could not possibly in the long run
rive proper service. To perform that task it
was essential that the railways should enjoy
a fair opportunity to earn the mecessary rev-
enue. The work of valuing the properties had
been begun some time ago by a governmental
commission of accountants and engineers. In
so far as valuation of separate railways had al-
ready been arrived at by these experts, their
Q-—-tll‘ndl("’i ran unexpectedly close to the com-
panies’ own figures, But the work as a whole
was nowhere near completion, ‘and the new
rates must be fixed immediately, since the
povernment's guarantee of earnings ended on

August 31,
The railway companies themselves, how-
ever, carried in their several balance-sheets,

(Fipancial Situation, continued on page 87)

uestion of
aluations
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CHARACTERS

OMNDS—in fact all securities—are financial characters. There
is more to be learned about them than mere face values.

Doubtful “characters” cannot enter the home of BI}‘th, Witter &
Company. The doors are barred against unworthy applicants—for

}-'O'I;.l[‘ P-I'DI:EE'I:EGII'[ and our reputat:ion.

This investment banking institution applies a most searching expert
investigation to every security before vouching for ir.

Your funds are cur&[all}r invited to j{}in with ours in cnmpanies as-
sembled from carefully investigated lists. We can easily arrange vai_ufd
investment friendships for you. Our List § protects you from specious

alliances. Ask for it.

BryTH. WITTER. & CO.

HNEW TORE
61 Broaduay

SAH FRAMCISCO

Mevchanis Exchange

LOS ANGILES
Triist & Savirgs Blds.

PORTLAND, ORI

Yeon Hidg,

SEATTLE
Hr2 Second Ave.

-

PROTECT YOUR INVESTED FUNDS

AL one time or another practically every private in-
vestor requires unbinsed information either regarding se-
curities which he holds or those which he contemplates
for investment. To meet thizs need the Finmncial Section
of Seriener's MacAziNE maintains an Investor's Ser-
vice Bureau, the function of which is to analyze sccuritics
anid supply current news, up-to-date statistics, and rela-
tive information on investments and kindred subjects.

Recently a reader of ScrreNeER’'s MAGAZINE wrole our
Investor's Service Bureaw a letter from which we guote
the following:

Last summer you advised me against buying some
stucks T mentioned. I tock your advice against my own
Judgment and have heen saved o 1ea-per-centl loss |
am very much obliged

b, T B 7 P

Of course, the vialee of investment counsel service de-
:u'lu.'].- en the l.!ll.llr-m_::'h 1||,-r-‘u||;5| atlention Ri".-l."l'l tor each
investor, In order thot the service may be sulficiently
thorough and personal to be of practical use, 2 nominal
fee i= charged. Statistics, facts, and imformation about
one stock or bond is Turnished for $3.00. An additional
charge of 3z.00 12 made for each additional secunty re-
vorted on at the same time.

The correspondence handled in the Investor's Service
Bureau is in charce of a conservative investment specil-
fat. Char 1||:-j-g'- t % fob 2o much to advize a sihscriber a2
it iz to furnish pertinent facts from which the investor may
deade for bimself the wisest course to follow.

[nquiries, accompanied by a remittance, should be ad-
dressed (o Investor’s Service Bureau, ScRIBNER'S MaGa-
2ixE, 507 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Bi



Next to Wheat—

Canada's greatest manufactur-

ing export trade is in Pulp and

Paper.

Two-thirds of the newsprint

used in the United Statesis im-
ried from Canada or made

f}c:;.m Canadian pulpwood.

We originally financed very

many of Canada’s large pulp

and paper corporations, so that
we are in a position to advise
you regarding investment in
their securities.

Write to~day for list of desira-
ble offerings.

AGENCY OF

RQYH.I Schrlties
CORPORATION :
(CANADA)

4 k1IMITED :
165 nloanw.w NEW vnnu

MACAFEE & COMPANY

5 Copthall Court,
LONDON, E.C.2

Merchant Bankers

AND

Investment Brokers

WE are in a position to advise on Lhe question
of purchases of British securities, which, apart
from thepr intrinsic worth and yield, offer
exceptional  veturns to-day to  American
investors at the current rate of exchange.

We shall be happy to reply tw any enguiries
and supply statistical data.

@ | |

REFERFRCES

Barclay: Bank, Lid.. London,
Interpational Banking Corpor ation, London
Mational City Bank of New York

Eﬂl"l‘l‘ a!l.ll FraF :lr‘l‘lll‘ paeomns ."I"'.l
HCEANBROMAT,"" Lormon Want,
Lendion foTa, 1971, o7
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(Financil Situation, continued from page 85)

under * property account,” a valuation of plant
prepared in accordance with the Interstate
Commizzion's own rules, and the new law per-
mitted use of these valuations, if checked up
and modified by such other considerations as
original cost, amount of bona-hde investment,
and estimated cost of reproduction. On this
general basiz, the Commission adopted an ag-
gregate valuation H_meiah]k close to the book
figures of the companies; $18,000,000,000 s
against the railways' $20040000000. To
produce the requisite 6 per cent on this prop
erty valuation, after allowing for all expenses
(including the higher wage scale granted in
July), the Commission announced an increase
in existing freight rates ranging {rom 25 per
cent in the Southern and far Western groups
of railways to 40 per cent in the Eastern.

T wasz admitted when this decision was made

on the zgth of last July, and it still remains
true, that the precise results in gross and net
revenue under the higher rates would be more
or less conjectural. The Commission’s own
order remarked that “ most of the
factors with which we are dealing
are constantly changing,” that “it
is impossible to forecast with any degree of
certainty what will be the volume of traffic,”
and therefore the traffic revenue. * Readjust-
ments,” it admitted, “will be necessary."
There were other matters of doubt. The
per cent allowance was calculated on the
property value, not of each railway by itself
but of all the railways in a single geographical
zone or group, and the whole country was di-
vided into only four of such groups, There-
fore it remained to be determined how a rail-
way company with inferior location, plant,
and equipment would fare as compared with a
rich and well-equipped company.

There was also a barrier on amount of divi-
dends; for the Railway Law prescribed that
when any company should turn out to have
earned more than 6 per cent of its individual
property valuation, one-half of the excess
should po into the Commission’s hands for
general railway purpeses, while the other half
must be retained by the.road itself as a reserve
fund. It could not be clear beforehand to
what extent the surplus available [or dividends
would be affected by the interest charge of 7
to & per cent which railways were being forced
to pay on new bonds sold by them in the pres-
ent investment market. Finally, the very fact
of the liberal grant of revenue facilities by
Congress and the Interstate Commission meant

(Financisl Situation, contioued on page 8a)

The Future
of Eamnings
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The World’s Great

Roundhouse

Chicago may well be compared to a mighty round-

house at which is assembled rolling stock from all
parts of the United States.

In the course of twenty-four hours, 1,339 passen-
ger trains bearing an army of 192,000 passengers
enter and leave this city, the terminal of 39 lines,
including 22 mighty railroad systems.

The traffic activity which forms the background of the
life of Chicago requires adequate banking service. The

Continental & Commercial Banks are used by many rail-
roads and help them to meet their requirements effectively.

The CONTINENTAL and
COMMERCIAL

BANKS

CHICAGO
Invested capital more than 50 Million Dallars
Resources more than soo0 Millien Dollars
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ANl Classes of People Buy
INVESTORS BONDS

HE banker, insurance company, trustee,
gchool teacher, mechanic, widow and
! farmer all buy INVESTORS BONDS be-
ecause they are SAFE, free from flactuation,
eonvenient and pay the highest income
congistent with eafety.
KYESTORS first
mortpage bonds w
aresecured by high-
eat grade cily prop-
erty and plants of
strongest industrial
corporations, They _| :
srebacked hy mhouse "ﬂm-'ﬂ.r MTI?EQ
with gixteen years experience, affilinted with
one of Chicago’s most substantial banks. Mo one
higs ever suffered a losson 1INV ESTORS BONDS,

Learn about our mrrmt pyment
plan. Write for Bookiet E-100

INVESTORS

? SECURITIES CORPORATION

1 3131 W MADISON STREET, CHICAGOD
L _ COLUMAIA BLDG., LOUISWVI « KY.
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Are Stock.s' a
“Buy?,, —

Is it time to get in on the next
broad rise in stocks?

How about the money situ-
ation?

What nbuut bonds?

Babson's recent Bulletin gives
you the plain, unbiased t'm:u on
the present situation, and fore-
casts coming conditions with re-
markable accuracy. It contains
information of vital importance 1o
every investor.

REPORT OM REQUEST
This Letter and Bookler, "'Gerting the Most
Your Money™, will be sent m interested
\nvestors, gratis,  Clip out the Memo — now
—:nd hand it to your secretary when you
dictate the morning’s mail.
Merely Ask Ffor Balletin L-31

The Babson Statistical Organization
Wellesley Hills, B, Boston, Mass
The Larpest D?-muaffunuaf its Charasfer

CLIP OFF HERE

- ————
For Your

Secretary

MEMO

Write Roger W. Babson, president of The Babson

Seacistical Organization, Wellesley Hills,

Boston, Masa., as follows:
Please send me & cop
Bt lee " Gerting the Mase
B L] -0
from Your s , Bratis

B2
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{Financial Situation, continued from page 37)

that private operation would now be on trial
in the limelight, and that nothing but restora-
tion of the best traditions, in efficiency for
freight transportation and in comfort for in-
dividual travellers, would be tolerated by the
public. If the managements should not mea-
sure up to that criterion, so much the worse
for them and for the whole new experiment in
private management.

All these were uncertainties of the future.
They did not obscure the fact, however, that
the position of investors in the railways had
changed wery radically for the better since
the Interstate Commerce Commission carried
out the purposes of Congress. Two well-
known financial publications, which for years
had been expressing despondency over the
railway situation, changed their attitude at
once, The Commission’s decision, wrote The
Ratlway Ape, **is the most favorable indication
yet afforded as to whether the railroad prob-
lem of the United States can be and will be
solved.” With “twenty billion dollars of rail-
road securities revivified and henceforth to be
stabilized as to values,” wrote The Financial
Chronicle, the new turn of events meant *the
dawn of a brighter day not only for these rail-
roads but for the country's entire industrial
structure,”

OTHING could have been more reason-
able than to expect immediate recognition

| by the stock-market of this altered position.

The railway shares had not up to that time re-
flected by a recovery in prices even the enact-

ment of the Railroad Law. On - ]
. ety ; ovemen

the contrary, an advance of some o Swiy

2 per cent on the average, immedi- Seenrities

ately after that event, had been

followed by an average decline of 6 to 7 per

cent hefore the new rates had been announced.
There was, therefore, lost ground to be legiti-
mately recovered. With bonds of the rail-
ways an advance in price would have seemed
even more surely logical. Whether the new
rates were or were not to suffice for ample
dividends, the interest on the debt, which had
first claim on increased surplus revenues, was
apparently insured, and yet the midsummer
prices for bonds even of the strong railway
companies were lower by 5 to 15 per cent than
the earlier prices of the yvear.

The Stock Exchange’s response to the Inter-
state Commission’s action was not instantane-
ous, because the state of the money market
affects the buving power, whether of investors
or of speculators, and Wall Street loans on

(Financial Situation, continued on page g1}
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Columbia Graphophone Factories

Corporation of Maryland
8% Cumulative Preferred Stock

Dividend checks mailed quarterly, February 1, May 1, August |, November |
Free of all present normal Federal Income Taxes

The payment of the dividend and Sinking Fund on this slock s secured by an irrevocable lease
o the Columbia Graphophone Manufacturing Company and is payable oul of the nel earnings of
the Manufacturing Company ahead of dividends on its own Preferred and Common Stocks,

The Columbia Graphophone Manufacturing Company was the pioneer in the industry
and is now one of the largest manufacturers of graphophones and records in the
country. The growth of its business is shown in this company's net carnings, after
allowance for depreciation and all taxes:

Average for three years ended December 31, 1919, - $2,087,493

Year ended December 31, 1919, - - - = = 3B87,162

For the first six months of 1920, appmxnmatcly - - 2.800,000
The Columbia Graphophone Factories Corporation is the owner of plants in Baltimore
and Toronto, which are being built for, and have been leased to, the Columbia
Graphophone Manufacturinge Company, to take care of the parent company’s tre-
mendous growth. They will represent an outlay of nearly $5,000,000 and will
tﬁgﬁther EITLPID}' over Eight thousand PErsons.
These plants were financed through issuance of $1,750,000 Serial Bonds and the
above $1,925,000, 8% Preferred Stock. A cash equity of $1,225,000 was supplied
through the purchase by the Columbia Graphophone Manufacturing Company of
Common Stock at $100 a share.

We offer this stock, subject to prior sale, in blocks of from one share up, at $100 per

share and accrued dividend
To Yield 8%

Write for circular giving complete delails
J. 5. Wilson, Jr., & Company Baker, Watts & Company

Calvert Building 5. W. Cor. Calvert & Redwood Sts.
Baltimore, Md. Baltimore, Md.
Mercantile Trust & Deposit Company Robert Garrett & Sons
M. E. Cor. Calvert & Redwood Sts, Garrett Building
Baltimore, Md. Baltimore, Md.




As SAFE an investment
as money will buy!

Prumvp Prudence-Bonds is the stability
and strength of First Mortgages on selected
income-producing propertics—behind
that is the increasing equity which rapid
amortization insures-—behind that is the
credit of the mortgagor—behind that is
the entire capital and surplus of this in-
stitution, to Guarantee the principal and
imterest,
Safeguard upon safeguard; protection
added to protection; and strength renew-
ing itself again and again. Prudence-
Bonds pay 67,

We have prepared a bookler which describes

Prudence-Bonds in derail. We will send it

to yoi withour obligation on your part.

Send for Booklet 5. M. 67.

We pay the 47 Normal Federal Income Tax

Realty Associates

Investment Cnrpﬂratiun

31 Massau Sereet 162 Remsen Street
NEW YORK BROOKLYM
Demominarions: froo, $500 and 31,000

CGuaranty Trust Company of New York
Trusvee of chis lssue

YOUR LIBERTY BONDS
UR “Comparative Analysis of
Dutstandmg Liberty Loan

Bonds''givesall of the details, includin
the taxable status of the warious Liberty and
'!'il:tﬂr]r 15sues,
It wall b
upon application for Circnlar SM 14.

HALSEY, STUART & CO.

rent withont obligaiion

Iﬂdrpﬂrﬂ!ﬂd—.&r{fﬂ:#a w N, W, Hd'nrjr_'p e f:a.. E&J'rﬂgs
CHICAGD HEW YORK PHILADELPHIA BOETOM
DETADIT BT, Louis HINNEAFOLIS LW AUKEE

{Fipapcial Situation, eontinued from page 1Y)

stocks and honds were costing 8 Lo g per cent

interest. But the investing public had its own
ideas, and they gradually found expression.

Before October had begun, the largest daily
transactions on the New York Stock Exchange
were In railway shares; which could not have
been said of that market at any time since the
early months of 1915. With railway bonds the
buying movement reached large dimensions
Em‘l!, in September, and by October the deal-
ings on the Stock Exchange were the largest
since the armistice month, Whereas total
transactions in railway bonds on the Stock
Exchange during August were the smallest in
any month for more than a year, the transac-
tions of September increased 5o per cent over
the month preceding and nearly doubled those
of September, 1gig, while prices recovered
practically all the earlier losses of the year,

OW much farther the recovery will go, un-

der existing circumstances, is naturally a
question of uncertainty, The high cost of
capital remains, and wvalues of fixed-revenue
securities are necessarily governed in large de-
gree by that. Even the soundest
of 4 and 5 per cent railway bonds
can hardly return to anything like
their pre-war prices while govern-
ments such as France, Norway, and
Switzerland are selling 8 per cent long-term
bonds at par, and the Pennsylvania Railroad's
new 7 per cent ten-year bonds have just been
offered at the same price to investors, Never-
theless, the conviction gradually strengthened
in the investing community that the money
stringency was in due course (probably after
next December) bound to be allaved through
relaxation in the strain on credit.

In particular, the continuing fall of prices
for commodities began to evoke the comment
that, since the downward movement of invest-
ment prices since the middle of 1919 had
closely accompanied the period’s great advance
in prices of commodities, the reverzal of this
process in the merchandise market could not
fail to be reflected by reversal of the previous
trend of values in the market for investments,

The
Investment
Market's
Outloolk

The scope of this double readjustment re-

mains for events to settle; it is too early yet
to make predictions running very far ahead.
What can be inferred mlh reasonable cer-
tainty from existing circumstances is that, al-
though the path of return to old-time con-

| ditions in cost of living and investment values

will be long, and at times uncertain in its di-
rection, at least the corner seems to have been
turned.



“ He Tore Up
the
Blueprints

industrial districts had prepared plans and specifications for an
$800,000 station to generate current for power.

Inquiry developed that St. Louis has plentiful hydro-electric current and
steam-generated energy to serve all industries which locate in 5t. Louis,
and that the company could buy its power current cheaper than it could
generate 1ts own supply. The engineer tore up his blueprints. The plan
to build the generating station was abandoned.

St. Louis Has Abundant Electric Power

St. Louis can furnish ample electric power for any of these sixteen indus-
tries it is seeking and for which there is a profitable market in the 5t. Louis
trade territory:

Malleable iron castings Cotton spinning and fextile mills  Blast furnaces

TIIE chief engineer of a new $5,000,000 plant in one of St. Louis" new

Serew machine products Steel and copper wire Cork products
Farm implemenis Machine toals and teol machinery  Small hardware
Rubber products Automobile accessories and parts  Dye stuffs
Locomotive works Tanneries and leather poods Drop forge plants

Shoe laces and findings

The booklet, "5t Louis as a Manufacturing Center.” gives de-
tails that will interest you. A letter will bring it if addressed to

Director New Industries Bureau

St. Louis Chamber of Commerce
St. Louis, U. S. A.




An Exceptional
3 -Year Gold Note

| Shaffer Oil & Refining Co.

Combining
1—High Yield
2—Unusual Security
3—A Large Sinking Fund
4 Valuable Conversion

Features
5—Common Stock Rights

Ask for Circular S-34

H.M.Byllesby & Co.
Incorporated
mBeerk 208 STaes st

0o St 30 Stk et

This wnasaal view of
the world from the
Korth Pole shows
why Becanle is closer
to the nofthers Asi-
&l¢ poma than any
wthet American ciry.

Serving | Seattle’s Needs

In the present-day demands of busi-
ness upon Seattle as a eity of more
than national importance, there is !l’l?ﬂﬂ
for a comprehensive modern banking
service.

The Seattle National finds inspiration
for ite own growth and progress in
meeting satisfactorily the necessities
of the commercial life of its city.

*ﬂb,, The
la {4 Seattle National Bank
: , Eesources more than $30,000,00

Seattle, VWashington

bk

THE PUBLIC-UTILITY FIELD
By JamMeEs EpwARDS

HERE is no corporate enterprise more

essential to the growth and the welfare
of any community than the public utility; and
how to secure the greatest benefit from the
huge investment in this field demands the at-
tention of all thoughtful Americans.

The public-utility field is indeed a wvery
broad ome. Our utilities provide the great
necessities so wvital to every community—
electrical communication, transportation, wa-
ter, light, heat, and power; and the public
is directly interested in the successful opera-
tion of the companies providing this service.

The importance of this field can be more
readily appreciated when we realize that it is
second only to agriculture in the amount of
capital invested therein, and to-day this in-
vestment runs into billions of dollarz. It has
been estimated that the amount of money in-
volved in the public-utility business is over
twice the total wealth of the United States
before the Civil War.

Although the railroads are, strictly speaking,
public utilities, investors like to consider them
as a separate class; consequently hereafter
when the term “public utilities™ is used rail-
roads are not included.

The most stupendous problem facing finan-
cial America to-day is the providing of suf-
ficient funds for our public utilities, Money
must be obtained to allow the rehabilitation of
many of the companies and to permit the ex-
pansion and development of others so that
they can meet the constantly growing demands
of the public for service.

Between torq4 and rgrg the volume of pub-
lic-utility financing has aggregated over fwo
Billion dollars, and the tendency has been to-
ward an increase in the latter years, In 1919
more than a quarter of this huge total was
subscribed; the requirements for rgzo ap-
proximated $700,000,000,

Unless these public-service corporations are
allowed to expand and meet the pressing needs,
our entire industrial life will be seriously af-
]-1.' il ed.
utilities must make the most extensive develop-

In fact, the great majority of our

ments in their histories if they are to keep pace
with the demands being made upon them.

(Contioued on page g4)
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, Adverse public opinion and legislation were

N

Anﬂﬂ'ler S‘LICCESE har?pcrmg their actu;tles Ft‘er;: before the war,
e : : with its consequent drastic changes, ¢
Again New England is creating a profit- i ; q k b ANges, came on
able industry, To the problem of supply- the horizon; and there have been such enor-
ing mica, both in ground form and in =]"]W¢:T mous increases in operating expenses and in
form, to the ever-increasing users she is : : i ; 2
L, . ¢ extraordinary demands that holders o
applyving Yankee methods. [Instead of T e f these
mining by tunnels and shafts, a group of securities have been d:smuraged and have
Yankees have started blasting mica froma felt that the situation was fast hftﬂming hape-

quarry face, crushing it and cxtracting
mica by speeial process.
By this method they get a large quantity

less. Although this situation has undergone
a change, one of the greatest factors in hold-

of scrap for grinding purposes, which pays ing hack a well-deserved improvement in the
a good manufacturing proht. pl.}j'}I-J]EII‘ETj' of pulriir-utilit}' securities 4s suit-
These same "””h"“.’ﬁh'*‘“j.t.“'lt"‘_ '_'*'i“‘l.’ by able investments has been the confusion in
b et At e sl v the minds of investors; and this confusion is
obtaining better than 30% of their money. due largely to the fact that the investor has
Mica production should be more profit- not heen in a position to discriminate between
able than limestone, May we send you desirable and undesirable public utilities.
full particulars of the New ang}““l g It is often said that the investment which
erals Co. stock at $1o per share:
satisfactorily serves the most is the safest, and
Earnest E. Smith & Co. if this be true undoubtedly the utilities should
Specialists in New England Securities come Etrl for their share of im:ustment funds.
52 Devonshire St., Boston T_hl:rc is m:rmr[.m_ra{c enterprise more essen-
SALEM SPRINGFIELD tial to public welfare than these companies,
Members ¥ew York and Boston | and the vital part they represent in the life and
4 L \ | energy of the nation is being appreciated mare

and more, both by the highest government
officials and by the general public. Any seri-
ous interruption of service is always attended
by disastrous results and as a rule by large
financial losses, :
; A feature speaking well for the future

4| public-service corporations is the develop-
FOI‘ InVEStOI"S ment of saner ideas as to their regulation, as
well as the improvement in the personnel of

THE present market pre- i the regulatory bodies. Regulation is now an
sents opportunities for established institution, and has for its ultimate

profitable bond investment object public benefit, and this is largely se-
such as investors have not
enjoyed since the days fol-
lowing Civil War.

cured by providing reasonable rates which
have been worked out on sound economic
principles. Regulation cannot overcome eco-
nomic laws nor act contrary to established legal
principles and hope to succeed. It is worthy

We have a wide variety of

offerings selected after thor- of the best thought and capacity and, more-

ough analysis and yielding over, should be removed as far as possible
from 6% to 8% interest. from the active political field,

% Very often the public does not fully realize

i T §| the difficult problems which regulatory bodies

have to face, nor do the people grasp their own
WELLS DICKE? Conpﬂm : pecuniary interests in these utilities, While
SIRPLUS B RO R e AB0.a0g these companies may not be owned by the

MINNEAPOLIS - MINNESOTA government they are nevertheless publicly

P GG owned, and practically every member of the

{Continued on page g5)
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Investment .
Opportunities
in Railroad Bonds

Investors who are actively en-
gaged attending te their own
businesses and have very little
time to study the various events
which have influenced the in-
vestment position of railroad
gecurities, will be interested in
reading our brief review of the
subject called

|
“A New Era for ‘
|

Railroad Securities’’
Complimentary copies will be

mailed to those asking for Letter
No. K-166

Herrick & Bennett

Membors New York Stock Exchange

66 BROADWAY, NEW YORK
Telegphone Rector 960

BRANCH OFFICES [
51 East 42md St Peekskill
New York City New York [
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MORTGAGE
INVESTMENTS

AR

What About the Future? |

eing, Mr. Average Man, vou were to |.'\-l.":.'ul1!l‘: [
suddenty incapacitated.  What would become of
vl and vour dear ones? You are sailing danger-
ously close to the wind if you have made no pro-
vision for such a contingency. Start today by
setting aside a certain amount weekly or monthly
for a hnancial reserve,

Su

Write today for our booklet showing how waiy it
isto save by means of our partial payment plan

A5 ears Withous LO55 o Customer

eorge M. Forman
& Compan

FARM MORTGAGE BANKERS
[ESTABLISHED 1885}

11 So.LaSalle 5r _..._...Ch]c_égo, 1.

AN O U PO .-

st 50 La Salle 52, Chicaga, TIL

] Georgs M. Formnn & Co., 5
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(Continued from page g4)

body politic has an indirect, if not a direct,
ownership in their properties. The services
furnished are services which the people must
have and cannot get along without, and in-
ducements should be offered not only for se-
curing a competent return on the investment
but alse for increasing the efficiency of each
individual concern and not to hold the best
managements down to the standard set for
the inefhicient few.

Probably the branch of public utilities
which affects the daily life of the community
most directly, and of which each individual
makes the largest daily use, is electrical com-
munication. The great expansion in business
in recent yvears would never have been possible
but for the aid of the telephone and the tele-
graph.

However, from the investment standpoint,
light-heat-and-power companies as a class
represent the strongest of all public-utility
corporations. There has been an enormous in-
crease in electrically driven machinery within
the past few years. The ease of operation,
the small expense of installation, and the small
amount of labor required for operation, to-
gether with the increasing cost of fuel and
labor necessary to other systems, have made
the use of central-station power the ideal
means of plant operation. Large central sta-
tions have demonstrated their ability to pro-

[ duce and distribute power al such an econom-

ical rate that their pesition is permanently
assured.

The water-power or hydro-electric plant,
while under the light, heat, and power di-
vision, is a most important branch and de-
serves special mention, The huge network of
hydro-electric installations has only begun to
use the water-power possibilities of this great
country. As year by year we come more and
more to realize the wasteful practices we have
pursued, the necessity of providing for the
future forces itseli upon us, and we turn to
the vast water resources for a possible solution.

The water-power companies have benefited
largely by the relatively small use of labor and
fuel; in addition the rising cost of power pro-
duced by steam has increased the salable
value of hydro-electric power.

Street railways have suffered more than any
other of the public utilities from conditions

[Continued on page o)



Investing is a Science

The making of profitable investments
which are thoroughly safe is a science.
Like other sciences it can be reduced
to a few fundamentals, This we have
done in our booklet, “The Science of
Safe and Profitable Investing.” You

should possess a copy of this booklet.
Write for it.

37 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS
TO AN INVESTOR

For two generalions The Georgia Loan & Trust
Company has been selling Farm Morgages,
secured by propertics in Georgia, Alabama and
Florida, paying 6%%; and 74

Mo investor holds a mortgage bought from
this Company that is not worth its face valae
and interest,

Follow the rule— SAFETY first, and buy Farm
Mortpages such as are offered by

THETITLE GUARANTY &TRUST Co.

FIRST BRIDGEPORT MATIONAL BANK BLDG.

BRIDGEPORT, CONN.

NORTERN BFFCE 07 THE GEoRs A Loam & Trust Co
Macon. GEORGIA

INVESTOR’S POCKET LIBRARY

The Investor's Pocket Library, a series of pam-
phlets discussing fundamental investment sub-
jectsin an elementary manner, is sent free upon
request addressed to Investor's Service Depart-
ment, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, so7 Filth
Avenue, New York., The series includes:

General fnvestment Subjects
How to Invest
Bonds and the Investor
Investment Position of Municipal Bonds
Partial Payment Investments
Things to Know About Stocks
Preferred Stocks (2 booklets)
Unlisted Securities—| 3 booklets)

Foreign Bonds_ |3 booklets)
Real-Estate Mortgages—{c hooklets)
Farm Mortgages—i 4 booklets|

New York Stock Exr_'.’lange_u_s booklets;

{Contipusd from page o5}

brought about by the war; however, there are

some traction situations wlnl:h merit confi-
dence. While a few companies have a hﬂpﬂ‘ﬂ
outlook, there are many others which rnquue
drastic loc.al adjustments before the securities
af these lines are brought into a position war-
ranting the investment of funds,

The present census is showing ¢normous in-
creases in urban population, and during the
past decade there has been but little increase
in traction mileage, which has resulted in a
stunted growth with insufficient facilities, The
electric-railway industry bears vital relation te
city development and to land values, and any
impairment in its service or any curtailment in
expansion is quickly reflected in those values

The general public realizes that a complete
and unified system of transportation is an es-

| sential without which the business of the com-

munity must cease, It is fundamentally true
that the people as a whole have a keen sense of
justice and in the long run will arrive at a cor-
rect decision, and while they are entitled to
and will insist on reasonable rates, they are WM*
ing to pay for good service. ;
The investor who wishes to take full advan-

| tage of the opportunities offered in the public-

a6

utility field will be very unwise to plun#.
blindly in and make his investment at ran-
dom. The situation is one which will ta,ke
even the strongest companies some time to
work out to complete satisfaction, and there
are other concerns which in all probability will
have to go through drastic reorganization be-
fore prosperity can be reached.

Self-education and most careful discrimina-
tion must be exercised by the investors who
would do the proper thing at the proper time,
and for this purpose there are no better sources
of information and advice than reliable in-
vestment banking-houses. These establish-
ments make it a point to investigate thor-
oughly the companies whose securities they
market and are careful of their recommenda-
tions,since any failure on the company’s part to
live up to their statements would be a serious
reflection on their reputation.,

Discriminating investors will not only give
due consideration to the security of their pri.fu"-
cipal and to the stability of income to be de-
rived, but should also carefully investigate
the future worth and the expected develop-
ments of the properties of the company.
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Dependable Investment Bankers
The Financial Department of Scribner’s Maga-
zine exercises every precaution to limit its adver-
rising columns to offerings of sound securities and
to investment bankers and brokers with whom
our teaders may deal with confidence. We be-
lieve each financial instotodon advertising in
Scribner’s Magazine is worthy of the patronage
of investors,
INFORMATIVE FINANCIAL LITERATURE

Fn]]-m ing are announcements of current booklets and circulars
Frmued nancial institutions, which mny be ohtained without
cask on |‘H uest pddressed to the msuing banker. Investors are asked
to mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE when writing for literature,

CURRENT INVESTMENT OFFERINGS

The Bankers Trust Company of Mew York issue a list of Monthly
Bond Oferings.

Eamet E. Smith & Co., 2 Devonshire 5t Boston, are distribue-
:|n|.'; a circular on curcenl Maileead ansd Public Uhh.i!." Bond bag-
guins, " For the Careful Bond Buyer."

Herrick & Hennett, 66 Broadway, New York, are 1!|H.r||n.|.|::|ng

“The New Era [or Hailroad Securities.” This s an intesesting
t|:|=|:u-:~.|uu of the results of recent legizlation in sirengthening the
investment position of railroad secunities.

Mercantile Trist [nmpu.ny 51. Louis, member Federal Reserve
Eystem, has prepared a list of special uﬂcrm,qa of Municipal bn:-nds
exempt. from Federal income tax, These bonds yield from s34 %
to 6% 7.  Circular B-650 describing these issues in full will be [
warded on request.,

INVESTMENT BOOELETS AND CIRCULARS

H. M. Byllesby & Company, Chicago and New York, are dis-
1.r||.1u!|:|u. 1 booklet discossing the mail-order business Teaba the o
vestor's standpoint, and an illustrated booklet concerning the Orien-
tal Mavigation Company.

How, why, and under what conditions the stecks of nationally
known companies are good investments, where the securitics of such
companics may be located, and how they may be purchazed, are
described in ashort book entitled * Investments in Natiopally Enown
Companies.' which is being distributed without charge by Tobey
& Kirk, a5 Broad Street, New York.

“Investment Safepuards™ s an analysis of the fundamental
safely lests of investment secarities.  The volume also includes a
briel dictionary of financial terms, Write for free copy to Ames,
Emerick & Co., New York, Chicago and Milwaukee

“Getting the Most from Your Money"” iz a booklet describing
the Babson method of investment. For o copy, write Babson's
Statistical Orgunization, Wellesley Hills, Mass.

“How to Figure the Tncome Basis on Bonds,” a pamphlet re-
cently published by Well:-Dickey Company of Minneapolis, treats
a much misunderstood subject in an interesting and understandable
way. Wrte for copy.

“Tomorrow's Hond Prices,™ * Bonds a3 Safie as Our Cities,™ and
“ Municipa] Honds Defined " are a series of booklets recently puals-
|:ahn|:| by William KB, Compton Company; 5t Louis, New York,
Chicago, Cincinnati, and Mew Orleans,  The first explains the LT
nificance of the present investment situation and the opportunity
to- obtain high return over o period of Emrs. The other two de-
scribe the various kinds of Municipnl Bonds and the safeguards
surrounding them.

“War Loans of the United States™—giving o detailed descrip-
tion of the Government bond issues since the beginning of the war,
and also giving complete information as to all tax-exempt features,
and tables showing yields at different prices—published by Ok
Colony Trust Company. Department E, Boston, Massachusetts.

Blyth, Witter & Co,, San Francizco, Los Angeles, and New York,
are distributing & booklet entitled © Californm Hydrm-Electric Se-
curities,”” which describes the particular dependence of California
upon hydre-clectricity and the resulting stability of this class of
sECUTItiES,

o restment I1|.:r|'|a. . m|1nl'.|.'||_'.- dhiscuzsion of Canadinn finon-
cial condiens.  ©Investment Recommendations™: A quarterly
sclection o Canadion investment sccuritics.  Published by Royal
securities Corporation, Montreal, Canada; 165 Broadway, New York,

BOOELETS ON FINANCIAL SUEJECTS

A Chick-Reckoning Income Tax Table, aiding the investor to
determine the gross vield be misst bl.i on A taxable bond to corre-
spand 1o the vield of 2 tax-free municipal, i being distrbuted by
Stacy & Bnuln § MNasssu Street, New ark_

l

s

The importance of an American trade base as an aid in building
up our trade with the Orient is dealt with in o booklet, *The Far
ﬁ;[ ' pecently issued by the National Shawmut Bqni. of Bnstos.
Another af the bunk's publications explaing the wse of " Aecept.
nnees”" by examples covering domestic and foreign transactions,
Other booklets deal with the Webb Luw and the Edpe Law,

Booklets published recently by ‘The National City
Mew York, are: " Investment Secorities”’ (monthly "'l.

grade investments; " United States Government

complete |!|.w.n|.|L|u|: af ut']mrl.al and converted issues q[ Iahw “a
Victory Bonds and Netes; ' Men and Bonds"—an illustrated story
of their investment service; * What You Should K:nn'r about T

vestment "' —i help to |n=upel'.|!d1.l.'1‘:d. investors; and "The wdl
Frog "—a story of the losses of an unguided 1m.|~brztn:u-1

The most important step to successiul Investing 15 inn
bonklet prtpnrtd by Halsey, Stuart & Co., New York p.m

entitled " Choosing Your Investment Bagker.” The booklet cru.
merates the points necessary to a JlLdLEIﬂEIH- selection of ithe invest-
ment banker by whom the individual investor is to be lnjchd,
Guaranty Company of New YVork, t30 Brondway, Nu.' 'ﬁ;ﬂ;
which has recently taken over the investmenl
heretofore conducted by the B-:lnv.‘l Department of the G‘:lmty
“Trust Lﬂmpm of Mew York, will be plensed to send their new
bonklet, * rganization for Investment Service,”  This ‘mgugt
outlines thr: reasons for this change in corporate organization, and
gftscrlbf:s the Facilities which the new company places at the dispasal
investors,

Charts of the Fluctuntions of Tum;n Exchange Bates in 1519,
“Woal and Wonl Mapafacture ™ and * The New Letter,”
pablizbed moothly, will be sent upon application to the First Na-

tional Bank of Boston, Mass.
A series of articles on industrial, commercial, and m[ll-:nl:
activities in the Pacific Northwest is distributed in bﬂ

uncber the title, ¥ Eoow Portland and the Nﬂ'ﬂ‘h‘l’ﬁf_ " by the Lidd
& Tilton B.u.l.k Portland, Cregon.

"Concerning Trusts and Wills "—sugpesti pEr mAanner
of conserving estates and the attractive posabuﬁhmuf:uﬂq Lrust
funds—puhblished by Obd Colony Trust Company, Department E,
Boston, Massachusetts. :

“A B C of Foretgn Exchange" makes a simple expla
nn important subiject not always understood. “Ea,- an
request by the Seattle National Bank, Seattle, ‘Wash

The Bankers Trust Company of New York has anneanced for
free distribution two hooklets, * Europe's War Problems and Labor
and Y Umted Stated Sinee the Armastice.'

Stacy & Braun have compiled a comparative table of Toledo
I:uuts which they will send to those interested in Toledo bank stocks,

REAL ESTATE MORTGAGE BOORLETS

Investors Securities Corporation, zrar Madion St
describe their first mortgage bonds in'a new booklet which 'li't
sent free to inguirers.

C. C. Mj I1'I1i!¢(‘ West Waehi St.. Chi i ult
published © 1lr e ﬂLﬁmﬂ!l g{_memdm ve

pictures am! dn:-s::ﬂbn:s tative types of Hcafn
nmﬂm

securing Mitchell-Safeguarded First Mortgage Seria
alsn gives a wvery imteresting study of the great nd
Chicags,

The Il'l.'.l'H‘l‘.meut GL‘I.ldE Llished by 5. W. Straua & Co., 150
Broadway, New York, Straus Bublding, Chicago, cutlines the
principles of the Straus P]a.n and describes various attractive offer-
ings of First Mortgage serial bonds.

The adv antaﬁes of buying real-estate bonds from a bank are oat-
lined in a booklet entitled * Hank-Safeguarderd Bmdl " dadtributed
to investors by Greenebaum Sond Bank & Trust Campuur Chuf:.
Thiz bank is also dl!trlhl.ll‘Jl:lE an illustrated folder unhli:d a
Your Mortgage Bonds Bank-Safeguarded #"

" Sufety Guaranteed at Six Per Cent," is the title of 2 bookiet puli-
lished for fres distubution bytim Realty .I’I.'Bii:ltlil'.ﬂ Investment
i_.ﬂ@ﬁnu.l'.lnn at Massng St., w Yark.

FARM MORTGAGE BOOELETS

“Mortgapes Paid in Gold,"” 2 booklet describing Southern Farm
Mortgages, is distributed by the Title Guaranty & Trust Company,

Bridgepert, Conn,
"Forman Farm Mortg n.m%‘;hc Fm:ﬂﬁ ]}Lﬂl;nmu;hyw

Plan,"” o hoaklet rec:ntl_'r 1551
Sa. La Salle St., Chicago, deseribes their invesiment n&ennp
the partial-payment facilities they extend to investors,

reruest,

“The Science of Safe and Profitable Tnvesti
page bookler, is being distributed by Petvers &
neapolis, Minn,

“Zecare Investments," 3 booklet describing First Mor&ﬂﬂ oa

= Mortgage Co., New

Southern Farms, sent on request to Investors Mort
Orleand National Bank Bidg., New Orleans, La

. a Farm
ompany of
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NEW IN DESIGN ~ FASTIDIOUSLY FITTED
SPACIDUS - LUXURIQUS - CO™PORTASLE

COLE MOTOR CAR COMPANY, INDIANAFOLIS,LU.S.4
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HE kind of cars you see ; i
Teqmpped with Disteel Wheels, 1R ] i :
the position and standing of the car- - b
owners coffer the best evidence of 5 i
the mechanical superiorities as well _ Il ) :
as the wastly greater beauty of 1l & E} tf
Distee] Wheels — the Inwardly P “':i i
Curved Wheels — the Motor Car AR AT
Wheels Preeminent. -'Iﬂ £
Erxclusive Manufacturers 1 Ay ?}"';!
DETROIT PRESSED STEEL COMPANY ' o 1

DISTEEL WHEEL CORPORATION i
DETROIT U5, A. ,
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U.S.Tax Laws-

=Executives Must Know Procedure
By nizing a business into a eorporati d

g.;ﬂnn.e ncfnui-lg.‘.uen:m;uced his r.am:r.nuﬁ?m:

RSkt and peoper. By read msttaent of Capiisl soteoss

- 13 Il Capital re

another r_fim:: i%“ s:n.nfl% Millionsof %oﬂa?%rc

T oy AYETE I TOURE D ifuaramee of @liogr-

ukdndmm and cxemplions they were aniitled fo.

YOU—the executive who swears to the accuracy of
your Tax RKeturn — YOU — the auditor, accountant
or bookee, who computea the Keturn— you
must know Tax

$5,000 Often Saved

We teach you how the various taxes work fogether—
hiow to compute ALL the legal deductions. Execu-
tives taking our training frequently report aavings
of 85,000 to $100.000. Used in Standard Oil Co., Ford
Metor, U. 5. Rubber Co,, U. 5. Tire Co,, ete.

IMPORTANT : — Tar problems have

%Iﬂﬂ mete profession.  Salaries and
run from §5,000 to $30,000 a year.

Atterneys, accountants, ouditors, book-

ey mnan silh Business training
—can guickly qualyy. Wrile for detaels.

Send for aur booklets, *"The
Income Tax Expert™ and

Tax Boo

“Everyman’s Income Tax''. Mo cbligation. They
are free. Both contain information of wvital im-
portance to every tax payer, Write fodayf

U. S. Tax Law Institute
Depl. 1858, 20 E. Jackson Blvd. Chicago

Tear out this advertise ment
—NOW—as a reminder

The Foundation of
Financial Success

Is Knewledge

E live in a time that can be

compared only to those rare
periods in history when the world
was suddenly set in turmoil, when
empires rose and fell, fortunes
were made and lost, new indus-
trial epochs ushered in, nations
wakened to sudden vistas of
power and expansion.

THE FINANCIAL WORLD,
expressing the viewpoint of con-
servative and far-sighted author-
ity and outlining the develop-
ments and outlook of the week
from the perspective of long expe-
rience, furnishes the investor with
the most ezsential background to
financial success—knowledge,

The
FINANCIAL WORLD
a0 Broadway, N. Y.
FPublished Weekly
250 0 copy
21000 g year

Establizshed 1902

10g

DURAND

STEEL RACKS
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‘_[LJRHAN Steel Racks

are the prﬂduct of en-
gineering forethought and
S

The skill has gone into
the strength and nigidity of
their construction, and the
accurate fitting of every
part.

The forethﬂught has gone
into their design—their
adaptability to every stor-
age purpose—and the care-
ful selection of matenal.

Consult us about Steel Racks
and Bins or about Steel Lockers

DURAND STEEL LOCKER Co.

1508 Ft. Dearborn Bank Bldg. 508 Park Row Bldg.
Chicago New York



LEHIGH TIRE & RUBBER CO.
NEWCASTLE
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it world-wide fame. American
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k and ocean, yet in
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pool with instructor; Pompeiian
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Vaults
Cabinets
Deposit
Boxes

CRY SAFES "7he Safe /nvestment”

s Your Sarery Depost

Box DEPARTMENT PROFITABLE?

Or are you losing money by having a large number of
vacant boxes?

With CARY 20th Century Safety Deposit Box Units, your
Department can grow as the business increases. At no time
need there be a large number of unused boxes—or a volume
of business without accommodations. The even balance be-
tween volume of business and Safety Deposit Box equipment
iz always maintained when CARY UNITS are a part of the
equipment.

CARY Safecty Deposit Boxes are STANDARDIZED AND
INTERCHANGEABLE. New units are ordered as needed,
and cach unit is a counterpart of previous CARY instal-
lations., Large quantities of CARY Safety Deposit Box Units
are constantly being manufactured to insure prompt shipment.

These conveniences will enable a deposit department to
produce the greatest possible revenue, Ewery inch of space
will bring a profit, where CARY equipment i3 installed.

Another convenience iz found in the fact that in CARY
Units boxes are furnished in various sizes. You can secure
units of small boxes or units containing an assortment of
sizes. This feature makes it possible to meet the require-
ments of each individual customer.

Our folder “ CARY 20th Century Safety Deposit Box
Units " tells all about the CARY Unit System-—its economy
—its convenience. Send for this folder. You'll find it in-
teresting and instructive in planning or rearranging your
Safety Deposit Box Department.

CARY SAFE COMPANY
Buffalo, N. Y., U. S. A.
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Why Women Are
Buyers of Pyrene

rene FIREE LV K—
Floced ot home dangee
pote. mear the furnacss o
In the kitches, Fireklok

e imtant woarming of
nulkher

re. A bawmd exti
wan than hea sl IIIIIIIH‘iI.-
ataly nmil the fire put ost
before it can grow lorge
and rause damage,

SAVES LIFE

HE reasonissimple: Itis woman’s ancient instinct to de-
fend homeand children. Her modern 1udgmem selects
the Pyrene Fln: E umgumherm the best defense against fire.
Woman’s intuitive trend toward Pyrene is confirmed
by facts: 73 per cent of preventable fires are caused by
stoves, furnaces, boilers and pipes. And 12 per cent of
pre‘-’enmblt fires are caused by defective fues and chimneys.
How often have you shuddered at the thought of fire

in your home! But is Pyrene on hand to fight 1t?

Fire is always unexpected. Each year it destroys
thousands of homes. Yearly it claims 15,000 lives—
mostly women and children.

Install Pyrene now. Know the security of provid-
ing 4 permanent safeguard againstfire. Price "’GTQ Pyrene
saves 1§ on automaobile hl:: Insurance premmms
PYRENE MANUFACTURING C., Inc., 17 East 49thSt., New York

Atlanta Chicaga Kanszas City
) Pyrenc Manofacturing Co of Canada, Lyd., Montreal, F. Q.

San Francisco

qu and Fireklok are sold by hardware and elecirical supply dealers and garages

%
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It’s the Man That Counts

The human element probably plays a more important part in the
making of explosives than in any other manufacturing process
conducted on a large scale. There are no machines in the twelve
great Hereules plants that need only to be started at the beginning
of a day, stopped at the end, and which in the meantime carry
out their tasks without attention.

Every machine used in the making of Hercules Explosives has a
man for its master. Every motion it makes is watched. The
results of its work are carefully checked. Nothing is ever taken
for granted. No machine is looked upon as infallible.

In the gelatin packing house, for example, is a large machine
which flls paper cartridges with *Hercules Gelatin Dynamite.
Although this machine works with almost positive precasion and
accuracy, every cartridge which comes from it is inspected e
to make certain that it iz properly packed. One inspection takes
place immediately after the cartridge leaves the machine. Another
before it 15 finally boxed for shipment.

The men who use Hercules Explosives know how dependable are
the men who make Hercules Explosives.  The Explosives them-
selves tell the story. Their power never fails those who seek its
aid. In metal mine and stone quarry, at the bottoms of deep
rivers and in the hearts of great mountains, where the engineer
builds a city skyscraper and where the farmer hlasts a ditch,
Hercules Explosives live up to the name they bear,

HERCULES POWDER, CO.

Chicaga &5, Lowis Mew York
Piaesbur g Kan, Ihenver Hazleton, Pa.
Zan Francisco Salt Lake City Japlin
Chaisnsoga Pittzburgh. Pa. Wilmington, Del

* Arin name FEEEHEL, Gelanim Dynawine is plande, I i made h dirmfvmy pun cafian in
aitraplicrrin and cmbimine with commln sther maneriad oadied .n‘o,m eI fa spwd prine
eipaliy for aheeing da hard reck,




 Fifty-Nine ~
Crane Branches

in principal cities throughout the country
back up the Crane Service which is available
through the plumbing and heating trade with
direct and intensive factory co-operation.

These branches display broad assortments of the
products supplied by the Crane Co. and can thus give
thorough and practical aid in the selection of heating,
plumbing and sanitary equipment for buildings of any
size or character. Whole-hearted co-operation based
on long experience awaits you at any Crane branch.

We are manufactusess of about 70,000 srticles, including valves,
pipe fittings amd steam specialties, made of bram, iron, ferreatec],
east steel and forged stesl, in all sizes, for all pressures and all pur-
poset, and &re distribytors of pipe, heating and plumbing materials.

noaTIA BAVAMKAR THERE IS A NEARBY CRANE BRANCH Toy

B RISGFTELD ATLAMTA GIVE YOU' CRANE SERVICE
BRIGGEFONT KHOXVILLE g L

EHHESTER HUEBINGH A i

s . CRANE CO
BROOELYS MURKOGER " L]
FEILADELFHIA  TULSS A8 5 MICHIGAN aVE. CHICASD
e OKLAROMA CITE. o g 1yps- PIPE FITTINGS - SANITARY FIXTURES
CAMDERN BT Lo

EALTIMORE Kakiad eaTy e L LR Gl
WASHINGTOMN TEERE HAUTE i wmvim wwy P gL ip GEEESLIP EED
AYRACUBE CIRCINKEATI mancwid TN AR (RS - R es Gwrfadn REIECTREET
BUFF ALY INDLANAFOLES

Wi indicaned b thi picempaaring
phato, Crane Servecs in the indus
irial ferbll covers & wide range of
wrerul werk for pipaloness 34 wall s
nhi coromary mandardand reguine
wmincd, A befi. @ Crano 4 2-imch
wast sron mpecial base olboss, sweighe
ing abour 8200 peunds, Al righi.
shi firs sstion of & suction e o
& clrgulaiing peme; insids dimen-
wimnm;, 5 foee & Inches by 4 foet &
inchess B fesr frees face io endl
Waighr, sbeul 10,375 pouads,

BETROAT ABERDCEH
CIICAGD GREAT FALLS
ROCEFORD HILLIMGE
AEHEOER APOKAME
QRAKD RAPIDE  BEATTLE
DAVENFORT TALOMA

DES MOINES FUETLAKD
OMAHA FOCATELLO
Ao CITY BALT LAKE CITY
&T. Falll. DR

NN EAFOLIE HACAAMERTO
WIKCH A DA Labin

LUE R} SaN FRANCTACD
Fa Ry ANGELES
WATEETOEY
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Lighting the Pathway of Human Life

IFE'S shadows lenpthen. Twilight ia at

hand and man's senses falter N';nu:r:.

calling for help, must be heeded, or happinen
13 threatened,

Particularly true is this of the senze of sight
When eyes prow dim, optical science must
come to their rescoe.  Supplementary lenses,
expertly ground of glass and skillfully applied,
must re-enforce those provided by MNatare
Again, many a defective child has been placed
on in -:l.iuu'l F:h:-:il:lb" with his school feliows '!:-:.-
a right application of glasses, has been given
the opportunities and pleasurable gensationg
which life owes him. Many a workman has
been transformed from inefhicient to efficient.

While immediate responsibility for this esre-
ic= tests with the aye :'|1|f.-|.'iu.|'|s.‘.1 he muost be
given suitable lenees, with which to work,
or his skill is helpless. To provide such lens-
es is one of our endeavors since the estab-

lishment of our business nearly 7o years apo.

When John J. Bacsch opened his little
aptical shopin 1851, all lenses were imported
from Ewrope. Dissamsfied with the qualicy
Eu:’npr Wiy g:n.':lng l1i1'r1 he made a lens-
grinding machine and began to grind his own
by hand, crudely but well ; and he soon atcrace
ed the attention of other opticians, whoe de-
manded his surplus for themselves,

Sa Mr, Bausch and his u.'-”uEu-:f- have bees
making soperior lenses ever mnce, in al-
most unbelievahls q_uuul:-ll-lr:, for the exact-
ing optical men; not only of America bur of
all countries of the cwvilized world —scientifi-
cally developing the varous types required for
the correction of every kind of eye error.
And rlm_-.- have also come to produce practically
every known type of optical appliance or instru-
ment for the canservation and extension of hu-
man vigion in science, industry and recreation.

i rite for literature.on any ophical producks in which you @re infereatad

BAUSCH & LOMEB OPTICAL COMPANY ... ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Makers of Eyoplase and Spectacle Lenaes, FPhotograplise Langes, Microtcopen, Balopticons
Binocuiars and etker Uplicad Insdrumenis.

bat eyes may sec

—better and fa
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THE LIGHTS THAT DID NOT FAIL

UR Army and Navy asked for electric

lights, big and little, bright and dim,
and in a hurry. MAZDA Service knew
how they should be made.

There "were huge and blinding search-
lights and tiny lamps to illuminate the
compasses and instrument-boards of air-
planes, There was a pilot-light for diri-
gibles, built te float wpon the water, and
welghing, battery and all, one pound.
There were ship-lantern lights of special
blue glass, of high penetrating power and
low wisihility, 50 that no lurking U-boat
should calch their glow, There were red,
white and blue lamps for daylight signal-
ing. There were lamps for gun sights, and
very amall ones, the size of wheat-grains,
for the use of surgeons.  The list could be
prolonged almost indefinitely.

The accumulated knowledge and tech-
mical expericnce of MAZDA Service, of the
chemizts, physicists, metallurgists and

engineers in the Research Laborntories of
two score related factories, bore notable
fruit in this multitude of Lamps,

For more than a decade MAYDA Service
has earried forward Lhe art of electric
lighting, of which the MAZDA lamp i3
the ||ig'h|1"-.1‘ v!]ll‘v%iiml. the
pounding of the glass to the spinning of
web-fine filaments from stubborn metal,
MAZDA Srr'."iL'l' has led the WAy, TI]r_:ht:.
reserves I:lf ]I:IIIF“II‘_'IIHI_‘. .'IIII] q‘:xlll'ri{'l]g‘lj.
backed by the splendid facilities of the
Hesearch Laboratories, produced the speci-
fications for our war |::r|:I|:-‘_..

]'r\ulr|. COiT=

Many of them were lamps of everv-day
use, tried and proved it for active duty
others were adaptations of existing tvpes,
and many were entirely new.

The war-time achievements of MAZDA
Service inthedevelopment of electric lamps
MieAan i.'lll]ll"l.l".'t'rln.'lli :JIJ'll ili::hL'J' L:[ﬁl'i.t-!f:d':,.‘ i_|1
peace-time lighting.

MAZDA

RESEARCH LABORATORIES OF GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY




We could cheapen Raybestos in many ways,
but then it would be merely “‘brake lining™
and not Raybestos. We create brake lining
scrvice by building WEAR into every foot
of Raybestos,

Factforier > RRIDGEPORT, CONMN.
er - Dietroit, 970 Wondward Avenue
Chicags, 1402 South Michigan Avenne

It is this sturdy, dependable quality that
enables uws to puarantee Raybestos to
WEAR one wear. When you need new
lining for vour car be sure to look for
the Silver Edge.

THE RAYBESTOS COMPANY

FETERBOROUGH, CANADA

San Franciseo, 1403 Chropicle Building
Washingtan, I, C., 107 Columbian Building
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Padnring after House ar Adanta, Ga,, by W T Downing, Architect

Cﬂle.ﬂbiding Satisfaction
of the HOUSE of BRICK

THE thoughtful builder knows that he cannot get real
satisfaction in building his home, unless he combines the

artistic with the durable. Face Brick, in its wide range of color
tones and textures, and in the artistic effects passible through
[usE the architect’s handling of bonds and mortar joints, offers an
== appeal to the most diverse tastes. Besides, there is the solid
“The Story of Brick” satisfaction of knowing that for structural strength, fire-safety,
i ; and economy in the long run no other material surpasses Face
An arristic bookler with attractive 3 : .
illustrations and useful information Brick. Even if you are not ready to build now, now is the
53 poe fendve ol e time to think the matter over and formulate your plans. “The
lomance of Brick, Exrravagance of P ML L
Cheapness, Camparative Costs, How Story of Brick™ will help you at a decision.
toFindnce the H\.II.IJJI.'..HUIE-:I Hoine, aie
sfew ofchesubjects rented. Your copy e r . -
bs awaiting your resuest, Send tody. The American Face Brick Association
1140 Westminster Buslding, Chicago




The Pioneer
Builder of Quality
mufi LLIM

-

Jhe dlfﬁ?(ﬁ'r ne Small Car

B

JL;:ET as we are proud to see skilled engi-
neering and fine materials give form and
life ta our ideal of a superfine small car

So Templar owners find the utmost of
comfort, surpassing beauty of design, and a
flood of silent power, giving them a new
ideal of motor-car performance.

TI'l_ 0L CiIr, @55 rI[ ‘r 0T Tecr

ital for business

IThe TEMPLAR
MOTORS COMPANY

4000 HALSTED STREET LAKEWOOD, CLEVELAND

Sanon, o




DoublyDistinctive—
a rarc union of music
and craftsmanship

UTHORITATIVE experts design these
Brunswick period cabinets—men

who know the finest in furniture and have
a sympathetic understanding of the great
works of the foremost pertod furniture
creators uF hi:-.t:':r:-.'. All who seck true
artwill find complete satistaction in these
beautiful cabinets.

Housed in them are Brunswick Phono-
graphs, with all their superiorities of re-
production, all their betterments in tone.
Finer 1.‘.!]‘10an1'1}‘||15 are unknown.

The Brunswick De Luxe cabinets can
be seen at all Brunswick dealers.

Upon request we will be glad to mail
you a handsomely illustrated brochure,
dﬂscribing the Brunswick De Luxe.
THE BRUNSWICK-BALKEE-COLLENDER CO.

Geneead Offices: 623-633 Wahash Ave., Chicago

Deanch Hogses in Principal Cities of United States,
Mlexico and Janada

Canadizn: Distribarors: Migsical Merchandise Sabes Co
79 Wellington St West. Toranio, Onk

Al De Luxe Brunswicks are electrically sperated.
Ly apen from the front o that Hee top 55 avarl=
adle fir persmgnent arnamentation.

[ I AT s s
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THE IDEAL TYPE ‘A’ HEAT MACHINE

o i P
N ORE commodious living quarters may be secured
" Bl '
by remodeling the basement. Conversion of the
naal damp and -]irr_v cellar into warm and recreational rooms 12 now
the vogue, through use of the new "IDEAL TYPE A’ HEAT MACHINE.”
Its trim insulated jacket makes the Type ™A™ Boiler dust-free and
gas-tight. Its heating service is antomatic and constant.

Becords of installations Tl'lrl'lupi:l severe winter use show b;{\’iﬂ'"_rb of
30% in fusl, with decided relicf in carctaking. Send for Catalog.

i AMERIGAN RADIATOR (OMPANY .

Chicago

Makers af the
worfd- famous TREAL Boilers and AMERICAN Rodiotors

Laparight 1930 by Ameelean Dadininr Compass




Arrange
with Your
“Dealer for a

I demonstration
‘of the Vacuum
| Cleaner with

{'_"T.ﬁu_: Lewer™

The hostess heightens the delight of a
tharming afternoon tea when she shows
herinterested friendsthe newestlabor-sav-
ing addition to her already well-equipped
and modern home, namely, The Electric
Sweeper-Vac, with motor-driven brush,

ELECTRIC

whichisthe accepted standard of mechan-
ical vacuum cleaner. Really two Facuum
Cleanersinone, as with oneturnof “THAT
LEVER" you get Powertul Suction enly,
and with another turn the same Suc-
tion and Motor-Driven Brush combined,

Frite fgr the most elaborate Vacuum Clesner catalog ever issued.

BENEUVAC COMPANY - -

166 Fremont Street, Worcester, Mass.



“The .r.le..u.f 1 .r.'r.:.lr.'t:'.'rr*Jpr.i':.lo in the wa_:lr.lu-

VENIMNG, with its freedom from activity,

is somerthing to look forward to if the
golden hours of happy companionship
are enlivened by gpood music. Favorite
selections are given individual interpre-
!’l(lun1 speaking the language of all emo-

STEGER

Factories at Steger, llinois

tions, when played on the superb Steger
Grand Piano. Its beautiful, rich tone,
its sympathetic response, make the
Steger an enduring source of inspiration,
whether you are playing or listening to
the art of others.

& SONS PIANO MANUFACTURING COMPANY
Founded by John V. Steger, 1879

Steger Building, Chicago, Minois

If ie's

a Steper—it's the finest reprod

Se e =S

WOTng rll:\,_:"uJ_]':'r.J.:l.l'. in Lhe 1..'-.1.'11.

S e



Apologies,
Advertising pages 117 and 118 were not available

in the original magazine we used for our scan.



Advertising page 118 is not available.



L% % Puncture jroof i?jig

LEE tires
smile
ar miles

&'?u
HOSE little, case-hardened steel discs that make
Lee tires puncture-proof, are individually embedded
in pure rubber.

Three layers of them, separated by heavy, rubber-
ized fabric are built into every Lee Puncture-proof
tire, whether “Cord” or “Fabric”, protecting the carcass,
as well as the tube, against perforation.

Here, then, to the limit of mileage is added the
limit of protection. The peer of every tire in the one,
the superior of all in the other.

Any Lee dealer—and there are Lee representatives
wer}rwhere.—wﬂl fit your car with the Lee tires best
calculated to give you greatest satisfaction,

Look for the “Lee™ name in your telephone book

LEE TIRE & RUBBER CO.

Executive Offices — 245 West 55 Street
NEW YORK CITY

FACTORIES COMSHOHOCOERIH P
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EGYPTIAN

DEITIES

‘ [ f “The Utmost in C"’u}'mfft‘es

Plain End or Cork. Tip.

..".E_-_ >
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e
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%ﬂpfe 9’(’ culture and
refinement Inﬂanaﬁf

PREFER_ Dei tfes

foa ny other c{garette.
30¢

Makers of the Hiphest Grade Tirkish
and Eqypban Cigetrelles i the okt

Gasis high; motor travel expensive.

You cannot reduce the cost of fuel
- lHl' vou  can |1T'm=r Lilrml'r a decided
saving by increasing fuel mileage.

The New Stromberg Carburetor
does 1t. Effects a positive reduction
n Jr'll":'] costs by JLlLu"'H nnle:u_:e-
producing power plus and assuning ad-
ditional speed wherever and whenever
desired.

Write for complete facts. Be sure to
state name, year and model of your motor car.

Stromberg Motor Devices Company
Dept. 1152
64 E, 25th Strect, Chicags, [linasis

New STROMBERG Does il"

CARBURETOR

120
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miﬁrzfm%uc&ﬁm o Fall wear
isfa rather small collar with close
/-[rfﬂf:rt spacing &3 maederale pounls
It meets per, ?u‘/y the demand
ﬁrm collar that Wil go wells
With the fé'f//)&‘. little cravat @Gﬁs
E? 1{/’]8 BeaAscr “

Cluett Peabody £ Co..Inc .;Ha{rr.s, Troy. NY. —
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Is There An Invalid
In Your Home?

Is his life a burden? Is he a care to you?

You can make him and the home more
cheerful by installing a Sedgwick Hand
Power Elevator.

Many happy invalids enjoy the Sedgwick,
which takes them to any floor, Even a
child can operate a Sedgwick. Always
safe and dependable.

Write for catalogue and testimonials from
homes where the Sedgwick is installed.

Sedgwick Machine Works

Specialists for tooenty-five vears
in Hand Power Elevators and
Dumb Waiters for all purposes.

155 West 15th Street New York

Cresca .
Delicacies “\{{
T ol ! II :

Never Fails!

2206 and agrecalble
heat. appliable fo all
parls of the body’
Sirmple Congiruction

Our Guarantee of Action.

By Mail 5. Anywhere

.I UﬁTﬂT APPLIED I'URB, |
' 47 Ddges Buildi :
Dayton Ohio.

8

g SV oSy
and Distinction g

g ORE than a hundred rare dainties

g for the dining table of folks wha

wish to accentuate in the menu an at-
mosphere of subtle food discernment. g

Reigns" post you; sent on request with

Ler ourrecipe booklet "Where Epicurus
name of your nearest Cresca distributor. é

CRESCA COMPANY, iNC. g
345 Greenwich Street, New York
%Bomﬂmommommm )
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THE TEL-TALE TuB _

HE wash tub tells its tale. It tells you truthfully of

what your underwear is made. Cheap cotton or
shoddy wool garments shrink, lose their lustre, their
strength, their softness, in the tub,

AMHO isn't afraid of the wash tub. The Australian lamb’s
wool in it is so fine, the Peruwian cotton in it so chowce, that
AMHO emerges from the tub with all its ariginal downy softness,
its sheer white lustre, its steadfast strength. And it doesn't
shrink a bit.

And there's a way of their own which our special machines have
of knitting the yarns into a fabric so warm you're protected on the
coldest days; so light that the garment never burdens with its weight.
Obtainable in union suits and shirts and drawers for men, women

and children.
For warmth without weight the long cold winter through —
wear AMHO No. 1726, knitted with Duplex thread.

AMHO
Body(lothing

Means Better Underwear
AMERICAN HOSIERY COMPANY

NEW BRITAIN { Established 1868) CONNECTICUT
Makers of fine knitted underwear for men, women and children

l

13
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Fine Ast Raprail

ill-mark ol d taste in plotures.

For Gifts and Your Home

Ty fRiN (N S i LTI

mange ol 3 Ilr.ll"l.l i 1o choose
mmn—aliks begutifal
ESTINC. Miile pariciledy Ak
bey's HOLY GEATL, depicting
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Foar the
wellas fue
posibively

Hew ohimned @ Throuph art stores,
or direct from us,  We sesd an ip
|r|-|||-l rppald aned with so chillga-

Pl
fick, kodaks, &t
ifts to your rela-
2, Particwlars in catslogue,
hnl:'!ur.-uu far Wuairabed Calalogan.
maccepted. ) Itis practicaily
ol o American Ast,
e dnde
o, A0,

I¥ you had the key to a door

would you use it, or try to pick

the lock, or break the door down #

We'll Hiu‘: you the right |._-=:_'.' 10

2 2t
S

s - P EURTIE & CIHE!DH B4 Harcourt Sireat, Boslon
Ask us to S-."nl.'l. you, free, a opy Salesream . Pieres Buddieg, egpesiie Peblic Library :

of the fervent book, ''The Cry

solving life's problems  today

r-_r' FJ‘.-:_.'J}'!.'.IH'-'J." That's the KL':.'

Its vours for the asking. Siop
WOFryIing, and .-'.T|'.'.|.'_|||:__'., ano %é%i%g %
doubting, and :::I"'-lll.'hiu,__f Read

the boolk.

WATCH thar every

woman will find a
delighe. Dainey, yet sub-
stantial and accurate, it
makes a gift that will long
be remembered. Beauti-
fully cased in platinum,
white gold, green gold, sil-
ver and gold filled.

Every shape, every style
Moderately priced.

Ben. H. Janssex '
;':‘JIHJ _'I!..-:_' u_,l-..'.'.".ll.'r
Mew Yook, U1 8. A

If your jeweler does not
carry Jeanneret watches,
write to us and we will
tell you where you may
obtain them.

MAMASSEH LEVY & CO.
16 West 36th St
Mew York

e Jlln:i.lu--.".-l 1foar good a

prane ar @nyene can make -




For more than a quarter of a century the
progressive establishment of Mike Praur
& Company at Danville, Illinois, famous
as the bome of *“Uncle Foe Cannon, bas
been supplving an exclusive clientele with
ApLEr-Rocuester Swuits and Overcoats.

The fact that a shop carries ADLER-
Rocuester (Jothes 15 prima facie evi-
dence that its proprietors arve alert lo serve
their customers' best interests.

o e e ST oo e PR L

e e

T ot i o o oA LA

;Vrllrff-ﬂr _'Pﬂﬂ'r {Emﬁl?l:]ﬁ'fﬂ'fﬂr_\' fﬁﬁ'.l' ?‘lr
Fall Stvies for Men.

SRR

i

L. Avver, Bros. & Co., Rockester, N. Y. %
i

e R R e

a4 ADLER: RCHES TER%:

CLOTHES.

|§‘J e

R
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CREEN DESK TOPLPS

- Eliminate GEASS, GEARE ond WEAR

== k) ||"'Il_'.'-'- = _—_- - = -

P Jl__—_—__—_:-_ — ——

{Patent Pending) e

THE LAST WORD IN DESKS

{MADE IN GRAND RAPIDS)

The New Gunn Desks, exclusively equipped with “Lino”
Green Tops, provide an Ideal Writing Surface. No Var-

nish to Mar. Restful to the Eyes. Flush wood border
with rounded edges.

Colored print and full particulars mailed free on request

THE GUNN FURNITURE COMPANY

1873 Broadway GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. H

F=T..  FROMHOUSE TOHOUSE ﬂ

7 8k5¥ [FAVING BRIGHTNESS AND CLEANLINESS !

= 60 THE WHITING-ADAMS ;
BRUSHES

They are spry and catch the nimble dollars.
They Save the Surface, brighten and beautify.
*WALL BRUSHES - FILLER BRUSHES - STUCCO BRUSHES: |

Send for [Mustrated Literature

JOHN L. WHITING-J.J. ADAMS CO., Boston,U.S.A. E
Brush 1d

Manudscharers for Over 110 Years and the Largest in the World.

e

O find a certain print or perhaps paintings of a certain type—

do not hesitate to call on Miss Walton. No charge for her
services. Address her at Scriener’s Firrg AVENUE SECTION,
ScrieNer’'s Macazing, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York.




Paint Your Car with Da-cote

A Million Cars |
Made New

SN’T your car actually

running as well or nearly §
as well as the day you bought
it? Maybe better! Does it
need anything to make it a
new car except a smooth, §
glossy coat of enamel?

Let’s see what that
means.

Next Saturday after- - Wy
noon give the car a thorough washlng -
and allow to dry thoroughly. Pry off the
top of a quart can of Murphy Da-cote
Motor Car Enamel and flow on a coat
with a soft varnish brush. Lock the gar-
age doors. Next day roll her out, pack
in the family and flash a bright, brand
new car on the neighborhood.

Doesn’t sound difficult, does it? More than a million
car owners have done this very thing.

Da-Cote is so smooth that it flows just a bit before set-
ting, so that all brush marks and laps disappear.

Da-cote comes in black and several popular colors.
Send for a color card and for the name of a merchant
who sells Murphy’s.

Murphy Varnish Company
NEWAERK CHICAGO
The Dougall Varnish Company, Limited, Montreal, Canadian Aisoctarce
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Name ‘‘Bayer’”
Aspirin introduced to physicians in

1900. Insist on unbroken packages

Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufsciune of
Maonosceticacidester of Salicylicacid

identifies genuine |

ABLACH,

Those to the manor born sense the quality
appeal of Lablache—the powder supreme,
Like old friends, it wears best and is closely
clinging. A dainty toilet requisite for dainty
vamen who really care
I!urIIn'ir-:'-'_1:||:.|'.-'xl-|||5.

Refuse Substitutes
They may | dnn-
=

'BEM LEVY €O.
E¥ ,-'v:- smera,

Depr. g0l

125 Kingsfen 51, Bashan, Mass,
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The Inhalation Treat-
ment for Whooping-
| Cough, Spasmodic
Croup, Colds, Catarrh,
Asthma. Influenza,
Coughs. Bronchilis.

= Llrend’ wdile yon 2icep”
S-lmpl: safe and effective, avoiding internal drugs.
aporized Cresolene relieves the paroxysmes of Whoop-

mn ugh and Spasmodic Croup st once; it nips the
common cold before it hos o chance of developing into
somethifig worse, Al expecience shows that a weglected
cold i3 a dangeraus cold

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: * No family. wl'l{q-g 1hgrg
are young children, should be withoui this lamp.™

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con-
gestion, assuring restful nights.

It is called & bosn by Asthma sufferers.

Cresclene relicves the bropchial complications of Scarlet
Fever and Measlea and is a valuable axd in the treatment
of Diphtheria.

It iz a protection to those exposed.

Cresolene's best recommendation ia ita 40 vears of suc.
ceasful use,

Sold by Dirugpists,

Try ted throat, com-
posed ol slif i uric e, suprar lewe. They cail't
hanm you. ll|!. pur druggist or from as.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Curli.mdl 5, N. Y.

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canad.a

Send for des:n‘:.bhw ﬁwi!rr i
fe Theoat Talslers Tos th "

Variety Is the Sptce
of a Meal

Nothing is more conducive to providing that
essential to 2 meal than a glass of good old

RN
S

Beverage

FORMERLY KNOWN A5 CHECONA EVANS ALE

T brings both variety and zest to a meal
and acts as a harmonizer among foods
partaken. The aftersmack is the de-

lightful sequel that makes appetite wait
upon digestion. If you are in a rut with
your eating or entertaining, Checona Evans'
Beverage will introduce you into the Happy
Mealtime Circle.

Supplied im caves by Leading Dealers

| C.H.EVANS @ SONS 'z HUDSON, N.Y.



Never Sleep

With a film-coat on your teeth

Millions of people on retiring now combat
the ilm on teeth. They fight it day by day.
And those ghistening teeth seen everywhere
now form one of the results.

You owe yoursell a trial of this new teeth-
cleaning method. Dentists everywhere advise
it.. The results it brings are all-important,
and they do not come without it.

What film does

Your teeth are coated with a wviscous film.
Feel it with vour tongue. It clings to teeth,
énters crevices and stays. And dentists now
trace most tooth troubles to it.

The ordinary tooth paste does not end flm.
S0, despite all brushing, much film remains,
to cause stain, tartar, germ troubles and
decay.

not the
It holds

It is the film-coat that discolors,
teeth. Film is the basis of tartar.

PAT.OFF.

Pepsadeni

REG.U.S.
The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific film combatant combined with
two other modern requisites. Now advised by
leading dentists everywhere and supplied by
all druggists in large tubes.

l’m_':n:l substance which ferments and forms
acid. It holds the acid in contact with the
teeth to cause decay,

Millions of germs breed in it. They, with
tartar, are the chicef cause of pyorrhea.

Ways to combat it

Dental science, after years of research, has
found effective ways to fight film. Able au-
thorities have proved their efficiency. To-
gethes they bring, in modern opinion, a new
era in teeth cleaning.

These Ave methods are combined in a den
tifrice called Pepsodent—a tooth paste which
complies with all the new requirements. And
a ten-day tube is now sent free to evervone
who asks.

Watch the teeth whiten

¥You will sec and feel results from FPepso-
dent which brushing never brought you here-

tofore. A week’™ use, we think, will amaze
YO,
One ingredient is pepsin. One multiplies

the starch digestant in the saliva, to digest all
starch deposits that cling. One multiplies the
alkalinity of the saliva to neutralize mouth
acids.

Two factors directly attack the film., One
of them keeps the teeth so highly polished
that Alm cannot easily cling.

Watch these effects. Send the coupon for
a 10-Day Tube. Note how clean the teeth feel
after using. Mark the absence of the wviscous
film. MNote how teeth whiten as the film-coat
dizsappears.

The book we send explains all these results.
Judge what they mean to you and yours. Cut
out the coupon 30 you won't forget.

10-Day Tube Free

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
Dept. 949, 1104 8. Wabash Ave., Chicaga, Til.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to




DOUBT—NO DOUBT

Are you in doobt gs to what wood
to select for your interior woodwork,
doors, furniture! Many people who
feel quite sure of their judiment
when choosing most things are et
in doubt about woodwork.

Beauty comes first and is apparent
to the eve. But how about strenpth,
hardness, durability? What variety
of finishes is possible? What about
discoloration of enamels? Definite
knowledpe 1s your need!

birch, one of the most beautiful of all
hardwoods, las 3o valuable an array of good
Investment qunl'iﬁ.:s that e h.-n\ro nt them

in & handsome book —for you. Shall we
send it]

The Birch Manufacturers
ZI5F.R. A. Bldp., O'shkosh, Wis.

A B A' 2ok Cheques

the BEST funds for travelers

For particulars ask your bank or write to
Bankers Trust Company, MNew York City.

Keep Hls Cuffs Clean

“MY SLEEVE
BANDS™

Bleeves won't sy in
Place, olnstic bands wear
oust and reakly am siot nice

or saniary. Thesa hase 1,
) musde of “Cedd

oy P s
chrculation anil

wenronl, They ke fus
handy for the man who
works at the desk. A
simple Lut pleasing snan’s it well worth
sr...l...., far. Will be semt

No, 4004
75 cents

wgether with

FATHgs. Just the rlxh gilt
wil bt a e
packiod i always weloams b:-:n.us: it s Com-
piete.  For sale at Poblson Dheabers who display our seal.
| Iz there one in your town ¥

POHLSON GIFT SHOPS Pawtucket, R. I.

(O find a certain print or
perhaps paintings of a
certain type—do not hesitate
to call on Miss Walton. No
charge for her services. Ad-
dress her at ScriBNER’s F1FTH “
AVENUE SECTION, SCRIENER'S
MacGaziNg, 597 Fifth Avenue.

Chichen breasts-cream sauce

and mushrooms Um/!lUm!
Tandy Ting-A1 Quality Stores

- FREN NOOKLET e
The Daily Menu Maker

TURITY CROSE MODEL KITCREN
ORANGE, NEW JERSEY
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The Lincoln-Douglas Debate

The famous debate between Abraham Lincoln and Stephen A. Douglas, both
campaigning for the United States Senatorship from lllinois, made the year
1858 ever memorable. It brought to a focus the varying views on sectional
questions which the Civil War ultimately settled.

ys?

“18%8 is a memorable date for the painting craft, too. For it
was then that Berry Brothers first began the manufacture of
those varnish products which have since become the world's
gtandard of quality. And my granddad tells me they gave the
same satisfaction then as now."

Berry Brothers made the first Hard Oil Finish—now known as
LUXEBERRY WooOD FINISH, And the line developed until it
includes a varnish for every household and industrial use—each
the best of its kind. Perhaps most famous of all is LIQUID
GRANITE, which is covering floors the world around.
It's water-proof, of course; but its durabilicy is a
marvel to home - builders and
home-owners.

Then there's LUNEBERRY WHITE
ENAMEL made in pure white and
the newer shades of gray and old
ivory,

e W s S A TR R R s

Send for our free color booklet,
"Beautiful Homes."

RRY BROTHER!

"I":"D'rtd'l Largest Makers
arnishes and Paint Specialties
Dietrait. Michigan Wallwrrills, Ontaris

For every varnish need there's
a Berry Brothers product. The
label is your guaranty of quality. |

15l



United States Shipping Board Offers Three
Hundred and Seventy-Seven Ships for Sale

Bids will be received on a private competitive basis from now on in aceordance with the Merchant
Marine Act at the office of the United States Shipping Board, 1319 I Street, N. W., Washington, D. C,

The three hundred and seventy-seven ships offered for sale consist of ninety-two steel ships and
two hundred and eighty-five wooden steamers,

"ll‘lm steel .etl-r*:n.mers are both cil and coal burners. The Board has established a minimum price
on these wvessels,

TERMS ON STEEL STEAMERS

1075 of the purchase price in cash upon delivery (rf the vessel; 597 in 6 months thereafter; 57 in
12 months thereafter; 5% in 18 months there after: 5 Y in 24 |:|:|1.|r1l'.hl. thereafter: the balanee of 707
in equal semi-annual installments over o period of ten vears; deferred pavments to carry interest at
the rate of 59 per annum.

The two hundred and eighty-five wooden steamers for sule consist of ten different types as follows:
Nine Dougherty Tyvpe; Seventeen Ballin Tyvpe:; Ten Peninsula Type; Six Pacific American Fisheriea
Type: One Allen Type; One Lake and Ocean Navigation Company Type; Thirteen MeClelland Type;
One Hundred and Eighty-Six Ferris Type; Thirty-One Hough Type; Eﬁ'x‘t‘ﬂ Grays Harbor Type.

1075 cash on delivery. Balance in semi-annual installments over a period of three years,

TERMS ON WOODEN STEAMERS

Bids may be submitted for one or more vessels or for any combinatlon of above veasels, and must be accom-
panicd by certified check made payable to the U. 8. Shipping Board for 2147 of amount of the bid,

Bids should be submitied on the basis of purchase **as is and where is.™

Further information may be obtained by request sent to the Ships Sales Division, 1319 F Street, N. 'W.,
Washington, ). O

The Board reserves the right to reject any and all bids,

Bids should be addressed to the UNITED QTATF‘* SHIPPING BOARD, WASHINGTON, D. ., and
Indorsed " BID FOR STEAMSHIP | ¥ame of Shinp).

TMW
WRITE FOR QUR Mu"H& “ -_
i 1]
i There, that's what I want.
|y --rl- Eldg K tag F Street, "'—. ] . 1
]L: I!IIM;: I.I: IE?." |II LH '."'\- E I-: '.‘\l J"-'. ¥, ILd'li.lll i l_ﬁ There 5 the ]__?Ef‘}' rh-[ng'
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F“I after a long tedious day of hune-
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Jno. Williams, Inc., Bronze Foundry £ 1a75 | | | 29 JA - s 0 e
E _ Write o (7830 3 il i tom,
Diept. 13 556 West 27th Street, New York City ;_; SEI:ng::'aqu;:::lnl.'.59.7-?':":1?;fr|': Ave.l.s:\lewn‘f::lk
' R LA
Use Thls Chest FREE
=== - J ' W i
Moth- 58 R ~-_ e
Proof \
Cedar
J/ Chest
Sent on
Sl ) B Free Trial
Jor comfort
o i [ 3

choice of many styles
days' free isfal, A A

every home- 1
ST |||u.|

i or birthday gife, ¥

Al pelrpai Free fo yon

Every pair guaranteed

. MADE AT SHIRLEY MASSACHUSETTS _;

T"‘IE[I}II]"ET RED CEDAR CIEST 1), lh:pr.. 18 Stntesville, ¥ €
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ERKEY & GAY furni-

ture expresses in wood
a quiet graciousness, an ar-
tistic charm, that are instinct
with the highest and best in
American home life.

Not everyone can own
Berkey & Gay furniture—
not because it is expensive,
but because only a limited
quantity of such furniture is
made.

An llustrated brochure concerning Berkey & Gay furniture,
mgcrherw:’th TILNE -;Ifrwa'rcxt dmIer, sent upon request

ARG, THIS SHOP MARK is inlaid in
= Gl every genuine Berhey & Gay prodisce

wElhy
- st tion, [tis the customer's protection

when buying and his pride thereafter,

BERKEY & GAY FURNITURE COMPANY

462 MONROE AVENUE

+ GRAND RAFPIDS, MICHIGAN

L .
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FOR USES WHICH INVITE DECAY,
YOU SHOULD SPECIFY, AND INSIST ON

"ALL-HEART" WOOD, ITWILLFPAY YOU. NEIE
=

Buy your Cypress by the Cyprens drroaw ONE
—_—

& e
el A
Tatr Hatw G 11 (i O
Look for this on every board or bundle of-
Jered ar Cypress. It identifies the TIDE-
WATER prodiuce, the true ** Wood Eternal,™
2. ;* t.i -
AND SPECIFY : o (I
“ALL-HEART" f |

L

7T

]
L

¥
“4
-
-

§ - (11 9
The Cypress-“Pergola-Garage’
Why should a garage be homely? This one isn't.— (Is it?)
The man driving out is the owner. He is well satisfied with the fact that he has en-
hanced the beauty of his grounds at the same time that he has protected his car.

The picture shows how your parage may look if you will allow us to send you, with our
compliments, and with no obligation at all, the

Complete Working Drawings (on sheet 24 x 36 inches)

including full specifications—enough for any pood carpenter to build from. Perhaps

you enjoy such work yourself. If so, you can’t go wrong.

It might even be possible to remodel your present garage on these lines.  If you do so, of course you
will know what kind of lumber to buy. *°If you build of Cypress you build but once.® Yoo know
“*the Wood Eternal®® is the champion pergpola lumber—does not tend to shrink, swell or warp like so
many woods—takes paint and stain beantifully, but dosr mot weed siher, except for looks—lasts and
lasts and lasts and lasts without them, (See U. 5. Govt. Rept., reprinted in ];uu in Vol. 1, Cypress
Pocket Library. Just mention that you'd like this book, also.)

This Pergola-Garage is AN ADDED SUPPLEMENT
to the Oth big reprint of VOLUME 28 of that home-lovers® guide, counselor and impartial friend,

the famous Cypress Pocket Library, It's FREE. Will you write?
When planning & Pergola, Mansion, Bungulow, pasture-fenceor sleeping porch, remember, * With C Y PRESS you EUTLD BUT ONCE™

hia Let cur “ALL-ROUND HELFS DEFPARTMENT 'I'-v:E YOU MORE. Our entire resources are ot
- your servics with Relishle Counsel,

l SOUTHERN CYPRESS MANUFACTURERS’ ASS'N.

1289 Perdido Building, New Orleans, La., or 1269 Heard Matiomal Bank Buildieg, Jackseowille, Fla.

INSIST ON TRADE-MARKED CYFRESS AT YOUR LOCAL LUMEBER DEALEES. IF HE HASN'T IT, L&T 05 KNDIY IMMEDIATELY

14
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L.Lf:-'r herever groups of automobiles assemble, the beguriful and
| | R S graceful lines of the Chalmers Sport Model arouse admira
A LM E tigm, while the oumer is eonscious that his car possesses
WITH HOT SPOT AND RAMS HORM distinct mecharuecal advantapes becansze of the Hot Spot and
Ram's-hom, exclusive features of the Chalmers automabils

CHALMERS MOTOR CAR CO., DETROQIT, MICH.
CHALMAES MOTOR OO, OF CANADA, LTD, WINDSOW ONTARND




Camel Cigarettes
—their quality

N long-continued experiments leading up to the
perfecting of Camel cigarettes first consideration
was given the quality of the choice Turkish and choice
Domestic tobaccos to be used in their manufacture.

Our ambition was not only to make Camels the
most delightful cigarette bur the best cigarerte that
money could buy!

It is our pleasure to refer you personally to the dis-
tinctive cigarette delights Camels supply so lavishly.

In points of exquisite mildness, mellow body and
refreshing flavor Camels have never been equalled.

It is only fair to your own cigarette desires—and
for vour own satisfaction—to compare Camels with
any cigarette in the world at any price!

| |
K. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N, C. |'
. I\
1}
Ii
el
il PO
] r'ill |”3.: .
| [ - =
amels are sold cverywhers in
l of 20 cigarcttes for 0. conts.




Heres the button
for your soft cus

Goodbye old style linl

and stiff-post buttons-

Q“'
Today Kum-a-parts button i ,Pﬂ'
i o

the nations caffs - -~ -

106 ®alid Goll .

Siother of Pear] sS=ai = W

Center with gen- VF0—— —

ulme Oirieminl s '-;,._{—__
B

Cl 1ICK- and it open
permitting the easy ro]]ing up of sleeves,
avoiding the forcing of hands through
buttoned cuffs when Jressing ~ -~ -

S NAaP -and i%s closed

holding the soft culf snugly in graceful
lines about the wrist: adding the final fouch

= of beauty and convenience to your com
Y T fortable sot cuffs - - -~ -~ -~

S Bundiedy of patierns and qualifies 1230 f5
P30 #hr pare ot Soweltes and Halerdashers

The Baer & Wilde Co

I THE £ITF STATHE
ATTLE IU'F:;/ =18 l!-ﬂtﬂu?:.-T 5

Sand for Booklet - A Spap fo Butrom”

-a snap to button

e e
-}“‘JTEEF‘ET"F':;L ——————— . '} | f————————
Ko e =1
: = 'u:'_,_,.“i_-..“"‘

INSIST ON SEEING THE NAME KUM.A.PART ON THE BACK OF THE BUTTONS YOU BUY. IT'S YOUR PROTECTION AGAINET IMITATIONS,



A Powerful Car

N a man, knowledge is power. In
a motor car, power 1s knowledge.
The knowled ge that you have
plenty of power is like the knowledge
that you have plenty of health, plenty
of time, plenty of courage, plenty of
anything
The power of the Standard Eight

- = " T ...u'l ] T.?u?u
is all the power you want, plusa little Vestivule Sedany3 00

Sedan, FLIO0,

more than you may possibly ever use. Sedanette, $4500.
o e 4 Conpe, #5300, (above)
In addition to all the other satisfy- Touring Car, $300.
ing features of the Standard Fight, !f;re—ﬁ::rr,wﬁ‘jf"gl
* - - a Che 4y q.._-‘ .F "
there is an extra satisfaction in the i o

Above prices

plenteousness of its power. f. 0. b. Butler, Fa.

" STANDARD STEEL CAR COMPANY
Automotive Department Fritiburgh, Pa.




MERCER MOTORS COMPANY
operated by
Hare's MOTORS, INC

16 West 61st Street
New York City

We « Shall « Keep - Faith

THE rugged splendor of the mountains in fall
color furnishes the inspiration for much that
is best in man's constructive effort.

RBuggedness without beauty is repulsive —but
that is never nature’s way. And just as the
rugged immensities of nature can become objects
of surpassing beauty so can the rugged utilities of
human life,

MERCER engineers built first for strength—for
all the practical qualities that are essential to
safe, comfortable and economical transportation.
Then they saw to it that their sound and sturdy
product should also delight the eye.

MERCER truly follows nature’s model. The
Hare's Motors policy demands a standard, in its
products and its men, in harmony with the great
cternal truths that nature typifies.




HESE tempri morsels
of del LciEu?ESc:u:hern
candy create an armosphers
all their own, They makea
place for themaelves, distinct
and personal,

In case your 'rr-aj.ﬂar dealer
cannot supply you wit
Funnally's we will send you
postpaid, on receipe of $3.00a
rwo-pound * Box Boontiful*!
containing the same feature
assortment of delicious
Havours forwhich Munnaly's
has become famoud a8~ he
Candy of the Seuth,"

NUNNALLY'S. ATLANTA

Let Your Thanksgiving Gift be




Pafin (Z[!l_ @ g ,

e exclusive pe:fume

-~ gj with a touch of the

Ur ent = e >

Ro ug e
Sachet
Fxtract

\.'Faniiﬂ Case
Face Powder
Toilet Water

Talcum Powder
Solid Tace Powder

auo

16 Rue de la Paix
*PARIS

———
L e u—— —_

GEO. BORGFELDT & CO. SOLE DISTRIBUTORS - NEW YORK




STE]NWAY

THE INSTRUMENT OF THE IMMORTALS

D own a piano is one thing—to own the Instru-
2oyt ment of the Immeortals is another.  The Steinway
Q_S pﬂ is the piano over whose keyboard Richard

( ;-;-_T-*-ﬂ't‘f Wagner dreamed his visions and enriched the
world. It is the Voice with which Liszt, Gounod, Rubin-
stein and their immeortal fellows spoke to mankind. It is
the piano of Paderewski—and the piano upon which
Hofmann and Rachmaninoff are playing their way to im-
mortality today. It is and has always been the chosen
instrument of the masters and the lovers of immortal music.

STEINWAY & SONS, Steinway Hall, 107-109 E, 14th St., INew York
Subway Express Stations at the Door




When will Tire Waste and
Extravagant Tire Buying End

By, |

=

HERE are signs that in-

tellipent motorists are

beginning to give more
thought and care to the selec-
tion of their tires.

The trouble has been that
the average car 0Wner accept-
ed his tire losses too meekiy—
as though nothing could be
done about it.

As one new make of tire
after another came on the
market and old tires worked
up new selling features and
talking points, car owners no
sooner got through buying eue
make of tire than they began
to look around for a different
rake.

Ready to take advantage of
all this shifting of trade was

S =

3
I

the irresponsible dealer, with
hiz makeshifts, his compro-
mises, his plausible tire ex-
periments.

His whole attitude was one
of secrecy and evosion.  He
believed inm feeling out each
individual motorist’s weak-
ness and playving tothat, rather
than in helping every motorist fo
Enow more about fires.

The motorists of this coun.-
try have stood for a lot. They
are beginning fo do something
aboul i

Going to the pood dealer—
the man who isa winning a
greater measurs of pub lic con-
fidence all the time—the man
who believes in this prin-
ciple—

—Lq.q.—:.m-—u-u—l..—u—l.—i. =

Driving om a faf tire &1 |
Pha mol expenisive form of
focomadion Fmoirs. Lacking
@ spary, the fai fire shenfd
be removed, and then pros

w_/_‘

Thar the best introduction auy
tire can have is the fruth.

Ouality is the basis on which
hiz business is founded. And
all his effortz are directed to-
wards encouraging a wider
appreciation of gnality.

He iz the man whom the
United States Rubber Com-
pany is backing with all of its
rEsOUrCEes,

With all of its great and
wide and long and varied ex-
perience. Longer and more
varied than that of any other
rubber manufacturer.

# # .

Go to the good dealer and get
a legitimate tire,

For you, at least, tire waste
will then end.

United States Tires

United States

Fif ty=threg
Factories

The aldest and lorgest

Rubber Organization in the World

Rubber Company

Two hundred and
thirty=five Branches




PYORRHOCID

POWDER

ANTISEPTIC
for Pyorrhea prevention

"

FIVE gen-

erations

Gums that bleed easily—

that are soft and sensitive—warn you that pyor-

rhea 15 developing. Loss of teeth will surely fol- h a4 ked
low unless pyorrhea is checked or prevented. a-r e mar

Dental clinics, devoted exclusively to pyorrhea - »
research and oral prophylaxis, have proved the t 1:1_ bj?
spl"{‘i.ﬁ.f 1'.:L|u+: Gf F]."IJIFhDIIi.dL' Puwdt:r Eor restor- elr me

ing and maintaining gum health. [t iz endorzed

b o e clocks bear-
treatment 1_am.*i }pm-
vention. it keeps

= -
the gums th S C—&ﬁ
healthy amnd the
teeth clean. lng 1
Pyorrhocide

Powder s eco- -

nomical because el— onore

a daollar package

containe fix
maithi” iiply

Sold by leadin

druggists an-ﬁ I I al I I e

| dental supply i
houses. I

The
[Fentinol 8
Pyoarrhocide

SOLD BY
DRUGGISTS
EVERYWHERE

P and labaratory factiities

144




Man mills away in wheat vital elements of life

Largely to this waste we can now trace the fact that one-third
of America is undernourished

B==j| M E in every three of us—rich and poor
| alike—suffers from malnutrition, au-
thorities say.

Mot in Russia, in Austria, in Ar-
menia, but here in America, the world's greatest
food-producing nation |

You hear, every day, complaints of “that
tired feeling.” You see your friends

oxygen to every cell. The calcium, predomi-
nant element in every bone. The phosphorus,
which the brain and nerves must have. Ele-
ments—these and others—absolutely essential
1o I'u‘..'!ll,h :ul.cl gn)l.-\'l,h,

Only in the whole wheat grain can aff of them
be secured.
A sixteen-vital-clements food

developing “nerves,” weakening
under the strain of our modern life.

Why? Those who study these
things say the underlying cause in
most cases is malnutrition—lack of
the right kind of food. Though
vou eat enough food, the chances
are one in three that you or your
family do not get enough of certain
food elements,

The sixteen wital
elements of nutrition

There is a food, of delightful flaver,
which comes to you undiminished
in its nutritive values—Pettijohn's
-whole wheat crushed and toasted.
Ttz natural nut-like sweetness,
brought out full in the toasting,
appeals to old and young alike.

Served with cream and a hit of

'I:.lliuc

Elements the body needs

The body is composed of water and
sixteen vital chemical and mineral
elements. To attain its fullest de-
velopment, to maintain its health
and normal functions, it must be
supplied with food containing all
these elements.

Im the whole whest kernel aflf
of these elements are {ound.
But man mills away rost of the
last rwelve of them in the outer
six layers of the grain.

o Hc_ hi fiered both stomach
ard int al con won just to
the ext at h ning proc-

ess has b af,  §ays
one suthority. another says
of these wasted elements: “MMuch

ill-health and malputrition come
from their insufhciency,

sugar if you wish, it makes a vital
energy ration of surprising deli-
CIOUSNEss,

If you have a child who is not
so rosy-checked and active as he
should be—give him Pettijohn's,

If vou yourself are feeling below
par in energy and wim — try
Pettijohn’s,

In the whaole wheat grain Nature .
offers us these sixteen vital food elements in more
nearly the proper proportion than in any other
food, save possibly milk.

But, in the modern preparation of wheat, many
of these elements are largely lost through the re-
moval of the six outer lavers of the grain, com-
monly called the bran. The iron, which ml:L%u*:t
that part of the blood which carries life-giving

145

If you suffer from congestion of
the intestinal tract, give this food with its
natural bran laxative a chance to set you
right.

Make tomorrow’s breakfast of Pettijohn’s, the
sixteen-vital-elements food. Your grocer has it—
or will gladly get it for you.

Made by the Quaker Oats Co., 1632N Rail-
way Exchange Bldg., Chicago, U. 5. A,



Waehingiomn
Ao re
Waskington,

D. ;.

A Very Agreeable Aperient

To quickly and surely overcome
dizziness, headache, exhaustion,
biliousness, indigestion and the
many 1lls of constipation—nothing
surpasses Eno’s “Fruit Salt.”

Stimulates and regulates the diges-
tive fract mnaturally. A small
amount of Eno, sifted from the
hand at any time, in a glass of
water makes a drnk that reaches
the pinnacle of pleasant taste and
agreeable after-effect.

The pre-dominating sense of good
health that pervades your system,
after i1ts use, 1s beyond comparison
with the 1t1ﬂm;_! cost of one dollar
and twenty-five cents for a large
bottle.

At all druggisis

r"repumd only by
J. C. ENO, Ltd.

London, 3. E.
England

Bales .u-]gcuh
Harald F. Ritchie & Co., Tne.
New York, Toronto, Sydney

RUITS

DERIVATIVE COMPOW MO
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TENEN TR T ET

LXATH

NOTHER generation of Earl &
A Wilson collar-wearers has grown
up. Like their fathers and their grand-
fathers they have come to prefer an

Earl & Wilson Collar—for st}'h: and

wear—and yet 1t costs no more,

(ollars
& Shirts

= . EARL & WILSON TROY.NY.




Money can not buy :
a finer Christmas gt

No matter how much you spend, you can't
find a handsomer, more useful, more accept-
able gift for “him” than a Durham-Duplex
Razor at One Dollar. Packed in an attract-
ive case of American ivory, with three
double-edged, hollow-ground, oil-tempered
Durham-Duplex blades, famous for their
wonderful sharpness, this beautifully finished
razor is sure to bring a smile of genuine
appreciation on Christmas morning.

Standard Set, ag described abowve, One Dollar. Special
Christmas Model, with gold plated blade holder and
safety guard, Two Dollars. Other Models up to $12,

Make your selection Today at your nearest Dealer's

DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO.
Jearsey City, New Jersey

FACTORIES
JERSEY CITY, U. 8. A. BHEFFIELD, EHG,
FARIS, FRANCE TORONTO.CANADA

Sales Represcnfatives in all Countrien




THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITSgV SHAPE

$7:20 5820 $9:20 & $]0-2° SHOES
FOR MEN AND WOMEN

YOU CAN SAVE MIONEY BY WEARING
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES

eI:Jest I-mml\.:n 5
g shoes in the . _
! ==l world. They arely
Nl sold in 107 W. L.
“Douglas stores, " and $5.50
direct from the factory to you at only
one profit, which guarantees to you
the best shoes that can be produced,
at the lowest possible cost. W. L.
Douglas name and the retail price
are stamped on the bottom of all
shoes before they leave the factory,
which is your protection against
unreasonable profits.

W. L. Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes
are absolutely the best shoe values for
the money in this country. They are
made of the best and finest leathers that
money can buy. They combine quality,
style, workmanship and wearing qualities
equal to other makes selling at higher

rices. They are the leaders in the
ashion centers of America. The stamped
priceis W.L. Douglas personal guarantee
that the shoes are always worth the
price paid for them. The prices are the
same ever:rwhere; they cost no more in
San Francisco than they do in New York.

W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the
i i highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under
Sl g the direction and supervision of experi-
7 2 enced men, all working with an honest
determination to make the best shoes for
the price that money can buy.

W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers
besides our own stores, If your local dealer cannot supply

jonl, take no other make. Order direct from factory. Send
}ur booklet telling how to ordershoes by mall, postage free.

 —Inaist upon having W.L.Doug- Presldent
AN e ame and price is. plainly WL Pouglas Snns Ca,
stamped on the sole. Be careful to see el el
that it has not been changed or mutilated. Brockton, Masa,

WI.I.IJ||II|TJ.I|||IIIJ||||II|||||1|||||1|||||-|||||IIIIIII!IIIIIJIIIII!l||||IE||||IIIIIIII[II|||IIIIIIIIIIIIIIILIIIIIIIIII|||||.|||||||.|||||l|1||IlIiIIIIItIIIIIIlIIIIIIlIi1IIIIIlI.IJIIIIlI.||||||l||||||||.l]||||ll||||||||||||||]|||||[||||||u|||||[||||||H|||m||||ﬂ||

1449



E. 1 DU PONT DE NEMOURS & CO., Inc., Sales Dept., Pyralin Division, Wilmington, Delaware

/ /
racin

VERY WOMAN LOVES IVORY PYRALIN

more, year after year. For its designs are ex?uisit{:, it always
retains its mellow lustre of old ivory, and it gives life-long service.
Ivory Pyralin comes in complete sets, including every accessory for the dressing

table—decorated in colors or Eiam. a3 you p:eﬁ:r. Aldl dcsigns are standard,
so that, if desired, one may obtain a few pieces and add to the set later.

Look for the name "'{'ror}' P'j-'r.:r.l'l'n"l O BVEry PIECE—Y0OUr ASSUrance that the
article will never tarnish, chip or break and is the finest that can be obtained.

One cannot appreciate the full beauty of Ivory Pyralin without seeing ie. On
display at the leading stores,




All These Unigue Ovrganizations
Make Dance Records for

Columbia Exclusively

The pick of the leading dance or-
gani?nﬁﬂns that Pluy the best music
for the latest Rtups make records for
Columbia exclusively. That's the rea-
son Columbia Records can ;tlw;‘:.j.'H make
your dance a success.

The beauty and rhythm of Columbia
Records have captivated the dancing
public wherever merry waltzers weave,
frolicsome fox-trotters foot it, one-
steppers syncopate to jazzes, or pro-
fessional dancers show the way.

Columbia Orcheslra

The Happ_'\-' Six

Art Hickman's

Orcheatra

LI AL

Ted Lewis’
Jazz Band

Columbia Saxophone

Sexteite

Prince's Dance

Orchestra

Louisiana Five

Jazz Orchestra

LI (I LA T T LA TN LN LR LR ALY

Sweatman's
Jazz Band

Sherho's Orchestra

v}
L&

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE
COMPANY

Mew York




Your home—and its hardware

N planning that new home, are you giving the thought to

hardware which it should have? You are building for
permanence, your hardware should be durable—possessing
built-in wearing quality. You are building with an eye for
beauty, your hardware should be pleasing and in accord with
its surroundings.

In Sargent Locks and Hardware you find all this—security,
permanence, ease of operation, and a choice of design which
fits in exactly with your scheme of architecture.

Send for the Sargent Beok of Designa and
do over it with your architect

SARGENT & COMPANY, Hardware Manufacturers

32 Water Street
Mew Haven, Conn.

i Sargent
Might Latches

Combine safety,
securlty and
strength.  Aford
security for any
outside or inside
door lacking a de-
pendablelock, Sim-
ple, convenient and
gafe. There iz no
pessibility of their
getting out of order
by forcibly closing
the deor. Many
styles and finishes.




W hat an fﬂﬂz};}fgl Room —

£s, harmonious lighting fixtures —in
Y strict accord with their surroundings—
do lend a cozy warmth and atmosphere of
hospitality to any room !
MiLrer Lighting Fixtures are of rare ar-
tistic design and peculiarly adaptable.
Their construction 1s sound and trust
worthy. And their prices are actually fess
“than you used to pay.”

MILLERS

Lightin

Fixtures
No. 7o—5 Licut Fixrurs No. 7oo0—z Licut Bracket
Light Antique Bronze Light Antigue Bronze
bamish o 5 . S i i N 111 | Fui L e R
West of Rockies . 35.6% West of Rockies 14.15
Colonial Silver finish 30.8c  Colonial Silver fAnish 15.80
Wezt of Rockies . 42.30 West of Rockies 1680

Prices do not inelude shades, bulbz or hanging.
Write for name of MILLER Diriributor near you

EDWARD MILLER & COMPANY

Erablisked 1844
MERIDEN, CONNECTICUT




of Sy — (@
@ & GIFTS THAT LA >
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THE SPIRIT OF THANKSGIUING %

Wuen November winds whirl snow against the windows, when
homes are br]gjht with love and ]aughter and dear ones fmeg’{ther
'round the hmji} board, then a gift of jewelry is a fitting expression
of the sentiment of thL season. It keeps alive the happiness of
1 hmksgwmg Day when time has severed the feasters and blurred
the memories of the feast, It is the Gift that lasts.

eAuthorized by National Tewelers Pablicity Aisociation
3 i,

DIAMONDS - PEARLS - GEMS - JEWELRY - WATCHES /Q%
CLOCKS - SILVERWARE
5T

154



What Does « OLD BLEACH "~ Mean?

It is the name of the old-fashioned—and best—process for bleaching
Linen. The brown cloth, laid on greensward, is transformed by aid of
HHH‘:G'IiII':', wind and r;[in, into a d;qg-.-:]iz-__g white r-:l]'lri-.', with l:'.'i-'.'l.'|.\t'il:|:1'.1[
durability.

But “OLD BLEACH" Pure Irish Linen Damasks are not only sturdy.
Like all thoroughbreds they have artistic beauty and a high intrinsic value
by reason of their perr'm:t quality and taste,

One finds “OLD BLEACH" Irish Linens on display in the best shops.

Ba3 "‘ﬂlhi:!'Il:i'___‘E.'L.C'}l'LI:\'EN.Gh‘H s 1

- D395 Eanl U0 Flraat  Baw ek b
e # J%LAADeT hiseE R,

T P L B -

waia. Oyl -




Stationer

OR men—aswell as for

women—Old Hamp-
shire Stationery 1s made
in sizes and styles that are
not merely correct, but
from which may be cho-
SEN WrIting paper expres-
sive of the most exacting
individuality.

A box of sample sheets
and envelopes will be sent
upon request.

FINE STATIONERY DEPARTMENT N

HAMPSHIRE PAPER COMPANY
Mahkers of OLp HAMPSHIRE BOnD, South Hadley Falls, Mass.
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THERE iz a world of eomfort in getting up on cold winter mornings in rooms pleas-
ingly warm. Certainly no one enjoys a dose of shivering with their dressing an
there isn’t one in the family who likes to break the best hour of morming sleep, climbing
out of 2 warm bed to open furnace drafts.

Warmth for everyone withoue the slightest thought or attention is actually possible

if you will make
TQdINNEAPOLIS”
MHEAT REGULATOR

a part of your heating plant. This automatic device takes over entire control of the
heating plant. It maintains an even temperature during the day, automatically
shutting down the fire at night.  In the morning long before the tising hour, it
again opens the drafts. When you get up the fire is burning briskly and your
rooms are comfortably warm.

It does all of this with much less coal than you formerly used—a saving
that pays for a “Minneapolis” in two or three seasons.

Used with any heating plant burning coal, gas or oil—casily installed and
lases a lifetime.

1 rite for defalled information and neme of measeal dealer,

Minneapolis Heat Regulator Company

Main Office: 2787 Fourth Ave. So., Minneapolis

CHICAGD AYRACUSE BOSTON + DETROIT
211 Insurance Exchange 218 E, Washingion §t, Tt Summer 5L 1700 Woodward Ave,
WASHINGTON D. C. NEW YORK CITY CLEVELAND
757 12th Street Morth West | Girand Central Terminal Bidg, 1337 East 10Mh Sirect
HALTIMORE KANSAE CITY MILWAUKEE ST. PAUL

78 Korth Hownard Street Fifih mod Eroadway 8 Loan and Trust Bldg, 140 Endicott Bldg,
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0/4 FTER the rush for the final goal comes the dash for
the gymnasium showers and Ivory Soap.

How soothing' Ivory feels to the sweating, chafing skin!
Mo smarting or buming. Just a gentle, but thorough,
cleansing that removes every particle of dirt and perspira-
tion and carries it all away under the rushing shower.

What cool, clean comfort follows its use—the healthy
comfort of a skin free from irritation, scrupulously clean,
and breathing in refreshment at every pore.

[VORY SOAP. . .[EH . . . 99%% PURE

IT rLgess

e muEnufactrers of iu:"?' Soap and Jvory Soap Flakes also make the fol-
lowsing general household soaps: P. & . The White Naphtha Socap,
Star Soap, and Sear MNaphtha Washing Powder, thus enabling the howse-

heeper to wie a Procter & Gamble high qualicy soap for every prrpose.
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With all its power, alertness and comfort, and
all its smartness of design, Pierce-Arrow is but run-
ning true to form. If it were not a constantly
improving car, it would not be Pierce-Arrow.




A Good Custom
A dish of

Grape-Nuts

with cream or
good milk at
least once each
day.

Nature responds

“There's a Reason”

Mothers:—

Could medical shll devise or money bu
better combination of ingredients for nfiﬁr
correcting dizorders of hyl stamach an
bowels, it would be done in producing

YRUP
The Infants’ mﬂ Children's Regulator

Astention is called to the open published formula:

Rhabarb, Senna, Glycerin, Sodium Citrate,

SodiumBicarbonate, Uil Anise, il Carraway,

il Coriander, Ol Fennel, Cane Sogar Syrap.
Costs twice as much to make, yetit costs you
no more than ordinary baby laxatives.

Ar All Druggists

ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.
215-217 Fulton Sires=t, NEW YORK

I Selling A H, F. Rl'ldi&rs'
ﬂm:nu H;N;!Pwm{“}mk :l":l Coln.

One of the best reasons
for insisting upon

ot

W&term s
Fuuntglhn]&;;n

Is that every one pm-du{:ed to-
dav possesses all the ‘merits
that 37 years of experdence in
Fountain Pen making can put
into it,

Three Types
Self-Filling, Regufar and Safety
$2.50 and up

Sold by best dealers
L.E.Waterman Company

191 Broadway MNew York.
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