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Drawing by William H. Foster to accompany
Day's Run " . . . . . .
Reproduced in colors.

“All in a

AFRICAN GAME TRAILS. —AnN AcCCOUNT OF THE

AFRICAN WANDERINGS OF AN AMERICAN HUNTER-
NATURALIST. (0 run a year.) . " .
V.—A BUFFALO-HUNT BY THE KAMITI

Ilustrations from photographs by Kermit Roosevelt

and other members of the expedition.
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Ilustration by Frank Craig.
PASA THALASSA THALASSA.
ALL IN A DAY'S RUN

Poem .

IMNustrations by the author, some of them reproduced

in colors.

THE HERMIT OF BUBBLING WATER
(A story of Danbury Rodd, Aviator.)
Ilustrations by F. C. Yohn.
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FREDERIC REMINGTON: A PAINTER

AMERICAN LIFE . .

Illustrations from Mr. Remington's recent work.
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Hlustration by Joseph Cummings Chuase.
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Poem

OF TRANSIENT EEAUTY.

THE PROGRESSIVE PACIFIC COAST
Illustrations {rom photographs.
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[Hustrations by J. Conacher.

Sonnet

Poem .

THE POINT OF VIEW—FPoets and Plagiarists
THE FIELD OF ART—The Doston Art Museum

Frontispicce

Theodore Roosevelt

Maurice Hewlett .

Edwin Arlington Robinson

William Harnden Foster

Frederick Palmer

Antoinette Rotan Peterson
Royal Cortissoz
Margaret Chase

Atkinson Kimball
Walter Prichard Eaton
Sophie Jewett

Henry T. Finck

Maurice Francis Egan
Edith Wharton

C. A. Price

Nelson Lloyd

The Hobby Race
(Philip L. Lale)

I5H

159

10y

180

=
=
AR
3
=
Lo
—
=
Lt
3
]
Lo
3
=
Lo
~—3
=]
AR
-
-
~—
e
[~
0

7L ] 28 512 130K LRT368 LT3 LA 308 L0 2561430 A 30 L1 3 A 35 LA 3 AR R LT 1 11

e L

Copyright, 1910, by Charles Scribner's Sons.

All wichts reserved,

PRICE, 25 CENTS A NUMBER:; $3.00 A YEAR

Entered at New York Puost-Office as Second-Class Mail Matter.



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

In the March Scribner

Trekking Through the Thirst
to the Sotik — by

Theodore Roosevelt

A picturesque account of a march through the waterless country, with many hunting
incidents and impressions of the natives.

The Legend —Tales of Men

By Edith Wharton

Some Musical Recollections of Fifty Years
By Richard Hoffman

Intimate and charming impressions of the musical life and many famous musicians,
including Mendelssohn, Liszt, Jenny Lind, and others.

Color Arrangements of Flowers
By Helena Rutherfurd Ely

Beautifully illustrated in colors. An article of practical interest to every garden maker
and lover of flowers.

The Third Part of Rest Harrow
By Maurice Hewlett

The Great Railway Rate Battle in theWest
By Samuel O. Dunn

An UntrOdden Road. A journey off the beaten track in France,
By Eliot Gregory

Another -Danbury Rodd Aviator Story

Princess Thu-Thur’s Hali-Holiday. By Frederick Palmer

The Angel of Lonesome Hill

By Frederick Landis

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE CENTURY CO.’S LATEST FICTION

“ Classed with the great books of the year,"

“ A novel of great beauty and strength,”

ANTONIQ, By ERNEST OLDMEADOW, author of “ Susan,” etc.

“ A book of the r]r:f:]ln:nl human interest, glowing in color and rich in emotion

Its scene, moreover,

lies so far from the beaten track that a distinet element of novelty is thereby added to its other and nobler

qualities,’

Price, 81,50 net ; postug

&y £5 cents,

A NEW KIND OF *“ VICE VERSA ™

THE PRODIGAL

FATHER

By J. STORER CLOUSTON, Author of ** The Lunatic at Large,”” etc.

What would vou think if you found yoursell growing younger and younger every day ?
the strict father of a grown-up family, and an EXAMPLE in the
business world—finds the fountain of youth and grows voung with startling rapidity.

story in which a crusty old gentleman

Here is a

&1 50

“ 1t has the freshness of spring meadows and the ripeness of antumn orchards.”

OLD LADY NUMBER 31

By LOUISE FORSSLUND

A sympathetic record of two aged lovers' devotion and adventures and the happy end of long hard-

ships—*a good little story for those who feel their faith in human natare running low."

8100,

*The same rich vein of exquisite humor which perme-
ates all Mrs, Rice's books, runs through * Mr. Opp." "

MR. OPP

By ALICE HEGAN RICE
Author of ' Mys. Wiges of the Cabbage Patch," ¢tc.
“To take an awkward, impractical visionary, whose
supreme ideal is to prate bombastic nonsense in the
' Opp Eagle,’ whose absurd over-rating of himself
leads to laughable egotism, and while portraying him
in all his comic absurdity to win for him one's love
and reverence because he is a hero—this is a triumph
of literary art." —Chicago Standard.
Deantiful pectures by Guipon. Fr.oo.

" As delicate, as dreamy, as pathetic as the falling of
apple blossoms in a June storm.”

LITTLE SISTER
SNOW By FRANCES LITTLE

Author of ** The Lady of the Decoration.”
It enthralls the reader on the first page, transfers
him to an atmosphere wholly foreign, and captivates
him until he reaches the end of the book."
Twelve exquisite pictures by Genjive Kataoka, repro-
duced in the colorings of the originals.

$r.oo net ; postage, 7 cents.

“ SBuch simplicity is, of course, the ultimate form for research and art,”

THE BIOGRAPHY OF A SILVER FOX

By ERNEST THOMPSON SETON

“ And the story of his adventures, his hair-breadth escapes, and his cunning hold the reader in one

delightiul thrill from first page to last.”

Fhe most fascinaling of t/lwsivitions

-ouer roo—hy the anthor. 81,50,

“ Original, all right "—* Nothing like it ever appeared before.”

AN UNOFFICIAL LOVE STORY

By ALBERT HICKMAN

“The little book is NOT recommended as a text-hook for chaperones or a guide-Look for girls, but it
can be suggested as a delightful pastime for an idle moment. "

Picturer by Chapmian.,

8r.o0

THE CENTURY CO., UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK
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SELECTIONS FROM THE CENTURY CO.’S LIST

i an spirit, yet American insympathy and viewpoint, as to be w holly Lhnmm,“

ROMANTIC GERMANY

By ROBERT HAVEN SCHAUFFLER

“With gossipoand story, art criticism and architectural enthusiasm, historical tidbits and latest prowl-
rs 1 lorgotten by wavs, Mr Schanfiler !I.ti'||- one entertaimed eve ry nroment. '—C g Record-Herald,

comtly illnstvated.  Price, Bz50 nel; portoge, 19 cents,

ver was there a more revealing hiography of a great man,

RECOLLECTIONS OF GROVER CLEVELAND
By GEORGE F. PARKER

A portraiture of Grover Cleveland v
ment and full of charact » " :

hich, while it is fresh and lifelike, is also true to its environ-

Bro0 nel ;) postape, 21 cents,

L \Ir. Caffin has developed in an unusual degree the gift of imparting to others his understanding and
apprecia of picture -~."

THE STORY OF DUTCH PAINTING
By CHARLES H. CAFFIN

udy of the great Datehmen is :'Jr-'!l‘-’f?.’!.‘l!"\' enough to be instructive, but is sufficiently
inal to be new."—Neo Vord Mail

“ATr Caffin's st f

constructive and or

Thivtyitzon full-puge veproductions of notadle Dutcd vanvases. 820 wdély postage, 12 Fents,
BY THE SAME AUTHOR

HOW TO STUDY PICTURES

e else has the gist of art-study been presented in a form so interesting, comprehensive, and
this admirable book.

Nowher

sugoeslive as

Fufiy-six il

strdions from well-kuozon paintings Complete tndex and plossury of terms.  82.00 net;

Joifage, 1§ eonis,

New Edition—with ONE HUNDRED NEW | New Edition. Up-to-date. Maria Parloa’s
RECEIPTS of Especial Excellence Great Book

THE CENTU RY COOK BOOK | HOME ECONOMICS

*As.a cock book it is sim \ p srfect. ! £z o An ideal guide toward the making of a healthful, well-
—fheteétic and Iygientc Gaczerte ordered, happy home. $1.50

THE BEST BOOKS ABOUT LINCOLN

'\bmham Lmruln- A H:slnrv _ Ahraham Lincoln : Complete Works

I'he = | miscellanecus writings, ete.  Edited by
vitie 1 and JoHN HA\ Two volumes, Clofh,
ra [ SERRYT) 1 et & Yo
Abraham llnrnln \ Short ﬂlsfﬁl‘\ ' Lincoln: I’assaa'es frum His Speeches and
!:'j_ .'.. s I.u Nico .| 1y :II fre I.r| urk by | Lvlh'm
| | ||r| fuction by I| Ann Warson Giuper.  Thumb-
Lincoln the Lawyer nal Serics, $r.ox
|‘,I.. |I-I-I- y |i: | r} I. TERLCE .I||- we Hia s I “‘d“hlnatun l“ Llnfﬂlns Tlme
By Noan Brooks. §r 2
lm(uln in !ht Tu lu,mnh Office |

A valiable consibuionyendusing Lincolnisns, by Dreon: | e Boys? Lnfe of ﬁ\hraham Lincoln

Hoiinio IZ Ik \1. wer ! I Woar Dhepurtment Tele Rewritten for young folks by Heven Nicovay, from the

griph Oifice g el ) b, 37 Cenidy | standard life by Nicolay and Hay.  §7.50.

THE CENTURY CO., UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRABNER'S MAGAZINE
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er

is one of the most difficult attributes to define but it
expresses a great deal
 Tue Cextury Macazine has character.

q 1t is this quality which makes it a stimulating
influence in the intellectual life of the world.

q Its well-chosen articles, not sensational but
entertaining, important and authoritative—

€ Its brilliant fiction, reflecting the best in mod-
ern literature—

q Its beautiful art, delighting the eye with the
work of great painters—

( All these bear the impress of that high character which

makes 1t a liberal education to read
T"CENTURY
( Fascinatingly entertaining; cultured, dignified, and refined.

MAGAZ

€ You will be surprised by the great number of its rich contents
which are of real interest and entertainment to you.
Single copies, 35 cents.
Yearly subseriptions, $4.00.
At all the best book-stores and news-stands.

EXQUISITE
ART FEATURES

Col%'s

ENGRAVING
BEAUTIFUL
COLOR

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MARK TWAIN'S
WORKS

at ONE-HALF former price

It has been Mark Twain's ambition
to have his books in every American
home, and he has made a great per-
sonal sacrifice, which brings about
this remarkable situation — for the
first time in the history of publish=-
ing, copyrighted books are sold at
the price of non-copyrighted books.

AUTHOR'S NATIONAL EDITION

25 Beautiful Volumes

Mark Twain is the youngest man of his day. All his books are im-
bued with his spirit—they are new books; to own them is always to have
new books, a fountain of youth. They never age because humor, kindliness,
and truth never grow old. They are books for young people of all ages.

Special Features of this Edition

Mark Twain himself has written a preface to the edition. Brander Matthews

has written the biographical criticism of Mark Twain and his work. There
are portraits of the author from photographs and paintings taken at periods
when the different books were in process of writing. This edition

includes his later collected writings such as “A Dog's Tale,” “Eve’s

\ Diary,” etc.
HARPER & \ There are beautiful pictures by such artists as Brown, Frosr,
ROTHER . . R 2
SAOLLERS NEweiLL, BEarp, Dierman, Smeprey, TaurstrRup, CLINEDINST
Franklin Square \ * 2

New York City Mora, WeLpon, Kempre, Giieerr, Du Monp, MERRILL,

Please send me for exami- \ OrrER.

nation, carringe free, a set of - - - . e
MARK TWAIN'S WORKS, \ I'he binding is a beautiful dark - red vellum

Author's National Edition

bvdenty. fivaeolnmbe; loth i, 1t \buok cloth, with blue utle labels stamped in
it

understood [ may retain theset forfivedays, L 5 L0 e = . 1 e
and at the expiration of that time, if I do nc g,Uld’ I he books are I‘nll“_‘d on \‘rhlte an-

care for the books, I will return them at your - — = 4 A B oy, .
expense. If 1 kee;,; the books, 1 will remit $2.00 t]l{ue Wove paper, l’f!!pt‘le“)’ I“‘ldt- for thlS

a month until the full price, $25,00, has been puiid, edition.
S. M. \ T ¢
I'he of

size

e I W T WS T e \ inches.

Cont] DOOKS B0 cviiienerinirasmmensassarasssssesssrssassesssssassrssssssssons

cach volume is §x7

=

HARPER & BROTHERS

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE BIOGRAPHY OF | HARPER’S

A BOY A book for Grown-ups.

By JOSEPHINE DASKAM BACON

Wtk fifty idlustvations by Kose ' Neidll,

Here is Dinks again.  Ile was loved and admired from Maine to California in “ The Memoirs of a
Baby." He's alittle bit older and funnier—very much funnier—in this new story.  Readers who loved him
and the Wilbour family will be glad to {ollow their [urther adventures They will be equally delighted to
know that the illustrations for “The Biography of a Boy' are Ly l\e_ ise O'Neill,  Pose oo, Cloth, §r. 50

LEGENDS OF THE g tHomas A. JANVIER
CITY OF MEXICO Member of the Folk-Lore Saciety, London.

With six pictures by Walter Appleton Clavk, and with photograpis.

“These legends are of my finding, not of my making, they are genuine folk-lore stories,” Says the
author,  Fach one has grown from some obscure, curious, or tragical circumstance, Taking hold of the
popular imagination through the years, the legends have been built up into stories satisfying to the popu-
lar heart, which make most interesting narratives as Mr, Janvier presents them, The author hegan this
collection of legends in Monterey, twenly-live years ago.  Oclavo, Cloth, Ontrimmed Fdges, 81.50 net.

THE SILVER HORDE By REX BEACH

That this new book by the nuthor of “The Barrier” and “The Spoilers " should leap guickly into
place among the best-selling novels was to be expected.  That it should remain there is due solely to the
sheer power and merit of the story. * Neither Kipling nor Zola has created a more human adventuress
—Cherr y Malotte, a soldier of the frontier ! Austvated,  ost Svo, Cloth, -5!_;,11_

ANN VERONICA | NORTHERN LIGHTS
By H. G. WELLS ' By SIR GILBERT PARKER

[

For the first time-—completely and brlliantly—is The anthor says: sinning with the days long
told the story of that unrest in the modern woman we before civilization, this w mL covers the period since the
every day. Besides all else, a remarkable love l\'u-_\'.l‘. orth-West Mounted Police and the Pullman
nance is unfolded, Ann Veronica is a young girl car first startled the early pioneer, and either sent him

laced upon her by inrlu r north, or !Illnf"d 1||n| |nm a humdrum citizen."
a prudish father and a conventional aunt. She wants Lhe Christian Ad 50 " Wonderful power
to really live—to be a human bein This is her story. and insight take it to the time and the
Post §vo, Cloth, £r.50 place.”  Miustrated.  Post 8vo, Cloth, 1 50.

THE REDEMPTION OF KENNETH GALT
By WILL N. HARBEN

eeling which alone the successful novelist commands,
:pths of ' Ann Boyd @ and all the gquaint human
15 it should be—is again rural Georgia, £

ros
who rebels against the restrictions §

Here is the power and th
keen insight into the sl ni--n
Daniel ' its great suu

was all

\|"|| r

I'his new novel |
touches that g

s dvo, Cloth,

BEASLEY’S CHRISTMAS PARTY
By BOOTH TARKINGTON

It wasn't a party at all as one understands such |hi|1_q:-'._ The story is
that only Booth IJ|I—.|'1I'er ld have w r;l'n n—woven of filmy laceries of
of fine enchantments. fHrwatipiece and lustvations in thiee colors.  Cloth,

5 unusual as the party—a story
., of delicately tinted imaginings,

HARPER & BROTHERS

In d?!s‘l&'t’ﬁ”g advertisements p;’:":r_.\'_e' mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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We Want Artists
Will Pay Them Well

Women and men who can draw, not a doll
or a lay-figure, but a pretty, normal-looking,
real, live ¢irl and woman, and who do not
think that good fashion-work 1s beneath
their art. In Europe the best artists do not
consider 1t degrading to theirart to do excel-
lent fashion-work, with the result that their
fashion-drawings lead the world, and the
artists make handsome incomes. Are they
wrong?

Here 1s a held wide open, while that of
oeneral 1llustration 1s crowded.

We will welcome specimens from any-
where and any one. Will you write and let
us see what you can do?

The American Fashion Editors

The Ladies’ Home Journal

Philadelphia

Tn ans uu advertisements Pa" case mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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| NAPOLEON BLI—ORL

OR more than six thousand years this inse
Ridpath, the historiar scribes the fig 5 hav
head of a man me Asuring twenty- lu,hr t six inches from top o
n he found himself for the first time in the presence of this i
v until only the solemn visage looking out toward the AN s level of the desert.
Ridpath's History marks but one event oul of all the thousands from the dawn of civilization down to the pre
every empire, kingdom, principality and pewer, all accurately and entertainingly told in the world-famed publi

Ridpath’s History of the World

The Publisher's Failure Placed in Our Hands the Unsold Edition of this Monumental
Work, Brand New, which we Must Sell Immediately. We offer the Remaining Sets

At LESS than even DAMAGED SETS were ever sold

We wir | name our price only in direct letfers to those sending us the Coupon Lelow. Tear off
the coupon, write name and address plainly and mail to us now before you mrget it. Dr.
Ridpath's family derive an income from h; history, and to print our price broadcast, for the
sake of more guickly selling these few s Wi cause great injury to future sales.

IDPATH takes you back lr) thc dawn of history, long before the

Pyramids of Egypt were built; « r-\\ n throngh the romante, troubled
times of Chaldes ndeur and Assy s magnificence ; of Babylonia®
wealth and luxury; of Greek and Kaman splendor; of Mohamm
culture and refinement ; of French elegance and British power;
to the dawn of ye fay. He covers every race, every na
tion, every tlme. and holds you k}-t“t---llltl by wonderful |
eloquence. Nothing more interesting, absorbing and in
spiring was ever written,

IDPATH'S enviable position as an hi wtnrmn

is due to ||1- wonderfully bheautiful
no other historian has ever equaled.
ures the & histarical events
they were happening before your eyes; he car-
ries you with him to see the battles of old; to

1 queens uu] warrio i

to wati Jl th
with the =
Jeiciw WESTERN

1e ity ¥ i . - ./ NEWSPAPER
and mak 3 ory r T : ' " ASSOCIATION
and y A0l 3 : 3 = 2 Lol 0. E. Sever, Pres.
and fa « c Fes: I i = - 204 DEARRGRN 8T,

r - 3 > y VIICAGD, ILL.

L'NURI D‘a who read this lave decided to
H buy Ridpath's some day; now is the time.
The English speaking world has pronounced
this the only history of the world worth having.
It is today endorsed by Public Men—Educators
— Business Men—the Clergy and everybody

who knows history.  SEND COUPON TODAY.
Western Newspaper Association

CHICAGO I

In answering advertisemenls please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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The Most Important Magazine of the Month

1s THE FEBRUARY NUMBER OF THE

BURR McINTOSH MONTHLY

IT HAS —«—&& BECAUSE >>—> IT HAS

50 Magnificent lllustrations The Confessions of Nero

by WaLLACE IRWIN. The most amaz-
mgl\ humorous article that this well-
known author has ever written. It is
strikingly original in tone and the illus-

selected from among thousands of sub-
jects, exquisitely printed with fine art
tone inks. Among these pictures are

30 Full Page Plates trations will make you gasp for breath.
every one worthy a frame. There is The Problem ot the Railroads
also a special section which contains is the result of a series of conferences
eight of themost beautiful photographic with Presidetllt WiC. B::lRol}'vN og the}:‘ll\]elxv

York Central Railroad, President E. P.

Color se.(:tion RipLEY of the Atchison Railroad, Presi-
art studies ever published, printed in dent RaLPH PETERS of the Long Island
color on hine enamel paper; any one of Railroad. It presents this subject of
these above would sell at 50 cents in national importance from the intimate
any art store. viewpoint of the men who run the roads,

N and is calculated to interest every

thoughtful person.

The Mysterious North Star
by GARRETT P. SERVISs, the eminent
astronomer, is an article of unusual in-
terest which discloses many hitherto
unknown facts about this extraordinary
planet.

The Pinkertons, the Police,
and the Crooks

-1 by O'ConNorR DoucLas, is an article
from material furnished the author by
a reformed confidence man who has
operated in this ecountry and Europe
for over thirty years and who writes of
startling conditions little known to the
general public.

o |

=

Besides other articles and stories we must
mention two erackajack stories :

The Watcher in the Pit

F | by MaxtmiLLia® FosTER, the most absorbing
1] story of vengeance carried across two continents
and an ocean,

Cenls

'I"

EAR T o R SURSA LR Unmitigated Molly
L - amostdelightfulstory by EnNaA KENTON, Both these
Look Tor thik ‘éover on all newssiands stories are profusely illustrated from drawings.

I EIF‘ BURR MeINTOSH MONTHLY is 25c. a number, except the double Christmas numbers which
Se, o copy. If you will send_ $3 .00 to our ddre ‘helaw for the year 1910, we will send

lutely free our Art Portfolis
stail price $1.00; and, for

containing
I megs

35 ) superb pictures printed on enamel
nd you the Christmas, 19%% num-

™ ber. conceded to be the finest Christmas number of the year—a total retail value of .
] y Sr TS QTTREO R e PO | 1F you wish to get acquainted with the

s CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 19 50 f Our Special send us $1.00 and we will send you the

FORTFOLIO OF 25 PICTUR J_“ 1.0 ; Price to You | issues for January, February, March

: . : o ‘ Only $3.00 | and April, and include free the S0e.
Total retail price, $1.; | Christmas number of 1909—a tatal

| retail value of £1.50.

BURR PUBLISHING COMPANY, C-24 West 39th Street, New York

Tn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISENR 1l

LIBRARY OF

'Natural Historyf’."‘

AT A GREAT BARGAIN

Only $2.00
A Month
Buys this
Great Work.

We Ship
Books to
Your Home.

Look Them
Over for

One Week. 3000 Pages.

2200

Pictures.
72 Plates
In Colors.

Return
at Qur
Expense
if Not
Satis-
factory.

Read Our
Great Dffer.

All About Wild Animals Our Lx(‘cplional Offer
Professor Lyvdekker, the great naturalist, T \Woe s 1 te =ot to vour hame subject t
a Natural History which takes rank he yory 1
anthority.  Ernest Thompson-Seton
thor of ammal stories and a high authoriy en n
I written i charming luction and stro
It tells the true L
the animals of ¢ sea and sky.  How they mi
homes, how the : for their young, their wo uI- rtul
intelligence, their battle for existence—a myrid inter
i st and delicht vou on ey
+ told an such simple, pietn
n voung children can enjov tl

History stands in o class by itz
e 1yoall literature i5 more interesing

No Now:l |Hore Fnlertammg

Don’t pay us
: hooks are

endorses

PUBLISHING
COMPANY,
Marquelle Building,

CHICAGD

Beauhfully Hlustrated

« about
|

coo pictures — quarter-page, ha
B g lata ik

& ar ER N

ontrusted to

|i‘|_, faithfully |'
this valuable = of the work we
I'he color-plates are from origir
disvi ||-] their lives to animal-porte
' e the libra

Address

creatures of mr, carth -|||| water, will prove an endless de

The Riverside Publishing Company
CHICAGO

T answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S M AGAZINE
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Is the Republican
Party Breaking Up?

The most amportamt and  {ar-reaching
happening of to-day is the poliveal war
which threatens to destroy the Repub
lican Party—the revolt which started in
the Muldle West and has developed mmto
ficrce battles most of which are being
waged in Washington.  No man is better
couipped o tell the story of the insurgent
maovement than

Ray Stannard Baker

In his series of news articles (which
begin in the TFebruary number now on
the newsstands) Mr Baker will report
this war o1 the admimistration. He has
been over the ground just visited by
Taft and Aldrich—interviewed hundreds

of people, and now presents a great fact

story, illuminating, mteresting, unportant
and timely.

“Barbarous Mexico”

Further Exposure of Unbelievable Conditions

Truth  supplies 4 more  tragic, pathetic, sensational
story than fiction,  For menths T AMeEricaxy Mac

Aviyt has been tarning  the  searchlight on Mexico.

c
i The horrors there shown have created a  tremendous
impression  in the United  States In the Feébruary
- number the pitiable condition of slaves on the rubber
plantations in the Mexican Tropies is presented, true in

MAGA Z INE & condui

| Just o few ather features of the February Americas
FOR P‘EBRUARY MAaGAZINE are short stories by Henry O Rowland, Mary
Heaton Varse, James Oppenlicim, and Lincoln Col-
cord ; " Togo Tales,” Ty Wallace Irwin; * How About
our Courts2 " by William Allen White, “The American
e nt S Woman," by Tda M. Tarbell; *The Cabin,” by Stewart
Edward White; The Stage, |n|--||--‘.||:g People, ete., et
NOW ON ALL THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE
NEWSSTANDS 341 5th Ave., New York

[ aunswering advertisements please mention ._\'L_'."\’J"Jf\',\']'.'f\"..“{ji_-]a_1Z{_\-’ I



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Can We Make Pretty
Hats in America’

Woman’s hats, that 1s. They say not;
only Paris can do 1it. But we give
20 American-designed hats this month
—hats for now, for spring and for
summer. Can we persuade every
woman just to look at these hats, and
see how she thinks they compare with
the French hats?

The hats are in the February issue
of Tue Lapiess HOME JOURNAL;
15 cents will buy a copy, anywhere.

The Curtis Publishing Company
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE -
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What Does This Telegram Say?

$100 for you if you can write out the best telegram of ten words or
less, that will explain the interesting situation in the picture.
This is at the rate of

TEN DOLLARS A WORD

Look the picture over carefully. Note every detail. Then write out
a telegram of ten words or less, exclusive of the address or signature, and
mail it to
THE TELEGRAPH EDITOR OF LIFE
54 West 31st Street, New York

Before March first, 1910,
You do not have to Le a subscriber to LIFE to be eligible.
The Contest 1s open to everybody.

Only three answers, however, will be considered from any one person.
This Contest is now running in LIFE, the only real humorous paper in the world.

Contest will be decided by Editors of Life, and money sent to winner as soon alter March first as possible.

Tn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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rlAfter Holiday] Victor
Hugo’s

Bankrupt Book Bargains
Works

Af 10c to 50c on fhe Dollar
Sampl'e Prices An None Books At a Ba I‘g ain

Also repular stock at wholesale
Late fiction wer

A few
it over fram
ver made for 2 holiday
: my Bargain List before
'hh’mf, buy quick or miss your life's chance for a library at |
price of paper and printing—binding free |

Books Smpped on Annrova!

hundred sets and a few th
the
le

Frs0; my price 38, List includ

Shepherd of the 5. Thet Prlnler of Udsll’s, we-urs, | VICTOR HUGO towers above all the literary
DoototyAnd Enucands ofdtheradeio Widsti giants of the nineteentt :
Galling of Dan Matthews, 85 cents | | 00 SO .

All Best New Fiction at Slashed Prices ure of world forces—an interpreter o llu putvnl  facts of
P, PRICE MY PRICE human existence. His book ‘l .5 Miserables,’ "I; ing

. o 20 vols the history of the convict, Jean Val Jean, is unquestion-

ghatefpear-e' (O-mIIl‘- te, ‘1'-, vols. . §13.75 $3.90 | ably the greatest production that ever came from the
cd b “.ld'ﬂ Britannica, 12 vols. . 45.00 175 mind of man. This book rises to the height of true suh-
GospelsimArt . . . . . . . 20.00 1.95 limity. It has been translated into practically every
Famous Pictures . . . . . 12.00 1.50 language in the civilized world.,  Hugoexcelsin magnifi-

ubtle intric ac \' of |;:lnt minute

% T fstyle and diction
Stevenson, 10 vols., De Luxe . 39.00 9.75 Chervation, and Avonaors
De Luxe adition "THE PRINTING of t1
- Ing. Al 3 tion is from type, ¥y ca
work.  The paper is antique | , with deckle
edges and gilt top. This is unguestionably the most beautiful
and att ve set of the Complete Works of Victor Hugo
| that has ever been issued.
1 TH]‘, ILLUSTRATIONS ¢
Ninety Photo 1 I
tions by the most famous French artists, and are printed
David B. Clarkson, The Book Broker Japan vellum
212 Clarkson Building Chicage HE BIN DT\(“ i=nbe mlhtul ruh 'l‘ln«efquu'n-le'.;-

new and perfect.

j{nulnu-:h PFab. € G1 Court street, Boston

SEND ONI.Y 25 GE_NTS $

Here Is Our Bargain Offer
“ E “Il L SHIP this beautiful RIVERSIDE EDITION
cet to examination and approval to all who

’_ VERY SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT send us the coupon below. Tear off the coupon, write

name and addr plainly, and mail now. We will for-

- wiard the complete set to yvour home for examination,
I h Youn er ‘ hOIr Ath no more obligation on your part than 1I|uu_ 7
e g asked to e k' a me in i _.k :

= . 2 for a ek z
Soon Ready for Distribution satisfied, then send us -m Fents s firet pa
$2.00 per month thereafter for 12 months.

Half of the Issue has already been ordered. pied

A SMALL volume of collected verse, the wark of the
younger men, distinctively bound in vellum and printed ul‘:
deckled-edge paper, limited to 300 copics, each n_mbered.

work will contain an introductorvy appreciatios by EDW ['\]
MARKHAM, and we ork from the pens of George Sylvester
Viereck, Louis Untermeyer, Otte 5. Mayer, Ludwig Lewtsohn,
R?mnaid Wright Kauffiman, Elsa Barker, Jame: Op|.|>cnhe1m
:fhflr:agmafpgo;":ﬁ:z:i Leonard Van Noppen, and twelve THE Ru'(ﬂsll]i Pgﬂ:.ﬂls"lﬂﬁh{:ﬂ

g arquette Buildin ica

€ By sending us your money order now for $1.00 you will re- Hociie | ﬂ C ul)
ceive what we brhc\e- the public will speedily recognize as a pub-
lication absolutely unique among the book offerings of many years.

“THE YOUNGER CHOIR” - $1.00 net
@ A few copies, autographed by every contributer, $2.00 each,
A Complete Set of Moods (9 Issues) $1.00

MOODS PUBLISHING COMPANY
124 West 19th Street New York City Wadiesi

sy satisfied in every way, notif
ping instructions for the re
our e NPense.

turn of the set

Name

In answering advertisements please: mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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TEN
FINE VOLUMES

The Works of “The
Father of American
Letters” sent on
receipt of your postal

WE WOULD LIKE TO SEND YOU,
AT OUR OWN EXPENSE,
THIS HANDSOME TEN-VOLUME
IRVING SET

In the *Hall of Fame,” erect-
ed to America's greatest men,
there was placed near the top
of the list, without one dissent-
ing voice, the name of Wash-

ington Irving. Rare charm of
expression, (uaint humor, won-
WASHINGTON IRVING derful pathos, delicate percep-
Erom:the ctehing by -JrsquseReith tion, kindly wisdom, give to his
books the power and charm of ideal romance.  * Rip Van Winkle," * The Legend
of Sleepy Hollow," and ** The Broken Heart,” are sufficient in themselves to have
hearts of all boole lovers
By the singular sweetness of character plainly revealed 1 his cheerful and

won for their anthar first place in the

n-gnlll‘; stic pages, Washington Irving has won for himsell among all English-gpeak-

ing follea place in the mdividual Hall of Fame of cvery ane who loves the oood
vl beautiful in literature.

[he first edition of Irving was published by us in 1848, and, although it was
s spevessiol thar T 1 TECe pved in 1'l\}.'-l|11-_-~¢ alome over T 100, OO0 0, '.I.ll_' i1!1_l_‘!'r'\t
in his bools and the demand for them have steadily inercased

In response to o demand for an fl'\iﬂ.;j which, h_\.' }n-.llzt_\. anid compictness,
<] ould at once be suited for ER N8 purposes and ..-'IZ"\' carried or held \\]'|i|l‘ rl_-.uling,

we hitve prepared this dainty and attractive edition.

THIS OFFER HOLDS GOOD for a LIMITED

Dic apsaeering advertisemends  please mention SCRIBNER'S 1 AGAZIN E
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13 B0 8 H B "
¢ TALEST IJHWPI: . K KETCH SKETCH TAERRIDGE Wmpince  THE
HEW ORE  yewyork BOOK BOOK  HALL

TALES 0 .
ATRAVELE \TRAVEY

e bk B W R R e &S

i THe
HALL  UAMBR/\igyana

«

ACTUAL SIZE OF BOOKS, 55 x3% INCHES

These Books are Yours for the Asking

The set contains ten volumes, the size of each being 37§ x 535 inches. The books are printed from
cood type, on paper of excellent quality, bound in maroon ribbed cloth, and stamped in gold,

WHY WE WISH TO GIVE YOU THE SET

We want you to become acquainted with PUTNAM'S MAGAZINE. To stimulate a primary
interest, we offer this attractive set of books, free, with a year's subscription to the magazine,
feeling sure that having once come to Anow PUTNAM'S, you will wish to renew your sub-
scription year after year.

PUTNAM'S is up-to-date, full of vigor and yirility, and expressive of the spirit that !
animates our great republic. The achievements of American inventors, pioneers, and PUTNAM'S
MAGAZINE

empire-builders are among the themes it delights in treating. It publishes short stories
and serials by well-known writers.  Its illustrations are secored from the best-known
artists of the country, or reproduced from photographs of special timeliness and inter-
est. Ttscontributors are acknowledged authorities in various departments of human
activity ; yet the magazine has never given great names the preference over
good work.,  Some of its best and most widely quoted articles have come {rom
writers with whose names the general public was previously unfamiliar.
IF you wish to avail yourself of this introductory offer, ill out and
mail us the attached coupon. Upon its receipt we will at once for-
ward you the books. If they prove satisfactory, you are to send
us $3.40 within one week of their receipt, and your subscription
to PUTNAM’S will be entered for one year. 1f they are not
satisfactory, you agree to return them to us, after a three
days’ inspection, at our expense,

20 W. 23d St,
New York City

Send me, without
. Your ten-vol-
of Irving, Tf 1
retain them, T will send vou
within one week of their re-
ceipt $3.40, 10 cover one year's
subscr i o Putnam's and for-
warding charges on the books, If I'do
not care for them, I agree to return the
set, within three days of receipt, at your
EX pelse.

INAM B oarereisaie

TIME_MAIL Now - T e R L S

T RN AT |4 a = e e it w8t o o esa T i v

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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GIVE HIM
15 MINUTES
A DAY

And f Address Meetings—
He Will

| Make After-Dinner Speeches—
Teach You | Propose Toasts—
Haw to Tell Entertaining Stories—
and all without fear and trembling. Every professional and business man is i'requem_'l\' called upon to speak in PUb_lE_I:.
Political meetings, fraternal gatherings, dinners, ctc., make insistent demands upon him, and afford endless opportunities

and requests for "E propriate speech
Are you able to appear to advantage upon such occasions? Can you ‘‘say your say' in earnest, concise, and

convincing language ?

Grenville Kleiser’s Personal Mail Course in

Public Speaking Actually Teaches You How

Simiple! Vou can carry a lesson in your pocket until you get it into your head
The Cost? There's a special class being formed note which will save Scribner's readers fourfifths of
the regular cost. A postal brings full particulars. Be sure to mention Scribner's and "address

FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY, Dept. 2, NEW YORK

Don’t Buy this Book until You have Seen It

overgoocomplete  Of all new things the newest is "Heart Songs," com-

b”“‘*{i:ﬁ:*‘:"d panion volume to the world-famous "Heart T hroba
_ Music and yel it contains some of the oldest lhlnm in the
=l world—the good, old, laxnrm: songs and melodies
that will never die. We haven't space o ligt its four
hlln(frtd [llll.,b. but one l}mw is sure—that old song
you've almost forgotten is there, words and music, to
open up again the oodgates of memory.

* Heart Songs " is the only book in the world in which 25,000 music=
loving pecple united in their seleciion of the “best”’ four bundred songs

HERE Is OUR OFFFR

Over 512
Large
Pages

o much faith in th b
s inferested you to 1 he ext
sell ilsell, and a dot

Enow if th
us i len
your frient

esmssannm
CHAPPLE PUBLISHING CO., an:lzd.Boston Mass.
Kindly send me through

‘Heart Songs' o Jmiise

ol yo

advertizement 1 wanl t.
Name .
I yers pr 3
direct to uzs. We will return your moncy i the book is unsatisfact

I answoering advertisements p.mw mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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THREE SUCLFSSFUL BOOKS ()I*

FICTION

JOHN MARVEL, ASSISTANT

3d Large Edition

By THOMAS NELSON PAGE

Llius, &r.50

“ It teems with sentiment, humor, pathos, and with passages calculated to arrest the atten-
tion and impress the minds of the American lterary public.”—Richmond Times-Despalei.,

“ His story stirs the profoundest emotions and deserves to he acelaimed as an American

novel of plenary merit."—/FPhiladelphia Record.

“Through all the maze of in-
dustrial  warfare, crooked politics,
social rivalry, runs the thread of the
pleasing love story of the struggling
young lawyer and the girl of his
dreams.”—Baltimore Sun.

“Such a novel leaves a pleasant
taste in the mouth; it is well worth
reading in every way.”

— Frovidence Jowrnal.

FORTY MINUTES
LATE

And Other Stories

S
By F. HOPKINSON SMITH
Filus. »ﬁ\l‘jd

“ They form a legitimate addition to the
library of American classics and belong to
the category of stories which live for more
than a single reading.”— I ashington Herald.

~ifth Edition

“Not a word in the book but is sweet
and wholesome; not a page ungarnished by
mirth or beauty or tears.”

— Chicaga Record-FHerald.

« His stories have all the charm of the
best impromptu  speech.
Inns, artists, lectures, anc
kindly human nature are
mixed up in the stories.”

—N. Y. Globe.

¢« Overflows with friend-
liness and enjoyment of
life, full of royal good-

fellowship.”
— The Outlook.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S SONS,

In answering advertisements ‘J'Ju‘]o‘;.\'f‘ mention SCRIBNER'S

JOHN MARVE
ASSISTANT

“There are both humor and
pathos in this novel, excellence of
charac ter and a progressive story.
It makes an appeal to a wider I-ublm
than ¢« Red Rock " and 15 a more vital
piece of work than *Gordon Keith,””

—Philadelpliia FPress.

“An  eventful and tumultuous

story—NV. Y. Zimes.

OPEN COUNTRY

A Comedy with a Sting
By MAURICE HEWLETT

Fr.50 2d Large Edition

“In this story Mr. Hewlett is at his best,
for his theme is excellent. His two chief
characters, a man and a girl, are both the sort
we should all love to know. but whom few of
us are privileged to meet, save in the
great novels of the world, and his style
never more delightful :
its l.mn;ﬁ

few
was
I 1ts strange poetical
Boston Herald.

clearness, charm,”—

it has wit, serious-
It is finished in

women,  Its sym-

« Distinetly charming,
ness, and a lyrical mmmr\
its sensitive miniatures of
pathy with youth is touch-
ing, but, above every-
thing, it has a gleam of
unforgettable romance.”

— Lv/f.-"r:fl':'rr /na‘\.r'r

! COUNTRY
« MAURICE:HEWLETT

“ A brilliant piece of
fiction, fine and complete,
a drama so full of color
and movement that it is
alive every moment,”

—Brookive Lagle,

NEW YORK
MAGAZINE
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LANDSCAPE PAINTING
By BIRGE HARRISON

IWith 24 Reproductions of Representative Pictures.  $1.50 nety postpaid Br.6y

J. Alden Weir: <1 heartily congratulate you on the healthiest art book I have
ever read. It is pood reading and spund.”

Leonard Ochtman : * The best book on landscape painting that I know."

J. E. D. Trask, Manager Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Arts: “It is ad-
mirable in every way, in scope, in spirit, and in style.”

. W, Stezens, Director Toledo Museum of Arts: * It is quite the best book
on landseape painting I have ever read.”

SUCCESS IN MUSIC AND HOW IT IS WON
By HENRY T. FINCK

Musical Critie of The New York Evening Post 8z.00 net; postpaid §2.20

With a Chapter by PADEREWSKI on ‘‘ Tempo Rubato”
“ 1t is really wonderful, so true, so interesting, so fearless.”—Lillian Nordica.
‘ Inspiring, helpful, entertaining."'— Soston Globe.

* Carnso, Sembrich, and others tell the secrets of their sueccess; Mr. Finck gives invaluable practical
advice for the problems of a musical career."—Miusival Amevica.

AMERICAN PROSE MASTERS
By W. C. BROWNELL Br.50 net; postpaid $1.05

POE, HAWTHORNE, COOPER, EMERSON, LOWELL, HENRY JAMES

* He has mastered the writings of each of the authors and he has weighed them not by local and temporary
standards, but by the test of the universal and the permanent. There is nothing provincial or parochial in his
scale of measurements; and he does not compare his American subjects with British eontemporaries only, he
gauges them also by the writers of other languages and of other centuries, His equipment for criticism is both
broad and deep—although his cosmopolitanism has not prevented his being most at home in his own country.”

—BRANDER MATTHEWS in Lhe Forum.

FTHE WHITE BEES
By HENRY VAN DYKE Br.25 net; postpaid §1.35

** This latest book of verse is marked by the same sympathetic interpretation, the same delicacy of sentiment,
the same careful workmanship that has made his earlier work notable."—ZBoston Transeript,

“A world of poetic wealth in this unassuming volume . . . the workmanship is admirable and he knows how
to lay a sympathetic finger on each throbbing human pulse."—Chicago Record-Herald.

POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH
By GEORGE MEREDITH Br.50 net; postpaid 81,65

A highly interesting volume of the earliest verse of George Meredith, most of which is entirely unknown to
the public and yet of remarkable quality and beauty. This collection is not only invaluable as showing the
development of Mr. Meredith’s talent, but the verse is in many cases of the highest and freshest beauty and will
form a notable addition to his work.

LATTER-DAY PROBLEMS
By J. LAURENCE LAUGHLIN  $:.50 net; postpaid 81.65

“ Comprehensive, rational, and scholarly.”"— Wasdington Herald.

*There is no writer on modern economic conditions who makes the subject more alive and meore pertinent
to every man's own life than Frofessor Laughlin. This book is his most important and impressive exposition of
his views, "— Ve Yord Commerciad,

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK
In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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JUST PUBLISHED

RELATIONS OF THE UNITED STATES AND
SPAIN—-DIPLOMACY

BY
REAR-ADMIRAL F. E. CHADWICK

$qp.00 net; postpaid, $p.40

The dramatic account of the relations of these two countries
from the beginning until the outbreak of the Spanish-American
War,  This important book gives the vividly told and deeply

interesting story of a © century of diplomatic ill-feeling,” in which
the trouble over Florida, Napoleon's erratic behavior in the
Louisiana affair, the struggle of the South American republics
with Spain, the Carlist wars, and many of the most important

historical personages on both sides of the water played an im-
portant part. The absorbing way in which the profound knowl-
edge and research in the book is presented, makes this the most interesting, as it is the most
valuable, study of the approach of the greatest events in the last forty years of our history.

¢ Mr. Seton has done for our mammals what Aububon did for the birds, and he has done it
better."—F. M. CHarman, Editor of Bird Lore.

LIFE-HISTORIES OF NORTHERN ANIMALS
BY
ERNEST THOMPSON SETON

In two volumes,  Lavge Svo.  F18.00 net o expressage extra.  1With 68 maps and 560
drawings by the author.
“ Each of the fifty-nine specimens is admirably handled and with satisfactory fullness of
detail. It may well be called a sumptuous work. As a specimen of modern book-making it
is delightful, and its index is exceptionally good."—N. V. Evening Fost,

W. T. HorwNapay, Direclor of Bronx Zoological FPar#, says:
“ Really great and also delightful work. Iirst of all, the reader
must be assured that it is a serious, scholarly, exact, and at times
almost painfully consecientious work of science, yet made clear
and ‘popular’ for the benefit of the reading multitude, and
having also the most understandable and charming dissertations
on the various habits of wild animals that have ever been laid
before the public under the rules of science.”

Dr. J. A, ALLEN, of the Am. Mus. of Nat. History, says: 1
am deeply impressed with its vast amount of detail and the excel-
lent manner in which it is handled. Iris by far the best work
ever written on such a subject, as regards both text and illustra-
tions, and the best, I am sure, that will be written, for many
years to come.”

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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NEW BOOKS TO BE PUBLISHED IN . ;\NUAR‘!

ENCYCLOPZADIA OF RELIGION AND ETHICS
VOL. 11
Edited by JAMES HASTINGS, D.D. Cloth.  $7.00
ToHE Seconn Vorvse oF Tuis Grear Usperrakine Is Now Reapy

¢ This new encyclopedia will be an essential for the library of every student of religion
and ethics."—Zhe fndependent.

“The scope of this Encyclopaedia is immense. Tt embraces the whole range of theology
and philosophy, together with the relevant portions of anthropology, mythology, folk-lore,
biography, psychology, economies, and sociology. . . . It is a great and magnificent

enterprise.  No handier or more handsome Encyclopaedia exists. It is well printed, well
bound, and very light in the hand."—B&wtishi THeckr.

STUDIES IN THEOLOGY

The first three volumes of this new and important series of hand-books for ministers,
theological students, and general Bible readers. The volumes are eritical and constructive,
and attempt to bring all the resources of modern learning to the interpretation of the Scriptures,

Lack 75 cents nel
A CRITICAL INTRODUCTION TO THE NEW TESTAMENT. By ARrHur Sam-
vkl Peare, DODG Professor of Biblical Exegesis and Dean of the Fae nlt\ of Theology,

Victoria Umversity, Munchester.

FAITH AND ITS PSYCHOLOGY. By the Rev. Witnian R, Ince, D.D., Lady Mar-
garet Professor of Diviniy, Cambridge, and Bampton Lecturer, Oxford, 1894.

PHIT.OSOPHY AND RELIGION. By the Rev. Hastines Raswpavn, D Li, (Oxon.),
D.C L. (Durhamy, F.BA Fellow and Tutor of New Caollege, Oxford.

LITERATURE OF THE OLD TESTAMENT
By PROF. §. R. DRIVER, D.D. $2.50 net

This new (tt‘hlhb edition of this famons bhook revised and corrected.

“ 1t is the most scholarly and eritical work in the English language on the literature of the
Old Testament."—Pror. Py scinave, D),

THE PROBLEM OF HUMAN LIFE

B_\I"' I{[' [)()L]" EUCKEN £ 3.00 net ; Jostpand £330
Translated by W. 5. HOUGH and W. R. BOYCE GIBSON

This, the most famous and widely read of Professor Fucken's works, is an altogether
e h.r]mm hook in which the chiaracteristic specnlations and opinions of the great minds of the
rice are clucidated, contrasted, and judged moa syvmpathetic vet independent spirit. It forms
an admirable introduction to the -‘1||||_\ ol 1h1|u-u:]1||\ '—f);a\,ffr:p j“”n,”‘pg‘

« A clearer or more anteresting statement of the relations that subsisted between the
great philosophical thinkers of ancient times and their contemporaries and successors has
not been formulated.”"— I shington Star,

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK
In answering aduvertisements ;:Ee.- mention SCRIBNER'S MAGANIZI
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NEW BOOKS OF TRAVEL IN MEDITERRANEAN COUNTRIES

THE GATEWAY TO THE SAHARA
OBSERVATIONS AND EXPLERIENCES IN TRIPOLI
By CHARLES W. FURLONG., I'R.(..5.
flustrated, g pagres o dolor NI Foned o postpiid 8207

UNoarmechair traveller could desite boetter cotertainment Bl will find Bistory || rip-
tion, and sociology eharmingly mingled in My, Furlong's vivacions anl e |I
Litinafion ,H ity “f’; ) .llf'.-"

THROUGH THE FRENCH PROVINCES
By ERNEST PEINOTTO Illustrated by the Awthor 82 50 wet s posdpeid 82,75
SWherever Yo go with Mr, Peixotto, whether in town ar country, by seashore or river,
we have confronti 15 it series of sketehes that reveal hoth the preiresgue noee of e coun

iry and the arnst's sense of the beauty and technical skl 'St Lrvmavipt
BY ITALIAN SEAS
Ly I'ZRN ST PEINOTTO Litstvated by the Awthor.  Bz.50 nct
" Without exception this is ane of the mos 1 entertning books on trovel it Tas Deen our good fortune o meet with—
pleasant reading, vivid deseription, bright and gemal tone Phibadeipliia Hress,
SITEN A : The Story of a Medizval Commune

H)' FERDINANID SCHEVILL, Professor of History at Uhiongs University s Nooso nel o fostpaid 82.75

There as o charm in s history as inoits art, wd inoits very stories: which _-__-u-- it o stngulir position among Talian
cittes.  Mr. Schevill has brought that charm into his pages Newr ¥ ;.{ T et

ITALIAN BAC I\GROI ND‘%

By EDITH WHARTON Hustrated by Fo OO PEINOTTO, 8250 aret

“Belangs in that small Cliss of books of vhizervanon \\I|||]| e ekes Bonks of m' tic and spititund Interpretation
which nor only deseribe places and momrents, bur convey an ||||[n| ston ol e --| I sense of society, with the elu
siveatmosphere in which everything of historical or ariste vidoe s seen by thos \\||< I avee the gl of siaht

L Ol
A MOTOR FLIGHT THROUGH FRANCE

I;,\' EDITH WHARTON Histiated. 82,00 ol

SOThe st Deantiful Forepewn travel book shnee Manrvice Hewleors T e Road i Tuscany, —London Ehily Livies.
SPAIN OF THE SPANISH FRANCE OF THE FRENCH

By LOUIE VILLIERS WARDELL Ly 1o 11 BAKER

ITALY OF THE ITALIANS
By HELEN ZINMMERN

Laustattiony. Faama, 8By st

Fuach suith 32 full pas

These books are in nosense guide books, but they give a clewr and trathiful picture of the peaple, both townsfolk
and country Tolle, in all classes Trom King or President oo e pesasant, their rstes dhedr porsuies, their luiats, their ideals,

IN AND AROUND VENICE

By HORATIO BROWN Hustrated. §r.50 net

A delightful account of the istands and waters near Venice

VENICE AND HER TREASURES

sy HUGH A, DOUGLAS ik it
’ A convenient and comprebensive licde guide to Ventee and hier pietares and paliees ateeactively gotten up.
WAYFARERS IN ITALY
By KATHARINE HOOKER '

W, D HowELLs wWrites in l'ln-]‘“..l-_\ Chais "™ Bat how can there b aone o c :
i vou will go 1o the T, :I\ of Tife, s Mrs, Katharine Hooker has oo, and non ot ||I\ n! I|I ratir Or, ratlier, i

vou will =eek the sources of the |||. rature il life;  Tlat is whiae |I 15 |;|| Pt owriter does i company with o ki ved
spirit who formed with ]1r_|_ and all the |n1?u-r~ ne artists they loved, the SWavfarersm By

CITIES IN UMBRIA
]’.y KATHERINLE 5. M:\L"ﬂ:.\”) Hutvated,  8r.io net

A pletiresgie aeconnt of Prerigiog, Assisi, cned othier LD eitics of Ui, flled sl Bistors aned Lesened

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW YORK
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2l SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

SCRIBNER’S NEW_}M__ILD“OR TATIONS
THE DIVINE MINSTRELS

A NARRATIVE 0F THE Livk oF St Fraxcs orF Assist Wrre His Compantons. By Avcvstus Bawwy
Translated by Ersest ]’\r ks, With a photogravire frontispiece after Gerard David's 8. Francis

w25 et

wers of pure literature awe adelt of deep thanks to the translator of this charming romance."— dcademy, A sympathetic
aml skilful rendemng, « o o ‘-\ wlel be hailed with detight by any lover of the most fascinating « [ medicval saints"—Guardian.
CarLrctrn axD Enrren ny Rocer Tsapes,  With 43 portraits and ilustrations. 2 vols.  Svo, $6.00 et
important contribution o She |I|\ I|l<r wture thit has appearcd for the List twenty vears.  This
colle W = gathered from every available source, some rulal\n liave ul) heen privitely publishe d, while
many have not l;; Are l|(| [rlnt‘ ehire
Frowt T FrENCH oF GILBERT STENGER, By Mre Rovoven Stawetl. Wik 12 full-page illustrations

Ryo, §3.00 nel

A stude of the Bourbins on (heie return to France after 23 vears of oxile, full of interest and of contrast between the life and
themgiit of these prins es and of the defeated Emperor and s court.

THE BIRTH OF MODERN ITALY

Postivaovs Papkes o Jessie WhHiTE Mawrio, Edited, with Introduction, Notes and Epilogue, | w the Duke
Litta-Visconti-Areae, author of “The Soul of a Priest,”  With portrait and illustrati ae. P 50 et

Y most tmportant conteibution (o the inner history of the |||L|r1r of Modern Haly, written by one most :!I.('[Il-ll!||<'ll \\l|h intimate
anad Little || vi daets, Leth biographical and historical, of the Liberation and Unifcation of Taly,

BYRON: THE LAST PHASE

By Rrenarn Epceuune, Svo, ${o0 wef.
A impertant volume on Byron’s last vears, the result of 4o vears of close and enthuosiastic study.

ACROSS PAPUA

Brise ax Accouxt oF A Vovace Rounn, anp A Marcn Across, TueE TeErriTory oF Papuva, with the
Roval Commission, By Coroven RexyeraE Mackay, C.B., MUL.C. Wil yo plites, from photographs,
1 1 fol H wg . Byo, 820 onet.

THE GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH HOUSE

A SporT HISTORY OF ITS ARCHITECTURAL DEVELOPMENT FROM 1100 TO 18e0. By J. AvrreEd Goren. With ever
so dllusirations.  Svo, $3.00 net.

NEW ZEALAND IN EVOLUTION

Ispustrial, Ecosoyie axp Pourrican. By Guy H. Scaorerierp.  With wumerous illustrations and @ map
0, 5300 nef.

LIVES OF THE BRITISH ARCHITECTS

i \'\ SEEAAM TO Sk \\u_tl\\l Cusveers. By E Beresrorp Coancerior, MAL, F R Hist.

“The ‘1||IHI’ of London,” *“The Private Palaces of Lemdon,” ete.  1With 18 full-page por
trails wnd i trons,  (Library of Art).  Square 12mo, $2.00 net =

Revently issued in ]Iu Library of Art"—WiLLiam l’]\m By

Maveip, By A, pr BerpuTE ¥ Moret.  Each vel. illustrated, §

ENGLISH LEADWORK

I1s Awrr awp Historv, By Lawresce Weaver, F.SA With gqv #lustrations from photograplis and
dramwings,  4lo, 81000 net.

NATURE AND ORNAMENT

1+ Tae Fwmsgep Propuver or Desiex. By Lewss F. Dav, author of *Tattern Design,”
nt and Its Application,” ** Lettering in Ornament,” “ Windows," etc., etc.  With 327 illustrations.
el

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS. New York

IL DE SELINCOULT. THE SCHOOL OF
2.00 net.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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SCRIBNER'S NEW IMPORTATIONS
IN ENGLISH HOMES. Third Series

THE ARCHITECTURAL CHARACTER, FURNITURE AND ADORNMENTS OF Somt of THE Most NorapLe Houses
oF Excranp. Hisiorically depicted from photographs specially taken by CuarLes LaTHAM. THIRD SERIES.
With about 400 beautiful illustrations. 4to, $15.00 net.

A new series of these beautiful views of famous English homes and their interiors, furnishing a wealth of new material for the
architect, decorator, and lover of artistic surroundings. This third volume treats particularly of the English Palladian School of

" GARDENS OLD AND NEW. Third Series

G ARDENS OLp aND NEW. Vol III. The Country House and its Garden Environment. Edited by H. Avieay
LreemvG, MA. With 170 full-page plates and 200 smaller ones from photographs by Charles Latham.
4to, $12.00 nel.

Another superb collection of views of these wonderful English Gardens.

PEAKS AND GLACIERS OF NUN KUN

A RECORD OF PIONEER-EXPLORATION AND MOUNTAINEERING IN THE Punyap Hmarava. By Fanwy
Burrock WorsMmAN and Worian Huxter WorkMman., With map and 92 illustrations. Large 8vo,
$4.50 net.

Another valuable and fascinating volume on climbing in high altitudes, by these accomplished and daring explorers,

ROMANTIC CORSICA

WaxpErRINGS IN NAPOLEON'S IsLE. By GEorcE Renwick. With a chapter on Climbing by T. G. OusTtox,
F.R.G.S., Member of the Alpine Club. With 62 illustrations and a map. Bvo, $3.50 nef.

A book on this little-visited * Isle of Unrest,” showing it to be a romantic and beautiful country, with a delightful climate,
superh roads, untrodden peaks; and a huntsman’s and angler's paradise.

THE “TOPICAL"™ PICKWICK

TuE Posruumous PAPERS oF THE Pickwick CLus. By Cearpes Dickens. With the 43 original illustra-
tions and 223 additional pictures of originals of characters and places, scenes and tncidents; curions topical
illustrations, references, analogies and fac-similes.  Collected and annotated by C. Van Noorpen. 2 vols.
Large 8vo, $7.00 net.

An ideal and definitive " extra-illustrated " edition for all lovers of the immortal Pickwick.

CRUISES IN THE BERING SEA

By Pavr Niepieck, author of  With Rifle in Five Continents.” With 32 plates, 1 map, and roo text illustra-
tions. Bvo, $5.00 nef.

WITH RIFLE IN FIVE CONTINENTS

By PavL Niepieck, With 32 full-page fllustrations from photographs and 174 illustrations in the text. 8vo,
$5.00 net.
An entertaining volume of travel, sport, and adventure in many out-of-the-way corners of the world.

VENICE AND HER TREASURES

By Hucn A. DoucLas. Wite NoTES oON THE Prcrures by Mavp CRUTTWELL and 75 illustrations.
tomo, &1.50 nel.
A most useful and well-illustrated hand-hook to the art treasures and buildings of this wonderful city.

COLLECTOR’S HAND-BOOK TO KERAMICS

Or THE RENAISSANCE AND MoperN Perions. Selected from his larger work, entitled “The Keramic
Gallery.” By WiLLiam CHaFFERs, author of “Marks and Monograms on Pottery and Porcelain,” ** Hall
Marks on Gold and Silver Plate,” ete., ete.  With 350 illustrations, 12mo, $1.50 net.

BAEDEKER’S MEDITERRANEAN GUIDES

All with maps, plans, panoramas, etc.

Spain and Portugal . . . « « $g80 Ttaly(Central) . . . . & v o o Fra2s Greece . .. . .00 . . . Bage
?I:::-Ee“(lﬁout;mf} o w bW owow) o2 ALY ESU\I BETHY e e e EaB0. o TalestinesndSyna . . . o . ¢ 360
Italy (Northern) . . . « . « 240 Ity Selected and Condensed) . . . =240 Egypt. .« . . .. . . . . . 4350

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS. New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCHOOLS axnC

COLLEGES

el

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY

THE VELTIN SCcHoOOL
For (iirle,  College Preparatory and General Course. Num.
ber of pupils linited to twalve i each class, F ireprood building
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West 74th Street

THE COMSTOCK SCHOOL

44th Year.  Family and Day School for Giels,
31 W.oghth 5t Miss Day,

MRS. HAZEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Prrias Maxow, New York,
Half-hour from Grind Central Station, New York.
Mrs. Jory Convincaam Hazew, Principal.
Miss Sana Lovise Tracy, Associate,

THE MISSES RAYSON'S
Boarding and Dayv School for Girls.

Reapened Octaber th.
14, 160, 368 West 7sth Street, N, ¥

lﬁV!NG SCHOoOL
= T es  CEmssinm. Swin
W0, Hedidmaster, By

F.nrf;lr]L

special o
Lock Buox

I'Iu Castle, Tarrytown-on

MAS. HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
acgz Fifth Avenue, New York. Music, Arr, Hoos
Ha are and socinl life,
Physical culture.

1 Econamics,
i Regular Lo il stodivs
. riding, outdoor exercise.  Europenn travel party,

THE OAKSMERE SCHOOL
Thirty-seven minutes from New Yo
fromt, directly on North Shore of 1
Mrs, Merrill, Oakamere, New Rochelle,

wk Crne-nith mile
Tslamed son

New York

wader

nel. Address

THE FINCH
COUNTRY AND CITY SCHOOLS

Country School, M1, Kisco + For Girls from twelve v sixteen
A sl - ontdoor fife

City, For Girls
the vity with a
Cge.

tootwent
elully ple
italogues, adidress
Mes, Jases

sevenleen

abie the place o

WeLLs

orand o

Fiwven, AB. LL.
3 East

-, Princip
New Yorl !

THE MISSES GRAHAM
Boarding and Day School for Girls,  Established 186,
from 190 W, gzd Street to 42 Riverside Drive,

l:ldnhl'r 7th, 1u00.

Removed
School opened

MISS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL
\|||||| seran each clasgs Hmited 1o eaght pupils,  Removed from

to new froproct building 30 West ssth Street,  Resi-
sth Street

\‘\ENT PLACE SCHOOL

i el M Sarah Wossilman Paul,
\| b, 1L, Presd't Bowd of Tijrectors,

Principal
Sumunit, N, I, ¢

Hamilton Wright
Neir New York)

THE MISSES TEWKSBURY'S SCHOOL
For Girls,  Irvington-on-Hudson, 4o minutes from New York.
Primary, Intermediate and College Preparatory.

RELIABLE SCHOOL INFORMATION

of all Boarding Schools; Finishing, Preparatory,
| State whether ;,||-1-. or bays')  Or 200
Association,
Temple, Chicago.

e ¢
ui5 Broadway,

\ Yo, or 131z Masonic

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY
A Technieal Preparatory School for College, the great Engineering

Schools nmed Busing Life. “Thoroughl nnl 1y in organization
and discipline,  Beautifully locied n Vest Poinl.  For cata-
logue, apply 1o Sebastion C. Jomes, C l, Supt., Cornwall-on-
Hudsim, New York,
ST. MARY'S SCcHooL
i f New York,

Numlier Hmited.  Healthiul
d Exc L

THE GARDNER HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Exclusive 1 of Mrs, Russell Sage and Mrs,
lll.el.\luhl Much opei air hife.  Music a
ecialty

liomes ¢
miction

I|
3 |"r|| .\n::l

A ccuNTH* SCHOOL FOR K
CITY 199(,1 810, GIHLS IN NEW “fbli

d all out-af-door sports under
Boarding and Day

T 1A and Miss WHITON,
verand Van Cortlandt Park, N. ¥

Moun‘r PLEI\SANT ACADEMY

tor all Colleges anld Scientific
Al

Hatr
| for voung buys,
N ¢

Manual and

Schoolks,

Address the Principal, Box 508




SCHOOLS AND COLLEG ES

NEW YORK STATE

“Stone upon Stone”

g not only the translation of its I/ﬂ"
e, but desceribes (he thor-
ougl, congervative building /df, =
of character and eduocn- /ﬁ. ¥
Uon given o pupils of &
The Ossining

School for Girls [

Academic, Music, Art and Col-

: IIP"IilIhrn_ok Duli‘.:hessI County, New York. s e P s L g s
I ) i Bl anit 4 i ite and Special Work, Cer-
tith s mdmmita o leading e “,

Tully equippasd Gymnagsiuil, 424 Vear,
HAMPTON HALL, annex of the

1 L / Os=ining School, for Younger Girls,
A ' Iress Yoear hook with views of the school on application,

Mi=s May I". Bennetr, LY lhn 102, Milibrook, Sew York, Mins (o 4. Fuller, Prineipal, Ossining-on-the-Hodson, N, Y.

EmMma WTLLJ\RD SCHOOL THE DR. HOLBROOK SCHOOL

hey . Oissining, N. Y. Pre
Sttuited on Briar €
characn
address The

tory Sehoal for Bove,  E \|-|I=hr'f] 1806,

i
enrollment
i, Dissining, N. Y.

RIVERVIEW ACADEMY

5 + RYE SEMINAHY
l:r-nu-rnn\'r manage ment f..r RV

| ;:| articulars address Mrs 5 ] Life, The Misses Stowe, Rye,
w York

PUTNAM HALL SCHOOL
Budrn]mt, Scha -| for Girls
and General Co '
catalogue, .ld.(lr. s
Poughkeepsic, N, Y.

HEATHCOTE HALL

MASSACHUSETTS

'*THE ELMS "
av, and Music School for Girls,  English, Musie,

R Miss Hall’s

THE MITCHELL Mn.i'mnv Boys:® SCHQOL Town and Country School

e A th
In the Berkshire Hills, on the Holmes
Road to Lenox. One thousand feet
MissS CAPEN'S SCHOOL _ above the sea level. Forty-five acres of
For Girls. \lleql l;\. mannounces that her sehool, for man g =
woodland and campus.

m-mu as "“The B will i the future be o
apen’s Schao { madence should be
. Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal,
Pittsfield, Massachusetts,

College Preparitory
. Smith, Mt. T o ¥
, Principal, Spr 1. Mas

tefie]

oroughly
Thoors
v Iiys

for yerline
X, HL Aahitchell, Hhead Moste

ad to Migs B. T. Capen, Princi arthampton, M:

HOWARD SEMINARY
For Girls and Young Ladics.  Healthful and beaatiful location,
23 miles from Be 1 Academic, College Progarator
Speciinl Courses. Twiy years’ course for High Sclion]
Diomiestic Science,  Art and  Muy

Launghton, AN, Princpal, West |r| Tgewater, Mas BRADFORD ACADEMY
For 'y Waomen. Cine hundred and seventh vear, Thirty miles
fire ston Addeess the Principal, Miss Lourn: A Koot AJM.
MisSSs CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS Eradiord, Muss, .
General, Speciz ollege Preparatory Colirses
I'he Fenway
LELAND POWERS SCHOOL
S binilding. il I et thronel
ABBOT ACADEMY The Bt et ol s I 2
A Sehool oF Traditions Eiglitieth year cgen cptemlior 1 \.\" | < il Eathod 1 e Y :
tp1o. Address The Dean, a7 School 5t Andaver Miss, W t M s

In answering advertisements pleave mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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PENNSYLVANIA

PENNSYLVANIA MILITARY COLLEGE
48th year began Sept. 15, 1900. Civil Enginecring, Chemistry,
Arts, also thorough preparatory murua Infantry, Cava
Artillery.  Scholastic, Military, Moral and Athlet training.
Catalogue of Col. Chas. E. Hyatt, esident, Chester, Pa.

THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC.

For Girls, An excellent school for girls, offering either
academic or college preparatory courses,  Healthiul loca-
tion. Gymnasium, I“hw:c.l.ll.rammg Main Line P. . R.
For catalogue, address A R. Grier, Pres, Box H,
Birminghum, Pa.

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL

6ad year, Certificate admits to all leading colleges.  Regular or
elective course ; diploma. Semior House. Delightful location.
Resident Physical Director.  Catalogue on request.  Fran

Magill, A. M., Principal,Germantown, Philadelphin, Pennsylvania.

OGONTZ ScHOOL
For Young Ladies Twenty minutes from Philadelphia, two
hours from New York he late Mr. Jay Cooke's fine
property.  Miss Sylvia J. Eastman, Miss Abby A. Sutherland,
i’rincipal!.. Ogontz School P O, Pa.

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr, Smith, Vassar and Wel.
Colleges.  Diploma given in general courses also,  Within
years 228 students from the echool have entered Bryn Mawr
O -p!leg-: Certificate admits to Smith, Vassar and Wellesley.
Fire-proof stone building. A separate cottage for little girls.
Jane L. Brownell, A M., Head of the School. For circulars,
address The Secretary, P. 0. Box F, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

THE MISSES SHIPLEY'S SCHOOL

Priparatory to Bryit Mawyr Cotlege.

BriLoiss—Specially designed Colonial huilding with every im-
proved appointment.  SiTration—Educational and social oppor-
tunitics of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. INsSTRUCTION—
Diploma in College Preparatory and Academic courses.  Certificate
admits to Vassar, Smilfly and Wellesley,  Specialists in all depart-
ments. Two resident French teachers,  Atmierics — Resident
athletic director.  Youscer PupiLs receive special attention.

Far circular, address
THE SECRETARY, Box “]," Bryn Mawr, Pa,

MiSs WRIGHT'S SCHOOL
For Girls, College Preparatory and Finishing course,
sent on request.  Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Circular

MiSS MARSHALL'S SCHOOL
For Girls. Home School with ample grounds for uul-dnm :j\pu
College Preparatory, Special Courses, Music and Art.  Annex
opened this year. Tlustrated circular.  Miss E. 8. Marshall,
Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY
For Boys. College preparatory courses.  Personal interest taken,
with aim to inspire in pupils lofty ideals of scholarship, sound
judgment and Christian manliness. For catalogue address
William Mann Irvine, Ph.D., President, Mercersbhurg, Pa.

SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY SCHOOL

An excellent hom Friends, Prepoares for
[ ollege, Technic Co-piducational. Colfapre
ten; modern B Coymmasium, mming pool and athletic
field,  Board and tuit %500, Year Buok Free,  Anthor H. Tomlinsou,
Head Master, Swarthimore, I‘em\-.‘,lnmu

chool under the s
Sel 1

CONNECTICUT

CHESHIRE SCHOOL FOR BoYSs

Founded ryo4.  Beautifully located in central Connee-
ticut. College Preparatory and General Courses; phys-
ical training. Extensive property, fine buildings and
athletic field; all appointments class. Catalogue.
John D, Skilten, M.A., Headmaster, Cheshire, Conn.

MISS BAIRD'S SCHOOL
For Girls, a6th year. Intermediate. College Preparatory and
General Courses. Supe rior advantages in Music, Art and the
Languages. Gymnasium, The home life is replete with inspira-
tion. Norwalk, Conn,

THE TACONIC SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Near beautlful lake in the Berkshire Hille.
A.B. (Wellesley and Bryn  Mawr), Miss
{Wellesley), Lakeville, Conn.

Miss Lilian Dixon,
Bertha Bailey, B.S.

INGLESIDE
A School for Girls,. Second half-year be?'ns February 4, 1910
Mrs Wm. . Black, Patroness.

New Milford, Litchfield Co., Conn,

THE ELY SCHooOL
For Girls, College Preparatory and General Course.

! A Spocial Depart.
ment for all branchesaf Domestic Science. Catalogue.

Crreenwich, Conn,

RUMSEY HALL

A gchool in the country for hoys.

Address, Head Master,
Cornwall, Litchfield County,

Connecticut,

WYKEHAM RISE
A Country School for Girls. Miss Damea. Principal.
ashmg{om Connecticut,

VIRGINIA

SWEET BRIAR COLLEL‘-E

srade of Viesar, Wellesley, Smith and Bryn
te and twe 8

HOLLINS INSTITUTE

Founded 1842, A college for girls, offering regular College Elective and
Preparatory ea, - Music, Art, etc mmnmlh wituate: {
Virging, seven miles from Koane
Catalogue sent on request. Matty L.

ke.
Caolee, He:‘d

NEW HAMPSHIRE

INDIANA

HOLDERNESS SCHOOL
For Boys, P repares: for Colleges 1nd Fechnical Schools.
with the highest grade schools of
endowment the tuition is only
opened in “|i ptembier,  Rev.
Plymouth, N, H

Ranks
‘ew England, vet by reason of
400, A pew building was
Lorin Wehster, L.H.D., Rector,

MarioN NORMAL COLLEGE

‘\ pre story schaol for boys and girs that will satisfy the most critical o
Its reputation fur thorough aue coreful work is well knof.
"‘“ e colleye courses are also offered, [ays tuition, board and room
for 4 w e, address C, W ucher, Fres,, or Mrs, €, W,
Boucher, Vice Ph— Sox o1, Marion, Tndiar

;

i In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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7 3\

A School for
Mentally Subnormal

Children

Within recent years a wonderful ad-
vance has been made in the development
of mentally subnormal or hackward chil-
dren. By new and enlightened methods
of teaching and scientific training, back-
ward children are led, step h) step, into a
muore or less clear comprehension of them-
selves and their possibilities,  Their
mental and physical characteristics are
studied and shaped toward a definite end,

No home, no matter how luxurious,
could offer the same opportunities, plys-
ical and mental, as are provided for the
development and happiness of such
children at the

Bancroft
Traming School

HADDONFIELD, N. J.

The location is on an estate of 18 acres
of park land, thus insuring healthful out-
door life-with enfireprivacy. Walks, drives,
and oecasional excursions make up an im-
portant part of the daily life of the school.

The building is modern in all its appoint-
ments, and the facilities of the school
having been recently enlarged, there are
now vacancies for a very limited number
of new pupils.

I'he course embracesthe English
Tir: mi'hl--., plain. sewing 1 fancy needle-

: woodwork and free hand
ng, p,m:l]nﬂ. music m[l dancing. A
kindly IlLrhlJ[hﬂ interest is taken in each
pupil,

A Home Correspondence Course

for those whose circumstances make nec-
essary the care of their children at home,
puts within the reach of such the most
scientific methods of training backward
children. The course is adapted to the spe-
cial needs of each child.

Teachers' Correspondence Course

Affords teachers an opportunity to add to
their knowledge of the education of normal
children a special knowledge in the teaching
of subnarmal 5

Parents or guardians having backward
children in their charge ean get particulars
of the work of resident pupils or the cor-
respondence course by writing to

MARGARET BANCROEFET, Principal,

I, O, Box 119, Haddonfield, N. J.
S Z

In rms-;c'a;mg advertisements ;bh'.usu mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

NEW JE JEHSEY

BORDENTOWN MlLlTAFw INSTITUTE
O first aim s o make strong, manly, successful men—physi-

cally, mentally, morally. College and business p:eparahrm
Tlustrated book and school paper. Rey, T. H. Landon, A.M.,
.1y, Principal Lieut.- Landon, Commandant,

Col. T. D.
Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N. 1.

MONTCLAIR ACADEMY
23rd year under same headmaste Military organization. l.\rn
nasium and Swimming Pool, " Your Boy and Our School ' s a
ittle boole which will mterest [}.:Il'll'll:v no matter where their sons
ace educated.  John G, MacViar, AM., 22 Walden Place,
Montel

DWIGHT SCcHoOL

College Preparatory and Specinl Courses, Certificates zc-
Suburban to New York,  Spacious grounds.

For Girls
Ly Teddinigr colle

i, Tenn riding, - Adidr BEox So7.  Miss Creighton and
Miss Farrar, Principals, F—.u;;luwc-rut, NI
WASHINGTON, D. C.
LAISE-PHILLIPS SCHOOL
Tor Girls. College Prepurat emic, and Flective Courses. Ad

Art, Musie, Mrs. |, Sylvester-
Washington, IJ. C.

GUNSTON HALL
A beautiful Colonial Home School for Young Ladies.
alogue. Mr, and Mrs. Beverley R. Mason, Prin
Ll.A., Associate Principall  goé Florids Ave.
District of Columbia,

Hlustrated cat-
55 E, M. Clark,
for W, |~hu\glml

BRISTOL SCHoOOL
For Girls. Home and College Preparatory Courses,  The French
Department occupies o =eparate residence, where French iz the
language of the house.  Address Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal,
Mintwood Place and soth Strect, Washington, . C.

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
For Girls, Fire prook Building. Park of 40 acres, Unrivalled ad
vintages in music Certificate admits to College. Spe
Courses. The qu]u.pnf Wi .h]-mglun President Board of Trustees
Mr=. Barbour Walker, M.A. Prin., Mt. 5t. Alban, Washington, I3.C,

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY
For Young Women. Attractive school Id; combined with ad-
vantages of National Capital.  T'wo years’ course for high school
rraduates, lxc:wrsl and Special Courses. Music, Art and
Jomestic Science.  $soo a year. Edward W. Thompson,
['rmuml Washington, District of Columbia.

N-!TFONAL PARK SEMINARY
For Young: Women. The story of the school; its remarkable
equipment of 18 buildings; its training in home rn‘ll.mg its study
of the C ;|1.1I—‘:u1 be told fully cnly in our ial‘li(rﬁ Address
Box 102, Forest Glen, Md., Washingten, D.C. (Su urhs)

MARYLAND

THE TOME SCHOOL
For Boys, An Endowed Preparatory School.
illustrated  bonk on request. Thomas 5
Deposit, Md,

Elaborately
Baker, Port

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND

College for Woinen antl Preparatory Seho
tive Cou . Extensive Grounds, T

Haoltimo Spacious builadi wucted by
SchookSisters of Notre Dime, O ||I|—.:-| e, Baltimore, M uyhm?_

[NEW] MaRYLAND COLLEGE—1853-1910
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES
OHI0 5 MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ARTS

UNIVERSITY SCHOOL ‘

it AMERICAN
i Sk it CORAURY ARt IR VT ACADEMY Contiend viak

OF Mr. Charles
TEACHERS' AGENCY DRAMATIC ARTS

Frohman's Empire
FOUNDED IN 1884
The Pratt Teachers Agency “{:d“{‘.ﬁl"‘

Theatre and
Companies

, pubhic and private scha Is cu(epr}una! facilities and comn!n‘tr organization

Wm. O. Pratt, ng have made it the recognized leading instiution

for dramatic training in this country.

BOARD OF TRUS Es
ART FRANKLIN H, SARGENT, President
== DANIEL FROHMAN JOHN DREW .
AUGUSTUS THOMAS BENJAMIN F. ROEDER
For eatalogzae amd information, apply to
THE SECKETARY, ROON 150, CARNEGIE WALL, XEW YOHK

Uur Graduates are filling Wigh Salaried
Posltlons. Guod artists

EARN $25 TO 5100 PER WEEK

! 5 It g
rior II[\]III N I'n-ullllinnrr.ll:lll]’
competent workers,

IN SCHOOL ﬂDUERTISING

Write for valuable Art Book, Free. TEOLID OF S IJ l--l
SBHBOL{DF]&PPUED ART g I. pedin ||!I s 3 .;-;I-:m-r
unded ublicity al Thie

&3 Fith Ave.

B1 13 Fme An 'Bm!rlmg

RAND PRIZE CONTEST

Can you copy this drawing? Then win 8 valuable prize! Do you want the only maga-
zine published entirely devoted to Illustrating, Designing and Cartooning? Each edition
costs ten thousand doll to produce. Simply make a freehand drawing of this picture
\ with pen or pencil and mail it to us, slaling your ege. COPY HANS, IT'S REAL FUN,

\ If your drawing is at least 40 per cent. as good as the original we will send you ABSO-
I\ LUTELY FREE the handsomest and most fascinating Art Journal in existence. The first
i issue alome has 125 PICTURES by WORLD-FAMOUS ILLUSTRATORS
COPY THIS PICTURE AND GET A MAGAZINE SUBSCRIPTION F R E E
Hundreds have talent for drawing but do not know it; this contest will please thousands and
stimulate an interest in Illustrating, Merely an hour copying Hans may win this splendid Art
magazine. It's worth trying for. Sendin your sketch;it costs you nothing. TRY TONIGHT.
Copy the little man, you'll get lots of fun out of i€,

Correspondence Institute of America, Dept. 267

Scranton, Pa.

New York, January 1, 1910

Beginning with the February issue the rates for School and
College advertising in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE will be as follows:

| page . . N e b et e T AL, ME PR Sy e S i, sl RO
l4 page . e lale =ik 3 e D IZR00 LEARERL, ity e B 17.50
ST 1T SRR e 62.50 T IR N R 2 e s 8,75

lime discounts: 207, on yearly orders. 107, for 6 months. 7 lines minimum space accepted

The extent of SCRIBNER'S circulation—The character of SCRIBNER'S readers—The cost of SCRIBNER'S
service— make SCRIBNER'™S MAGAZINE ¢

Ffiest importance in school advertising, Especially in 1910,

SCRIBNER'S eirculation has doubled in (he past six months

26 In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Salesmen Wanted

40, 000 3 year
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I'he demand for g
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FRENCH - GERMAN
SPANISH - ITALIAN
Is Easily and Quickly Mastered by the
LANGUAGE
PHONE
METHOD

Conibined with
. The Rosenthal Common Sense
==*, Method of Practical Linguistry

Vou he vioees ol aomaiive professor pro-
TS TEE b plrivsae,
A fe Lily Lt i nelbs, 2 Tioriugl
G tonnl mastery of i Wi
CANGUAGE-PHONE METHOD
Bropdway aml 16 Steeet Aew York

AND COLLEGES

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Help
Yourself

No matter what vou do for aliving, you know that
advancement can come only |!||nl||_’!| the ability to
andle a bigpger job when the opportunity offers.
This ability must be YOUR OWN—to have it you
must HELP YOURSELF. If you will mark the at
tached coupon the International Correspondence
Schools of Scranton will show you how you can
help yourself for

PROMOTION

—how you ean command a better position at the
occupation of your choice, Help vourself—mark
the eoupon—it will bring you the information
which will mean

MORE MONEY

In the last 18 vearsthe I. C. 8. hasraised the salar-
1e5 and bettered the pmmn:h of thousands of poorly
paid but ambitious men. Ttean do the same for you,

wres, 300 students every month VL=
port advancement due to I, C. 5. he
During November the number heard from was
Marking the coupon isthe first step to

INDEPENDENCE

'[ his is proved by the number of men who, once
al positions, are now in business for them-
through 1. €. 5. help. Marking the coupon

you nothing and is in no way binding. Mark

 SUCCESS

Mark eonpon opposite the occupation that
m appe to you. It will bring you information
which will show you how you can secure an 1. C. 5,
training.
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If You Want
Hair
When Old

Shampoo”_
when *

Young .
with

PACKER'S TAR SOAP

PURE AS THE PINES

Its regular use keeps the scalp clean, antiseptic and well-
ventilated, and brings refreshing stimulus to the underlying
tissues. [ hese are prime essentials in the control of dandruff,
growth of the hairr and prevention of premature baldness.

Two helpful booklets on * Dandruff " and * Care of the Hair,” free on request.

THE PACKER MFG. CO., Suite 89, 81 Fulton St., New York City

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Kermit Roosevelt photographing a tapi.

MAGAZINE NOTES

In the March number Mr. Roosevelt will de-
scribe a notably picturesque journey, * Trekking
Through the Thirst to the Sotik.” In the be-
ginning of this article he again refers to visits
paid to the missionaries; the French Catholic
Mission and the American Industrial Mission,
conducted by Mr. Hurlburt, who had visited the
author at the White House. He says it was
always good to see the settlers and missionaries
working together, and he believes that treating
the black man well will materially help in mak-
ing East Africa a white man’s country.

Contrary to perhaps what is a very general
helief, in this part of Africa, notably at Kijabe,
almost under the equator, the scenery is almost
porthern in type, and at night comfort was found
hefore blazing camp-fires, while the days were as
cool as September.  The description of his large
caravan, which for the trek across ** The Thirst”
was augmented by the addition of four ox-
wagons, gives a graphic impression of the va-
ried human elements that helped to make the
journey possible. Much of the way was tray-
ersed after dark under a brilliant moon, and
there are some very fine passages about the slow

moving procession as it journeyed on through
“the shimmering moonlight” of the African night,
while herds of zebra and hartebeest gazed at
them as they passed. Omne of the exciting ex-
periences was a charge on the caravan by a cow
rhino with her cali. There are many hunting in-
cidents, and an interesting account of a visit to a
Kraal of the Masais, whose chiefl business is the
tending of their flocks and herds, but who are
always formidable warriors.

It has been remarked by many that few
writers and few sportsmen indeed have so widely
varied an outlook as Mr. Roosevelt. He is
keenly alive to every contrast, every change in
scene and condition of life, and his enthusiasm
and unflagging interest and surprising knowl-
edge give each additional chapter of his narrative
new value. The author’s unfailingly attractive
personality pervades them all, and few readers
can resist its appeal.  He is attracted and finds
interest in a hundred little incidents and observa-
tions that would escape a less sympathetic trav-
eler. The illustration above shows the method
by which many of the animals are photographed
by Kermit Roosevelt.
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The portrait of Frederic Remington that was
printed in these notes for January, with the an-
nouncement of Mr. Cortissoz's article, was an
excellent likeness of him, and to his friends it well
suggested his splendid physical equipment and
the fine spirit and directness of his mind. The
article had been written‘and was actually on the
press hefore the illness which caused his un-
timely death and removed a strong and always
very individual painter of typically American sub-
jects; a man whose force, enthusiasm, and knowl-
edge were unequalled in his chosen field.  Only
recently Mr. Remington exhibited a collection of
his paintings in New York—a number of them
accompany Mr. Cortissoz’s article—and they at-
tracted the widest attention and interest. Rarely
does an artist so live in his work as did Mr.
Remington; it was the outcome of his own ex-
periences, the graphic record of actual contact
in his early days with a people and a country that
have already almost hecome traditions to the
present generation. ‘Those who were fortunate
enough to know the man valued his friendship
and enjoyed his vigorous personality, uncom-
promising sincerity, and outspokenness.

S S

It will very soon be garden time again in the
North and already many are thinking of the
spring planting, of beds and borders, of flowers
and shrubs, and the little paths that make a gar-
den a pleasant place to wander and take one's
ease in. One of the most beautiful gardens any-
where is out in Long Island, New York, designed
and selected by Mrs. Helena Rutherfurd Ely,
the author of “A Woman's Hardy Garden ™ and
an acknowledged authonty, who will contribute
an article to the March number on “The Color
Arrangements of Flowers.” Garden making is
an art, and in the selection of colors and their
harmonious combination the skilful gardener
should look "upon the work very much as a
painter might in setting his palette for a picture.
Mrs. Ely writes with a full knowledge of the
thoroughly practical side of gardening, and her
sugeestions regarding choice of plants, the best
time for planting and transplanting, the use of
fertilizers and other problems that confront the
garden worker in the spring will be found of great
value. The borders of a garden add a charm
that catches the eye and pleases the senses when
they show fitness in selection. Here are given
the plants for a white border, one of the author’s
greatest pleasures, “exquisite at night as well as
in the daytime,” a pink border, a blue border,
rare among borders, a red border, with many
old-fashioned favorites, hollvhocks, scarlet lveh-
nis among them.

The ideal garden is “a place where one may
walk or talk, read or work, quite unobserved, with

the sunshine all around, yet seated in cool shade,
the murmuring of falling water, together with the
exquisite notes of the song sparrow, or the liquid
call of the cat-bird in their ears.”

The illustrations will be unusually beautiful,
made directly by the new process of color pho-
tography, from the plants in Mrs. Ely’s garden.

W= Um

Few musicians were better known, and few
had such interesting associations with so many
famous people as Richard Hoffman, the pianist,
teacher, and composer, who died during the
last year after half a century’s residence in New
York, though he was by birth an Englishman,

Many readers will hear with special pleasure
of the forthcoming publication in the Magazine
of two papers of reminiscences left by Mr. Hoff-
man, giving “Some Musical Recollections of
Fifty Years.”  One of his earliest recollections is
of a visit made to Birmingham to hear the first
performance of “Elijah,” conducted by the
composer, Felix Mendelssohn. It was a mem-
orable journey for a boy of fourteen to take
alone, and the impression made upon him “was
never to be forgotten.”

The sensation produced by the last chorus
of the first part of the “*Elijah,” *“Thanks be to
God,” was truly wonderful. One felt as if the
Divine Presence had been evoked, so impressive,
5o awe-inspiring was its effect upon the listeners.
Another great event in the young musician’s
early life was hearing Liszt, then a young
man of twenty-eight. The account of the au-
thor's own first appearance at The Tabernacle,
Broadway and Leonard Street, New York, and of
his subsequent concert tour, gives a delightfully
intimate view of the difficulties, vicissitudes, and
real hardships that attended the career of a voung
and ambitious musician in the days of primitive
travel in this country. In another number Mr.
Hoffman will describe the first appearance of
Jenny Lind at Castle Garden, and his experi-
ences with her company of which he became a
member.

e ol

That & man may be both a prophet and a seer
and not come into his own until he is forgotten
is by no means an unusual happening. The in-
terpreter sometimes becomes greater than the
creator, for a moment, at least, and only time
and the changing public taste can justify the
truth. In her new story, “The Legend,” in
the series called ““Tales of Men,”” Mrs. Wharton
has invented a situation of absorbing interest.
It is a story of the literary world, of the influence
of an original and unusual mind, with a note of
amusing satire. One of the author’s stories
sure to be much talked about, and sure to add
to her artistic reputation,
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Your Complexion

is a reflection of the soap you use. The
soap’s purity is your surety. Dyes and high
perfumes disguise poor ingredients. Fairy Soap is
made only from edible products, and its whiteness
cannot tell a lie. It is the “George Washington”
of soaps.
Fairy Soap—the handy, oval, floating, cake—
costs but 5c.—The only cheap thing
about it.
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“The Autocrat

of the
Breakfast Table ”

In Winter or Summer,
for old or young, for in-
valids or athletes, for
the outdoor man or
the indoor man, for the
yvoung housekeeper or
the experienced cook,
the autocrat of the
breakfast table is

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

It is clean, pure and wholesome —made of the whole wheat and
nothing but the wheat—full of nutriment, easily digested. Being
made in ‘‘ little loaf "’ form, it makes delicious combinations with
stewed or fresh fruits. Try it with sliced bananas and cream.

For breakfast heat the Bis- R
cuit in the oven to restore e
crispness and pour over it hot
milk, adding a little cream
and a dash of salt.

Made by the

Shredded Wheat Company
Niagara Falls, N. Y.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE



_;'Tu ¢
et il »

ks s Y




Dirreuia doar T2 vae PR ER o T

ALL OF A SUDDEN SOMETHING PROWN SHUOT OUTT BY THE BHLER LIKE A Bl
JACK-RABRIL

—All T a Tray's Run'—Pagze 163



SCRIBNER'S

VOL: XLVII

AFRICAN GAME

AN ACCOUNT OF THE AFRICAN

FEBRUARY,

MAGAZINE

1910 NGO, 2

TRAILBY

WANDERINGS OF AN AMERICAN

HUNTER-NATURALIST

BY

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRALTS 1Y

LR O R !

THEODORE

Kepsrr RoosEvEL
EXTEDLTTON

ROOSEVELT

AXTY OTHEE MEMEERS

Vi—A BUFTALO-HUNT BY THI KAMITI,

FATLEY'™S RANCH com-
prises twenty thousand acres
lying between the Rewero

and Kamiti Rivers. It i3
seventeen miles  longe, and
four across at the widest

It includes some as heantiful bits of

place.
natural scenery as can well beimagined, and
though Heatley—a thorough farmer, and the
son and grandson of farmers—wvas making
it a successful farm, with Lirge herds of cat-

tle, much improved stock, hundreds of acres
under cultivation, a fine dairy, and the like,
vet it was also a game reserve such as could
not be matchedeitherin Europe or America,
From Juja Farm we marched a dozen miles
and pitched ourtentclose heside the Kamiti.
The Kamiti iz a queer little stream, run-
ning for most of its course throueh a hroad
swamp of tall papyrus.  Such a swamp is
almost impenetrable.  The papyrus grows
to a height of over twenty feet,and the stems
are so close together that in most places it 1<
impossible to see anything at a distance of
sixfeet. Tenyardsiromtheedge, whenwith-
in the swamp, I was wholly unable to tell in
which direction the open ground lay, and
could get out only by either following my
back track or listening for voices. Under-
* Copyright, 1010, by Charles Seribner's 2ons, New York,

U. 5 A All mights reserved, including that of translation
into foreign languages, including the Seandinavian

SeecIAL NoTice. — These articles are fully protected under the new
y furinfrn

a severe e

Copyright, 1010, by Charles Scribner’s Sons

VoL, XLVIL—16

foot the mud and water are hip-deep. This
swamp was the home of a herd of buffalo
numbering perhaps o hundred individuals.
They are semi-aquatic heasts, and their
enormaous strength enables them to plough
through the mud and water and burst their
way among the papyrus stems without the
slightest difficulty, whereas a man is nearly
helpless when once he has entered the reed-
Leds.  They had made paths hither and
thither across the swamp, these paths being
three feet deep in ooze and Dblack water,
There were little islunds in the swamp on
which they could rest. Toward its lower
end, where it ran into the Nairoli, the
Kamiti emerged from the papyrus swamp
and Lecame a rapid brown stream of water
with only here and there a papyrus cluster
along its banks,

The Nairobi, which cut across the lower
end of the farm, and the Rewero, which
bounded it on the other side from the Ka-
miti, were as different as possible from the
latter.  Both were rapid streams broken
Ly riffle and waterfall, and running at the
bottom of tree-clad valleys.  The Nairobi
Falls, which were on Heatley's Ranch, were
singularly beautitul.  Heatley and 1 visited
them one evening after sunset, coming home
from w day’s hunt. Tt was a ride I shall
long remember. We left our men, and let

yright law in effect July 1st, 1a0q, which lmposes
ment,

All rights reserved.
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glimmered whitenear the
brink to one side.

On another occasion
we took our lunch at the
foot of Rewero Falls.
These are not as high as
the falls of the Nairobi,
but they are almost as
Leautiful. We clambered
down into the ravinea lit-
tle distance below and
made our way toward
them, beside the brawl-
ing, rock-choked torrent.
Great trees towered over-
head, and among their
tops the monkeys chat-
tered and screeched. The
fall itself was broken in
two parts like aminiature
Niagara, and the spray
curtain shifted to and fro
as the wind blew.

The lower part of the
farm, hetween the Kamifi
and Rewero and on both
sides of the Nairobi, con-
sisted of immense rolling
plains, and on these the
oame swarmed in almost
incredible numbers,

There were Grant’s and Thompson’s ga-
wa  zelles, of which we shot one or two for the

Showing h

hoby Kermit Rodsevelt

the horses gallop. As the sun set behind
us, the long lights changed the look of the
country and gave it a beauty that had in it
an elementof the mysterious and the unreal.
Themountainsloomed bothlargerand more
vague than they had been in the bright sun

light, and the plainslost theirlook of parched
desolation as the afterglow came and went.
We were galloping through a world of dim
shade and dying color; and, in this world,
our horses suddenly halted on the brink of a
deep ravine from out of which came the
thunder of a cataract. We reined up on a
jutting point. The snowy masses of the fall
foamed over a ledge on our right, and below
at our feet wasa great poolof swirling water.
Thick foliaged trees, of strange shape and
festooned with creepers, climbed the sheer
sidesof theravine. A black-and-white eagle
perched in a blasted tree-top in front; and

g ¥ Heatley with two leopard cubs hie caught
the bleached skull of a long-dead rhinoceros e DR e R s L Baatt
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table. There was 2 small
herd of blue wildeheest,
and among them one un-
usually large hull with an
unusually fine head; Ker-
mit finally killed him.
There were plenty of wart-
hogs, which were to he
found feeding right out in
theopen, hothin the morn

ing and the evening, One
day Kermit got a really
noteworthysow with tusk s
much longer than those of
the average bour.  He ran
into heron horseback alter
a sharp chase of o mile or
two,and shot her from the
saddleas he galloped near

ly alongside, holding his
rifle as the old huffalo-run

ners used to hold theirs,
that 1s, not bringing it 1o
his -]||||_||<||'I‘. I Lilled two
or three half-grown pigs
for the table, bhut T amsor-
ry to say that I missed sev-
eril chancesat good boars,
Finallvoneday I eot up to
just two hundred and vy
vards {rom a good
as he stoad broadside to
me: firing with the little
Springfield I put the bul-
let through bothshoulders,
and he was dead when we
came up.

Butaof course the swarms
of gamet onsister] of zebra
and hartebeest. Atnotime,
when riding in any direc-
tion across these plains,
were we ever out of sight
of them. Sometimes they would act warily
and take thealarm when we were a long dis
tance off. At othertimes herds would stand
and gaze at us while we passed within a
couple of hundred yards.  One afternoon
we needed meat for the safar, and Cuning
hame and I ode out to getit. Within half
a mile we came upon big herds bothof harte-
beest and zebra.  They stood Lo give mq
lome-range shots at about three hundred
vards., I missed once and then wounded a
zebra, afterwhich Cuninghame rode. While
he was off, I killed first a zebra and then a

Lsoar

harteheest, and shortly alterward a cloud o
dustannounced that Cuninehame washrine-
[ knelt mo-
Eh:l)]{_‘-h. :I|JI] the Ll']‘l',_: Iles of red coated
hartebeest and brillianily striped zebra came

galloping past.

ing o herd of game toward me.

.[‘l'll':\' were ||'!.1l' adistance
olf, but I had timte Tor several shots at each
animal 1 selected, and T dropped one more

zebra and ome more hartebeest, in addition,

ounding another harte-
The four hartebeest and zehra lay
within a space of a aquarter of 2 mile: and
half a mile further T hagged a tommy at two

[ regret toadd, 1o w

Peest,
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hundred vards—his meat was for aur own
table, the kongoni and the zehra heing for
the safari.

Om another day, when Heatley and 1 were

African Game Trails

well to have even the wild hirds shot.  The
kongoniand the zebra streamed by me, herd
after herd, hundreds and hundreds of them,
many passing within fifty yards of my shelter,

now on one side, now on

Wildebeest bull shor by kermie B

eveltat

From o il wvell

It by Ketmit R

out together, he stationed me among some
thin thorn-bushes on a little knoll, and
drove the game by me, hoping to get me a
shot at some wildeheest. The scattered
thorn-hushes were only four or five feet
high, and so thin that there was no difficulty
in looking through them and marking every
movement of the game as it approached.
The wildebeest took the wrong direction
and never came near me—though they cer-
tainly fered as badly as if they had done so,
for they passed Ly Kermit, and it was an
this occasion that he killed the big hull. A
fine cock ostrich passed me and I much
wished to shoot at him, but did not like to
do so, becanse ostrich-Tarming is one of the
staple industries of the region, and it is not

theother; theywent atan
easy lope, and I was in-
terested to see that many
of the kongoni ran with
their mouths open. This
is an attitude which we
usually associate with ex-
haustion, but such can-
not have heen the case
with the kongoni—they
had merelycantered fora
mile or s0. The zebra
were, as usual, noisy, a
number of them uttering
their barking neigh as
they passed. 1 do not
know howit isordinarily,
but these particular ze-
bra, all stallions, by the
way, kept their mouths
open throughout the time
they were neighing, and
their cars pricked for-
ward; they did not keep
their mouths open while
merely galloping, as did
the kongoni. We had
plenty of meat, and the
naturalists had enough
specimens; and 1 was
glad that there was no
need to harm the beauti-
ful creatures. They
passed so close by that 1
could mark every slight movement, and the
ripple of the museles under the skin,  The
very voung fawns of the kongoni seemed to
have little fear of a horseman, if he ap-
proached while they were lying motionless
on the ground; but they would run from a
man on foot.

There were interesting birds, too.  Close
by the woods at the river's edge, we saw a
big black ground hornbill walking about,
on the lookout for its usual dinner of small
snakes and lizards, Large flocks of the
beautiful Kavirondo cranes stalked over the
plains and cultivated fields, or flew by with
mournful, musical clangor. But the most
interesting birdswe saw were the black why-
dah finches.  The female is a dull-colored,

Kamiti
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ordinary-looking bird, somewhat like a fe-
male bobolink.  The male in his courtship
dress is clad in a uniform dark glossy suit,
and his tail-feathers are almost like some of
those of a barnyard r oster, being over twice
as long as the rest of the bird, with a down-
ward curve at the tips. The females were
generally found in flocks, in which there
would often be a goodly number of males
also, and when the flocks put on speed the
males tended to drop behind.  The flocks
were feeding in Heatley's grain-fields, and
he was threatening vengeance upon them. I
was sorry, for the male birds certainly have
habits of peculiar interest. They were not
shy, although if we approached too near
them in their favorite haunts, the grassland
adjoining the papyrus beds, they would fly
off and perch on the tops of the papyrus
stems. The long tail hampers the bird in
its flight, and it is often held at rather an
angle downward, giving the bird a peculiar
and almost insect like appearance.  But the
marked and extraordinary peculiarity was
the custom the cocks had of dancing in arti-
ficially made dancing-rings. Fora mile and
a half beyond our camp, down the course of
the Kamiti, the szland at the edge of the
papyrus was thickly strewn with these dan-

Whydah birds’ dancing-ring

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt.
cing-rings. Each was about two feet in di-
ameter, sometimes more, sometimes less, A
tuft of growing grass perhaps a foot high
was left in the centre.  Over the rest of the

I'he whydah fuch

From o photograph by ], Alden Toring.

ring the grass was cut off close by the roots,
and the blades strewn evenly over the sur-
face of the ring. The cock
bird would then alight in the
ring and hop up to a height
of a couple of feet, wings
spread and motionless, tail
drooping, and the head usu-
ally thrown back. Ashe came
down he might or might not
give an extra couple of little
hops.  After a few seconds
he would repeat the motion,
sometimes remaining almost
in the same place, at other
times going forward during
and between the hops so as
finally to go completely round
the ring. As there were many
scores of these dancing-places
within a comparatively lim-
ited ferritory, the effect was
rather striking when a large
number of birds were dan-
cing at the same time.  As one
walked along, the impression conveyed by
the birds continually popping above the
grass and then immediately sinking back,
was somewhat as if a man was making peas
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jump in a tin tray by tapping on it. The
favorite dancing times were in the ea rlv
morning, and. toa less extent.in the evening.
We saw dancing-places of every age, some
with the cut grass which strewed the floor
ereen and fresh, others with the grass dricd
into hay and the bareearth sh aving through,

But the game we were after was the buf-
falo that haunted the papyrus swamp.  As
I have said hefore, the buffalo is by many
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The first day we were on Heatley's farm,
we saw the buffalo, to the number of seventy
or eighty. grazing in the open, some hun-
dreds of vards from the papyrus swamp,
andd this shortly after noon.  For a mile
from the papyrusswamp the country wasan
absolutely at plain, gradually rising into a
gentle slope, and it was an impossibility to
approach the buffalo across this plain save
in one way to be mentioned hereafter.

Vhied  butfalo boll shot

Vpam o photograph by Edmond Tiellar

hunters esteemed the most dangerous of
African game. It is an enormously power-
ful beast with, in this country; a coat of
black hair which becomes thin in the ald
bulls, and massive horns which tise into
great bosses at the base, these bosses some-
times meeting in old age so as to cover the
forechead with a frontlet of horn. Their
habits vary much in different places. Where
they are much persecuted, they lie in the
densest cover, and only venture out into the
open to feed at night.  But “L‘il”l‘)’. thoueh
he imsell had Eilled a couple of Dulls, ani
the Boer farmer who was working for him
another, had preserved the herd from
outside molestation, and their habits were
doubtless much what they would have heen
in regions where man is a rare visitor.

0 the swamp

Probably when the moon was full the bui-
fulo came out to graze by night.  But while
we were on our hunt the moon was young,
and the buffalo evidently spent most of the
night in the papyrus, and came out to graze
by dav.  Sometimes they came out in the
early morning, sometimes in the late even-
ing, but quite ag often in the hright day-
licht.  We saw herds come out to graze at
ten o'clock in the morning, and again at
three in the afternoon,  They usually re-
mained out several hours, first grazing and
then Iving down. Flocks of the small white
cow-heron usually ace ompanied them, the
hirds stalking about among them or perch-
ing on their backs; and occasionally the
whereabouts of the herd in the papyrus
swamp could be determined by secing the
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Rioseveit and Kermit Roosevelt with the first Luffalo,
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flock of herons er hed on the pyTUS Lops,
We did not see any of the red Lilled tick-
birds on the buffalo; indeed, the only ones
that we saw happened to be on domestic
cattle. Atnight, the bufialo sometimescame
right into the cultivated fields, and even into
the garden close by the Boer farmer’s house:
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that o man who was coming to see him had
Lieen regularly followed by three bulls, who
purstied him for quite a distance.  There
ie no doubt that under certain circum-
stances buffalo, in addition to showing
themselves exceedingly  dangerous oppo-
nents when wounded by hunters; become

truculent and inclined to

take the offensive them-
selves. There are places
in Fast Africa where as
regards at least certain
herds this seems to be the
case; and in Uganda the
Buffalo have caused such
loss of life,and suchdam-
age to the native planta-
tiong, that they are now
ranked asverminand not
as game, and their killing
is encouraged in every
possible way, The list of
white hunters that have
Leen killed by buffalo is
very long, and includes a
number of men of note,
while accidents to na-
tives are of constant oc-
currence.,

The morning after
making our camp, we
started at dawn for the
buffalo ground, Kermit
and I, Cuninghame and
Heatley, and the Boer
farmer with three big,
powerful dogs., We
walked near the edge of

Mr. R

Showing the danger and dimculiy of bl

Yrom o photograph by Kermit Kadsevelt

and once at meht he had shota bull.  The
bullet went through the heart but the animal
ran to the papyrus swamp, and was found
next day dead just within the edge.  Usu-
ally themain herd, of bulls, cows, and calves,
kept together; but there were outlying hulls
found singly or in small parties.  Not only
the natives but the whites were inclined to
avold the immediate neighborhood of the
papyrus swamp, for there had been one or
tWo Darrow escipes from |||1]|rn\'nl;u| at-
tacks by the hutfalo,  The farmer told us

ssevelt and huffalo cow shot by him in papyrus grass.

roowhen your gaune may be only five

theswamp. Thewhydah
birds were continually
bobbing up and down in
front of us as they rose
and fell on their dancing-
places, while the Kavi-
rondo cranes called mournfully all around.
Before we had gone two miles, buffalo
were spied, well ahead, feeding close to the
papyrus.  The line of the papyrus which
marked the edge of the swamp was not
straight, but with projections and indenta-
tions, and by following it closely and cut-
ting cautiously across the points, the oppor-
tunity for stalking was good. As there was
not a tree of any kind anywhere near, we
had to rely purely onour shooting to prevent
duamage from the buffulo, Kermit and I
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had our double-barrels, with the Winches-
ters as spare guns, while Cuninghame car-
ried a 577, and Heatley a magazine rifle.
Cautiously threading our way along the
edge of the swamp, we got within a hundred
and fifty yards of the buffalo belore we were
perceived. There were four bulls, grazing
close by the edge of the swamp, their black
hodies glistening in the carly sun-rays,
their massive horns showing white, and the
cow herons perched on their backs.  They
stared sullenly at us with outstretched heads
from under their great frontlets of horn.
The biggest of the four stood a little out
from the other three, and at him I fired,
the bullet telling with a smack on the tough
hide and going through the lungs. We had
been afraid they would at once turn into
the papyrus, but instead of this they started
straight across our front directly for the
open country.  This was a piece of huge
good luck.  Kermit put his first barrel into
the second bull, and T my second barrel
into one of the others, after which it hecame
impossible to say which bullet struck which
animal, as the firing became general. They
ran a quarter of a mile into the open, and
then the big bull 1 had first shot, and which
had no other hullet in him, dropped dead,
while the other three, all of which were
wounded, halted beside him.  We walked
toward them, rather expecting a charge: but
when we were still over two hundred yards
away they started back for the swamp, and
we began firing. The distance being long,
I used my Winchester. Aiming well be-
fore one bull, he dropped to the shot as if
poleaxed, falling straight on his back with
his legs kicking: but in a moment he was
up again and after the others. Later 1
found that the bullet, afull-metal patch, had
struck him in the head but did not pene-
trate to the brain, and merely stunned him
for the moment.  All the time we kept run-
ning diagonally to their line of fight. Thev
wereall three badly wounded, and when they
reached the tall rank grass, high as a man’s
head, which fringed the papyrus swamp, the
two foremost lay down, while the last one,
the one T had Hoored with the Winchester.
turned, and with nose outstretched began
tocome toward us.  He was bhadly rri]mf(-f].
however, and with a soft-nosed bullet from
my heavy Holland T knocked him down,
this time for good. The other two then rose,
and though each was again hit they reached
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the swamp, one of them to our right, the
other to the left where the papyrus came out
in a point.

We decided to go after the latter, and, ad-
vancing very cautiously toward the edge of
the swamp, put in the three big dogs. A
moment aflter, they gave tongue within the
papyrus; then we heard the savage grunt
of the buffalo and saw its form just within
the reeds; and as the rifles cracked, down it
went.,  But it was not dead, for we heard it
orunt savagely, and the dogs bayed as loud-
lyasever. Heatley now mounted his trained
shooting-pony and rode toward the place,
while we covered him with our rifles, his
plan being to run right across our front if
the bull charged. The bull was past charg-
ing, lying just within the reeds, but he was
still able to do damage, for in another
minute one of the dogs came out by us and
ran straight back to the farm-house, where
we found him dead on our return.  He had
been caught by the buffalo’s horns when he
went in too close.  Heatley, a daring fellow,
with great confidence in both his horse and
his rifle. pushed forward as we came up, and
saw the bull lying on the ground while the
two other dogs hit and worried it; and he
put a hullet through its head.

The remaining bull got off into the swamp,
where a week later Heatley found his dead
body. TFortunately the head proved to bein
less good condition than any of the others,as
one horn was broken off about half-way up:
so that if any of the four had to escape, it
was well that this should have been the one.

Our three bulls were fine trophies. The
largest, with the largest horns, was the first
killed, being the one that fell to my first
bullet: yet it was the youngest of the three.
The other two were old bulls.  The second
one killed had smaller horns than the other,
but the hosses met in the middle of the fore-
head for a space of several inches, making
a solid shield. T had just heen reading a
pamphlet by a German specialist who had
divided the African buffalo into fifteen or
twenty different species, based upon differ-
ences in various pairs of horns.  The worth
of such fine distinctions, when made on in-
sufficient data, can be gathered from the
fict that on the principles of specifie divi-
sion adopted in the pamphlet in question,
the three bulls we had shot would have
represented certainly two and possibly three
different species. ’



Heller was soon on the ground with his
skinning-tent and skinners, and the Boer
farmer went back to fetch the ox-wagon on
which the skins and meat were brought in

to camp. Laymen can hardly realize, and
I certainly did not realize, what an immense
amount of work is involved in getting and
preparing the skins of large animals such as
buffalo, rhino, hippo, and above all ele-
phant, in hot climates.  On this first five-
weeks” trip we got some seventy skins, in-
cluding twenty-two species ranging in size
from a dikdik to a rhino, and all of these
Heller prepared and sent to the Smithso-
nian. Mearns and Loring were just as busy
shooting birds and trapping small mam-
mals. Often while Heller would be off for

afew days with Kermit and mysell, Mearns
and Loring would be camped elsewhere,
in a region better suited for the things they
were after. While at Juja Farm they went
down the Nairobi in a boat to shoot water-
birds, and saw many more crocodiles and
hippo than I did.  Loring isa remarkably
successiul trapper of small mammals. Tdo
not believe there is a better collector any-
where. Dr. Mearns, in addition to birds and
plants, never let pass the opportunity to col-
lect anything else from reptiles and fishes to
land shells.  Moreover, he was the best shot
in our party. He killed two great bustards
with the rifle, and occasionally shot birds
like vultures on the wing with a rifle. 1T
do not believe that three better men than
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Mearns, Heller, and Loring, for such an ex-
pedition as ours, could be found anywhere.

It was three days later before we were
again successful with buffalo, On this oc-
casion we started about eight in the morn-
ing, having come to the conclusion that the
herd was more apt to leave the papyrus late
than early. Our special object was to geta
cow. We intended to take advantage of a
small half-dried water-course, an affluent
of the Kamiti, which began a mile beyond
where we had killed our bulls, and for
three or four miles ran in a course gener-
ally parallel to the swamp, and at a dis-
tance which varied, but averaged perhaps a
quarter of a mile. When we reached the
beginning of this water-course, we left our
horses and walked along it.  Like all such
water-courses, it wound in curves. The
banks were four or five feet high, the hot-
tom was sometimes dry and sometimes con-
tained reedy pools, while at intervals there
were clumps of papyrus. Heatley went
ahead, and just as we had about concluded
that the buffalo would notcome out, he came
back to tell us that he had seen several,
and believed that the herd was with them.
Cuninghame, a veteran hunter and first-
class shot, than whom there could be no
better man to have with one when after
dangerous game, took charge of our further
movements. We crept up the water-course
until about opposite the buffalo, which were
now lying down. Cuninghame peered cau-
tiously at them, saw there were two or three,
and then led us on all fours toward them.
There were patches where the grass was
short, and other places where it was three
feet high, and after a good deal of cautious
crawling we had covered half the distance
toward them, when one of them madeus out,
and several rose from their beds. They were
still at least two hundred yards off—a long
range for heavy rifles; but any closer ap-
proach was impossible, and we fired. Both
the leading bulls were hit, and at the shots
there rose from the grass not hall a dozen
buffalo, but seventy or eighty, and started
at a gallop parallel to the swamp and across
our front. In the rear were a number of
cows and calves, and I at once singled out a
cow and fired. She plunged forward at the
shot and turned toward the swamp, going
slowly and dead lame, for my bullet had
struck the shoulder and had gone into the
cavity of the chest. But at this moment our
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attention was distracted from the wounded
cow by the eonduct of the herd, which,
headed by the wounded bulls, turned in a
quarter-circle toward us, and drew upina
phalanx facing us with outstretched heads.
[t was not a nice country in which to be
charged by the herd, and for a moment
things trembled in the balance. There was
a perceptible motion of uneasiness among
some of our followers. *“Stand steady!
Don’t run!” T called out. “And don't
shoot!” called out Cuninghame; for to do
either would invite a charge. A few seconds
passed, and then the unwounded mass of
the herd resumed their flight, and after a
little hesitation the wounded bulls followed.
We now turned our attention to the wound-
ed cow, which was close to the papyrus. She
went down to our shots, but the reeds and
marsh-grass were above our heads when
we drew close to the swamp. Once again
Heatley went in with his white horse, as
close as it was even reasonably safe, with the
hape either of seeing the cow, or of getting
her to charge him and so give us a fair
chance at her. But nothing happened and
we loosed the two dogs.  They took up the
trail and went some little distance into the
papyrus, where we heard them give tongue,
and immediately afterward there came
the angry grunt of the wounded buffalo. It
had risen and gone off thirty yards into the
papyrus, although mortally wounded—the
frothy blood from the lungs was actually
coming out of my first bullet-hole. Tts anger
now made it foolish, and it followed the
dogs to the edge of the papyrus. Here both
Cuninghame and Heatley caught a glimpse
of it.  Down it went to their shots, and in a
minute we heard the moaning bellow which
a wounded buffalo often gives before dy-
ing. Immediately afterward we could hear
the dogs worrying it, whileit bellowed again.
It was still living as I came up, and though
it evidently could not rise, there was a
chance of its damaging one of the dogs, so I
finished it off with a shot from the Win-
chester. Heller reached it that afternoon,
and the skin and meat were brought in by
the porters before nightfall.

Cuninghame remained with the body
while the rest of us rode off and killed sev-
eral different animals we wanted. Inthe
afternoon I returned, having a vaguely un-
comfortable feeling that as it grew dusk the
buffalo might possibly make their appear-






Heller preparing 1o cend off game heads of the first five weeks' shooting

ance again.  Sure enough, there they were! charge.  But it was only curiosity on their
A number of them were in the open plain, part. and after having gazed their fill, they
although close to the swamp, a mile and o sauntered back to the swamp and disap-
half bevond the point where the work of  peared. There wasnochanceto getat them.,
cutting up the eow was just_frcin;; finished,  and moreover darkness was rapidly falling.
and the porters were preparing to start with Next morning we broke camp. The por-
their loads, Tt seemed very strunge that ters, strapping grown-up children that they
after their experience in the morning any of - were, felt as much pleasure and excitement
the herd should be willing to come into the  over hreaking camp after a few days’ rest
open sosoon, - But there they were.  They  as over reaching camp after a fifteen-mile
were grazing 1o the number of abiout march,  On this occasion, after they had
dozen. Lookingat them throwgh the glasses . made up theit loads, they danced in a rine

I could see that their attention was at- for hall an hour, two tin cans being beaten

tracted tous. They gazed at us for quite astom-toms.  Then off they strode inalong

a time, and then walked slowly inourdirec- line with their hurdens. follow ing one an-

tion for at least @ couple of hundred vards, other in Tndian file. each greeting me with

For a moment T was even doubtiul whether o smile and a deep “Yambo, Bwana!™ as

they did not intend to come toward us and - he passed. I had grown attached to them.
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and of course especially my tent-hoys, gun-
bearers, and saises, who quite touched me
by their evident pleasure in coming to see
me and greet me if I happened to be away
from them for two or three days.

Kermit and Irode off with Heatley to pass
the night at his house. This was at the
other end of his farm, in a totally different
kind ef country, a country of wooded hills,
with glades and dells and long green grass
in the valleys. It did not in the least re-
semble what one would naturally expect in
equatorial Africa. On the contrary it re-
minded me of the beautiful rolling wooded
country of middle Wisconsin. But of course
everything was really different. There were
monkeys and leopards in the forests, and
we saw whydah birds of a new kind, with
red on the head and throat, and brilliantly
colored woodpeckers, and black-and-gold
weaver-birds. Indeed, the wealth of hird
life was such that it cannot be described.
Here, too, there were many birds with musi-
cal voices, to which we listened in the early
morning. The best timber was yielded by
the tall mahogo tree, a kind of sandalwood.
This was the tree selected by the wild fig for
its deadly embrace. The wild fig begins as
a huge parasitic vine, and ends as one of the
largest and most stately, and also one of
the greenest and most shady, trees in this
part of Africa. Tt grows up the mahogo asa
vineand gradually, by branching, and by the
spreading of the branches, completely en-
velops the trunk and also grows along each
limb, and sends out great limbs of its own,
Every stage can be seen, from that in which
the big vine has begun to grow up along
the still flourishing mahogo, through that
in which the tree looks like a curious com-
posite, the limbs and thick foliage of the fig
branching out among the limbs and scanty
foliage of the still living mahogo, to the stage
in which the mahogo is simply a dead skele-
ton seen here and there through the trunk
or the foliage of the fig. Finally nothing
remains but the fig, which grows to be a
huge tree.
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Heatley’s house was charming, with its
vine-shaded veranda, its summer-house
and out-buildings, and the great trees clus-
tered round about. He was fond of sport in
the right way, that is, he treated it as sport
and not business, and did not allow it to in-
terfere with his prime work of being a suc-
cessful farmer. He had big stock-yards for
his cattle and swine, and he was growing all
kinds of things of both the temperate and
the tropic zones: wheat and apples, cofiee
and sugar-cane. The bread we ate and the
coffee we drank were made from what he
had grown on his own farm. There were
roses in the garden and great bushes of
heliotrope by the veranda, and the drive to
his place was bordered by trees from Aus-
tralia and beds of native lowers.

Next day we went in to Nairobi, where
we spent a most busy week, especially the
three naturalists; for the task of getting into
shape for shipment and then shipping the
many hundreds of specimens—indeed, all
told there were thousands of specimens—
was of herculean proportions. Governor
Jackson—a devoted ornithologist and prob-
ably the best living authority on East African
birds, taking into account the stand-points
of both the closet naturalist and the
field naturalist—spent hours with Mearns,
helping him to identify and arrange the
species.

Nairobi is a very attractive town, and
most interesting, with its large native quar-
ter and its Indian colony. Oneof the streets
consists of little except Indian shops and
bazaars. Outside the business portion,
the town is spread over much territory,
the houses standing isolated, each by itself,
and each usually bowered in trees, with
vines shading the verandas, and pretty
flower-gardens round about. Not only do
I firmly believe in the future of East Africa
for settlement as a white man’s country, but
I feel that it is an ideal playground alike for
sportsmen, and for travellers who wish to
live in health and comfort, and yet to see
what is beautiful and unusual.

A zvarri-fop
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BOOK 11

SANCHIA AT WANLESS HALL.

I

1 TELEGRAM was handed
to her as she came in from
the garden, her broad-brim-
med straw hat in her hand
and a bunch of fritillaries
nodding in her blouse. That
dates and places her at once: the time was
April, and she was fond of curious flowers.
She stood in the doorway to get the sunset
glow upon the missive, and was herself en-
sanguined and enhanced, a sunny-haired,
low-breasted young woman of middle
height, rather faintly colored, wholesome to
see, with a bowed upper lip, and clear, gray-
blue eyes of extreme directness and candor.
A trick of looking you full, of considering
you and her answer together, she had; a
mild, steady beam, a radiance within the
orb which told of a hidden glory. Her
brows were level, eyebrows arched; her
bust, though set like Aphrodite’s of Melos,
was full. The curying corners of the how
of her lips assured her the possession,
even when she was most serious, of a
lurking smile. Taking off her gardening
gloves, that she might break the red en-
velope, she disclosed a pair of fine, white,
nervous hands, and pointed fingers which
WOTE 1O rings.

The address, which she was careful to
read before she tore the envelope, was:

Miss Percival, Wanless, Felsboro,
Opening then, she read as follows:
“ Home to-morrow seven people Ingram.”

If she frowned slightly, it was a mere ap-
proach of the fine eyebrows to each other.
She certainly smiled—wisely and medita-

Vor. XLVIL.—17

tively, without showing her teeth. She
touched her chin—a rounded, full chin—
with the telegram as she looked up at the
maid who brought it,

“T must see Mrs. Benson about this. Tt's
from Mr. Ingram.” :

“¥Yes, Miss Percival.”

A friendly desire to share the puzzle was
now manifest in the clear eyes.

“You see, Minnie, it might mean one
of two things, and I'm not quite sure which
of them it does mean.” She looked again
at the message with amused interest; but
one could not have said whether she was
amused at her interest, or interested in her
amusement. That was part of Miss Perci-
val’s charm—that she was always baffling
you.

But Minnie, the maid, was demure and
monotonous under the attack of friendly
desires. “No, Miss Percival,” she said;
and added, “I'm sure I couldn’t say.” She
stood aside from the doorway as the young
ladyentered the billiard-room, saying asshe
went, “Ask Mrs. Benson to come to my
room, Minnie, please; and tell Frodsham I
should like to see him directly he comes to-
morrow morning.”

She heard Minnie’s “ Very well, Miss
Percival,” as she disappeared, smiling still,
and with a slight heightening of color.
When her color rose, it rose evenly, flooding
her face and neck with the dawn-hue.
There were no patches or streaks of flame;
she showed, as it were, incandescent.

She crossed the hall in the deepening
dusk, a fine, littered room, where a great
log-fire revealed the tall portraits of ladies
and gentlemen of long ago—sportsmen with
spaniels at their feet, general officers in scar-
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let, pointing through smoke the direction
of the enemy, a judge in ermine and full-
bottomed wig, a lady in white satin, lean-
ing against a*broken column in a park and
backed by a brewing thunder-storm; and as
she went her way, gave a couple of glances
to right and left, picked up a Bradshaw
from a side-table, stooped to put a tiger-
skin straight. She continued down a long
corridor, swinging her hat, and entered an
open doorway at the extreme end. By the
way she tossed the hat on to a chair and
stirred the crackling logs with the point of
her shoe, it was to be supposed that she was
in her demesne. Standing with a foot on
the fender, she preszently fell into a reverie,
and presently reopened and reread her tel-
egram. Certainly she was smiling, and cer-
tainly her color was enhanced.

The room, though business-like, was fem-
inine. It had a Chippendale bureau be-
tween the windows, its pigeon-holes stuffed
with papers; but there were flowers upon it,
and elsewhere many photographs and pict-
ures evidently chosen by the tenant, The
Dante from the Bargello was one, the three
headless Fates of the Parthenon another;
the Hermes and the Sephocles, all in auto-
gravure. It had a piano and a small book-
case containing the poets in green morocco,
a uniform set. Elsewhere, in a larger book-
case, were miscellaneous volumes, by no
means all novels, though novels there were.
One shelf was filled with household books:
cookery, bee-keeping, poultry, the dog in
health and disease, the horse, the flower-
garden, botany, British edible fungi, the
world of vegetables, were some of the sub-
jects treated of. Below the bookcase was
a row of japanned tin boxes, carefully let-
tered in white paint. House accounts, gar-
den accounts, stable accounts, one read. A
fourth bore the words, “ Wood Sales and
Miscellaneous.”

If you were alone, waiting in the room,
you would glance at the photographs perch-
ed about, like alighting butterflies, upon
pianoand mantel-shelf and occasional table.
You would pass over, I believe, the children
on ponies and in sailor suits, that elderly,
ample lady, brooched and in black, beam-
ing under the status of Grandmamma, that
gaitered gentleman with a square-topped
felt hat upon his head and grizzled whisk-
ers below his ears, in favor of a group of
five girls in black muslin and lace, sisters
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evidently, prosperously together, an un-
commonly happy five. They look on good
terms with themselves and with each other.
They look frankly at you out of the frame
—and how they must have dazzled the pho-
tographer, with their five pair of bright,
uncompromising eyes! Hands rest easily
upon familiar shoulders, elbows on knees.
One of them smiles outright, two are very
ready to smile, one is more serious, as be-
comes the eldest of five; and one is round-
cheeked and solemn: the baby.

Miss Percival and her sisters, it's clear.
One can't mistake the rounded chin, the
level brows, the promise of womanhood.
Women should always be photographed in
evening dress if, like the Misses Percival,
they have nothing to hide. But now to pick
out our Miss Percival. You will observe that
the young ladies’ names are neatly printed
beneath their persons.

Even if I were sure of dates, I should not
insist upon the serious one. SofarasIcan
judge, the photograph is some eight or ten
yearsold. I go by the style of hair-dressing
which it shows, and by the name of the pho-
tographer, who signs from Wigmore Street.
Heis out of date; fashion has deserted him.
Then that grave, watchful young goddess,
who sits enthroned with her nymphs about
her, must be a great deal older than our
lady of this room, of the doubtful smile and
iriendly desires. She has the sedate air of
eight-and-twenty, and by this time must be
thirty-six or even more. She is Philippa,
anyhow, we read. Who comes next? Here
is Hawise, standing behind her of the throne
and the centre, with a hand on her bare
shoulder. She is laughing, sleepily; sheis
distinctly pretty, butdistinctly, also,fat. She
cannot be the owner of this room.

There’s a taste for names in the Percival
family; we have Philippa, Hawise. Nowfor
the seated pair, one on either side of Philip-
pa; they are Melusine, who has a long neck
and a very demure look, and a great deal of
hair, and Victoria, who, having just tossed
back her mane, lifts her chin and glimmers
at you through half-shut eyes. Her lips
laugh snugly, at some mischief meditating,
Neither of these can be our lady, who must
therefore be the last and youngest, this child
of eighteen or so, round-cheeked, round-
eyed and serious, withcritical lids, like those
of the Farnese Hera, and a beautiful mouth:
Sanchia-Josepha, crouched on the floor at
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the feet of Philippa. A charming bevy of
maidens—Philippa, Hawise, Melusine, Vic-
toria, Sanchia-Josepha; ten years ago hap-
pily sisters and rich in promise, looking out
boldly at the veiled years ahead of them.
Ten years ago? Callit eight, and you make
our Miss Percival, say, six-and-twenty by
this time.

There are many other photographs, of
girls and women, most of them; but here is
a man, dignified by a place apart upon the
bureau. He occupies one side of it by him-
self, balanced by the sisters at the other. A
youngish man in yeomanry uniform, he
appears only in torso. He has the smooth
head of a soldier, and rather a low, but very
square, forehead. Iis eyes are smallish,
and set deep. They look to be gray, light
gray, but may be light blue. He has a good
nose, high-bridged, large, thin, and prac-
tically straight. Such noses are seldom
perfectly straight, and hisisnot. T observe
that he has curled his moustache with the
tongs, so that it is well away from his upper
lip. If T had been he, I should not have
done that. It is too much trouble—and if
a man takes pains about his toilette, those
pains ought not to be evident. Moreover,
the mouth is by no means this young man’s
best feature. There is a twist, the hint of
a snarl in the upper lip. The lower pro-
trudes. The gentleman is the least in life
underhung. Consider his chin. It has the
jut of the Hapsburgs, of Charles the Fifth's,
not pronounced by any means, but un-
doubtedly there. Firmness, or perhaps ob-
stinacy, hard judgment, an uneven temper,
a leaning to autocracy, I read in this por-
trait. There is no signature, nothing to tell
you who he is. Certainly, no Percival.

I call your attention to one more photo-
graph, in marked distinction to others of
your notice. Those were, in every sense,
full-dress affairs; this one, in all senses, un-
dress. It is the work of an amateur, you
can see at once; small, rather blurred to
begin with, not perfectly focussed, and fad-
ing now towards the end of all such gear.
It represents a bareheaded young lady in
a white gown, pinned very high. She is
standing in a pond, with the water well over
her knees. One hand keeps her balance
with a pole, the other grasps a streamer of
water-weed. Floating beyond her upon
some kind of raft is a man, bareheaded also,
in a white sweater with a rolling collar. His
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face is shadowed—you can see that his hair,
black and straight, falls over his eyes. He
is raking up the weed with his hand, his arm
bare to the shoulder. Below is written, in
around, sprawling hand, “ ToSanchia from
Percy.” Both the workers are intent upon
their task, with noidea that they are posing.
The girl has a Greek face, and a very line
pair of legs, heedlessly displayed. The man
15 as thin as a gypsy.  Out of the dark in
which hisfaceishidden gleam his white teeth.
A classical, rather than romantic, scene. The
absence of draperies suggestit; but the ab-
sence of sell-consciousness is conclusive.

But I keep Miss Percival too long at the
fender. She had been standing there for
some minutes after her entry, first reread-
ing her telegram, next stroking her chin with
it. She was thoughtful still and smiling.
Once she looked over her shoulder through
the window to the dying day and lightly
sighed. The time was April’s end, and had
been squally with violentstorms; but thelast
onslaughts of the north-wester had routed
the rain-clouds. The day was dying under
a clear saffron sky, and a thrush piped its
mellow elegy. Miss Percival heard him, and
listened, smiling with her pale lips and eyes
which the serene light soothed. Her lips
barely moved, just relaxed their firm em-
brace, butno more. She held the light grate-
fully with hereyes, seemed unwilling tolose a
moment of it, wistful to be still out-of-doors.
Again she lightly sighed, and presently re-
sumed her downward gazing at the fire.

Knuckles quavered at the door. She
straightened hersell, turned, and called out
defnitely, “ Come in.” Mrs. Benson stood
before her, vast, massive, black-gowned,
cloudy for trouble, a cook.

There was instantly to be observed in
Miss Percival’s lifted head and eyes the
same frank appeal for interchange of senti-
ments as had been manifested to Minnie the
maid. Her brows were smoothed out, her
smile became less dubious; herintention to
be friendly was deliberately expressed. But
truth will have it that, just as before, Mrs,
Benson's guard turned out at the same mo-
ment, as at a signal. To vary the figure,
her vedettes, in touch with the advancers,
fell back upon the main body.

If the young lady perceived this, she did
not ceasetobeamiablydisposed. “ Oh, Mrs.
Benson,” she said, “I've had a telegram.”

Mrs. Benson, with strict non-committal,
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lifted her eyebrows to “ Well, well!” It was
as if she implied that such things were
to be expected in a world full of trouble.
“SoT hear, Miss Percival,” she grimly said.

“It’s from Mr. Ingram, you know.”

“Ah, well—" Mrs. Benson could have
been heard to sigh; but among the many
things which Miss Percival chose to ignore,
this sort of thing was one. Trouble to her,
always, was a signal which braced the
nerves and sinews.

“It’s to say—but 1 think you had better
read it.” Itwasheld outunfalteringly, while
Mrs. Benson dived for, opened, wiped,
tested, and fixed her spectacles. These op-
erations concluded, it was received as might
have been a dangerous explosive.

Punctuating as she went, Mrs. Benson
read, “ Home to-morrow—seven people—
Ingram.” Then she looked, confirmed in
her omens, over the rim of her spectacles.
“Seven people, Miss Percival! A house-
party! And, as you may say, at a moment’s
notice. Dear, dear, dear!”

Miss Percival remained cheerful. * Oh,
I don’t read it like that,” she said, went be-
hind Mrs. Benson, and read over her shoul-
der, pointing the words with a pencil still
wet from her mouth, “*Home to-morrow,
seven—with people—Ingram.” That’s what
it must mean, of course.”  She spoke woo-
ingly, but Mrs. Benson was not to be won.

“Then, why does he say ‘* Seven people,’
Miss Percival?  Why does he say that?”

“But he doesn’t, according to me.” She
laughed. ‘“He is telling us the, time of his
train. How could we meet him and his
people if he didn’t?”

“Ah,” said Mrs. Benson, heavily pre-
pared for the worst, “ how could we ? That’s
where it is, you see. But of course he
wouldn’t think of ws.”

“But he does, you know, He has. He
says that he will have people with him.
That is to prepare us.””  Mrs, Benson’s fist
crashed into the paper.

“ How many people, Miss Percival ? How
many people? Why, seven, of course!
What else could it be? And where's the
fish to come from for seven people? And
what about maids and valets? Does he
count up the likes of them? He’s not Mr,
Ingram if he does. Not he! Nor his father
before him. And what's Frodsham going
to do about carriage room for seven—and
the servants as well—and the luggage and
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all? Dogs, very likely; dogs and cats, and
parrots. Who knows? I've seen ’em
bring scritch-owls and hawks on their wrists
before now. Oh, they’ll do anything, some
of "em—anything to be looked at. That's
what it is; they want looking at. And I'd
look at ’em if T had my way!”

Mrs. Benson, shining with indignant heat,
had to be pacified. She required much tact,
the exercise of a low and musical voice. It
cooed upon her likeadove’s. Miss Percival
used her hands, too, and in the end had
one of them on Mrs. Benson’s shoulder.
The charm worked. Dinner should be
cooked for five or six; I'rodsham should
meet the seven-four from London with the
omnibas and luggage-cart. There would
be no dogs at this time of year. Parrots
were urged upon her again, but tentatively.
She chuckled them away, musically, with
real relish for the picture. She was sure
there would be no parrots. Now, she must
see about the bedrooms—hbut Mrs. Benson
peered round into her glowing face.

“ And what about your supper, Miss Per-
cival? It’s just upon ready. And there’s
a sweetbread.”

Miss Percival almost caressed the ridicu-
lous, good soul. Her arm remained about
her shoulder, her hand touched it. “How
nice of you! T’ll go and get ready at once.
Then T'll see what rooms we had better
have. Wasn’tit lucky we did the drawing-
rooms last week 7"

Gloom gathered again. Mrs. Benson
thought thatsome peopledidn’t deserve their
luck. It wasclear to whom she referred ; cer-

“tainly not to Miss Percival, for instance. But

the young lady, with really extraordinary
simplicity, replied that surely Mr. Ingram
deserved credit for having well chosen his
ministers.  “ Yourself,”” she said, *for the
kitchen, and me for thehall.” Sheexploded
this little bomb with some heightening of
color,

Mrs. Benson, glancing at her sideways,
observed the blush and was scared. She
blinked. Miss Percival’s blush deepened.

In the awkward pause that ensued the
friendly hand was about to be removed,
when Mrs, Benson, with an effort which
did honor to her resources, said: “ We all
have our troubles, Miss Percival, else we
shouldn’t be here, as the Bible says. The
good book!  Well for them as read therein.
Now, only this afternoon Mr. Menzies was
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talking to me about things at large, and he
says, ‘ Mrs. Benson, what’s to be done with
Struan Glyde?’ quite sudden. So I says,
‘And what should be done with such a
one, Mr. Menzies, but wallop him ?” and he
shakes his head and says,  He's on the cata-
rampus, ma’am—in one of his black fits,
Tells me to go my way and let him alone;
then turns his back.’ Now, what about
such troubles as that, Miss Percival 27

Miss Percival looked serious, but not es-
pecially interested.  Her eyes looked before
her, but seemed not to see anything. She
asked: “ What did Mr. Menzies say to him
next?” but if she was interested, it was not
in that matter,

Mrs. Benson brandished her voice, “ Ha,
you may well ask me. ‘No, my man,’ he
says, ‘but 'tis you that must go mine while
I'm head gardener at Wanless,” he says.
That's what Mr. Menzies told him, the
elderly man that he is—and now look at
this. Young Glyde turns his back upon
him, with no more notice taken than you
or I would have of a flea on the arm.
Insolence, that is. Downright insolence
to an elderly man. Ah,” said Mrs. Ben-
son with tightening lips, “if you come to
troubles!”

Miss Percival’s tone was sympathetie, if
her eyes were still sightless. “Really! I'm
very sorry. I'll see Mr. Menzies about it to-
morrow, and, of course, I'll talk to Struan.
He is difficult—it’s very tiresome of him. I
saw him this afternoon, but had no notion
of all this. I can’t think how itis. Nerves,
I suppose. He's a human creature, you
see, as well as a gardener.”

Mrs. Benson was incapable of seeingsuch
a possible combination; her explanation
was simpler. Human! She scorned him.
“Bad blood,” she said with energy; “bad,
black, gypsy blood. He’ll be murdering one
of us in her bed in a day or two. You see
if he don’t.”

Miss Percival did not deny the sugges-
tion. She considered it rather—its effect,
its effectiveness. ‘““Struan is tiresome, of
course,” she presently said, “but I do think
he has tried to restrain himself lately. He
promised me he would.” She turned her
full gaze suddenly upon Mrs. Benson, and
almost disarmed that lady. “I like him,
you know. He's very nice to me.”

Mrs. Benson gasped, but recovered just
in time to resume the dark oracles in her
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“Ah,” she said, “he would be.
1

keeping.
If you can call it nice

“He's wonderful in the garden,” Miss
Percival calmly continued. “Iven Men-
zies admits it.  He'll work all day. He's
never tired.”

“Nor's a tiger,” the cook snapped.
“Nor's a tom-cat.”

Miss Percival looked pitifully at her and
smiled. “Poor Struan—you don’t like him.
I'll see him to-night. I have an influence,
I think.”

Mrs. Benson touched the hand that lay
within herreach, which had lately been upon
her shoulder. “Don’t, my dear, don't,”
she said.

“Why not?” asked the lady with her
lifted brows. “ Why shouldn’t 127

“Influence! Thelikesof him, the likes—!
Gypsy blood at midnight—soft-voiced, mur-
derous #

She gave no coherent answer, but smiled
always, then leaned forward and stroked
Mrs. Benson upon her personable cheek.
“Dear old thing, let me do as I like. It’s
much better for everybody,” she presently
said.

11

It had clouded over after sunset; there
was no moon visible, but an irradiance was
omnipresent and showed the muffled yew-
tree walks and the greater trees colossal,
mountains overshadowing the land. Here
and there, as you went, glimmered daffodils
like the Pleiades half-veiled, and long files
of crocuses burned like waning fires.

Miss Percival, at about nine o’clock, came
gently down one of these alleys, with a scarf
over her head and shoulders. She looked
like a nymph in Tanagra. Asif she knew
where she was going, exactly, she walked
gently but unfalteringly between the linked
crocus-beacons to where the alley broad-
ened intoa bay of cut yews, to where ghostly
white seats and a dim sun-dial seemed dis-
posed asfora sceneinacomedy. Theleaden
statue of a skipping faun would have been
madeout in arecess, if you had known it was
there. And as she entered the placea fig-
ure seated there, with elbows on knees and
chin between his palms, looked up, listening,
watched intently, then rose and waited.

“Struan,” said Miss Percival comfort-
ably, “are you there ?”

“I'm here,” she was answered.
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Thereupon, she came easily forward and
stood near him. She was in white from top
to toe; he could see the clean outline of her
head andneck,defined by the hooding scarf.
He had not taken off his hat, but now, as
she stood there, silent, he slowly removed it.
Still there was nothing said. Miss Percival
was very deliberate.

Presently she spoke. “ Youdidn't tell me
this afternoon that you'd had a bother with
Mr. Menzies. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Why should I tell you?” The words
seemed wrung from him. “Why should
you carer”

“Of course I care,” she said. “You
know that I care. Why didn’t you tell me?
. . . But I know why you didn’t.”

“¥You do not.” He denied her hotly.

“Oh, but I do. Because you were
ashamed.”

“Itwasnot. I'm not ashamed. He’san
old fool. He thinks he can teach me my
business. Melons! Plants! Why, I'm one of
them. What can he teach me?”

“He's a very good gardener,” Miss Per-
cival began; but the rest was drowned.

“ Gardener—he! He’s a botcher. He
" measures his melons by the pound. It's
money he wants, money-value. So much

dung—so much meat. He says, ‘ Be care-
ful, you, of the water-pot; go steady with
your wrmgc You'll damp off those pIants
if you're not handy,’ he tells me. To me,
this! Don’t I know what the life of a pIant
must have and how and where it must be
fed? He's an old fool, and you know it.
And T'll not be told things I have got by
heart before a lad new to his breeches.
Besides,” he added darkly, “ he’d vexed me
before that and bitterly.”

“How did he vex you?” Miss Percival's
voice came cool and clear, but commanding.

“That I cannot tell you,” said he.

“But I want to know.” This seemed to
her sufficing reason.

But he was dogged. “Then I can’t help
you. You cannot be told.”

“But perhaps I ought to be told. Do
you think T ought?”

“TIndeed, I don’t know.”

“Well, will you tell me?”

“T will not, indeed. That is, I cannot.”

“It’s very extraordinary.”

He made no answer.

“Struan,” said Miss Percival, after a
while, “ you are angry.”
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He turned quickly. “ With you? Never.”
“Tdidn’tsaythat. Isaidyouwereangry."
He said, “Ah—and so I am.”

“1 am included, I suppose.”

“VYou are not. It could not be.”

She laughed. “I don’t know

He was vehement. “But you do know
You know it very well.”

She had no answer; but she smiled to
herself, and I have no doubt she knew.

For two minutes or more there was
silence, a time of suspense. Then Miss
Percival said, “I've had a telegram. Mr,
Ingram is coming to-morrow.’

To this he said nothing. She went on.

“He is bringing people with him. Mrs,
Benson was very funny about it. He is
coming at seven with some people, and she
would read it that he was coming with seven
people. When I asked her how could we
meet him if he had not told us the time, she
made a grievance of it and said that was so
like him. Soitis, of course.”

Struan remained speechless, and had
turned away his face. Miss Percival con-
tinued her reflections aloud.

“How long has he been away? More
than a year. He wrote once from Singa-
pore—then from Rawal-Pindi—and that
was all, until I got this telegram. He's very
casual, I must say.” Here she paused.

Struan said suddenly, *“Miss Percival,
I'm going.”

She turned with interest and asked with
not too much interest, “Oh! Why?”

He said, “ You know why.”

She lowered her voice by a tone, but no
more. “I hope youwon't. It would be a
pity. There’snoreal reason forit. I'll speak
to Menzies fo-morrow. He doesn't mean any
harm to you. He's only old and grumpy.”

“He’s a fool,” said Struan. “ Certainly,
he's a fool. But that's neither here nor
there.”

Miss Percival, ignoring what she chose to
ignore, said again, “I hope you won’t go.”

The young man shifted his ground and
dug his heel into the turf. “I must—in-
deed, I must.”

“Where shall you go?”

“God knows.”

“Why must you go?”

“You know why.”

“Is it because of Menzies?”

He threw his head up. “Menzies, for-
sooth!” He scorned Menzies.
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“Then I don’t see why you should go. 1
shouldn’t like it. I hope you will stay.”

He looked at her now across the dusk, in-
tensely. “You hope T will stay?”

“Yes, certainly I do.”

“You hope I will stay? You ask me to

Stay? ”
She considered. Then she said, “ Yes, I
think so. Yes, I do.”

“Then,” said Struan, “ God help us all.
I stay.”

Miss Percival said cheerfully, “I'm so
glad. I'll speak to Menzies to-morrow, and
get him to leave you alone. He knows
how well you do the melons, but of course
he would never admit it.” She broke off
the interview shortly afterward.

“I'm going to bed,” she told him.  “I've
got lots to do to-morrow. Heaps of things,
You must get me some of your flowers for
the rooms."”

He was not appeased.  “Menzies will do
it,” he said. She laughed.

“You know what Menzies will say—
‘ Pelargoniums for the hall, Miss Percival,
and some nice maidenhair.’” He’s not in-
ventive, poor Menzies.”

“He's an old fool,” said Straun.
takes flowers for spangles in a circus.”

Miss Percival again laughed softly and
held out her hand. ““ Good-night,” she said.
“I'm going.”

He touched her hand, and then put his
own behind his back.

“Aren’t you going to bed?” she asked
him.

“Presently,” he said.
walk round for a while.”

She hovered for a moment, seemed to
hesitate, to weigh the attractions of walking
round. Ithadacharm. Then she decided.

“Good-night,” she bade him for the
third time,

He grumbled his good-night and watched
her fade into the dark. Not until she was
completely hidden up did he put on his hat
again. Then he prowled noiselessly about
among the breathing flowers.

11 He

“I'm going to

11T

WaNLESs, as they call it there, Wanless
Hall, Felsboro’, as it is politically, stands
squarelyand deeplyin the hills of a northern
county, plentifully embowered in trees, with
a river washing its southern side. To reach
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house from river you ascend a gentle slope
of lawns and groves for some hundreds of
feet, then find a broad stepway. That takes
you to a terraced, parapeted garden, very
well tended, as one should be which has
four men at its disposition. There stands
the house of Wanless—stone-built in the
days of Charles the Second—a gleaming,
gray front, covered to the first-floor win-
dows with a magnolia of unknown age.
The main entrance faces north, from which
point the true shape of the place is revealed
as a long body with wings, an E-shaped
house. Here are the carriage-drive and
carriage-sweep; then there’s a belt of trees
and beyond that, shaped by the valley
which gradually narrows to the incline of
the hills, kitchen-gardens, glass-houses, a
pond (fed by a beck), water meadows, and
hanging woods. Above those again heather-
clad slopes climb to piled rocks and a rag-
ged sky-line. Itisa fine property, with five
thousand acres of shooting, a good many
farms, and a hill village to its account. The
lodge at the gate is half a mile away, at the
end of a good avenue of beech and syca-
more.

Mr, Nevile Ingram, who, at thirty, had
still the air of a brisk young man and was
owner by inheritance of this place, arrived
with his guests by the seven-four train from
London. The omnibus brought the four of
them, with a maid sitting on the box beside
Frodsham, and a bank of luggage behind
her head. No parrots, no dogs; buta Mr.
Chevenix brought his fishing-rods. Besides
this Mr. Chevenix, who had been here be-
fore, there was an elderly Mrs. Devereux,
white-haired and short-sighted, who used,
whenever she could find them, a pair of
long-handled glasses, and a young Mrs.
Wilmot, pretty, very fair, rather helpless.
It was her maid who shared the box seat
with Frodsham.

The absence of a footman at the station
had been noted by Mrs. Devereux, the
absence of any man-servant at the house
struck herasremarkable. Therewerenone,
and had been none since Miss Percival as-
sumed command; but at this time Mrs.
Devereux knew nothing of Miss Percival.
Nevile Ingram, banging the door open with
his knee, jumped out first and stood to
help the ladies; the next to emerge was
Mr. Chevenix, who, the moment he touched
earth, said, “Right!” and looked as if he
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had sparkled. It was clear that he had
abundant health and was satisfied with
all the arrangements of Providence. He
surveyed the house, the awaiting virgins at
the door, wished them both good-evening,
nosed the upper air, snuffed the gale, said
“Good old Wanless—my precious rods!”
and dived for them before the ladies could
descend. Thereafter, a timidly poising foot
and some robust breadth of stocking re-
vealed the anxieties of Mrs. Devereux. On
alighting, she shook herself like a hen and
her draperies rustled to their length.  She
found her lorgnettes and surveyed (so to
speak) the absent men-servants with blank
misgivings., A maid advanced for her jewel-
case, but Mrs. Devereus, shutting her eyes,
said, “ Thanks, I carry it,”” and pressed it
to her bosom. A butler would have had it.
Meantime, Mrs. Wilmot, a hand to each
cavalier, was descending from the omnibus.
She was a pretty, bedraped lady, with wide,
blue, Greuze eyes and soft lips, always wet
and mostly apart. She murmured, “ How
kind you are to me,” and looked it from
Ingram to Chevenix. Ingram said noth-
ing, but Chevenix dropped down his brisk.
“By Jove, Mrs. Wilmot, that’s nothing to
what T could do for you—nothing at all.”
And then they turned to the house.

When Miss Percival, looking frailer than
she really was because of her black gown—
fairer that is and paler, entered the hall,
she found the party at a loose end. Mr.
Chevenix was in a deep chair, turning over
Bradshaw and whistling softly to himself.
Ingram, hands in pockets, was deprecat-
ing the portraits of his ancestors to the two
ladies, who were not at all interested in
them. Ie appeared to be considerably
bored by his guests and they to be aware
of it. Miss Percival’s arrival was timely
il only because she effectively chased out
ennui.  Chevenix, as il he had been waiting
for her, jumped up and went to meet her,
He shook hands.  “Hulloa, Sancie!” he
was heard distinetly to say. “By Jove, Tam
glad to see you again.” The latter sentence
was not quite audible, but sufficiently so
to send Mrs. Devereux's lorgnettes up to
her nose. Miss Percival herself, receiving
civilities as if born to them, impelled her to
keep them there. She had appeared silently
and suddenly, out of the blue. And now
she hovered, smiling, fair and unconcerned,

Rest Harrow

like a goddess out of a chariot come to deal
judgment, and listened charitably to Mr.
Chevenix. How odd! How more than odd!
Mrs. Wilmot looked as if her eyes were full
of tears, but let nothing escape her. As
for Ingram, he greeted the apparition with
a smile and a nod sideways. But Mrs.
Devereux could have sworn to a scare in the
eye. “How are you, Sanchia?” he said;
and then to his guests, “ Miss Percival will
show you where you all are, if you'll—
Dinner’s at half-past eight, I believe. At
least, it always used to be; but I've been
away for a year,and they may have changed
all that. Have you, by the way 7" he asked,
with a sudden turn to Miss Percival.

She looked calmly at him. “No. It’s
still at half-past eight,” she said.  He lit his
cigarette.

“ Will you show these ladies theirrooms 2
he required of her, addingas an afterthought,
“Mrs. Devereux, Mrs, Wilmot. Mrs. Wil-
mot has a maid somewhere.”

It was a quasi-introduction, awkwardly
done. Miss Percival gravely bowed, and all
might have been well had not her gentle
smile persisted. The baffling quality of this,
the archaic enigma of it, made Mrs. Wilmot
stare at her helplessly with brimming blue
eyes, It made Mrs. Devereux shiver. It
was she, however, who accepted the inclina-
tion of the head. “ Good-evening to you,”
she said. The housckeeper! This—per-
son! The pair of them followed her up-
stairs, Mrs. Devereux marching before, like
one of the old regime to the guillotine, Mrs,
Wilmot trailing in her wake.

Young Chevenix, when they had disap-
peared, returned with a grin to his Brad-
shaw. “Nochange from Sanchia,” he said;
and, “Let's see: Birmingham depart 4.45.
By Gad, that’s a good train. No,” he re-
sumed. “No change out of Sancie. How
long is it since you were here, Nevile?”

Ingram was staring blankly out of the win-
dow. *Ithinkayear. Idon'tknow. You
went out with me to Brindisi, T believe, and
that was April, and so’s this—just.  So you
can work itout. D’ you want me to fix you
up?  You're in the east wing, you know—
I'expect you are, anyhow. Where you were
before.”

“Right,” said Chevenix; “right. Only
we're none of us where we were before,
my boy. Don’t flatter yourself.” He shut
Bradshaw with a bang, and went off, sing-
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ing softly, to a tune of his own, “ No change,
no change from Sanchia,” which he turned
mto “ Who is Sanchia, what is she? That
all ourswaing . . . ?”

Miss Percival, having played the exact
and perfect housekeeper above—with no
apparent interest in life but submergence
in her duties—returned to the ground floor
and sought Minnie in the dining-room. She
made her survey calmly, and gave such
orders as pertained in smooth tones which
could not jar. She seemed to consult where
she really directed. “Shall we have the
épergne? 1 think we will, don’t you? Yes.
It's a grand occasion. I don’t think we
have ever had ladies at Wanless before.”
An admission which staggered Minnie. Her
“ Oh, yes, Miss Percival,” or “ Oh, no, Miss
Percival,” were appreciative and good to
hear.

She was butler, we find, as well as house-
keeper; for as she stood there, meditating
the table, Ingram came in, in a hurry, with
ideas about wine. He gave them out in
jerks, without looking at her. Sherry, of
course, a hock, Lafite. No champagne: it's
beastly unless you are tired. Oh, and old
brandy—the very old. Nothing of the sort
to be had in India. The climate kills it.
He stood very close to her as he spoke.
When he remembered the brandy he put
his hand on her shoulder, and finding it
there, kept it so. Minnie presently went
out of the room upon affairs, and then he
looked into her face and said in a new tone:
“ How are you, Sancie?” He let his hand
slide down, encircled her waist lightly with
his arm. She gave him her gray eyes and a
slow, patient smile. “Iam quite well,” she
said. “Areyou?” Ingram, watching her
still, seemed disconcerted, as if he wanted to
say or do more, but couldn’t for some rea-
son. What he did was to remove his hand
quickly and thrust it into his trouser pocket.
It might have been suddenly stung, judging
from his way of whipping it away. “Oh,
I’m all right, of course. I must go and
dress, I suppose.” A yearis a long time for
an absence. In the doorway he stopped
and looked back, a last look. “Supper in
my room, you know. We'll talk.” She held
to her mysteries and he went.

Dinner passed gayly, Miss Percival away.
Ingram was loquacious, though rather caus-
tic; Chevenix a good foil, easy-tempered, al-
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ways at a run, a very fair marksman for all
his random shooting. His was that happy
disposition which finds Nature at large,
including men, as precisely there for his
amusement, He relished, never failed to
relish, the works of God. But then he had
perfect health. Mrs. Devereux was some-
thing of a grandee, though not quite so
much of one as she suspected. Her white
hair towered; she wore black velvet and
diamonds. Mrs. Wilmot was very much of
a pretty woman, and knew to the turn of a
hair how much, She had the air of a spoiled
child, which became her; was golden and
rosy, could pout; had dark blue eyes, which
she could cloud at will and fill, as we know,
with tears. Sheexcelled inpatheticsilences,
to which her parted lips gave an air of being
breathless. She was beautifully dressed in
cloudy, filmy things, and had a soft, slight,
drooping figure. Innocence was her forte:
her rings were superh,

One odd thing was noticeable and no-
ticed intensely by Chevenix: that Ingram
hardly ate anything, though he pretended
to a hearty meal. It came, Chevenix saw,
to dry toast and three glasses of wine, prac-
tically. But he made great play with knife
and fork and talked incessantly. He re-
vealed himself at every turn of his mono-
logue—for it came to be a monologue—as
one of those men whose motives are so trans-
parently reasonable to themselves that they
need never be at the trouble to explain or
defend any act of theirs. He was witty,
though occasionally brutal, as when he spoke
of a dragoman he had had in Egypt whose
defence of his fiarem had cost him his place.
This man, a cultivated Persian, had pro-
posed hospitality to his patronin Alexandria
where he lived. Accepted, he had made a
great supper for Ingram, invited his friends
and acquaintances, procured musicians and
dancing-girls. It was magnificent, Ingram
allowed. The trouble came afterwards,
when the native guests had gone their ways
and patron and host were together. In-
gram proposed a visit to the ladies—* the
civil thing, it appeared to me. But no, if
you please. Mirza turned very glum, pro-
nounced it not the custom; [ must excuse
him, he says. But I say, Will they excuse
me, my good man? He makes a sour face,
s0 of course I know that they won’t, and
that he knowsthey won’t. Then he marches
away upon some errand or another, and
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when he comes back finds me tapping at
a door. You never saw such a change in a
chap; upon my soul, it was worth it. He
went white, he went gray, he went livid.
His eyes were like stars. No, I'm Wrong.
They were not. They were like the flaming
sword which kept Adam and Eve out of
the garden. Magnificent police arrange-
ments in Eden, theyhad. I heard his breath
whistle through his nose like the wind at a
key-hole. He says, “ You mistake, sir. You
foreet.  Or do 1 deserve to be insulted 7"
I told him that I was the insulted person in
the party, and the ladies came next. 1
swear 1 heard a chuckle behind the door.
That I swear to.”

Chevenix, round-eyed and staring, was
heard to mutter, “ Good old Nevile!  Well,
I'll be shot—" Ingram cut short his tale.

“I can’t go into what followed. Much of
it was irrelevant, all of it was preposterous.
It ended by Mirza directing me to the near-
est hotel, in perfect English. The crosser
he got, the better his English. That’s odd,
you know. Of course, I chucked the chap.
He lost a soft billet.”

There were no comments from the audi-
tory, save such as Mrs. Wilmot’s eyes may
have afforded. She sighed and laid her
hand for one moment, caressingly, upon her
neck. Her rings were certainly superb.

The dessert being on the table, Minnie
served the old brandy and retired. Ingram
drank of it freely, and began his cigarette
the moment that the coffee and spirit-
flameappeared. The ladies withdrew to the
drawing-room, and Mrs. Wilmot sought
the piano. But two chords had not been
touched before her eyes sought those of
Mrs. Devereux, who stood by the fire. Eye-
brows exchanged signals.

Then Mrs. Devereux said: “I am most
uncomfortable,” and Mrs, Wilmot sighed,
“I know.”

IV

THE quiet cause of discomfort, slippered
and loose-robed, sat, meanwhile, in an easy-
chair, with her feet on the fender. Her hair
floated free about her shoulders, silky from
the brush. She had a book on her knees,
but did not read it. Instead, she looked
into the fire, frowning,

Faint lines now printed themselves upon
her face: two between her brows, one defin-
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ing the round of each fair cheek. Her eyes
showed fathomless sapphire; whatever her
thoughts were of, they held the secret close,
Their gaze was one of fascination, as if she
saw things in the fire terrible and strange,
figures of the past or of the future, from
which she could not turn her face. The
curve of her upper lip where it lay along its
fellow and made a dimpled end, sharpened
and grew bleak. Poring and smiling into
the fire, she looked like a Sibyl envisaging
the fate of men, not concerned in it, yet ab-
sorbed, interested in the play, not at allin
the persons. The friend of Mrs. Benson,
the midnight mate of young gardeners, dis-
turber of high ladies’ comfort, serene con-
troller of Wanless—she was, it would seem,
all things to all men, as men could take her.
But now she had the fell look of a cat, the
long, sleek, cruel smile, the staring and avid
eyes. A catshe might be, playing with her
own beating heart, patting it, watching its
throbs.

These moments of witchcralt gazing were
not many. They had been deliberately be-
gun and were deliberatelydone with. With-
in their span her cares were faced and
co-ordinated; and the business over, she
sighed and sank more snugly into her chair.
She leaned back; her hands crossed them-
selves on her lap; she shut her eyes. All
the lines upon her face softened, melted
away. She looked now like an Oread a-
swoon in the mid-day heats, pure of thought
ordread or memory. Her bosom below her
laces rose and fell gently. She slept.

Outside in the gusty dark was one who
padded up and down the grass on noiseless
feet, passing and repassing the window,
with an eye for the narrow chink of light.

She slept for a very short time. Towards
ten o'clock she awoke. Collecting herself
luxuriously, she was seen to face her facts
again.  Evidently they held her eyes wak-
ing; they were dreadfully there, still unre-
solved or still unpalatable.  Before them
now she plainly quailed. The flush of her
sleep gave delicacy to hercarven beauty; she
looked fragile and tremulous; it would seem
that a little more pity of herself would bring
her to tears., Asif she knew it, she took her
measures, rose abruptly, and, after two
turns about the room, went to a safe, opened
it, and plunged herself into the ledger-book
which she took from it. Upon that and a
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cash-box—ith certain involuntary pauses,
in which her eyes concentrated and stared
—she remained closely engaged until hali-
past eleven. '

At that hour, having ascertained it, she
put by her work, went into her bedroom, and
began a deliberate and careful toilet,  She
was pale, serious, and evidently ratherscared
at hersell; she lilted her eyebrows and op-
ened wide her eyes.  But she did what she
had to do as daintily as ever Amina in the
Arab tale fingered her rice. A person of
great simplicity, who did extraordinary
things in an ordinary way, at the hour when
all Wanless was going to bed, she brushed
and banded her shining hair, and dressed
hersell in silk and lace as for a dinner-party.
To hersell in the glass she gave and received
again a face of pure pity and sorrow. She
saw herself lovely and love-worthy, sleek un-
der the caress of her own beauty. Yet she
knew exactly what she was about to do and
how she would do it, and did not falter at all.

At a quarter past twelve her summons
came—a knock at the door, the turning of
the handle, the push to open, and Ingram’s
voice. ““Come along, Sancie,” he said, and
went away without any more ceremony.
She got up from her chair, put her book
down, having marked her place, and fol-
lowed him after a few minutes’ meditation.
Ingram’s quarters were on the ground floor
of the house, as hers were, but in the oppo-
site wing. She had two rooms in the west-
ern arm of the E; the whole of the eastern
was his.

He was at table, when she came in and
shut the door behind her—at a table fairly
naped, with fine glass, silver, and flowers
upon it. There was hothouse fruit, too:
a melon, a little pyramid of strawberries in
fig-leaves. He was eating smoked salmon
and bread and butter with appetite. By his
side, half empty, was a champagne glass.
A pint bottle stood at his elbow.

He hailed her gayly with a jerk of his
head, a “ Come along,” and a lifted glass.
Leaning back as she came on, watching and
waiting for her, he stretched out his left arm.
She smiled rather conventionally, did not
meet his eyes, but came within reach. His
arm encircled her and drew her in. “ Well,
my girl, well!” he said, glancing up, laugh-
ing, tempting her to laugh. She looked
down gently, blushing a little, and conde-
scended to him, stooped and brushed his
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forehead with her lips.  Condescension ex-
presses her act. It was exactly done as one
would humor an importunate child, excuse
its childishness, and grant it its desire of the
moment.

So it must have been felt by him, for
there was a sharp, short tussle of wills.  She
would have had him contented but he was
not so to be contented.  There was a little
struggle, much silent entreaty from him,
much consideration from her above him—
her doubting, judging, discriminating eves;
her smile, half tender and half simple; but
in the end he kissed her lips the more ar-
dently for their withholding. Then he al-
lowed her to sit by the table, not far off, and
resumed his smoked salmon and his zest.
She declined to share the meal; was neither
hungry nor thirsty she said. “Have your
ownway, my dear,” heconcluded the match;
“you'll feel all the better for it, I know.”
She cupped her chin in her hand, and
watched the play of knife and fork, her
thoughts elsewhere.

“Now, Sancie,” he said presently in his
usual direct manner, * how long is it since
I've seen your”

She answered atonce, without looking up,
“A year and ten days.”

He shook his head. “That’s too long.
That's absurd. I don’t like that kind of
thing—as a man domestically inclined. But
I've been a devil of a way. I wrote to you
—{rom where?"

“T'rom Singapore,” she told him.

“Soldid. Iremember. ButI wentto
Egypt before that,  First-rate place, Egypt.
I know it well, but am always glad to he
there. Fine river of its own. We went to
Khartoum and two marches beyond. Then
Singapore and the Straits—Burmah, Cey-
lon; then India. Didn’t I write to you from
India?”

“Yes,” she told him. She was balanc-
ing a salt-spoon idly on a wine-glass and
seemed scarcely to listen,  He rattled on.

“Had great days in India. Shooting,
fishing, pig-spearing; polo, dances, rajahs,
pretty women, pow-wows of sorts, and a
chance of a fight.  All in a year, my friend
—1I beg your pardon—and ten days. Quick
work, eh?  One crowded year of glorious
life. A cycle of Cathay.”

She was looking at her salt-spoon,
stretched beyond her the length of her arm.
“I'm sure you were very happy.”
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He looked at her directly. “Oh, I was,
you know. Otherwise, I guess I should have
written. Iwasidiotically happy. And you?”

“I was busy,” she told him, “idiotically
busy.” He laughed lightly.

“That's one for me—and a shrewd one.
Oh, you deep-eyed scamp! Sancie, you
never give yourself away. I've noticed that
many and many a time. And not I only, I
can assure you. Bill Chevenix, now 2)

Her thoughts, her regard, were far away
from a world of Tngrams and Chevenixes.
She may have heard, but she gave no sign.
He rattled on.

“(Oh, you're splendid, of course you're
splendid. The comfort of you! I gooff to
the ends of the world—without a care left
behind me—or taken with me, by Jove!
No bothers, no worry—letters opened, the
right ones, answered and done with. Let-
ters forwarded, the right ones, unopened,
How you can guess—it beats me! No wor-
ry.  You don’t ask me to write to you—or
expect it. You don’t write to me—and 7
don’t expect it. You know me just as I
know you. There's a confidence, a certain-
ty about you. That’s what's so splendid.
There can't be a girl in the world like you.”
He clasped her in triumph. “ My Sancie!
Back I come at the end of my time, and
everything’s in apple-pie order. And, to
crown all, there’s you at the door to wel-
come me—and wait your turn—and wait
your turn. Always the same—my wise, fine
Sanchia!” He leaned forward, picked up,
and held her hand. “My dear, I love you,”
he said, and jumped up and kissed her.
Then, as he stood above her, the trium-
phant young man, with the hand of posses-
sion on her shoulder, “Upon my word,” he
declared to the assembled universe, “ this is
a very satisfactory world, so faras I am con-
cerned.”

When he was seated again and had in-
vited her to talk domestic affairs, she re-
turned from her reverie and gathered in all
her self-possession. The estate, the house-
hold, the parish, the county: there was no
mistaking his interest in these matters. He
was interested in the smallest particulars:
her broods of young chicks, her pigeons, the
tabby-cat’s kittens, the rector’s baby. He
asked searching questions. Howmany cows
were in milk just now; when would Menzies
have asparagus fit toeat? The servants—
was all well there? Their young men?
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Nothing escaped him. She was quite ready
for him, took a dry tone, showed a slight
sense of the humor of the situation, de-
scended to trifles, had statistics at her fin-
gers’ ends.  She met him, in a word, as he
wished to be met, as jointly concerned in
these minute affairs.

He lit a cigar and drew her to the fire,
He would have had her on his knee, but she
would not. She sat on a straight chair be-
side his easy one, and allowed him to play
with her hand,

He talked now in jerks, between puffs, of
his adventures: his first shot at a tiger, some
trouble with hillmen at Peshawur, a row at
a mess-table, in which two chaps lost their
heads, and one his papers. He had been
present as a guest, but had kept well in the
background. There had been a lot of drink-
ing done—luckily he was all right. He had
a good head, you see; could carry a lot of
stuff,

He had, by the way, “picked up” that
little Mrs. Wilmot on board ship. She
was coming home in the convoy of Mrs.
Devereux. Of course, he had known Mrs,
Devercux for years; she was an institution,
The little Wilmot person was a widow, it
seemed. Niceish sort of young woman;
knew the Trenchards up here, was a kind
of cousin of Lady Trenchard’s. In fact,
she was going on to them from here; but
not due for a week or so. She had, you
might say, asked to be asked or spelled for
it out of those eyes of hers. You get awfully
friendly on board ship, you must know.
You can say anything—and do most things
—oh, all sorts of things! He had no objec-
tion—to her coming, he meant; indeed, he
rather liked the young party. He thought
Chevenix did too. But Chevenix was very
much at Sanchia’s disposal: “he talked a
lot about seeing you again, my girl.” To
meet him again might carry her mind back
—how long? FEight stricken years. Was
it possible that she—he and she—had been
here together eight years? Yes, he could
see that she remembered. Dear, sweet
Sancie!

There was bravado here on his part, and
nervousness to be discerned beneath it; for
it is most certain that her reverie was not
exactly as he would have it. Her chin was
in her hand, her caught other hand lay idle
in his own; her eyes were far-gazing and
sombre; her smile was bleak. Whatever
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she heard, whatever she thought of, she be-
trayed nothing.

Her brooding calm spurred him in that
sensitive spot whose throb or ache tells a
man whether he is centre of a woman's
mind or not. He must know whether she
was glad to have him back: the Wanderer
Returned, eh? She had not told him so
yet, he must observe; no, norlooked it. She
was mysterious, it seemed to him. “And
you can speak with your eyes, my dear;
none better. Your tongue was never very
loose; but your eves! Now, vou know what
you can do with them, Sancie; you know
very well. Speak to me, then, my dear,
speak to me. Speak to me only with thine
. .. no,not enly! You can speak in a
thousand ways—with your hands, with the
tips of your fingers placed here or there,
with a bend of the head on that lovely neck
vou have, with your faint color, with your
quiclks breath. . . .”

Fired by his own words, he worked him-
gelf into enthusiasm, was enamored of what
himself proclaimed. “My beautiful—my
goddess!” he called her, and drew her to his
heart.

And she allowed him, allowed herself to
be pressed there, while within her the dull
fire smouldered, and the deep, slow resent-
ment gathered like clouds about the sun.
But he held her face now between his two
hands and forced to meet his own her unre-
sponsive eyes; and when with ardor he had
kissed her grave lips, the flippancy of a fool
ruined him, and his triumph was flattened
into dust, as when one crushes a puff-ball.

He suddenly held her at arms’ length as
he was struck by an idea. “Oh. by the
way, I forgot,” he said, and looked vaguely
across the room. *Claire is dead.”

Sanchia’s eyes concentrated and paled.
The pupils of them were specks.  She paled
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to the lips, then slowly flooded as with a
tide of sanguine. Shewithdrew herself from
him; simply dropped him off her. She said
nothing, but she watched him steadily, while
within her the masked fire gleamed and fit-
fully leaped.

Bravado made him hold on to his airy
tone. “Shedied,I'm told, at Messina, some
time in March. I heard it at Marseilles.
Met a man who told me. Yes! She's dead
—and buried.”

Sanchia had nothing to say. She looked,
however, towards the door—and he detected
that. Her silence spread about the room,
caught him and enveloped him. That she
was calculating how long it would be he-
fore she could escape by that door was ab-
solutely clear, and the frost of her silence
struck down upon him so that he could not
gainsay her purpose. He paused irresolute,
glancing askance at her directed eyes. Then
he gave in, left her, opened the door for her.
She went out, folded in her own mystery;
but as she went by him he caught up her
hand and kissed the fingers. They were
very cold and made him shiver.

“Good-night, my dear,” he said, all his
dash gone out of him,

She said good-night very simply and went
away. He looked after her until she had
turned the corridor, then went to the table
and poured himself brandy and soda-water,
drank deeply, and set down the tumbler
with a crash.  “By God! I am a fool!” he
told himself.

From the garden that narrow chink of
light which shone through Ingram’s shutter
was seen to collapse by one who watched it.
Shortly afterwards, that same haunterof the
dark saw a shining slit part the shutters of
a window in the west wing, and sighed short
and quick. He returned to prowl among
the secret lowers.

(To be continued. )




PASA THALASSA THALASSA
By Edwin Arlington Robinson
“The sca is everywhere the sea”
I

Goxr—faded out of the stary, the sea-faring friend T remember?
Gone for a decade, they say: never a word or a sign.

Gione with his hard red face that only his laughter could wrinkle,
Down where men go to be still, by the old way of the sea.

Never again will he come, with rings in his ears like a pirate,
Back to be living and seen, here with his roses and vines;

Here where the tenants are shadows and echoes of years uneventful,
Memory meets the event, told from afar by the sea.

Smoke that floated and rolled in the twilight away from the chimney
Floats and rolls no more.  Wheeling and [ulling, instead,

Down with a twittering flash go the smooth and inserutable swallows,
Down to the place made theirs by the cold work of the sea.

Roses have had their day, and the dusk is on yarrow and wormwood—
Dusk that is over the grass, drenched with memorial dew;

Trellises lie like hones in a ruin that once was a garden,

Swallows have lingered and ceased, shadows and echoes are all,
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Where is he lying to-night, as T turn away down to the valley,

Down where the limps of men tell me the streets are alive?

Where shall T ask, and of whom, in the town or on land or on water,
News of a time and a place buried alike and with him?

Few now remain who may care, nor may they he wiser for caring,
Where or what manner the doom, whether by day or by night;
Whether in Indian deeps or on lood-laden fields of Atlantis,

Or by the roaring Horn, shronded in silence he lies.

Few now remain who return Ly the weed-weary path to his cottage,
Drawn by the scene as it was,—met by the chill and the change;
Few are alive who report, and few are alive who remember,

More of him now than a name carved somewhere on the sea.

“Where is he lying?” T ask, and the lichts in the valley are nearer;
Drvwen o the streets T go, down to the murmur of men.

Diawn o the roar of the sea in a ship may he well for another—
Down where he lics to-night, silent, and under the storms.
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IN A DAY'S RUN

By William Harnden Foster

TLLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR

[HE yardful of locomatives lay
for the most part silent, ex-
._"‘_ cept for the sputtering of an

d uncertain safety-valve or the
occasional clanging of a bell
as an engine moved drowsily
forward in the afternoon sun to the “ water-
plug” or coal-chute. Some engines had
gangs of greasy wipers polishing cross-head
orside-rod. A big H 18 stood over the ash-
pit while a grimy man crawled between her
drivers and banged and poked away at
her ash-pan, amid clouds of steam and hot
cinders.

As I maved down the line of iron steeds
purring contentedly, I came upon the engine
I was looking for, No. 8coo, a big Atlantic-
type flyer, and crouched upon the connect-
ing-rod and probing into her link motion
with a long-nosed oil-can was Windy, one
of the crack runners of the road—Windy,
the man who takes eleven Pullmans ninety-
six miles in an hour and forty-six minutes.

He got down and came back to the gang-
\\"ay.

“Climb up,” hesaid, looking at his watch;
“we’ll have to be going in a minute or two.”

I climbed up and found the fireman sprin-
kling down the coal.

“Goin’ down the linewith us ?”” he asked.

I told him I was,

“Only my second trip in this train,” he
said; “ bid the job off last week. This mill
steams like a fire-engine, though, so I guess
we’ll get there all right.”

Windy took his oil-cans and went over
to the round-house for his allowance of
oil for the run, while the fireman turned
his attention to the fire. The safety-valve
sputtered and then popped with a roar.
The fireman left the fire-box door open
and came gnd looked out the gangway. A
little, slim old man with a ragged jumper
and a dirty golf-cap, and who needed a
shave sorely, was carrying half a bucke{ful
of rivets over to a turn-table that was being
repaired.

“Hello, Daddy,"” shouted the fireman.

Daddy waved a jet-black hand,

“That’s Daddy,” explained the fireman;
“he’sa peach. Nobody'd ever think he was
one of the oldest engineers on the Road,
would they? Yes, set up in '6g—been run-
ningeversince. Good man, too—everybody
likes Daddy; but he does look like a hobo,
don't he? He’s always working around at
some odd job like that. Other day some of
the fellers over to the other house sent over a
bundle of overalls for him. They addressed
t, ‘For Daddy, the man that digs cellars
daytimes and runs a Trilby nights.” Hasn't
any watch, either,” continued the fireman;
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“at inspection he gets one of his hoys'—
they're all trainmen.”

“Daddy's somethin® of a sport too.
Other day he raced Humpty clear (o
Tower G. Him runnin' local, and Humpty
had one of the through sections, Daddy
stuck just the same, but T don’t helieve
either of 'em had mor'n a grate leit when
they got there,”

Just then Windy set his oil-cans on
the shelf and climbed up.

“Well, let's be moving,” said he. “Have
to take the Y now, while Daddy builds us
a new turn-table.”

He lighted his pipe, glanced out of the
window, dropped the reverse lever down
into the corner, and reached for the throttle.
The fireman gave the bell-rope a pull, and
soon,with herconnecting-rods clanking and
her seventy-six-inch drivers banging over
rattling switches, the 8ooo swung through
the lines of locomotives.  As we would go
by an engine, her driver would wave to
Windy from the cab or from beside the
drivers, and shout something and grin.
Now we were on a track about at right an-
gles to the one on which T had found the
Sooo.  With a groan of the brake-shoes she
stopped just beyond a switch, guarded by a
dwarf signal.

“All right,” said the fireman as he gave
the bell-rope another pull.

The reverse lever came over. Windy
leaned out of the window, and soon we
were rattling and booming out on the main
line. Under bridges we swept and through
short tunnels, in which the exhaust of the en-
gine sounded hollow and uncanny.  Apart-
ment houses lanked the track oneitherside.
Then wecharged intoa long tunnel in which
the smoke and steam filled the cab and oly-
scured the view ahead.

“All right,” said the fireman as soon as
the first glimpse of daylight showed ahead.

AL right,” responded Windy.

“All right on the next one,” said the fire-
man.

“All right,” said Windy.

Then the Soco hit the ladder and went di-
agonally across the maze of tracks that are
the approach to the big terminal, the crew
recording signals at intervals. We passed
by the big tower, met suburban trains com-
ing out, and went in by the River Division
Flyer, waiting for the signal. Then with
clanging bell the Bogo backed down on the
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Dlind bageage of the train that stood wait-
ing and which the passengers were already
boarding.

A man with a hammer made the coup-
ling, and soon the little whistle beside the
engineer's seat sounded shrilly. Windy ap-
plied the brakes. It whistled again, and
he released them. Then he got down and,
with hig oil-can and wrench, went around
the Sooco to put on the fnishing touches
before the run.

Soon the conductor came up, and, after a
comparison of watches, Windy went up on
the front of the engine to change the train
numbers in the headlight. Then they stood
talking until the signal dropped at the end
of the train-shed.

“Trotalong, Windy,” said the conductor
as he started back toward the first vestibule,
Windy climbed the steps, and the Soco
started ahead, shooting up heavy-artillery
exhausts that swirled and churned in the
roof of the train-shed.

The throttle came open a little wider and
the reverse lever came up a little nearer the
centre. Now the 8coo was rattling over
switches and under signal-bridges at a
merry rate.

As we got out of the vard limit the fire-
man got down,

“You can have the seat all to yourself
now,” he said; “I've got something else to
do.”

Then he opened the fire-box and began
to apply that science of keeping up steam
on a heavy, fast train.  Just then we over-
took a freight pulling slowly out on the next
track.  We tore by the caboose and along
the line of jolting cars. Apparently they
might well have been standing still or even
going backward. Then we came to the
engine—a big compounder. The fireman
stepped to the gangway.

“Come on,” he yelled; but we were by,
and only got an answering grin, Still we
could hear the exhaust of the compound
above the roar of our own engine. Windy
nodded toward the freight.

“1 can’t help it; T can't help it; I can't
help it,” he shouted, in imitation of the ac-
cented first and even three exhausts of the
freight engine.

We were now several miles out and trav-
elling at a fifty-mile gait. The big 8oco
rocked and swayed as she banged over
switches and lurched around curves, her
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exhaust coming in a steady roar. The crew
for the most part paid strict attention to
husiness.  The fireman danced between
tender and fire-hox, stopping now and then
to glance ahead. Windy had lighted his
pipe again, and was now settled down to
watch the signals and switches that fled by
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shut the fire-hox door, and climbed up on
the seat behind me.

“Thisdon’t happen many times on thisdi-
vision,” he said; “ five miles right down-hill
now, and they'll run just as fast as you want
‘em to without any steam.  Have to hight
‘em from running too fast most always,”

Began to apply that science of keeping up-steam

in rapid succession, occasionally shifting the
reverse lever a notch one way or the other
or to regulate the throttle a trifle. Now and
then he would wave to a crossing-tender or
a tower man along the road, and often he
would indicate something along the line by
a jerk of histhumb, and shoutsomething over
to me—something that T could not hear.
Being well out of the suburban towns,
Windy caused the S8ooo to “pound the
joints,” as the fireman called making speed.
Suddenly Windy, who had been riding with
his left hand resting loosely over the top of
the reverse lever, and his right firmly grasp-
ing the window-frame, reached over and
shut off. There being no scheduled stop
thereabouts, I looked ahead for the cause.
The train was on a big curve, and was run-
ning smoothly and fast. The fireman
looked up, gave the fire a little repairing,
Vor. XLVII,—18

Chur speed keptinereasing until I elt sure
that the fireman’s statements were true. We
crashed over switches that sounded loose,
and shot through towns that were a con-
fusion of buildings along the track, and a
slimpse of a square with electric cars in it.
Then out through open fields again and
over hollow-sounding bridges.

“Like shooting the chutes, isn’t it?
only fun we have on this run,” said the fire-
man in my ear.  Windy began to apply the
hrakes gently and at intervals; but still the
Soootourealong, rolling and pitching. Itwas
hard work sticking on the smooth leather
seat. and | clung to the window desperately.
Windy looked over and motioned for me to
take a seat behind him.

“How do you like it 2" he asked.

I liked it all right, and asked him how
fast we were going



Windy.

“Fast!” he repeated.  “ We're not going
very fast.”

I ruized no argument, but felt that there
must be some mistake.

Windyapplied the hrake from time to time
so that our speed did not seem to increase.

He hung out of the window and the en-
gineer's valve hissed atintervals.  Then the
engine listed to one side, and there came a
series of lurches and bangings as we struck
the curve at the foot of the hill.

“There’s where Duckioot went off the
iron,” said Windy, pointing to the hollow
at the bottom of the embankment a5 we
swept by,

“His train ran away,” he continued.
“Fiftv-seven loaded box-cars and refriger-
ators— told him when he took "em that there
was forty cars of air, 50 he didn’t begin to
touch "em up until he got half-way down;
then he couldn't hold em. Whole bunch
went right off and landed at the bottom
of the fill—engine turned hottom-side up.
Killed > Duckioot wasn't, but every one
else was.  Found him in the brook.”

The Sooo, with straight track under her
drivers and the throttle open, again caused
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the landscape to float by rapidly.  Just
after going through a small town, Windy
shut off and the fireman went back to lower
the scoop.  Soon the long, narrow troughs
of water caught the reflection of the sky
ahead, and there was a sound of rushing
water heard in the tank. This suddenly
became full, and the surplus poured off the
top of the tender over the front of the blind-
baggage. The scoop was raised and the
roar of the exhaust recommenced.

“ Never scoop water,” said Windy, “but
I think of the feller I saw get off the blind-
baggage at the Junction one night—Irish
feller, T guess—and wet—say, he was near
drowned. Late in the fall, too, and cold.
When we stopped he came up side o' the
fire-box to get warm.  * Fine night,” I says
“ How “re you enjovin’ vour ride?” “Ar,”
says he, shiverin’, *'twas all right, but yiz
went through three lakes.”

Far down the track ahead could be seen
a complicated net-work of track, a station,
a branch train, and a crowded platform.
Windy pulled a long blast on the whistle
and shut off. 1 got down and went over to
the fireman’s side as we rolled into the
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Junction.  With the squealing of exhaust-
ing brake-cylinders the 8coo came to a stop.
Windy got down and, with oil-can and
wrench, made a hurried détour of the en-
gine. He had just reached the cab again
when the conductor gave the signal, and the
8000 was again on her way. Just outside
the Junction we met the Fast-hound ex-
press. The crews greeted each other as
they passed.

“ Gait, Pop,” said Windy half to himself,
as he reached for the whistle, “ you're two
minutes late,”

He whistled  grade crossing,” and waved
to the fat man with the vellow flag in the
road,  Soon he whistled again on a curve
through a rocky cut, and shut off the steam.
His left hand rested on the air-brake until
we dashed between the white fences, and
then the throttle came open again.

“He always shuts off there,” said the
fireman. “Last spring he hit a haker-
cart—Ekilled the baker and the horse, and
smashed the cart to kindling wood. They
said there was cake and pie all over the en-
gine. Never runs through there now like
he used to.”

“We had a close call one day at a grade
crossing back in the Hill. We were about
thirty yards from it and Gusty on Lighty
was just the other side and coming some
too. All of a sudden something brown
shot out by the boiler like a hig jack-rab-
bit—thought it was for a minute—but it
was only a feller on a moter-cycle, and he
was surely leanin’ some.™

After going through a few more small
towns, over bridges, under bridges, and
through isolated freight-yards, we ap-
pr(::u:hed the city.  Now suburban trains
loomed out of the gathering dusk and with
a twinkle of the headlight whisked hy. Sig-
nals became more numerous, and the fire-
man stood in the gangway and kent look-
out. After going under several hridges
close together, and through a short tunnel,
we skimmed around a big curve and came
in view of the dark, sombre train-shed in
the distance, behind clouds of escaping
steam and volumes of black smoke.

“All right,” said the fireman.

“All right,” said Windy.

“All right on W."

“All right on W."

“All right all the way in.”

*“All right in.”
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The Scco was now rumbling into the
shed, her safety-valve roaring.  Within ten
feet of the bumper her pilot came to a stop,
the reverse lever came into the back corner,
and Windy looked over and langhed.

“Well, we're here again,” he said.

Soon after a switcher took our train out
and we followed them a way, then swung
off to the round-house. [t was now quite
dark, and the net-work of rails canght the
reflection of a thousand lights—red, white,
and green.  Trains moved to and fro, and
engines backed in and out with clanging
hells, We left the Scoo in the hands of
the hostlers and started over to the round-
house.  On the way we passed one of the
River Division Graballs limping in on one
side with a broken connecting-rod.  Both
Windy and the fireman hurled over some
remark about crews who let their connect-
ing-rods break.

“ Every time | see a broken connecting-
rod T think of one time when T was firing
for Redney,” said Windy. “We had the
only packet you could call an express an the
North Branch. One morning while we
were hitting the grit through one of the
small towns the side-rod on my side broke
and the ends went ‘round like a couple o
ails. Things happened pretty rapid just
about then. First the ends would stick in
the ground, cuttin’® the ends off the ties,
and the old engine would lilt clear off the
rail on that side, and thencome down again,
‘hang!™ Then the ends came around and
cleaned the side o' the engine off pretty
well. T was sittin® on the seat when it
broke, and near went through the roof.
When I landed Redney had me, and told
me to stay on—I thought we were in the
ditch, and was going to jump.  Well, after
we tore up the track pretty much for a
couple o hundred yards, we stopped right
on the crossing, and Redney he got down
to view the remains.  Just as he was coming
around the end o' the pilot he met a fat,
red-faced grocer who kept a store near the
crossin"—all out o' breath. *I seen your
train comin’ along,” he gasped, *and—and
all to a sudden two things on the engine
begin to go round like a couple o pin-
wheels, and | knew I ought to come over
and tell ye "bout it.” My Gawd!” vells
Redney, and chases the fat grocerall theway
back into his store with a Stillson wrench.
Then the grocer stuck his head out the back
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door and told Redney he didn't think he

knew how to run an “engin” anyway.’

Duckioot was what thev call a last-
freicht artist, and a fast-Treicht artist is one
to he worshipfully respected. Fifty cars
nincty-five miles in fwo hours and thiriy-
ci,uhl_lnil'mlc:. Ducklioot was about the
only man who could run on that schedule,
but he had it down to a science. He knew
just when to get a
start and when he
could coast a little;
when he could give
the firemanachance
togeta oood fire and
just when he had
to plug her. Forty
miles an hourisfast
time for a freivht.,

A switcher had
siven us oo st ol
of the yard, and we
were now  bowling
alone at schedule
time. Ducklioot was
a big man, and ashe
satwithhisleft hand
on the throttle, lean-
ing slightlyforward,
he nearly filled the
window. It was a
Beautiful moonlizht
nicht, and as the
train rumbled by ¥ P
the Logs we could s
hear the frogs peep-
ine above the noise
of the train. The hreman had all he could
do uphill and down. He was big, and the
two men seemed in keeping with the big, ten-
wheeled = Bouglediuoer,™

We had passed through several small
towns, by little, one-horse Treight vards, and
over numerous grade crossings,  Duckioot
had whistled regularly, the deep barytone
of the * Bougledagger's ™ chime carrving far
into the still night.  Just as the hic engine
thundered into a cut, Duckioot whistled
“erade crossing " very longand deliberately,
with generous pauses hetween the I']asts,
Sure enouch, there was the white fence
ahead, bhut the fireman left the fire-hox door
open and stood in the gangway hehind the
enginecr, Then, in the glare of the firelizht,
they both waved, and in o window a hun-
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dred vards from the track a figure waved
Lack—a ficure of a woman  silhouetted
acainst the lamplight of an interior.  The
fireman closed the Ore-box and came over
and stood hehind me.

“That's Duckey's wife," he said. “The
Lkids are abed, but they'll be out there when
he goes by in the moming.  She never fails
him. and when he whistles that way she
Lnows he s all right.  That night he went
over the banking
at the bottom of
Five-mile she got to
the Junction and
rode down on the
wrecker."

Duckey had been
running like a man
who thoroughly
lknew his husiness.
The throttle opened
and closed by notch-
es, and the reverse
lever swung be-
tween centre and
corner.  The pop-
valve was always
silent, but the black
hand of the steam-
gauge hovered
arcund the two-
hundred mark., On
several occasions he
had looked back at
the train.

“Somethin’s
hangin® back,” he
announced at last.

The fireman leaned out the gangway and
looked back.,  An orange flame that flick-
cred under a car told the story.

“Warm one "hout twenty-five cars back,”
he said.

“Bad?™ asked Duckey. “Well, then,
let her drag, so long as this old sled will pull
it I'm not going to stop fifteen minutes
side o some brook just for one hot box.
Wish they'd get some one that knew how to
pack a journal right down the line.”

The fast freight had just struck a long
reverse curve, and from the attention the
crew were paving it was evident that sig-
nals were to be expected.

“Red eve,” shouted the fireman.

] - I\'w‘i eve,” erumbled Duckfoot, and
shut off,
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He knew just when u
“Too bad they can't give a man a clear
line when he’s runnin’ a string like this on
passenger time.”
Duckey had the train under good « antrol,
and the offending signa

was still three hun-
dred yards’ distant, when it turned white.
“All right,” shouted the fireman.
“All right,” answered Duckfoot.
He released the brakes gradually and
made room for me on the seat behind him.
“Have to be pretty delicate about the
way you handle a bunch like this. 1If you
pinch 'em too hard at first they'll buckle.

If vou don’t hold "em quite hard enough,
they won't fetch up for three miles.  If you
release toa quick, they'll break apart, and
if vou let "em stop dead you might just as
well knock hfteen minutes off your time
alore you get 'em rolling again.”

Now we were “ whooping it,” as Duck-
foot called it, along a straicht track.  Oec-
casianally_a switch-light or a semaphore
would flicker in the darkness ahead and
flash by.

“Almost there,” announced Duckey af-
ter a pause, and far ahead could be seen
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the are lights of the Lig freight yard and
bevond it the city.  Signals became more
numerous, and now and then we overtook
a switcher laboring along with a string of
hox-cars—men with lanterns walking on
top.  There was a rattle in the tender
behind us, and the conductor slid down
through the coal.

“Om time again,” he said. *Hope
they'Il have the iron ready for us.  S'pose,
though, some switcher 'l have the cross-
over with "hout sixty more cars than she
can pull. Bum bunch o junk down this
end.”

The train had now come to a groaning
stop under the string of are lights, and the
forward brakeman was coming up to cut
the engine off.

*This old junk "Il be goin” into the shops
before long,” said the fireman; *can’t get
steam enough now to blow vour hat off.”

“Oh, come off 1 said the conductor, as
he backed down the steps; * vou can’t draw
twenty-eicht extra mileace every night and
expect to fire a Trilby on the * Loop.”™

“Move that wheezin® old coffee-pot out
o' the way,” velled the forward brakeman,
“s0's we can get at the train,”

We were soon rattling into the round-
house, leaving the truin to the care of a big
shifter. '

“That finishes uz," said Duckfoot, as he
shut an injectar and pulled the lever into
the centre. “Now for some sleep,  Tell
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vou what, railroading is a thankless jol,
Bad work, bad weather, and bad hours, f
1 were a young man again I'd never go near
a locomotive.  There was a time when one
man was a little better'n another, and the
good man got the good "gine and the goud
joband kept 'em both.  Now a man is just
a litle interchangeable piece of a big ma-
chine—works when and where they tell him
to, and sleeps when he gets a chance, Ny
credit for what he does right, but the min-
ute he slips up a little the office hollers,
“Thirty days’ or somethin’. That's the
kind o' thanks vou get.”

L left the fast-freight artist washing off
the grease at a long tank in the round-
house. I went out into the dimly lighted
vard, and as I passed Detween the line of
purring, simmering locomotives the light
fell on a familiar number-plate.  No, 8ooo,
sure enough: there was my acquaintance
of vesterdav,  She did not look like the
tail-truck comet of mile-a-minute pace as
she stood still and solemn in the night. A
torch flickered on the corner of the tank,
and from the caly came the sound of the
shaking of grates. They were at work
grooming her for to-day’s performance, a
race across the stage of the Division and
back, a performance in which every actor
has to play his part well—and woe to him
that forgets it—a performance in which
e\'r;-lr_v moment is dramatic and danger is
real.




THE HERMIT OF BUBBLING WATER

By Frederick Palmer

ITrLusTRATIONS BY F. C.

SMALL portable house for
living quarters and work-
shop combined, a long shed
sheltering two aeroplanes,
and the poles stretching a
Marconi web threw their
Iﬂne shadm\'s across the Nevada desert. At
this central station Danbury Rodd was in
touch with substations, which spread zones
of flight from the Mexican border to the
Selkirks in British Columbia.

Yesterday a squall had hung the Idaho
man's machine on the limbs of a scrub pine
near the timber line of a peak, and the
Arizona man’s machine, caught by a “hot
ball of wind,” had turned turtle among the
cacti.

“Tell them to cheer up and not to forget
to mail full details of the action of the gyro-
scope attachment,” he bade the operator.
“Hello! A wvisitor!” he added, as his rest-
less eye saw through the open door an object
the size of a fountain-pen cap rise out of the
line where the metallic, pebbly sheen of the
!-m_nd:, and the velvet depths of the sky met.

“ From the way he is riding, " said Walker,
the local assistant, looking through the In—
noculars, it must be a case of a hurry am-
bulance call for an aeroplane.”

Here the wireless began to sizzle with
good news from the Spokane man.  He had
been slightly frost-bitten, but had found
again the same constant wind by certain
passes, which was another promise of regu-
larity of service for the proposed two-day
special fast mail route—fifty cents for an
ounce—between New York and Seattle.

“Tell him he will have the new electric-
heated wind shields in a few days, and he'll
be as comfortable as if he were riding in
a Pullman,” Rodd said, and turned to a
study of the big ledger of records, in which
he was immersed, when he heard a skurry
of hoofs before the door. A young man,
in accentuated cowboy rig, threw his leg
jauntily over the saddle pommel as he
reined his horse skilfully to an abrupt
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stand-still and addressed himself to Rodd
with a directness which completed the im-
pression of haste.

* My name’s Ed Kimball,” he said, “and
I wouldn't have come if I hadn't heard how
good-natured you are.  You can do me the
biggest kind of a favor in a matter of lifeand
death—but this explains.”

He passed over a telegram which he ex-
tracted from the breast pocket of his blue

shirt, where he had anchored it with a
wadded red sillc handkerchief.

“Eyes opened,” Rodd read. *Sick.
Want to see you while I am alive. Hurry."”

(Signed) “ Uncle Peter.”

“I don’t know how to tell you, except 1
feel I've got to see Uncle Peter before he
dies,” Kimball went on, “and it’s plain
there’s no time to be lost. He lives in the
south-eastern corner of Wyoming, ona ranch
he calls Bubbling Water, and it takes two
days’ switching back and forth by rail, and
two days more on horseback to get there.”

*Yes,” said Rodd, mechanically, hisdaily
trip over the Sierrasin mind. He was used
to ruses which had a flight in the Falcon as
an object. The number of dying relatives
who could not be reached promptly by train
was astonishing.

He studied the telegram. Tt was written
on a routine form and seemed genuine. He
looked sharply into eves which were of a
mild blue, at once good-natured and frank.

“Comein,” he said, leading the way past
the cots of the living-room to the chart-
room, where Kimball saw, on a linen-back
sheet across a table-top, a section of the
Rocky Mountain region in relief.

This told the story of the soundings for
reefs, shallows, and drifts in 2 new world of
travel; of the work of a pathfinder in ana-
lyzing and surveying the atmosphere. The
barrier of a continent’s backbone did not
end with the summits of the passes which
the early explorers had found for the ar-
gonauts. It rose heavenward against the
westward progress of the empire of flight
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“ My God!

with all the mctenro]ngi\"ﬂl uncertainties
lving between the desert regions of the pla-
teau and the garden of the Pacific coast;
with all the climatic differences of Sierra
snows and burning, arid levels, of orange
groves and frosty cattle ranges.

The cryptic figures in ink peppering the
map—wavy with isobars and isotherms—
were references to the air-movements of
valley, desert, and gorge. Geometric tal-
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Look in there!™ he eried chaotically. —Page 171.

ismans indicated the dependable, known
conditions at certain altitudes, and ques-
tion marks the vaster field of the unknown.

“Now, here we have south-eastern Wyo-
ming,"” said Rodd, as he drew the sheet
over the rollers.

He measured the distance straight across
the desert to the Rockies, where the calli-
pers moved slowly in zigzags and curves
among the heights. Then he pencilled a
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loop with the desert station as its starting
and finishing point.

“ Allright,” he concluded. “T'll be ready
in five minutes, and we will be there early in
the afternoon, b.lrnrw unforeseen weather
conditions.”

“Bay, you're just like what I heard you
were!” Kimball said demonstrativ ely; but
this testimony to the solecism of fame living
up to its reputation was lost on its object,
who was already out of the door, followed
by Walker. Kimball stopped to dispatch
a note back to Reno and to unsaddle and
picket his horse.

While the rigid gossamer fabric of the
Falconwas drawn out of the shed, Walker,
a sardonic if efficient man, who knew the
mining world and its characters well, had
something to say about Kimball.

“Think of your dropping into old Peter
Hallowell’s affairs in this-way!” he ex-
claimed. “Peterisa character. When he
made a fortune at Cripple Creek it didn't
mean suites in New York hotels and French
tonneaus, but the right to the perfect seclu-
sion of the plains which the purchase of five
thousand acres would ensure. The only
known kin he’s got in the world are two
nephews, and this telegram may not be very
good news to George Prather.”

“George Prather?” Rodd repeated, as if
trying to recall where he had heard the
name before. “Hasn't he one of our ma-
chines? Didn’t he call on me here once
when I was away?"

“Yes. Prather wasn’t content with the
fastest automobile on the desert, and now he
has a plane down at his Long Hike Camp.
He made a lot of money out of Long Hike,
and, naturally, Peter rejoiced to see that
one of his nephews was going to amount to
something. Meanwhile, the old man had
given Kimball every chance. But all Ed's
tastes ran to chased gold spurs and Mexi-
can saddles. He’s known from Butte to
Tucson. Among other things, he tried be-
ing an actor for a while, but they said he
couldn’t act as well on the stage as off it.
Peter cheerfully paid Ed’s bills till the up-
shot of his swaggering was that he killed his
man down at Strongbow. Then his uncle
disowned him and told him never to cross
the threshold of Bubbling Water again.
Seme say it was cold-blooded murder. You
wouldn’t think it, he looks so mild. How-
ever, his friends got him off on the ground
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of self-defence. Since then I haven't heard
much of his escapades. He seems to have
disappeared from the camps.”

“So, so!"” mused Rodd, engrossed in his
inspection. “But Uncle Peter must he a
fine, sturdy sort to have no illusions on the
brink of the dark waters and to be so crisp
about it. 1'd like to meet him. 1 suppose
Prather is the good nephew 7"

“Yes, very good,” Walker proceeded,
speaking out of the corner of hismouth with
an extra accent of cynicism, “That Long
Hike mine, which raised him so in Peter’s
estimation, turned his head. It set him on
a mad career of extravagance and specula-
tion, He’s just as anxious to be known as
the boss promoter as Kimball was to be
known as the gay desperado. He's the
kind that lays a thousand on the turn of a
card at faro and slips his two-carat diamond
ring in his pocket and talks like a bishop to
a party of Eastern capitalists. They say he
is in pretty deep. All his credit is staked on
being his uncle’s heir, and it’s been gener-
ally accepted that he is to get every cent and
that the old man can’tlastlong. But there’s
no telling about Peter. His eyes are open,
he says. What to, I wonder?”

“Kimball will soon know,” said Rodd.
“Tt grows more interesting.”

“Well, maybe it does,” assented Walker,
grudgingly. “Still, if I were you I'd keep
a lookout on this flighty gun-player. He’s
dead broke, and T guess it isn't aﬁcction
that's hurrying him to Bubbling Water.’

Kimball, radiant with the prospect of the
journey and speaking his gratitude for the
favor, now reappeared, a just perceptible
swagger to his steps in keeping with the
slant of his puncher hat over his ear; and
Rodd, surveying him more critically through
the glass of Walker’s warning, and in light
of the fact that he had killed a fellow human
being, indicated the forty-four calibre revol-
ver slung from the hip with a significant
glance.

‘“ Are you going to take that piece of hard-
ware with you?” Rodd asked.

“It does make more weight.
thought of that,” agreed Kimball, starting
to draw the holster from the belt. His
readiness to part from the weapon was
tinged with a shade of half-juvenile rueful-
ness far from sinister,

“I'm depriving my bad man of some of
his artistic make-up,” thought Rodd, now

I never
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smiling over Walker’s suspicions.  “Its ab-
sence is as ruinous to the ensenble as even-
ing dress without a tie. Never mind,” he
St ml aloud. “ Bring the artillery .Alnng

They slipped Kimball into a wind jacket,
and he settled down in the seat at the avia-
tor's side. Taking wing, the Falcon rose
little higher than the telegraph line, which
she crossed as she flew past Reno.

“Gee! Tthoughtyou went 'way up!” said
Kimball. “Thisis like skating on stilts.”

“Low when the going is bestnear the sur-
face and when there’s nothing to bump

;" Rodd explained.

lt was the easiest kind of flying—that of
the first creeping efforts when the flier keeps
close to mother earth. No house, no tent,
no living thing was in sight, except a man
and a burro. The man waved his hat, the
burro turned his head, and both were lost in
space over the shoulder,

In every direction the sky bounded the
eternal hoar-frost of the alkali of a dead
world. His course set east, with his ship in
the smoothest of seas, there was time for
Rodd to think of his companion. Was it
really possible that this ingenuous youth,
who had an indescribable charm and fresh-
ness of manner, had been guilty of man-
slaughter? With his gift of drawing the
cork toset another’s life story flowing, Rodd
soon had him talking of the affair at Strong-
bow.

“Why, it was this way,” explained Kim-
ball, very simply. “There was a Mrs.
Ryan—DMother Ryan, they called her—and
she'd been in about every rush from Cari-
bou and Dawson to Goldfields. She kept
a little restaurant, and had made some
money at Stronghow, and I wanted her to
keep it, because she was getting old and
couldn’t hike out for another fortune at
many more strikes. A slick fellow by the
name of Hunter was trying to sell her a
mine. I told her the mine was doped—as I
knew it was—right before him and every-
hody. He called me something that made
me hit him.  The crowd got us apart.  Of
course he went gunning forme.  We metin
the street that same afternoon, and he fired
first—yes, he did, Mr. Rodd; there's no
doubt about that. Then I fired and he
went down, and I got this”—he indicated
a scar on the lobe of his ear—* and Mother
Ryan and the boys stood by me, and there
wasn't any trial,” he concluded.
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All the time he spoke he was looking at
Rodd so straightforwardly that no judge in
camera could have well refused to accept
every w ord as the truth.
“ And Uncle Peter?” suggested Rodd.

Kimball’s fathomable, clear eyes lighted
with affection in his account of the hermit
allowing the interest on his fortune to accu-
mulate, while he saw no one except the
ranch boss who lived several miles away
and came every day to bring the mail and
any supplies that were needed.

“Uncle Peter turned on me when he
heard about the Strongbow affair. It didn’t
make any difference that back in the early
California days he had killed a man him-
self.  And what he said to me when he or-
dered me out of his house hurt. I went
right off into the mountains looking for a
strike, and I'd just got back to Reno when
I got his telegram. I don’t expect any of
his fortune. That will all go to Prather—
and I don’t need it, I guess. Look at that,
will you! There's something I want Uncle
Peter to see.” He fished from his pocket a
piece of rock in which gleamed specks of
free gold. “Two hundred a ton, and mine!
And I'm going to develop it myself, little by
little, taking my ore for capital.”

“1 should think you would,” Rodd as-
sented.

“I've been wild as the wildest, T guess,”
he wenton,emphatically, “ and at times I've
pawned everyvthing except my saddle and
spurs. I never would let them go, espe-
cially that pair of spurs—there’s not their
equal in the South-west. I'm not mean
enough, I hope, to he thinking of money
when Uncle Peter's dying.  What I wantis
to tell him I've been right outin the open,
away from the camps, playing the game as
he used to play it, and to prove that I've
made good. T ain't laid a dollar on the
wheel for four months, and I want him
to forgive me—to feel that I'm not sobad as
he thought I was, and to know I'm going to
live down my reputation—which is a pretty
big job, T guess. And I tell you, Mr. Rodd,
I'll never forget your kindness.”

“Walkeris a good aviator, but he's a mis-
anthrope about human character,” thought
Rodd. “It’s love of color and display and
budding manhood—and (thinking of the
quartz) a prodigal who is coming home
with his own veal.”

The piled masses of the mountains were
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developing from shadowy, misty forms to
definite outline, and their bases, set in the
nimbus of the horizon, were broadening
and sinking. Rodd seemed bent on going
over the wall rather than through any gate.
Pointing straight for the top of the first
mighty outpost of the range, the Falcon
rose on an apron of wind, with theinclina-
tion of the shell. The steadily swinging
needle of the aerostat noted an altitude of
three thousand six hundred when Rodd
lowered the guiding planes and began cir-
cling the mountain, as if his plan were to
girdle it.

“You spoke of skating—watch this, if
we catch that breeze I'm looking for,” he
said. '

What Rodd called a breeze was a gale.
As they passed out of an eddy around a rib
into the funnel where it blew, it sent the
Falcon aquiver like a sheet of paper tossed
out of the window into the wind, and bore
her on at incalculable speed through a gap
whose sides melted into vast hangings of
streaky gray.

“Oh!  Great, great!” exclaimed Kim-
ball. “I like them near like that,” he
added, leaning out as they flashed by a jut-
ting granite elbow. Rodd saw in his face
the light of a never-care fearlessness of
which the heroes of charges are made,

They slipped over the tops of ridges, to
look down on gorges where white-plumed
cascades sparkled in the shadows; crept
at times against adverse currents; rounded
whirlpools; cut their way through the at-
mospheric strata of dead spaces as a knife
cuts its way through a layer cake; hovered
over melting snow to get their bearings;
and, tacking this way and that, both aided
and retarded by undertows and overtows,
they rose to their greatest height to avoid
the upward adverse draw of the warm air
from the levels, when the plateau of Wyo-
ming lay before the eye, a dim carpet of
even green tone, rolling in long swells like
some storm-weary sea.

As they glided through the lower alti-
tudes in a broad circle, Kimball pointed
out a small, white-painted, single-story
ranch house surrounded by young poplars.

“There isn’t much room to land in the
vard,” said he. “You can drop outside
the grove and I'll run on ahead, because
Uncle Peter’s so eccentric I'd like to see
him alone first. After our last meeting
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that telegram does seem almost too good
to be true.”

“Oh, no. 1 wasaiming for the yard al-
ready,” Rodd answered. “We'll do it
nicely.”

He took the pleasure of an expert helms-
man in skilfully warping the Falcon down-
ward toward that small sanded space which
was swept as clean as a retired Maine ship-
master’s lawn. The name of Bubbling
Water was evidently taken from the flowing
spring in the centre of a weedless little
garden, where the tomatoes were showing
red against the dark green of the trellised
vines. Over the door, which was open, ran
a climbing rose. A cat sat blinking on the
step. But there was no sign of human life
in response to the warning hum of the
Falcon's cylinders or the settling shadow of
her wings.

Rodd felt the oppression of the silence.
He did not remember ever having dropped
in front of any except a deserted house
without eyes turned upward in curiosity if
not in welcome. Uncle Peter must be very
ill, he thought, if, indeed, the nephew had
not come too late. While Kimball went
inside Rodd turned to his machine. He
never left the Falcon after a flight without
overlooking her as carefully as hefore as-
cending. It was a habit, an affection, with
him.

Perhaps two or three minutes had passed
when Kimball reappeared in the doorway.
His face was chalky, his eyeballs starting,
With a frantic gesture over his shoulder, he
took three or four tragic steps toward Rodd,
as if seeking refuge from some pursuing
horror.

“My God! Look in there!” he cried
chaotically. “Uncle Peter's been murdered
—murdered before I could see him!"” Then
he became limp; his faculties seemed to be
benumbed, his limbs to have lost the power
of motion.

Rodd sprang past him and onto the step.
The house was divided into two rooms.
That which he entered was the combined
kitchen and living-room. A bright rag car-
pet covered the floor. Everything was in
order, from the shining pots and pans on
the wall to the newspapers in a rack. On
the stove a teakettle sang pleasantly and the
lid of a pot throbbed under the impulse of
gushes of steam. The cloth was spread on
the table and a bowl and spoon were in
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place bhefore a single chair. \ppareml\

Uncle Peter had been preparing an inv alid’s
lunch when death crossed his threshold.

Through the open door in the partition
he saw, lying on a cot—which evidently the
habit of the trail preferred to a bed—the
still form of the old forty-niner. FEntering,
he laid his hand on the breast and felt no
flutter. The body was still warm. He
drew the lids over the staring eyeballs and
the ghastly effect was gone from the face,
kindly, intelligent, and wan [rom illness,
The impress of the fingers which had stran-
gled the failing life out of the body showed
f.untl) on the throat.  On the collar-bone
was an abrasion which might have been
made by a thumb-nail, but otherwise no
sign of any strugele,

A quarter of an hour ago Uncle Peter
must have been alive. Who else in that
time except Kimball could have been in
that isolated house? Either Kimball was
the innocent victim of circumstances, whose
logic fastened guilt on him, or else he was,
indeed, an actor who had played an incon-
ceivably diabolical part.  All Walker's ad-
monitions about Kimball were recalled.
Why had he wanted to drop outside the
grove and hurry on ahead?  How easy it
would have been for him to return saying
that the old man had not forgiven him
after all!

Yet, had the murder been committed
‘after their arrival, would not the old man
have shouted when he saw the hands com-
ing to his throat? Or, knowing that no
help was at hand, would he have been
silent from hermit instinct, used to relying
on his own resources? Rodd had heard
no sound; but his friends told him, he re-
called, that he had neither eyes nor ears
for anvthing when inspecting his machine.
And the telegram 2 He recollected its con-
tents distinctly.  Why, when Uncle Peter
was in a friendly mood, should Kimball
have killed him, without even time to de-
velop a quarrel having elapsed? But the
telegram might have heen spurious, a doc-
tored blank taken from a railroad station to
secure the use of the Falcon and at the same
time proving absence of motive.

He lifted the bony, withered hand which
had fallen to the Qoor and laid it beside the
hody.  Pity for that lone, friendless hermit,
living the harmless life ilt?L]lfJ‘{‘. struck him
aflame with determination to trace home
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the facts as he hastened out to find Kimball
standing on the same spot in the same
miserable attitude.

“How do you explain this?” Rodd de-
manded.

The piercing, resolute questich roused
Kimball tumultuously out of his stupefac-
tion into a wild appeal.

“You've got to take me away from here
back to Reno!' he cried, as one who sees
and thinks of only one thing—escape. “It's
terrible, but don’t you see what will happen
if they find me here—when everybody
knows I've killed one man already ? They'll
say [ did it for his money! Come, Mr,
Rodd, for God’s sake, do!”

Could this abject being be the same one
who had been so fearless in the gap? The
new aspect was unpleasant to Rodd, who
shook his head decidedly.

“No. It is sell-conviction to run,” he
said.

As Kimball saw that he was tossing gusts
of imploring words hopelessly against gran-
ite, he seemed to go insane in a second's
time. He drew his revolver.

“Yes, you will take me—you will—
”»

or

Rodd, unarmed and in the other’s power,
looked at the barrel pointed at his head
curiously. It was rigidly held. Then he
caught himself smiling. His sensitive hu-
mor could not take the display seriously.
Kimball still seemed to him a boy, over-
whelmed by desperation, incapable of de-
liberate crime.,

“If you kill me you'll get a“a.y——hut
with two murders to your account, I fear,”
he said. *“ At least, there'll be no cloubt of
vour guilt in the second.”

Kimball’s glance wavered in a contest
with steel-gray eyes, chilling and amused
in ridicule.

“Vou'd hetter put up the gun. We are
losing time,” Rodd added, in a fatherly
\\'Zl}'.

Kimball’s arm dropped to his side as he
collapsed with a long-drawn breath like a
sob.

* I—I—thisis the meanest, most coward-
ly thing I've ever done. It about fits me
for hanging. 1 went out of my head! I—
I couldn’t have shot you, Mr. Rodd,” he
said, chokingly. And with that he Iiung
the revolver far across the yard. “Ididnt
kill him—TI didn’t—but everybody will be-



“There!

lieve 1 did! Yes, I saw that yvou believed
I did when vou came out of the house!
Everything's against me!”

“Whom do you suspect 2" asked Rodd.

“No one, unless it is my—"" and it
seemed as if his lips were about to frame
the word “cousin” when shame stopped
him. “Noone!” he concluded. His gaze
wandered away to the tops of the poplars
helplessly.

“We'll search the grove!™ said Rodd,
angry at the delay.  If they found no traces
there, he proposed to see Kimball in the
hands of the ranch manager and with the
Falcon scan the breadth of the trecless
plain, where it was as hopeless for a man
to hide as a fly on a bare table-spread.
* Come, you go that way and I'll go this,”
he was saying, when he was interrupted
by a quivering shout of discovery from
Kimball.

“There! There is the murderer!”™ he
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There is the murderer

1 he eried.

cried, pointing to the sky, where Rodd’s
glance, following the trembling finger, saw,
some five miles away, a cubical, winged
abject.

If Kimball were right, how sure this man
on the wing must have been of his plan!
He had no companion to dispute the alibi
which a few hours’ flight would establizh,

“But why didn’t we see him when he
rose 2" Rodd asked.

“I don’t know.  Maybe he dropped on
the edge of the grove and hid his machine
and was getting away while we were in the
house,” said Kimball. “But, Mr. Redd,
it you'll chase him I promise to be here
when you come back!”

There was not a moment to spare.  The
other aeroplane was proceeding at a terrific
pace, while the Falvon had vet to gain
momentum. Should the shimmer from the
friction of two air-currents meeting, or any
one of many in the category of slight atmos-
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pheric disturbances veil it from sight, pur-
suit was out of the question. It would
leave no track, no clew in its flight.

“Good! 1 agree to that!” Rodd said,
without looking to see the effect of his
words as mechanically, regardless of the
shock of taking the air with dangerous ab-
ruptness, he gave the Falcon all her power
and set his gaze unremittingly on a fly on
the blue wall of the skv. As he heard
the swish of the branches against the run-
ners and the leaves whipping the planes, he
knew that he was safe above the poplars,
with a fair field.  Give him five minutes’
clear vision and the race must be his.  Was
not he in the Falcon, the speediest of her
kind, which had once seen the sun set on the
Golden Gate the evening of the second day
after seeing it rise over New York harbor?

Awakening surprise warned him that the
fox as well as the hound was fleet.  Some
minutes elapsed hefore he could honestly
convince himself that he was gaining at all.
That speck, keeping steadily to a course
parallel to the range, took winged shape
again. 1t grew to the size of 2 man's open
hand; and then, in vexation and amaze-
ment, Rodd could not deny that it was
crowing smaller.  Yes, the Falcon—nhis
Falron—was falling hehind some unlknown
leader of the plains.

“No amateur is in charge there,” he
thought, alter he had risen to see il the
going were better a hundred feet higher,
only to be disappointed in his hope.

He knew that one of his professional
rivals was in the West.  Had the fortuitous
passing of a racing biplane given Kimball
a cloud-sent excuse for escape?  Was he
already, his six-shooter hack on his hip,
hastening to the distant cover of the foot-
hills, while Rodd had been despatched on a
fool's errand? He still believed in this
youngster in his gay cowboy rig, with his
chunk of quartz and his artless story of
Mother Ryan. ’

The stimulus of mystery was whipped hy
the sport of battle in an arena of halevon
calm, broken only by a slight drift toward
the mountains.  With the meter reading
one hundred and eighty miles an hour, the
Falcon shivered like the rim of a struck hell
from the impact of the air whistling through
the frame and sissing along the |Jl;an::-;,
Rodd’s clothes were held as tight as plaster
against his flesh; his eyes were straining he-
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hind the two little glass plates of the face
shield.

“Splendid!™ he cried, in a tribute of
Hellenic admiration.  * Oh, that isit!” he
breathed later, as, with a lurch, the Faleon
caught a swift current from a defile which
the adversary had been riding for several
minutes.

The speck spread to the size of a sheet
of note-paper.  As it broadened into the
lateral sides of a parallelogram enclosing
the blots of driver, gasoline tank, and motor,
he recognized the familiar build and knew
he was pursuing a machine of his own
make whose speed was a compliment to
the Falcon as a model.  Five hundred,
four hundred vards he lessened the distance,
and finally the paradox to the eye of how
one line could remain so firmly above the
other was explained by the framework of
the rods developing out of the picture.

As he saw his rival turn his head in
inquiry, Rodd waved his handkerchief asa
hail, with no answer except unslackened
pace.  This made him think that Kim-
ball’s theory was correct.  The amateur of
the desert, he knew, with a field {ree from
obstacles, developed a speed and a daring
for long distances rarely given to those who,
under the advisement of weather-bureau
signals, followed the safely charted touring
courses of the East.  But more likely some
professional, having accepted a challenge,
was not vet minded to yield himself beaten.
And now the Faleon's guiding planes were
dangerously near the circle of a varnished
propeller’s light, which was their goal.

“How am I to capture him?” Rodd
asked himself.

Aerial gymnastics were not vet so far
advanced that an aviator might be plucked
from his seat in the fashion of an eagle
who picks up a tithit in his talons. The
pursuit might have to continue in the hope
that it would not he his own stock of fuel
which was exhausted first,

“ At all events, I can have a closer look,”
he thought.

As he prepared to change his course in
order to bring the Falcon abeam, the man,
after a quick, apprehensive, backward
glance, abruptly tilted his planes and
swung for a broad opening in the range.
Instinctively, Rodd reduced his revolutions
and shouted a call of warning, lost in the
hum of the motors,
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The valley which they entered had the
fair prospect of a lure. A forest sweep of
cushioned green softened its rugged bottom
and the lower portions of its steep, irregular
slopes. At first Rodd, still hoping to sig-
nal the man of his danger, aimed again to
run alongside; but he had lost a good deal
of distance in slowing down. When he
had closed up the interval the eddies out-
side of the main draw, which they rode
at ever-increasing pace, were too uncertain
to permit the manceuvre in that path be-
coming narrower and its walls higher and
more precipitous with every turn. Like a
mad shadow of conscience in pursuit of
the shadow of a mad spirit, the two planes
rounded a monstrous sugar loaf of rock,
opening the door of vision to the end of
a cyclopean blind alley enclosed by two
snow-capped peaks, with a vast white apron
in the lap between them.

Opposite the valley’s mouth, as Rodd
remembered, on the relief map atthe central
station was the one word “ avoid,” and over

the peaks the meagre but all-sufficient refer-
ence “terrific cat’s-paws,” taken from the
Butte assistant’s report of a superficial ex-
amination charting the spot as out of the
question for trans-range navigation,

“He will see what he is in for.  He will
stop,” Rodd thought; and slipping aside
the face shield, which disturbed him in any
emergency, he saw that the other, in mag-
nificent, unreasoning desperation, with un-
slackened motor, was rising with a view to
passing straight over the ridge.

Tremulous with its mighty speed, the
rival machine flew above the glacier. One
second it was an obedient, trained servant
answering to the human will with uncanny
simulation of human nerves, and the next
a bit of tissue-paper caught in a draught.
The churning vortex into which it shot
broke the main rods as you snap a dead
twig between vour fingers, whirled cloth
and metal into what seemed a spinning
ball, and, with a final fling of centrifugal
power, discarded the plaything of its havoc,
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The wreck, with torn planes fluttering, fell
through the calm, frigid lower stratum radi-
ated by the ice. For the safety of this stra-
tum the Falcon dove, as Rodd saw driver
and débris half buried in snow.

The man came up like a diver and
clambered precipitately on all-fours out of
the drift which had broken his fall. Ap-
parently he was uninjured, for he began
flailing his body with his arms to start ‘the
circulation.  As Rodd landed, he, too,
stretched limbs numbed with cold. “Then
a swift survey of the situation made him
think very fast. The adversary was tall,
powerfully built, with a bull-dog neck and a
heavy, florid face. His attitude explained
his haste to get firmer footing and an ad-
vantage of position. It was one of alert
inquiry and physical readiness for any
crisis, half threatening.

He thrust his hand suggestively into his
wind jacket toward the hip. The look
which he gave the Falcon expressed his
sinister thought. Here was the one vehicle
of escape for both men from starvation in
mountain wastes. They might go together,
or one might go alone. If, indeed, this
giant had strangled old Peter Hallowell,
ridicule would not stay his trigzer finger as
it had that of Kimball. So they faced each
other in menacing silence, Rodd wishing for
the first time in his life that he was not un-
armed. He mustdepend on another weap-
on, and he spoke first, his ear consciously
testing his words to make sure of their good
humer.

“Well,” he said, “it certainly was a great
race.”

“It was,” answered the other dryly,
equivocally, as the crackling of ice-sheathed
twigs.

“When you started up here,” Rodd con-
tinued, “I had to accept your challenge.”
The man did not answer; he was still
grave and watchful. “You are a wonder-
ful driver. T never saw anything better,”
Rodd persisted, feeling the deceit of his
part, but determined to play it none the less
thoroughly. “The Falcon can soon be Uut
of this and there’s a vacant seat for you,”
he concluded, genially nodding tow ard his
machine. Thls brought his features in
sharp profile, which the man identified in a
flash of association with portraits in the
press.

“You're Danbury Rodd, aren’t you?"" he
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exclaimed, as if that explained the whole
proceeding.  From all he had heard, it was
lilke Rodd to chase another aeroplane or do
any wild thing that came into his head.
“1 told your works to give me the latest
thing and spare no expense—that’s my
motto—and ’twas worth the cost to give you
the run I did.” He came forward with im-
pressive cordiality, hand extended,

Rodd found it disagreeable to take that
hand. He was reminded of the marks on
Uncle Peter's throat, without any conclu-
sive reason yet, as he warned himsel, for
thinking that this high-living, extravagant
type was guilty of anything worse than reck-
less love of contest.

The man joked about his accident with
easy-going fatalism and good-fellowship,
while he assisted in drawing the Falcon to
the edge of the glacier, where she made her
start in a dead space and at an angle from
the valley to avoid the draw.

“You seem to know instinctively where
the good going is,” he said, as they rose
safely into a calm area, high over the peaks.

Rodd now felt the confidence and stability
of the air, which was his element, while
glaciers and revolvers were not.

“You have my name, but I don’t think T
have yet the pleasure of yours,” he remarked
with a smile, when he could divert his atten-
tion for an instant from his machine,

“George Avery. I’'m a mining pro-
moter from Butte,” the man answered, so
promptly and natur*ﬂly that he had either
prepared himself for the question or Avery
was really his name,

“When I picked you up,” continued
Rodd, “you were just past a little white
ranch house, set in a grove of poplars, quite
isolated on the plain.”

That gentle approach to the cause of their
mad race seemed to awaken no suspicion
of its object in his passenger.

“Tidy place,” came the easy comment.
“T was going so fast I just had a glimpse.
In fact, I was rushing to Butte to get hold of
a big mining proposition I'd heard of by
wire before another fellow had a chance to
land it. Could you take me there, as a
great favor? It's not much farther.”

“Having delayed vou, T certainly ought
to be willing to run an hour out of my way
to take you to your destination. But we
will wait till we reach the plain before
changing course,” was the answer; and then
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back to the mutton with, “you know, T had
an idea you rose from the edge of that grove
of poplars.”

Rodd was casual but watching closely
for the effect of his words. There was no
discernible flicker of sell-consciousness in
the man’'s face as he returned:

“That's funny. I was sailing low and
rose just then, I guess. I've often been
fooled in that way myself when watching
a bird. Optical illusion, they call it, don’t
they 2"

“Fither he is a perfect genius in self-
control or no more related to old Peter
Hallowell than T am ! Rodd thought. His
repugnance to Avery, which seemed as in-
herent as his attraction to Kimball, was one
thing impelling him straight to the point.

“1 stopped at the ranch. T went inside
the house,” he said. Their elbows touch-
ing, he felt the other’s frame shiver and saw
a glaze in his eye, though those immobile
features were still graven as an Indian’s.
“I found an old man dead and his hody
still warm,” Rodd continued, “and 1 fol-
lowed you on suspicion of murder.”

The man broke intoa laugh, a prolonged,
roaring laugh.

“ Mr. Rodd, I've heard about your prac-
tical jokes,” he said between the convul-
sions of his amusement. “ Chasing me for
murder! That's a good one! You're all
right!” and he slapped Rodd on the knee
boisterously. “ I've got something to tell
the boys at Butte.”

But Rodd had in mind that tremor which
had been like the tautness of suspense set
aquiver with a blow.

“No, as a matter of duty I am going to
take you back to the ranch. Somebody
who is waiting there thinks that you are
George Prather, and he can identify you if
you are,” Rodd proceeded, thinking it best
to keep Kimball’s name in the background
for the present.

The man winced. He regarded Rodd
withahard stare of inquiry, while he seemed
to be thinking volcanically under the re-
pression of his will. ~ Gradually his expres-
sion grew soft. His words were softer,

“Yes, Mr. Rodd, T have been deceiving
you,” he began, as if asking for a full hear-
ing before judgment were passed. “My
name is George Prather. When I went to
see my uncle to-day I found him dead in
his bed. I have a cousin, a worthless young
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desperado, who was disinherited after kill-
ing a manin cold blood. He is bitter
against me, and I have many enemies, as
success always has. As I was the dead
man’s sole heir, I knew what they’d say,
I knew I could prove myself innacent,
but my business affairs were such that I
couldn’t stand the scandal. Probably I was
a fool—at any rate, I followed my first
impulse. I fled. Come, now, keep my
secret!”

He slipped his hand back onto Rodd’s
knee ingratiatingly, and Rodd noticed
through the loose glove the imprint of a
large diamond. Its facets might explain
the abrasions on Uncle Peter's collar-bone,

“Uncle Peter did not die a natural death,
He was strangled—and you know how a
single thumb mark can prove guilt,” Rodd
hazarded.

Prather’s shoulders fell in. His head
sank between them, but only for an instant.
With an effort he threw it back, his jaw well
forward and working nervously as he re-
garded Rodd dumbly.

“So help me,” he said at length, with
forced steadiness, “ here is the whole truth!
I had a big stake. There were millions
ahead if I had something to tide me over.
My uncle had money rotting—yes, rotting
in the bank. I went to him for help. I
found he had been spying on me. He ex-
asperated me with his senile, quavering re-
monstrances, and we quarrelled. He told
me he proposed to disinherit me—I could
go smash and be damned.

*“When I thought of that worthless, brain-
less gun-player Kimball getting all that
wealth to spend on gold spurs and his
friends, and when I saw the whim of the old
man’s dotage—and I"d depended on him—
standing between me and all my plans, I
went mad. T shook him as you would a
child that drives you into a temper, and the
spark of life went out of him. He was dead
there hefore my eyes—dead a few days be-
fore he would have died, anyway. And
that money was mine by right—by the right
of having expected it; by the right of know-
ing how to use it.  Big fortunes have been
built on worse deeds than this! The thing
is done. Uncle Peter is dead. Nothing
can recall him to life. As a man of the
world to a man of the world, I ask you not
to let a fit of anger that blew out an expiring
flame be my ruin!”
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He was eloquent, after a certain ghastly
fashion,in hisappeal. Rodd listened grimly
and carefully, but he drew away from the
speaker in natural revulsion, convinced that
the second version was no more honest than
the first.

“No,” he said.
the ranch.”

“We'll see!” Prather ripped out.

His savage look spoke the same message
—“It's you or 1”—that it had on the
glacier, as with one hand he tore open his
wind jacket and with the other seized his
revolver.

Mindless of everything except to disarm
his adversary, Rodd catapulted his whole
weight toward Prather’s wrist. The Falcon
rocked with the struggle which pitched both
out of their seats. Rodd fully expected
that she would turn turtle, but miracu-
lously the vacillating centre of gravity of
their combined weight did not completely
overthrow that of the machine. He felt
the pressure of the strong hands getting a
grip of his neck, protected by his military
collar. He felt his breath going; he saw
red waves blotting out the landscape; and
crushing the wrist into the angle between
two braces, he forced the fingers open and
a glittering streak fell from their grasp.
With a twist of his body in his effort to es-
cape strangling, he shook himself free, and
on his knees, gasping, he met the glare of
the man prostrate on the foot-rest under him.
Then he realized that one or the other had
struck the lever of the lifting plane and the
Falcon had been steadily rising.

“Now you will come without any further
resistance,” he said, watchfully.

The flush of conflict passed out of Pra-
ther's cheeks. His lips were two gray lines,
his nostrils pumping with exhaustion. The
pupils of his eyes centred in a stare at a
Nemesis which he would deny and yet
could not.

“No! My God—to think that you, the
one man who could catch me, should have
happened along!” he breathed tensely.
“No! To face that and bankruptey ? No!”

He closed his eyes, and with a sudden
wrench of anguish, in which desperate bra-
very seemed to flaunt desperate fear, before
his purpose was designed, he threw himself
free of the framework.

Rodd extended a saving hand tothe
empty air. He glanced toward that dark

“We are going back to
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object falling through space, two thousand
feet above the peaks, and looked away in
horror, and looked back again to see a thing
scarcely larger than a ball strike on a shelf
of rock and bound out of sight in the depths
of the gorge. Already his rapid flight had
carried him far past the spot.  There was
no place to land if he should return.

A statue with mechanical arms and legs,
he drove the Falcon back to Bubbling
Water. When he lighted in the yard there
was no sign of human life. The water of
the spring was flowing merrily; the cat had
changed its position to the walk to get the
benefit of the slant of the descending sun.
Had Kimball broken his word and fled ? If
so, it was without his revolver, which lay
where he had thrown it.

Entering the house, Rodd saw him sitting
beside his uncle's body; and as he looked
up in inquiry and rose to his feet with a
certain sober and becoming dignity, Rodd,
fond of proving his faith in human nature,
decided suddenly to gratily his interest in
this young man by a supreme test. So he
said, with an assumption of weariness:

“ A wild-goose chase of five hundred miles
to find that the man’s name was Avery.”

Kimball did not avert his steadfast gaze
from Rodd at the news. In his transparent
way he showed his realization of its mean-
ing to him. Then he stiffened.

“When I saw Uncle Peter lying dead I
was struck dumb,” he declared, his voice
trembling with a new quality. “When I
found his body still warm, the thought that
I should be accused staggered me. That
reputation which I had hoped to live down
would be all against me.  Instead of having
him forgive me, I should be known as his
murderer. I turned a selfish coward. 1
went out of my head and rushed into the
vard, not knowing what I said or did. But
now I guess I'm out of the Nick Carter and
the kid stage for good, and I'm readyv to
give myself up. Iknow I am innocent, even
if T can’t prove it.”

“That and more than that is proved,”
Rodd said beaming, as he put his hands
fondly on Kimball’s shoulders. . . .

Kimball listened without comment to the
account of Prather’s death, and after a
silence he observed sadly:

“The hard part for me is that Uncle
Peter never understood how I had been
making good these last few months.”
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But Uncle Peter had many strings to his
bow. An unfinished letter asking his law-
yer to come to Bubbling Water—news of
which may have brought Pr Pratherin haste on
his last errand—to draft a new will was
found among his papers.  “I know some-
thing of what is going on outside my g arden
even if 1 am a hermit,” he wrote in part,
“and T have news about young Ed to take
the ache out of my chalky old bones. T
always did like him, and 1 ought to have
known he would get over his Lnirlshllt':»-
While the good George has been plunging
and gambling, 1 find that Ed has been nght
out in the hills looking for gold, which is

Two Sonnets

about the straightest-out, cleanest kind of
man’s work I know of in this shifty world »

Kimball's happiness over this was not al-
loyed by the discovery that the first will,
which gave all to Prather, and in event of
Prather’s death to charity, must stand in
the law.

“Haven't I Uncle Peter’s forgiveness for

a legacy? Haven’t I my mine—my mine
th it I found myself ' he said in answer to
a suggestion that he make a contest; and
this led Rodd, when he told the story to
Walker, to remark that there were worse
obsessions than fondness for chased gold
spurs and ornate Mexican saddles.

TWO SONNETS

By Antoinette Rotan Peterson

TAORMINA

THE ancient town hangs up a crag's steep breast,
Between the tideless, shimmering, jewelled sea

And many colored sky of Sicily,

As some old griffin crouched might rear his crest
OF wrinkled scales and look toward the wide west,

Where, big in flaming, golden

apogee,

Bevond far fields of pale rose almond tree,

The sun leaves Etna and the world to rest.

On the Greek theatre night falls; old wars,

Dim glories gone, and far-offl pagan woe

Flit Ihmuwh the wanderer's dream; now come the stars
To watch the magic mountain weave and sow

His grape-bloom mist, and hide his lava scars,

And veil his head in amethystine snow.

RAVELLO

A TURQUOISE sea curves rippling round the bays;
Beyond Salerno, where the white walls shine,
The distant line of azure Apennine
Melts into cloud and swims in opal haze;
Warm sunlight floods the nearer hills and ways
And hollow wreaths of velvet shadow twine—
Flung down like purple lees of spilled-out wine—
Staining the young spring’s tender leafy maze;
The church bells peal and chime from all around
Brimming the vallevs full of quivering sound;
High up an eagle soars on iron wing;

W hlt does he feel in his fierce

lomely heart?

Can all this heauty ever have a part
In him or touch with peace so wild a thing?

EasTER SUNDAY, 1507,
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FREDERIC REMINGTON:

A PAINTER OF

AMEBERBICAN LIFE

By Royal Cortissoz

[LnusTRATIONS FrROM M.

HERE are anecdotes in the history
T of art, episodes, or fragments of talk,

which in illustrating the point of view
of an individual also throw light upon whole
“movements.” It has been told of Ingres
that when, in the streets of Rome, he de-
tected the approach of some crippled or
otherwise repulsive mendicant, he would
cover his eves with his cloak, and some-
times, if his wife first saw the unwelcome
apparition, she would endeavor with a swift
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REMINGTON'S RECENT WORK

movement of her shawl to save the artist
from the sight of ugliness. The story is elo-
quent of both the strength and the weak-
ness of a temperament known to every age.
Again, you may find the key to all poetized
landscape in that famous letter of Corot's
beloved of painters as an authentic ex-
pression of the artist’s mood, though, as a
matter of fact, he did not write it. “The
night breezes sich among the leaves . . |
birds, the voices of the flowers, say their
181



182

prayers . the dew scatters its pearls
upon the velvet sward. . .. The nymphs
are afoot.”  There vou have the outlook of
the painter whose naturalism may he un-
impeachable, but who sees visions and
dreams dreams.

The leading motives in the art of the
present generation have heen erystallized
in the epigrams of more than one spokes-
man.  Amongst the terse and luminous oh-
servations of the madern Belgian master,
Alfred Stevens, who dedicated his precious
“Impressions sur la Peinture,” by the way.
to Corot, there is one to which probably
every artist would be quick to subscribe—
“Lexdécution est le style du peintre.” A
kindred affirmation is that which Whistler
made with reference to the greatest of his
portraits. “Take,” he said, “the picture
of my mother, exhibited at the Roval Acad
emy as an CArrangement in Grey and
Black.” Now that is what it is.  To me
it is interesting us a picture of my mother:
but what can or ought the public to care
about the identity of the portrait 2 T sup-
pose there arc no words held in deeper
reverence than these to-day in countless
studios.  With them we may cite Whistler's
tribute to Rembrandt as the high-priest of
art who “saw picturesque grandeur and
noble dignity in the Jews' quarterof Am-
sterdam, and Lamented not that its inhal-
itants were not Greeks” It is o potent
aospel, in the right hands, but in it there
lurks a certain peril for the artist whowould
separite what Rembrandt sazw from whin
he felt, and in exalting the powers of the
hand and the eye would disdainfully ienore
those of the soul.  The stull of life as well
asits appearances has a place inart. * One
is never so Greek,” said Millet, ** as when
painting naively one’s own impression,”
but he said an even more sugrestive thing
when, in o letter to Sensier, he spoke of the
weird things to be Tound by the imagina-
tion in ** the songol night-Dirds, and the last
cry of the crows," and then added: Al
legends have a source of truth, and if T had
aforest to paint Twould not want to remind
people of emeralds; topazes, o hox of jewels:
but of itsgreennessesandits darkness which
have such a power on the heart of man.”

These words of Millet's T take as test-
mony to a truth which endures despite the
l'lypr.“l(-‘\'is, often so ]J]‘illi,‘_ll][]}' conhrmed
that “subject™ does not count,

1

Perhaps

Frederic Remington

not, but Nature and life go on counting,
sometimes to anextent which makes the ap-
praisal of an artist in the dry Iighf of tech-
nique the sheerest pedantry. There are
artists who are “formed” by their experi-
ence of life quite as much as by the dis-
cipline of the schools, artists from \\;hnsu
subtlest touch the savor of “subject” is in-
separable.  Such a type is Frederic Rem-
ington. 1t iz impossible to reflect upon his
art without thinking of the merely human
clements that have gone to its making, the
cloge contacts with men and with the soil in
a part of our country where indeed the at-
mosphere of the studio is simply unthink-
able.  He takes one away from the studio
and its convenient properties if ever a man
did, and saturates one in a kind of “local
color™ which hasits sources far beneath the
surface of things seen. One of the books
he has written in the intervals of making
pictures is called * Men with the Bark On,”
Tt is a happy phrase, pointing to a reality
which is surely not peculiar to the West,
hut which just as surely preserves there
a compelling raciness little known in the
Fast, if known at all. Thisis not the place
in which to embark upon a long analysis
of American social conditions with special
reference to Western traits, but I must pause
for a moment on the particular value of
those traits in American painting.

In thesearch for the picturesque theartist
is scarcely to be blamed if he makes much
of costume. There are sketching grounds
in Holland, in France, and in the South
whose popularity is legitimately enough to
e referred to the dress of the people.  But
the step from these places to a room at
home, well stocked with clothes and ac-
cessories hrought from abroad, is fatally
casy, s is the step from contemplation of
one of Whistler'smasterly* Arrangements”
to the hopelessly factitious portrayal of a
Lay-figure, gome draperies, and a meaning-
less backeround. That both of these in-
fertile transac tions have been not infrequent
i American art has been due to the fact
thatin the pageantry of national life we have
scemed 1o he starved. The social graces, or
tather their trappings, went out with the
Colonial period, when we were still taking
our cue in artistic matters from the eigh-
teenth century English school, By the time
we had Legun 1o find ourselves the frock-
coat had come in, with the ineffable trou-
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sers and top-hat belonging to it. Costume
as costume thereafter, and for a long period,
only had it chanee in some such pictures as
those reconstructions of Puritan life which
George Boughton was wont to paint, We
did the best we could with our homespun
material,  Eastman Johnson and Winslow
Homer extorted some not unpicturesque
effects fromevery-daylife in America, Tro-
fessor Weir, in the sixties, anticipated in his
foundry interiors that discovery of types
and scenes of lahor which has of late been
getting itself recorded in our exhibitions.
But throughout the transitional period
which has not, perhaps, even yet come to
a close, we have been much occupicd with
technical problems, and, under the inilu-
ence of the Parisian school, we have, on
the whole, neglected the life at our doors.
As we begin to recognize it we are learn-
ing, fortunately, that the question of cos-
tume is not, after all, so prodigiously im-
portant. I think Mr. Remington hit upon
this truth a number of years ago. At all
events when he went West and found pict-
uresqueness he did not find it or make
it an affair of Indians in war-paint and
feathers.

Before Olin Warner made his remarka-
ble series of Indian portraits in reliel the
American artist who used the red man as a
model at all was, with few exceptions, dis-
posed to malke him a romantic figure after
the literary fushion of Fenimore Cooper, or
to invest him with a somewhat theatrical
significance,  Pleces with the simple sin-
cerity of J. Q. A, Ward’s “Indian Hunter”
were rare.  Warner's reliefs sienalized
newer and saner conception of the one in-
tensely picturesque type that had been left
to us all along and that we had foolish-
lv sought to conventionalize.  When Mr.
Remington's opportunity came he faced
it from this sculptor’s point of view. He
became interested in the Indian, I gather,
because he became interested in life, the ac-
tive, exciting life of the plaing. The Indian
appealed to him nat in any histrionic way,
not as a figure stepped out from the pages of
“ Hiawatha,” bhut as just a human creature,
sometimes resplendent in the character of
a militant chief, sometimes unkempt, ill-
smelling, and lsnihaumu ly drunk, and al-
ways the member of a mnnwh individual-
ized race, havi ing much to do with ouns and
horses. It would Le stupid to Le ungrate-

Remington

ful for the Indian pictures which have hap-
pened to be idealized and have made the
ml man seem an exotic if not a legendary
personage.  Occasionally they have been
very good pictures, as witness several of
those [mmtut] by George de Forest Brush,
But the tumh:m\ the right tendency, has
latterly been all in the direc tion which Mr.
I\LI'I'IH}”I,UI] from the start has followed.
He was an illustrator when he began, a
“Black-and-white” man, and,_as it has
turned out, he could not have had a bet-
ter |rr(|nr‘1lu:n for his work as a painter.
For one thing it fixed his mind on the fact,
and trained him in the swift notation of
the movement which lies somehow at the
very heart of wild Western life.  Just as the
cowhoy, in the midst of a hurly-burly of
cattle, shouting to his comrade words call-
ing for instant action, has no time to em-
ploy the diction of Henry James or Gibbon,
so the modest illustrator must use a rapid
pencil and leave picture-making to take
care of itsell. He must get the truth.
Other artistic elements must come later.
T cannot think of Mr. Remington as stroll-
ing out upon the prairie with stool and
umbrella and all the rest of an artist’s para-
phernalia, nor can I see him in my mind’s
eve politely requesting Three-Fingered Pete
or Young-Man-Afraid-of - His-Horses to fall
into an effective pose and * look pleasant.”
I see him instead on the back of a mustang,
or busying himsell around the camp-fire, or
swapping varns with the soldiers at a fron-
tier post, or “nosing round " amongst the
tribes. Tt does not much matter, in a sense,
whether or not he put immortal things into
his sketch-hooks during those first cam-
paigns of his.  For my own part, I do not
believe that they have the smallest chance
of lasting, save as so many documents.
The important thing is not that he failed to
draw beautifully, which is preuaelg what
he failed to do, ut that he got into a way
of drawing skiliully and cley, L-rl}', so that he
put his subject accurately before you and
macde you feel its special tang. His suc-
cess was due not only to manual dexterity
but to his whole-hearted response 1o the
straightforward, manly charm of the life
which by instinct he knew how to share. I
make a great deal of this out-door mood of
his, this sympathy, because it reacts to this
day upon the purely artistic qualities of his
work.  Let us glance for a moment at a



sdissony agq,




Cugpwyits, dgopn &

The War Bridle

hit of his writing, the opening sentences of a
briel Western story:

“The car had been side-tracked at Fort
Keogh, and on the Tfollowing morning the
porter shook me, and announced that it was
five o'clock.  An hour later I stepped out
on the rear platform and obgerved that the
sun would rise shortly, but that meanwhile
the air was chill, and that the bald, square-
topped hills of the “bad lands’ cut rather
hard against the gray of the morning, Pres-
ently a trooper galloped up with three led
horses which he tied o a stake.”

In choosing a passage from one of his
half-dozen hooks T have purposely avoided
anything in the nature of a * purple patch,”
though. to be sure, that form of indulgence
is foreign enough to his taste,  Itis just for
its directness and close-packed simplicity
that I have made the foregoing quotation,
just toshow that he knows how to make an
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absolutely clear descriptive statement. Sim-
ple as it is, almost to the point of haldness,
does it not convey a sharp and vivid im-
pression? 1 should like to go on to speak
of his writings, which are full of entertain-
ment and are of positive value as reflections
of a life that is rapidly disappearing, but I
must go on to show how, as he has written,
he has painted, simply and truthfully. He
had, of course, to pay the penalty of the
artist who turns from illustration in black
and white to work in color. For a con-
siderable time his pictures were invariably
marked by a garishness not to be explained
alone by the staccato effects of a landscape
whelmed in a Dlaze of sunshine. I have
seen paintings of his which were as hard as
nails.  But then came a change, one of the
most interesting noted in some years past
by observers of American art.  Mr. Rem-
ington suddenly drew near to the end of



his long pull.  He left fur behind him tie
Lirittlenessof the pendrawings which heonce
had seattered so profusely through maga-
zines and books, His reds and yellows
which had Dlared <o mercilessly from his
canvases began toshed the quality of scene
painting and took on more of the aspect of
nature.  Incidentally the mark of the illus
trator disappeared and that of the painter
took its place.  As though to give his emer
ZENCE Upon 4 new ]u]:'HlL‘ a4 spe Ll character
hebrought forward, in an exhibition in New
Yark, anumber of night scenes which
pressly challenged attention by their origi-
nalityand freshness, Since then he hasmade
lli]ill]!l.'ré‘x!]]hiliu[l|||ilv\' todeepenone’ssense
of hiz broader anid stronger ||l".'1'[|l_}!|'l|:'[1|.
It is this latest exhibition which has sup-
plied the pictures reproduced in the present
article.

Two aspects of his alility as a painter of

life were hrought out in sharp reliel Ly this
collection of pictures— his authentic inter-
pretation of the Indian, and his fidelity to
things as they are amongst our soldiersand
cowbovs as against what they seem to be
under the conditioms of a Wild West show.
[is picture of “The Gossips™ is, T think,
one of the handsomest and most convineing
[ndian studies ever painted.
set in o grassy landscape divided across the
centre of the canvas by a still streant. This
river reflects the rich yellow glow that fills
the sky, and elsewhere there is naught save
masses of tawny reddish tone. The Tand-
sCape l!\ tself |POSIESIES lined of l"nl"_\'
fascination.  The primitive tepees, darkly

The scene is

have the ap-
vths behitting the
[l thecentreof the

NEUres Ill'%h'_‘ us hack

silhouetted acainst the sl
pearance of natural gn
twormounted fgures
composition. These
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Looking at his gossips we [eel that thus do
the Indianssit their ponies, that thus do they
gesture.  Mr. Remington makes no use of
feathers here or heads, nor iz it the “noble
red man " that he portrays. He givesus just
the every-day tribesman, mayvhap worthy of
his heroic forbears, mavhap deeply tinctured
with rum, and full of small tattle about af-
fairs on the reservation and the unamiable
practices of one of Uncle Sam’s agents, It
is another page from the familiar life of a
people, and it is in that character that it
speaks to us with genuine force.  But en-
riching its historical value and its human
poignancy isits beauty as a painted picture,
I havespokenol Mr. Remington's necessary

Frederic Reming

indifference to the strictly pictorial motive
during his earlier experiences as a draughts-
man. It isinteresting to observe that as he
went on to handle this motive he familiar-
ized himsell with it, little by little, and with
an unchanging faithiulness to theiree, natu-
ral ;_I’;[it |||‘ tl]'ll'T't-.’Iir L‘xi:ilt_'n.i_'l_'. I‘l’!‘..']’ll.‘i.1 Ih(:re
is to-day nothing about a composition of his
to suggest a carefully built-up scheme.  He
fills his space pictorially, with a due sense of
halance, and so on: but he preserves an im-
pression of spontaneity, of men and animals
caught unawares.

1 say * men and animals™ advisedly, for
if there is one thing more than another
which Mr. Remington's paintings make

The Luve Call.
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you feel it ig that on the plains white men
and red go, so to say, on four feet. Twould
not call them centaurs hecanse the asso-
ciations of that word are subtly in conflict
with the emotion at the heart of this paint-
er's work. His men and his horses arc
emphatically of a practical, modern world,
a world of rough living, frank specch, and
sincere action. T recall, in passing, a pict-
ure of an Indian upright beneath o tree,
and sedately piping to a maiden whom we

are to imagine dwelling in one of the tepees
not far distant.  *“The Love Call,” as it is
entitled, is, il you like, a romantic picture,
an idyl of the starlight, but I confess that 1
cannot dilate with any very tender emotion
inits presence.  There is nothing languish-
ing about this lover; he carries his pipe to
his lips with a stff gesture.  In his ragged
Dlanket he is essentially a dignified, not a
sentimental image, It hus not occurred to
Mer. Remington to make his model = pretty ™
189
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ar in any way {o give his painting o literary
turn. e has busied himsell with his tones
of gray and green; he has sought to draw
his Ii:.:.un- well, to realize, Tor example, the
armconcealed beneath the Dlanket. For t_hL-
rest his purpose is simply to paint an -

Frederic Remington

through the eves of Landseer to see in them
traits that are individual and even touch-
ing.  Thereisabout the poniesin this pict-
ure a curiously strong ﬁllgg&’ﬁlion of the
patience with which beasts of burden await
the pleasure of their masters.  They are

I'lie M

teresting landscape, enlivened Ly the right
figure, and to paint it well.
picture hearing so poetic a title more realis-

e

Lountry

full of * horse character,” and in this respect

Never was a the touch given by the little foal is perfect.

Again and again Mr. Remington brings

tically produced. The note of intimacy that - out the interest residing in this factor in

he striles rests upon the firm Dasis of com
mon things. Returning to his mounted g

Western life and adventure. T hardly know
which is the more moving in his picture of

ures, consider again for a moment the pict- = The Luckless Hunter,” the stolidly re-

ure of “The (i ._-:_~;i|\_~;_"

Ome does not need  signed rider, huddling his blanket about

to humanize animals or o look at them  him against the freezing night air, or the
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tired pony about which you would say there
hung a hint of pathos if that were not to
give, perhaps, too anecdotic an edge to an
altogether natural episode.  Wherever he
finds them Mr. Remington makes his horses
stand out in this way as having something
like personality. They are lean, wiry, and
mischievous animals that he paints in such
pictures as “* The War Bridle,” * The Pony
Tender,” “The Buffalo Runners,” and
“Among the Led Horses.”  You observe
them with a certain zest. They move as
though on springs.  Their heels play like
lightning over the earth. You feel l}l_t'm
hurling themselves along in the hunt, going
nervously into action to the crack of bullets,
or struggling not unthoughtfully with the
cowbovwho would conquer their trickiness.
It all makes an exhilarating spectacle, and
these pictures are filled Lesides with keen,
dry air and dazzling light.  The joy of liv-
ing gets into Mr. Remington's work.  De-
cidedly vou cannot think of it as something
apart from his art. It is his distinction
that he has made the two one.  Partly this
is due to the unfailing gusto with which he
throws himself upon his task, the kindling
delight he has in his big skies and plains
and his utterly unsophisticated people: but
a rich source of his strength lies in nothing
more nor less than his faculty of artistic
observation.

Under a burning sun he has worked out
animpressionism of his own,  Baked dusty
plains lead in his pictures to bare, flat-
topped hills, shading from vellow into violet
beneath cloudless skies which hold no soft
tints of pearl or rose, but are fiercely blue
when they donotvibrateinto tones of green,
Itis a grim if not actually blatant gamut of
color with which he has frequently to deal,
and it is not made any the more beguiling
by the red hides of his horses or the hronze
skins of his Indians. In past times he has
made it shriek, and, even now, he finds it
impossible to lend suavity to so high a key.
But that, of course, is precisely what no ane
would ask him to do. What was needed
was simply a truer adjustment of “ valyes"
;Lnsil:inimprm-cmcminLlluqu:llil)'uf|::|ir|1u:l
surface, and, in these matters, his high-
pitched studies show that he has made suli-
stantial progress. They stillmake vou blink,
but they leave a truer impression, and that
Mr. Remington has a far firmer grasp upon
the whole problem of illumination is shown

Frederic Remington

by the night scenes to which I have already
alluded. These are both veracious and
beautiful, and, as T have said, they exerta
very original charm. If it were not that
rcp:':titi:;h is so destructive of originality one
might wish that he would go on for a long
time painting only the night. He knows
how the light of the moon or of the stars is
diffused, how softly and magically it envel-
opes the landscape. I 'find what I can only
describe as a sort of artistic honesty in these
nocturnal studies of his.  He never sets out
to be romantic or melodramatic. The light
never falls ingeniously at some salient point,
Rather does one of his pictures receive us
into a wide world, the boundaries of which,
brought closer by the darkness, are still
kept away from us by a cool, quiet, fl‘icfldly
gleam. Especiallynoticeableabout thenight,
as he paints it, is the absence alike of any-
thing to suggest an artificial glamour and
anythingindicative of heightened solemnity,
The scene is wild, but it wakes no fear. One
is close to the bosom of nature, that is all,
The beauty of the painter’s motive, too, has
communicated itself to his technique. His
eray-green tones fading into velvety depths
take on unwonted transparency, and in his
handling of form he uses a touch as firm as
ever and more subtle.

In one of his night scenes, “ The Winter
Campaign,” we have not only the qualities
which have just been traversed, but an ex-
ceptionally good illustration of that truth-
ful painting of the white man in the West
which I have mentioned as constituting an
important aspect of his art, The military
painter has ever been prone to give ear
to the music of the band. How can he
help himself ?  History invites him to cele-
brate dramatic themes. Thelustof theeveis
bound to lure him where the squadrons are
glittering in their harness and the banners
are flying.  Even when he has but a single
figure to paint he must, as Whistler once
said to me of Meissonier, “put in all the
straps and buttons.” That way lies disaster
sometimes. Tt was of a military picture by
Meissonier that Degas remarked that every-
thing in it was of steel except the swords.
One antidote to the artificiality fostered by
too great a devotion to a handy wardrobe
and a multitude of “studio fixings” lies
in the simple process of roughing it with
the forces. Tt is to be gathiered from Mr.
Remington’s books that he has forgathered
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with the troops as he has ridden and dwelt
with the cowbovs, but, if we had no other
evidence on this point, we would know it
well enough from such pictures as * The
Winter Campaign.” It is an admirable
piece of painting, beautifully expressing the
night cold and the mysterious gloom of the
forest, and reproducing with positive clair-
voyance that indescribable bond which
unites the men and their horses around the
comfortable glow of the camp-fire. Here
once more T would emphasize the fusion of
substance and technique.  The spirit of the
cubject is superhbly caught, hut, equally with
this achievement, vou admire the adroit
management of light and shade, the model-
ling of the bodies of the horses, the skilful
painting of textures, the good drawing both
in the trees and in the heads of the men, and
the soundly harmonized scheme of color.

This painting alone would stand as a record,

of the kind of life led by our men on duty in
the West, and as proof of Mr. Remington’s
gift as a painter.
He is, then, hoth historian and artist, and
the more effective in the exercise of Loth
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functions because he has, when all is said,
painted merely to please himself, Long
and close acquaintance with Western life
has, of course, stored his mind with lore.
Doubtless he could be dogmatie, if he chose,
on the minutize of military regulations and
accoutrements,  Indian folk-tales are fa-
miliar to him and he can be legendary if he
likes as well as realistic.  The full-blooded
hrave and the half-hreed, the square cattle-
puncherand the* bad man ™ have all shown
him their qualities. T do not remember the
squaw and her papoose as figuring to any
extent in his compositions, but probably he
has observed them to such good purpose
that he could draw them with his eyes shut.
And yet, surveying the body of hiswork, one
does not see that it has been systematically
developed, deliberately made exhaustive.
One comes back to the artist who has been
an historian almost as it were by accident.
The determining influence in his career has
been that of the creative impulse, urging

him to deal in the translation of visible
things into pictorial terms. He has had
enormous energy, which has overflowed in
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more than one direction.  Allusion has been
made to his books and illustrations.  He
has been, too, a fairly prolific sculptor,
maodelling a number of equestrian hronzes,
amazingly picturesque and spirited.  Of
late he has given more study to landscape,
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tone.  The picture is subtly filled with at-
mosphere,  [tis s though the painter had

been stirred by a new emotion and had be-
gun 1o feel his way toward a sheer loveli-
ness unobtainable amid the crackling chro-
matic phenomena of the West,

The old

The

Aadelfeel by 1

and in the northern country, both in win-
ter and summer, has made divers smull
sketches of uncommon merit. In one of
these, “The White Country,” a spacious
scene is treated in simple, broad masses
that disclose a striking power of generali-
zation, and, what is more, there is a very
delicate and personal touch apparent in
the handling of nuances of white and russet

Cowbuy erected in Falemount Park, Philidelphi

clearly defined range of *“local color” is
not enough.  He would refine and, in re-
fining, transform the notes in his scale.  In
doing this he unfolds new ideas and unsus-
pected resources. The little landscape fits
naturally into one’s conception of this
American painter. [t suggests a talent that
is always ripening, an artistic personality
that is always pressing forward.




THE LITTLE BOOKWORM

By Margaret Chase

WaEexN shall T be the really boy,
My inside self? I seem to feel
Just like Prince Hal, and Ivanhoe, Paul Jones, and Bolingbroke.
But they have “fearless bearing”—toy
With sword or rapier as they deal
Orders and oaths and passwords out and scent the battle smoke.

I straighten up like them with pride
So keen, and quick, and kind of high
When I read what they say; my voice feels strong, my eyes can see
Miles in the distance! But outside
I'm only nine and kind of shy.
Both my front teeth are getting loose, and 1 still look just—me.



HOSTAGES TO FORTUNE
By Atkinson Kimball

}ISS AINSLEE rose from her
R{ chaironthepiazzaas Warren
Dudley came up the steep
wooden steps. The piazza
was enclosed with wire net-
ting, as were most of the
piazzas in Cranston, New Jersey.

“Get in as quickly as you can,” she said,
tapping the screen door here and there
before she opened it a conservative dis-
tance. ‘““The animals are yammering at
the bars, and howling for their evening
meal.”

Warren Dudley squeezed hisrather portly
figure through the narrow space, and Miss
Ainzlee hastily closed the screen door.

“‘How are they ?” he said.

It was evident from the anxiety in his
face that he did not mean the mosquitoes
which had already settled back on the
door, and had begun to explore the netting
with their needles. He had taken off his
straw hat and was fanning himself with it.
Miss Ainslee pushed a deep wicker arm-
chair toward him, and sat down in the
chair from which she had risen.

“Dr. Hinton is upstairs now, so that you
will soon have the very latest bulletin;
but so far as I can judge, they are both
about the same. They are held in stalu
quo through their anxiety about each other.
Frederick will not stop worrying about
Eloise long enough to get well himself; and
Eloise only stops worrying about Fred-
erick long enough to get in a little worry
about the new baby and Helen and Doro-
thy. If they would think of themselyes for
a while, it is my opinion that Eloise would
begin to get along as well as could be ex-
pected, which she isn’t; and that Frederick’s
temperature would soon go down instead of
up; and the nightmare of a possible opera-
tion would no longer hang over him. But
then,” Miss Ainslee wound up with an air
of resignation, “you might as well expect
‘those mosquitoes to change their natures as
to hope that what is called a happily married
couple will ever have an independent, indi-
vidual thought.”

“Well, if they are no werse

Voir. XLVIL.—z3
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With this hopeful inconclusion Warren
Dudley leaned back in his chair and looked
at Miss Ainsleewith the interest and amuse-
ment which he felt in spite of his anxiety for
his friend, Frederick Curtis, Since Curtis
had developed appendicitis, a week before,
Dudley had come over from New York
every evening to see how he was getting on.
That this obligation of a daily call should
coincide with Margaret Ainslee’svisit to her
old friend, Mrs. Curtis, would once have
seemed to Dudley the working of a special
Providence in his behalf. Twelve years
before, when he was in his early twenties,
he had been o much in love with Miss
Ainslee that it is doubtful if he would have
seen either the egoism or the humor of con-
sidering the serious illnessof hisfriend asthe
foreordained means of a meeting with her.

Miss Ainslee had, however, refused to
marry him; and had remained in Ohio to
teach school while he had gone east to make
his fortune, equipped with an almost intol-
erable burden of unhappiness. Ie hadn't
made the fortune, but he was no longer un-
happy; and he had met Miss Ainslee for
the first time after so many years with the
mild, archwological interest of a man who
analyzes a past attachment in the present
light of an unprejudiced view of the woman.
He had seen her, now, every day for a week,
and he had the satisfaction of finding that,
even in his very young manhood, he had not
been without discrimination. Miss Ainslee,
it seemed to him, was an admirable and in-
teresting woman. He liked to think that
there had been sound reasons for his love
almost as much as he liked to consider that
now there was no love in his reazons. It
amused him to find that she still felt the an-
tagonismtoward marriagewhich had proved
so fatal to hisearly hopes,and it pleased him
to see that she could still express this an-
tagonism with no effect of acidulous spin-
sterhood. Her opinion of the mutual sub-
jugation of the Curtises had for him rather
the charm of a girlish rebellion against the
fate of her sex.

“How conservative you are, Margaret,”
he said, smiling at her.
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“I! Conservative?” Miss Ainslee in-
voluntarily threw up her head and lifted
her brows.

Dudley’s smile deepened.

“Oh, I'll grant your wiews are radical
enough, but to hold the same views for
twenty vears is certainly conservative.”

. l\wm\ vears! I am too conservative
to rLtwpl that without a demur.”

“Well, T'll acknowledge that you are as
C(m:-;er'v;lti\-‘e about changing your looks as
you are about changing your views,”

She bowed ironically. Her blush bore out
Dudley’s opinion of her girlish appearance.

“If I had changed my views of mar-
riage,” she said, “my visit to Eloise, this
summer, would cause me to revert to them
with renewed ardor.  Eloise is a lost soul.
She hasn’t a single thought outside her fam-
ily and her home. She has unusual talent
for music, and she was ambitious before she
married. But now she never touches the
piano except to dust it. She used to read
books, real books, not current literature,
and she had ideas on what she read; but
now she is no more capable of harboring an
abstract idea than she is of having a selfish
thought where Frederick or the children are
concerned.  She's as good as gold, and 1
love her; but she’s as primitive as a cave-
dweller. That is what marriage has done
for Eloise.”

“It’s a terrible arraignment,” said Dud-
ley, “but Eloise strikes me as happy.”

“Oh, she’s happy! That’s the worst of it.
She has no conception of her degradation.”
Miss Ainslee laughed at her own vehe-
mence. ' And Frederick is happy, too, hut
I know vou wonder that he should he.

You would die in six months if you had to
go back and forth, every day, between New
York and Cranston, New Jersey. Even the
few days that you have been coming since
Frederick has been ill have begun to tell
on you.”

“Yes, lamwaning.” Dudley casta glance
of mock pity over his long person, which
bare easily the additional weight that his
thirty-six years were l;egmmng to place
upon it; he looked at his companion with
aquizzical smile.  “Whatare you trying to
do? Make me thank you for throwing me
over?”

Miss Ainslee got up and went over to the
end of the small piazza where a honey-
suckle had been trained on a trellis to in-
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sure at least privacy of sight; the next
house was so close as to render privacy of
sound a matter of careful modulation. She
stood with her back to Dudley.

“You know that I am not,” shesaid with-
out turning. “When a woman is [rank, a
man always looks for her second intention,
[ don’t suppose that men and women will
be able to talk together like simple, sincere
human creatures until men wake up to the
fact that some women, at least, have ceased
to consider marriage the be-all and end-all
of their existence.”

“My dear Margaret,” Dudley eagerly ex-
postulated, “1 know that the higher edu-
cation of women in general and your own
sweet girl undergraduates in particular are
the only sky-serapers on your sky-line.”

Miss Ainslee turned with a smile and
came toward him. Her smile was very
pleasant, and softened the rather firm lines
which her mouth had in repose. Her fig-
ure was straight and slender, but without
the flexibility of girlhood. There was the
subtle stiffness and primness in it often
noticeable in unmarried women in their
early thirties; but, in the favoring twilight
of the July day, she looked young and
pretty as she paused in front of her com-
panion’s chair, and fixed her frank, smiling
eves on him.

“1 wonder,” she said,
topless towers of Ilium.”

Dudley rested his head on the back of
his chair and looked up at her. He hada
long, rather heavy chin and a high, slightly
narrow forehead with a delicacy inthe mod-
elling of the temples. Everything about
him, from the way his cravat was tied to
the shape of his low shoes, had distinction
without foppishness, It was plain that the
cut of his clothes was a matter of thought,
his own thought, not his tailor’s; for, al-
though they were evidently fresh from the
latter’s hands, they were not of the latest
fashion,

“1 haven't a single tower left, topless or
otherwise,” he said. “My life 'consists of
doing tlnng:, I don’t want to do so that I
may earn money to do things I de want to
do, or rather, do things which I am used to
dnmg, for I find that what were preddec-‘
tions when I was younger are mere habits
now. The only thing that could make my
life more intolerable would be to change it
in any particular,”

“what are your
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They laughed together at his paradox.
Miss Ainslee’s laugh ended in a faint sigh.

“Ideals, or no ideals, time tells on us all.
It has with me. Somutimes, lately, at the
close of a hard day, I have caught myself
hating my work, hallm, even my sweet girl
undergrfldmtes, and T know that, next
winter, when I am abroad, striving m gain
the dcgree which marks the hmght of my
ambition, there will be times when T shall
hate th'n.t, too.”

They were both silent for a moment, and
then Dudley said, with a vague gesture of
his hand toward the restricted view com-
manded by the piazza, ‘Do you suppose
that Fred ever, at the close of a hard day,
hates this?”

She took in the suburban street; its new,
wooden houses in every diversity of bas-
tard architecture, each on its little plot of
ground, with its new, little shade-trees at
the curb.

““No,” she answered, * Frederick doteson
it. The harder the day, the more he dotes.
As 1 remarked before, Frederick is happy;
but you can’t understand how he can be.”

“Do I show my perplexity as plainly as
that?” Dudley laughed. “ Do sit down,
Margaret, or 1 shall have to get up, and I
don’'twantto. Totell you the truth, tospeak
as a simple, sincere, emancipated male to a
simple, sincere, emancipated female, were 1
Fred, or ninety-nine out of every hundred
married men [ know, I should die of re-
morse and terror. To speak with the frank-
ness of the ideal man of the future, I am
thankful, my dear Margaret, that, in my
callow youth, you turned me down.”

He pressed his hand against his left side
with exaggerated gallantry and bowed stifily
from his hips. Miss Ainslee returned his
bow. Hecould not make out, in the gather-
ing dusk, whether she were nonplussed by
his immediate practice of her theory.

“The temerity with which men rush
into matrimony appalls me,” he went on.
“They acquire a wife and children and a
suburban home on a salary barely sufficient
fora bachelor. Their salary is theonly thing
between their family and the poor-house,
and that is dependent on their usually not
over-robust health. Most people think that
bachelors don’t marry because they are too
selfish to cut out any of the luxuries that
have crystallized for them into necessities;
but the real reason is that bachelors have a
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true realization of the responsibilities and
obligations of the married state.  In fact,”
he ended with a change of toneas if he were
a bit embarrassed at having spoken with so
much feeling, “bachelors are the only angels
extant.”

It was plain from the way he had spoken
that he had a special case in mind; and
Miss Ainslee, being a woman, felt no trep-
idation in immediately plucking the per-
sonal from the general in which & man pre-
fers to discuss his fellow-men.

“I can see that you are very
worried ahout Frederick,” she said.

“Yes,” he assented, “Tam. Iam afraid
that poor old Ired, upstairs, fat on his
back, staring a possible operation straight
in its grisly face, is getting an awful dose of
the remorse and the terror of being married.
1 know that he hasa cheerful picture of his
family walking over his grave to the poor-
house, Eloise with the new infant in her
arms, and the two other children clinging
to her skirts. He varies this vision by hav-
ing Eloige die, too, while the children go to
anorphan-asylum. Of course, his tempera-
ture keeps mounting.”

Warren Dudley suddenly got up and be-
gan to pace the piazza.

“Would it really be as bad as that if any-
thing sfior/d happen?’ Miss Ainslee asked
with the literalness of her Sex.

“Perhaps not, exactly.” Dudley paused
before her, and looked down at her slim
figure, which scemed to hold in its white,
crisp draperies the last light of the summer
day. *“But it would be bad enough. He
and I get about the same munificent salary
from Tields, Weldon and Company, and T
just manage to make the two ends of mine
meet around my rooms, my clubs and my
books; so I don’t imagine that Fred, with
a family and a home to keep up, has saved
very much fora rainy day. Thereisa policy
on his life, of course; but there’s a mortgage
on the house.  And there you are.”

He turned away and began again to pace
up and down.

“0Oh,"” cried Miss Ainslee, springing up
and standing straight and rigid, “it can’t
be as bad as that. There must be some
way to help.  And, anyway, Frederick isn’t
any worse than he was. There, at last, is
Dr. Hinton,” she added as steps were heard
in the hallway.

She went quickly to him as he came out

much
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of the house with the evident desire in his
decisive * good-evening” of getting off the
piazza without any parley.

“Qh, doctor,” she asked, “how is Mr.
Curtisnow? Mr. Dudley, please light the
hall light.”

In the flare of the gas she tried to read her
answer in Dr. Hinton’s pale, weary mask.
He had stopped at her question with the
controlled impatience of a physician. He
gave Miss Ainslee’s anxious face a quick
look, as if to estimate her nerves, before he
replied.

“] have sent for Dr, McNaughton., I
wish to consult him.”

“Then you are going to operate?
McNaughton is a surgeon, isn’t he?”

“You rush at conclusions, Miss Ainslee.”
Dr. Hinton smiled faintly. “Dr. Mec-
Naughton is a surgeon; but a consultation
does not necessarily mean an operation. I
shall return in about an hour with Dr.
McNaughton. T am going to meet him at
the Jersey City ferry with my auto to save
time, Good-evening.”

He ran lightly down the steep wooden
steps. DMiss Ainslee turned on Dudley.

“He1s going to operate,” she affirmed al-
most angrily. Her tone seemed o accuse
him, together with Dr. Hinton, of an eva-
sion of the truth. **And it will £/l Eloise.”

“Perhaps,” Dudley said with ironic hit-
terness, “‘since the operation is on Fred,
he can manage to die, too. Of course,” he
added, ‘*“Eloise must not be told about the
operation.”

“Told! Of course, no one will fell her!
But she'll know of it, just the same. She
probably knows of it already. She and
Frederick have a sixth sense, born, I sup-
pose, of that terrible, conjugal interdepend-
ence;and they canread eachother’sthoughts
and feelings without a word, or even a
glance, passing between them. They only
talk to each other because it is customary,
not because they have to for the sake of
communication. Nevertheless, Eloise will
try to get it out of me. She’ll try to make
me tell her what the doctor said. Here
comes her messenger now."”

A rapid, light step had been heard on the
stairs.

“*Are you out there, Aunt Margaret?”

A girl stood in the doorway, peering into
the comparative gloom of the piazza. Her
figure was silhouetted against the lighted

Dr.
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hall. The short dress, long, thin legs, and
narrow shoulders were those of a child of
about twelve, shooting rapidly out of girl-
hood. Miss Ainslee went to her, and, put-
ting her arm about her, drew her out on
the piazza. The girl’s head came well up
to Miss Ainslee’s shoulder.

“Mother wants to see you, Aunt Mar-
garet.”

My prophetic soul!” cried Miss Ainslee
with a nervous little laugh. She bent her
head and kissed the girl's cheek with sud-
den vehemence.

“And don’t you want to see your Uncle
Dudley, Dorothy 2" Warren came toward
the intertwined figures and held out his
hand to the child.

“Oh,how doyoudo?” She put her hand
in his with a shy, pretty, grown-up air. “I'd
like to see you, but papa wants to see you,
too. The nurse said he might.”

The nurse was waiting for Dudley at the
door of Curtis’s bedroom. She was of mid-
dle-age, with a short, compact figure, and a
shrewd, kind, tolerant expression similar to
that often seen in the faces of women who
have risen to places of authority in some
religious sisterhood.

“Do not stay long,” she said. “Mr.
Curtis must have a chance to rest before
the physicians return.”

She stepped aside to let him enter. Her
clean, stiff uniform rattled slightly as she
went down the stairs.

Curtis’s bed had been pulled out into the
middle of the room, so that he could get the
benefit of any breeze that might find its way
in through the two small dormer windows.
The room was still hot with the stored-up
heat of the day. A gas-jet, turned low and
shaded by a piece of paper fastened against
the globe, added its increment to the heat.
Curtis moved his head on the pillow and
looked toward the door. _

*“Is thatyou, Warren ? " he asked. ““ Come
in and make yourself uncomfortable. Ex-
cuse me for not rising to greet you,” he went
on, as his friend came to his bedside and
took his hand.

“Well, old fellow,” Dudley said, *“‘you
chose good weather to take a vacation.
The city has been fiendishly hot to-day.”

1 he firm pressure of their hands and the
earnest encounter of their eyes exp
the deep friendship neither man could have
put in words without embarrassment.



Hostages to Fortune 201

Curtislooked very longand thin underthe
sheet. His dark eyes seemed abnormally
large and sunken from the pain he suffered;
they were bright with the fever that glowed
in two round spots, high on his cheeks.

“It’s not exactly the Arctic regions here,”
hesaid. *“They keep me packed inice, hut
the only effect obtained is on the ice.  That
melts.  Sit down, Warren.” He motioned
toward a chair at the side of the bed. He
waited until Dudley was seated hefore he
said, in a different tone, ‘I guess I'm up
against it.  The ice didn’t do its duty and
relieve the inflammation, so the surgeon is
going todo his.  Dr. Hinton didn’t want to
operate because I have a bad heart, and
there is danger that it wouldn't weather the
ether. The operation may be successful,
but I may never come to, to know that it
is.”  He smiled feebly at his joke.

“But you don’t know that they are going
to operate,” Dudley protested, “and if they
do, it isn’t a foregone conclusion that vour
heart will give out.”

“Oh, my dear Warren, don’t try tocheer
me up. I'm not afraid. I'm not borrow-
ing worries. DBut I've got to face possi-
bilities as if they were foregone conclusions.
I've got to pretend that I'm going to die, so
that I can figure out how Eloise and the
children are going to live, afterward.”

He made a fist of his hand and struck
it against the open palm of the other with
a nervous emphasis that one could see was
characteristic of him. He winced with the
pain of the involuntary gesture and let his
arms fall at his sides.

“1havefive thousand dollars’ insurance,”
he added after an instant. “‘I took it out
the year I married, and it has taken about
all we could save to pay the premiums.
What I did manage to save, over and above
that, I put intothis house. Ifigured thatthe
interest on the mortgage and taxes wouldn’t
be any more than rent.  Well, they aren’t;
but the question is, how can Eloise keep up
the interest and pay the taxes and run the
house and educate the children on the in-
come from five thousand dollars?  Lver
since [ knew I had appendicitis I have asked
myself that question; and theanswer I have
had to give has made me suffer more than
the old, prehistoric remnant in my side
has,.”

He lifted his hand and pressed it tight
over his eyes as if his imaginings had sud-

denly taken visible and terrifying form and
he wished to shut them out.

“Warren,” he spoke without uncover-
ing his eyes, “don’t ever marry. T used to
pity you hecause vou weren't married; I
even thought that I was better than you,
somehow, because I was a husband and a
father. But T've been a knave and a cow-
ard. T've seized upon the greatest happi-
ness a man can know; the woman I love
has been my wife and hus borne me three
children; and now I go out of the world
and leave her to pay for it all. Why, a
drunken brute who deserts his family is
no worse than ITam. T knew that Eloise
would be almost penniless if T should die;
but I put the thought behind me and went
on being happy. T told myself T wasn't
going to die.”

A tear ran down his thin cheek. Dudley
got up and went to the hedside and laid his
hand reassuringly over the hand which lay
outside the sheet.

““And I tell you, my dear man, that you
are not going to die; but il it will make you
feel any more comfortable, we’ll talk as
though you were going to die. You wanted
to tell me just how things stood, didn’t you,
so that I would be in a position to advise
Eloize? Well, it seems to me that the
thing to do is to sell the house and add the
money to the insurance. It ought to make
a tidy little income.”

Dudley’s soothing tone seemed to irritate
Curtis. He drew his hand away, uncovered
his eyes,and looked up with a certain fierce-
ness.

“That sounds very fine,”” he said. “But
who will buy the house, and what will they
pay for it? They won't pay what 7 did,
nor near it. I bought when Cranston had
its boom; now the boom has gone on to the
next town and people want to buy there,
not in Cranston.”

He closed his eves wearily. The facti-
tious strength his fever had given him was
almost exhausted.

“This is what Eloise must do,” he went
on after o moment in a monotonous tone,
“and I want you to help her do it. She
knows as much of business as the new baby
does. She must szell the house for what
she can get. She must sell the furniture,
She must go back to Ohio and board with
her mother. [ have no relatives who could
help her; and her mother is so hard up that
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Eloise’s money would help fier. That is the
only cheering thought, to a proud soul, in
the whole affair.  Eloise’s mother lives ina
country town. The children will receive
the superior education a country town
affords.  And that’s all.”

Curtis paused with an air of dreary final-
itv. Dudley looked down at him without
speaking, and the two friends gazed into
each other’s eyes as they had when they
areeted each other.  Dudley’s long, heavy
chin began to quiver, but he forced a smile
as he said, with an attempt at lightness, “1
don’t suppose that you have settled what
is zoing to become of me without you. You
know, I've got sort of used to having you
around.”

Curtis smiled back at him and held out
his hand.

“Dear old Warren,” he said.

A rustling of skirts was heard in the hall;
both men looked at the door, expecting to
see the nurse, but it was Miss Ainslee who
entered. Curtis lifted himself half-way up
in bed as he saw her and then sank back
with a moan of pain.

“Eloise!” he cried, “is anything the
matter with Eloise?”

Miss Ainslee went quickly toward him,
and Dudley stepped back to let her have
his place beside the bed.

“The only thing the matter with Eloise,”
said Miss Ainslee, smiling down at him, “is
that she is getting well too fast.  The nurse
and T had a strenuous half hour persuading
her that she wasn’t quite chipper enough to
come up here to see you.  She finally com-
promised upon having me come up to see
you. I come freighted with messages.”

“'Then she knows about the operation?”
There was a queer mixture of anxiety and
relief in Curtis’s tone. “The nurse told
her?”

“No, nobody told her; but vou know
what Eloise’s intuitions are. Her intuitions
also extend to your and Warren’s confah.
She seems to have had a foreknowledge of
why you wanted to see him, and what you
have said to him.”

Miss Ainslee paused. Her smile became
rather fixed, and Dudley could see that she
was overwrought and nervous.

“1t’s too ridiculous, my dear Frederick,”
she went on, “to have to talk to you as
though an operation for appendicitis were
as conclusive as the guillotine; but the
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messages I bring you must be delivered
with that as a premise. Not,” she inter-
polated hastily, “that Eloise believes that;
but she says that yeu do, and that you are
worrying about what will become of her
and the children; and she wants me to tell
you that this is what will become of them:
they will go to Ohio and live with her
mother and be the wealthiest folks in the
town, with the money from the sale of this
house and the life insurance. She says
that the real country is the only health-
ful place to bring up children; but, since
Dorothy is so nearly out of childhood,”
Miss Ainslee hesitated; then she added,
with an elaborate attempt at the casual,
“Iiloise sayvs that I am to take Dorothy and
bring her up in the classic atmosphere of
my school.”

She finished speaking, but Curtis made
no reply. He drew his eyebrows together
in a puzzled frown.

“Doyvoumean,” he said, * that you are go-
ingtoadopt Dorothy ? That Eloise feels that
she must part with one of our children?”

Miss Ainslee smiled back bravely into
the sick man’s face. Dudley turned to one
of the small windows. Across the street a
man was watering his tiny lawn and the
road in front of his house. A warm, moist,
dusty smell filled the air. Children’s voices
rose in an ecstatic squeal of delight and ex-
citement as the man evidently made a feint
of turning the hose on them, too.

*Oh, adopt is an ugly word,” Miss Ains-
lee said, still trying to carry the scene off
lightly, “and so is part, and they are both
so over-expressive. Dorothy ismerely going
away to school earlier than she would if she
could continue to enjoy the advantages of
Cranston’s public echools.  Eloise can have
her during the vacations. T shall not be
greedy. Ishall be generous with Eloise.”

Curtis threw out his hand with one of his
sudden gestures,

“There,” he said, “you feel that Doro-
thy half belongs to you already; vou speak
as though you had the right to give or with-
hold the child from her mother. And she
woitld belong to you,” he went on bitterly,
“you would have her to watch over and
help and advise during all those wonderful
formative vears of her youth that Eloise
and I have planned for a hundred times.
Eloise could spare either of the other chil-
dren better than she could Dorothy.”
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Miss Ainslee broke into a shaky little
laugh.

“It is too ridiculous to talk with the
assumption that you are to be cut off in
your prime. I refuse to do it any longer.”

Dudley moved away from the window
to the foot of the bed. He felt that he
was now seeing in Curtis the reverse of the
medal. Curtis’s supreme unselfishness in
preparing for death with no thought of
himself was balanced by the blind selfish-
ness with which he considered only his wife
and his family. He seemed to have no idea
of the sacrifices that Miss Ainslee would
have to make to take the child. Dudley
saw that in her briel talk with Eloise she
had putaside her dream of studying abroad,
and that she stood willing to give up, for
Dorothy, her time, her money, her ideals,
He looked at her slight figure and the deli-
cate curve of her cheek as she stood with
her head lowered and averted from Curtis;
he could see the thin, fine corner of her
mouth; her lips were trembling.

Suddenly he felt an overmastering de-
sire to help Margaret Ainslee, to shield her,
to give her whatever she desired. It did
not seem that he could bear to have her
sacrifice her slightest dream, her most un-
important ideal. If she wanted a foreign de-
gree, she should have it. He stood, for an
instant, glaring before him with the intensity
of histhought; then, his face lighted up, his
eyes glowed as he turned them on Curtis.

“Fred,” he said abruptly, *“if this house
could be sold for what you paid for it, could
Eloiseafford to bring up all three children 7™

Curtis rolled his head wearily on the
pillow.

“Oh, T suppose so; but it can’t be sold
for that.” .

“It can, and it shall he.”

Curtis looked at him in astonishment.

“I want to buy it,” Dudley added, *and
I won't be forced to pay a cent less than
yout paid.”

Curtis smiled wanly.

“Lf fi, Warren,” he said, with a tender-
ness not unmixed with bitterness. “Why
don’t you adopt one of the children, in-
stead? It would be a more lasting charity
to Eloise.”

Dudley saw that in making his eager offer
he had reckoned without his friend’s pride;
and he as eagerly began to try to soothe the
sick man.
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“But you're all wrong, Fred. 1 wasn't
thinking of vou at all. T don’t want to
buy the house for your sake. O course,”
he added, “I'm glad if my taking it would
help you, hut, honestly, Lwas thinking only
of—" He stopped, and a deep flush spread
over his face as he realized how nearly he
had come to dealing Miss Ainslee’s pride
an even harder blow thun he had dealt his
friend’s,

He had not looked toward her, hut he was
aware that she had turned around when
he announced his desire to buy the house;
and he felt that she was gazing at him in-
tently. He now glanced quickly toward
her to see whether she had any suspicion
of what he had come so near revealing; but
her face expressed only the exalted admira-
tion with which women contemplate a Don
Quixote when he is not too closely related to
them. He wound up confusedly, “I want
the house for mysell. I want to live in it.”

Curtis, at his stammered explanation,
turned from Dudley to Miss Ainslee, from
his flushed, embarrassed face to her soft, ap-
proving eyes. This inspection seemed to
afford him a certain inspiration which mo-
mentarily diverted him from hisown troubles
and lighted his face with sudden pleasure.

“Dear Warren,” he exclaimed, attempt-
ing to sit up and falling back again with an
involuntary groan, “if thaf’s what you want
the house for, of course you may have it.
Well, T am pleased. I congratulate you
both. You're both good fellows, only I must
say that you've heen a pretty pair of idiots
towaitall these vears. Does Eloise know 2"

He turned to Miss Ainslee. She was star-
ing at him as if she believed he had become
suddenly delirious. Then, comprehending
what he thought had taken place between
Dudley and herseli, she began to blush
and hated herself for blushing.  1f she had
looked at Dudley, she would have seen that
he was blushing with even greater thorough-
ness, but he wasn’t aware of it; it isonly a
woman who can feel deeply and at the same
time be conscious of the external manifes-
tations of her emotion.

“You're all wrong, Fred,” he hastened to
save Miss Ainglee the explanation, “there
isn’t anything to tell Eloise. Nothing has
happened. Nothing will happen. T got
over that long ago; and, as for Margaret,
she never had it to get over.”

He realized dimly through his embarrass-
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ment that, considering Miss Ainslee’s pres-
ence, his expression of his state of mind was
neither tactful nor chivalrous, but he was
thinking only of setting Curtis right.  This
he had ev 1[1L‘ml\ brought about. Curtis had
heen set r:ght ‘with the effect that every-
thing again seemed wrong.

“W Ll] then,” he said, *“T guess you won't
have Imlch use for this !lLlleL. Twishyou'd
cull the nurse,” he added, turning his face
into the pillow.

“But I do want the house, Fred,” Dud-
ley was beginning again lame—when Miss
Ainslee interrupted him. She was not
blushing now, but was rather pale and very
composed.

“Frederick,” she =aid, “vou did guess
right, only T asked Warren not to announce
our engagement for a few months; and he
has loyally carried his promise too far.”

She could see, out of the corner of her
eve, that Dudley was transfixed with as-
tonishment. Curtis turned his face toward
her, but he was too tired to feel as much
pleasure in her positive statement as he had
in his own surmise.

“Well, T am glad,” he said.  Then he
added, 1 guess it was going rather too far
not to tell me now. You might not get
another chance.”

He smiled faintly at Dudley.

“Yes,"” Miss Ainslee rushed on, “and I
want _\ml to feel that, if anvthing should
happen to you, yvour house will be bought
by vour nearest friend.”

“AlL right,” agreed Curtis somewhat
wearily.  “Of course, I know it’s friendly
charity, in a way; but I'm too relieved and
too tired to be very proud. And the house
is as good a one as you'll find for the money,
I've put ina lot of improvements since it
was built. Eloise says that it is the most
conveniently arranged house she ever saw.”
At the mention of his wife's name he realized
that this convenient arrangement would
probabily become the housewifely joy of an-
other woman, "] guess you had better call
the nurse now, ]u: siid.

He held out his long, thin hand to Miss
Ainslee and to Dudley in turn.

“You've made me feel as comfortahle
as I can feel,” he assured them; but he
let his hand fall so dead against the sheet
after the warm pressure they cave it, and
looked so pale and tired, that they were
fearful and turned to the nurse, as she
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came into the room, to see what she thought
of her patient.

She went quickly to the bedside and
pressed her I"mgcr-q on Curtis’s wrist. His
eves closed as il in answer to the firm, light
touch. After an instant she looked toward
Dudley and Miss Ainslee, who had been
waiting in the doorway for some word from
her.  She motioned with her head for them
to go out.

“He'llsleep now, " she said, and they were
forced to content themselves with this,

Warren Dudley followed Margaret Ains-
lee down the stairs in silence and out on the
piazza, where she remained standing as if
she expected him to take his leave; and he
said, rather awkwardly, “I think Il stay
to hear what the doctors say,” and she
answered, “O[ course™; but made no
motion to sit down

He wanted to thank her for helping him
out of his dilemma, and he knew that she
must be expecting him to do so; but he
could not find words to do it simply and
naturally as he could have done, earlier in
the evening, before he had had anything
to thank her for, anything, that is, except
the great boon, for which he had expressed
his gratitude, of turning him down in his

callow youth, Now, when, for the sake of

poor Curtis’s peace of mind, she had pre-
tended to take him up again, the mere
sound of the words in which she had en-
lightened the sick man, the proud sincerity
of her attitude as she had spoken, and
Curtis’s pleasure and congratulations had
made it, for an instant, seem a reality; and,
in that instant of pretence, he had learned
the truth about himself. The last thing
for which he would ever thank Margaret
Ainslee again would be for turning him
down. Not that he contemplated going
through that ordeal once more, if, in the
present tumult in his mind, he could be
said to contemplate anything. He knew
too well what she would say, and he did not
believe that the pain of hearing her say it
would at all be balanced by “the barren
pleasure of telling her that he loved her.

Ile gazed for o moment at the back of
her head as she stood, a few feet from him,
looking through the wire-netting into the
street, where there was now nothing to see.
The man across the way had stopped
watering the road, and the children had
gone into the house.
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At length he said, “I want to thank you
for coming to my aid when I got into that
corner with Fred.”

She gave a short little laugh, and an-
swered without turning round, “Oh, you
needn't thank me. I didn't do it to help
you out of a corner. I did it for poor, dis-
tracted Frederick.”

“Oh, of course, of course. I know that;
but it was so quick-witted and courageous
and fine that I must thank you. Most
women are so prudish that they would have
let Fred die on the spot rather than say that
they were going to marry me.”

“Well, you see, some one had to be quick-
witted,” she said, “and I would have an-
nounced my engagement to Satan himself
to make Frederick feel more comfortable.
It was theobviousand sensible thing to do,”
she continued moreseriously, “butawoman
is thought unusual, I suppose, when she does
the obvious and sensible. Now, if a man
had announced his engagement to you, you
wouldn’t have thought of thanking him.”

“Indeed I should not,” Dudley said with
emphasis, and they laughed together rather
nervously. Then he added, “Anyway,
you'll have to let Fred thank you if, by mak-
ing him feel comfortable about the future of
Eloise and the children, you have happened
to save his life.”

At this, Margaret Ainslee whirled swiftly
around and faced him.

““Oh,” she said fiercely, “how could you
force me to say that I was engaged to you?
Why did you leave it for me to say when
you saw what Frederick thought? If he
gets well, T shall never hear the last of it to
my dying day. He will tease me unmerci-
fully. Andof course he will tell Eloise.”

Suddenly she flung herself into a chair
and covered her face with her hands.

Poor Dudley, bewildered by this sudden
transition, shocked at the sight of her emo-
tion, stood helplessly looking down at her.
He was at a loss to know what tosay tocom-
fort her, but he finally brought out, “*But
Eloise won’t tease you, She’ll be so grate-
ful to you.”

“Oh, she'll pity me,” she spoke even more
fiercely, “she'll think T did it for your sake
because T cared for you. Oh, why didi’t
you do it yourself 2

If Dudley had been a married man for
as many years as he had been a bachelor,
he would have known that the strength
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and calmness with which some women go
through an ordeal usually deserts them
when there is no longer anything to go
through with. If nerves have been screwed
up, it naturally follows that they must un-
coil with more or less resultant jangling;
and a philosophic husband learns to stand
by in silence until the vibrations cease. But
Dudley was not a husband of any kind.
He was a lover who saw the object of his
affections dissolved in tears at the mere pos-
sibility of seeming to care for him, He saw,
by this token, that he would have to give
up whatever hope he might have cherished.
By the sinking of his heart, Dudley knew
that he kad hoped, and that, for the second
time, Margaret Ainslee would make him
miserable. This fresh grip of an old pain
made him feel sudden anger against the
cause of it, ' _

“There is the cheering thought,” he said,
“that Fred may die, and then he can't tease
you. He probably will not, in that case,
have a chance to tell Eloise the glad tidings.
But if he should pull through, and you
should, in consequence, have to suffer the
degradation of a supposed adoration of me,
you can prove conclusively to Elofse that
her suspicion is untrue, by telling her that
I told you, here, to-night, that I loved you;
that Tasked you to marry me; and that you
refused me,”

He paused, but she made no sign that she
had heard him.

“Ti,” he went on, “after this proof, you
still perceive a gleam of pity in her eye, you
may tell her (and this will strike her nearer
home) that I wasn’t thinking at all of her
husband when I offered to buy this house.
I was thinking of you. Twanted to fixitso
that you would not have to take Dorothy
and lose your degree. Tell her that T was
not trying to help my old friend to face
death with a little more peace in his heart;
but that I was trying to make it possible for
a woman to gratify a barren ambition.”

Miss Ainslee took her hands from her
face and got quickly to her feet. Dudley
could see that she held her head high, but
he felt, rather than saw, in the dim light,
that she was very angry.

“T am sorry,” she began, her voice trem-
bling with the tears she had just shed, and
with her anger, “to be forced to tell you
that your chivalrous sacrifice for my sake
was entirely misplaced. 1 should much
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rather have Dorothy than study abroad, to
gratify my barren ambition. I felt glad, in
spite of my sympathy for Eloise, to think
that I might have her child to bring up;
and 1 felt sorry, in spite of my pity for
Frederick, when your noble offer took away
my chance of having the child. And I am
even sorrier,” she continued, her irony los-
ing much of its force because of her trem-
bling tone, “to have to tell you that your
other and greater offer is equally futile. 1
am doubtless capable of many unwomanly
things, such as a desire to advance and per-
fect mysell in my chosen calling; but T am
not capable, in order to save myself embar-
rassment, of letting Eloise think that I have
received and refused a proposal of marriage
from you. Nevertheless, 1 thank you for
your gracious permission. It was a brave
thing, too. Did you stop to think that I
might take your offer in earnest and accept
before you had time to refuse for me?”

TForan instant, Dudley, filled with hisown
turbulent emotion, did not comprehend how
she had misinterpreted his feeling; but when
herealized that she had taken hisangry pain
for contempt, his anger was swept away on
a wave of contrition and love.

“Margaret,” he cried, I am in earnest.
I was never more in earnest in my life, not
even twelve years ago, out there in Ohio.
I thought then, when 1 went east, that I
cared more for you than any one ever did
before for anybody; but 1 know now that
I care more than I did then. Ididn’t mean
to tell you this. 1knew that it wouldn’t do
me any good if I should, and it would only
pain you. But I must have had a faint
hope; for when you showed how you hated
the thought that Eloise might imagine you
cared for me, I knew, by the utter desolation
which seized me, that I had hoped; and in
my misery, I Jiad to speak, I lrad to pain
you. 1 know that I wasa coward to do it.
My hopelessness and wretchedness is my
only excuse. Now, do you believe that I
love yourz”

She had turned from him as he spoke,
and stood with her head averted. She did
not answer him for & moment. Then she
said, with an evident effort, *“ Yes, 1 believe
vou. Iam sorry Ispoke to youso. Please
forgive me.”

“Oh, I forgive vou that,” he said rather
bitterly. I love vou so much that I can
even forgive you for not loving me.”
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She remained silent, and he went on,
“Having said everything that I had no
business to say, I'll go home. You were
tired, and I have succeeded in tiring you
more. So long as Fred is ill, T shall have
to be here every day; but 1 promise not
to speak to you again of the way I feel.
Good-night.”

“You had better stay until the surgeon
comes,’ she said.  You might be needed.”

“Yes, I'll stay, of course. I had for-
gotten poor Fred for the moment.”

She sank into the chair he placed for her.
Neither spoke, and it was with evident
relief that Dudley exclaimed, “There they
are,” as an automobile rushed through the
deserted street, and stopped, panting, be-
fore the house.

In the light from the hall, the surgeon,
who had slowly followed Dr. Hinton’s nim-
ble figure up the steep steps, was revealed
as a tall man, fat to the point of grossness.

Dr. Hinton said to Miss Ainslee, “We
may go right up?”

Without waiting for her answer, he led
the way into the house. The surgeon did
not seem to be aware that there was any one
onthe piazza, nor even that hiscolleague had
spoken. He gazed straight ahead through
the open door at the flight of stairs going up
at one side of the hall.  He gave a sigh, that
was almost a groan, as he began the ascent.
His large, white hand with its puffy fingers
slid slowly up the banister.

“Well,” said Dudley, as the two phy-
sicians disappeared on the floor above,
“I guess they’ll have to revive Dr. Mc-
Naughton before he can look Fred over.
He's the figure of a butcher rather than a
surgeon. It does not seem as if so fat a
man could be as deft as he is said to be.”

“Yes, he’s very fat,” Miss Ainslee an-
swered absently,

Dudley had promised that he would not
speak to her any more of his feeling for
her. This promise, after they had reseated
themselves resulted in his not speaking to
her at all. If he couldn’t speak of the way
he felt when, in her presence, he seemed
to be all feeling, he would have to remain
silent. He was not capable of making
conversation when his brain was in such
a state. Miss Ainslee, for her part, said
nothing.  She sat with her head bent, her
hands lightly folded in her lap.

Presently, however, she spoke.
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“Weren't youin earnest,then,” sheasked,
as if the train of thought which she had been
following had brought her to the question,
“when you thanked me for not marrying
you years ago? You seemed in earnest.
You seemed to have a terror of the responsi-
bilities of a married man. And yet——"

“And yet,” Dudley caught her up, I
asked yvou to marry me. I was in earnest.
If I were in a state of mind, now, to con-
sider marriage philosophically, 1 should
say the same things, I should have the same
terror. But whena manis in love, he can’t
look upon marriage as an institution, All
it means to him, then, is having the woman
he loves for his wife. The only terror in the
world, then, is her refusal to marry him.”

“It seems to me that you ceased very
suddenly to be a philosopher.”

“You mean that I seem to have hecome
a lover only within the last hour or so? [
don't think that I've been out of love with
vou for twelve years past. I've only made
myself believe that I was; and, to-night, I
realized that 1 had never got over caring
for you, and never would. But why do you
make me say these things to you? It affords
me more pain than pleasure, I assure you.
It can afford you neither.”

“I want to be sure,” she said slowly. “I
want to feel sure that you will not hecome
the philosopher again by to-morrow.”

“And I wish to Heaven that T might.
What good can it do you to be sure that I
shall be actively unhappy all my days?
You are not a vain woman.”

She continued to gaze at her hands,
folded in her lap.

“No, I'm not vain.”

Something in her tone made Warren Dud-
ley’s heart beat faster with sudden hope.

“Tell me, Margaret,did vou mean it when
you said that youwould rather have Dorothy
totakecareof than getyour degreeabroad ?”

“Yes, Imeant it. I think that Eloise, ill,
facing her husband’s possible death and her
consequent comparative poverty, with three
children to bring up, is a happier woman
than I have ever been.”

He forced himself tu continue his cate-
chism calmly.

“But, according to your theory, Eloise
has lost her individuality, her freedom; has
buried her talents; isas primitive asa cave-
dweller. Have you changed your mind
about her?”
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“No, I haven’t changed my mind about
her; but she's happy.” Miss Ainslee lifted
her head, and looked at her companion.
“The rest doesn’t seem to count.”

Dudley came close to her chair.  He tried
to read her face in the dim light.

“Would vou be happy in Eloise’s place 7"

“No,” she smiled faintly, “but I think
that Ishould be happy in my own place.”

“Do you mean—" he began. He fin-
ished his question by taking her in his arms;
and she answered him by staying there with
no protest other than a murmured, “Oh,
we ought not to be happy when Fred and
Eloise are in such trouble.”

“I don’t believe,” he said, “that love
ever waits until all things are meet and fit.
If it did, no man would ever propose, no
woman ever marry. Love seizes upon its
fulfilment as the only right thing in the
world.  The meet and the fit must [ollow,
if they can.  If Eloise and Fred had waited
for perfectly clear sailing, they wouldn't be
married yet.”

She drew away from him.

“Oh, we must not marry. T could not
bear to have you ever suffer the agony of
mind that Frederick has had to endure.
You said that you would die of remorse
and terror if you were any one of ninety-
nine out of every hundred married men
you know.”

“And now,” he answered, drawing a
chair beside hers, and taking her hand in
his, “I'll die if I'm nof one of the ninety-
nine. But I intend to be the hundredth
man. Of course, I take my chances with the
others. I realize that I might, some day,
lose my health, my position, my money, my
life; and leave you destitute. I know that
I might lose you, when it seems that I can-
not live without you; but these are chances
every man who loves must take. T he
didn’t have to, things wouldn’t balance;
there would be too much unalloved happi-
ness in the world; or, perhaps,” he added
thoughtfully, “there wouldn’t be so much.”

They sat in silence for some moments,
then he said, “How are vou going to rec-
oncile yourself to the loss of your inde-
pendence and individuality and all that?”

“Oh, my independence and individual-
ity!” she exclaimed disdainfully. “Idon’t
Lelieve that there is such a thing in the
world as independence. If a man does
absolutely as he pleases, then he's a slave
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to himsell; and if he does as some one else
pleases, then he's a slave to the other per-
son; but, somehow, if he loves the other
person, that slavery sets him free. That
sounds esoteric, doesn't it,but it's just plain,
everyday human nature. As tomy individu-
ality, the only trouble is that I shall always
remain the same person, in any circum-
stances. 1 don’t cherish my individuality
as I used to, for I realize, now, that I can
never lose it; and I'd rather like to, some-
times.”

“Thank Heaven, vou can't lose °’t,” Dud-
lev said. “ But, Margaret, are you sure that
it is not this weariness of vour life and your-
sell which makes you willing to marry me?
Are vou sure you care for me?”

“You dear, old goose!” she answered,
Yean'’t you fell 27

This evidently struck Dudley as conclu-
sive proof, for he said nothing more until he
asked that inevitable and thrilling question
which, since the world began, has agitated
the bosoms of lovers with sweet tumult,

“When did you begin to care for me?”
he said.

“I don’t know when T began to care, but
I know when 1 realized that I did. It was
when vou assured Frederick that you had
got over caring for me.”

A few minutes later, Dr. Hinton’s light
step and Dr. McNaughton's heavy one
sounded on the stairs, Miss Ainslee rose
quickly, and went into the hall, and Dudley
followed, Dr. Hinton smiled as he saw her.

“Yousee I was right, Miss Ainslee. This
consultation, at least, did not mean anoper-
ation.  Dr. McNaughton thinks that Mr.
Curtis will pull through without his help.
The nurse tells me that he seemed to have
something on his mind which he wished to
talk over with Mr. Dudley, so she let him
have his say. It seems to have done him
gl‘JU(l.”

The surgeon paused on the lowest step,
and howed to Miss Ainslee. Hiseyes looked
very small in his large face, but very keen,

“The patient’s temperature,” he ex-
plained, “isa quarter of a degree lower than
it was when Dr. Hinton saw him earlier in
the evening.  We infer from this that the
inflammation of the appendix is being re-
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duced. Owing to the condition of the pa-
tient’s heart, we shall not operate although,
in most cases, it is the safest thing to do.”

“You mean,” cried Miss Ainslee, “that
he may have another attack?”

“He may, and he may not. He must take
his chances. At least, he will recover this
time. And, anyway, my dear young lady,”
added Dr. McNaughton, with a sort of
philosophic gallantry, lowering himself with
the aid of the newel-post from the lowest
step to the hall Aoor, “are not all of us
taking chances all the time?”

Miss Ainslee turned to Dr. Hinton.

“Did you see Mrs. Curtis?  Did you tell
her that an operation was not necessary ?”

“Yes, I told her. I left her weeping as
though her heart would break. I wish vou
women could only learn to bear up under
happiness the way you do under unhappi-
ness.” He crossed the piazza, and flung
open the screen-door.  “Come, Doctor,
we'll make record time to the ferry through
these empty streets.”

“You see I am taking one of my chances
now,” Dr. McNaughton called back, as
the automobile started at a bound down
the quiet road.

“Thank Heaven,” said Dudley huskily,
when the physicians were out of sight,
“that poor, old Fred has some more
chances fo take.”

“If he had died,” said Miss Ainslee, “1
could never have forgiven myself for hav-
ing been happy to-night. It was horribly
selfish.”

“Do you think, then, that it was selfish
of Fred to continue being wunhappy when
he believed that we were engaged and,
thercfore, presumably happy?”

“But he was thinking about Eloise and
the children.”

“And we were thinking of each other.
I suppose,” he added, “that love is almost
as selfish as it is unselfish. It's a sort of
intengive cultivation. I can manage to
love only one other human creature better
than T love myself. Do you despise me
for such exclusiveness?”

“Tam very much afraid,” she answered,
holding out her hands to him, “that I love
you for it.”



GREAT ACTING AND THE MODERN DRAMA

Walter Prichard Eaton

HE greatest influence on
opera during the nineteenth
century was exerted by
Richard Wagner; the great-
est influence on drama by
Henrik Ibsen. Both men
worked, in a sense, for the same end, the
one for musical truth, for the perfect cor-
respondence of score and text, the other for
dramatic truth, for the perfect correspond-
ence of incident and character. Opera since
Wagner has continued to demand of its
interpreters the firest musical talent, and
a degree of dramatic skill undreamed of in
the days of Handel, Mozart, or even the
early Verdi. But the drama since Tbsen,
on the contrary, seems to demand ever less
of its interpreters, until at the present time
great acting, even moving acting, is rare on
our stage, and on all sides we hear the shrill
complaint, * There are no great actors any
more.”

What is the reason for this?

Perhaps there is no single reason suffi-
cient completely to explain the fact. But
there is one reason that stands up above
the others, and that, in a measure, may be
said to include some of the others. Itisa
simple reason, too. Great actors can only
be made by training in great parts; great
acting can only be felt and yielded to when
its spell is put forth in great réles. There
are, practically, no great parts in modern
drama. We have no great actors apparent
in the new generation of players because we
have no training school for them; we see no
great acting because we see no great parts
performed. Milton could not have been
Miltonic on a lesser theme than the fall of
the Angels! .

The condition of opera was improved
by Wagner because the base of opera is
music, and that base remains through
every change of emphasis or style, in text
or interpretation. It is no less the base
of Strauss’s ““ Salome " (in spite of certain
critics!) than of Mozart’s “Magic Flute.”
Every step toward a closer correspond-
ence of score and text, toward the elim-
ination of “costume concerts” and the
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substitution of significant acting, was vet
taken on this base of music. Ultimately,
as much to-day as one hundred and fifty
years ago, the appeal of opera is a musi-
cal appeal; itis to the sensuous ear, how-
ever much it may now be re-enforced by
an appeal to the intelligence. Once opera
required singers to interpret it; now it re-
quires singing actors. But the song ele-
ment remains the basic one.

In the drama, however, the sure base of
a sensuous charm, or essentially poetic ap-
peal, does not inevitably exist. In certain
kinds of drama it is found to a large degree;
in certain other kinds it is not found at
all. One of the latter kinds is, as a rule,
the modern prose drama of contemporary
life. Ibsen and the modern dramatists have
worked to make incident and character
correspond, to eliminate artificiality of plot,
and the “situations” which are devised ar-
bitrarily because the actor must have his
chance to shine, not because the character
the actor is playing would naturally bring
such situations about, or is significantly
affected by them. These “situations” cor-
responded to the arias and coloratura pas-
sages of the older operas. One of Modjes-
ka’s great performances was of Adrienne
Lecouvreur, a part that was set in a drama
as preposterous as any of the older operas,
and, unless greatly played, as incapable
of giving pleasure as is the mad scene in
“TLucia” when not greatly sung. In the
stern elimination of any but truthful, logical
and significant situations, in the stern sup-
pression of “ emotional scenes” for their own
sake, when such scenes do not arise natu-
rally from the character and explain the in-
tellectual message of the play, Ibsen and the
modern dramatists have forged a technique
which is capable of setting forth contem-
porary life on the stage as truthfully and
plausibly asin a novel, of teaching by infer-
ence an ethical or political or even philo-
sophic lesson, of making the drama seem in
the eyes of thinking men and women a more
serious and important thing than it has
been, in English, at least, for more than a
century.
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And in doing this, the dramatists have
done well. But they have inevitably done
it at a tremendous sacrifice. The size of
this sacrifice is measured by the difference
between Charlotte Cushman and Maude
Adams, between Edwin Booth and Will-
iam Faversham. They have done it at the
sacrifice of great acting.

And that is because the modern prose
drama of contemporary life, in throwing
over the old absurdities of plot and incident,
the old pack of situations devised to put the
player into a state of emotional frenzy, by
placing the emphasis on the intellectual
drift of the drama and its truth as a picture
or lesson, has thrown over poetry as well,
and great characters. Many of the old
dramas had no real poetry, and many of
their “great” characters were not great al
all, but merely went through the motions of
greatness. “Virginius” is not great, and
certainly is not poetry, though vanished gi-
ants of the stage, such as Macready and
Forrest, achieved, we are told, astonishing
emotional results in 4. Richelieu is not
a great character, but one so placed in a
tricky melodrama that a great player can
make him seem so. Mr. Sothern in this
part does not satisfy the older critics, who
once saw Booth’s magnificent Cardinal.
But Mr. Sothern’s very failings show the
real weakness of the character. But there
were poetic dramas in the past, and there
were great characters set upon the stage and
engaged in doing great deeds, even outside
the works of Shakespeare. Ttis because the
modern dramatists have found no poetry
and no greatness in modern life that they
have lost such a firm base as that upon
which opera still rests; and, as a conse-
quence, great acting seems to have perished
for want of a soil to grow in.

Ibsen himself created two poetic plays,
containing two characters of such range and
depth as to deserve the adjective great—
“Brand” and “ Peer Gynt.” But as he de-
veloped, as his plays became closer pictures
and more direct commentaries on his day
and generation, his characters shrank, at
times almost into meanness. It requires, of
course, a sure technique and very genuine
talent to play “Hedda Gabler.” But no
genius was ever so flaming as to make
that character great—nor would it then be
Hedda Gabler! It requires a touch of cerie
poetry to play “ The Lady from the Sea”—
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but no genius was ever so flaming as to re-
maove from her the taint of nerves, the mod-
ern blight. The most effective of Pinero’s
characters is probably Paula Tanqueray,
She has been played in all European lan-
guages, by the finest actresses of recent
years. But, played by the best of them,
Paula remains a study; pitied, perhaps, at
times; observed withinterest always; butal-
ways essentially small, mean, a trifle cheap,
Mr. Jones has never created a great charac-
ter. In his most poignant moments, as in
the third act of “The Hypocrites,” he gets
his largeness of effect by carefully wrought
suspense—a perfectly legitimate dramatic
effect, but one that does not require su-
preme, or even great, acting to illumine.

Mr. Barrie is the wisest, the most nearly
poetic, the most charming of present authors
writing for the English-speakingstage. And

vet Mr. Barrie has never created a great

character. Occasionally he has come peril-

ously nearit; “Peter Pan” trails a shadow

of the things that never die. Mr. Barrie, it

will be noted, least literally renders life

about him, works most from the inner vi-

sion. Thatis why he is most nearly a poet,

lays hold on the things that are most last-

ing, comes closest to resting his work on a

firm basis of enduring charm. But, though

whimsical and sound, he is surely not am-

ple. He misses the sheer size we demand

of greatness.

Of recent successful plays in America, the
one which has been most popular of all,
which has given the widest scope for acting
of a purely virtuoso sort, and for emotional
response from an audience, is “ The Music
Master.” And that play is, curiously, the
least modern in content, the most old-fash-
ioned and far-away from the new spirit in
drama. Itisa “one part” play; itisa se-
ries of arias and emotional coloratura pas
sages for David Warfield. Yet it has swept
the entire country, by virtue of just that fact
—1Mecause it does give an opportunity for
ample acting, which is amply met by the
player, Tthasshown that we donot wantact-
ing to be a lostart. The “ Witching Hour,”
however, has no great part, hence no oppor-
tunity for ample acting; it succeeds by its
intellectual message. “The Lion and the
Mouse” had no great part; it succeeded
because of its political drift. “The Great
Divide” and the same author’s new play,
“The I'aith Healer,” tremble on the verge
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of poetry if not greatness. To suggest
convincingly the soul struggle of the former
play surely requires a capacity for poetry in
the players, and must react to their devel-
opment. To suggest the inner fire and
force of “The Faith Healer” will surely
require a touch of greatness of the actor
essaying the rdle. The character is no
mere Kentucky gambler of “The Witching
Hour”: he is a Savonarola of the Plains.
But Mr. Moody, the author of these plays,
has previously been known as a poet, and
though now working in prose, obviously he
is working more from an inner vision than
a photographer’s sense.

Farce and frivolity the stage has always
had, and always will. We need not con-
sider that now. Some of our vanished gi-
antsappeared in rubbish. William Warren
played parts in his day which George M.
Cohan would have blushed to devise, and
Garrick was not always great. But a care-
ful consideration of the seriously inclined
plays of the present generation in America,
or elsewhere, cannot fail to show that what
we have gained over the past in truthful
reflection on the stage of actual life about
us we have lost in the majesty of the char-
acters depicted, in the depth and inien-
sity of the emotions portrayed. And conse-
quently our players have lost the force and
sweep and power the older actors were
obliged to develop to play the older parts.
Charlotte Cushman'’s “Lady Macbeth”
had an emotional appeal and an ample
sweep of imagination incomparably greater
than Maude Adams’s “Lady Babbie,” be-
cause it was a successful embodiment of a
vastly greater role. But it would not have
betn successful had Miss Cushman been
trained in no wider nor deeper range of
parts than Miss Adams has. Salvini’s
performance in “La Morte Civile” was
tremendous in its overpowering emotional
effect. The audiences used to gasp and
sob. But if he, like David Warfield, had
played in only four dramas in his entire ca-
reer, or, like scores of promising actors of
to-day, had never had a chance to play a
big part in his life, a part with the weight of
poetry behind it and varied and ample
emotional expression, Salvini would never
have torn the breasts of his audiences as he
did. Indeed, it will be noted that E. H.
Sothern did not attempt “ Dundreary” till
he had played “Hamlet.” Even for sus-

211

tained comedy a severe training is required.
And it will be noted that most of the play-
ers on our stage to-day who possess power
and amplitude—Miss Marlowe, Mrs. Fiske,
Otis Skinner, for example—have had long
schooling in large parts, beginning in * the
old school.”

But all this does not mean that progress
consists in going backward. It does not
mean that the way for a medern actor to
demonstrate his greatness is to play “ Vir-
ginius,” or for an actress is to play “Adri-
enne.” It does not mean that the way for
a modern playwright to create great oppor-
tunities for the players is to devise elabo-
rate emotional arias for them, nor that the
way for him to be poetic is necessarily to
twist good honest prose back end foremost
into blank verse. That would mean to lose
all that the drama has toilfully gained; that
would be reversion, not progress.

Some of the modern emphasis in stage
entertainment on the intellectual message
of the play, rather than the emotional ef-
fects of the actors, is doubtless ephemeral,
a passing fashion. The success of “The
Music Master” shows that. But much of it
is real and lasting, and a great gain. Were
the choice between “ King Lear ” and, let us
say, “The Witching Hour,” who would
hesitate to choose? But it isn’t. Shake-
speare does not “abide our question.” He
is for all time, for all ages, all fashions, like
Sophocles and Moliere. Rather is the choice
between “ Virginius,” or “ The Iron Chest,”
or“ Adrienne Lecouvreur,” or “ Caste,” and
“The Witching Hour.” And shall we hesi-
tate? We must keep fast hold on our truth-
ful drama of contemporary life, with its in-
tellectual drift, its “criticism of life,” its
message to the head as well as the emotions.
Nobody will care a hundred years hence
what we thought about old Rome or lands
of mythical romance. But what we thought
about the problems of the hour will be
history.

Progress will come, the restoration of
great acting and of poetry will come, when
our modern dramatists discover greatness
and poetry in contemporary life, when the
representation of great emotions is de-
manded of the actors notasa “stunt” in an
unimportant or false story, but as a logical
outcome of an important and truthful story,
as the natural expression of great men and
women. Nobody cares much to-day—and
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who can be blamed P—about the emotions
of old Virginius and his impossible off-
spring; nor can anybody raise a tear for
Adrienne Lecouvreur in her pasteboard
world. But someof us could care very much
about the emotions of a great American in
the face of a great modern crisis. We hear
of tremendous, fabulous fortunes, for ex-
ample, and we fancy the men who amassed
these fortunes must be men of power, of a
certain kind of greatness, if not the finest
kind, if not of moral greatness. Yet we see
one of them depicted in “The Lion and the
Mouse,” withnothing great abouthim. The
author has failed to grasp his opportunity.
There was a touch of sinister greatness, pos-
sibly, about the copper king, Samson, in M.
Bernstein’s play, but in America we saw
the character entrusted to an actor who had
never in his life played a part that fitted him
for the representation of greatness, and the
effect was, for us, quite lost.

Kipling sighed for a man “like Bobbie
Burns, to sing the song o’ steam.” We may
well sigh fora dramatist to write the play
of steam, or of electricity, or Wall Street,
or Socialism, or Labor Unjons, or the in-
creased cost of living. Swinburne died
recently, and we mourned the last of the
poets. Irving and Coquelin died, and we
mourned the passing of the actors. But
somehow the rest of us go ahead thinking

.

Of Transient Beauty

the same old thoughts, and feeling the same
old thrilling pangs, and doing, now and then
the same old brave, foolish, ideal deeds. We
are still the raw matenal of drama. And
there is no tariff.

In their preoccupation with modern peo-
ple and modern problems, then, a preoceu-
p1t1u11 inevitably conditioned by the chang
in dramatic standards, if they would once

again fertilize the soil Tor great actmg'.ai;d
acting touched with the glow of poetry, the
dramatists must find great modern pe _'
to depict, set them great problems towrgh
with, and endow their lives with an inner
gleam of charm and beauty. It mnotenoxtgh
for our actors to return to “‘ the {:]asm:reper
toire.” A good deal of that repertoire the
new generation does not want. And, to in-
sist that our actorsreturn toit for their train-
ing, is surely to erush out present and future
playwrights, to block the wheels of progress.
Greatactingin the future must be developed
by the plays of the future. And already there
are hints that such acting may be so devel-
oped. There is something epic about “ Mag-
da.” There was nothing small about Mrs.
Fiske’s “ Tess.” Mr. Moody has stirred the
breath of poetry on our stage, and out of the
ample places brought an ample man. What
our stage needs is playwrights of greater
and nobler imagination, What our actors
need is a chance.

OF TRANSIENT BEAUTY

By Sophie Jewett

Rose-rrower and flower of grass and flower of flame
Drift to the Beauty whence their beauty came;
Fainter are they, more brief than this lune wind,

Yet for the impalpable grace they leave behind

The years may fashion an immortal name,
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PACIFIC COAST

By Henry T. Finck

ALIFORNIA has for many
{ vears henefited by the fact
Y that it is the hest-advertised
State in the Union. Port-
land's Lewis and Clark Ex-
position in 1gos did much to
make the resources and attractions of Ore-
gon known to the world, and the Alaska,
Yukon, and Pacific Exposition in Seattle
last summer induced many thousands more
to listen to the call of the West; indeed, the
railroads and hotels could hardly handle the
throngs of visitors. Quite apart from these
expositions there are indications that the
exhortation, *See America First,” so dear
to Western editors, especially those of the
FPacific Slope, is making its appeal to a
greater number of persons every year, at
least in its modified form, “See America
Also.”  For my part, after touring Europe
nine times and the Pacific Slope nearly as
often, T usually make it a toss-up which to
visit next, and I know others who feel the
Vor. XLVIL,—24

same way. Then, aguin, I know no Eurc-
pean country which is sointeresting to watch
as our Pacific Coast States are. “See us
arow!" they all exclaim proudly; and cer-
tainly it is fascinating to obserye the many
changes going on—the rapid progress in
city building and in diverse agricultural,
horticultural, commercial, and industrial
activities, of which this article purposes to
give a glimpse.

One of the main advantages of Europe
aver our land of magnificent distances has
consisted hitherto in the superior facilities
for getting access to things worth seeing and
studying. But in this respect, also, we are
progressing rapidly. Take the Grand Can-
von for an instance. Twenty years ago,
when 1 wrote my * Pacific Coast Scenic
Tour,” the only place from which this sub-
lime region could be reached without an
explorer’s outfit was the Arizona village,
Peach Springs, whence there was a primi-
tive road down to the Coloradoe River.
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fidence in this method of applying water
when and where it is needed. * Irrigation is
not asubstitute forrain,” William E. Smythe
declares haughtily.  On the contrary, “rain
isw substitute for irrigation, and a very poor
one!”™ But one must know how to apply
the moisture, and how toaerate the soil after
it has been applied. In these things great
progress has been made since irmgation
began in California, half a century ago, at
Anaheim, and the end is not vet; on the
contrary, irrigation is still in its infancy, and
there is perhaps little exaggeration in the
hoast that the national irfieation plans in-
volving the Colorado River in the south
and the Sacramento in the north will, when
carried out, equal the British works on the
Cramges and the Nile.  The social aspect of
the question also has not escaped attention.
“Irnigation means small farms: small farms
mean near neighbors; and near neighhors
imply high social advantages.,” The davs
of the big ranches are past, and apart from

the writers of romances, few have oceasion
to regret them.
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When it was found that, with the aid
of ditches, acres of valueless cactus lands
could be transformed into marvellously fer-
tile vineyards and vegetable gardens, wal-
nut and olive orchards, lemon and orange
groves, an era of feverish real-estate specu-
lation followed which raised prices to fabu-
lous figures. The inevitable reaction came;
but valuations which were a gamble at that
time have now heen made actual by the nat-
ural development of the last two decades,
Los Angeles hasbecome the terminusof four
transcontinental lines, which vie with one
another in adopting the latest methods of
distributing California products all over the
United States.  Of oranges alone, about
thirty thousand carloads ave despatched
every vear. But figures are less interesting
than glimpses of the progress made in the
handling of the huge crops. It has been
found quite recently that Josses through de-
cay of oranges en route can be reduced five
to twenty-five per cent. by pre-cooling the
fruit. ‘The Southern Pacific Railroad, has,
at Colton, Cal., a plant with a capacity of
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two hundred and fifty tonsof ice aday, which  nia.”  This is not far from the truth; one
is manufactured on the spot.  For the pur-  of the most amazing things about this as-
pose of pre-cooling, a building has been {tonishing State is that nearly all the crops
erected large enough to hold a train of raisedintheextremesouth of itwill grow also
thirty cars. The building is nearly air-tight, at its other end, seven hundred miles north.
the temperature is reduced to forty degrees, But there are differences in the results, de-
and the warm air coming from the fruitin pending not only on north and south, but
the opened carsis removed in pipes.  After on altitude, proximily (o sea or mountains,
twenty-four to thirty-six hours the train is natureof thesoil, ete. Where oranges or lem-

ready to be started eastward. The Santa  ons flourish, apples, cherries, and peaches
Fé has a plant of similar size, which will be are not at home.  Apricots do not like the
‘J‘:‘-;[:]"_{ for 1':[p|_'_'r;|_[in;|'| this season, foot-hills, where peiars and [l[LlEll;-ll'f' |]._|| 1y

The variety of orange known as the Va Raisins and dessert grapes crave the
lencia stands long-distance shipment hetter interior valleys, whereas dry table
than other kinds and is therefore to some secure a better bouquet in the cool bay
extent superseding the seedless navels, counties or the foot-hills,  Often a distance
which, for a time, almost monop lized the of a few miles mikes the difference hetween
market. This is true, however, only in cer- success and failure.
tain regions: in others, the navel holds its Much progress has heen made in the last
own.  Californian progressiveness is dis- two decades in thus as ertaining what lo-
played at present particularly along this line cality is particularly well suited l'c-_r this
of ascertaining what variety of fruit or other or that crop, and it iz obvious that 'q]l'.m.a[u-
lurni]uct 15 Si!L}l_'i;[”_-‘ ll‘]{llﬁi"{] to this or that ]) this process of differentiation will prove
locality, In the old days the natives used as beneficial and profitable as the resort to
to boast that “everything grows in Califor- irrigation. The old way was to trust to
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luck and rain. The new way is to use one's
brains.  Farmers of the happy-go-lucky
Kind, who do foolish things hecause their
fathers and erandfathers did them, seem
not toexist in Califarnia. Everybody tries
to be up-to-date, or ahead of others in ap
plying Lusiness principles (o agriculture and
horticulture, It is owing to this method,
quite as much s toosoil and climate, that

iruit-erowing his hecome the principal in

The !'1‘(|:_;‘J‘L'-.-‘E\L.' Pacific Coast

California this danger is now averted by
orowing dw arl trees, the r-:iiugc of which
hanes to the ground and thus protects the
trunlk, the sensitive part of the tree.  Pick
ine af the ruit i also made easier by this
recent Change in the type of tree.

Last summer voung orange-trees were in
such demand that the nursery-men could
not 1l their orders. The same was true
with reaard to the Tast-growing eucalyptus,

dustry of this State,  And with true Califor-
nin cenerosity and hospitality these men are
ready toimpart the secret of their success
even to rivals.  Last summer a delegation
of some [ty orange-growers from Florida
visited the orange Delt under the guidance
of the California Fruit Growers' Exchange,
for the purpose of studving the methods of
erowing, picking, handling, packing, and
shipiping the fruit; and what they saw was
i =ome ways arevelation to them.  To give
only one detail: in Florida the orange-trees
have been re| |[_'.'|[L'rl|)' killed ];_\' frost, In

fwer Development, in o he

Ualiformia
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wheel

el pressine
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some varieties of which are heing planted
by the millions, partly for fuel, partly to
supply the tree-shade, the lack of which is
one of the drawbacks to life in Southern
California,  Another drawhack used to be
the dusty voads, hut these, fortunately, are
being Tust eliminated.  Here, again, the
Californian has emancipated himself from
the coy and fickle rain. - Petroleum enabled
him to doit: it is so abundant and cheap
that all streets and most country roads are
viled regularly, so that even an automobile
going at forty or fifty miles an hour cannot
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raise the dust, while railway travel has been
deprived of its chief terror.

California’s production of petroleum is
now some fifty million barrels a year, which
is about a quarter of the whole country’s
vield. That it is not particularly suitable
forilluminating does notworry dﬂ}l:u iy, for
nearly every house, in villages as in cities,
hasits electric lichts,  For fuel it is the best

oil known, and fuel—cheap fuel for rail-
and factories—was what this
its

ways, homes,
region needed more than anything else;

John Burroughs,

cost is only a quarter that of coal. The
supply, moreover, seems inexhaustible, the
amountof it underground at Coalinga alone
having beéen estimated by the United States
Geological Survey at 2.850,000,000 harrels,
Without this oil, Los Angeles could never
have a manufacturing city.

The city of Los Angeles is ]Jur-||;||l>. the
most remarkable illustration of progressive
ness on the whole Pacific In 1!
the population was about 11,000 ten vears
later it was a little over 30,000; in rgoo the
number was and now it exceeds
300,000, |"r.v«'l—l>!-1_:! e figures—1 have them
from the postmaster himsell—illustrate this
growth. From July, 1goo, to July,

]Jl.'l CHTIE
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1000,
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the number of clerks grew from go to 307;
that of branch offices from 18 to 6o; that of
letter-carriers from Go to 235. Business
streets have assumed a surprisingly met-
ropolitan aspect; the shop windows rival
those of the largest Eastern cities in beauty
and lavish display of wealth; and many of
them, with their jewels and curios, are as
obviously intended for the eyes of tourists
as those of Interlaken or Lucerne. The city
has gained in beauty as much asin in size;
the residence streets also having assumed

and Luther Burbank.

¢, Santn Rosa, Cal,

anew and most pleasing aspect through the
abundance of picturesque low bungalows,
an adaptation, with many varieties (a book
with two hundred and twelve illustrations
tells all about them), of the cosey homes of
India. Hereand there the Spanish influence
is seen in elegant residences built around
Andalusian patios. Nearly every house has
its lawn, with flowers of many kinds, yet
hardly as many as might be expected in this
clime, where every ornamental plant luxuri-
ates, Itistobe |J|‘]PL!] that the monotonous
rows of common red geraniums—we saw
miles of them—are a passing fad.

There was a time when those who knew
Los Angeles best held that Los Diablos
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would he o more appropriate name for the
twn, Al that has been changed.  The
native element has improved. and the vis-
itors from the East and Middle West who
find the climate, the out-door life, the sun
shine, the exhilarating air and cool nights,
the abundant Towers and fruits (canta-
loupes were ten cents a dozen last August!),
and the varied scenerysodelightiul that they
decide to remain, are usually of a superior
class. A few vears ago it was shown that
ninety per cent. of the voters of this city
were from the Fast. These people hronght
their culture, their love of the arts (includ
ing music, in which Los Angeles is said to
excel even San rancisco), and their read
ing habits with them. The local library
stands first in the country in its per-cap-
ita circulation, and it has in Mr. Charles I,
Lummis not only a scholar and a specialist
in Western lore, but a man whose experi
ences in roughing it gave him a mechanical
ingenuity that has enabled him to devise a
number of practical conveniences which 1i
brarians in other cities are cagerlyvadopting.

clevan

1§, 350 feel

Omn the top of Mount Wilson—"the en
chanted  mountain"—where we had
privilege of watching the Carnegie astrono
mers tike photographs of the sun, we met,
one evening, a man who, gazing at the lighi=
of Los Angeles, dimly visible below like
a nebula, declared that while the metrop
olis of Southern California might be, as i
is 5o often called, o city of homes, it has no
real home life, evervhody Leing out-doors,
roaming the strects till late at night.  But
is home life necessarily life hetween Tour
walls? The Germansg are g home-loving
peaple, bhut do they not take every chance
their climate allows to eat and spend their
evenings out of doorsz The Culifornians
are tempted by their mild climate to spend
most of their time out-doors, and on Sun-
davs and holidays many happy thousands
of them may e seen at the seaside resorts,
which have grown amazingly in the last ten
vears in size. number, and accessibility by
rail or trolley.  The new-comers soon have
the stamp of this perennial out-doors life
impressed on them: itimproves theirspirits,

Lhe
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and their health—longevity is a specialty
of this region; and it imparts to them
some of the characteristics of the gay, light-
hearted, Hower-loving Mexicans who for-
merly dwelt here. We cannot conceive of
anvthing in the Eastern cities just like the
flower Testivals of Los Angeles and Pasa-
dena, in which adults participate just as
children do in the May outings in New
York's Central Park.

There 1= also an cconomic aspect to this
constant life in the open air. 1t increases
the vigor and endurance of laborers. AL ],
Wells has collected figures which show that
»the average yearly output of each work-
man in California is nearly twice that of
Connecticut, one and three-fourths that of
the United States.”  Much of the Pacific
Coast's progressiveness must doubtless he
attributed to this factor.

By annexing San Pedro, last August, Los
Angeles hecame a scaport town, competing
for itsshare of the Oriental and other Pacitic
Ocean trade.  The national Government
has already spent millions on improving
this harbor, and a great future is predicted,
To annex a town and harhor twenty-two
miles away may seem a daring feat, but it is
a mere trifle to the project of making Cali-
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fornia’s highest snow peak—over two hun-
dred miles awav—contribute to the welfare
and wealth of Los Angeles, A few years
ago the startling fact was revealed that all
the available sources of water had been
utilized, and that this city must be abruptly
arrested in its rapid growth unless an un-
limited supply of pure water could be ob-
tuined.  Such asupply the engineers failed
to find anywhere nearer than two hundred
and thirty miles, at Owens Lake, which is
fed by the glaciers and snow fields of Mount
Whitney.  Here was water enough to pro-
vide four hundred million gallons a day
—sufficient for a city seven times the pres-
ent size of Los Angeles, hut it would cost
over twenty-three million dollars to bring it
down, The city, by a vote of fourteen to
one, promptly issued honds to the requisite
amount and the stupendous project is now
being carried out.  The sum invested is
large, but there will he water enough to ir-
rigate all of Los Angeles County, and the
sale of this and of the electric power ob-
tainable will more than pay the interest.
San Francisco also needs more water,
and also seeks to get itin the Sierra Nevada:
but whereas the Owens River pruject_;md
Portland’s Hood River supply are unmixed
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hlessings, San Francisco’s plan to annex the
Hetch-Hetchy Valley is an unjustifiable at

tempt to help a city to water at the cost of
the whole nation. The Hetch-Hetchy is a
valley which,in the apinion of some, includ-
ing the eminent landscape painter, William
Keith, surpasses even the Yogemite Valley
in picturesque beauty and charm. It is, in
fact, in many respects, a duplicate of that
valley, having counterparts of the Bridal
Veil, Yosemite, and Vernal [Falls, of the
Merced River, of El Capitan and other
cliffs rising precipitously to over hall a mile
above the floor of the Valley, which is one of
Nature's masterworks in flower, park, and
landscape gardening.

This sublime valley the San Franciscans
are endeavoring to ruin by building a dam
which would submerge the floor one hun-
dred and seventy-five feet, changing it to
a lake! Against this project John Muir,
who has, with patriotic foresight, worked
so hard in behalfl of our national parks,
exclaims in righteous indignation: “ Dam
Hetch-Hetchy!  As well dam for water
tanks the people’s cathedrals and churches,

LD

P

for no holier temple has ever been conse-
crated by the heart of man.” The project,
if carried out, would not only ruin Hetch-
Hetchy, but a part of the Grand Canyon of
the Tuolumne. *The sublime canvon way
to the heart of the High Sierra would be
hopelessly blocked.” In fact, if San Fran-
cisco got its drinking water here, the whole
valley of the Tuolumne would have to be
closed to visitors and campers for sanitary
reasons; and this would mean the exclu-
ston from one-hall of the Yosemite National
Park of the people of the United States, for
whom it was created!

It would be hard to make such a sacrifice
if it were actually imperative, which it is
very far from being,  Col. W, H. Heuer, U.
S. A., engineer and chairman of the Ex-
ecutive Committee of the Federated Water
Committee, states that the city’s present
sources “can be increased by additional
dams and raising some existing dams, so as
to supply considerably more than one hun-
dred million gallons per day, or more than
enough to supply the wants of San Fran-
cisco during the next forty vears, and at

Spring Street,

Los Angeles
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reasonable cost.”” Prominent experts have
named thirteen other sources fromwhich the
city can obtain an abundant water supply.
Some of these are in the same mountains
as the Hetch-Hetchy, and their pure water
could be brought down at much less cost,

These indisputable facts show that there
is absolutely no justification for the pro-
posed grab. Congress will be called upon
to decide whether the Yosemite National
Park is to I'J(‘lf:l]\f{ to the Nation or 1o one of
its cities which happens to covet it. San
Franciscans cannot afford to alienate the
sympathies of all nature-lovers in the whole
country by persisting in their unreasonable
demand that the country make them a pres-
ent of its grandest park. Enough, surely,
wis done by the Nation for this city when it
donated more than ten million dollars after
the earthquake and fire,

At present the Hetch-Hetchy is almost as
difficult of aceess as the Yosemite was a few
years ago, when the return trip included
three whale days of staging. But it will
soon be made accessible, for it is already
badly needed, to receive the Yosemite over-
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flow. 'The completion of the railway to El
Portal, the gate of the Park, leaving only
twelve miles of staging to the Valley, has
enormously increased its popularity as a
summer tesort. Last June we found, be-
side the haotel, three camps, each with tent
accommodations for about two hundred
persons, and each crowded to its capacity.
Day and night trains (with sleepers for Los
Angeles and San Francisco) are run by
both the Santa Fé and the Southern Pacific,
whose superbly illustrated folders bear wit-
ness to the fact that Californians are su-
preme in theart of advertising their vaunted
scenery in the most alluring style.

It is because of this very characteristic
that one wonders there can be the least op-
position to the strenuous efforts of John
Muir and his helpers to keep this world-
famed scenic marvel intact. Mr, Muir has
written books on the mountains of Califor-
nia and on our national parks; he has spent
most of his life in them: he knows better
than any one else what irreparable loss
the proposed vandalism would mean. I‘!E
is one of the two biggest of the California
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lions. The other is Luther Burbank. We
were so fortunate as to see both in their lair,
thanks to the California poet, Charles Kee-
ler, whom we met while visiting Charles .
Lummis in his quaint, self-built, museum-
like stone residence in Los Angeles. Mr.
Keeleris known as ** Charlie” to everybody
who is anybody on the Coast; he is so com-
panionable, so helplul, so self-sacrificing; at
the great fire he was one of the most stren-
uous and indefatigable fighters. He was
a member of the Harriman Expedition to
Alaska, during which he described the birds
and hecame an intimate friend of John Bur-
roughs and John Muir. He had to hasten
back to San Francisco, as Mr. Burroug
returning from Hawaii, was to be his guest;
and he kindly invited us to join the party in
visits to John Muir and Luther Burhank.
Mr. H. H. Hart, the oil-magnate, and his
genial wife, who have stories of their ad-
ventures in the Alaska gold-fields thatwould
make the fortune of a magazine, took us
nto their spacious steam automobile, and
thus we descended upon Mr, Muir, at his
home in Martinez. As he was living alone,
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we took along some well-filled lunch baskets,
and thuswe picnicked on the piazza, the two
naturalists sitting together in a corner, call-
ing each other John, and indulging in rem-
iniscences of various lands,  Then our host
took us in-doors and showed us the botanic,
mineral, and photographic treasures he had
gathered.  When 1 asked him if T could, at
that season, visit the Hetch-Hetchy from
the Yosemite in two or three days, he ex-
claimed, “Oh muggins! You talk like a
tourist!™ but forcave me when 1 explained
that [ had to finish a book before the end
of the next month. He talked about that
valley, about the petrified forests of Ari-
zona, about his wanderings in Alaska, Aus-
tralia, India—every word worth printing—
and showed us, among other things, a pict-
ure of a deodar tree in India, which had
“room in its branches for the whole Sierra
Club.”  John Muir studies trees as a novel-
ist studies human types. T have seen trees
making all sorts of bowings and wavings in
different kinds of wind,” is one of the mem-
orable sentences I recall.

To our great regret, as well as his own, a

22

un



Crater Luake, in the Cascade Mountains, Chregon

The diameter §

literary duty which had to be done at once
prevented Mr. Muir from joining us, the fol-
lowing morning, in our expedition to the
home of Luther Burbank at Santa Rosa,
some fifty miles north of San Francisco.
Here we had the pleasure of spending sev-
eral hours with the man who ranks with
Thomas Edison as one of America’s two
greatest inventors.  “ The day will come,”
Mr. Burbank once wrote, * when man shall
offer his brother man not hullets nor hayo-
nets, but richer grains, hetter [ruits, [airer
Howers."  This ideal of maodern manliness
he himsell has tried to live up to for more
than three decuades, and some of the results
of his ingenuity and perseverance we were
privileged to see and taste,

“1am afraid we are taking vour time,
said Mr. Burroughs after our host had en-
tertained us for some time in his reception
room, telling us of his aims and achieve-
ments, O the contrary, vou are giving
me vours,” replied Mr. Burbank: and
presently he took us out into one of his ex-
perimental gardens, where we saw lowers
of exquisite new colors and gorgeous size
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that made ug feel like Parsifal in the en-
chanted garden; and we tasted bernes and
fruits that were more luscious than any that
mortals have eaten since the Garden of
Eden was destroyed: among them a white
strawberry that seems to be fruit and sugar
and cream all in one. Here was proof on all
sides that plants are, indeed, as the maker
of this g:lrt]t.'n claims, as ]:1;‘15111‘ as t'l{i_\', and
that they can be * moulded into more beau-
tiful forms and colors than any painter or
sculptor can ever hope to bring forth.” And
the Burbank plants have nothorns; his cac-
tus and his blackberry vines are as smooth
as velvet,

Mark Twain defined cauliflower as ““cab-
bage with a college education.”  Luther
Burbank is giving a college education to
hundreds of fruits, vegetables, flowers, and
trecs, He removes thorns, seeds, and poi-
sonous qualities, enables plants to resist
frost, accelerates the growth of trees, trebles
the size of fruits and flowers, varies the
colors and intensifies the fragrance and
flavor.  Like other artists, he likes to know
that you really see and feel what he has
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done; and nothing seemed to please him
more than the proof we gave that we were
actually familiar with his creations, by our
comments on the improvements he had
made in his crimson and crimson-and-gold
eschscholtzia and wonderful shirley pop-
pies since we last raised them, the previous
summer, in our Maine garden. He carries
onsome three thousand experimentsat once.
In California he has found the most favor-
able possible conditions for * hastening new
flowers and fruits into being.”

Recent progress in various utilitarian and
asthetic ways owes much to him, and will
owe much more to him in the future. Bur-
bank and Muir the Californians of the fut-
ure will have reason to revere as the an-
cient Greeks revered their demigods; Muir
for his noble fight in behalf of the undis-
turbed grandeur and usefulness of the water-
conserving forests and mountains; Bur-
bank for opening so many sources of limit-
less wealth and new vistas of beauty.

San Francisco, after the earthquake and
fire of April, 1906, had a grand opportunity
to follow the example of Burbank and Muir

are worth about sixty million

on the Willamette River, Oregon

dollies a year,

in combining beauty with utility. Some of
the streets, at any rate, might have been
built on easy contour lines mstead of the
monotonous parallels so ill-suited to this
hilly site; but all attempts at this, or at wid-
ening some of the narrow business streets,
or bonding the city for new parks and play-
grounds, failed.  Selfish interests prevented
any concerted action, and the chance is lost.
Yet it would beunjustto infer from this that
Joaquin Miller was right when he wrote,
long before this calamity, that “the heart of
California, San Irancisco, is comparatively
without heart, lovalty, or love of home.”
Surely history records no more remarkable
display of loyalty andlove of home than that
which impelled the victims of this catastro-
phe to begin rebuilding before the ashes
were cold, and to rebuild at such a record-
breaking rate that the prediction made by
hoth David Starr Jordan and Benjamin Ide
Wheeler, that in five vears San Francisco
would be herself again, seems likely to come
true.  We found piles of calcined bricks,
fire-twisted masses of iron, ashes, and weeds,
and ruins still in many places where splendid

22




228

huildings had stood; hut the businessstreets
were being restored rapidly by the erection
of rows of structures finer and more sub-
stantial than those that had been destroyed.
Naturally, the first buildings to go up were
houses of commerce, and as regards these
the charge cannot be made that beauty is
being ignored. The public buildings will
come later, and the thousands of families
that moved to temporary homes in Ouk-

The Progressive Pacific Coast

and most precious of inspirations—the in-
spiration of things to do and things undone,
the inspiration of big jobs.” T believe, also,
that thecivic loyalty and activity thugstimy-
lated have awakened the inhabitants from
their dangerous indifference to the startling
gains of the rival eoast cities, particularly
Los Angeles and Seattle. The San Francis-
cans are on the run again, and are likely not
only to recover lost ground but to fight hard

Mount Hoed' from the north, elsvation 7,000 feet

land, Berkeley, and other cities that may
some day be included in the Greater San
Francisco, are returning gradually.
Progress in San Francisco must for a few
years longer mean getting back to the point
where it was before the fire. Not entirely,
however; in the long run that disaster may
prove to have been a blessing in disguise.
The city has got rid of many old buildings
that were a menace and an eyesare; and
the lessan has been learned that it is not the
shanties but the tall modern buildings that
best withstand earth tremors. Huge tanks
are being erected in various quarters, with
an arrangement of pipes which, in case of
another earthquake, will not leave the city
at the mercy of flames. The task of re-
building a metropolis has eiven San Fran-
ciscans what Professor Joyce calls “ the best

to keep what they had, t--_epctiully the lion's
share of the Oriental trade.

In the attitude toward the Orientals
themselves it seemed to me that there was
an improvement, not only here but all along
the coast. In Portland they tell you with-
out resentment that there are thirty Chinese
voters, American-born. In Seattle, during
the Exposition, when all the resident Chi-
nese paraded the streets with their one hun-
dred and fifty foot dragon, I heard not a
jeering word from the thousands of onlook-
ers. It is one of the characteristics of the
Pacific Coast that men are judged solely
hy what they are individually; the labor
ing class is the one which chiefly benefits
by this attitude, yet it has retaliated by
showing the most unreasoning prejudice
against workers from the Orient, condemn-
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ing them, not as individuals |
but-as a class. There are in-
dications that they are feel-
ing a little ashamed of their
dog-in-the-manger  attitude,
Asfor the others, they always
maintained that California,
Oregon,and Washington need
the Chinese and Japanese for
workers in orchard, vinevird,
market-garden, and kitchen.
At present, inoall the coast
the Chinatowns  are
mere shadows of their former
selves. A California poet
wrote after the fire:
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for the sight-seers. Even now
“seeing Chinatown ™ is what
no visitor neglects; and it is
worth secing because of the
magnificent Oriental bazaars
that have been rebuilt; hut
one misses the Cantonese side
streets, the blind alleys, the
numerons smaller shops, and
the theatre, the rebuilding of
which has been retarded by
the craze for moving pictures,
There are plenty of guides to
shiow you Chinatown in its
diverse aspects, but it is a
special show-route, not the
real thing it used to be and
ought to he soon again,

A fast train running from
san Francisco to Portland in
twenty-seven hours was an
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important innovation last summer.  Sight-
seers who are not in a hurey will avoid it
however, for it does not stop at Weed.
whence a branch road was opened last June
to the Klumath Lakes, On this route we
enjoved grander views of Mount Shasta
than on the main line, and it is by way ol
the Klamath Lakes that Crater Lake, Ore-
aon's greatest scenic wonder after Mount
Hood, 15 now most easily reached. When
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this branch line is extended to Fugene, there
will be a station near Crater Lake.

In the matter of railways, Oregon is the
most backward State in the Union: its de-

— .
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cross the Siskivou Mountains vou realize
at once why Joaquin Miller, coming from
California, called Oregon “ The Great Em-

erald Land.”  Green grass and other vege-

Gireat
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velopment has been shamefully retarded by
the lack of them. There was great excite-
ment last summer when it was learned that
J. J. Hill had taken steps to build the rail-
way (projected by Henry Villard thirty
vears ago!) from The Dalles on the Colum-
bia River down through central Oregon.
Greater still was the excitement when it he-
came likely that the Harriman company
would resent this invasion of its Oregonian
monopoly by also building an Oregon Cen-
tral line. There is room for both; they will
soon have all the freight they can handle;
for the resources of this part of the State—
of the whole State in fact—have only bhegun
to be tapped. With an area of g6,6g9
square miles, Oregon has to-day a popula-
tion of under 600,000, while ten times that
number might find happy homes here.

The boundary line is well chosen. As vou

Northern docks, Seattle

tation delights the eve in every direction,
and the ferns and vines and shrubs and
trees retain their green throughout the dry-
est months. If California is a paradise in
winter, so is Oregon in summer.  The con-
trast is great and pervasive. Equally great
is the contrast between the inhabitants.
(alifornia \HIH]JI'H]JIL'tl |I_l'f.:"||] hunters, Ore-
eon by home seckers.  These home seckers
found what they wanted and, like the lovers
in the last chapterof an old-style novel, lived
happily forever afterward, oblivious of the
rest of the world. A young man told me
last summer that one day, while the Lewis
and Clark Exposition wasin progressat Port-
land, he took adriveinthe country and came
across a farmer who had a wagon-load of
superh pears, “ What are you going to do
with those Bartletts ?*" he asked, and the far-
mer replied, “Goin' to feed 'em tothe cows.”
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There was the genuine typical attitude
of the old Oregonian!  The young man
took a few boxes of those pears to Portland
and got a medal for them.  Within a Tew
vears the world has given to Oregon gold
medals for the best apples and pears and
other products. It would have given these
medals several decades ago as gladly as
now, but the Oregon man did not ask for
them. While the adventurous, hustling de
scendant of the California cold hunter was
making fortunes in minerals, cereals, or-
anges, raisins, prunes, wine, petroleum, the
Oregonian raised the best apples and other
fruits in the world, ate what he could, sent
a few to San Francisco, and gave the rest
to the cows and pigs.

The sudden fame of
the Oregon apple seems to have awakened
him from his lethargy. Then came the
Portland Exposition, and with it began a
“hoom"—the first real boom Oregon has
ever had. It was as if the State had only
just been discovered.  Stories of its mild
climate, of the fortunes easily made with
haps or fruit, spread, and now the six rail-
:
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roads terminating in Portland can hardly
handle the incoming crowds, while the value
of land has been doubled and trehled.
Portland itsell gives the most vivid im-
pression of this sudden and startling prog-
ress. 1 remember the time when a weekly
steamer from San Francisco and a daily
stage were the only communication Port-
land had with the rest of the world, Last
summer there was a train every fifteen min-
utes of the day, and the Union Station pre-
sented as busy an agpect as the Grand Cen-
tral in New York., Portland is no longer the
commercial head-quarters of all the North-
west, as it was before Tacoma, Seattle, and
Vancouver were built; yet it grows faster
than it didin those happydays. Asahealthy
hoy outgrows his clothes, so it has, withina
lew yvears, outgrown its public huildings and
its bridges. A larger post-office will have
to be built, though the present one is among
the stateliest buildings in the city. There
was an inerease of 24 per cent. in the post-
office receipts last September over those of
the same month in the preceding year.
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In 1905, the year of the Lewis and Clark
Exposition, the bank clearings for the third
week of August were $3,314,004. For the
same week last year they were §7,017,424, a
gain of more than 11o per cent. in four
years. In the building activity of last Au-
gust there was a gain of 28 per cent. over
that of the preceding August. The present
population probably exceeds 200,000. In
the scattered suburbs there is much that (as
we heard a woman say in the cars at Kla-
math Falls) “looks awful preliminary, as
Jim says’’; but the city itsell has preserved
that settled, refined, dignified aspect which
has always distinguished it. It has grown
more beautiful too. Since it began to have
its annual flower festival it has become
known as the “Rose City.” One might
properly call Oregon the Rose State, not
only because cultivated roses grow so rank-
ly and all the year round, but because wild-
rose bushes attain dimensions unknown
elsewhere. They are among rose bushes
what the California sequoias are among the
world's big trees. The climate does it—a
greatclimate! I wasin Oregon seventy-one
days last summer, and if I could have regu-
lated the thermometer to suit myself, I
should not have touched it three times! A
night’s sleep in Oregon is worth a week’s
vacation in the East.

Commercially, the biggest things in Ore-
gon, the things which built up its wealth,
are salmon, fruit, and lumber. Formerly it
was wheat, in place of fruit, but wheat
growing shows a decrease, as it does in Cali-

* fornia, and for the same reason: the wheat
land, given up to fruit or hops, will yield
twenty times as much money. In salmon
there has heen a retrogression of late, but
simply because the foolish Columbia River
fishermen killed the fish which laid the gold-
en eggs. As soon as the law is enforced,
the salmon will again be as plentiful in the
Columbia as they were last summer in the
neighboring State of Washington, where all
records were broken, thousands of tons es-
caping the cans because the fishermen,
working twenty-four hours a day, could not
trap or net them. In a good year like that,
the salmon catch is worth seven million dol-
lars to Washington,

What their trees are worth to these two
States is almost incredible; the figures give
one a dizzy feeling. To Oregon alone its
timber interests are worth sixty million dol-
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lars a year. There are now standing in
this State three hundred billion feet of
merchantable timber which, at the present
rate of cutting, would last one hundred and
twenty years, According to the State Board
of Forestry, the commercial value of Ore-
gon’s standing timber is three billion six
hundred million dollars, a sum in excess of
the total amount of money in currency in
the United States at present. Great prog-
ress has been made in recent years in elimi-
nating wasteful methods of lumbering and
in fighting forest fires; in 1908 there were
one hundred and eighty fire wardens in the
State, and there was a noticeable decrease
in the number of great fires.

The inhabitants of the Emerald State are
at last beginning to realize the value of their
trees. This implies a great change—an as-
pect of Oregon psychology on which it
would be interesting to dwell. To the early
settlers in this State trees were hated ob-
stacles. These pioneers needed clearings
to plant their vegetables and wheat, and the
trees had to be exterminated laboriously,
Some of the older men still harbor the ha-
tred of the firs thus acquired; they cut them
down on trivial pretexts: “they might fall
on the house during a storm,” * they shade
the fruit-trees.” Even shrubs are included
in the carnage, because of this inherited
passion for “clearings.” A Portland lady
who owns a cottage on the coast told me
that one day, when she returned to it, she
was horrified to find that a neighboring
farmer, who felt under obligations to her,
had cleared away all the brush surrounding
it, mostly wild-rose bushes. “They were
real pretty, too!™ he said to her by way of
emphasizing the nobility of his deed!

Altogether too much liberty is allowed
farmers in burning up their “slashings”
during the summer months; not only be-
cause these home-made fires often spread
to the forests, but because they create a
dense smoke which for weeks completely
obliterates the glorious mountain scenery,
Mount Hood is to Oregon, and especially to
Portland, what Fuji is to Japan. It unites
beauty with grandeur as perhaps no other
mountain does except the Swiss Jungfrau;
yet, together with the other snow peaks
visible from Portland Heights, it cannot be
seen for weeks at a time in summer, except
by going up to Government Camp on the
south side, or to Cloud Cap Inn on the north
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side. Hereone is hali-way up the mountain,
and its snowy cone is above the smoke.
From this inn one also gets superh views of
Washington’s great isolated snow peaks—
St. Helen's, Adams, and the stupendous
Mount Tacoma. We saw these, last Sep-
tember, floating like polar islands on an
ocean of smoke, and had to confess that
even the world-famed Yosemite has nothing
equal to this in grandeur.

Yet how few know anything about this,
the real Switzerland of America! It has
not heen advertized, not been made ac-
cessible as the California view points have,
The Oregonians and Washingtonians are
just beginning to wake up to their duty in
this respect. Itissignificant that the official
Look on the State of Washington distrih-
uted at the Seattle Exposition, after dwell-
ing on the State’s marvellous resources, ex-
claims that “still its crowning glory is its
matchless scenery.” Some day this may
prove true even from a utilitarian point of
view. The billions of fishes—among them
ninety-five edible kinds—may be extermi-
nated; the one hundred and twenty billion
feet of timber may be cut down or devoured
by flames; insects may destroy the hops and
orchards—including that tree at Lexington
which bears one thousand five hundred
pounds of Royal Anne cherries in a year;
but the scenery—including the fiords and
peaks and glaciers of Alaska, to which Seat-
tle is the gateway—will remain forever;
and knowing as T do the glories of this re-
gion, I do not hesitate to predict that within
afew decades the summer climate and scen-
ery of this North-west will be a source of
revenue second to none. Recall what her
climate and scenery have done for Cali-
fornia; and think of the some sixty million
dollars which Switzerland derives every vear
from her scenery and her summer climate!

The mostnotable instance of recent prog-
ress from this point of view is the construc-
tion of the government road up to Paradise
Valley, some five thousand five hundred
feet up the south side of Mount Tacoma,
whence one gets unspeakably grand views
of its snowy slopes and summit. The fa-
mous road expert, Mr. Samuel Hill, whom
we were so fortunate as to meet here, show-
ing Larl Grey that we have something to
beat even his Canadian Rockies, has glori-
ous plans for a road encircling the whole
mountain, showing it from every point of
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view. It will be the grandest road in Ameri-
ca, for Tacoma is our grandest mountain.

Obviously, the grandest mountain in all
America should be all American. Let us
call it Mount Tacoma, not Mount Rainier.
Tacoma is its original American name,
Mostof the Indian tribes living within sight
of it, among them the Puyallups, Nesquallis,
Yakimas, and Klickitats, called it “ Takho-
ma,” * the mountain.” When Captain Van-
couver “discovered’ this peak, in 1792, he
referred in his diary to “the round snowy
mountain . . . which, after my friend Rear-
Admiral Rainier, I distinguish by the name
of Mount Rainier.” He did not know its
Indian name and probably would have ig-
nored it if he had known it. But one of
the chief aims of our mountain lovers and
clubs now is to restore aboriginal names
wherever possible.  This alone ought to
settle the matter in dispute; butin the pres-
ent case there are strong personal reasons
why the original name should be retained.
To say that Mount Tacoma has thirty-two
thousand five hundred acres of ice and
snow; that it covers, with its foot-hills,
three thousand square miles, or twice the
area of the whole State of Rhode Island, is to
give but a faint idea of its massive grandeur,
From sea level it rears its head into the
clouds three miles above; and though fifty
miles from Tacoma, sixty from Seattle, so
huge is it that it seems to be only ten miles
away and dominates all the landscape. To
have such a mountain named after one is
an honorindeed. Does Rear-Admiral Rain-
ier deserve that incomparable honor af our
lrands 2 Should we bestow it on a man
whose sole claim to historic mention is that
he was a British naval officer who fought
to prevent the American people from se-
curing their independence, and fought so
hard that he was advanced to post rank ?*

If American patriotism did not suffice to
answer that question, the American sense
of humor would. I make another predic-
tion. Rear-Admiral Rainier will, within a
decade, share the fate of the pro-slavery
Governor Bigler of California, whose name
was imposed for a time on the beautiful
lake called Tahoe by the Indians; and of
the Iarl of Sandwich, after whom, for a
number of years, our Hawaiian Islands
were named. Return to the aboriginal

_*See the details in Prof. E. §. Meany's * Vancouver's
Discovery of Puget Sound,” pp. op-101.



The Wisdom of Nature 235

name in all these cases is in the direct line
of progress.

The restoration of the right name will be
hastened by the fact that the city of Taco-
ma, which was named after the mountain
(the whole State would have been called
Tacoma if President Roosevelt could have
had his way), is the gateway to it and issues
the railway folders. The growth within the
last ten years, of this city—which is distin-
guished for its splendid harbor; its stately
streets, some a hundred feet, none less than
eighty wide; and a site and environment
pronounced by Henry Irving the most beau-
tiful he had ever seen—would be pointed at
as a wonder were it not overshadowed by
the still greater growth of Seattle, which had
the advantage of being nearer Alaska. The
Seattleites do not blink the fact that it is to
the Alaska trade chiefly that they owe the
size of their city, containing now over three
hundred thousand inhabitants.

The name chosen for their exposition—
“ Alaska-Yukon-Pacific "—proclaimed that
fact loudly. The main incident of the ex-
position was the unveiling of a monument
to William H. Seward, who foresaw the
value of Alaska when others called it “ Sew-
ard’s Folly” because the enormous sum
of seven million two hundred thousand dol-
lars had been paid for it at his instigation.
He guessed its value as a source of furs and
fish, but he would have been as astonished

as his opponents had any one foretold that
the total wealth production of Alaska in
thirty years (from 1880) would exceed three
hundred million dollars, and that in the
twentieth century the annual value of
canned salmon alone would be ten million
dollars, while the yearly gold production
would be three times the amount of the pur-
chase price.  And Alaska already has more
than three hundred miles of railways.
At the opening ceremonies of the Seattle
Exposition President James J. Hill truly
remarked that the growth resulting from the
building of new railways is like that which
follows the introduction of irrigation. 1In
railroad building the North-west at present
leads the country. Thereisalso everpresent
the inspiration of other big jobs. The build-
ing up of an Oriental trade in the face of
much competition is one of these. Another
was the bringing of electric power forty
miles from the Snoqualmie Falls. The most
astonishing of them is the levelling of the
hills on which the city is perched, a process
which involves the removal, it is claimed,
of more ground than any other modern un-
dertaking except the Panama Canal. There
is something truly inspiriting in such en-
ergy. The middle-aged man feels in the
first flush of youth again, eager to throw
off his coat, put his shoulder to the wheel,
and do his share in helping along this splen-
did progress.

THE WISDOM OF NATURE

By Maurice Francis Egan

Tre death frost lies where late the roses threw
A thousand petals on the soft June grass,
And o'er the lawn dark spectral shadows pass
Of naked boughs where clover-blossoms grew;
The thrushes’ nest is empty;—swift winds strew
The straws to right and left;—from that green mass
Of box and arbor-vite sounds,—alas!—
No happy note,—gone is the rustling crew

That peopled there.

O what is Death to thee,

Thou ceaseless Nature 7—ocean calls, 1 go

To lie beneath with many helpless men,
Yet ripples laugh, new waves rise merrily;—
Death may not dim thy morn’s recurrent glow,

For well thou knowest it means Life again.



GEORGE CABOT LODGE
By Edith Wharton

T would be impossible, 1
think, for any friend of
George Cabot Lodge’s to
write of the poetwithout first
gpeaking of the man; and
this not only because his art
was so close to his life, hut also, and chiefly,
because, to those near enough to measure
him, his character, his temper, the “ virtue ”
in him, made his talent, distinguished as it
was, o mere part of an abounding whole,

Abundance—thatisthe word whichcomes
to me whenever I try to describe him. Dur-
ing the twelve years of our [riendship—and
from the very day that it hegan—I had,
whenever we were together, the sense of
his being a creature as profusely as he was
finely endowed. There was an exceptional
delicacy 1in his abundance, and an extraor-
dinary volume in his delicacy.

All this, on the day when he was first
brought to see me—a spring alternoon of
the vear 1893 in Washington—was lit up
by a beautiful boyish freshness, which,
as the years passed, somehow contrived
to ripen without fading.  In the first five
minutes of our talk he gave himsell with
the characteristic wholeness that made him
so rare 4 [rend: showing me all the sides
of his varied nature, the grave sense of
beauty, the flashing contempt of meanness,
and that large spring of kindly laughter
that comes to many only as a result of the
long tolerance of life. Tt was one of his
gifts thus to brush aside the preliminaries
ol acquaintance and enter at once, with a
kind of royal ease, on the rights and privi-
leges of [riendship; as though, one might
think, with a foreboding of the short time
given him to enjoy them.

Aside from this, however, there was
nothing of the pathetically predestined in
the young Cabot Lodge. Then—and to
the end—he lived every moment to the full,
and the first impression he made was of
joyous physical life.  Tlis sweet smile, his
easy strength, his deep eves full of laughter
and visions—these struck one even hefore
his look of intellectual power. T have sel-
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dom seen any one in whom the natural man
was so wholesomely blent with the reflect-
ing intelligence; and it was not the least of
his charms that he sent such stout roots
into the earth, and had such a hearty love
for all he drew fromit. Nothing was com-
mon or unclean to him but the vulgar, the
buse and the insincere, and his youthful
impatience at the littleness of human na-
ture was tempered by an unusually mature
sense of its humours.

I might pause to speak of the accom-
plishments that made his society, from the
first, so refreshing and animating: for he
was an admirable linguist, a good “Gre-
cian,” a sensitive lover of the arts, and
possessed, on the whole, of the fullest gen-
eral “culture” 1 have ever known in a
vouth of his age. But even as I number
his gifts I see how suffused they were for
me by the glow of his beautiful nature, and
how little what he knew ever counted in
comparison with what he was; unless it be
exacter to say that it counted precisely in
proportion to what he was. At any rate,
his attainments did not, even in those days,
single him out as much as his unusual gift
ol sympathy, and the range of his response
to the imaginative call.  As his voice—that
beautiful medium of fine English speech—
could pass from the recital of Whitman
or Leconte de Ligle to the vivid mimicry of
some exchange of platitudes overheard in
street or train, so his mind flashed through
the same swift transitions, and the boy who
was dramatizing the broad humours of a
towrnée de Montmarire would break off to
tell how, at the end of a summer night in
London, he had gone down to await the
dawn on Westminster Bridge,

“When all that mighty heart was lying still.”

One is accustomed, in enjoying the com-
radeship of young minds, to allow in them
for a measure of passing egotism, often the
more marked in proportion to their sensi-
tiveness to impressions; but it was Cabot
Lodge's special grace to possess the sensi-
tiveness without the egotism. Always as
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free from pedantry as from conceit, he un-
derstood from the first the give and take of
good talk, and was not only quick to see
the other side of an argument but ready to
reinforce it by his sympathetic interpreta-
tion. And because of this responsiveness
of mind, and of the liberating, vivifying
nature from which it sprang, he must al-
ways, to his friends, remain first of all, and
most incomparably, a Friend.

It was in the year of our meeting that
“The Song of the Wave, by George Cabot
Lodge,” was published by Charles Scril-
ner’s Sons.  When this earliest volume ap-
peared, the young author (who had taken
his degree at Harvard in 1893), had hut
lately returned from Paris, where, in close
comradeship with his friend Joseph Stick-
ney, he had spent two years in linguistic
and historical studies at the Sorbonne.

Perhaps, if measured with his later
works, the most distinctive thing about
“The Song of the Wave” is its title. All
his life long, George Cabot Lodge was a
lover of the sea.

“Come, said the Ocecan, T have songs to sing,
And need thine utterance.”

This is the voice of his “call,” to which
henceforth he always lent a yearning ear,
and which was soon to find a more indi-
vidual utterance in * The Greek Galley,”
the best poem of his second volume (pub-
lished in 1goz), and to break into its full-
est expression in the beautiful “Tucka-
nuck” sonnets of “ The Great Adventure”
(1go5). The sea was no mere symbol to
him, nor his love of it a literary attitude.
Living from childhood on the rocky New
England coast, and spending long weeks
of his dreaming studious youth on the
lonely beach of Tuckanuck Island, off
Nantucket, he had as close a kinship as
Whitman’s with the element he sang, and
sailing and swimming were the forms of
exercise in which he most delighted. The
sea is a great inspirer of song, but she has
been sung so often and so long that she
may be pardoned for sometimes repeating
an old refrain in the ears of her new lovers.
It was inevitable that George Cabot Lodge,
like other young poets, should pass through
the imitative stage of which his first three
volumes give occasional proof, and equally
inevitable that the voices of Whitman and
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Swinburne should be those oftenest heard
in them. “N’écoute pas”—Gounod once
wrote in a letter to a friend— N’écoute
pas ceux qui te disent qu'il ne faut pas
imiter les maitres, ce n'est pas vrai; il ne
faut pas en imiter un, mais les imiter tous.

-« On e devient grand maitre qu'a con-
dition d'étre le parent des aulres,””  And the
same argument is put more foreibly in
Goethe's cry to Ickermann: “ Originality ?
What do people mean by originality ?
Irom the moment of our birth the world
begins to react on us, and the only thing
we can call our own is our energy, our
power, our will "—in other words, our re-
action on the world,

The first opportunity to test himself in
this respect came to Cabot Lodge, as it
comes to so many, through a private grief—
the death of his friend Stickney; and inthe
sonnets commemorating this loss his verse
first sounds a distinctly personal note.

The one beginning:

“AL least,” he said, “we spent with Socrates
Some memorable days, and in our youth
Were curious and respectful of the Truth,”

has a gallant ring of young defiance, but a
more sustained level of beauty is reached in

“Days.”

“5till on his grave, relentless, one by one,
They fall, as fell the mystie, Sibylline
Sad leaves, and still the Meaning's secret sign
Dies undeciphered with each dying sun—"

T wrest from life the secret of that
meaning was the problem that haunted
Cabot Lodge; and the insistency with
which his verse reverts to it is saved from
sameness only by the varied notes it wrung
from him.

He had already, in the vear preceding
the publication of * The Great Adventure,”
attempted to give the subject an ampler
and more philosophic expression in the
long dramatic poem called * Cain.” Tn this
volume his fine sense of rhythm finds its
first large opportunity, and the blank verse
is of a variety and an envergure remarka-
ble in a first effort of such length. Never-
theless, intellectually and imaginatively he
traversed a great distancein the year between
“(Cain” and “The Great Adventure,” and
three years after the latter book he brought
out another dramatic poem—" Herakles”
—in which the image he had so patiently
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sought to shape emerged at length from
the marble. The theory that the artist
should sacrifice much to produce little—the
“seulpte, lime, cistle” of Gautier—secems
sometimes to be confused with the notion
that abundant production is proof of medi-
ocrity.  Mediocrity, alas, is often fertile;
but so, almost always, is genivs. Taken
Ly itself, abundance, in the sense of ca-
pacity for sustained expression, is a hope-
ful sign; and it 15 well that a yvoung poct
should measure himself with a long task.
Cabot Lodge, in “Ierakles” certainly
proved the value of the effort. Tt ireed
him from the tendency to draw all his
effects from his inner experience, and
roused him to a perception of dramatic
values.  The subject he chose was mag-
nificent: the labours of Herakles, like the
“passive resistance” of Prometheus, offer
an inexhaustible theme to the poetic imag-
ination. A page from Diodorus Sieulus
sums up the argument; but the author, in-
different to archwology, uses the legend as
the symbol of the long labour of the soul of
man, “dissatisfied, cunous, unconvinced
at last,” and ever, in Goethe's phrase, go-
ing “forward over graves.”

As regards the growth of Cabot Lodge’s
art, perhaps the most interesting thing in
the volume—aside from the more complex
harmony of the verse—is the drawing of
Creon's character.  Hitherto the poet’s per-
sonages had been mouth-pieces, but in the
Theban King he created a man, and the
case with which he “exteriorized” Cre-
on’s good-humoured disenchantment and
tolerant worldly wisdom gave promise of a
growing power to deal with his themes oli-
jectively,  This promise is reaffirmed in
“The Noctambulist,” one of the long
poems of “The Soul's Inheritance,” the
volume to which Cabot Lodge had put the
finishing touches just before his sudden
death.  The protagonist of the poem is not,
like Creon, a character antithetical to hig
creator.  He s a version of the poet’s own
personality, but a new version, and one
rendered from the ontside.  This power of
dissociation, and the ability to project one
self fur enough for the other to focus it is
the very muinspring of the dramatizing
faculty; for to draw one’s neighbour is a
much easier business than to draw one's
self as seeiw by one’s peielthour.

The Noctambulist is he who, having
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“heen all the rounds of repetition™ in “ the
came old adventure of the mind,” has
reached the point when

CSwift as passion, brutal as a blow,
The Drrk shuts down. . . .
And, O, the truth
I5 terrible within us!—for at last
We touch our bounds—we fill, in every gyre,
In all its pearly mansions, wondrously,
l'[. fronm what Blind ]u'_’_{in]]il}gﬁ, ]Uﬁ‘,_’.-{'\'“l\'l,‘ll——
The unfinished shell of our humanity.”

He has reached that peint; has felt—

“Walled round and prisoned in the senseless
darl—
How little we are free! o ..

And has gone on to the farther discovery
that

“he Wight is best!—for only when we fill
The total measure of our human ken,
And feel in every exercise of being
The bondage of our fixed infirmities,
Are we asswred that we, in every cell
And nerve, respond to all life’s whole appeal,
Known and unknown, in sense and heart and
brain, . . 7

This is the writer's maturest conception
of life, and his verse rose with it in an am-
pler movement.  Such memorable passages
abound in “ The Noctambulist,” and in its
harmony of thought and form it remains
perhaps the completest product of Cabot
Lodge's art.

An increasing beauty of versification
marks this latest volume.  His was not the
lyric muse. He “knew to build the lofty
rhyme,” and the measured pace of blank
verse, and the balanced architecture of the
sonnet, best fitted the expression of his re-
flective and discursive mind. Tt is indeed
a defect of some of his earlier verse that it
deals too exclusively with general ideas
expressed in abstract terms; but with the
rounding of his nature he had grown more
sensitive Lo the appeal of the visible world.
The awakening of this sense expresses itself
in * Unisom,” another poem contained in
the last volume,

“Sa, in the mind's resolvent unity,
All powers and phiases of the natural world
Showed the one urge within, and we dizcerned
Tuthe rich tisswe of apparent things
Tihve secrel sewse woelich (s wot theirs but onrs.”

The quality of the last lines shows to what
degree his verse was in process of being en-
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riched by this sensibility to external beauty.
Already it had given him not only new
images, but a new simplicity and directness
of phrase, The lines:

“The mountain rose in power beneath our feet,
Vestured in basalt and the endless grass”

have a concreteness and a colour undiscov-
erable in his earlier volumes. And a higher
simplicity is reached in the poem called
“Strength and Solitude.”

“We have laid down our ear to the dumb sod—
We who are man and mortal as all things,
And more and yet not otherwise than they—
We have laid down our ear and heard the earth
Of graves and the innumerable grass
Whisper to us, . . ."”

Here the beauty of visible things speaks no
longer in images, but directly, without need
of interpretation, in that fusion of thought
and sense which makes the magic of poetry.

From the first, Cabot Lodge had shown a
preference for the sonnet. Its structural
severity appealed to his sense of form, and
to the sertousness of his poetic mood. In
every volume from the “Poems” to “The
Soul’s Inheritance,” he gave this shape to
some of the best expressions of his thought;
and, as with his blank verse, soin the metric
of his sonnets, the beauty of form grew
with the growing richness of content. All
through the sonnets there are fine passages,
such as:

“O Memory, Lord of broken and broadcast
Fragments of life, like scattered Cyclades
Set in the dark illimitable seas
Of Time ”

and
“May we . . . discern how earth and sky and sea,
And love and life and death and destiny,

Are wrought of one eternal element,
Quarried in dim deep strata of the soul,”

and single lines of insistent beauty, like the
picture of Love:

“With eyes of silence and with lips of song,”
and the magnificent apostrophe to Silence:

“Lord of the deserts "twixt a million spheres.”

As his work progressed, the scattered
graces were more often knit into a homo-
geneous whole, and one comes on sonnets
of such completeness as “Questions,”
“Only the Dark!” or “Cor Cordium”—
the latter marked by a beautiful inversion
of the familiar sea-shell metaphor:

“Then, as it were against the inward ear,
We hold, in silence, like a chambered shell,
The dazed one human heart—and seem to hear
Forever and forever rise and swell
And fail and fall on Death’s eventual shore,
Tragic and vast, Life’s inarticulate roar!”

In “The Soul’s Inheritance” each of the
longer poems leads up to a stately portico of
sonnets, in whose intercolumniations the
gravely moving pentamelters lose themselves
like the garlanded figures of some Greek
procession.  Almost all these sonnets are
fine; and it is at once tragic and consoling
for those who loved him and watched his
progress with a jealous care, to note that
the latest are the finest. Intellectually and
plastically, he was nearing completeness in
this form of verse; and how close he had
come to it such a poem as this remains to
prove.

““ Earth, sea and sky are not as once they were

To us: there is no aspect of all things,

No pulse of heart or brain, no whisperings

Of truth’s grave music to the inward ear,
Unaltered or unglorified: the mere

Being of life, intense as song-swept strings,

Iz like a breathless sense of soaring wings

Loosed in the spirit's boundless atmosphere! . . .
We are not as we werel  Our feet have ranged

The summits of imperishable hours;

Life is a lordlier hope; and we, estranged’
In secret and at heart from all control,

Walk in the wide new futures of the soul,

Charged as withincommensurable powers! . . .”

To part with him on this note is to pre-
serve his image as it lives in the hearts
that cherish him. To the end he travelled,
seeking “new ranges for the feet of song,”
and one leaves him on a height, with his
face to the morning. For he, who had so
many gifts, had above all the gift of life;
and that is the best, since it gives all the
others their savour.



CHAPEL IN THE BARRACKS
By C. A. Price

I near the fresh young voices rise
And sudden mists obscure my eyes.

For through the organ’s drone and hum
Pulses and throbs the calling drum,
Loud rings the peaceful hymn, but still
Louder, to me, the bugles shrill.
Red-cheeked, clear-eved, clean-limbed they stand,
They look the flower of the land,

Boys gathered here from East and West
To do America’s behest,

And she in furn will send them forth,
East and West and South and North,
Their faces all from home are set,

Not memory holds them, nor regret;
Yet one in dreams shall fold his sheep,
One see again his father weep,

One on the playground’s narrow stage
In mimic battle oft engage;

And as a child, unheeding, throws
Lichtly to ground his just-plucked rose,
So, to the land that gave them hirth
These toss their lives as little worth,

—And we, whose portion is to lift
From where is flung the priceless gift?

We set the task they but fulfil;

Theirs are the deeds but ours the will,
To build, to wreck, to save, to slay,
To pledge to-morrow for to-day,

To choose for guide the shine of gold
Or star our fathers knew of old!

And one shall lie in desert sands,

And one where dawn first lights the lands
So shall they take their dreamless sleep
With none beside their grave to weep;
But shall our cyes at home be wet
With tears of memory—or regret ?

i1

Louder and louder calls the drum
Above the hymn: Come soldier, Come!



“'She's just tryin' to reform him—that's what she's doin’."

THE LAMB IN SHEEP'S

CLOTHING

By Nelson Lloyd

ILLUSTRATIONS

in the shadows, unnoticed,
behind the bigegg-stove, that
Willie Calker first learned of
the danger which threatened
® his happiness. Listening to
Mr. Holmes and Mr. Killowill descanting
on love and matrimony, he was finding
much enjoyment in their philosophic com-
ment on the motives of men and the minds
of women, little dreaming that their vague
allusions were to his mother and Mortimer
Berry, Then he was rudely awakened to
the truth, ’

Mr. Holmes began to laugh in his sar-
donic cackle. “It otter be a good thing for
Willie to have a step-pa,” he said, wagging
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his head sagely. “What that boy needs
is some un with a legal right to keep him
down. He's too in'epen’ent, and I figger
Mortimer Berry ain’t so am’able as he sets
up to be.”

Willie Calker lost his delicate balance on
the nail keg and, to the amazement of the
habitués of bench and counter, came hur-
tling across the floor. Rising, he confronted
them with face flaming and hands clenched.

“You hadn’t otter speak that way,” he
cried, addressing himself angrily to Mr.
Holmes. ““My mother isnot settin® her cap
for Mr. Berry. She's justtryin’ toreform him
—that’s what she’s doin’, and I know it.”

Martin Holmes tapped the boy’s shoulder
playfully with his cane. “You're gettin’

24l
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all het up about nothin’, sonny,” he said in
a soothing tone. *“You couldn’t have a
nicer step-pa than Mortimer, and as for him
needin’ reform, him as can say so many
texts, why that's redicklus.”

Willie Calker pointed a threatening fore-
finger at the old man. “1ll bet you—"
He stopped, for he realized the impropriety
of making his mother the subject of a wager,
and, moreover, as he recalled her casual re-
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his feet, and pondering over the strange sity-
ation which had so suddenlyrisen in hislife,

Willie Calker had always realized the pos-
sihility of his having a step-father, but the
idea of his mother picking one out for him
was new and startling.  That he should
have had no voice in a matter so intimately
concerning him as the choice of a father
was unfair, vet unavoidable; it was per-
fectly possible that his wishes regarding his

Pandering over the strange situation

marks about Mr. Berry, giving evidence of
her increasing interest in him, the odds
seemed too heavily in the stranger’s favor to
allow much risk on a reckless boast. *It
wouldn't be right for me to bet,” he added
quickly.

“And 1 wouldn’t adwise you bettin’
nuther,” snapped Lucien Killowill. “In
fact, Willie, knowin’ what I know ahont
weemen, and observin® what T obgerve in
Sunday-school and on yvour pyazza, it would
be wrong, downright wrong, for me to take
vou up.  But just the same 4

“Just the same, I'll have something to
say about who'll be my step-pa,” eried the
Loy defiantly.

Swinging his cap to his head, he pulled it
down over his ears with a gesture of de-
termination, squared  his shoulders, and
strutted out of the store.  Away from the
eves and taunts of the company there, his
bravado fled; he broke into a run and never
stopped until he had reached the solitude
of the meadows, where he lay in the shade
of the alders, watching the creek gurgling at

step-father should be respected and very
just. Vet his mother seemed to haveno in-
tention of consulting him. He did recall,
one day at dinner, when she had asked him
casually how he liked Mr. Berry, and on his
giving expression to his opinion, she had
siched and cautioned him not to speak so
disrespectfully of those of whom he knew
solittle. How different it would have been
had she looked at him in that same way,
carelessly, vet archly, over the top of her
teacup and asked what he thought of Har-
vey Homer. e did know Harvey Homer,
that wholesome, whole-souled giant, who
sang tenor, barytone, and basswithequal fa-
cility, and was the surest shot in the valley.
He knew him as a man to whom any boy
would be proud to claim relationship.  Un
many a crisp autumn day they had hunted
together on the ridges, and to the lad there
was no music like the deep-throated bay of
the hound, the crackle of the brush, the riot
of the wind and leaves; to him there wasno
well of wisdom like that from which he
drank as he sprawled heside the noon-day
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fire while Harvey, loquacious over his pipe,
gave him of the riches of a wide experience.
There was nothing in the world that Har-
vey had not seen; nothing in the book of
life that he did not know. But when, for-
getful in the play of his fancy, the boy would
place his friend in a nearer relation, the sub-
paternal, carry him from the clearing on
the ridges to fill the vacant place in his
own home, to sit with him in the evenings
untangling fishing-lines and loading car-
tridges, the delightiul picture would fade
away before the haunting presence of a
wife and three children. Though without
any unbearable pricks of conscience, he
might consider with satisfaction the possi-
bility of the sudden demise of Mrs. Homer,
he found it hard to proceed mentally to a
slaughter of the infants, and even with their
mother comfortably disposed of, he realized
that much as he might desire Harvey for a
father, he would equally abhor such im-
pedimenta as sisters. The very remote pos-
sibility of attaining Harvey Homer under
satisfactory conditions made doubly hard
the pressing danger of Mortimer Berry.
Mrs. Calker was right when she declared
that her son knew little of Mr, Berry.
Indeed,no one in Six Stars knew much
of him, for he had come there hardly
a month before from Harmony, and
Harmony lies over the mountains. A
small man, and one so fastidious as
he, could hardly be expected to meet
a boy’s approval, but the whole village
was unfavorably impressed when on
the Sunday after he had taken board
at the Killowill’s he appeared in church
wearing a blue and white blazer and
white tennis shoes; and of these early
critics none was more severe than Mrs.
Calker. She expressed herself very
openly on a man given to such vain
display, who sat all morning on the
Killowill’s porch sunning himself, and
spent the afternoon pitching quoits
with Mr. Holmes and his cronies.
But a sudden reversal of her opinion
was brought about when he joined her
Bible class, and quickly proved himself
_the aptest scholar in a company rang-
ing in years from seventeen to seventy.
Did she ask “What did he then do?”
Mr. Berry always had the answer, and
50 versed was he in the distances from
Marah to Elim and from Elim to Jor-
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dan, and in the problems of who begat
whom, that he was soon established as a
court of appeal, and it became the custom
of the teacher to refer to him all disputed
points, marking him thus as an example to
be followed. Naturally, such favoritism
did not heighten Mr. Berry’s popularity
with his fellows. Naturally, too, Mrs. Cal-
ker's good opinion of him increased when
he abandoned quoits and became a regular
afternoon visitor at her house. As out-
spoken as she had been in his disparage-
ment she now was in his praise. Even Mr.
Killowill's plaint that the stranger had not
paid a dollar of board met with small sym-
pathy from her. Ah! Mr. Killowill should
rejoice in this opportunity to feed one of
Heaven's sparrows! But Mr. Killowill did
not rejoice. He retorted that not only was
the sparrow feeding at his expense, but he
was also comfortably ensconced in the best
double room on the sunny side of the house,
and was most insistent about not having to
make his own bed and carry his own water.

It was this conversation of Mrs. Calker
and Mr. Killowill that gave rise to the first
surmises as to the real cause of her regard

There was nothing in the world that Harvey had not seen.
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for Mr. Berry, and in several quarters there
was soon evident an ill-concealed jealousy
of the stranger, for the widow was a decided
catch. The exact amount of her fortune
was not known, but it was certain that it
was built on the solid foundation of a pen-
sion of twelve dollars monthly, her husband
having served through nine months of the
Civil War and come to an untimely end
while shooting wild turkeys, Mr. Berry's
sole possessions seemed to be his amiable
manners and his good clothes, and when
there came to his view a means of support
so clearly visible as a widow of property,
when he joined her Bible class and aban-
doned quoits for her company, the cynical
world was quick to charge him with mer-
cenary motives. When Mrs. Calker in mis-
sionary meeting suddenly interrupted a
discussion of the natives of Allabalarad to
announce her intention of remaining true
to the memory of her late husband, the
cynical world was equally ready to aver
that she would soon marry again. The
only person in the village who had not some
opinion or theory on the mind of Mrs. Cal-
ker, or the motives of Mr. Berry, was the
widow's son, for he had been so occupied
with fishingand shooting that he had viewed
with blind complacency the stranger’s in-
vasion of the home piazza, little dreaming
that he planned a permanent settlement
there. The idle discussion of Mr. Holmes
and Mr. Killowill had aroused him to his
danger, and now he lay alone in the mead-
ows scarching the sky for some way to
ward it off. The more he thought of the
little man with his light blue eyes, his soft
voice, his blue and white blazer, the deeper
grew his aversion.  The gorgeous coat be-
came 1o him a sheepskin that hid the lion.
He hated him and feared him, though from
him he had met nothing but kindness. He
saw now only condescension in the cheerful
greeting, confidence of power in the jovial
camaraderic, sinister motive in the deferen-
tial friendliness.  Beat him, he must! But
how? In vain he sought in the blue for an
inspiration. A July day when the sun beats
down from a cloudless sky so you can sce
the cther waving over the fields does not
stir the blood to action, so he lay with body
listless and brain whirring, for hours, till
the medley of village supper bells called him
homeward.

He ran in sheer desperation, an aimless
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race, save that for the moment he forgot his
troubles, and he never halted {till he had
hurdled through the garden and reached
the kitchen steps. There he paused, for
the wailing notes of the melodeon came tg
him, with his mother’s voice as she sang her
favorite song and his. It brought back to
him their many long evenings together, as
he sat curled up in the big rocking-chair
watching her and listening. Confused with
this picture rose the threatening figure of
Mortimer Berry, and he wanted to run to
her and invoke her by the memory of their
long companionship, not to let any one come
between them—not even Harvey Homer,
But there was in her voice a strange note
that stayed him, a note more languidly
sentimental than he had ever heard before.

“T never was worthy of you, Dooglas
Not half worthy the like of you,

Now all men beside seem like shadows,
I love vou, Dooglas

Dooglas, tender and true.”

The melodeon seemed to have caught his
mother's mood, and the wailing interlude
chilled his heart. Tull of fear, he tiptoed
around the house and peered through the
sitting-room window,

Mrs. Calker was at the little organ and
close beside her, brilliant even in the twi-
light by the colors of his coat, sat Mortimer
Berry, leaning forward and gazing at her in
adoration.  When her hands had wavered
over the keys in a last feeble plaint, she
swung around on the stool and faced him.

“1t is beautiful,” he exclaimed. “Do
yvou know, Mrs, Calker, it always makes me
a better man to hear you sing?”

“Oh, don’t say that, Mr. Berry,” the
widow returned in a hushed voice, and turn-
inghereyes tothe Rogers groupin thedistant
corner, she let them rest there pensively.

Mr. Berry was persistent. “It does,” he
cried, slapping his knee in emphasis.

Mrs. Calker still avoided his eyes. “The
world is so full of darkness,” she said, “that
those of us who have oil should keep our
lamps trimmed and burnin’.”

“1II ever—"" Mr. Berry waved a striped
arm, “if ever a woman used her talents
right you do, Mrs. Calker, Where would
I be to-day, if it wasn’t for your teaching?
In the gutter—in the gutter.”

Mrs. Calker could not imagine such 2
descent for the immaculate Mr. Berry. She
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rotested and, turning to the melodeon,
touched a few soft chords.

“But you are so good that you cannot
understand,” Mr. Berry persisted. “You
don’t know how really bad a man can be.
Why, there’s not a commandment I haven't
broke at some time or other. My poor old
mother was killed by the way I carried on,
and now, since you have brought me to see
the light, I feel like 1
had murdered her.”
The striped arm
waved again, “Sin-
nin’', Mrs. Calker,
was my speciality.”

“But you never
actually stole or did
things they could put
you in jail for,” said
the widow gently.

Mr. Berry quickly
reassured heron that
point. “You see I
went in more for the
wices, but now, as [
look back, I realize
it'sagreat deal worse
to lead a man into
swearin’ and gam-
blin’ and dancin’,
than just to steal his
buggy whip. Oh,
Mrs. Calker, Mrs.
Calker!”

The memory of
that evil past
brought tears to
Mr. Berry’s eyes.

“You mustn’t carry on so,” said Mrs.
Calker soothingly. “If ever a man re-
pented and reformed you have.”

“But how can I forget the homes I've
ruined,” returned Mr. Berry in a choking
voice; “ the young men I've led into wicked
ways, the mothers whose hearts I've broke.
Was it a wonder they drove me out of Har-
mony; that I came here an outcast?”

“You was guided to Six Stars,” said Mrs.
Calker.

“Yes, I was guided.” Mr. Berry smiled
feebly., “One day I came, mocking-like,
to Sunday-school, and you taught me, and
your teachin’ changed my whole life. What
I'am to-day I owe entirely to you.”

By adroitly juggling his chair, Mr. Berry
brought himself still closer to the widow,

“But how can 1 forget the homes I've ruined."
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and now, as her hands hung listlessly on the
keys and her face was turned from him, he
began to speak in a clear incisive tone.

“What don’t T owe to you?” he asked
solemnly. “Think of it—a young man born
with every opportunity, throws ’em all away
and plunges into the depths till his name
becomes a by-ward for wrong in his walley.
He is driven out. Ie wanders over the
mountain an out-
cast, meditatin’ evil.
A guidin’ hand
brings him toa wom-
an, and as he sets at
herfeet helearnshow
to live

“ Oh, Mr. Berry,”
cried Mrs. Calker.

“He is over-
whelmed with sor-
row,” Mr., Berry
went on, unheeding.
“He sorrows for his
wasted past. He
vows he will go back
home and live it
down—redeem him-
self—malke hisname
blessed in the walley,
but when the time
comes for him topart,
he realizes —22

“Oh, Mr. Berry!”
And littlewas it to be
wondered that Mrs.
Calker protested.
The striped arm was
reaching out toward
her appealingly, and to avoid it she jumped
the stool toward the distant end of the
melodeon.

“He realizes that all his goodness de-
pends on her, that she is his stufi'—_l:i_-; sup-
portin’staff. Without herhemust sink again
—sink, sink.”

“0Oh, no!” cried Mrs. Calker, just turn-
ing the corners of her eyes to him.

“He must.” Mr.Berry slapped his knee.
“She is a good woman, a noble woman, but,
above all, a beautiful woman. With her his
life would bean example. Without her——"

The threat was whispered over the wid-
ow’s shoulder. She swung half around and
looked at him, smiling faintly.

“Tt makes me very happy to think I've
helped you,” she said. “I have always
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tried to keep my light shinin’, and it's nice
to know that when you’ve been throwin’
out the life-line so regular, some one has
taken holt at last.”

“I have taken holt,” cried Mr. Berry.
“Now what will become of me if you let
g“:‘!}

Mr. Berry shuddered. Mrs. Calker
studied the Rogers group.

“Will youlet go? " came theappeal again,
enforced by the outstretched arms.

The widow flushed furiously, and to
hide her confusion began to strike random
chords on the melodeon.

“What shall I do?” she exclaimed.
can’t see you drownded again.”

“And you won't, will you?”  THope rang
in Mr. Berry’s voice.  “ You won't ruin the
life you've saved ?  You won't——"

“T hear some one outside,” Mrs, Calker
cried, springing from her seat and running
to the window. Mr. Berry followed her.
They heard the rattle of bushes and the
beat of flying feet, and together they leaned
over the sill, trving to pierce the enclosing
darkness, but could see nothing. They
called, and only a whippoorwill answered
them.

The boy was gone. He had slipped
around the corner of the house and fled
down the village street. Tt seemed to him
that he was homeless now, that he had been
turned out into the night without even a
refuge from the coming storm. For when
he paused a moment at the store, hesitating,
the words of Martin Holmes came back to
him with his own idle boast, and he feared
to Tace the taunts of his intimate enemies.
He ran on, wanting to be alone, to sit in
silent thought and bring order to the riot of
his brain,  Where could he? Not at home
with his mother at the melodeon singing to
the triumphant Mr. Berry. In the mead-
ows? By the mill-dam? Darkness was
closing in those favorite retreats of his, and
they were haunted by giant shapes, none
the less terrible because he knew them to
be trees thrashing wildly in the wind. He
looked out to them from the bridge; then
turned back timidly, more ready to meet the
jeers of the store company than to go on to
unknown perils.  His refuge proved better
than he had hoped, for it was the supper
hour, and, peering through the smutted
glass of the door, he saw a solitary man
within, a mysterious stranger in black,

“1
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black hat, black beard, black clothes, sit-
ting by the stove, eying it critically as he
smoked. Atonce the boy's thoughts turned
from his own troubles to the identity, char.
acter, and history of this solemn person,
How he had come to Six Stars was plain,
for a strange horse and buggy were hitched
at the rail. But why he had come, and
why he was sitting thus in profound melan-
choly, alone, in the gloom of the store, wasa
mystery worth probing.  His mood seemed
akin to Willie’s own! Had he been threat-
ened with a step-father he could not have
been more dejected; so the boy felt drawn
to him. But knowing it to be bad manners
to thrust himself directly on a stranger, he
softly opened the door, tiptoed to the end of
the bench, and shuffled along until he was
beneath the sad black eyes.

They regarded him quietly but he got no
word of greeting.

“Good-evenin’,” said Willie pleasantly.

The stranger gave him a gloomy nod.

“Mebbe you mowt be from Pleasant-
wille,” ventured Willie, after a moment.

The other shook his head.

Willie Calker was not abashed, for he
was accustomed to the difficulties of making
acquaintances.  Picking a stick from the
scuttle, he whittled it contemplatively for
some time, and then, looking up, remarked:

“Well, mebbe vou mowt be from Last
Canaan,”

A faint smile showed through the black
beard, but the reply was a weary shake of
the head.

“Well, mebhe you mowt n't be from
Buzzard’s Glory.”

The strangertook hispipe from hismouth
and gazed with reproach at his small in-
fquisttor, }

“You hadn’t otter ast so many questions
sonny,” he said.

“1'm not astin” questions,” was the retort
in the pleasantest possible tone.  “I'm just
guessin’. I guess you are a drummer.”

Now Willie Calker knew well enough
that drummers were a resplendent folk
who wore fine raiment, and that this gruff
giant in top-boots was as far from them in
glory as Solomon from the lilies. More-
over, he was perfectly aware that no drum-
mer would linger near Six Stars when night
was falling, but rather would press on to
Pleasantville and the luxuries of the Eagle.
Yet, not being able to learn directly any-
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thing of the stranger’s history, he hoped to
glean a little by a process of elimination.
This suggestion was quickly eliminated, a
loud guffaw gre=ting it.

“Well, mebbe you've run away [rom
home,” Willie went on cheerfully.

This proved too much even for so phleg-
matic a temperament. A great hand shot
forward and caught the boy’s knee.

“T might as well give in,” the stranger
said. “ Barkerismyname—NMorris K. Bar-
ker, By profession I'm a drover, and as
for runnin’ away from home, show me the
man who'd run away from Harmony,”

Willie Calker shook himself free and, ris-
ing to his feet, cried excitedly, “ Mr. Berry,
he run away from Harmony."”

“Berry—Mortimer Berry?'" asked Mr.
Barker, aroused now to a sudden interest
in the boy.

“That's him,” Willie answered. “He
was 50 bad he was drove out of Harmony
an outcast. He came here meditatin’ evil.
Wices are his speciality.”

He got no farther, for Mr. Barker had
him by the collar and was shaking him with
vigor.

“See here, lad,” the drover cried angrily,
“he careful what you say. No Harmony
man’ll listen to Mortimer Berry being ill
bespoke of. Why, he's a saint, he is, a
perfeck saint. We call him our Sunshine
—Sunshine Berry. Look at me. Where
would I be to-day if it wasn’t for his teach-
in’? In the gutter, I tell you, in the gutter.”

“I didn’t mean any harm,” faltered the
boy, wriggling himself free. “You see,
he's goin’ to be my father. You see, he—"
Tears came to his eyes and he tried to fight
them back with his fists.

“You otter be happy of it.” Mr. Bar-
ker was touched and spoke in a gruff but
kindly voice. “Why, sonny, I can’t think
of anybody I'd rather have for a father than
Mortimer Berry. He is the sweetest char-
acter in our walley—a deacon in the church
—lived up so to what he teaches he give
away everything he had, everything his pa
left him, every cent. And when he went
off to make his fortune there wasn’t a soul
in Harmony didn’t feel bad to see him go.
And there’s many a mother in our town
a-prayin’ he’ll soon come home to be an
example to her wayward son. He nursed
us when we was sick, he preached to us
when we was fallin’, he cheered us when
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we was sad.  Could I drive into Harmony
to-morrow with him a-settin’ beside me on
the Luggy seat, I'd be hailed like the eon-
querin’ hero comes,”

_'l'lu‘ remembrance of Sunshine Berry and
his virtues had changed Mr., Barker from
taciturnity to garrulousness.  Doubtless he
would have run on from generalities to
specific instances of Mortimer’s good deeds,
had he not paused for breath, and Willie
caught him by the sleeve and Legan to draw
him gently toward the door.  The picture
the stranger painted of Mr. Berry was as
little pleasing to the boy as Mr. Berry's por-
trait of himsell; but saint or sinner made
little difference to him. He had heard his
mothersinging his favorite songs to another,
and had he thought even of Harvey Homer,
it would not have been untangling fighing-
lines and loading cartridges but stretched
out in his own big rocking-chair, with eyes
closed, listening to the strains of * Dooglas.”
A while ago he had fancied himself ejected
forever from that rocking-chair, and now
had come this solemn man from Harmony,
loving Mortimer Berry [or his goodness,
and arousing his dying hope.  Perhaps his
own vague yearnings, his silent protests,
had turned to prayers as they rose heaven-
ward, and this was the answer.

“Have you had any supper, Mr. Bar-
ker?" he asked, tightening his hold on the
black sleeve and opening the door.

“Only a piece,” the drover replied. He
was beginning to draw back gently, find-
ing that his small friend scemed to consider
him in custody. I only stopped to rest
my horse, allowing that after the storm I'd
drive on up the walley. I guess I'd better
not v

“You'll see Mr. Berry at our house,”
said the boy, giving the sleeve a persuasive
tug.

That decided Mr. Barker. If there was
one man in the world he wanted to see, it
was Mortimer Berry, to tell him how much
he was missed in Harmony, and to carry
him a word of comfort and good cheer,
So, without further resistance, he turned up
his coat collar and suffered himself to be
led forth into the rain. But Mortimer Berry
did not reciprocate his friend’s delight.
What he was saying to Mrs. Calker when
the door suddenly opened to admit the vis-
itor matters little.  That Mrs. Calker gave
a muffled scream of embarrassment is of
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more importance. She saw a stranger, a
great ominous-looking man, standing in the
doorway regarding Mr. Berry solemnly,
whether with good or evil intent she could
not tell, and her son was hidden from her
by the mighty black bulk, which he was
trying to move onward by quick importu-
nate jabs.

“How could you!”
ing in confusion.

*It’s only Mr. Barker,” came in Willie’s
reassuring voice. “He's come to supper
and to see Mr, Berry.”

Evidently Mr. Berry did not appreciate
the attention, for he sidled to the distant
end of the settee, yet he was not in time to
avoid the embrace of his friend. Before he
could speak he was lifted to his feet, held at
arm'’s ILn;,th and regarded |{>\m'rlv

“Well, well, Sunshine,” exc I.umed Mr,
Barkerin avoice that filled the room.  “Its
like a breath of fresh air to see you again,
Allow me to congratulate you, Mrs. Calker,
on your choice. There never was a better
man in Harmony than him, a sweeter char-
acter, a nohler: #?

“Oh, don’t say that, Morris,” protested
Mr. Berry, struggling feebly to free himself,

cried the widow, ris-

“1 would keep you all vight if 1 started to tell you

The Lamb in Sheep’s Clothing

“1 will sayit,” snapped Mr. Barker, “)y
you think I am ungrateful? Mrs. Calker,
if it had not been for this good man I'd he
in the gutter to-day, and I'm proud of i,
He redeemed me.”

To the widow these tidings seemed any-
thing but glad. The indignant face with
which she had first confronted Mr. Barker
was now turned to Mr. Berry, and, for
getting appearances, she put on her spec.
tacles, and they magnified the gaze full of
<11~1.1|;}mmm1ent an(l reproach with which
she regarded himsilently. Seeing thecourse
of his mother’s anger, Willie sidled to her
and slipped his arm through hers.

“Tell how Mr. Berry nursed the sick,”
he cried.

Mr. Barker sank down on the settee, tak-
ing his friend with him, and pinned him
there by an arm thrown affectionately across
the shoulders. Crossing his legs and mak-
ing himself comfortable as though he were
fixed for the evening, he beamed on his
prisoner with an expansive smile.

“T would keep you all night if T started
to tell you half the good things our Sun-
shine has done,” he said.

Mrs. Calker dropped into the rocking-
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half the good things vur Sunshine has done '



The Lamb in Sheep’s Clothing

chair. Reaching out for her
boy's hand, she drew him
closer to her side, but never
for an instant did she take
her eyes from the white face
of Mr. Berry.

“TIs what Mr. Barker says
true?” she asked in a quaver-
ing voice.

The answer was a hard
cough.

“Is it?"” she persisted,
speaking louder.

“Morris doesn’t know what
a sinner I really was,” falt-
ered Mr. Berry

Mr, Barker smiled more
generously. “That’s our Sun-
shine all over,” he exclaimed.
“He allus was the modestest
man, Mrs. Calker, allus talked
so humble-like, yet there is
more than one in Harmony as
owes their lives to his upliftin’ power.
You'll be glad to hear, Mortimer, that
just the other day old Mrs. Zook was tellin’
me how you had saved her boy Arthur,
how you had set up nights nursin’ him
through airysepelas. Why, since you left,
your Sunday-school class has all fell apart
a'1“1___‘!!

“Didn’t Mr. Berry break his poor old
mother’s heart?” demanded Mris, Calker
in a sharp tone.

“Break his mother's heart!” cried Mr.
Barker, with a gesture of protest. “Why,
ma'am, he was the light of that dear wom-
an's eyes. Many's the time she says to
me, she says, ‘Morris Y

“You never knew how I really treated
mother,” broke in Mr. Berry hoarsely.

“Modest and unassumin’ as ever,” re-
turned Mr. Barker, patting his friend’s
back. “¥You understand now, Mrs. Calker,
why we are all so fond of him. If he’ll just
set quiet a while and not wriggle so, I'd like
to tell you how, when I was far from the
fold, and given to swearin’ and dancin’, I
come one day to his Sunday-school class
and was changed, uplifted #

“Don’t, don't, Morris,” pleaded Mr.
Berry.

“I will,” said Mr. Barker firmly. “Mrs.
Calker will be pleased to hearit. You see,
ma’am, I’'m a drover, and drovin’ is a wild,
careless kind of a life that keeps a man
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A big one and a hittle one; arm in arm.—Fage 250.

buggy ridin’ all over the county, so natu-
rally he comes in contack with many kinds
of temptation. And as I was sayin’ 2

It was Mrs. Calker who interrupted him
now. She rose. Her arm was about her
boy’s neck, and her cold eyes were still re-
garding Mr. Berry as he sat mute and help-
less in the friendly embrace.

“And I thought I had saved you,” she
said, shaking her head sadly.

“You did!” Mr. Berry leaped to his
feet and freed himself. He made one step
toward her, only to be checked by her hos-
tile gaze.

“Youmight aswell talk of savin’angels,”
said Mr. Barker, catching at the striped
coat and trying to draw his friend back to
him. “He’ll be a great sperkitual help to
you, ma’am, I'm sure. Now won’t you set
down while I continue?”

Mrs. Calker ignored his appeal and,
drawing herself up to militant womanliness,
strode to the door.

“You must excuse
“Good-by, Mr. Barker.”

“You won’t let me fall again?” cried
Mr. Berry in a voice of despair.

“1 must get Willie’s supper,” she an-
swered over her shoulder, as she moved
down the hall toward the kitchen. *‘I had
otter done it long ago.”

A moment later the front door closed.
The widow heard it and, running to the

me,” she said.
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window, peered out into the rain. It was
dark, but by the house lights she could
sce two figures moving down the village
street, a big one and a little one, arm in
arm, toward the store, where the horse
stood shivering at the rail.  With her face
pressed against the pane, she watched
them till they were out of sight; then she
turned to the melodeon and, sinking down
on the stool, struck the keys in harsh
discords.

The Point of View

“Mother!” Willie Calker called softly
from the big rocking-chair behind her.

She did not seem to hear him. Her
hands lay listless on the keys and she gazed
vaguely at the ceiling. *‘Never, never,
never in all my life,” she said, “have I been
so disappointed in a man.”

“Mother!” Willie Calker had left the
rocker and was speaking over her shoulder,
gently.  “Would you mind singin’ ‘ Doog-
las, tender and true,” just for me?”

THE POINT OF VIEW -

find it—in the third volume of the admi-

rable history of English literature by the
I'rench ambassador to the United States—
there is an interesting letter written by the
distinguished French poet, Sully-Prud-
homme, in which he discusses the per-
ennially interesting question of parallel
passages in the pocts of different languages and
of different periods. Narrow-minded investiga-
tors are always inclined to proclaim actual bor-
rowing whenever they can show that a thought
voiced by one poct has heen rephrased by a
later poct in the same words and perhaps with
the aid of the same figure.  Many an echo of
this sort from the classics of Greece and Rome
has been discovered in the pages of Shake-
speare, and vet M. Jusserand felt convinced
that most of them were accidental coincidences
rather than actual recollections, conscious or
unconscious; and it occurred to him to ask the
apinion of Sully-Prudhomme.  So he collected
three passages from the French poet’s own
works to which he had found striking parallels,
one in an earlier French lyrist and two others
in the English Drayton and Crashaw; and he
asked the Freneh poet if he had been familiar
with these predecessors.

Sully-Prudhomme  answered that he had
never read the bards from whom he might be
supposed to have borrowed,  “T consale my-
seli for my early ignorance,” he wrote, by the
thought that if I had known, before 1 rhymed,

I N the last place where one would expect to

all that had been written on love, the pen would
have fallen from my hands; I would have rec-
ognized in others my own emolions, and even
in their lives circumstances analogous to those
which had aroused them in mine. I confess,
to my shame, that T was too ignorant to be a
plagiary.”  And he then asserted that a poet,
except perhaps in the narrative part of his
works or occasionally in the strangeness of his
ways of fecling, “ offers nothing new to his read-
ers and does not pretend to do so; he procures
them ouly the satisfaction of recognizing them-
selves. The human heart is the common means
of communication turned to account by poetry;
it offers in all poets the same gamut of senti-
ments, but with a different ring.”

And as M. Jusserand justly observes, “this
ring, this originality, was pre-eminently Shake-
speare’s.”  And what Shakespeare possessed
pre-eminently other poets have also had, each
in his own degree. There is no need to sup-
pose that Longfellow was consciously echoing
Goethe (in “Wilhelm Meister””) when he
wrote “Tell me not in mournful numbers.”
But, on the other hand, Baudelaire had nour-
ished himsell on our American poets before he
composed the Iyric on bad luck in which he
declared that “T'art est long” and that

“ Maon coeur, comme un tambour voilé,
Va battant des marches funtbres.”

And Baudelaire it was who carried over into
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French poetry Gray’s “full many a gem,”
turning it into

“ Maint joyau dort enseveli
Dans les tenébres et 'oubli,”

If Poe had lived to see these transparent pur-
loinings of his translator, probably not even
gratitude would have prevented his denouncing
Baudelaire as bitterly as he denounced “ Long-
fellow and other plagiarists.”  Whatever the
rest of the world might be willing to believe,
Poe would have insisted that he had caught
the French poetin the act. Indeed the case
against Baudelaire seems to be pretty clear; but
so was the case against Sully-Prudhomme;—so,
in fact, is the case against Shakespeare.

And Poe himsell, for all his indignation, was
not unwilling on occasion to snaich up uncon-
sidered trifles.  He was inclined to damn the
sin he had a mind to. For example, Coleridge
was one of his admirations; and Coleridge said
in his *“ Biographia Literaria’ that the real and
the manufactured poem look alike from a dis-
tance, although the difference between them
“is not less than between an egg and an epg-
shel.” Now Poe, in his “Marginalia,” de-
clared that Mrs, Mowatt's comedy of ““ Fashion”
resembled the ““School for Scandal” much as
the shell of a spent rocket resembles the rocket
itself. But after all this is a simile that might
very well have been original with Poe—only
this is a possibility he would have denied in
the case of another than himself.

After all, was originality really possible in
“the so-called nineteenth century” 2 Even the
Almighty Dollar, which we Americans are sup-
posed to worship, must have been a minor god
of the Germans before we bowed down before
it; and it was then only a Thaler. The Jap-
anese jinrikisha was invented by a Yankee
missionary, so we are told; Saint Patrick
was a Frenchman—and Saint George was
a Cappadocian before he was naturalized in
England.

even at this distance of time, to write

down as a topic for discussion Laurence
Stemne’s pet theme, but a feeling of envy com-
pels me, roused by comparing his world with
my own, In Tristram Shandy every man is
valiantly riding his hobby, and we marvel at
Sterne’s skilful presentation of one of life’s
profoundest ironies, the spectacle of people of

IT may seem presumptuous for any one,
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one fn‘mil_\-. closely akin in heart and in habit,
cantering away from one another so swiftly
and so irrevocably whenever their minds Liegin
to work.  Here is a proper adjustment, one
hobby to cach person, and each is allowed 1o
ride his individual pet. - Alas! my envy reaches
back across the years, and, though T do not
know whether racing is now [er-
mitted even in metaphor in New
York State, 1long to try a race—naturally in
the opposite direction, for contrariness is the
very essence of hobbyism—with Uncle Toby
on a hobby of my own.

It is not that I have none of my own, hut
that I can get no chance to ride. T am, and
always have been, the peculiar prey of hobby
riders of all kinds, and, as T once heard a dis-
tinguished lecturer say (o a distinguished Bos-
ton audience, of all sexes, Perhaps this comes
from a vacuity of countenance in me which
suggests a lack of inner interests, or from a
skill in concealing my own hobbies, of which
I have a whaole stud, or, I should say, herd, as
most of them are wild. Never can T find time
to train even the colts among them; that is
prabably the reason why they bolt when 1 find
a chance to mount one of them, The trouble
is that a hobby-rider seldom spies my face
without coming toward me at a canter; So-
cialist, Naturalist, Anarchist, are after me by
turns. By nature I am a good listener and a
bad speaker, having always had a wretched
habit of lending an ear and letting other peo-
ple talk. It may be sheer laziness; it may be
a foolish love of giving pleasure, and a feeling
that these excited monologues do nobody any
harm. In a world where so many people
have missions it often strikes me that the
prophets outnumber their congregations, the
shepherds their flocks.  Influencing others for
their good is one of the subtlest forms of hu-
man pleasure; why should 1 not allow these
enthusiasts to feel it, when it costs me so little
to play for the moment the part of possible
disciple, knowing as I do at the bottom of my
hardened heart that nobody can convert me
to anything? Reasoning in this foolish—and
feminine —way, 1 get my just deserts, for one
and all they pounce upon me, looking on me
as good raw material, needing only the touch
of this or that firm finger to be shaped to great
ends. A Spiritualist once told me that, under
her guidance, T could become a rare medium,
yet I knew then as now that I should make
but a second-rate Spiritualist. An impassioned
friend continually insists that I should make

The Holiby Race



a good Socialist; now I could never make a
good Socialist until T find out what a Socialist
is, though this consideration does not seem to
deter many another person. Thus, among
riders of hobbies, T am tomn asunder, I who am
but an indifferent horsewoman. Trot, pace,
canter—itisall thesame tome. Theridersbring
up with glowing faces, and turn to see how
much good it has done me, who have been
clinging fast, as best I might, without saddle
or even pillion.

The puzzling thing about all this is the con-
viction of each rider that the path his steed
takes is the only one there is. Tt is amazing
that, in the face of life, with its many-sided-
ness, its bewildering complexities, its contra-
dictions, its paradoxes, so many people exist,
blind to the real nature of the demand made
upon them, sure that some single evil accounts
for all wrong things, sure that some single
change will set all right. Was there not once
a man who wrote a book to prove that all
physical suffering is caused by the fundamen-
tal mistake of mankind in walking upon two
legs instead of four? As for the believers in
universal panaceas, the auto-suggestionist and
the advocates of flat heels are one in method,
if not in faith. I remember an old lady who
was sure that sage tea would cure all known
diseases, and her mental processes were not
wholly diverse from those of an excellent tem-
perance friend. The tendency toward mono-
mania makes one wonder if life did not go on
more surely and sanely before mind developed.
Is the human brain, then, unicellular like the
amaba? I once saw a public school teacher
who, through overwork, had become insane,
quite harmlessly insane, and she told me that
she had been making a study of the different
sects in America: “ Episcopalians, Baptists,
Congregationalists,” she specified, with her
eye fixed on me to see to which T belonged,
“ Methodists, Presbyterians, and Cranks.”
There, 1 reflected, as she spoke the last word,
is one sect that never dies, one church forever
full, one congregation frequented as much hy
men as by women.  Our newspapers, our
lecture halls, the very air of the streets are full
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of shrill monomaniac dogma, while the person
who has no single explanation of the manifold
to offer feels as Mrs. Shandy, hobby-less in a
world of hobbies, or as the little pig T once
saw at Bostock’s in the corner of the monkey-
cage, a poor, wretched, little white pig, tor-
mented by its clever neighbors, ridden by
them, squealing at each tweak of ears or tail.
Listening to many an eloquent presentation
of this or that cure-all, T have felt like that
little pig who had no ruling idea except a de-
sire to get out of the cage.

And yet, am I not claiming too much immu-
nity? After all, does not every one understand
the tyranny of the dominant passion, which
tums everything its own color? Are you not,
too, a bit of a crank? I am, but happily so
many kinds of a crank that T have not yet
become a public nuisance. I dare say my
impatience is due to the fact that the others .
have outstripped me; T am, perhaps, jealous,
and tired of waiting for my turn, for I have,
T tell you in confidence, several notions that
would be of inestimable benefit to mankind.

I, too, have my hobbies; did I not confess
it at the outset? T keep them in a safe and
secret pasture, how many I will not say, feed-
ing like one. 1 have long endured politely,
and my fellow-theorists have had their day;
soon I shall have mine. T shall keep all dark
until the chosen moment, confiding in no one;
I shall proceed in the invariable manner of
the hero in racing fiction, When the day
comes, among the many smooth, beautiful,
pampered, well-groomed hobbies will be seen
one, rough, as of Yorkshire breed, shaggy, half
wild, unknown. At sight of him the crowds
will jeer, the book-makers will deride. When
the moment comes, T shall mount, and then—

My unkempt hobby, indifferent at first,
will more and more increase his speed, until,
when I bend and whisper in his ear, he will
take great bounds forward, out-distancing one
and then another of the over-indulged hobbies
running against him, The crowds will cheer,
the betting-men will curse, and the other riders
look after me in dismay as I sweep to the goal
on my own Hobby Horse.
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THE BOSTON ART MUSEUM
OSTON'S new Museum of Fine Arts is
3 open at last. Indeed, it is ungracious
to say “at last,” since the edifice has
really been built in a surprisingly short time,
It was only the other day that we were looking
at the plans for the museum, and now behald!
all is finished. It is a question whether build-
ings are best when made so fast, but certain

exigencies in this case required speed.

The question of light for the museum was
one which engaged for a long time the attention
of the directors, of the trustees, and of the
architects. A mysterious little building was
erected on the ground where the museum was
soon to be built; a little building which was a
source of wonder and speculation to many of
the uninitiated. Here all sorts of elaborate
experiments in lighting were tried, and here
some, at least, of these questions were solved,
The matter of lighting for pictures was taken
up; of lighting for sculpture, for the light that
is good for a picture is not necessarily good for
astatue, and, again, different pictures often seem
to need different lights. It cannot be said that
all these questions have been solved satisfac-
torily, but, at least, an effort has been made.

Museums before now have not always been
built on the best lines. A museum has heen
somewhat a matter of chance. Many of them,
as the Louvre in Paris, or the old Luxembourg
or the Uffizi and the Pitti museums, have been
old palaces remodelled for newer needs. Some
of the later German museums ar¢ remarkable,
in that they are carefully adapted to present-
day requirements. Yet what is the best solu-
tion of the problem in Germany need not
necessarily in America be the only way. There
are many things to be considered: the climate,
the objects shown, the temperament of the peo-
ple who are to see the exhibits.

With all these things in view a committee
was formed, a committee of three, who should
go about Europe, see the best museums, and
make plans and suggestions for a museum even
better than all the others. Two of these gentle-

men were architects,  The third was a “lay-
man,”  They duly and dutifully saw all, or at
least many, of the various museums, and pre-
pared a report on these things on their return
to America,

The report was presently drawn and pre-
sented. Tt contained accounts of the various
museums visited, comments thercon, and sug-
gestions of what might be done, what aveided,
in a museum. An architect was chosen, and
then with the assistance of hints from these gen-
tlemen and of suggestions from another archi-
tect the plan of the present museum was pro-
duced. Ttis felt that, while nothing, naturally,
is perfect, this plan has made a step or two in
the question of making museums. A good deal
of thought has been given to the lighting, as
well as to the distributing and grouping, of the
rooms of the various apartments.

It may be said that there are two fundamen-
tally different ideas as to the end and the aim
of a mugeum. One idea is that a museum
should be a sort of storchouse of everything
beautiful or interesting that has ever been done
in the past; if not originals, then reproductions.
Moreover, that all these things should be ex-
posed together, with proper printed comment,
with a view of educating and edifying the pub-
lic, as well as delighting it.

The other idea is that a museum should re-
unite and show a few exquisitely beautiful
originals; as many as may be had, but in these
days the number for one museum is few. 1If
other things accrue, let them be stored in some
accessible way, so that students and experts
may study them when necessary.  ‘The holders
of this idea believe that the people are more
clevated, that their taste is better stimulated by
the sight of a few very beautiful things arrayed
in the best possible setting; that, on the other
hand, the public appetite is rather jaded by a
huge hodge-podge of more or less interesting
specimens.  There is something to be said for
this last idea. A German on going through an
American collection of casts said, “You cal
this a museum; we call it a magazine.”
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In arranging this Boston Museum some-
thing of a compromise has been effected.  For
instance, in the sculpture gallery the beautiful
originals in marble, terra-cotta, or bronze are
exposed in small rooms, without too much
surroundings.  The casts, on the other hand,
are shown down-stairs in larger rooms. The
question as to whether it is worth while to have
casts exhibited publicly in a high-class muscum
is one thal is much discussed. In France the
Louvre contains practically nothing but origi-
nal marbles.  Casts of these and other statues
are shown in minor museums, like that of the
Lcole des Beaux-Arts or that of the Trocadero.
A cast, after all, as some one has said, only
shows about the amount of water that would
be displaced by the original, and from an artis-
tic point of view it is not wholly satisfactory.
One would not, in a large, important museum,
fill up a great space with autotypes and copics
of famous paintings, and the opponents of casts
feel that casts occupy much the same position
as regards originals,

Doubtless, as the museum acquires more and
more original marbles, the casts, some of them
fine old battle-scarred relics of the Athenweum,
will one by one be allowed to complete their
disintegration in peace and solitude, ““.du
ceenr Wesse, lombre et le silence.”

With the Japanese collection, on the other
hand, the tendency has been to show compara-
tively few things and to store a great many in
such a way that properly accredited students
and scholars may easily study them. This
course has, indeed, been pursued almost from
necessity, since the department possesses such
an enormous amount of interesting material
that it would be impossible to exhibit it all.
Naturally much the same plan has been fol-
lowed in the Gray Print Collection, which con-
tains such an immense number of fine things
that only a selection can possibly be displayed.

In the picture gallery there is not quite the
same difficulty, since there is more wall space
than there are fine pictures.  There are various
new pictures here, bhut it must be admitted that
the elous of the collection are certain paintings
which have already belonged for some time
to the museum. There is, to be sure, Cour-
liet's magnificent “Hunting Scene,” which,
taken all in all, is the most satisfactory thing
he ever painted.  But that has been lent to the
museum by Mr. Henry Savles, the present
owner, for various periods during the last fif-
teen years. So that, on the whole, one returns
to certain old loves among the pictures without
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concerning one’s self oo much abouf the newer
ones.  There are one or two, perhaps half a
dozen, pictures which one could show to any
stranger, confident that they are among the
fine or unique things in the world of art,

One of the most remarkable pictures in the
museum is the “Money Lender,” by Gabriel
Metsu.  One cannot recall so fine an example
of this master in any of the European galleries.
The pninting of all the details is excc]ient, but
the painting of the woman's face is particularly
remarkable.  Indeed, Metsu in this painting
appears to have made a picture which is among
the best works by the Dutch masters, Many
of Metsu's pictures are ruined, or at least lim-
ited, by the subject or motif, but here is a sub-
ject excellent in itself and one which admits of
unlimited development.  Metsu here has made
realism so wonderful a thing that one perceives
the beauty that lies in light and character.

Another picture much liked by artists is a
little still-life by Jean Baptist Siméon Chardin,
made up of a few of the simplest elements: a
dead chicken, a stone jug, and some other
things put together in just the right way, Itis
one of the aforesaid half-dozen pictures which
are among the museum’s choicest. It is not
entirely without faults. 1t is of that stony text-
ure which one often notes in Chardin’s work.
But the rendering, spot for spot, of the general
massesin thispicture could hardly be surpassed.
It is, indeed, one of the finest pictures made by
the master of still-life.

Pictures which have made a good deal of
talk are Rubhens’s portrait of a man (sup-
posed to be his first teacher) and of his wife,
There is also a supposed Van Dyck, though
this is admittedly a studio picture: that is, a
replica painted in the studio of the master, re-
touched in part by him. Tt must be confessed
that the canvas is not a very exciting one.  The
Rubens is of more interest because painted in
a more forthright manner. It is curious that
it should be supposed to be of Rubens's first
master, since the man is quite young looking.
It surely could not be Adam de Noort, since
Jordaens’s pictures of him as the King in his
numerous Bean Feasts represent de Noort asa
much older man,

Among these comparatively new pictures is
alittle interior by Brekelenkam, Brekelenkam
is one of those men from whom one is always
expecting a great deal and in whom one is
always being a little disappointed. The trouble
is largely in his color, which is a trifle hot,
“foxy,” and snuffy in quality The picture
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here exhibited is an interesting one, though one
finds the color to be the weak point. Tt is full
of Hollander character, however. The little

rures seated a la Turque are full of character
and are skilfully touched in.

One of the best of the new instalments, per-
haps the best, is Van der Vliet's fineinteriorof a
church. One feels that if this man had painted
small interiors his work would have been as
fine, in many respects, as that of De Hooch,
Vermeer, and others.

Naturally one notes the two Velasquezes, the
“Carlyle” portrait group and the much-dis-
cussed “Philip IV. Portrait.”” But these pict-
ures have been so much fought over that it
would not be profitable to discuss them in a
short paper. There are a number of other in-
teresting pictures; a ““St. Luke drawing the
Madonna,” attributed to Roger Van der Wey-
den, a curious Michael Wolgemut, a Carlo
Crivelli, a Franz Hals of average quality, and
the almost notorious “‘Slave Ship” of Turner,

The “Portrait of Cardinal Pallavicino,” by
El Greco, is the finest single portrait by Theoto-
‘copuli which one remembers to have seen. Al-
though it has some of his strange mannerisms,
it also has many of his more admirable traits.
The color quality of the blacks and whites in
this thing is magnificent, and from more than
one bit one divines how Velasquez may have
learned, from studying the work of the Greek,
how to change the rather stiff and stodgy tech-
nique learned from Herrera and Pacheco to the
limpid, flowing handling which we think of
when we say “Velasquez.”

Curiously enough, one of the most popular
pictures here is Sully’s “Torn Hat.” The
students of the art school near by are constantly
copying it. There are always two or three
names down for this purpose. Strange to say,
the next most popular picture among the copy-
ists is Degas's painting of “Race Horses," than
which one can imagine no greater contrast.
The “Torn Hat,” by the way, is not entirely
without merit: it is of the style of picture which
is fondly called “attractive.”” Another picture
which is a fayorite with copyists is Bargue’s im-
mensely clever and marvellously finished little
figure, a man in some sort of Albanian costume.

There are several very fine Millets here,
notably the picture “The Harvesters,” which
is sometimes called “Ruth and Boaz.” This
was bequeathed to the museum by the late
Martin Brimmer and, while its interest is not
50 poignant as in some of Millet’s other pict-
ures, it remains one of his most ambitious al-

templs and in some ways it is one of the most
complete of his paintings. The group of bestial
satyr-like harvesters is well conceived and
worked out. The design of that group espe-
cially is particularly fine.

Again, the famous “Shepherdess,” which
one has often heard described, is very well
placed, alittle high it might seem at first glance.
But, after all, dignity is the key-note of this
picture and it is not amiss to have it enthroned,
as it were, above other pictures, Another in-
teresting picture is one by Theodule Ribot,
whose black pearls scem to have grown duller
as the years go by. His picture of scullions is
painted in a full, juicy way.

It is curious among the mass of French pict-
ures, mostly representing the Romantic phase,
to come on 50 cold and classic a performance
as Gérome's celebrated * L'Eminence Grise.”
Gérdme, rather overrated at one time, is now,
perhaps, a little underrated. People do not
wholly realize the immensestechnical skill pos-
sessed by this man, a skill, technical, in spite
of the fact that his touch was a little dry. Cer-
tainly in this picture the draperies look a little
hard, the color a little garish in some places.
Yet from a dramatic point of view the compo-
sition is admirable. Whether one wants drama
in pictures is another matter.

There are certain new pictures in the collec-
tion of modern paintings. Among these is E.
C. Tarbell’s latest work, and a very fine thing
it is. It is the fashion to saythat his workis like
the finest Dutch painting, but in many respects
it is quite different. The arrangement, to be
sure, is in something the same spirit, but in the
Jater man’s work there isa sense of design which
no Dutchman, except Vermeer, and he only in
a few works, ever dreamed of. In the matter
of color values again there are nuances in the
modern’s work which the older men never even
attempted. In short, Tarbell's work is thor-
oughly modern, though he avoids some of
the pitfalls that modernists have digged for
themselyes.

Another one of the Boston men who have
interested themselves in this sort of work is
Mr. W. M. Paxton. His picture of two young
women at a table has remarkable qualities of
observation and rendering. It would be hard
to make a thing more realistic in the broad
sense of the word. The values of the “spot-
ting' are indicated with remarkable justness,
and yet it is in no sense petly realism. Where
the thing is most remarkable, indeed, is in the
way it “carries” The picture tells perfectly
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well across the room, yet when one looks at it
near to, one finds that it is finished very far
as well.

Beside the various pictures of note, there are
certain other things of which the museum is
especially proud;  for instance, the head of
“Aphrodite” in the Bartlett Collection, the
“Homer,” and a Roman terra-cotta head; also
a certain very wonderful Persian bowl which
Mrs. Montgomery Scars has hut recently pre-
sented; a marvellous Persian carpet of untold
value, and last, but surely of equal interest with
all these, certain sculptures by Roding particu-
larly a head of Ceres, which is one of his finest
works.

The before-mentioned head of “ Aphrodite™
is indeed very beautiful,  Mr. Henry James
approves of it.  Not that a litteratenr is neces-
sarily the best judge of a piece of sculpture, but
it is interesting to know that he thinks well of
it.  What may be more to the point is that
many painters and seulptors admire the thing
particularly,  Itis, indecd, the sort of sculpture
that especially interests painters, because it is
coneeived in an almost Rodinesque vein, That
is, it is not so much modelled to render the
aclual shapes as to suggest the appearance,
the vision of a lovely and gracious woman.

The Roman terra-cotta head, on the other
hand, is modclled with the utmost verity of
form,  Each shape one guesses to be modelled
almost exactly as it must have existed in nat-
ure. This creates adifferent sort of fascination,
the fascination that a veryinteresting thing gives
rather than a very lovely thing,  Still, this same
interest is undeniable and the head is modelled
with such intensity as to give that peculiar allure
that all intense things have.  Technically, it is
hard to imagine a thing hetter done, and even
the miraculovsly clever French modellers of
modern times would, one feels, “take off their
hats™ to the unknown old Roman workman
who made this craltsmanlike hit of work.

The Field of Art

The head of Homer, a masterpiece, has
a quality in modelling something between the
other two, if one may use the expression, Or
rather, one might say that it was more charac-
teriztically classic than the other two, more
typical, avoiding the subtlety of the Aphrodite
on the one hand and the intensity, on the other
land, of the realistic Roman terra-cotla.

Rodin's “Ceres" is, naturally, different from
these others.  Yet, il it has an affinity to any
of them, it is to the Aphrodite.  Both have the
same quality of what one might call “veiled”
or “muted” modelling.  Rodin in some way has
learned from draughtsmen and from painters
a way of suggesting the appearance of nature in
his sculpture instead of giving the literal fact
of the form, which, of course, would look dif-
erent in translucent marble than in flesh.

En passant, one of the most charming things
hereis thelittle Japanese garden which hasbeen
arranged in the Japanese section, charmingly
ordered after the Japanese manner, with excel-
lent taste in spacing and in balancing. There
are little real red goldfish swimming about in
real watery pools.  The whole thing provides
a pleasant divertisement after some of the more
grim and serious-looking rooms. There is a
real bridge over the real water, andwater plants
here or there, and potted plants—but of a Jap-
anesqueness—heyond,  There is a stone lan-
tern in the shape of a pagoda and stone lions
keeping guard near by,

In summing up the whole matter, one may
say that the appearance of the new museum is,
on the whole, most creditable; a little cold, a
trifle cheerless, it may be (save in certain happy
rooms like the Library, the Lawrence room,
some of the Japanese apartments), yet that is
natural enovugh in & new museum. Immense
pains have been taken, certain new ideas have
been worked out, and a result has been
achieved not unworthy of the workers.

Purie L. HALE.
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Quarter Grand Style V, in figured Mahogany, price $650
It is but FIVE FEET LONG and in Tonal Proportions a Masterpiece
of piano building.

It is Chickering & Sons’ most recent triumph, the exponent of
EIGHTY-SIX YEARS experience in artistic piano building, and the heir

to all the qualities that the name of its makers implies.

EXQUISITE TONE, GRACE AND BEAUTY OF CASE

DESIGN, DURABILITY OF THE HICHEST ORDER
| Chickering Pianos may be bought of any regular Chickering representative at Boston
prices with added cost of freight and delivery. ~ Our lilerature will be sent upon request

Made Solely by CHICKERING & SONS

781 Tremant Street, cor. Northampton Established, 1823 Boston, Mass.
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You can still hear Sembrich
Though this peerless artist has retired from the
opera stage, her brilliant delivery of the great
operatic airs is preserved for all time on Victor

Records.

Hear Sembrich's charming “Barbiere" aria (88097), and the favorite Bolero
from Vespri Siciliani (88143), at any Victor dealer’ s—splendid records that
show the great things accomplished by the improved
process of Victor recording Photo Capy't Dupont

New Victor Retorda are on sale at all dea!ers on the 28lh of each month
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That's where the Vietrola
1 pre-eminent.

You mivht be able to build a cabinet
that outwardly would resemblea Vietrola
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No. the Vietrola tone can't be equaled!
Even though the eye could take in every
detail of construction, there is stull that
same indescribable “somethine™ which
makes the Stradivarius supreme among
violins, which gives to the Victrola such
a wonderfully sweet, clear and mellow
tone as was never known before,

_HL‘E!T' the Viectrola today at the nearest
Victor dealer’s.  Ask him ta play Carnso's
new “Forza del Destino” solo (88207), and
1\[;11_11m:l mia, the Deauttinl Neapolitan song
(882”“}_ Then _\'..1‘,‘” realize the wonderul
advance in quality of tone (due to onr nn-
proved process  of making \ictor Records

Vietor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U. 5. A VICtrOla XVI 250
et Canailian T ; Circassian walnut

Berliner Geamophome Co, M

Th g6t best results, use-only Victor Needies.on Victor T Mahogany or quartered oak, $200

New Victor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month
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The COLUMBIA

Grafonola

“Elite” $100

The Columbia Grafonola is the one incomparable musical instrumen
The Grafonola “Elite ” is the first cabinet ma hine ever "H red at its price ;
the smallest perfect cabinet machine ever introduced—the beginning of a new
era in sound-reproducing instruments Built of the hnest cred
San Domingo mahogany, hand rubbed and piano polis] ed. AlOg Tree

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, GEN' L Be.pl G, Tribune BullullnL, N. Y
DEALERS WaANTED— Exclusive rights give

Frices in Conada plus duty Address Confederalion Life B
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Anyone who can afford

brooms can now afford the best

Electric Suction Cleaner made

You see here an electric suction ¢leaner which weighs but fon pounds—instead of sixty,
Plhie ilusiration at the lefe. below, shows how, for cleaning carpets, rugs and all
foors, vou use the machme itself without the hose attachment.
I'he illustration at the right, below, shows how the hose attachment 15 used on

porticres. walls, books, bedding. upholstery, clothimg, hiats,
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ESTERDAY, Vacuum Cleaners cost $oc

; . Points About the ‘Ricumonn
to $z250.00—a big outlay i cas/h, 3 -.

Suction Cleaner

Today, a single ONE DOLLAR BILL will 0 less per o it
1'11‘ a guaraniced MN—"’-‘- suction  Clemwter fter.a yehr of | I I| i 1
n vour home. bl : i
i L e et
And the balance of its purt hase price vou pay for e Sl it i
i = , = R 1y ' fiva
out of the actual month-to-month money  which i !
sAvVes you. i . ! o
You are paying the price of a Suction Cleaner now, o vl e i
anyway—whether vou have one or not leai futsiture,  wills, iihoistery
; : . G [ Vi e o A i
You are paying its price out in house-cleaning alon s ol L raics, e e
- % . - Bk ! warh o pets | e
[or a "Ricamonn” makes house-cleaning needless et bl e el A
You are paying its price out many times over, in !

the hard labor of sweeping and dusting, which the
"Ricumonp” miakes unnecessary
You are paying it out, again and again, in the dam
age which dust does to your furniture, to your hang
ings, to your clothing, to YOI, ) )
Youare paying the price of a Suctipn Cleaner when
asingle DOLLAR would save the waste.

One Dollar

Puts the

"RICHMOND" Suction Cleaner

In Your Home

Your guarantee is absolute. If, within one .| "\ 000 0
year, any ‘Ricamonp” Suction Cleaner breaks '} '
or shows defect, it will be replaced with a new |

one. It is the guarantee of a $3,000,000 I. o i
company. A company with four large plants e
and branches and agencies in all cities. e = b

Tue MSCrum-HoweLL Co.

1 Manufacturers of
Ricamonp Heuuné Systems Ricumonn Soap Savers
‘Ricimons Bath Tubs, Lavatories, Sinks

DOLLAR COUPON |
The McCrum-Howell Co.
Park Avenue & $1st 56, New York

]
FOUR FACTORIES 4
Two at Uniontown, Pa.— One at Norwich, Conn.
Oune ot Racine, Wis.
GENERAL OFFICES :

306 Terminal Bldg., Park Avenue and #1st St., New York
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————— |
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WH ") Because PEAR-

| LlNElSSClentlﬁc
Soap —The directions teach the
Scientific Way of using Soap—the
Way and the Soap that do away
wnth the Rubbing and thus relieve
Women of the most objectionable
of all Household Work — and pro-

long the life of the things Washed. |
GENTEEL WOMEN APPRECI-
ATE PEARLINE — DELICATE
FABRICS DEMAND PEARLINE.
\ /¢ | Soap users are ignorantly extrava-
ivi : : gant of Time, Health and Clothes.
who has WASHING and :

CLEANING to do uses
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| Steel Peﬂs

Every Ester-
brook pen is sure
to give satisfac-
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: A style for every
A R ) i e | writer.

By (B MR | Quality guaran:

i/| teed by a half-cen-
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At all stationers.

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg. Co.
mden, N.J. 26 John St., New York
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TIFFANY & Co.

Moderate prices as well
as the highest standard of
quality are characteristic
of Tiffany & Co.’s en-
tire stock of jewelry, sil-
verware, stationery, and
artistic merchandise

Correspondence invited. The Tiffany
Blue Book will be sent upon request

- Fifth Avenue & 37th Street New York
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SECTION OF COAT
EHOPS NOE. 1 AND T

Fifteen years ago, when we founded our business, we made
the first strictly high-grade tailored-to-order clothes
that were ever sold at prices similar to those asked for
| ready - made clothing.

We have continued to make them
better each succeeding year, until
today their excellence is unquestioned.

Yet, never satisfied that we have reached perfection, we
pass by no opportunity to improve our tailoring wherever
possible. We will always be able to deliver you the best
values in the world for your money.

L]
Largest tailors in the world

of
GOOD made-to-order clothes

Price Building Chicago
Write for free copy of our Spring style book
and address of our nearest representative. He $25 to $4 O
will show our Woolens and take your measure.
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If you are %tf_-(_‘ring fonr l___-_u_.::n'_i. sound health and ability to

“do things " change from coffee 1o

POSTUM

Remember directions on package — to bal 15 minutes after

boiling commences — then, you will not only get the full food

value, but a dark rich I:)E'\'E‘I'&g___{!-" that -;hangn:s lo guldt-n brown
when cream is added, with a delicious flavour similar to mild,

high-grade coffee.

“There's a Reason” for Postum

Postum Cereal Co Led . Battle
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I answering advertisements please wiention SCRIBN RS WAGAZIN



H CRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Test Papers and Trial Tube of Pebeco Sent Free

“Acid-mouth'’ is the condition which always causes tooth decay —
therefore, to preserve your teeth, keep your mouth alkaline . Test Paper motstened on the

i 5 . . tongue will dry out a pinkish
(anti-acid), which can easily be done by the regular use of color if tie mouth i3 acid.

PeEBECO

TOOTH PASTE

i the dentifrice that corrects acidity immediately, as well as cleans,
m polishes and whitens the teeth, refreshes and sterilizes the mouth,
protects gold fillings, prevents spongy, hleeding gums, and in fact,

Exac' greatly henefits the entire oral cavity.

L] Pebeco is a scientific dentifrice, originated in the Hygienie 'Laboratories of P,
slze Beiersdorf & Co., Hamburg, Germany. It is used and recommended by dentists
all over the world. = :
F Sold everywhere in large S0c tubes.  1f your dealer will not supply you, we will
ree mail prepaid on receipt of price.

Pebecn, while not over-scented or flavored to resemble a confection, is extremely

L] Y . -
Tr|a| pleasant and refreshing to use and is very economical, as only a small quantity is
used at cach brushing of the teeth,
T“be For free Trial Tube and Test Papers address

LEHN & FINK 116 William Street, New York

St.Valentine & Was_‘h_ington
Birthday :@;\
Favors S=¥

MAKAROFF
RUSSIAN
CIGARETS

TR ik ot Wi g Al st e B are really what we say they are—a con-
4 el Cl : I T, tec, noisseurs’ proposition—5strictly.

Ulierry (Bx ), & it § ) FLstitat Fan e, Fa Theoretically—"at all dealers® _Actually
y ol ; ge feherny Vree'in Uiy Pots, —at most of the best stores and clubs.

If your dealer cannot or will not supply you we
will, but we'd rather you'd ask the dealer first,

tiriin | Salten N1t sipe i 15 cents and a quarter in boxes of 10;
| ; g (e T e Bl $1.50 o $6.00 in boxes of 100.

We do not pay mail charges,  Cotalog Free an request.

B. SHACKMAN & CO Denpt. 40 B12 Broadway, New York

! ; ==
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An average American knows many
people. But he does not always know
where they are.

He has a thousand friends and ac-
quaintances. Where are they at this
particular moment? He can be sure
of some of them—perhaps a dozen.
But he wants to locate one or more of

the others.

The Bell system enables him to reach
them.

If he finds his friend at home, or in
his place of business, he talks with him
at once. If he learns that his friend
1s in some other town the Bell System
will furnish the connection.

Al 2 2 Ly
— n".ﬁpf:’b
o Lo

. touch is as great as ever.

i

parar - \

Cities are larger than they used to be.
Men know and need to know more
people. Yet the need of keeping in
Without
Bell service there would be hopeless
confusion.

The range of the telephone is not
C()Hﬁl'led to one town or one commun-
ity. It is not satisfying simply to learn
that a man is out of town; through the
Long Distance Service of the Bell Sys-
tem he may be reached, wherever he is.

The Bell Service extends to all com-
munities. It reaches the millions of
American people. One in twenty is a
Bell subscriber. The other nineteen
can be found because Bell service is
universal service.

The telephone does more work for less money than any other
servant of mankind. There is economy as well as efficiency

in one system, one policy, universal service.

Every Bell

Telephone is the Center of the System.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES
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MIGNONETTE GRAND 18 MAHOGANY. rrice, $700
Where others have failed to build a small yet perfect GRAND PIANO,
mecting present-day requirements, the HOUSE OF KNABE, after
years of careful research and experiment, has succeeded in producing

The WORLD'S BEST GRAND PIANO

In the small size of
5 FEET, 2 INCHES

This instrument possesses that same matchless tone for which KNABE
GRANDS have long since been distinguished—a tone peculiar to and
distinctive of all KNABE PIANOS, which carry the endorsement of
the lt'ading musicins of the l!;i_\,

" of any Knabe

Knabe Planos may be purch

prices with

Wm. KNABE & Co,,

representative at New York
Y.

ait elpht and delic

437 FKifth Avenue, Cor. 39th Street
NEW VORK
BALTIMORE LONDON
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VERTEGRAND

The name Steinway is the greatest
assurance of piano value, whether the con-
sideration be musical quality, intrinsic worth,
or architectural beauty.

The Steinway Vertegrand in an ebon-
ized case at $550 places the world's stand-
ard piano within easy reach of everybody.

Iiustrated catalogue will be sent upon
request and mention of this magazine.

STEINWAY & SONS,
Steinway Hall

107 and 109 East 14th Street, New York.

Subavay Express Station at the Door.
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IF vou are havi v, it is because your razor it in mind 2 Putting it off wen’t get it done. |

|| needs s strOppir I vou don’t strop at all or One blade often lasts six months to a year. $5.00 |
can’t strop expertly,  Ask any barber or steel  invested in an AutoStrop Safety Razor is your total

| expert if this isn't yvour whole trouble. shayving expense for years. You get a heavily

Phere isan easy way out of vour shaving trou-  silver-plated self-stropping razor, 12 fine bladesand

ble. Fhat way 15 the AutoStrop Safety Razor, horsehide strop in small handsome leather case.

‘ because it enables you to Price . . . £5.00
SEROp — 1o Strop s | []ie v “THE
handily and expertly as the SLAUGHTER OF ‘
head barber docs. THE INNOCENTS”

ally, it gives you tl is a book that will amuse
barber shave —!'Iuj o If your lii\ﬁ aru .
vou can hardly feel. cracked, don'tsend forit. ||
TRY IT FREE \lul "[“.u \\1“ ]!:‘I bLt]’pT‘l‘I{l'\l
i o to find in it such a mine ||
| %%E?%E(?SJREAD of unknown information
| o a \'llh}(‘t" we are :l” ."ll#.“
Don™t be overmodest posed to know about—the
about asking the dealer to subject of shaving  and

sell you an  AutoStrop
|| Safety Razoron 30 days’
| free trial, You're not ask-

ing him a faver. You're
hima favor. You're
him a chanee to sell
youa razar You can take This book ought not to
it back if you want to— - be free, but it is. Shuffle |
but you won't want to. However, shouldyou want off the “tug of inertia.’” Quick! Get your

FAZOTS.

It will actually teach ||
you to give yourself a
shave that’sas good as the |
head barber’s—ashave you
o Feinat . )
can hardly feel.

to, don't hesitare to, as the dealer absolutely pen and post eard and tell us to send it. |
nothing.  We take back any returned razors, Avrostrop  SareTy  Razor CoMPANY, 348

W Yo get dn Autabdtrop Safety Fifth Ave., New York., 61 New Oxford St
Razor on trial today—now—while you have  London. 14 St. Helen St., Montreal.

e === = - o - —
—— — — — o '____J

| o Strops, Shaves, Cleans
— | y e without detaching Blade

}I“ 7 - ) . — R

tswering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THERE are good reasons why Campbell’s
Tomato Soup 1s the most delicious you
ever tasted.

The finest tomatoes in the world grow right here in New Jersey
almost at our doors. And we get the pick of the growth—large solid
handsome specimens raised specially for us from seed that matures them
evenly red-ripe.

They are pulled from the vines in the cool early morning—when at
their best; and brought directly to us. And within five hours they are

made into g » Tomato
WM Soup

We wash them in erystal-pure water piped from bed-rock. And we strain out
not only the skin and seeds, but every vestige of the harsh core-fibre that grows in
all tomatoes. We use only the pure meaty part and clear juice with all their
natural flavor. That is why Campbell's Tomato Soup is so rich and creamy, and
has such a fresh spicy relish and aroma. e .

.. Ne one—not even you—could make such soup without these gardens right at hand;
without our costly apparatus; or without our priceless formula. Money will not produce better.

Prove this by trying it yourself. /fyou are not entively pleased with any e
of Campbell's Soups we quthorize the grocer to veturn your money. Isthercany
better way than that?

21 kinds 10c a can

{Celery Pea

Mulligatawny

Tomara-Okrn

Clam Cliowsler
Mock Turtle Ly I
Chicken hi oth

t
ibo (Ckra)

i Yer S Tamate
Just add hot water, bring to a boil , and serve.

Camphell's Menu Book describes many in‘virinn wave ta
serve Camphell's Tomato Soup and the other 20 kinds. Shall
Of a1l we send you a copy—free? l

o e, o ysErH CAMPBE ompany, Camden N

love just two; Josern Camppern Company, C ]

Cgpits o 1 o0l for the red-and-white label

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINLE
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2. rDwiggins
Lifetime Quality
T Fences

" Cost Less Than Wood"

B - Does Your Granite Dish
or Hot Water Bag Leak ?

ws MENDE 7S

1 he 7 mend all leaka inall ute nmlet—tlh

brass, er, granitoware, hot water ALMAA TH LAWN, Faky ax
ete,  No solder, cement or rivet, Anjy ond T bbb i POULTIY gl\;LFD
can ues them: Lt any surface: three million <L =“NCES,

| GATES, ETC.  Hiphest Grade. A1l Work Gnarantesd,
| Large lllustrated Catalogue and Special Prices FREE
| leggu:s Wire Feuoe Co., 38 Dmggms Ave. Anderson, Ind,

in nae, Sond for sample pkg. lie, Complets
phg. assorted sizes, 2% postpald Agenwa wantad,
Collatta Mig. Co,, Box 1147 AmRtsrdam, M, ¥

Ostermoor _Mattress 515.

w e e el bt

ar bk, <Hlie Test of Tine,” citains proof of Osterir - ““Built,
Ll LN Ul 5 COLvinC g 20 Hlustrativons, / - not "
Tl‘us 144 Page Book w1th Samples— Sent FREE ¢ g o \ Stuffed

termonr Mittress = fioris;
V. but themid's .:|||

MM'IHESSES EEIST
Express Prepaid
1.6, 451h5 $15.00

01 12.35

a1,
31l.6in, 38 bs. 1170
3, 10.00

21.6im. f: lbs, .35
A6 M3 i, long
Intwao parts, S0c. exfra OST ERMO" 'R & 0.,

zabeth St., New York
VL i, Mentral

Dear the script name of
HART‘“HORN SHADE POLLEI\S PR S
for your protection.
Woad Rollers Tin Pn”erb Get -'Irr:pﬂ::'e‘d," mI)Q:acks required.

|8A47 ROGERS BROS. & )3

TRIPLE

For sale by leading dealers everywhere
Send for Catalozue ** P41 owing all designs
MERIDEN QIRITANNIA CO Merlden, Corm.

"'.'|I|-||I |u- UL}
THE FANMEUIL FATTERNM

In ansicering adzerlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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This Mark Fdengifies Mayhew Furniturs

The Mayhew ldea

in advertising is not, primarily, to
sell you furniture, but to inform
you—and enable you to inform
yourself —about furniture. Your

purchase of

Mayhew Furniture

—or at least your desire for it—is
expected to follow your own in-
vestigation of furniture realities.
The Mayhew case is rested, finally, not upon
Mayhew salesmanship or upon Mayhew
advertising, good as we want these to be—
but upon Mayhew Furniture—the product of
two generations of fidelity to definite ideals
and specific standards in the design, manu-
facture and marketing of furniture,

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer’s

AYHEX AT
INEEEEW

This Mark Identifies Mayhew Furniture

The Mayhew Business

has been built from its foundation upon those
ideals which have only begun to affect
generally the structure of American busi-
nes‘.f.—ideals which generally are referred to
as * old-fashioned,” but which are quite new-
fashioned in their practical application to the
largest modern industries.

Artistic Fidelity and Material Integrity

are not abstractions in the building of May-
hew furniture nor catchwords in Mayhew
advertising.

Mayhew Furniture

is built to meet the cultured needs of an
ever increasing public which demands and
is willing to pay for furniture realities.

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer’s

This Mark Identifies Mayhew Furniturs

The Mayhew Name

ome manufacturers ‘‘ guarantee ™’
their products vociferously. The
‘mere name of other manufacturers
is such an obyious guaranty of excellence in
material, integrity in manufacture and
straightforwardness in presentation, that the
public accepts their product as a standard.

uch a name in the mercantile world is more
to be desired than much fine gold.

It is such a name that two generations of
Mayhews have sought to deserve by the
L simple method of putting genuine worth into
1

Mayhew Furniture

€ name adds nothing to the furniture except
ce of identification, but the character of
rniture has made the name worth looking for.

- Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer’s

Thir Mark Identifies Maghew Furniture

The Mayhew Method

of presenting its lines for your inspection is as
superior as Mayhew furniture. Leading dealers in
the important American cities have examples of
Mayhew furniture on their floors. They under-
stand it—and will show it to you intelligently.
They have also the Mayheaw Carbon Prints—11x14
inches in size—by which to show you the various
styles they do not carry in stock.
Every Mayhew dealer, therefore, is able to show
vou the entire Mayheaw line of more than a thousand
patterns — representative examples on the floor, and
supplementary pieces by phc‘rtograph.‘ It is a satis-
fying way of securing the widest choice.
The Mayhew line includes a wide range of perfect
examples in the Adams, Chippendale, Sheraton,
Hepplewhite, Elizabethan—all the important
English periods—also American Colonial and luxu-
rious upholstered furniture in Morocco and fabric
coverings.

We de not distribute any conventional ** booklets," be-

cause the best of conventional illu.»ualians‘aru widely used

to advertise inferior furniture. We ask, in your interest

as well as our own, that you

See Mayhew Furniture at your Dealer’s

———

In answering adverfisements please menlion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



T HL \\/r‘.ifimg Present fall-.rn. r‘J
sultable also for wedding anniver-

sanes.  All the usual sets and serving | |
| picces separately or in chests as selected. | | 'L|
| Ask any high-class jeweler to show you

this pattern or send for pamphlet S to
| ALVIN MFG. CO.
New Yark

52 Maiden Lane,

LI BRARY

15 a set of books intended to be read by everyone
who intends building. It makes no difference
what you are going to build, you cannotafford to
consider building without considering concrete
as a building material. You cannot afford to
consider concrete without knowing about

AT L A S PORTLAND

CEMENT

These books cover hoth subjects. “Cnn_cretc
Houses and Cottages’™ is for those building 2

home. ‘‘Concrete Construction about the Home
and on the Farm™ 1s for those having a Smlilﬂ
place. These books will convince any fair-

minded man of the beauty, adaptability, dura-
hility and economy of concrete, and that the best
concrete is made with Atlas Portland Cement.

Books in the Atlas Cement Library:
Concrete Construction about the Home and on the Farm Free
Concrete Houses and Cottages. Vol I —Large [Touses §14

Vol. I—Small Houses 109
Concrete in Highway Construction - 1.00
Reinforced Concrete in Factory Conllrul:hun 0

Delivery charge .1

Concrete in Railroad Construction - - - - 1w
Concrete Cotlages . - . F"s
Concrete Country Rnudem:u mu[ 1.1 prmlJ - - 20
Concrete Garages s - Free

Write for ‘m) or '1ll uf them I“

THE ATLAS rortiano CEMENT co
Dept. 82 30 Broad Street, New York
Largest output of any cement ¢company in the wor™
Over 0,000 barrels per day.

i SCRIBNER'S

WAGAZINE
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An Authority

on Decoration

1] O a property-owner who expects to spend this
i} spring trom $40 to $1,000 on a piece of home
| decorating, exterior or interior, our “Dutch
Boy Paint Adviser No. C,” though free, is
worth at least an expert adviser’s fee—say
five per cent. of the expected expenditure.
QWe have one reserved, free, for every
property-owner who wants practical, authori-
tative directions and suggestions on the selec-
tions of harmonious colors, shrubbery
arrangement for outside, drapery and rugs for
interior, and the proper mixing and use of
white lead and linseed oil for painting various
surfaces.

¢ No property owner can afford to permit the
use of anything but the best in building or
decorating his home. Arguments for inferior
substitutes sometimes seem plausible, but in
practice the genuine—the standard—thing is the cheapest in
the end. Paint made of white lead and pure linseed oil
remains the reliable paint. Ask your painter if this isn't so.
 Old patrons as well as new are requested to note that our
white lead is now packed in steel kegs, dark gun-metal finish,
instead of oak kegs as heretofore. The Dutch Boy Painter
trade mark is on the side of these new kegs, as of the old,
and is your guaranty that you are getting our pure white lead.

‘The Dutch Boy Paint Adviser No, C is free to anyone
contemplating painting or decorating of any kind. Address

NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY

An office in each of the following cities :

New York Boston Buffalo  Cincinnati  Cleveland  Chicago  St. Louis
(John T. Lewis & Bros, Co., Philadelphia)
(National Lead and Oil Company, Pitisburgh)

* In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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" The Roof—The Chimney=The

 Pompeiian Bronze Screens—
All Permanent Investments About the Hom‘;e

% N

Can you class any other Screening this way?

If you want a screening that cannot rust—that retains its color— ||
that is not affected by the salty mists of the seashore, in fact a screen that
is element-proof —that permits you to forget your screens from the time
you take them off in the fall untl you put them on again in the spring,

BUY POMPEIIAN BRONZE SCREEN CLOTH

Specify it to your architect. Insist upon your dealer supplying you and then
bear the name in your mind when you call upon your house-owning friends
—“POMPEIIAN BRONZE"—and tell them of its wonderful qualites, |
yet reasonable price.

All sizes of mesh, all ‘weights.” Most Hardware- Dealers have it. If yours
hasn't, don’t take any other. Write our’ nearest branch. We'll supply you
direct and guarantee a satisfactory purchase.

CLINTON WIRE CLOTH COMPANY - Factory, CLINTON, MASS.

BOSTON NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
s s —_— B=T
e |
e e - i For Book-Lovers—OId and New
st = ol = | who prefer a Bookease with doors that slide from side to side, instead of

from front to back—or a combination of sections that are not ellalike, in
size and style—that will harmonize perfectly with the furnishings of any
rooms, will find this new Slobe™Wernicke Mission style to meet their ideas fully.

C Slobe™Werpicke Elastic Bookcases

are built in sections or units that interlock. You can purchase one unit for the
books you now have and add additional units built into any desired height or
width, as your books inerease.
Look for the Slobs Wernicke trade-mark. It is your guarantee of guality — your
pratection against inferiority—your assurance of being able to obtain duplicates—at
2 uniform prices, freight prepaid—everywhere—at any future time, Write
— today for illustrated book of Home Library Designs-and lists of the 5, 10, 25, 50
Ly and 100 “"World’s Best Books,” Simply address Department R,

W The Slobe Mernicke Co., Cincinnati, U. S. A
=)

FOR COMFORT AND ECONOMY IN HOUSE HEATING, [NVEST[C.A.TE

&9 THATCHER

THE HIGHEST TEMPERATURE AT LEAST EXPENDITURE
({That's what you're looking for, isn’t it 7}

“PROGRESS*” BOILER

It is selected by shrewd and conservative builders of high grade "E‘id'.".cuﬁ
cause of its uniform efficiency and perpetual economy. It's the way it's bu

Send for Catalog for comparison

THATCHER FURNACE COMPANY
Est'd xHgn

110-116 Beekman Street, New York 154 Lake Street, Chicaio
- = » 3 - - _..___..__.—'-——_-_._'_-._
In answering adverlisements ploase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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about

lhi“kmghtﬁiglw

A piano is maker and materials. The maker who thinks right will use best
materials and most skill—that's an listey.

A tone-trained ear is worth a fortune to a think-right piano-maker. Estey
makers have men manv vears tone-trained.

We make a good piano and guarantee it with a good name, and we don’t charge
for the name.,  All you need to pay for is the piano. Think of that.

THE «POCKET ESTEY ** IS A BOOKLET ol eleven small pages. You
can read it in five minutes. It is a guide to right thinking about pianos generally
and you should not buy a piano until you have

read it. Sent free on request. Address Dept, (5"

Estey Piano Company
New York City

Sixty years of honor in musical instrument making.

-i<1' rich

Orlenlal Rug Qualllv

Ferty, O

Pe
MY (JRIII\IAL I{l(x‘s \RI '\rl\‘ﬂlRllr(.

Assortmer
their Ix
L. B. LAWTON, Major U, 5 Avrmy, Retired
200 Cayuga St z : z H i 3 seneen Falls, N, V.
For the Outside Walls of Plaster, Concrete or Cement Honses

Dexter Brothers
Petrifax Cement Coatmg'

preserves the texture, prevents any dampn

il produces o uniformity of color,. Petr

factared from ||||Inlll|hI~I ground s fine as

will allow. This bise rricel into the pore

plaster or cement by itile liguid, which re Bva
leaving a hard surface which will not crack, chip or peel o

Write for catalogue and samples
DEXTER BROTHERS COMPANY, 105 Broad Street, Boston
Hanu{dtturrra of ENGLI.‘)H leV[th STAINS

o
Fartland, Ore ombs, Halilax, 5. 5

— s e

In mr_i".c'{‘;"-in'g-m." ertisements P."ur\c’ mention SCRIBENER'S MAG. I/}' NE
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Leather Furniture
A Lastmg Luxury

i|1-~u| ity of * Reliance’
Leather Furniture lie alone
in iI~' IXUTIOUS e and
vestiul comfort. It s well

in its permanency of ¢
3 anc correct ||“‘ ar
ance’” Leather
Furniture 15 generation
furniture. No other {ur-
- ? niture lasts so long. A

— » Reliance ' chair or sofa
No TIS is at its best when other
ibroary Rocker furniture is worn out
When you buy * Leather Furniture
ou secure the uzwest in furniture quality.  Yet it
costs no more than furniture of L'--]nmunial;u ]
character,

“Reliance™

Leather Furniture

The best modern ideas and repro-
ductions after Colonial, German and
Cld English masterpie
resented in

* keliance ™

€5 are rep-
Ieliance ' styles

Our Leather
Is Guaranteed
“ Rehance ™ Leather is
ine, nataral grain leath-
LrUATANTEE d |l_L' os nat Lo
crack, =[-N| or fade We
use no *“splt’ or
buffed leather.

Made in alarge v
styles [or library,

deep

A No. V18
Libirary Choir 3

'-1_\'nr
-room, den, office l'I[II]1|_|]_I‘J_\'.
Sold by high-class furniture dealers everywhere,
Send for FREE Booklet
Our new bookler* 57
signs in leath

pieces With

shows

1wy beautiful de-
and individual

send you the
name of the dealer y --||| y }'--uu with
o Reliance ™ produetions Writ day

JAMESTOWN LOUNGE COMPANY
damestown, New York
Specialists in the Mosulacture of Comforiable Leather Furnilure

re1n sunte

'.-III l‘-l.ll

~In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

HOUSE FURNISHINGS

Window-glass lamy.
chimneys are cheap,
as paper-soled shoes
are cheap—cheap to
buy, but dear to use,

My name, Macbeth,
on a lamp-chimney
means it is made of
tough glass, clear as

and that it

. crystal

won't br‘eak from heat.
Best grocers and lamp stores sell

Macbeth Chimneys.

insures

My lamp-chimney book

right chimney for

Address

your getting the

any lamp. It is free.

M ACBETH, Pittsburgh.

‘Remoh Gems

AN \umm///

like a dismond—wears like a diamood
ands filing like
1—has ne

Remoh Jewelry Co., 481 N. nn..nu, Sk, Touks

PORTABLE VACUUM CLEANER

a “BEST BY EVERY TEST"
The THURMAN PORTABLE ELECTRIC
Uleans everything in the home,

YOU NEZED IT NOW

"o Maide of all kinds of

"y

renlavs

- Write _,-fu' Pt
GENERAL COMPRESSED AIR & VACUUM MACH'Y CO.
Dept. 116, 519 No. Tayler Ave., St. Louis, U._S‘_A- e

LATHES

For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
Experimental and Repale Worky wle.

Lathe Calalogue Free.

iy W W F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

- : 2% Ruby St., Rockford, .

A LASTING
ALK FOR FREE BOOKLET ABOUT MISS CUE

SENSATION
WILLIAM A. SPINKS & COMPANY, 358 W. Erie Street, CHICAGD

Marerfict W5 br' Raitdard Chalk, wed
v e o e .h‘m an Jm(nm_______

"MAGAZINE
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Direct From Our Factory
To Your Home

The Vose is the ideal home
piano. Over 65,000 can now be
found in music loving homes. We
deliver, when requested, direct
from the factory free of charge
and guarantee perfect satisfaction.
Liberal allowance for old pianos
and time payments accepted.

The tone, touch and magnificent
wearing qualities of the

Vose Pianos

are only explained by the exclusive
patented features, the high grade
material and superb workmanship
that enter into their construction.

FREE—If you are interested in pianos,
let us send wyou our beautiful illustrated
catalogue, that gives full information.

VOSe & SONS PIANO CO.
Boylston Street Boston, Mass.

"LEAVENS MADE"
FURNITURE

€ Makes its strongest appeal
to people of taste and refine-
ment. A large business of sup-
plying the purchaser direct has
been built upon the simple, ar-
tistic lines of our designs, solid
construction, and a variety of
custom finishes, meeting every
possible requirement of dis-
criminating people.

q A large assortment of Furniture
in the natural wood or stained to
suit the individual taste. Your
choice of any of several finishes to
harmonize with the color scheme of
your rooms.

€ Send for full set of illustrations, mailed
upon request,

WM. LEAVENS & CO.

Manufacturers

32 CANAL STREET, BOSTON, MASS,

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Select two

Summar Tour

EUH[IPE "Tou
l‘.‘,

Aly. Apply now,
TEMPLE 'IIJURS ﬂ BBeal:a SI Boston, Mass.

1895-THE BOYD TOURS-1910

For diseriminating travelers.
30 Clarendon Pl, Bloomfield, N. J.

DUNNING H.50

GCRADE
T0 EURDPE AND THE ORIENT TouRrs
'|||I?|I May, 'III A
EUROPE AND ORIENT

29th Season—Limited Parties
Exceplinnal Advantages

DR, and MRS. HOWARD $. PAINE
148 Ridge Street, Glens Falls N. Y.

The COLLVERTOURS

Sarling Feb

se%°

TRANS - Riso
sisenra Mar, 22 ,soum,
and JAPAN oR January 22

independent Meditarransan Party Arrange-
manis, February 2

Write for hooklet that interests you
423 Boylston Street - Boston

SOUTH SEAS &
NEW ZEALAND

For vest, terreation and pleasure nothing

1 tour Lo E5e TTopin

isles
~ther
akea
Sai Inn,- [lec

Wellington rnunli
South Sea Islands in

and Hawaii, three
]Hnnnlnl]u and hal:h

DOEANIC STEAMSHIP CoO.

673 Market Sireet, San Francisen

Creece— Dalmatis |ll|l’
th D, 1. . Willard
it Athena il

woour Announceme
versity Travel, & Trisuy T

EGYP THE HOLY LAND

TURKEY AND GREECE
‘l‘abel’s Tours. 339 h“ll .I.ue.,

Visic Gr

Small seleet nnd limited pariis '
{0

New York

COOK’S CRUISES
AND TOURS

HOLY LAND, JAPAN, SOUTH
AMERICA, WEST INDIES

Independent

verywhere,
1 at any time,
Ehechs are Goad All Over the Warld,
C oo K & SON
e Pholadelyphia,

Cook's Traveler's

THOS.
Vol

ially

1 .|..
| SrvenlyTullumEurope O pointed
Oborammargas Passion Plny.

* University Tours |

" n
Gulrelu ﬂi\!.lnlv |

$375

UNIVERSITY PRINTS

Twi thousand half-tone repro.
ductions of the World's Master.
pieces of Art. One cent each
or 80 cents per hundred. Send
two-cent stamp for catalogue.

Bureau of Univ. Travel, 4 Trinity PL., Boston,
Oberammergau Special. $250
British Isles Tour, $2

250
Berlin, Athens, Rome, London. SQOO
Egypt and Palestine. 560

S. H. LONGLEY, 314 Main SI,,Wnr:EsIer,Nl:s.

12 TOURS TO EUROPE

Leave in April, May, June, July, and August
All parts of Europe, including Oberammergay

I]e Putter TOUI’S ) NEwYoRd

year NEW YORK

EUROPE

A series of high class Tours under
escort, visiting the cities and re-

sorts of Great Britain and the Con-
tinent, including the famous

PASSION PLAY

Mu diterransan o

GEORGE E. MARSTERS
Tickets and Tours

248 Washington Streel 31 West 30th Sireel
BOSTOM NEW YORK

By Prinz Steamers of the
Atlas Service, modern in
every way; tare one way,

Steamers sailing weekly
New York. Othear
trips of longer duration.

from
o Fom
i i

Write us for hooklet

HAMBURG - AMERICAN LINE

NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA BOSTON
CHICAGD SAN FRANCISCO
68 i aunswering adv

$45; round trip, $85.50. |

[he K«
Lrracing
stretching f
i 1

tie Winter Region, em

AGW

At!aniu: Gulf & West Indies

Steamship Lines

Let Us Plan Your Trip

= Lew trips for your
rail and water

Hiv-
LIEraries, i|'--||.-1|||;:

and berths, what

. length of teips, folder and

of the

.’\( WI News. Address

CITY TICKET OFFICE
ACWI Lines, 290 Broadway, Mew York

WHITE STAR LINE

Luxurlous Winter Trips To

ITALY and EGYPT

By the Mammoth Steamers

ELTIC FEBRUARY 2
20,904 ToNS MARCH 16

EDRIC FEBRUARY 16
21,035 TONS (To ITALY)
Largest in the Trade

5.8 CANOF Feh, 12 Mar. 24

55 ROMANIC Feh 26 April 2
5.5 CRETIC Mar 12 Apnl 18

OFFICES, 9 Broadway, New York

semegl mention

-};Jr',’ e
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THE PASSION PLAY

EUROPE - i 290

The Temple Towrs, ll 'l' Ih acon St., Miss.

EUROPE |p(£udmn OBI R;

20h Season Al Partivs
DH., and MHRE=.
148 Ridge Streed,

Boston,

IERGAU
Faceptional Advantages
HOWARD = PAINE,
Glens Falls,

Sailing A o July, Augrust

L w. 119 Cos

N. X,

HIGH
GRADE
TOURS

DUNNING |\ O, u] Iluu-.- Ilm.lun Masss

PINE FOREST INN

Opened D

\'\Inler Resort, Summpnillr 5.C
: Hotel. S P

ite with Bath, Eley
Haces; Pure Wate
and perfect

t l\u
s, Steam Hedt and Open

own Artesian Well one thousand
ditie Fine Golf Li recenily

T1L Our

enfarged, Saddle and Harness Ho I'ine Hunting, Boulevard for
Automohbiles to Charleston about 1h|r1\ miles |
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HOTEL SOMERSET

COMMONWEALTH AVENUE
AND CHARLESGATE EAST
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

THOROUGHLY FIREFROOF. EUROPEAN PLAN

THE IDEAL HOTEL FoR FAMILIES AND TOUR-
ISTS. ONLY TEN MINUTES FROM RAILROAD STA-
TIONS AND ALL STORES AND THEATRES. ROOMS
EN-SUITE OR SINGLE. COMPLETE EQUIFMENT FOR
BANQUETS, BALLS AND PARTIES OF ALL KINDS.

HOTEL SOMERSET COMPANY
PROPRIETORS

FRANK €. HALL, ManNAGER

In u.u.\'zg'criﬂ_q_ aduvertisenents please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE &g
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12 TOURS to EUROPE ;7 b

ugust,
All parts of Europe, im.'ludins: Oberammurzau.

DE POTTER TOURS (31:) #2 Byaadw

Ty
{yeur NEW \ill:ls

ALI‘HOUSL“’S Select Foreign Tours
SUROPE with OBERAMMERGA U, SPAIN and the FRENCH

NORW \\—\\]Ill\ t y |\ and
= clt e features of A "

1 Trave
FPhil: ld1~|pl|lu

ILLUSTRA TED WINTER EDITION

LLONG BEACH SANITARIUM

ATTLE METHOTI=)
Booklet now rrudy for :nallmg Write for it to-day

Largest, finest, and best equipped sanilarium west of Batle Creek
Finest winter climate in the wotld

| W. Ray Simpson, Manager Long Beach, California

EXCELSIOR
SPRINGS,
MISSOURI

A. BLATR
1 Eastern Agent
G381 Broadway, New York City

Gene

Just Published

TERRY’'S MEXICO

Immensely useful to the traveler who wishes to
see all there is worth seeingin Mexico in the most
expeditious, satisfactory, and economical way.
Modelled alter the celebrated Baedeker Guide
Books.

824 pages. 26 maps and plans.

Every city. town, hotel, railroad, historic feature,
popular tour, is fully desc ribed, A brief history of
the country is given. Money, Passport, Custom-
house, ete., [ully discussed. This Guide fo
Mexicois complete. Price $2.50 net, postpaid.

Circular on request from
SONORA NEWS COMPANY
Calle de las Estaciones 12, Mexico City, Mexico, or
HOUGCHTON MIFFLIN CO., 4 PARK ST., BOSTON




Winter Tnip?

e 7™
-

And read about the grand tour to and through California--
Up or down that entrancing sweep of Pacific shore--Capped
by a pleasurable jaunt over the “Wonder Way'' through the
majestic Cascades, Olympics, and Rockies--On one of the five
superb daily electric-lighted, steam-heated, transcontinental
trains of the

Northern Pacific Ry

"The Scenic Highway through the Land of Fortune”

. You can roll along the North Bank of the mighty Columbia River, or delve
through the snow-capped mountains. €[ You can visit such interesting
and enterprising cities as Portland, Tacoma, Seattle, Spokane and many
others. 4lYou can see such marvelously produc-
tive country as Washington, Oregon, Idaho, Mon-
tana, North Dakota and Minnesota. €[ You can
start from or arrive at Chicago or St. Louis in the
same Northern Pacific train that carries you through
these sights and scenes that rival the world.
{ Will you not “clip the slip” and send it today?
<« The delights of the trip will be spread before you
= by return mail. Address

A. M. CLELAND, General Passenger Agenl
ST. PAUL, MINN.

NORTH COAST LIMITED —"CRACK TRAIN OF THE NORTHWEST''— EXCLUSIVELY FIR
YELLOWSTONE NATIONAL PARK SEASON. 1910 JUNE 15 TO SEPTEMBER |

ements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS 6l

still bas the
70N ANCEC O ?

old. .5/'aa7)z.9/ da ays | ?

é‘z%lz/ornza y
zmzz‘eg i‘g i
i

75 2he on z‘z'am betvoos

(hrea m/jm//;m@/fgfm !

Vi .:m)} live,excluspiely
70 r}{z:sz‘ class Lrare

AU 0/»497:5 also carry fourrst .s/c’epers ¥

and second-class pcz_sseryc 7S ,-'

%SZZ( é,)"ﬂf)g( or /%'zzova tk

De luge booUeis on mques!
Address W.J. B

Pass Traffic Mg, A TE, S F R_y Sﬁslem
1054 leway E“dchange.c ICago

i In answering advertisements :b_f'a.u,\-s mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS

AN OCEAN VOYAGE IN HOME WATERS

$35.00 One Way  $60.00 Round Trip  $63.00 One Way by Rail

LUXURIOUSLY APPOINTED STEAMSHIPS. DELIGHTFUL TRIP THE YEAR ROUND,
INTERESTING LITERATURE YOURS FOR THE ASKING
L. H. NUTTING, General Passenger Agent 366-1158-1 Broadway, New York

-

CHALFONTE

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J.

THE LEEDS COMPANY
ALWAYS OPEN ON THE BEACH

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



TRALPHE-RESOTRT N L84
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A Winter Vacatlon in a Summer Land

JAMAICA ond the CARRIBEAN

Weekly service by the supeth PRINZ steamers of the
Hamburg American Line's Atlas Service. Most
modern vessels running to the West Indies with accommo-
dations equal to those on our trans-atlantic steamers.

Rates, $4500 One Way $8550 Round Trip

SPECIAL CRUISES to the West Indies from New York Feb. 22, Mar, 24,
1910. 16 and 28 days $55 and $150 up stopping at all principal points.
Other cruises to all parts of the world. Write for hiterature.

HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE, 41-45 Broadway, New York
Baston - Chicago Philadelphia  5t. Louis San Francisco
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H SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

EVERY EMPTY ENVELOPE COUNTS AS Cast]

To secure for our annual catalogue the largest possible circulation, we make the f£o].

lowing unusual offer: To every one who will state where this advertisement was seen, and
| who encloses Ten Cents (in stamps) we will mail the catalogue described below and also
| send free of charge our “HENDERSON” COLLECTION OF SEEDS, containing
| one packet each of Giant Mixed Sweel Peas; Giant Fancy Pansies, Mixed; Giant Victoria
) Asters, Mixed; Henderson’s Big Beston Lettuce; Freedom Tomato and Henderson's Blood
Turnip Beef in a coupon envelope, which when emptied and returned will be accepted

as a 25-cent cash pavment on any order amounting to $1.00 and upward.,

EVERYTHING FOR THE GARDEN

Is the title of our 1910 eatalogue, It is a boolk of 200 papes with 700 photo engravings direct from
pature, 8 superb colored and duotone plates of vegetables and fowers. Complete and thorough
in every respect, it embodies the results of sixty years practical experience, We believe it is the
best we have ever issued, and the premier horticultural publication of the year.

In additioa, 21l « ring from this advertisement will receive a copy of our Garden Guide
Record, which we con. r one of cur mast valuable publications. A hancbook of condensed
cultural information of which one of our customers, who has had an advance copy, says: *Ji is the
moat complele, concise and comprehensive book of its kind."

35 & 37

PETER HENDERSON & CO. s

VICK’S osi¥ior GUIDE
This i5 the 61st annual
edition of \”;c]\'i I[}ui-lx:'— For ] 9 ] ﬂ

the book you need no matter

how small or how large a garden you have.  Contains
more helpful garden advice than ever. Write for a
JAMES VICK'S SONS, 516 Muw St., Rocester, N, Y.

Horsford's Hérdy Plants

lree copy

The monkey and the parrot refer their differences to a Board of Arbitration,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE



Beauliful! Novel! Valuable!

s The Newest Lilacs

Double and Sing

Extraordmarv Offermg

b o The improvement o the 100a e N the datihle sorl

s aleny --l."l |.||:. I-'. |III\ --I-. ||. | ..::':.I- ' .:.lll
trustworthy iesgriplion i) LHe e

\ FRUIT AND ()I\NI\'\’TI ‘\J],',r\[ I'REES, SHRUES,

e ROSES AND HARDY PLANTS

ELLWANGER & BARRY, Mount Hope Nurseries, Rochester, N. Y.

MEEHAN.S"
GARDEN
BULLETIN

BEST AID TO
SUCCESSFLL
GARDENING

’i'x-nl 10 cents b
wr s

1Hl]'\'|.-‘\"| MEEH‘\N & I‘f'l\ib Inc
Box 62, Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa.

The confidence felt by farmers and garden=
er 1\"1”\\IL.|15|L\
[ IMPoss sible to eds
t‘;»'u score of years . e
have made a sclence
of seed
Erowing.

E Giant Orchid=-Flowered Sweet Peas
i 3
i M cnlor= madsead, T et |||l-r 15 et~ pur g |
/hat you expect ol Searrden Fook * Eree with each opibo |
them. For sale everywhere, i

FERRY'S 1910 SEED ANNUAL HENRY A. DREER

Free on request. = : X
D. M. FERRY & CO., Detroit, Mich. 71k Chestnut Street, Philadelphia

Seeds That Grow! W&

for 1910,—long known as *
Leading American Sec Cataloge '
i . first edition 1s more t our hundre
If you want the Best it is possible to Grow, thounsind copics and vet 111 -.,.”‘--..I]I i e
a book of 178 pages 1o mail unsolicited
such as you can rely upon to produce the except to our regular customers. With

) . 1_.-]&-. ant colored plates and hundreds of
Choicest Vegetables and Most Beautiful illustrations from nature it tells plain
truth and is a Safe Guide 1o success

Flowers, you should try Burpee’s Seeds! iIn the garden. Da you want a copy?

f so, send your address to - day to
W ATLEE BURPEE & CO-, Seed Growers, Phl’fﬂdelphfa, PCI'.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S 3] AGAZINE -



DIRECT from OUR FACTORY
Ql..lllLl'l'\‘r UNEQUALED

th ,.. -.I-_.

tooffice sent on reguesst

AMERICAN WRITINC MACHINE COMPANY
No. 345 BROADWAY, N. Y.

s of putchas Catalop and ad-

|I|1 restin e

P‘."T il

\ .
Foetant

1.»._|LI
IlfII "'.]HII
CAWVASHINGTON

Will your catalog stand
rough handling ?

PRINCESS
COVERS

C.H. DEXTER & SONS, WINDSOR LOCKS, CONN.

. TYPEWR'TERSM'R'ES

(1} I’I{"!- S]

pped w

T oexam ¥
'I\'ll-“ltll]—]ll.ll’illtll..\'l‘ 294 Loke St., € _m{l

‘ JUDSON Freight Forwarding Co.

Reduced Rates on bousebold g

to all western points,

l"{\lr,lil PBuilding, Chi
| id .---.||'1 ].‘--.m

206 I J \...'lllg,',
Anges.

‘-'I(II]IIUI{]JI

PATENTS
Vet || || ™
el
1 \-I i I'\1
Wt ' i
\ll Il’l ] l\ \'\'-. \ lli “"l-}nu,.! m, b G

SPENCER[AN

Steel Pensare
easy writers be-
cause of their
great elasticity;
smooth, even
points; accu-
\ ratc temper-

Made of highest
grade steel with
bthworkmanbhlp N\
Every pen carefully \\
examined. Pens to
suit all hands and for
all purposes.

SPENCERIA\N

Steel Pens
Sample card of 12 different kinds sent
for 6c. postage. Choose the style that
suits, then ask for it by name and number.

SPENCERIAN PEN COMPANY,
349 Broadway, New York.

ention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



EVRITER - [

e ; PREMIERTYP
—1 THE SMITH

fanis

/ // i | \ .
W@movable Change Back Complete S%eice Paragraph

Platen

of Color Spacer  Keyboard

ar ColumnFinder

er l

O over the Smith Premier Typewnter pomt by
point; compare it, feature by feature, with all
other typewnriters and you will find
‘that it has advantages not found in other
typewrters;
and that those features accomplish results by
methods that are simpler, quicker, surer and more direct.
That typewnter best serves which backs up dura-
bility with greater speed, greater accuracy and without
mental and physical strain.  Such a typewniter is the

Premier

MODEL 10- VISIBLE

Write for complete information, or better still, go to a Smith
Premier Branch and have the machine demonstrated to you.

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Inc.
SYRACUSE, NEW YORK

Lt ans

nswerlng advertisoments please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE



OFFICE APPLIANCES AND SUPPLIES

REG. U, B. PAT.OFF.

When you think of writing think of

WHITING

Nearly a half century of successful experience
in the art of paper-making is a guarantee of
the excellence of the Whiting Papers. The
reputation of their papers is world-wide, and
three great modern mills are kept busy
producing them.

They are made in textures and surfaces to
suit every taste, and are sold by all first-class
stationers in every good-sized city or town in
the United States.

FOR FINE CORRESPONDENCE
OR FOR

GENERAL BUSINESS USES

WHITING

P ARERS
ARE STANDARD

WHITING PAPER COMPANY

New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, Boston

The Latest

Rotary
Neostyle

Has Automatic Inking Device

Cleanly and
Time Saving

It is easy, quick and cleanly to ink.
Saves because it puts the ink only
where needed and distributes it evenly.

Time and ink saved by this device will
soon pay for one of the new machines

[’ you want to know how the
Neostyle brings new business?

I'o yvou want to know how it helps
care for the business you already have?

Do yon want to know how the
Neostyle saves printers’ delays and
prianters’ charges?

Then drop a line to

Neostyle Co.

30 Reade St., New York
109 Franklin St., Boston
219 Randolph St., Chicago

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE




OFFICE APPLIANCES AND SUPPLIES

Crane’s Linen Lawn is looked upon by people who know
as perhaps THE BEST WRITING PAPER that has
been made. It is a perfectly white paper, bearing the
delicate imprint of the linen fabric which gives it its
finish, made from such carefully selected rag stock, by
such carefully watched processes, that the resulting paper
is absolutely white and perfectly uniform in color. Hold

a sheet of

raneds
7renXawn

to the light and you will note that beautiful, uniform
texture which is the mark of a good writing paper. Try
it with your pen, and you will find that it receives the
writing so easily that letter-writing becomes a delight.

It is made in many shades hesides .any difficulty in buying it where

] p white. Two of these—Aeroplane and you are and would lke to see samples,

a # & Vintage—are new thisWinter. All first we will send them free on receipt of re-

s class dealersin stationerycarry Crane's quest for them and the name of the
*&\:E_u Linen Lawn or can get it, If you have dealer with whom you usually trade aya=es
TRADE MAREK THATE MAREK
P - ¥

EATON, CRANE & PIKE COMPANY
) / A Xl 4 i pe
PITTSFIELD, MASS. NEW YORK

In gnswering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



NCREENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THEODORE ROOSEVELT’S OWN
ACCOUNT OF HIS AFRICAN TRIP
—begun in the October Issue—will run
for a year.

Thousands and thousands of subscrip-
tion orders will be placed (many have
already been ordered), and a grear
part of this increased business twill
come through subscription agents.

You can become a subscription
agent if you wish, and you can cer-
tainly make money this month and
next month and for a year to come,
if you will go among your acquaint-
ances and solicit subscriptions for
Scribner’s Magazine.

The publishers offer very liberal
cash commissions, and also many cash
prizes. Supplies of warious sorts are
furnished free, including sample
copies.

For full particulars address Desk “S,”
Scribner’s Magazine, 153-157 Fifth
Avenue, New York City.

please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



QFFICE APPLIANCES AND SUPPLIES 71

More Work, Better Work, and Easier

In a commercial sense, the employer is interested in the quantity and quality of the
output of his typists. It is evident, too, that it is to the best interest of the operator that

each day shall show a satisfactory amount of work well done,

Therefore, both employer and operator find in
a sure means to a desired end. This exclusive fea-

ture of the Monarch Typewriter results in more
work because the Monarch is so much easier to
operate than other typewriters—less physical energy
is required. The work is uniformly better because
the operator is not hampered by ‘“ Three O’ Clock
Fatigue,”” and finishes fresh right up to closing time.

Aﬁ!' |"” strated. deseviptive litervature will be che
iEatio fur;.l;u ies dnvited frone both el
fars, L emonstrataons l{?’?’dﬂ,‘.sd fo take place in

The Monarch Typewriter Company

Executive Offices:
Monarch Typewriter Building 300 Broadway, New York
Canadinn Offices: Toronto; Montreal
Branches and dealers throwghont the world.

oxfally fent upon
oyers aned opera-
your gwn affice.

Portable

Will You Accep_t This Typewnter-

Business Book if We
Send it Free? |

Sign and mail the coupon below. Send no money!
Take no risk!

One hundred and twelve of the world’s master business
men have written ten books—az o7 9 PAZES—1.407 vital business
ideas, methods, In them is the best of all that they
t

—Pisre usmz —Salesmnanship
—Advertising
'—Lu||=|_\|m!5 —Cormrespandence

—Selling Plans
—Handling Customers
—{ffice Systems
—Short- cuis and

—.\I\\n-

oo nrme
I(

Methods fur every
line and departmest
ket 1|.1< I et.u pu (5]
naging bu
nri NI’\ roc

Approval

mderful i with

the n
= with «

ive machi
5 |<\\1 14

L hig

YOour seevices—no matter what yor nil the last page tells how
:nulJ M3y get & complete set—bound in handscme half mur , contents in
"t;\:l_n]::: Iess than your daily smoke or shave, almost as little as your daily

. WEtE yon wead the Boak if we rend it free?

Send nomoney,  Stamply tign the coupon,
ITlle System Co., 151-153 Wabash Ave., Chicago—m
” l'*'ﬂ are, in your books, any new ways to increase my bysiness or
rI- I-should like to know them, So send on your 16-puge fren Dhin't pay mor

s.nuln:bouklgn Il read it, B1-2-10 BENN LTI

BENNETT.
Address Agents wanted for a few unfilled territories.
Busingss | E. B. BENNETT TYPEWRITER COMPANY

i3 | | 366 Broadway. New York, U. 5. A.

Name

Position

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




NOT in any MILK TRUST Original and Genuine

HORLICK’S "m0 e

. X . Better than Tea or Coffee.
Rich milk and malted grain extract in powder. A quick lunch. Keep it on yoursideboard at home.

Others are lmitaﬁons—ﬂ_ _sk for "Or’ick’S—Evewwb_ef_.

| qu_\l E FOOD ADVERTISERS allow themselves to be led
En u cATU R cR A c K E Rs " into thinking that if one reads a magasine much above the
| trashiest, one is either a millionajre or a cynic and not to be in
A trial box of samples mailed for two TWO-CENT stampe.
JOHNSON EDUCATOR FOOD CO., 220 Tremont Si., Boston, Mass. permanent advertising successes would never have been built up

EPICURES AND PHYSICIANS

alike draw a distinct line between the ordinary market variety and

ATWOOD GRAPE FRUIT

fluenced by advertising, If this were so the greatest and most

Epicures, because thcy have learned that ATWOOD Grape Fruit morning
ATWOOD Grape Fruit is invarably thin- and evening to correct the most
skinned, solid and juice-laden, with a flavor R obdurate acid system.

and appetizing influence never to be had in

the ordinary. Only in one place in the world has grape
Physicians, because they have found that only fruit culture been developed to its highest
ATWOOD Grape Fruit can be depended state and that is in the ATWOOD Grove,
upon to impart to an effective degree the at Manavista, Florida, where 250 acres
grape fruit properties so benehcial to persons are devoted to its scientific cultivation, at an
of acid natures, especially sufferers from initial expenditure of over a quarter million
rheumatism and gout. dollars,

According to the Bureau of ghemigt‘ry of the Department of Agriculture, citric acid, as found in grape fnllit.
combines with certain bases and the resulting combinations in turn are transformed info
carbonates, thus readering an unduly acid urine alkaline.”’

NO OTHER FRUIT IS THE EQUAL OF GRAPE FRUIl
NO OTHER GRAPE FRUIT IS THE EQUAL OF THE ATWOOD

All genuine ATWOOD grape fruit is wrapped in the ATWOOD trade
mark wrapper. Standard box of 54 or 64 or 80, according to size, six dollars.

We do not fill retail orders. Buy it by the Box—it keeps for weeks and grows better.

THE ATWOOD GRAPE FRUIT COMPANY
Kimball C. Aiwood, Pres. 290 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

= 1;.;-uas.\'_a'f‘.i'fnlﬁf:*jﬂ.sc'm:'h please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Foold PRODECTS

White Rock

““The World’s Best Table Water’’

A Cure

for “Nerves”

BoMmnia or ne ll[d:’-!ll"-nld

If you are troubled with nervousness, i

Evans

Ale

before retiring to rest. In the morning you will
awake refreshed and rejuvenated. Before long
your insomnia and nervousness will vanish like the
genii when confronted with the talismanic word.

Fotrar v ut

- . It is Nature's “rest cure” for Brain and Body
and a Delicious Beverage as well

" Cub, gettle Sprig!  Ethereal bildess, cub.”

In “Splits™ as well as ¢ Inr size hotiles,
Haotol ( i Kestnuriant 1 L
. Ho EVANS & SONS
Estahlished 1786 HUDSON, N, Y.

Is a combination of the

® active principles of cod liver

oil and peptonate of iron,

the two most famous tonics,

made without oil, and very

palatable—that is why it is

BY FAR THE BEST STRENGTHENING TONIC

for feeble old people, delicate children, convalescents, and all.
run-down persons. Also to counteract chronic coughs, colds and bronchitis.

Siorersatrweise  SAMPLE FREE  Shesterkent s co.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



74 FOooD PRODUCTS

ETTER than honey on hot biscuit-
delicious on buckwheat cakes. The
best and purest syrup in the world for
all uses agrees with everybody.

Karo

CORN SYRUP
Eat it on Use it for
Griddle Cakes Ginger-Bread
Hot Biscuit Cookies
Waliiles Candy

*Send your name on a post

card for Karo Cook Book—
Fifty pages including thirty
perfect recipes for home
candy-making.

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO.
P. (0. Box 161, Dept. S. New York

Try It On

and obtain that piquancy so
SALADS often lacking in Salad Dressings. Use

LEA & PERRINS

SAUCE

THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE

Soups, Fish, Steaks, Chops, Roasts, and many other dishes are improved by its use.
For four generations it has stood unrivaled as a SeASOnIng.

Shun Substitutes. Joun Duncan’s Sons, Agents, New York.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE -



FOOD PRODIUICTS

VEN Sister Bess can
make good desserts—

icustards, creams, pud-
dings—if she goes by the
book and uses

KingsfordsCornStarch ).

4 Successful housewives from nearly every
State in the Union tell us how they use
Kingsford's to improve their cooking.

( You'll find the recipes in our re-
markable little Cook book S —*“What

a Cook Ought to Know about Corn
Starch "’ with 168 of the best recipes

vou ever tried.

¢ Mail a post card today.

€ We'll send the book free.

T. KINGSFORD & SON

Oswego. N. Y.
NATIONAL STARCH CO., Successors

NE store everywhere—usually the
leading drug store-—is the agency
for Whitman's famous Chocolates
and Confections,

Every package marked * Whitman's”

comes direct from Whitman headquarters

and is never handled by jobbers or
middlemen.
If your choice is chocolates having hard

and nut centers ask for 9

" AFussY PACKAGE
_FOR FAsTIDIOUS FoLksS

A real innovation ; it contains no cream center chocolates,
- Contains only
Chocolate-Covered Nougat, Molasses Chips, Al-
monds, Walnuts, Marshmall , Coc ttes,
Pecans, M Blocks, N i Cream
Nuts, Caramels and Blossoms of Solid Chocolate
Sold by all Whitman agents; guaranteed fresh, pure and
perfect.  Hall, one, two, three and five pound boxes. One
dollar a pound everywhere.  Sent postpaid on receipt of price
if no Whitman agent is convenient,
Write for booklet *‘Suggestions. '’

am Green, Box™ | STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Ic. (Esiablis/icd 5¢2), PRILADELPHIA, U, §. A,
Eraid." (Makers of Whitman’s Instant Chocolate)
——
T

In answering ad E"f‘.i‘i':'a‘b’!h'L'!!FJ'%‘:I.&':.‘ menidion SCRI BNER'S MAGAZINE



Stealing apples in 1930.

_:...:T \_k_'_\l?-._._

A highway robbery of the future.



SCRIEN ER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER T

Safeguard Your Life Insurance

through the

New Monthly Income Policy

eatedly called the attention
s the importance of life
liisa

n the past the widowl
the prey of sharks, w
widow had red

no llnft‘l ainties of

Leslie's Weekly, New York

The Prudential

Insurance Co. of America

Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey

JOHN F. DRYDEN, President

Home Office: Newark, N. J.

Dept. 10

Send this
€oupon for ful]
Particulars and cost
Income for Beneficiary

Month

a
II||1|I||3Ir||_| at Dgath
Name. .
Addreks.. I S Y
Occupation. .

My Age is. ... ... Beneficiary's Age ..
iate Henefit and Continuous Monthly Inceme Policy

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



ANYTHING that
can be sold can be

advertised. Our busi-
ness is to sell you
Newspaper, Maga-
zine, Agricultural,
Street Car, Billboard
and Painted Wall
Space, when its use
means increased sales-
efficiency or sales-

economy.

How to Judge an Advertisement before you use it
is the title of a valuable booklet. Sent free on request.

Mahin Advertising Company

825-875 American Trust Building, Chicago, U. S. A.

please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Bullet
that Strikes

A BLOW OF
2038 POUNDS

when shot from the .401 CALIBER

WINCHESTER

SELF-LOADING RIFLE, MODEL 1910

This new Winchester shoots a heavier bullet
and hits a harder blow than any other recoil
operated rifle made. It is even more power-
ful than the .30 U. S. Army, of big-game
hunting fame. The loading and firing of
this rifle is controlled by the trigger finger. It

HITS LIKE THE HAMMER OF THOR.

Send for illustrated circular fully describing
this new rifle which has strength and power plus,

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., NEW HAVEN, CONN..U.S. A. w

In answering advertisements Pr’r;r.\'r‘ mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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BRUSHES

Made of the best Bristles and

dacks, by

. In a cle
. tory, the largest in the world.

Outlast several ordi-

Z\

. - are Sup- d
OUR FREE pleed, 3.\: .
BRUSH BOOK

ehooie, hom

how fa
fean and fi

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

NT

glkilled brogh-makers,
m i sanitary fac- P]_lrest, hest and
most economi-

cal for you.
naly broshes, but .
cc:srlllm 1|unre ! PO l 18 h €8 t he

Hundreds of s
aiin i § 1 teeth and keeps
ziony.5one | them white.
lvery,
= .l Tones up the
o i gums and keeps

g o s B them healthy.
write us and
we will sez

Mol Buy a tube to-

roperty care ) 25¢ everywhere

THE AMATEUR SPORTSMAN
THE MORE GAME MAGAZINE

=d by Hon. Dwight W. Huntington, author of " Owr Feathered Game,” " Unr

"ete. The leader of the new movement for mere game and fewer game laws

Game bi have decreased alarmingly in the United States.  Mr. Huntington
shiows how North America may rapidly be made a g t game '|:r- ldmnw country

apy dl newsdenlers, F1.00 per vear. Free'sample copy sent to anyone giving

! man friend.

stthscribers wh
r=0of the picture he

wr List of attravtive offer

itional will receive a handsome repro-
A copy of this sent to any address for 25¢
=ent fr n application

THE AM!\TEUH SPORTSMAN CO., 331 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.

“HARD LUCK”

A Scries of Sportsmen’s Pictures by
FRANK = 'I( K AND EDW. V. BREWER
haoting.  Exactly suited for the walls of your aflice, den

@ sctions of the original paintings i oil, on heavy plate
«bbled and re |\|v lor & m.m,; size I i x 2004 inches. Price, $1.00 each ; set of four $3.50.

A SpECIal $1 .00 Offer—Tomtroduce this series we will give for $1.00 the

swn here and a 3 months” subseription 1o

picture o
FIELD AND STREAM
LAmerien’s eatine for Sportsmen |
Send ws 31, oo and 1J\< picture will be mailed postpaid, and the subscription commenced with

current issud ; and we will also wend a beautiful folder with description and miniature reproductions of the
four smi ures comprising the series, and inlormation how you can get the other three at A REDUC
PRIC r]-'* first edition of these pictures was limited to a small number, and as they are gaing very fast,
we W -u|J sugdest your placing your order at once, as we cannot guarantee haw long they will last. Cut
out this Ad, write your name and address plainly on the white margin and send it today to

FIELD AND STREAM PUB. CO., 32 East 21st Street, New York

I'n awswering a

dvertisements f}h’:r.'\c_ mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Announcement

vww IVER JOHNSON

Safety Automatic Revolver

HE famous

home defender
whose sifety feature
1s an nbunild, f‘r’_)fg"l\"i'.-f/ =
part of its mechanism, has
been broucht to the hivhest
perfection '}'t‘l achieved 1n a
revolver,

In this lacest molel of 1he _].|||!;..r_-', revol e tension 115= Lt 10t 0
fumous “*Hammer the Hammer"' tained equally throughout foe 1 It ; z
revolver, improvements huve  point of the coill There 10w the sue sufe Sgme o o
been made which add immeasur- one Fn-i|l th weaken under us and ERTRIES | e
ably to smoothness of action, and fnally b I'l‘l- dowin—und e “Hummer
certainty of fire, and durability vou  defen WL oA et Hammer ™" |
of mwechanism in a small arm. wliern possi epends up fromm aeculent w |

Every sprmg in the New Iver ation, dtive, trust g too remen i thin
Johnson Revolver is made of hin- worthy and praévically good for liow o use, too posh a shide
est piano wire, drawn tempered, the life of the revidver itself. pressa button wlien von want to
replicing the old flat springs. Fhe Tver Johnson is the fira shoor—say in an emergency h
Coil springs are insisted upen by and only revalver equipped with 15 alzvare readv o shoot, it
the United States Government in this type of spring at every pos stantly, aceurate anid hard.
its ritles wherever possible. Note aible point: Tr is 1-n-il:.\ elv the I'he aven mid liin
these coil springs m the “‘ghost highest tvpe of simall arm ever g qualits i
picture™” above. made.  And while fitted to work of the Tver

The flat, or “‘kick™" spring of an smooth as velvet, the action of passed becanse the barrel (droyg
old type revolvers is alwavs at the Iver Johnson s simple, strong forged from the finest steel made
greatest tension at one point, and and dependable for a lifetime. for the purpose 1 is rifled as aceu
after long use futipue attacks the The sifety action of the Tyer ritelv as m revolvers that cost
metal at that 1t and the spring Jahnson Revalver s as impossible several times as much |
weakens or breaks down. to IMPEOVE upon as it s impnssi- Bullet flies fastand true, The Tver

In the coil sprines of the Iver ble to imitate and has therefore Johnson is ina class all its awn.
Our Booklet, ** Shots,"" mailed FREE with catalogue, explains the superior
features of our revolvers, inclading the new maodels:

Iver Johnson Saleiy Hammer Rmiuer Iver Johnson Salely Hammeﬂess Ilmlver

ST . I'. 1 v ¥
$5 00 ridy $1 OU
or hardware dealers carey and will elgdly
L therrsalagy featinres

\\h. ourRevolver vouncbtainable loeallv. we shpdieect an n
The Owl's bead un the grip and our vame ob the baree] mark the

lemnn=iral

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 131 River St., Filehburg,= Mass.
New Yors—"% Chambers 5t.  Hampunra, GErsaxy—D"ickhohen 4 Facieic Coast—717 Market =t

: £ ~an Francisco
Lonpox, ExcrAnn—17 Mincing Lane, E, C,

Makers of Iver Johnson Single Barrel Shot Guas and Iver Johnson Truss Bridge Bicvoles

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



A safe investment m  the | |
u/ﬂ stock of an old and very suc ! Latter - Day Problems

cessful New England Manu
facturing Company.  This

By J. Laurence Laughlin

advancement and pays 8 per

POLITICAL ECONOMY AND CHRISTIANITY-—THE HOPE
FOR LABOR UNIONS—TARGE FORTUNES—SNCTALISM A
PHILOSDPAY OF FAILURE THE ABROLITION OF POVERTY
II[\l SETTLEMENTS—THE VALUATION OF RAIL-

\ NTY OF BANK DEPOSITS—COVERNMENT

THE DEPOSITOR AND THE BANK

business is now making great | |
|

cent. regularly, which will be

increased by extras.  This € nm, any has no bonds

or debts and for 25 years has never mi 1 a divi-
dend. Its stockho

from & per

lers have every vear received
cent. to 16 per cent, in reg ru]-ldi\ll'“el:.

and an average of more than 1o per cent. in extras. wio mares the .\.'rla'l:.’-t‘('f H.'e-r:‘ alive and pt‘)'!.iml':r} o
This Company has anational reputation and refers to PRI At 2 Hf{g“{{ {_:!IH_{,’J'EL'JLI 1
1 M. . mmercial.
Dun's and Bradstreet's. For particulars address v ;
A, F. Loosis, P. 0. Box 2808, Boston, Mass CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW YORK
THE

> JRVING <
Natlonal ExchangeBank

A STRICTLY COMMERCIAL BANK
Business growth is the best evidence of business vitality. The figures given below show
i detail the growth of the Irving National Exchange Bank during the past 11 years:

Date Capital Sueplia snd Degosits Proen. | Pepmesd] e
Dec. 31, 1898 $300,000 $53,400 $2,045,400 | $15,655 $6,000 $2,651,700
Nov. 1, 1901 500,000 339,500 4,400,600 17000 | oo 5,566,900
Aug. 10, 1903 | 1,000,000 886,300 5,859,300 | 28,500 21,000 8,241,900
flan. 17, 1907 2,000,000 | 1,000,000 | #20,437,300 45,050 00,‘)-'; 24,889,100
Dec. 31, 1909 | 2,000,000 | 1,538,500 27,216,300 | Charged off Charged off | 31,554,900

FUONSOLIDATIUN oW '| |l. Nat

Fe in . on the dasis of ability
: AN 0 g : cdud arnd P arieet,
RESOURCES OVER THIRTY ONE MILLIONS
OFFICERS
LEWIS E. PIERSON, President BENJ. F. WERNER, Cashier
JAMES E. NICHOLS, Vice-President DAVID H. G. PENNY, Ass't Cashier
ROLLIN P. GRANT, Vice-President HARRY E. WARD, Ass't Cashier

WEST BROADWAY AND CHAMBERS STREET, NEW YORK

I answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

CONTENTS: 81.50 net; posipaid §1.65
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We Own and Offer, Subject to Prior Sale and Advance in Price,

$2,000,000 First Mortgage 6°¢ Gold Bonds

of the

Sacramento Valley Irrigation Company
Guaranteed by the American Water Works and Guarantee Co.

Dated June 1, 1909

Due Serially.

Denominations $100, $500 and $1,000, Interchangeable.

Interest payable June 1st and December 1st at The Trust Company of America,

New York City, Trustee.

rincipal may be registered.

PRINCIPAL FEATURES OF THIS ISSUE.

(1) The property lies in the Sacramento Valley,

California, and has a

remarkably high productive value.
(2) The company owns in fee and controls by option at this time over

100,000 acres of land.

(3) The company possesses an unusual water right, granted by the State

and confirmed by special Act of Congress, giving it more
water from the Sacramento River to irrigate

than enough
250,000 acres.

(4) The bond holders are amply protected by purchase money mortgages
and bonds can be issued only as these purchase money mortgages are

deposited with and assigned to the trustee at a ratio of 1257
of bonds issued.

gages deposited to 1009

of mort-

The success of the same interests in the Twin Falls
Country, ldaho, is well known and a matter of record.

Prompt Payment Guaranteed

The prompt payment of both principal and interest
on the bonds of this issue iz unconditionally guar-
anteed by the American Water Works and Guaran-
tee Company, of Pittsburgh, Pa., capital and surplus
$4,500,000. This company’s net earnings exceed
$600,000 annually.

It guarantees only the securities of properties it
investigates and constructs with its own engineers,
and controls and operates with its own orgamzation.
Since its organization, twenty-eight years ago, there
has never been a single day's delay in the payment of
either principal or interest on any bond it has guaran-
teed, The strength of its guarantee continually
increases as its business extends.  With each new issue
the additional assets acquired by this constructing,
operating and guaranteeing company are always
greater than the contingent liability assumed.

Investigation, Construction and Operation

The most important requisite to a successful irri-
gation enterprise is the constructing and operating
experience which insures intelligent discrimination in
the selection of properties, accurate engineering, care-
ful construction and successful operation, The uni-
form : 55 of the American Water Works and Guar-
antee Company in the selection, construction and
operation of over forty water works properties and
three irrigation projects in different parts of the
United States, amply protects the investor in this
issue of honds.

Send to our Department Y for “ The New
California,” an illustrated descriptive booklet;
a text book entitled “Irrigation”; and for cir-
culars and printed matter describing this issue.

J. S. & W. S. KUHN, Inc.

Investment Bankers,

Bank for Savings Building, PITTSBURGH, PA.

CHICAGO First National Bank Bldg.
NEW YORK, 37 Wall Street.

Guaranteed Irrigation Bonds.
Public Utility Bonds.

PHILADELPHIA, Real Estate Trust Bldg,
BOSTON, John Hancock Bldg.

Guaranteed Water Works Bonds.
Municipal Bonds.

I aH_.\'ic_'t_'J‘a;:H\z_" adver "f_w’ma!.;ai.\'_}ﬁ"mxe mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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7% Million

Within a radius of fifty miles of New York
City an advertiser can concentrate his adver-
tising upon one-twelfth of the population of the
United States.

In this seven and one-half million people
90 of them buy what they want—whether they
need it or not.

They are the biggest and most liberal spend-
ers on earth-——and they all ride in the New
York City Street Cars to the extent of 2,090,143
every 24 hours.

- We havc_ the exclusive control of all adver-
tising space in the

New York City Street Cars

We exclude patent medicines and objection-
able announcements. Study the cards—we have
a standard.

Dealings direct with principals only.

New York City
Car Advertising
Company
225 Fifth Avenue, N. Y.

I'n answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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NEW YORK
REAL ESTATE

IS THE ONE INVESTMENT

CERTAIN TO INCREASE
PRODUCING LARGE INCOME

A BOND secured by it
YIELDING 6 a year,

is an ideal investment.

A SHARE OF STO C K, which
represents its ACTUAL OWNER.
SHIP, yields a regular INCOME, and
obtains its INCREMENT, is a better

mvestment.

Write to-day for Booklet H,
describing our Bonds and Stock.

New York Realty Owners

489 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

F YOU BELONG to a
Church or Association in-

tending to hold a fair or|

bazaar this winter, send at
once for full information con-
cerning liberal cash commis-
sion O%fered on subscriptions
for SCRIBNER’S M AGAZINE.

This way of raising money does
not require expenditure of cap-
ital. It does not even need
space for a booth, and it offers
a method that will surely in-
crease the income of any fair.

Address Circulation Department
SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE, 153-15
Fifth Avenue, New York City

Farm Land
the Basis of
Value

In making investments the first consideration
should always be the character of the security,
f'\'cj'l}' investor to whom income is important

should learn the facts
They form, in our estimation,
earn 6 per cent,

about Irrigation bonds,
the

safest way to

Secured by a Thousand Farms

| farm
worth

ration bonds are secured by first liens on goo
metimes @ thousand farms.  The farms are

15t four times the loan.
fertile, and are not subjeat
gs are generally

u ..'||-1[ to re ] 1y th n
'JI| l: nI ally securet ]!L a first mort

in which the investment is !: n

ion honds are municipal securities, which

a tax lien on the district
‘Carey Aet," where the State

I sue c] in 1 snominations of $100, $z00 and
.‘Fr.o‘)o S0 One may |n\ st either little or much. All sre
serial hong | part [ which are { id annually, so one may
make long-time or short-time investments,

78 Issues Sold
In the past In years w ". 1 i 3 of
Reclamation bonds, all based ta dollar
i los ulu I o |||_\ inv

us the pick of these
) W engineers and
f our Company .« ntly ri=-
5, watching the projects we

i’ ».|| n 1]|| 1i5 experience—a
Please cut out

reminder to se |1.\|'=.. (16)

tlils coupon as a

c%wtfna_’wﬁ/fw%

Firsl Nalional Bank Buildiag, Chicago 111 Broadway, New York

50 Congress St.. Boslon First National Book Bldg., San Francisco

(
|
|
di

end your free book on Irrigation Bond

§
3
.
i
|
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T WILL please others if you listen to what they have to say, but = - |
to please yourself, demand of ;

Half Hose
““ The socks for knocks’’

[ Shawknit socks are the pioneer advertised socks of the
country ; have been on the market for over 32 years;
are the standard socks of the world ; always dependable.
€ Embracing every desirable feature known to scien-
tihe hosiery making. None more durable —are
seamless — none as comfortable. Colors are fast
and harmless. They are knit to fit. Do not drag
over the instep or pull up at the toes.

€I We recommend the styles herewith offered

in three different weights of black cotton
socks with undyed natural cream color
combed Egyptian double soles, to people :
ohjecting to any dyed portion coming in con- . ,» 195W Light weight
tact with their feet, lf you cannot procure * ’ »
them from your dealer order from us direct, e 355W Extra Ilght we]gh(
mentioning size desired, also weight, by style | ‘ Sizes 9 to 11% inclusive
number. We will prepay delivery charges , .
upon receipt Of p]’llr_l_‘.

Shaw Stocking Co. 60 Shaw St., Lowell, Mass.

25c per pair

or $1.50 for 6 pairs in
a strong, neat box

Style 2SW Heavy weight

Our illustrated booklel, showing
osur many styles in cotfon, mes
rino, worsted and mercerized
lisle, sent free.

No, SGT2—g20, 0. SETH—R2G, No. BGx5—

These Nings during the Hol Thi
lurge Chicn

No, SUSN—RLH0, No. BGHG—HTO.

ey is npon thousands were sold over the counter in oir three
. Pittsbur cver 8o lirge, BEGIN THE NEW YEAR RIGHT

g 1 x Bk re 1
Ly savine a Dlamond. No better investment in the world, They i in value 10 to 2055 a year. To besuc-
esslnl uccessful; wenr one of these fine, brilllant Dinmonds, mounted in 14k snlld’;;olr.{ ‘We gend it on
approval, all charees prepald. I you are perfectly satlened, keep 1t, and pay one-ifth down, balance In
The 01d Rellable Original Diamond and W i | teht equal monthly amounts. Your eredit is goad
B! d Walch CreditHouse | wWy - CATALOG containing over 1,500 pboto,

p ViR | 14
Dept.B 28, 92 to 98 State Street, Chicago. Ill. | wraphic illustrations of DI ds, fing Watches and
Bnos . & cﬂ- BraochBtores: Pittsburg, PPa,, & St. Louls, Mo. | ,.'m]..,t“._h_.w'ﬂ”._ Mr:li'h-r] }'Iil-‘.E‘IJRnn::e “:f“y' Don't delay.

and our me

In answering advertisenents please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Sea leland Cotton
stockings are almost
like silk. Elastic and
wear well,  Cannot
be had elsewhere,
We have them
men, women

C
&

We have many
special  sales  this
month. A few as
follows:

Men's sox, sor qual
itw, lisle with carion
soles, at 35¢ or 3
pairs $1.00.
L& R Morley's Ladies’
English cotton stock-
ings, seams on the
woles juality, 25¢ a
pr. yarn, medium
heavy and wear well
Ladies'heavyblack silk,
$1.50.Valuedz conpr
Men's sets for $1.00.
Sox, pure silk outside
and lisle inside, with fine
ilk scarfs. Sixteen
:nt combinations,

for

and

children.
PRICES:
Ladies’, 88¢ a pair,

or $5.00 !: doz.
Men's, 89¢ a pair,
or $4,00 ! doz.
Children's, size 6,
50c¢ a pair, rise S¢
a size,

Ladies’, in Extra
Lengths, trunk tops
and out-sizes, $1.00

a pair.

230 FIFTH AVE| 481 FIFTH AVE | 564 FIFTH AVE
AT 4137 5T
NEW YORK

AT 2710 ST AT 460 5T

of great interest to

Every Prospective Mother.
Semething new — only scicneifie garment of th
fond ever invented.
ease. with  *fine form pant £
the home, on the street, an cty. — Always drapes
evenly in front and back — no  bulkiness — no  drawestrings
—no lacing— no mpping or basting. —Can be worn the year
roul
Made in soveral styles, and at prices lower than you can b
material and have them made at hame
Send for our Fine llustrated Book —*Fine-Form
Maternity Skirt™—I's Free 1o every \
ing for it.  Tells all about these skirts, their adva
material, and cost,  Gives opimions of physicians, dre
users. 10 Days Free Trial. When you
dealer has noe yet been supplied with Fine-F
make your selection of material and sryle, and we will make th
pirment to your order.  When you get it, wear it ten days, 3
if you don’t find it exactly as represented, snd it back aml
we will cheerfully refund every cent paid.  Other Skirts —
I nat in need of 2 macernity skire, remember our famous B o&W
dress and walking skirts will positively please you - same
guarantes — llustrated book frec. Which hook shall we
send ! Write ro-day to

Beyer & Williams Co., Dept. Z, Buffalo, N. Y,

uy the

ofined tual

Tin wpecial fustures are ted by patentn

In answering advertisements please

WEAR

Three Generations
of American Women
Have Been Guided
in Their Selection of
Silken Fabrics by
the Sterling Worth
and Reliability of

HE
Cs ILNKEéY

And this is more than
ever true to-day. Leading
stores everywhere have
made CHENEY SILKS
! their standard. All other
i silks, imported or not, are
; judged by the Cheney
Standard.

Fashions for Spring
and Summer indicate a
widespread preference for
Foulards. Among the
wide variety of Cheney
Silks to be had in every
leading store may be found
the only “ Shower-proof”
Foulards. In all the latest
patterns and designs,
smaller figures, polka-dots
and modish shades.

CHENEY SILKS include
every jﬂ:’\n’u made of sr”’;. every
weave, every finish, for everv pur-
pose.  Ask for Cheney Silks and
be sure you gel them. Look for
the name ‘‘Cheney Silks'" on the
label and stamped on the end of
the piece.
At Leading Stores Everywhere.

heney  Silks include Foulards, Floren-
ENC.\, -Lh'e:ﬂr:.rfuc and Upholitery  Siles,
Yarn and Picee Dyed Dress Goods, F
$ vels, Linings, Velours, R_Fn'nson.«, Neck-
ties, Spun Silk, Reeled Silks, etc.,

CHENEY BROTHERS,

Silk Manufacturers

“wention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Be Well Without Drugs
I Wil Help You to
» Vibrant Health,
N Rested Nerves and a
Good Figure

| After my university course, I
concluded I could be of greater
help to my sex by assisting Nature
to regain and retain the strength
of every vital organ, by bringing to
it a good circulation of pure blood;
by strengthening the nerves, and
by teaching deep breathing, than
I could by correcting bodily ail-
ments with medicines,

[ have helped over 44,000
women. I can help you to

Arise to Your Best

giving to you that satisfaction awith
self which comes through knowl-
edze that you are developing the
sweet, personal loveliness which
health and a wholesome, graceiul
body gives—a cultured, self-reliant
woman with a definite purpose,
which makes you the greatest help
to family and friends. You will be a Better Wife, a
Rested Mother, a Sweeter Sweetheart.

I can help vou to make every vital organ and nerve
do efficient work, thus clearing the complexion and
correcting such ailments as

Conrtipation
Heak Nerves
Rheumatism
Sleeplessmess

Trrivability
Culids
Nervousness
Torpid Liver

Tndigestion
Dullness
HWeaknesres
Catarrd

This worlk iz done by following simple ditections a few
minutes each day in privacy of your own room., [n
delicate cases | co-operate with the physician.

A Good Figure is Economy
and means more than a pretty face

I have corrected thousands of figures s illustrated
below. Style is in the figure and polse and not in the

N5

2 g
gown. The gown in Fig. 1 cost $250; the one in Fig. 2
Fig. 2 is the same woman asin Fig. 1, developed

cost §5.

and in correct poise. Figs: 3,4, 5and 6 show actual photo-
graphs of pupils defore tak up my work. {(They have
Eiven me permission to use them}, T
all stand, now, as correctly and app
aswell as Fig. @ When every or
the body is doing efficient work, the

Too Fleshy
O
be no superfiuous flesh and no bony,

,.
Too Thin :
angular bodies. T have reduced thou-

sands of women B0 lbs., and have built up thousands of
others 25 bs.  What I have done forothers] can dofor you.
H.rno are a fewextracts from doily re [‘L.nun{m) pupils:

P

4

it hian b neressed 30 pounds” " My kidneys are miich o
Iy vyesare moch str o off my

4k b {

aind 1 Jsve &

L g
1t think rf i’
nfter havi
k

|
iolaten pupil’sconfidence. [ will
ou an instructive bookler, show-
ing correct lines of a woman's figure in 3
standing and walking, free. 1%

SUSANNA COCROFT L
246 Michigan Ave. Dept. 3, Chicago

Miss Cocraft’s name stands for progressin the sclentific care of tha
health and figure of waman.

L answering advertisements
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Feet Always Damp
and Cold in Winter?

You will never “
know what it means

to have your feet dry
and warm until you
wear shoes made of

Foerderer’s“Vici” Kid.

A light-weight leather.
Porous—allows perspiration to
evaporate. But water-proofed I
by Foerderer’'soriginaltanning
process.

See that your dealer gives
you Foerderer’s *‘Vici’’ in your
kid shoes—not an imitation
tannage.

ROBERT H. FOERDERER, Ine.

Manufacturers of

(@  Chrome-Tanned Kid Skin (&)

PHILADELPHIA
|

MAGAZINE
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Parented 1906 y Copyvrighted 1908.
. other Patents Pending | ¥ R S e D

PARIS GARTERS |
Be sure . ' Tailored
& to Fit
ig the Leg

\\le =11}

Prlces 25¢50¢:> $100

At your dealer’s or sample direct upon receipt of price.
A. STEIN & CO., 502 Center Ave., Chicago

For Liquor and
Drug Using

A scientific remedy which has been

skilfully and successfully administered by
medical specialists for the past 30 years

AT THE FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES :

Hot Springs, Arlk., Dwight, TIL Kansas Clty, Mo. White Plains, N. Y.  Pittshurg, Pa.,
Denver, Col. Marion, Ind. st. Louls, Mo, , Columbus, Ohio. 4246 Fifth Ave,

West Haven, Conn. Lexington, Mass, 2801 Lovust Bt Portland, Oregon. Providence, R, L.
wl!hh‘l;ton‘ D. . Portland, Me. Manchester, N, T Philadelphia, Pa., Winuipeg, Manitoba.
Atlanta, Ga. Grand Raplds, Mich. Buffalo, N, V. #12 N. Broad St Tondon, England.

The Berkshlre Hllls Sanatorium

For the Scientific and Effective Treatment of

CANCER

Without Resorting to Surgical Procedure

The only private institution of magnitude in the United
States for the exclusive treatment of Cancer and other
malignant and benign new growths. Conducted by a
Physician of standing. Established thirty-two years.
For complete information address
1 BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
North Adams - - - - Massachusetts

g —
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Among the

Worthiest of All
Tributes

is the selection of a casket of adequate
quality and character.

That those who are called upon for funeral
arrangements may more readily obtain the highest
possible quality that means permit, examples of

NATIONAL Caskets are illustrated and described.
The African Mahogany Casket here shown, is of the

most substantial making possible to attain. For simple,
but impressive beauty, no design surpasses it. It is not ex-
travagant in cost, yet fully befitting bunals of highest circumstance.

Write for booklet " THE
NATIONAL BRONZE' — NATIONAL CASKET COMPANY
descriptive of the indestructible.  T'wenty-three showrooms are maintained in principal
#okr-abdleig Nationa® Broise cities, where caskets suitable to any burial are shown,
Casket, with a most interesting his-

tary of this wonderful, eternal metal. for the convemence of purchasers and funeral directors.
Addressto 8 West 29th Street, New York We Sell Only Through Funeral Directors

Ifit

isn’t an

Eastman (Esn
it isn’t " for Whooping Cough
a Croup, Sore Throat
Codak Coughs, Bronchitis

Colds., Diphtheria

" Used wihile you slecp” Catarrh.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of

Whooping Cough.  Ever dreaded Croup cannot
exist where Crezolene is used.
i It acts directly on the nose and throat, making

breathing easy in the case of colds; zoothes the

means photography with the sore throat and stops the cough.

bother lef ' I e . Cresolene is a powerful germicide, acting both
bother lett out. t means more as a curative and preventive in contagious diseases.
than that. It means depend- It is.a boon to sufferers of Asthma.

ability in camera and film. Cresolenes best recommendation s its 30 years

of successful use.
Experime . xR =
xperiment with no experiments, Start For Sale By All Drugdists.

right—with a Kodak and Kodak film.

Send Postal for Descripiive Booklel.
Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated
EASTMAN KODAK CO., throat, of your druggist or from us, 10¢ in stamps.
e f ROCHESTER, N.Y_, THE VAPO-CRESOLENE C0., 180 Fulton St., New York

The Kodak City.
it Leeming-Miles Building, Monireal, Ganada.

Dt answering advertisements please meniion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



#'|"HE thoroughness of National quality and construc-
k— tion is as well demonstrated in the Cloth Covered

Caskets as in those of Hardwood finish.

The partial illustration here, is of the Orient
Casket, a notable and famous design by this Com-
pany. The structure is of the finest Mahogany,
covered with the richest broadcloth. Almost
severe In design, it 1s yet wonderfully expres-
sive and 1dealistic. Though costing well
within the means of most, its character
has led to its selection for the burials
of many famous men and women.

NATIONAL CASKET COMPANY

Executive Offices, | 3W. 29th St., New York
Albany: Allegbeny; Baltimore; Boston; Brooklyn;
Buffalo; Chicago; East Cambridge; Harlem;

Hoboken; Indianapolis; Louisville; New Haven;
Nashville; New York City; Oneida; Philadelphia;
Pittshurg; Rochester; Scranton; Syracuse;
Washington; Williamsburg.

TRADE MARK

THE
ORIENT

BORATED TALCUM
TOILET POWDER

is the original —the first—talcum pow-
der. Itis the best by test,and is pre-
ferred by the discriminating because
of its uniformity and purity.

Other Talcum powders are
sold because of fancy
boxes. Mennen's is
sold on its merits
as a toilet

ﬁ

|“;“'Gﬂ|d Edge
' EW S EStaN §"‘

| .WM ;

] j, %"' il

nen'’s head on

LRI
every box you buy | BiHEH!
—it is the sign of the 1 'n-. AL

enuine, Put up in the [ | R iy i
b Bgox that Lox,”’ 2 | L s s S i " [ ——— e

il JOFICARDIERN

Hhigrd plepnen, Sl dn'-r
\t Jumne 30, [IJ.Jn I- rial .I'“ JI‘ 2 — Hﬂ “ MW
Gerhard Mennex Co. Newark N.J. S| W 5

L < e o
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AUTOMOBILES

A M()i()r-Flight Through France
- EDITH WHARTON

e Com-
> “railway LI|: bondage
Sl |ruL II|| ¢

us from t

itself ; nhu L|\+n us
he w e and the novelty w h'ILJI
enlivened !lu way of our posting grandparents.’

0SCOIT BOAT MFGCO,SIJGSEPH ma;{g,

THE MARMON

" The Easiest Riding Car In The World"™

Mile-a- Minute Reliability

[he suceess of the Marmon “ Thirty-two "' The Marmon is manufactured (not merely
tock cars in the big race event of the year is assembled) by a company known to buyers
il 1 alk of motordom.  In the Vander of high-grade machinery, the world over, for
bilt, won the Wheatley TTills Trophy—190  more than fifty vears.

miles in 100 minutes—without a stop, Won
he Atlanta Speedway Trophy. 120 miles in

[t is pre-eminently the safe choice for the

5 - buver who seeks absolute certaint service,
tog minutes, without a stop and without a buyer wh '_\"l ibsolnte certainty of s

mechanician. At New Orleans, won the style, comfort and value.
), f 1 - ¢ PyE g wraciicall e .
20, 50, and 1oo-mile nts at practically a One chassis only—the “ Thirty-two *

mile @ minute on o one-mile track—all with- 1240 H. P. Option of body, Weight
out a stop: In Indianapohs Speedway 2100 |lis Commlete: hich- ¢

Races, made mile-a-nunate runs of 100 and fli'i“'-' equipment s = $2650
225 miles without a stop. =

N(} Ofl’lt‘l’ car ill’.l&' ever SI"IO(U]'I SI.IC’]

stability under the merciless strain of Nord}’ke & Marmon Co.
fong continued high speed. (Estab. 1851) Indianapolis, Ind.
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RE_f‘) Four-Cylinder Touring Car $1250—Top and Mezger Awtomatic Wind-
shield extra. Made also as Roadster, with detachable tonncau, sime price.

This four-cylinder Reo at $1250 is
the equal of any high-price car.

That sounds mighty queer unless you realize what ‘‘equal’’ means.

We don’t mean equal size; for that means
weight and expense which you don’t find in
the Reo.

We don’t mean equal in using up gasoline;
for the Reo uses about half as much gasoline as
heavy cars.

We don’t mean equal in wearing out tires;
for tires on a Reo last about twice as long as
heavy car tires.

We don’t mean equal repairs.

We do mean that in the essentials of
motoring—in what people really want—the
Reo is at least the equal of any other car at
any price.

Speed—forty-five to fifty miles an hour is
fast enough for anybody. You never use more
speed whether you have it or not.

Power on the hills—the Reo has plenty of it

Comfort—the Reo is as comfortable as any
other car on smooth roads; and, on rough
roads, it is infinitely more comfortable than the

Reo Two-cylinder Touring Car, $1,000.

heavy car, which always has to go slow or
bump its passengers about.

Smoothness—the Reo
smoothness

Get-there-and-back-ability. Every Reo ever
buiit has been famous for its sureness of doing
its day’s work, every day in the year.

Beauty—look at the picture. The car is
handsomer yet.

We also mean that this wonderful car at
this wonderful price is not a wonder after all
to those who know Mr R E OIlds’ genius
at designing and building simple and powerful
casoline motors; how, moreover, all the costs
of making, distributing and selling high-grade
motor-cars have been broucht to
their lowest possibility in the Reo.

Not a wonder after all—just
eenius, business ahility, and com-
mon-sense, all working together.

runs with perfect

Reo Single-cylinder Runabout, $500

Send for the Reo Catalogue; also for “Number 31, the story of
the New York to Atlanta Tour—they tell the facts clearly and fully.

R M Owen & Company Lansing Michigan General Sales Agents for Reo Motor Car Company

Member Assoctation Licensea Automohile Manufacturers.

Licensed wider Selden Patent.

In answering adverlisements ﬁfc_';z.r_e'_am:‘ir-ur_.\l'RH::'_{ ER'S MAGAZINE



L} rOMORHLE FART | NP ACCESSORTES

S

HE new Rambler, because of its quiet ease of
motion, reserve power, and dignity of comlfort,
affords to the busy man pleasing relaxation and
healthful recreation with family or friends at the
end of the day. For satisfactory eperation in erowded
city traffic, on boulevard, or country road the new
Rambler, because of the oftfset erank-shaft, is Cil})iilllt'
of three or sixty miles an hour, on high speed, climb-
ing any hill with gratifying ease.

The Spare Wheel obviates tire trouble. With
straght-line drive, big wheels and tires, and new ex-
panding clutch the new Rambler is superior to all in
cfficiency and better than any in quality, silence, and
comfort.

Ruambler automaobiles; $1,800 to $2,500
Thomas B. Jeffery & Company

Main Office and Factory: Kenosha, Wis.

Branches: Chicago, Milwaukee, Boston, Cleveland and San Franciseo

b answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SILENCE _ COMFORT

Catalogue 1O will be sent on request All That The Name Implies

THE PEERLESS MOTOR CAR. CO.

2487 EAST 93 * ST., CLEVELAND, O.
MEMBER ASSOCIATION OF LICENSED AUTOMOBILE MANUFACTURERS
LICENSED UNDER. SELDEN PATENT

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN RS TG 171N



U \ U TOMOBILES—PARTS AND Il'l‘f'»’\'lJNH‘-

The Glide Scout, 40 x 4-inch tires, 45-H. P., Price, $2500

Special 45 Roadster, 36 x 4-inch tires, 45-H. P., $2400 Special 45 Touring Car, 36 x4 :-inch tires, $2500
F t Pri
['S no longer even fashiopable to pay more for The same Timken roller hearings.  The same wheels—front and
an automaobile than it's worth. Take the four back wheels ..qu.\l 5;1..4 you don't need to carry fwo tires,
highest-priced ears that suggest themselves (o Double ignition—S8 spark plugs, two separate sets.
VOU Then put the Glide up :;q:lillal these cars., i This yrar's }]' y lines l"h llldmlg-‘(_lmlr than. ever: weight re-
T s S PR PR 5 . - Teeiny, duced ;. extra big steering whe [ ITCass1a alnut : frame s
I NITgIVE 1_1 |lI|:||IF|l_{_. Cor cede It no point 1t .'L" ant liw road clearance the same—and a dozen other real improves
prove.  Forget price and  just compare,  Wherever ments,  Glides are licensed wnder Sl den Patent,
Glide Special _l-" s have not a -""f'-'flf' construction, We will send the new Glide catalogue on request, Mail this
they've the self-smme features foumd in the highest-  coupon.
priced cars. - - -
The sume type Motor—a befler viling system—constant leyvel, The Bartholomew Company
seli-contained | aulomat same Fisemann Magneto 650 Glide St., Peoria, lllinois
A Aultiple Disc Ch more gripping surface—takes hobd and ) :
o e e S R k 5 ¢ " Kindly mail vour 1910 Glide Adtomohile Catalogue o '
Omie Universal Joint—nat 3 or 4. It's hetween molor and 3
| ransmi n—Tece] d transmit Iy first power of the engine,  ~ 777 rrnrn e memEmmnaeEes
In an 1 Ik L metal howsin Triven S e TSR S Stite
Extra big and efficient Brak ith equalizing bars, - e ==

A business opportunity

In da:x:uw'fﬁ:’_;'_mf verlisements please mention SCRI Bi’:[f R'S MAGAZINE



AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

THE “FIRST
AND FOREMOST” ELECTRIC

HE BAKER was the first elec-
tric ever built, and it is still the
foremost clectric.  Its builders
have had twice the experience of most
makers; and the experience shows
n every detail of every Baker model.
No other electric embodies so many
hne points of mechanical superiority as
the Baker; no other 1s so eraceful in
_ design—so supremely luxurious in finish
and appointments.  Here are some of the reasons why

- BaRer €lectrics

have remained, in spite of all competition, the acknowledged Standard of the World.
THE ONLY COMPLETE LINE—\Ve make more tvpes of cars than any other manufacturer,
and every car is the best of its type. The line for 1910 includes Victorias, Coupes, Brough-
ams, Landaulets, Runabouts, Roadsters, etc.
THE HANDSOMEST DESIGNS—The title “*Aristocrats of Motordem?® was bestooved on
Baker Electrics because of their graceful lines, sumptuous appointments and superb finish,  No
other electric can be compared with the Baker in attractiveness of appearance,
THE SAFEST CONTROL—The continuous torque drum tvpe comtraller s absolutely proof
against sparking and “‘freezing.”  The only perfectly sate controller.
THE GREATEST MILEAGE—Baker Electrics will go farther on a single charge than any
other make. One Baker Electric made 160 miles on a single charge, the world’s record,
THE MOST SPEED—DRBaker Electrics are not built for speeding or for “'stunts,”* hut he-
cause of refnements in construction that eliminate friction, they are the fastest of all electrics,
THE BEST TRANSMISSION— Al new models have our improved bevel gear shaft drive trans-
nli:in'iun—ﬂlc gr(‘alcst il'n]'.ru\-mm-nt ever made in electric motor car :'n!l.\tru:'hrm_ It ﬂ.‘llllirl'\
no adjustment, and its constant lubrication gives practically unlimited life, increasing the effici-
ency of the car the longer it is operated.  This new drive entirely eliminates all chain troubles
and puts the Baker so far in advance of all other electrics that comparison is no longer possible.

The public’s appreciation of Baker quality and mechanical efficiency is shown

by the fact that the demand for Baker Electrics exceeds the demqnd for all

other electrics combined. The Baker is the car that sells because it salisfies.

Write for our handsome catalog, which describes the new models and their many exclusive improvements

] * 54 West 80th St.
The Baker Motor Vehicle Company ¢ everanp oMo, U. s. A,
THE OLDEST AND LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF ELECTRIC MOTOR CARS IN THE WORLD

In answering adverlisements ji-f'f‘u\\':_ mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

‘JUST A WORD"

Diamonaf
TIRES|

DIAMOND RUBBER CO. |
AKRON,OHIO.

MULLINS STEEL

Start Like An Automobile. o3 cant sinkiand they can't bs
ual price or horsepower. Made of presse lates, w 5 1in

;IIL “ H Ml l LINS (.0‘\1! \'\‘. 110 Franklin St., Salem, Ohio
THE LARGEST BOAT BUILDERS IN THE WORLD

,s.umf?ao%?fé”mm THE PINK TYPHOON

By HARRISON ROBERTSON $1.00

“A new sort of antomobile story with a splendid supply of fun and sentiment, " — Féttebarg Fress

S —-—1_—__1
w0 Ao ’\IH( -phy- -lac-tic ::;}- {=2]] F1' __"’"”" :

oy _1_m CAN ¢ J _ml '

ering advertisenments please wention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



AUTOMORILES —PARTS

AND

ACCESSORIES

Ofir

—the theatre, shopping, calling
functions, and in all Kinds of weather,

The Town and Country 15-30 H. P.

and convenience for town and country use.

Its motor is =0 quiet and evenly Lalaneed that neither sonnd nor vibration 15 noticeable
It is so powerful that s rad Wil is taken with ease, so fexible and can be turned in s
short a space that progress through comgested ety thoroug hfares s mude quickly without
jerking—silently

Limousines and landaulets are fitted with electric light, clock, note pad, cigar lighter,
speaking tube. The design and finish being the expression of the greatest elegance, lugury

and refinement.

The Sturdiest Car

The yearly depreciation of Stearns Mo
Cars, as compared wi ith other makes, is very

small. This is particularly true of our closed
cars, as Stearns Limousines and Landaulets
after five years of service are in very gool

order and m steady daily use.

Stearns cars have more reserve power than
any car of like rating of any make—the re
serve force in o Stearns engine is what has nu nl-
Stearns power Lumous.

We spend extravagantly in the making, where
the expenditure adds 0 the strength. That is why
the Stearns costs more than comnon ears.

But thar also is why the Stearns ¢ 1nlnn~.

All Stearns cars are equipped with Continental
Demountable Rims

THE F. B. STEARNS Ce

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S

ofor all Social Exigencies

aid therelore the ul

“The White L:ne Radutor Ixelcmgs to the .S' tearns”

or evening

is “‘the car luxurious."”

Therefore the Ultimate

No ¢ar is more luxurious or aristo
It 15 mechanically |-.-||| of, the sturdiest mad
AEe our.

ane

Most Sl G

Tt has seemed natural for them fo progress S
wally throvgh varving grad uality unt
reached the Stearns —the : of excell
But onge Stearns owners; they have sprtlied do
into s contented pride of ownersiip

Ihe car shown above the famous 13-30 H II'
Stearns Limousine Town and Country Lar. d
can alse be had in landaulet, wuring eat o)
tonnean hody Noomore powerful eat, of o
quality and Tuxory, will Do foond e the alent
L. Pochias

Licensed under rhe Se.l’d'en patent.
Member A.

EVELAND OHIO

MAGAZINE

It is designed
and built throughout to embody the fullest degree of richness, refinement, elegance

vor owned othér makes
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MEDICAL OPINIONS OF

BUFFALO
LITHIA SPRINGS WATER

A. F. A. King, A. M., M. D., Prof. of Obstetrics and Diseases of Women and children in the
Medical Department of Columbia University, Washington, D. C., and in the University of Vermont;
Eux-President Washington Obstetricaland Gynecologieal Society; Fellow of the British Gynecological
and of the American Gynecological Socielies, ete., ele., in the eighth edition of his Manual

f Ohstetries as a diuretic in diseases of the Kidney and

:.:'.ecmmnends B“m‘,o LITHIAWATBR Bladder. d
T. Griswold Comstock, A. M., M. D., St. Louis, Mo., says: *‘I have made use of it in

gynecological practice, in women suffering from acute Uremic conditions, with results, to say the
least, very favorable."’

i Dr. Jos. Holt, of New Orleans, Ex-President E’.{_:f the Stah; B}r_}a?f ti}f Heal UEI of Louisiana, says:
“ ave in affections the kidneys and urina assages,
pl'['...t‘-[l‘:i.:lhu(] BUFFAL(’ LITHIAWATER }ﬁu'l.ir:utlurjl;ﬁi: Gouty subj"::_»cts in A]bu;nyin}:n'ia,%md
in irritable condition of the Bladder and Urethra in femnales. The results satisfy me of its extraor-
dinary value in a large class of cases usually most difficult to treat.”

Voluminous medical testimony on request. For sale by the general drug and mineral water trade.

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER €9 Spries. vireia

Nearly everybody has a daughter, sister, cousin, or fiend who is studying music
and eager to rise above mediocrity. For all these girls there 1s no present of any
kind that would be welcomed so eagerly as a copy of

HENRY T. FINCK’S

NEW VOLUME

Success in Music and How it is Won

$2.00 net; postpaid, $2.20

An “inspiring, helpful, and entertaining book” (as the Boston Globe calls it),
which tells what thirty of the greatest artists, from Jenny Lind, Patti, and Mario to
Geraldine Farrar, Tetrazzini, and Caruso, did to earn so much fame and money.
There are also chaplcrs on successful piauisls. vio|inisls‘ and teachers; on “The Short
Cut to Success,” “ Temperament,” “Should Americans Study Abroad? " “Starting a
Career,” “Stage Fright,” “How to Get and Retain Pupils,” “Where to Locate,”
“Advice to Parents,” “Jean de Reszke as Teacher,” “Liszt and His Pupils,”
“Leschetizky,” “Does Music Pay?” “Are Great Artists Happy?" and many others of
equal value. Paderewski contributes eight pages on poetic piano-playing, and many
other artists tell the secrets of their success in their own words. * The book fairly
sizzles with interest,” declares Musical America. “The table of contents in itself is
thrilling,” says Hildegarde Hawthorne; and Lillian Nordica writes: “It is really
wonderful!  So true, so inlcresling. so fearless.” )

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS - - - - NEW YORK
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The Charm of the Six

HE charm of a superb motor

car cannotbe described:

like the odor of exquisite
perfume, it can never be known
until it is personally experienced.
Charm is that harmonious ex-
cellence which wins without
argument.
To the car owner who feels its
influence, it has a value beyond
price, and he would not trade
that car for any other car in the
wide, wide world.

Charm is progressive. Original-
ly we were charmed by the sen-
sation of riding in a vehicle that
propelied itself.

But as experience broadens, and
we come to realize that cars
differ, we learn that our first
car has, after all, a list of imper-
fections. Then our first charm

gives way to the charm of some
other ear that not only propels
itself, as the first did, but does
s0 in a manner infinitely better.
Thus from car to car, model to
year to year,

madel, the old

charm goes and « new charm
takes its place.

Since the motor ear is buta ma-
chine that undergoes annual im-
provement, it would seem pos-
sible to improve it less and less
cach succeeding year—thus an-
nually lessening the degree of
fresh charm to be experienced
by the car owner.

Fortunately, however, this is not
always the condition. Indeed,
the most T provenent
supplies charm in guantity and
quality beyond the greatest ex-
pectation.

For, in improving the motor car
from four to SIX eylinders, de-
signers removed once for all
(and for the Ffirst time since the
automobile took its place in bus-
iness and social life) the fundu-
mental finelt of a broken power
stream.

recent

Thus the SIX, alone of all cars,
is distinguished by a continuous,
unbroken stream of power,

Six-cylinder, 48 H. P, motor.  Mulliple dize clutch. Four spovil ransmission. I
r‘mt‘mt-msl\ sengitive carburetor.  Bosch or Eisemann moagncto, and storigee 1.|||| Ty
ch wheel hase, Frame narcowed in front o permit short turns ¢
f'”'lalu.ll springs all around.  Four shock absorhers,  Snappylook
able, five-passenger hody,  And a mator that cranks Ilbl.". “I'his
upkéep record of 77 cents per 1,000 miles. Price 5

which, being fundamentally dif-
ferent, produces fundamentally
different results than were ever
before possible.
Natably, a remarkably
running and gquiet motor; a mo-
tor so powerful that it propels
its car at a slow molor speed
never before available.

This slow-speed ability widens
the range of driving speeds; so
much so, indeed, that hills hither-
torequiring first or second gear,
may now be taken on direct
drive,

This same new continuous power
stream that gives sweefness,
quietness, flexibility and hill-
climbing capacity, also eliminates
vibration and lessens the ham-
mer-blow of the piston to such
an extent that the SIX must
necessarily owtlive other types
—two years to one.

sweet-

(ANl of which seems too good to
be trie.)

However, it 1S true, and the
truth of it accounts for the charm
of the Six—a charm so strong
that 8ix owners cannot speak of
their cars In praise less strong
than the superlative degree.
But it is futile to talk of charm
and hope to tell its full meaning.
The only way fo the
charm of the Six is to ride in
the Winton Six yourself.

Then you will be under the same
inability to express its charm
to your friends as we are in try-
ing to express it to you.

realize

Let us send you our explanatory
literature and the name of our
dealer nearest Clip the
coupon and mail it today.

_\_'{'I!'t_

THE WINTON MOTOR CARRIAGE CO.
Licensed Under Selden Patent
CLEVELAND, U. 5. A,

Branch Honses Reoadway and 7oth St
S5, Hosto + Broad and Kace 'N[» Phil
mare ;. Banm nnd Beatty Sts., Pittsbuy
Michigan Ave, and cqth St., Chicagn; 1t
st Fine St., Seaitle ; jo0 Van Ness Ave.,

In m!-.m-'ering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

740 \\..mm arel Avi,,
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San Francisco.

N, Minneapolis, 715

PHE WINTON MOTOR
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CUTICURA
SOAP

And Cuticura Ointment in-
dtﬂpr nsable.  For winter
rashes, eczemas, frost-hites,
kll._l}‘[“lﬂ_‘_‘_?. red, rough faces
and hands, and as winter
emollients for preserving,
purifying and beautifying
the skin, scalp, hair and
hands, Cuticura Soap and
Cuticura Ointment have no
rivals worth mentioning.
Guaranteed absolutely pure and
may be used from 11|( lmu if l.:rh

SCRIBNER'S ML

mention SCRIBNER'S

TAZINE ADVERTISER

SUK
GUIDE
British
East
Africa

ROOSEVELT
In Africa

S pioneers in equipping Big Game
A hunting partics, NEWLAND,
TARLTON & CO., LTD,,
conlidently invite inquiries from all

who think of visiting the *
tractive

most at-
plaveground in  the world.”
I'hese words are applied by Colonel
Roosevelt to British East
and the fact that

NEWLAND,
TARLTON & CO,, LTD.

have been honored with all his arrange-
ments is a guarantee of their ability
to do things well, and an acknowl-
cdugment of their long experience.

Theodore

Africa,

Write for booklet about Big Game
Hunting to their London Office

Newland, Tarlton & Co.,Lu.

(Hewd ifice: Narohi, B E Africa)
166 Piccadilly, - - - London
Cable: Wapagasi;: London. Codes: A B C, sth Edn,

and Western Union

MAGAZINE
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MEN

Look into t]le claims

Massage Cream

“It Promotes Good Looks™

The manliest man is the natural man
—the clean, fresh, wholesome looking
man. Pompeian Massage Cream, there-
fore, should be used by men, for by no
other means can a man keep his face so
clean and healthy, Soap and water washing

takes off some of the dirt and grime, the rest goes
\_ into the pores, Massage with Pompeian M
2 Cream brings it out—clears the pores, fres
skin, brings back the elasticity of the facial muscles,
and restores the free circulation of the blood. All
good barbers give massage with
Pompeian Massage Cream. .e\li good
drugmsts sell it for home us But
in every case be sure that you th the
genuine with our name and trade-
mark on the bottle. For a clear,
| Tuddy, athletic skin use Pompeian.

Your Wife or Sister

will be glad to have Pompeian Massage
Cream in the house. Maost women
to-day recognize its value in maintain-
ing a clean, clear, healthy skin, It
gives the face a fresh, wholesome glow of real health
that is so admired.

4
&
All Deafel"s, _\"-o_ Pompaian
50 cents, 75 cents and $1 per jar & 'ﬂmr‘p‘ifsﬂl:
& Cleveland, Ohio
3 Lr -~ Gentlomen ]'.I':‘
Trial Jar Sent S iy o
i a pend me @
\ for 6 cents in coin or stamps, (U. S.) of 7 ial weal i l:w.r\
3 P Cream.
&
\ » THE POMPEIAN MFG. COMPANY &
; 5 Prospect St., Cleveland, 0. ¥ o =
% o
o

< =~
Library Slips Saved (one tn every 3 Address
package) means Magasmnes .
and Books earned,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Good Enough

to Imitate

Barrington Hall, the
Baker-ized Steel-Cat Coffee, mean something to
coffee drinkers.  ow well we have suceceeded can
be judged by its many imitations.

It is proper, therefore, to explain that,
there can be no imitation of o

Every part of our process is patented, exeept the
Steel-cut™ (this being descriptive, cannot
be), and Ly 1ts unwarranted use on eoffees of any
quality or kind, unserupulous dealers have made 1t
a4 meaningless term -

If _\nul ave been persuaded to try
coffee, do not judee Barrington TTall by it

In appearance a 2zoc. coffee cannot be distinguished
froma goc. coffee.  The imitator has no established
reputation to lose,  The profit on one order is all
he wants, and he uses the standing that steel-cut
coffee has gamed by its connection with Barrington
Hall to get i

T ht public's loss is in supposing
coffees are th

If you have g |-._.| a wrong impression of steel
cut coffee, or if you have never tried the o nly genu
Barrington Hall, here is an op-
portunity and here is a photograph of the package
i which it is sald

Char aim has been to make

in reality,
ur coffee.

words ©

a so-called cut

r that all steel-cut

ne.

ine steel-cut « an

SEALED
BY US.

OPENED
BY YOU.

Barringtontall
The Srercuc Coffee

to 40c. per pound, according to locality.
FREE TRIAL OFFER

BAKER IMPORTING COMPANY

127 Hudson Streei, New York, N, Y.
or 210 N. 2nd Street, “Il!ll(‘i!pl’ll‘- Minn.

f Barrington Hall Coffee and book
In consideration 1 give my g

In answering

Dept. I,
I

| “Just Like Candy”

children say of

“Not Like Candy”

mothers say

because there is not a particle of sugar
mn 1t

Your children will delight in its flavor and
use 1t freely, while their teeth will soon
prove its wonderful efficiency as a cleanser
and preservative.

COMES OUT A RIBBON
LIES FLAT ON THE BRUSH

Delicious—Antiseptic
42 in. of cream in Trial Tube
Sent for 4 cents in stamps

COLGATE & CO.
55 John Street, New York

adverlisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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MOTTS PLUMBING

/" HOWER BATH/

MONG the well-inform-

d, the use of shower and

needle baths is no longer

considered a matter of
mere Summer comfort. The
tonic effect of this form of bath-
ing is now recognized as necessary
to all-year-round healthfulness.
We make every necessary fixture
from the simplest hand-spray to
complete combinations for spe-
cial shower rooms. We are also
prepared to furnish complete
hydrotherapeutic equipments
for residences or hospitals.

MODERN PLUMBING { )
| I

When planning bathroom equipment,
send for our booklet, “‘Modern Plumb-

ing,”’ which shows the most advanced

fixtures in Impenal and Vitreous Porce-
lain and Porcelain Enameled Iron Ware.

3 i-‘. S . . .
! There are 24 illustrations of model bath-
P !" rooms ranging in cost from $85 to $3,000.
Full description of each fixture is given,
) with general information regarding deco-
ration and tiline. Sent on receipt of four
= — ' =
Needle Dathl i Recess With Glass oot J cents to cover postage.
BRANCHES
THE J L MOTT IRON ‘VOR ]\q Boston, Chicaga, FPhiladelphin I"IHI.'-JIIHTs h,
1828 7 r Detroit. Minneapolis, Washington, St. Louis,
FIFTH L RO RBARS OF Sorki N FET Nt “Lu rleans, San Francisco, San Antonio,
SHBENUR AND SEVENTE I"\,l 1 G "' Atlanta, Seattle and Indianapolis.
E w Y ) R K C 1 T Y CANADA: 83 Bleury St., Montreal

i@l TO MAKE SURE THAT YOU ARE GETTING GENUINE MOTT
D WARE, LOOK FOR THE MOTT LABEL ON EACH PIECE

In answering advertisements please mention SCRI BNER'S MAGAZINE
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Quality n Varnish s

E.conomy in Varnishing

Murphy Transparent Wood Finish Interior, $3.00
a gallon, costs less by the job, and a great deal less by
the year, than any varnish at $2.50 or $2.00 or $1.50.

“Transparent Wood Finish—W hy and How is our Free Booklet. 'Write for it
—today—Ilest you forget. It gives you the figures of leading painters, all over the
country, on the comparative cost of varnishing with T.W. F. and the lower grades

Address us at 159 Chestnut Street, Newark, N. J.

Murphy Varnish Company FRANKLIN MURPHY, President

Makers of THE VARNISH THAT LASTS LONGEST
Head Office: NEWARK, N. J. Also BOSTON CLEVELAND ST.LOUIS CHICAGO

“My Face Never Chaps”

A Rockland County, N. Y., lady (name on request)
writes :  Always before going to drive 1 rub Dag-

gett & Ramsdell’s Perfect Cold Cream on my face and
hands and then rub it off with a dry towel and my face
never chaps, no matter how cold or stormy it 1s. My skinis
soft and smooth and clean and T wouldn’t be without Dag-
gett & Ramsdell’s Perfect Cold Cream if 1 had to go all the
way to New York for it."”

Daggett & Ramsdell's Perfect Cold Cream

**The Kind That Keeps **

is a daily necessity to every woman who wishes to preserve unimpaired the beauty of
a clear, soft, velvery skin and prevent the premature advent of lines and wrinkles.
The value of Hygienic Skin Cleanliness as an aid to real beauty and true skin -
— health can easily be demonstrated by wiping the face daily with
Daggett & Ramsdell's Perfect Cold Cream on a hot, wet
cloth.  Sold everywhere. Traveler's tubes, 10c.; Jars, 35c. up.

TRIALTUBE FREE ... ./ /.7
“ The Avt of Personal h'('um’_}'-"

DAGGETT & RAMSDELL,  Dept. N, D. & R. Building, New York

)

ln

-

DAGGET T+=RAMSDELL'S ~
|

R,
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An Advertisement by Elbert Hubbard

Commonsense and Life Insurance

4O keep young is something we all want to do.
'\p_.'-' &And 1c’s mostly brought about by not thinkin
48y about it.  You can't keep young if you are aE
| ways dwelling on those ternble things that ma
ekl happen when you're young no longer. That's
why some people save. & Saving is fine, excellent, provided you
can find out In advance that you are going to live long enough
to make the saving worth the stinting. & It's a mean thing after
you've done without your tobacco for a week, to hike into the sweet
eternal. &2 What's to be done about it anyhow? Easy! A life
insurance policy means saving plus. No risk of falling into the
long sleep with $14.75 at the bank. & Not only 1s your life
insured, but you are insured against your own inclination to shake
the baby's bank, when you see a “‘sure thing”. &2 Insure your-
self and be assured. & Don't let the wife and the kiddies run
the nisk of having not only lack of syrup, but actually no cakes at
all. 8 It simply means that you deposit a part of your savings
with an insurance company instead of a bank. © The bank sim-
ply pays you back what you put in; but the insurance company
may pay much more. No bank in the world is as strong as the

Eqmtable.

THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY

OF THE UNITED STATES
““ Strongest in the World”

The Company which pays its death claims on the day it receives them.
PAUL MORTON, President 120 Broadway, New York City

AGENCIES EVERYWHERE! None in your town? Then why not

recommend some good man—or woman—to us, to represent us there.  Great
opportunities today in Life Insurance work for the Equitable.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

103




104 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

¢ 'rt _: . '%hﬂ P ¢ g = A:_ )’
S GENTURY OF SERVIESD

Hartford Fire Insurance
Company

With the coming of 1910, THE HARTFORD FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY has rounded out a century of business history. That means something
in the hazardous business of fire insurance, for four out of every five companies organized
in this country have either failed or retired. It means unshaken stability. The smoke
ol every great American conflagration has darkened the sky over the Hartford's head.
[n San Francisco alone it paid ten millions. But emerging triumphant from the ordeals
of 100 years, it enters its second century stronger than ever.

Unshaken stability for a century is no mean heritage, but age is venerable only when
adomed with honor. Honor imphes more than honesty. It is the quality which impels an
institution to meet every obligation, not only with promptness and exactness, but with
faimess and a spint of equity.  That is the Hartford's record in the past, its aim to-day
and its ideal for the future.  Its policies afford unsurpassed indemnity, and by co-
operating with its patrons to lessen fire dangers, 1t offers continuous service. Its business,
scattered among more than 15,000 communities throughout this great land, is the largest
of any fre nsurance company in America. lts agents are everywhere.

Insure in the Hartford
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_ D40 ChainDrive
TheLocomobile \@®@®) Co.of America

New York Bri dg ep 0& Conn- Boston
Philadelphia San Francisco Chicago

LICEMSED UNDER THE SELDEN DATENT

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE
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C/re

WORTH
OE

CHARACTER

onsicler
Worth.Character.Quality
and then — Choose

D-PETER wventor [T ALAPE'TER'

VEVEY. Switzevland

.

] &% Mi1k-CHOCOLATE

1L mumcrunsn sv..PETl-:a&Knuuns.SmssChuculatescu Fulton. N.Y. _]

LAMONTCO/?I./SS € CO., 78 HUDSON ST. NEW YORK_

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SUGAR WAFERS

The study of pleasing effects
becomes almost an obligation when
appetites are to be coaxed into action.

The serving of NABISCO Sugar
Wafers with the dessert 1s an invariable
rule with the successful hostess.

NABISCO SUGAR WAFERS may be had
In ten cent tins

Also in twenty-five cent tins

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY

In rm.c:m';'iug advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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TRAVELERS' A\ “redve
CHEQUES ¥/ ie 4 N
AMERICAN /A /0N

BANKERS® /&
ASS'N /

(MEMBERSHIP:
10,000 BANKS
AND BANKERS)

HE “cheque universal”
is here shown, theideal

Four \\ 4 cheque to travel with.

Denomin

ations \ " Supplies the traveler’s need for
$10, $20, a currency that is acceptable at
$50, $100 “every port.”

Identifies the holder to those called upon to cash or
“change” it,

Prevents the delay and embarrassment often met with
in attempting to cash drafts.

Shows on its face just what it is worth in all leading
countries. Safer than money; twice as convenient.

Write for Free Booklet fully describing the System

BUY THEM FROM YOUR OWN BANKER

OR IF MORE CONVENIENT APPLY TO
BANKERS TRUST COMPANY. 7 WALL ST, NEW YORK CITY

In answerine advertisements dlease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Make the first cost of your
bathroom the first and
last cost. Look for the
“$tandard” Guarantee
Label on the
Bath you
buy.

stalling the
Genuine Guar-
anteed "Standard”
Plumbing Fixtures,
you insure the life
of your Bathroom.

=

> tandard’

GUARANTEED BATHS

The cost of a good bathtub iz insignificant when com-
pared with its health and comfort value to the home.
Its first cost should be its last.  You should plan that
your children and your children's children will enjoy
the bathroom equipment you mstall this year, inas good
and serviceable condition as the day you put it in.

There is practically litle difference in cost between a
bathtub praperh! made and the und\:prndaHE. unre-
liable kind — between the "Standard” Guaranteed
bathtub that's built to last, to retain its smooth, cleanly
surface, and the tub made of inferior material, which
may look well when first bought but when once in-

stalled, is not dependable.

There i< but one way only to make certain that your
bathroom equipment is all that it ought to be. And
that 15 — look for the “$tandard” Guarantee label.
Assure yoursell that it is on the bathtub you buy. The

“$tandard” Guaranteed label is insurance on the low
cost of bathroom up-keep, It protects you against the
necessity of teaning out a :hcap]y constructed, inferior
equipment. It 15 the certificate that means bathtub
satistaction for all time.

There are two classes of “Standard” Guaranteed
baths. The “Standard” Green and Gold label bath
15 tnple enameled. [t carries the five-year guaraniec.
The "$Standmd” Red and Black label bath is double
enameled. [t carries the two-year guarantee. And
each at its price is the best and most thoroughly depend-
able bathtub it is possible to purchase.

When you buy your bathroom fixtures let the
“Standard” Guarantee label be your guide. And,
to avoid unscrupulous substitution, make sure that every
fixture bears the label both before and after its installa-
tion in your home.

Send for your copy of *Madern Bathrooms.” 1t will prove of invaluable assistance in the planning of your
bathroom. Many model rooms are illustrated. This valuable 100 - page book is sent for six cents pnsiagir.

Mandard Sanitary g, Co. - Dept. C Pittsburgh, Pa.

New York: 35-37 W, 31at St Pitsburgh : 949 Penn Awe. B = 712 ild

Offices and & Chicago: 415 Ashland Block. St Louis : |I1(I-IU?&. F‘:I;urlh St L;sulz:ille: 3|Ea?3§c{7\-’Bu|§!’|d:;::\gbl

Showrooms ? Philadelphia : 1128 Walnut St New Orleans : Cor. Baronne & St.Juscph Sts.  Cleveland : 648-652 Huron Road, S. E
Toronta, Can.: 59 Richmond St. E. Mantreal, Can. : 215 Constine Bldg London, E. C.: 59 Halbom Viaduct.

T VR,
e e e e T S S e e
7 ;.'_ql-ra'—u'crm;g advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE -
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Ghe A EDISON
mberola

combines all the tonal beauty of the other types of the Edison
Phonograph, with the added richness, simplicity and charm of a
masterpiece of cabinet work. The Amberola plays both Edison
Standard and Edison Amberol records. It 1s made 1n several
finishes of Mahogany and Oak to harmonize with its surround-
ings in your home. Has drawers for holding 100 Records.

Standard Records, 35¢. Amberol Records (play twice as long), 50c.  Grand Opera Records, 75¢. and $1.00

ﬁ} (glak and
aho
H'm'skgany




The prince of all Grand Opera tenors, sings the great Itahan
arias that have made him the sensation of the Grand Opera
Season in New York, exc/usively for the Edison Phonograph,
and they are rendered only on

Edison Amberol Records, the longest playing Records made

There are Edison dealers everywhere. Go to the nearest and hear the Fidison Phonograph play
both Edison Standard and Amberol Records and get complete catalogs from vour dealer or from us

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 50 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J.

In answering advertisements please mention S( 'RIBNI RS MAGAZIN I
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What other soap is as sweet and clean and pure as Ivory?

Not one.

—

What other soap cleans as thoroughly—and as harmlessly ?

Not one.

What other soap can be used for so many different purposes?

Not one.

What other soap is, at one and the same time, the best of bath
soaps, the purest of toilet soaps and absolutely unrivalled for

fine laundry purposes?
Not one !

These things being true—and ihey are true—is it any
wonder that the number of women who “won’t use any

other soap than Ivory” increases year by year?

5 Ivory Soap....99%% Per Cent. Pure.

In :u_r.\;u'r'p"i:e_'.;' u-e!;'e'r'f.s'.\.u_n;:rf.\_pe’nz_w'. mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Natural Flavor

Food Products

None So Good
Six of the Best

Libby’s Strawberry Preserves

(Whole Fruit)

Libby’s Sweet Relish
Libby’s Tomato Catsup
Libby’s Imported Olives
Libby’s Chili Sauce
Libby’s Salad Dressing

Libby, McNeill & Libby

Chicago

Ask your
grocer for o on getting

&25&:@:&;.;‘ r J22

EXSTR

@) #5o55%:

THE SCRIBNER PRESS




The Weak

Build Up Quickly

Grape-Nuts

Delicious flavour: a concentrated
maker of Brain and Nerve Stam-
i]L‘\. -.'zlll;. ]_u-'-,\,-._'rIL;| constructor ..1'

Bone and Muscle.

“There’s a Reason™

A Delicious Drink

Baker's Cucua

blending of
the

best ‘
tropical fruit | |

jstered
11“;:-R Pit. it

52 HIGHEST AWARDS \
WaLTer Baker & Go. Ltd.

Dorchester, Mass.

Established 1780

“Check Book Pen™

I[]Ll]"s.

Ih i Actual size 33
£ § This litle pen i as perfect
and well made as are all
A ﬁ!}'le.a of Waterman's ldeals.

A perfect ltle pen for vest
pm;l(el or purse use. Maost con-
venient in combination with
your poc cket memo. book.

Ask Your Dedler !

c.m-&ﬂk‘ lcrwam,c) ,__l]'j ()?m desee R JL(I.J,

Absolutely Pure

The only baking powder

made with Royal Grape
Cream of Tartar

No Alum,No Lime Phosphate \
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