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Every touch of artifice postpones the day of genuine skin health
and beauty. Every use of HAND SAPOLIO adds to health and
charm becausa It cleans and revives from head to foot with an

normal, fresh and beautiful.
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exhilaration that brings out the glow of nature, leaving the sKin [y




Apologies:
The Contents page should appear here, but it was

ripped out of the magazine that provided the source of our digital scan.



The second advertising page should appear here.



Index to
Advertisements

Departmental Advertising is individual with
Scribner's Magazine. It is the term applied to
our common-sense arrangement ‘‘make-up' —of the advertising
pages. It is the grouping together of advertisements of similar
character under one heading, displaying these headings and index-
ing the advertisements.

We take it for granted that every reader of Scribners is a
reader of the advertising pages and finds interest and helpful
information there,

We want your opinion regarding the *‘make-up” of our
advertising pages. Be as frank as you please. Say, if you like,
that you hate the careful classification of the Scribners advertising
pages, that you find much more interest, profit, amusement in
advertisements when they are all jumbled together, hair brushes
with foods, caskets with automobiles, when twenty advertisers
share one page, each offering an entirely different product.

But do let us have your views. It may be a little trouble to
you. We appreciate that, but we promise to repay you with
interest. We really want to know what our readers think of the
arrangement, classification, and indexing of the advertising pages

in Scribner's Magazine. Address:
ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
153 Fifth Avenue, New York Citv
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This conmeciion T b
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The Tel-Electric

Piano Player

It requires no pumping

The Tel-Electric Piano Player is the most wonderful piano player in the world.

It 15 a startling revolution from the usual piano player. [t is based on different
principles.  lts accomplishments are far above all others.

For five years it hasz been before the pulrlit:, Il has enlerud the ﬁuﬁsi hnmcs, and
never, in a single instance, has a Tel-Electric been replaced by any other piano player.
This alone is sufhcient proof of its superiority,

The Tel-Electric plays either without your assistance or under your absolute con-
trol. Electricity in the house is unnecessary.

The Tel-Electric is within the reach of any one who can afford a piano. It can
be attached to your pizno in a few hours, and as it plays from a distance, it does not
at any time obstruct the key-board.

There are many wonderful features about the Tel-Electric and it is Your l.]i]lj' o
learn more about it whether you intend purchasing one or not.

The Tel-Electric costs no more than the iJIfLEt}"Iﬂ: pncumalic pla}rers.

Let us send Yol our ]ﬁ:ﬂ.ulil'u”}-' illustrated cata]ug and the name of our nearest
agency where the Tel-Electric may be seen and heard.

G Era;cﬁ;w THE TEL-ELECTRIC COMPANY
st dealal ::;atunl, | Tel-Electric Building
Agencies in all leading cities. 299 Fifth Avenue, cor. 31st St, New York City

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SCRIBNER

beginning of MTS- Buf’tﬂﬂ Hai"rfj‘()ﬂ ’S
Recollections Grave and Gay

Rarely indeed have the personal reminiscences of any one covered a more
interesting period or dealt so delightfully with people and events.

In the
March

Price Collier’s third article on India
deals with Religion and Caste in India

(By the Author of “England and the English from an American Poine of View ')

Two of the greatest obstacles in the development of India into a homo-
geneous nation are teligion and caste. They divide the people into
seemingly irreconcilable factions.

The Poet of German Good-Will
Jumping Sandhills Toward Trusts

By E. W. Hornung | ;) bt Sosen

I'he atticude of the government and parlia-
Authaor of the famous Raffles stories. ment toward the zreat German syndicates.

The Makers of the Grade, by Tuonas Frascis Ravsas

The work of the men who build the preat rranscontinental ratllroads,  fllurtrared.

On the Highways of the Skies

The Dﬂ}' of the A (?I‘t}pfﬂ'”r.’. Fanry Paintings by W illiam Havwden Fosier.

A Short Story of extraordinary power and dramatic intensity by a new writer,

Vain OblﬂtiﬂﬂJ, by KATHARINE FULLERTON GEROULD

The Artist. A swon by | The Hall of Panels

in the House of Sir Lawrence
Alma-Tadema, R. A.

By RUDOLPH DE CORDOVA. Jilus.

DoroTHY CANFIELD

FEoeh a notable illustration by W yeth.

F. HorPkINSON SMITH'S Serial KEH?Ied}? :S(]H(If‘(?
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Almost everybody these days is reading Molly.
ARE YOU?

MOLLY
MAKE-BELIEVE

By ELEANOR HALLOWELL ABBOTT

NorTa book of letters: but the story turns, m most delightful
andl whimsical fashion., on Molly's letters -':LI-L-I'iII:_L. wholesome,
o] L LI]I:_;. Il'.l-\i1'-l_; letters,

“Thuse love lemers!

“You've simply gof to read them to nnderstand that the old
story can be told in o new way every day, and that it is told
by Molly Make-Delieve in the newest, freshest, and most de
lightful manner that his been revealed i fiction m many o day.”

Meze Abbofl never does any-
Cleper Rimarations FL00F vwt, prsliore & conts thing in the ordinary way.'

e of rlve stowier fo e rhererkied foe
¥
THE DOCTOR’S LASS
By EDWARD C. BEOOTH
“ Prramane and altogether out-of-the-ordinary—a tender, pathetic, whimsical love

sbOry, -|'U:'ll|--lll'|j-' todil Frontiapices in codur 21,00 net, postage 12 conts

A brailinndly wrdtlen midsidepaees, "

THE CREATORS

By MAY SINCLAIR
# A wonderfully iHuminating picture of a phase of life that 15 concerned with the

mirraring of o owiler w Ay el Jekes Ktriking deiteatbong by Kellor F1.30 ner, postage 15 confs

THE GUILLOTINE CLUB

Fonr stories, cach with an odd  twist of mystery or hamor, twld in the stimula-

ting and enjovable style characteristic of v Alitchell Many piciures Price. $1.50

The new " Sonny * Dok,

SONNY’S FATHER
By RUTH McENERY STUART

Such a merry, tender, wise little book—the quaint moralizings of “Sonny's Facher

on many wavs of hie A book of smiles and love and jov,

L TR T e | & 1,000 mew, Poxtape 8 cones

THE CENTURY CO. Union Square NEW YORK

I answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Lure of the
Antique

By WALTER A. DYER

An ideal Hui-.l-.-|‘.|lhn‘l':—; for all who would I'”i'-'}'

to the full, or know how to buy wisely, repr

sentative examples of antique fornishings,

IJL-li:__;h[{u.lI:. written, and with illustrations of

unusual interest and value.
I Price, $2.40 net, posfage I8 conir

The Worker and
the State

By ARTHUR D. DEAN

e BT, 1’..'|'|'|]:'|'|,'|:|_':|~_-.j';'|_' account of the press-
ing prohlem of indusirial education, together
with a carefully considered statement, based on
expe rience, observation, i i wicle a1 l.]l]}'.. of '|.'ll'il'l'
ciples and methods of mecting this problem.™

o Raria Prica, 8120 net, postoge 11 cents

Hunting with the
Eskimos

I By HARRY WHITNEY

The story of a year's hig same hunting under
the shadow of the pole—a graphic picture of
life at the end of the carth and a :-..|.|'||.':|1|.|:i1-_ Lile
of adventure.

FProriired aof nusiaid dnferesrs

Price, 5180 i, cavrrlags 23 conilrs

Seven
Great Statesmen

By ANDREW [, WHITE

Scholarly studies of seven men, whe, in the
watrfare of humanity with unreason, have lefta
profound impression on modern civilization—
one of the most important biographical works
of recent yvears.

Price, 3280 oo, posfage P comts

AVagabond Journey
Around the World

By HARRY A, FRANCK

There 15 nothing like it in all travel litera-
ture, this day-by-day record of a younyg college
man’s fiftéeen months" wanderings arouncd the
olobe without money.

The Nustrafions gre from the ourfor s oW soum: sl
o J R, Priced, BELED ped, caorrfoge 23 conda

Abraham Lincoln
and Other Addresses
in England

By JOSEPH H. CHOATE

Essays . brilliant in  thought,
scholarship, delightful in diction—all having
for their final cause the better understanding
of America by Englishmen.

thorouzh in

Fromtispdee porirals

Frice, 52080 mad, postage T4 comis

The Boys’ Book of
Model Aeroplanes

By FRANCIS ARNOLD COLLINS

All about how to build acropline maodels
—Irom materials costing only a few cents
I andl to fly of the

evalution of the flying machine.

o them, and the story

Chwr ity Btiserabtions fedi plioteeraphs and working

diagrams Price, $1L.20 net, postage 14 conts

Grover Cleveland
A Record of Friendship

By RICHARD WATSON GILDER

A revealing and sympathetic portrayal of
Cleweland, !I":I-'-|] friend and courageous citizen:
a record indispensable to a right understand-
ing of the real Grover Cleveland,

St sreaded

Frice, 180 ner postage 12 coprs

THE CENTURY CO. -

Union Square -

NEW YORK

———

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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[ A good many people believe that Education comes
only from schools and colleges.

It doesn’t.
The most effective, most worth-while Education

comes from a l-:nuu‘lr;:dg:: of human nature and a
knm\-'ledgt’.' of life.

q And the best way to learn these things that are real,
is in the pages of Mark Twain’s books. You have
tlmught of him Dﬂ]}«’ as a humorist and phi]osnpher.

He is far more than this—he is first of all a Teacher,
and you may benefit by his rich experience—use his
powers of observation—learn human nature through

his pages.

MARK
TWAIN'S
WORKS

2 MNew Tork City
/:- =2 send me for ex-
amination, carrfage

S ' T e
) = - aret of MARK TWAIN'S
Coprright, tW7. Iy A F. Bradae WORKS, Author's XNn-

icrmanl Eaditio

It had been Mark
Twain's ambition to have
his books m every Amer-
ican home, and he made a
great personal sacrifice to
bring about this remark-
able opportunity—for the
first time in the histor;
of publishing, copyrighted
books are sold at the price
of non - copyrighted
books—the chance
will not come
again.

HARPER &
BEROTHERS

Now for the first time you get a complete set of all Mark Twain's

& wmee=, cloth hin

wrilings at just exactly one-half the price they have ever been sold stoul T moy retaln the set for f iy,
before. This is a new edition, just as complete as the old one, and at the expiration of that thme, if I de
which still sells, by the way, at $50.00. This new edition is not care for the books, T will returs them al
only $25.00—for the 25 volumes. Never before has a F_ILI':‘-,-F"-::':--;--T-. sll_ltl_k.-<-~,_-. the be c;ks.ET'r:\ ;-ll;.:'l.-:tit

. . ’ 2.00 a month until the foll price, 2500, lhoas
l.'llDfﬂ_ShlEd library set of a standard author’s works been paid, oz, within thirty days, $23.95 a= pay-
been issued at such a low figure. ment in full. Sl

In thiz new set theee are beautiful pictures by Frost, Neweil,
Smedley, Thulstrup, Clinadinst, Kemble, amd Opper. The
bindirg is in rich red rep Eilk book cloth, with titie labels 2
spamped in pold. The books are prinked on white antique TR . 0 s 8 R R i i A i P
wove paper, especially made for this edition, Fach
volume is of generoos size and bulk, BxTly Inches.
- | i

HARPER & BROTHERS / senibooksto....oooororooorooone... e AANS

A Catalogue of Our Standard Setz of Books will be sent upon request

In answering ud:'e'r-’i:‘{'u:ﬂ:!.‘-’_p."ﬂ';w mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE LA
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Th e JUST OUT

Lever "™ ws

In his fine new love story My, Orcutt proves that imagination and romance prevail in our
modern business and social fife as they did in the brave old days. His hero is a giant figure—
a man who reaches out after absolute financial, commercial, and, at the last, political supremacy.
This man, Gorham, is not only a financial genius, but an altruist and idealist. His colossal
world-plan includes benefit for all—even the abolition of war,

Gorham is a business genius, and he is totally absorbed in it.  On his marriage a friend
exclaims: “It's bigamy—he’s married already, 1o business!” In bringing about a new dis-
pensation—using his world-wide domination for benevolent ends—this man encounters love,
hate, and revenge—those human qualities that always endure, This reality of men and women is
forged into a tenge and sympathetic novel, with more than a touch of humorous observation. The
humor of the dialogue in the Hehter parts is supreme, and the story of the youang lovers charming.

With Fromtispivee by F. Graham Cootes. Post 8o, Cloth, S1.50

Max By KATHERINE CECII. THURSTON

Max is the best selling novel to-day in the six largest citics and second inseven other cities,
These are the December Bookman's official figures.  Max §s reported in the list of best selling
novels from the twenty-six cities of the country—irom Maine to California.  You will find a
double delight in Mrs. Thurston's new story. For it is not only a love story, fascinating and
myzterious, but a picture of Paris s0 vividl and so real that you will be able to follow Max from
the moment of her arrival in Paris in the gray of the early morning through many wanderings
to the end of the story.

Tllustratef,  FPost Bro, O Toth. Hl._:.D

Mary Cary The Heritage of

By KATE LANGLEY BOSHER the Desert By ZANE GREY
There iz now I'(‘:‘ul_l, i Iull green leather “An .'l|l|h.':l.|il'l|_.1 o :hnr_'.', pure @s the far
hinding, 1 new holiday edition of this little water brooks,” says oné reviewer of this new

novel, *“ 1o which the cortain iz raised on o scene
hithesto unegplored in American fiction.”  The
Vet Verk World adlds thiz commment = I ds5 0
Cary.'”  Another writer said ;. * Waorthy of strong story, rich with lifte and mixed with color,
Being teceived ito all the households of Amer- XNo man in the tale wears a collar, and the
women are the genuine daughters of the desert
ard the mountainz, it mates of their men,  We

book of the heart, shout which one critic
sapd : “Let's be o plad for books like * Mary

ica, mstory that will be as much of a favorite as

‘Drs. Wiggs of the Cabibage Patch."" [ wree gl o recommend this fine new novel,
The Regular Edition, Cloth,  Frontispiece in “The Heritage of the Desert," "
Calor. 81,00 ne! | Post-8im, Cleth. With Frontispitee. %450

Dixie Hart By WILL N. HARBEN

* Equal to the very best of his work," savs one eritic of this newest Harben novel—and it
should be remembered that over 250,000 copies of his books have heen disposed of, *A
swoeter girl than Dixie Hart never walked the pages of a book,” writes another, “ It i3 1 qinr.'r
that does one good to read,” is a Western verdict, and this from Georgia speaks |'.'-|-lir'wh"-
* S0 true to life that all Southerners will enjoy * Dixie Hart."" A I!-"]Iit|'|'|'t.-‘r'riﬁ|_' 1‘“];'1 the f 1
“a pure and sweet love story.” = ' ¥ e el

Post Bvo, Clath, Wit Fromiispiece. 8156

HARPER & BROTHERS

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBEN ER'S MAGAZINE
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IMPORTANT NEW BOOKS

Lord Chatham

His Early Life and Connections

Whatever Lord Rosebery touches he illuminates,
a |'IIIH|_:|'i'|'|'II'I:|' of the great Englishman whoe was i friend of America

believed to be his greates)

and was himsell called the * Great Commoner,”

By LORD ROSEBERY

Vigparbenr, e Larst Pleas,

Anfier af +*
He has now completed a great work—

This book 15 different |_'|1rfrl'|_'.' from an ordi-

nary biography, just as Lord Rosebery’s * Napoleon ' was different from the bundreds of other

Napoleonic bingraphies,

This new book will take its place high in literature, both because of

the greatness of the subject and the unique mastery of it by the anthor,

Crispn Sawe, Ol bt J50 ferEes.

My Mark Tzvain

{ 'r.',l:lf. rit wwath

%3 _"n.'||lln|.'g'a_'.-.-.l.', tie Last Phase™ S_._;,{:.l:) nel

By W. D. HOWELLS

“One temds the pages with eagerness, admitted thus te the intimacy of two men of pawer, men
who have each influcnved the ideals of hiz time and brought honor to American Jetters at home and

al rovd "—Newe York o neerican.

Now and then there comes a book, written from the heart, a book which, without meaning

to, tells all about the writer, his hopes and fears and loves and aspirations.

This is that kind

of a book-—a little bit of a ook which will live when great books are forgotten.,

Uwiforne with Litvery Edeteog of W Haells's

Edison

His Life and Inventions

Here is, indeed, the real Edizon hook.
intimately our daily lives.
been written antil now
|1H||'IZ"“'!

Works,

Croson Boo, Cloth, Gilt Top, 81,40 nel

By FRANK LEWIS DYER

wl Copderetd for dhe Loizow Laborafory and A Jied futevesiy

AN

THOMAS COMMERFORD MARTIN

rctend uf e e fnsiifute of bk
' F o

sabd Fdevivic Ligh

| aFactanfion

No zingle figure of our time has influenced more

Yet the full and authoritative story of Edison's own life has never
In this book one may hear and see Edison,
Loth practically share Edison's daily life.

CUme of the authors 15 his
The entire 1TJ;tr:11:a:-rf|-| has been read and

revised by Edison himself. This is the personal story of Edison.

[ BT _1.I".r|.'l'.' Portegits and Tlnstrations refrodiced from .|u||.l|l|"rr.!;r|jl.'|_|lg_7_
Soe, Cloth, Cntrimned Edpes, Gt :f'nrl.‘-'l.'u. Full il Back:

How to Know Architec-
ture By FRANK E. WALLIS

The ehiject of thiz book is to simplify the
_--Fu-:|:|.' of -ill.l hitecture so that even a child can
understand it—more than that, be fascinared by
the subject. For the fiest time it is bieslieved
thit this has been done, and the subject miade
interesting to the average man and  woman,
Architecture and building are covered in this
hools as two branches of one :-'.1I|.l]l.'l1. The
object of the author can be plaanly put this;
“After vou have read this: book vou can, on
looking at a building, say to what stvle and
what periml it belongs,™

Viers Fully Hinsteated.  Creun Bva,
Cloth 8= 00 net

Tace Volumes, Crouwn

(fira box.}) $y.00 met

Round the Year with the
Stars By GARRETT P, SERVISS

Tells you how 1o know the stars and when
and where to cxpect them, III,:-;[ wlat every-
bindy can koow and ought to know about
astronomy—no maore,  No one has done more
than Mr, Serviss to popularize real koowledpe
of the =tars, and he writes with infections en-
thusiasm. “ Star-gazing, he says, “is great

miedicine for the soul."

Crowem So, Cloth, S1.00 el

HARPER & BROTHERS

In answering advertisemenls please mention SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE
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—————*

A Money-Making Proposition

— which may interest you!

The Proposition is an offer of liberal cash pay-
ments for subscription orders fo

Scribner’s Magazine.

The Work is simple and can be done by those
of any age willing to induce acquaint-
ances to subscribe to the magazine.

This work has been taken up by people
all over the country — men, women,
boys, girls. Some have given most -of
their time to the work—some have solic-
ited subscriptions at odd times without
conflicting with other occupation —and
every town in America contfains, fo-

day, opportunity for money-making in
f.'.liﬂ' Wﬂl"ﬁ'-

The Pay isliberal. A cash commission is al-
o lowed on every order, and, in addition,
cash prizes are distributed to successful
solicitors.
Many who have given time and study
to this work have built up a business
of large value.

Now is to start this work and be prepared to
me reap the harvest of subscription orders

which will be placed by subscribers all
over the country this winter.

Send at a little b{:]mklet containing full particulars
T in regard to terms — prizes — free adver-
M tising matter — sample copies, etc.

Address Circularion Depariment, Scribner’s Magazine
155 Fifth Avenue, New York City

In answering advertisements I.':.-'}gpy mention SCRIBNERS MAGAZIN 5
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SCRIBN)ER S NEW IMPOR TJT[ONS

THE CENTENARY DICKENS

A New Epmiow o THE Couriprt Wonks orF Cranies IMCEENS WITH ALL THE URIGINAL [Foc) [LLus
TRaTIoNS. This edition, which is being issued in conjunction with the original publishers of Pickens's
Works, Messrs, Chapman & Hall, will comtain all the novelist's writings, and in addition-all the notes,
prefaces, dedications, et from the various erlitions issueel during the author’s lifetime To be fn 36 pol
P 1amao, Sr.oo wel per Collome { Thiree voluwmes fo by dssued cach woechin, bepimitog Seddenler, 11000

THE HIGH-ROADS OF THE ALPS

v Moroutss Gume toOxe Husprep Movstary Passes. By 1'IHI~'I.I 5 Lo FepesTox, PR, S

1ol Hnerres, 1623 fitedoEr rll'.fn'.' HMwatratiane, ad v owee s amd diapram By -"5: ada el
BELGIUM OF THE BELGfANS
Ity Deserrivs Boveoee, Wik amaey offustrlion 5. 12ma, 31,50
y N omew vidwme i thie Caaor iy i P |"'||. Xrrii N ol nmes of Lurl L] f |II LU ALY 1 _1-11 el 1l _1 L]Eh 1N W
in prepmratam,

BRAZIL

Py Preeite DIEx1s,  Translated, and with an Introduction, by Beisarn Miacn, and a suppleémentary chapter
Woith d mapowed Blustrations,. London: 1giro. 8w, 55,00 nel
A mew vedvmie vy the Souedd o merivan Sevies,

ALPHABETS, OLD AND NEW

For tar Use o7 CrarrsuweN. With an Introductory Essay on: "Art in the Alphalet’” Ty Lews 10 Tii,
anthor of * Patternn Degien, ™ ! Ornament andd  Tts _'I.||||3'i|.|1i-|||' Ehatare om0 Frmcine i, Hleerid
editfern, rextsed and enfarged. TV oy pates.  Crown Svo, Sz.oo ef,

DICKENS AND THE DRAMA

Breme ax Accoust oF Cuaries Dickexs's CoNXECTION WITH THE STAGE AND THE STAcE's CoNSEOTION
witi- Hir, By 50 ] Avam Frog-Gieracn, suthar of ** Stovies of Famous Songs," etel 10t il sieotiony,
partvails, and reprodictions of Play-Bills.  13mo, 81,55 nel,

A NEW SHAKESPEAREAN DICTIONARY

By Ricaarn Joux CuNmerE, MLA.; LLB. . A Glossary of: Shakespeare's Language with Mlustcative Ouota-

tions.  Small gto, Sa2.50 net
THE JEWS

A STUDY OF Rack anp Exviiossest.. Dy Maontce Frsgreea, Fellow of the New York Academy of Sciencee:
etz The Conbem porary Scigice Serfer.)  12mo, $1.30 nel.

CONCORDANCE TO SHAKESPEARE

Toe Couptire CoNCORDANCE TO SHAKESPIARE @ Deing lh bal Tndex to all the Thssapes o the Dramati

SRS

Waorks of the Poel.. By Mus, Cowpen Cranke, N and revived edition. i, Bs00 net
L

GEORCGE ROMNEY

By Awrnuve B Coampenrars.  With o ilfastratfons, (Classics in Aet) Large Svo, Sg.00

A valun'ilo ant-bingeapby,  In addition (o a careful acommt of the known Gicts of Romoes's e aml 5

! ' : & o, AN S vt T e
miaide 1o de teeimiine Komnes's place in the I'|| iy ol English painting . v oablemped s been

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SOM Nm Fovk
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SCRIBNER’S NEW IMPORTATIONS

LOUIS XIV AND MME. DE MAINTENON

By Uriagia |||F1.|'-I||\\|||n SETT. “ithe 20 porfraits |-f Hustrafions,  Svo, $3.757
sy adlmreralday written ol Toll sccinmt ol thie life of 8 extrnorlinnry w im whie influenoed  Lasgis XIV =0 greatls il r |
i cosn i -:.-.-.I ot o Binde b thic |.'r-..I|'-=| e of the I i ||||| ||.--l|..'-'|':.,
By Amrrvp-Sasngyt., D 25 frra wleietions of Pirinesis e LT _|.l b T i T BT
e Gest acoonpn i Eglisle of the II umnil work of (s grens engrover Wit exodlent reproductivn= of ool M= o orful i fes

HEROINES OF GENOA

Y i Rovieea e EviGevane Starey, suthor of “ Trapedics of the Medics,'" * The Dlegrarccsine of Yeniioe,™

1l Wl 2y full-pee e Wusteations.  Bvo, S:.co nel
HENRI II:

His Cover Aaso Tiaes By L, Mo, Wrniaaus, anther of * The Women Bonaparics, YA Hese ol Sivon M

ete. Wath 17 ittestrtions aud o phofegravare frontispiece.  Bvo, $3.75 uef,

Ameaher of these fzcniiing =pimlios ol Fremch History by g aonher widely known for Tiis deligldel ol
OLD ENGLISH HOUSES

Pog BRecopn o A Rasoosr Imeerary. By dpax Fra Vil o frontizpiece o plhotogruvnrs aid oter

Maestoadivns feomy pfatupra fles b flee dadlor, 8o, 8500 wel,

SMALL COUNTRY HOUSES

CheSPocliay Felaiee] T oawpeseeE WEAVER Witk aver 200 Wl stral fions. Aty

HUDSON'S BAY COMPANY

UVite. Biswveranie Flisvopy or o Hupsox's Bay Couraxy, Inchiding that of the French “Peaders of - North
West Canachy and of 1the Naorth-West, XY, and Astor |I.II Lo I'|||- By GeEomcr Deyern, MoAL LT

I weemrerone porfraids, (insteations, and maps,  Dhded efifion.  8vo, 8150 nel.
THE JAPANESE EMPIRE
van s Booxomie Coxbrenss Bv Tosern D'Avreeser, Lecturer at the School of Ordental Langsages.
=y, "! oo s
|||| pmparang yolwme of much vadoe wrifien. by a competent authority om {he pade and coonamie anlitnomn [ thiz 1 |
cow i conmmac il nachon
THE INDUSTRIAL SYSTEM
Ax Ixourey IS ILAiEsiEn aND 1\| AR l\r MIE. B ] A, Hopsan, author of * The Fvalati i
Madlern Cagil nl so,” el Yoewe, Maranplly revised, and celerged editfon. Bvo, $2.00 nof
e great valoe amad Phe ol o i" I1| 1 nb bies e exirems III.|'III-- with which he sets oot te infinite compdesd
ol peanmae npetabeone as actieply carriced g, U — Tl drneed|
BAEDEKER'S MEDITERRANEAN GUIDES
Al with s, |||I panarmmas, ele,
Spubn and Movtagal - . 5 . TR Ialy [Central ) 3 L AT Cipeeye 3 B e
Franoe tsonthern) o ltaly [ soatherm ) 1. 80 "alestine wnd Syria ¥
Lty (Northern) : r.30 Ty (Setected and Condensed ) 240 Egvpt 1.4

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS. New York
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A TRAIN LOAD OF BOOKS

= S SRS S RS
i S

Biggest BookstoresFailed

To closs out stock guick we offer it at less thon cost of
L paper, Hinding free, We nre also now chosi ut oths X

rupt book etocks at § 00 to S0c on the dolfar, o
liglsers® overstocks ond regulor stock at wholesabe and below,

Millions of Books—Thousands of Titles

I ight vears” experience ns book brokers wae havre
m"“:. ::-Irru:!'iu: -Lflr-lp ',:.:r""“fl-'_ r puch tremendoas bargaims.
Buy mow, Buy gquick while the stock is eomplete

¢, $1.50. Dante's
. Harper's History
2.80, Library of
My price, $7.50.
L, My

Inferne, Dore's s, 50000,
of the War with Spain, 719 priee,
Modern Achievements, L0 vols,, F0.00,

American Encyclopaedia Brittanica, 12 vol
price, $11.75. Thousands of other similar barga -

Fietlon—regulor stock.  Many bolow wholesale prices.
Shepherd of the Hills, 38c. That Printer of Udell's, 38e.
Calling of Dan Matthews, 85c, Uncrowned King, Sdc.
Hunsreds of others.

Biggest Bargaing ever affered in de luse hame library
sets. Going ot less than ecost of binding, Plates, paper,
printing, selling expenses, free. Prices cut TO to B0 per
cent whils this stock lasts. We have a few seis ench of

Dickens, Tolstay, Scott, Burke, Taine, Bronts, Balrac,
Binsworth, Thackeray, Parkman, Dante, Gibbon, Pres-
cott, Dumas, Emerson, Cooper, Green, Hugo, Efot,
Carlyle, Cervantes, Foe, Rawlinson, Plutarch; Shakes-
poare, Ds Musset, Hawithorne, brving, Plato, Ds Maii-
ssant, Lincoln, Stevensan, Fialding, Kiplng, Loni-
low, Lossing, De Fos, Wilda, Gosothe, Schiller, Mac-
auvlay, Burns, Swue, Smolott, Guizot, Lever, Lover,
Daudet, Lytbon, Mollore, Warren, Gaptiere, Aaesten,
Pepys, Bjornson, Ibsan, Voltaire, Do Kook, etc.

All Books Shipped on Approval

Ask for cor big Bargain list of books, sclect what you
think vou may want, and we will ship them to you on your
agresment to pay for them or return st cur expense.

_ Bargain st—Cur Big Bargain List i= free. A poat card
will bring it. Sand ths card now, get the list before the

chodopst borgaing are pona forever,
Dawid B, Clarkson Ce., Baok Brakers, 214 Clarksom Hlﬂ;,_ ﬂi::ml

SEOURE & COPY . FQR

LIST OF PRIZES

AR

CONDITIONS

ON: ALL” NEWSTANDS : 16 CelTs. $1.80 A Veas

fn ansu ering aduvertisements please

IF YOU LIKE HUNTING,
FISHING,

- Prlestol
s NATIONAL

Thiz magarine containd 1fa
pages or more, crammed from
cover b cover with photos from
life, = uf  lonbing,

seni when

you
I anid rramping w 1
NFWer weill th d interest you. This
: il visitor will lure you
this 'Ry from the -
y il of everyday work
i thiul atmosphere of
Hesment, siai] u.lld._ Stream

Bingle cog ¥ 1.'.::]}' sl

paes 15,
riphion w th warch fob $1.08.

Special Trial
Offer

send ns 25 cents, StAmps
or coin, mnd we will semd
voo the National
Snortaman (o3 months,
l2r e of our leavy
ved {hrmadi el
atch  Fobs (regular
price 5. ) as here shawm,
with risset leather strap
and 1= buckhe
ey of GUr new 32

e illisstrated premiem list

foremonst
boys" magazine
published to-day. Gives
boys just the mental
. Suggests practical
energy. Tells stories ahoue
E MO ges bay hoh-
_h.-::u in for elean sport, It Em, it
vl desire of bay tature.  And it's weilien
nwha know boys through and through,
YOUR BOY NEEDS IT—Dnly 51.00 a year.
10 cERiE @ copy af all melps-stands.

THE SPRAGUE PUBLISHING CO., 120MasesTic Bubg.,, Dernoir, Mach.

Roosevelt’'s Own Book

“African Game Trails”

f" anted! H wisanids in all parts of the country,
Needed A man in even place to take ithis, the
s I:| account of “Themlore Roosevelt’s adventines
NS O |::|".-|_

to hundreds in his neighborhood.
||:u||~-‘:|-||:|' of I.J:'llg.

Fake this great  chance and
2 1w Lo

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
153 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK

Uriered !
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mention SCRIBNER'S MAGA ZINE




Reduced photograph showing difference in size batween 4 volume of the new (erth) edition of The Encyelopasedia
Eritannica on ordinary book-paper, and the same volume printed on India paper and bound in full flexible sheepskin,

PLAN OF SALE

The preliminary offer of the new
Encyclopaedia Britannica in advance
of publication was planned with a
very practical object in view. It was
necessary that the publishers should
ascertain, before they began printing
and bhinding the volumes on a large
scale, to what extent the public would
demand the work in each of its two
forms (sets printed upon India paper
and sets upon ordinary paper), and in
the six stvles of binding. A compara-
tively small number of subscriptions
in advance of publication will be ac-
cepted at much less than the regular
price, but without any payments at
present, in order that the saving which
the first subscribers may effect will
induce them to subscribe without
delay, and thus to give the publishers
an immediate indication of the ratio
in which the production should be
apportioned between the two kinds
of paper and six EF]I'I.EI of binding.

Delivery af early copies is about to

begin.

Cambridge University Press

"
Britannica Department

December 30, 1910,

= \
(Encyelopasdin

The verdict of book-buyers is almost unanimous
in favor of

THE INDIA PAPER EDITION OF THE
ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA

€, The prehminary announcenent in the November
magazines n regard to the new format in which the
11th Fdition is being printed, has yielded a surpris-
ing result, and yielded it swiftly., 90 per cent. of
the American orders for the new edition of the
world’s greatest work of reference call for sets

printed on India paper /29 volumes, each less
than an inch thick, although containing almost
1000 pages). The success of the India paper
edition 1s therefore assured. The employment of
this extremely light but opaque and strong printing
paper was a radical innovation whose desirability,

it was felt, might not appeal quickly to the majority of book-buyers.

€. To make the Encyclopaedia Britannica two-thirds slighter in bulk and two-
thirds lighter in weight was an experiment whose .advantages, it was decided,
might not appeal to many who had been accustomed to the work in the format which
had existed without change or attempt at improvement for so many generations.
Familiar associations have much to do with the affection with which the Encyclopae-
dia Britannica 15 regarded by hundreds of thousands of readers throughout the
world. Thoroughly original as 1s the new work, searching s has been the fresh sur-
vey of every field of knowledge upon which its 40,000 articles are founded, the new

a"-;ﬂ-ﬂ.ﬂ.l'.l‘;?r_i.ﬂé': advertisemenis pléase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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AN ENORMOUS BOOK IN HANDY FORMAT, 28 VOLS. | THE ENCYCLOPAED]A

AND INDEX, 27,000 PAGES, 40,000 ARTICLES |

Eleventh Edition is nevertheless the suecessor and, in a certain sense, the EI{hcﬁtor,_uf a
great series of traditions, the ultimate fruit of the cumulative experience which has._ since
1768 produced ten successive and successful editions of this work. The publishers
had no desire to force the new India paper format upon the public, and it was at t!'}c
outset recognized that the man who for twenty years or more had seen the familiar
binding on his shelf, eagerly as he would welcome the new edition, with its wealth of
new knowledge and fresh information, might still prefer that in outward form it should
seem the same.  Many of the elder among the three generations by whom the new
work will be enjoyed may feel even now that to use the Encyclopaedia Britannica in its
more compact form will involve too great a change in fixed habits; and there 1s some-
thing to be said for the point of view thata portly row of volumes is the most cherished
of household ornaments.

4l The public, however, have decided in favour of India paper in the propor-
tion of nine to one. 5625 subscriptions in advance of publication had been

registered when this announcement went to the printer, and of these 5062
were for the India paper.

€ To those who spend their lives in libraries, the loss of time, the discomfort, the
fatigue to the eyes entailed by the constant use of cumbrous and heavy books, are
matters of course, but to the average reader, who has no superstitious reverence for
old fashions in the production of books, the efficiency of works of reference has always
been limited by their clumsy form; he has always thought of the Encyclopaedia
Britannica as a series of large, heavy, and more or less forbidding volumes to which
he has referred but seldom and always with reluctance.  To him the novel and con-
venient format of the new Encyclopaedia Britannica has come as a distinct
addition to the machinery of modern life in America. He will no longer think
twice about picking up a volume which he can grasp easily between finger and thumb,
which can be bent back cover to cover in its flexible binding, and held for reading as
comfortably as a magazine.

€ The purpose of the preliminary announcement of the new Encyclopaedia Britannica
has been attained so far as the percentage in favour of India paper is concerned,
and early copies will soon be ready for delivery ; but meanwhile the relative demand for
the six styles of binding in which the new edition will appear is of not less pressing
importance. A great many subscribers, while eagerly welcoming the appearance of
the Encyclopaedia Britannica in thin and light flexible volumes, have entirely ignored
the question of bindings, having deferred the making of a choice until the complete
work 1s ready for delivery. The use of India paper 15 one new feature upon which
the success of the Eleventh Edition will depend; the flexible bindings in full sheep-
skin and full morocco 1s another, but the publishers are, at the moment, lacking that
precise knowledge of subscribers’ requirements in the matter of bindings that is in-
dispensable to the production of a large edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica at low
cost. The most extensive manufacturing in the history of publishing is about
to be projected. 'The mere making of paper and purchase of skins for bindings will
demand no little time. By common consent of all competent authorities, the demand

A LAR('.EE CONCESSION TO EARLY SUBSCRIBERS
In answering d;!'_irﬂfﬁﬂ?.'{'.!rh'_ﬁfr.‘a.'n'f: mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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{ PRINTED ON LIGHT, OFPAQUE INDIA PAPER. EACH
!I‘ VOL. LESS THAN ONE INCH THICK (Almost 1000 pages.)

BRITANNIC

for the new Encyclopaedia Britannica has been accumulating for years. The first
volume of the edition that is in use today (and will be displaced and superseded
by the new 11th edition) was published in 1875. There have been various reprints,
some unauthorized; and in order to evade the copyright law, versions were published
(the sale of which was afterwards suppressed by the United States Circuit Court)
which did not contain all the original articles; in the genuine and the incomplete and
mutilated forms, the total sale in America was not less than 400,000 copies.
Conservative estimates based upon this previous demand show that the printing and
binding which are about to follow the present offer must be on a gigantic scale.
4. The plan of first issuing a limited number of sets, for which subscriptions

are being received, will
enable those who register
their names now to obtain
the work at a substantial
concession in the price.

When the first subscription list
has been filled, a supplementary
(or waiting) list will be opened
forthose whose applications were
received too late to be entered
on the first list. 50,000 sets
in 1911 1s not an extravagant
estimate of the demand for the
new Encyclopaedia Britannica.
In view of the magnitude of
the printing and binding, many
subscribers will have to wait
until the manufacturing has
been so organized that com-
plete copies can be produced
quickly and in quantity. All
subscriptions will be dealt with
according to priority of appli-
cation. No money need be
paid until after delivery of

the volumes; all that the Cam-
bridge University Press now
requires is an early intimation
of intention to subscribe,
whether for India paper or
ordinary, and for which of the
six styles of binding,

The New (11th) Edition of the
ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA

is a Fresh and Original Survey of Human Thought, Learn-
ing and Achievement te 1910. A Complete and Aothorita-
tive Expasition of Knowledge. It Consistz of 28 Volumes
and Index, Comprising 27,000 pages and 40,000 Articles.

The List is Open for ADVANCE SUBSCRIPTIONS

(1) On INDIA PAPER (very light and opaque, in
Three Styles of Bindine—CLOTH (84.25), FULL
FLEXIBLE SHEEPSKIN (%5.25), and FULL
FLEXIBLE MOROCCO ($6.75), the volumes to
be less than ONE INCH THICK (960 to 980
pages ),

2) On ordinary book paper, in Three Styles of Bind-
ing—CLOTH, ($4.00), HALF MOROCCO
($5.25), and FULL MOROCCOQO ($7.50), the vol-
umes to be 2§ INCHES THICK (960 to 980 pages).

_ At these prices (the Ninth Edition having been sold, when

first issued in England and America, at 30/ or 87,50 a volume), the
new Emgpeloperdia Britasnica is a considerably cheaper book than
ever before, and mits more convenient and readable form, likely to
appeal to a much wider public. Furthermore, the slight additional
cost for the India paper impression is not in proportion to its actual
market valuation, as it is well known that books printed on Tndia
paper are alwavs issued at high prices.
N TE—Those thko pocrecs copies of previons editions of the ENCYCLOPAE.
A BRITANNICA ot ond of dade) are reguiited to adoite weof the fact,
clearly indicaiing which edition bhey postess (ming  mame of puliicher and
rioveeber af votumes ), and, (F they wish & purckase the new edition, Wil de G formed
Hoew Ry can dispese of dherr ofid editions at a fifr valwation.

Note- The new ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA is offered direct to the
public, and no book-agents or canvassers are employed,

APPLICATION FOR THE PROSPECTUS

Full particulars of prices (in advance of publication’, of deferred
payments, hookcases and bindings, together with a prospectus con-
taining an account of the work, with speeimen pages, order form,
€tc., free on application,

CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY PRESS
(Encyclopedia Britannica Department), 35 West 32d 5t.. New York.
Please send me the prospectus of the new ENCYCLOPAEDIA

BRITANNICA [ 11th Edition ).
(5, d) MName

Profession or Business (with address)

R{.‘ Sm;]:l CE
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i e l < L1F% is on =ale in Chicago
i A M. every ? BSOSl h
: 'l'utsd;j;.tr} ?fé) = at 1:30 . M. every

Tuesday.

Life is officially dated Thursday of each week.
But you can actually buy it on the news stands of

New York every Tuesday 11:00 A. M.
Chicageo “  Tuesday 1:30 P. M.
Baston " Tuesday noon

FPhiladelphia *  Tuesday 2:30 P. M.
San Francisco “  Thursday 3:30 P. M.
New Orleans ' Wednesday 2:30 P. M.
FPariland, Ore. *  Friday 10:00 A, M.
Poriland, Me, " Wednesday 2:30 P. M.
Denver, Col. “  Wednesday 2:30 P. M.

Life has the largest news
stand circulation of any ten ||
cent weekly in the United

States.
LiFE edifics Boston at
noon every L1FE wakes up Philadelphia
Fuesday. at2:30 P. M. every
Tuesday,
Subecription, $5.00 a year Canudian, $5.53 Foreign, .04

LIFE, 54 W, 31, New York
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BOOKS OF THE SEASON

¥ African Game Trails
By

Theodore Roosevelt

Sik Harny H. Jouxstos, the noted hunter, explorer and writer, says in a
long, thorough article in Te OQutivod of December 18 ¢ Roosevelt's book
throughout is highly original.  All these are word pictures and true records, and bound
to find a permanent place in compendioms of Aflrican natural history, for they are true
to life.  Mr. Roosevelt writes real natural history.” ™

gl by Kormd Rooreriolt and otherr) alio sodth

Spfendiadly tlinstralod woith phofagiag

.00 wely pos
Cimon and A Painter’'s Progress By WiLL H.
I Savs the New Vord Herafid; ' He has condensed a great deal that is.in-
Pgrlc;es teresting, truthinl, and =supg v Delween his wo covers ;
Ly BERXADOTTE PERRIN IVith o6y full-page fifnstrafions, Firgonet; posifaid Fr.os

Moliére: His Life and His Works

o his readers, in his By BEANDER MATTHEWS
his elaborate poes, e
t views of Greek schil-

Professor in Yale University

hi=

Professar of Dramatic Literature in Columbia
University

T lis Bifeade N preparation for a lafiv 1ask has

been rewarded by adefnitive pechievement. Al

2, il that Prodessor Matthews has 1o say abdnt
graat art of the drama, and 1 |-.-r|:. all b has o

What I.F Art? :---;- abioul Tife . has -I-_-- ured - expression

mn I||i_-| r-r|1|-|'::|' L |i |'_|-|!|-|'=_;r -'|||;:. of a-great

Studies in the Technf(’lufj dramyatist and-a grear man."' — e Fookaan

and Criticism of Painting Fg.00 nety pestpiad &350

By JoHyx C. Yay IWKE : o) S
1r i 2 satistying book, Inminasine. | France Under the Republic 5oyt
o ks crithic s, SeRe ing n ks anal-

apd - convincing  in its eon By JEAN CHARLEMAGNE BrACg, Latt.D.

clusons ' — Nt Chevinans o

a0 wedy parifond S0

P
R
fige o1l

Professor of Roamance Langeaces in Vassar Coflege

'* All whao love and admire France and appreciate French Titerature, are, and
.

Theservlar] Peﬂpfe el 1l genis will be delprhited withs this well-written  and carefolly « [ -l

treatise, 1t is readable from cover o cover and is the resottof wide research

s mlossed over or failing

By Prizvee LAZARGVICH- as well as of personal expericnce;  No blemish

HEERELIANOVICH in collakbi- passs d |lf- in this suocessful atts O Eange the Ireal ||.|'__'_|_ il 4 Mprerimmei b of
A A g 3 France during the last four decades and o miake an inventory of the con-
1] th Prixcess L . & i 3
oration wi Prizcess Laz structive and reformatory work of the Repulli Liferary Lgert

AROVICH - HREBELIANOVICH
B s0 et poripaid Sr.6s

- 1o sars of 1the work: - ‘
b e done their work
!-!...Ii'l " :..:-.-.:- :-i:'l.i.lli:.:l |I-.- .l:.'l' .'l'- The I,Irfmate Lffe
of -5t rd publicasions,  Itis ex .
ik s of Alexander Hamilton

Hiio mid) postiege extn By DR, Avnax McLaxe Hanmpron
[ (HIE GHANISON
Narratives of O TR Tt s T o A Atsaudes Hi
: tom,”" by his grandson, T Allan Mcel.ane
Eﬁll"f}’ Mﬂr}'fﬂﬂtf Hamilton, The Cufl S “The e |
who 5 fieither hostortan nor Bioeranlie
Edited by Cravrox €. Hawr : .'..-Iul--l:lnll-.- .r-|.i..-\t it :I.--- ;-_..-.-I .’fl I-|.._- sheer
O wolume fn the © Original Narra- humamn interest with which it abounds, ™
ti F F'.:I.l::l' American History " .j'_:-_.;.- el

Faritagif Bams
Porfpant § .72

{iTagtraled, L300 86l Jd.-,-;.'lln,,uln.f s
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FICTION OF THE SEASON

Master and Maid

By Mgs. L. ALLEN HARKER
Author of Espernnce and Ar, Wycherly ™

a true Irish girl, Lallie Clonmell, full of vi-
She is convincing in the

Mizs

The love story of
vacity, humor, and impulsive emotion,
charm attributed to her because her fascination for the reader is
s strong as it is for the boys and men, women and children, who
come to life for too short a time between the covers of the hook.
Her candid, unconventional nature stirs up confusion in the little
community into which she is suddenly thrown. The manner in
which all is straiehtened out and the causes which bring her finally
io make this communily her home—chief of them a hig athlet
Englishman—are the substance of a charmimg romance

Sr.25 nefy pastpend 51,37

At the Villa Rose
By A. E. W, Masox

Nisthior o *
“You will have no peace until you have
finished it,"
—Portland Evening Telegram
\n absorbing best seller.”

—N. ¥, Epening Sun.
“Standz out conspicususly from amidst
the greal mass of fictional murder mys-

The Boalkwran.
filwstrated

ieries.”

Tales of Men and Ghosts

The Landon Times: “She has a eift of delicate analvsis worihy
of a Henry James, to which she adds the intuition of her-sex,  She
always allows for the possibilities of passion, and never lets subleny
interfere- with her semze of drama. Her latest volume of tales is
perhaps the best work she has done in this kind.”

fllnstraded,

The Silent Call

By Epwin Mirton Rov

By Evrrn WaarToN

e
=

S1.50

Third Large Edirion

ErxEst THoMPsON SETON, arlist,
writer, and naturalist, =avs: 1 have
just finished reading “The Silen
Call," and it 1s fine; full of life and
color and ll'L't'l'lf.'IL{inll:ls'I_'r dramatic,
Royle has made that life and region
his ¥ery own."

“Reading  this novel s like wit
nessing a spirited play.”

-l N adion.

=1 50

Iwstrated.

AN iG]

Justice

By Jouy GALSWORTHY
“At onee a vital plece of life
and literature, and a play of
uncuestionable fine technigue
and evident acting value, In
skill, verity, and life values it
stands by itself, so far, among
this author's plays, . ... Mr.
Galsworthy is above all an
artist: he presents the facts as
he sees them, he lets the facts
b special pleaders for him.™

bo cemds el
Postpaid 65 cenls

The Star-Gazers
By A. CarTER GDODLOE

The Boston Glabe: © A bright
and cheering romance.  The
hergine is & vivocious and
ravishingly beautiful Ken-
tucky girl whese engagement
to an English lord was ah-
ruptly hroken off when papa
refused 1o pay the banlkrupt
baron's debis.”

Stoo ncl; postpaid 110

The Spread Eagle

and COther Srories

By Govvernevr Morris
“An entertaining collection.™
New York Tribime.
“Mr. Gouvernear Morris here
proves that he has become
master of the short story ™
Neww YVorl Swor,
S1.20 #ely postpaid £1.30

Open Water

H:l.' ]l‘nfl-'h B, CoNsorLy

Nuthow of ** The Dt 1 Sis's Tall "
CChat o Glaucesler,” Y Crested
Sexa,™ " An Olrmpic Vicior," et

‘Those who like briskly told
tales of adventure will relish
these stories,”
~Chicago Evening Post,
1ama,  [1.20 nel
Postpaid 8132

CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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NOVELS

AND

ESSAYS OF THE SEASON

Huxley
and Education

By Hexuy Famrrera
UISRORN

Da Costa Professor of &
Culnimbia University

Being his adidress pt the open

of the colléee y=ar in which

cistw forth '|.'|'|'_-;||.|_'J' 5 ¢lenr ancl
Ineidl as Huxley himself could
command, the necessity of produ
tive thinkine az the chisf means
anil the chief enil of education

Fe AR G i
g e LLany

The Town
Dozvn the River

By Epwiy ARLINGTON
Kiomissoms
O e can dla no more bere than
10 TECOIne 1 1 heartily anel

The Old Virginia
Gentleman

By Grorce W. Dacny

Skerches of Sourhern
Life in the Era of the
Chnal War

‘CThere are Passades in the it

dizeredit (o .";ul.l:-.-n. Ny Wil
and My Theory of Wives® mighs
have been writtem, aloost fa Ak

by Lamb."— Fhe Natdon (N, 17

g _;-ll.l-'u.".' _.-J\' fhrial

The Conflict
Between
Collectivism and
Individualism

in a Democracy

By Crances W, Evor, T
i Hiirvan]

President Emeriths of

oo penir ety petthadd 8 oo

tldl ave done no

The Married Life of the
Frederic Carrolls

By JeEssE LyNcH WILLIAMS

Second Edition

“CThere 5 not i commonplace page in
:||__- !'suu:-L_ i

—Neww Vork Evening Sun.

o Unfailing humor and breeqy, origi-
nal amd captivating style.”

= Ome lays down this story of modern
\merican marriage with a fe
aratitude to 115 author, 1t
wholesome, and so welcome o chanse
from the morlnd distortions of * the problem * m fie tion."”

— Nealr York Fribnne,

R
ling ol

15 50 5ane, 50 oo MiEaR ool ke
AimaAln oF Wi

Fifestralki. -}:-’_-'ll

The Finer Grain By HENRY JAMES
'+ His searchlizhts reveal motives unsuspected and traits unknown.
"o enter his kingdom 1s to meet an intrnicate network of [_u-_cy-'hi.'.ul
things, amongz which you would be bewildered if the author had
not taken you by the hand in personal conduet.”

London Afkenaum.
L XS

Rest Harrow

By MAURICE HEWLET

The Londow _deademey asserts: St
iz all -as delightful a * Comedy with a
Stine? az was ‘ Open Country,’ and w
are inclined to think that many réaders
will prefer * Kest Harrow * to that treas-
ured volume., It marks a distinct
forward in Mr. Hewlett's art.
away with our doubts as to his over-
i sty

il does

L) gl

finsfraled.  &E.50

SARCHTA

By ALicE DueEr MILLER

The Blue Arch

+ [tz of this book remind the student of the work of William

Diean Howells,"— Clidcare Necordd- Herald,

*The characters are life-like,

whole story has a charming freshness and o
LA

sibtle, yet firmly drawn, and the
rinality.”

(A .."r":fn'.':ll' Nrnirg,
1t sparkles with color and scintillates with wit.”

— S frrnefiedd Undon,

B LT

postpard Bt o

'FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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IMPORTANT BOOKS OF THE SEASON

The Poems of
Eugene Field

Here, for the first time, 1n
direct answer to the de-
mand for a convenient
home edition atamoderate
price, all the poems of
I'.'“i--"-'”"-' Field are collected
nto one volume—one that
resembles the volume edi-
tions of the poems of such
men as Lowell, Holmes,
and Lanier, as the author's
haold on the people re-
sembles their popularity,
WER lI.‘||=.".|"='..l'.".".

Kz 00 pt

Romantic
California

By ERNEST PEIXOTIO
Author of "“"Through the French
Provinces,'" etc.
“The author guides hiz
readers, with the aid of
pen and pencil, through
the muzsions and the re-
mains of the Spanish oc-
cupancy, to picturesgue
points  within reach of
San Francisco, and i the
track of Bret Harte's he-
roes”—Neww Jord Sun,
do Efiusirations kv tke dithor
S gonely poripaid $2.52

A Voice from

the Congo
By HEREERT WaRD
“One of the most living
and picturesique descrip-
ttons of African haman
nature, pure and simple,
which we have ever read.”
— Literary Bipesl,
Fiustvaded Sy e Awihor

2 o0 el Fostpaid B zo

Biblical Geography and History

By Professor CHarLes FosTER KENT, Ph.TH

Thiz bool gives in compact yet clear and attractive form the significant
facts that any teacher or student should know im oriler 1o onderstand and
appreciate Bilslical geography, history, u.ﬂlri litgrature, Mature Hible
sindents will find here a new and llommating poant of approach to the
ancient Seriptures.  The first part of the ook deals with the significant
physical characteristics of Hiblical lanils and especially of Palestine, The
cecunil part presents the chief characters, movements, and cvents of
Eiblical histary in thelr chronological order and geographical setting,

Clath, S Prees

S,

John the Loyal
Studies in the Ministry of the Baptist
By A. T, Ronerrson, DD,

Professar of New Testament Interprétation in the Southern BEaptise
Ihenlagical Seminary

Dir. Robertgon’s style is graphie, positively pointed, brilliant, and, while
scholarly and reverent, yet thoroughly popular.  The vividness, frech-
ness, amd grasp of this book are soch that all who wish a bool about
John will feel that they must have this one, whether they hive
another or Hot.

Lo Fresy

ranro  Clofk,

The Messages of the Poets

By Professor NatHamiern Scasupt, PR.D,

uf Corpell Universaty

“The Messages of the Poets 7 is the eleventh valumne of ** The Messagee
of the Bible,” a series of hand-hooks edited by President Frank K.
=anders, [0 1), of Washburn |.1r|||_",_:|.'1 and Professor Charles Fuster
Kent, PhoD, of Yale University. In the present volume the amempt
has been made 10 reproduce the pecaliar poetic structure of the Book of
lab and o estimate sts ethical and religions significance, Canticles and
1|I'r1.}" other erents seattered thrnu:__;!; the books of the Bible have been
||||.-:;}'_-:||: lowether and placed before the reader in an En:_:‘li-\'h translation
that seeks to |-.-|:-:'|-||u.'_'-_- the melre and :‘-\-|.|.'<I[I||:_-L' -~1|"L'|1_'.|:llr'|;-1,|| ||||-_- u]‘igir‘l.it].

Sgrre i, Cloth,  Brizg ety posiage 13 'cents

Val. IIT Now Ready
Encyclopaedia of Religion and Ethics
cdited by James Hastings, M.A, Hon. D.D.,, F.RA.L

livor of the Dictionary of 1l kil of: ik - b L
o 1l 15 I : e Bibile, and of the Dictionary of Christ

irapls

The “ Encyclopadia ™ will contain an-account of all beliefs and customs
which |ll.'|l:-||__; o relirion or ethics throoghout the world, Tt will alsa
contam articles on the religions themselves or on the nations profess.
mgr them, .l'!_'| when the belef or custom bielomgs 1o more religions
than ane, or is feund in more than one place; it will then be :rga[ml

o gevies of articles, vach article being written by a scliolar of the
particular religion or country '

Lioda, -5'}.(-'4:' el _.“. i '-,-,".:”H L

Lalf Maraeeo, 89 00 et Jer ool Sodil
W, ORCY by snbicription for fhe complete sed

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS '

' FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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NEW VOLUMES

IN TWO

IMPORTANT SERIES

Ars Una: Species Mille

A New Universal and International Series
of Art Manuals

Written by the most representative author-
ities in the various countries and
profusely illustrated

500 iffnstvrations, i in codor, fi eacl Poliige

JUST PUBLISHED

The Art of Northern Italy

By Corrapo Riccr

Diicector of the Royal Gallery, Parma

A compact clear account of all kinds of art
in Northern ITtaly from earliest times down
to the present, their development and in
Auence upon each other.

&r.50 net; postpaid Fr.o35

Art in Great Britain

and Ireland
By SR WALTER ARMSTRONG
Director of the Natonal Gallery of Ireland

+The anthor has done an amazingly good
piece of wark, reviewing all the minor arts
as well as architecture, painting, and sculpt-
New Yord Sun.

ure.'

b e

OTHER VOLUMES TO APPEAR
IN THE SERIES

Byzantine Art— The Art of India—
Egyptian Art— Flemish Art— French Art
— German Art—The Art of Greece —
Art in Holland — Art of China and Japan
— Art in North America— Roman Art

Are of Southern Italy — Spanish and Por-
fuguese Art.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

The Music Lovers’ Library

A series of popular volumes — historical,
bingraphical, anecdofal, and descrip-
tive—on the important branches
of the arr of music, by wri-
ters of recognized
authority

I St vofiemees, ewelt tlfustraled, tzmo

JUST PUBLISHED

The Pianoforte and Its Music
By H. E. KREHBIEL

Agthor of ' How o

Listen to Mus=ic,"' e

This new volume in the * Music Lovers'
Library" is a graphic and accurate account
of the development of the Pianoforte as an
mstrument and of the composers and players
who have been especially identified with
that instrument from the beginning until
our own day.

Fir.25 ned; postpard Er. 35

. OTHER VOLUMES IN THE SERIES

ALREADY PUBLISHED

The Opera Past and Present

By WiLLIaM APTHORP

Anthor of * Musicians and Music Lovers ™

Choirs and Choral Music
By ARTHUR MEES

LConductor of the New York Mendelssohn Glee Cluh

Songs and Song Writers

By HENEY T, FINCK

Author of ** Wapner and His Works ™
The Orchestra and Orchestral
Music

By W. ]J. HENDERSON

Author of ** The Art of the Singer "

.|'r'.'|rr -":' 1]‘1".[’. _-"_'T el

) FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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HOOLS anp COLLEGE%

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY

MISS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND Day SCcHOOL
For Girla. Number in each class |||1||Il.1= L<h l|"'|l' (HE e Fo:-
move] from 6 West g8th Street fo new fireproof tuilding g0 West

seth Street,  Resadence 26 West ssth Sireet

THE VELTIMN SCHOOL
For Girs  College Preparatory and General Course.  Num:
ber of illliall-i ted to twelve tn each class Ilrrpr-u-[ busldine
tharoughly equipped. 6o and thz West sych Sereer

MRS. HELEN M, SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRALS
=ayz Fiith Avenue, New York, MMusic, Ar, Houselsdd Economaies,
F[nrn.g care and s._lcial life, f{ulg'.ll.'l.r_uuurcu-s nndd special sndies
I"'||}ﬁ|l!a| cultire, rld.l:l:. autdoar cxerciar. Eup i Lravel e

THE COMSTOCK SCHOOL, jull Year,

Bonrding nnd Day Schoaol E-:r_l irle
31 W, goth 51 Miss Day, Principal.

MACKENZIE SCHOOL

Equipped ani
skl and of o arebl b

wnider the

acdmilnasters ell-eidliwel

ol v Techiiial Schuids or 1B waimy wml
he |.:hr vry hiny
i i e e Ferry-on Hudsin, Sew Yok,

BERHKELEY SCHOOL
Prepanes Boys th --r-||.||.|;:|' ¥ dor all Colleges amd Uechnical Schonds,
Special aftemtion given o prmary imstrgction =i foundation
od nll cducntion,

Jusepl Curtis Sloane. Headmasier,

--|] I'»I,l‘:'ul o 'l".l'\-l, .

&, Mew York:

ST. MARY'S SCHOOL
A School for Girls, 18 mile: from New Yook
Healthful location: spacous buildings, . Excellent
music and art,  General amd |l-||-.hn.'.|-|||.1r leiry |
Minam A Bytel, Principal, Garden Ciiy, Loog 1=k

Seut s lienlicd,
shvantoges in
urses. - Mgz
i, Mew York,

THE FINCH SCHOOL

A bearding and - day schood for gicls from sixteen (6 Bwenly veiars
f mge, comrespondmg to college, which « s mdevidualiiy,
rultiviites the human interesis and sympatldes, aml is abreast of

Cureiculnm i|||.||lij]|'-- Paych Exthics,
v, Law, Enplish, Living Lang Mliasic
Mew I|rt-r\r-u-| ten-story building equipped with every
essential to =sifety and  comforn l|.|'-_|.\|,|_-||;|_|i il

.|.|'|IJ ATt

.*g|;|||| e
lenmis couir

Mra. Jessica Garretson Finch, A B,

6r K, rrth street, MNew York City.

LL.E., Prineipal,

THE GARDNER HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Regilar and Special Conrses,  Music, Art,
|_|||1|||_1 'I.._;.Ih:-li-. dancing.  Indiviclual
All advantages of city with delight-
ith .1I.'|1'I:I'J-|.. Sew York Cily.

CATE,
ful bhome life.  Go7

THE GRAHAM SCHOOL
For Girls, gsth vear, Resident sl Jday gaiptls.  Genern i
| PrETETS Unrivpled location  overlooking

wNew Yorl

m  {ourses,

i r-|x|-. Fark anid the Hudsm
Mr ancd Airs: Howard Tv Miner, g2 Riverside Dirive

MRS. HAZEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
PELAM Mamoe, New Yorlk,
Hall-hour from Grand Centeal Station, New Yiock,
Mrs Joms Cosvincrav Hazes, Principai.
Miss Sard Loveas T Racy, Assocule.

KENT PLACE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
‘grs kg 10 1o, College Prepamatory aml
Certificates mdmit 10 Vossar, Sadth and Wellesley.  Gymmasiane,
Physacal Dizector.  Behutifol grounds. On a miles from Now
York, Unenlogue. M. Surah Woeslman Paal, Prine. Hamilion

i

Veademie Conr-cs

Wright Mabie, LL.1Y, Prese Beard of Divcctors. Summit. N

HEATHCOTE HALL
The Misses Lowhwood’s Collegiate Schoal foe Griels,  AH the -
vantages of the metropoliz with fullest opporiunity for wholesome
oudoor life | rding, tonnis. beld  hockoy, skating |;L-r|1|:|_-|5.'i.|.||:|_
I.u'm'r.ll ol Cadlege Preparntary Coneses, M wsic REH -
dale, New York. (g0 mindtes friom Sew York O ||l. y

MOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY

This schoods Sl
airkiig: L
e, Wlamiial tea i oy 3 ik
PLEASAST TlAl 3 e 13
Frelerick Hrusie, Ros 908, ©hesindagg-op-Halsa

THE MISSES TEWHSBURY'S SCHOOL

For Girls. Irvington-on-Hudson, 1o siinutes from New York.
Primary, Intermediate and College Preparatory.

B COUNTRY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS IN NEW YORK CITY
Best features of country and city life,  Ouwi-al-door spors on
£ park ol a5 nered mear the Hodson River.  Acadeniic
':E'ﬂ“ - —J'IIIILlr!u' Clazs o Giraduation Music and Art,  [ermig
T00,

Miss Bangs wnd Mis Wiliten,

MISS ELINOR COMETOCHK

i Paipil of ||I1---|-|.I' ]_.(-1|'||.||_.-k|.
Lray Pupils in New York it Harmony, Sight Reading, E
semble Plaving, Mus Lectures.  For calalogoes, apply. b

Misg Elinoe Comstock, rose Madison Ave, New l{.wL Ciiy,

Riverdale Ave, and asad Si

Music Schoo! for Resident and

2 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN E



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE

RYE SEMINARY
For particalars addiess Mes. 5 . Life, The Misses Swwe, Rye,
New York:

THE DA. HOLBROOK SCHOOL
Ossining, N, Y, Preparatory School for Boys.  Estahlished 1504,
Sitwated on Briar CLI, soofeet above senbovel,  Salisiactory refers
eN0CE A8 Lo character are necesaary for eocoliment, For illustrated
camlogue, address The Dr. Holbrook School, Ossining, N, Y.

PEEKSHKILL ACADEMY
=Bt wear,  Prepares [or all colleges amd univeesiies.  Over
-'F_:lm:'.uu.: apenl o rgon on new hmbdiogs,  Inspection el
Fiar catalogae, addriess The J'rrnl.1|:-u.|--. o &, Peekskill, 5.

PuTnam HALL
Miss Bartiest's Schoal for Giirlse  Ofers cxceptional facilitics
Cidlope preqaration.  Ddfers peoeral coorses with |I|j;. i1
those wha do pot care 1o attend collep Hiilils certilica
for pll leading collegez.  Crtalogp i reEfuedl,
Clizhe Hartlett, Principal, Box 8a7,

rei ik
Address Ellen
wighkeepmie, N, Y.

WALLCOURT
Miss Goldamith®s School for Garls.  (Formeely The We
Umn the east shore of Cayuga Lake.  Th aeation for
anmy collegre,  Cienernl oo rmiic anil s Phivsical
colture. | Fae boolleg aiddress Aiss - Anna B, Goldermith, AL,
Prin., Aurora-on-Uavugn, N Y

MNEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY
Hated by the U, 5 Government in class "0 Splendidly
eguipped, located four miles from West Paant, - Covaley Detach
ment.  Military Baml.  Prepares for enginecring, scientific col-
leges, West Point, Annapolis and Army Exominations.  For Cit-
aborie apply o The Adjuiant, Cornwalisom=Hudson, XY,

= Schonl ]

Miss C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL

For Crirls, Al depmriments,  Cdllege prepamtory,  grdmting

il specinl (ourses,  For ciecular addeoss, Niss ©, F Moson,
L AL, Lok Box sos, The Castle, Toerrytown-on-Hud=on, X, Y, |

THE

BE

ST0L 15

FoR

Dutchess

Full rud

Millbrook,

nty, New York.
i

s, urss (i khigh stk

Ly edleak.
] fiar il jrpal ot

T hockey, te

1 rrglardt,

Millbrook, N, Y.

EMMA WILLARD SCHOOL

Firr 1=

year, |
Ll

IAVING SCHOOL
For Boys Prepares. for all colleges and
In the “ry
Gymnasinm, swimming
1. M, Furman, MM,
H1I1|=-'>J|. Mew York

OSSINING SCHOOL
For Girla, Suburban o New York
& o Cadlege Fre

schonla

scientific
igtorie * Irving " coumtry; 28 miles from New York.

wol amel fme athletic 1i.|_'lr]. Address
vail Master, Box go3, Tarrviown-on-

azrd vear,  Academic, Music,
sratory Uourses, Posl Grradunte and specinl
work,  Certificite admirs to leadiog calleges. Gymnasiom. Year
ook on request, Frncipal, Claea C, Faller; Assacinte |-'ri;|||;|_[|:'|_|_
Martha J. Naramore, Ussining-on Hudson, New ¥ ork,

PENMNSYLVANMNIA

MISS WRIGHT'S SCHOOL
For Girls:  Preparalory L J:_I-r:.'l:l ."nf._l'.1r College. .I.Ilrlll.l'lll.l. in
Cullege E’l'J'Ililr;l!---f and me=dng Lomirsg Uershicate adiniis

1 Wassar, Smith am] W ellesley,  Cironlar upon rgquest,  Brim
Alaver, P, |
o |
LINDEN HALL SEMINARY |

A Home School for Gicls with Graduate and Special Courses,
A Bchool with an uninterrupbed history from eza0 1o e prosent
time mast e eightly founded and conducied.  For catalogue, wd-
dress Rev, Chas. 1), kreider, Panapal, Lititz, Pa |

MiSS MARSHALL'S SChOOL
For Girds.  Azademie and Music Departmients. College Prepar-
afory and Special irses. Dol loeation. Mew boglding.
fortable bome Iife and out-door sports. For catalogue, add
Mizs E. 5, Marshall, Oak Lane, [‘I:il.x-]-.-lplu;u. Pennsylvanks.

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL
For Girlx, - gath vear.  Gieneral and college prepacatory courses,
Special course for high sehood geadontes.  Domestc seience.
Accredited by leading colleges. Catalogue and View Book apon
request.  Frank 5. !ul:u',:lll. A M Ptil'lLI:pﬂ.r. Germantown, Plida-
ibelphia, E'erma.yl.r:mi.a_

SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY SCHOOL
An excellent schoul, giving individual attention t pupils,  Unodee
ihe supervision of Friends = Co-cducitionil.  Prepares for Col-
lewe, Technical Schood. pnd business,  Cotlage syetem.  Giymma-
sium, swimming ool and athletic el Write for oitalog
Arthur H, Tombinsen, Head Master, Swarthmiore, Pennsylvania

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL

(Ineorporated.) A prepamtory schosl for Bryn Mawr, Smigh,
Viessar and Welledey Collegea  Dnploma given in general course
alse.  Within nineteen years 231 students from this school have
entered Bryn Mawr Coll Certificnte admits to Smith, Yazsar
aml Wellealey Colleges,  Fire-proof building. extensive grounds;
lwekey, bpsket hall and tennis Gekds.  Kesident athletic director,
trained nurse, aml French aml German teachers A separute
collage for littde giclss Jane Lo Brownell, AJM., Head of the
Sl Far catalugise addeess the Secretury, P (0. Hox F, ]'I-;:,-;"_
Mawr, Pa

4

DGONTZ SCHOOL

For Young Ladies

THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC,

For Girls.  An excellent school for giris, offering either
academic or college preparatory courses.  Healthiul loca-
tion, Giymnasiuen, Physical training, Main Line P, R, K,
For catalogee address

A. R, Grier, Pres., Box H, Birmingham, Pa.

1 _ Twenty minutes from Philadelphia, two
hours from: New York  The late Mr  Jay Cooke's fine
property.  Mizss Sylvia J. Eastman, Miss Abby A Sutherdand,
Principals, Ggontz School P O, Pemmsylvania

Limnc I



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE

Oae first aim i 1o moke steong, manly, successiul men—
physically, mentally, marally, College and husinesg prepara-
(1% Catalogue.  Rev. T. H. Landon, AM,, DD, Principal;
Livut-Col., T. D, Landon, Commundant, Bordeatown-on-the-
Delawuee, N

DWIGHT SCHOOL
For Girds.  Codlege |:-rl.1bu::|.Lu| v.and specinl courses, Certificanes
acveped by leading colleges.  Limited womber of [|'.|H|||.-._ insures
individunal atention. Four buildings | spacious greamds, Sabur-
ban to New York, Gymnasiom. Tennis, nding. Address Box fog.
Mis Creighton and Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, N. ],

RINGSLEY SCHOOL FOR BOYS
In the Mew Jersey hills, 22 miles from New York.
all colleges and scientific achools
vlasges,  Gemmasiom and extensive grounds for athletics and
sports.  For catalogue address : .
To R: Camphell, MoAL, He admaster, Box 103, Egsex Fella, N, T.

M Preparcs for
Imdividual attention in small

NEW JERSEY

BLAIR ACADEMY
fiyd year, Propares for any American College,  Campus 1oo acres
Thorough equipment ; lheral endowment justilies low rite of
£350. Opened Sept. sath,  John C. Sharpe, AL, BED, Pringipal,
P 0, Box N, Blairstown, New Jersey.

THE GROFF COUNTRY SCHOOL
Here encl boy i treated in accordanoe with his T-|I‘Hl5._ No grades
or forms Ut a boy must fit,  Athletic grosmds,  Boanting {on Dl
Lake), golf, horsehock riding.  Separate department for havs
& o 14, Mdfdress Joseph CO Goff (A and Class 1oy UL 5
MOAD, 238 W,orad S, NOY or “Kildysart,'' Deal Beach, N, 1.

MONTCLAIR ACABEMY
Twenty-fourth vear under same Headmaster, Groymmnasium anid
Swimming Pool, New academic building recently completed.
“Your Boy and Cur School ' i5 a litke book which will inferest
pareniz, nn matter where their sons are educated, i
John G MaeViear, AN, 23 Walden Place, Mantclar, N T,

MARYLAND

MARYLAND COLLEGE FOR WOMEN—
1853-1911
Baltimore surhurbs,  Exlenslve campus
modern improvemenis,

Fine buildings and all
Large and ahls facalty.  Full musicl

cquipment; pipe organ.  Fhysicl oolture.  Home e and
attention.  Freld sports,  "Well furnished gympasium full
high schoal praduntes, a tw e with B, Lo degree,

afil a three years’ course with A B, Cpmlogos ome appliction,
Charles Wesley Gallagher, 10,1, Pres,, Box Gs, Luthervlle, 3d.

THE WoMAN'S COLLEGE

(}fers o practical, well-lalanced course, including electives, lead-

mg o the B dogree. Swmrong Preparatory . Depanment.
Daplomas are alsn granted in Muasic, Art and Elocution.  Practi-
cal courses in Domestic Science. Terms, 83000 Juseph H

Apple, AN, President, Frederick, hd.

THE TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS

An Endowed Preparatory Schoal.  Tuition $7o00.  Elahoraiely
|.|J|.|:'-r:'.'!I|'r| ook on  reguesi Dir. Thomaa S. Bnk.er, Part
Depasit, Md,

Fegulir an
e, Subarke
Beauriful

WASHINGTON COLLEGE

ol sichesnl Bne gicls dad yrou

MaTIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
For Girls,  Fireproof Building  Park of goacres
vaniages in muasic and nrt. Certibican mils fo Callege, Spe
Courses, The Bishep of Washingten, President Board of Trustees,
Klirs. Bacloue Walleer, RMLA., Prin., Me 56 Alhan, Wishington [.C,

I:'rlril nlli |,| a

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY
For Young Women,  The story of the school; its rerarkalie
"'EI'-HJ-'"'”“ of 18 buildings; it= trpiming in homemaking, its study
of the Capital—can be told fully only nooar catulogue,  Address
Boax 1oz, Foeest Glen, Md. Washington (Suburhs), Id, €.

WASHINGTON, D. C.

HﬁHTHﬁ WASHINGTON SEMINARY
For Youngy Women,  Attractive school life combined with ad-
vantages of National Capial,  Two years' course for high=sthool
praduates,.  General and Special Coorses,  Music,  Arr afd
Domeatic Science. $suo o vear. Edward W, Thompsoo,
I'rincipal, Washington, DMsirict of Columbia.

BRISTOL ScHooL

Far dhirle eparste Fren
1

h Kesfdence

Mizn Alice

SCHOOL WRITING PAPER
Meszrs, Charles Sernhner’s Soms are new prejared o recsive
arrlers for Writing Paper I.flr sthool wse, with headings primted i
stampred from address dics,  Address Stationery e partment,
Charles Scribner’s Soms, 153 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

ILLINOIS

INDIANA

TRAINING FOR SOCIAL WORKERS
Under Specialists in Civic, Charitable, Child Helping, Settlement,
Revoeation and General Plalant Work,  Stalf—CGirakam
Tavior, Jase Addams, Julia C =, P Breckinridge and

dthers, Clhicags Solse ol Chace ood Philanthropy, 85 E. Lake
Street, e i

ROCKFORD COLLEGE FOR
WOMEN

(18qo-1o0n,) First ranks B, A pnd B 5.
Broad culture, with elective vocasionnl courses
it fit Lor Hife and for self-support,  Faculty
inclose Wwuch with thegirs  Chosen body of
slidents, Henlthmnd safcty parameont, Pore
i, [nare ariesian water, fng cimpues, New
tre-pront dormitory, clecteic lpht, steam heat,
G table. Catalog,  Julam H. Gulliver,
Ph.Dy, LI, Pres. Box 3 Rockford, 1lineos,

ELMHURST SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Conntry focation affords excellent opportunities for quiet study
and healthful outdooe sparts,  Academie, Pripars fory and Finish-
g Courzes, with Diplomas,  Preparation for Forcign Travel.
Music, Mensendieck Physicul Training. Mo extros Cataloguoe,
Acdress ws cire Booa, K. D6, Connersyille, Fadiana

MICHIGAN

DETROIT UNIVERSITY SCHOOL
Fraparatory and
LTy,
T
upon
il

il kg dloe-
uthletic field,
ed, “Chkeielat
] Ave,, Deimis,

« wall rei

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MASSACHUSETTS

ABBOT ACADEMY

A Schood for Girds, Founded 18328 23 miles from Boston,
Address The Dean, Schoot St Andover; Mass,

HDIIE SCHOOL FOR
YOUTH. lndividusl tra
contral, articulation ansl ppplica
Exceptinn.d oppostunity for permanent s
Adliirisek Miss Frapces I, Ill_rr <k, !'rlu b,
td South Proapect Street, Ainherst, Mo,

BACKWARD CHILDREN AND
# mpcunking mosE sarisio '|"l. =il i sli-
WIMET Sgadiim

THE WESTON SCHOOL

For Girle. Fits girls foc life as well a= for examinations. In
is different, hetter amd worth investigating.  Mrs. Elizabeth
Mathews-Richardson, A.B., Principal. Founded by Rev. S, 5
Mathews, VD, 43 5t James Street Roxbary, Boeston, Mass.

ROCH RIDGE ScHOOL

Rock Ridge Hall for ||u:|:~-::-l' '||.||%!| schood age  The Hawthorne
House for young. bovs  For catalogue, address D, G, 5. White,
Wellesley Hills, Aass

MIEE MCCLINTOCK'S SCHODL
For Girls,  General and College Preparatory Courses.
art. aris and crafis, domestic science,
iz Mary Law  McCliniock,
Steeet, Boston, Mass.

Music,
Rezident and day pupils.
FPrincipal, Bax (4 Arlington

THE MITCHELL MiLITARY Bovys' ScHoOOL
A sub-preparatory school of the highest class, which aims to fir
hows mentally, mornlly and phasically for the larger prepatatory
schonls. Boakler H{JIII:I refuaesl
Alexander H. Mitchell, Headmaster, Billerica, Massachuscts.

LASELL SEMINARY
Codlege preparation, . Household Arts and Sciences. Ten miles
from Bostome  Address Go My Winslew, Ph. Dy, Principal,
Aubarmdale, Maus.

THE BEST MEDIUM f-r-'r q:h.lvll .1|1t|'l.|-=||..g 15
the one which has weight and imfloence in the
homes where the advantages of the Private Schonl
nre recognized, appreciated and acted wpon. Such
i rmiediom balds op an maliiution by suppdying it
with studemnts whio will beoa credit 1o it

Miss Hall’s

Town and Country School

In the Berkshire Hills, on
the Holmes Road to Lenox.
One thousand feet above the
sea level. Forty-five acres
of woodland and campus.

Miss MIRA H, HALL, Principal,
Pittsfield, Massachusetts.

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Founded Ly Mazsy A Burnlum in 1853, s continsing without
|l1|_|,rr|,|_|_||:||-n its work asa PrE T oy schaol under the direction
of Alizs Helen E |.||-.n|x- m aned Aiss Martha C. Burnbam
Crraduating and Specia] Courses alzo provided.  Corres Enn-hme-
shoapld be aildresscd 1o Miss Helen E, Thom pson, Headmistress,
Morthampton, Massachusetes,

MiISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL
For Girls. Miss Capen announces that her school, for many sears
known a= " The Bumham Hr_hm-l " will i the febare be called
“ Miss Capen's Scheal for Girls”  Correspondence: ghoold be
addrossed 1o Miss B. T. Capen. Principal, Northampaon, Mass

BERADFORD ACADEMY
For Young Women. One hundred and cghth vear.

miles from Boston,  Address the Principal.
Miss Lavra A, Knott, AN,

Thiriy
Bradiord, Mass.

MISS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS
Ceneral, Spectal, and Uollege Prepamtory Courses.
The Fenway =8, Bozron

CONNECTICUT

THE ELY SCHoOL
Far Girls,
Gireenwich, Comn

MISS BAIRD'S SCHOOL

For Girls. z7th year. Intermediate, College Preparatory and
General Courges. Superior advantages in Music, Art and fthe
lLanguages. Gymnasium, The home Hfe iz replete with mspiri-

hon. g West Ave, Norwalk, Conn.

THE MoST SUCCESSFUL ScHooLs «of
i-'r-l]..l_:,- began o advertise in SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE years ago for pupils for wo-day
To-day these schooks are pdvertizing for o
TTRAT S

THE TACOMIC SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Near b |||r|[l.|| lake in the Eerk<hire Hills,
AR, (Wellesley and Brva Mawe),
{ Welleslesy, Lakeville, Conn,

Alsss Lilian Thxon,
!IQ‘ Bertha Badey, W5,

INGLESIDE
A Bchool for Gidls,  Becond half-year beging Febroary 4, 1o
Mre W Ix Hlack, Patroness

New Milford, Litchfield Co,, Conr,

WYHEHAM RISE
A Country School for Chrls,

! J 1 Miz= Davics, Principal, Wash-
i, Connecticut,

VIRGINIA

HOLLINS INSTITUTE
A College for ¥Young Women., Founded z842 Lnllﬂcl.' Lln.tl'-r
and Preparatory Courses.  Music, Art, ete, Loceted in
af Virginia, oo acres,  Seven miles nocth of Boannke, 1
rafing mountin o pmate,  For catalogue, acddress
Alisa Marty L. Cocke, President, Box 308, Helline, Virginia.

THE EXTENT OF SCRIBNERS circulation—
The characier of SCRIBNERS -readers—The
cosl of 50 RIBNERS service—make .‘:'-[_']{I B-
NER'S MAGAZINE o Grst mporiance in schoal
advertising,  Especially in 1orr,

SWEET E RIAR CGLL!G E

A plic
Lir. Xaory K. Benedict, Pres:.,

Baow i, Swewl Briar, Va

STUART HaLL
Formerly YVirginia Female Instimte.  Church School for Girls in
Blue Ridge Mountaing.  Intermediate and College Preparatory,
New Gymnasium and Infirmary, Gsth Session. Unosusl ad
vantages in Music, Address Maria Pendleton Duval, Principal,
Stauninn. 'l.-'srg_'inirl.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE a3




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MISCELLANEOUS

ACADEMY

onnected with
AMERICAN ?'r"lr. Charles Frohman's Y CAN BE A SALESMAN
Fiﬂ\ Wl”[ YOU LEiHN”

Empire Theatre and
Companies

DRA MA%FIC ARTS

1o Halsiinnts  Poshibss apen i
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT nil
FOUNDED IN 1884 P i b paci
resideai I el ol
For Catologuwe ol Foformeat boas, aggplys foe FELT: i Fisaf 41
THE SECIHETARY. Ttodn iS5, UAEXEGIE WALL, ¥EW ViR ik I|HIJ|1 I.| =i rllli" (1 ‘HJ P"lﬂ"l"-llll
Lok 15, 4% etanyl, Cilie, o B Forr Woarlk.Te

TAMMER™ ™ =
s*.1-.',:":.-',::.".:.':J""l:."..‘u..l:.l; s.a..le.smegl Wanited

Gieorge Andrew Lewis, 13 Adelaido Sieeel, D
W1LAH by S10,000,00 & yaar,

x ithond now open. No
e STAMMER
L will seml yoir my £  Advice b R

¥ i
1 RLAE nomondl e ooors whille yon nee

aie fres ook A Kwioht of fee

I ' - ipEnings, and  festimonials from
||I|||||I.| ||1 ol then r--ll||| ¥ il -|'| I gonnd posiilons,
Address nearest office, Dept, 127
Mational Saleasmen's Training Association

Chicago  Mew York  Kapsas City  Seattle  Mew Orleans

BENT, N, 1'Hln| LI}
15006 Sorth Wlnals =i lesdlinmuijeadiv, Toul

CDFIHESFGNDE NCE SCHOOLS

STUDY I. Aw BY MAIL | H[IME STUDY — FREE TUITION BY MAIL

Un:ueuttf H:Ihad-
ry and Pr

i i LETe | TFrey R
A N LK dl COoLLEGE, Bogaers, II!lin.

STUDY at Home
Become Legal
, aLawyer Diploma

BT -|- .-mlq i Law

I||||| - il
ity Zie: mn---
i FEansimiess= lww -
= - o LTI TR EN L) I el
||| 1|| |- Lo "'_ "”"I "’_1 : 3 o I T atalog el Porticalars Froe,
et ¥ / | La Salle Exiznsion Univarsity Box 1272, Chicago, 1,

!.:H1:'F';.|l..rl_'l'|lL cﬁm:sPMEJ;[;;.‘-EI;H;D:E . Box !t?l"} :Slr.:mlm P, Rates fOI' SChDDl and
College Advertising in
Scribner’s Magazine

age ., 8250, 1; pase . 25
EARN $25 TO $100 PER week| !Peee - - 823000 1 ¢ page . . $311

S B 1 ‘
In easy, Tnseinating work.,  Practieal, Individual ]Il-me - page . . 12500 | Linch . . 17.50

Tnstroetion., Lxpert Instractiors, ‘H||url|: I nit. 1 ace . . 2 & LE & 5
Focned S5O0, Fwelva yoore sadsesstul TEICHing . page 62.50 - inch . . n7

Dur Gradanies
Are Fllling High Salaried Posilions

Financial Returns Guaranteed, Fime discounts:  20% on  veatly orders.
Complate Coursed o Commercinl, Foashlon, Magazine, ] g N o A,
Book and Advt. 11 l-rr-th; wapaper, Cnrtoaning, Lict- 1oty for six months =even lines minimam

|r1r:'I Iwalgning, Show Card, '|r|,| itectural Perapoctive,
Fhots Hetoaching, l‘ll mal, Uieler, eneral ]PN'-\'Iu._ el

FH E ARTIST'S OQUTFIT of flne Instrumcnts and [he extent of SCRIBNERS circulation—
puppiies 0 each gtudont. '['|“. f :'I-.I.I':I.x ter Ul' 4 |Q| H\_ |._:|\r}._ I'L'ililﬁ'l"'- '|.'|H.‘

cost of SCRIBNERS servive —make SCRIB-
; E NER'S MAGAZINTE of first importance i

school advertising. — Fspecially in g,

-.|r..-.l A l'll‘1i'||.

Worikn for particulars
anid Handanme et [Eouk,

SCHOOLof APPLIED ART
E1i3 FINE ARTS DOLDG. |

| ratiie Crvek, Stink,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE

dur wa Firapeoof Eidg
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

CAM F'_E

Summern Camps

ﬂ‘facaﬁ(}n Scho

The best way
to advertise a
Summer Camp

is to begin publicity early
in the season, as early as
March, continue in April
and May, and close with
display advertising in
June. Such a campaign
will pay.

Scribners gives special at-
tention to Summer Camp
announcements, It sets
the copy attractively,
places the advertisements
under a display heading,
and runs the department
prominently in the Maga-
zine so it is sure to catch
the eve of the most casual
reader.

Most important of all,
Scribners is a medium for
that class of people who
are the principal, if not
the sole, patrons of Sum-
mer Camps and Vacation
Schools.

Write at once for rates and sample
page of summer-camp advertising,

CORRES. SCHOOLS iconT

.~ Are YOUR
Hands Tied?

Do vou want 1o get on—SUTCCEED —earn more
maney # Is there a certain line of work you think vou
could do better in—if you only had the training? Or
a certain kind of position you wauld like to hold —=oniy
wou lenr ¥our = hands are tied #°°

Dion't let your ambition die! Don't think your hands
are tied |

Get out of the erowd of ordinary wnfrgined men—whose
each day's work puts them wo furifher ahcad—flor whom
the [ulure hag no promise,

Start your advancement WOW—mark the eoupon with
A cross oppogite the occupation v o p.n_'r_-[tr, mail it
fo-elny, atuld let the International Correspondence Schools
give you full information on how they can kelp you Lo
sueoesil ns they have thowsands of others=t0 become an
EXFHERT in vonur chosen work—in your spare time—at
home—no matier where vou live of how little you earb

cosls bt postage—vou incur no obligation.

More than wol. C. 5, stwients monthly VOLUNTARILY
reportincreassin payidoeto I C.5 help—36iin November.

Mark the coupou—make your beginnlng NOW |

This Coupon is for YOU

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
Box 027 ECHRANTON, PPA.
Flopse explain, withodt farther obligntion on my part,
how 1 ean gualify for the il"lEII!I-l:lIL.| trade of proelession
Bedore which | hove marked X .

Aptomolile Runiing Civil Bervicn
Mine =upcrintendent A rchileci 1 -"'pnnhi
Mine Forvman Chemlist S French
| Plumbing, Stenm Fitting Lauguages— I. Lerman
s rele Uosisdemeton “-I.IIIE“\Z Bl
vl Engincer Bullding Comtracior
Texiile Manulucturing Archlieetural lbrafiaman
siutionary Engineer Indusirinl Ihesigning
Telephone Expert i 1_HI1IIH.'r1“'|-!I| Tt ratis
Mechanival Englaeer Window Trismmming
Mechnnicul epllsman Ehow Card W P|Iin‘
Electelenl Enginecr Advertising Man
Eleeirie Lighiing =upt. mienegrapher
Eleetrie Wilremuon Bawkheeper

Kome —
I'repent Checupntion
Bireet and Mo
ity _




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

VERY woman knows how humiliating it is to
E lay before a guest a pack of unsightly, soiled and

outworn playing cards. American . Bank Note
Playing Cards last longer and look better than any
other cards made. Their superior merit is due to the
same qualities which have made the American Bank
Note Company known throughout the world as en-
gravers and printers of the highest grade of bonds,
certificates of stock and business stationery.

They are the best plaving cards yvet produced to sell at 25c. a pack. Made
in regular and linen finish: standard and narrow sizes; also many new de-
signs in picture backs and with gold edges. Let your dealer show you these
cards and you will see why they are superior to any other playing cards yet
made. i he has not yet placed them in stock, we will send you a sample
pack for twenty-five cents in postage stamps. Address 5

AMERICAN BANK NOTE COMPANY
NEW YORK CITY

'LOOK FOR THE EAGLE'S HEAD "

In answering advertisements piease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




No country in the world is surrounded with a
greater atmosphere of mystery than India. s
teeming millions of people, its many sirange re-
ligions, its castes, that for thousands of years have
been impregnable barriers to the close human
relations that go to make a homogeneous nation,
are unending topics of discussion and interest.
There have been many books writtenon India, but
many of them seem only to touch the surface or
deal in theories that are as difheult to understand
as the teachers of some of the esoteric doctrines
who have tried 1o interpret the Fast to the West,

Price Collier's next article, to appear in the
March number, will

In the first chapters of her “ Recollections
Grave and Gay,” in the March number, Mrs.
Burton Harrison gives a delightful picture of the
life, interests, and environmeni of a cultivated
Virginia family of the old South,

Her father was Archibald Cary, of Caris-
brooke, a son of William Jefierson Cary, a
nephew of Thomas Jefferson, and her mother a
daughter of Thomas, ninth Lord Fairfax, Baron
of Cameron in the Scottish peerage. The posi-
tion of the family and their traditions brought
them into contact with the best social life of the
time and it was her privilege to meel and know

many famous peo

deal with ** Religion
and Castein India.™
It will be found one
of the clearest and
most comprehensive
studies of the sub-
ject ever written.
The author gives,as
few have before, an
impression of the
effect of these two
factors upon the
livesof the people—
an interprelation of
their effect upon
character, opportu-
nity, position, writ-
ten in human terms,
a revelation of what

.-li_.

ple. Vaucluse, the
old home in Fairfax
County, only eight
miles from Wash-
ington, was Lhe
scene of much tvp-
ical Southern hospi-
tality. On one of
her visits to Wash-
ington just after his
inauguration she
met Lincoln, and in
spite of her strong
secession feeling she
recognized the
power and some-
thing of the char-
acter of the great
President.

India has become
through their influ-
ence, of the tremen-
dous obstacle they present to England in her work
of elevating and educating India as a nation.

“First of all caste is a question of birth, and
there is no entry except by hirth. A workerin a
coal-mine may hecome a part owner thereof, and
hiz daughter marry a peer, and his grandson be-
come a peer in England. - 1 can personally in-
troduce the reader to dozens of still uneducated
clerks, stenographers, mill-hands, newshoys, and
their wives, widows, sisters, and daughters, whose
millions =seat them at the dinner-tables of the
Brahman class in America. But no millions
will enable the low-caste Hindu to marry into a
Brahman family, or even to touch the hand, or
throw his shadow on the food, of a Brahman in
India.”

Ihe ruies of Miunfa

“Budding seces-
gionist  although 1
was, 1 can distinctly
remember that the power of Abraham Lincoln’s
then personality impressed itself upon me for a
lifetime. Everything faded out of sight beside
the apparition of the new President, towering at
the entrance of the Blue Room. He held back
the crowd a minute, while my hand had a curious
feeling of being engulfed in his enormous palm,
clad in an ill-Gtting white kid glove. He said
something kind to his youthful visitor, and over
his rugged face played a summer-lightning smile.
We passed on, and T saw him no more till he
drove past our house in captured Richmond, in
an ambulance, with his little son upon his knee ™

One of the incidents of this first instalment is
the revelation of a historic fact heretofore un-
published, of a message to the commander of the

M



Confederate armies, regarding the movements of
MeDawell, and sccounting for the defeat of the
Federal troops at Manassas, There are some
stirring pictures of the early days of the war,

It was Jenny Cary, a relative of the author,
who set Randall’s war poem of ** Muaryland ™ to
the music brought to her by Burton Harrison,
then a student at Yale. Later chapters will deal
with experiences in Europe and social life in
the North a generation ago.

%

sir Rennell Rodd's fine poem, ** Ninfa,” in
this number gives an impression of the once
beautiful town made desolate by the miasma of
thi: marshes that overwhelmed the neighborhood
and made life there impossibile,

The mediaval town of Ninfa, whose ruined
buildings, its castle, monastery, and churches, date
irom the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, is rarely
visited to-day and then only in the early spring
when it s worth a4 visit on account of the mul
titude of Howers. e

A recent despatch from Birchy Cove, New.
ioundland, announcing the death of Capiain
Thomas Bohlin, of the Gloucester hshing schoon-
er Constellation, recalls one of the most famous
racing skippers of his time.  He was the hero of
many i run from the banks to port, and his repu
tation for carrving sail in all weathers was known
all up and down the coast, 1t was as Tommy
Uhlsen that he figured as the hero of o number of
James B, Connolly’s stories of the Gloucester
fishing fleet. Two of these stories especially
brought out the character of the man—"""Tommy
Ohlzen’s Western Passage™ and “ From Revk-
javik to Gloucester.” When the greal ocean
rice for the Kaiser's cup was sailed in 1go3, Dr.
Lewis A. Stim=on engaged Caplain Bohlin to fi
out and sail his famous litle schooner the
Flenr-de-Lys.  She did not win, but she made one
of the best day's runs in a howling gale when
most of the other racers were either have to or
unier rreatly shortened sail.

%

The home of Sir Lawrence Alma-Tadema in
51, John's Wood, a region that has long heen
known as a favorite residential place for artisis
and literary people, is one of the most beautiful
and interesting houses in London.  Sir Lawrence
hadd it Luilt to suit his own needs and ideals and
it iz one of the show houses of the city, Nead-
less to say, its furnishings are such as one would
expect in the home of one of the foremost artists
of modern times.  Tts unique and probably un-
equalled decorative feature is the famous Hall of
Panels, a hall containing some forty-odd panels
all painted Ly the artist’s friends.

WAGAZINE NOTES

Among the artists represented are Lord
Leighton, Sir Edward Poynter, John S. Sargent,
Sir Alfred Last, Siv E. Waterlow, George H.
Boughton, John McWhirter, J. R. Weguelin,
They are all of the same height, but vary in
width, the narrowest being only two and a hali
inches wide. The hall itseli is a beautiful room,

In the March number will be published an
article describing *The Hall of Panels in the
House of Sir Alma-Tadema,” illustrated with
reproductions of a number of the original paint
ings. It will prove a novel and beautiful artistic
feature of the number.

v e

Any ane who has heen fortunate enough to see
a flight of aeroplanes will never forget the first
impression of wonder, the following feeling that
it was zfter all so casy, and then the increasing
and irresistible fascination of it all and the ap-
peal o the imagination,  To see a human being
slowly circle up into the blue. thousands of feel,
and then disappear from sight is one of the ex-
periences that is not likely to be forgotten.  Will-
iam Harnden Foster has painted four spitiied
aeroplane pictures for the March number illus-
trating scenes “On the Highways of the Skies"

b -

The first notable work in prose by Katherine
Fullerton Gevould will appear in the AMareh num-
ber.  She will be remembered by many readers
for her fine poem * Gemma to Beatrice,” written
under the name of Katherine Fullerton.  *Vain
Oblations” is an extraordinary story and deals
with a situation and a psychological problem new
in fction,

fn Wa

Another of Elmer Roberts’s most interesting
articles will appear in the March number dealing
with “German Good-Will Toward Trusts.”
Chver there they call them svndicates,  Germany
seems to he far in advance of other nations in
the wise co-operation between the nation and pri-
vale enterprise.

The public welfare is protected and the abuse
of the power of great combinations of capital i=
prevented.  The syndicates instead of absorhing
small enterprises or making them impossible
have actually given them life.

e U

Thomas Francis Ramsay’s article on “The
Mukers of the Grade,” in the March number,
will describe a railroad camp that was located
way back in the Canadian wilds north of Lake
Nipigon.

[t is a vivid narrative of the experiences that
are a part of the railroad builder's life, and an
interesting revelation of the character of the men.
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[t cost two million dollars—
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liness, sunshine and pure
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IINCE man hrst went down
to the sea in ships, harbors
have heen his care, his pro-
tection, his delight. Where
lonely sea meets barren
shore, where the land
pushes out a lean finger into the blue or
buffets the breakers with a granite fst, the
eye may rejoice and the spirit grow lyrical.
But it is the sheltered harbor, where the
great ships come in to lay their sea-borne
burdens at the city's feet, which is the real
portal to the ocean road; and at thai porial
man finds most delight of the deep, be-
cause he seems there at once its master and
under the spell of its mystery. He sees
his patient tugs at work, his long docks
laden with freight, his city coming down
expectant to the water’s edge: and he sees,
too, the battered tramps steaming up from
under the world rim, the liners going out
on their far voyaging. He scents together
the odor of the town and the racy salt of
the sea. He is aware alike of Tamiliar
things and strange. We cease soon enough
to greet with fresh wonder the sight of a
city, and the unlimited ocean may grow
for many of us monotonous or sad,  But
the harbor is a perpetual wonder and daily
a new delight,

There are many harbors intrinsically
more beautiful than that of New York, but
few more interesting and none more busy,
The elderly Southern visitor from Shreve-
port, La., who refused to utter any ex-
pressions of astonmishment at the subway
crowds, the East River Dridges, the electric
illuminations on the Rialto, the multitudi-
nous sky-scrapers, but who stood upon the

Copyright, 1911, hy Charles Seribper’s Sops,

Vor: XLIX.—14

FEBRUARY,

WALTER KING S

MAGAZINE

1911 NO. 2

HARBOR

By Walter Prichard
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Battery sea-wall for a time watching the
harbor, and then exclaimed with deep feel-
ing, *“This sure i3 the Shrevepo't o the
No'th, sah!™ aptly expressed the com-
mercial importance of New York Harbor,
But he did not express its peculiar acquired
beauty; he could not, for he did not know
it well enough.  You cannot learn to know
New York Harbor from the sea-wall of the
Batterv. You must view it at all times,
from all points and angles, before its multi-
tudinous and ever-changing delights grow
into an impression of beauty so sirong and
so memorable that it can never fade, =o
strong, indeed, that you will love this
smudgy bay almost above all others, find-
ing them tame, or even colorless, by com-
parison.

New York Harbor is divided by The
Narrows, that channel passage between
Staten Island and Brooklyn, into two hays,
the Upper and the Lower, much like a
huge dumb-bell, save that the Lower Bay
is the i']r;:ger extending south from lgl.ur.m
tine to | .anE} Hook, west to Raritan Bay,
and merging eastward with the open At
lantic. The greal volume of the Hudson,
pouring past Manhattan TIsland, throush
the Upper Bay-and The Narrows, deposits
its load of soil in this Lower Bay, where red
buoys mark the difficult channel and the
larger liners sometimes po aground in the
fog. Ttis seventeen miles as the crow flies
from the New York City Hall to Sandy
Hook Light. Tt is only six miles to St
Creorge, Staten Island, which marks the
head of The Narrows. The Upper Bay,
or harbor proper, is thus far removed from
the open sea. It is almost a lake, some

ATl ighis reserved.
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ducted; and over it on ferry-hoats or

confluence of the Hudson and . under it in steel and concrete tubes daily

Within its area, and in the rivers on either pass so many thousands of people that the

side of that long, narrow strip of dividing head is dizzy reckoning their number. At

rock called Manhattan Island, hall the the head of it rises that Andean range of

waler commerce of a continént is con- sky-scrapers on the southern nose of Man-
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sky-scrapers which rises at s head. —Page 1120

hattan, man's mightiest material oast schooner heats in under dirty ean-

plishment since the Pyramids. Ower it wvas, with a broken wing, perhaps, from

drifts the smoke from a myriad chimneys some wild gale off Hatter the brilliant

on the shore, a myriad funnels on the sun flashes from a gull’s breast and the

water. Yet the sea fog works up through steel-gray, dancing waves—and the call

The Narrows with the smell of brine; a of the deep comes over you. Your eye
131




and your heart follow that steamer drop-
ping down channel with the tide. You
feel, as the wash of the liner L{'nm jigeles
vour ferry-hoat, the heave and swing of the
long Atlantic rollers. The harbor asks
its toll of dreams from those who cross upon
it. As little Will o the Mill stood upon
his hill-top and looked down into the
plain to the far city, his eyes big with wist-
fulness, so you may see the army of those
who Y commute,” leaving their day's toil
in town, stand on the deck of the ferry-
boats at night and look through The Nar-
rows down the ocean road, the ancient
call of the sea not yet silent in their hearts,
that siren call of freedom and adventure,

What gives to New York Harbor its
unique aspect, of course, and its dominant
note of power, is that Andean pile of sky-
scrapers which rises at its head, crowned
by the peak of the Singer Tower and flanked
by the leaping spans of two great sus-
pension bridges,  T'o the vovager coming
up the bay, after his ship has slipped
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A g goes past ina keewn, off-shore wind, tows

through The Narrows, past the two forts,
and under the green hills of Staten Island,
this mountdin range seems to rise like
maortared Sierras out of the sea, hazed with
smoke and blue with distance, As he draws
nearer and the buildings lake separate form,
their tiers of windows proclaiming their in-
credible height, his first impression of New
York, of the New World, is that of an archi-
tectural miracle, a Babylonic dream. A
hrstimpressionis seldom a last; but though
the wonder of these buildings soon wears
off for those who fly up and down in their
clevators or dash about in the canyon slits
between them, and their beauty is converted
tougliness when they cannat be viewed as
a group, for him who views them from the
harbor or the opposite shores their spell of
wonier never grows less, their beauty never
vanishes. Viewed as a part of the harbor,
as its great head wall, as the crown of the
picture, they are sometimes of ethereal light-
ness, sometimes of Dantean strength and
massiveness, but always beautiful.




g A brace of inland canal-boats. —Fage 134,

And their aspect over the harbor is never
twice the same, from day to day, from hour
to hour, nor the same from any two points
of sight, 1f vou take a Thirty-ninth Street,
Brooklyn, ferry from the Battery, passing
through Buttermilk Channel where the
long docks face across to Governor's 1sl-
and, you may look back presently and see
the green parade-ground like a lawn at the
feet of the sky-scrapers; the intervening
water is quite concealed. To one side of
vou is the Erie Basin, filled with the steam-
ers of all nations, like a corral of strange
sea-cattle; to the other side the sailing-
ghips lie at anchor, between you and the
main channel, Behind, leaping up ap-
parently out of a green lawn, are the peaks
of lower Manhattan, flying their lags and
their white steam-plumes gayly against the
blue. That is when the light is clear and
sharp. On such a morning vou might
have stood upon a dock in Jersey City and
seen the sun rize behind the long range of
towered  buildings, {ransfiguring them.

On such a morning they stand in sharp
silhouette against the dawn sky, their sep-
arate peaks distinct, their bases a blurred
mass. They are painted in the flat. Then
the sun comesup. Through the cross streets
it shoots level ravs.  Down amid the caves
and canyons these rays pierce, touching
cornices and windows with gold and bring-
ing out as if by magic the third dimension
of the picture.  Up against the new-washed
sky the smoke plumes grow rosy. Tall
building casts shadows upon tall building,
mutually supplying the solidity which the
isolated steel-frame structure, with its mere
shell of stone, cannot suggest: and as the
sun if=elf at last appearz above them the
whole river seems suddenly to wake to life,
and to pour its commerce round the city’s
feet.

It is seldom, however, save at early
morning or on a Sunday, that the atmos-
phere about these mortared mountains is
free from smoke or haze. When once the
city and the harbor have awaked, an aerial
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pauze is spread over the lower island and
the high buildings but loom the larger
through it, with deeper shadows or softer
outlines or lovelier colors.  There are steel-

If the day is fogry
them. —

PEEE 1Y,

oray days, when the sun is overcast and
a wind is up; and the white-caps on the
harbor, the steam plumes from the build-
ings, the foam-fleck in the wake of tugs
and ferry-boats, are spatters of china-white
on a monochromaftic picture, There are
Japanese days, when a thin sea fog is
in, though the sun is bright and cheerful.
Then the harbor, the sky, and the city are
but three delicately differentiated shades of
the same blue, and the great huildings loom
remote and ethereal, once more painted
in two dimensions. On such a day the
guy flags whipping out high aloft and the

. Liberty looms large and ghostly behind

The Harbor

red stacks of the liners at their piers are

gaudy spots of color, and usually some tug

trails a gigantic feather of velvety black
smoke across the picture, There are days
of lowering rain and mist,
when the Singer Tower goes
out of sight in the clouds and
the city, irom the harbor, be-
comes almost unbelievahle,
while the screcching whistles
take on a lerrifving tone.
There are days, too, of cop-
per sunsets over the low-lying
Jersey shore, when, from the
water, you sec tier-after tier
of windows on Manhattan
turn to melten fire, and [rom
up the darkening river come
sudden flashes of copper
flame from the windows of
the ferry-boats.

With the coming of early
night in winter, all the tiers
of windows up the cliff walls
of the sky-scrapers become
checks of gold. As darkness
deepens and the outlines of
the buildings grow more in-
distinct, the Singer Tower,
bathed in the white glow of
its invisible searchlights,
SEEMS A Etl’ﬂ.l’lgﬂ Sﬂﬂ'l\"ﬁﬂppfd
peak lording it over the lesser
heights, and the wake of your
ferry-boat on the water is a
purple lane stretching hack
to the land of wonder, When
the outlines of the buildings
have completely disappeared,
the innumerable window
lights are the street lamps of
it city running up a great hill,
as if New York were builded on a mountain
side, and the white tower, instead of appear-
ing suspended in midair, seems to crown
thiz eminence. Now, looking away from
the city, you see the ferry-hoats, with their
rows of windows each with a light twink-
ling through it, moving over the water like
animated birthday cakes.

By day or night, the humble voyage to
Staten Island is a perpetual delight. By
day, it may be, a tug goes past in a keen,
ofi-shore wind, towing a brace of inland
canal-boats.  These barges flaunt an inde-
pendent life of their own under the very



The Harbor

nose of New York. Geraniums bloom by
the tiller, the domestic linen is flapping on
a line, a face glances up at you from the
cabin door with only the mildest interest,
What has the slow, peaceful, nerveless
life of canals to do with this great town and
panting tug and white-capped, racing bay ?
The tug, almost as if it were aware of the
incongruity, as if it were causht associating
with a country cousin, pushes on hastily,
warned by the hoarse, ratthing, bass bellow
of a liner coming down the channel. The
liner goes past without a sound save the
occasional roar of her whistle, her passen-
gers high above vou hanging over the rail
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and looking back at New York, But in
the anchorage west of the channel, from
the Statue of Liberty on, the rusty framp
ships point into the tide without life or mo-
tion, wearily resting.  If the day is foggy,
they cut black against the vast gray blank
of sky and water, the sooty laborers of the
deep, and Liberty looms large and ghostly
behind them.

Om such a day of fog, too, when the
city might be a hundred miles away, it
oiten happens that in half the circumier-
ence of the horizon nothing will cut against
the pale blue or the pray immensity but a
single tug, sending up a gigantic mushroom

You may sometimes creet a monster Hner, coming: 'I.i.||.] from Unarantine. |
and lofty stacks are visible, her stern i: lo

l Her towering prow
st in the mystery.— Fage 130



of smoke which moves along with the boat
as if 1t= stem were stuck fast in the funnel,
and tones =0 softly into the mist that the
brush of a Corot might have painted it
In the fog, indeed, there is the constant
excitement of sudden, unexpected picture;
or sharp meetings with sea fellows. Warned
in advance by the bellow of her whistle,
you may sometimes greet o monster liner
coming -I_|_|r from Cruarantine, which she was
able to reach hefore the fog bank caught
her, to hold her till morning anchored oui-
side the Hook. A pigmy tug runs on
ahead, like a little dog, and ¢ven when her
towering prow and lofty stacks are visible,
her stern is lost in the mystery.  When all
the fabulous length of her has slipped past,
her decks crowded with men and women
peering cityward, and when the deafening
vibration of her whistle has prown fainter,
136

1 the Singer Towi iices it shaft of

vou hear on your own starboard bow the
!'l'IUL'I.]'I'.I]IL"l. |.II_'..[-|i".']l| 1||T ] 9 :,}I__'Il-r:-_{l,"',' and see
emerge throuch the mist the humble
wharves of Staten Island.

Across the Kill von Kull, at ﬁm'ur]]:u:,
is a smelter chimney several hundred feet
tall, which pours out a perpetual stream of
pale, yellowish smoke. When the wind i=
wesi, this smoke drifis directly over Staten
Island. (lne afterncon, as the ferry-boat
approached the slip, 1 saw the sun piere-
ing down through thiz haze, carrving the
shadow of St Creorze Hill dur];l} Im.'u_-r the
water o the east as far ag the government
anchorage, and there striking full upon a
gray battle-ship and her collier. It was
ridiculously as if a spot-light in the second
balcony of a smoky theatre were directed
upon the star performer on the stage; vet
it was all on so vast a scale that you bowed

pale light, and the traiss



crawl like glow-wornis

aklyn Beidge

ver the ligh-flung wels of

in admiration. The grim iron hulk of the
fichter seemed almost  self-consciously
aware of the dramatic effect. There is
something a bit theatrie about an ironclad
l|_|_'||'|.'i,|__'l.':‘"-. I.]Hnl'li."'\. Oneg Wias, F’|||. I:]“' :"';.l;il = ||[I
several minutes, the centre of every gaze
on the ferrv-hoat. Here for once, at least,
the implication of sex we have placed upon
ships seemed amply justified!

Just below Fort Wadsworth on Staten
Island is South Beach, and there on o clear
day you may look across the vellow sand
and the strip of bright blue water in The
Narrows to the green shore of Brooklyn,
while to your right, beyond the two piles
of red brick buildings on the Quarantine
islands, the Lower Bay stretches out to
open sea. New York is invisible some-
where back {o the left, and this narrow strip
of vivid blue is the ocean road leading

Page ign

from her gates. As you sit in the warm
sand, watching the white yawls skim back
and forth or a three-master beat in against
wind and tide, you suddenly see a red
prow push out from behind the rampart of
Fort Wadsworth.  Silently, without smoke
or churn, as if she were drawn '.|]n:|1j_: |r:.' ian
invisible wire, the steamer passes you close
by, swings toward the Ambrose Channel,
antl heads for the open sea.  Then another
comes, and another.  Fed stacks or yellow
or black, German or British or French
flags {and -::Il|l'. toy il11-|‘i'I|IJL‘i|l§_'l.' the Stars
and Stripes), proclaim the ships of this
tranzatlantic line or that. Some of the
smaller vessels are coasters or deep-sea
tramps. That great black hulk with four
red stacks, which hides hali the Brooklyn
shore, is the Mawretania. The day's exit
has begun, The first ship is already a
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k on the horizon. Behind her, down

Lower Bay, follows the procession.
To see t at ships coming through
The Narrows, one after the other, from the
invisthle city and nding aut 1o all the
ports of the world is to hold a vision of the
commercial importance of the town a
the harbor more overwhelming, perhaps,
than any which a nearer view affords or

Yoo go past & derdick

which any statistics can
it may be, are sitting th
suit on the warm sand, ha
savage in the sun and the ¢

There are certain plea
to those we pharisaically call “the lower
classes"” which atone in no small measure
for the lack of th or a |piur{; in the
social rem Une of these is the pleas-

supply.

And you,
while in a bathing-

ng lik
an salt air!
ures permitted

3, like & huge inanimate



epider on it hack fowed

ure of eating fruit or cookies
public | ¢ 10 he hu
Another is the ple ing down
harbor by h

to Coney Island on a hot
The hoat, an old-fashioned

: rops down the Hudson from
Harlem, making her last stop at Pier One,
at the v, where a sweltering mob
walls to crowd upon her already crowded

You must push and scramble in
el York fa: won if you

: e near the rail, and

tted by the smell

1d your ears by

a band of mu-

wingr out 2 popular tune. But
inr-heam 15 o1 More in

motion and the evening b over the




140

water carries the sound and odor astern,
the harbor is spread for your delight.

Perhaps a last hot orange flare of sunset
remains in the sky over the low Jersey
shore, but night has dusked the Brooklyn
bank. Behind vou
the Singer Tower
raises its shaft of
pale light, and the
traing crawl like
glow-warms over
the high-flung web
of Brooklyn Bridge.
As the boat passes
down well to the
east of the channel,
the fiery flare {rom
a blast-furnace red-
dens the horizon,
and against it two
stand-pipes on iron
stilts are suddenly
thrown into sil-
houette out of the
night, like huge
daddy-long-legs
striding along the
top of the docks.
You go past a der-
rick lighter, too, like
a huge inanimate
spider on its back
towed by a water-
bug, and slip almaost
in among the fleet of sailing-ships anchored
off Gowanus Ba'_'..', How F.ilE]'Il]}‘, myste-
riously, they ride at anchor in the night,
their bare spars and faint web of rigging
black against the sky, their red and green
lightz alone giving sign of lile! Perhaps
another comes to join them even as you
pass, her ghostly sails booming suddenly
at vou out of the dark, or sliding down with
a rattle of tackle and the hoarse shouts of
the crew.

Through The Narrows the lines of twin-
kling lamps on either shore run on as far as
the dark, ominous battlementz of the forts,
and then the Lower Bay widens ahead, the
ereat beacon of Sandy Hook Light flashes at
regular intervals seemingly out of the limit-
less water, and the wind freshens, grows
more salt, brings to stifled nostrilsa breath of
brine. A shortwhile, and the excursion boat
rounds the end of Sea Gate and rolls en the
dying ground swell from the open Atlantic.

Some tug trails

i gigantic feather of velvety black
smuoke across the piemne —Page 134

The Harbor .

And there, directly before you, though
for some time vou have detected its high‘-‘f"‘t
tower over the land, Coney Island pricks
its incandeseent hattlements upon the night
and turns to troubled gold the moving wa-

ters at its feet. A

tinsel, tawdry thing
| by day, a delinum
of shabbhy make-
Lelieve, by night it
is a dream mirage
rising out of the
ocean, a towered
city builded all of
rolden lamps, with
splashes here and
there of red or
green; and the
sound of it, coming
over the surf as the
steamer moves in o
the pier, is the vast,
happy roar of a car-
nival,

The Coney 1sland
boat on its return is
no lesz heavily lad-
en, but the crowds
are sleepy now and
the atrocions hand
is silent. In the
shadows of the
stacks, or unasham-
edly on the open
decks, girls lay their heads upon their lovers'
shoulders. The children sprawl in slamber,
their grimy hands clutching a wooden spade
or a hali-eaten pop-corn ball. A last look
castward before the hoat enters The Nar-
rows shows the Direamland tower at Coney
still illuminated, but the window squares on
the Brooklyn bank and the hills of Staten
Lsland are dark now. The shore iz sleeping,
ton.  Entering the Upper Bay, you know
how late the hour is, because the Singer
Tower is invisible. The searchlights which
play upon it have been extinguished. Only
a faint rosy haze of light, reflected up on
the sky from the street-lamps, proclaims
the city. Midnight has struck. The hoat
churns on past the sleeping fleet of sailing-
vessels to the right, the long line of deep-sea
tramps anchored under the torch of Liberty
to the left. There is no sign of life on :mi.r
of them. A ferry-boat goes past, her decks
almost deserted.  Around the nose of the
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Battery a tug is creeping with a string of
black barges in tow; the harbor night
shift are toiling in the dark. Through the
trees on Battery Park winds the glow-
worm of an L-train. Above the Battery
loom the monstrous, indistinet ciff walls
of the sky-scrapers, and a slit of night sky
between them proclaims the existence of
Broadway. As the sleepy crowds on the
boat clamber down the gang-plank, this
dim, gargantuan pile of brick and mortar
seems to swallow them up. They become
dehumanized, They vanish into the dark
pier-shed like black corn into a hopper.
They are converted into mere atoms of the
cify's swarming life.

The wheels churn again, the boat moves
up the river, under the stars, past the end-
less mountain-range of town outlined on
the night sky. The smoke of day has
cleared from the harbor now. The ever-
lasting toot of whistles is almost stilled,
save when a belated ferry-boat draws out
of her slip or a tug labors past with a barge
of freight-cars, The black water tosses cool
and mysteriously deep, and when a puff of
breeze comes over it from the city the sud-
den smell of street dust isrevolting, There,
where the long liners sleep beside their iron
piers, nosing their prows close up to the first
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lamps on the shore which twinkle away in
endless perspective down the cross streets,
is the end of the ocean road. Behind lies
the harbor: in front lies the inland river;
and between the pleasant country whence
the river comes and the wind-swept waters
whither the great ships go sits the city,
monstrous, stilling, strong, and metallic,
and asks its toll of countryside and sea. It
asks its toll of us as well, on such a night as
this, when we too finally leave the excur-
sion boat and are swallowed up within its
walls—its toll of sadness and unsatisfied
desire. Northward, under the Palisades,
the glimmering Hudson melts into the
darlk, Southward, washing the baze of the
mortared mountains, the harbor opens like
a pateway of escape. A final glance from
the pier before we turn into the choking
streets, a final breath of its salt odor—and
then the closing of the prison gates!

But, after all, the harbor has borne us
for a time on its bosom into another world,
and whispered, if all too briefly, of the
strangeness of the sea. Even as it brings
the commerce to our gates, it lifts our
spirits beyond the clutch of commerce. It
ministers at once to utility and to beauty.
This the harbor will ever do s0 long as
man goes down to the sea in ships.

TRIUMPET-CALLS
By C. A. Price

Harx! hark!

the summons clear and far and fine!

Now on a hill in Italy T know
The little trumpets of the springtime blow,

Bezide the twisted olive

and the vine:

Furple and red in the warm rocks they shine
Nursed by the bending skies; and from below
Faint overtones of bells float up that show
Where Arno threads the plain with glancing line.

White drives the sleet and black the tree-trunks stand
Here where I sgit.and forth the window stare;

The heavens are lead, the earth an iron band

Such as to pierce no tender flower could dare,—

But I know how, in that enchanted land,

The little trumpets call through the still airl

VoL XLIX.—15
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HT is because they are very

sophisticated, or because
] they know the wonders be-
yond, that certain travellers
tell you that Bombay is only
the entrance to India, and
not interesting. One can make some very
accurate suesses about the people inside
the house from the condition of the front
steps, the cleanliness of the hell-handle or
knocker, and the manners and appearance
of the servant who opens the door.. At
least [ am almost unconsciously in the habit
of doing s0, and one is apt to be more cheer-
ful at the drawing-room entrance if the
guardian of the outer door gives you a
pleasant greeting. The British front door
to India, or Government House Bombay,
gave us such a pleasant greeting that we
were cheerful throughout the rest of our
stay, despite hardships and illness here and
there.

First we went to the new hotel, consid-
ered the best in India, but we were there
for a very short time, for after delivering
various letters of introduction we were
prompily invited to become the guests of
His Excellency the Governor of Bombay.
But already at the hotel T saw many things.
Along the halls outside the guest-rooms |
saw little knots of native servants, in groups
of from two to hall a dozen, according to
the size of the master’s family. How little
an Indian needs, even with the good pay of
a servant, was plainly evident, They had
their beds and cooking utensils with them,
and at certain hours one saw them eating,
or sleeping, huddled together outside their
master’s door.

Our rooms were large and airy. There
was only the necessary furniture, no hang-
ings, and our own bedding was used on the
beds.  Everybody carries his own bedding
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in India, and outside the large establish-
ments of the povernment officials, every-
where it is needed. You are supposed to
carry your own bedding with you just as
you carry your own tooth-brush. In the
trains—and there are very long train jour-
neys, by slow trains, in India—in the guest-
houses of the native princes, in camp of
course always, and in the hotels and inns,
your own bedding is a necessity. Indeed
you can scarcely carry too much in India if
vou wish to be comfortable. All sorts of
clothing, from fur coats to the thinnest
linen, all sorts of hats from a cap to a pith-
helmet, a spirit-lamp, a folding table and
chair, a small amount of tinned or bottled
food and a supply of mineral water for
the train, a large supply of linen and un-
derclothing, for one changes often, and the
laundry work is done by beating on flat
stones.  The changes of temperature from
noon till midnight are startling.  One must
zive up cold baths and take to tepid or hot
witer, and he careful, indeed, what, and
how much, one eats and drinks. No al-
cohol before sunset, and very little then,
and the plainest and most nourishing food,

In this land, as large almost as the whole
of Europe, there are only a few large cities
where one can buy any of the luxuries or
comforts of life outside the obvious, and
what vou need you must carry with you.
On a large scale you do what the native
does, you carry your household gods and
goods about with you.

How differently **pick up your bed and
walk” sounds in your ears when you see
a whole ]K:l|.rl.l.1:l1inﬂ of hundreds of mil-
lions actually carrying their beds with them
whenever they move, Why should one take
heed as to what one ghall eat, or drink, or
wear, when a handful of rice, a thimble-
ful of water, and a loin-cloth suffice. The
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group of servants in front of their master's
door at the hotel, or the hundreds of fam-
ilies I have seen travelling by train, by bul-
lock-cart, or even on foot, have squeezed
and sifted life's necessities down to the van-
ishing-point. :

I can see why the gentle Prince of Peace
appealed to the Roman, the German, the
Scandinavian, the Briton, Theze heavy-
eating, hard-drinking, hard-fighting peo-
ples, who must have sking, and furs, and
huts, and fires, or die, saw in Him and His
teachings the very antipodes of all they
were, or strove to be. Not so the gentle
Hindu. These are not miracles to him;
indeed along material lines, he and his an-
cestors, so far as any man can recall his-
tory, have lived that way.

India has sixty-two million Muhamma-
dans to-day, and but very few Christians,
and most of these Muhammadans are
converts. The Muhammadan COT{|UETOrS
brought few women with ﬂ'IL m, and their
direct descendants are few in number to-
day compared to their converts, Toslay the
idolater and the heretie, and to be recom-
pensed in another world of fascinating ma-
terial, not to say sensual gratifications, for
so doing, and in this world to be received at
once on conversion into the great Muham-
madan brotherhood, where there is no caste
and noirremovable inequalities, this hasap-
pealed to the Indian far more than the doc-
trines or promises of Christianity, Muham-
madanism is purely democratic.  There is
no caste even of priests. He who mounts
the pulpit and prays, preaches, or reads
from the Koran is only an equal among
equals, and not set apart or considered
above others. It is much like the demo-
cratic ways of early Puritan Congregation-
alism, when the sages would have snorted
indeed at the thought that their religious
leader was in the least tainted with any such
doctrine as the indelibility of the priest-
hood, or powers of confession or absolution,
other than those of any [ather at his own
fireside. Congregational ministers of the
old type were leaders in politics, were sent
to Congress, and abroad as ambassadors,
and took 4 conspicuous part in town meet-
ings, and would have scoffed at any insin-
uation that they were priests, or not as
other men, in the homely duties and re-
sponsibilities of daily life.  Alas, as society
becomes more complicated, it demands easy

143

and simple classifications and nomenclat-
ure, and thus a priest is a priest, a hanker
i hanker, a professor a professor, without
much time or thought given to shades and
differences.

This feature of the Muhammadan creed
strongly appeals to the caste-bound and
neglected Hindu, who must be born again,
and born again in no metaphoricul sense,
to move an inch above the social status al-
lotted to him by his own religion. Besides
this, the Christian brotherliness and love in
India are names, not facts, The low-caste
Hindu may become what his abilities lead
to amongst the Muhammadans, he may be-
come a great man among them, and marry
into the proudest family. Their welcome
is & real one.  Butl what Christian mission-
ary even, let alone the layman, offers his
daughters or sisters to the Hindu convert ?
There is not even a Christian club in India
of which he can become 4 member. The
proudest native prince in India is not al-
lowed inside the doors of the Bombay
Yacht Club, even as a guest.

One often hears Protestantism and Ca-
tholicism compared, to the disadvantage
of the latter, because the Protestant coun-
tries are more prosperous, wealthier, mote
powerful. This same reasoning is used
when comparing Christianity with Brah-
manism, Confucianism, Buddhism, but the
argument does not lie, as the lawyers say.
To the Hindu mind it is no argument at
all. His ideal is to get out of the world,
not to get w hat he can out of it, and stay in
it. That oene's beliefs should be scientifi-
cally true, or that they should produce in
an individual or a nation powers of wealth-
retting or comfort-making, is not only not
required of his faith by the Crriental, but he
looks upon such tests as preposterous.  If
plague or famine come to a whole province,
or loss or illness come to him individually,
or the will of a ruler whom he believes to be
divinely guided brings disgrace upon him,
all these are accepted as inevitable. It
is part of the mysterious and incompre-
hensible divine plan, and leads to no ques-
tioning, criticism, or even complaint of
the ways of God with man. We recognize
self-zacrifice and unselfishness as spiritual
graces to be cultivated, but the great ma-
jority of Christians look upon an unsuccess-
ful Christian as lacking in some essential
manner the full dower of his faith, If
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the Hindu believed that his faith forbade
working on Sunday, ar forbade divorce for
example, he would sacrifice himself rather
than disobey. We on the contrary have
allowed laws of economics and laws of
liealth and freedom to over-ride the dicta
of the priest.

I am not deciding between the two,
though I believe we are right; I am merely
noting differences which must be kept in
mind by the student of the East if he wishes
to gain something more of an understand-
ing of the situation than the mere super-
ficial contempt, and cobwebby experiences,
of a self-satisfied traveller.

The conversion of the thousand million
brown and yellow men of Asia by the fve
hundred million Christians is so far away
in the distance that no eye, even of the im-
agination, can see 50 far down the aisles of
time.

Far be it from me, a Christian, to dis-
courage the attempt. On the contrary,
Christianity has become so clogged with
materialistic misinterpretations of its mes-
sares; the tent-making and Ashing apostles
have been so lost in cardinals and bishops
living in palaces with the revenues of
princes, that the Christian missionary seems
almozt the one fine and genuine thing left,
Just because there is no hope of visible suc-
cess Tor him, he is the more admirable and
the more Christian.

It iz true that the East moves slowly, but
even if we count by centuries, the Muham-
madan has much the best of it.  One Ori-
ental race, the Jews, who live among us,
who have been persecuted in every country
of the world save America, have not been
converted to Christianity. The Parsis in
Bombay—there are some fifty thousand of
them out of a total population of some
eight hundred thousand—are the most
prominent and the most powerful people,
financially and politically, there and come
most in contact with the British politically
and commercially, but they are as much
Zoroustrians to-day as when they fed to
India from Persia. The Parsis all over
India still retain the headgear which was
forced upon them as a4 humiliation in the
carly days of their coming to India, just as
the ‘Chinese retain the pig-tail, which was
forced upon them as a mark of bondage, by
their conquerors the Tartars, two hundred
and fifty years ago, The Parsis, rich and
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poor alike,—though like the Jews there are
few poor amongst them—maintain their re-
ligious tenets amongst this mass of Hindus
and Muhammadans, and despite the influ-
ence of their friends the Christian British.

The towers of silence are one of the
sights of Bombay. The Parsis will not de-
file the three elements, water, fire, and earth,
with the remains of their dead. They re-
fuse to dispose of bodies after death in the
wader, in the ground, or by burning.

It happened that we arrived at the tow-
ers of silence on Malabar Hill just as a fu-
neral procession was marching in.  Shortly
after we were escorted to the top by a cour-
teous attendant, whose brother was the chief
official. Once there he explained in detail
the procedure, In the midst of our talk an-
other procession wended its way up the hill,
and we saw at close quariers what was at
the moment being described.

The corpse is borne up the hill, followed
by relatives and friends in white, walking
two by two, and hand in hand, the joining
of hands symbolizing the perpetual prayer
between the two thus linked together. The
procession halts, and the body is then car-
ried to a raised platform where the cover-
ing is laken off. A swarm of vultures from
the surrounding trees lop heavily down, and
soon nothing is left but the bones. The
bones of all alike are then threwn into a
common pit, where they are converted to
ashes by chemicals.

The mourners sit about in the guiet
grove provided with seats and flowers and
fountains, saying their prayers, while the
filthy birds have their orgies. Tales are
told of a finger, or some other portion of a
body, being dropped upon the passers-by in
the street below by the gorged and greedy
birds. It is a grewsome spectacle to those
unaccustomed to it, but the Parsis T saw
there seemed serene and peaceful mourners,
quite undisturbed by the quarrelling birds
flapping their wings lazily in over-fed con-
tentment.

Here was o notable example indeed of
difference of custom and its results. My
friend the Parsi could hardly refrain from
the expression of disgust at our method of
delivering our dead to the earth and the
worms.  Because we of the West have suc-
ceeded bevond measure in material things,
as compared with the East, we are apt to
assume that our methods in spiritual things
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are for that reason superior, As I have
said elsewhere, this is faulty reasoning. |1
doube if we have any right to assert our-
selves along these lines.  These Parsis are
as confident in their faith, their creed, their
methods, horrible though this particular
rite seems to us, asare we. It is this hands-
off policy in such matters on the part of the
British which deserves the highest encomi-
ums for their rule. It is pity that in mat-
ters of education they have not adopted the
same policy, pity too that they are playing
into the hands of a minute minority both in
India and in Egypt by pushing to the front
the theory of representative government,
which the vasi majority, at any rate in
India, do not understand, cannot reconcile
with their traditions, and do not want. 1
should be serry to appear bumptious in
making this categorical statement. It is
true that [ have not talked with all these
three hundred millions of people—nor has
any one else—but 1 venture o say, modest-
ly, that I have talked with a greater variety
than most travellers, and a far greater
variety than most officials, whose work pre-
cludes the possibility of much travel, and
the consensus of those I met bears me out
in this statement,

It is not, and this is the crux of the con-
fusion in most Western minds, that they
are not ready for representative govern-
ment, and for Christianity, but that they
have no wish to get ready. They do not
want them at all. We Westerners are
exaggeratedly impressed with the superi-
ority of our institutions, both secular and
ecclesiastical. We Lelieve that if only other
peoples understood them they would adopt
them. We spend millions, and many lives,
in making them understand, and my per-
sonal opinion is that the more they under-
stand, the further they are from adopting
our institutions. Our points of view, our
traditions, our moral and mental freczing
and boiling points, are worlds apart.  The
Indians who have seen most of England
and the English appreciate them least, and
have no overpowering wish to copy their in-
stitutions, or to become English. The Parsis
of Bombay, with no caste prejudices, who
are on the friendliest footing with the Eng-
lish, who are an intelligent and intellectu-
ally superior people, are as much Zoroastri-
ans to-day as though the New Testament
were non-existent. The ideals of Christian-
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ity do not appeal to the great mass of the
Fastern races, or not to be too didactic, have
not appealed to them thus far successiully.

With the complaint and criticism of the
traveller from the West that everything
moves too slowly in the East, from mission-
ary enterprise to the means of locomotion,
I have no sympathy. 1 have ridden ponies,
elephants, and camels, and driven in ox-
carts and camel-carriages, and travelled
nearly ffty-five thousand miles during the
last year, in trains and ships, and 1 find
them all too rapid. Even the cight miles
an hour on General Kuroki's old military
railway through Manchuria was too fast.
There is 50 much to see on every hand that
even an ox-cart may go too fast. When
I think that this whole volume contains
about two words for every mile I have trav-
clled, I realize that Tam right in saying that
one goes too fast, rather than too slow, in
the East.

The Strand, Broadway, and even the
bhoulevards of Paris, with the grotesque
eccentricities of the male attire, and the
present-day unhifurcated trouser gowns of
the women, are tame, and brown, and dull,
compared with the kaleidoscope of maoving
color in the streets of Bombay.

At the races one day 1 turned my back
on the horses and counted fifty-eight differ-
ent kinds of head-gear amongst the men in
the grandstand, and no doubt there were
others I did not see. The Parsi, with his
lacquered cow’s hoof, the Arab, the Per-
sian, the Hindu, from north, south, east, and
west, were there, and how many more 1
know not, and when it is remembered that
the Maharajah of Gwalior’s head-gear is as
different from that of his neighbor at In-
dore as is the cowboy’s sombrero from the
tile of a Beau Brummel, and that these dif-
ferences exist all over the East, it is easy to
realize that the streets of Bombay, to a new-
comer, seem to be o waving, moving mass
of form and color.

The British in India in spite of the uni-
versal dislike of ostentation amongst the
best of them, either here or at home, have
been obliged to assume, officially at least,
an air of state and ceremony. The crim-
son and gold liveries of the Viceroy, and of
the Governors of Bombay and Madras;
the splendid body-guard of mounted Sikhs,
well horsed, proud in bearing, all of them
over six feet in height, with their turbans
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and lances; the crimson-lined state car-
riages, with two men in scarlet and gold on
the box, and two standing on the {oot-hoard
behind, and always splendidly horsed, all
this makes for the dignity and splendor
that the Asiatic demands of his ruler. It
may be absurd to the American, but there
is no doubt whatever that a Viceroy in a
cloth cap, on a bicycle, would ruin India in
amonth. We have prejudices the Oriental
thinks silly; they have prejudices that we
had best in charity and for safety’s sake let
alone.

The administration of India in England
is in the hands of a Secretary of State for
India, assisted by a council of not less than
ten members appointed {or ten years by the
bdecretary of State.

The executive authority in India itself is
vested in the Governor-(ieneral in Council.
The Covernor-General, or, as he i5s more
generally called, the Viceroy, is appointed
by the Crown, and holds office for five
years, this term is sometimes extended.
The salary of the Viceroy is 250,800 rupees
a year. The rupee is now worth one shil-
ling and fourpence, or roughly thirty-four
cents; the salary amounts therefore to about
$84,000 a year; but I should be sorry to
undertake the job and to pay my expenses
out of that sum.

The Council of the Viceroy consists of
six ordinary members besides the Com-
mander-in-chief of the army, and they are
appointed by the Crown and hold office for
five years, This Council is enlarged into a
legislative council by the addition of sixteen
other members appointed by the Viceroy
under certain restrictions.

Further, India iz divided into nine proy-
inces; Bombay, Madras, Bengal, Eastern
Bengal, United Provinces, The Punjab,
Central Provinees, North West Frontier
Provinces, and Burmah. The Governors
of Bombay and Madras are the most im-
portant officials after the Viceroy, and are
appointed by the Crown, and each carries

Fadaluary of $40,000a year.  The Governors
of Bombay and Madras have an exccu-
tive council of two members of the Indian
Civil Service appointed by the Crown. The
Lieutenant-Governors of Bengal, Eastern
Bengal, United Provinees, The Punjab, and
Burmah are appointed by the Viceroy with
the approval of the Crown; the Chief Com-
missioners of the Central Provinces and
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the Agent to the Governor-General who
poverns the North West Frontier Provinces
are appointed by the Viceroy in Council.
Of these divisions 1 visited seven, and in
each I was impressed by the enormous
amount of work being done, by the con-
scienticus—often 1 thought too conscien-
tious—way in which it was done, and by
the dignity and fearlessness of the men who
were doing it. I it were not for the inter-
ferences from the India Office, and the crit-
ici&m from ignorant politicians, who shame-
lessly play India off for votes at home, it
would be the most ideally managed, as it is
the most successfully administered, depend-
ency in the world.

It is curious to note that an agnostic is
apt to be more sentimental in his dealings
with men than the believer.  As an avowed
heretic he may wish to prove that he is even
more merciful than the orthodox; or he may
salve his conscience by assuming an exag-
gerated love for humanity as his love of
God dwindles.  To worship the God of the
multitude must be a hard thing for the in-
telligent man, either in the West or the
East; but to turn from that to the flattery
and adulation of the multitude itself is to
proclaim one’s self to all intelligent men,
no matter what rewards and prizes are
gained thereby, as a scoffer among scoffers,
as scornful in the seats of the scorners.
Conscience is so pitiless that even to be a
prince in an ochlocracy can hardly recom-
pense the intellectual traitor, and surely a
trained mind, laughing in its sleeve, will
find a peculiarly painful punishment await-
ing it somewhere.

The misfortune of a dangerous: illness
brought us the good fortune to spend some
two weeks as the guest of the Governor of
Bombay. Here we saw housekeeping, as I
saw it again later as the guest of the Viceroy
at Calcutta, on the magnificent and digni-
fied scale made necessary by the climate,
the social demands, the high position of the
host, and his unceasing and unending pro-
cession of guests, Very few of them are
of his choosing or inviting, few of them in-
deed his personal {riends, but Bomhay is
the door to India, and England has many
friends all over the world, and for reasons
of state, or courlesy, or as frank hospitality,
Government House Bombay receives them
all, some to stay a night or two, and all to
lunch or to dine.  Dinners of a dozen, or of
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twenty, or of seventy, night after night, and
the dinner of seventy as well and as noise-
lessly served as the téte-h-téte dinner in
our own sitting-room. At the head of this
establishment the Governor of Bombay,
with a besetting sin of toiling when he
should be at play, at exercise, or in bed,

The steward or manager of an establish-
ment as well managed as this must be a
housewifeic jewel of the Koh-i-noor variety.
But that iz behind the scenes. T can only
speak of the results.

A man who has a province of 75000
square miles and a population of over
15,000,000 to govern, including a city the
size of Bombay, must have his hands full,
and can spare little time for his guests and
their entertainment,

I had heard of the institution called an
aide-de-camp before, and I have met them
in other parts of the world; but just as
there are peaches outside of Jersey, straw-
berries elsewhere than in Maryland, clam-
bakes elsewhere than in Fair Haven, Mas-
sachusetts, soft-shell crabs, ovslers, terra-
pin, canvas-back ducks elsewhere than in
America, but none quite 2o good, so if you
would know the fine flower of aide-de-
campship you must needs go to India.

A man with as many strings to his bow
as a povernor of one of these great proyv-
inces must have many servants, capable,
willing, and efficient, or the business would
soon be in a tangle. Besides capahility,
willingness, and efficiency, these men must
be loyal, and if in addition they like their
chief, you have a corps of assistants ap-
proaching perfection. There is the Mili-
tary Secretary, the Private Secretary, the
Physician, and others, each with his duties.
But besides their specific duties they are the
hosts by proxy of their chief, and every-
where and at all times they are there to
save him trouble and to make his work
easy. Every day in your dressing-room
Lefore dinner you find a type-written list
of the guests you are to meet that night, and
the name of the lady assigned to you to take
in to dinner. Austrian and Polish nobles,
Russian and French princes, German dip-
lomats, members of Parliament, officials,
British and Indian, Royal Highnesses, all
must be properly placed, and all must
know their neighbors, and as a result what
subjects of conversation may cause friction
and are to be avoided. When all are as-
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sembled in the drawing-room, the aide on
duty for that day appears with the Gov-
crnor, whom he announces: His Excel-
lency! That gentleman makes the round of
the room, shaking hands with each, offers
his arm to the lady entitled to that honor,
and we po in to dinner, where a score or
more of turbaned servants, in crimson aned
gold liveries and barefooted, serve the meal.

It is noticeable that the other Europeans
are impressed by the stately and dignified
way things are done by the British officials
in India. The Governor is easily king, no
matter who is there, and during my stay
he entertained all sorts, including royalty
and high diplomacy, renowned travellers,
sportsmen, journalists, and statesmen. One
gets an impression of the sturdy self-control,
of the patient mental power, which are the
driving force behind the handiul of English-
men who hold this country. They have
it in their blomd, the best of these people,
and these highly placed Englishmen almost
without exception—I only met one excep-
tion, and the harm he does, although nega-
tively, makes one gasp to think what would
happen were there more like him—take the
throne with an air of authority and a Tack of
self-consciousness, as of men sitting down
for a chat with a {riend.

In these democratic days much ceremony
and formality, a semblance of pomp, makes
the observer uneasy very often lest some-
thing, so to speak, should come unstarched,
or go wrong, lest the procession should be
marred by a sense of unreality, and tempt
one to titter.  Wot so here.  Lven after the
novelity wears off, one is not impressed by
the artificiality so much as more and more
impressed by a growing fecling that this
is not the simulacrum, but the reality of
power. But it takes a big man to carry it
off—England, by one of her blunders, still
has a knot of them here in India.

I have always thought that if 1 were not
myself, or as Mr. Choate gallantly and wit-
tily phrased it, could not be my wife's next
husband, I should like above all things to
have heen the secretary to a great man,
Cromwell, Hampden, Washington, Lincoln,
Bismarck, and had a hand in the chosen
doings of the picked giants of earth.

It must be some such feeling as thiswhich
stirsin the breast of the ideal aide-de-camp.
The aides of the Viceroy, of the Governor
of Bombay, and of the Governor of Madras
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who in distinction from other officials in
India receive their commissions from the
Crown, and wear their aiguillettes of gold
over the right shoulder, as representitives
of royalty; other A. D. C.'s wear them over
the left shoulder. A witty gentleman eating
honey in the country turned from the dish
and remarked meditatively: “Ii I lived in
the country I should certainly keep a beel”
If T lived in officialdom I would make any
sacrifice to keep an aide-de-camp!

An aide-de-camp is a person whosze busi-
ness it is to be agreeable. His task is one
requiring unceasing vigilance, good health,
pood looks, a kindly disposition, and not
only manners, but what iz the fine flower
of manners, manner. His duties are so
multifarious, his accomplishments neces-
sarily so varied, that it seems at first glance
a preposterous joke to propose to any one
miortal that he should perform them, com-
bine them, conceal them deftly, and not
die of megalomania,

He begins his dayalet us say, at Govern-
ment House, by taking a guest to ride at
7 A. M~—it is:too hot to ride at any other
hour, He cares no more for that particu-
lar guest than for the grandsire of the horse
he is riding, but he is a very clever and a
very observant puest if he discoversit. As
the clock strilkes seven he appears, smil-
ing, shaven; clean, with a ““I hope I have
not kept you waiting!™  He is full of such
phrases as that by the way. Indeed he
is an anthology of colorless and comfort-
ing phrases, not quite fattering, not quite
humble, but partaking of bath, which steep
the unsuspecting in an aroma of superior-
ity and security. He has listened to your
banalities about horses and horseflesh, in
the smoking-room the night hefore, with a
certain worshipful awe in his eves, and you
now find that he rides as though he were in
a cradle, and you perhaps as though you
were on a ship's deck. He modestly defers
to you as to whether we trot, or walk, or
canter, and he is ready to go on or stop,
as best pleases you. He has a thousand
things to do that day, and you nothing, but
he is positively reckless as to time if only
you are happy. If you will only waste
his time, nothing apparently will give him
greater pleasure. He leaves you at the
door of your bungalow on your return
with thanks for your company, and hope
in his eyes, and on his tongue, that you
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will favor him with your company again.
You make what you consider a remark-
ably quick change and arrive al the break-
fast-room. Apparenily he has been there
for hours. All in white, booted and
spurred, with aiguillettes over his shoulder,
ribbons on his breast—ifor he is on duty
to-day—no heat, no wilted collar, no single
hair in disarray, he awaits you, and even
his smile is cool and inviting. If there
are many guests at breakfast or at lun-
cheon he gently insinuates you into the
room, but by his manner alone he trans-
forms you into feeling like a whole proces-
sion, and you swell with satisfaction as he
hands you to the best place vacant. He
takes a chair, with an expression, conveyed
whaolly by his corporeal attitude, as though
to say: “As for me, what matters it where
I =it!" He succeeds by some curious per-
sonal magnetism, born I suppose of long
practice, in giving you the impression that
you are riding upon a very tall elephant,
magnificently caparisoned, while he is
standing in the street admiring you.

After he has seen that you have your
cirar or chrareite, and asked solicitously if
you have seen the last Reuter telegrams and
the newspaper, he leaves you, but he leaves
you in a delicious atmosphere not of mere
comfort, but of comfort that you begin to
feel you have deserved by some effort of
your own. There is a marked difference
between common or garden comfort, and
A.D. C. comlort. The latter is lighted
and scented with a certain subtle some-
thing that makes you feel that your state
of languorous ease has been won by you
after long and arduous toil; while as a mat-
ter of scientific fact, it is only the A. D, C,
wand which has played upon your egotism,
and made it seem for the nonce noble.

If you wish to do an errand in the town
before luncheon, he will either accompany
you himself, or provide vou with a com-
panion. If he goes himself he instals vou
in the right-hand corner of the carriage or
maotor, in the place of honor, and you sail
away, soldiers and policemen saluting, and
others salaaming as you pass.  He doesnaot
say it, but his air implies that these marks
of respect are due to your imposing person-
ality, and not to the royal liveries.

If a member of your party is ill, he never
forgets to send her flowers, to inquire for
her health, and to suggest other comforts,
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He has done an hour's work before the
morning ride, and despite the air of idle-
ness and the apparent contempt for time,
he has dene two hours” more work before
the drive.

Thisalmost feminine regard for your com-
fort, and the sight of him modestly curled
up on a sofa at tea-time, like a stretching
house cal, may lead you astray. Take him
on at billiards, at racquets, at real tennis
or lawn tennis, at polo or cricket or a day’s
shooting, or 2o through a day's hard ride in
camp or at manceuvres with him, and you
find that he plays all the games you know
and many more, and he beats you at all
of them easily and apologetically.  Among
this knot of embroidered and decorative
young sentlemen you may fnd a distin-
guished performer upon the piano-forte,
who will play you his own compozsitions;
another who publishes fugitive poems; an-
other who could easily make his living as a
caricaturist; but none of these accomplish-
ments is foisted upon you, rather are they
drageed forth, or discovered by accident,
None of them will speak of himself, or his
doings, experiences, or successes, and one
and all abhor lime-light upon themselves or
their deeds. What an education a little of
their companionship would be for many of
my countrymen, who after hall an hour's
acquaintance seem to fill the atmosphere
with exclamation points, and repetitions of
the ninth letter of the alphabet.

On all official oceasions, after dinner, or
at dances, the A. D. C.'s attentions 1o the
farlorn, the scraggy, the three-cornered, the
convex-backed, the concave-chested, the
sell-conscious, the awkward, the acidulous
of the opposite sex, would put the most
fanatical Salvation Army captain to shame,

I have grown to look upon A. I3, Cship
at its best, as one of the healing professions,
It ministers to the social 2oul diseazed. 1
deals with the more hidden maladies of
vanity, self-consciousness, social awkward-
ness, non-appreciated virtues, hypothetical
prowesses, and soothes them unobtrusively,
gently, and successfully,  Chatterton, and
Byron, and Poe might all have been saved
by the ministrations of an accomplished
- S

As for his relations with his chief, he sur-
rounds him with a purring adulation which
soothes irrilation, and lays the dust of the
small attritions and futilities of the daily
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task. He gives spiritual subcutancous in-
jections of confidence and courage; waves
aside the phantoms of discouragement;
lights up the dark places of dull duties; and
helps to fulfil the deeds in hours of insight
willed, which must be done, like most severe
tasks, in hours of gloom,

Ii he really likes and respects his chief,
his voice and mien are a veritable pean and
hallelujah of praise, when he appears be-
fore the puests and announces: His Excel-
lency! You are at once prejudiced in the
great man's favor, prone to believe that he
is indeed Excellent.

There i= nothing mawkish about this
loyalty, nothing effeminate. 1t is like the
tenderness with which an engineer oils his
greal ship-propelling machinery, or the gen-
tleness and care of a sportsman for his guns,

In a climate where the greatest discom-
forts come from the heat, and the etymaolog-
ical offspring of the heat, the houses are
built for coolness and for shade, At Gov-
ernment House Bombay, there is a large
central bungalow centaining the drawing-
rooms, dining-room, billiard-room, ball-
room, smoking-room, the entertaining-
rooms in short, and surrounding il are the
bungalows containing the living apartments
of the Governor, his staff, and hiz puests.
We were rovally housed in a bungalow
overlooking the bay, with reception-hall,
sitting-rooms, bath-rooms, and bedrooms,
and with separate entrances and outer halls.
The service is at hrst uncanny, so noiseless
are the barefooted attendants.  You wash
vour hands in your dressing-room, and al-
most before you are out of the room a silent
brown man has slipped in to change the
water,

Servants are of course cheap as measured
by our standards, though by no means as
cheap as they were twenty-five vears ago;
bul they are also so bound, partly by caste
rules, partly by lethargy, partly by cen-
turics of habit, that it requires many of
them to keep the household machine going,
even when it is of modest proportions.  In
the case of the Governor of a great prov-
ince or more particularly in the case of the
Viceroy, the number required is legion.
No one of them will undertake another’s
task, and the social and religious differences
Letween them are so great that there are
no illustrations from American life that
will serve to mark them. Between the low-
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caste sweeper of the garden walks and the
Sikh soldier on guard at the front door, for
example, there iz a social difference not
of degrecs but of latitudes. It 15 criminal
to think of associating together,  We must
not forget thal we are among people here
who though starving will throw away the
meal with contempt upon which even the
shadow of a low-caste man has fallen. We
should remember too that these peculiaritics
ol caste are nol UnCOMmMon even amongst
ourselves. The writer of Genesis recalls
that the custom existed in Egypt * because
150
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the Egypiians might not eat bread with the
Hebrews: for that is an abomination unto
the Egyptians.” When Joseph entertained
his brethren in the house of Pharach the
Lgyptians ate apart, the Hebrews ate apart,
and Joseph ate apart, much as the Mahar-
ana of Udaipur would do to-day did he
entertain strangers and inferiors. T know
mare than one continental Catholic who has
never Lo his knowledpe sat at table with a
Jew; and we all of us eat, and drink, aned
are frium]]}- with '||1‘1||_:]|: whom we do not
ask to break bread with us at our own



tables. These Indianshave their caste prej-
udices, so have we, and when analyzed
the differences are of degree rather than
fundamental, and so likewise are the eccen-
tricities of housekeeping in the East or the
West; there are difficulties to contend with
on both sides of the world.

Bells and mechanical appliances are not
necessary, for at any hour of the day or
night you clap your hands, and there glides
noiselessly into vour presence a brown
phantom to do vour bidding.  All the work
of every kind is done Ly men, except the

r Minto,

sweeping of the leaves by one or two wom-
enin the garden. Theyall seem, if one may
judge from appearances, not only contented
but proud. Good behavior means Axity of
tenure, and ultimately a pension. The same
justice, and honesty, and impartiality which
hold all India, holds even more effectively
here, because in the case of servants they
come intn closer contact with their masters,
and in many cases like them as well as re-
spect them,  John Nicholson was not only
a hero among his white fellows but 4 hero,
too, to his soldiers and servants,  His great
151
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height, his flowing beard, his dignity of
bearing, and audacious courage so delighted
the Sikhs that a sect of them called them-
selves by his name, and established him as
their Gurn, or priest.

Amaongst other letters, I had a letter to a
distinguished Hindu, who has won high
rank in the judiciary of India. 1 spent a
lomg day in the courts with him, and on one
oceasion I sat through a scene which T shall
never forget.  The buildings used by the
court in Bombay are lareer and finer than
those in New York, and the judges better
paid than even our judges of the Supreme
Court of the United States. The case was
one of appeal from a decision of the lower
court condemning two Hindus to death for
murder. It was a disgusting story, and
most of the evidence was circumstantial,
except that of a lad of sixteen, a decadent,
who claimed that he had been forced by the
others to take partin the crime.  "There sat
a Hindu judge, and beside him an Eng-
lizh colleague; the case was argued for the
appeal by an English barrister. Many
hours, much money, much investigation
and sifting of evidence had gone into this
dull matier of the guilt or innocence of
these three Hindus of the very lowest caste,
The British machine was working as care-
fully, as minutely, as though great person-
ages, or important matters of state, were at
stake. Tt was an object-lesson of the slow
ponderous English way of being just. Tt
wils & sledge-hammer to crack an egg, hut
it was justice for those cow-herds, who pos-
sibly earned two or three cents a day, and
justice as nice, and careful, and impartial
as-for a prince. In the old days their ruler
would have had their heads off, or their
brains and bellies crushed to a jelly be-
neath an elephant’s feet and knees, or sent
them about their business in five minutes,
and nor the victims, nor their friends, nor
any one else would have thought anything
maore about it

In a country where lying and deceiving
are looked upon as an intellectual emplay-
ment, as worthy as any other; in a country
where a man will murder his own child and
bury it in his neighbor’s garden to fasten
suspicion upon him, it is easy to realize
how difficult is justice, and how experi-
ence alone can weigh evidence and get the
truth from witnesses, It is sciolism worse
confounded to write letters and pamphlets
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from cosey chambers in London or New
York on the subject of justice in India,
the tyranny of the police, the hdll"h[} Eng-
lish official, and kindred criticisms. T have
visited courts and prisons, I have sat in
the highest court, and also in front of the
deputy-commissioner’s tent pitched on the
plains of the Punjab, on a hot day, and
thus seen justice meted out to the high
and low, and to all conditions of men and
women, and now that T am far away from
it all, I marvel even more than I did then
at the patience, forbearance, kindliness,
and impartiality that I saw.

My distinguished Hindu friend was of
the Brahman class, who had been educated
in England and thereby—by crossing the
black water—oulcasted. He helonged to
the intellectuals of his creed, and told me
he was what we should call a Unitarian.
He praised the virtues of the Hindus, said
they were peaceable, gentle, mild, but also
suspicious, envious, and jealous, and easily
excited by playing upon  their religious
fears, when they lost all sense of the jus-
tice and immalx of their rulers, or of any-
Ly else, and became cruel. The Hin-
dus, he said, have as a rule but one wife,
taking another only in case the first one
bears no children, or, amongst the lower
classes, that there may be more peaple to
work the land, and this in spite of the
fact that their religion does not forbid
polygamy.

He maintained, as did every Indian of
the scores I talked with, that caste is the
curse of the country, keeping people apart,
setting them against one another, and that
so long as caste exists there is no hope of
sell-government,

He thought the British did not see
enough of the people, were socially ex-
{]I.wal: and thereby barred from under-
standing the |_|t'u|rh' they lived amongst, 1
said that all Englishmen made the same
remark, that the Indians are inscrutable,
mysterious,  He denied this, and said that
they were quite understandable, and would
talk freely and frankly, but that they were
not allowed to be on such terms with the
English as permitted {reedom and frank-
ness of intercourse, and that therefore they
were dubibed inscrutable. He said the feel-
ing between Hindus and Muhammadans
was as strong, and in some places as bitter,
a5 eVErT.
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He thought some protection would be
good for India, for of course with free-trade
India was al the mercy of Lancashire

He was in favor of as much partici-
pation in the government by natives as
was possible, and held that education was

i C'.J_'lu,_u,' Svdenham Clar

making progress even among the women.
He showed the same feeling, though very
guardedly expressed, that other intelligent
Indians show wherever one meets them,
that much of the distrust and dread of the
Indian for the English are due in great
part to the unsvmpathetic attitude of the
majority of the FEnglish, and claimed that
confidence and sympathy would be repaid
by loyalty and frankness,

We discussed the curious contradictori-
ness of the English, who insist upon the
unearned increment theory as applicable to
land in India, though they Gght it at home;
and who support the theory of native princes
in India, with their patriarchal influence and
methods of government, while denouncing
dukes and great landlords at home. We
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agreed upon one thing, that the subtleties
of British compromise were beyond us.

I quote this gentleman, as I shall quote
others, not because I agree or disaeree with
all their views,
grind each his own axe,

but that my readers may
As for me, I beg

-

anbay

ke, Governor of H

to emphasize the fact that I have no axe
to grind other than to call the attention of
my countrymen to problems and situations,
thit they are marc hing toward, and rapidly.

At a dinner given for me by the Chiel-
Justice, we dined at a new club where both
Indians and British meet. Indeed it was
formed for that purpose, and certain al-
ready hard-worked Englishmen whom 1
met make it a point to go there. At the
dinner in question only men were present,
and there were as many Indians present as
Europeans, and it seemed to me that prob-
lems of government and politics were dis-
cussed as freely as they would have been
in New York or in London,

But when one leaves this atmosphere of
the high-placed, to spend many hours in the
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part of the town inhabited by the Indians
themselves, the practical situation seems to
swamp the theory completely.  What sym-
pathy, what kindliness, what understanding
of their needs or of their defects, can per-
mexte thismass? Even my Hindu friend,
when pressed for an opinion, admitted that
he saw no solution except British domina-
tiom for centuries to come.  Just what your
eves see, just what yvour ears hear, make
one almost contemptuous of the most in-
telligent man’s opinion who has not actu-
ally been in India. These streets swarm-
ing with people; these shops, which are
merely large-sized goods boxes with one
end tuken off, in which are huddled mer-
chants and their families, and their wares,
in a cubic space perhaps twice that occu-
pied by a deer-hound when travelling in his
huge basket to 4 show; the variety of cos-
tumes, head-gear. and physiognomy—I was
told that forty different dialects are spoken
in the hazaars of Bombay—distinctions of
class apparent even o my untutored eyes,
from the man in 4 loin-cloth 1o some petty
rajah in a gilded coach, with servants
swarming over it and around it, or dainty
Parsi women taking their airing in well-
turned-out carriages, with footmen clearing
the way for them; beggars covered with
dust and ashes; Arabs and students, what
a mixture it is!

Nor democracy, nor any other form of
government, has done away with social
differences, for the form of government is
yet to be even dreamt of that can endow
men with equal patience, equal industry,
equal good judgment, and until that time
comes, society will be as little level, as the

troughs and crests of the ocean.  Even in
the West, where religion and palitics have
assumed the livery of E ruality, little has
been done; but in the East religion and
politics for thousands of years have in-
sisted that justice demands angu.llm and
from Cuetta to Calcutia, and from Madras
to the Khaibar Pass, there is no sign that
the old wiys are passing.

A journalist whom I met in Bombay,
who, though he was not an anarchist, was
none the less voluble in his criticisms of the
British methods of rule, was discussing the
recent visit of Mr. Keir Hardie to India,
and I remarked that he was a curious
leader for a Brahman to follow.  *We do
not follow him,” he replied, “we are only
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who will follow us! The men he influ-
erces,” he continued, *are of little use to

. but they are a nuisance to the British.”

There are over i leLL*-:ln:l nEwSpapers
published in the vernacular in India in over
twenty-two dialects or languages. In the
large cities like Bombay, and to some ex-
tent in thpnuﬂwmrdmnrh they have a cer-
tain influence, not always, I fear, for good.

But if the East is buried deep in its own
superstitions, we are obsessed by ours.
Fducation and teaching are two of ours.
The misty talk about teaching people to
respect themselves is a very loose phrase.
To teach Lincoln to respect himself was
to increase his respect for patience, for
humility for good-humor; to teach John
Nicholson to respect himself was to in-
crease his respect for truth, courage, and
duty; on the other hand, to teach a forger
to respect himseli is to make his next for-
gery more daring; to teach a thief to respect
himself is to make his next loot larger; to
teach certain fircbrand politicians to respect
themzelves, either in India or in England,
is o increase their respect for jaunty om-
nizcience, for second-hand scholarship, and
for the sly sedition of the bomb, the pistol,
and the vermacular press,

To teach a man to read, or o write, or
to count does not teach him to think, or
to know. We tried teaching our Indians;
England teaches in India—under the wgiz,
by the way, of the most absurd Macaulay-
an and antiquated system, the system of a
man as conlemptuous and ignorant of East-
ern literature, religions, and philosophy as
he was accomplished as a maker of his-
torical phrases and literary antitheses—
but to htlle avail, for the reason that few
of us as vet realize the limitations of edu-
cation, The Indian senior wrangler is no
more morally an Englishman than he
was before he knew the English alphabet.
You cannot teach character, no matter how
much else you teach, and character is the
only thing worth while. Men are only of
the same class, of the same moral aristoc-
racy;, when their Blood boils and freezes at
the same moral temperature, and in all the
world there is no text- book on that sub-
ject, and but few teachers.

Much of the confusion in this matter
arises from the fact that we confound train-
ing and education, The majority of men
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whao go through schools and universities get
no training at all, and fail and are forgotten:
the men who do get the training in schools
and universities make it appear that it was
altogether due 1o school and college, which
isnot the case at all.
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tions that the academically educated are
lost in the overwhelming majority who
have trained themselves.  Even those whao
have academic degrees owe their places
in the world to other training than the

training received

It was training that — ———
produced Washing-

ton, Hamilton, Lin- i
coln, Grant, Sheri- ;
dan, * Stonewall
Jackson,and Lee,
and not education in
any academic sense,
though Hamilion,
Jackson, and Lee
were students, Tt is
not the learning that
makes the man, but
the man who uses
his learning as a
gymnasium inwhich
to train his powers.
We po on crowd-
ing men into state
and philanthropy-
supported  institu-
tions of learning as
though they were
magical receplacles
for the production of
trained men. Years
of failure have
taught us nothing,

I agree that the
state ought to sup
ply the opportunity
for elementary
study, and that it is
wise and generous
charity which offers
opportunity for high
and costly experi-
ment and investigation, but only those who
carn their way ought to have the path be-
vond made easy. Luther, and Erasmus,
and Bacon, and the lesser breed of intellect,
will hlaze their own path through the forest
of difficulties; the others should not be
pampered into intellectual dawdling, but
left, and even forced if necessary, to fell the
forest and plough the plain:

America has had free education from the
beginning, an unequalled test, and yet the
men who have made America are without
university degrees, with such few excep-

Aidedecamp o the Governor of Bombay.

from hooks and
professors.

The world won-
ders at the deca-
dence of schaol-
beridden France,
where the boys are
cffeminatized, the
yvouths secular-
ized, and the men
sterilized, morally
and patriotically;
France with its po-
lice without power,
its army without
patriotism, and its
people without  in-
fluence; disorderly
at home and cring-
ing abroad; anation
owing its autonomy
even to the fact that
it is =erviceable as a
buffer-state. When
[ write “disorderly
at home,” it is not
the off-hand rhet-
aric of the hasty
writer. Monsieur
Emile Massard
made a report to
the Paris Municipal
Council on the sub-
ject of the encum-
berment of the
Paris streets. He
says there are near-
ly half a million vehicles of all kinds in
Paris to-day, with twenty thousand hand-
carts and nine thousand barrows.  In rgeq,
sixty-hve thousand eight hundred and sev-
enty accidents were caused in the Paris
streets by eightyv-one thousand eight hun-
dred and sixty-eight vehicles, or about three
accidents for every four vehicles, and there
wils one summons for every seventyv-seven
motor taxi-cabs, | am unorthodox, 1 might
even be dubbed a heretic by the narrow,
but T am bound to confess if ever a nation
suffered from physical and moral dry-rot,
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as a direct result of secular education, it is
France.

America and Germany have been saved
from this by faith and reverence. In
France reverence has been knocked on the
head and faith smothered in ridicule, and
she has produced a school-bred hooligan,
in Paris at any rate, whose lack of the
human traits of decency, honesty, gentle-
ness, and manliness are unequalled outside
of o menagerie. Heretic T may be, but 1
woullid rather suffer o Mass even, than mock
at my mother. Education without moral
training is simply a dizbolical misfortune,
But the fallacy remains, and with it a ter-
rible waste of human material, and an in-
crease of that uneasy unhappiness, which
is the curse of modern society, for men and
women are naturally discontented who feel
dimly that they are developed along wrong
lines, and vet are loath to admit that they
should exchange the black coat for the
blouse, the pen for ithe plough, and the
enemia of mediocre mental accomplish-
ment for the health of rude toil. There
is a multitude of failures at these Indian
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examinations. It takes twenty-four thou-
sand candidates for matriculation 1o secure
eleven thousand passes, and of these eleven
thousand only one thousand nine hundred
survive to tiake the B. A. depree. At Ox-
ford, for example, and as a means of com-
parison, the number of those who fail to
matriculate i3 neglisible, and of the nine
hundred who annually matriculate, about
six hundred and fifty proceed to their de-
rree.  In the long run, God himseli redd-
justs matters. Development along false
lines ends in disgrace and failure. We
to-day may see Turks and Italians, the de-
scendants of the Mughals and the Cesars,
working as day-laborers in the far-off West
of the Argentine Republic, and five hun-
dred years hence a Chinese official will -
der ever the fact that the descendants of
English lords and American millionnaires
are tilling his fields. By instinet we say
“Mother Earth” and *Mother Nature.”
and we are right; all the others are step-
mothers, or mothers-in-law,

It is curions that England, which has won
so greal an empire, and which has been
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ruled and served by an uneducated but
trained aristocracy, should of all nations
turn to books and professors to solve its
Indian problems.  In the House of Com-
mons, July, 1g1o, there were one hundred
and eleven Etonians, the great majority of
whom are far better fitted to lead a squad-
ron of cavalry, or to govern a foreign prov-
ince, than to pass an examination in com-
petition with Frenchmen or Germans of
their own age. I hope I am not assum-
mng too much when I say that these same
Etonians would agree with me.

India needs engineers, agricultural chem-
ists, archieologists, mining engineers, archi-
tects, statisticians, students of hygiene,
political economists, scientific farmers, but
how many such men have her schools and
colleges produced—practically none.  All
this work is done by Europeans, while the
Indian student has but one aim, to become
an emplovee of the government, a cog in the
wheel of bureaucracy, with a little power
over his fellows, and a pension in store for
him. The supply of these iz exceeding the
demand, and those left over are like badly
cooked food, neither pood as a fertilizer nor
to eat; they are spoiled for the fields and
too feeble for useful mental labor. I mean
no insult. [ am saving of the East what 1
have first said of the “ est.  England has
transferred the Western fetich of sccular
education to India, with the result that
might have been expected. The Indian
seditionist is no worse than the Parisian
hooligan, and both, with certain differences,
are the result of the same system.

The sun is blazing down on the garden
in which lives a saint, so-called, “whom
I visited one day in Bombay. He has
not spoken for twenty-three vears, and his
neighbors look upon him with awe. He
permits me to take his photograph, and 1
wonder whether it is tor peace or as a
penance -that he has made this law for
himself. We question him, and he by signs
tells us that he is quite happy, quite indif-
ferent whether he lives or dies, and quite
sure that all is for the best in the world, if
one only takes a perspective of, say, a thou-
sand years or so. We are too close to
things lo know much about them, he main-
tains, and gets as far away as he can.
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Some months later, T visit at Daves
Platz & man who for nearly thirty years
has heen studying :!rupf-. of blood under a
microscope,  He is getting as close to life
as he ¢an, but admits that he knows little
more than the sape in his hot garden at
Bombay, Both the Western scientist and
the Eastern sage smile indulgently at the
fussiness of modern life. My own experi-
ence of men in many lands has taught me
that the most active are the least valuable.
It i= a notable survival of the simian in
man that so many people think that con-
stant mental and physical activity 15 a
measure of value. Busy people seldom ac-
complish anvthing. The statue, the poem,
the painting, the solution of the economic,
financial; or social problem, the courage and
steadfastness for war even, are all born in
seclusion and appear mysteriously from no-
where,  Cromwell, Wazshington, Lincoln,
Shakespeare, Dante, and Cervantes all ap-
pear from nowhere, and promptly take com-
mand of the busybodies. What a crowd
of men we all recall who were so busy
making themselves remembered that they
are already formotten! 1t is said that some
ninety-five [:rrunmﬂ;uam{-um-ﬂn brokers,
and bankers fail. It is busyness that does
it. We must give the Eastern philosophy its
due. We are none of us infallilile, not even
the most modern of us, and 1 am not sure
that the proud flesh of the social sore is not
as visible in the Tweed Ring, in the State-
House scandals in Pennsylvania, in the
Sugar seales of certain millionnaire merch-
ants, in the Poplar Union revelations in
England; or in the crowd at a race-meet-
ing in Paris, as anywhere in India or in
China.

I regret, for the sake of my Western read-
ers who are accustomed to the proclamatory
cocksureness of irritable activity, that T am
leaving Bombay with so little ability to pro-
vilde them with any essence of omniscience
of my own manufacture. Having no claims
social, political, or financial to make upon
my fellow-countrymen, I am satizfied to
serve them with food for thought rather
than to denounce them for the henefit of
their enemies, or to flatter them for their
own undoing, that I may have their ap-
proval.
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THE WESTEERENER
By Dorothy Canfield

lLLUSTRATIONS

JANNA'S resentment at be-
d ing sent Fast at the end of
her freshman vear in the
State University was not al-
together due to her disap-
pointment at missing the
very consideralile gayety of that co-educa-
tional institution. A suspicion that culture
and polished manners were thought to be
mare easily acquired near the Atlantic coast
than in the Mississippi valley aroused pas-
sionately the heat of her generous local
patriotism. She traversed the continent,
therefore, in a high state of belligerent op-
position io everything Eostern, especially to
the supercilious Eastern notion that there
wis any difference between the two sections
of the country,

No sponer was she seitled in her new dor-
mitory than she began her crusade. * You
think all Western men are lone-haired cow-
punchers!" she cried to her room-mate, who
had committed the crime of being barn in
Maine. * Let me tell you that they are not,
but a great deal better-dressed, and more
up-to-date and—and cultivated than these
silly Eastern hoys ™

|

By R G WALL

She got small satisfaction out of the girl
from Maine, who, being a hopeless grind
and working for honors, spent very litile
time in comparing different brands of young
men; but she promised herself a fine op-
partunity for combating narrow-minded
Eastern notions in her prajected visit to her
cousins in Vermont.  Her mother’s family
had come originally from the Green Moun-
tain State and there was still left in a small
village in the more mountainous part of the
State quite a settlement of Perkinses and
Hadlevs, who, hearing that one of the Kan-
saz branch of the family was in New Eng-
land, invited her to Hillshoro' for her
Christmas vacation.

She found that place a singularly remote
and isolated little cluster of houses, lost in a
forgotten valley of the Green Mountains
and immensely far removed from any sort
of main current.  Her new relatives were
very simple-minded, elderly village folk
who certainly would not have thought of
claiming for themselves either culture or
polished manners, much less a monopoly of
those advantages; but Joanna's nervous
young hand had held the bowstring taut for
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too long a time to alter her purpose.  With
a noisy twanging she let fly all the arguments
she had feathered and stored up for a quite
different collection of people.  As soon as
she landed in the snow-hound little village,
clinging, rather forlornly it seemed to her,
to the great sloping flank of Hemlock Moun-
tain, she began her campaign, which con-
sisted of many-times reiterated statements
that their ideas about the West were all
wrong, There was no difference at all, she
told them, between Vermont and Kansas
except that Kansas was sophisticated and
advanced and modern while Vermonl was
provincial, narrow, and behind the times.

“Ah, we are not like most Yankees,"
they told her unexpectedly. “We know
about the West. A Westerner lives here
and has for years—a man from Nebraska.”

Joanna was stupefied. “A Westerner
live here!" she cried. ¥ 'What 1o the world
does he do'fihat for?” A plausible excuse
striking her, she answered herself before
her cousins could recover from the rich in-
sult of her question, * Oh, perhaps he has
business interests.” Like all American
girls she had been trained to understand
that “ husiness interests"” formed an acde-
quate explanation for the most hizarre ac-
tions.  “ Mo, he's not in business,"” they told
her, “he’s poor, like everybody else around
here. He farms it."”

Jeanna was smitten into silence.  Emer-
ging from this with a long breath of utter
wonder, “Well, I never heard of anything
like that in my life!” she averred. “Ta
leave Nebraska for Vermont!™

She felt very much irritated that such a
fiwsss nafuwre should have obtruded itself
into her triumphal celebration of the supe-
riorities of the West. His mere existence
was bad enough, but as she becan to hear
more of him, her exasperation grew. He,
too, 1t seemed from her cousins’ talk, loved
the West and, like Joanna, was much giv-
en to describing it to all who would listen;
but “Why I never heard of such things.
Newer!™ the pirl cried out again and again,
as his stories were repeated. She was
driven from the offensive to the defensive
at once hy those preposterous stories of
broncho-husting, cattle-brandings, Indian
dances, covote hunting, and cow-punching.
It must be admitied that it was through no
fault of her cousins that she felt her native
region disgraced by this account of its main
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industries. To do them justice, they evi-
dently admired the West immeasurably as
a land of fascinating, wild, and abandoned
freedom, and thought themselves very com-
monplace persons compared with inhabi-
tants of that part of the country.

No attitude they could have taken would
have more inflamed the fury of their West-
ern relative. In vain she told them of
expensive  school-houses, * much  hetter
equipped and more modern than those of
the East,” of trolley-cars and theatres and
Maeterlinck clubs and paved streets and
art associations and city water-works and
country clubs and brick office-builiings
and smart sets only differing from thase of
the East in that they were **a thousand times
smarter in every way.”  The concensus of
apinion among the Perkinses and Hadleys
continued to be, as far as she conld deter-
mine, that she must live in a very queer sec-
tion of the West, quite unlike the rest of it.
She chafed fumingly under this assumption
of these kindly, elderly country-folk who
seemed to think of her as a little girl. Tt
was all very different from what she had
planned.

Oin the fourth day of her visit, as they sat
at the noonday dinner-table, the noise of
hoofs, beating rapidly on the hard-trodden
snow, made itself audible. Her couzins
looked at her and smiled, ** That's the Ne-
braskan,” they said. * He's the only person
around here that goes a-horseback.”

She rushed to the window and voiced the
first and second wave of astonishment which
overwhelmed her in two exclamations,
“Why, he's ofd/" and, “What Jas he got
on!™  They protested, ““ Oh no, he's not at
allold!  He can’t be a day over [ifty-five.”
And, “He always dresses like that. You
see for vourself. He got used to it in the
West, [ suppose.”

Joanna returned to the table swelling
with wrath.  “Well, I've lived in the West
all my life and I never saw anvbody so
rigied up outside a circus-tent!™  As her
astonishment and indignation grew, “He's
a fake!” she Droke out a little later; T bet
you my bottom dollar that man's a fake!”

Her cousins ignored her thesis and
|1uunrm] on its expression with delighted
exclamations, " There! That's the way Jie
talks, with those picturesque expressions.
That’s the first really Western thing you've
said."
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Toanna colored over her slip and kept her
further sceptical surmises to herself.

“Here he comes back,” said her great-
aunt at the window, * I'm going to ask him
intomeet you.  You'll find him a real nice
man. And he thinks as much of the West
as you,"

He proved to be a tall, lean elderly moun-
taineer, precisely like every ane else in Hills-
Lioro' except that he wore his gray hair long
on his shoulders. His wvoice was nasal
and he spoke with a pronounced Yankee
twang. He looked at Joanna kindly,
shifted his wide-brimmed sombrero with
the rattle-snake band into his left hand,
pulled off the deep-cuffed gauntlet glove
from the other and shook hands heartily
with her. ‘A little girl from Kansas, eh?
Well, that’s finel It does my eyes good to
see anybody from God's country. You
must come up and see m'wife and me at our
ranch. Tain't much to look at compared
to the payrayra (he pronounced prairie as
Joanna had heard “old settlers™ in Kansas
say the word), but we'd be almighty glad
to see you.  We Westerners ought to have
quite something to talk about.”

Joanna surveyed him in silence from his
somhrera to his wide-fringed chaps and
tinkling spurs. She made no objection to
the acceptance for her of his invitation by
her great-aunt. She was suppressing a
great laugh,  She thought to herself that
she had never seen anvthing in her life more
ridiculous than this spare old Yankee far-
mer tricked cut in his absurd costume.

“Yez, I'll go to see him," she told herself
that night, “and I het I'll find out a thing or
two about him before 1 get through! He
can't run any bluff on me!"  Joanna ob-
served in her conversations with herself,
none of the Anicky restrictions which she
put on her audible speech in this country of
critical Easterners.

The vehicle in which she made the jour-
ney to the other end of the dark and narrow
valley struck her, like so many other things
in this much-vaunted Fast, as very poor
and mean, [t was an unpainted wooden
box on runners (she had overheard some
one give it the strange name of “pung™)
filled with straw which was supposed to
keep her feet warm as she perched on a
springless seat. She was so triumphantly
full of her prospective exposure of her
pseudo-compatriol that she let slip the op-

portunity to point out that if Westerners
had been living there they would have had
long ago a trolley-line running up the valley
with warmed and lighted cars upholstered
in plush. Asa matter of fact, since none of
of her elderly relatives ventured out on such
a long drive in mid-winter, she had only a
hired boy to whom to make this observa-
tion if she had thought of it; a boy so
swathed in wrappings that enly a pair of
contemplative eyes was to be seen, a boy
who preserved a penetrating silence.

It was a gray day, very cold, with occa-
sional flurries of snow. Joanna thought
that no one could dream of anyvthing more
utterly dreary than this tiny strip of frozen
land, shut in by the huge, unbroken wall
of sombre, cloud-veiled mountains. The
few houses they passed, small, plain build-
ings, planned apparently with a sole aim
to economy, gazing blankly at her with
frost-whitened little windows, seemed,
against the desolate height of the moun-
tains on which they clung, like the veriest
cahins.

The silence, the piercing cold, the gray
gloom, the suffocating nearness of the
mountains worked on the impressionable
airl like an evil spell.  She thousht of the
dazzling sunlight of the plains, of the spa-
cious farm-houses, like luxurious country
residences, which she knew in her own
State, steam-heated, with electric lights,
close by trolley-lines, surrounded by a pros-
perous company of huge barns and stables;
and she felt her heart contract with a pity-
ing horror of the lives that must be lived
here.

By the time the horze had plodded to the
end of the journey, which proved to be a
small, poor old house like all the others, the
girl's sensitive nerves were quivering like
fiddle-strings.  *Oh, how do vou stand it
here, you Easterners!” she cried as soon as
her wraps were unloosened enough for
speech. 1 should think you would smother
with those horrible great mountains shut-
ting out all the air. I can’t breathe!”

Her hostess, a small woman, mild-eved
and smiling, said with a cheerful literal-
ness, “Oh, there’s plenty of air here.
That's just your imagination, I guess.”

Her host, arrayed in a red shirt with a
gay neckerchief around his corded old necl,
said nothing. He was seated in a splint-
bottomed chair with a bright tidy on the
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back, his eyes bent on the operation of sort-
ing beans. Close on the other side of the
window where he sat rose the first slope of
the foot-hill, its outcropping granite ledges
within reach of his hand. The mistress of
the house turned to put away the girl’s
wraps and paused, saying with a quaint
shyness, * Would you like to come and see
the house? Your aunt said she wanted
vou should see a real old-fashioned Ver-
mont farm-house such as your folks come
from. The boy says you can't stay very
long s0 mavhe vou'd better do it now.”
Joanna in an unwonted silence followed
her about her tiny domain, looking at the
low, slanting ceilings of the hedrooms, ;11.
the clumsy, old-fashioned * conveniences
of the kitchen, at the darkened, musty
“ best room, " at the steep stairs, at the bare,
worn boards of the floors, covered with
home-woven rag rugs and bearing, in deep
grooves, the impress of the many genera-
tions before the present owners, whose feet

il o see anybody from God's countiy.””

—Page 16a

had trodden the narrow round of their
daily life. She could make no comment
hecause of the knot in her throat, and when
her hostess paused again in the dining-
room and remarked with a little air of
pride, ** It took quite a while to fix things
just the way he wanted them, but we think
we pol a nice little home,” Joanna found
something unendurably touching in the
speech.

Her host roge now and slipping on a coat

said, ** Now, Mother, you go git her things
again.  You've showed her all vour belon &
ings. And I want she should se¢ the barn.™

His wife pmtf_-.li*r! that young ladies have
no interest in barns, but succumbed to his
statement that “she'd ought to see where
her grandiather come from as much as her
grandmother.”

It was with little enthusiasm that Joanna
saw herself thus provided with the oppor-
tunity for cross-examining questions that
she had come to seel. Her mood had
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quite changed. She was not so much mili-
tantly disposed to defend her home re-
gion, as heart-sick with longing for it, for
its cheerful, wide-margined prosperity, for
its young, thriftless, conhdent affluence,
This barren old country, overshadowed
sadly by a past as poor and pinched as
its present, illed her with an outraged com-
passion,

Her heart swelling with this vague and
painful emotion, she followed her host about
the little barn, secing but not noting the herd
of three cows, the one horse who thrust a
good-natured face out from his stall, the
adjoining shed where a few matronly hens
stood shiveringly about, lifting up first one
foot and then the other to warm it in their
fluffecd-up feath-
ers. There was
a pause after this
and =he was aware
that the farmer
had asked her
some question,
She had not heard
it, and, looking in-
guiringly at him,
suddenly observed
the signs of ex-
citement in his
weather-heaten
face, She zaid, 1
didn't catch what
you =aid, please,”
but he answered
only by a long
stare. He seemed
to be struggling
with a great inde-
cision which he fi-
nally cast off with
a gesture of resolu-
tion, and beckoned
her to follow him
up the steep, lad-
der-like stajrs.
They crossed the
hay-mow in si-
lence, treading
softly on the
masses of short,
fine, sweet-smelling
grasses. Joanna
noticed that a cor-
ner of this second
floor was roughly
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partitioned off with unplaned boards to
form a small room,

Into this her companion introduced her,
saying with a tremor in his voice, * You're
the frst person but me that’s ever be’n
here.” He added, apparently as explana-
tion, “They don’t many folks from the
West @it back to Hillshore' and you're the
anly one that ever got as far as this end of
the valley."

Joanna looked about her uncompre-
hendingly. The place was like nothing
she had ever seen. It was very small, a
rough bunk covered with skins stretched
along one side, a féw tin cooking-dishes
hung on the walls, and a little sheet-iron
cooking-stove, oddly new and unused-look-
ing, thrust its pipe
out of a hole in
the window. The
walls were almost
covered with pict-
ures stuck up with
pins and nails.

Their character
gave her the first,
faint, anticipatory
glimmering of the
meaning of the
ugly little room.
They were of all
sorts, rough, line
drawings cut from
newspapers, col-
ored illustrations
from the maga-
zines, but they all
represented West-
ern scenes, the sort
of Western scene
that Joanna was
always repudiat-
ing in her descrip-
tion of her Kansas
home—cattle-
stampedes, cow-
punchers, Indians,
sod-houses, lines
of prairie schoon-
ers making their
way through sage-
brush ; l.'LJ‘.'v.'-|:u|r__i-‘5
galloping along
over vast, sunlit
plains where noth-
ing broke the per-

= winy he
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fect circle of the sky-line—Joanna claspecd
her hands! Ah, at least the horizon was
right, that ample horizon encircling the
friendly fertile, useful land! That was
home!

T knew you'd like it! 1 knee vou'd un
derstand!" cried the old farmer at the sight
of her kindling eyes. His tone denoted an
immense relief. Even through Joanna's
impervious vouth there struck the convie-
tion that he had nof known she would like
it, that she had been in danger of striking a
false note, of destroving something cher
ished, She turned to him and saw almost
with terror that his gaunt old face was very

w'd fF e —Pase by

white and that his chin trembled. “It
seems so good to see somebody that can un-
derstand,” he said in simple apology for
his ¢mation,

Joanna sat down on the edge of the bunk
and loaked 1.':'I|'|:Il".\'-||l'r' at him. Her intense
hope that he would say something to give
her a clew as to her attitude was fulfilled by
hiz continuing as though he were in the mid-
dle of a story she knew quite well. “You
see, my being out there such a short Gme—
‘twas only three months from start to finish
—1I was afraicd I'd fllh_;{'l about it s WHE, =0
as zoon ‘5 [ could 1 fixed this up like the lit-
te shack 1 'had out there, and T keep puttin
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up all the pictures I can git a-hold of, so's
to keep me reminded—" His nasal ex-
planatory veice changed to the note, star-
tling and thrilling, of a man speaking
openly of a great passion. “Say, if's a
great coundry, ain't i7" he said.

Juanna had never hefore in her girl-life
heard that note, but her inexperience was
no barrier to her recognition of it. She
felt that she too was probably very pale,

“ESeems like,” went on the farmer, al-
ways with this new voice that transfigured
his words, “ seems like 1'd never lived—not
what you could call five/—but just them
three months.  There wan't no chance here
then any more than now, but just to pick
stone and pick stone and pick stone and
gerateh enough off'n vour stone-heap to keep
from starving to death. But "twan't that so
much. I'd always felt sort of cramped and
cooped up here, asif there'd been folks Tiv-
ing here so long they'd hreathed up all the
air, And when I went West [ see what 1'd
been looking for. I took toit! First time

1 apened my eves onto o payrayra I felt as
if T'd been stone-blind till then. 1 remem-
ber how 1 breathed—how T could breathe!
1 knew, when you come in and said you felt
bmn[l‘lﬂ"ﬂﬂ—“]’lt’l‘l I first come back, I used
to lift every one of the mountains every time
I drawed a breath.”

Juanna ventured a question. “How
long have vou been back?" she asked.

He meditated. “I'm ffty-eight, and I
was twenty-three then. That makes thirty-
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five years. Its quite a spell, but T ain’t for-
got I'm a Westerner. T've tried to keep as
voung-minded and high-hearted as they all
were out there.  Its been something to try
orf"
4 Thirty-five years. Joanna tried to take
itin. Of the asphalt street and comfortable
tree-shaded houses of her home town, there
could have been no trace but a few sod-
cahins on the prairies. It was almost twice
her life-time. And he had spent it here,

“T had an awful good claim staked out,”
the farmer went on, * with a creck running
right through the rmrlrl]r:- and I was saving
all the money I earned cow-punching to
buy farm tools, I expect I could have made
quite some money if l'r! have stayed—and
mavhe been somebody.”

Some thing ahbout the tone with which he
uttered this conjecture struck oddly on his
listener’s ear. It wasnot the accent of bit-
ter unresignation which would have suited
his words, but a sort of affectionate and un-
regretful reminiscence, quite different from
the throbhing note of passion with which he
had spoken of his love for his distant foster-
fatherland.

“Why didn’t you stay?” she burst out.

“Oh, I cowddn’t!” he said quickly, as
though pointing out a quite apparent oh-
stacle. * Good land! she'd have died, she
was s0 homesick for the mountains and the
old ways."

Joanna gathered that he was speaking of
his wife. She recalled that faded insignifi-
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cant little woman with an effort. She had
forgotten her existence.  She stared at the
farmer. Whalever answer she had ex-
pected, it was not that.

He took her stare apparently as a ques-
tion, for he went on to explain, *She was a
nice little orphan girl that the family next to
me had brought along as a sort of hound
girl, and she was scared to death of every-
thing out there. That was how I happened
to notice her the first time,  Everybaody but
me had gone to a dance and she was wash-
ing dishes when a burro that somebody’d
brought there that day began to hee-haw in
the corral, You've heard burros all your
life so 'tain’t likely you can re'lize how
like the devil they sound when you don't
know what 'tis. Anyhow, first thing I
knew, this poor little girl was hanging on-
to me, looking like—looking like—well, if
you'd seen her you wouldn't ha' forgot-
ten it—and begging me to kill her hefore
they could get her. She thought 'twas
Indians. It soundsfunny but "twan't funny
to her.  She thought everything was Ind-
ians, And she didn’t have any family to
look after her and take her back. She
was all alone.™

He drew a long breath of utter satisfac-
tion. I tell you what, its a sight of com-
fort to me to look at her now and think she
ain't ever looked like that since.  There are
some things worth living to do.”

Joanna was shaken with that sense, so
terrible to the young, of unnecessary {rag-
cdy, of avertable loss.  “Why, she’d have
got used to things if she'd stayed!" she
broke out.

The farmer shook hishead. *“ She wan't
that kind. 5She'd ha’ died before she got
used. Lots did, vouknow. It was the men
that took to the country, reealy.”

“Why, Iloveit! Tloveit,"” cried Joanna.

“Well, you were horn there,"” =aid the old
man reasonably. He looked away and said
in an altered voice, * you see, we ain't never
had any children to take her mind up.
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There wan't much [ could have given her
but things the way she wanted 'em."”

Joanna found nothing to say.

The agitation with which he had hegun
the conversation had now passed into 4
ruminative pleasure in her company. He
sat down beside her on the bunk, explaining
humorously, “ Them skins are wood-chuck.
There don’t many coyotes grow in Vermont
and I had to take next hest if I was to have
thingslook the way they did in my little sod-
house out there.”

Aiter this, clasping his great, gnarled,
farmer's hands about his upraised knee, he
talked for some tume with a reminiscent
gusto of things Joanna had heard much of
in the speeches on the annual * Settlers’
Day” at home. She could not force an at-
tention to his rambling talk. She looked
about the poor rough room like a child’s
make-believe play-house, and tried to think
of the meaning of what she had been hear-
ing. She was like a person who has been
too near to a great explosion. There was
nothing in her ears but a vast, vague re-
verberation, whose solemn significance she
could not as yet conceive.

When the hired boy came stamping and
calling into the lower part of the barn to say
that they must start back, she went with
him docilely. She took the cookies which
her hostess gave her in a paper bag to eat on
the way home, and she shook hands with
her hostin perfect silence. “*Come again,”
he told her heartily; ““its done us a sight of
good to have you.” Joanna noticed that
he said nothing before his wife of the sub-
ject of his talk in the harn.

The two stood side by side in the low
door, smiling and waving good-by to her
as she drove away into the quick-falling,
sombre winter twilight.

They asked her on her return if she
hadn't found him after all quite a West-
erner, and she broke into a quick storm of
tears.
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NINFA
By Rennell Rodd

WaERE the steep Volscian ridge leans down
To the low Pontine shore

We found a little silent town
In which men dwell no more.

Mid-spring had strewn with lavish hands
That wilderness with flowers,

Where mirrored in her mere zhe stands
A wreck of broken towers,

A fortress of the border feud
In long-forgotten vears,

That consecrates to solitude
Her triumphs and her tears,

Dark ivy shrouds her girdling walls
A hundred summers deep,

And ztillness like a spell enthralls
Her everlasting sleep;

A sleep no jarring voices break,—
The faint sab from her stream,

The sway of rush beds in the lake
Accord with her long dream.

The marsh hird comes to hide her nest
Here in a safe retreat;

The silver nettles have possessed
Wide square and trackless street;

The arches of her palace courts
Are tapestried with vine;

Tall thistles close her hattle-ports
And bar the unroofed shrine,

Where frescoed choir and moss-green nave
Are choked with bramble-rose,

And through the creviced apse a wave
Of honeysuckle Hows;

Where wild valerian's crimson fires
Light altars long grown dim,

And jasmine's heavy scent inspires
The insect’s drowsy hymn,

Bevond, toward the waning day,
The fens stretched rank and wide,

In all their reckless pomp of May,
To the blue Tuscan tide.



Ninfa

The poppied fields were one red flare,
And banks of golden broom

Made all the languid lowland air
Oppressive with perfume,

What bandit clan of lawless days,
What brood of outcast men

Dwelt here to watch the southward ways
That cross the ill-famed fen!

What hands for good or evil wrought!
What fervent hearts grew cold!

What thinkers here untimely thought
In that grim world of old?

What stricken captives fronted fate?
What penitents cried woe?

How did they fare in love and hate
Who died here long ago?

Alike on belfry tower and keep
Impartial ivy waves,

And wheresoc’er her dead folk sleep
The poppies hide their graves,

Lo while we dream the skies turn gold,
The evening draws to end,

Dark over Ninfa's ruined hold
The purple shadows blend:

And galled fane and fortress tower,
And lake and winding stream

Grow conscious of the passing hour,
And catch the transient gleam.

The rose Aush fades from Norba's height
And Circe's cape afar;

Now Cori shows a single light
Beneath a single star.

Now myriad swarms of flitting fires
Light up the path we climb

Between dark banks of scented briars
With feet that bruise the thyme;

The heart’s quick pulse is almost pain
In this tense¢ mood of May;

And as we leave the shadowy plain
And make the mountain way,

We turn and see, where swiit night falls,
The marsh land’s misty hreath

Wind like a shroud round those gray walls
Long dedicate to death.
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CONQUERING THE SIERRAS

By Benjamin Brooks

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM THOTOGRAPHS BV THE AUTHOR

oo igevgaat | the launching of a battle-
> Al ship some fair maid, after a
trying ordeal at the costum-
er’s, must stand becom-
ingly on a high staging,
must be photographed by
the nmewspapers, and gracefully break a
bottle of champagne tied with long ribbons.
Similarly, on or just previous to the open-
ing of a great railway to regular passenger
service, some promising youth is given the
distinction of being the first passenger over
the line. In the present case of the new
Western Pacific from Salt Lake City to
San Francisco, 1 was the innocent and en-
thusiastic victim; and the fact of my being
rather premature, so that the directors’ car
had to be replaced by a little bob-tail gaso-
line motor running on the rails, and the
champagne was eliminated altogether, had
not dampened my enthusiasm in the least.
But now, stalled at the end of all creation
with the driver flat on his back under the
car and the Great American Desert streich-
ing gray and limitless as the sea with noth-
ing Lut detached barren mountains floating
in it—with one stick of chocolate for four
healthy men and no water whatever—I he-
gan to wonder if I had not ventured on a
very foolhardy undertaking. Now that I had
time to think it over, I remembered where
other adventurers had come to grief in just
this way—automaobiling into a desert, and
trying to walk out again, The remaining
three of us got out of the car and, none car-
ing to look squarcly at the others, cach
chose a different segment of the quivering
horizon and stared at it. I slyly felt the
chocolate-stick in my pocket to see how hig
it was. The driver, noticing a slight drip
from the condenser, produced a greasy tin
can and placed it beneath. The water was
very hot and dirty, but yes, it might be well
worth saving.

However, the gasoline engine is only the
second most fickle and second least depend-
able thing known to man, and alter a bit of
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diplomatic coaxing, she began to bark again
with regularity. And as we sped along
once more through the hot singing breeze I
felt glad that the break-down had occurred,
for, with nothing but smooth sailing, the
desert might have bored me as it does
through passengers from the East with last
week's papers to read; but one brief mo-
ment of standing a little motionless black
speck in a gray infinity, sweeping so far and
so wide, had sufficed to crowd overwhelm-
ingly upon me the haunting, almost fear-
ful, charm of the desert. The gaunt, aus-
tere features of its old countenance, drawn
as with a hard needle upon a burnished
plate, made it more than just a landscape
now, Each bold headland, mancuvring
into position ahead of us, rose with an indi-
vidual, almaost personified, dignity of its
own, disclosed its lean long flanks out of the
quivering heat, and sank again buried in
centuries of meditation. Then the change-
ful sage-brush—now olive-green, now
deathly gray—hegan o spread like [aded
tapestries upon the hard hills; and present-
ly out of this seemingly eternal stillness
came motion—ilying bands of wild horses
with arching necks and flowing manes gal-
loped up like charging cavalry, satished
their curiosity, wheeled and galloped off
again, A troop of whirlwinds followed,
springing out of nothing to richt and left,
lifting their lithe, curving white bodies hun-
dreds of feet in air, rushed across the levels
like ghosts of Greek dances with arms up-
lifted and draperies whirled about them;
and having run their dizzy course, dis-
solved again in air,

But lastly, far away under the slanting
sun, arose a long ragged wall unlike the de-
tached ranges of Nevada—the barrier wall
of the Sierras. Old John Muir, who loves
them better than any man, calls them the
Mountains of Light. So they appeared
now, a streaming cobalt ribbon along the
horizon, But he also remarks, after having
prowled them over for a good part of his
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life, that they are the most uninterrupted
high wall of mountains in the world.
Other higher peaks and clusters there are;
but for an unhroken thousand-mile wall
they are not to be equalled; and the old
trails over them are among the highest
regularly travelled highways of the world.

I knew a little of the Sierras myself
much as one may learn by sitting astride of
their giant backbone fourteen thousand feet
above the sea, shiding down snow-hanks at
forty-five degrees, and peering over ledges
into vallevs five thousand feet deep.  There-
fore I looked long and dubiously at this ap-
proaching barrier; for, if the motor con-
tinued on its good hehavior, my business
was to be the Arst passenger to cross these
mountaing clear down to the 223 on a one
per cent grade. A one per cent grade
means that instead of requiring three or
even four locomotives to hoist your long
lines of Pullmans over the heights, you
twine in and out through a lot more scenery,
and finally attain about the same elevation
with a single engine, but without ever rising
or falling more than one foot in a hundred,
or 2.8 feet In a mile.

And now, while T still continued to doubt
its possibility, we began to doit.  Sweeping
around the last headland, we started on a
long southward flank movement up the
wall of the Sierras. The desert sank be-
neath us and spread wider and wider, ly
ing like an inland ocean. The sage-brush

Vor. XLIX.—I8

o

wisad valley lay the town of (himey.—Page 172

surrendered to faint green slopes. The
slanting sun made state-house domes of
the bare round foothills, Chill winds blew
from the thinly timbered heights.  Another
circumstance caused us to shiver a little;
for although we were presumably sched-
uled as an extra with certain time-table, and
meeting-points with freight-trains, we had
done about as we pleased, stopped for a
picture here, a break-down there, until now
a little black streak creeping below us on the
grayv desert assumed the proportions of a
pursuing stock-train.  IL 15 never etiquette
to stop a stock-train, but when it is loaded
with five hundred bleaters which the Inter-
state Commerce Law declares must be un-
loaded, fed, and watered at a certain time,
you positively must not stop it.  So 1 con-
tinued to look apprehensively over my
shoulder each time we entered a cut and
to peer ahead at each curve out and over a
bare brown country for all the world like
the Urals. And what was that faint road-
like marking paralleling us on the hillsides,
heading with us for a certain bleak depres-
sionin the wall? Why, none other than the
old, old Transcontinental Trail whereon
prairie schooners sailed and stage-coaches
raced with Indians or were halted by high-
waymcn.

Da you imagine it is the work of one
man in one lifetime to locate s way throush
the Sierras? Far from it. When old Jim
Beckwourth in the emigrant days trekked
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Red-barked bull pines. — Page tm

back and forth between God's Country and
the Desert he trekked throuch this Beck-
wourth Pass (though they spell it different-
ly now) and after him came this faint road
creeping over the hills; and after that came
surveyors and engineers for the Central
Pacific, the Union Pacific "way back in the
eighties, and the Denver and Rio Grande.
But all these men met with the same ol-
stacle:—they could very easily get up to the
backbone of the Sierras, as we are doing
now, hut they could nat get down, They
all kept their eves on the North Fork of the
Feather Kiver, as the only possihle route,
trudged it, measured it, and abandoned it

as too steep. The secret of
the Sierras was not vet to he
disclosed, and Henry Clay
was still incontrovertible in
his asscrtion that the Pacihic
Coast never would amount
to much because you couldn't
get a railroad into it.
Meanwhile, thinking of
these things and listening for
the approach of the five hun-
dred bleaters, we arrived at
the top of the world ; and cast-
ing an apprehensive glance
hehind and a dubious one at
the driver, we lighied a Qaring
red torch and plunged into
six thousand feet of damp,
echoing tunnel, Nothing
could be more remarkably
different than the opposite
ends of this tunnel—the east
portal looking out upon the
barrenness of the Urals, the
west portal opening to beauti-
ful mile-high mountain mead-
ows fringed with purple and
copper-colored walls. Safe on
a siding in the midst of these,
we waited, idly enjoving their
rare young beauty after the
gray desert, while the Ave
hundred bleaters rumbled by
and went into pasture for the
night. Then, shivering in the
cool dusk and blinking  at
the red sky, we alichted in
the town of Portola, wherein
I was delighted to ohserve
that the genuine old early
days in California are still
poing on. The metropolis of Portola is
located just behind two giant bull pines
“at the top of the one per cent™ where the
locomotives stop to et their breath. Tt is
as innocent of lamp-posts, telephones, wa-
ler-pipes, gas-jets, and paint as an Inger-
soll watch, and has yet to achieve its first
birthday. Four June weddings had just
been chronicled in Portola: bt nobody
has ever died there. The climate is large
and crisp, and having eaten ravenously
from a r-mlr[|'|-'||iT'll: table at the clean little
rough-pine restanrant, I left the bronzed
division encineers who lad riclden with me
all day, engaged in a most intricate game of
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chess involving one hundred
moves with one hundred
oravel-cars among one dozen
sidings without interfering
with lambs in rapid transit
—and retiring to one of the
four heds in the three rooms
over the barber shop which
served as hotel, T pried the
sash out of the window and
slept a big sleep with the de-
licious mountain air stream-
ing over me.

Having observed next
morning that the sun was
preparing to rise, I hastened
to the water-barrel in  the
front yvard and was luxuri-
ously pouring cold water over
Ly self when the town alarm-
clock, in overalls and cap,
came over from the railway
station, call-book in hand, o
arouse me. The June frost
still lay on the fics as we
tipped over the one per cent
and started on our long ser-
pentine journey down o sea-
level, How indefatigably the
engineers had stuck to that
one per cent! In one place
thev dug below the bed of a
stream and walled it off just
to save fudging a paltry ten
feet. In other places they
had spent tens of thousands
on high spider-legged trestles,
and each time we came to one
of them I said some prayers
and stiffened into dentist-
chair rigidity; for to ride at
train ~=|¥t't11 on the solid earth in a boh-tail
motor is exciting enough, but to be hurled
unexpecte dly 4 hundred feet in cold morn-
ing air with t;uth]L_l_{ but a translucent film
of ties apparent below was a thing perhaps
finally ta ||i:~'t'i!1]i[‘ll' one's mind to expect,
but never to accustom one's “innards™ fo,
As we sailed along, now touching the earth,
now Hying in air, there began to appear be-
low us a most beautiful succession of moun-
tain meadows, each a shining little green
mem set deep in the hazy blue mantle of
the surrcunding heights and guarded by a
dense army of shagey bull pines with trunks
as thick as tall brick chimneys and bark as

verlooking @ mountain meadow

Page 170

redd, with weather-beaten limbs spreading,
not upward pertly as the lesser trees do, but
outward and downward as if they stood
with arms outstretched saying with great
dignity and sadness “Here have I stood
faithfully these many centuries against the
warring elements.”

Presently, out of these j
sprung a voung little stream
breadih and conhdence asit ran—the Mid-
dle Fork of the Feather Eiver—and we bLe
zan to follow it.  This was the same stream
that all the other railroads had followed
with rod and instrument only to abandon
in despair, and we would hnally have to

meailows
FAININE
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abandon it too, for in all the length of the
Sierras there is not one stream so far dis-
covered that Aows from its source down to
the plains on an easy grade. Some there
are like this that flow tranquilly along
1h|'r:||.'_:]'| hiz_-;|| mieadows Hr'l|}' Lid |"-‘l]| into
impossible chazms farther below, while
others fall white and precipitously from
their sources to enter the lower levels at a
slackened pace. A lifetime of searching
has not disclosed one well-behaved stream-
let 1n the range.
dres in the sand—the division
engineer and I—liscussing this peculiar

We =at |||':|ui:||,_g' '||i| o
|:II'I I'I'-.f.i_'ll

| perverseness of geography al
the very point where our
abandonment of the Middle
Fork was to occur—the mouth

To====|  of the Spring Garden Tunnel.
The newly pierced mountain
lay heavily on this tunnel and
the neieghborhood was strewn

i with crushed and splintered

timbers as big as a man's
hody, Gangs were working
in it now, day and night,
taking out old and putting
in new; but important as this
work was, I had been so
many times delayed by work-
trains on my journeys, I felt
a fendish delight in having
the big double-deck *jum-
bos™ pushed out of the tun-
nel along with their muddy
cangs and smoky lanterns to
let me through.

Having emerged blinking
into the daylight, we next
used up an entire meadow
with a bold round tarn for
the sole purpose of gaining
forty feet and passed out un-
der our own tracks, as the
St GGothard 15 so fond of do-
ing in an emergency. An-
other stream greeted us now,
and far down in the lap of a
broad valley lay the dear little
town of Quincy (this is gen-
uine affection, and at first
sight, for I had never heard
of Cuincy any more than
vou). Butl decided to side-
track and run down into it
even though it required that
the pgeneral superintendent, roadmaster,
lt".E'_'_{T'.I|I-h aperiater, station agent, and con-
ductor of the Quincy Western Railway
(these heing all the same man} should
ltost their one and only dav-coach out
of our way with their one and only loco-
motive and give us right of way over the
entire svstem—which consisted of three
miles of rails of the vintage of 1867 laid
down on the solt green prass: For at
{Juncy was a real discoverer. [ had met
many engineers by the way, but a discov-
erer was something more than that and not
to be ]th"‘L'l.] |r}'.
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Cincy, as towns go in [
California, is an old town [
with a quiet, shady main
street, a white Doric court-
house standing in a prim
green common exactly asif it
had been cut out of a picture
of a New England town and
pasted onto a background of
misty blue California forest;
with an old brick stable where
the stage-coaches still change
horses for Reno and the ereat
unknown exactly as they have
for a generation; with, aiso, a
cool hotel whose har, deco-
rated with mounted grizzly
bears” heads and the quaint
iaded photographs of ac
tresses long since dead, sav-
ored of the good old times,
Cin this main street also is
the office of A. W. Keddie,
engineer; and when [ had
discovered him among his
drawing-tables and wall-maps
he turned out to be a tall
straight, old-fashioned Scotch-
man with iron-gray hair slant-
ing defiantly upward, a keen
dark eye—"Ah, but it was
the nose that did it!"” said I
to myself as he reached out
like o steam-shovel and
rrasped my hand.  “ Any one
following that long, straight
vulpine nose would surely
arrive at something worth
while." And noting a char-
acteristic abruptness about
him, T came immediately to
the main point and asked him
to Lell me about how he discovered the way
to conquer the Sierras. It was in 1364 that
Keddie dropped into Quincy and, having
once seen it, concluded he'd stay. In 1867
a group of peaple in a neighboring valley,
realizing that they could never compete
with the world and pay the enormous ex-
pense of freighting their goods in over the
snow, engaged him to explore the Sierras
for a waron-road that should lie below the
snow line,

“Here is the North Fork basin,” ex-
plained Eeddie, spreading his rugged hand
over an entire country on the map of his
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own making, “and here is the Middle
Fork country. The Middle Fork was well
enough from here up, but from here down
she’s bad, very bad. That's where they
lost PO Rll}.[l:'T."- and could not even !'l.:-
cover his ]Ju-:i].'. Bui the North Fork no-
body knew aboul. 1 asked old guides.
They didn't know. I hunted up old Ind-
inns and they didn't know. An old friend
of mine said, ‘You're dait, mon! A crow
couldna fly through there!” So I resolved
to explore it mysell.” When did a real
discoverer ever take anvbody's word for
anything? L
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And to explore it he began, starting with
an Indian packer, a barometer, a compass,
a note-hook, and a large trust in Providence;
and after travelling for weeks at the dis
couraging rate of four miles a day he came
out again to civilization and reported that,
contrary to every one’s supposition, the
Middle Fork followed a very easy grade
and could be used, But that was not all;
||I]|-n-||-|34-|:1;;l[_-; rood fortune attended him,
far, journeving as he did during the month
of February, a great storm arose while he
was on the way and for three days and
nights he lay in camp waiting, At the end
of that time came a clear quict morning,

unt of its armored and warlike appearance
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and, rising at dawn, he be-
held the whole upper mass
of the mountains a glistening
wilderness of snow; but the
lower edye of it, clearly traced
along the canyon side, ran
three or four hundred feet
above him, and where He
stoond not an unmelted fake
had fallen. His delight can
be better imagined than ex-
pressed. It would have been
one thing to discover gold as
his contemporaries were do-
ing—gold to be quickly dug
up and unwisely spent; but
here was an imperishable dis-
covery of benefit to a great
region of heauty and fertility
for all time to come.

So, while the railway en-
gineers were sadly abandon-
ing Beckwourth Pass, the
knowledge that would have
made the pass available was
in the head and in the note-
books of this keen Scotch:
man, but he knew nothing of
them, and they knew nothing
of him: so for vears after, the
white Sterras laughed over it
and enjoyed their solitude.

But in 18gz another engi-
neer strode into Cluiney, He
was engaged by a public-
spirited body of San Francis-
cans to hunt, not for a low
wagon-road, but a low-grade
railway over the Serras, and
he had looked into every
nook and cranny of them
from San Jacintoup. His name was W, H.
Eennedy, of Oregon, and when he asked
Keddie what he knew about the Feather
River, Keddie replied in his characteristic
manner that he knew all about it and would
show him, S0 down the North Fork they
crept once more, and by the time they had
come out again Kennedy had hit upon the
possibility of joining all these independent
explorations together by the simple but
costly expedient of driving a tunnel from
the upper Middle Fork to 1|‘|:' |n'.'|.'|;'r North
Fork and locating a 1.3 per cent grade from
the desert to the sea.  Such was the Spring
Garden Tunnel 1 had traversed an hour

Pace 176
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before, and such was the
hreaching of the Chinese |
Wall, the conquering of the

Sierras. ,

I zhall long remember my
afternoon’s ride. As we pro-
ceeded down the canyvon the
Sierras showed little sign of
having been conquered, but
rose in ever-increasing height
and magnificence about us.
All along the way lay up-
turned cars, splintered tim-
bers, huge bits of steel for-
merly part of Herculean
steam-shovels but now
twisted and abandoned junk.
Blunted steel teeth a yard
long and thick as an arm lay
cast about, and their long
marks where they had bitten
into the granite cliffs re-
mained to indicate the Cyclo-
pean warfare carried on by
the big construction com-
panies of Ogden, who, well
seasoned to desert and the
wilderness, dragged their
great shovels and compress-
ors after them over hill and
down dale on a trail of their
own making, to attack the
mountaing at many points at
onde.

I could well imagine by
the quantity of powder cans,
the wrecked compressors, the
broken drill stecl, how for
these five vears past the
thunder of dynamite had
reverberated continuously
through the canyvon, how the tons of gran-
ite had splintered and roared down to the
foaming river beneath, how men and mules
had sweated in summer, frozen in winter,
and had heen isolated almost to the point
of starvation by the slides, only to keep res.
olutely on storming the heights.

Having accustomed myself to being
hurled in air, | was now to grow used to
racing with a swollen green river roaring
with white plumes over granite; to charg-
ing down tangents laid on a narrow ledge,
onto a curve, the outside raill of which
was the only visible guard between me
and the abyss: to plunging into tunnels
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—not such conventionally timbered tun-
nels as one usually meets, but ragged black
holes blasted out of the living rock.  As we
entered one of these—red torch Naring, rain
pelting from the rood, echoes from the motor
exhaust drubbing at our ears, siren whistle
ﬁ('!"E‘&IT‘Iit]}: like & banshee—we met a band
of turbanned Hindoos with black skins and
shining teeth, and ear-rings in their ears.
They jumped panic-stricken from their
hand-car, velling wildly, and crouched in
the rock crevices with gleaming eyes. I
was well aware that they were only labor-
ers on the road: but, if ever I am called
upon to furnish stage setting for an am-
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ateur performance of Ali Baba and the
Forty Thieves, I know how to do it. Good
brakes on the bob-tail motor prevented a
collizion, but 1 never fully regained my com-
posure that day, for the pace grew swifter
and swifter, the river whiter and whiter, the
cliffs straighter and straighter. The Sier-
ras, far from surrendering, rose thousands
upon thousands of feet above me, a troop
of menacing giants—gilded battlements on
their heads where the afternoon sun still
shone, mile ]LII‘-I_LZ shadows of inconceivalile
mistiness and depth fAanking them, and
at their feet caverns and darkness. Trav-
ellers who have beheld the srandeur of
Rome, the beauty of Florence, yet hold that
Edinburgh is the most romantic city in
the world. So I, with the magnificence of
the Yosemite all unforgotten, and in my
mind’s eve the picture of the Grand Canyon
so far bevond all human comprehension,
still felt that this was the most romantic
land I had ever traversed. What an op-
portunity had the Crusaders missed! Why,
the imagination of a mollusk sufficed to
people it with armored knights fling down
the declivities with banners waving. The
spindling pine-tops were a thicket of storm-
ing lances. And there were dragons in it
too—huge green roaring dragons with
foaminge while manes.

Many times I stopped the chugging
motor, jumped, camera in hand, from the
car, and, having flung out my arms as a
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signal to a pursuing locomotive kindly not
to run over us, attempted to get one of
these black-and-gold fortresses in the find-
er, but it was no use; that landscape had
erown bevond the possibilities of amatear
photography. At last, when we reached the
place where I knew the river was about to
pour down through a hole to the middle of
the earth, leaving us balked and surrounded
by the Sierras, we whipped around the base
of a steep, smooth promentory and began to
see possibility of escape.  This was the last
portal, and learning that it was nameless
and in imminent danger of being called
either the Devil's Slide or Lovers’ Leap, I
tock the liberty of christening it Old Iron-
sides; on account of its armored and war-
like appearance.

It was night when we chugeed into the
buay town of Oroville—Oroville of the roar-
ing mining days that Bret Harte knew, But
now how different! Instead of the throng
of mining men with pick and pan, organ-
ized capital, with a troop of sixty dredgers,
each in its own little duck-pond, digs up the
landscape, washes the gold out of it, and
pilesitin barren heaps to be sold for crushed
stone or railway ballast or levelled off for
town lots: and instead of striding in,
booted and pistolled, to merrily shoot up
the town, we now arrive on swift interur-
ban trolleys; and with well-groomed whisk-
ers or fluffy dimity, as the case may be, we
seck the nickel picture-shows and enjoy
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grand opera from a tin horn. The only
member of the community who has not
changed is the conservative, gold-digging,
frugal-living heathen Chmw who for ways
that are dark and tricks that are fueer ap-
pears to be as peculiar as in the days when
he was sung by California’s youthful bhard.

Sunrise on the third day found us speed-
ing southward along a strangely straight
and level track, with the mountains lying
low and misty under the pale sky. They
looked as solid and impenetrable as ever;
but I smiled almost exultantly at the thought
that they were no longer so.  Attacked in
the early day by an old negro guide upon
the east, stallked by a long-legred advent-
ure-seeking Scotch Don (uixote with an
Indian Sancho Panza on the west, and
pierced in the middle by the man of science,
it remained only for the present-day build-
ers 1o change old locations here and there,
to throw in a loop or two and lengthen the
tunmels, to tame them down 1o one per cent;
s0 that in the year 1910 an idle passenger
with a puny six-horse motor and no efort
at all might run the whole gamut from
desert to sea-coast, from snowy crag to
broad plain. This broad plain continued

IN
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the entire day, smiling a fertile vellow smile
of cultivated fields or checkerboarded with
orchards, presided over by a tall State capn-
tol dome showing blue and faint in the dis-
tance like Piza from afar, and divided in
the middle by the muddy Sacramento.

Toward evening, wrapping blankets
about our heads to escape the flying gravel
and clinging 1o our seats, we climbed over
the low Coast Range hills against a tear-
ing pale from the sea, and ran down to
the wide salt marshes on the other side.
Night overtook us as we clattered past a
lot of switches and came to the last of our
wonderful and various journey at the end
of along pier. Across a Droad stretch of
turbulent black water a fine glistening dew
of electric lichts lay upon the opposite shore,
marking the site of a h...l]'_lp\- -go-lucky city
named after a jolly old saint, erstwhile par-
adise of muckrakers, but now, rising tall
and pheenix-like from the ashes of her for-
mer self, looking with courage toward a
brighter future, with a world-famous harhbor
al her feet, and behind hee—il she but vises
to the occasion—all that alluring wealth-
laden old continent that Columbus set out
for but never found,
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By Arthur Davison Ficke

D bindings, gray with shadows which the vears
Have slowly drawn across your penciled gold
Dear pages, now a little worn and old

With dust and sunlight, and perhaps with tears
That may have fallen as the jovs and fears

OFf living hearts heheld vour hearts uniold,—

O magic hearts whose fire is never cold,
Immortal with the passion of your seers!—

A little wistfully T come to where,

Amid the shadows of your treasured place,
You stand removed, in solemn quiet row, . . .
Almost I seem a shadow, whom the air

Drifts to you,—whom some twilight will efface,
Looking back sadly on you as I go.

Vor XLIX.—1yg



THE TEACHING OF ART
By John La Farge

HE usual habit of mind of
the artist leads him into
manners of consideration
which are less direct than
those of some other profes-
gions. It is a very true in-
stinet which has made Mr. Whiztler, the
American painter in England, use the but-
terfly as his signature. It is not that the
butterfly’s flight is really wayward and
capricious, but that his mode of search is
not conducted on the same lines as ours. 1
am not apolagizing, but merely stating this
tendency of the average artistic thinking.
Naturally, also, the man who has done
things in which his personality largely en-
ters, and who knows how inadequate is
all effort that iz guided by an ideal, that
man will be timid in deciding to express
himself otherwize than through his accus-
tomed forms, He will have believed and
followed out certain principles, and the
more he respects these principles and ideas,
the more unwilling he must be to have his
personal equation, his own shortcomings,
biecome confused with the principles which
have guided him. That is the only objec-
tion which I can see to the artists’ talking
much about art, and it is often the reason
for their wise silence upon the subject.
Ii this scruple is well understood by those
t whom he speaks—if his attempt to dis-
cngage ideas from the contradictions of
practice is felt by those addressed, the
artist, I hope, can safely trust to his hearers.

While detained by such considerations,
I happened to read some statements of
Mr. Henry Rutgers Marshall in a number
of ScRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, which treated of
the teaching of art in universities. On
that theme, I have woven the expression
of certain contemplations affected more or
less by former ideas which had at first pre-
sented themselves, 1 asked myself, if, after
all, such a storehouse of intellectual thought
as a university must be, would not be the
best sounding-board, il T may so say, for
the assertion and diffusion of reasonable
appeals to higher thought and higher prac-
tice in art,
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We are impressed to-day by the enor-
mous power of commerce. We see un-
folded on a larger scale the necessities of
trade and the principles that govern it.
For the first time since the date of the
Roman Empire, we see all known nations
affected by these exigencies, and that, to
their knowledge. For, of course, these
laws must alwavs have existed, and have
been the basis of much of the history of the
waorld, but at no tima has this been so clear,
and at no time before could such questions
have heen openly considered before an en-
tire world.

Now, then, as far as is possible in human
affairs, the opposite energies to those of
trade are the pursuits of truth by Science
and by Art.  These are both dizsinterested
and not momentary. The university is a
stable support for these balancing desires
of man, Here the contemplation of the
past may be reasonably and rightly of more
importance than any management of the
present.  Here experiences can be stored
up, which will afiect the future only. Here
the one can hold out against the many, and
that without entanglement and without
friction. So that what there may be of
persistent law can be kept alive and serve
for outside guidance.  The enthusiasm for
what 1s apparently useless, will feed the
practical usefulness of the outzide world,
The very fact that this tree of knowledge
grows apart, and so grows that it cannot be
directly made use of—cannot be cut down
for common purposesof trade—may allow it
to grow in such liberty, in such health, as to
alTord shelter to those who need shade and
protection from the outside world.  Its ap-
parent uselessness is itz real virtue. I use
the words “ usefulness " and “ uselessnezs™
in a momentary manner, because there
must come a time when they are inter-
changeable, and what has been abstract
study or contemplation or accumulation of
forgotten fact, often accompanied by an
attitude of mind too lofty for the moment,
becomes the source of the power for all use-
fulness.  The breadth of mind fostered by
the study of opposites, when well directed,
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allows the use of partial truths for their
praper place, which is the moment, and the
occazion. 5o that the study of past art, the
appreciation of what has been best, has
helped the momentary development of the
arti=t in what seemed new lines, Never,
perhaps, has the admiration of the past
been more intense than during that indi-
vidual flowering, which we call the Fenais-
sance. The flowering of Greek art was
attended by continual inquiries as to the
limits of the True, the Beautiful, and the
Grood.

Remember Socrates, remember Eurip-
ides. With the latter, a previous training
in pictorial art might easily pass into the
free and open handling of the great proh-
lems of life: his “ modernity, " as it is called,
is entangled with pictorial feeling, and that
lyric quality so distinct in the Greek poets
is a manner of representing sentiment and
feeling by images, the nearest of all artis-
tic expression, the expression of painting,
which uzes things for thoughts.

I can imagine that 1 recognize the dis-
tinctive artistic habit and training in the
platonic Socrates, In the use of images of
daily life for semi-arguments, in the appeal
to description as a method of enforcing or
rather instigating reasoning, and, finally, in
that marvellous use of irony, which is espe-
cially the position natural to theartist—that
is to say, a form of balance and of measure,
and not carrving thingz into extremities,
which is also a tyvpe of the Greek mind, anrd
its glory. That is to say, the constant view
of a possible other side so presented as to
oblige one to choose by one's own decision.

Surely, we can see that in such cases the
abstract contemplation of art has not ap-
parently limited its free play.  There is, on
the contrary, something in all Greek work,
which even in the poorer examples testifies
to a higher culture above the maker. More
probably intellectual struggle and philo-
sophical contemplation served as a helping
of the higher ideas of art against the very
commercial development of Greek civiliza-
tion. And so, perhaps, with Mr. Marshall,
one might be tempted to place in learned
institutions disconnected with the forms of
trade, 4 certain power of keeping up tradi-
tion. And, by tradition, T do not mean the
tradition of practice—that might or might
not be—but the tradition of what is known
and can be known. There is enough of
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science, encugh of history, necessary to the
serious teaching of art, necessarv Lo iis
practice—to supply certainly a form of edu-
cation: And it is not only for the prac-
titioner that such accumulation of knowl-
edge would be valuable; the public to be
appealed to by the practitioner would, in
its best examples, have been informed by
such a training.  The history of art might
form as good a historical training as any
other history, and could not be pursued
without such an acquaintance with the de-
velopments of human thought as would
amount to a certain study of philozophy.

Roughly, let us instance the fact that the
developments of architecture in France, as
we call the land to-day, are dependent upon
the divizsions of former times and their slow
delivery from outside influences and grad-
uil but not complete asglutination,

I am thus thinking, apparently, as Mr.
Marshall has thought, of a university teach-
ing as being quite different from the school
teaching of such great institutions as the
French Schools for Art.  These are Gov-
ernment concerns which train their pupils
for uselulness, and especially usefulness for
the Government; prizes, medals, ete., give
even civil exemptions, as the second-class
medal shortens military  service; hence,
contradictory studies cannot coexist there,
The student is not presented with views
that might make him choose some other
path than the one ordained for him. The
scientific studies in art, which might weaken
his belief in certain rules, are more or less
neglected.  Those studies which will hold
him in the narrow and straight path, are
strdngly encouraged. Now this T take to
be the opposite of the contradictory pur-
suits which a university could encourage:
and in so far, the university could give the
highest teaching possible, apart from that
great teaching, the influence of persons.
Such a teaching as this latter might or
might not coexist with the contradictory
teachings of a university. Of course for
the arrival on the stage of certain individ-
uals who are to give their stamp to already
known thought, no university can provide.
No one has ever sowed the seed of genins,
But no teaching either, has ever broken the
force of that power of the individual, which
we know as genius.  Though a great num-
ber of the greater minds in art as well as in
science and literature have not had the full
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academic training of some of their inferiors,
can we in any way suppose that they would
have refused i, since they have laboriously
replaced whatever want of training they
felt in themselves?

We know the enormous influence of
Leonardo throughout Italy, and how he
might be zaid to be a university in himself.
The anxicty to know, the last interest that
remains of human interests, according to
Virgil, =0 devoured Leonardo that his pro-
duction as a painter exists more largely in
the works of other men than in his own,
The persistence of his mind through the
Italian artists is like the persistence of his
thought in the great painting of * The Last
Supper,” which earries its meaning to us
thourh most of it no longer exists.  But we
have built it up out of tradition, out of
copies and descriptions and analogy. The
different minds affected by Leonardo re-
ceived these impressions and these teach-
ings according to their natural bent, and
perhaps have remained as original as they
could have been without the greater mind
inciting them. Surely we can see how full
of life the study of art, in connection with
the entire reach of science, has proved to he
with these men.

Take another illustrious name, that of
Michael Angelo, we can see how rich the
supply of thought and of study must have
been with which he fed what we know
of him, the plastic representation of the
buman form divine. Traditionally, we
know of him, as of the other, that they were
earnest and early workers in the study of
that necessary anatomy which was to give
them the power of expression. :

No, all that can be supplied is knowledge
and a chance for using it. And with that
knowledge, the noblest of all the gifts of the
great institutions of learning is a certain
fostering of elevation of mind. Tt is not
s0 much by what he knows that the man
brought under the trainings of the great
academies is marked; it is by his acquaint-
ance with the size of knowledwe 3 with, if |
may say so, the impossibility of completing
its full circle ; with the acquaintance of the
manners of enlarging his own boundaries:
with the respect of other knowledge than
his own ; with a certain relative humility, as
compared with the narrower pride of him
who knows not the size of the spaces of the
world of knowledge.  And such an attitude
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of mind ; such an exaltation above petty
prides ; such a belief in something larger
than one’s self ; such an openness to the
world, is the privilege of a full artistic de-
velopment, The true artist is a man of
culture insomuch as he is an artist; heiza
personification of culture, even if he be a
peasant like Giotto and like Millet.

Here, in fact, the peasant—that is, the
peasant of certain lands—may be more ca-
pable of great culture than the little bour-
geois above him who is already the result
of some narrow form of civilization, and
whose ideas are already secondary and not
based on the simplest of human experiences.

Moreover, whether we wish it or not, we
shall be obliged to know more of the ways
of thinking of other nations, as the whole
world becomes more and more a szingle
nation, divided by varving traditions and
habits. In art, it will be impossible to
avoid the influence of the further East.
China and Japan, for instance, will have a
great deal to say to us. We shall not he
able to shut them out from the knowledge
of our artists.  As travel becomes more and
more extended, more and more habitual
to both rich and poor, as the photograph
brings any fact from anywhere to us, we
shall not be able to train our young minds
in the only belief and faith of the Ovders.
Whatever we especially believe in or think
best, we shall have to defend with a full
knowledge of the other side. Therefore,
we shall have to appeal to principles, to the
development of history.  And this previous
®vaccination” will prevent the students,
will prevent the younger minds from the
influence of fashion, which is another form
of commerce. There will be nothing any
more strange and queer and quaint which
can be copied and imitated, as unknown,
and made a transient fad. The copy will
have to be a copy of the qualities, not of the
programme.  All the more reason for has-
tening that day, as an acquaintance with
the real things places the cheap imitations
where they belong, net as anvthing wicked,
not as anything immoral—but as some-
thing cheap, meaning something whose
essence is mean. One of the great causes
of much of modern mediocrity in art has
been this sudden invasion of novelty, To-
day there is no time to perfect the theory
of any new special mode of art by bring-
ing it into high forms of practice before



The Teaching of Art

another is presented. A distinguizhed Eng-
lish architect said to me: “ After 1851, the
year of the great Exposition, which brought
samples of all kinds of architectural feat-
ures from various parts of the world, it was
impozsible to get in Lendon a decent
classical moulding of the average kind.”
It was easier to make new designs, hased
on new patterns, whose incorrectness would
he covered by their novelty. While, as
long as only a few models were before the
workman artist, hiz only chance of ex-
cellence was in the greater refinement of
his work; that is to say, and it is worth
noticing, in the more accurate pursuit of
the ideal of that pattern or form. When
forms and modes of arrangement and types
of beauty are well apprehended in prin-
ciple, then only comes the triumph of exe-
cution. 5o that it is the very fact of the
apprehension of the ideal which allows the
practical to triumph.

For example, let us say that we shall take
an ornamented Greek moulding of which a
small fragment may remain; such a fras-
ment as some detail of the Pandrosiom,
The teaching that would be given by the
university, removed from all desire of prac-
tice, would be the nearest {o that given in
the actual Greek work-shop where the
moulding was made. And 1 regret to say
that it would necessarily be contradictory 1o
the uzsual teaching in the schools and muse-
ums; and to the usual practice of the archi-
tect. To go on and explain this anomaly
by insistence, T have actually seen, in a
museum, such a fragment cast and repeated
as if to show merely what the pattern was,
from which the workman had worked, and
produced something of his own; for, of
copirse, the workman being a Greek, and
anvhow an artist, his pattern was simply a
pattern, not more scared than a round or a
square or a general direction, and it was in
the make, in the actual feeling for the
special curves, for the special lights and
darks produced by these curves, that the
beauty of the Greek ornament, the superi-
ority of the Greek workman have left he-
hind even the best, if there be any best, of
similar modern weork. Have T made this
understood ?  Commercially, fashionably,

it would be foolish to do this particular
ornament all fresh and new created as if
never done by man before. But intellec-
tually and artistically, the only excuse for a
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pattern of ornament is to give a chance to
the person who makes it, or rather works
jrom it, to express himseli; that is to zay,
o express his appreciation of, and delight
in, the ideal of that pattern. As when the
Japanese artist draws a twig, a branch—
the pattern of that branch he knows, the
pattern of that willow, the pattern of that
pak—but, as he says, when you draw a
branch, you must feel as though vou were
that branch yourself. That cannot be
taught in the ordinary teaching. It can
only be taught from the two extremes: from
one hand to the other of the artizan teacher
and the artisan pupil, or from the thinking
man who expounds it in the higher teach-
ings regardless of usefulness.  And what T
say is so simple that minds accustomed to
thought will hardly realize that in the prac-
tise of modern art such a statement would
appear as novel as once did the explana-
tions of Copernicus.

By “ideal,”” therefore, I do not mean a
certain difference of pattern. I do not
mean a particular pattern or what is called
a “standard” carefully chosen out. Of
course, in commerce, the handsome FOung
man with the red hair, whao spells art with a
big A, is sure to say, ‘Cl'h yes, madam, the
idealisthis. Our Na. 32‘;~”3,an he reaches
it down from the shelf. No, T don’t mean
that, The ideal of that pattern must vary
according to the race who carried it out,
and the place and end it was for. It is
no longer on the Pandrosiom a= on the
Parthenon—nor is it the same in qi{‘ih,
nor again in Asiatic Greece, nor again in
Buddhistic India, nor in further }al_mn
According to each mode of thought and
civilization must it be different. Tt must
vary according to the light, and according
to the height, and according to whether it is
to cut in or break more or less, 1o stop or to
correct, to soothe, to sparkle, to distinguish
of to pass over. It will be made to increaze
the effect of horizontal, or of perpendicular.
The pattern will be the same, the thing will
be different. So that the Greck could go
on and copy that pattern over and over
again, and make it perpetually new indel-
initely for centuries. ¥Yes, and thoush in
white marble or in gray stone, it had more
light and shade and more color than a
whole French salon, and more artistic ex
pression than a mass of sentimental mod-
ernn English paintings pot together. Try!
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Look at it when vou are tired of having
been through a modern show. It has car-
ried the soul of some individual to you as
well as the taste of his race; it is as if you
heard the voice of the singer with the music
that he followed.

But one may say, we have not got the
men who are men enough to do this.  Yes,
we have: I can think of a dozen of them,
Could not Mr, Saint Gaudens, Mr. Adams,
Mr. French cut a pood moulding?  But re-
member that we do not ask for the expres-
sion of an ideal in our modern art. We
ask for the carefud copying of a pattern. So
that millions of dollars are spent on orna-
mentation upen which hundreds of thou-
gands of men are emploved; all of which
together are not worth a square inch of the
good old work which reproduced carelessly
sometimes, looselv perhaps, but repro-
duced an ideal. This poes so far that even
the casting made by a Greek or a Japanese
haz more feeling than the original hand-
work of many of us moderns. That is to
say again, that they followed not the ac-
curacy of the paftern, but the accuracy of the
ideal. 1f this idea has more or lessdeserted
the teaching of modern art, on account of
commerce, why should it not find a place in
the university 7 There are no objections to
it there. ‘There are no economic reasons
why the ideal must #ef be sought for, there
are no reasons in the university for being on
time with the fashion or keeping up with
the patterns that fashion places before us.
In fact, the fashionable would be as ridicu-
lous in the university as to be out of the
fashion must be to the passing world that
moves for the day only, Therefore, the
art that stays would naturally belong to the
teaching of the university; thatis to say, as
long as it confined itself to ideals and not to
patterns,

For patterns again, are just as much the
dizease of the more ambitious expressions
of art, as they are injurious to such modest
divisions of artistic work (a5 we have been
thinking of) when fhey were imitated. and
nat the ideal they, the patterns, were in-
vented to express. Take, for instance, the
choice of the types of human form neces-
sary, apparently, in the history of religious
art.  Asthe type, that is to say, the pattern,
becomes more distincl, we are warned in
some way or other that the intention, that
is to say, the ideal, has departed. The
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ends of the different great schools, tail each
time into such examples. You can recall
the persistent simper of the last Gothic
prettiness—the wooden classicality of the
late Italians, the blowziness of the great
Flemish deities and saints.  And to-dayin
the decorative work liked in commercial
England, and hence fashionable with us,
the feminine types looked at with the eye
of experienced life, recall the ladies so
much admired by the sensuous gentlemen
who inaugurated what has been called the
“fleshly school’ of art and literature; the
great eve and gross jaw and the heavy
voluptuous lips dear to the painters who
began with Mr. Maddox-Brown and ended
with Sir Edward Burne-Jones. The dear
ladies of modern English church work
keep to this general moral view, remaining
when most innocent, nice goll adepts,
sometimes healthy, and when attenuated,
more affected by amorous passion than as-
cetic life, 5o that the professional beauty
and the ladies of the music halls are typi-
fied, and used as the pattern for Blessed
Mary and Elizabeth. Do not misunder-
stand me, it 15 not the using of these persons
themselves in representations that 1 object
to, even if they be nasty (which I am far
from saving), because in them the divine
soul can be followed, It is the working
out of their pattern and their type. In the
old work, far back, the artists also used
the people around them. But somehow
or other, they seem to have been usually
impressed with a notion that oul of those
persons they must draw the possibilities,
the highest human graces which could be
lifted and informed by divine grace. Ac-
cording to the persons whom they had
about them and whose type or pattern they
had to adopt, they sought out in these
various human compounds what they could
give that was beautiful spiritually. Ac-
cording to the type or pattern, it might be
maore or less one kind of thing. It might
be dignity, steadfastness, innocence, purity,
tenderness, kindness, mercy, devotion, But
it was not the pattern. 1t was a thing the
pattern could help one to. S, there are
big eves and little eves, and long noses and
short noses, and thin faces and full faces,
red hair, black hair, and brown hair, and
paleness or color, and strength or weak-
ness; in each and all of these things, the
artist looked underneath for what there
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might be, and did not allow the contradic-
tion of the pattern to crush out these ideals
within. You will see, therefore, that this
is absolutely in contradiction to what is
called “ fashion,” and it represents the pur-
suit of theideal through all the momentary
changes which fashion may like or not like.

And zo, not trusting to the ideal, our age
has been afflicted with the belief in the
patterns that men call *a style.” It has
sought for diznity, for monumental splen-
dar, for what has been called * religions ex-
pression,” now in pattern of the  Gothic,”
now in pattern of the © round arch,” now in
the horizontals and perpendiculars of the
“classics.”  Forgetful of the ideal which
exists in all of them, forgetiul of the special
ideals which exist in each one of them, we
have again trusted to sets of patterns. In
the prevalence of these patterns was to be
found the thing that would save one. With-
in no very distant memory most of us have
gone through this experience—and is it not
time that we should be taught thereby?
Certainly, the proper teaching of a univer-
sity (necessarily contradictory to any one
single development, because the study of
history serves as a balance wheel
tainly the teaching of a university could free
us in the future by preventing our being
surprised at the excellency of new patterns.
They could all be classified and their
molives explained, their technique separ-
ated from their intention, and be admired
for the good contained in them. 1 was
saying that our own personal experience
covers these changes of the fashion pattern
in art. Nearly fifty years ago I was intro-
duced to the reading of Ruskin, and the
merits of the pointed styles. My mentor
was an English clergyman steeped in the
Oxford mov cmcnt and he directed me to
the studv of art from a point of view of
admiration for medieval thought and a
belief that therein was detained (I mean
within certain patterns was detained) the
living germ of religious art.  You will see
that I did not come from art to the church,
but from the chuech to art. T lived long
enough in a few years to realize that how-
ever necessary to understanding the history
of art in the West such sy mp.:thmﬂ. mtght
be, they still narrowed the field of the appli-
cation 0.[ man's }'carmng for CEFI'Q::SIO]'I as
connected with religion—I mean, if these
patterns that we admired so much were
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supposed to give all possible chance for
religious sympathies and likings, Still, T
never felt it necessary to abandon the thread
of general intention that guided us, the
teacher and the admiring ]m]uE, in those
early days of bovish enthusiasm. It is the
time of life that delights in exaggeration,
and perhaps it should be supplied with
oroasional overstatements and with oppor-
tunities for letting the heart take a great
shire in the discussion of intellectual mat-
ters. Youth is beautiful, and the longer it
can last the better for the man himself,
even if the older man growing up within
him realizes that he has responsibilities
in thought which change the boundaries
about which the youthful mind played
freely. Even my good friends in Japan,
my Buddhists, who told me also what to
think about art as connected with religion,
never really disturbed these first likings,
though they helped me to change the form
of my judgment. The ordinary world dur-
ing this last half-century, came to see that
religious art had existed before the flow-
ering of medigvalism. Apain, I have been
the witness of theories limiting the best
expression of religious art to moments pre-
ceding the preat Christian life of what used
to be called the Dark Ages. In France,
for instance, the architect, the decorator
of churches, abandoning the “Gothic,”
went back to the “Romanesque™ pat-
terns. The “round arch™ began to have
a sanctity similar to that which my first
friecnd saw in the pattern of the pointed
arch—a mystic meaning, a perfection of
religious expression as complete and more
casily apprehended than that of pointed
architecture. Perhaps to-day they may be
going back as far as the forms of Byzantine
civilization, which precedes and properly
includes the beginnings of the Romanesque.
Then it will be considered that the patterns
belonging to these firstestablished churches
of Christianity show that external policy
and too rapid crystallization of thought de-
teriorated the simplicity of early Christian
art. And as early Christian art used the
pagan symbols, which it found ready to
its hand, I should not be surprised if it
were asserted that within these pagan
symbols we m];-__,ht find enough to touch
us with the association of the very begin-
ning of the preaching of the New Light.
You will see that we have gone back a far
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way from the ecclesiasticism of the twelfth,
thirteenth, fourteenth and fifteenth centu-
ries, as we follow out the patterns that I
sketch roughly. It might be interesting in
connection with what I have just said of
a vital principle and ideal filling with life
a pattern apparently antagonistic, to see
what has happened in the monuments of a
great religion—a religion which has curious
analogies to Christianity, however different
its theological theory may be. I refer to
the singular late discoveries which show
that Greek forms are the first under which
are depicted the doctrine and the life of
Buddha, Sakvamuni. A form was neces-
sary, and the Greek patterns, antagonistic
s their origin might be, were ready to
hand. Hence, the Buddha, draped like a
Greek god, with ernaments and architect-
ural details borrowed from a religion es-
sentially different in its manifestations; so
that the most jovous and clearest and nar-
rowest of artistic expressions was used for
the most abstruze, pessimistic, and least
jovous of all manners of religion. From
that origin, these paiterns of representation
and of form have persisted in the East and
are continued yvet in the Buddhistic art of
Japan, the only country, with China, in
which Buddhism has flourizhed to this day
in free intercourse with human life. Inthe
evolution of art as *“ hand-maid of religion™
under Buddhistic ecclesiasticism, as for ex-
ample, in Thibetan art, we zee the grad-
ual formalizing which separates art from
life. Little by little, formulas are estab-
lished and patterns approved of by the
clergy, which are less and less sympathetic
to the layman and gradually not under-
stood by him, however full of meaning they
really are;. The images of the gods, so-
called, or mare correctly, of the attributes
of the divinity as they come from the
Thibetan work-shop or have been derived
from Mongol influence, seem tous horrible,
dizagreeable, monstrous, and heartless; ::Lmi
they are so; that is to say, they are pure
patlerns apart from human life, they are
records in plastic art of an attempt at rep-
resenting pure thought. The Eastern holy
man who makes them or worships them, as
we call it is fully satisfied with these queer
and complicated assemblages of forms, each
detail of which establishes some theological
statement. He has attained further than
we have—in the dissociation of art from its
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natural birthplace and hdme: the Heart of
Man, and is obliged to continue without
change or progress, because the human
element of sympathy has been eliminated
by the pure worship of the patiern.

We might see, then, that the considera-
tion of such a detail as an ornamental pat-
tern would involve so many issues as to
touch all the special deposits of knowledge;
in short, to be a litile epitome of a uni-
versity training, It might be hoped that
just within the university such disinterested
study could be carried out, because it would
have no commercial end, and be merely
valuable for the development of the mind.
And I take it that the training of univer-
sities is not to prepare merely for some
special function in the world, but to allow
the mind to understand what these fune-
tions are. 1 could see no harm if the en-
thusiastic youthful minds discovered that
the practise of the plastic arts was not the
pursuit that a great many of them were
meant for. In every case, however, both
for those who practized, and for those who
did not, a larger human development would
be possible—would be natural. The work
of art which is final in itself and disinter-
ested is not only a collection of zigns which
indicate the psychology of its maker; the
work of art iz a collection of signs which
shall reveal the soul of its admirers, to
themselves certainly—and later, in a mode
of history, Lo us who can thus partake in
the past without being entangled in all its
notions.  Char own notions, which belong
to our own time, can be purified and ex-
alted by this contact. The teaching of the
classics in all nations which have classics,
has continued on that account. I have
lightly touched upon the possible develop-
ment of a study of architecture, and, con-
sequently, of decoration, which should be
freed from daily necessity, from obliga-
tions of economy, from the yoke of admin-
istrative use that crushes, for instance, the
so-called French School, which would pre-
vent the narrower mind from its habit of
dictation, and at the same time would
strengthen the man born for greater things,
by assuring him that the voice of the spirit
which he hears within him is the same voice
that has spoken to the Fathers, You will
consider all that T am saying as a mere
meditation, not an attempt at the orderly
proving of some proposition, 1t would be
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for minds more competent to judge of sys-
tems, to lay out the possible geography
which I dream of. But it is singular that
in all the departments of art we still need
larger teaching. Take, for instance, a
form of art which has interested me per-
sonally, and of which there are eminent
representatives, already in universities, en-
gaged in the very work of preparing the
voung mind to understand the possible de-
velopment of painting. It was brought to
me but a few months ago that we still had
no codified history of painting. A Japan-
ese pentleman wrote to me in the name of
the head of an Imperial School of Art, ask-
ing me in what work I would find an ex-
planation of the European art of painting.
And I had to tell him that there was no
such work; that, perhaps, after all, it would
have to be written by a Japanese. 1 ex.
plained that we were entangled, practically
as artists, in many conflicting traditions for
which a general solution had not been
formulated.

That, in the frst place, as he knew,
Furopean art had at a certain moment
actually undertaken scientific study as
necessary toits own development; that one
of its great leaders had abandoned art for
a scientific view of the world, I meant
Leonardo. That many of the early stu-
dents of anatomy were among the artists.
That our art of painting had involved grad-
wally the use of everything that the sight
could employ—things which the ]d[.l-ilmfbi.
had done without, That modern art, for
nstance, was now entangled with scientific
studies of light and color, the laws which
of course must have always heen at the
basis of all painting. We had, T told him,
no adequate account of these develop-
ments, I told him that for each transi-
tion in our art of painting there had been
necessarily special technical developments,
even down to the different uses of paints, of
canvases or surfaces to paint on, or brushes
to paint with, and that from his own special
Japanese knowledge he would know that an
appreciation of these details was insepar-
able from the results. We had, it is true,
certain historic accounts of the use of pig-
ments and materials, but that they were es-
pecially unknown to painters; and also, that
these accounts were in the form of chroni-
cles—if ome might say so—and not based on
any general theory of the necessities implied
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in each case. We had, as they had in Ja-
pan, histories of certain painters, and that of
late (as in Japan) attention was being paid
to the methods of certain painters, so that
the manner of their expression by the use
of their hands and the use of their materials
was being classified. But that only a very
little had been done this way. Also, that
we were only beginning now to connect
the artist with hiz surroundings in the
accounts of him; and also that we were
very slowly recognizing the opposite side;
that iz, the intimate personality of each
prominent artist, which had determined,
after all, the particular appeal to vur soul
made by each one. That some of the
most illustrious were only heginning to be
understood:; that the most famous of all,

MMichael .-lngEIn, was only just beginning
to be disentangled from the use made of
him; that the next greatest one, Rem-
brandt, was also merely beginning to be
understond: that zo little were the neces-
gities of art understood, that only a little
while ago I had seen remarked in the cata-
logue of the great Rembrandt show in
London, that he, Rembrandt, had made
special uze in his pictures of the people who
surrounded him, and even, strange to sav,
had used his own portrait; and this as if
it were some special personal trait and not
the history of every artist in all countries
and all times. That, therefore, there was
no general history of the dev Lll}p]’!l[l‘.lt of
painting as cauzed by the necessities of the
time, the use of materials, and the mental
and physical make-up of the artist. There-
fore, I urged him to incite some Japanese
to do such a thing: all the more that they
were disinterested and had not to undertake
the defence or the priize of anything, be-
cause of outside reasons. [ said to him,
also, that the appreciation of guality, which
was the great factor in the artiztic criticism
of Japan, had become less and less impor-
tant to us, and that even we cared little for
the lasting of our work, and more yvet, that
in decorative work the commercial spirit
had so taken hold of us, that we prepared
it =o that it might not last long. I told him
how rc;\ardlub architects were of the qual-
ity of materials used, and that few, if any,
would prefer a wall painted by Tm—m toa
will painted by any commercial firm, pro-
vided it cost enough: and again, I urged
him to send the Japanese to our rescue.
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Now, these epigrams, these short-hand
statements of facts, were built of the solid
truth. Comprehensive study of one of the
arts of which we know the most, has vet
to be made. What more splendid object
could there be for the great net of univer-
sity teaching! The mere scheming-out of
such a system of study would encourage
special students to take up each successive
detail in a logical connection. It might be,
as it were, a bsychological history, a scien-
tific, a sociolopical one, and mecessarily
touch the most practical points of the most
mechanical of all the arts, As it has been
in Japan, even the ordinary house-painter
and paper stainer could not escape the
result of better general teaching,

Perhaps 1 am but dreaming, but our
dreams often come true when we are much
interested, and cerlainly no one can be in-
jured by dreams that tend to elevate our
intentions and make us sympathize with
the life of a greater part of the world. The
ordinary necessities dull us enough and
force us to see more meanly. That side
has always taken care of itself. Perhaps,
also, there may he zome special excuses for
indulging in the ideas of a greater synthesis,
as I have hinted before, The world is to
be more and more connected, and the great
oceans will not divide the minds of men as
much as did formerly an ordinary stream or
a mountain chain. Indeed, they are the
pathways of that very commerce whose bad
sides the university as a type of disinter-
estedness can abate, diminish, turn aside.
That very commerce is to be a help to
larger ideas and better understanding=, It
is only necessary, I think, to cultivate dis-
tinctly the differences between choice and
necessity—between the pursuit of an ideal
and the pursuit of momentary advantage
which is based, of eourse, on momentary
necessities, As I said before, commerce
itself will help us against itself, I can look
forward to a day when the very level of art
will Le raised through enormous yulgariza-
tion of the average and the pretty good. A
day may come when, as in Japan, the ordi-
nary house-servant would consider as
habitual not only the art of the Far East in
its better forms, but something hetter than
the West is yet able to produce. I think
we see some promise of that to-day in
the ordinary objects of home use.  If the
mass of what is produced by ordinary trade
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can only be well lumped together, all the
more reason that the finer qualities may
serve their purpose. There must come a
day, too, when Fashion begins to stand
still, as it has in the East, upon the levels
solidly deposited. That is an influence
that may do us quite as much good as the
teaching of the East now backing upon us
conquerors, in the recognition of force as
the only real basis of right. A general con-
sensus of culture may allow more play for
special varieties worth preserving.

A general consensus of culture would in-
erease the reasonableness of the artist, and
thereby bring him more really into har-
monious appreciation of the greater work.
For that is always supremely reasonable.
Let me quote something I was reading
lately in the Jowrnal of a great painter whose
fiery genius was not cramped, but helped,
by the kind of culture which I am advocat-
ingr, and in which he believed also; a man,
too, as fully removed from the commercial
side of art as this or any century has given,
I mean Delacroix, It is written in one of
hiz note-books, alone with the usual facts
of a very prudent, economizing, and well-
ordered life. He was a great admirer of
many English painters, and with the creat-
est facility took in Reynolds, Gainsborough,
and Turner (whom he had known person-
ally), and Holman Hunt and the modern
pre-Raphaelites.  Criticising certain imita-
tions is injurious and unreasomable because
they do not belong to the wnily of the paint-
ings he speaks of, he explains to himself
how they are the cause of a certain ppnal-
wrifness which attends the works of so
many English artists who are, in reality,
mafuralists,  This is what he says: “True
superiority does not admit of eccentricity.
Rubens, who might seem an exception, is
in reality within his own genius, and has
no exageerations but those which are in the
direction of his own ideas and always
founded upon the ohservation of Nature,
Those who have thought that the hizarre
is a mark of talent are but shadows of art-
ists. The greatest genius is always a being
who is extremely reasonable, even if his
reasomableness is not at the moment under-
stoorl,”  To anvone who knows the im-
'II:I.L:‘.hiUTI(‘IE \ﬁ'ljr]-;E, ||f t.hi:\ ]'_l_'rpat 'paj_“lﬂr. jt
will be a sort of proof of the truthfulness
of my belief. He was a man of great gen-
eral training, and of a curiosity for every



The Teaching of Art

variety of thought and information which
his good sense, also cultured, taueht him
to limit; because he had decided that of all
his curiosities, art was the one best suited
for himself, and for which he had to reserve
the greater part of his strength. Nor have
I known of any important artist who did
not believe in intellectual training. Ewven
the accidental quotations which we have of
the thoughtz of famous artists, make in
themselves a kind of education, and that
from the Chinese or the Greek to the say-
ings of the men of to-day. I had almost
hoped that some day a kind of dictionary,
an autheritative series of definitions for al-
most everything relating to the art of paint-
ing, might be made out of these fragments
scattered almost everywhere, The mean-
ing, at least, of such a dictionary, such an
encyclopedia, could be carried out by the
university, Instead of being a series of
pages of paper contained within a certain
number of volumes, it might be a series of
studies covering many years, but all of
them made within the protection of the
varving forms of thought which belong to
the great names that stand out among the
schools of the past.

Here, then, in such a place a= the univer-
sity, which is not so much a physical as a
spiritual existence, might my dream come
true. Here could be planted for art that
great useless tree of fixed knowledge. Tt
could not be sawed down for firewood or
for planking or for elegant veneers. But
its seeds could be planted elsewhere, to
grow up and give rest and shade and fruit.
The studies of the architectures of the past
waould not be the studies of patterns, but the
studies of thoughts which necessitated the
patterng, and for which physical material
had to be used. Therein the studies of
other sciences would help the understand-
ing and the development of these means to
an end. In the same way, for such an art
as my art of painting, the physical sciences
would explain the nature whose patterns
we painters use. It would explain the
choice of our materials, and the study of
our history would show how they came to
be used. We would see the hwman soul,
which is the essential maferin? of which art
is made, developed in individuals, some-
times in harmony with the souls around
them, sometimes in opposition to them.
We should see how “art is not the attempt
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at reflecting others, at taking possession of
others whose souls belomg to themselves;
but that it is an attempt at keeping pos-
session of one’s self. It is often a protest
at what is displeasing and mean about us—
it 15 an appeal to what is better; it is an
appeal o the permanent reality in pres-
ence of the transient; it is an attempt to
rest for a moment in the true way.”

For however often the wark of art repre-
sents the present, the moods of feeling of
the future are as often reflected by it as the
habits of the moment. And the artist must
have had partners, since he has had admir-
ers, even when he antaponizes his time.
However transient certain of his forms,
however much to us who come alterward
they indicate the period, he has expressed
not his time, but the needs of others who
have heen looking in the same ways, and
yet have had no voice. And if they have
not quite understood, yet this accumula-
tion of tendency has become stronger and
clearer in their descendants. To explain
futiy, then, the face of the work of art, one
would have to melt into it in some way the
paze of those who had looked at it.  Their
negations or their sympathies have fallen
on the work, and these affections of the
soul are carried dewn to us on these sur-
faces of material. The most spiritual
teachings could coexizt according to my
dream, with the most careful training in
the knowledge of the reason of physical
processes. For that, in other words, is
another definition of the work of art. Al
ways the technique has struggled to be
equal to the spiritual intention and nothing
could be more easy proof of it than the work
of Rembrandt,

In that union of the different arte which
we call decoration, we should be taught
apain the real place of the pattern. We
should know that the spirit of the Middle
Ages is not called up by the mere intersec-
tion of the curves which make the pointed
arch. The persistence of perpendicular
and horizontal, which can be obtained by
the T-square and the foot-rule, would never
seem to us to be classical, and the knowl-
edge of the orders would seem tous aneces-
sity and not an object.  We should learn to
follow out what might be the true intention,
solemnity, or of grace, or fervor, or peace,
some kind of human emotion.  And as we
know that these are not purchaseable, we
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should not look to obtain them in commer-
cial warehouszes of knowledge. There can
be no Macy's for the intellectual and the
moral. For all the transient outside, for
all the commercial, there would then be no
wasted effort at improvement, no indigna-
tion at its being what it is.  All that enor-
mous side of practical art which provides
the tradesman with things to supply the
momentary fashions, would drift entirely
out of the student’s vision. The touch-
stone can always be applied which deter-
mines whether the work or the object we
look at is made for us—that is to say, for
sale to us in some manner of fAatterv—or
whether it is made for itself, independent
of us, which is the only way by which it can
exist when we are no longer looking at it.
In this country especially we must for a
long time be victims of the necessity of
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trade: of its need to handle art as well as
other things, and as in other matters that
are for sale, even votes, what we need to
know iz the danger, and it is for us to be
out of reach. Even in questions of the
most ordinary taste, apart from principle
and tradition, the wise man knows this, for
taste might partly be defined as a sort of
Experiunﬁ:e of life.

I must have been deficient in the treating
of a subject whose edges are so indefinite,
but I feel almost sure that what I have said
is an appeal to the possibilities. I have
not tried to say anything new. In the con-
sideration of the teaching of what is per-
manent, that is not necessary. And, for
my part, I should be ashamed if I could not
he approved and understood by my Egyvp-
tian colleagues and fellow-workmen of six
thousand years ago.

CHITLEPR'S BlL.AY
By Mildred Howells

A crnLp at play, I launched my mimie ships,
Freighted with childish treasures, on the sea
That pressed salt kisses on my finger-tips,
But never brought my ships again to me.

Vainly I wondered if they sank outright,
O if, at last, upon some distant shore
Their cargoes brought another child delight,
I only knew that they returned ni more.

An older child, my treasures still T launch
Upon hope's treacherous tide, and still in vain
Patient I wait to see my vessels staunch,
Before a prosperous wind, =ail back again.

Whether some empty heart my losses fill,

Or whether in a shipwrecked waste lies strown
My ventured wealth, I shall not know until

This life’s long childhood is at last outgrown,
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ILLUSTRATIONS HY

t,.*':ﬁ[;?:‘j\ LONG the corduroy road be-
7 |IEA L}* tween the level ranks of the
i forest Captain Hurlbut led
the hall dozen troopers of his
scouting party. The hoofs
of the horses drummed
ple‘:sam,hf on the worn logs of the roadway,
and the men took off their hats and held
them against the horns of their saddles,
letting the cool, balsam-scented air whip
across their faces and through their hair.

They were not a particularly martial-
looking lot, the six troopers who followed
Hurlbut. The briers and thorns of the
north country, and its drenching morning
dews that soaked through khaki and leath-
er to the skin, had reduced their once trim
uniforms to collections of dirty patches,
held together in some fashion whally in-
scrutable 1o the casual observer. They
carried their carbines with the trained care-
lessness of hunters—their sabres were miss-
ing. Also they had trimmed the wide,
jaunty brims of the campaign hats to a
scant inch. The result was not artistic, but
the hats stayed on their heads.

But the figure that rode two horse’s
lengths in front of the troopers was differ-
ent. Although he had shared the hard
work of his company, he had kept his uni-
form shapely and reasonably clean. His
leather puttees glistened with oil, and his
hat was set at the angle seen in the “men
wanted for the army” posters. He carried
his naked sabre in his hand.

“Ain't he the dandy, though?” ex-
claimed Parsons, nodding at the captain’s
straight back. Henderson, riding at his
side, agreed with a gesture,

i And he's proof,” he went on, “that
you can make as good a soldier in two
months as vou can in twenty years out of
the right kind of stuff.”

“T don't know,"” replied Parsons with a
deep frown which indicated a desire (o be
fair, “those regulars——"

“ Regulars nothing,"” interrupted Hendler-
son quickly. “I tell you Walter Hurlbut's
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the best captain in the army this minute
—ani] he didn't know what war was six
months ago. Why shouldn’t he be? Look
what he was: head of a big publishing
house, art critic, clubman, traveller, athlete!
A big, broad-gauge man in every way, and
he furgf-h all that he has been, and turns
every ounce of his ability to hcing a soldier.
He thinks, man! he doesn’t learn all his war
from books!”

“Yes, but he's different,” persisted Par-
SOMnS.

S Different " retorted Henderson, bend-
ing to the sudden leap of his horse as the
animal cleared an old stump in the road,
“of course he's different. He's a human
being instead of a carefully trained ma-
chine.”

“He's married, too,” Parsons said, as
though adding an obstacle which argument
could not surmount.

“Right,” agreed his companion, “and
that's the hnishing touch. You don't catch
him mooning over his wife's picture either!
I've seen her, and she's a wife worth going
back to, but he doesn’t let that count. He
takes bigger chances than the rest of us
It'll work that way every time, too. You
take a good business man and show him
the ropes of the army, and he’ll make a bet-
ter soldier than your trained fighting ma-
chine."

Hurlbut suddenly threw up his gaunt-
leted hand and pulled his horse up on his
haunches. The six men came to an ab-
rupt halt,

“ Dismount!" ordered the officer quietly.
One trooper was left holding the bridles of
the horses, and the hive men followed the
straight figure into the woods.

“What are we after?” whispered Par-
SONS.

“1 don’t know,” answered Henderson,
“but he does!™

The little party moved quietly through
the pines, following an old trail, so ol that
the path on which they stepped was a full
two inches lower than the needle-carpeted
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ground. As they walked they could hear
the distant purring of a brook, and the
swirl of water about old timbers of some
sort. The tiny path bent to the left and
came out upon the edge of a brook. A
hundred yards ahead of them stood the
ruing of an old saw-mill. Hurlbut stopped,
wiped his face with a clean handkerchiel,
and looked about him. He consulted a
note-hook, then moved ahead without a
word, the men following him in silence.
For half an hour they followed the path,
which climbed steadily up a long slope.
Above the rising shelves of trees they could
see the bald knob of a hill. For a week
they had Leen watching that hill in the dis-
tance from their camp by the river, and
now they looked at it curiously. Hurlbut
turned to his men suddenly.

“T've brought you five men,” he said
curtly, “becausze you all know something
about stalking deer. There's a man some-
where on the flanks of this hill that we
want, I don't want him shot, I want him
taken. Henderson, you come with me,
The rest of you scatter; keep just far
enough apart so you can see the men on
both sides of you.”

Like shadows the six figures shrank into
the underbruszh and commenced moving up
the flank of the hill. Henderson and the
captain wenl forward almost on their hands
and knees, Hurlbut first taking the precau-
tion to rub his shining puttees with black
mud, and lay his dlanking sword carefully
behind a stump, They crawled [orward a
hundred yards and then paused, panting,
to get their breath.

" Somebody’s been working a heliograph
from this hill,” explained Hurlbut.

Again they went forward, dodging from
tree to tree noiseless as Indians, and crawl-
ing across the open spaces on all-fours, only
their heads raised like snakes. Through
the thinning trees they could catch clearer
glimpses of the bald, rocky crown of the
hill. Henderson suddenly reached over
and caught Hurlbut’s sleeve. The latter
followed the direction of the trooper's point-
ing finger and saw the tripod of a heliograph
instrument leaning against the trunk of one
of the last trees.  Hurlbut nodded and rose
to his feet. As he did so they heard one
of the troopers off to their left call sharply:

“Don't move, there! I've gat you cov-
ered!”
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A strange voice answered cheerfully:

“All right!”

The five men hurried quickly toward the
spot from which the voices had come, to
find Parsons leaning easily against the bole
of a tree, his carbine at his hip, its muzzle
pointing at a brown-clad figure sitting on a
stump twenty yards away, smoking a cig-
arette and smiling at Parsons cheerfully
through a carefully trimmed black beard.
As Hurlbut came into view the man on the
stump rose easily and saluted, paying not
the least attention to the nervous jerk of
Parsons's weapon. He was a tall, well-
built man, deeply tanned; his uniform was
similar to those of his captors, save that it
was much cleaner. Hurlbut walked tow-
ard him without returning the salute, in
spite of the fact that a torn shoulder-strap
hung from the other’s shoulder.

“What's your regiment?” Hurlbut de-
manded abruptly.

“Forty-second New York,” replied the
stranger promptly.

The troopers exchanged expressions of
astonishment and covert winks, but the
captain made no comment.

*What are you deing out here beyond
the outposts?” he continued. Without
answering, the other pointed to the instru-
ment against the tree. Hurlbut frowned
and pulled at his blonde mustache.

“There's a scouting party six miles far-
ther up the creek,” exclaimed the man,
“sent out day before yesterday. I'm re-
laying their reports back to head-quarters.”

“What troops are in that scouting par-
ty?" asked Hurlbut after a pause.

“Half of * L' company of my own regi-
ment,” the other answered quickly.

Hurlbut studied the ground in front of
him, and poked his heavy Colt back into
its holster. The five troopers lounged
about on the grass or leaned against trees,
wiping the perspiration from their faces
and eying the two officers curiously. Only
Parsons had not moved, but stood against
the same tree, the bolt of his carbine
drawn IJ.'B.L'IC, the black muzzle never wav-
ering from the strange officer’s body. The
black-bearded man seemed to have for-
golten the existence of Parsons and his
carbine.

Hurlbut raised his head, and the men
who could see him noticed that it looked a
year older and was rather white,
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“The Forty-second New York,” he said
coldly, “is something like a thousand miles
south of us. There isn’t any scouting party
up the creek. How long have you been on
this hill?"

The dark man shrugeged his shoulders
and threw away the hutt of his cigarette.

“Never mind the formalities,” he said
quietly, letting out the last of the smoke
from his cigaretie as he spoke, “1've been
here long enough to find out what I want.
Of course I shan’t answer any of your ques-
tions.™

The attitude of the five lounging troopers
changed as the man spoke. They ceased
to look at him curiously, and their eyes
hardened. Parsons jerked his carbine to
a firmer position against his thigh, and
his lean forefinger crawled a trifle nearer
to the trigger. Hurlbut locked steadily
over his captive's head and gave the nec-
essary orders. The troopers went for-
ward silently to bind the man's hands.
Hurlbut noticed that they tied the cords

vindictively, drawing them unnecessarily
tight.

“Never mind tying them quite so tight,”
he said.

“Thank you," said the dark man quick-
ly. “I shan’t try to escape.”

The men seemed not to hear his speech.
It was as though a sudden barrier had rizen
between them, and made of him a different
sort of being. Hurlbut looked steadfastly
away from the man as the litile group
maoved slowly down the slope, the prizoner
walking ahead with his hands tied behind
him; the troopers close behind, their car-
bines resting easily in the crooks of their
arms; Hurlbut a litile to one side. As
they neared the foot of the hill, a cock-par-
tridge burst suddenly out of a tangle of
bushes with a startling thunder of wings,
and bored, twisting, out of sicht among the
trees. One or two of the froopers jumped
slightly and gave vent to startled exclama-
tions. Hurlbut and the prisoner stiffened
slightly like setters, and followed the flight
of the bird with eyes that snapped with
eagerness. Their glances met and the
dark-haired man smiled brightly, his white
teeth showing pleasantly through the close-
ly-trimmed beard. Hurlbut had to stifien
the museles of his face quickly and turn his
glance off toward the brook to check the
smile of common feeling.
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“A fine bird,” he heard the prisoner say
to the men behind him. The troopers
looked at each other in uncertainty and did
not answer.

As they reached the path which passed
the ruined mill the prizoner seemed intent
in watching the waters swirl ahout the rot-
ting piles and did not look at the path in
front of him. His foot caught on an old
stub and he fell headlong, heavily. The
troopers, mistaking his action, half-raised
their weapons and then lowered them awk-
wardly. The man had fallen in such a way
that, with his hands pinioned behind his
back, he could not rise.

“Tt's careless of me,”” he said, *“but
you've trussed me up so well I can't get
up.”

Hurlbut felt the blood tingling in his
cheeks as the soldiers assisted their captive
to rise. Parsons even went so far as to
dust off the man’s clothes.

“Never mind, thanks" said the man
carelessly; “TI won't need them long,” and
he grinned at Iarsons.

““You can untie those cords,”” said Hurl-
but, choosing his words carefully. Hefelta
strange hesitancy about referring to his pris-
aner ¢ven o far as speaking of his hands,
so he said “cords™ deliberately. He was
glad, too, when the man did not thank him,
but merely bowed silently.

As they walked back over the deeply
worn path, Hurlbut studied the other’s
figure and carriage. He had thought of
spies often enough, but he had never con-
nected them, somehow, with this sort of a
man. He had not bothered to think much
about their possible personalities; the mere
word—spy—covered their whole existence
and made of them a thing not to be toler-
ated. This was a man of his own kind;
he caught himself thinking exactly how the
prisoner would look in evening clothes, and
every time the picture flashed before his
mind he saw the broad red ribbon of the
Legion passing across the man’s shirt-front.
He smiled slightly to himself at the conceit,
for it had always been a secret ambition of
his own to be able some day to wear one of
those red ribbons himself. He wondered if
perhaps he and this stranger did not think
alike about a good many things—if perhaps
they had not left the same sort of things
behind them. This other man could not
go back to them, and his people would
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not care to hear how he had met his
death—a spy!

One of the waiting horses down the road
heard the sound of the approaching party
and whinnied, The prisoner lifted his head
sharply and peered down the aisles between
the trees. The neigh of the horse went
through Hurlbut strangely. He seemed
to feel all the sensations that had passed
through the other. The snorting of the
horses must have told this man that he was
one stage nearer the end of all things: the
little plot of open ground, the white-faced
officer, and the file of nervous, twitching
men—one of whom had a weapon loaded
with a blank cartridge!

They came out into the road and saw the
trooper and the waiting horses. Hurlbut
breathed easier for some reason. It wasa
relief to him to have even one more man—
though merely a private who had really
horne no part—to shoulder the responsibil-
ity of this thing which was growing more
hateful every instant. The troopers waited
for the captain-to come up as they reached
the horses. Suddenly the prisoner turned
and came quickly to Huorlbut,

“It's only a little while now,"” he said
quickly in a low, pleading tone. * Will you
let me walk beside you and talk with vou on
the way back?”

For an instant Hurlbut hesitated, look-
ing away, then he turned and met the
other's eyes. They were looking at him,
very straight and with a terrible earnest-
ness.

“Very well,”” he answered curtly.

The little group arranged itsell quickly,
Two of the troopers rode ahead; Hurlbut
followed with the prisoner walking at his
side, and the remaining four men walked
their horses a [ew paces farther 1o the rear.

“ Little chunks of time,” said the prison-
er suddenly, without looking up at the man
beside him, “are queer things. 1had my
own uniform done up in a bundle under a
stone a dozen paces from the stump where
you found me. Had you been ten minutes
later, T would have been a prisoner of war
instead of a spy!"

Hurlbut made no reply, and the man on
foot laughed shortly.

“I suppose,” he went on, *1 owe my life
—uor rather my death—to tobacco. [ de-
cided I'd smoke one cigarette before [
changed my clothes. I wonder,” he fin-
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ished whimsically, “ what my status would
have been if you'd come on me when I was
half in one uniform and half in the other!”

Hurlbut fought with a growing desire to
ask this man all sorts of questions; to sym-
pathize with him, to ask him what messages
he might write, what explanations he should
make—all this, and even a desire to see the
man slip quickly into the bushes before the
troopers could shoot. Instead of answer-
ing, he set his lips in a firm line, drew the
black, ugly Colt from its holster and laid it
across his saddle-bow. The prisoner noted
it and raised his eyebrows ever so slightly.
Hurlbut flushed, pretended to examine the
cylinder of the weapon, and shoved it back
into the holster,

“I wish you wouldn’t put that away,"”
protested the man quickly. “I feel better
with it boring into my mind,"”

ST run the risk,” said Hurlbut shortly.

They went forward monotonously ever
the squared logs of the old road. Hurlbut
did not have to check his horse for the bene-
fit of the man on foot, who walked with
long, easy, tireless strides.  The low-voiced
talk of the troopers behind them sounded
distinctly,

“I've just been wondering,” said the spy,
“whether, if I'd had my choice, I'd have
picked a day like this as my last. Would
a man rather flicker out with the world at
its best or its worst? On the whole, I be-
lieve I'm rather glad it izn't raining.”

The captain was commencing to regret
that he had promized to let the man talk,
The spy was looking at things so exactly as
he would have had a doomed man look, and
vet it made it that much the harder. It
seemed to him that he could follow every
step of the man’s mind, and all that he said
seemed exactly the thing that Hurlbut
would have said. He wished fervently
that the man would fall a prey to fear and
Eeep silent.

“It's a queer thing,” the spy continued in
the same idle fashion, “it's 4 queer thing
this walking to death with your eves wide
open, and the best part of what ought to
be life ahead of you. I don't see why it
doesn’t make me mad with the injustice of
the thing.”

“You took the chance,  You didn't have
to play the spy,” his captor reminded him.
_ "Oh, yes 1 did,” replied the other, look-
ing up m a straightforward fashion which
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made the other silent; *there wasn't any-
body else to doit.  That isn't mock heroics,
you know, but just plain facts. I can’t
make it seem quite real yet. Why, I've
alwavs been so disgustingly healthy I've
never even thought of dying. They won’t
hang me, will they ?" he finished in a sud-
den hurst of anxiety.

“No," answered Hurlbut in a dry, mat-
ter-of-fact tone, and added, to stiffen his
wavering sternness, “I'll see that vou're
shaot.”

A hundred yvards farther along the road,
Hurlbut cleared his throat nervously and
began:

“If there are any messages, or anything
of that kind, I will be very glad—"

“*Ho!” the other broke in on him sud-
denly, “messages!™ Then he went on
more quietly: < That’s good of you, but
I'm not going to bother any of my—friends
with the details.  As for the real messages,
well, they can't very well be sent.”

“No,”" agreed Hurlbut, without in the
least intending to speak, “that’s true. A
man has no time——"

The spy looked at him quickly, eagerly.
He waited an instant for Hurlbut (o go on,
his lips parted expectantly, then, as the
officer did net continue, he went on hur-
riedly: .

“ 1t seems queer, doesn't it, for men like
you and me to be here talking this way?
You know, I'm glad it was you and not
some red-faced, strait-laced soldier that
took me. T shouldn't have been able to
talk to him—and it helps me, really. |1
knew one of—well, let's be plain-spoken
and say ‘my own kind,’ and it was a relief.
And it seems as though we ought to be just
walking home after a ride with the hounds,
talking aboul the way my mount fell and
threw me, and here you are taking me to
be shot!"

“Talk aboul something else,” Hurllbut
suggested roughly,

The spy looked steadily at Hurlbut's pro-
file, his own face set seriously, as though he
were trying to convince himsell just what
sort of 4 man lay beneath the tanned skin
and the yellow mustache.  Finally he threw
up his head with an air of decizion and took
the plunge.

“Aren't vou willing to forget you're a sal-
dier, and remember vou're a man long
enough to keep me sane?” he demanded
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quickly.  “Are you so tightly cased in your
uniform that vou begrudge the last few
haurs of life to a man with nothing ahead
of him but certain death? Don't you sup-
pose 1'm leaving anything behind me that
I regret? Do you think I'm talking this
way out of sheer bravado? Man, don't
vou understand that it's only by thinking of
the things so close behind me and keeping
my mind off the grisly thing such a little
way in front that I can keep my knees
stifi 7"

Hurlbut swallowed chokingly and kept
his eyes steadfastly turned from the eager
face at his side. The carnest, pleading sen-
tences cul into the very core of his being.
It was all so unreal: the brilliant sunshine,
the thousand familiar sounds of the wood-
land, the pleasant, muffled sound of the
horses’ hoofs and the jingle of harness, and
the low, cheerful talk of the men behind
them, broken now and then by a full, deep-
chested laugh. And then, cutting sharply
across this background of ordinary things,
the tense, insistent voice of the man at his
side, pleading only for a few moments of
unrestricted speech, speech of the things
that they both might understand, and that
others—the officer who commanded the
firing-squad, perhaps—might not.

“Well?" said Hurlbut encouragingly.

He did not see the smile of relief on the
other's face, but he knew it was there from
the change in his tone.

As the spy talked, the stifiness of Hurl-
bhut's attitude began to relax. Now and
then he broke in upon the steady flow af
the other's words, but always, when he
spoke, he heard the dull voices of the men
behind him, and caught the easy attitude
of the troopers in front, and fell silent
again,

“1 was going to write about this war,
too,"” the other man was :»'.;J.}'ing; ST've
never written anything but plays before, but
I think I could have done this.”

Hurlbut turned quickly in his saddle.

“You're not Gustav Vermuhlen, are
your™ he demanded hreathlessly.

“Yes," answered the spy simply.

Hurlliat TI.":II'LI:'r‘r'||]1_'r§:|:|:I now, ha.'l.'.ing read
the notice that the young Lll’:ll‘ﬂ-'il',i.\';t had
gone into the army.  Then his mind went
!';tl'ihcr back, and he remembered sitting
in his own office and talking with his assist-
ant about the advisability of putting out an
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American edition of the yvoung dramatist’s
last play. Like a picture on a screen this
thing snapped out of Hurlbut's mind, and
he saw Vermuhlen's body, limp, Iying on its
face in the wet grass of to-morrow morning.
The steady flow of the man's speech broke
through onto Hurlbut's mind agam.

“1 suppose I couldn't even talk of these
things if they had been one whit less per-
fect,” Vermuhlen was saving, **but a man
can't very well complain—though the hest
thing in his life is cut short when he's had a
few vears even without a flaw, can he?”

SN0 answered Hurlbut almost uneon-
sciously, “no, 1 suppose not.”

“ But she's so young—so absolutely with-
out thought of facing anything alone, and
vet so brave. I know she'll come through
all right i

“Whe?" interrupted Hurlbut.

“Why, my wife,” answered the other
quickly, surprised. **1 know she'll come
through all right,” he went on, “but I
know how hard it will be—and T feel—
well, T feel so much sorrier for her than
I do for myself. May I show you her
picture? "

Hurlbut looked down to see the other
fumbling in the breast of his hrown tunic.

“Don't!” pleaded Hurlbut thickly;
“don't!™

Vermuhlen looked up in surprise, and
gaw that hizs captor’s face was white and
drawn. “I’'m not playving fair with you,"
he said quickly; “1've no right to make
vour duty harder. I didn't mean—" in the
intensity of his feeling he rested his hand on
Hurlbut's saddle.

“Look out, captain!” Parsons velled
suddenly. “He's reaching for vour gun!"™

The little cavalcade halted suddenly.
The two men, the prisoner and his captor,
stared at the troopers, their carbines half-
raised, and then at each other. Vermuhlen
shook his head slightly and smiled faintly.

“Ican't do it,” Hurlbut muttered under
his breath; “my Gaod, man, I can’t!™

“You've got to,” the other whispered;
“it's a hard price for both of us, but we've
got to pay it.  Let me go with the men!”

Hurlbut sat motionless in the saddle, his
face a mask, but hehind it his mind a riot
of conflicting thoughts, his pulses now rac-
ing madly and now almaost sluggish,

*Parsons,” he said suddenly, *did vou
ever read a book called *The Father'?™
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“Yes, sir,” answered the astonished
trooper. Hurlbut looked the question at
the others and two or three of them nodded
their heads wonderingly.

“Well " explained Hurlbut with a gest-
ure toward his prisoner, “this is the man
that wrote it—it and a lot of other things
just as good or better. And we're taking
him to be shot!™

The troopers shifted uneasily in their sad-
dles. Hurlbut rubbed his palm slowly over
the horn of his saddle and stared at the
ground, The men were obviously at a loss
what to do or say; this was not at all a part
of the game of war they had been playing;
these two men before them were not at all
like Thuston or Crockett or some of the
other officers.  They waited for Hurlbut to
speak.

“This man’s books,” he went on with-
out looking up, **have been printed in
three or four languages, and they've gone
into hundreds of homes and made people
happy. They've been put in the theatre—
and people have laughed and cried over
them. 1 bave. He’s a young man, and
he'll write more hooks and more plays
and better ones—hut he won't if we shoot
him."

The troopers nodded soberly, frowning.
Vermuhlen started to speak, but Hurlbut's
next words cut in ahead of him.

“He's a spy. He has found out things
about our army that it's our duty to prevent
his knowing. He's sent the information
to his own forces—and we can't stop that.
He's but done his duty—but he put on our
uniform to do it, and the penalty of that is
death,”

Again Hurlbut paused, and again the
troopers nodded soberly.  Vermuhlen
looked from one bearded face to another,
and read only perplexity in their eyes.

“All six of us are soldiers,” continued
Hurlbut, “and we have our duty plainly
cut for us.  Because I happen to be an offi-
cer, the responsibility of my duty is heavier
than yours. I'm a soldier, and I've tried
hard to be a good one—Dbut after all, I'm a
man first and a soldier afterward. I can't
take this man and shoot him—after what
he's done for the other men and women in
the world!" he finished helplessly. He
stared at the ground in silence for an in-
stant. Henderson cleared his throat nois-
ily, and Hurlbut looked up.
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“I'm going to let him go,” he announced,
*It's a breach of duly—and vou men will
see it. You won’t need to report it, because
I shall confess.” He turned suddenly to
Vermuhlen—"" You can go when you will.
I won't stop you."”

Vermuhlen shook his head and smiled,
He spoke partly to Hurlbut and partly to
the men.

“No," he said deliberately, “I shan't
take the chance you zive. It's a fine last
tribute you're paying to whatever I may
have done—but I'll not see a good soldier
broken that T may live, Your captain is
going to let me walk between two of you
the rest of the way to your camp.”™

Hurlbut started to speak, but the other
held up his hand.

“There's no use protesting,” he insisted;
“if I won't run, I won’t, and you can't
make me!”

Without a word, Hurlbut wheeled his
harse and rode on, The troopers closed
loosely about Vermuhlen, and the little
group mov ed slowly on through the thin-
ning trees. Hurlbut rode with his head
bent, thinking of the picture in the breast
of Vermuhlen's jacket, and of another in
the breast of his own. He kept asking
limzelf what Vermuhlen would have done
if their positions had been reversed. His
thoughts moved dully around a monotonous
circle: he felt that he could not go back to
his own wife and feel as he had, with the
thought of that unknown wife across the
seq, waiting hopelessly. And vyet, if he or-
dered the men aside, drove his prisoner
into the woods, and then galloped away—
he could not go back then, with a hlot on
his army record. The whole color of his
life was spoiled, and all because Vermuhlen
had wasted five precious minutes smoking
a cigarette and had not changed his uni-
form! A hot, rebellions anzer at the un-
reazoning power of little thmgs surged
through him. Omne tiny cigarette, cold
now somewhere among the pine needles,
had sent one man to hiz death and brought
to him a lasting unhappiness that would
not pass.

A murmur of voices behind him made
him turn, and he saw that Parsons had
taken the prisoner up onto his horse he-
hind him. He noticed, casually, that the
men were laughing, evidently at something
that Vermuhlen had said. What a thor-
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oughbred this man was! Hurlbut knew
that he was clinging (o life with all the
fervor of youth and & great love, and yet
he could smile and talk to the men about
him—and maore than that, he could be so
thoughtful as to take temptation of his own
causing out of a stranger’s way! And ever
as Hurlbut thought of the other’s hand-
some, black-bearded face, he saw the lithe
body lying on its face in the wet grass.

There was a sudden wild clatter of hoofs
behind him, and sharp, snapping cries from
the men. Hurlbut's hand shot to the buit
of the big revolver before he wheeled in
his saddle to see Parsons lying on his back
in the road, while the spy, flattening him-
self anto the neck of Parsons’s horse, had
already swung the animal around in the
narrow road.

“Shoot him!" yelled Hurlbut,
him!"

He tried to raise his Colt, but his hand
seemed nerveless.  He sat almost inert,
watching the other men raising their car-
bines with unaccountable slowness. Al-
ready the prisoner’s horse had stopped his
frantic plunging and fallen into his stride.

“Fire!" shouted Hurlbut, seemingly for-
getful of his own weapon.

Then he saw the five men, all of whom
could clip coins at fifty or even a hun-
dred yards, send one after another of the
steel-jacketed bullets whistling harmlessly
through the air above the head of the flee-
ing horseman—not yet a score of yvards
away from him.

“Go after him!" thundered Hurlbut,
and he spurred his own horse as the troop-
ers lumbered into awkward, half-hearted
pursuit. ‘They went out of =irht around a
turn in the road, and Hurlbut almost un-
consciously pulled his horse to a walk and
then stopped. He listened to the dimin-
ishing sound of hoofs and the cries of the
men. From time to time the sound of a
shot came back to him,  Minute after min-
ute he sat stolidly in the road, waiting for
the return of his men. After what seemed
an interminable time they came around
the turn of the road, Parsons, on foot, in
front of them.

“Well 2" said Hurlbut as they came up.

Henderson saluted solemnly. “We
couldn’t catch him, Captain,” he ex-
plained. *“¥You know, sir, Parsons’s horse
was the fastest in the company. And he

*shoot
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got off so quick I guess it flustered our
shooting. 1 think we winged him, but we
couldn’t tell for sure.”

Hurlbut nodded slowly. “You and
Tooley go back to that hill,” he ordered,
“and stay there until relieved. If any-
thing happens, ride in at once and re-
port.™

The captain started to wheel his horse
but Henderzon, after an instant's awkward
hesitation, spoke again,

“And, Captain—" he began diffidently,

The God of the Men Who Do Things

and then more baldly as Hurlbut faced him,
“1 guess we ain’t any better soldiers or
worse men than you are, and—I guess we
understand!”

Impulsively Hurlbut’s hand shot out, and
Henderson gripped it hard.

“Thank you,” said Hurlbut shortly, and
then Henderson and Tooley trotted back
toward the hill behind them, and Hurlbut
rode toward camp at the head of his de-
pleted force with his chin up and his eyes
looking straight before him.,

THE GOD OF THE MEN WHO DO THINGS

By Gerardus Post Herrick

THE cause is all, and the triumph naught
Ta the God of the men who do things,

He scorns the “Daon’t™ and leaves the “ Ought,”
This God of the men who do things.

He has one motive and only one,

He loves things doing and loves things done,

As all His battles are fought and won,

The God of the men who do things.

He knows high purpose, He works things out,
The Gad of the men who do things,

Though the lazy lie and the righteous scout,
This God of the men who do things,

He cares not a whit for the commen mould,

He burns the dross to refine the gald,

He cannot be bought, He cannot be sold,

The God of the men who do things.

He hates things weak, He loves things strong,
This God of the men who do things,

In soul or body, in right or wrong,

This God of the men who do things,
He knows there is hope for the men who try,
He sees them fail and He sees them die,
For they will win to him, by and by,

The God of the men who do things.



WOMEN AND WEALTH

By J. Laurence Laughlin

o :':,--':-“,5* HERE have been many ana-
= "-: lysts of the American wom
A an as a type—a lype which
must be difficult to express,
*-“"l #1 sceing that our country has
sl e ; o
within its wide boundaries
many differing environments, and seeing
that each woman differs in nature from
every other. Fiction, however, will con-
tinue to present feminine characteristics as
character so long as human nature enjoys
the portrayal of its own singular or dra-
matic performances. But the study of wom-
ankind in our country, as influenced by
the extraordinary changes in our economic
conditions, and reflexively as hersell influ-
encing the economic situation, 15 a matter
which lies outside the realm of fiction, no
matier how realistic, and has a bearing ol
no mean importance on the facts of our
every-day life. It is a task requiring great
temerity to undertake, no doubt, and one
in which the opportunities for going astray
are labyrinthine. Why speak of women,
for instance, as forming an cconomic fac-
tor separate from men? This certainly is
dangerous ground; and it is likely to call
out the suggestion that the obscrvalions
made of woman are equally true of man.
Perhaps this is a caution which peints to a
truth; but pews verrens. More than this,
an essay on American women might be said
to be us definite as an essay on rees.
American women are no more alike than
trees; they differ as much as the persim-
mon differs from the peach tree. There-
fore we shall not venture on the difficult
task of generalization about American
women as a whole; and we hope to file a
caveaf here and now that great and obvious
exceptions must always exist even for every
limited formulation that we may venture to
make. However, if some general tenden-
cies may be made out—which in the very
nature of human beings cannot be all-in-
clusive—we shall be satisfied.

Large and serious changes affecting the
whole community often go unnoticed by the
most of us precisely because of their gen-
eral and wide-reaching character. A change
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s0 large that it carries with it the surround-
ing details of human intercourse does not
provoke comparisons, A gradual change
of climate which leaves hills, streams, for-
ests, fields, and homes in the same old re
lationship is not easy to define. 3o a change
in the relations of women to American life,
which brings a whole generation under the
same new influences, leaves each member of
the group under the same general impres-
sions relatively to each other, and a new
community existence moves on without
much realization of its newness. Homo-
geneity in the new crystallization suggests
no strangeness such as might be called forth
by a comparizon between @ new and an old
crystallization. That a new crystallization,
however, is going on in our life under the
pressure of great economic forces seems Lo
be bevond question; and the part in it
played by the women of the United States
certainly offers in itself an interesting study.

Without doubt, many women of America
are at the present day being put to one of
the greatest tests of fibre and character
which they can ever undergo—and one un-
der which they are not appearing to ad-
vantage. A deterioration in influence and
quality is coming to change the very ele-
mental functions of a large class of women
in our institutional life. Is this a tem-
porary manifestation, arising from lightness
of mind, out of which a sound inner strength
will soon bring a better outlock; or is this
deterioration only the beginning of a long
and inevitable decline? Clur men have
always been distinguished by their good-
natured, tolerant, indulgent appreciation
of women. In addition, this great com-
monwealth has been creating new wealth
in a way unknown in any other country on
the globe. As a consequence, it will he
worth while to focus attention on this trial
which many American women are to-day
undergoing.

IT

THE economic characteristics of Ameri-
can life in the past generation—perhaps
before the eighties—~was the gencral ab-
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sence of great riches, and the existence
throughout the country on the whole of a
comparatively simple standard of living.
Even the rich of that time made no great
show of superior resources; and the gap
Letween them and the so-called working
classes was far less than it is now, not only
as concerns the actual expenditure, but also
as concerns the standards thought neces-
sary to respectable social standing. There
was no general extravagance in houses,
furniture, clothez, ornaments, equipages.
There was no such general diffusion of
wealth as to create a lejsure class of any
noticeable extent. It was at once usualand
expected that men should be busy in some
nccupation, no matter how old or reputable
their families; and with the great body of
the people necessity was the inevitahle spur
to work of all kinds, agricultural and in-
dustrial. Work was general and there-
fore respectable. There were few fictitious
standards of comparison set by a supe-
riority due to degrees of riches. Scanty
incomes demanded a careiul adjustment
of means to ends, and forethought as
to expenditure was so much a matter of
course a5 to be counted on as an element
in fashioning character and social stand-
ards.

These economic conditions were reflected
in the ideals and standards of the women
of that day. In women, as in all human
nature, there is the good and the bad; but
the environment tends either to stimulate
or to lessen the good and the bad. In that
earlier day, the mass of women were free
from the disadvantages of being rich. In-
equalities of wealth had practically no in-
fluence in causing any condescension o
those who had to earn a living by work of
any kind, Women of the best social stand-
ing took a share in the physical work of
their households. To paint a little wood-
work, to fashion some article of furniture,
to care for the garden, to harness a horse,
to study the markets, to give thought to
cconomies, or to personally share in the
care of the house, were the comman virtues
even of women of some means. And among
the generality of women a considerable
part of the domestic labor in the home was
performed by the wife or daughter. Among
the poorest families there was much sodden
drudgery; but in the main, work had a
healthy effect on the mind and body of
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women—and from families of this sort the
nation has heen recruited in mbus:t energy,
in enterprise, and in intellectual vigor.

111

IT is needless to say that a change has
come over the face of our economic life,
There are, of course, vast numbers who are
to-day poor, or in very moderate circum-
stances, but it is known of all that with the
enormous increase in wealth has come the
creation of a very large leisure class com-
posed of the rich and the very rich. This
is the most significant fact of this genera-
tion. The miles of comfortable, or even
handsome, houses in every large city, the
thousands of automohbiles on the streets,
are only a few of the obvions evidences of
the wide distribution of riches. The effect
of this economic phenomenon upon Ameri-
can women is a4 matter of the highest im-
port, a study of the first magnitude. It
touches the very heart of our social life,
and makes for good or for ill on a great
scale in our immediate future. This is the
test, as has been said, which a large body
of American women are undergoing—the
greatest test to which human nature can he
subjected—the test of prosperity and riches.
How are they coming out of it? It may,
therefore, be the bounden duty of a student
to examine this guestion with the same
spirit with which he would approach the
scientific study of the coddling moth on
apple-trees.  To be sure he may not ex-
haust the subject, he may not even be cor-
rect in his analysis, but at least he may call
attention to it, and challenge the critical
intellivence of thoze who may differ from
him.

To what is about to be said it may be
replied that the same thing can be affirmed
of men; that they, also, have been put to
the same test. The relation of men to this
recent economic readjustment, however, is
not the same as that of women; the patent
dizassociation of women from industry, in
the main, is a sufficient basis in itself for
a separate study of the economic effects
of a great increase of wealth upon some
women. Women have had more to do
with the spending than with the producing
of wealth. Moareover, I am one of those
who believe that women differ widely from
men—without raising any foolish questions
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about superiority or inferiority—and that
WOmen as women exercise in their own
way a powerful influence on the economic
and ethical ideals of society. For scien-
liic purposes the classification of wom-
en by themselves is based on sufficiently
disparate situation and characteristics to
warrant such an attempt as is suggested.

Iy

WE may now proceed 1o outline the char-
acteristics of the prevailing types of well-to-
do women of the present day, as contrasted
with those which were briefly set forth for
the previous generation. But let me say
again that there must be many exceptions
to any general statements and that there is
great danger in sweeping gencralizations,
Nevertheless, it is possible that there may
be such repetition or prevalence of acts as
to form groups of facts, capable of being
classified and described—and from which
important inferences may be drawn,

{1) The first and most obvious phenom-
enon is one which has appeared again and
again in past history—one, too, which is
founded deep in every human nature. It
is only natural that it should appear now in
a democracy just as we are emerging from a
stage of relative poverty to that of relative
alfluence. In primitive society, as well as
in the Middle Ames, as soon as persons got
power and wealth they wished distinction;
they wished to indicate by their chateaux
and palaces, their dress, tables, manners,
and retinue of servants a position superior
to that of others. Indeed, it is 2 common-
place of economics that a large range of
human wants arize from the desire to make
a display of superiority. Such things as
napking, table linen, now in common use,
were originally devised as means of dis-
tinguishing a superior from an inferior
class, This general method is being em-
ployed to-day in our country among those
who have recently accumulated wealth.
Our so-called “smart” society differenti-
ates itself from others largely by forms,
usages, and expenditures in which only a
few can participate. Without great wealth
a certain sort of exclusiveness is impossible;
hence, sooner or later, new wealth—even if
the vulgarity of its first possessors debars
them for a time—gives to the second or
third generation the satisfaction of exclu-
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siveness based on the power to buy what
others cannot afford.  To be conspicuous,
even to do audacious and unconventional
things, in order to show distinction, is no
uncommon trick of those who pose as su-
periors. The affectation of superiority by
those who have little intelligence but great
eagerness for social position is often ac-
cepted as real when it takes the form of
critical condescension to those about them.
It is this claim to a counterfeit superiority
because of the possession of wealth which
has come to be one of the commonest
characteristics of a large class of American
women of to-day., Without titles and man-
or-houses, the democratic society of to-
day iz weakly repeating the history of
earlier ages, when privileged classes as-
sumed the marks of distinction based on
power. Then it was often based on the
power of military force, the law that
might makes right; but now it is based on
the power of wealth, the law that riches
makes superiority.

{2y In other words, there has come
about an unfortunate shifting of standards,
a change in relative emphasis, together with
a falling off in ethical ideals. The com-
mon passion of the rich women—and it is
probably equally true of too many of thase
who are not rich—is for what she thinks to
be social position. 1 am not so simple-
minded as to attempt to define that sgnis
Satuns, “social position.” There is the
height from which one level of servants
looks down on another; there is the pos-
sibly uncultured, select coterie of a country
village; there isthe equally uncultured and
often uninteresting rich coterie of the larger
city. No matter what its quality, no matter
how its atoms chanced to collect, once that
its characteristic of solidarity and exclu-
siveness is realized, then the light-headed,
and especially the merely rich, would sacri-
fice health, ideals, and even ties of relation-
ship and friendship for the bauble which to
their minds admits them to the desired cir-
cle, and sets them apart as socially superior
to others. In this pitiful social climbing,
in this devastating social rivalry, in which
certain requirements have the force of ty-
rannical despotism, and in which character
dwindles to unconscious imitation of what
is supposed to be “the thing,” the quality
of many well-to-do women is very plain-
ly deteriorating. Among them conduct,
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courses of action, personal estimates are not
hased on conscious reflection, on tests of
right and wrong, on a judicial balancing of
pros and cons, but almost entirely on what
“nthers will think,' that is; on the tyranny
of chance opinion in the social set which
they value more than their own souls. How
many mothers of this class would allow
voung girls of the coming-out age to snub
an immoral young man who was a social
leader, and thus cause her to be left out of
the usual round of invitations?

(1) Not infrequently a test of secial ex-
clusiveness is the willingness of the mem-
bers in a “set” to be wilfully blind to
immoral performances,  Indeed, the sup-
posed unwillingness to accept the current
code of morals in the set, or not to join
in with it, is a reason for exclusion. To
speak to outsiders of peccadilloes which are
common property within the charmed cir-
cle is high treason to the laws of social
position. Thus new codes of ethics for
women are ever being created, based not
on the higher experience of the race, but on
the chance and loose ideas of seli-indulgent
persons who happen to be for the time re-
parded as leaders of society. The relative
emphasis has shifted. The principles of a
hardy people, by which they have tisen to
power and influence, are thus exposed,
through the weakness of some of its women,
to inevitable deterioration. As are our
women, =0 are our men, Tell me the ethi-
val standards of our mothers and daugh-
ters and I will tell vou in the muin the
ethical standards of our Iathers and sons.

{4) In passing from the old order to the
new, the well-to-do woman of to-day has
come to regard work as demeaning,  She
would be chagrined to be caught doing any
physical labor in her household, which her
mother before her very likely did as a mat-
ter of course.  Superiority is now supposed
to be evident in the ability to hire the largest
retinue of servants, so that all physical ex-
crtion is rendered unnecessary as well as
demeaning—that is, if it is rendered he-
causg of economy or necessity. Idleness
has come to be a mark of social eminence.
Whether a woman is properly to be in-
cluded or not in good society is almost de-
cided by the fact that she takes her break-
fast and spends her morning in bed. To
say that work has become demeaning, how-
ever, is not to say that fashionable women
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are not busy or over-occupied. It depends
on whether the particular occupation is
“the thing.” She must not work because of
necessity ; she may walk in the country, but
not in the city when shopping.  Or, merely
o be audacious, because she is a member
of a privileged coterie, she may conspic-
uously do a task of the working class 1o
prove that her position is impregnable.
She may fill her day with attendance on
committee meetings or on hospital boards;
hut it often depends upon who else is on
those hoards or committees. She would
not wish to have her name—that is, if her
social position is not yvet impregnable, and
not infrequently when it is—appear on a
hoard on which there were ‘nobodies.”
No matter what the merits of the institu-
tiom, much depends on whether it has been
taken up by the set,

(5) It has sometimes been said that
American women are becoming more in-
dependent; that the opening of new occu-
palions to women has given them more
opportunities to earn income and has freed
them [rom the necessity of marriage. There
is no doubt much truth in this as regards
the women who work for income as well as
those who willingly take up the burdens of
household tasks—and who may be said to
form our large and **sound remnant™ and
the future hope of society, But the so-
called independence of the richer women
has its roots to all appearances in =el-
fishness. She is independent of restraint,
because she is unwilling to do anything
onerous or disagreeable. Freed from want,
freed from exertion, freed from anxiety as
to the future, she is in the perilous position
of having to follow only her self-indulgen-
cies. Her parents, who have known the
privations of an earlier time, foolishly wish
their daughter to have everything which
money can buy, Through a natural but un-
intelligent fondness there has been created
an environment acting to weaken positive
fibre and to develop selfishness.  Except in
a strong inherited helpfulness, altruism has
thus a poor soil in which to flourish. In
her seli-centred life, she is shut off from
any real knowledge of the great world of
poverty and suffering outside her ken. It
is pathetic to think of how many women,
whose wealth means potential usefulness,
spend their time and all their thought in
purely selfish absorption in the work of their
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dress-maker and coifieur. They become
hen-minded and inane largely because their
lives are engrossingly selfish. They are
self-willed and seemingly independent, be-
cause they are too often repardless of the
needs and happiness of others.

(6) Idleness, or the escape from doing
difficult or unpleasant things, fails to de-
velop fibre in a grown woman, as well as it
does in a child. Freedom from disagree-
able or enforced tasks—to be removed as
soomn 45 they are shown to be disliked—pro-
duces spoiled children, as every one knows:
but it does not seem to be as well recog-
nized that a continnation of this process in
later years produces spoiled grown-up chil-
dren. 5o far has the evil of new wealth
influenced those who have not learned how
to use it that self-indulgence has become
a marked characteristic of the well-to-do.
Femoved from the necessity of self-control
as o means of obtaining an income, and
having the means of gratifying every whim,
their self-control no longer appears except
so far as it is necessary to make social con-
quests, or to get a satisfaction for personal
vanity. Then seli-indulgence leads to the
inevitable satiety of usual satisfactions.
Dress, houses, silver, and footmen can be
bought by all who are rich—and cease Lo
be marks of exclusiveness, as the rich in-
crease in pumbers. Then zatiety in obvious
things begins to prompt a hunt for new sen-
sations—a stute of mind which explains the
brief career of a social favorite, the taking
up of 4 winter sensation and its early and
complete oblivion, the appeal to the social
palate of things having the tang of tainted
duck,

{7) In many cases the new wealth has
come without the necessary accompani-
ment of a previous preparation for its use,
There are, of course, many noble women of
poor origin, but of high character, whom no
new riches could injure or corrupt.  Butin
examples so numerous as often to set the
standard, women with raw, uncultivated
minds, unable to discriminate bhetween the
real and the false, not able to know an im-
postor because they have never known by
contact the real man of cultivation, unable
to control vanity by any power of logic
or analysis, yet swollen with the conceit
born of wealth, have—even when not ob-
viously vulgar—developed a lack of perspec-
tive which forms a sad indictment of their
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early education, Since education is not in-
formation or learning, but a point of view,
the lack of education appears to be peril-
ously general—if we judge from much of
the sociul outcome.  Certainly, if the point
of view is common that merit is to be meas-
ured by what one has rather than by what
one is, much of women's education has been
wofully imperfect. But in this day of
transition in all education it is too easy to
score by hitting the insufficiencies of wom-
en's education. If much of our educa-
tion for men 1s bad, theirs 1s worse.  If we
demand on the one hand that a man’s edu-
cation should fit him for the actual life he
is to lead, why should not the same demand
be made on the other hand for the education
of women? So far, a great amount of no
education—or bad education—has excited
in certain classes of women a crowd of ex-
pectations which have led them to regard as
necezsities thines of insubstantial value;
but if things are denied them which are
wilfully demanded, they develop a hot
discontent, The situation thus produced
is one which conerns ideals.  To be {ruly
educated, to have a right peint of view, is
to have high ideals. Selfish, seli-indulgent
lives are directly iraceable to low ideals. It
15 an econumic truism that if we change the
wants of a people we change the whole
characier of the production which supplics
those wants. It is the point of view which
makes the difference between the civiliza-
tion and industrics of the Apaches and
those of the New Englanders,

(8) Were the desire common o be an
agreeable personality rather than to exult
in what one has or in what one knows, the
extravagance of the day would not be so
general or so amazing. The extravagance
of many American women is a fairly good
test of their point of view, of their ideals.
Unfortunately, it too often represents, not
merely the satisfaction of the beautiful, but
vanity, emulation, sell-indulgence, and love
of display, In many cases, no doubt, it
represents no thought at all, but only a
mental flabbiness which accepts, as a mat-
ter of course, what is done by the people
around them. How great is this extrava-
pance is, perhaps, scarcely realized in a
community where extravagance is so near-
ly universal, and where the cost of living
is so generally high, as in this country.
But undoubtedly much of the situation in-
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cluded under the term high cost of living
is due to the unrestrained desire to have
everything that any neighbor or acquaint-
ance has, Many women are often too shal-
low to think out the sources from which
their extravagances must be supplied, or
liow far they are responsible for the insane
passion for riches which now corrupts the
good morals of industry and the state.
They are not companions to their hus-
bands and fathers, they are kept in ac-
cepted ignorance of family finances, and
permit themselves to play the rile of well-
dressed dolls—for which they must share
the responsibility with the men.

Y

We may be too close to the events to per-
ceive the true causes at work; and perhaps
we may not sufficiently discriminate be-
tween the evil and the pood sides of the
transitional movement now before our eyes.
We realize, however, that American men
are quite too good-natured, and leave Amer-
ican women too much to themselves with
an unlimited purse; otherwise we should
not see the startling things done by auda-
cious women, living in Paris, while their
providers are absorbed in their business
ventures at home. Moreover, life has be-
come much more complicated and dis-
tracting; =0 many more things have to be
Enown, considered, decided upon, that the
unbalanced, untrained mind reels in con-
fusion, and neurasthenia gathers in its
legion of victims. With the confidence
of uneducated minds almost any impor-
tant problem is attacked, only to display
amazing crudity, shallowness, and inanity.
There is;, to be sure, a preater rush for
education, but it is a question whether it is
accompanicd by a gain of ideals. The new
education is sought for by the rich woman,
much as is modern marriage, as a means
of self-satisfaction, and not as a means of
Lenefiting others; by some as means of
income in order to get larger personal satis-
factions; from a desire to receive, not from
a desire to give; considering not what one
can bring to the world, but what one can
set out of it.  That is, there may he maore
education, but itis possible that it has come
with lower ideals of duty to others. This
matter of drooping ideals, however, may
be only 4 consequence of another sweeping
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current of change moving alongside the
swelling tide of riches—the diminishing
strength of religion. There is no use shut-
ting our eyes to it; it is here. Religious
dogma no longer has the old influence upon
our conduct—and many of us, looking to
the future, are wondering what is coming
to take its place. In many communities
the churches are kept alive mainly by the
women, If they are to find the sanctions
of religion less than of old, what have
we with which to replace the influence
they exercised in the past?

VI

WaeErHER we like them or not we must
face the facts about us. The characterizs-
tics of the modern type of rich women have
changed from those of an earlier penera-
tion; and the consequences which are al-
ready noticeable can not be hlinked.

The so-called independence of women-
kind—the greater individuality it may be—
shows its undesirable side in a wide-spread
self-indulgence and =elfishness. Among the
richer classes, the general unwillingness to
do, or even to hear of, anything unpleas-
ant is so marked as to be a common char-
acteristic. This phenomenon of to-day,
however, is only the explanation of a well-
known economic generalization in regard
to the family,

riches rises. With the growth of wealth,
we must be prepared to expect—what is
now evident about us—fewer children and
& weakening of family ties. As much as
possible, nothing will be allowed to inter-
fere with the pursuit of personal gratifica-
tions.

The growth of selfishness, under the
name of greater freedom, the avoidance of
tasks and hardships, the desire for new and
frequent excitements, the personal delight
in noloriety, have in undue measure drawn
the attention of such women away from the
care of their children. But whatever the
cause, the conscientious supervision of the
morals and training of their children is not
to-day what it used to be. The case is too
common to be rare of the woman who
makes serious sacrifices if she may but strut
her brief hour in those houses where society
gluts her passion for recognition.  The sac-
rifices in order to have sufficiently expen-

It has Jong been observes .
that the birth-rate diminishes as the scale 6f
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sive ﬂmse&, the worries and extravagance
to keep up with those who are richer, the
conscienceless living bevond their means to
satisfy the craving for social excitement,
are seen and known by the children; and
the children early become snobs and un-
consciously imitate the standards and ideals
of their elders, Thus is the poison trans-
mitted into the blood of the next generation.

It is =afe to say that the spread of divorce
iz due more than anything else to the per-
sonal selfishness, the personal extravagance;
and the personal aversion to anything un-
pleasant of the modern woman of the
world.  And her example is of influence on
the less well-to-do woman whose unhappy
martied life is unrelieved by the distrac-
tions open to the rich. In the main, the
unrestrained selfishness and the exagger-
ated extravarance leads many a rich wom-
an to ask: “What am I getting out of
it2"—mnot, “What am I bringing to it?"
The willingness to control self from a sense
of duty, a steady performance of tasks for
the sake of a given object, the ahility to sac-
rifice some satisfactions for the commen
good, content with a limited income, are
rarer than they once were. At the bottom
it is the domination of the rising selfishness.

The forms taken by this selfishness are
protean; but the one which has a large eco-
nomic significance is that of national ex-
travagance. Not having had to do with
the winning, but only with the spending of
wealth, the rich woman is more or less re-
sponsible for the criminal lust for riches
which is now cursing the nation. More
than she can possibly realize, her discon-
tent at not having an expenditure equal to
that of others richer than herself is the
cause of the passion to get rich quickly.
More than she knows, she is at the bottom
of speculation and of the schemes for get-
ting wealth other than by saving in order
that men may be able to gratify her de-
mands. It has been said that in Europe
the man preys on the woman; that in this
country the woman preys on the man,
More than she knows, she is responsible
for the wide-spread disposition to live be-
yond one's means; for the morigages on
the homes, the showy automobiles, and
the extravagant dresses and entertainments
which aim to express social superiority, It
has not passed unnoticed that diamonds to
the value of 848,000,000 were imported into
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the United States last year. Traced toits
ultimate analysis, the uncontrolled passion
for pleasure and expensive forms of gratifi-
cation has caused the living beyond our
means in recent years and influenced the
extraordinary reversal of late in the re-
lation of the imports to the exports of mer-
chandize, For this our rich and our would-
be-rich women are in a degree responsible.
With low ideals, additienal income does
not mean more of highér satisfactions; it
means only more foolish, emulative, showy
expenditures; and in this competition—as
in the building of battle-ships—there is no
place to stop. An increase of salaries to
academic men, for instance, does not nec-
essarily mean more thinking, more scholar-
ship, more books, and more aids to learn-
ing; it may possibly mean only longer
ostrich feathers and wider hats for women
wha think they must compete with the idle
rich.

VII

It is obvious that any person—man or
woman—who has had little experience of
the sacrifices by which wealth is accumu-
lated is open to the temptation of careless or
wanton expenditure. Due to the very fact
that women as a whole have had little to do
with the work of production and exchange
of wealth, and have received their means
Largely from those who have been seasoned
in that work, it is but natural that riches
should have been the cause of more or less
deterioration in the fibre of many women,
Idle sons who have inherited great wealth
often show the same weaknesses. Hence
the indictment runs correctly against a large
class of American women to whom it has
been given to spend swollen incomes,

On the other hand, we recognize in-
stinctively the existence of 4 numerous class
of women—the ** sound remnant "—against
whom this indictment does not lie. Pos-
sibly, it may be answered that those who
are not rich have remained uncorrupted.
Unfortunately such a statement cannot be
made safely. The danger is not coniined
to those who have the means to spend. The
passion for social position is almost univer-
sal; and the example of the rich who have
low ideals is hungrily followed by those who
have low incomes, It is the deteriorating
example of those who puide the expendi-
ture of the rich women that is spreading



206

widely and thoughtlessly over the great
class outside the well-to-do. The danger
lies in the increasing adoption of habits,
social customs, and expenditure based on
low ideals—which attracts the weaker and
poorer members of the sex who are most
influened by emulation. What is going
on amongst us is not new; it is an outcome
of rapidly growing wealth, like that in later
Rome, or in England when Thackeray
wrote, It is no reason why we should
despair of the republic; but it is a grave
reason for sounding the alarm and calling
for higher social ideals,

The remedy is not in any external form
of government, not in legislation, not in
woman suffrage.  There will be no change
for the better except in a change of ideals
—higher ideals, and a more general diffu-
sion of them. There are women—many of
them—who feel the sohering responsibility
of the power given by riches, and who
think carefully of the effect of their exam-
ple on others; but they do not now seem
to be in the majority. We all know the
familiar type: the woman of some beauty
and personal charm who sold hersell in
marriage to a rich man, in order that dur-
ing his life, and above all after his death,
she may have the spending of untold sums
—not to better the world, but to gratify
her pride and her social ambition. I all
that wealth were taken away from her—
the sleek, petted favorite of society—the
chief damage would be hurt vanity; there
would be no loss to the world, no diminu-
tion of any helpful force in the community.
On the other hand, we also know the type
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—a rarer one—of the woman to whom a
husband had left large wealth, whose pleas-
ure is not in self-indulgence, but whose wis-
dom and sympathy in giving is such that the
power of her riches is multiplied an hun-
dred-fold and whose unselfish life is a bene-
diction to every one who is privileged to
know her. But such as she are relatively
few in number. The regeneration of the
ideals of society is unfortunately not likely
to come from the well-to-do; it is rather
necessary to plan and to build in spite of the
low ideals of many of the undisciplined,
pleasure-loving rich. Doubtless our only
hope is from the greater number of those
women who have had the privilege and
blessing of limited incomes, and whao have
known the discipline due to a life of self-sac-
rifice and self-control. As yet the human
race seems to be unable to keep its virlity
when given unlimited satisfactions. Fort-
unately riches are not universal, and the
mass of mankind are under the spur of ne-
cessity to high thinking because it is essen-
tial to their material existence. Fortunate-
ly, also, it lies in the power of each woman
to decide for herself whether she will be
weakly swept along by the prevailing cur-
tent of seli-indulgence or whether she will
rise to the responsibility of setting higher the
ethical standards of our social life. Thoze
who muke a poor use of the great power of
wealth are relatively few, but their influence
is relatively great; yet the right-minded
women, who constitute the great majority of
their sex, have it in their power to minimize
the abuses of wealth-power by the counter-
acting force of a scornful public opinion.

FHE CYNIC
By Elsa Barker

He dreamed one dream, and ever after none;
He spoke one word, and silence followed it

He wrought one fabrie, then no more he spun,
But from his corner mocked the Infinite,
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XX1.—THE ARCTIC PRAIRIES
ﬁ;tf'f.rﬁu; August 20 we reached
AP B &Y Sandhill Bay, the farthest

A .
¥ arm of Lake Aylmer, our
_|,|| northmost point by canoce,

Ly

]
:.(brﬁﬁé'& Next morning, after break-
: fast, we set off on foot, still

northward, to seek for musk-ox, keeping to
the eastward of Great Fish River. The
country is rolling, with occasional rocky
ridges and long, level meadows in the low-
lands; practically all of it would be consid-
ered horse country, and nearly every mead-
ow had two or three grazing caribou,

About noon, when six or seven miles
north of Aylmer, we halted for rest and
lunched on the top of the long ridge of gla-
cial dump that lies to the east of Great Fish
River. And now we had a most complete
and spectacular view of the immense open
country that we had come so far to see. It
was spread before us like a huge, minute
and wonderful chart, and plainly marked
with the processes of its shaping-time.

Imagine a region of low Archean hills,
extending one thousand miles each way,
subjected for thousands of years to a con-
tinual succession of glaciers, crushing, grind-
ing, planing, smoothing, ripping up, and
smoothening  again, carrying off whole
ranges of broken-up hills, in fragments, to
dump them at some other point, grind them
again while there, then push and hustle
them out of that region into some other a few
hundred miles farther, there again to tum-
ble and grind them together, pack them in-
to the hollows, and dump them into pyram-
idal piles on plains and uplands. Imagine
this going on for thousands of years, and we
shall have the hills lowered and polished,
the valleys more or less filled with broken
rocks.

Now the glacial action is succeeded by a
time of locd.  For another age all is helow
water, dammed by the northern ice, and ice-

bergs breaking from the parent sheet carry
hedded in them countless boulders with
which they go travelling south on the open
water. As they melt, the boulders are
dropped; hill and hollow share equally in
this age-long shower of erratics. Nor does
it cease till the progress of the warmer day
removes the northern ice=dam, sets free the
flood, and the region of Archaan rocks
stands bare and dry,

It must have been a dreary spectacle at
that time, low bare hills of rneiss, granite,
etc., low valleys half filled with broken rock,
and ever everything a sprinkling of erratic
boulders; no living thing in sight, nothing
green, nothing growing, nothing but evi-
dence of mighiy power used only to destroy.
A waste of shattered granite spotted with
hundreds of lakes, thousands of lakelets,
millions of ponds that are marvellously Llue,
clear and lifeless,

But a new force iz born on the scene, it
attacks not this hill or rock, or that loose
stone, but on every point of every stone and
rock, in the vast domain, it appears—the
lowest form of lichen, a mere stain of grey.
This spreads and, by its own corrosive pow-
er, eats foothold on the granite; it fructifies
in little black velvet spots; then one of lilac
flecks the pink tones of the granite to help
the effect; soon another kind follows—a pale
olive green lichen that fruits in humps of
rich brown velvet; then another, branching
like a tiny tree; there is a ghostly kind like
white chalk rubbed lightly over, and yet an-
other of small green blots, and one is like a
sprinkling of scarlet snow—each in turn of a
higher and larger type, which, in due time,
prepared the way for mosses higher still.

In the less exposed places these come
forth; seeking the shade, searching for moist-
ure, they form like small sponges on a coral
reef; but, growing, spread and change to
meet the changing contours of the land they
win, and with every victory or upward move
adopt some new relined intensive tint that is
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I'he falls uf the Casba River

the outward and visible sign of their diverse
inner excellences and their triumph,  Ever
evolving, they spread until there are great
living rugs of strange textures and oriental
tones, broad carpets there are of gray and
green; long, luxurious lanes, with lilac
mufflers under foot, great beds of a moss
so yellow chrome, so spangled with in-
tense red streaks, that it might in clumsy
hands look raw; and knee-deep breadths
of polytrichum which blends in the shady
places a moss of delicate crimson plush that
baffles description. Down between the
broader masses are bronze-green growths
that run over each slight dip and follow
down the rocky crannies like streams of
molten brass. Thus the whole land is
overlaid with a living corrosive mantle, of
activities as varied as its hues, For ages,
these toil on, improving themselves and
improving the country by filing down the
granite and strewing the dust around each
rock.

The frost, too, is at work, breaking up the
granite lumps; on every ridge there is evi-
dence of that—low, rounded piles of stone
which plainly are the remnants of a boulder
shattered by the cold.  Thus, lichens, moss

Vor, XLIX —z22

and [rost are toiling to grind the granite sur-
faces to dust.

Much of this powdered rock is washed by
rain into the lakes and ponds; in time these
cut their exits down, and drain, leaving a
broad mud-flat. The climate mildens and
the south winds cease not, so that windborne
grasses soon make green meadows of the
broad lake-hottom flats,

The process climbs the hill-slopes; every
little earthy foothold for a plant is claimed
by some new settler, until cach low hill i3
covered to the top by vegetation graded to
itz soil, and where the flowering kinds can-
not establish themselves, the lichen pio-
neers still maintain their hold,  Rarely in
the landscape, now, is anv of the primitive
color of the rocks; even the tall, straight
cliffs of Aylmer are painted and frescoed
with lichens that Hame and glitter with pur-
ple and orange, silver and gold. How pre-
cious and fertile the ground is made to
seem, when every stuare foot of it is an ex-
fquisite elfin garden made by the little peo-
ple at infinite cost, filled with dainty Aow-
ers and still further embellished with lavish
jewelry. Not a cranny in a rock but is
seized on al once by the eager little gar-
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deners and made a bed of bloom, as
though every inch of room were price-
less. And vet Nature here exemplilies
the law that our human gardeners are
only learning, “Mass your bloom to
eain effect.”

As [ stood on that hill, the fore-
sround was a broad stretch, the shin-
ing sandy yellow of drying grass, but
it was patched with large scarlet mats
of arcturia that would put red maple
torits reddest blush, There is no High-
land heather here, but there are whole
hill-sides of purple red vaccinium
whose leaves are but a shade less red
than its luscious grape-hued fruit.

Here were white ledums in roods
and acre beds; purple maranias by the
hundred acres: and framed in lilae
rocks were rich, rank meadows of
molden grass hy the mile.

There were leagues and leagues of
caribou moss, pale green or lilac, and
a hundred others in clumps, that see-
ing here the glory of the painted mosses
were simulating their ways, though
they themselves were nat truly mosses
at all;

I never before saw such a realm of
exquisite flowers so exquisitely dis-
played, and the effect at every turn
throughout the land was color, color,
color, toas far outdo the finest autumn
tints of New England as the Colorado
Canyon outdoes the Hoosae Gorge.
What Nature can do only in October
elsewhere, she does here all season
through, as thourh when she set out
to paint the world, she beran on the
“Barrens” with a full palette and
when she reached the tropics she had
nothing left but green,

Thus, at every step, one is wading
through lush grass or crushing prairie
hlossoms and fruits. It is so, on and
on; in every part of the scene there
are but few square feet that do not
bloom with flowers and throb with
life; yet this is the region called the
Barren Lands of the North.

And the color is a reflex of the higher
life, for this is the chosen home of the
swans and the wild geese; many of the
ducks, the ptirmigan, the lui] long-
spur, and snow-buntings—the blue

il
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lakes echo with the wailing of the gulls and
the eerie magic calling of the loons.  Col-
oniesof lemming, voles, and ground squirrels
are found on every sunny slope; the wolver-
ine and the white woll find this a land of
plenty, for on every side, as I stood on that

high hill, were to be seen small groups of

caribow.  This was the land, and these the
creatures I had come to see.  This was my
farthest north and this was the culmination
of years and years of dreaming. How very
sood it seemed at the time, but how dif
ferent and how infinitely more delicate and
satisfying was the realization than any one
of the day-dreams founded on my vision
through eves of other men.
XXIL.—THE MUSK-0X

Trrswas the home of the musk-ox as well,
or, rather, the southern edge, for these north-
ern buffalo should now be farther north,
But our Iuck was with us.  As we paddled
along the north shore of Avlmer we noticed a
large hruwn speck that moved rather quick-
ly dhlnfz It was undoubtedly some brown
animal with short legs, whether a wolverine
a mile away, or a musk-ox two miles away,
wias doubtful.  Now did that cance put on
its six-mile gait and we soon knew for cer-
tain that the brown thing was a musk-ox.
We were not yet in their country, but here
was one of them to meet us. Quickly we
landed. Guns and cameras were loaded,
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“Don't fire till 1 get some pictures, un-
less he charges,” were the orders. And
then we raced after the great brown crea
ture grazing away from us. We had no
idea whether he would run away or charge,
but knew that our plan was to remain un-
seen as long as possible.  So hiding be-
hind rocks, when he looked around, and
dashing forward when he grazed, we came
unseen within two hundred yards, and had
a wood look at the huge woolly ox. He
looked very much like an ordinary buffalo,
the same in color, size, and action, I never
was more astray in my preconcept of any
animal, for 1 had expected to see something
like a large brown sheep.

My first film was firedd.  Then, for some
unknown reason, that musk-ox took it into
his head to travel {ast away from us, not
evenl stopping to graze; he would soon Le
over a rocky !IllLl‘ I nodded to Preble.
His rifle rang and the bull wheeled sharp
about with an angry snort, and came tow-
ard us. His head was up, his eye blazing,
he looked like a South African buffalo and
a prairie bison combined, and seemed to
get bigger at every moment. ' We were safely
hidden behind rocks, some fifty yvards from
him now, when I got my sec omel sn: ap.

Realizing the occasion, and knowi g my
men, 1 .H.ml. *Now, Preble, 1 am going to
walk up to that bull and get a close picture.
He will certainly charge me, as T shall be
nearest and in full view, There is only one

The trephy that weighed nine hundred pounds
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combination that can save my life; that is,
vou and that rifle.’

Then with characteristic loquacity did
Preble reply:

“(o ahead.”

I fixed my camera for twenty vards and
quit the sheltering rock,  The bull snorted,

The Arctic
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the summer haunt of the caribou on the
Arctic coast, therefore the caribou came Lo
us in their winter haunt on the Artillery
Lake. We did not expect to reach the reil
musk-ox country on the lower Back River,
so the musk-ox sought us out en Aylmer
Lake. And vet one more piece of luck is

fus in
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shook hiz head, took aim, and—just before
the precious moment was to arrive—a heavy
shot hehind me rang out, the bull staggered
and fell, shot through the heart, and Weeso
cackled aloud in triumph.

How I cursed the meddling old fool. He
had not understood. He saw as he sup-
posed, the ' okimow ' in peril of his life, and
;1,1'[1_'|_l :I.rrun]ing (4] l]h_: dictates of his ac-
cursedly poor discretion,  Never again shall
he carry a rifle with me.

So the last scene came not, but we had the
trophy of a musk-ox that weighed nine hun-
dred pounds in life, was five feet high at the
shoulders, and is a world's record in point
of size.

MNow we must camp, ]I{*.1'I'n~r'|;+:~ tosave the
specimen. Measurements, photos, sketches,
and weights were needed, then the skinning
and preparing would be a heavy task for all,
In the many portages afterward, the skull
was part of my burden; its weight was act-
wally forty pounds, its heaviness was far
over a hundred.

What extraordinary luck we were having,
It was impossible in our time limit to reach

lsi= sumimer coat.

o be recorded. That night something came
in our tent and stole some meat. The
next night Billy set a trap and secured the
thief—an Arctic fox in summer coat. We
could not expect to go to him in his summer
home, o he came to us.

While the boys were finishing the dress-
ing of the bull’s hide, I, remembering the
current from the last bay, set out on foot
over the land to learn the reason. A couple
of miles brought me to a ridge from which
I made the most important geographical
discovery of the journey. Stretching away
before me to the far dim north-west was
a great splendid river; broad—twe hun-
dred vards wide in places, but averaging
sevenly or eighty yards across, broken
Ly white rapids and water-falls, but blue
deep in the smoother stretches and empty-
ing into the bay we had noticed. So far
as the record showed, 1 surely was the
first 1.'-.l1|IL man to behold it. T went to the
margin, it was stocked with large trout.
I followed it a couple of miles and was
illed with the delight of discovery,  Earl
Grey River I have been privileged to name
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it, after the distinguished statesman, now
Governor-General of Canada,

Then and there I built a cairn, with a
record of my visit, and sitting on a hill with
the new river be-
low me, I felt that
this surely was the
climax of the ex-
pedition. The
cnlure programime
was completely
carried out. 1had
proved the exist-
ence of the abun-
dance of caribou
—had explored
Aylmer Lake, had
discovered two
great rivers—
and finally had
reached the land
of the musk-ox
and secured a
record-breaker to
bring away. This
1 felt was the su-
preme moment of
the journey.

Realizing the
farness of my
camp from home
abode—it could
not have heen
farther on the
continent—my
thoughts flew back to the dear ones at home
and my comrades, the men of the Camp-
Fire Club. I wondered if their thoughts
were with me at the time, How they
must envy me the chance of launching
into the truly unknown wilderness, a land
still marked on the maps as * unexplored.”
How 1 enjoyed the thoughts of their sym-
pathy over our probable perils and hard-
ships, and imagined them crowding around
me with hearty greetings on myv safe re-
turn. Alas! I found out later that these
my companions did not even know that 1
had been away from New York,

XXHOI.—THE FIEST WOODS

Ox August z4 we left our northmost
camp on Sandhill Bay and faced about for
the return journey, and on September 1 ar-
rived at the first dark line of timber.

[e caim al the Earl Grey Rives
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How shall T set forth the feelings it
stirred 2 None but the shipwrecked sailor
long drifting on the open sea, but come
at last to land, can fully know the thrill it
gaveus, We were
like starving Ind-
ians suddenly
surrounded by
caribow, Wood—
timber—fuel—
ralore. It was
hard to realize—
but there it was
all about us, and
in the morning we
were awakened
by the sweet,
sweet, home-like
song of the rabins
in the trees, sing-
ing their “ cheer
up, cheerily,™ just
as they do it in
Ontario and Con-
necticut. COur
cache was all
right. Our stock
of luxuries was
replenished. We
now had unlim-
ited food as well
as unlimited fire-
wood, what more
could any one
ask, yet there was
maore. The weather was lovely; perfect
summer days, and e masqueitoes were gone,
ves, actually, now, and fly-bars were dis-
carded for good. On every side was ani-
mal life in abundance; the shimmering lake
with its loons and islands would fit exacely
the Indian's dream of the heavenly hunt-
ing grounds. These were the happy hal-
cyon dayvs of the trip, and we stayed a week
to rest and revel in the joys about us,

Billy went *to market™ at once, killing
a nice, fat, little caribou. Next morning,
on returning to bring in the rest of the meat,
we found that a wolverine had heen there
and lugged the most of it away. The
tracks show that it was an old one accom-
panied by one or maybe two young ones.
We tracked them some distance, but lost all
trace in a long range of rocks.

The wolverine is one of the typical ani-
mals of the far North, It has an unenvi-
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able reputation for being the greatest
plague that the hunter knows. Its habit
of following to destroy all traps for the sake
of the bait is the prime cause of man’s
hatred, and its cleverness in eluding his
ciforts at retaliation give it still more im-
[Fortance.

It is, above all, dreaded as the enemy of a
cache, and, as already seen, we took the
extra precaution
of putting our
caches up trees
that were pro-
tected by a neck-
lace of hshhooks.
Most Northern
travellers have re-
galed us with tales
of this animal’s
diabolical clever-
ness and wicked-
ness. I is fair to
say that the mal-
ice, at least, is not
proven, and there
i5 a good side 1o
wolverine charac-
ter that should be
emphasized; that
iz, it¢ nearly ideal
family life, coup-
led with the heroic
bravery of the
mother. 1 say
“nearly” ideal,
for so far as I can learn, the father does
not assist in rearing the family. But all
observers agree that the mother iz abso-
lutely fearless and deveted. More than
one of the hunters has assured me that it
is safer to molest a mother bear than a
maother 1.'ml'.'crirn: when she is accompanied
by the cubs,

Belalise, a half-breed of Chipewyan, told
me that twice he had found walverine
dens, and been seriously endangered by
the mother. The first was in mid-May,
tgog, near Fond du Lae, north side of
Lake Athabaska. He went out with an
Indian to bring in a skiff leit some miles
off the shore. He had no gun, and was
surprised by coming on an old wolverine
in a slight hollow under the bourhs of a
green spruce.  She rushed at him, showing
all her teeth, her eves shining blue, and
uttering a sound like a bear, The Indian

Hezarl of bull muesk-ox—
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bov hit her once with a stick, then swung
himself out of danger up a tree.  Belalise
ran off after getting sight of the young ones;
they were four in number, about the size
of a muskrat and pure white. Their eyes
were apen, The nest was just such asa dog
might make, only six inches deep and lEﬂL’l"
with a little dry grass. Scattered around
were hones and fur, LEueH], of rabhit.

The second oc-
casion wasin 1gos,
within three miles
of Chipewyan,
and, as bhefore,
about the middle
of May. The nest
was much like the
first one; the
mother saw him
coming and
charged furiously,
uttering a sort nf
coughing, He shot
her dead, then
capturing the
voung, cxamined
the nest; there
were three young
this time—they
were white like the
others,

The last case
brought the mat-
ter much nearer
home, for the
scene was close to one of our camps: The
story was related by Murdo McKay, who
went Lo the Barren Grounds with Warbur-
ton Pike.

One day early in July, 18¢3, while they
were encamped on Great Fish River helow
Musk-ox Lake, McKay and three others in
camp saw Pike on a distant hill-side, jump-
ing about in a curious way, then fire his gun
a couple of imes. At length he came into
camp carrying three wolverines, the mother
and two nearly-grown voung ones, Itseems
that he came on them unexpectedly, and
without provocation the mother attacked
him. He had a lively time with her and
had much ado to protect his legs; until we
managed to kill her with a lucky shet.

u Btody

Thus we had fine opportunities for study-
ing wild life. There was only one unful-
filled desire in all we had done; 1 had not



A waitverine and her cubs

seen the great herd of caribou returning to
the woodz that are their winter range,
This herd iz said to rival in numbers the
buffalo herds of story, to reach farther than
the eve can see and to be days in passing a
given point; but it is utterly erratic. It
might arrive in early September. It was
not sure to arrive until late October, when
the winter had begun. ‘This year all the
indications were that it would be late. If
we were to wait for it, it would mean zoing

stealing

uar caribow meat.

out in winter on the ice.  For thiz we were
wholly unprepared. There were no means
of getting the necessary dogs, sleds, and fur
garments; my business was calling me
back to the East. It was useless to discuss
the matter, decizsion was forced on me,
Thereiore, without having seen that great
sight, one of the world's tremendous zoo-
logical spectacles—the march in one body
of millions of caribou—I reluctantly gave

the order to start. On “,'i;_]rh_n]hlﬁr & we
1
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launched the Ann Sefon on her homeward
voyage of nearly 1,000 up-stream miles.

Light incargoand in hearts we made long
journevs in those shortening days. Crossing
the lake in one-third the time it took in
coming, we reached Stony Island at the
noon of the 25th.

Thence southward through ever calmer
water our gallant boat went spinning, reel-
ing off the level miles up the river channel
and down again on its south-west branch,
ina glorious red sunset, covering in one
day the journeys of four in our outgoing,
faster and faster. We seemed to fly, for
we had the grand incentive that we must
catch the steamer al any price that night,
Weeso now, for the first time, showed up
strong; knowing every yard of the way,
he took advantage of every swirl of
the river, and in and out ameng the
larger islands we darted, and when we
should have stopped for the night, no
man said “stop,” but harder we paddled.

We could smell the steamer smoke, we
thought, it was most inspiring, and the

A Seton jumped up to six miles an
hour for a time. So we went, the night
came down, but far away were glitlering
lights, Fort Resolution and the steamer that
should end our toil. How cheering.  The
skilly pilot and the lusty paddler slacked
not—forty miles we had come that day—
and when at last some forty-nine, nearly
fifty, paddled miles brought us stiff and
weary to the landing it was only to learn
that the steamer, notwithstanding bargain
set and agreed on, had gone south fae
days before.
XXIV.—FORT SMITH AND THE TUG

Tuat night 1 slept indoors perforce to
avoid the host of land-polluting, sleep-
destroving dogs—uor, rather, lay down, but
did not sleep, but tossed all night with a
sense of smother, and next day gladly
launched the canoe for Fort Smith. Now
we began the slow, laborions work called
“tracking”; that is hauling the cance up
stream at the end of a line, and in seven
davs reached Fort Smith,

Here again we had the unpleasant ex-
perience of sleeping indoors, a miserable,
sleepless, stifling night.

Next day we rode with our things over
the portage to Smith Landing. 1 had se-
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cured the tug Ariel to give us a lift, and
at 7 P, October 5, we pulled out for the
next stretch of the river.

That night we were abliged to sleep
at the sawmill, and, having had enough of
indoors, T spread my blankets outside,
with the result, as I was warned, of con-
stant visits from the numerous dogs.
Next night we selected an izsland to camp
an: the men didn’t want to stay on the
mainland for * The woods are full of mice
now and their feet are so cald when they
run over vour face as you sleep.”

We did not set up our tents that time,
but lay on the ground; next morning at
dawn, when 1 looked around, the camp
was like a country gravevard, for we were
all covered with leaves and each man was
simply a long mound. The dawn came
up an ominous rose-red. I love not a rosy
dawn; a golden dawn or a chill-blue dawn
is happy, but T fear the dawn of rose as
the red-head light of a storm. It came,
by 8.30 the rain had set in and steadily fell
all day.

XXV, —FORT MCEAY AND JIAROBIA

AT midday, 15th October, we reached
Fort Mckay, this was the last point at
which we saw the Chipewyan stvle of tcpee,
and the first where the Cree appeared.
But its chiefl interest to us lay in the fact
that it was the home of Jiarobia, a capable
river-man who wished to go to Athabaska
Landing. The first thing that struck us
about Jiarohis—whose dictionary name,
by the way, is Elzear Robillard, was that
hi= house had a good roof and a large pile
of wood ready cut.  These were extremely
important indications in a land of improvi-
dence.  Robillard was a thin, active, hali-
breed of very dark skin. He was willing
to go for two dollars a day the round trip,
(eighteen days) plus food and a boat to re-
turn with.  But a difficulty now appeared.
Madame Robillard, a tall, dark half-breed
woman, objected: Elzear had been away
all summer, he should stay home now, *If
you go, I will run off into the hackwoods
with the first wild Indian that wants a
squaw,” she threatened. “Now,” said
Rab, in excellent English, T am up against
it” She didn’t understand English, but
she could read looks and had some French,
s0 1 took a hand.
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ST1 madame will consent, T will advance
her fifteen dollars of her hushand’s pay
and will let her select the hOnest hand-

kerchief in the Hudson Bay's store for a
present.’”’

In about three minutes her Cree elo-
She put a

quence dies a natural death.
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a good deal of Chipewyan. Many of his
personal adventures would have fitted ad-
mirably into the Decameron, but are scarce-
ly suited for this narrative. One even-
ing he began to sing, I listened intently,
thinking mayvbe [ should pick up seme
ancient clunsen of the voyageurs or at

The hend of the musk-ox.

shawl on her head and stepped toward the
door without looking at me.  Rob nodded
to me, and signed to go to the Hudson's
Bay store, by which I inferred that the case
was won; we were going now to select the
present. To my amazement she turned
from all the bright-colored goods and se-
lected a large black silk handkerchiei, The
men tell me it is always so now; fifty years
apo, every woman wanted red things. Now,
all want black, and the traders who made
the mistake of importing red have to import
dyes and dip them all.

Jiarobia, or as we mostly called him, Rob,
proved a most amusing character as well as
a “good man" and the reader will please
note that nearly all of my single help were
“good men.”  His store of anecdote was
unbounded and his sense of humor ever
present, if broad and simple, He talked
in English, French, and Cree, and knew

least a woodman’s * Come-all-ye,” but it
proved to be nothing but the “ Whisiling
Coon.”

NNVL—THE RIVER

Now we resumed our daily life of track-
ing, eafing, tracking, camping, tracking,
sleeping,  The weather had continued fine
with little change ever since we leflt Reso-
lution, and we were so hardened to the life
that it was pleasantly monotonous.

How different now were my thoughts
compared with those of last spring—when
first I looked on this great river.

When we had embarked on the leaping,
boiling, muddy Athabaska, in this frail
canoe, it seemed a foolhardy enterprise.
How could such a craft ride such a stream
for two thousand males? It was hike a
mMouse mounting a monstrous, untamed,
hahitually rolling horse. Now we set out
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each morning, familiar with stream and
our boat, having no thought of danger,
and viewing the water, the same turbid
flood, as our servant. Even as a skilful
tamer will turn the wildest horse into his
willing slave, so have we conquered this
river and made it the bearer of our bur-
dens.

Next night we somehow leit our tent
behind, It was old and of little value, so
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the broad, calm Slave, with its majestic
stretches of level floods, are now as happy
halevon memories of a bright and long
gone past.”

My men were skilful and indefatiga-
ble. ~ One by one we met the hard rapids
in various ways, mostly by portaging, but
on the morning of the 2oth we came to
one so small and short that all agreed the

Huomz of the bull musk-ox

Froo Adr

we did not go back, and the fact that we
never really needed it speaks much for
the sort of weather we had to the end of
the trip.

We were now in the Canyen of the Atha-
baska, and from this on our journey was a
ficht with the rapids. One by one, my
skiliul boatmen negotiated them; either
we tracked up or half unloaded or landed
and portaged, but it was hard and weary
work. DMy journal eniry for the night of
the 18th runs thus:

“T am tired of troubled waters. Al day
to-day and for five days back we have been
fighting the rapids of this fierce river. My
place is to sit in the canoe-how with a long
pole, glancing here and there, right, left
and ahead, watching over the face of this
snarling river, and when its curling green
lips, apart, betray a vellow brown gleam
of deadly teeth too near, it is my part to
ply with might and main that pole, and
push the frail canoe aside to where the
river iz in milder, kindlier mood.  Oh, 1
love not a brawling river any more than
g brawling woman, and the memories of

Hejoai's

hetch-liok,

cance could be forced by with poles and
track line. It looked an insignificant rip-
ple, no more than a fish might make with
his tail, and what happened in going up
is recorded thus,

XXVIL—THE RIVER SHOWS ITS TEETH

“Oct. 20, 1907, Athabaska River, In
the Canyon. This has been a day of hor-
rors and mercies.  We left last Camp early,
f:.35—long before sunrise, and portaged the
first rapid. About g we came to the mid-
dle rapid; this Billy thought we could
track up, so with two ropes he and Rob
were hauling us, Tin how, Preble in stern,
but the strong waters of the middle part
whirled the cance around suddenly and
dashed her on a rock. There was a crash of
breaking timber, a roar of the flood, and in
a moment Preble and T and all the stuff
were in the water.

**My journals,” T shouted, as I went
down, and all the time the flood was hoil-
ing in my cars my thought was on ‘my
journals,” ‘my journals,’
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The camp was like o country  groveyard

“The moment my mouth was up again
above the water, I bubbled out, ‘my jour-
nals, save my journals then struck out
for the shore. Now [ saw Preble hanging
on to the canoe and trying Lo right it.  Hiz
face was calm and unchanged as when set-
ting a mouse trap. ‘ Never mind that, save
yourself,” I called out; he made no re-
sponse, and, after all, it was safest to hang
on to the canoe. 1 was swept into a shal-
low place at once, and got on my feet, and
then gained the shore.

“* My journals, save them first,” I shout-
ed to the two boys, and now remembered

with horror how, this very morning, on ac-
count of portaging, [ had for the first time
put all three journals in the hand-bag that
had disappeared, whereas the telescope
that used to hold two of them was floating
high. It is the emergency that proves
vour man, and I learned that day I had
three of the best men that ever boarded a
boat. A glance showed Preble in shallow
water, coolly hauling in the canoe.

* Rob and Billy bounded along the rugged
shores from one ice-covered rock to an-
other, like two mountain goats; the flood
was spotted with Hoating things, Lut no

=3 (]
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sien of the precious journal bag. Away
out was the grub-box, square and high
afipat, it struck a reef. *You save the
eruby.” velled Billy, above the roaring, piti-
less Aood, and dashed en. T knew Billy's
head was cool and clear. [ plunged into
the water, ice-cold and waist-deep, and be-
fore the merciless one could snatch it along,
I had the grub-box safe. Meanwhile Rob
and Billy had danced away out of sight
along that wild canyon bank. 1 set out
after them, In some eddies, various arti-
cles were afloat, a cocea tin, a milk pot, a
bar of rare orchids, a hali sack of Hour,
and many little things I saved at cost of a
fresh wetting each time, and on the bank,
thrown hastily up by the boys, were bundles
they had been able to rescue,

“1 struggled on, but the pace was killing.
They were young men and dog-runners. 1
was left behind and was gelting so tired
now 1 could not keep warm; there was a
keen frost and [ was wet to the skin. The
chance to rescue other things came again
and again, Twelve times did I plunpge into
that deadly cold river, and so gathered a lot
of small truck, Then knowing 1 could de
little more, and realizing that everything
man could do would be done without me,
turned back reluctantly, Preble passed
me at a run.  He had left the cance in a
good place and had saved some bedding.
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“{Have you seen my journal bag?” He
made a quick gesture down the river, then
dashed away. Alas! 1 knew now, the one
irreplaceable part of our cargo was deep
in the treacherous flood, never to be seen
again.”

At the canoe, T set about making a fire;
there wazs no axe to cut kindling-wood, but
a birch tree was near and a pile of shredded
birch-bark with a lot of dry willows on it
made a perfect fire-lay; then I opened my
wiater-proof matchbox, Oh horrors! the G-
teen matchesin it were damp and soggy.
tried to dry them by blowing on them, my
frozen fingers could scarcely hold them.
Aiter a time I struck one; it was soft and
useless, another and another, at intervals,
till thirteen, then despairing I laid the last
two on a stone in the weak sunlight, and
tried to warm mysell by gathering frewoad
and moving quickly, but it seemed useless,
a very death-chill was on me. [ have often
lighted a fire with rubbing-sticks, but 1
needed an axe, and a buckskin thong for
this, and I had neither. I looked through
the Im;_,;\.u,u that was saved, no matches
and all things dripping wet. 1 might go
three miles down that frightful canyon to
our last camp and maybe get some living
coals, But no, mindiul of the forestry
laws, we had as usual most carefully ex-
l]I'I.”LIIHI'I.l'.Ll the fire with buckets of water.
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My teeth were chattering now, the clothes
freezing on my back, and 1 was tired out.
Then came the thought, why despair while
two matches remain. I struck the first now,
the thirteenth, and in spite of dead fingers
and the sizely, doubtiul match, it crackled,
blazed, and Lhen oh blessed, h[r*-xr.ed birch-
bark, with any Uth::r tinder iy umnbed
hands had surely failed, it blazed like a
torch and warnth at last was mine, and
outward comfort for a house of gloom.

The boys, I knew, would work like heroes
anel do their part as well as man could do
it; my work wasright here. I gathered all
the things along the' beach, made great racks
for drying and a mighty blage. I had no
pots ar pans, but an aluminum bottle would
serve as kettle, and prepared a meal of such
things aswere saved. A scrap of pork, some
tea, and a soggy mass that once was pilot
T'.-rearl Then sat down by the fire to spend
five hours of growing horror, one hundred
and geventy-five miles from a settlement,
canoe smashed, puns gone, pots and pans
rone, specimens all gone, hali our hedding
gone, our food gone, but all these things
were nothing, compared with the loss of my
three precious journals; six hundred pmges
of ohservation and discovery, geographical,
botanical and zoological, ive hundred draw-
ings, valuable records made under all sorts
of trying circumstances, discovery and com-
pass survey of the beautiful N yarling River,
compass survey of the two great northern
lakes, discovery of two great northern rivers,
many lakes, a thousand things of interest o
others and priceless to me, my summer’s
work. gone; yes, 1 could bear that, but the
three chapters of life and thuught irrevoc-
ably gone; the magnitude of this calamity
was crushing, ©Oh, God! this is the most
awful blow that could have fallen at the end
of the six months’ toip.

The hours went by and the gloom grew
deeper, for there was no sign of the boys.
Never till now did the thought of danger
cnter my mind. Had they hr:f:n too fool-
hardy in their struggle with the terrible
river? Had they, too, been made to feel
its power? My guess was near the truth!
and yet there was that awful river un-
changed, glittering, surging, beautiful, ex-
actly as on so many days before, when life
on it had seemed so hright.

At three in the afternoon, I saw a fly
crawl down the rocks a mile away. I fed
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the fire and heated up the food and tea.  In
twenty minutes T could see that it was Rob,
but both his hands were empty.  “If they
found it," T said to myself, “they would
send it back first thing, and if he had it, he
would swing it aloft.” Yet no, nothing
but a shiny tin was in his hands, and the
blow had fallen. The suspense was over,
anyway. I bowed my head, *We have
done what we could.”

Robs came slowly up, worn out. In his
hand a tin of baking-powder. Across his
breast was a canvas hand.  He stepped to-
ward me and turned; there on his back was
the canvas bag that held the labor of all
those long, toilsome months, “I got 'em
all right,”” he smiled in a weak way.

“And the boys?™

Al right now."

“Thank God.” I broke down and
wrung his hand,  “1 won't forget,” was all
Tcouldsay. Hot tea revived him, loosened
his tongue, and I heard the story.

“I knew," he said, *what was first to
save when I had seen you got ashore. Me
and Billy, we run like crazy, we see dat bag
away out inde deep, strong water. De odder
tings came in de eddies, but dat bag, it keep
*way out, but we run along de rocks, after a
mile it came pretty near a point, and Billy
he jump on a rock and reach out, but he fall
in deep water and was carried far, so he had
to swim for his life. 1 run on anoder mile
to anoder point; I got ahead of de bag, den
I got two logs and hold dem between my
legs for rait, and push out; but dat damn
riverhe fake dem logsvery slow and dat bag
very fast, so it pass by. But Billy he swim
ashore, and run some more and he make a
raft, but de raft he stick on a rock, and de
bag he never stick but go like hell,

“Den I say, ‘Here, Billy, you give me
yo' sash,' and I run tree mile more, so far,
I loss t-:ighi of dat bag and make zood rait.
Bymeby Billy he come shouting and point,
I push out in river, and paddle, and watch
and sure dere come dat bag. My, how he
travell far out now, but I paddle and push
hard, and bump he came at raft, and 1 grab
him. Oh, maybe I warn't glad! Ice on
river, frost in air, fourteen mile run on
snowy rocks, but I no care, 1 het I make dat
boss glad when he see me. "

Glad! I never felt more thankful in my
life. Guns, cameras, food, tents, bedding,
dishes were trifling losses, and the horror of
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that day was turning to joy by the crowning
mercy of its close.

“1 won't forget you when we reach the
landing, Rob,” was all T could say. I
didn’t, or the other; and Robillard said af-
terward, “ By Garl dat de best day’s work
I ever done, by Gar, de time I run down dat
hell river after dem damn books."”

XXVIIL—EBRIGHT AGAIN

Ix an hour the other men came hack.
The rest of the day we put in drying the
things, especially our bedding. We used
the aluminum bottle and an old meat tin
for kettle; some bacon, happily saved, was
fried on sticks, and when we turned in that
night it was with light and thankful hearts,
in spite of our manifold minor losses.

Morning dawned bright and beautiful
and keen. How plorious that surging
river looked in its noble canyon, but we
were learning thoroughly that noble sce-
nery means dangerous travel; and there
was much noble scenery ahead, and 1, at
least felt much older than before this upset.

The boys put in a couple of hours re-
pairing the canoe; then studied the river in
hopes of recovering the guns. How well
they seemed to know it! Its every ripple
and curl told a story of the bottom and the
tflood to these river-men.

“There must be a ledge there,” said
Billy, “just where we upset. If the guns
went down at once, they are there; if they
were carried at all, the bottom i1s smooth to
the second ledge and they are there.,” He
pointed one hundred yards away.

So they armed themselves with grappling
poles that had nails for claws. Then we
lowered Rob in the canoe into the rapid and
held on while he fished above the ledge.

“1 tink I feel "em,” said Rob, argin and
again, but could not bring them up. Then
Billy tried.

“Yes, they are there,” Lut the current
was too fierce and the hook too poor; he
could not hold them,

“Then,"” zaid I, “there is only one thing
to do. A man must go in at the end of the
rope; maybe he can reach down. I
never send any man into such a place, but
I'll go myself.”

so I stripped, padded the track line with
a towel, and put it around my waist, then
plunged in.  Ouch! it was cold and going
seven miles an hour.  The boys lowered me
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to the spot where I was supposed to dive or
reach down. It was only five feet deep
hut struggle as 1 might, I could not get
even my arm down. I ducked and dived,
but I was held in the surface like a pennant
on an air-blast. In a few minutes the icy
flood had robbed me of all sensation in my
limbs, and showed how impossible was the
plan, so I gave the signal to haul me in,
which they did, nearly cutting my body in
two with the rope. And if ever there was
a grovelling fire-worshipper, it was my
frozen self when I landed.

Now we tried a new scheme. A tall
spruce on the shore was leaning over the
place; thirty feet out, barely showing, was
the rock that wrecked us. We cut the
spruce =o it fell with its butt on the shore
and lodged against the rock. On this now
Rob and Billy walked out and took turns
grappling. Luck was with Rob. Inafew
minutes, he triumphantly hauled up the
rifle, and a little later the shotgun, none the
worse, Now we had saved everything ex-
cept the surplus provisions and my little
camera, trifling matters, indeed; so it was
with feelings of triumph that we went on
zouth that day.

In the afternoon, as we were tracking up
the last part of the Boiler Rapid, Billy at
the bow, Rob on the shore, the line broke,
and we were only saved from another dread-
ful disaster by Billy's nerve and quickness,
for he fecarlessly leaped everboard, had the
luck to find bottom, and held the canoe's
head with all his strength. The rope was
mended and a safe way was found. At
that time I realized the force of an Indian’s
reply to a trader who sought to sell him a
cheap line, *“In the middle of the rapid, one
does not count the cost of the line.”

At night we camped in a glorious red
sunset, just above the Boiler Rapid. On
the shore was a pile of flour in sacks, in-
scribed in Cree, which Billy read off,
“(rordon; his flour.”

Here it was, the most prized foreign prod-
uct in the country, lying unprotected by
the highway, and no man seemed to think
the owner foolish. Whatever else these
Indians are, they are absolutely honest.

The heavenly weather of the Indian sum-
mer was now upon us. We had left all
storms and {rost behind, and the next day,
our final trouble, the lack of food, was
ended. A great steamer hove in sight—at
least, it looked like a steamer—but, steadily
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coming in, it proved a scow with an awning
and a stove on it. The boys soon recog-
nized the man at the bow as William Gor-
don, trader at Fort McMurray. We hailed
him to stop, when he was a quarter of a
mile ahead, and he responded with his six
sturdy oarsmen, but such was the force of
the stream that he did not reach the shore
till a quarter of a mile helow us.

“Hello! boys, what'sup?" he shouted,
in the brotherly way that seems natural to
all white men when meeting another of
their race in a savage land.

“Had an upset and lost all our food.”

“Ho! that's easy fixed.” Then did that
generous man break open boxes, h.ﬂc:-., and
packages and freely gave without stint all
the things we needed. Kettles, pans, sug-
ar, oatmeal, beans, jams, etc,

*How are you fived for whiskey?" he
asked, opening his own private not-for-sale
supply.

“We have none, and never use it,"" was
the reply. Then I fear I fell very low in
the eyes of my crew.

“Never use it! Don't want it! You
must be pretty damn lonesome in this
country,” and seemed quite unable to grasp
the idea of travellers who wouldn't drink.

Thus the last of our troubles was ended.
Thenceiorth, to the end of October, the voy-
age was one of warm sunny weather and
pleaqant travel.. Each night the sun went
down in red and purple fire, Fach morn-
ing rose in gold on a steel-blue sky. There
was only ene had side to this, that was the
constant danger of forest fire. On leaving
each camp—we made four each day—I put
the fire out with plenty of water, many
buckets. Rob thought it unnecessary to
take so much trouble. But great clouds of
smoke were seen at several reaches of the
river, to tell how dire it was that other
campers had not done the same.

XXIX—THE END

Arr the night of Hallowe'en a partridge a
drummed near my untenanted couch on the
balsam boughs. What a glorious sound of
woods and life triumphant it seemed, and
why did he drum at night? Simply because
he had more joy than the short full day gave
him time to express. He seemed to be beat-
ing our march of victory, for were we not in
triumph coming home ? The gray firat-light
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came through the trees and showed us, lving
cach in his blanket covered with leaves, like
the babesin the woods. The gray jays came
wailing thmu;;h the gloom, a far-off cock-
of-the-pines was trumpeting in the lovely,
unplagued autumn woods. It seemed as
though all the very best things in the land
were assembled, and the bad things all left
out, so that our final memories should have
no evil shade.

The scene comes brightly back again, the
sheltering fir-clad shore, the stanch canoe
skimming the river's tranquil reach, the
water smiling round her bow, as we pushed
from this the last of full five hundred camps.

The dawn fog liits, the river sparkles in
the sun, we round the last of a thousand
headlands. The little irentier town of the
landing swings into view once more—what
a metropolis it seems to usnow! The Ann
Setonr lands at the spot where, six months
agone, she had entered the water. Now
in quick succession come the thrills of a
larger life—the letters from home, the tele-
graph office, the hearty gzood-by to the
brave river-boys, and my long canoe-ride
Was OVer,

I had held in my heart the wanderlust till
it swept me away, and sent me afar on the
back trail of the north wind. I had lived in
the mighty boreal forest, with its redmen,
its buffalo, its mooze, and its wolves; 1 had
seen the great Lone Land, with its endless
plains and prairies that do not know the
face of man or the crack of a rifle; T had
been with its countless lakes that re-echo
nothing but the wail and yvodel of the loons,
or the mournful music of the Arctic wolf.
I had wandered on the plains of the musk-
ox, the home of the snowbird and the cari-
bow. These were the things, 1 had burned
todo. Was I content? Content! Isaman
ever content with a single sip of joy long
dreamed of ?

Two years have gone gince then. The
wanderlust was not stifled any more than

fire is stifled by giving it air. I have
iaiu:n into my heart a longing, giving shape
to an ancient instinct. Have 1 not found
for myself 2 kingdom, and become a part of
it My reasen and my heart say, “Go
back to see it all.” Grant only this—that
I gather again the same brave men that
manned my frail canoe, and as sure as life
and strength continue, [ shall go.
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IX

fLL the way hack to his
house St. George's wrath
kept him silent. He had
rarely been so stirred. He
was not a brawler—his
whole life had been one of
peace; his whole ambition to be the healer
of differences, and yet there were some
things he could not stand, One of them
was cruelty toa human being, and Rutter's
public disowning of Harry was cruelty of
the most contemplible kind.  But one ex-
planation of such an outrage was possible
—the man's intolerable egoism, added to
his insufferable conceit, Only once did
Temple address Harry, walking silently by
hiz side under the magnolias, and then only
to remark maore to himsell than to his com-
panion—"“It's his damned, dirty pride,
Harry—that's what iL is!"

H:;rr}f alzo held his peace, He had no
theories regarding his father’s conduct:
only facts confronted him, one heing that
he had purposely humiliated him beiore
the men who had known him from a boy,
and with whom his future life must be cast,
The end had come now. He was adrift
without a home. Even Kate was lost, if
what he had overheard by chance at the
club was true—that Willits had already
begun to supplant him in her affections.
Thiz last attack of his father's would
strengthen the bond between them, for she
would never overlook this last stigma
which hiz father had cast upon him when
she heard of it, as she certainly must, No-
body would then be left on his side, except
his dear mother, the old house servants,
and St. George, and of these 5t. George
alone could be of any service to him. '

It had all been =0 horrible too, and =o
undeserved—worse than anything he had
ever dreamed of; infinitely worse than the
night he had been driven from Moorlands,
Never in all his life had he shown his father
anything but obedience and respect; fur-
thermore, he had loved and admired him;
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laved his dash and vigor; his superb phy-

‘sique for a man of his years—some fifty

odd—loved too his sportsmanlike qualities
—not a man in the county was his equal
in the saddle, and not a man in his own or
any other county could handle the ribbons
so well,  If his father had not agreed with
him as to when and where he should teach
a vulgarian manners, that had been a ques-
tion about which gentlemen might differ,
but to have treated him with contempt, to
insult him in public, leaving him no chance
to defend himseli—force him, really, into a
position which made it impossible for him
to strike back—was altogether a different
thing and for that he would never, never
forgive him.

Then a strange thing happened in the
Loy's mind. It may have been the shifting
of a grain of gray matter never called into
use before; or it may have been due to
some stranded red corpuscle which, dis-
lodged by the pressure he had lately been
called upon to endure had rushed headlong
through his veins scouring out everything
in its way until it reached his thinking ap-
paratus. Whatever the cause, certain it
was that the change in the boy's view of
life was as instantaneous as it was radical.

Aned this was quite possible when his
Llood is considered. There had been, it is
true, dominating tyrants way back in his
ancestry, as well as spendthriits, drunk-
ards, roisterers, and gamesters, but so far
as the records showed there had never been
a coward. That old fellow De Ruyter,
whose portrait hung at Moorlands and who
might have been his father so great was the
resemblance, had, so to speak, held a shovel
in one hand and a sword in the other in the
days when he helped drown out his own
and his neighbors' estates to keep the
haughty don from gobbling up his coun-
try. ©One had but to look into Harry's
face to be convinced that he too would
have followed in his footsteps had he lived
in that ancestor's time, ;

It was when the boy, smarting under his
father's il‘].‘:.'u.llI Wis 1m_55i|1g under the blos-
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soms of a wide-spreading magnolia, trying
to get a glimpse of Kate's face, if by any
chance she should be at her window, that
this grain of gray matter, or lively red cor-
puscle—or whatever it might have been—
forced itself through. The breaking away
was slow—little by little—as an under-
ground tunnel seeks an opening—but the
light increased with every thought-stroke,
its blinding intensity becoming so fierce at
lazt, that he came to a halt, his eyes on the
ground, his whole body tense, his mind in a
whirl. .

Suddenly his brain acted:

To st down and snivel would do no
good; to curse his father would be useless
and wicked; to force himself on Kate sheer
madness. But=—but—yes—he was twenty-
twol—in perfect health and not ashamed
to look any man in the face. St George
loved him—so did his precious mother, and
Alee, and a host of others. Should he con-
tinue to sit in ashes, swaddled in sack-
cloth—or should he meet the situation like
aman? Then as his mental vision became
accustomed to the glare, two things stood
out clear in his mind—to win Kate bac k,
no matter at what cost—and to compel his
father's respect.

His mother was the first to hear the
music of this new note of resolve, and she
had not long to wait. She had come to
town with the colonel—indeed it was at
her request that he had ordered the coach
instead of coming in on horseback as was
his custom, and was at the moment quietly
resting an St G eorge's big sofa.

“Il iz all over, mother,” Harry cried in
a volce so firm and LELLerlllLd that his
mother knew af once something unusual
had happened—"and you might as well
make up your mind to it—I have. Fa-
ther walked into the club five minutes ago,
looked me square in the face, and cut me
dead; and he insulted Uncle George too,
who gave him the greatest dressing down
vou ever heard in your life.”” He had
Jearned another side of his uncle's char-
acter—one he should never cease to be
erateful for—his outspoken defence of him
hefore his equals.

Mrs. Rutter half rose from her seat in
blank astonishment. She was a frail little
woman with pale blue eyes and a figure
like a curl of smoke.
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“Your—father—did not—speak—to—
youl— You say—your father— But
how dare he!"” she exclaimed excitedly.

“But he did!" replied Harry in a voice
that showed the incident still rankled in his
mind—"“and right in the club, before
everybody.”’

“And the other gentlemen saw it?"” She
stood erect, her delicate body taut with
emotion. There was a strain of some
old-lime warrior in her Wlood that would
brook no insult to her son.

“¥es, half a dozen gentlemen saw it
He did il purposely—so they could sce,
I'll never forgive him for it as long as
Ilive, He had no business to tredt me so!”
His voice choked as he spoke, but there was
no note of surrender or of fear,

She looked at him in a helpless sort of
way: ' Bul vou didn't answer back, did
you my son?’ This came in a tone as if
she feared to hear the details, knowing the
boy's temperament, and his father's.

‘T didn’t say a word; Uncle George
wouldn’t let me. I'm glad now he stopped
me, for | was pretty mad and T might have
said something I would have been sorry
for.” The mother gave a sigh of relicf,
but she did not interrupt, nor did she re-
lax the tautness of her body, * You ought
to have heard Uncle George, though!™
Harry rushed on. “‘He told him there was
not a dog at Moorlands who would not have
treated his puppy better than he had me—
and another thing he told him—and that
was Lhat after to-day I was lis son forever!™

5t. George had been standing at the
front window with his back to them looking
out upon the blossoms. Al this last out-
burst he tarned, and said over his shoulder:

“Yes—that's true, Annie—that's what
I said and what I meant. There is no use
wasting any more time over Talbot, and 1
don't intend 10,

“But Mr. Rutter will get over his tem-
per.”  (She never called him by any other
name.)

*Then he will have to come here and say
s, 1 shall never step foot in hiz house
until he does, nor will Harry. As to his
forgiving Harry—the hoot is on the other
leg; it is Talbot, not the boy he outraged,
who must straighten oul to-day’s work.
There was not a man who heard him who
was not ashamed of him, Oh!—I have no
patience with this sort of thing! The only
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son he's got—his only child! Abominable
—unforgivable! And it will haunt him to
his dying day! Poor as I am, alone in the
world and without 4 member of my family
above ground, I would not Lhﬂn"b‘ |Jl€ltfb
with him. No—Annie—I know Thow yol
feel, and God knows I have felt for vou all
these years, but I tell you the end has come!]
It's finished—over—1I told him so to his
face, and I mean it!"

The slight hody sank hack into her chair
and her eyes filled with tears. Harryknelt
beside her and put his arms about her.
Thiz mother, frail as she was, had always
been his refuge and comfort: now he must
do the comforting!  (Keep moving, old red
corpuscle, there is a lot of work ahead of
youl)

“Don't worry, you dear little mather,”
he said tenderly. * I don’t know how it's
coming out, but it will come out somehow.
Let father go: Kate is the only thing that
countz now, I don't blame her for any-
thing she has done, and T don’t blame my-
self either. All I know is that ev l:'n'l|:|1|1"
has gone wrong. But wrong or right I'm
going to stay here just as long as Uncle
George will let me. He's h&en more of
a father to me than my own. It's youl
can’t get along without, you precious little
mother,” and he patted her pale cheeks.
“Won't you come in every day—and bring
Alec too?” then, as if he had not vet asked
her consent—" You don’t mind my being
here, do you?"

She bent his head closer and kissed his
check. “*“No, my son, I don't mind—I'm
glad. FEwery night of my life I thank the
eood Lord that you are here.”  She raised
her eyes to St. (eorge, who stood looking
down upon them both, and in a voice barely
audible, an unbidden sob choking her utter-
ance, faltered—"1t’s only one more proof
of vour goodness, St. George.”

He raised his hand in protest and a faint
smile crossed his face, “Don't tall that
way, Annie.”

“Iwill—it's true. It is a proof of your
goodness. 1 have never deserved it. I
don’t now—but you never fail me." Her
voice was clearer now—her cheeks too had
regained some of their calor.  Harry lis-
tened wonderingly his arm still around her.

“I couldn’t do anvthing else, Annie—
nobody could under the circumstances’”
His voice had dropped almost to a whisper.,
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“But it was for me you did it, St. GEG#HE-
I would rather think of it that way; it
makes if easier.  Say vou did it for me,’

St. George stooped down, raised her thin
white hand to his lips, Llﬂsed it reverently,
and without a word of any kind walked
to the door of his bed-room and shut it
hehind him.

Mrs. Rutter’s hand dropped to her lap
and a smile of intense relief passed over her
face. She neither looked after St. George
nor did she offer any explanation to Harry;
she merely bent forward and continued her
caresses, stroking the boy's glossy hair,
patting the white temples with her delicate
fingers, smoothing the small, well-set ears
and the Tull hrown throat, kissing his fore-
head, her eyes reading his face, wondering
if she had spoken too freely and yet re-
sretting nothing: what she had said had
come straight from her heart and she was
not ashamed of it.

The boy lay still, his head against her
breast. That his mother had been greatly
stirred was evident in the trembling move-
ment of the soft Hands caressing his hair
and in the way her breath came and went.
Under her soothing touch his thoughts went
hack to the events of the morning:—his
uncle’s defiant tones as he denounced his
father; his soft answer to his mother; her
pleading words in reply, and then the rev-
erent kiss.

Suddenly, clear as the tones of a far-off
convent bell siiting down from some cloud-
swept crag, there stole into his mind a mem-
ory of his childhood—a legend of long ago,
vague and intangible—one he could not put
into words—one Alec had once hinted at.
He held his breath trying to gather up the
loose ends—to make a connected whole; to
fit the parts together. Then, as one blows
out a candle, leaving total daannw, he
hanished it all from his mind.

“Mother dear!—mother dear!" he cried
tenderly, and wound his arms the closer
about her neck.

She gathered him up as she had done in
the old days when he was a child at her
breast: all the intervening vears seemed
blotted out. He was her hal:y hoy once
rl]t'lr'l.‘——hq_ t constant companion and unend-
ing comiort: the one and only thing in her
whole life which understood her,

Soon the warmth and strength of the full
man began to reach her heart, She drew
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him still closer, this strong son who loved
her, and in the embrace there grew a new
and strange tenderness—one born of con-
fidence. It was this arm which must de-
fend her now; this head and heart which
must guide her. She was no longer adriit.

The two had not moved when 5t. George
re-entered the room some moments later.
Harry’s head still lay on her breast; the
thin transparent hands tight about his neck.

X

Tue colonel’s treatment of Harry at the
club had cleared the air of any doubt that
either the hoy or 5t. George might have had
concerning Rutter's frame of mind, Hence-
forth the boy and the man would conduct
their lives as if the Lord of Moorlands did
not exist.

Sa the boy unpacked the things which
Alec had brought in, and with his mother’s
assistance—who came in once o week—hung
up his hunting clothes in the closet; racked
up his puns and fishing rods over the man-
tel and suspended his favorite saddle by a
stirrup on a hook in the hall. Then the
two had set out his books and miniatures;
one of his mother which he kissed tenderly
with the remark that it wasn't half as pretty
as the original and then propped up in the
place of honor in the middle of his desk,
and another of his father which he placed
on an adjoining table—as well as his few
belongings and knick-knacks.  And so the
boy settled down determined not only to
adapt himself to the comiorts—or want of
them—to be found under 5t. George’s roof,
but to do it cheerfully, gratefully, and like
a man and a gentleman.

To none of all this did his father offer a
single objection: * Make a clean sweep of
Mr. Harry Rutter’s things,” he had said to
Alec, “so that T may he relieved from the
annoyance of a second delivery.”

Alec had repeated the order Mo Harry
word for word, adding: “Don’t ye sass
back, Marse Harry—let him blow hisself
out—nhe don't mean nothin'. He's dal
mad he's crazy—gits dat way sometimes—
den purty soon he’s fit to bust hissell wide
open a-cryin'! I see him do dat once when
you warn't mo'n so high, and de doctor
said you was daid fo' sho'.”

Harry made no reply, but it did not ruffie
his temper. His duty was no longer to be
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found at Moorlands; his Uncle George
claimed him.  All his hours would now be
devoted to showing him how grateful he
was for his protection and guidance. Time
enough for his father, and time enough for
Kate, for that matter, should the clouds
ever lift—as lift they would—but his Uncle
Greorge first, last, and all the time.

And 5t. George appreciated it to the full.
Never had he been so happy. Even the
men at the club saw the change, and de-
clared he locked ten years younger—fifteen
really, when Harry was with him, which
was almost always the case—for out of con-
sideration for St. George and the peculiar
circumstances surrounding the bov's con-
dition, his birth and station, and the pride
they took in his pluck—the committee had
at last stretched the rule and had zent Mr.
Henry Gilmor Rutter of Moorlands—with
special reference to ** Moorlands,” a peren-
nial invitation entitling him to the club's
privileges—a card which never expired be-
cause it was systematically renewed.

And it was not only at the club that the
two men were inseparable. In their morn-
ing walks, the four dogs in full cry; at the
races; in the hunts, when some one loaned
both Harry and his uncle a mount—at
night, when Todd passed silently out leav-
ing all the bottled comforts behind him—
iollowed by—"* Ah, Harry!—and you won't
join me? That's right, my son—and 1
won't ask you,” the two passed almost
every hour of the day and night together.
1t was host one minute and father the next.

And this life, if the truth be tald, did not
greatly vary from the one the boy had al-
ways led, except that there was more of
town and less of country in it than he had
heretolore been accustomed to.  The free-
dom from all care—for the colonel had
trained Harry to neither business nor pro-
fession—was the same, and so was the right
to employ his time as he pleased. At
Moorlands he was busy over his horses and
dogs, his sporting outfits, riding to hounds,
cock-fights—common in those days—and,
of course, assisting his father and mother
in dispensing the hospitality of the house.
In Kennedy Square 5t. George was his
chief occupation, and of the two he liked
the last the best. What he had hungered
for all his life was sympathy and compan-
ionship, and this his father had never given
him; nor had he known what it was since




098

his college days.  Advice, money, horses,
clothes, guns—anything and everything
which might, could, or would redound to
the glory of the Rutters had been his for the
asking, but the touch of a warm hand,
the thrill in the voice when he had done
something to please and had waited for an
acknowledgment—that had never come
his way. Nothing of this kind was needed
between men, his father would say to
Harry’s mother—and his son was a man
now. Had their child been a daughter, it
would have been quite another thing, hut a
som was to be handled differently —espe-
cially an only son who was sole heir to
one's entire estate,

And yet it must not be thought that the
outcast spent his time in sheer idleness,
at. George would often find him tucked
away in one of hiz hig chairs devouring
gome book he had culled from the old
general’s library in the basement—a room
adjoining the one occupied by a firm of
young lawyers—Pawszon & Pawson—/(only
one brother was alive) with 4n entrance on
the side street, it being of “no use to me”
St. George had said—"and the rent will
come in handy.” Tales of the sea espe-
cially delighted the young fellow—the old
admiral’s blood being again in evidence—
and =0 might have been the mother’s fine
imagination. It was Defoe and Mungo
FPark and Cooke who enchained the boy's
attention, as well as many of the chronicles
of the later navigators. But of the current
literature of the day, including Longiellow,
Margaret Fuller, Hawthorne, and Emerson,
no one appealed to him as did the man Poe.
He and St. George had passed many an
hour discussing him. Somehow the bond
of sympathy between himseli and the poet
had become the stronger.  Both had wept
bitter tears over the calamities that had
followed an unrequited love.

It was during one of these talks—and the
poct was oflen under discussion—that St
George had suddenly risen from his chair,
lighted a candle, and had betaken himself
to the basement—a place he seldom visited
—from which he brought back a thin,
crudely bound, and badly printed, dust-
covered volume bearing the title ©* Tamer-
lane:—by a Bostonian.” This, with a smile
he handed to Harry, Some friend had
given him the little book when it was first
published and he had forgotten it was in
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the house until he noted Harry's interest
in the author. Then again, he wanted to
see whether it was the boy's literary taste,
never much in evidence, or his romantic
conception of the much-talked-of poet,
which had prompted his intense interest in
the man.

“ Read these poems, Harry, and tell me
who wrote them,” said St. George dusting
the book with a thrash of his handkerchief
and tossing it to the youngfellow.

‘T'he boy caught it, skimmed through the
thin volume, lingered over one or two
pages, ahsorbing each line, and replied in a
decided and delighted voice: ““The same
man who wrote ‘The Raven,” of course—
there can't be any doubt of it. T can hear
Mr. Horn's voice in every line. Why
didn’t you let me have it before?™

“Are you sure?” asked St George,
watching him closely.

“Am I sure >—of course I am! Listen to
this:

"“We grew in age—and—love—together,

Roaming the forest and the wild—"

That’s Kate and me, Uncle George,” and
he smiled sadly. **And then this line:

‘1 saw no heaven but in her eyes.’

And then this line in ' The Raven '—wait
—I will read them.” He had the sheet of
paper Richard Horn had read from at the
club, in his pocket and knew the poem
now by heart;

el this soul with sorrow laden if, within
the distant Ajdenn,

It zhall clasp ‘a sainted maiden whom the
angels call Lenore—

That's me again. I wish [ could read it
like Mr. Horn. What a voice—so deep—
=0 musical—like a great organ, or, rather
like one of the big strings on his vielin."
“And what a mind, too, Harry,” re-
joined 5t.* George. *Richard is a long
way ahead of his time. His head is full of
things that few around here understand.
They hear him play the violin or read, and
some g away calling him a genius, but
when he talks to them about the way the
railroads are opening up, and the new tele-
graph this man Morse is at work on, and
what is going to come of it—or hear him
discuss the development of the country
along scientific lines, they shrug their
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shoulders and tap their foreheads. You
want to talk to him every chance you get,
That is one reason I am glad lhlr__', let vou
into the club, for he is too busy in his work-
shop at home to speak to anybody. No-
body will do you so much good—and he
likes you, Harry. He zaid to me only the
other night when I was dining with him-—
the night you were at Mrs. Cheston's—
that he felt sorry for you; that it was not
your fault, or the fault of your father—
but that you hoth had been caught in the
ehb-tide of a period.”

Harry laughed: “What did he mean by
that?"

T be hanged if I know. You made so
good a guess on the Tamerlane, so it just
oceurred to me I'd try you on this,” and
St. George laughed heartily. (5t. George
was adrift on the Ebb-tide himself did he
but know it.)

Harry thought earnestly for a moment,
pondering upon what the inventor could
have had in his mind. It couldn’t have
been politics that Mr. Horn meant, nor
failure of the crops; nor the way the slaves
were treated. None of these things affected
him. Indeed none of them did he know
anything about. Nor was he an expert on
duelling. It must have been Kate. Yes—
of course—it was Kate and her treatment
of him. The “tide"” was what had swepl
them apart.

“0Oh, T know,” he cried in an animated
tone.  “He meant Kate,  Tell me—what
did he say about her?” He had searched
his books for some parallel from which to
draw a conclusion, but none of them had
given him any relief. Maybe Mr. Horn
could solve the problem.

“He said she was the first of the flood,
though he was mighty sorry for you both;
and he said, too, that, as she was the
first to strike out for the shore, Kennedy
Square ought to build a triumphal arch
for her,” and St. George looked quizzically
at Harry.

“Well, do you think there is any com-
mon sense in that?" blurted out the Loy,
twisting himself in his chair so he could get
a better look at his uncle’s face.

“ No—it doesn't sound like it, but it may
be profound wisdom all the same, if you
can only see it from Richard's point of
view, Try it. There's a heap of brains
under his dear old cranium,”
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Harry fell to tapping the arm of his
chair. Uuu:r reasoning this of Mr. Horn's
he said to himsell. He had always thought
that he and his father were on the tip-top
of any kind of tide, flood or ebb—and as
for Kate, she was the white gull that
skimmed its crest.

Again Harry dropped into de eep thought,
al‘llf[mﬂ his legs now and then in his rest-
less, impatient way. If there was any.
comfort 1o be gotten out of this new doc-
trine he wanted to probe to the bottom
of it

*And what does he say of Mr. Poe?
Does he think he’s a drunken lunatic, like
some of the men at the club2™

“‘No, he thinks he is one of the greatest
literary geniuses the country has vel pro-
duced. He has said so for years—ever
since he began to write. 'Willis first became
acquainted with Mr. Poe through a letter
Richard gave him, and now that the papers
are full of him, :md evervbody is talking
about him, these backbiters like Bowdoin
want to pet into line and say they always
thought so. But Richard has never wa-
vered. Of course Poe loses his balance and
topples over once in a while—but he's get-
ting over it. That is his mistake and it is
unfortunate, but it isn't a crime. [ can for-
give him anything he does so he keeps to
his ideals, If he had had a better bring-
ing up and knew the difference between
good rain-water, Madeira and bad rain-
water and worse whiskey he would keep as
straight as a church deacon, ‘T'oo bad he
doesn't,”

“Well” Harry answered at last, rising
from his r]lmr and brushing the -‘U:hes of hlb
pipe from his clothes—*1 don't know any-
thing about Mr. Horn's tides, but he' s Tight
about Mr. Poe—that is, 1 hope he is
We've both got o ‘ Lost Lenore'” and his
voice quivered. All Harry's rodads ended
at Kate’s door,

And so with these and other talks, heart-
I:urnin"'::, outings, sports, and long tramps
in the country the dogs scampering ahead,
the summer dnw. slipped by,

X1

SvcH were the soft, balmy conditions in
and around the Temple Mansion—con-
ditions bringing only peace and comfort—
{heart-aches were kept in check)—when
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there came one August morning a decided
change of weather—so decided that every-
body began at once to get in out of the wet.
The storm had been brewing for some days
up Moorlands way, where all Harry's
storms started, but up to the present mo-
ment there had been no indications about
Kennedy Square of its near approach, or
even of its existence.

It was quite early in the day when the big
drops began to patter down on Todd’s
highly polished knocker. Breakfast had
heen served and the mail but half opened—
containing among other missives a letter
irom Poe acknowledging one from 5t
George, in which he wrote that he might
soon be in Kennedy Square on his way to
Richmond—a piece of news which greatly
delighted Harrv—and another from Tom
Coston inviting them both to Wesley for
the fall shooting, with a postscript to the
effect that Willits was “still at the Red
Sulphur with the Seymours™—(a piece of
news which greatly depressed him)—when
Todd answered a thunderous rat-a-tat and
immediately thereafter opened the dining-
room door just wide enough to thrust in
his scared face—then his head; shoulder;
arm—and last his hand on the palm of
which lay a small, greasy card bearing
the inscription:

Joux GADGEM, AGENT.

The darky, evidently, was not in a nor-
mal condition, for after a4 moment's
nervous hesitation, his eyes over his left
shoulder asif fearing he was being followed,
he squeezed in the rest of his body, closed
the door softly behind him, and said in a
hoarse whisper to the room at large:

“Dat’s de same man heen here three
times yisterday, He asked fust fer Marse
Harry, an' when I done tol’ him he warn't
home—you was ‘sleep upstairs, Marse
Harry, but I warn't gwinter "sturb ye—he
say he come hack dis morning.”

“Well, but what does he want?* asked
Harry, dropping a lump of sugar in his cup,
He had been accustomed 1o be annoyed by
agenis of all kinds who wanted (o sell him
something—one thing or another—and so
he never allowed any one to get at him un-
less his business was stated beforchand,
He had learned this from his father.

“1 don't know, sah.™
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“What does he look like, Todd?* cried
St. George, breaking the seal of another
letter,

“Wall, he ain’t no gemman—he’s jus' a
pusson I reckon. I done tol’ him you
warn't out o' bed yit, but he said he'd wait.
I got him shet outside but I can’t fool him
no mo’. What'll I do now?"

“Well, what do you think he wants
then ?* Harry burst out impatiently.

“Well,"” said Todd—"ef | was to tell ve
God's truf’ 1 reckon he wants money. He
says he's been to de big house—way out o
de colonel's, and dey th'owed him out—
and now he's gwineter sit down yere till
somebody listens to him. It won’t do to
fool wid him, Marse Harry—I see dat de
fus' time he come. He's a he-one—and
he's got horns on him for sho’. What'll 1
do next?"

Both Harry and 5t. George roared.

“Why bring him in, of course—a ‘ pusson*
with horns an him will be worth seeing.”

A shabby, wizened-faced man; bent-in-
the-back, gimlet-eyed, wearing a musty
brown coat, soiled black stock, unspeak-
able linen, and skin-tight trousers held to
his rusty shoes by wide straps—showing
not only the knuckles of his knees but the
streaked thinness of his upper shanks—
{Cruikshank could have drawn him to the
life)—sidled into the room, mopping his
head with a red cotton handkerchief which
he took from his hat,

“My name is Gadgem, gentlemen—Nr.
John Gadgem of Gadgem & Combes.

“I am looking for Mr. Harry Rutter,
whom 1 am informed—I would not say
positively—but 1 am informed is stopping
with you, Mr, Temple. You forget me,
Mr. Temple, but 1 do not forget you, sir.
That little foreclosure matter of Bucks vs.
Temple—you remember when b

*5it down," said St. George curtly, lay-
ing down his knife and fork. *Todd, hand
Mr. Gadgem a chair.”

The gimlet-eyed man—and it was very
active—waved his hand deprecatingly.

“No, I don't think that is necessary |
can stand. I prefer to stand. I am ac-
customed to stand—I have been standing
outzide this gentleman’s father's door now,
off and on for some weeks, and——"

“Will you tell me what you want?" in-
terrupted Harry, curtly.  References to
Moaorlands invariably roused his ire.
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“T1 am coming to that, sir, slowly, but
surely. Now that [ have found somebody
that will listen to me—that is, if you are Mr.
Harry Rutter—"" The deferential air with
which he said this was admirable.

“(h, yes—I'm the man,” answered
Harry in a resigned voice.

“Yes, sir—so I supposed. And now [
look at you, sir,”" here the gimlet was in full
play—""1 would make an 1ﬂ1d31.r1t to that
effiect before any notary.”  He hegan
loosening his coat with his skinny fingers,
fumbling in his inside pocket, thrusting
deep his hand, as if searching for an elusive
inzect in the vicinity of his arm-pit, his talk
continuing: ** Yes, sir, before any notary,
you are so exactly like your father. Not
that I've seen your father, sir, very many
times*—the elusive had evidently escaped
for his hand went deeper.  ** I've only seen
him once—gnce—and it was enough. It
was not a pleasant visit, sir—in fact, it
was a most snpleasant visit. I came very
neur having cause for acon—for assault,
really. A very polite colored man was all
that prevented it, and— Ah—here it
is!” He had the minute pest now.
“Permit me to separate the list from
the exhibits.”

At this Gadpem'’s hand, clutching a
bundle of papers, came out with a jerk—
=0 much of a jerk that 5t. George who was
about to end the comedy by ordering the
man from the room, stopped short in his
protest, his curiosity getting the better of
him to know what the fellow had found.

“There, sir.” Here he drew a long slip
from the package, held it between his
thumhb and forefinger, and was about to
continue, when 5t. George burst out with:

“See here, Gadgem—if you have any
business with Mr. Rutter you will please
state it at once. We have hardly finished
hreakfast.”

“I beg, sir, that you will not lose your
temper. It is unbusinesslike to lose one’s
temper.  Gadgem & Combes, sir, never
lose their temper. They are men of peace,
sir—always men of peace. Mr, Combes
somelimes resorts to extreme measures, but
never Mr. Gadgem. I am Mr. Gadgem,
sir,” and he tapped hiz soiled shirt front
with his spiled fingernail. *Peace is my
watchword, that is why this matter has
been placed in my hands, Permit me, sir,
to ask you to cast your eye over this.”
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Harry, who was getting interested,
scanned the long slip and handed it to
St. George, who studied it carefully.

“You will note, I beg of you, sir, the first
item.” ‘There was a tone of triumph now
in Gadgem’s voice. “One saddle horse
sixteen hands high, bought of Hampson &
Co. on the"—then he craned his neck =o
as to see the list over Harry's shoulder—
“yes—on the second of last September,
Rather overdue, is it not, sir, if T may he
permitted to remark?™ This came with a
lift of the eyebrows, as if Harry's oversight
had been too naughty for words,

“ But what the devil have I got to do with
this?” The boy was thoroughly angry
now. The lift of Gadgem's eyebrows did it.

“You rode the horse, sir.” This came
with a certain air of “ Oh! T have you now.”

“Yes, and he broke his lep and had to
be shot,” burst out Harry in a tone that
showed how worthless had been the bar-
gain,

“Exactly, sir. So your father told me,
sir. Youdon't remember having paid Mr,
Hampson for him before he broke his leg,
do you, sir?” He had him pinned fast now
—all he had to do was to watch his victim’s
struggles.

fMer
ploded.

* Exactly so, sir—=0 your father told me.
Forcibly, sir—and as if he was quite sure
of it.”

Again he looked over Harry's shoulder,
following the list with his skinny finger.
At the same time he lowered his voice—be-
came even humble. *“Ah, there it is—the
English racing saddle and the pair of
blankeis, and ihu—mtgiu. I ask vou, sir,
whether you have among your papers, any
receipt for (sl

“Bul [ don’t pay these bills—I never pay
any bills.” Harry's tone had now reached
a higher pitch.

* Exactly so, sir—just what your father
said, sir, and with such vehemence that 1
moved toward the door.” QOut went the
finger again, but the insinuating voice kept
up. “And then the Ave hundred dollars
from Mr. Slater—you see, sir, we had all
these accounts placed in our hands with the
expectation that vourfather would liquidate
at one fell swoop—these were Mr, Combes's
very words, sir: ‘One fell swoop.’” This
came with an imward rake of his hand,

Mo, of course not!l" Harry ex-
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his fingers grasping an imaginary sickle,
Harry's accumulated debts being so0 many
weeds in his way.

“And didn't he? He always has,” de-
manded the culprit.

“ Exactly so, sir—exactly what your
father said."”

* Exactly what?™

“That he had heretofore always paid
them.”

“Well, then, take them to him!™ roared
Harry, breaking loose again. “1 haven't
got anything to do with them, and won’t.”

“Your father’s precise words, sir,”
purred Gadgem. “And by the time he
had uttered them, sir, T was out of the room.
It was here, sir, that the very polite colored
man, Alec by name, s0 I am informed, and
of whom I made mention a few moments
ago, became of invaluable assistance—of
very greal assistance, sir."”

“You mean to tell me that you have seen
my father—handed him these bills, and
that he has refused to pay them?"” Harry
roared on.

“I do, sir.”  Gadgem had straightened
his withered body now and was boring into
Harry's eves with all his might.

“Will you tell me just what he said?"
The hoy was still roaring, but the indignant
tone was missing.

“*He said—you will not be offended, sir
—vyou mean, of course, sir, that you would
like me to state exactly what vour father
said, proceeding as if 1 was under cath.”
It 15 indescribable how soft and melliflu-
ous his voice had now hecome.

Harry nodded.

“He said, sir, that he'd be dammed if
he'd pay another cent for a hot-headed
fool who had disgraced his family. He
said, sir, that you were of age—and were
of age when vou contracted these hills,  He
said, sir, that he had already sent you these
accounts two days after he had ordered
you from his house. And finally, sir—1I
say, finally, sir, because it appeared to me
at the time to be conclusive, he zaid, sir—
that he would set the dogs on me if I
ever crossed his lot again.  Hence, sir, my
appearing three times at your door yester-
day. Hence, sir, my breaking in upon you
at this unseemly hour in the morning, 1
am particular myself, sir, about having
my morning meal disturbed; cold coffee is
never agreeahle, gentlemen—but in this
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case you must admit that my intrusion is
pardonable.”

The hoy understood now.

“(Come to think of it 1 have a bundle
of papers upstairs tied with a red string
which came with my boxes from Moor-
lands. I threw them in the drawer with-
out opening them.”  This last remark was
addressed to St. George who had listened
at first with a broad smile on his face,
which had deepened to one of intense
seriousness, as the interview continued,
and which had now changed to one of ill-
concealed rage.

“Mr. Gadgem,” gritted St, George be-
tween his teeth—he had risen from the
table during the colloquy and was standing
with his hack to the mantel, the blood up
to the roots of his hair.

Y e it

** Lay the packages of hills with the mem-
oranda on my desk and 1 will look them
over during the day.”

“But Mr. Temple,” and his lip curled
contemptuously—he had had hundreds of
men play that same trick on him:

“Not another word, Mr. Gadgem. I
said  l—would—look—them—over—dur-
ing—the—day. You've had some dealings
with me and know exactly what kind of a
man I am. When [ want vou I will send
for you, If I don’t send for you, come
here to-morrow morning and Mr. Rutter
will give you his answer. Todd—show
Mr. Gadgem out.”

“But, Mr. Temple—you forget that my
duty is to ”

“I forget nothing. Tedd, show Mr.
Gadgem out,”

With the closing of the door behind the
agent, 5t. George turned to Harry. His
eyes were snapping and his big frame was
tense with anger. This phase of the affair
had not occurred to him—nothing in which
money formed an important part ever did
occur to him.

“A cowardly piece of business, Harry,
and of 4 par with everything he has done
since you left his house. Talbot must be
crazy to act as he does. He can’t break you
down in any other way, so he insults you
before his friends and now throws these in
your face "—and he pointed to the package
of bills where Gadgem had laid it—**a most
extraordinary proceeding, Please hand me
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that list. Thank you. . . . Now this third
item - . . this five hundred dollars—
did you get that money ? "

“Yes—and another hundred the next
day, which isn't down,” rejoined the young
man running his eve over the lat,

“Borrowed it? "

“Yes, of course—for Gilbert. He got
into a card scrape at the tavern and I helped
him out. I told my father all about it and
he said T had done just right; that Imust
always help a friend out in a case like that,
and that he'd pay it. All he abjected to
was my borrowing it of a tradesman instead
of my coming to him.” It was an age of
borrowing and a bootmaker was often bet-
ter than a hanker.

S Well—but why didn't vou go to him? "
He wanted to get at all the facts,

*There wasn’t time. Gilbert had to
have the money in an hour, and it was the
only place where I could get it,”

YO course there wasn't time—never is
when the stakes are running like that.”
st. George folded up the memorandum.
He knew something of Talbot's iron will,
but he never supposed that he would lose
his sense of what was right and wrong in
exercising it. Again he opened the list—
rather hurriedly this time, as if some new
phase had struck him—studied it for a
moment, and then asked with an increased
interest in his tones:

“DHd Gilbert give you back the money
you loaned him?”

* Yes—certainly; about a month after-
ward.” Here, at least was an asset.

St. George's face lighted up:
what did you do with it?"

“Took it to my father and he told me
to- use it: that he would settle with Mr.
Slater when he paid his account;—when,
too, he would thank him for helping me
out.””

#And when he didn’t pay it back, these
buzzards learned you had guit your father’s
house, they employed Gadgem to pick vour
bones.”

“Yes—it seems so, bul Uncle George,
it's due them!" exclaimed Harry—"they
ought to have their money. I would never
have taken a dollar—or bought a thing if
I had not supposed my father would pay
for them." There was no question as to
the boy's sense of justice—every intonation
showed it.

L And
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A course it"s due—due by vou, too—
not your father; that's the worst of it
And if he refuses to assume it—and he has
—it is still to be paid—every cent of it
The question is how the devil is it to be
done—and done quickly. I can't have you
pointed out as a spendthrift and a rluc!p:r
No, this has got to be settled at ence.”

He threw himsell into a chair, his mind
absorbed in the effort to find some way out
of the difficulty. The state of his own
bank account precluded all relief in that
direction. To borrow a dollar from his
bank on any note of hand he could offer
was out of the question, the money strin-
gency having become still more acute. Yet
help must be had, and at once.  Again he
unfolded the slip and ran his eyes over the
items, his mind in deep thought, then he
added in an anxious tone:

*Are you aware, Harry, that this Hst
amounts to several thousand dollars?

“Yes—I saw it did. T had no idea il
was so much., I never thought anything
about it, in fact. My father always paid—
paid for anything T wanted.” Neither did
the young fellow ever concern himself
about the supply of water in the old well at
Moorlands. His experience had been alto-
gether with the bucket and the gourd:
all he had had to do was to dip in.

“ And have you any money left, Harry 7
Again St (George ruminated. It had been
many vears since he had been so disturbed
about any matter involving money.

“Wot much. What I have is in
drawer up~mir~=-'

“Then I'll lend you the money,”  This
came with a certain H'[H'}ntd]'ll?IM— quite as
if he had said to a companion who had lost
his umbrella—" Take mine!™

“But have you got it, Uncle George?”
asked Harry in an anxious tone,

“No—not that 1 know of,” he replied
simply, but with no weakening of his de-
termination to see the bey through, no
matier at what cost.

“Well —then—how will you lend t?™
laughed Harry, Money crises had not
formed part of his troubles.

“Egad, my boy, I don't know!—but
somehow."

He rang the bell and Todd put in his
head. “Go around outside, Todd—see if
young Mr. Pawson is in his office below,
present my compliments and say that it will

my
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give me great pleasure to call upon him repeated St. George sententiously. There

regarding a matter of business."”

“Yes, sah i

“—And, Todd—say also that if agree-
able to him, T will be there in ten minutes.”

Punctually at ten o’clock on the follow-
ing morning the shrivelled body and anx-
ious face of the agent was ushered by Todd
into St. George’s presence, Dandy sniffing
at his knees, convinced that he was a
suspicious person. The hour had been
fixed by Temple in case he was not sent for
carlier, and as no messenger had so far
reached him the bill collector was greatly
in doubt as to the nature of his reception.
He had the same hat in his hand and the
same handkerchief—a weekly, or probably
a monthly comfort—its dingy red color
deirauding the laundry.

“1 have waited, sir,” Gadgem began in
an unctuous tone, his eyes on the dog who
had now regained his place on the hearth
rug—“waited impatiently, relving upon
the word and honor of i3

“There—that will do, Gadgem," laughed
St. George good-naturedly. Somehow he
seemed more than usually happy this
morning—bubbling over, indeed, ever
since Todd had brought him a message
from the voung lawyer in the basement
but half an hour before. * Keep that sort of
talk for those who like it, Mr. Gadgem:—
No, Todd, you needn't bring Mr, Gadgem
a chair for he won't be here long enough
to enjoy it. Now listen,” and he took the
memorandum from his pocket. “These
bills are correct. Ble. Rutter has had the
money and the goods. Take this list
which I have signed to my attorney in the
office underneath and be prepared to give a
receipt in full for each account at twelve
o'clock to-morrow. 1 have arranged to
have them paid in full. Good-morning.”

Gadgem stared. e did not believe a
word about finding the money downstairs.
He was accustomed to being put off that
way and had already formulated his next
tactical move. In fact he was about to
name it with some positiveness, recounting
the sort of papers which would follow and
the celerity of their serving, when he sud-
denly became aware that St, George's eye
was fixed upon him and instantly stopped
breathing,

“I said good-morning, Mr. Gadgem,”

was no mistaking his meaning.

“I heard you, sir,” hesitated the col-
lector—*I1 heard you distinctly, but in
cases of this kind there is——"

St. George swung back the door and
stood waiting. No man living or dead had
ever doubled the word of 5t. George Wil-
mot Temple, not even by a fone of the
voice, and Gadgem's was certainly sug-
gestive of a well-defined and most offensive
doubt. ‘Todd moved up closer; Dandy
rose to his feet, thinking he might be of use.
The little man looked from one to the
other. He might add an action for assault
and battery to the claim, but that would
delay its collection.

“Then at twelve o'clock, to-maorrow, Mr.
Temple,” he purred hlandly.

“At twelve o'clock | repeated St. George
coldly, wondering which end of the intruder
he would grapple when he threw him
through the front door and down the frant
steps.

1 will be here on the stroke of the clock,
sitr—on the stroke,” and Gadgem slunk out,

For some minutes St. George continued
to walk up and down the room, stooping
once in a while to caress the setter; dry-
washing his hands; tapping his well-cut
waistcoat with his shapely fngers, his
thumbs in the arm-haoles, halting now and
then to stretch himseli to the full height of
hisbody. He had outwitted the colonel—
taught him a lesson—let him see that he
was not the only *““hound in the pack,”
and, best of all, he had saved the boy from
annoyance and possibly from disgrace.

st George was still striding up and down
the room, when Harry, who had overslept
himself, as usual, came down to breakfast,
Had some friend of his found a gold mine
in the back yard—or better still, had Todd
just discovered a forgotten row of old
“Brahmin Madeira™ in some dark corner
of his cellar—Temple could not have been
more buoyant.

*Glad you didn't get up any earlier, vou
good-for-nothing sleepy-head!" he cried in
welcoming, joyous tones. *You have just
missed that ill-smelling huzzard.”

“What buzzard?” asked Harry, glanc-
ing over the letters on the mantel in the
forlorn hope of finding one from Kate,

" Why, Gadgem—and that is the last you
will ever see of him.”
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“Why?—has father paid him?" he
asked in a listless way, patting Dandy’s
head thrust affectionately into his hand—
his mind still on Kate. Now that Willits
was with her, as every one said—she would
never write him again, He was a fool to
expect it he thought, and he sighed heavily.

“Of course he hasn't paid him—but [
have. That iz, a friend of mine has—or
.“?iu_:l?

¥ou havel” cried Harry with a start.
He was interested now—mnot for himself,
but for St. George—no penny of his
uncle's money should ever go to pay his
debts, “Where did the money come
from ™

“Never vou mind where the money came
from. You found it for Gilbert—did he ask
you where you got it? Why should you
ask mep"”

“Well, I won’t; but you are mighty good
to me, Uncle George, and I am very grate-
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always believed that the financial tangle
would be straightened oul somehow,
“No!—damn itl—you are not grateful.
You shan't be grateful!” cried 5t. George
with a boyish laugh, seating himself that
he might £l his pipe the better from a
saucer of tobacco on the table. “If you
were grateful it would spoil it all. What
you can do, however, is to thank your lucky
stars that that greasy red pocket handker-
chief will never be aired in your presence
again. And there's another thing you can
be thankful for now that you are in a thank-
ful mood, and that is that Mr. F'oe will IJE
at Guy’s to-morrow, and wants to see me.’
He had finished ﬂ]lmg the bowl, and had
struck a match,
The boy's eyes danced. Gadgem, his
father, his dehts, eve rything—was forgotten.
“0h, I'm o0 gladf How do you know? "
“ Here's a letter from him.” (Puff-puff.)
“And can I see him?™

“Of course you can see him! We will
have him to dinner, my boy! Here comes
not been heavy, It was only the sting of Todd with your coffee. Take my seat so
his father's refusal that had hurt. He had I can talk to you while I smoke,”

{T'c be continued. )

ful to you.” The relief was not over-
whelming, for the burden of the debt had

INSPIRATION

By John Kendrick Bangs

Waen Phyllis lets me gaze into her eyes,

It fills my soul with ever fresh surprise

To note a Agure small deep-set in each,

As though a “thousand leapues beyond my reach,
No larger than the tiniest woodland elf—

Each one the perfect portrait of myself.

The perfect portrait? Nay! I would "twere so
Rejoicing in that soft and heavenly glow

That hedges them about! What utter bliss

To live, and be, in such a home as this,

And lcuking out from it each day to see

The world as Phyllis thinks the world to bel

Ah well—let it be mine to choose my way,

Year after vear, through every passing day,

So well, in truth, that as this world appears
To her, unsullied, void of evil fears,

So may it be as far as in me lies

To keep it as it seems to Phyllis’ eyes.



FANCHOT

By Fannie Heaslip Lea

ILLUustEAaTIONS BY Lucrus W. HiTeHCOCK

have sat in the stalls of
the old French Opera
House on Bourbon Street,
to hear “Le Jongleur de
Notre Dame”—you will
remember Fanchot.

Fanchot was Le Jongleur. I do not say
he sang it. Mary Garden did that. Fan-
chot was the creature—body and blood
and motley. A shrinking, undersized boy,
meagrely Aeshed; an eager body inside the
jugeler’s gauds; great, gentle, sad, gray eyes;
and a mouth, pitifully young, forever twitch-
ing between pain and laughter—that was Le
Jongleur. Incidentally, that was Fanchot.

When they took him from his halls and
tricks to put a monk's robe on him, it tied a
knot about your heart—he was so much a
boy, so young, so eager, so full of quaint
bravado, and passionate desire to please—
but when in the last act he came before the
altar, casting that robe aside, the knot
biroke, and your heart swelled to bursting.
If vou were human, and had not the temper
of cold steel, you put a hand to your eyes,
unashamed.

For Fanchot, in motley, singing his songs,
dancing his dances, and juggling his bright
swifl balls before the Blessed Mother—ihe
only offering he knew how to make her—
was something not easily Lo be laughed
aside. Like a gallant toy soldier come to
life, he strutted np and down, his little drum
throhbed beneath his fingers, and his bells
jingled. Above him, the high altar glowed,
with lights like jewels. When he looked up
to the pictured face of Mary, his feet fal-
tered, and his voice broke; but then he soon
went on again, more eagerly than ever,
leaping and whirling like mad in the earnest
of his dance. Had not Boniface told him
that the best one could do made always an
acceptable offering in Her sight? And,
this was his best—his highest reach—his
Art. So when he fell panting upon the
altar-steps, exhausted near to death, and
the white hand of the Virgin was stretched
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out above him in benediction—you credited
themiracle. More, you saw your uwn_m;
tomed prayers for what they were, sick, sorry
things in the light of that boy's white faith.

That, as I have said, was Le Jongleur
who was Fanchot. But Fanchot was not
always Le Jongleur, else this story need not
be written. There is not much material in
mere goodness for the stories that people
will read.

Fanchot in his ordinary self, was some-
what otherwise. His name, given him by
cerfain doting parents and godparents in
baptism, was Camille Jean Marie, which
goes far to explain why he sang in a lyric
tenor and wore neckties of delicate gray.
When he was not rehearzsing, nor perform-
ing, nor riding about in taxicabs—a reerea-
tion which he adored—he lived at the Hotel
de Paris, which, every one knows, is just
across the street from the French Opera
House, and shelters in its capacious gray
bosom most of the latter's song-hirds.

Fanchot had a room there and, in addi-
tion, when he chose to be at home for them,
three plentiful meals a day. On the whole,
he found it an easy and a pleasant life. Of
an evening, he sat cosily ensconced behind
the little table nearest the window—which
was nearest the door—and sipped his sour,
red wine, and gulped his café moir, and
rolled and lit his subsequent cigarettes, with
no interruption other than the genial nod of
Charprent, the big basso, who ate across
the room with his wife; or the shrill, com-
radely greeting of Handel, the premicre dan-
sewse; or the languishing glances of Her-
gere, the fat soprano, who hugged a little
white dog with one hand, and manipulated
a fork with the other.

Fanchot sat quite alone, yet was not lone-
Iy, till there came upon the scene, the little
Martier!

Martier, to admit the grievous truth, was
an interloper. Poor, pretty Guyol, the
original chanteuse legére of the troupe, had
quarrelled with the manager, and [[epa_fted
in haste, thereby forfeiting 2 month’s sal-



“"You hove perhaps onoeve of glass?

ary; whereupon Martier, coming, as Fan-
chot justly considered, from Heaven-knows-
where, in answer to imploring managerial
telegrams, took her place. TFurther, there
heing no other seat for the new-comer, she
was put téte-a-téte with Fanchot at the little
table. Further yet, she was so pretty as to
be proud, and so petted as to be spoiled—a
dark, scornful little creature, rose-cheeked,
with eves like the evening star's reflection in
twin pools. Furthest of all, upon the first
evening, Fanchot had spoken quite kindly,
meaning to put her at her ease, and the hus-
sy had flouted him. Somewhat after this
fashion:

“You have sung elsewhere?” inquired
FFanchot with an air—indulgent as an old
gentleman in spats,

“That runs without speaking,” she re-
turned coolly, “else what should I be daing
here? ™

“But vour 50 charming youth” he per-
sisted still kindly. Just at the forst, she
pleased his arfistic eye.
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Martier bit her lower lip to stifle a yawn.

“The bread, if you please.™

Fanchot presented it

“¥ou cannot have had much experience.”

“Not too much,” she retorted pertly,
“but enough.”

“¥You would sing Musetie, one supposes
—a very delightful Musette.”

Now it 15 not Musette who has the im-
portant role in ¥ Bohéme.” The little chan-
fense flung Fanchot a disdainful look.

“Mimi,” she corrected laconically.

“Ah?" said Fanchot, still quite innocent
of any desire to offend, “one would not
have supposed it. Nedda?”

She merely nodded.

“Michaela?”

An affirmative motion of the evebrows.

“Tuliette?™

Another nod.

At that, he smiled, with pleasure—the
baoyish, deprecating smile of Le Jongleur,

“I also sing Romeo. It is of my best,”

She looked him over accurately,

237



235

“(One would not have supposed it. We
have no sugar at this place?”

Fanchot signalled the disinterested wait-
er. Having a friendly heart, Fanchot en-
deavored still to condescend.

“You will not find us difficult—we little
ones of the Opera,”

“What does it matter 2" inquired the in-
solent Martier, and rose from the table,
having finished her meal. She left Fan-
chot staring,

There you have in its beginning a very
pretty feud, for Martier continued to sit at
Fanchot's table, and =oon his spirit rose
against her continued fagellation. It was
not a great spirit, if you like, having its finest
expression in juggling balls before an altar;
but clean it was—as spirits go—and childish-
Iy sweet. Tt could be childishly vicious, too,
when some one prodided it, as Martier chose
to do invariably, It was as if she had con-
ceived a feline dislike for him, unsheathed
her claws whenever he approached, and de-
fied him to smooth her fur. Scon there was
open war beiween them, to the good-natured
amusement of the rest of the troupe.

““She is a cat, that little Martier,” said
Fanchot gloomily to Charprent one day.

“¥es, but 1 had rather have her scratch
than purr,” was the bhasso's deep-voiced
condolence. It i5 so hard to be rid of
them—when they purr.”

FFanchot shrugped. He was fresh from
an encounter, and his wounds yet smarted.

One deep wound which Martier had in-
flicted, and continued to rub with salt, con-
cerned acutely the personal comeliness of
the little tenor.

FFanchot had a cast in one eye—a very
slight cast—scarcely to be noticed, and
surely not to be remarked upon.  Martier
observed it, however, and all was grist that
came to her wicked mill.

“¥You have perhaps an eye of glazs? " she
inquired pleasantly one evening at dinner,
when the feud had been more than usually
intense. :

Fanchot indignantly denied it

*“But why should you care? Itisa very
good eve—the difference isslicht.  1should
scarcely have known!”

“It1s my own eye,” he assured her, in a
white heat of rage,

“But yes"” she murmured soothingly,
“it becomes your own, since it is paid far,
A perfect match. T assure you, I should

Fanchot

never have known, except for a little, Little
crookedness—like a cast.”

Wt ir a cast,” said Fanchot between his
teeth, “in mey eve.”

“Oine understands,” she agreed indul-
gently, “in vour eye—not in the one of
glasa.  No matter!”

Thereafter she lost no occasion of tor-
menting him. Fanchot was impotent, till
an unexpected, but quite perceptible flat-
ting of Mimi's notes, one night, gave him
his opportunity. Next day at luncheon, he
rose to the occasion.

“How you must have been mortified!"
he consoled her, “‘last night—to fat so
dreadiully!™

“12" cried Martier, “to flat!"

Her hrown eves flamed fury. The blood
swept up into her cheeks.

“The papers speak of it—you have not
seen?” he suggested mildly. “ No matter!
Let ustalk of something more pleasant——"

Martier was out of the room, and half-
way up the stairs in quest of a morning pa-
per, before the last word left his lips.

“Toucké! " chuckled Fanchot to himself,
But he pushed his plate aside, and ate no
more lunch that day.

For Le Jongleur who was Fanchot, and
Fanchot who was Le Jongleur, had come to
love the one who flayed him.  Slowly, but
with the sureness of a sunrise, it had come
to him that his taunts were so many weak
defences, so many feeble barricades against
an encroaching tide. While he answered
sneer with sneer, his eves were hungry upon
the curl that touched her cheek.  While he
parried and thrust in the vindictive fence
she forced upon him, he would have given
his soul to put his lips to her hand; and
while he laughed lightest at the flatting of
her notes, mentally he was down in the dust
at her feet, praying that for her own sake,
she might not do it again.

Nothing of this came home to Martier,
though beside herself there was no soul in
the troupe who did not know the” truth, or
who failed, with true temperamental wit, to
make a jest of it.

Th':’ season marched, as seasons do, and
one alter another, subscription nights were
added to the past. By some quaint chance,
the fickle public chose to he p[r_-a-sugd with
Fanchot and Martier in “ Pagliacci "—so
" Pagliacci” was sung, an incredible num-
ber of times, with Martier, an impish, en-
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perhaps a ke past the third hour after mudmghe

He stretched both hands across the table ik

whispered a name —Page oy

ticing Nedda, and Fanchot,
impazsioned Canio.  Something more than
the sad clown’s fury burned in Fanchot's
grayv eves on such nights. A fire of longing
touched him, and a flame of wild repret.
In “Romeo et Juliette” he was the wistiul
lest Jover those walls had seen—as Juliette
was the shyvest maid—what Fanchot lacked
in impressiveness of stature, he atoned for
in earnesi—but it was hard for any man to
love poetically to the undercurrent accoms-
|.~:|r'|irm-11| that hlartier |r|.'1_l.'|'|| him.
When, for example, she leaned from the
balcony into his yearning arms, he hav-
ing gallantly ascended the rope-ladder, and
pledged him her tender heart—between the

a poignantly outbursts of their duet, she tortured hin in

a delicate whisper,

“Tho not put your face =0 near—I1 cannot
sing

“Oh la! la!'—f you regard me so mourn-
fully with the eve of glass, 1 shall undeubt-
edly laugh.”

“1f only you do not Qat!™ hissed Fanchot,
before vowing, in exquisite limpid harmo
nies, that yonder moon might prove his

constancy.

By reason of the merciless exigencies of
Gounod’s music, Juliette was thereupon
faint with happiness, but in a murmur fol-
lowing sweetly, so that her red lips harely
moved, she wielded the lash once mare:
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“1 do not care that you should hold me so
clopp——r0""

And Romeo, swearing his soul to her ser-
vice, muttered in the first free second, with
dry lips—

*1 have no wish——"'

Wherein he lied, shamefully—irom the
depths of a fiery furnace, as it were,

But Martier did not laugh. Being Ju-
liette, she flung instead both white arms
about his neck, and uttered a trill of ecstatic
emotion—only as her dark hair swept his
cheek where the blood leaped up to wel-
come it, she cooed softly, with a refinement
of derision, with an absolule quintessence
of unkindliness:

“That sees itself.”

In spiteof all which,* Romeo et Juliette
was one of Fanchot's few remaining joys in
life. At least it brought him to where he
would be, and not all the little Martier's un-
speakable cruelties could rob him of a con-
sequent choking happiness that endured to
the fall of the curtain.

Fanchot was not a Cave-Man, as one sees
that delightful tradition. It occurred to
him not once in the course of a tumultuous
geason that no woman is won by humility,
and that a trifle of brute force will move
mountains. It may be he had never heard
of a Cave-Man, or, having heard, it may
be that he shuddered at the heresy. In
any case, where rudeness and determina-
tion might have been wisdom most effect-
ive, he preferred to rely upon caustic epi-
grams, which broke beneath his weight—
adlded to their own.

So things grew no better between the little
tenor and the chanlewse legere—if anvthing,
they altered for the worse. Day after day,
the two broke bread together at the little
table, and scorned each other furiously
ahove the salt. The audiences that filled
the Opera House from parquet to gallery
that winter, never knew that each red-rose
moment of “Pagliacci” was a delicious
agony to Fanchot who sang it. They ap-
plauded—those big stupid audiences—and
in the boxes, the débutantes, all white and
pink like wind-flowers, murmured, rustling
among themselves:

“Tsn't he sweet 7—Fanchot! Those eyes,
my dear! No less than burning!—and
evelashes long as vour arm,”

Poor Fanchot! Martier had not observed
those eyelashes, or she would doubtless have
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asked, with a delicate sniff, if perhaps he
Lraided them hefore retiring at night.

It was well into January when the first
slackening of work appeared, and with it
the first easier days for the singers.  Mardi
Gras came early, with a rout of balls pre-
ceeding it, and the Opera House was, hy
right of tradition, converted on such occa-
sion into a ball-room.  Not more than two
nights out of a week, therefore, were Ber-
gére and Charprent and Martier and the
rest of them in demand. They took ad-
vantage joyfully of their increasing idleness.
Charprent and his wife made long excur-
sions into the country, returning foot-sore
and jubilant. Bergére and her little white
dog underwent a rest-cure with a masseuse
in attendance. Flippant, slender Handel
haunted the shops in an orgy of chiffons.
Fanchot, daily, took solemn, aimless rides
in buzzing taxicabs. And Martier—Mar-
tier went away, as often as chance permit-
ted, to a certain charming plantation-house,
in one of the Parishes, where the hostess,
herself a poet in a small and delicate way,
delighted to play at bohemia, and worship
genius in its hours of ease.

She was a witch, that small Martier,
Upon each fresh return, when Fanchot,
hoping against hope, greeted her tentative-
ly, she trod upon his wound. You may
imagine her little French heels, dappled
with blood, tapping blithely, nonetheless,
upon their way,

“Ah!" she would cry, unfolding her nap-
kin daintily, “you? How this place is dull
—ch? Are you looking at me? 1 cannot
always tell—because of the eye. Is it not
quaint?

And Fanchot would smile wryly—his
hope once more flung back upon itself.

“To-night,” he would remind her,
“there is Juliette. I trust she will not flat
one little note. I have an ear so delicate!”

But it grew tiresome, that game!

Then ai the end of a certain week, the
last in January, Martier, who had gone
as usual to the plantation, failed to return
one morning; and evening papers, hawked
about the street by careless boys, printed
her name in little black letters, midway of a
pitiful little list. There had been a wreck
—a spreading rail—and four lives lost.
That was not, in itself, so strange a thing.
We must have wrecks, we who travel fast.
But when the wreck is at our door
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Charprent, the paper crackling in the
hold of his great fist, came first to the Hotel
de Paris with the news. To his wife who
met him on the stairs with some inconse-
quent pleasantry about his lateness, he said
five words, his kind, square-jawed face
paling dreadiully, his voice a husk.

“The little Mactier,” he told it thus, “is
dead.”

“Ninette!” shrieked madame, clutching
the railing.

In a moment she essayed to laugh, timo-
rously.

“Macagque! You jest.”

“Read,” said Charprent, and held the
paper up before her eyes, whereupon ma-
dame went presently, and with no warning
beyond one strangled gulp, into a clamor of
hysterics. She had been fond of the wilful
mirl.

“That is well enough,” muttered Char-
prent, “we must all grieve—we others—
but who is to tell Fanchot?"

Not Bergére—who, when she heard of
the tragedy, clutched her little white dog up
to her cheek, and wept loudly. She had
heen jealous of Martier, but one cannot be
jealous of the dead. Her tears were real.

Handel cried out hetween her sobs that
she would not dare, she could not bear to
hurt a fly.

The rest were no less stubborn—like
irightened children.

“Then I, myseli—" sighed Charprent.

A ploom settled down upon the Hotel
de Paris, like a clinging black pall. The
women gathered in Bergére’s room weep-
ing, and remembéring little sunny episodes
of the dead pgirl's life. The men clogged
the hallways, smoking solemnly. Into
this atmosphere of darkness and dolor,
came Fanchot, and closed the deor behind
him.

At first they thought, Charprent and one
other who went gravely to meet him, that he
did not know. He wore a gray suit, with a
red Hower in his button-hole, and his soft
gray hat was pushed quite rakishly upon
the back of his head. Then they saw his
face, and Charprent, not knowing why he
did so, took the paper from Fanchot's hand.

“Am | late for dinner?"” asked Fanchat,
and that wasall. The soul of the man, like
a naked thing seeking cover, caught up the
first flimsy commonplace it could find to
shelter its agony.
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“Np,"” said big Charprent, clumsily ten-
der, “you are not late, my boy.”

And the third man added eagerly, he too
clutching the ordinary, for comfort:

“There is perhaps an hour yet.”

“That is good,” said Fanchot, but when
they looked to see him go up the stairs, car-
rying his grief like a burden, he crossed the
threshold of the dining-room, walked
siraight to the little table by the window,
placed his hat upon the floor, sat down,
rested his elbows upon the cloth, andsstared
at the empty chair—the chair of little Mar-
tier—which stood there facing him. All
of this he did like a man in a dream, not de-
liberately, but with an unsceing sureness.
The forks beside her plate were awry, and
he set them straight. Then he sat once
more quiet, looking across the table, his
hands clasped loosely before him, his shoul-
ders drooping.

He was like that, while Charprent stood
and watched him. When Charprent went
away, he did not move; and he was like
that, vet later, a live man stiffening to stone,
while the Hotel de Paris ate its sorrowful
dinner around him, muffling the noises of
fork on platter, that grief might go un-
disturbed. The waiter brought him one
course after another; and took each away
untouched.

Charprent, stopping on the way out, his
big face distorted with Teeling, laid 4 hand
on the nearest gray shoulder.

“My boy,” he suggested huskily, “if you
could perhaps eat——"

“Eh?" Fanchot did not look up, he
merely moved his head, * Another time.”

“The good God knows we can only
wait,” the older man continued,

“I am waiting,” said Fanchot.

And there was no answer o that, Char-
prent could see for himseli.

So, softly, and with a beautiful under-
standing that seemed not to be aware of
Fanchot's presence, the company slipped
out, the waiters cleared the tables deftly,
and the dining-room was again deserted.
Through the semi-gloom, the white cloths,
and the dim goblets, the plated forks, and
the tall carafes showed eerily. An air of
Iu:enrincss hovered about Lh{‘."}II:lL'E, an air
of crowded yesterdays and juggernaut to-
MOTToWSs,

Fanchot, in his corner, sat very still, and
outside, at intervals, the cars roared by like
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rushing winds. When il was nine o'clock,
and still the little tenor had not moved, a
waiter came quietly to Chnrprt;nl, an air of
sympathetic apology upon hls‘ weazened
face. He was an old man, and in his time
had slept with sorrow.

i Ome would not disturb him,"” he said,
#hut it is the rule of the house.  After nine
hours, no light burns in the dining-room—
and he sits there still.”

# Pyt out your light,” the basso told him.
“Have no concern. I shall be here.”

The waiter hung back a moment, wist-
fully.

“If one might remark it—she was a child
of the sunshine, that little one.”

“Itis true," said Charprent simply, * but
the good God knows.”

The waiter went back to the dining-room,
walking softly, and turned oul the single
gas-jet that had been burning upon the
chandelier. It left the place in a musty
shadow. Only the bloom of an arc-light
across the street sifted through the closed
windows, and thinned the blackness.

“Ii there is anything monsieur wishes,”
offered the waiter, hesitating before the lit-
tle table in the corner.

“Eh?" said Fanchot, answering as if
from a great distance, but quietly. He add-
ed, after a moment, seeming to remembwr,
“There is nothing.”

When the waiter had gone, time passed
unremarked. Noises in the streel grew
less, There had been no perfiormance in-
tended for the opera that night, and the ho-
tel went early to bed. The sound of the
infrequent cars came like a gash across the
stillness.  One mizht have heard the wires
singing. And the darkness was without
comfort,

It was perhaps a little past the third hour
after midnight, when Fanchot moved in
his chair. He stretched hath hands soflly
across the table, turned them palm upward,
as a man who begs, and whispered a name.
In that long, silent room, its echo did not
cross the threshold.

“Well-Beloved!"” he said, and again,
shaken with longing, “my Well-Beloved!”

A little mouse came out of its hole, and
gnawed raspingly beside the fireplace—no
sound but that.

“ Juliette!™ said Fanchaot, very stilly; one
might have thought, to hear him, he held
his breath between the words—they do,
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whao listen for an answer, * }_h Well-Be-
loved!—Dear God!—My Well-Beloved!”

A little wind came up, and fretted at the
windows.

A sob caught suddenly in Fanchot's
throat.

“But I have waited!" he said, desperate-
Iy low, and his hands clenched in upan
themselves, nail into palm, rigid with agony.
“Dear God!—my Well-Beloved!” )

Before his eyes, dark with pain, and
strained with the hopeless hope of re-vision-
ing, a shadow fell and wavered. It grew,
misting [aintly into form heside that empty
chair. Against the darkness, it was as a
film; against the close air, as a perfume;
against the silence as a heart-beat.

Fanchot sat wrung and tortured. He
scarcely breathed., His eyes burned into
the dark.

Then, while the little mouse rasped at the
wall, and the little wind fretted at the win-
dows, there came two other eyes that an-
swered—wide, mocking eyes above a red
mouth, tilting at the corners. From the
chair that had been empty across the {able,
smiled the little Martier, and Fanchot
sensed a voice,

“Oh lal lal™ it murmured, “if you re-
gard me so mournfully with the eye of

lass, 1 shall undoubtedly laugh.”

“My Well-Beloved,” said Fanchot in his
heart. His lips moved but slightly, yel he
said it again and again.

“One would not have supposed that you
sang Romeo,” the wide eyes swept him with
a delicate disdain, the red meuth: curled
into a smile.

Fanchot's face paled till, even in that
darkness, it showed a blur of light, A
Lreathless ecstasy trembled in his voice.
He spoke so low you might not have heard
him, though you stood at his elbow.

“Romeo? ' he said it after her, lingering-
ly. “Romeo was 4 poor fellow—he could
only die when Juliette was gone. [ have
called you hack, my Well-Beloved—I have
called you back!"

“Do you so far flatter yourselfz” She
mocked him.

“There are you,” he pleaded, “and here
am 1! Has it been one hour or twelve |
havesathere? 1cannottell. 1havetaken
my heart in my hands and wrung it dry. 1
only know I called you—and you have
come.”
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“To see"—her chin lifted prettily—"to
see poor Romeo pray."”

Fanchot's dry lips twitched.

“I love you,” he said, “I love you!—he-
yond all hope—beyond all peace. For
every jest you flung at me [ love you more
—for every sneer—for every taunt. I have
not forgotten that first night—I have not
forgotten any night. I shall never forget.”

She nodded her head, an ethereal mirth
narrowing the beautiful eves.

“That =ees itzelf,” she murmured.

“There is no music in heaven,” he told
her, in broken passionate whispers, “ like the
notes you have latted. If I have laughed at
them, the good God knows I lied.”

“PDoubtless,” she nodded
Hdoubiless you lied.”

“My Well-Beloved!" breathed Fanchot
hoarsely, “my little, little love!”

A silence came between them. Across
the table, his eves devoured the shadowy
curve of her cheek. The room sank away
from his consclousness. Il may be that
his hand trembled, for suddenly a spoon
clinked beneath it and at that a great shud-
der took him, from head to heel. He shiv-
ered pitifully, like a man with the ague, set-
ting his teeth that they might make no
sound.

In the street outside, a cart went by, clat-
tering horribly, and after a little, another.
The air was chill with dawn. At the win-

sweetly,
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dows, the dark grew slowly pallid. Vague
shapes revealed themselves about the room,

There was a careful step upon the stair,
and Charprent stood in the deoorway. In
the twilight, he looked haggard and large
and old. His shirt was open at the throat,
and his eves were heavy with sleep. Cau-
tiously, he crossed the room, and laid his
kindly hand on Fanchot’s shoulder.

“Tt is not long,” he muttered, “before
the house awakes—and one would be alone
with his grief, All night,isitnot? TIhave
watched. It may be that you would sleep
now, my friend.”

“She was fhere,” said Fanchot, and
pointed across the table.

“ But yes,"” said the older man soothingly.
“Now, let us go, before the servants come
It has been of a length—this night!™

Fanchot’stired mouth twitched, hisshoul-
ders heaved with a long, shuddering breath.

“See, now!” coaxed Charprent, **shall
we gor”

They went up the stairs together, Fan-
chot stumbling a little, like a man who has
drunk too deep.

“The pood God knows,” siched Char-
prent, when they had reached the little
tenor’s room; “it all makes Art—love, life,
and death.”

But Fanchot, who was Le Jongleur, had
no answer, He lay, face down, across the
bed, and wept.

CHALLENGE

By Kenton Foster Murray

Tazs little child, so white, so calm,
Decked for her grave,

Encountered death without a fualm.
Are vou as brave?

So small, and armed with naught beside
Her mother’s kiss,
Alone she stepped, unterrified,

Into the abyss,

HARL you explain, “she did not know—
Thiz babe of four—

Just what it signifies to wo.”
Do vou know more?



GERMAN RAILWAY

POLICY

By Elmer Roberts

E non-German trading up-
M on a frontier of the world
has the uneasy sense that in
competing with the German
he is opposing not an indi-
vidual but a nation. The
American in the Levant, South Africa, or
the Far East may be supported by a corpor-
ation powerful at home, with wide-spread
alliances, vet he becomes dimly aware that
while he after all only represents an in-
dividual company, somehow behind his
German competitor is the German nation
in a real and co-operating sensze. It is
the interaction of government and busi-
ness, the conscious adjustment by directing
mind of one part of national endeavor with
another, that makes possible much of the
narrative of trade conquest told quarterly
in the thin brochures of the Imperial Statis-
tical Office. Tasks of statesmanship in
Gierman ministries, next to those of ad-
ministration, concentrate on contributions
to the national trade policy. The Prus-
sian Ministry of Education has reduced the
unskilled within twenty years from about
one-third of the industrial army to one-
tenth hy directing boys toward learning
trades and by providing specific instruc-
tion. The protection and extension of trade
spheres has become the vital principle of
foreign policy. Questions of prestige and
delight in playing the game for its own sake
have become secondary. Diplomatic con-
troversics of this century, those settled and
those pending, in Turkey, China, Morocco,
Persia, relate to trade opportunities,. The
friendly attitudes of the Imperial and Prus-
sian governments toward syndicates and
other trade combinations rest upon trade
considerations. The convincing argument
for the navy is security for the sixteen hill-
ions of marks planied froitfully abroad.
An inquiry into each of these divisions of
trade policy would be instructive, especially
those concerning friendship with the syndi-
rates, the measures taken to have boys and
girls grow up into skilled instead of raw
workers, and the benefits that science has
given to technique. But in examining the
German system with a purpose to under-

stand how it comes about that foreign trade,
taking good years with bad, has advanced
$113,000,000 ¢ach twelve monthssince 1897,
the Imperial government’s use of the private
and state-owned railway has been to me the
most amazing and full of meaning.

While the Imperial government is not it-
self a large railroad-owner, it has unified the
policies and the charges upon the state and
privately owned lines of the empire so that
so far as the shipper perceives he is dealing
with one transportation system whether the
point of origin is on a line owned by one of
the thirteen private companiesor by Prussia,
Bavaria, Baden, Wiirtemberg, Saxony,or by
the empirein Alsace-Lorraine. The control
of the rates is centralized under the Bundes-
rat, the Senate as it were, consisting of mem-
bers appointed by the governments of the
twenty-five individual monarchies and re-
publics of the empire. The Bundesrat from
time to time calls a “general conference”
for regulating railway rates. The railways
have voling powers in the confergnce ac-
cording to mileage as follows: up to 5o kilo-
metres (31 miles) one vote; above so and
up to 150 kilometres (g3.2 miles) two votes;
from 1zo kilometres to 300 (186.4) three
votes; heyond 300 and up to seo kilometres
{310.7 miles) four votes, and for each addi-
tional zo0 kilometres (124.3 miles) one vole
more. Business for the general conference
is prepared by a Permanent Rate Commis-
sion with representatives from fourteen rail-
way hoards. A subdivision of membership
called the Trader's Committee is made up
of five representatives of agriculture elected
by the combined agricaltural chambers of
the empire, five representing the manufac-
turing interests and five the distributing
commercial interests. The two latter classes
are elected by the chambers of commerce of
the country acting together. These fifteen
and a member appointed by the Bavarian
pgovernment recommend to the Permanent
Commission authoritatively, especially in
adjusting rates equitably among zones of
traflic into which the empire is apportioned
so that a shipper in one part of the country
shall not be at a disadvantage in internal
trade through his geographical location.
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The railway direction is informed upon
local conditions through District Advisory
Boards. Members of the boards are elect-
ed or appointed in various ways, according
to which state or private road is concerned.
The principle of choice is that the District
Board shall be representative of the agri-
culture, the forestry, the manufactures, the
mines, and the trade of the division. Prus-
sia, which dominates the Imperial railway
plexus, draws district advisers through
clection for three-year terms by chambers
of commerce, merchants’ associations, agri-
cultural provincial unions, and other bodies
designated by the minister of public works.
The shipper dissatishied with a rate starts
his complaint with the local board. He
may of course appeal from the judgment
of the board.,

The Bundesrat in railway matters acts
under general instructions agreed upon by
the federated governments as follows:

1. The advancement of the internal in-
dustrial and agricultural production by
cheapening the cost of raw materials or
equipment for production,

2. To facilitate the export of German
products.

3. To support the trade of German com-
mercial centres.

4. Tofaver German railway lines against
competing foreign waterways and railways,

The central government began its su-
pervision of railway rates, whether state-
owned or private, under clauses in the
Imperial constitution of 1871, Article 4
places the railways “ subject to surveillance
of the empire and to imperial legistation,”
while Article 8 creates the permanent
commitiee of the Federal Council and Ar-
ticle 42 provides “that in the interests of
general commerce the Federal govern-
ments undertake to adminizter the German

.
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45 gives the empire control over rates and
requires that uniform charges shall be
introduced as soon as possible, agriculture
and industry to have special privileges,
In the development of the German rail-
way system the clause of the constitution
respecting special privileges has been util-
ized to fix exceptional rates, based on po-
litical and national considerations, upon
more than half of all the freight carried.
The Railway Board has established twenty-
seven classes of exceptional tariffs for in-
ternal trade and thirty-one classes of ex-
ceptional rates for scaport trafic, When
the Railway Board was created by the Im-
perial Parliament in 1873 there were ninety
railway administrations in Germany, with
1,357 different rate-tables. This wasin the
days when the railways of Germany were
largely in private company control.  Bis-
marck, speaking April 26, 1876, on a differ-
ent phase of the subject, said: “Nowadays
we se¢ that railway administrations, without
benefit to the railways and the shareholders,
and asit were as a kind of sport, wage with
cach other wars which cost much money,
and which are wars of power more than
anything else, without financial competi-
ton.™

The exceptional tariffs for goods going
abroad are designed on the general princi-
ple of giving as low a proportionate rate to
parcels as is given to carload lois destined
for internal use. The wholesale glass-deal-
er in Berlin shipping to Hamburg must
pay at the rate of ten marks a metric hun-
dredweight on shipments of glassware in
less than carload lots, If, however, his
shipment of less than a carload is for ex-
port, he pays only three marks a metric
hundredweight. The subjoined are some
of the rates on goods for export contrasted
with internal rates, in ten-ton lats per metric

railways as a uniform system.” Article ton (z,204.6 pounds):

BHEIFPING-MINTS MILES Cme EXTORT NORMAL
KATE BATE
Cologng L:‘l- [lamburg afiy Copper wires . T §6.58
T el : Lead in blocks 317 | 486
: 5 l: < o T Caolton ]_{l,”'u_u]_-: o qu_ ﬁ‘SE
i i i . . :‘ Miuchinery and machine parts ‘grﬂ 4.86
i 2 : Iron plates and locomotives | 1.11 383
Frunkforl to . 3 50.0 Miachinery and iron wares : Gi ﬁ iy

“ Bremen R g | T e i -q'[_r :
Nilrnberg ** Hamburg | o460 | Thuringian witres, tays '-'.‘.3; ;'33
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Exceptional rates, such as those in the
foregoing table, are constructed upon three
pﬁnciples: That the goods are intended for
export and must, therefore, be carried at a
lower rate than goods for internal use;
that the rate to such a port as Libeck,
whose steamship lines, running to certain
limited territories, ought to have a prefer-
ential rate over the great ports of Hamburg
and Bremen; and, finally, that the rates on

icular lines of goods are adapted to
conditions abroad that influence the export
trade, Forexample, in bad trade years the
rates are lowered far below the usual ex-
ceptional rate. Sometimes the exceptional
rate is-cut a third, or even a half; and this
is also done on internal shipments when ex-
traordinary conditions prevail, such as a
failure of the hay crop.

The national railway supervision also
makes exceptional tariffs on shipments
from other countries passing through Ger-
many, as for instance on the grain traffic
from Russia o oversea countries. A special
grain rate is made from Hungary to Eng-
land by way of Hamburg in order to draw
freight to Hamburg in competition with
Belgian, Dutch, French, and Adriatic ports.
These rates on goods of foreign origin are
oiten made regardless of distance, and are
designed to secure the traffic for German
railways and steamship lines. The funda-
mental idea is the use of transportation
facilities as a basis for national industrial
and commercial advantage. The Imperial
railway direction also prants extensive re-
bates to the large shippers. Thus, when
coal is shipped it may have several excep-
tional rates, depending upon the amount
shipped. ‘The shipper pays at the time of
shipment the ordinary exceptional rate, and
at the end of the year a rebate is paid him,
according to whether the total of his ship-
ments for the*previous year falls into one
or another of the special exceptional rates
granted to the great shippers.

The railway management grants individ-
ual exceptional rates. For instance, 1 man
of enterprise in a village, having found that
the sand near by is adapted to the making
of a certain kind of glass, decides to start a
fan:mr_-,', provided he can have the combin-
ing chemicals and coal brought to him at a
price low enough to make his idea a profit-
able one. He applies first to the chamber
of commerce within whose jurisdiction his

locality is. It is the duty of the chamber of
commerce, which in Germany is a semi-
official body with a compulsory contribut-
ing membership, 1o investigate the value of
the idea technically. Should the project
appear commercially sound, the governing
body of the chamber will support an appli-
cation for an individual rale on the mate-
rials required. A fresh examination is made
by the railway authorities, and, if the con-
clusions of the chamber of commerce are
verified, the extraordinary rate is granted.

Sixty-four per cent of all the freight car-
ried on German railways is now taken
under exceptional rates.  The privileged
traffic has increased from 45.6 per cent in
1893 to 4.3 per cent in 190g.

The national railway supervision has pre-
pared tariff rate-hooks for combined rail
and sea routes arranged 2o simply that even
the layman can understand them. A mer-
chant at Burgas, Smyrna, or Galatz in the
Levant asks of an American maker in
Grrand Rapids and of a German manu
facturer in Coburg a price on one hun-
dred refrigerators, inclusive of freight and
all other charges, delivered at his port. The
Grand Rapids firm, if it has never before
shipped to Smyrna, Burgas, or Galatz, must
make wide inquiries taking much time and
trouble before bieing able to determine ap-
proximately what the transportation, termi-
nal and forwarding charges by rail and
steamer will be, for he will probably not be
able to learn exactly what the charges of
forwarding will be. After delays that may
prevent his getting the order, he is obliged
to name a price that will cover the possi-
ble difference hetween the compilation of
freights and forwarding charges and what
they may actually be upon foreign shipping
lines. The Coburg manufacturer, by re-
ferring to the Levant rate-book under Co-
burg, sees that refrigerators are listed in the
eleventh classification, and that the rate,
including land and water, is at the rate of
marks 6.74 per oo kilos for shipments
under 5,000 kilos, marks 6.59 if heyond
5,000 kilos, and- marks 6.42 if amounting
to more than 1,000 kilos.

The railway administration undertakes
also to be responsible, in connection with
steamship companies, for the delivery of
the shipment, so that the shipper, when he
has paid the freight charges, need give
himsell no further concern. The railway
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management obtains for him a bill of
lading when the goods are placed aboard
a steamer at Hamburg or Bremen, upon
which the shipper may obtain his money at
a bank, or, if he prefers, may forward the
bill to the consignee. The essential facts in
the transaction are that the shipper has
worked out for him in advance the exact
cost of transportation and delivery, and
that he is able to have the government look
after the delivery of the goods with no
further bother to himself than if he were
mailing a letter with the proper postage
prepaid. Thus export is enormously facili-
tated, especially for small concerns,

Such rate-books as that described for
the Levant have been worked out by the
railway supervision ior the whole world,
although they are not published for dis-
tribution except for the Levant and South
Africa. It appears tobe considered more ju-
dicious from the stand-point of the exporter
not to publish rates for every part of the
world for general distribution. The ex-
porter can learn the rate to any port or
railway station outside of Germany by in-
quiring at his local railway station, Such
inquiries regarding American cities reveal,
I am told, that rates are made from interior
points in Germany to cities west of the Mis-
sissippi River lower than the rates on the
same goods from the Atlantic secaboard to
the same cities west of the Mississippi.

It has seemed to me possible that railways
in the United States might co-operate under
national supervision as effectively as the
German railways, although conditions in
the United States are extremely different
from those in Germany, in that gr per
cent of the mileage in Germany is owned
by the German states and only g per
cent by privite companies. Private com-
panies are dependencies of the state-owned
railways, because the state may take aver
the private lines whenever it may wish to do
so, at a fair valuation based upon the divi-
dends of the previous ten years. In case a
road has not been in operation as long as
ten years, the dividends for three years may
be taken as the basis of valuation. The
Imperial constitulion establishes national
supervision under the clauses that have
been mentioned. Yet, under the recent leg-
islation of Congress a more definite corre-
lation of the railway interests of the United
States has been begun than the Interstate
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Commerce Commission was able previously
to undertake.

The private lines in Germany have been
treated liberally enough to allow them to
declare dividends that have been steadily
increasing with the development of the
country. The dividends of thirteen of the
more important private lines run from 6
to g per cent, For instance, the private
“ Liibeck-Biichener and Liibeck-Hamburg-
er Railway,” with a capital of 25,000,000
marks and honds for 1,650,000 marks, has
paid during the last three years 8 per cent,
the hizhest dividends paid since the open-
ing of the line in 1852,  The dividends be-
gan at 2 per cent and, with slight Auctua-
tions, have risen during fifty-eight vears to
the present 8 per cent. The prosperity be-
gan in the early seventies, when the divi-
dend rose to 5} per cent, and it has never
fallen below that figure since. The Lii-
heck-Biichener and Liheck-Hamburger
Railway is not selected from the thirteen
for its prosperity, but is taken as a repre-
sentative company. The Prussian state
railways, which dominate the German sys-
tem, pay 8 per cent on an actual cash in-
vestment of ¢.000,000,000 matks. The
railways are carried on the books of the
Prussian povernment at about 18,000,000,
ooo marks, since 4 per cent is regarded as
4 reasonable dividend basis, The German
experience, thercfore, has been that bath
the state and the privately owned railways
make an excellent return on the capital in-
vested. The returns have been large, not-
withstanding the use—one might say the
manipulation—of the railways to meet the
exigencies of the export trade, the com-
petition of foreign railways and ports, and
the peculiarities of local internal condi-
tions,

German railways, state and privately
owned yet under national supervision, give
discriminating rates, grant rebates, treat
localities and  individuals exceptionally,
charge all the traffic will bear under one set
of conditions and extraordinarily low rates
for other circumstances, employing all the
devices condemned and passionately op-
posed in America, and exercise all the pow-
ers of absolute monopoly, There is, how-
ever, this basic difference: that while in
America these devices are suggested, even
necessitated, by the war of interests or the
wills and judgments of individual mana-
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gers, they are applied in Germany according
to prim:iglaa of equity which take into ac-
count industry, trade, and agriculture as a
national whole, granting exceptions, taking
one sort of traffic as privileged, another as
normal, upon calculations wide enough to
include the interests of the whole people.
Sp far as perceived, shippers, whether falling
into one category or another, feel no sense
of anfair treatment, They know that the
system is intended to be just and nationally
effective, that whatever rate is made is a
result of reasoning together by those who
made it and those who use it, and that the
rate can be changed provided inequity can
be shown or that a lower rate would be
of advantage to the national organism.
There are no secret rates.
Notwithstanding the immense differences
hetween American and German railroadsin
ownership and in variety of conditions, it
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may be that partly by legislation and partly
by the co-operation of some of the powerful
railroad managers in the United States a
close national control might be developed
from the foundations already laid. Politi-
cal considerations and the permanent well-
being of the wealth massed in railways
might co-operate in building a system of
control subordinating railways, to their ul-
timate advantage as dividend-payers, to
industrial, commercial, and farming interests
asan entirety. The railway captains would
los¢ something of the joyousness of free-
lance independence, but they would he
maore solidly effective as corps commanders
in a co-ordinated army. They might also
draw larger allotments of revenue for their
shareholders as a result of saving the waste
of working alone and by concentrating
attention upon service to economic unity
rather than to economic war.

DAY

By Marguerite Merington

0 Dav—

A frolic wind brought Llossomsz down,
Mocked earth's slow waking from her wintry sleep,
And with a secret all too fine 1o keep
Went lilting, trolling, through the sylvan town.

O Day—

Love sang a pean; life a crown

Of rhythmic glory wove.

Noon's golden steep

Noon's =un climbed, hymning ever, while the deep
Symphonic pealed my singing day’s renown,

And somewhile hence in a still hour that brings
The final peace, as breast-athwart they lay

My hands, if then I smile, all earthly things
Opposed, endured, conguered, and put away,
will be for that my heart-oflife on wings

Still hears the music of my singing day!
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and came over to iell me thal he was

seventy. He was unabashedly bloe
“Why, just think of it,”" he said, ' am seventy
years old!™ He went around telling every-
body, He talked about his mather and his
lost wife, and his last will and testament, and
the trouble he had Lad in this world, Think-
ing that a bit of antitoxin might mitigate, if not
quell, his conviction that he had been selected
as a special mark for the flings of outrageous
fortune, T took up his dreary tone:

“Fifteen hundred million people in the
world,” I sighed, **and every one of us all hav-
ing birthdays—every year, too. And every
adult of us retrospecting.  Every one of us
having had the measles or the mumps on one
side, and most of us making our wills, and all
of us bound todie.”  Hekicked along a pebble
as we walked the garden path, then
chuekled, and rising 1o the oceasion,
paraphrased Aldrich to the effect
that though it was unpleasant to be seventy,
it would doubtless be unpleasanter not to be,
once started.

The préciense would have it thought that she
was made of finer clay than her fellows, that
she had no commaon earth about hi‘-l’; and her
ille still exist; but humanity is fast “‘evening
up™; kings and statesmen are, in breeding and
education, much like their subjects,  Bishop
Creighton “really felt quite casual™ during
an interview with the czar; people of little
towns serve their course dinners and use
plumbing quite as modern as that of their
kindred in the city. Ovwvertaken by a fierce
storm I found refuge in an ordinary-looking
farm-house, where, in a single room, I no-
ticed a Remington type-writer, a Steinway
piano, and a desk telephone; and the sons of
the family proved trite autoists, hackneyed in
all the mysteries of sparkers and mufflers,
The Paris gown, within a fortnight of passing
the custom house, is copied in a thousand
readyv-made dresses, and sold at the Hub and
the Fair. We may rightly boast that to-day
is the day of the common man, and that most
of the work of the world is done by the aver-
age man and woman; while representative
Lords as well as Commons quote Keals's im-
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ﬁ NEIGHBOR had a birthday recently,

mortal doectrine, that one should do enly those
things which all may do.

Lincoln said that God must love the common
people, because he made so many of them. If
because of our very number we fail to get solo
parts, we can still keep on with the hallelujah
chorus, as far as possible without discord.  We
remember the old Greek who broke one of the
strings of his admirable lyre, TInstead of re-
placing it with ordinary catgut, he had the
vanity to put in a silver cord, after which the
lyre was always oul of tune.

I am not filing a brief for the coarser string,
the lower level, yesterday’s ideal, the petty
common place which talked down Don Quixote
and made him acknowledge hizs madness and
call his noble life a failure; buta protest against
the growing hostility to ordinary life; the ten-
dency to discard the great commonplaces
which govern our days; the frenetic search for
examples of luxury or of consecration in far-off
centuries and amid conditions of life widely
different from our own: and our blindness in
ignoring the sacramental spirituality of the
matter-of-fact,

Itis the real, every-day, commonplace human
life that most of us live, and the more carefully
wee study it, the more narrowly we watch i, the
maore worthy it appears of our regard, and the
more competent to fill the unresting demand of
our common souls.

WITH our accumulating experience life
no longer presents itself to us as di-
vided into well-defined unities, but
as jogging along haphazard, making a friend
here, an encmy there, forgetting them, finding
opportunities neither deserved nor expected,
and seving nothing come of the most promising
events. It is the Old Wives’ Tale to the last
degree. Tt was my lot for a good many years
to write two editorials a week for a popular
journal, and T remember my early
search for unhackneyed themes and
Hlustrations. It took me long to
realize thal the merest incidentals, the every-
day incidents and the most common thoughts,
the commenplace principles and commonplace
maxims of contemporary life were the subjects

places

Life's Common-
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which when treated with any spirit hrought me
cager responses.  When [ began to say holdly
what everybody had said before, my readers
thad always thought so” and applauded, see-
ing me plunged in the truth.  There were plen-
ty of distinguished pathfinders along this road,
the ohservations of even Bacon, Montaigne, and
Sir Thomas Browne having been * barrelled up
from the vast commonplaces of mankind 3 but
1 had learned the principle for my insignificant
seif, discovered the idea by the effort of my own
initiative and formulated in some slightly dif-
ferent way the trivial and prosaic apprehensions
of the people all about me. And (his is, 1
fancy, the crux of the whole matter. Nobady
ever said so many good things about the hap-
hazard and the commonplace as Horace, and
nobody ever retained so well as he the affec-
tion of mankind. Chesterton makes delectable
commentary when he tells us to *lend me your
thoughts but keep your eyes on them or you
may not know them again.”  Wyelif did just
that, with the suggested result, when he turned
the Bible into English for the common folk to
read, “letting down God's thoughis into the
speech of every day’"; while in a sister field Mil-
let, a realist full of ideals; drew deep from life’s
commenest  things, conveyed the abiding
loveliness of all that is humble, and astonished
us with the splendors of the ordinary,

I am inclined to believe that the chicf occupa-
tion of middle life and the happiness of age is
thus to recognize, interpret, and glorify life’s
great commonplaces.

Him T call happiest, Parmena,

Whi having seen thia common show,
The common sun, the clouds, the sea,
The stars and fire net painfully,

Groes quickly hack from whence he came;
For vou would see them =till the same

If you abode for two or three

Short yewrs, or for o century |

But grander sights you would not see,

S0 wrote Menander. Two thousand years la-
ter Jefferson recorded his belief in the satizsiving
pover of common daylight, common pleasures,
and all the common relations of daily life; and
Franklin wrote it down that a man’s happiness
is fess the result of great gifts of foriune which
eome rarely than the thousand little joys of
everyday, Every-day feelings which decide the
color of our lives; family ties, friends, books,
flowers, food, “our little sister, water”; the
wind on the hills; health, work, shelter, sleep;
the open road, rain in summer, fire in winter;
dawn, songs, the starry sky, love in youth and

memory in old age:—are not these vast com-
monplaces the very gist of life? Flaubert's
ereed was that the world is commonplace only
when one TE‘KFITEL-& itin a L'_g_pmn]nnp]an_- wiy;
that the smallest object contains something un-
expected. ““Sit down and look at the fire in
your grul:f,” he advised }Iauimmn[r “until it
no langer resembles any fire in particular: that
is the way to acquire originality,”” In compar-
ison with such conscious, atlentive observation
of the raw, untransmuled commonplace, most
of us resemble the philosophers of Laputa who
were atlended by bladder carriers to rap them
over the head when it was necessary for them 1o
nodice their environment, !

Finding the whole country-side about my
home abloom with erimson rambler roses and
every doorstep flanked by three or five Japan-
ese barberries, a certain irritation seized me af
the senseless monotony.  Yel a month earlier
the lilacs in every yard scemed nene too fre-
quent; and never commonplace.  Did they to
our grandparents? Is it with things as it
iz often with friendship: a sudden and via-
lent liking, a period of disillusion and irritation
and partial avoeidance; and then thal warm,
deep, lasting friendship which can never more
change? Habits and surroundings buried right
down in our blood are what we crave. Torace
Walpole suspected that even bread was once
considered a new-fangled vagary by those who
hiad seen their fathers live very comfortably on
acorns. D, Hanna Thomson asks us to con-
Jecture a race of Martians to whom sleep is un-
known, Suppose one of them fell off in our
commonplace fashion, A person wha could go
oulof existence and then return as though noth-
ing had happened would be as uncanny asLaz-
arus to his witnesses. FProfessor Nipher toys
with alike theme: * What would the cave dwell-
er have thought when a man makes marks on
papér, images of which are formed on retinas of
post clerks, by which their muscles are moved,
the letter delivered to the particular person the
sender had inmind, to whom the ink marks show
the mind of the writer. He makes some compu-
tation and a house is bought.” Amazing phe-
nomena! yet to us too familiar for a comment,

When Mr. Brookfield was a school inspector
in England he promulgated the idea that the
working-man who reccived some knowledge
of common things in early days was better
enquipped to face the world than one who had a
smattering of uncommon subjects, It created a
sensation, as did the recent snip of the Gordian
knot compounded of upright and vertical pen-
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manship. “Write however you please,” said
the superintendent of the Chicago schools, “‘so
you do it with speed and the result is legible.”
This incorporation of common sense into the
grade schools is further shown in the modern
tendency to teach children to spell the commeon
words rather than the hard ones, “Mosquito™
and “lettuce” and *separate are far more im-
portant for the pack of a boy's knowledge than
* phthisis" or “retinospora.” To be learned
in commonplaces is no mean education, and
the value of every-day tools is emphasized by
Sill’s Liroken sword, dizcarded by the common
goldier, but which caught up by the officer led
o victory,

Not to perpetuate the commonplace, but to
interpret and glorify it is, T repeat, the main oc-
cupation of middle life and the happiness of
age,  Jesus had passed his first vouth when he
began fashioning every least parable upon the
familiar—stones, water, salt, candles, pennies,
the mere list iz formidable in number. Burne-
Jones, with the divine gift of distilling novelty
from the ordinary, made a picture of the guar-
dian angel for his daughter, “*where Heaven be-
oins six inches over the top of the head™'; a girl
walks hand in hand with an angel who leans
from the sky to reach her without doing any
viclence to reason. I knew a achool-teacher
who would take the fattest sentence in old
Metrufiey’s reader and, setting to work with
CVETY wunl, would tell how it grew and came to
miean this or that, and “we would leap oceans
and visil the marshes of Babylon and the hills
of Caucasus and the wilds of Tartary and the
constellations and abysses of space.’”  Most of
us know some person who can make even the
first words of a conversation interesting, he it
only about the rain or the fine weather,  An-
other making an appointment for a committee
meeting writes you a note which you cherish
forever; a third has a way of giving you a trin-
ket which puts it into the list of keepsakes; and
another, pointing to a lichen on a damp wall,
makes you see how Leonardo found inspiration
for definite figures in amorphous shapes. It
was a great moment in my life as girl house-
keeper when I realized thae the fancy sauces of
the cook-book were only plain white or brown
sauce treated with different condiments and in-
gredients; and later when it was borne home to
me that a fairly thrilling life might be had by
simply enriching the every-day moments of ex-
istence; by selzing meanest utilities as occasions
to embellish; by idealizing like Eugenie Gran-
det situations into which the commonplace en-
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ters preatly: by incandescing the obvious. This
last I conned from our most strenuaus citizen:
“Tet Roosevell deliver a volley on the rule of
three and the world sits on the edge of its chair,
breathes deeply and bursts into thunders of ap-
plause.”

Every writer knows that his mostworkable
thoughts come not while he is saving a child
from a runaway horse or climbing mountain
peaks, but while engaged in the common task,
the trivial round; while the hands perform some
almost automatic action, or one lies in mid-
night darkness with all activities shut away.
It is a trite remark, trite unfortunately because
it happens to be important, that deep thought
is only prolonged thought, for which the every-
day occupations of our common lot serve as the
homely, essential soil in which to bury our tiny
seed.  Nor can we keep quite sane without ver-
bal communication. T lately discovered, to my
horror, that in a large mixed gathering, or even
with clerks in a store, I was far less elastic in
conversation, far less keen in repariee, far less
quick to catch the ball and toss it back than
were many persons unread, untravelled, who
had nevertheless lived in an expressive environ-
ment. We whese fate it is to spend many
hours alone must fight the growth of exuberant
individualism, refuse to sequester ourselves,
and act on the principle that nothing so con-
tributes to maintain our common sense as living
in the universal way with the corporate life
about us,

IT appears that Romance is finally dead.

Of course we have heard this for several
centuries, but former rumors of its death
wire grossly exagwerated, and the real demize
has only just taken place. T heard all about it
from the mother of grown daughiers. The
voung people of to-day are without sentiment:
they dance together in exactly the same spirit
in which they walk, swim, and play tennis to-
gether; they never want Lo be alone;
they go about in gangs: no one sends
any one flowers; the sacred hour of
afternoon tea is spent playing auction-bridge;
in short, the face of nature is changed; young
men are no longer ardent and ingenuous, nor
girls mysterious and elusive,

Well, I was sorry to hear it. Romance con-
tributed a good deal to youth, in my day; and I
thought it a pity that these young six-foot gods
and goddesses whom 1 see about, should grow
up in ignorance.  Nor must you suppose that I

The Death of
Fomanice
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was so simple as to forget that T had heard the
same cry from my own mother, and my grand-
mother, too, I dare say (only both my grand-
mothers were dead, poor ladies, before [ was
barn); but in those days the lament had struck
me as comic; whereas now something within
me says it is worth investigation—which may
be age, and may be clarity of vision.

‘And so T investipated: and was surprized to
learn at the very outset that the critical faculty
iz not limited to forty-five. We of the older
generation do not give complete satisfaction.
The young Hebe in riding-clothes who is my
friend’s eldest daughter, exclaimed: * Poor
dears, isn't it pathetic how they have nothing
to say 10 each other!” And she was speaking
of her parents, who had always seemed to me
the most enviable of couples, “ They haven't
a taste in common, and that must be a bore
And she went on to outline how golf, tennis, or
cven croquet might have united their leisure.

In a word, she and her mother both felt a cer-
tain affectionate regret that the other was miss-
ing something of a woman’snaturalinheritance,
I remembered that to get the full irradiation
[rom & prism one must not only have the sun-
shine, but the angle—and the angle changes.

A few days later Tlanded on an island,  The
sea was calm enough for a canoe, the sun low,
the woods dense and cool. I moved slowly,
and presently heard near me a sound that was
not quite the chirping of a bird; and looking
over a bush, I saw—that romance waz not dead
after all. I thoughi that if T should tell Hebe's
mother she would be glad to know the great
spirit still moved in the land, even at the ex-
pense of a kiss in the woods. But I did not
tell her, for she is a mother first, and a theorist
afterward, 1 did not tell her even when that
night, sitting next to her al dinner, T heard her
complain again that: “young people no longer
cared to be alone together.”
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THDUGH there may be exceptions, cases

where fine results have come into the

work of men and women when the in-
stingt or longing was to be at something
else, they are but the proofs of the rule that
comviction is at the root of successful effort.
The doctor, the Tawyer, the minister, even the
financier, must have his call and be assured of
it, in order to address his innermost and finest
faculties to the work in hand; and human ad-
vancement, civilization itself, waits upon such
effort. To know one's self, one's fitness, is
the hardest of all secrets to guess. If only we
could be sure, could have the certainty that all
our effort was to go into the right channel, how
few mistakes there would be, how much excel-
lent work, and how few wasted days!

To concentrate and classify under such a
law, if law it could be, what a relief from the
misery of life's failures! This pulpit would
be emptied, that stage with all its gilded show
and painted puppets would be vacant, the de-
pressing exhibits of pictures would become
m“:mlfﬁ‘-phm- of art. And it is in art that
this selection or fitness of calling is hardest to

advise about or to adjust, and hardest Lo be
patient with, because work here has an objec-
tive result, a permanent, material thing to
menace us at all times, It matters little that
the would-be musician offends the ear, The
sound passes and we may forget. Painting
obtrudes itself, and no purging fires may sweep
with selective blaze, ridding us of the bad, and
leaving us to rejoice in the lrue,

How much of such a condition 15 due to the
presence in the profession of men who are not
of the calling, or of misdirected methods in the
development of their talents, it is most difficult
to say and a matter of interest to find out, for
tendencies and conditions have as much to do
with the art of painting as have the painters—
perhaps more—because painters are most sen-
sitive to environment.

The condition of our art here in America
iz confused and vague for the most part, with
very little to say, if, being honest with our-
selves, we will admit it; and in some quarters
the eriticism is harsher when it declaves that
we have no art at all. This opinion may be
put aside as of no importance—valueless—but
{he iterated statement of many of our own
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people, indeed of our valued painters, that we
are lost in commercialism, is profoundly worth
consideration, and should be met, not so much
in argument, as that it should be disproved in
the character of the work.

If we have little 1o say, and there seems (o
be unity of opinion that there iz justice in such
a statement, what is the cause® or is there a
cause? T'o answer this question, to make
any statement that would seem to be an effort
at final adjostment, would be almost an im-
pertinence, since there are troubles enough,
and no one thing may be entirely right.

In my own view, the over-worship of the
model is, and has Leen, at the very centre of
whatever inadequacy exists, Not solely the
model as we understand the figure, posing for
the painter, but the model in all those senses
where the painter must, in his limitations, re-
produce only the thing that is before his eyes.
If reproduction of surface fact be the ultimate
of the painter's mission, then iz he of all
men most petty and miserable—and one may
venture further and say, with fairly zood hope
of proving the statement, that the greatest
works of art have not rested on any such foun-
dation. That we have not yet become masters,
freed from the trammels of the schoolmen, but
are still pupils—not students—(we must never
cease to be that) who follow |_ll€_'l'5itih:rt|_|}-' those
methods which are the only ones possible to
schoals, this is my meaning, though T speak in
peneral terms.  Is it not this very thing that
forees itzelf upon us in nearly all our portrai-
ture? And yet it is in portrait-painting that
one pre-supposes the model. Are we not for-
ever oppressed with the sense of the model-
stand *—the sitter suffering in the throes of
the daily sitting, the consciousness of “wink
your eyes as often as you like,” of the mod-
orm |:|1:_:!|-g1‘$1'|1'|l.f_'l‘?—'-t|u: conviction that the
painter has arranged things just so in the stu-
dio, background, lighting, and all accessories?
Cir, do we get the consciousness of person.
ality, the profound interest of individuality
bath of sitter and painter—that the one is with
us for a moment, is allowing us for a space to
gee into the inner secrets of self, and that the
painter has received these impressions and
passed them on o us reverently, and with
those principles of selection which are guite
apart from the cataloguing of planes or verities
of outline, which prineiples can be applied and
understond only by ealm and continued con-
templation quite away from the presence of
abjective reality? It would seem that some-
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thing like this has been the practice of the
great portrait-painters, and not the present-
day pernicious habit of standing a man up
and ]jain[ing ﬂ]n life out of hlm, h}' pﬂiﬂling
surfaces onto him.

Ts it not in this very quality that the work of
Mr. John Sargent falls short of that of Velas-
quez? Virile and direct as it is, of an ability
that is little short of miraculous, and in much
of it the keen insight into character which
proves the born portrait-painter, we are, none
the less, forever contemplating the enormous
skill of the brush, the veracity of planes, the
certainty of form as expressed in a touch, and
many other things which proclaim a most
trained and able craft. We are also quite
sure that the painter found every touch, every
plane or line, on the sitter before him, that he
busied himself with the registration of each one
of them, and so successfully has he accom-
plished it that the observer, whether artist or
layman, may trace the boundaries of each until
he becomes lost in wonderment at such skill
rather than in the beauty, or unity of the whole,
whicl, it is trite to say, is an essential in a work
of art. {May not Mr. Sargent be secking relief
from this perpetual registration of people’s
eves, noses, and the rest of it, in his abandon-
ment of portrait-painting, in order that he may
muore {ruly express himself 7} In Velasquez no
such interposition of skill disturbis us, Itisall
there, but so hidden, so modulated, so suavely
are the planes merged, that we have no #Emme-
diate inclination for their consideration, and
none at all unless we be painters seeking to
learn the methods of the masters. The craft
has been so employed that we have the per-
gonality, character, the presence—whatever it
may be called—and this is art, is portrait-paint-
ing supreme and ungualified.

The point here 15, was this secured in the
presence of the model or without it?  Assured-
lv, in both ways. The portrait of Pope Inno-
cent Tenth, in the Doria Gallery at Rome, one
of the perfect masterpieces left us by the great
Spaniard, is based on a study, a study that is
well known and evidently was made directly
from the sitter—sharp, incisive, exact, with
line and plane superbly stated—now examine
the Doria picture, how splendidly all is pre-
served and yet hidden; the grim, impressive
personality is the one wonderful effect. It
would be an impudent man indeed who could
enter this presence, in that little room, hat on
head and unimpressed, This is art achieved
In moments of cuntemplatiun. with time to
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co-ordinate and merge and weld and select
until there is but a single forceful effect—per-
sonalily.

1 am very far from saying here that painlers
should work without models. No one is more
insistent upon their constant employment, but
the results so obtained are for the portfalio, the
painter's table—they are tools, implements,
helps in the later development which is finally
to be his picture, and this last, after its long
thoughtful moulding, is the only thing which
should appear as an expression of his arl.

While I instance Mr. Sarpent’s art, and for
its declamatory qualities have the highest
opinion, recognizing that it is the result of such
experience as few men have had, there are
many others near us who, avowing themselves
followers of Velasquez, with but little evidence
of training, and none at all of reticenee, pro-
claim the advent of a new school. Into a few
doubtful strokes of paint we are to read in-
finities.  Failing to do this, the matter is
shouted at us. For certain of these young men
we may feel concerned lest they misdirect their
talents until it s too late; for others—small
potatoes have many eyes!

Nor in any word here is there @ plea for sub-
ject pictures, nor for a revival of old methods,
nor for a renascence of the old masters. They
can take care of themselves, We have matter
enough lo make masters of the new,

We know too well what the subject picture,
as such, has done for the art of France, of Eng-
land, of Germany. Mr. George Moore has
very truthfully said, “It is like the potato
blight, or phyloxera™; and again, in speaking
of the subject picture, ™ Lilerature had wound
round every branch of painting until painting
seemed to disappear in the parasite like an
oak under a cloud of ivy.” He did not
choose, apparently, to examine into the cause
of its presence. Had he done so, 1 do not
doubt he might have found, at least a con-
tributing, if not the real cause in the methods
of the schools. That pupils in the antique
and life classes should busy themselves with
the effort to draw is not for an instant to be
questioned—daily, hourly, this should he
striven for, since we all agree that drawing
i5 at the core of all nobility in art; but
drawing alone is not enough—certainly not
the drawing of schools, for in both these
classes the pupil should be content literally to
reproduce the thing before him, no vague or
fanciful interpretations should distract the at-
tention from the main issue—the training of

hand and eye and their mutual obligation
work together. And in the still-life classes, the
business of learning the pigment, the re-
sources of the paleite, the value of brush-han-
dling, questions of surface, of texture, of air, of
|:-|:J.11r:,, and a thousand other questions of fact,
should hald the attention, But the great class
of the art school should be the Composition
Class, and if we are to escape the “blight” of
literalness, of reportorial copy, of the arranged,
literary subject picture with all its barrenness
of art, we must teach self-expression—the
power of selection, of arrangement, of taste
{what a master of taste was Whistler!), and of
all those sensitive matters of light and atmos-
phere, and of values. All the information
gained in antique, life, and still-life classes
should be brought to bear in the compasition,
for there only is a pupil made aware of how
little he knows,  And 1 am minded to say that
the whole world of painters should be a great
composition class. Thus a man might learn to
compose, to select, to omit; might learn re-
straint, reserve, repose, thythm—and to find
all thiz he must have time to search his own
soul,  All these things in the presence of
models of whatever sort are quite impossible
to keep well in mind, and all are most essential
in a work of art. The question of painting
also appears. Quality, that most subtle and
desirable thing in painting, is scarcely to be
achieved when the objective reality, so domi-
nant, so forceful, and so ugly (for beauty lies
deeper than the surface), is obtruding itself.

The oft-repeated phrase, * Paint from nat-
ure,” is a gul)l:I one if pruER_'er‘ understoods
Paint from—in the sense of away—not by
her, lest she has her way with you and not
you with her. My meaning is made clear by
quoting from one of our very distinguished
artists—""What we want is less nature antd
more art.”

To study nature at all times is the only hope
of him who would be a painter: of worth.
These studies if done with paint and brush,
or pencil, are, as I have said, for the painter’s
portfolio—that studio storehouse of informa-
tion, The picture, the work of art, comes
from the co-ordination of knowledge, the
passing of all the study through the alembic of
our own gifts, and its expression then, and
then only, simply—even reverently. I cannot
find myseli interested in what any man sees
with his eyes alone, my own are equally good
as machines, provided time and the oculist have
been kind; it is what he secs with his gifts, with
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his understanding, with his knowledge, what he
interprets that interests me, and lifts the artist
above the ordinary observer. I fully under-
stand what Mr. Inness meant when he said toa
painter who declared he had seen a thing in
such and such a way—*"*"The cyes are a pair
of liars.” Doubtless, and very frequent ones!
To zee well, with fine, discriminating taste, isa
power more to be desired by the painter than
great riches, and comes only with prudent, con-
stant study, and intensest feeling, Once had,
all things become beautiful, for we see beneath
the fact to that thing Mr. Maurice Hewlett has
called “the soul of a fact.”

““I'want a picture of the sea or the moun-
tains seen in a better, finer way than I can see
it myself,” said a great surgeon to me one day,
The criticism iz as clean and incisive as his
own knife.

It is the besctting need of a something to
copy which zends men drifting abiout the world
secking the thing to paint; they travel hither
and yon and bring to us sketches (pictures,
they say!) done on the spot of things they saw
but yesterday, and knew not at all, Strangers
they came and strangers they go, for of the
Infinite Presence which dwells everywhere they
perceive nothing, Their burden and their
gift to us can be but little more than the re-
porter’s sheaf of leaves. In contrast to this
may we not consider the work of many of our
great landscape-painters ?—Inness seems to
have left treasure behind him of what he knew
and felt of the fields and trees of Jersey, No-
where is his art dependent upon the superficial
aspect of a place. He said of it, *1 paint by
principles of my own,” and, “I see my com-
positions in my own soul.” To one who
asked him where he got the study of a certain
wonderful sunset which showed the sun setting
bevond the far reaches of a river, he said, * Oh,
I saw the sun at the end of my lane in Mont-
clair, that was river enough for me!"

And of Wyant? Can we not understand in

-
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the beautiful works he has left us his supreme
love of the hills and valleys of the Adirondacks?
And are they not all impressions, emotions, the
results of long and loving knowledge? That
wonderful, frosty moonlight, which, in its
beauty, is almost enough for any one life to
have created, is it not the summing up of all
the moonlights he had known?

And of Winslow Homer? Are not his great
marines great because he knows in his decpest
being the rock-bound coast of Maing, and the
eternal strife of waters, and paints for us those
impressions which have flled life for him?
The list might be lengthened until it would
come near to including all the names which
have made landscape art what it is, and I
think there will not be found one canvas mak-
ing a lasting impress, having a real effect, that
was done “‘on the spot,”” or which could be
called a “study from nature.™

Surrounded on every side with beautiful
material for artistic interpretation, with a land-
stape opulent, tender, rugged, and vast, under
such skies as nowhere else float over the homes
of men; in our cities, surging with force that is
titanic, streets, wharves, markets alive with
emotion; with a woodland peopled anew by Pan
and the nymphs (I see no reason for dishbe-
liefl); the minds of men fatigued in the hourly
struggle for wealth and jts keeping, seeking
reliel from the prosaic, ready to be led into
the rich paths of romance, what is it we lack ?
What then but the interpreter? the man who
will find beneath or within it all the spirit of
life? ‘The morgue, the gutter, and the slum
are nol significant of a people who are at
once, clean, wholesome, and optimistic. These
three words may well be a text for us. That
we may think cleanly, paint wholesamely, with
an optimism born of faith in a people who
are the engrafted strength of many; and for
a creed, that principle which is the first and
last letter of Art—the Principle of Beauty.

Ertiorr DAINCERFIELD.



IN THE

HEART OF THINGS

By James Beebee

NI of the first questions thal enters
O the mind of the traveller approach-
ing New York i5, where shall 1 live?
Where shall T find either a temporary or
permanent abode in the city?  From the
legion of hotels riven in the guide books
how hest choose theone that not only offers
every modern comfort but is first of all eas-
ilv and con-
veniently ac-

af the world, where those who come torshop
miy spend their days and money and find
everyvthing under the sun that ministers
either to creature comfort or those little
vanities of life that add so very much to
its interest. i

Few come to New York without thinking
that “the play is the thing,” at least for an
EVENINg or
two, and from

ceaaible and o
place of van-
tage from
which to go
abhout the
city ?
Thetunnels
under the
Hudson River
now lead the
traveller into

the Martin-
ifque every im-
portant the-
atre in the city
including the
Metropolitan
Opera House
isbut a stone's
throw away.
Far the busi-
ness man the

the very heart

location of

of New York.
To the mag-
nificent new
station of the Pennsylvania Railroad be-
tween 3zd and 34th Streets, and by way
of the famous MeAdoo tubes to 33d Street
and Broadway, from the stations of all the
great trunk lines that end on the New
Jersey chore,

On Broadway between 32d and 33d
Streets, where it may well be said that all
roads meet, has been buill one of New
York's greatest modern hotels, the Mar-
tinique. Tt has a location rarely equalled,
in that it faces a little wasis, a small open
space known as Greeley Square, whose pre-
siding genius is a bronze statue of the great
Joumalist who founded the N. Y. Tribune.
_ Almost at the front door of the Martin-
Hjue one may take a car to any part of
the city.  Fifth Avenue, the greater part
of which is now devoted to shops, in-
cluding those of the areat jewelers, the art
!it‘uler.-; amnd above all the arbiters of fom-
imne fashion, is only a block to the east.
Within five or ten minutes’ walk may be
found nearly all of the greatest retail stores

A bit of the new
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the hotel is
ideal.  Hecan
o0 up ordown
town without wasting {ime, and for families
who come to spend either a few days or
weeks in New York the ease of access
and central location are most convenient,
Broadway, the city’s. great main artery,
leads by the door and even the most timid
need never fear going about, for all ways
lead back home, po where you will, m a
direct and unmistakable line. The Fifth
Avenue motor 'bus will take you either
down town past Madison Square, giving
you i splendid view of the Metropolitan
Life Building, the famous Madizon Square
Garden, the scene of the annual horse show,
or up town through the new shopping dis-
trict, and then along Central Park, past the
palatial residences of many known in the
world of inance and fashion. At S1st Street
vou can et off and po in to lock at the
wonderful collection of pictures and art ob-
jects in the Metropolitan Museum of Art.
There is not a place in the city that you may
not reach quickly and comiortably from the
very doors of the Martinique,

= Drutch ™
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A rorner of the beantifol oew main dining-roam

The new Martininue covers an entire
Bbleck and has as many as 6oo rooms,
The architect, Mr. H. J. Hardenburg, is
one of the most accomplished in  the
country, and there is not a single con-
venience that one could wish for in his
own home that may not he found here.
Light, heat, and perfect ventilation have
never heen forgotten for a moment. The
great central court lets in sunshine and air
to the lowest rooms, and all through the
building is a system of ventilation by which
the air is constantly kept pure and fresh.

Let us go in and look around. The
main entrance or gramd concourse on - 3ad
Street is a spacious and beautiful room.
Itz ceiling, modelled in relief, colored deli-
cately vet richly, reflects back the light from
the chandeliers in beautiful gradations of
light and dark, and gives an atmosphere of
richness and luxury, The walls are of mar-
ble of rich colorings and the draperies of
purple velvet are in perfect keeping. The
effect is of a great hall free from any in-
terrupling columns, and as vou enter there
is no evidence as in most hotels of the

Seribner's Magazine Advertiser

office and registry clerk ready to take
your pedigree.

From the moment you enter the house
you are conscious of an air of good taste,
comsideration, and evident apprecia-
tion, that you are entitled to and may
expect generous treatment and perfect
service. As you enter, leading off {rom
the right of the concourse your attention
will be immediately attracted hy the
main dining-room, and to many it will
recall the famous Apollo reom of the
Louvre from which it is copied. It
is a heautiful example of the French
Renaissance of the time of Louis
XIV. The prevailing colors are gold
amd rose. The walls are in natural
woods, carved oak relieved with gold.
On the walls are a series of eight
panels painted by two of America’s
mast distinguizhed artists.  Four of
{hem are of beautiful women of the
French court painted by Irving K.
Wiles, the subjects being the (Jueen
of Louis XV, Princess Adelaide ber
daughter, Madame du Barry and
Madame Pompadour. The ather four
panels, by J. Carroll Beckwith, are
Louis XV as the Dauphin, Marshal
Saxe, Mansart and Voltaire. If one
has a mind to, in the intervals between
dinner courses, there is abundant appor-
tunity for conversation in recalling some
interesting gossip and French history while
discussing the personalities of these por-
traits, From the main entrance on 3zd
Street there is a vista through as far as
the ladies’ enlrance on 33d Street.  This
entratice, on a cuiet side street, leads into
a fover trimmed in dark Spanish oak, the
walls hung with tapestry panels, copies
from those designed by Le Brun for Louis
XIV. The four lunettes of the ceiling
are decorated by paintings by C. Y. Tur-
ner, illustrating episodes in the history of
Martinique. The subjects are of Barbar-
ism, Discovery, Civilization, Settlement,
and they will well repay what time you
can spare to study the stories they have to
tell.  On the 33d Street side i= the Louis
XV dining-room with its wainscot and pi-
lasters of Circassian walnut and panels of
golden silk tapestry.

For a long time one of the most attrac-
tive dining-rooms of the Martinique, the
grill room in the basement, has been popu-
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Jarly known as the “Dutch” room. It is
not really Dutch, however, but modern
German. The recent addition to the Dutch
room with its vaulted ceiling and a quiet
harmonious coloring of warm tones of red
and gold make it more than ever attractive,
The lighting is peculiady subdued and
agreeable, most of it coming from cande-
labra on the side walls especially designed
to harmonize with the general color scheme.
In the older part of the Dutch room, as
a part of the decorations, there will be
found a most remarkable collection of the
horns of African game.  LEven Mr. Roose-
velt might envy the hunter who brought
them home,

No great modern city hotel is complete
without its bancuet-room.  There are two
in the Martinique, one designated official-
Iy as the banquet-room, with itz walls of
tich Flemish cak and the beams of the
ceiling also in oak, the other with a wall
of artificial stone over which is a graceful
lattice work in light creen made to carry
vines. These two rooms can be thrown
togrether with the beautiful foyer leading to
them and all used on some great occasion
if necessary. The foyer is a little gem,
another example of typical Louis XIV
sivle with its tapestried walls. On the
Broadway side is the new calé, beautifully
decorated in an Italian style, and the gen-
tlemen’s caf, one of the handsomest in the
city. The latter, with its walls and col-
umns of Italian marble, relieved by Pom-
peian panels, is notably rich in color, and it
isa delightiul placeof elegance and creature
cotmforts so dear to the hearts of most men.

The walls of the banquset-room are of Fiemish vak

32¢

The genilemen's cofd

The Martinique’s location, looking out
Ol AN open square, gives a serics of views
from the windows rarely equalled.  Up and
down Broadway by day, with its crowds of
shoppers and busy traffic, and again at
night when it flashes out its thousands of
electric lights that have given it the pictu-
resque name of the Great White Way, By
iay, too, one may look over the roofs toward
thesilvery glenm of the Hudson, and bevend
wetaplimpseof thebloe rim of the Palizades,

No hotel or restaurant in New York

has back of it a finer tradition of hos-
pitality or a more deserved and acknowl-
edged reputation for its cuisine and ser-
vice than the Martinique.
The founder of the husiness,
John Taylor, established in
1851 a restaurant that was
notable in itz day, and later,
at the corner of Broadway
and Franklin Street. Taylor’s
Saloon, as it was then called,
was looked upon asone of the
most magnificent restaurants
in the world. The [ollowing
is from Putnam’s Magizine,
published in 1853:

“Cm the corner of Frank-
lin-street and Broadway is
“Taylor’s Saloon,’ the largest
and most elegant restaurant
in the world. Tavlor's is
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both a restaurant wnd
a hotel. The zaloon
on the first floor con-
tiins an arci of seven
thousand five hundred
square feet; the ceil-
ing is ecichteen leet
high. There are two
vrand entrances; the
floor 15 laid with
marble tiles of 4 novel
and beautiful design;
the counters are of
pure statuary marble,
and ornamented with
bronze and gilt izures,
and supported at the
corners by kneeling
figures of marble.”
In 1855, William
Tayvlor, a brother,
establizshed the St
Diemis, at the corner of
trth Street, one of the

city’s hotels whose fame is still known every-
where. Its location, just across the street unique in some particulars.

The Sr. Dewns on Eleventh Street just across

the street from Grace Church.

and intention of the
host dominate every
department of the
Martinique. There
is an unobtrusive yet
obvious evidence of
thefact that the guest's
comfort, convenience
and independence are
never lost sight of, an
atmosphere of refine-
ment and distinetion
all-pervading. It is
the wnebirasiveness of
the service of the
Martinique that
makes it a place
where one can go
and feel assured of a
courteous reception,
such service as one
might expect from
a house of its reputa-
tion.

The arrangement of the Martinique is

Many fami-

from Grace Church, has alwavs had an lies who either live in the city or come

especial attraction for visi-
tors, notably those from the
=outh and West, and the St.
Denis restaurant has been
famous for vears.

The management of the
new Martinique is in the
hands of Mr. Charles Tayv-
lor, a son of the proprietor of
the St. Denis, and associated
with him s Mr, W, 5, Gilzon,
whose [ather owned a line of
inns and coaches in the old
days up in Vermont and
New Hampshire,

It is hard to define
in words just the things
that make a difference
between comfort and safis-
Jaction and the feeling
of restlessness and uncer-
tainty that so often possesses
one in a strange hotel, but

Taylor's Saloon, Broadway and
Franklin® Street, 1853

Lrom & comiemgenary (sint,

for several months in the
winter find it difficult to get
a small apartment for a
short time where they can
be free from housckeeping
responsibilities. A number
of the rooms at the Mar-
tinigque are so arranged
that they can be thrown
together for the accommo-
dation of such families.
It goes without saying that
the building is not only
fireprood but that in ad-
dition it is protected by
every known device apainst
any possible danger from
accident. Particulars re-
garding prices, location and
arrangement of the rooms
may be had by applying
to Mr. Walter Chandler,
Jr., manager. It is fair to

after all it comes down to very much the say that one may live at the Martinique
same thing that makes one feel at home in - as one’s means provide, either simply or

visiting a private house.

The personality  luxuriously.
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YOU BUY WATER.

Soap Powder like Sponges can be filled with
Air which makes the Powder Fluffier—
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package of fluffed Powder and see how
rapidly the Water Evaporates and the Weight |2
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CLOCKS JEWELRY SILVERWARE
CHINA AND GLASS

A PRUDENT BUYER IN SELECT-
ING ARTICLES OF PERMANENT
UTILITY SEEKS THE SECURITY
OF AN ESTABLISHED GUARANTEE

THROUGH THREE GENERATIONS
TIFFANY & CO. HAVE CONSIDERED
THE CONFIDENCE OF THEIR PATRONS
A MOST VALUED POSSESSION AND
HAVE SUCCESSFULLY MAINTAINED
A SUPREMACY IN STYLE QUALITY
AND WORKMANSHIP

BLUE BOOK CATALOGUE SENT UPON
REQUEST IT IS FULL OF INFORMATION
BUT HAS NO ILLUSTRATIONS

FIFTH AVENUE & 37™ STREET
NEW YORK
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\ P o (o iy The name of the Stetnway dealer nearest wou, fogether with ilfustrated
Tﬁ_ 3 | iferature, will be send upon reguest and mention of this magazine.
\ VT
7N STEINWAY & SONS
&, 0 STEINWAY HALL
_.;—__ () an N 107 and 109 East 14th Street, New York
e =, Subway Express Stafion af the Door

N RN TR ;
o MY ,;'J"I‘}":’\h.' [ ';,.
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Making “Dreams”’
Come True

Depends largely upon clear thinking.

Coffee 1s one of the most subtle of all enemies of a clear

mind. Not for everyone— but for many.

If you value comfort and the power to “do things,”

suppose you change from coffee to well-made

POSTUM

“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Battle Creek, Michigan, U. 5. A.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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1910,

Grant rounding the Westbury turn last October,
winning for the second year in succession

THE VANDERBILT CUP

The American Locomotive Company never
has built a racing car. This proof that the |
ALCO touring car of everyday service | I
embodies such absolute reliability in-
spires in owner and builder a confidence
quite beyond price.

American. Locomotive Company
1886 Broadway, NEW TORK.
2501 Michigan Ave., CHICAGO,

(LICEMSED UNDER BLLOCH PATERT)

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE T
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Telephone Etiquette

Co-operation is the keynote
of telephone success.

For good service there must
be perfect co-operation be-
tween the party calling, the
party called, and the trained
operator who connects these
two.

Suggestions for the use of
the telephone may be found in
the directory and are worthy
of study, but the principles of
telephone etiquette are found

in everyday life.

One who is courteous face
toface should also be courteous

when he bridges distance by
means of the telephone wire.

He will not knock at the
telephone door and run away,
but will hold himself in readi-
ness to speak as soon as the
door is opened.

The 100,000 employees of
the Bell system and the
25,000,000 telephone users
constitute the great telephone
democracy.

The success of the telephone
democracy depends upon the
ability and willingness of each
individual to do his part.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND AssocliATED COMPANIES

One Policy

One System

Universal Serbice

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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A Good Time to Paint

Much painting should be done this spring, whether
linseed oil be slightly lower or slightly higher; for
with the 1910 flax erop short it seems unreasonable
to expect a return to the oil prices of a few years ago.

The thing to remember is that, though high, paint

materials are not nearly so expensive as the repairing of a

neglected house. Even oil at £1.00 or $1.25 makes the paint-

ing of the average house cost only $4 or 45 more than it used

to cost. That isn't enough more to justify letting a $10,000

house, or even a $2,000 house, go to ruin. Paint it this spring.
It will cost you less than later.

And use '"Dutch Boy Painter’ white lead and genuine linseed oil. People

are tempted sometimes, when standard materials are high, to employ something
| inferior. A great mistake, because not true cconomy.

Moreover, the first cost of pgenuine *‘ Dutch Boy Painter”” white lead paint
is not so great as you may have been led to believe. It may surprise you
if vou do a litle hguring for yourself. Get from your local dealer prices
on the following ineredients:

121 Ihs. “Duich Boy Painter™ white lead §.........

! ' gollon Pore linseed oil = = - =
L% gollon Turpenting = = = = = =
| _¥a pint Turpeatioe drier = - - - =

This makes 1 gallon Genuaine old-fashioned paint

Compare this with the cost of any other paint you would think of
using. You'll find the best is also the cheapest.

[ OUR FREE PAINTING HELPS

We try to be of service to those abaut to paint.  'We will send vou, if asked, ¢
color schemes, miscellaneous painting directions, and name of **Blue List®*
Painters in your community, men who use our **Dutch Boy Painter®” white

|
| lead. Ask for *f Helps No. 145"  That will include everything.
i

TO PAINTERS: I vou are a skilled white-leader and use
“Dutch Boy Painter®” white lead, send vs your name for our
“Pyinters’ Blue List.®™ Write us for Blue List Circular No. 145.
Tt gives particulars.

National Lead Company
I An Cifficr i eack af the followimg siffes:
|
| Mew York Boston Buofialo Cincinnati Chicago
| Cleveland St Lonis San Francisco
Jobn T: Lewis & Bros. Co,, Philadelphia
National Lead & Oil Co,, Pittsburgh

In auswering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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\TT em__ an Woolen

T i

H b
Wm M Wood Pr'eare

we aim to make dependable cloths af a price that would be impossible on any lesser

q:l' As the largest producers of woolen and worsted fabrics in the world,
scale of production.

']] We own and operate !'.ﬁir.l!'_jl;-ﬁ.uur mills representing the highest development of
the textile art. Cloths produced by the American Woolen Company by modern
methods and skilled labor are as nearly perfect as human ingenuity can
approach. Our immense purchasing facilities, required to supply 9000 looms
with raw wool, secure choices and prices which are reflected in our finished cloth,

€ “American Woolen” fabrics can be purchased by-the-yard at any dry
goods store. It will profit the purchaser of ready- to-wear garments to
ascertain that his clothes are made of “American Woolen” fabrics. Those
who patronize the custom tailor should make their selection of cloth from
the large and ever-changing stock of “American Woolen” fabrics. In
short, whenever and wherever it is a question of cloth, an American
Woolen Company’s Fabric is the satisfactory answer.

AMERICAN WOOLEN CO. BOSTON, MASS.

SALES DEPARTMENT
AMERICAN WOOLEN CO. BUILDING, 18TH AND 189tw S5TS., ON &41h AVE., NEW YORK

J. CLIFFORD WOOQODHULL, SELLING AGENT

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Soft Light Illuminates
and Decorates

An important part of my business is mak-
ing electric light globes which subdue the light
and produce a beautiful decorative effect.

Considering the way in which they trans-
form the cold, harsh, bare electric light, they
are of equal importance with the light itself.

I am not content with making a few
styles, because I know that the possibilities for
utilizing light are without end.

Therefore, I make over 2000 styles of
Fes. 1. . Fot O electric shades and globes. They comprise all

shapes and kinds, all colors and shades of colors, in silk,

satin and velvet finishes. More are coming all the time.

Everyone who wants artistic light should use the globes I
make. It is just as easy to have decorative light as it is to
have just light.

My newest product is “Alba Glass.” It is especially suit-
able for lighting large spaces, buildings, stores, offices and
public buildings, because it spreads the licht uniformly. It
refines the lil-h_,‘rht without sacriﬁcing its brilliancy. It is far
superior to frosted globes, double globes and corrugated
globes. It accomplishes what all other outdoor lighting glass
has heretofore failed to accomplish—perfect diffusion,

Your dealer can supply anything 1 make. If he hasn't
it he will get it.

Write for my catalogue. Tt tells about all my globes, shades and chimneys, and
you may have present need for some of them, Let's have pood light since we must have

light. That is merely a matter of htting each light with the shade, globe or chimney 1
make for it. My catalogue is free. Address

MACBETH
Macbeth-Evans Glass Company Pittsburch
=

Cuicaco; 178 East Lake Street PiliLADELFHIA: 42 South Eighth Strect
NEw Yorx: 19 West Aith Strect

HE T R P
e e e

i

I'n answering aduverlisemenis please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Hms e
5 soprang of the
B Sings exchasive
Co’lu

All the Music of all the "h’e orld
is at your command, in your awn
home, whenever you F:'l'i. 15€ O YOur
friends suggest, if youown 4

kG raphup hone - Grafonola

B (1 3D to $um) (“prices o0 1o Bans )

@R Columbia Records
Lh5 LT are Double-Discs

o o flat, black disc records, with music on

Aorh siiles, a ofiforens selection on gecd
side, and f i |||'-'-'|l.|:|.i|-'-| quality.
Hearing is behieving—Columbia dealers
everywhere provide the opportunity

01 imbia Phonograph Co., Gen’l"

Tribune Building, New York

Erearnes ol the Talkiod Mapkdng ladesiry.  Pioneers and Leaders s the Tolking Maohine Arr Diwnern of dhe Tundemenral Patents, Larjeai
sfanufaoiurers of Talking Mackines in the World. DEALERS WANTED| Exclosive selling righrs granted shars we are nol sttively fepresented.

N

n j

e == =03 e

I qr.l;nt-'.'c-rf'af_:; adrertisements ;‘Jf'r.'n'.:.-_u.'r':.'.f."ur.'.'-DC{_'RH-'_"'-'f’h".‘- WAGAZINE
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Sturtevani

klectric Vacuum Cleane

The priceless thing about vacuum cleaning is that it keeps a house
spotlessly, hygienieally clean, a/l the ttme. The moment a vacuum
cleaner falls short of this, its real value is lost. .

The test of a vacuum cleaner, therefore, is not what it will do to-
day or next year. Any honest vacuum cleaner will give perfect results
while it is new. It is after years of service that the real test comes.

The dominant feature of' the Sturtevant is that it has TREBLED
this period of perfect efficiency. It has none of the complicated or
flimsy parts—bellows, valves, gears, diaphragms—which have been

the fatal weakness in portable vacuum cleaners. It is an entirely

new conception of powerful simplicity. A Sturtevant means a house
spotless for a life-time.

No other consideration is so vital in choosing a vacuum cleaner.

The Sturtevant is manufactured by the most famous makers of
air-propelling machinery in the world. 1t is worthy of its origin.
Price, with full equipment of tools, delivered anywhere in United
States, $130.
SEND FOR BOOKLET 56

The Bturtevant machis iy be seen af anyy of owr branches

B. F. STURTEVANT COMPANY, Hyde Park, Mass.

50 Church Street. f:l::v- "In'EI'I'I : 135 Morth Third Street, Philadelphia: 530 South Clintan Stveet, Chicago: 329 West Third
Sereet, {_,_u-.._'nllnan 1 711 Park Building, Pitmsburg. Pa.; 1006 Loan and Trust Building, Washington, DN, C, ; 34 Oliver Street,
Boston ; 529 Meiropalitan F]ulld_.ln.: .Ml.ﬂl'h'.i;allu; 423 Schofield Building, Cleveland ; 1128 Granite Building, Rochester,
M. ¥.; 30 Fullevion Building, St. Louis: 436 Norwood Avenue, Buffalo, N. Y. : 36 Pearl Street, Hartford, Conn.

In enswering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Steger supremacy is the cumulative result of the musical know-
ledge and creative genius of generations of a Fz!mi]y of master plano
builders applied to the attainment of a lofty ideal for art's sake.

The many thousands in use Fu“y attest to the in{‘nrr][mrah]l:
singing quality, sonority, depth and permanency of tone of remark-
able sweetness—the superior materials and workmanship—the proven
durahility of $teger&8ons Fianos and Natural Player Pianos.

The experience of thousands of uzers has amply demonsirated
that both the intrinsic and market value of a $teger £5oms  de-
preciates less, year in, vear out, than any other make.

Steqer & Sons

Pianos and Natural Player Pianos
S350 and Upwards $600 and Upwards
The True Representatives of Supreme Piano Satisfaction

I9 Story Fire-Proof The Steqec&®ens Piano is in a class by itself— each in-
Steger Building o ont is the supreme effort of a corps of over 5,000
expert piano builders—each one of whom is an avewed music lover —
under the personal supervision of Mr. John V. Steger, the greatest mas-
ter piano builder the world has ever known—in the largest piano

-
factory in the world—at Steger, lll,, the town founded by Mr. Steger.
Steqer £%ms Pianos and Natural Player Pianos are accepted sverywhers
by eritical musicians and lovers of muaic asthe highaat attainable achieve=
ment of the master piano builder’s art. [Its purchase carries the assur-
ance that money cannot buy belier.
If wou are eoidemaplaling (he pureless
of o pitud—nd matter what wou fhink yon
can dfird t0 pay for w—gou oW if fo
onraclf i vead owr  free, Aondsomely -
r:rrrrnl:-'-e-i piano books. Thew are full of
interesdimg, wnbicsed, enprri @dvics,
pornling owd Lhe pitfalis dhal awail
the piang breyer whe s wof an experd
—aud how {0 avowd them,

Steqer &Sons
Executive Qffices and Display Reoms—
New Steger Building—Chicago
Factories: Steger, lll.

In answering adveriisements please mentton SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE
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The Price of Success

Many of the biggest advertising successes—local
and national—have been made thmugh New York
City Surface Car Advertising,

They combined in the Surface Cars of New York
City the circulation, in quantity and quality, of all
other mediums of general publicity—and paid only
4c. to Sc. per thousand for it.

These are actual facts and actual figures.
We have the exclusive control and sale of all
advertising space in the

New York City Surface Cars
And 5th Avenue Auto Busses

Study the Cards -
HWe Have a Standard

Ask for rates and information.
New York City Car
Advertising Company

225 Fifth Avenue N. Y.

-

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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elch’

‘Che National .‘I)rzné
rape Ju 1C

¥ G

When Y ou Entertain Serve WELCH'S

HEN you serve WELCH'S vou #new it is ¢l
¥ !I 1 peidr It 15 Clean, pure
and wholesome; that it is made of the juice of the finest
Concord grapes, that nothing has been put into it to give it
taste and color.
i ¥l MNLESS ¥OU are one af the mil- NE ];]-:|:-. add= it to limeade and
J | lions who now wse WELCH'S says her fnends declare 1t is like
r | constantly in their homes, you have d rllliull;-_h liguid amethysts, You
JRL no idea how many ways you can  can't devise a more delicious drink
/i | use it.  As a flavor and color for  to serve your guests on any ¢icasion
'I“Ir] | cake icings il is unique, than
o WEILCH GRAPE PUNCH
\ Take the juler of three lemons and one orange, add ane plor of WELCH'S,
\ ". "'\ ane cup of sugar and « quart of water, It served dram a punch bowl, .
A garnish with gliced oranges, pineapples, etc. re f
} * . ¥ a 3
2 The new free bookletr of Welch prape juice recipes includes these and a_."' . A |
) 3 many sther recipes thar nre sure to delight you and your gursd= ¥ t s
:_ th At your druggist’s or groscer’s, or we w permd you a trial case of y v o |
I.-""__‘-"'- - 12 pints, express prepadd cas of Umahas, For S0, Tolal 4-og, 1 r Y
$ bottie by mail, 10 | = r.
i THE WELCH GRAFE JUICE CdO.
Westhield, N. Y.

rfverfisenients  please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGALINE
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~ HOUSE BUILDING .
'HOUSE FURNISHINGS

[GENUINE INDIAN RUG $10.00 ] '

Hand- anon for ‘J.m; ln a.'rw Cainr or Daslgn

HARTSHORN

Ay Tidia 1 I
ey siee, ol e -wﬁ_,ﬁ_':~gﬂv_ SHADE ROLLERS
L PRt e e 3 Sikadl sl T w i) S Ltar[‘e-.-.lutn:u.men:
P THA rediatiery gtli T Sr swart Hartshom on label.
. Baturnable i ! tory Get '’ I:t--rr ved," no tacks reguired.
et ke o Pl ot e s, Wood Rollers Tin Roller=
sl i " el b . N READY
| ral voe-poigne Catalogrue for Eant
Skl s tadivg i S Native e AUCTION BRIDGE
TIE FRANCIS B, LESTER COMPANY, Bepp. D820, Medlla Fark, ¥, e, B‘J" J_ B_ EL“‘ELL
] ) Author of * Practical Healpe,” * Advanea] Bridlg il Ihik]

v cxpert discusaien of the proper play in this Indcest gaepuinr

clopment of the gpym: -.F-l-l:_.

CI—IARLES EERIENER'E SONS

| THE BEAUTY OF YOUR SILVERWARE
depends on its brilliancy and cleanliness.

"IN AROLT A it rou gl—%ﬁﬁ 0

ILicON

with little effort and small expense will
keep it always bright and fresh as new.
Electro-Silicon does not scrarfch or
mar, and is free from chemicals. Iis
exceptional merit has made it famous
around the world. Send address for

l_.{|H".HI GARAGES are 1'| tory made oot of best quality sea-
e hnmber, watertight, weathert .,'ll |.rJ ulbstanfial 1 Every
I'u.'\. ire Furrh i dlint they may be ehipped

ns |-|||| ready for erection on
with little effort, and at a mini

' m:lnrulﬂ ¢ Hum HOU m and.Pe ra

i .l h i ' .' :."l; it busildinizs are Paladed

m&mhwf“mm“.aﬁﬁﬁmhmﬂ FREE SAMPLE

Ulair tlostrated Catalog tells more,  Wrte For it fediny or, l"'lllulpt'lllllu Al box psrstspalil,
=i € Tl Eleetro S illeon Co,, 30 CUHIT Strect, New York,

WY CKOFF LUMBER & MFG. CO. Sold by Grocers and. Drui.usts Everywhere.
125 Giwen S0, Dthacs, N, Y. ;

In ansioering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SEE THAT YOUR FITTINGS ARE RIGHT

HE ¢wear and tear” with plumbing
fixtures falls upon the brass-work. You
can’t expect faucets, traps, valves and other
metal parts to stand daily usage and remain
in perfect working order unless they are

made right and of the best material.

The fittings that go with all Mott Plumbing Fixtures are of the
same high standard as the fixtures them- :
selves. The apparently low price of
some plumbing fixtures 1s due to inferi-
or fittings. To make sure of both ma-
terial and workmanship, see that your
fittings are stamped with our name.

Our bookeler, “Modern Plurmbing”, contains illustrations thow-
ing 24 modern bathroom inr:ﬁllr-.| TAngIng in cost from 5'."-1- Lt

3,000, Sent on request with 4 cenis (0 cover postage.
T™r BEANCHFES: Boston, Chicaga, Phila-
THE J- L' PVIG delphia, IDdetroit, Minneapolis, Wash.
¥ ington, St. Louis, New Orleans,
IRON WOoRKS Denver, San Francisco, San Antonic,

Atlanta, Secattle, Indianapolis a
1828 Eighty Years of Supremacy 1901 I‘ille:{mr;.ri:. S ndAeons wud

gth AVE. and 17th ST., NEW YORK CANADA: 133 Bleury St., Mantreal

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Let this SILENT, DUSTLESS
Air-Cleaning Machine, The Famous

nvincible Junior
L Electric

1911 99obel LRenobator

clean vour hons This machine was designed especially (or hones,
1 will SAVE you MONEY as well as
WORK and WORRY
The anly Centrifural Fan Machine prov
en by test of time.  The only really
Efficient Cleaner @t o Maoderate Price
Strong, Steady Suction—Easily Attached,
Easily Operated
No Valves, No Gears, No Pumps
No Wearing Parts
Let the machine itself prove its superiority We'll send one to you to try
no charge, no oblication—JTUST TRY IT
INVINCIBLE ELECTRIC RENOVATORS are made in four sizes:

COMMERCIAL DOMESTIC JUNIOR STATIONARY

Write for free illostrated boolklets

i r 2133 Far Bank Bldg.
Electric H\elll'u]v.lah?r1 Mig. Co. B i R

The uim:i IJI—BEUNIOR

i




HOUSE BUMHLINNG—HOUSE FURNISHINGS

Here is one modern neces-
sity steadily decreasing in
price in the face of a general =
risein the cost of living. Electric
light is now cheaper because

with their: strong metal threads radiate more light than can be
gotten from electricity by the older types of incandescent bulbs,

They triple the amount of light for every dollar’sworth of current.

Every room in your house can be
“hottled sunlight "— some  of
General Electric Mazda Larps,
brightest —compare the liglt
decide for yourself

better lighted with
Vour rodims .L]I*-l.'ll'.li'!.'ll'

et il
Bemn with

rooms Vou want 1
Compare the cost and then E el St
kinds of lamgs an

Rty es o el ik tes a

f
Electric |i|'.{|:1l CAAMpPanics and dealers have -'l:nl!||r|-'.'l=' st ks i | i
] 2 : mmemlerin elecwris Bolting
aof Crenmeral Flectric Mazda ]..Lm]la. Ask them to |:|L.'||l select
the sizes best suited to your needs,

Ak o 'I".lu Mew Fra
ol General Electric Company

H Depr. 28 Schenecrady, New York

fn un.-.".'.;u:'r."n.g_c-m":'{'r!f-w.!rc'n!.f ‘I"rd"{'u'fl‘.‘ mentton SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WiNTARE
FATTIAN

T'he famous trade mark "' | 847 ROGERS BROS,"
on spoons, forks, knives, etc., puarantees the
heaviest triple plate. Send for catalogue "B41”

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO.,

{Internationsl Silver Co., Saccsssor)
Chicago MERIDEN, CONN. San Francisco

MNew York

Are You Interested in a Home?

If =a, seod Six Cenls for & Copy of *

24 CRAFTSMAN HOUSES"™

PRACTICAL~ORNAMENTAL

LEAVENS FURNITURE

THE whale impression of the home iscre-
ared by the choice of suitable or unsuinable

'F1_|rn||:|_|1':_-. |1 i5 an .nppbrlunilg,' far a display Df

good taste, of individuality and of comfort,

EAVEMS Fumiture embraces all siyles
and finishes,—is in igelf the sandard imi-
tated by many, and is sold at a moderate
price.

THE purchaser has an unlimi:

ted fiedd 1o select from, eme
bracing over 300 distincoive de-
signs in every conceivable pece.

DRDER LEAVEMS Furrieizre
and get the ind i -JU:.J
effece; have Fnished ac-
Cording ta yous Gsiiashe,
nf fio addinenal expense.
Shipmenis carefully mads
insunng safe delvery

D'l'ﬂ R 200 ilusteations

semi anywhers upon

vren I oo sl
migka a reul Jetix
= thes. Wi

g %
Tese T

thin --.'.|-I i
SMAN HOMES" i
ilding. It repularly sel
L willl mualos you the folbowimg Teme

Pt Tl'l'ﬂ‘ El:'a{la-ma.n for a Year - $3.00
: ! “Craftsman Homes"™ - = = DD? ilj% ';'rgl
WILLIAM LEAVENS & (TD., Mers. Your Selaction of ID'D Hoause Plans }
1 32 Canal Sl.-, Boston, Mass. - yr ) -..n |II ..h.r .“.“.".":“.M"m”"' AT Fa
4 \ EDGAR E. PHILLIPS, THE CRAFTSMAN

Clrl u|l|||ln Mgr., Room 185 41 Wesi ik Sireet, New York Cigy

"!|J'|l‘|"l]'i!'||‘-"!'!;"l"}l]tl-]-}!]ﬂ'?f'.f

When Choosing a Mantel

First, use the greatest care to select a truly anistic design, Avoid
the bizarre and “ginger-bread work”™ styles. Second, be sure the
mantel is substantial and safe as well as artistic—that it is built
for long and hard use, not merely for ornament,

P. & B. Brick Mantels ;

g

are a.d.:.-ﬂm] Enm the I-h.k Caminental and

. ted for ther

o Themaslves

- l:-rr.ar.n'-nl:al patlerns cares

Fully mn.llrlrd from masier cads maoe h] n

e I'!lﬂﬂ: architect—have 3“ the de-nl_h .111.]
ncter of hand carving

entirelly of brick, cannot become dented,
lc_trhq-dnr blivtered like wood. Absclutely
safe, for there is nothing to hecome ever-
heated and endanger  the sumounding
walls, Can be installed by any magon, £

¥ vou want the best mantel, ot a B

clu eamanalile price, send fa Sketch ¥
B el U ||. miamnlel '.-'I" Last & lifebme. Made hm- ”I’-\.'I :}F-‘TII:E i 18 v
— T THE PHILADELPHIA & BOSTON FACE BRICK CO.
Prepis 170 BG5S MK 3i., Heslon, My, Kew Tork Sales GMeee |12 W, 0% Steeet
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Before you build, learn the investment advantages

NATCO-HOLLOW-TILE

. . Fireproaf residence
—— = = e o T ahowing walls af
FIREPROOF —mois i PO L e el
g " . TILE
Comstruciicn

ture-proof—age-proof
—vermin - proof —
warmer in winter -
cooler iIn summer,

AR-SIGHTED buwlding authornties declare that within the next
decade pracnically all good residences and other buildings of mod-
erate dimensions will be built fireproof—that such construction
will become standard, as 11 15 today in buildings of the larger type.

If you build otherwise than fireproof new, your house may belong to an
obsolete and undesirable class ten years hence. For the buillder whao
appreciates the investment factor, the question of fireproof construction
15 therefore of vital importance.

Quite apart from the advantages stated above, there is no reason why
you should not build with NATCO HOLLOW TILE. The cost is no
more than for brick, bnck-and-woed, stone-and-wood, or concrete.

And with NATCO HOLLOW TILE the cost of maintenance is reduced

to the minimum.

F'-.':-r.\' prospecive boailder should write nf once for owr .":ll.i-pnyc' bonk ' FIREPROOF
HOUSES." maled for 10 conmio cover posiape, In illusirnies onvd describes 45 houses, hoaels,
mpartmienis, e, costing S4000 10 22000000, and gives complee wehnical inlormarion
with 1ypical foor plans, of NATCOD HOLLOYY TILE construciion.  Address Depr, D

NATIONAL: FIRE - PRIDFING - COMPANY

FITTSEURGH. PA.
The same
residerice com- 5 Ofices in All
Plete wush gt J .F’:m-:u'pn_:-'

exfarior fnis, Citles

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



56 HOUSE BUFLINNG

PrrrsTon, Pa.
Jume 16, 1910

Messre, OsTERMOOR & Co,
Ihe Owtermons  Matress
parchased from  you over
Fa of oleven veirs ama i
gtill kn w=e in my bome, and
It is 8o comfortable oz sl-
tshactory 1 assurs you we

wulild use no oflier,

Yery truly yoom,
Frani €. Mosten
ALlGrney a1 w,

. o

WH ICH means

more to you—

actuzl proof of value
from families who have
used the Ostermoor for
years, or the mere
claim of a “iu-r-.‘u.-lr:l,"l(‘lnil" il'ﬂ:Tﬁrilrl'I, =0 many of
which have cropped up to deceive buyers who

really want and shoald fawe the

OstermoOR

MATTRESS $1 5

“Built—Not Stuffed”’

Your education along the lines of sleeping com-
fort—vour knowledge of mattress guality and
what scientific mattress making can bring you—
demands the Ostermoor, aund wene otber.

In répresents ffty yeirs of experisnce instead of
five years of “‘experiment.*®

144-Page Book and Samples Free

The Deecemnonr Matrrcay jn not for gale s sores penerally, bt

L cet,  Write us and we'l]
For 10 -h-\.-r-.-'-nﬂ.“ “nald, &ime
"1llzrr'|"I|:JJ|JrrI:.l.'....;

iy It '|} diys—moacy back tf you want i€,

108 Elizabeth St

I..-F-I“|5,|I-. |

None in ShoCE,

CSTERMOOR & CO.,

Cavadinn Agubayi A

New York

. Manizsal

MATTRZSSES COST

ticking

8" wide 45lba 515

Ta k=i paris &0 spirs
Drust proof,

atin Gndsh theldng,

£1.50 more,

Mernce
French /
x ) |"I

ansieering aduveriisements

_,".'I"t'l.?.'-t! meilion

HOUSE FURNISHINGS

Write for Our Free Bo Bkl on

Home ngeratlon

It tells you how to
select the Home Re-
frigerator—how to
know the good from
the ;pn-ur—]'low to keep
a Refrigerator swest
and sanitary—how
your food can be
properly protected and
preserved —how to
keep down ice hills—
lota of thinge you
should know before
selecting any Refrig-
erafor.

It also tells all about

Aiways sold DIRECT
and &t Factory Prioes.
Cash or Manthly Paymanis,

The Lifetime Refrieratar

made in one pece of aolid, unbreaksble
Porcelain Ware, owver an inch thick, with every

] ComparTnenis

with foe
W

u eracks or crevices anywhere;, and os By In
wwl—low it differs from  other
. The leading Jl-r’:'plradl s

“Monroe" =xch vely and it is found today (v 5 barpe

i the very best homes,

The “Monroe™ is never sold in steres, but direct frum
the factory to yoo om our libernl triad offer, Fratght w
as ’Ia me"t We ars m1k||g A PR L] :!pa't
.........I .....I....H_.__* '\.l. af from wite rule of -all cask swith Gnder
ninl sell the ”M:m:ro: wfl Gl IIIIEFI.I credit t:rm-tﬂunh‘-
1 1 buy that way _FI.I.‘-;H “send Monroe Book™ onoa
postal card and it will wo o yutl E:.r next mail ]

Monroe Refrigerator Co., Station J, Cincinnati, 0.

]

ALOFe

TouGH

By
take

] Sav dat agin, ye [ossil, an' Tl R ¥e
it"ll dem scientific fellers o Ot Ve

one 0

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



HOUSE BUILDING=HOUSE FURNISHINGS g

 person building a new
or remodeling an old

hardware—no
15 of more im-

Building
hardware and
locks hﬁarjng the |
name
are the result of vears
of persiftent endeavor towards ultimate per-
fection,  They represent all that 1s bedt in quality of
materals, skilled workmanzhip, durability and SAFETY,
d while the patterns are of the highedt type of artitic design.
Many of the moft important buildings in the United States are
W equipped with [EEEEENE | ocks and Hardware—tfor instance, the

new City Hall in Chicago, the Cudtom House in New Yeork, the
Congressional Office Building in Washington and many other notable
p"ub]:ic buildings as well as thousands of the hnedt pnvate residences.
Locks and Hardware not only add to the beauty of any |
house, but increase its selling value as well.  The line 5 all-inclusive
—there 1= n'nthing in i‘:ulHing har:]warr :|r'rd5 that we 1:|-:'| T Flt'lni‘)'.';.

LOCKS Famous for  [EFCIH] HARDWARE—Quality

Tl

s .
#1- their security,  For dwellings, hotels, hardware in every respect. Numerous de- |
! office buildingz, ete. The Easy Spring signs for every style of house, for every |
ol I’rinr_'ip.lf- makes them 5mn-:‘-||1-wnrking, iwrlud ol architecture, and ever ¥ pattemm

et ionﬂ- lf"'l!q'l.Til'll-é and SAFE. irse fo tie schood from which it is derived

The Book of Designs—Free

podrays fathfully & large number of the mos artistic patterns and gives information
{hal everyone whao c:ynlnlrl]l]ai-ﬂs |::-u|||:||I'|g should have, Wrle lor a \:-::-mpllmc-nhrlr:,' i
copy Ioada}'. H inleu_‘slrﬂc{ in tinr Emfur]!m.[, n'lr:l.'llil:rrl the Earl. and we w||| '.n-:":uih‘.
our Colonial Book,

SARGENT & COMPANY, 143 Leonard Street, Mew York |

= 3l Eil|

" In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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lDREERS GARDEN BOOK J

Jl
o S 'S'L-
F-:-r Hﬁ\ s the time to plan thi parden Direer's Garden ook is the recognieed antlig

-1

i fi] | Ihar gErows 1m:g tena. _'_.I anmiml ..I O EnRETE |1-|| {[¥] _"'\.II_LI

il m | Tep=temtiin calor ol duotone | |'|_- |l-'- i hea VEF 1300 VRl
{ Flower Seaids w Plants, too Vegeralles, Besides Hardy Shrubs l.'I|||I i, Wiiler
Litiee: 1& . Lo Uhrasses, . &b ety Lomitnines  hundeeds |||I|||.| ||—..'.L|,J|__
et el in plain kangunge all about growing Howers, vegetables, planis, shrls
la

J 5 i T}

rid Sweet Peas

s Jusl s easy bnogrew gs W anliosrs seers,
3 biwrme Fenr | sgErny A misimrs ronlaliing
+digrdden Houk ™ free with enel ¢ r\I-H.

: HENRY A. DREER "“EHFEISEJH";T;“T_
Plant \2ETTS Plants

| weann s el ||r||f || |'| Vol g un-J\. 1| VEAT .'|.I'.r|. r"sr
vears lo come, Tl

new B4-Page Free catalog

fasts & thousand hest vanetes of strong vegorous
plants, which give qmck and granfving sesuli=.

Stately Hollyhocks

of grand straims, m strong feld -grown poots
~ \ll:l Illl\l'll Ill'ﬂl!.' II'"' !ll'\.l AR I_MI’ o
peri e el doahle hollvhocks - each flower &
vertsble rosette; iringed hinllvhock:s and
wngle, all describeed and illostrated in our
catalog “m ta-day for copy F

J. T. LGVETT
LITTLE SILVER, M. J.

Box 148

A New Hydrangea

(Snowball Hydrangea—Hills of Snow)
The Wridrangea has always begn & lnvorils |..l.||.'III:I.F|'|rU=I
'I.".l. II ik new

Luning  deserip- g
Cloein a0 B8 simdl 1Hem
wgt Trecs, Shr

I'LI.'I'IIEEI .1 !IIR‘.I'I'
Nuorasry mem= '
Hartleulinrlsis

RocmesTen, M. ¥,

A R SreenaELE HENDERSON'S SPECIALTIES
OFFER OF best

Todemonstrate the superiority of Henderson's Tested Seeds, we have made up six of the ity

have,into a Henderson Collection, consisting of one packet each of the following great specialtics:

The rising generation.

Ponderosa Tomato Henderson's Invincible Asters Mammoth Butterfly Pansies
Big Boston Letlln:e Scarlet Globe Radisk Giant Spencer Sweet Peas
To obiaia jur our 1] eata YEveryihing for the l'..m-.lgn * degepibed Below, the ]1r‘_.=l\.t||| \Ille l'
::-.:-I.I!a- 'I“ lI ..||!I L il JL.I‘:I"; o : l."_ll:l.lilr I;T-.:Il .-h-- "I‘_- |III-L..L= IH: .T:l;l:.s-;ljn.ll-r: i
EVERY EMFT? ENVELGPE CUUN'I'S AS CASH
Collectlos i enclosed ima 1 ||-.-I| which, whea emptied snd refutoed, will be gocepled af 55t
13 vn any ordar of ong dallar or

b EVERYTH]NG FDR THE GARDEN "

# lamaed, 208 g . B gabnrecd plates, 00 phaola

b aki 1 tho mosE comy | e ay well as beaueliul hoodd-
. Also conl sims IuII cultural directions tur flowers and vegetables.

PETER HENDERSON & Co. ,‘c;a-m:fs.;f

Fre disi r- f:-.'_-_; aadverttsenrents .I-';.-'.-,; se mention SCRIEB ."'ff'.'.f'f'."'l' T [1 I j'f,f'_"-.' I




SCRIBNER'S M0

it Caomimry
ii

Ehalbetbn doe 80, 4000,
v panchical horgicuBns
arigiiial

L it M is fnbonsel
sestiis wnl el
1811 PLANT

BOOK READY
prboe-list, of isnf @i olles g
; gy, 1R woa W gyt IE il
i Vo tsood 8 i1 yon bitewsd sestiag our awy (o
THOMA= MEEHAN & s0ON
Cevermionntoown, Pkl

Hox 63, .

The confidence felt by farmers and zarden-
ers in Ferry's Seeds to-day would have
been impossible to feel in any seeds

twa score of vears ago. We

have made a science

of  seed

do exactly
what you expéct ol
them. For sale everywhere.

FE

FERRY'S 131 SEED ANNUAL
Free on request,

D. M. FERRY & CO., Datroit, Mich.

BOOKS ON THE GARDEN

Our Garden Flowvers

By Hargier L. KegLen

T

FRE sl fr e dronipa Fiadid o ierroend )
A produsion ol we 11 Ll | 1
hall-tone and ling addl o il 1 n i
violume which must be considered

indispensable 1o e mabenr gardenet

The Seasons
in a Flower Garden

L.ovisr SHELTON

Ly

cplanting: and sedl
of the plun

anths wath [

are followed v an scooun w ol

thrive in dilferent (TR ETE

himes [or warden work doaring each month,’

g g
wrp - A

Charles Scribner's Sons MNew York

LEZITN

D ERTISER

BOBBINK & ATKINS

World's Choicest Nursery
Products

In ||'.J".'II!|'-_{ N ursery Products it 15 best 1o zee
the matenial growing. We invite everyone
interested in improving their grounds to visit
our Nursery when we will gladly give our
e .=|n:J allenlion (o i:|11L'|\rJLrt_[-_l: ]IL]rL']IiIF:EFF.
Ohur Mursery consists of 250 acres of hizhly
culivated land and 15 planted with the
choicest selection of Omamental Nursery
I"Il'ifilll_'li. 1II-I.II_" are i-:lhll' 1] fli]’['ll.:hh l‘\[:‘]:‘-"
thing for the complete planting and beauti-
1'||_|'|¥ l"rIE I"lll‘h][(' :.-_.IT'l'_Illl'lf]n T ]‘Ii'\;!“.' (.1.-1“.]1.'“::
everywhere and can hll orders of any
magnitude.  We specialize in:

Roses
Rhododendrons
Bulbs and Roots
Ornamental Trees
Evergreens and Pines
Hardy Climbing Vines
Boxwood and Bay Trees
Shrubs and Hedge Planis
Hardy Old-Fashioned Flowers
Fruit Trees and Small Fruits

Illustrated general catalogue No. 80
gives detailed descriptions and prices of all
LT |}I"J(!l“.|.ﬁ. I. "r'\!“. !'IL' {"ll.]“‘-] i !‘I.':-J] ]H.:]'IJ
in beautifying your lawns and gardens. We
make old gardens new and new gardens
old with our

World’s Choicest Nursery Products.

BOBBINK & ATKINS

Nurserymen — Florists — Planters
Rutherford, New Jersey

I cnvwertng advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




)

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

e — —— =R g —

Drive The Nail Home

and your country house will be all that you have
wished for in economy, practicability and good taste,
It will bring you

THE

BUILDING NUMBER of
HOUSE & GARDEN

Filled from cover to cowver with practical help and sug-
gestion.  Its comprehensive articles are by authoritics on
every phase of home building, and comprise such subjects
as, [he Fireproof House; The Use of Stone-Work: How
ta Read Architectural Drawings; Distinctive Hardware;
Lighting Fixtures of Character; Kitchens; Plumbing for
Mew and Old Houses; How to Use Colonial Detail Intel-
]lgn—lnll:,'; The Prl.:-pr.'r Sﬂ‘tljtlﬂ for a Cuuntry Hcrme; What
Trees ta Plunl; Haow to Dj&tihguiﬁh Between the Wnrk
of Chippendale, Hepplewhite, Adam and Sheraton. There
are many superb illustrations for every one of these vilal
subjects, and a wealth of pictures showing distinctive
hemes of moderate size with their plans; representative
houses of every architectural style, and suggestions from
Cerman and English country houses; with all these there
i a host of suggestions on the various parts of the house,
such as fireplaces, halls, windows, doorways, living rooms,
dining rooms, ctc.

In fact, here iz a great manual on home building that you
cannot afford to be without if you want ideas from hames
of i!:dih‘idualit}' the country over and p:rm:ﬁl;.a]. hr]P in
solving the problems that perplex the home builder.

40 Pages of Homes with
Individuality

New ldeas: Constructive Schemes:

Decorative Details

This splendid Building Number marks the beginning of a
notable program for 1911, It will be followed by eleven other
splendid magazines, each of great help and intense interest,

SPECIAL OFFER to NEW SUBSCRIBERS
We want yvou to know HOUSE & GARDEN, and

will send you the magazine for six months if you will
send us a remittance of $1. Your subseription will
begin with the Great Building Number and will include
twa other special issues —The Gardening Guide (Apnl)
and the Summer Home Number (June).

McBride, Winston & Co., Publishers
449 FOURTH AVENUE NEW YORK

1"-.'

———

answering advertisements I,"Jr'r'ri'.'.r:_Jlr.f'.'.'.f-:.fJ.'.' SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE LB
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A Hardy Garden

To me —

It means inspiration, health, life, a
complete surrender to a ** great fond-
ness’" for growing things, where [
have *found mysell” and come to
the realization of the joy of an occu-
pation that yields returns not to be
measured by a standard of dollars.

To you—

It may mean home, rest, recreation,
a retreat from business worries, a
place of old associations and tender
memories, perhaps an old time gar-
den planted by other hands, perhaps
only a tiny spot of brightness sur-
rounded by a desert of brick and
mortar. Maybe vour garden is but a
dream of the future.

In any case, my book,

HARDY
PLANTS

will be an inspiration to you as it
has been to others, SEND FOR IT.
Mailed free on request, It tells of the wonder-
ful collection of Irises and Peoanles and all the
other hardy plants, in endless variety, that
give charm to the Hardy Garden and which
have made the W yomissing Nurseries famous.
It is much more than a mere catalogue and
very different,

BERTRAND H. FARR
Wyomissing Nurseries
643 PENN STREET READING, PENNSYLVANIA

M. B. Dickson's celebrafed [ris Grown Reoses
ready in March

One Thousand
Dollars

(including $250.00 First Prize for a
letter of not more than two hundred
words) will be paid for the best
explanations of

“The Reasons Why™’

is the largest Mail-
Order Seed Trade in
the World

1 7 For full particulars see page 173 of

Burpee’s Annual
“Better than ever' for 1911!

The Thirty-Fifth Anniversary edition of this popular
“SILENT Savtesuan” tells the plain truth about the
Best SEEDS THAT cAN BE GROowxs,—as proved at our
famous Forpaoorx Fapus—the lorgest and most
complete Trial Grounds in America. Handzomely
bound with covers lithographed in nine colors, it also
ghows, painted from nature, on the six colored plates,
leading specialties in unequaled Vegetables and most
beautiful new Flowers, With hundreds of illusteations
from photographs and carefully written descriptions
it ‘15 A Sare GuUipE to success in the garden and
should be consulted by every ont who plants seeds,
either for pleasure or profit.

Thiz Complete Catalog is free,—if vou are willing to
pay a fair price for S£Ens oF Tag Burree-QuraLiTy.
Shall we mail you & capy? I so, kindly name This
Magazine and write,—TO=-DAY !

W. Atlee Burpee & Co.
Burpee Buildings, Philadelphia

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S WAGAZINE
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Box 1035.5, Pillsbars n 3 | vralacr l 'i n h:"l‘ll I B dwsdradiions bk antior,
% > Lrs " 5
s Ui il Bacomw o _Q‘LIF.-

DE POTTER ;.

TOURS ..

Eapsris I anal vaii

42 Brondway 1 T

NEW YORK year, Siricil
ALTHOUSE'S .'!ll.‘ll"l‘.l ['ﬂ{‘l.lEn Tours
,"'r--HII-rH |u|..|.. mlrhn | TE“ IL.:”-I. I .I.'. .... .... A

Woanrlal,

\ll:lllnl e
Lix g I'oater

"Ilr1 hr-—1||ul ‘-1 Iililhllllrlhfl

BIBLE LD‘UERS PILGRIMAGE

=SALLING '||rI€IT 19;-1 I
Mipr, | MININN ‘llllrhl

H.W. DHHHIHE E EE IEI Eun_u:rtqallunzl House, Boston, Mass.

- $260

BTN,

Ail, Cireo hsin

Europe

12th Year:l I R e

-||:: 1. TTuddilston,
in the Orient :
H.W. DUMHING & CO., 121 ﬂungr:ga’rmnal House, Boston, Mass.

. THE ORIENT

TEMPLE TOURS & Fraron =i N,

= ABAN. :CHINA

ROUND THE 'Hulllr | II ANB-SIFERTAN
HOUTE Spring [%4 1 A

iffﬂ.EURﬁPE.fT_

ll:ll"ll'"\ 'Lrlll"\ nl I-\l'\.-r L ||r|1.b.

THOS COOK & SON

“'ll W oYK, 245 Broodwnsy i Fifohe Avenue
Hirms Washi 5 HELLATIEL FITLA,
lark Ab FRANC
RN THBAL, TORONTD, Ft
FAG AT S AR A TR Wostanlslisbueel 18 K]

Cook's Traveller's Cheques Are Good AN Over the World

g2 In answerine advertise please

e
i iF | L

URRELL'S TOUR
ﬂ EIIH[IFE 15” FENGEAND

British Isles Tour,
| Barlin, Athens, Roma, London,
Egypt and Palestine, . . . .
Maxico and Yucatan,
S. H. LONGLEY, 314 Main 51, Wercester, Mass

mentiion

FEOGL RN

ITALY T

ROMANTIC CALIFORNIA

By ERNEST PEIXOTTO

! Tver il this e l| ne matter in
1his volume were lesg  alluring,
1!||- !i||l.'.:-|.r.|.1i-lll- wosuld make it n
stromge ally of the tourist maxin,
"See America first 57

Tie :".rnl!.:n-'r.'
CHARLES SCRIBNERS SONS

EUROPE and ORIENT 00

Fimgitea] PPoviies — Exeeptional Ndvamiages
Sivicily  tlved-iclmss Write Tor progvims
sppechal fomrs Tor priviate guaardies
Wow. sl Mo, BE, =0 PPAINE, Glens Falls, .01,

. S250
S400
5600
. 5400

*}}? "Jﬂt”*&ﬁﬂ!ﬂf

: GENOA APﬂ‘FL 287 i
R e 50 5~

% A gisicehyOraeesal journey byaahip
cansbrgcied salely Tor ssrwice W
thesewabers Eicelbesl Daime
Eveery cosviant, commmncs

> L i

ARCTICCRU
THE FARTHEST NOBTH MED-5UH
TOUR EVER PLANHED, WITHIN LES
THAN 13" OF THE MORTH POLE =

CHANCE To HUNT BaG Gang!
et o S A E SE B TEEFUERET

- wf_:.::'fnn BREMEN JULY 18

$375.5U°
WL TulsinG TORALHEN
CIER IR & van, det nr s WG, 16
5 Wissanmiy N

PINE FOREST INN

Summerville, S. C.

NOPW O PEN.  Alest atiractive Winier Jésarl oyt

Soutl Aheolutely dry climote. Liocared In tha b
t Pine Forost Roome o1 st . with private bal
mprovemgnts, including Eldvaior.  Speel
temtion given to tableand servio P Woler fron
\ i Well on Grdunds,  Elegant a8-Hole Gofl
L naaee bsettor. Tennis,  Bawl "-l- T4l rid
Chie oo lvery, Liest Soaddedlee anc 1 ¢ Hor
e and frvther _-..-_.'. wradion, cufecid

WL BRICK "...m:,_, r,

VOENER & OO, Owners, Charleston, 50

S
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TRAVEL—RESORTS—TONIRS

The Raymond-Whitcomb
Tours for more than thirty
vears have been managed
by Americans, forthe bene-
it of American travelers.
The care of every detail—
hotel accommodations,
tickets, baggage, carriages
—is assumed by the man-
agement, No loophole is left for the common impositions
so costly to visitors in strange lands. The tourist 1s placed
in that security and independence of mind which is
essential to the fullest enjoyment of the trip.

Raymond-Whitcomb Tours

Eurﬂpe Leaving New York, March Bth for Gibraltar, Morocco, Spain, Italy,
—— Switzerland, Germany, Belgium and France. Other toursstarting
April 8th and later to the British Isles, the Continent and the Mediterranean.

West Indies A newideain West Indies Travel. Twelve tours embrac-
ing Jamaica, Panama, Cuba, Nassau, Martinique, Trinidad,
Guadeloupe, Dutch Guiana, Venezuela and Barbados.

Leave New York, January 21, February 4, 9, 10, 11, 17 and later.
Stopping at best hotels. Carriage drives to all points of interest.

Bermuda Three sailings each week from New York Citv. Tickets
—  and reservations arranged for at any of our offices.

The Pilgrim Tours

Twenty trips to Europe at moderate cost. Especially attractive

tours March 18th, April 8th, 29th and later to the Mediterranean,

alsotothe Coronation, North Cape, British Isles, European resores.
Booklets ready from The Pilgrim Tours, Old South Church
Building, Boston, or any Raymond & Whitcomb Office.

Limited Party Tours Reservations are now heing made for Winter and
Spring Tours to CALIFORNIA, FLORIDA,
MEXICO.EGYPT, and THE HOLY LAND,JAPAN AND AROUND
THE WORLD. Booklets readv now.  Which may we send you?

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB COMPANY

308 Washington Street, Boston Ext. 227 Fifth Avenue, New York
1005 Chestnut 5t,, Philadelphia 1879 Oliver Building, Pittsburg

In answering adverli sements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MERICAN
IVIERA"

IIN|D)
WIS B iancanae

COLOMBIA ,VENEZUELA,
CUBA,BERMUDA PORTO RICO,Etc.

S Cruises de Luxe

]'_'-:.- the :'l'll-cl.ilﬁﬁn:ﬂll MNew

S.5. “AVON”

Twin-Screw (11,073 lons)

The _|4.'1;-.-'.._|'lr-"l..fr-u+-". sieamer specially coostructed for service

in ihe Fopnch, crudeng b the il [ndies thss wsber,

S4ILING FROM NEW YORK
JAN. 21 27 Days) $140 and up
FEB. 18 (d2Days) S150 and up
MAR. 25 19 Days! $85 and up

Travelers' Specialties:

Steamer Coats,
Scarfs & Neckwraps,
Latest Styles.

Traveling Rugs,
Handsome Patterns.

Dr. Jaeger's 5. W. 8. Co"s Own Stores
New York: 306 Fifth Ave., 22 Maiden Lane
Brooklvm: M Fultan 56, Boston: 128 Boylsion Si.
Phila.: 1516 Chesinul SL Chicnge: B2 State Si.

Arents in all Principal Cities

BERMUDA-CUBA

Tours to Bermuda, abo to Cuba, |r|L|||-i||.|; Havana,
."-nrl'...l;._l-'-_ elc,

Jamaica, Panama Canal, Colombia, Etc.

Lircelar Toer ol .“..I- davs. New York bock 1o New
York wsing Steumer as Holel, S125.

SANDERSON & 50N, 21-24 State St N Y.
149 La Salle Streel, Chicago.
W. H. EAVES. M. E. P. A,

200 Washingion Siresi., Blosion,

IT IS SUMMER NOW IN

BERMUDA

MOST BEAUTIFUL SPOT IN THE WORLD

F\-u]n—:r]'t Oeean nnlhing, E'_i!-]'.:ing. ':n“. TEHHE!.. R.‘IE.I-I.I'II.-
Dniving, etc.  Most salubrious clirate in the world]
.-‘H.r'rrﬂ ni nfadfin ] ﬂ-uweu E:ugrluhl.e the “air.

FIRST-CLASS 520
up

ROUND TRIP

locluding Stateronm amd Meals,

(Finest Cuisine on the Atlantic)
ONE DAY (TweNuhis) NEW YORK

By the Magnificent Fost Express
e« QCEANA”
140600 Toes Displacement—8.000 Tons Redisler
230 leetl long; 55 leet widep 38 [eel deep
Wireless Telegraph, Submarine Signals, Bilge Heels
Largest, Fastest and Most Luxarious Steamer to Bermuda

Over oo stateracmd, many with brass bedstends;
win Suitesde-Luxe with |.|'|'...|I-' Lt ks |f!'.'|||l'-!!"'i'-|"'
el trips, includme carmiaoe drves, Tanmch ||I‘-I'.
numerous shore excursions and best hotel aecomimatas
tions, for eight days, .':.'-_'_-'._ in addition (o steamship fare,

Beautiful Beoklet, Disgrams and Full Partioalars uf

THE BERMUDA-ATLANTIC S. S. COMPANY

2890 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

ing advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




FRAVEL—RESORTE—-TON RS Bdn

THE WEST INDIES

The Spanish Main, Panama Canal and Bermuda

By the new twan-screw 5.5, “MOLTKE” (12,500 tons ), largest steamer pong to the West Indies this ¥ .

Leaving New York J“““‘”‘r 24th and Febriary 25th, ]L]?El for Lrltlf- ﬂﬁfl 28 davs ri'11rI3n\“!tIJns ¢]|1nd |F\1|nl:'l1;'|
28th for a ?_PHHE{;"- nze of 16 dayvs duration. Places visited: Havana (Cuba), San Juan {Porto Rico), Kingston
{fﬂmﬂl‘eu] olon “ anama ccl-l'l"ll" La Guavra {(Venezuela ), Puertoe Cabello, Port of bpmn | Irlnldadl La
Brea Point, Bridgetown {Hari}‘idmw} Fort de France If"-lu.rr||nr|1.1u 1y St Pic rre, St, Thomas and Bermuda.

85 and $150 and up

AMAICA

The Caribbean and the Panama Canal

By the superb “PRINZ" and other steamers of the Atlas
Service of the Hamburg-American Line, sailing Weekly ﬁ
to Cuba, Jamaica, Hayti, Panama, South and Central America, A T =
—cruises of from 23 to 25 davs duration, inclhuding berth, |4
meals and stop-over privilege i either Jamaica or Cuba.
£135 and 5140

Directservice to Cuba by the luxurious twin-screw, 11,000
ton 5.5, *“HAMBURG."” Largest Steamship in the Cuban
trade. Also by the 5.5 “ALTAL" and “ALLEGHANY " §

carrying only second-class passengers in cabin.

A 10day tour including 4 days’ hotel accommodarions, §100.
Short delightlul Sea Trip.  Ample tme for sight-ses g

AROUND THE WORLD

By the new transatlantic liner “CLEVELAND,” 17,000 tons, two cruises
“ dAronnd the Worid, " leaving Mew York (first cruise) Movember [sr,
1911, for Madeira, Gibraltar, Naples, Port Ha[d, Suez, Bombay, Colom-
bo, Caleutta ( Diamond Harbor ), Rangoon, Singapore, Batavia, Manila,
Hongkong, Magasaki, Kobe, Yokohoma, Honolula and San Fran-
ciseo, and from San Francisco (second cruise) February [7th,
1912, in reversed order of the first cruise. Duration, 110
days, $650 uppward, incloding all necessary expenses
aboard and ashore.

Guide and Travel Books for sale.

Send for further
particulars,

HAMBURG AMERICAN LINE

BOSTON FHILADELPHIA PITTSHURG
41.45 Broadway, New York CHICAGO BT, LOTIS SAN FRANCISCO

In answering advertisemenis please mention SC ‘RIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE ORIENT

A Myriad of Attractions and

Allurements for the Tourist
From San Francisco via palatial {27000 tons) itﬂ.'m.llﬁ.pl. of
Pacific Mail 8.S. Co. Toyo Kisen Kaisha

Touching at
Honolulu, Yokohama, Kobe, Nagasaki, Shanghai,
Manila, Hongkong

For the Transcontinental trip use

. Southern Pacific Sunset Route

New Orleans to San Francisco

Superior Service All the Way
L. H. NUTTING, G.E.P.A., 366 and 1158 or 1 B'dway, N.Y.

moe EUROPE
~»+MOTOR-CAR

is the free book for all lovers
of travel. It gives advice, esti-

mates and full descriptive .J:[! DEII MONT

motor-journeys to every place ,UI-PMII‘IC Gm HOTEL

of interest. It awakens vou to
the E.\:quiﬁi[t‘ and I"H!l_'l:lntii.' jl'l_"r' of i5 MILES SOUTH OF SAN PFPEAXNCISCO
motoring th.r_mu,rh England and Tl‘lE Paradme ﬂf the Pacific

these beautiful oldsworld gar= dn et el S A ALe s O

den countries of Europe; and as
a practical business proposition Offers M""e To Do And More To See

it tells how four people can enjoy EVERY DAY IN THE:- YEAR

this supreme luxury in a high- Than Any Other Resort in the World
Ll"ﬂdt car hired for 25 |.]=|||l, | 5\-‘11“ ah’]||m|[l|1£u| l:LIiﬂItl:_ r"ﬁ-'““qr B ;hu;eﬂ 1:“1:15%
el . egrees only,  Unexcelled for Golfl on the inest A
running expenses included. grasa Golf Course in America, within 3 minutes” walk sl

the hotel, Motorng aver 40 oiles of magntheent seenie boule-
vards over mountains, through pane Torests ar the

_ sra. Bathi ling, dee fishing, teans, horseback
INTERNATIONAL MOTOR-TOURS cing, ind Sl e
31 ta 45 MORNING POST HIH;'W' r;lnlu - Bath hﬁlth un-dmﬂ:h umrm.srmnl
- = withi aqunl pitvileges 1o all guesis MEECAR n GfilF.
BUILDMNG, STRAND, Rates:—Hutel. Diel Moate, $5,00 and $6,00 per day,
LONDON, ENOLAND. Pacific Grove Hotel, $2.50 and $3.00 per.da 5n=nll
discounts by week or month, H.R. WARNE Fg

fn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



€. “Come on! Let's get out-of-
doors.” The February OUTING
is complete in its selection of
seasonable outdoor articles
and photographs.

4 For instance, SUGARING AT
TwiN-ELOWER is a human
story of a city man and his
wife who returned to the soil
by way of a New England
farmmn. CaAaN WE MAKE THE
COUNTRY HOME PAY? deals
with the revenues and ex-
penses of wvarious country
homes of wvarious people.

€ Then there's the recreative
side, THE GRASS BoAT GUN-
NERS, GAME QUALITIES OF
GAME FisH, THE SPEED OF
GAME BIrRDS and a complete
story told in photographs of
a mountain climb on snow-
shoes.

& All news-stands, 25 cents: $5.00
a year; $2.35 in clubs with other
magazines. Write for 1911 catalogue.

QUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY

MEW YORE CITY

315 FIFTH AVENUE

FRAVEL—RESORTS—TOIRS

On the East Coast
Where the Lion and the

Leopard are At Home

and the Elephant, the Hippopot-
amus, the Rhinoceros, the Tiger!

Na other part of the wordd offers so gre;

such vasl maml

ers of great wild beasts
wnsettled country makes this a wonderful regi

The Palatial Steamers of the

Union - Castle Line

enable the Tourist to

Circumnavigate Africa

in Either Direction
Via West Coast—Weokly sailings of Roval Mail Steam
ers from sodlhompton for Madeira, Cape Town, Port Eliza-
bieth, East Laondon, Waral, Totermedi xh I b
and Sott =

Via East Coast—Sailings {r
ton every four weeks, via Sues |
Naples, Port Said, Port Sudan,
Mlozam bigiee, e, Heira,

Marques), and Durban,
THE DELIGHTS OF AN AFRICAN TOUR

The vovags through the Soatliermn Seas
mers of the Union-Castle Lineis o never-

z ht  In Africa wonderful

are hunilred-fald,
o the seipech 54
to-he-forg
ritural ph

The Victoria Falls, that greatest of all catirscts, with a
sheer drop of g20 feet, may be reached by either Wast
i._:::l..-l or 1'.'|5: ot seTViCe _::||I from Cape Town, Port
Elizabeth, East Lendon, Naral or Beira

The Biblical Ruins of Sheba—supposed to be the ruins
af Sola ‘= Tem [||F' —are only a few miles from Vict riz,
while the onuntry teems with the remains of a pre-
histonc ci tiom,

Intending Tourists and Hunters are invited to ad-
dress, for full information, literature, and through
bookings,

General American Agencies of the Union-Castle Line

281 Fifth Avenue |

#-10 Bridge Street hNew York
Donald Currie & Co., Mgrs.,
3-d Fenchurch 5t., London

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



TRAVEL
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Che Army and ﬁmu f ! apod

"roc:af L

the

Oid Foipt (Omﬁ:!rf

=t OQifd Poirntt C‘amfar't: Wrgin ia

The Centre of Social Activities

for Old Paint Comfort, the Army and the Navy., Plenty of
gayety hiere for those who are so inclined, The interming-
linig with the Army and Mavy officers lends a touch of dis-
tinction, a dash of balhancy te all social gatherings, Dresa
pnrad.gs,mi]um-y evolutions, martial musie, dances where
programs are always filled to overflowing.  Life, sparkle,
activity everywhere, and an all-pervading spirit of good
Fellowship and homelike comfort make the Chamberlin
different from all other resorts.

Easy to Reach—Unique Location

Mo other resort is so uniquely situated, right at Fortress
Monroe, the centre af militiry aclivilies, and H.um.pbnn
Foads, the rendervous of the Nations® Wn:llﬁp:. The
Chamberlin is the most magnificently appeinted of all
tesort hotels. It is easily reached from anywhere, the sir
is invigorating, the surroundings are unusual, histore, =
plete with memones of the past, Themedical baths and
aca pool are the finest in America, the colsine and service
are perfect, It matters not what your Favorite recreation
may be, you can enjoy it at the Chamberlin,

For farther information and inferesting illustrated JN'M.»‘(I'I‘TJI. nnn-'y af all
fourisd bureaus of lransporiation offwes, or eddress me personally,

GEORGE F. ADAMS, Manager, Fortress Monras, Va,

WNew York Office, 1122 Broadway ro

5#&1611111:&9

& BDTCL OF MEFISEMENT AN0 GUIL

COLUMEUS AVE. A & M BTE,

iREACS W, GACCHED, MGW

The Hotel Endicott

s the New York home of many visitors who demand
real comforl, an excellent table, and attentive service at
a reasonable price,

€ You can know in advance exactly what you may expect
at the Hotel Endicott.  You may be sure that your every
requirement will be intelligently and gladly catered to.

{ The Hotel Endicont Booklet gives definite and interest-
ing information of value lo any prospective visitor. It is
sent free with an excellent map of New York City.

I answering ndvertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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)\ AMERICAN BANKERS

ASSOCIATION

WL\ TRAVELERS CHEQUES

o se “A.B.A.” Cheques

When “Seeing America”

OT only when you “go abroad,” but when you travel in
America, the “A. B. A."” Cheques are the best form of funds
you can carry. They will furnish “identification,” sparing you
delay and embarrassment in dealing with strangers, and will be
accepted at face value by hotels, transportation companies and
merchants generally, in payment of service or purchases,
If you carry them abroad, you will know just fow much
foreign money vou ought 1o receive in exchange for your
$10, $20, $50 or $100 cheque, and you will find them
easy to pass in every part of the world,
Write to Bankers Trust Company, 7 Wall Street, New York,
for interesting bookler, * The Best Form of Travelers® Funds,"

and infarmation as to where ¥ou can obtain the cheques
in Your ViElnity.

Issved in 510,320,
#50. and =00,

BUY THEM FROM YOUR OWN BANKER
@R IF HE CANNOT SUPPLY THEM APPLY TO
BANKERS TRUST COMPANY. NEW YORK CITY.

— In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



IMPROVES THE FIGURE.

BoTTLED AT THE Sepines, Bupa FEST, HuwgaRy,

OME FOOD ADVERTISERS

allow themselves to be led into
thinking that if ome reads a maga-
zine much above the trashiest, one
is either a millionaire or a cynic and
not to be influenced by advertising.
If this were so the greatest and most
permanent advertising SUccCesses
would never have been built up.

found in the ATWOOD GRAPE FRUIT.

l AST season we placed emphasis on the curative value of citric acid as

With the first suggestion of the use of this grape fruit in rheumatic
and febrile conditions came a quick endorsement from physicians and

the public,

We say “as found in the Atwood Grape Fruit,” for At-

wood Grape Fruit is so far superior to the ordinary kind that it is ad-
mittedly in a class by itself when used either as a luxury or medicinally.

Its superiority is not an accident. From the be-
ginning the Atwood Grape Fruit Company (the
largest producer of grape fruit in the world)
has saerificed everything for QUALITY. An
initial expense of hundreds of thowsands of
dollars was incurred ; everything that science
or experience could suggest was done to pro-

So through the wvarious processes of selection, cultivation
and elimination has evolved the ATWOOD FLAVOR,
as hard to describe as 1t 15 dithcult to produce.

Atwood Grape Fruit is sold by highclass dealers and always in the trade-
meark wrapper of the Atwood Grape Fruit Company.

Buy it by the box; it will keep for weeks and improve. Price for either
bright or bronze, $6 per standard box containing 54, 64 or B0 grape fruit.

290 Broadway, New York City

ATWOOD GRAPE FRUIT CO,

duce QUALITY : even then, many trees, as
they came to maturity, bore just good, ordin-
ary grape fruit, but not good enough for the
Atwood Brand. Therefore thousands of big,
bearing trees were either cut back to the trunk
and rebudded to SUPERIOR VARIETIES

or dug out entirely.

In answering adverfisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




FOOQD PRODUCTS g

BUFFALO LiTHiA SPRINGS WATER

Guaranteed underthe Pure Food and Drugs Act, June 50, 1608, Serial No, 15055

These Physicians Have Used It Personally and In Practice.
Their Testimony Is Sufficient Evidence.

L - ] LT3

‘For These Purposes It Is Endorsed by the Highest Medical Authorities”

Dr. Geo. E. Walton's standard work on the Mineral Springs of the United States and
Canada, "B is an efficient diuretic, and proves of great value
states; um hTHIAWHTER in Inflammation and Irritation of the Blad-
der and Kidneys, especially when dependent upon the Uric Acid Diathesis, as exhibited in
cases of Gravel and Gout. For these purposes it is endorsed by the highest medical authorities, '

n,fr' Chas. B. Nancrede, Prof. of Surgery, Medical Dept. University of Mich., and author of
articles in Internalional Cyclopedin “B w is one ov the best
of Surgery, is of the opinion that IIFFAW LITHIA ATER alkaline waters in
this country. [ have used it with undoubted advantage in my own person.’’

Dr. John T. Metcalf, Fnerifus Prﬂ_ﬁ's.ﬁrrr uj' Clinieal Medicine, College of Physicions and
Surgeons, New York, states: *'1 for patients, and useditinmy
have for some years prescribed Blﬂ’ﬁﬂ.ﬂ HTHHWATER own case for Gouty Trouble
with decided beneficial results, and I vegard it eertainly as a very valuable remedy. "

Additional testimony on request. For sale by the general drug and mineral water trade.

- BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER €9 $PRivGs.vircinia
EDUCATOR
CRACKERS

are full-flaver crackers, rich in B
the n.:ilur;;tL nut-like sweetness of
Educator Entire Wheat Flour, freshly
stone-ground in the old-fashioned way.

B,

Delicious and Tempting,
Yet a Nourishing Food.

Fruoited Educator—a substantial dessert from Entire Wheat
Flour and Carabuna Sultana Raisins.

Educator Toasterette—from Entire Wheat Flour, and salred,
buttered and toasted.

Educator Butter Cracker—a shortened
cracker of Entire Wheat Flour,
Feaw bnoav the charm of the j;'n'.;"
dine of” 20 Edueators — our free

book fefls abous theme all,

Order the kinds vou like best
from vogr grocer, 1f he hasn't them and
wan't gotthem [or you, order dircct{romng,

Johnson Educator Food Co.

220 Tremant Street, Boston, Mass.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Leading Epicures

In every country throughout
the world know and use

I.EA & PERRINS

SAUCE

THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE

It tickles the palate as only a rarely
ﬂmn[ sauce can; for Soups, Fish, Roasts,
Steaks, Rarebits and Salads it is as necessary to a dinner as guod and
jovial company. It satisfies the most fastidious taste. It deliciously
flavors more dishes than any other table sauce in use.

A Wonderful Appetizer. Assists Digestion.

Jouwx Duscan’s Sons, Agents, New York

ORIGINAL—-GENUINE Delicious, Invigorating

HORLICK’S MALTED MILK

. Better than Tea or Coffee,
Rich milk and malted-grain extract, in powder. A quick lunch. Keep it on your sideboard at home,

&~ Avoid Imitations — Ask for “*HORLICK’S ’’ — Everywhere

r {
'!I [' e ‘f \.| l
£ i
i
~ ,Et.: £ i
- ._ - i =t
=
= =
~ ,.F-"'#-
— HYE fuomesl
“Gieel  Bill thinks he isa sport, hanging around the ticker.*

ements please wention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



FOHOMD PRODIUTCTS i

T “‘\&
T All over Amenca

=~ TB
- MOS T
. POP ULAR

"xf“ . g WATER

-h_\'- E-H"ﬁ‘:::__‘":._ e

A fine looKing girl
Was too pale
Till the Doctor prescribed
EVANS' ALE.
She put up a bluff
. That she hated the stuff
But now she is hearty
And hale.

SuaLn Boy—NMr, Schmit, mother wanls vou Lo send
her a tough steak "oos one o' father's refatives is stavin’ _ ;
e Bastitirants, Ulubs, Cafes, Oyster Housez,-Dealers
. H. EVANS & S0ONS Extahl, 17846
| Brewery mmd Bottling Works - Hudlson, M. Y.

CRYS;AL Iﬂ O
@ SUGAR

FULL SIZE pieces . - &P and 5'1’_Boxes!- - (Blwe Label)
HALF SIZE pieces - 2P Boxes only ! /e Labe/)

fu_.;m.y_tt;rrr'ug adverfisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Dour‘ Collars Break Hr—:-r.

No. 1 is a TRIANGLE 5-Ply Collar
with one ply turned back, showing the
three interlinings scientifically
“notched” where Aexibility is essential.

These three interlinings give greater
strength and support where needed
and are properly cut away at the
bending points to prevent cracking.

No. 2 is an ordinary collar, being

but three or four ply, and made with-
out our cut-away improvement.

A new style, the De nton, 234 inches high, made with easy

Pl e— Slanting Buttonhole, guarded by
DEMTOMN the Stout Stay, Sameprice asany
2efor-25¢c collar, In Canada 3far
0. If your dealer does not keep
them send us his name and 5{0c
tor four. Write us for "Key to
Correct Dress,”

Triangle
5-PLY Céugars

\ CAN TOUCH

Look
Jor Name

PARIS

o5 every aareer

A SteIN&Co. Makers
CHICAGO

The Collars of Quality”

The high grade magazines have done more
than any other mediums toward bringing about
the purchase ol trade-marked apparel, Such
a magazine as SCRIBNER'S appeals to those
who have a pride in their personal appearance—
appeals to those who keep abreast ol the time
in their wearing apparel as well a5 in their
reading.

. Cyclopedia
: Compiled for
Daniel Cupid

By JOHN CECIL CLAY
and OLIVER HERFORD

2 full page Mustrations in color and others in pen and
ink, 16mo, 3100 net, postpaid 51,10

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S S0NS, NEW YORK

In .r..l.'.-v:.;'a.'rf.'.'_;ﬂ_' advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



ol pical EACTER 10

Every Frmpe:twe Mother. ¥
Sommhirz new — only sciomide paement of
kind ever anvenced Comhines solsd  comfor
A o P B = S

she home, ¢:m the soeect; bnd
evenly in fromt and beck

—nir lacing —no fpping ar b

bia = I:'-hn be worn the re.a'r

round.
Made in severs] etvles, and ot price lowers tham you cam buy tha
marerisl and have thems made ot home.

Fang" Mastrated Book — "F:rbe ern

um-:u...l and eow.  Grees af phiysicis
users. . B0 Days Fres TnaL '-‘ hen yoa
desler s por et beem supplied weth Fuse-Foar

an of material and stple, and we will make ihe
garment 1o st avder. When you get ir, wear it ten days, and
of you den't find it exactly as re prl.l:nli:ll ml it bac
w will cherrfully refund ﬂ':r_r cent d
I nast & |||u.| ff i maternicy sk BT
dress. and w
mnpbﬂ 1l
cend ¥ Winiae toeda
Be:nr & W:"Mrm Co., Dept. Z. Bu"ﬂm M. Y.

WARNING

& and

1
Bk ||cL Which book shall we

Fits 5m-::¢-l:h]}r and keeps
up the sock with neatness
and security. [tis com- /
fortable because its
wearer doesn'tfeel it.

The Boston Garter g8
keepsits étrength and

Hea that
; Baston
= TR Ea'ter
s stamp
on the I.'itlhj_.l.

antﬁn *
Garters

a new pair free
if you find an 48
imperfection £ B

Easy to buy i} R:cugnizﬂ the
Standard,
because all | and Weorn the

dealers have it, World over

! = by Well
Bampils Palr,Cotton, 35¢ Bl 50c. it Dressed Q
Mnilest an Meeript of Price, Men.
GEGHGE FHGST Cﬂ.. MAHERS

ARTICLES OF WEAR G4k

We outfit the type of New
Yorker who plays in Florida,
as well as him who sticks to
Wall Street and Fifth Avenue.

Ready now.

Suits of featherweight Wool
Batistes, Hopsackings, Serges,
Canadian Crashes.

Tennis Trousers of real Eng-
lish Cricketcloth.

Washable Suits of Shantung
and Wild Silk.

Polo Coats,

Suits of Silesian Linen for
as little as $14.

Unusual perhaps, especially
at this season, but we are not
the usual sort of clothiers at

any season.
Rogers Peet & Company

New York City

258 Broadway  B42 Broadway 1303 Broadway
gt Warren St. at 13th St. at 34th 5t

~ In answering 'v advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S 'S MAGAZINE
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-

QAONARTTY-

A Table Water that is not only exceptionally pleasant to the
taste and a good ]j.r_nder, but 1s rich in natural quahtles that
promaote |:1|...1.lh and hlJD}’ﬂl’lC}’.

Most highly recommended by physicians.
The ,:.pnerngr {cfferocscent] in Dhree  sizes. The Plrﬂ'llrr (still) in .ﬁa,{f—.gauan bodiles,
LONDONDERRY LITHIA SPRING WATER CO., Nashua, N. H.

LATHES

For funsmlihs, Tool Makers,
Experimenial sl Bepsle Wark, sir,

sabile,
& Healy [I;..:.-L free to any-

legue of

afie thferested.  Alss bargnins m Used Harps Lathe Calalogue Free,
Monthly paverenis may be arcanged. : w F &J Ba n
LYON & HEALY, Manager H. B. L., Chicago e
fas) Piano and Harp Builders — i o

For the Selentifllc and Effective
reatment of

Cancer

Without Hesorilng to
Burglical Proecedars
For compicis information gfnresr

¢ BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
Morth Adnms, Mossschusciis

Berksl:ﬁz Hills

Sanatorium

Tha only private imstitaotion of mag:
nitude an the Linired ‘~tar s ot the
exclusive treatmesat of Camcer and
pther malignaat aod ||.| £

Eruwlha. Condutted by &
pml ataniling, Eatakliehed 1'\.'

‘:-ﬂh's_-‘-..-r.].n e

Will we have the fool who rocks the areoplane 2

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER thdm

Wik 's ARMY AUCTION BARGAINS
; 5"4us|!] SET ARMY POLE HARNESS IZI a5

el b T BT TR

Army Sheller Tenls « 1.%up

'.' b Army Uniforms, mew 1.25 up F
QU 7-Stot Ritte Corbine - 3.50 a_cts

Syshems |

i 01d Side-Arm Pistols « 30 ep ]

ki SIDE-ARM SWORD . .35up
SEND POSTAL TO-DAY F F R E E
Largest siock Geverumenl dweifsn ll.rg:i-::rﬁh F“R"EEIE rflﬂec!:-r:‘:ﬁﬁ

forits storage. B84-page ealalogne, orer &, 000 Wiasiralione of Himy

- oy, Regwlar Hibitary E-;rmrq'ln Mailed for g cents [ald
Cunnons, Flugs, Pisiols, Riflcs, Bpeurs, Irums, Fte, t
FRANCIS BANNERMAN, 501 Hrondwas, N, ¥. or €

FOR S ALE An- Indiana Ranch ASkillg ‘ -_ . __|

“Grasmere —a magnificent
frox
horoughly stocloeg,

Sno0 acre estate, now used as & sioek farm, o mile m ERFE isthe very

Chig ago,in Indiana. Fenced, drain

latest word onm

i|||-_,|||1. cultivated .l.:'||:.|!|||-.|-|3_ On th of area in timber, Filing Furniture, F .
g dwellings, 12 harns and 26 other buildings. l.:_..lr. vl sta- Equipment and -.:'.I
tion in center of farm, Il['- ning hve railroads Onemile from SUppies — i boak
thriving town 'F..-\. in nere, Adjoinin I'~-|||||*|1|'| % |||||| e at full of !li.lll.l...} in

% i seful o

$lﬂ!f"$1_§~u-l LCTE: J orillustrated pamphlet, v
ele., address WILLIAM DubLey ForLke, Richs

IIJEH lﬂElITS WANTED

i?_ in eash bown to rido and sxhihig -,.npn;. :p1| moddel

**Ranger'” Ricyole. M eite for pecial o)

We Ship on Approval marhon! a .-nq.- drperir,
Frepay fregphinnd alicw 10 DAYS FREE TRIAL ! : 0o aperatic 8 |
on every bicycle. PACTORY PRICES on bicyeies, i L ot inany way r manner to
s tired and sundrieh, D0 #of Sy aotil you receive our b ¥ o5 Wi AFE COH-

Mn]un snd learn ourWLlirard of percer pmd svartelong
sperialagfee. Tires, cosslar-beske rosr whosls, [amps, aundries, dalf grirer,
MEAD CYCLE coO. Department C-230 CHIGAGO, ILL.

nd Equipment
for the book

W/

u, B ﬁaﬁ\f

s,  FPurniture and
tter advantage,
line.

Lurgest maripe gasolins
#ngine eomeern in e wordd
3 H. F. Tusping el Esablobary
Metor PEG1L - Wrlke fuf Marss -of

Buwrsnceed fa iml'::; I: Il"’d.- b Fum Eng ine Caial ofse
.

RAY MOTOR CO., 517 Leib 8t., Detroit, Mich,

Can prowve
arity of our M Fuarniters and Egquipm
willl but give us the opportumity by sending for our book

TrpEwanEHSMTﬁS 5 I:|!II'-{-J‘; |H|‘:IL ln: wariled fully postpald, by retiorn mail,

il o Slandard Nachines SOLD or RENTED ANT. upan receipt of yaur request ze stated dhove
. WHERE ai Jtold M*F'R"S PRIVES,; allowing HENTA
BB T0 APULY DN PRICE.  Shipped with privitege of F—Dealers R - |
o graminsiion, ¥ Weite for Dlustrated Catalog @,

TYFEWRITER ENFORIUM, 2231 Lake 31, CHICAGD “ Exclosive

asition ' (placing you

131 3 1 cuimy i BrEs T yo B an
assel, write us to this effect, .'ul.!n—---
'-1I'IEI'I]'I'I'II!III
ATE NTS e 1 Brﬂwn-Murse Co.
e G T P - ndduid:,  Pubgnis 502 Hovey Strect Muskegon, Mich.
ared by us |-.gr||nr:a.|||'l'- rld's Progress.

'II(.,T-UH J. EVANS & C0O., W t-.!||1u;lur| o, .

A Little Waorld of Art-Beauty |

CONGRESS

GOLD EDGES. IVORY AND AIR-CUSHION FINI
LARGE INDEXES - IDEAL FOR BRIDGE

DFFICIAL F\‘LILES OF CARD GAMES. UiR:0s=

R IS CENTS IN STAMPS.

50¢ per Pack THE U.S. PLAVINE CARD CO..CINCINNATI. U.S.A.

CARDS

VORY OR AIB-CUSHION FINISH,
he Splendid Dealing and Wearin Qualities
Durable 25 cent Card Made.

——[n answering advertisements please mentron SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINT:
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URROUNDING most merchandising propositions are
sales factors which, if known, can be galvanized into
immediate and active co-operation.

Coincident with the first appearance of the ad-
vertising campaign, these factors can be brought into play.

Their interest and active selling effort can be maintained
indefinitely.

Read this letter:

STEELE-WEDELES COMPANY
CHICAGO

December 15, 19160
MAHIN ADVERTISING CO,
Cricaco, Hlinois,

Gentlemen: In the next three days after your Mr. Mahin explained
the advertising plans for Mrs. Rorer's Own Blend Coffee to our salesmen,
they sold a carload. In two weeks, we booked orders for four cars more.

‘This is a strong endorsement of the quality of Mrs. Rorer’s Coffee,
the energy and ability of our sales force, the prestige of our house and
the team work which you established by your advertising plans,

Very truly yours,
STEELE-WEDELES COMPANY,
(zsigned) Saumvrr B StEELE, President,

Please note — Co-operation such as this was immediately
obtained from most every jobber in the country — Why ?

To not merely know what these factors are —
But to be able to secure their active co-operation —

Is one of the reasons why the Mahin Advertising Company
is Sales Advisor and Advertising Counsel to several of the
largest and most successful advertisers in this country today.

If you would like to know something about Mrs. Rorer's
Coffee and the sales plan that secured the enthusiastic support
of wholesale grocers everywhere, fill out the attached coupon.

Mahin Advertising
Company

800-91 American Trust and
Savings Bank Building

Chicago, IIL

MAHIN ADVERTISING CO.,
American Trust Blde,, Chicago.
Please rend mre the V' Slorp L M. Korer's
;_',1!_,;] P Hs, and the Makhin Mers EHTEF |-.-r:!|.-.'.-.'.".'.r.:_' i1
it of doldfars-and-cents dnoledge.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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F[RST AID for chilly folks.
INSTANTANEOUS cheers
and comforts, warms and strenglhens-

Made in a pffy—de-light-ful!

Instantaneous
Chocolate

Simply mix in boiling milk, Gives the most
pleasing results, also, in the home preparation
of desserts. Sold by dealers in fine food products
and at the selected s1ores with the green signs:—

; F(‘f}.‘r‘,

CHOCOLATES
T e o GENFEATIOKS

IE you canmol lﬂu}- Tm.lanlapcmu rnhv:l‘ligl‘ltr
send 40 cents for a hall pound can, pﬂﬁtp-iitllf
of wite for sample.

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. S. A.
Makess of Whitman's Fussy Package for Fastidious Folks.

Bosry—Mama, pass the jam.
Masa—Ii what, my son
Bopsy—IT you can reach it,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Great Western
Champagne

Half the Cost of Imported

Absence of duty reduces its cost 50%

Of the six American Champagnes
exhibited, Great Western was
the only one awarded the gold
medal at Paris Exposition, 1900

Ry
-if‘:’{,fi’é’fi’: Your grocer or dealer can supply you
Ladld 4?*;_' ! —— —Sald everywhere———

szl PLEASANT VALLEY WINE Co.
RHEIMS, N. Y.

(2) Oldest and Largesi Champagne House in America.

Mrs. Stromgg reheanses her apeech on ' Man, the Oppreszor,™

In answering adverlisements please meniion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Make Money Out of Others’ Fun

I"'L:'H- Nig Profiis msl o
Iy imake froon $8H.000 1
{; I'\. “'l I'II'I' ki

Plensing il |“|_||l“1

" BRSCHI:.I.I.. SPILLMAN CO.
Fark Amusement Quilitiers
226 Sweeney Sireei, N. Tosawanda, N. Y., U. 5. A

ChriTen b AR

THE PRETTY ONE—AW !
Mr. Dubbs. DMy sister will entertain vou.

Awlully sorry T have ta go out,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S

You Can Weigh
Exactly what /
You Should

Weigh

You can be Stmng—-

Vigorous—
full of Life and Energy.
You can be free from Chronic Ailments

—every organ of your body strong as
nature intended.

You can have a Good Figure—as good
4s any womarn.
You can have a Clear Skin.

I no longer need to say what "I can do” but

what 'l HAVE DONE.'" I have helped 49,000
of the most cnltured, intellizent women of

America toarise fo theiv vevy besi—ioky nof you?
Every one potices the change In
| Tor mel Last yoar 1 welghed 316

ot SLPOEGE, Bed wdew mradrooe, OF Slwg- |

NO DRUGS—NO MEDICINES
my complexion, it bas [ose that yel-
poumds, thig yeur J46, and have pot
| 1\.!1. IHwer, and T can .F:(.-q-.'q.-g T

My pupils simply comply with Nature's laws.
S l What My Pupils Say:
bow color.” i
“Just think what you Bave dons
pained nn onoes back, | am not |
T |wr|nt|1e~ct eflher 1 fodl g0 young
t i=s surprising how e "-"'".l" 1 did it
1 Ieel 15 years younger.

“Just think! T have not had a pill
or a gathartia sipeo | began aod |
Rl G0 ARG aE 4veTy Dight.™

| * My soefp bt hos increased 10 pawuds.
I don's know wWhat fraiperfion s any
anid MY weroes 08 59 Festedl
sep ke n baby-"

,(. | ""Migg Conroft, T have faken ofF mrp |
Fiasres god Iy cafared 1:, B0 [Omedy
| bedter, 50t that good i

| "1 foel ma 1o T could look every
man, woman il oldbd e the face |
with the fesling that I am grese-
rrgp—epiritonlly, phyaieally and |
nststably, s 'ullv | Ak & Hlronger,
botyer wishian. | ooon'h Hm W i

Lo tell you or 3 thonk you.

Reports like these come to me every day. Do you won-
der I want to help evrry pumon 00 vibrant bealth and
happiness. Wrile me your fanlts of health or figare.
Your correspondence i3 held In strict confidence. If 1
cannot help you I will tell yoo what will. |

My free boolk tells how to stand and walk correctly  and
contains other Information of vital interest to women.
Every womanis welcome to it. Write forit. I youdo
not nesd me, you may be able to help a dear friend. |
I have had a wonderfal expericnce and 1'd like to tell
you about it.

Susanna Cocroft
Dept. 3-K 245 Michigan Avenue Chicago

—
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Are You Interested in

ELECTROTYPING

or NICKELTYPING
e Sk

We have an extra large and up-to-date plant, which is motor-driven.

All our machines are duplicated 1o avoid delay and are located in a
modern fire-prool building.

We employ none but hrst-class, competent workmen,

We make a specialty of fine half-tone work, both in black and white and in
colors, and guarantee our plates to be as deep and as sharp as the originals.

We electrotype all of Charles Scribner’s Sons’ publications, including the
plates for Scribner's Magazine.

Should you need either first-class electrolypes or nickeh’ypes*. address

NEW YORK ELECTROTYPING COMPANY, 311-319 W. 43d St., New York City

| Kevibner Boilding

VMERICAR AV lin Al Seined=—Tange 8! 1 wonder what's the French [or "'!JL'|I_.I"I.



SCRIBNER'S

A little Sanitol Tooth
Powder goes a long
way. Its strong anti-
septic properties pen-
etrate and cleanse
EVEery crevice, prevent-
ing decay. Itwhitens
the teeth, keeps the
gums healthy and the
mouth sweet and pure.

m1'25'=:hr: LA

ELLI.!!ES T'I'Il '[t['m
|\ pustFIES THE BREATY

T | T
- Mrsmmryrrr 0

MAGAEINE ADVERTISER

ONDS

EXTRACT

ST. VALENTINE AND WASHINGTON
BIRTHDAY FAVORS

|I'\-||I|I”||I -_' I||l.-_
15 Chinm | "|l:l|_ CL i L T H::r
Brox with o ijpi I

_. Heart Doxe (T ch JI-:I-I.M.:'l.:
1 Frvors ore =i & | \'. || st ILII, Clafiin
hl:.l.lp-l'r_ Wedding: Rings, Meal Arraw

Gald Wishh Tes, || art Mlicror, H-;lr | BT
miomelErs. I|,-||.|.| Uregs Paper Masket
for Tee Ceeam or. Candy, 100, Lace H-:':.I:

I Uream Uases, suc dosen Salted Wi
LUpses, du

Waskiineton Flin il om Pin, i||I|-, LT
S ||_||'. | o AT g Lt Hat e Box, ¢

1o Chaerry Tree on Pox, 250 "|l' vnre Fas ri hierry, 5t
Chitery. Tree in Clay Pob, 2« 1 avor Cherry Sprave, oo, 1ou
each. Favoe Wood Hateliet due. Washington Butlon
o Dlrumis, s Srraw Mo rI-.. | | ket with Cherry Spray,
rac.  Clherey Brooch, 3 Hatchet Fan, 5¢.  Gun Fan, se
‘-\.||L]J.|_5‘_1|1lllr | 58 ro each P |||."i||| Flags, toc duz
Satin U, 5 Shield Hox, 1o, U B "'hl-..l] lee Cream {ase,
zoc dop,  Salted Nt Lases, 260 i Round |z-.]-' I"lpur
Lase trimmed with Cherrie= and Silk E-‘-n-.-u.-_ FEC

'|'|-|.:- following favars can be had for either of the aboye two
accasions i Crope Paper MNapkins, 4o package.  Patriatic
"'=|1.1| pping Motines, 250, soc box ~lh_F_|'l ther Pies, 12 Rib.
jons, Bg.nn I:l|||| o Cards, gor, doz Ially Cards, o0, doe
Lr|_|u,.1'_|||. Hedrts ar F[I' lhats

cuntaining metal fovors, 5o

We Positively Do Not Pay
Mail Charges

We have just {ssued o ew doo-
page iHustrated catalog embracing
thorsands of favers for every con-
reivahle -r'|'1.=i--11—5|'|:r"l.-- dii-
ierd, fdances, weds fimges, ebc, A
st wnigue and interes I||'-|, b |
The only catalor i Bhe wirdid
voter exelusively to Favors,

Frows om Keguost

E. SHACKMAN & CD., Depi. 40, 812 Ilru:l!way Ileu.r York

There’'s no time when

valuable for all sorts of
cuts, burns, bruises, sprains,
sore throats, colds, frost-bites
and skin imtations. It is a

Permanent
Family Necessity

® proven by 60 years of ser-
i vice to all ages and con-

ditions. It 1s always sure §

and absolutely safe.

Pond’s Extract Company’s
Vanishing Cream

is an ideal, non-oily toilet cream §

of greal punty and exquisite
¥ Jack Rose fragrance.
f L Free Sample on request

Y LAMONT, CORLISS
78 Hudson Strect, Mew York.

I gusweering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN E

All the Year Round

& CO.,

Pond’s Extract is not in- 8
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[OR [OLE [
ANDNLRNERY

W
CUTICURA
* SUAP =

Is supreme. It is so be-
cause of its extreme purity,
delicate yet effective medi-
cation and refreshing fra-
orance. It costs but little
more than ordinary soaps,
wears to a wafer and gives
comfort and satisfaction
every moment of its use.
Once used always used.

Depots: Londomn, * Bip. ! Paris, 10,

Teue de ks Chouss
Co, Svidney; Indd

nul, uttn: Chinn,
o oJapan, & P Maraya, Lid.,
okiol B0, Alrien. Lenmon, Lid,, Capo Town, ete;
2 A, Potter Dirug Che., Corge., Jols Props,,
( Columbua Avo, [ fom

Ag-Post-free, lotest 32-page Cuticirm Book, an
puthority oo the treatment of Bkin amd Huir,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

MENNEN’S

“FOR MINE”

ll\,‘_._'

Borated

Mennen’s Ticun Powder
keeps my skin in healthy condition.

Sample Box for 4c. stamp.

GERHARD MENNEN CO.
Newark, N. J.

| ANE (setiously)—It just goes ta show that it tukes
¢lothes and nothin® else to make a pood lookin' wonma,
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With Pebeco use only

Pebeeo is truly economical

Pebeco does more than merely
clean Teeth—it saves them

There is a vast difference between the dentifrice that simply

“cleans” the teeth and the one that really SAVES them. Tooth
preservation must go farther than mere cleanliness; it must get
at and rémone the cause of I":.'t'.il]'.

The cause in u550 of cases 15 *“‘acid mouth” ; and the one
dentifrice which neutralizes this condition, preserving the teeth
and insuring a healthy mouth by a definite scie ntific action, is

PEB€CO

Tooth Paste

We tnoile you to try it at our expense.  See below,

Pebeco not only chiecks the attack which acid from ferment-
ing food remnants 1= constantly waging against the tooth struct-
ure, but it is a perfect cleanser. It polishes and makes the teeth
|-1_'ar]_1.' white, even removes obstinate discolorations; heals sore,
bleeding gums and exerts a tonic influence on the salivary glands.

A sweet, healthy breath follows the use of Pebeco; it
brightens gold fillings—leaves in the mouth a sensation of
cleanliness and coolness. Follow your dentist’s advice—use it.

TOOTH PASTE

PCBGCO

Prove these Statements—Let us

Send You a Trial Tube

—
—enoogh for 10 days" ose, alse the TEST PAPERS
with which you can determine whether you have acid
month or not.

Pebesn Tooth Pase oripinared in the Hygiemie Laboriiaties
of P. Bebersdar! & Go., Hambarg, CGermany. and is sald evervwhers
in large Sbc tubes.  Se little docd e work that B is most
evononical, It 18 found all over tbe wotld. wherevet you go,
amil hias been In use for 17 yetrs,

LEHN&FINK, 116 William 5t., NewYork

Froducera of Lelion o Fink"s Riveris Talem, L =

tooth pastes you
fill your brush
[ ames £ e S |

B this much
i

- - Ll L] -
Re-Arranging Individual Libraries
to harmonize with the decorative scheme of any room whenever new
furniture is added or a different setting is desired becomes a pleasure

when you have in your home the superh

Globe Weéenicke Elastic Bookcases

because yom enn guickliy create mew and artistic combinationg with these
“glpatic' Fookcase enctions to Ot into any desived wall ppace,  Exact -i'.||- L]
pections plwnys obtalnabl—prices anlform—~Freight prepail everywhen.

A free copy of “*The World®s Bast Beoks," contalning suthentic lists of the “"hast
boaks™ for cnildren and adalts, will be senb to you on request; with our charming
brochure **Individoal Librarios™ and the beaotifully illuztrated Globe-Werniche
Bookease catalogue, Write to s today for thiz unique heak.

*Of untold walue in choosing a hbrary' " —Mmneapolis Jorrnal,

ﬂ'l" Clobe Wernieke Ca Dant . I!_ Cmmm.h 1. 5. A.

I'n answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Springfield
Automobile

Tires

The name*“Kelly-Springheld™
has identified the best mn tires
since rubber was first applied
to wheels.

The automobile called for
a different tire, but not for a
different standard of quality.
You can depend upon the
Kelly-Springheld for your car
just as drivers have depended
upon it for their carriages
during the past fourteen years.

Specify Kelly-Springfield Tires on
sour aulomobile.  They cost no more
than amy firsi-class tire and are beifer

Consolidated Rubber Tire Co.

20 Vesey Street, New York
Branch Oifices: Mew York, Chic ago, Phi'a.dtlp"llll:

Hl.l.:tnn. EL Lu;lui,&, D:;:Ilm.'l, '.-t.iﬂl_'i.ﬂﬁlli.

San Francizeo, Los Angeles and Akron, Ohio

i ansicering advertisenients. please mention SCRIBN FRS MAGAZINE



Apologies:
Advertising pages 71-78 were missing from the magazine

that provided the source of our digital scan.



Advertising page 72 should appear here.



Advertising page 73 should appear here.



Advertising page 74 should appear here.



Advertising page 75 should appear here.



Advertising page 76 should appear here.



Advertising page 77 should appear here.



Advertising page 78 should appear here.



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE IJI ; 3
1 TOLATE _

R ddd

g

In answering ﬂl'.IF‘I.'-E_ﬂ'.{I.::'-I.‘.'.f."If'le.\'”!I‘ll'lt]f.;l'-:’- mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

|2



i
¥
¥

Y ST
ST S T e

=

SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

k.

W

WEATRERT WETT W el FREITER & RaWiRE £Ec, CEbsRiT)

The baths and bathing pools in the Alhambra, at Granada, are per-
haps the most elaborate and beautiful in the world, but the Moorish

-Kings, for whom they were built, never got as much satisfaction from

them as you can get from your bathtub at home.

The baths in the Alhambra are of stone. Your bathtub is of porce-
lain—white, smooth, and as pleasant to the hand as to the eye.

You can use soap when you bathe. The Moors could not; there was
no such thing in their day.

Better still, vou can use lvory Soap—a soap that floats, a soap that is
almaost abau!utc]y pure.

Nearly every one of the 350,000 grocers in the United States sells
Ivory Seap. A very large proportion of the ninety million people in the
United States use it—not for the bath only, but for the toilet and for fine
laundry purposes, as well.

Ivory Soap PP L T

4%

In-answering aduerlisements J|'_:'.-:£'{;r.~::ﬁ mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Ca:t51;p )
and Chili Sauce '
with the Real Tomato Flavor

B ). Libby’s Catsup and Chili Sauce are
B i’ made from sound, red, vine ripened
: w tomatoes. All the skin, cores and seeds
are discarded and only the luscious red
meat and juice go into the kettle, along
with the choicest spices, pure granu-
lated cane sugar and high-grade vine-
gar. The perfect blending of these
choice ingredients gives Libby’s Catsup
and Libby’s Chili Sauce a fine, spicy
taste that 15 neither too mild nor too
sharp.

The natural tomato color and flavor of
these Libby's Products is the result of the
most exact and careful methods of preparation

and cooking—no coloring matter or preserva-
tive of any kind is used.

Each Libby Catsup bottle is provided
with a glass stopper for table use.

Your Grocer has Libby's
Insist on getting Libby’s

Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago

THE SCRIBNER PRESS
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Personal
Power—

The capacity to plan and
put into action ideas for success
requires “a sound mind

sound body.”

In a

Grape-Nut

“There's a Reason”

Has a most
delicious
flavor,
Is pure
and
healthfu
An 1der
food
beverage |

I}l GENUINE HAS THIS TRADE MARK ON EVERY PACHAGE

WaLTER BAKER &Co.LTD.

ESTABLISHED (7BO
DORCHESTER, MASS.

| l’m?a‘m Peil

B} Standard

Fﬂt‘sl 32.50
h and Up

Avoid
Substi-

Safety

and Self- pen

_ / that makes a
i friend of every \

||' USeT, Il a[“ ays
ives an even flow of

mgL when required and

never overflows. L.very part

is made f[or lum:- service.

Ask your dealer

L.E. Waterman Company

173 Broadway, N. Y.

mAl:suiutely Pure

only baking powtie:

made from Royal Grap »
Cream of Tarfarl?r

NoAlum, No Lime Phosn!
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