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The advertising pages

in Scribner’s Magazine are peculiarly interest-
ing. The cleverness and inventiveness shown
in the preparation of advertising copy, the
assured integrity of the advertisers, the great
variety of things advertised, the very make-up

of the advertising section with its numerous
Departments under which advertisements of similar character
are grouped together, gives them an alluring effectiveness which
will take Scribner readers all the way through.
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Magazine. It is the term applied to our common-sense arrange-
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together of advertisements of similar character under one head-
ing, displaying these headings and indexing the advertisements,
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“ Certainty is what a man seeks in everything.”

The man who buys a model 10 visible

Remington Typewriter

buys absolute certainty: a certainty of satis-
faction guaranteed by the greatest typewriter
| makers in the world.

)

Remington Typewriter Company

(Incorporated)
New York and Everywhere

& =

\-
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= SCRIBNER

A Poetic Drama

of remarkable imaginative power and beauty by

John Galsworthy
The Little Dream

His Highness the Maharaja by Price Collier

An account of Indian rative rulers and of visits paid to native Princes.

Mrs. Burton Harrison’s | Ex-Mayor George B.

McClellan on

gecollectﬁrg Leadership in the House
rave and Gay of Representatives

Social life in Richmond during the War. | An article of remarkable clearness and
timely interest.

Frank Brangwyn and His Etchings, by

Walter Shaw Sparrow. nustrated with the artist's etchings.

F. Hopkinson Smith’s serial Kennedy Square

Short Stories by Dorothy Canfield, James
Barnes, Elizabeth Moorhead
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Fun and Humor in the Arctic Regions

A TENDERFOOT
witH PEARY

- .-‘_ -

'[E\ DLRF{}OT
PL ’\RY

- A

CEORCE BORUP

The illustrations hit off
capitally the spirit of the

The young Yale athlete,
the “kid" of the Peary
expedition, had the
“time of his life" north

hook. There are 46 of
them—new and {fresh

of the Arctic circle, and ones, all but two of which

have not appeared in
Peary’s “The North

tells his story in breezy
language that will make
readers sit up and
chuckle.

Pole” in either boolk or

magazine form.

By GEORGE BORUP

The author tells of exciting hunts, wild chases by belligerent musk-oxen, unwilling 1o look pleasant

while being photographed ; The indispensable but very human E:kimos and their squaws; the superl
serapping dogs:; the sports, jokes, f| iefs and triumphs of the battles wit h the eternal ice, with many
little details we have all wondered about.

A book for every man with red blood in his veins. No.70 w0/ ool

A Book of Vital Importance

WOMAN ano LABOR

By OLIVE SCHREINER, author of ** The Story of an African Farm "’

Should create a profound impression in the minds of thoughtful people. It argues with clear, cogent
reasoning, that on account of the changed conditions of industry, a complete i'l:‘illl'.l]ﬂ;l{i--] of woman
to life is needed if she is to be saved from parasitism, and humanity from arrest and decav. Thougl
1ot ln_-;.r[ng r_][rr_-L'Hy o1 f-.L'lITr':l:;r.. the book 1s invaluable to everyone mterested i that |l|I stiom, =i

striking is its argument, and so powerful is its eloquence, that the publishers believe it will become the
classic of the woman problem.
Cloth, r2me, 8. 25 el pos .-‘_,"‘r:-":." SL.TF

A New dition of the Clissic A Ineportant Nevel
The SUBJECTION of The CHASM
WOMEN By GEORGE CRAM COOK

sul it It isa novel

“\ln\ 1\\ th at

By JOHN STUART MILL

e - . Ttisa novel with A
5tk forevoord by Cariie Chapman Cull lik '--rIL:-‘]\\I |rl'u'||:‘ the STOKES CO.
[ 2 [ [} | nnaer=
IIJL meost famous economist of the |||nv-rr-r-mi, b -1 ,' ‘: “».nlll“h n l“” b of _,:”I' 443 Fourth Ave., N. ¥,
e f "ﬂl ||1| main argnments for woman's v e o irird 1
r\|| it i 1l "
Ga%, At honld be Ary 2
(1 1n t]l \|l stion. = I. re
ried o s N s S W i
3 4 / ¥ =
Publishers FREDERICK A, STOKES COMPANY New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Have you read it?

MOLLY
MAKE-BELIEVE

By ELEANOR HALLOWELL ABBOTT

“One man, one girl, and then another girl—that is all, but there is a rare charm
in the telling.

“ Miss Abbott has her own inimitable style, as those who have found her occa-
sional short stories in the magazines are aware.

“ And then the Molly who is introduced to us is about as winsome a figure as
one ever finds flitting across the pages of print. . . .

“That most of it is impossible is one of its charms, for it is

A STORY OF LOVE’'S FAIRY-LAND

where things do not happen as they do in the world ‘which is the world of all
of us,’ but as the heart eternally wishes them to happen.”

You'll like the pictures Price, $1.00 net, postage 8 cents

“ When half-gods go, the gods arrive "—lurisaxn

WHEN
HALF-GODS GO

By HELEN R. MARTIN

Author of < Tillic s A Adlennonite Maid,” © The Crossways,” cte

A wife's own record, day by day, of the slipping away of her married ideals and
joy, of the coming of the other woman, of the strong part played by the husband's
brother in the tragedy which shakes four lives, of the arriving of * the gods.”

Price, $1.00 net, postage 8 cents

Coming in April

MISS LIVINGSTON’S COMPANION

A love story of old New York, by MARrRY C. DILLON, author of *“ The Rose of
Old St. Louis,” *In Old Bellaire,” etc.

THE CENTURY CO. UNION SQUARE NEW YORK

I answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE _
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’Che Dwe]ler on
the Threshold

By ROBERT HICHENS

Author of ‘““The Garden of Allah,” ‘“ Bella Donna,” etc.

I“w not I]]t oreatest writer of fiction to-d: Ly Robert

Hichens? It may be that many readers of this m: 1wical

work, “The Dweller on the Threshold,” will so pronounce

him. It is a work that has taken all the new realms of

knowledge and research to draw its material from, and

thus it is the most “up-to-date” story that can be imagined.
Price, $1.10 net; postage 10 cents.

THE CENTURY CO. NEW YORK'

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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My Mark Twain

By W. D. HOWELLS
“Tf the aurora horealis were to give its wireless
opinion of zig-zag lightning it would doubtless be
something like Mr. Howells's view of Mark Twain ;
so that Mark Twain himself, when seen through
the twinkling Howellsian temperament, becomes
less a humorist than a singularly interesting speci-
men of what Mark was wont to call *the damned
human race.’ "—Chicago Record-Herald.
Uniform with Libravy Edition of M,

Hozpells's Works
Crowon 8o, Cloth
Gilt Top

$l.40 wel

Edison:

His Life and Inventions
By FRANK LEWIS DYER

General Counsel Jor the Edison Laboratory and Allied Imberesis

anp THOMAS COMMERFORD MARTIN

Lord Chatham

His Early Life and Connections
By LORD ROSEBERY

Anthor of ¢ Napoleon, the Last Phase”

Whatever Lord Rosehery touches he illuminates,
He has now completed a great work—Dbelieved to
be his greatest—a biography of the great English-
man who was a friend of America and was himself
called the “ Great Commoner.” This book is dif-
ferent entirely from an ordinary biography, just as
Lord Rosebery’s *“ Napoleon” was different from
the hundreds of other Napoleonic biographies.
This new book will take its place high in literature,
both because of the greainess of the subject and
the unique mastery of it by the author.
Crowae 8vo, Cloth, Abont g50 pages
Uniform with ¢ Napoleon,
the Last Phase™
$3.00 net

Ex-President of the American Institute of Electrical Engineers, Secretary of the National Electric Light Association

Here is, indeed, the real Edison book. The full and authoritative story of Edison’s own life has never

been written until now,
both practically share Edison’s daily life.
himsell. This is the personal story of Edison.

With Many

In this book one may hear and see Edison.

One of the authors is his counsel—

The entire manuscript has been read and revised by Edison
Not as an abstract genius, but as a man, Edison is made
known, and his personal, human side i= set before us.

Portraits and Hliustvations reproduced from Photographs.
Cloth, Untrimmed Edges, Gilt Tops, Full Gilt Back.

Tavo Volumes.  Crown 8vo,
(fn a box.) $4.00 net

How to Know
Architecture

By FRANK E. WALLIS, A.A.LA.

This book is intended to act as a preface more
than as a complete history of styles and their reasons
for being. It is also an approach to a technical
subject by the way of human interest, and elimi-
nates the label “Art,” which so frequently holds the
attention of the public, and prevents their appreci-
ation of the real thing, which is an expression of
human desire. Also, this is the first book on archi-
tecture to be illustrated by American models chosen
for examples by the author. The style of the book
is direct and concise.

Crown 8o, Cloth,  Many [llustrations,  $2.00 net

A Rational Banking
System

By H. M. P. ECKARDT

In this book the author describes clearly the de-
fects which the present system of isolated local banks
existing in the United States has brought about,
He proposes as a remedy for the wastefulness of
operation and administration the introduction of
branch banking, and explains that the popular prej-
udice against branch banks rests altogether upon
erroneous ideas. The relations of the U, S. Treas-
ury with the banks, the matter of regulation and
control, cash reserves, international standing, and
business morality are all discussed. R

Crowon Svo, Cloth, $1.50 uct

The Young Pitcher

Another “Ken Ward"” Story

By ZANE GREY

Second in the series of boys' books, begun with “The Young Forester,” is “The Youne Pitcher.”
o 3 . . ! . = : i . =] -
Kenneth Ward, on his arrival at the University, finds that his unusual experiences in Arizona have no

interest for freshmen, and he is snubbed and bullied.

and after some disheartening ex-
he pitches his nine to triumph and

His prowess at baseball, however, is soon noted,
periences in shaping raw material,

thor, at one time a professional
is confidently believed to be the
Llustrated.

HARPER &
BROTHERS

himself to popularity. The au-

baseball player, has written what

best baseball story ever published.
Post Svo, Cloth, $L25

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Keeping Up With Lizzie
IRVING BACHELLER

‘“The trouble,” says the Honorable Socrates
Potter, who tells the story, “began when Samuel
Henshaw, grocer, started to make a queen of his
daughter Lizzie.” The pace set by her corrupted
the simplicity of the little Connecticut town, and
the new houses, “with towers on them,” the auto-
mebiles, university tuition and foreign tours jeop-
ardised the financial stability of the community,

The story is a shrewd commenlary on
American life, and is full of humor
and humanity,

Fllustrated

Fanme, Cloth
$r.00
el

novel by the author of *“ The Actress.”

thetic eyes of a successful actress—who can tell what she sees.

The _
Married Miss Worth

. LOUISE CLOSSER HALE

The comedy of an all-night rehearsal, the pathos of the never-ending one-
night stands, the domestic side of life behind the scenes—-all are here in this remarkable
The real—not the fiction—stage life is seen through the sympa-

The Unknown Lady

JUSTUS MILES FORMAN

Suppose vou had something of a very great and
unusual value, something you believed in with all
your heart—and you wanted to tell other people
about jt—what would you say? That is somewhat
the situation cne finds one's self in in trying to talk
about * The Unknown Lady.” It doesn’t makeany
difference what kind of a plot it has, nor whether
the scene is Paris or a country town—the story
itself is there, palpitating—warm with life, vigor-
ous with feeling, appealing with gracious
manner and enticing charm of style.

With Frontispicce
Post Svo, Cloth
$1.50

It is the heart story of stage folk, A hus-

band and wife—both temperamental actors—go in separate companies on his refusal to take an inferior

part in a company with her,

With Frantispicce.  Post Svo, Cloth, $1.20 net

The Skipper and the
Skipped

HOLMAN DAY

Full of humor, with the tang of the brine along
Cap’n Sproul’s native Maine coast. Cap’n Sproul,
the author’s famous character, has new humorous
adventures that turn the fown topsy-turvy. Pitted
against the local tyrant, Colonel Gideon Ward, the
Cap’n is often in desperate straits. **A lot of medi-
tation and a little prayer will do wonders in this
world, especially when you are mad enough,” is
Cap'n Sproul's philosophy.

Lllusirated,  Post Svo, Choth, $1.50

The Lever

WILLIAM DANA ORCUTT

Philadelphia likes “The Lever”: “Here is a
story of big business, representative American
families and society that will find popular favor.”
And Boston, teo : ““It is so far removed from the
ordinary in all that goes to the making of a strong
story that one is obliged to go back to the acknowl-
edged masters for comparison.”

Frontispicee by F. Grakam Cooles
Svo, Cloth, $1.50

Fortunata
MARJORIE PATTERSON

Fortunata—what a name for this
wonderful new girl—this Italian
Becky Sharp! A new sort of hercine
indeed, She attains her object, long
schemed for, by marrying a man of
wealth, but Ainds it difficult te play
the part of the simple unsophisti-
cated woman he at first believes her,
It will be the talked-about novel of

like

Mary Cary
KATE LANGLEY BOSHER

“Let's be glad for hooks
‘Mary Cary’!”?
claimed one eritic,
believes this little book * wor-
thy of being received into all
the households of America, a
story that, in time, will be as
much of a faverite as any.”

Frontispices in Color
reme, Cloth, $1.00 net

Glamourie

WILLIAM SAMUEL JOHNSON

This romance of the soul of Paris is
painted with insight, imagination and
delicate mysticism, It is much more
than a novel. Sir Michael Burke,
an eloquent, magnetic hunchbacl,
hecomes the friend of John Dwight,
a reserved New Englander. The
Irishman shows Dwight the picture
of his ¢ousin, Golden Burke, con-
fessing his love for her, At the last
he explains to Dwight and Golden

ex-
Another

the summer.

With Fronlispiece
Post Swa, Cloth, $1.30 net

HARPER &
BROTHERS

the gospel of love “according to St.
Michael.”

Post &ve, Cloth, $1.20 net

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Why?

Collier’s

National Week .",]’

The

Why did five city newspapers support for election a

judge whom they knew to be incompetent and whom the

editors disliked personally?

Why will the people of a certain community, which has
nine daily newspapers, get their first information concern-
ing several “‘live news stories,”” which occurred in their
own city, from the present series in Collier’'s Weekly ?
Why has the reporter who comes to your door when
yvour family is in trouble a certain right to question you?
How does he use this right?

Why do the editors of certain highly ethical newspapers
publish nevertheless the revolting details of murders,
sulcides, scandals and the like ?

Why is the suppression ot all disagreeable news an im-
morality from the point ot view of the commonwealth?
Where is the middle ground of right ¢

You, the reader of the daily newspaper, cannot answer all these ques-
tions—yprobably not one of them,

—and you do not know the reason why vou can’t answer them.

Will Irwin, himself a newspaper man of wide experience, had to spend
a yvear and a halt in investigation, before he could answer these and
other questions thoroughly and with justice. The result of his work,
a series of articles entitled ""The American Newspaper,’’ is appearing
every other week in Collier’s.

This series is attracting the close attention of public men and journalists

all over the country,

But it is not written for them. It is written for you, who take the
daily newspaper into your home—you who are dependent on the daily
newspaper—you upon whom the daily newspaper is dependent.

In [m.\:gwm,;j!-:wT!:’xr-mr-::i.x_;r*}h::r;-nnﬂ?::!fu_;:_.\'( 'RIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Over 50,000 Copies of Harold Bell Wright's Ozark ‘‘ Life Stories”
Are Being Sold Every Month in the Year.

That Printer of Udell's. *‘The herald of a new order of fiction that is worth while.®* ‘A heart-
stirring story that will wring tears and laughter.”®  ** It is human to the very core.”

The Shepherd of the Hills. The sweetest story ever told. An inspiration to the simple life that
grips every fibre of your nature as you follow ‘‘the Old Trail that is, nobody knows, how old.”

The Calling of Dan Matthews. Two continents are ringing with discussion over this skillfully mapped
battle-field of human souls. Tt throws the spot-light on the heart of the whole matter that is most
vital to every true man and waman,

Davenport Times— Read it—Jow or Gentile=rich or poor—
hat New Edition — New Plates if you have a heart that even hall quickens at the

. tecounting of 2 plucky fAight,”
Colored Hlustrations Chicago Tribune—" Done to the life,”

New York Times—"Well written and demdcdlymterestmg "
Bosion Glabe—""A thoroughly good novel.™

® , Albany Press—"'Onc of the most wholesome and strength-
ening brain produocts of the season.’
New York Swa—"Altogether an estimable story.”
Atlarnia Constitution—"YWhon the reader closes the book he
{fe{ls he has Ilvarned more of human nature than ever
olore,™

Mustrations in Color by John Clitheroe Gilbert. 348 pages. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50

The Calling of Dan Matthews

Blustrations in Color by Arthur 1. Keller, 264 pages. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50

Los Angeles Express—"The great body of peopie will ‘hear gladly’ am:l rejoice in this recording of truths many are
afraid to admit or too saturated with current methods 1o perceive,”

The Shepherd of the Hills

Mustrations by F. Graham Cootes. 352 pages. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50

Newr York Temrcs—""There are many bits of cxecllint deseription in the course of the story, and an atmosphere as fresh
apd sweet and free from moedern grime as one would breathe on the Qzark trails themselves,”

To be Published in August—The Great American Novel
First Edition, 175,000 Copies

A story of the Great Colorado Desert. Full ‘hr‘ 3
%‘fr aCtiol\I/}’ I:{}l‘,%r i?lcidegts and lthe Spir’ilt"hOfCﬂille The lnnlng

est. r. Wright’s first novel since '‘The Call- "Nr
ing of Dan Matthews,”” and the greatest of his Of Barbara Orth
life work. Pictures by Cootes — made on the scenes of the story. Uniform in binding
and price with Mr. Wright’s other novels,

Note to the Reader:—Owing to continnous expressions with regard to the dramatic peossibilities of
Mr. Wright's novels, and numerous inquiries from all parts of the country with reference to stage produc-
tions, the publishers desire to state that they are not indifierent to these advantages, but for the present
they wish the reader to retain only the mental picture as it is presented by the power of Mr. Wright’s pen.
It is not unlikely that his characters will be portrayed from the American stage in the not far distant future.

New lavi& Trf]&m:e—-— It cmbodu,s the aspiration. civic and
s . maral. of the present ay.’
e Mr. Wright's Altegory of Life Chicago News=="Beautitul both in Janguage and in sentiment.”

“The Cameo of Literature’ Euffalo Evening News="It represents dreams of artistic
maghificence,”

Phitadeiphia Swunday Dispateh—"The sccret of his power is
* the same God-given sccret that inspired Shakespeare and

upheld Dickens. ™
Grand A’aﬁm’s Herald=""1t lS the greatest story since Bune
van's P|1gr|m s Progress.'
Ommaha World- Hfmfa‘— ‘It is a classic in nature and spirit

and rendering.”’

Frontispiece and Ten Nlustrations in Color by John Rea Neill,
Over 100 pages, size 43;x7 inches, Cloth, Net 75 Cents — Full Leather, Boxed, Net $1.25

SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS or send your order to the Publithers—The Book Supply Company

Cur mammaoth catalog. size 8% x 5% inches.
advertises _books of atl the publishers at big
savings. Bibles, Periedicals, ke, Write us lor

it to-dav. Bargains on cvery page. Boaoks on all subjects, Hundreds of Fine Sets and Fine Bindings for your Jibrary.
Every book carricd in stock. Orders Alled promptly. Great reductions. Biw savings, Catalogue sent postage proepaid,
free on request, A guarter million buvers testily to the advantages we offer, Every purchaser a satisfed customer. We
want your orders, Our prices ate convincing., Unegualed service for handling Public, Private and School Library ordeys,

THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, Publishers and Booksellers

ESTABLISHED 1895 E. W. REYNOLDS, President 220-222 Monroe Street, CHICAGO |
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21 Pounds
To A Shovelful

A man can shovel more in a day’s work with 21 pounds of material
on his shovel than if he carried either more or less than 21 pounds
— 21 pounds to a shovelful is the scientifically correct figure by
which you can get the greatest amount of work out of your man.

INTIMATE DETAILS

of a great

EXPRESS MONOPOLY

The personalities of its backers, bath Wall
Street and political—the master deals and
contracts that brought it to its present huge
proportions—the immense profits and private
fortunes that have been made from it—inti-
mate details of this character make the story
of the United States Express Company so
interesting and so necessary to you and all of
us, the story told by Albert W, Awwood in
the April American Magazine,

But most important of all, it shows you
one reason why we do not have a parcels
post in this country and one reason why
the post-office department loses money.

And Many

A novel by Frances Hodgson Burnett. An
article on Carnegie’s Peace Donations, by Paul
Kellogg. An intense short story by James
Oppenheim. The Iniquities of the Personal
Tax System, by Albert Jay Nock. A beauti-
fully illustrated theatrical department, by
Walter P. Eaton. The Humor of Indiana
Politics, by Kin Hubbard. ¢The Thin

Get the April

Number of

Scientifically equipped, a brick-
layer can lay 350 bricks an hour
as against 120 bricks an hour with
the ordinary equipment—the mo-
tions to lay a single brick can be
reduced from 18 to s.

Such efficiency pays in dollars
and cents, pays both the laborer
and employer.

These are only two instances of
the scientific business management
which its originator, Frederick W.
Taylor, describes in The American
Magazine for April. It 1s the
most intensely interesting reading
— nothing has ever been published
of greater importance to all busi-
ness men.

Other Stories

W

Crust of Civilization,
of the liquor
Baker.

Pictures of interesting people, editorials,
many short stories and features too numerous
to mention,—the April American Magazine is
tull of them,—features of the kind that make
The American such a great magazine,

an extraordinary phase

problem, by Ray Stannard

At your news-stand

15¢

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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S

Photagraphs
Copyright 1910,
Patriot Pub-
lishing Co.

General Custer,
Only 23 yedars old
at this timne {1863)
he was the idol gy
of his men as ®
*'¥ellow Hair,"*
and "' Daredevil @
Custer.” Killed @
at the Indian
MassacreatLittle &
EBig Horn, 1576,

The Man Who Found Himself

A gray-haired citizen of Tampa, Florida, turning over the pages of the
November Review of Reviews, saw this picture, and in the young man
on the ground with the bottle, was amazed to discover himself. Like a
flash the years vanished, again he was outside Petersburg in ’64, the air roared and
shrieked with the fire of two armies, and he and these other members of the 9th A. C,,
U. 8. A., whiled away a few weary minutes having “their pictures taken.” Afterward
he had forgotten it. To-day, he has grown old, but the pictures will be forever young.

This photograph is but one of 3,500 which we have just discovered after they were
buried for nearly Lty years. Theirs is a dramatic and amazing story.

Through the Civil War with the Camera

went Mathew Brady, the genius whose photographic studio in New York was sought by

world-famous men and women, With special permission from Lincoln, he accompanied

the armies and navies for four years. He took thousands of photographs showing

every phase of the struggle, Merry-making in camp, lingering in hospitals, lying

in prison, spying on the enemy, hanging the Lincoln conspirators, manning the

battleships, punishing the deserter, drilling the awkward squad, dead on the
ficld of battle, fighting in the trenches—all is shown in this ever-
changing panorama of these four momentous years,

We have enclosed prints of 18 of the pholographs in
a large portfolio. This we will give you free il you
send ten cents for the cost of mailing.

At the same time we will tell you the strange
romance of Brady and the 'photographs,—how the gov-
ernment paid $27,800 for a similar collection, how (en-
eral Garfield walued them at f1s0,000—how the
famous detective Allan Pinkerton had a share in
taking them.

Each of the eighteen prints is ona sheet 12x71215
inches in size and has’under it the full story ~
of that particular picture.

This offer canmot be held open indefi-
nitely. Send the coupon today.

Review of Reviews Co.
13 Astor Place,
New York.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZIN I
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KATE." Makesone ]

One of 1000 subjects in American -Arl in

She-SopleyPrints

I eannot tell vou how delighted T am with the
cuality of vour celebrated pietures, and how mueh
I appreciate vour courtesy e giving me a selection
to chioose from."" 'This from one of our thousands of
May we serve vou,—either direct or through
art stores? 50 cents to Peo.co.  They make the

BEST OF GIFTS

Illustrated Catalogue, 320 cuts (practically a hand-
book of American art), sent for 25 cents (stamps).
This cost deducted from a purchase of the Prints.

ppy o see her sunny face around.

Family Portraits from daguerreotypes, old photogriphs,
ete,, reproduced in the artistic quality of Copley Prints,

TQLLdny

potrr A Stacen

ERON &, 750w ¢ BOSTON

Your Boy
and His Chum

¥ Here's a fellow 54‘\!--1\’
» & that will “‘go in’ for all .
hissports; help him collect M-
stamps and curios; tell him elean, fasci-
nating stories; discuss current events and
historical scenes with him; be a bright, jolly,
moral companion. Here he isl—

The American Boy

The best boys' magzazine ever published, Crammed
full of fact, fiction and pictures that will do your boy
good, A masazine that will bring back youwr youth-
ful days, Give your hoy
A Year's Subscription for $1.00.
e e ooy o pesns-stoneds

The Sprague Putlishing Co.. 120 Majestic Bidg,, Detroll, Mich,

v Cupid’s

Cyclopedia

Compiled for

Daniel Cupid

By JOHN CECIL CLAY
and OLIVER HERFORD

12 full page [lustrations in color and others in pen

and ink. 16mo, $1.00 net, postpaid, $1.10.

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW

YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE

Protect
Your Daughter

from the evil influence of
so-called “light” reading

The ‘' dime novels ! of other days are no longer to be feared, but
the saciety noveland the problem novel, now so popularin our public
libraries, are working far greater havoc in the minds and imagina-
tinns of the girls who read them, Andnearlyall do. The evil in-
fuence of these modern themes should be a subject for long and
serious reflection for all conscientious fathers and mothers.

The best way of combating the evil

iz tn offer the young girl a earefully compiled selection of literature
suitable for her immature tastes and tendencies—something so in-
tensely vital in subject imatter and absorbingly interesting
in style, that she instinetively prefers it to the suggestive writ-
ings of the authors of the day. With this method in view we have
Liad prepared at great expense asetof ten handy volumes called

Every Girl’s Library

which includes only the choicest selections from the world's
hest authors—fiction, mythology, folklore, poetry, essays, important
historical happenis lives of the mothers of great men, as well as
the lives of the world's greatest women, Every selection is whole-
some and fascinating, while all of them together are so varied
in subject and broad in scope that they form the basis of a most
liberal education.

These names on the title page are a guarantee of the inestimable value of
this work :

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Stella George Stern Perry

Margaret E. Sangster
Percy Keese Fitzhugh

These tep heautiful volumes contain over 3500 pages, and are printed from
a new cast of 10-point type, large, clear, and on pure white antique paper,
specially made fur the edition.  The pages are wide, with liberal margins, and
illustrated Ly specially made line-cut frontispieces, Bound in de luxe art
cloth, backs and sides stamped with ornamental designs, size 4% x 7', inches.

Start your daughter right. These

binales are nint only what she onght to read, bt they will prove to
biee what she wants to read adter she has dipped into them. Put
lerin a position to get profit from her reading as well as pleasure.
P'rompt acting advisa as the frst 100 sets will be sold for the

sigall sum of ONLY $4.00

¥ d B2 on _rt-!jr_-{|.r_ of books.
vidl oy any express office in the United States.

Express

Mait This Coupon To-day

PEARSON PURIISITING 0, Serit
. 1 BEAST MTH STREFL, NEw YORK,
Leentlemen
Herewith find § Send me, prepaid, Every Girl's Library.
) way satisiactory, 1 reserve the right to return it by
s from date ol receipt, and have the enclosed re-
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DETECTIVE STORY BASED ON PSYCHICAL RESEARCH

The Camera Fiend

Mas- E. W. HORNUNG Pk

ter
and Maid AUTHOR OF Maid’s

By R AFFLE S Vengeance

L. Allen Harker By
Author of “AMiss Esperance Frances Powell
and . VW yeherly Awthor of ** The Howse on the
fudson,” ele.

“ Decidedly the freshest and

ini A romance of love and -
most entertaiming romance \ ro nce ol love and my

tery, with the Riviera as a

i > new year has brought.
L o R background.

We have known a multitude
of Cellic heroines, but few
with the grace and appealing
womanliness of Lallie.”

— Philadelphia Press.

Miss Powell introduces her heroine
at the very opening of the novel:

“Her eyves were remarkably
fine: very large, very deep
blue in color, and shaded with
intensely black lashes. Ier
eyebrows were as dark as the
lashes, level, and beautifully
marked.  They looked the
darker, perhaps, because of
the purity of her complexion.
She had little color save in her
lips, but her clear paleness
was of the healthy sort, the
cool pallor that sometimes ac-
companies a perfect physique.
Her dark hair made a dusky
frame for her handsome face,
handsome more through its

The Author’s Portrait of Lallie,
the Irish Heroine:

“A vemarkable, upright,
small, slim girl of nineteen,
clad in a long, light-gray trav-
elling coat, with a volumi-
nous gray gauze veil thrown
back from her hat. Her little
face was not particularly no-
ticeable until she spoke; then
the timbre of her voice was

arresting, it was so full and expression of high intelligence
sweet—mnot in the least de- than from any great beauty
gree loud, but singularly . of feature: for her mouth,
clear and musical, with ‘Alt_hOUgh the C!’lﬂrmlﬂg though not over large,
the unmistakable lilt her01ne alone is excuse was ]1)" ‘-'lili‘i'-ll'i"’ bow in
Fa PR, A . . . out 5 BT er 1ose
of o Southern Irishf” enough for this novel, its main tehistd ) b clik.
sl interest lies in the tracking down stejpatitiansifiod.
postpaid of a cunning criminal by an astute il
$1.37 young detective—himself a character g

of strong individuality. The first page of
the book is exciting, and the excitement is
kept up without a pause by murders, disap-
pearances, and all manner of sensational encoun-
ters which finally bring up at a climax that startles.

Ilustrated $1.25 net. Postage extra

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Just Published Th e P a t r iC ian
By John Galsworthy

“John Galsworthy is “ Mr. Galsworthy has
one of the few really attained to such power
. of expression that his
effects are produced
with an almost cer-
tain success.”

— London Spectator.

significant figures in
the literary world to-
day. . . . Peculiarly
enough, here is a
writer of whom one
cannot say that he is
the disciple of this
master or that, . . .
Doubtless Mr, Gals-
worthy has absorbed

“Mr. Galsworthy is a
literary artist as well
as a dramatist.”

— London Athenaun.

“The author is Mr.
John Galsworthy,
whose name is appear-
ing with increasing
frequency on the title-
pages of works of Eng-

much from the French
writers of short sto-
ries, yet his methad,
no less than his mat-
ter, is strongly indi-

vidual.”

T ey . lish fiction of note.”
—N. ¥. Times John Galsworthy Koot son Rariaid
- - —ld 7 L3 P

Saturday Review. :
of Reviews.

A graphic novel of the present whose chief characters are of the British
Aristocracy. The writer here displays not only the same skill in
narration that distinguished ““ A Country House'’ and ‘“ A Motley,”’
but to a striking degree employs those dramatic powers which made
his plays “*Strife”” and ‘“ Justice " notable. This makes the episode of
young Lord Miltoun’s intense struggle between his love and his
principles as vivid as if enacted before the reader’s eyes; the all-con-
quering Barbara, whose patrician pride revolts against patrician
bulwarks on the question of marriage, thus becomes a radiant beauty
in fact as well as in name. But while reality of scene and incident,
and intense interest inspired by characters strongly individualized and
contrasted whom the writer sets in motion before the reader to
struggle with great and real passions—while these qualities go to
make ‘* The Patrician’ a great novel, it has this further significance:
—without direct comment, with absolute impartiality it portrays and
analyzes the British Aristocracy. $1.35 ety postpaid $1.45

A Motley $1.20 net

“ A series of impressinnistic sketches, chieflv of Tiondon Bif it 10 e t characterizes Linli 3 I I‘.
withour its ¢ _l_.I'-il-I:]ll riotighness, " '— A e I.Iflu.- :. l .-“ iy rx’,\,]l_—i-?.l\n\-k,l b much of the vigor that characterizes Mr. Kipling's work
‘Tu‘\.'m?c . B 60 cents nel: postpaid 65 cents
o .\[ ”f” f.;-:.;_.!‘ul piece of life and literature and a plavof nnquestionably fne te linigue and evident acting

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS \ / FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

- hfa.ﬁw"mrg adverlisements please m;mr'r:?b'(,:}'-i-fIri_-\-‘}f:‘R".S‘__U,l_(;_.l ZINE
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SCRIBNER’S SPRING NOVELS

Robert Kimberly

By Frank H. Spearman

Author of
Whispering Smith

Robert Kimberly, head of a powerful corporation, multi-
millionaire, central figure in a small clique of fashionable
society, is a man of immense power and immense magnetism
—this the reader feels as keenly as the
people of the book are represented as
feeling it. He is a character to be
described accurately as a  Napoleon
of business.”

Against a background of wealth and
extravagance, the writer shows Kimberly—once sceptical
of love and religion—now deep in love with a religious
woman whose husband’s career he controls. Kimberly's
course in this situation—the woman’s struggle between
her love for him and her religion—lead from one striking
scene to another, from dramatic event to dramatic event,
and culminate in an extraordinary climax.,

LlHustrations in full color by James Montcomery filags &3 ifeanise gaur th
$7.20 net; postage extra holdng i Mot
The Married Life of the Frederic Carrolls
By Jesse LyncH WILLIAMS Llustrated.  $1.50

“A brilliant summation of real things in life.”
—Philadelphia North American. PUBLISHED
NOVEMBER, 1910

“Tt is a long story and a gently human one,

sunshiny and abundantly touched with humor, Second Edition,
not lacking, therefore, true wisdom." LDecember, roro
—N. V. Tribune. Thivd Edition,

“Calculated to help many young married people ) _‘!’Im"“”-' s I
in keeping the running smooth.” Fourth Edition,

+«San Irancisco Chronicle. Lebruary, 1grr
“All this is material of which the human g fi/“;w I
% P y LOrHA Y, FQIT
comedy is constructed, and Mr. Williams writes -
his story entertainingly, with good taste and in
high spicits.  With all his lightness of touch, the writer goes very deeply under
the surface, and his rescarches in the arcana of married life are made with
careful perception and recorded with skill."—N. V', Evening Sun.

** You mean you're afraid of me

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS \ ’ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

NOTABLE SPRING PUBLICATIONS

The
Adventures of
James Capen
Adams:

Mountaineer and
Grizzly Bear Hunter
of California

By Tueoporwe H. Hirred

“The story s written with the
simplicity - and  directness of
fRobinton Crisee’  Adams
tells how he took to the wounds
and the capture of wild animals.
His story 1s more exciting than
muost ‘dime novels,” His stories
of his pet bears, Lady Wash-
ington and Ben Fran{:Jiu, are
delightful, and the accounts of
huntng game of all kinds are
very exciting. The book will
charm readers old and young
who come across it anywhere,”

Tean Verd Siweit.

Fllustrated
&30 met; postpaid §1.65

Huxley
and Education

By Hexgry FalRrFIELD

Dha ¢

ogy in Columbia University

sta Professor of Zool-

““In his booklet on * Huxley and
Educ VM says John Graham
uthor and  lecturer,
sor Henry  Pairfield
1as spoken a nobie illu-
minating wi Like William
James. he has none of the ti
| of the pedant. He has
no fear of things racy and
homespun,  The supreme end
of education is the outgiving
energy. "

S0 cents uely postpaid 55 conts

Three Thousand Years of Mental Healing

By GrorceE B. CUTTEN

I'resident of Acadia University

As the curative effect of mind over matter is more systemati-
cally practised now than ever before since the rise of _mudcrn
science, this is a book of extraordinary and curious interest.
Dr. Cutten gives the history of this movement—a history far
longer and of a more numerous ancestry, as appears from the
author’s picturesque and fascinating record of relics, talismans,
amulets, charms and healers, than most people think—as
practised both independent of and associated with religion. He
ends with an illuminating study of the healers of to-day.

Br.50 net; postpaid $r1.65
Original Narratives of Early American History Series
Narratives of Early Carolina

Edited by A. S. SMALLEY, Jr.

A new volume in this well-known series. This book includes
the fifteen or sixteen most important first-hand accounts of the
beginnings of the settlements of the Carolinas,

“Admirably dene, both from the editorial and the publishing side, and likely
to be of constantly increasing usefulness to students, schools and libraries,
as time goes on,”—GErORGE B. Apaws, Ph, D, Professor of History in Yale.

Hlustrated with Maps and Facsimiles.  83.00 net (postage extra)

MUSIC

The Education of a
Music Lover

A Book for Those Who Study
or Teach the Art of
Listening

The Pianoforte and
Its Music
By H. E. KREHEIEL

Author of “How to Listen to Music,”
clc,

This volume is a graphic and ac-
curateaccount of the development
of the Pianoforte asan instrument

By EDWARD DICKINSON

Professor of the History and Criticism
of Music, Oberlin College; author of
*The Study of the History of Music’

and of the composers and players
who have been especially identi-
fiedwith that instrument from the
beginning until our own day.
“One of the most valuable con-
tributions which have been made in
recent years to the library of the
English-speaking musie lover.”
—New York Sun.

$1.25 nety postpaid $1.35

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS !

and “ Music in the Western Church”

CONTENTS

The New Musical Education

The Music Lover's Need of Education

Definite Hearing : The Problem of Form

The Beauty of Melody and Rhythm

The Beauty of Harmony

Performance : The Art of the Pianist

The Art of Song : Music and Poetry

The Art of Song : The Technique of the Singer

The Problem of Expression: Representative
Music

Musical History and Biography

The Music Lover and the Higher Law

S’!._{O el Postape extra

" FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZ INE
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GARDEN, FIELD, AND WOOD

GENERAIL HISTORY OF ART

BY HARRIET L.

Our Garden Flowers

KEELER

Full of information, practi
cal, tested, systematically ar-
ranged and indexed, With the
same high intelligence, deep
knowledge, remarkable thor-
oughness, and unique charm
that made famous her other
books— Our Native Trees "'
and * Our Northern Shrubs ™
—this popular study of garden
flowers is written.

With ot Fall-Pawe fllustrations
Srom Photagraphs and p86 H -
trations from Lvaoings.

w200 wely poslaie et

Our Northern Shrubs

¢ Simple, clear descriptions that a child ean under-
stand. " — e Outlook.
With zo5 P raphic Plates and 35 Pen-and-Inke
' Crome 870, $2.00 wet.

" OURGARDEN
FLOWERS

BY HARRIET LKEELER

Croumn Sve.

Our Native Trees

“ It blends the practical and poetical in a way

delight all readers."—5¢. Lowis Glode-Dimociat.

With r78 Fuil-Page Plates from Phot
r6z2 Text Lhvazintings Croten Svo.

aphs and
Aroo el

EY FRANCES THEODORA
(Mrs. Wiliam

How to Know the Wild
Flowers

Miss C. W, Huxr, Superintendent of Children’s
Department, Brooklyn Public Library, sayvs: * Get
this book if you only carry one Aower book on vour
vacation,”
I ith 48 Colvred Pltes and newo Biaet-and- Wiite
Diraredngs,

PARSONS

Strr Sena)

B2 o0 ned

How to Know the Ferns

“The charm of this book is as pervading and endur-
ing as is the charm of nature.”"—Nvro York Timey.
“This is a notably thorough litille volume. The
author lias mastered her subject and she treats it
with authority,"—New Yord Trituine.

Woith ryy [lustvations from Photographs.  $1.50 nel.

According to Season

“ An unpretentious series of talks about the flowers
in the order of their appearance in the woods and
fields, "—H&aoston Herald.

Witk 32 Full-FPage Hllustrations in Color from

Dirazoings by ELs1E LOUISE SHAW. 87175 nel. =

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS ?

A Neﬁl Volume
The Art of Northern Italy

BY CORRADO RICCI

Dhipect:

ool the Roval Gallery, Parma

A compact, clear account of the history of
all kinds of art in Northern Italy from the
carliest times, written by one of the most
distinguished anthorities in Ttaly. Profusely
Hlustrated.

Published Earlier
Art in Great Britain and

Ireland
BY S5IR WALTER ARMSTRONG
Director of the National Gallery of Ireland

“The author has done an amazingly good
piece of work, reviewing all minor arts as
well as architecture, painting and sculpture.”
—New York Swun.

00 Jilustrations, ¢ in Coloy
postpaid $r.05

Kr 50 net,

To Appear Shortly
The History of Art in France

BY MONSIEUR LOUIS HOURTICQ
N.B.

Any student, connois-
senr. collector or dealer
will be instantly con-
vinced of the wvalue
these volumes have by
examining them. Their
convenient size, their
clear type and repro-
ductions, their author
itative, compact text
make them admirable
books of reference on
every line of art, both
for museum and library.
Yet they are not so
concise as to sacrifice
in any degree their charm as literature,
I _\'."rf-'l?:' :) FF 1

The next voluntes to appear will dew

Flanders and Aot in £

/ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE )
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FRANGE

France Under the Republic
ww JEAN CHARLEMAGNE Bracq, Litt.D.,
lrn]. sor of Romance L.mnl:u_lk in
Vassar College.  Abowt $1.50.

Churches and Castles of
Medizeval France
By WaLTeER CrAnsTON LARNED,
lrated, 81,50,
A Motor Flight Through
France
By Epitn WHARTON, $2

Through the French
Provinces

» ErNEsT PEINOTTO,
by the author,

Tl a-

oo el

Wth &5 draw-
$2.350 nel.

LHgs

France of the French

Banmer, 1ith
£1.50 net,

By Epwarp Harrison

31 tllustrations.  12mo.

The Stones of Paris
By Bexjamin Eoves Mserey and CHag-
rorte Mo Martine  W0th meany por-
troits and (Hustrations; 12meo. $2.00

Paris
iv Hicaiwe Breeoc, With 7 maps and
photogravure, 31,50 net

0id Touraine : The Life and History
of the Chateaus of the Luoire.
By T A Coox, Mustrated,

12mo. 84,00 nel,

2 vals,

Ofd Provence
By '['_ A, Coox, the author of
Tourtine,” [fMlustrated, 2 vols,

SOk

12mia,

$4.00 nr!
The France of To-day
By Barrert WeNpeELL,  $1.50 nel.

French Traits
By W, C, BROwWNELL,

French Art
By W, C. BrowngLL,

120, BT.50

12mo. Br5o.

Travels With a Donkey

By RoBert LOUIS STEVENSON,  12mo.
S1.00

An Inland Voyage
By Rosert Lovis Stevessow.  J17dh

12 full-page illustrations, 1zmo, $1.25.

JAPAN
The Real Japamn: Studics of Con-

temporary Tapancse Manners, Morals,
Administrat and Paolitics,
By Sir Hengy Noeman, M Hlis-

trated from phaolograpls by the aulhor.
1zmo,  Sr1.50 nel,

Present Day Japan

v Avcesta M, C, Davinson. go full-

page illustrations,  rzmo,  $1.50 nel.
Lotus Time in Japan

By Hexny T. Fiver, TWith 16 full-

pitgre illustrations.  Crown Svo. $1.75,
Things Japanese

By Basm. Harn CoanvperiamN, Profes-

sor in the Imperial University of Tokio,

Clreatwn Sve. By oo nef,

The Japanese Empire and lis
Economic Condition
By Josera D' AvTREMER. Spo, §

BOOKS OF TRAVEL

Published

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S

ENGLAND
England and the English: 'rom

an American Point of View,
By Price CoLuiew,  Sixth
Eeition, Seventh Euglish
rzima,  $1.50 nel.

The Charm of the English

American
Felition.

Village
Ly P. H. Dhrearerp, MoA THes-
trated by Sioney R, Jongs, 8eo, 53.00
net,

Nooks and Corners of

Ofld England
By Avvan Few.  flustrated from pho-
tagraphs,  Sro. $z2.50 nel,

Art in Great Britain
and Ireland

3y Bir WaLTER ARMSIRONG, Wath
poer soo illustralions, 4 in eolor,
1zmo. Brsonel. ([ ra-.!pemf:'fj_t.s_\_

The Passer-by in London

By W. 5. Campeerr. A tribute to Wren,
Gibbons, and John Stow, with
romance and history of the old city. (/-
tustrated  from  photographs by the
author and J. A, Pounn, vneluding all
the spires and towers in Wiren's cily
churches. 1z2mo.  $t.75 net

Literary London
sy Ersie M. Lanc,  With an intro-
duction by G, K. CaesTERTON and 42
photographs.  1emo. $r.s5o nel,

Rural Nooks Around London :
Inecluding the Countics of Middlesex and
Surrey, i
By Crarres G Harreer, With over 8o
tllustrations from photographs, anid a
map. SBvo. $a2o00 net,

The Abbeys of Great Britain
By H. CLaireorsE Dixox, JHustrated.
1zmo. S50 nel,

Literary Landmarks of

Oxford

sSOmc

By Laviexce Hurrow, Erquisitely
tllustrated.  12mo,  $r1.20 net,
Edfnburgh

By RoeerT Lours Stevensow,
trated.  12mo, $1.95 net.

GREECE

Vacation Days in Greece

Tilus-

Iy Rurus B. RicHarpson, of the Amer-

ivan Archeological School at Athens.

Hinstrated, Svo. $2.00 nel,
Sketches and Studies in
Italy and Greece

]\ ] AL Symonps, 3vols, 12mo, Each
Unfver-s:ﬂes of Ancient
Greece

By Jory W. H. Warper, Ph.D. 12mo.

81,50 nel (posipoid $1.60).

Apchitecture of Greece and

Rome. A Sketch of Lis Historical De-
velapment
By WiLciam J. Avpewson, [llustrated,
ava. net,

EUROPE
Holland Sketches

By Epwarp PENTIELD.
eolors by the author.  §

Norway af Home
By “Trenas B, Winson, MUA.
trated. om0, Siq 75 nel.
The Servian People: Their Past

Glory and Their Destiny.

Htustrated in
2,50 hel.

Tils-

By Prince LazarovicH- HRERELTAN-
OVICH in mll"fmrmnn with Princess
LazarovicH-HreEpeLtawovicH.,  fllus-
(rated, §8.00 net (postage extra ),

Across Russia. From the Baltic to
the Danuhe,

By Cuarres Atcustrs Stopparn. -
Tustrated.  ramo.  $1.50.
My Climbs in the Alps
and GCaucasus
By A, F, Muuwmery, With an Intro-
duction by Mes. Mommery, fllustrated.
Large Svo, 83.00 net,
Switzerland of the Swiss
By Fravg Wese, [lustrated. 120,

B1.50 nel,

The Mediterranean Trip
By Noan Brooxs, TVith ilustrations.,
12mo,  S1.25 net.

Spain of the Spanish
By Lovie VibLrers-WARDELL.
trated,  12moe. F1.50 nel.

Spanish Cities. With Glimpses of
Cribraltar and Tangiers.
By Cuarves Avcustt
Tustiated,  12mo.

Filus-

Stopparp. [-
1. 50.
s?afrf (and Morocco.
e e | oo,
By Hexwy T. Fiycx.

Studies in

T2, Sl._‘ﬁ.

Romantic Corsica
By GEORGE RENWICK
trations and o map

The Matterhorn
By Guino Rev.  Intreduction by Ep-
MoNDO DEAMICIS.  Tllustrated in colors
and pen-and-ink. $5.00 net.

Weth 67 altus-

Sro. Bioo net,

MEXIGO

Mexico
By C. Recivavp Enocgk, F.R.G.S.

The Mexican Guide
By THOMAS A: JanviER,
nel.

Through Southern Mexico

Hans Gapow. [lustrated.
$o.00 nel.

12mo, 22.50

Bva.

Unknown Mexico. A\ Record of

Five Years' Exploration Ameng Tribes
of the Western Sierre Madre,

By Carn Lumuorrz, M.A. 2 vols
Sro.  [llustraled with 250 phofo-

graphs by the author, 16 phrh 5 fitho-
graphed T full color, and 3 miaps,
Hr2.00 nel.

The Land of Poco Tiempo

Iy lll\lun] Lusnias,  Fllustrated,
8o, %2

Baedelker’s for every country in latest editions.

Write for

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

MAGAZINE
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IN EVERY

COUNTRY

SONS, NEW YORK

NORTH AMERICA

The Grear Pacific Coast
Ly U, Reawsio Eworx, F.RGA
Hiustrated, Spo. $y.00 nel

Bayond the Rockies. A Spring
Jowrney in Californiy.
By CBakLEs AucusTus STODDAKD,
DD, fllustrated. 12m0. $1.50.

Romantic California
Ey ErnesT PrIxOTTO. Mlustraled by
the author,  Bvo. %250 net {postage
eofral).

The Pacific Coast ScenicTour
by Henry T.Finck, fHustrated. $2.50.

Sunsetf Playgrounds, Tishin

Days and Others in California am

Canada.
Ev F. G Arvaco. THusirated.  Bvo.
$2.25 net.
A Tramp Across tho
LContinent

By CHakLes T, Loavis, 1z2mo. $1.25.

Handbook of Alaska
By Major-General A, W, Greery, U,
5.4, flustrated,  12m0.  $2.00 net,

In the Klondike. Induding an Ac-
count of 1 Winter's Journey ta Dawson,
By Freperick Pacmer.  1With many
tlustralions. 1zmo. $r.so.

Our Arctic Province, Alaska,
and the Seal islfands
By Hewry W, Erviort. Filustrated by
drawings from nature and maps,
Bre. $2.50,

SOUTH AMERICA

The Great Pacific Coast

Twelve Thousand Miles in the Golden
West.
By C. Ercimaipr Enock, F.RG.S,
author of “The Andes and the Ama-
zon,”' ' Peru,” ' Mexico," etc.  Svo.
E4.00 nef,

The Other Amerivans
By Artuvr RusL. The Cities, Coun-
tries and Especially the People of South

America. 24 poges of tiustralions,
Svo. $2.00 net.
Chile

By G. F. Scortr Enctorr, M. A,
F.R.GS.

Peris
By C. REcmvawDd Enock, F.R.G.S.

Argentina., DBy W, H. Higsr.

The Highest Andes
By E. A. T'ITZGERALD. 8rvo. $.00 nel.

The Andes amd the Amazon

By C. Recinatp Ewock, F.R.G.S5.
W ith tthustrations. Svo. 85 .00 net.

FAR EAST

Lefters from Egypt and

Palestine
By Mavreie D, Bagcock, Iy, D, flas,
1m0, Fr.oo net,

In Seripture Lands. New Views
of Sacred Places,

By Epwarp I, Winsow, With llus-
frafions. 12me. %50,

Tent and Testameni: A Cump-
ing Tour in Palestine,

By Herert Rix, M.A. Jifusirated,
Svg.  $a.5o net

Out of Doors in the Holy Land
By Hengy van Dvke. flfastrafed in
colors.  1ame. $1.50 nel,

Wanderings In Arabia
By Cuaries M, Doucury,
Bro. Bq.50 el

Things Indian
By WiLniam CrookE, former Member
of the Bengal Civil Service. $3.00 nef,

Across Coveted Land; o 2
Journey  from Flushing to Calcutta
Civerland, .

By A. H. Savact Lawpor, TFith tHus-
trations, 2z vidumes. .50 nel.

Through Hidden Shensi
By Francis H. NicEoLs,  JHusirated.
¥z.00 net.

Through Town and Jungle
Fourteen  Thousand  Miles A-Wheel
Among the Temples and Peoples of the
Indian Plain.

By Ww. H. and Fanny Buriock Worg-
sad. Wath ifustrations. Svo. $a.50 nel.

Jce Bound Helghis of the
Mustagh
By Fanny Burrock WorkMaw and W,
H. Workaan., %eo. $s5.00 nef,
Peaks and Glaclers of
Nun Nun
By Fawnvy Burtock WorkMaN and

2 ruls.

Wieta HuwTErR WorRkman.,  Sro.
} PR

The Peoples and Politics

of the Far East
By Sip Hewpy Noewaw, M.P. Wik
60 lustrations and 4 maps. Crown

Sre.  Sg.00.

The Hearf of a Qontinent
By Colonel F. E. YOUNGHUSBAND.
SBuo. %200 net.

Korea
By Ancus Hamruton,  IFith o newly

epared map and many tlustrations,

g: go net,

Tramps in Dark Mongolia
B)-dlonw Heprey., N5ith ilustrations
and ¢ map. Fo2.50 net.

In Norea With Marguis o

By GrorceE TrRUmMBULL Labp.  [Hus-
trofed. 1zmo. $2.50 nel.

The Philippine Istands
By Joww Femewman, FRGYS  Third
eddifion.  JTlnstraied. Bve. %450 nel.

ITALY

HItaly To-Day
Iy Borton Kine and Taosas OREY.
S0, Bi.00 nek

Italy of the Hallans

By Hevew Zmwmerw., With 3z full-
page tHustrations.  12mo. ¥1.50 nefl.

Htalian Backgrounds

liv EpitH Wuarton, fliusfraled by
Eunest C. PrixorTn. Sve. $2ozonel,

Sketches and Studies fn
Maly and Greece

By JoHN ApDINGTON SYMONDS. 3 vols,
Each 12mo. %200 nel,

Wayflarers in ltaly
By KstHERINE HOOKER,
Bro.  $r.o0 nel

The Art of Northern ltaly
By Corrapo Riccr. With soo tlus-
frations, a in color.  1ome. 3150 nel
(postpard Broos)

Famous Art Cities
POMPEN, By RicHARD ENGELMANN.
TFith 144 tllustrations, Sguare Sco.

$1.50 net.
VENICE. By G. Pauir. With 137
Fr.50 nel.

tihestrations,  Square 8vo. !
FLORENCE. By A. PuiLirer, With
206 tllustrafions. Square 8vo, $1.50 et

Italian Qities

Ly E. H.and E. W. BrasHFELD, 43
full-page tlustrations. In 2 Voluries,
12n0.  $5.00 net,

Pictures in Umbria
By KATHERINE MacQuoin, Wik f-
tustrations by THOoMAz 5. MacQuomn.
12mo.  $I.50 nei,

Slena, the Story of a
Medimval Commune
By FeErpINanp Screvier, Professor of
History at the University of Chicago.
Ilustrated. Svo. $2.50 net.

Venice on Foof

By HucH A. Doucras, With the Ltin-
erary of the Grand Canal and severd
other direct routes 1o useful places,
With 75 tllustrations and 11 mups.
ismo,  $r.50 net,

Iitustrated.

Venice and Her Treasures
By HvoH A. Dovaras. With Notes on
the Plctuces of Venice by Mavp CrutT-
WELL, [Hustrated, 16mo. $1.50 nel,

In and Around Venice

By Horatio BrowN,  [ustrated,
120, ¥r.50 net.

By lallan Seas
By ExnEsT PE1voTT0. With numerons
1(3;131?&?10:1.5 by the author, Sve. $2.50
nef.

Country Walks About
Florence
By Coware Hutron, TWith 32 draw-
ings by ADELAIDE MaRCH and 24 other
iltustrations. 16mo.  $r.50 net.

By the lonlan Sea
By Georce Grssine. Notesof a Ramble
in Southern Itzly, With map and
tHustrations. 12mo. St 75 nel.

list of hooks of Art, Architecture and History of these countries

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
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SCRIBNER'S NEW IMPORTATIONS
i THE CALL OF THE SNOWY HISPAR

A NARRATIVE 0F EXPLORATION AND MOUNTAINEERING ON THE NORTHERN FRONTIER OF INDIA. By WiLLiax
HuxTER WorKMAN and FAxyy Burnock Workman, With an appendix by CouNt DR. CESARE CALCIATI
and Dr. Martuias Koxeza.  With 2 maps and 13 illustrations.  8vo, 55.00 net. ) ) o

This it another of the really wonderiul books of Himalayan Mountaineering which Dr. and Mrs, Workman deseribe so vividly,
and in which they give a narrative of such unique success.  They are suc ly attacking the loftiest mountains of the world,
The description of their experiences is most interesting, the pictures illustrating the work are most attractive, and the definite
contribution to the subject is one the value of which cannot be over-estimated.

JAVA AND SUMATRA

Axp TuE OtHEr 18LanDs OF THE Durtcda IRast Inpies. By A, CABATON. Translated and with a Preface

by BErNARD MiaLr.  [Vith a map and dlestrations.  8vo, $3.00 nef. .
This volume wives o concise vet ample account of the natives, the agricultural and other resources, the administrative divisions,
the citics and ports, the antiguities and religions of an empire which has been unaccountably neglected by the English author.

FINLAND TO-DAY

B Groree Rexwick, author of * Romantic Corsica : Wanderings in Napoleon’s Isle,”  With an Introduction
by H.OW. Nevinsos., With o map and 4y ilustrations.  8vo, $3,00 met. ) _ _
A miost comprehensive work on this inleresting country, treating it in all its phases, political, geographical, agricultural and social

BRAZIL

Be Tiepre DEesis,  Translated, and with an Introduction, by BERNARD MiaLe, and a supplementary chapter.
With o map and illustrations,  London: 1910, 8vo, $3.00 nel.
A new volume i The South A merican Serjes,

THE SOUTH AMERICAN SERIES

Each, 8vo, §3.00 net.

CHILE PERU

By G F. Scorr-Ecviort, FRAS. With map and illustralions, By €, Recivarn Exorr, FLR.G.S. With map and illustrations.
MEXICO ARGENTINA

By O Recivare Exock, FRGS. Witk map and illustrations. By W. A, Hiest. With a map und o4 illustrations.

THE HIGH-ROADS OF THE ALPS

A Mortopine Gume 1o Oxe Husoren Mountams Passes. By Crarces L. Freegron, FLR.GS, With 106
wineraries, 102 photographic illustrations, and 11 muaps and diagrams.  8vo, $3.00 nel.

HUDSON'S BAY COMPANY

Tire RevargAriE History oF ToE Hubpsox’s Bay Coureany, Including that of the French Traders of North-
West Canada and of the North-West, XY, and Astor Fur Companies. By Grorce Bryce, MLA,, LL.D.
Wikl aomerows portraits, illustrations, and ma ps. Third edition,  Svo, F?;.l,-',D et

SMALL COUNTRY HOUSES OF TO-DAY

Ldited by Lawrenes Weaver, TV over 300 illusirations.  4to, S$z.00 nel.
A volume of fascinating pictures of smaller English countey houses by the leading domestic architects of England, with delightfully

written descriptive text., PIRAN ESI

By Artove SamveL.  With 25 reproductions of Piranesi’s engravings. 8vo, $5.00 net.
The first account in English of the life and work of this great engraver with excellent reproductions of 25 of his wonderful plates,

THE JAPANESE EMPIRE

Axp Its Ecovosie Cosprrions, By JoserE D'Aurkeuer, Lecturer at the School of Oriental Languages.
Svo, $3.00 nel. =R
An important volume of much value writlen by a competent authority on the trade and economic conditions of this rapidly growing

commercial nation,
A NEW BAEDEKER
THE MEDITERRANEAN
Searorts AND SEy RovTes, including Madeira, the Canary Islands, the Coast of Moroceo, Algeria and Tunisia.
With 35 maps and o plans. 1911, $3.00 nel.
BAEDEKER'S THE RHINE
A New Edition (the Seventeenth).  vort. With bg maps and 59 plans.  $2.40 net.

BAEDEKER'S MEDITERRANEAN GUIDES

All with maps, plans, panoramas, etc,

Spainand Portugal . . . . . §480 Taly (Cemieadd o . 0 . . . . B2.23 eGSR, & oo & & 50 ® $2.40
France (Southern). . . . . . 270 Ttaly (Southern) . , . ., . , ©wnBo Palestine and Syria . . . . . 464
Ttaly (Northerm) . . . . . . 240 Italy (Selected and Condensed) . 240 Begpt o 5 80 Ve 5% o % 2 '4I-%J

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS. New York

In m;.\'%cwmg advertisements phﬁ;:’:JI‘?&JTS(_'RIB_\T}ERi?iiﬁGjZfKTE
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SCRIBNER'S NEW IMPORTATIONS
HENRI I

His COURT AND TIMES

By H. NOEL WILLIAMS, author of * The Women Bonapartes,” * A Rose of Savoy,” etc. 8vo, $3.75 net.  With

a photogravure fronlispiece and 17 illustrations

Another ¢f these fascinating studies of French History Ly an author widely known for his delightful
volumes. This interesting period includes:

The last years of the reign of Francois I and some account of his mistress, Madame d'Etampes

The marriage of Henri II to Catherine de Medici.

An account of the celebrated Diane de Poic tiers, mistress of Henri I, and her relations with Catherine de
Medici.

The childhood of Mary Stuart, who was brought up at the French court, and her marriage to the Dauphin
(afterward Henri I1).

The celebrated duel between La Chateignéraie and Jarnac, fought before the King and Queen and the
whole court.

The siege of Metz, the Battle of St. Quentin, and the recovery of Calais from the English.

An account of the Huguenots and the persecution to which they were subjected.

The Prince de Conde, Jeanne d’Albret, the Guises, the Constable Anne de Montmorency, Gaspard de
Coligny, and many other notable persons, figure in the book.

A HISTORY OF PAINTING IN ITALY

UnmBRIA, FLORENCE, AND SIENA FROM THE SECOND To THE SINTEENTH CENTURY., By J. A. Crowe and G. B.
CavarcaseLie. Edited by Laxeton Doucras assisted by G. De Nicora. 6 vols.  Svo, each $6.00 net.
Now Ready. VOL. IV, THE FLORENTINE MASTERS OF THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY.  With numerons illustrations.

Svo, $6.00 net.
RACHEL

Her STAGE Lire AND REAL LirE. By Francis GrissLi. With pertraits and illustrations. 8vo, $3.935 wnet.

A complete and most attractive picture of the life of one of the greatest actresses the world has known, Not only is her hrilliant
stage carcer told with all its splendid successes and rewards, but the struggle and happinesses of her private life are now told for the
first time in English, owing to the recent publication in France of new and interesting documents and information,

HEROINES OF GENOA

Axp THE R1viEras. By EpccUMBE STALEY, :1uthor of “Tragedies of the \chlu “The Dogaressas of Veniee,”
etc.  With 24 full-page illustrations. h\,u, $3.50 net.

LOUIS XIV AND MME. DE MAINTENON

v CHARLOTTE LADY BLENNERHASSETT. Wilth 20 portraits and illustrations.  8vo, $3.73 wef.

Anadmirably written and full account of Lh‘i_‘ life of this extraordinary woman who influenced Louis XIV so pgreatly, and hirough
him contributed not a litte to the greatest period of the French monarchy,

FLORENCE: PAST AND PRESENT

v the Rev. J. Woobp Broww, M.A., author of “The Builders of Florence.” With map and many illhstrations,
12mo, $1.50 net.

A NEW SHAKESPEAREAN DICTIONARY

By Ricaarp JouN CUNLIFFE, f\I.A., LL.B. Small jto, $3.00 nef.

CONCORDANCE TO SHAKESPEARE

Tur ComprLere CONCORDANCE TO SHAKESPEARE: DBeing a Verbal Tndex to all the Passages in the Dramatic
Works of the Poet. By Mgrs. CowpeN CLARKE. New and revised edition.  4to, $3.00 nel.

THE ROMANCE OF A MEDICI WARRIOR

A Stupy v HErEDITY. By CHRIsTOPHER HARE. Being the True Story of Giovanni delle Bande Nere, to
which is added the Life of His Son, Cosime I, Grand Duke of Tuscany.  With 16 illustrations.  Svo, 82,5

A brilliant, reckless, turbulent young warrior, a born leader and fighter, dying aftera crowded life at 23, Giovanni js a scinating
and interesting personality in the [ ssiona te life of the Renaissance, Readers of the story of this romantic soldicr will have a new
light on much of history of the Dalian Renaissance,

CHARLES SCRIBNER'’S SONS, New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY

THE VELTIN SCHoOOL

For Girls. College Preparatory and General Course. Num-
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class, Fireproof building
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 16z West 74th Street.

THE GRAHAM SCHoOOL
For Girls. osth year. Resident and day pupils. General and
college preparatory courses.  Unrivaled location overlooking
Riverside Park and the Hudson,
Mr, and Mrs. Howard D). Miner, 42 Riverside Drive, New York.,

MRS. HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
2042 Fifth Avenue, New York. Music, Art, Houschold Economics.
Home care and social life. Regular courses and special studies.
Physical culture, riding, outdoor exercise. European travel parties.

THE GARDNER HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Exclusive location. Repular and Special Courses. - Music, Art,

Elocution, Physical culture. Aesthetic dancing. Individual
care. Much outdoor life. All advantages of city with delight-

ful home life. 6oy Fifth Avenue, New York City.

MiISsS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY ScHoOOL
For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re-
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West
s5th Street. Residence 26 West s5th Street.

THE ELINOR COMSTOCK MUSIC SCHOOL
A boarding school for music pupils. Piano, Voice, Harmony, Sight
Reading, Ensemble Playing, Musical Lectures and Recitals,
Courses arranged for pupils desiring study outside of music,
{;atil%glucs. Miss Elinor Comstock, 1000 Madison Ave., New
fork City.

KENT PLACE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Ages 14 to 10. College Preparatory and Academic Courses.
Certificates admit to Vaszsar, Smith and Wellesley. Gymnasiun.
Physical Director.  Beautiful grounds. Only 20 miles from New
York, Catalogue. Mrs. Sarah Woodman Faul, Prin, Hamilton
Wright Mabie, LL.Ib., Prest. Board of Directors. Summit, N. J.

ST. MARY'S SCHOOL
A School for Girls, 18 miles from New York,
Healthful location; spacious buildings.  Excellent advantages in
music and art.  General and eollege preparatory courses.  Miss
Miriam A, Bytel, Principal, Garden City, Long Island, New York.

Number hmited.

THE HAWTHORNE SCHOOL OF FLUSHING, L. .
A Resident and Day School for Girls in Greater New York.
Country life with city advantages. i i
MMizs Elizabeth Dutton Mcllvaine, Principal,

HEATHCOTE HALL
The Misses Lockwood's Collegiate School for Girls.  All the ad-
vantages of the metropolis with fullest opportunity for wholesome
emtdoor life; riding, tennis, ficld hockey, skating, gyvmnasium,
General and College Preparatory Courses, Music and Art.  Scars-
dale, New York., (40 minutes from New York City.)

THE MISSES TEWKSBURY'S SCHOOL

For Girls. Irvington-on-Hudson. 40 minutes [rom New York,
Primary, Intermediate and College Preparatory.

THE FINCH SCHOOL

MACKENZIE SCHOOL

Equipped and administered for the thorough preparation of 150
h‘cnys for college, technical schools, and higher business careers.
Catalogue and illustrated booklets upon request. James C.

Mackenzie, Ph.D., Director, Dobhs Ferry-on-Hudson, New York.,

THE COMSTOCK ScHoOOL. 4ath Vear.
Boarding and Day Schookfor Girls,
3t W. 46th St Miss Day, Principal.

Miss C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHoOOL

For Girls, Tpper Schoal for givls 13 ¢ Schionol fo

rtmien 508,
ta adn ity Amnes.  Eurspein
class for study - Ey-Masan, 11.M/,

The Chstls, 13¢

Aboarding and day school for gicls {rom =ixteen to twenly vears | MRS. HAZEN'S SUBURBAN SCHoOOoL

of age, corresponding to college, which develops individuality,
cultivates the human interests and sympathies, and is abreast of
modern  thought., Curriculum  includes Paychology, Ethics,
Economics, Sociology, Law, English, Living Languages, Music
and Art, New fireproof ten-story building equipped with every
appliance essential to safety and comfort.  Basket-ball and
tennis court. a
Mrs. Jessica Garretson Finch, A.B., LL.B., Principal,
61 E. 57th Street, New York City.

FOR GIRLS
Hali-hour from Grand Central Station, New York,
Combined Advantages of City and Conntry,
Mrs, Jores Cunsmvaitam Hazew, Principal.
Miss Sana Louige Teaey, Associate,

Pelhiam Manor, New York,

1% In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK CITY AND VIC!NITY (conTiNUED)

HACKLEY SCHOOL FOR Boys
Farr Terym OPENS SEPT. 20TH, 1071,
In the hills of Westchester County, 25 miles from New York,
Upper Schaol prepares for all cuILufna and scientific schools
Lower School receives boys [rom o to 13 vears of age.  Catafogue
and views on request.  Address Walter B, Gage, Headmaster,
Box 554, Tarrytown, N. ¥,

IRVING SCHOOL
For Boys.  Prepares for all colleges and scientific schools.
In the historic " Irving"” country, 25 miles from New York.
Gymnasium, swimming pool and fine athletic Geld.  Address
J. M. Furman, A M., Head Master, Box ooj, Tarrytown-on-
Hudson, New York.

MRS. Dow's SCHoOL
For Girls, For circelar, address Mrs, Mary B,

Lrow, Principal,
Briarcliff Muanor, New York,

gcbool for Birls
Pork City

Real Seloal™

A Count
i

Boarding and Day School R

Tull Academic Course.  Primary Class to
Graduation.  Upper Class for advanced
Special Students.  Certificate admits to
Colleges. Music and Art. Vacation trips.
Summer Tutoring.  Out-of-door sports
under expert instruction. School Park
of 35 acres apposite Palisades of Hudson.
Coacl tiecls day pupils
Miss Lois A, Bangs and Miss Mary IB. Whiton,
Riverdale Avenue and 252nd St. West,

NEW YORK STATE

OSSINING SCHOOL
Tor Girls. Suburban to New York. gqth vear. Academic, Music,
Art and College Preparatory Courses, Post Graduate and special
work, Certificate admits to leading colleges. Gymnasium. Year
book on request. Principal, Clara C. Fuller: Associate Principal,
Martha J. Naramore, Ossining-on-Hudson, New York.

MOHEGAN LRKE SCHOUL
Thorough prep:
age nuwmber of pup 24
tion on M ann Lake,
Di T klet. \ 1

o an [  West

.rlem
| qu ure nul \t'l]r
s AN, H
hester Ce .Jnt). h

MOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY
Thi H(hl--\] I'um.riu_l i

1814, has won the rem
enlific schools or b

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL

Sitwated on Briar ClLff, overlooking forty miles of the (Hudson.
46th ye Titsbovs for College. Ample cquipment and grounds.
Tndivie care. "\dll‘-lu[.[hr) references as to character necessary.,
For L'\ld]nbuf.‘ address The Holbrook School, Ossining, N, Y.

ST. JDHN S SCHOOL
For Manlv Boys, Special opportunities for quick preparation for

college. Military drill. Parental discipline. Gymnasium. Swim-

ming pool, Athletic field.  Manly sports encouraged. Catalogue,

llée\ k\ A. Ranne v, AL, Bd. B Principal, Ossining-on-Hudsen,
ew K.

RIUERVIEW ACADEMY

A College Preparatory School for Boys. School epens Septem-
ber °0tll, igir.  [he completion of the 75th school year will be
celebrated in June, 1o11. Catalogue sent on rtqucwt Joseph
B. Bisbee, AL, Prmup.tl Box 703, Poughkeepsie, New York.

NE:W YORK MILITARY ACADEMY
Rated by the U. S. Government in class “A)"  Splendidly
cquipped, located four miles from West Point. Cavalry Detach-
ment, Military Band. Prepares for engineering, scientific col-
leges, West Point, Annapolis and Army Examinations,  For Cat-
alogue apply to The Adjutant, Cornwall-c all-on-Hudson, N, Y.

WALLCOURT
Miss Goldsmith’s School for Girls. (Formerly The Wells Schoal.)
Thorough preparation for any college,  General academic and
special courses.  Aesthetic dancing, hoating and tennis.  Physical
culture.  Booklet, Address Miss Anna K. Goldsmith, AB.,
Prin., Aurora, Lake Cavuga, N. Y.

PEEKSKILL ACADEMY

=oth vear. New Buildings,
dress J. C. Bucher, AM.,
Peekskill, IN. Y.

Alumni”Hall (boys 10 to 13). Ad-
or C. A, Robinson, Ph.D., Principal,

PuTnaM HALL

ar Preparato

tefers to Dr, Jumes M. Taylor, Pres.
\|||3Irl ‘1hmkm|. Pres.

Emma Willard

98th

Year

5 in Domestic
Fand Mt Holyoke Lnll\, B,

v, Smith, Va
on request

’\lis-a Eliza Kellas, Ph B., Principal, Troy, N. Y.

CASCADILLA SCHOOL FOR Boys
4‘\ Fitting School for Cornell.  President Schurman pronounces
“Omne of the best preparatory institutions i the country.”
field. Recreation building and boat house, Gymnasium; rowing
shells. Farm of 150 acres, ‘Terms $660 to $760. Send for cata-
_logue, C. V. Pursell, A.M., Principal, ]lh.Lc.\ New York.

=it
Athletic

BYE SEMINARY

A School for Girls.  Mrs 5. ], Life, The Misses Stowe, Rye, N. Y.

May F. Be mu-tt
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS

PERRY KINDERGARTEN NORMAL SCHOOL
Prepares for Kindergarten, Primary and Playground positions,

MiSS Hall’s Mrs. Annie Moseley Perry, Principal, 18 Huntington Avenue,
Boston, Massachusetts,

Town and Country School
WALNUT HILL SCHOOL

- srkeshi 1 AC e P atory Schoal for Girls.  Seventeen miles from
In th(:‘ Berl‘\bhlre H]HS’ on l::n&tﬁgﬁ_.g"r{\rfﬁyr?\:gﬁ. Atl':lr_-iir Ficlds. Four Builfjings_ Grym-
Aliss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, Natick, Mass,

the Holmes Road to Lenox. nastur. ;
One thousand feet above the MISS GUILD'S AND MISS EVANS' SCHoOL
Sep Jevel, Bottielye aue B e M. Bostn, ‘Colig: preparatry
of woodland and campus. i sl i Rl iie B ol e el
Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal, HOWARD SEMINARY __ —
Pittsfield, Massachusetts. i";rrnﬁligis f{rjl‘;jnr%ﬂ%niadii{'{-acl‘fxﬁiﬁh%c}:li{]g% I)E?f,ifﬂllﬁﬁm'fﬁh

Special Courses. Two years' course for High School graduates.
Domestic Science. Art and Music studios.  Miss Sarah E.
Laughton, A M., Principal, West Bridgewater, Massachusetts.

TH.E BURNHAM SCHOOL FOIR GlHL.S o i POWDER POINT SCHOOL
Founded by Mary A, Burpham in 1877, is continuing without For Boys By the Sea. Mild climate. Land and water sports all

interruption under the direction of Aliss Helen E. Thompson

and Miss Martha C, Burnham, Preparatory, Graduating and vear Athletic fields, Exlensive and beautiful estate on Plymouth

Harbor. Modern equipment, College or business preparation.

Special Courses,  Correspondence should be addressed to Miss ) f ; sneipal. 45 King Cesar Road

Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass. AdsdressHeney B Monteon, Jra Prm]%f_\?l]ju-t-i-, _\Tfssafﬁﬁ;-u; !
Miss CAPEN'S SCHOOL ROCK RIDGE SCHoOL

For Girls. Miss Capen announces that her school, for many years Rack Ridge Hall for boys of high-school age. The Hawthorne

known as “The Burnham School,” will in the future be called House for voung bovs,  For catalogue, address Dir. G 5, White,

“ Miss Capen’s School for Girls.”  Correspondence should be Wellesley Hills, Mass,

addressed to Miss B, T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass,

S - =

“T BRADFORD ACADEMY

FOR YOUNG WOMEN
BRADFORD, M
e finnedrid and efp
&3 from Boston, in the b :
unds and modern eq =1 Certificite admits
to bealing colleges,  General course of five years and two years'
for High Schiool grad

Merrimac Valley, K":

tes.

ress Miss LAURA A, KNOTT, ADL, Principal. — 7

— 4 S 547 :

MiSsS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHoOOL THE MITCHELL MILITARY BOYS' SCHoOL
For Gll:le:. General and College Preparatory Courses. Mu_g,u'. A sub-preparatory school of the highest class, which aims to fit
art, arts and crafls, domestic science.  Resident and day pupils. boys mentally, morally and physically for the larger preparatory
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal, Box G, 4 Arlington schaols, Booklet upon request, i
Street, Boston, Mass. Alexander H. Mitchell, Headmaster, Billerica, Massachusetts,

QUINCY MANSION SCHOOL

LASELL SEMINARY For Girls. Fine estate, 6 miles from Boston. Ample grounds.
College preparation.  Houschold Arts and Sciences. Ten miles Outdoor sports.  Special and graduate courses.  Advantages in
from  Hoston,  Address G. M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal, Music, Art, Languages. Domestic Science.  College preparation
110 Woodland Read, Auburndale, Mass. z{l{n! certificate. Mrs. Horace M. Willard, Principal, Wollaston,

Mass.
THE ALLEN SCHOOL

A school where boys are taught to be self-reliant. MISS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Individual instruction. Thorough preparation for General, Special, and College Preparatory Cours

college or scientific schools.  Athletic training.  For The I‘e;j\.\'a\' it \]‘.-.:;.\n g paratory Lourses.
catalogue, address Everett Starr Jones, Headmaster, o S A,
Box N, West Newton, Mass. 1

Rocers HALL ScHooL FOR GIRLS

A LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 38 Minutes from Boston

This school offers thorongh preparation for college, with inte
A L ! i i eTe
for Graduates of High Sehools. Special advantages in ‘\lus:i 3 Sei
. dua 3 | " : A ¢, Domestic Seienc
AP‘_l ‘ ”‘““‘, Tl school building iz a beantitul Colonial mansion ;1r'rcr:llll1::‘li‘if\1rul\§
spacious grounds, affording opportunity for all ontdoor sports.  Ex eTienced
instructors in charge of all athletic. . For catalogue and  views' address
T

MISS OLIVE S. PARSONS, B. A

sting Advanced Courses

.» Principal

2 dn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS (ConTINUED)

THE MACDUFFIE SCHOOL
For Girls. Four houses in beautiful grounds, New
Gymmasium.  College certificate.  General and Post
Graduate Courses.  Music, Art, Domestic Science,
Year book and pictures on request. 1735 Central
Street ﬁpr'ingllckﬁ Mass,

ABBOT ACADEMY
A School for Girls, Founded
Address The Dean, School 5t.,

1828, =23 miles from Boston,
Andover, Nass

THE WESTON SCHOOL
For Girls. A city school with country advantazes.  Fits girls for
lite as well as for examinations. Mrs, Elizabeth Mathews-
Richardson, A.B., Principal. Founded by Rev. 50 5. Mathews,
DIy 43 SL.]amcs Street, Roxbury, Boston, Mass,

LESLEY NORMAL SCHOOL FOR KINDERGARTNERS
Playground Course.  Close
Exceptional opportunity  for study  under
Address

Miss Edith L. Lesley, Principal, 20 Everett 5t.,

proximity to Harvard University,
leading  educators,

Cambridge, Mass.

WHEATON SEMINARY FOR YOUNG WOMEN
g7th vear,  Large endowment permits moderate terms.  Certifi-
cates to College, Advanced courses for high-school graduates
and others. Art and Music. Ample grnundt. and buildings,
Gymnasium  Sports. Catalogue and views,  Rev, Samuel V.
Cole, AM., D.D,, Pres,, Norton, Mass. (30 miles from Doston).

Cl:hﬂU'NCY HALL ScHoOL
Established 1828, Prepares liovs exclusively for )
MASSACHUSETTS INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY
and other scientific schools,  Every teacher a specialist.  Franklin
T. Kurt, I'rincijal, 557 Boylstun St ( Copley Sq.), Boston, Mass,

PENNSYLVANIA

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY
Thoroughly prepares bovs for College, Technical School or Busi-
ness.  Let us send you our catalogue and booklet “The Spirit of
Mercersburg.”  They will prove vastly interesting and beneficial
to the parent confronted with the education of his boy.  Address
William Mann Irvine, Ph.D., President, Mercershurg, Pa.

i THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC,

For Girfs. An excellent school for girls; offering either
é‘@ z

GEORGE SCHoOL
Under management of Society of Friends, Thorough college prep-
aration.  Beautiful grounds. 227 acres, New Gymnasium and
Laboratories.  Large athletic field,  Healthful location, 25 miles
north of Philadelphia, For L'1hl|1!g address Joseph [SY alton,
Ph.D., Prin., George School P, , Bucks Co,, Penna,

academic or college preparatory courses. Healthful loca-
tion. Gymnasjum. Physical training. Main Line P. R. R.

For catalogue address
A. R. Grier, Pres,, Box H, Birmingham, Pa.

OGONTZ SCcHoOL
For Young Ladies. Twenty minutes from Philadelphia, two
hours from New York. 'he late Mr, Jay Cooke’s fine
E'ruperty Miss Sylvia J. Eastman, Miss Abby A. Sutherland,
rincipals, Ogontz School P. O., Pennsylvania.

SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY SCHOOL

An excellent sehool, “"nln individual attention to pupils, Under
the supervision of Friends, Co-educational. Prep.-res for Cal-
lege, Technical School, and busimess.  Cottage system.  Gymna-

sium, swimming pool and athletic fild, ~ Write for catalog,
Arthur H. Tomlinson, Head Master, Swarthmore, Pennsvlvania,

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL
For Girls. s4th year, General and college preparatory courses.
Special course for high school graduates, Domestic science.
Accredited by leading colleges.  Catalogue and View Book upon
request. Frank S. Magill, A.M., Principal, Germantown, Phila-
delphia, Pennsylvania.

PENN HALL

School for Girls. College preparatory. Modern Lanpuage and

General Courses.  Special advantages, Music, Art, Elocution,
Domestic Science. Large rooms with private bath. ‘Wilson Col-
leze CamRus‘ Rates §325.00. For catalogue and views address

Frank 5. Magill, A.M., Pr‘ll"l(.]]’)‘ll Box B. Chambersburg Pa.

MISS WRIGHT'S ScHOOL

For Girls. Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Diploma in
College Preparatory and Flmshmg Course.  Certificate admits
to Vassar, Smith and Wellesley. Circular upon request. Bryn
Mawr, Pa.

MAPLEWOOD, Near PHILADELPHIA
Wakes up Bovs to duties of life. $400. Department for Little
Bovs, under 12 vears, $350. Limited to 40 Bovs, College or
business, goth year, Finegymnasium, Summer Home and Camp.
June 12th to Sept. zist, with or without instruction, $rzs.
J. Shortlidge, A, M., Yale, Prin., Box 68, Concordville, Del, Co., Pa.

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr, Smith, Vassar and Wellestey Colleges.  Certificate
privileces. Also astrong general course.  Beautiful location, only o minutes
from Phil u.le::lpilld Fire.prool stane building
Jane L. Brawnell, A, M., Head.
TElizabeth Forrest J(ﬂlrl‘-‘mll, AB,, Associate Head,
Address Secretary, P, O, Box . Brya Mawr, Pa,

The Misses Shipley’s School

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College

BuiLpiyc—Specially designed Colonial building with
every improved appointment, Sitvatron—Educational
and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr
College.  InstrUcTION—Diploma in College Prepara-
toryand Academic courses. Certificate admits to Vassar,
Smith and Wellesley. Specialists in all departments.
Two resident French teachers. ATHLETICS—Resident
athletics director. YOUNGER PUPILS receive special at-
tention.  For circular, with views of the school, address

Box “J,” Bry~N Mawr, Pa.

YEATES SCHoOOL
Endowed, Established 1854, Calls oot the 1
by its' high standard of honor and entire symp
H\\mnmng skating, etc,, and all regular field
New gymnasium cand pool,  Only a Hited numbe
Frederic Gardiner, A M. (Harvardi, Head DMaster, Ln\ -.3.‘
Launcaster, Pa.

The high standard of scholarship, the at-
tractive and healthful location in the ele-
vated country north of Philadelphia, and
the unsurpassed equipment for physical
training, are some of the features which
commend this school to parents and bovs.

JAMES. L. PATTERSON, Head Master
Chestnut Hill, Pa.
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

CONNECTICUT

TheElySchool ::

For Girls

Greenwich, Conn. Science.

One of the best equipped schools for girls in the country. L i
located, overlnoking Long lsland Sound, so minutes from New York
Suilding new and specially designed for the schoal.
FPreparatory and general course,
and sight singing included in every grade.
Gymunasium.

Beautifully

Callege
Modeling, drawing, painting, ch-Jr_al
A Department of Jomestic

Athletics.  Outdoor Sports.

INGLESIDE
A School for Girls. Founded by Mrs. Wm, I). Black. School
year opens Tuesday, October 3rd, 1o17.
Mrs, William Black Pell, Patroness,
New Milford, Litchfield Co,, Conn,

WYKEHAM RISE
A Country School for Grirls,
ington, Connecticut,

Miss Davies, Principal, Wash-

MisSs BUTTS'S SCHooOL

For Girls. Offers a healthful, happy home, with the best advan-
tages for study and recreation. Norwich, Conn.

TACONIC SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Overlooking a beawtiful lake in the Berkshire Hills.  Girls taught
how to study,  Miss Lilian Dixou, A.B.; Miss Bertha Buailey, B.5,,
Lakeville, Conn.

MISS BAIRD'S SCHOOL

For Girls. 37th vear. Intermediate, College Preparatory and
General Courses. Superior advantages in Music, Art and the
Languages. Gymnasium. The home life is replete with inspira-
tion. 64 West Ave., Norwalk, Conn.

Rates for School and
College Advertising in
Scribners’ Magazine
. $250.00 | 4 page . . . $31.25

1 page . . . 125.00 | 1inch . 17.50
1 page . . . 6250 | 2inch . . . . 875
Time discounts: za®) on yearly orders, 107 for six months

Seven lines minimum space accepted,

The extent of SCRIBNERS circulation —~The character of
SCRIBENERS readers—The cost of SCRIBENERS service—
make SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE of first importance in schonl

advertising, FEspecially in 1911,

SCRIBNERS circulation has doubled in the past six months

NEW J

ERSEY

MisSs DANA'S ScHoOL
For Girls. A Home and Day School. Established in 1877, Beauti-
ful and healthful location. Graduate and college preparatory
courses,  Unusual advantoges in Music, Art, Languages. Gym-
nasium and outdoor sports. . Year opens Oct. 2, 1011, ircu-

For ci
lar apply to Miss Louise L. Newell, Principal, Morristown, N. J.

DWIGHT SCHoOOL
For Girls, College preparatory and special courses, Certificates
accepted by leadig colleges, Limited number of pupils insures
individual attention. Spacious grounds,  Suburban to New York,
Gymnasium. Tennis, riding,  Address Box 6oy, Miss Creighton
and Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, N. J.

THE RUTGERS SCHOOLS
For Boys. Founded 1766, Preparatory: TFits for any college.
Elementary: Boys 8 to 14, Separate buildings, manual training;
athletics, New York, 6o min,, Phila,, oo min, Terms, all necessary
expenses, $sco. Noextras,  Swmmter Camp: Schoodic Lake, Me.
Myron T, Scudder, Headmaster, New Brunswick, N, J.

PEDDIE INSTITUTE
An endowed school, Strong teachers. 250 boys, Prepares for all
colleges,  Business course. Musie,  Sixty acres campus, athletic
field, gymnasium, swimming pool. Rates, $j00. Lower school
for boys 11 to 14 vears. Forty-sixth vear opens Sept. zo.
Catalog. R, W,Swetland, A.M., Prin., Box 4 C, Hightstown, N, J.

MISsS BEARD'S SCHooOL
For Girls. A country sehool 13 miles [rom Ii\_L'\\_ York CH}'. Col-
lege preparatory and special courses, Music, Art and Domestic
Science, Separate house for younger pupils, Illustated cata-
logue on request,  Address Miss Lucie C. Beard, Orange, N. J.

MONTCLAIR ACADEMY
Has a distinct personality and method.  Fine equipment.  College
or husiness preparation. Write for booklet * Your Boy and Our
School,” with direct message to all boys' parents,  Address

John G, MacViear, A.ML, 22 Walden Place, Montclair, N. 1.

LAKEWOOD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Academie, college preparatory and special courses. Limited en-
rollment insures individuoal attention.  ldeal location with wonder-
ful winter climate. Ouf-of-door life emphasized. Horseback, golf,
tennis, rowing, skating. Delicate girls given special attention.
Miss Edith Samson, Principal, Box 2z, Lakewood, N, J.

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE
Our first aim is to make strong, manly, suceessful men—
physically, mentally, morally, Colleze and business prepara-
tion, Catalogue. Rev. T. H. Landon, AM., D.D., Principal;
Lieut-Col. T. IM. Landon, Commandant, Bordentown-on-the-
Delaware, N, J.

THE GROFF COUNTRY SCHoOOL
Here each boy is treated in accordance with his needs,
ar forms that a boy must ot,  Athletic grounds, Boating (on Deal
Lake), golf, horseback l'ini[ng. Separatle department for boys
& to 14, Address Joseph C. Groff (AB. and C 1803 U, S,
N. Al), 228 W, 72d 56, N. Y., or "Kildysart,” Deal Beach, N. J.

No grades

THE BEST MEDIUM for schaol advertising is
the one which has weight and influence in the
homes where the advantages of the Private School
are recognized, appreciated and acted upon.  Such
a medium builds up an institution by supplying it
with students who will be a credit to it.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

WASHINGTON, D. C.

FAIRMONT
A Home §

request,

School for Girls,  Playground adjoining.  Catalogue on

Columbia Heights, Washington, D, C.

WASHINGTON COLLEGE
An ideal school for o
Capital : the choi
tions. most beautitul
{_(_I’Hh. te and Coll

1

irls and youry women
1 edu nal aud social advantages :
me life.  Charming park of wacres. Prepa
e Conrs Music, Arr, Elocution and IJ-unu

on request. Address I Menefee,

President,

\\ s l|.||“ Lo,

BRISTOL SCHOOL

For Girls.
vears' Coll 1tg_ Cou
French and English T Gymupasium, swimming pool,  Bask

pitdl advantag Location high and he: jlt'lllll—:"dl‘]‘ of five acres
A. Bristol, Principal, Mintwood PL and 1gth St., Washington, D), l..

’ f'nl[?ﬂ]‘.’l‘.-'l’_\'. Academic and two
Luilding, conne -

THE ARMY AND NAVY PREPARATORY SCHoOOL
TFor Boys, Prepares for any college or scientific school,  Six mod-
eorn buildings.  Athletic field and gymnasium.  Extraordinary s
cess preparing for Ul Academies.  Catalogue on nl(iu)‘ A
E. Swavely, Principal, 4108 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, . C,

National Park Seminary

FORR GIRRLS. W:lsillngtun. D. C. (Suburbs)

A distinetly
Anierl

Wnrk Llh lr_l,
Business
Law and Hyriene,

O~ 20 buildinegs iha park

i of romsntic heauty.
Write for eatalogue to

Box 102

Miss MADEIRA'S SCHOOL
For Girls. College preparatory with certificate privilege to Vassar,
Smith and Wellesley. (_omptclu academic course for pupils not
going to college. Two vears' advy: anced course for High School
graduates, Music and art. Gymnasium and athletics,
Miss Lucy Madeira, 1326 1oth 5t., Washingten, D, C.

GUNSTON HALL
Twentieth Year. A Boarding and Day Schoal for Girls. Prepara-
tory and Special courses.  Art, Music and Languages, New build-
ing, specially planned for the school. Illustrated eatalogue on re-
quest. Mrs, Beverley K., Masen, Principal, Miss E.M.Clarke, LL.A.,
Associate Principal, 1006 Flonda Ave., N, W,, Washington, D, C.

LAISE-PHILLIPS SCHOOL
For Girls. College Preparatory, Academic, and Elective Courses,
Two years advanced course for high school Graduates, Art Music,
Native French and German teachers.  Domestic Science taught in
the school. Mrs, Sylvester Phillips, Principal 1623 Connecticut
Ave., Washington, D, C,

BELCOURT SEMINARY

”l-llu_ fuld Day School for Girds, Unexcelled location.  Course leading
: ratory, al Certificate admits
il upl,uurLun:[u.». in Music, Art, Expression, and

wild educational advantages of the Cs pital. Outdoor

[.. ._u]h.u_
Langnages.
sports. Address ;

Mis. M. B, Semervell, Principal, Washington, D. G,

THE COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Graduating and elective courses, Preparation for College and European
travel. Two months of resident study in lorida, Music, Art, Lan m
Expression.  Individual truction.  Advantages of the ly
atilized, Out of-door recreation and sports,  Miss Charlotte Crittenden
Everctt, Principal, 1729 Connecticut Ave,, Washington, I), C.

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY
Tor ‘_.oung Women., In finest residential section of Nutional
Capital. Two vears' course for High School praduates general
and special courses. Domestic Science. Outdoor sports, Bso0—
%600, E. W, Thompson, Connecticut Ave,, Washington, D. C,

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
For Girls. Fireproof Building., Park of gcacres. Unrivalled ad-
vantages in music and art. Certificate admits to College.  Special
Courses. The Bishop of Washington, President Board of Trustees,
Mrs. Barbour Walker, NLA., Prin., Mt. St Alban, Washington, D.C,

CHEVY CHASE COLLEGE AND SEMINARY
A Home School for Young Ladies. Special advantages in Music,
Art, Elocution and Domestic Science.  Campus of eleven acres.
Golf and other outdoor sports. Healthful location at Chevy
Chase, * Suburb Beautiful.” Artesian water. Address Mr, and
Mrs. 5. N. Barker, Principals, Drawer 831, Washington, D. C.

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of
to-day began to advertise m SCRIBNER’S
MAGAZINE vears ago for pupils for to-dav.
To-day these schools are advertising for to-
morrow,

MARYLAND

THE TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS

An Endowed Preparatory School.  Enrolment limited 1o hoys of
high character. Tuition, $roo. Elaborately illustrated book on
request.  Thomas Stockham B aleer, Phuby, Port Drepozit, A,

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND

College for Women
e O .

wtory School for Girls
unds.  Location uns
Haltimore. iklings, upletely e |nr| e
budlding wit 150 additional stodents,  Conducted by 5
Sisters of Notre Damg, Chiarles Street Avenud, Doltimoere, M,

THE WOMAN'S COLLEGE
Offers a practical, well-balanced course, including clectives, lead-
ing to the B.A, dLLTLL, Strong  Preparatory  Department,
Diplomas are also granted in Music, Art and Elocution. Praeti-
cal courses in Domestic Science. Terms, $300. Joseph H.
Apple, AL, President, Frederick, Md.

'J'_

Maryland College

1853 FOR WOMEN 1911

C:uhnrhs nf I'.all‘mow Near \\'1-1unginru I’.v.mrn‘ul :111 al s-.n.

vation. Large aml elegant new fireproof adminigteation and
dormitory building, some rooms with private baths, New for-
nitnre throughout. I-\erymmir-ln convenence, Loarge faculty
New Pipe Urgan, Superior Muosic Consery tiurv Field sports,
gymnasum, swimming pool, ete. A.B. and Lit. B. degrees
conferred, Home hife and government, Send for catalosus
Address Charles Wesley Gnllagher, D. ., Box 6 Lutherville, Md

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

VIRGINIA

ILLINOIS

STUART HALL
Formerly Virginia Female Institute.  Church School for Girls in
Blue Ridge Mountains, Intermediate and College Preparatory,
New Gymnasium and Infirmary, 67th Session. Unusual ad-
viantages in M Address Maria Pendleton Duval, Principal,
Staunton, Virgioia,

HOLLINS INSTITUTE
A College for Young Women. Founded 1842,
and Preparatory Courses.  Music, Art, ete,
of Virginia. 500 acres,  Seven miles north of Roanoke.
ruting mountain climate. For catalogue, address
Miss Matty L. Cocke, President, Box 308, Hollins, Virginia.

College, Elective
Located i Valley
Invigo-

HAMPTON COLLEGE
Preparatory school for girls, admitting by certificate to best colleges.
Special courses in Music and Art,  Mild and healthiul climate,
historic and beautiful surroundings.  Ten minutes’ ride from Old
Point Comfort, For catalogue and further particulars, address
Miss Fitchett, Hampton, Virginia,

SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE
A College for Women, of the grude of Vassar, Wellesley
Mawr. Four years of cullegiate and two years of prepa
g On Southern Railroad south of Washington.
views sent on application to
D, Mary K. Benedict, Prest., Box 108, Sweet Briar, Va.

iith and Bryn
tory work are
Catalogue and

STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY
Largest private academy in the United States, Boys from 10 to 20
years old prepared for the Universities, Government Academies or
Business, Gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic park. New
8125,000 barracks. Charges $360.  For catalogue address Capt.
Wm, H, Kable, A M., Principal, Staunton, Va.

EUROPEAN TRAVEL

MRS. COOPER HARTMAN'S TRAVEL CLASSES
Eight months in Paris, Munich and Florence. Languages, Art,
Music and English studies. Class sailing in early October now
forming. Apply to Mrs, R. C, Statton, Secretary, 144 River-
side Drive, New York City.

THE THOMPSON-BALDASSERONI
SCHOOL OF TRAVEL FOR GIRLS
Sails in October with Principal for eleventh schonl year of travel a
abroal. 1l Music 1 S &
honie abroad,  Mrs, Helen Scott, Sec'y, Central Ave,, Dover, N,

sive ith

IN PUBLIC

Give Grenville Kleiser, (formerly of
Yale Faculty), fifteen minates of your
time daily at home and he will teach
yor how to make after-dinner speeches,
propose toasts, tell stories, make polit-
ical speeches, addrese hoard meetings.
His Mail Conrse will help salesmen gell more goods, develop
power and personality, improve memory, increase vocabulary,
give poise and self-confidence; jt will help a man _earn more,
achieve more. * Your course hag heen of great service to me in
my husiness, and T commend it to others in the highegt terms,”
says Josgpn P. Day, New York's foremost auctioneer,

If you'll write fo-day, we'll tell you all about it by mail.
New York

FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY, Dept. 187,

TRAINING FOR SOCIAL WORKERS : N
Under Specialists in Civie, Charitable, Child Helping, Settlement,
Recreation and General Philanthropic Work  Staff—Grabam
Taylor, Jane Addams, Julia C. Lathrop, S. P, Breckinrid

and

others. Chicago School of Civies and Philanthropy, 87 E. Lake
Strect, Chicago,

ROCKFORD COLLEGE FCR
WOMEN

(1840-1011.) Theonly woman'scollege of the
Middle West accorded the first rank in schol-
archip by the Commissioner of Education.
B.A. and B.S. Broad culture, with elective
vocational courses that fit for life and for seli-
support. Pure air, pure water, fine campus,
New fire-proof dormitory, electric light, s

heat. Good table. Catalog, Julia H, Gullis
Ph.D,, LL.D,, Box 3, Rockford, Illinois,

OHIO

UNIVERSITY SCHOOL

OHIO MILITARY INSTITUTE
Ten miles from Cincinnati.  High, beautiful location
drill subordinate to academic work. Lewer school | NOnHEer
beys.  Certificate admits to colleges.  Thorough physical training.
A. M. Henshaw, Commandant, Box 24, College Hill, Ohijo.

NEW HAMPSHIRE

HOLDERNESS SCHOOL
For Boys.  Prepares for Colleges and Technical Schools, Ranks
with the highest grade schools of New England, vet by reason of
endowment the tuition iz moderate.  32znd yvear., Rev., Lorin

Webster, L.H.D., Rector, Plymouth, N. H.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

’Umvsrsny M:(hqda Indorsed by bench and
Theory andll’racucm bar. Guaranteed to pre-
College, Business and pare for bar ofany State,
Banking law courses, Easy terms. Catalog free,

Standard Coreespondence Behool of Law, 1465 E. 53rd S, Chieago, 11

position
with the U. 8. Govern- T
mentis one for a lifetime. The work
iz eongenial, opportunities for advancement are
many, and the pay good. Not only this, but the differ-
ent lines of government work are so varied that there is
aposition for you in your chosen line of work. 1f you are
an American over 18 you are ellgible for a government
Position onee y ou pass the required eivil service exami-
nation.  This you can learn to do at home, and in vour
spare time, through the help of the International Cor-
respondence Schools, Hundreds of 1,0, S, students have
won high positions in government sery Youean do
the same. Everything made clear and s mple. For full
particulars and free book giving list of various COUrses
and names of suceessful students, weite to-day 1o
INTERMATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, BOX 925-5, SCRANTON, PA.

24 In answering advertisements please m_{‘_nliwz-?_'!\’f_izé,\'1-,',"{’.5"__1',-"_I(HIZI;_\"':E



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS (continueD)
HUME STUDY——FREE TUITII]N BY MAIL

l\-..| 1 I- T I frotn lich ¢ = Al 1) )
I'.\H\'I\‘-llj CoOoLL (-'l" lr--;::w-. frhieo,

STAMME R0

Established 16 yvears, Triall nexplaining 1| "

ruction, with 20f-page bool, FREE. Ao ut o i&
George Andrew Lewis, 12 Adelaide Sreet, Ik Ir-I Mil A,

STUDY l Aw at Home
Become Legal
s D:ploma

nelenee 0 aw

| pall

Ve

: L T =i --I e

ricrmes Lot alwag s et ey et en
' Leavin Lasy rerm=, Catadog and l'ulunln-liu

La Salle Ellensnorl Umversuy Box 1274, Chicago, Il

MISCELLANEOUS

IFYOUSTAM M ER | HAT is what the “live-wire,” the man
who has #raining—who ts an EXPERT

in his line—hears to-day from the sman who hires.

Meanwhile untrained men—not particularly
efhcient in any kind of work—are turned away.
So you see you MUST HAVE training.
Don’t think vou can’t vet it—that you haven't
time or money—rthat delusion will keep vou
in the ranks of the poorly paid, the mefhcient.

BENJ. N, BOG L
0 Narth Iliwais St i

Y= —
EARN WHILE YOU LEARN

We have Salesman®s Positions open in which tou

ining il earn good
T ||||| Lt anr

at Practical 'J|n||||n BT

IULE WOW open, Adidress: €. J, Ihu“n
THE PRACTICAL SCHOOLS OF SMESMANSHIP

Box Ai3Cleveland, 0., Box 413 FI. Worth, Ter. or Box AVIN. Y. Clty

You ean get training—you can awin oui—get a better
position—BIGGER PAY. That's what the L. C_ S.
are for—to help you. If you're able to read and
write and have the gumption te want to swcceed—the
- I. C. S. will come to you in your own home, in your
spare time—absolutely without interfering with your
regular, everyday work, and help you to become
traimed—ethcient in the line of work you like best.

AMERICAN . Connected
ACJAQ;DEMY with Mr. Charles

Frohman's Empire
DRAMATIC ARTS
}'OUNDE'D IN 1884

But you've got to have the desire to make
something of yourself. If you have—mark the
coupon and mail it for information on how to get out
of the low-paid class.

Mark this Coupon NOW

Theatre and

Companies

Recognized as the leading institution for
c[ramatic trainmg i America.
BOARD OF TRUSTELES
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, Presdent
Dame| Frohman ,[uhn Drcw
,ﬂxugu-.ilus -I-hr)ma.-_: Beniamin F. Rl’)‘.’d&l’

Forcatalogue and in=
Tormation, apply to

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
Box 922, SCRANTON, PA.

SECRE Y. ROOY Pleage explam, without Turther obligation on iy part,
Illf‘::'il.ﬂl"\llllr\lr::.iil- ".1‘“‘: CARNEGIE HALL how 1 can ulljlll:y for the position, tiwde or profession
TNEW YORK pefore which [ bave marked X
NE “ ORK Automobile Running Civil Bervice
Mine Superintendent Arehiteet spanish
. Mine Foreman ~ l is French
e _— Plumbing, ~team Fitting -3 bermon
Conerete Construction king Italian
Salesmen Wanfe
Textile M: facturing ArchltecturalDraltsman
Trained Salesmen eavn from S1200000 to S10,00,00 & year. ::'t:'ll:-tli::::}: Il \.ﬁi'lliltl:r 1]'Il.::!:lutut:,'-lul':-‘ilnI!hi-i,lﬁ:-I[‘:-I-,::iillI:
and expenses. Hondreds of good positions now open. No Mechunienl Engineer Window Trimming

experience needed to get one of them,  We will assist you to Mechanicnl Dreat Show Card Writing
secure poposition where vou ean get Practieal erfence as 5 i o4 Advertising Mun
esman and earn S0H o month o more wiile v 3 =tenogrupher
lv.ll!lllll.’ Worite to-day for one free hook A Ki f:!rf«.FH.- Elecirie Wi Bookkeeper
Grip,” list of good openings, and testimonials from
hund;u“s of men recently placed in gond oS, Name —————
Address nearest office, Dept. 127 Present Oecnpation
National Salesmen’s Training Association Street and No.
Chicago New York Kansas City Seattle  New Orleans City

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZIN L :



CAMP OXFORD
Eleventh season, Seven miles from Poland Springs.  Perfect
location. The most complete of camp equipments. “A bealth-
ful, happy, helpful summer place for hoys | "—Bishop Edwin H.
Hughes, Illustrated booklet, A. T, Caldwell, AL, Oxford, Me,

SUMMER CAMP, Banran Laxe, Lirenriecn Hinos, Conn.
Seventh Season. 1100 feet altitude. Splendid facilities for all
aquatic and athletic sports,  Under supervision of Head Master
of Irving School.  Address J. M. Furman, A.M., Box go3, Tarry-
town-on-Hudson, New York.

MOOSEHEAD LAKE CAMP
Mooschead Lake, Greenville, Maine, A Summer Camp witha def-
inite purpose, Bungalowsinstead of damp tents. Fresh farm prod-
ucts, Resident Physician, Registered guide, Longdistance phone
Tutoring, All sports. Tred Edson Clerk, Ph.B,, Headmaster,
Powder Point School, o6 King Caesar's Road, Duxbury, Mass,

CAMP ANDROSCOGGIN FOR BOYsS

IN MAINE ON THE ANDROSCOGGIN

land and water sports.
physician. Coach, A su
and Canpes. Manual tr:

Write for booklet. Ii.

CAMP WINNISQUAM
Take Champlain, Milton, V. One il s of T
5 oy :u.-l_.lﬂ Witd

SLpETVISOr:
Directur, Dox 41, Waterburny

C5, lor
[ e

I'eddie Lustitute, Hightstown, New Jersey.

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS, Ox Moose Poxp
Tenth Season, Denmark Inn and Camp for Adults. Open

throughout the year. Send for illustrated literature,
Mr, and Mrs, C, E, Cobb, Denmark Inn, Denmark, Me.

ROCKLAND PARK CAMPS
Mascoma Lake, White Mountains, N. H. Camp Rockland for
Senior boys, Junior Rough Riders for boys fifteen years old and
under, High grade. Moderate rates, All games and sports.
Riding, Driving, Tally-Ho Coaching, ete. For circulars address,
Elmer E. French, A M., Enfield, N. H.

CAMP CHAMPLAIN, Macrert's Bav, VERmonT

x s who enjoy camp life, Splendidly situated on sheltered bay on Take
plain, & miles from Burlington. Allland and water sports. Motor boat.
y superb. Careful supervision by competent instructors, Camp
ian. Under the auspices of Berkéley School, New York. ‘Phone
conncction,  Address J. Clark Read, Derkeley School, New York.

QUANSET
Tue Care Con Cavrror Girrs  SEVENTH SEason. Swimming,
Canveing, Sailing tawght wnder sajest conditions. Exceptional
training in Land sports. Original musical comedy under able
leadership,  Send for illustrated booklet,
Mrs. J}_. A. W, Hammatt, 31 Norway Park, Hyde Park, Mass.

REPTON CAMP, Lakr CaaMrLin
k- 4 —Sept, 15t
erienced dir

g ating, Fishing.

Tent Life, @ Cable leaders,
:. A thoroughly enjoyabl tion is assured every boy
Address Repton School, Tarrytown, N, Y.

CamP WAKE ROBIN,

In the Southern Catskills,
]ﬁl_\fq:md August, £100.

WoopLaxp, N, Y.

Seventh Season. Tor boys under 16.
| 3 Tor booklet and information, address
Little, Riverdale School, Riverdale, N. Y.

26 In answering aduverlisements ;a"c’u.\'c mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE o



WILDMERE CAMP FOR Boys

In the Maine Woods, Twellth Season. The life a boy loves—mountain
climbing, caneeing, motor boating, all outdeor sports. Home cooking.
Coaching trip to White Mountains, New buildings. Manual training.
Resident physician, physical director, experienced leaders. Write for
Loeklet, Irving S. Woodman, PhiB,, c15 West 231d St., New York City.

PASQUANEY NATURE CLUB FOR GIRLS
Newfound Lalke, N. H.  In the White Mountain rl_-;.[iun. Sevenih
Season, Address Mrs, Elmer E. Hassan, Bristol, New Hampshire,

KINEO CAMPS FOR BoYs

Long Lake, Harrison, Me, Ninth Season,
15, All sports, canoe and mountain trips.  Unusually
complete equipment, 68-page booklet sent on genuine
request. Irving K, McColl, 317 W, s56th St, New
York City.

Boys 8 to

CAMP WACHUSETT
Lake Asquam, Holderness, N. H. Ninth season. Boating,
canoeing, fishing, swimming, water and land sports. Instruction
by a specialist in Natural History. T'utoring if desired. Highest
references. Send for circular to the Rev. Lorin Webster, L.H.D.,
Holderness School, Plymuouth, N. H,

KAMP KILL KARE
Summer Camp for Boys,  On Lake Chamiplain, near Adirondacks,
Green Mountains and Canadian Border,  All camp sports—fizh-
ing, swimming, sailing, rowing, canoeing, tramping, tennis and
baseball, Tutoring in all branches. Tifth season. Send for
booklet. Ralph F. Perry, Box 11, Pennington, N. J.

— CAMP—
Pok-0O’-Moonshine

ON LONG POND, ADIRONDACKS
T nguestionably one of the § ciamps in the
otfering as much, il mot more than camps chargin N
ASK THE BOY OR PARENT WHO KNOWS
tal charges, $1as4-f13. 20th sth under present
M i 1 SErvants
iles from rail-

rs). o000 6
1, yet in wilds of mountains.
For circular adidress

Dr. C. A. ROBINSON, PriN., PeekskiLL AcADEmY, PEeksKiLL, N, Y.

Scribner’s Magazine gives
special attention to Sum-
mer Camp advertisements.
Scribners is a medium for
that class of people who
are the principal, if not the sole,
patrons of Summer Camps and
Vacation Schools, and for this
reason pays camp advertisers.

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

WINONA CAMPS FOR BoYs, Owx Moose Ponp
Fourth Season,  Senior Camp for Older Boys, Tunior Camp for
Younger_Boys, Ior Hlustrated Booklet, Address
C. E. Cobb, Supt., Denmark Inn, Denmark, Me.

CAMP UTOPIA FOR BOYS

Canapa
Boys' summer, athletic and educational camp,

Lake Utopia, New Brunswick, Canada.

Trout and Salmon fishing, Swimming and

canoeing.  Baschall, Basket-ball and Foot-

UToPIA ball.  Ages 10 to 2o, Tutaring by college
NEW BRUNSWICK praduates of high standing. Send for bookler.
CANADA 1 Brine, Director, care A, G. Spalding,

126 Nassau St., N, ¥, City.

ALOHA CAMPS FOR GIRLS

athe

CAMP MOOSWA
Nova Scotia
A camp the boys like and
paremts approve,  Real camp-
ing country, charming trip to camp,
all sports, base ball league, tutors,
course in Accounting, Campers
sail together from Boston,  Booklet,

George H, Cain,

Everett, Mass,

Play that Educates

A summer of well directed r--u-n-.aiiup mayll-]nes:‘n more

in a boy's development than a year of mere books.

$ Lo . has spent t{musunds of dollars and
wonderfully interesfing combination
of summer play and work. This i
deseribed intwo beautiful illnst L'i.ed

boys who like the water, and a Cavalry Schocl |

booklet for the boy who likes to ride or wants to

learn. Address

eight. vears of stinly in perfecting a
booklets gent on request.  Naval School book for
The Superintendent, CULVER SUMMER SCHOOLS, CULVER, INDIANA.
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B Touches DOWN \
On___ﬂ:'ne Keys .

- MEVIIF,
CLARAS,

b

The first aeroplane made by Orville and Wilbur Wrighf_ﬂew.___ They worked
it out from scientific principles which they knew were-right. They knew 4

before they attempted a flight that success was assured. “Their’s ‘was not a |
mechanical experiment with results in  doubt—it was the fruition of Tong :
years of the hardest kind of scientific investigation and calculation.

fo ] . : R
When Aelville Clark made the et F ment pormatting his company adone, and
A\polla b deese it wauld he o cemplon desving v all others the riahr o miathe an

|'|H|~.!-g L, _|]|||‘ o Mgt ||s. |'g--|\[i1'; ments ol i'-l\l-\lx'.]ll:ull T [|| tT .'.J,'f.r'.l'ﬁa- ra“n:. woun f‘.ffJ,' .r':"a'_",f.

Pl st Cuictng COTPOSLLOS, betore he 1 pon this toundatem M Clak made
LT 1% ] I vl

hewan: his wark the theore ot sk Tad | o muscim as nearly hike o himan beng

i ¥ 0 "} 5 0 = 3 ¥ + 3 4

buen develaped by the tollowiers of Plnds ‘ as the lontations af scicnee permit,

.Ll‘l1 l l|.|||1('.’1_r_ tir I]n Lj(nlll '.\‘IL'Z"._‘ .:II‘!IIH'HIL:\'
¢ He made the hirsr plaver thar plaved E
aerved that chpiert foweliawas a5 Nneccssary a8 ) ! : i
y ¥ ) : L‘JHII[_\'-L‘[H![I notes and for cleht vears the
the pano dtselt to wood mosie—that, i fact, h - N T

N | Apolio was the only plaver thar plaved the
the wondraus depths ol msic reganded l

full rarge of the keyvboard.
Tnii:n A% ORI Were |I||li!'-l'llll_'|'t_'l_{ .-.mi )

unspspected until the present dheary ot | The Apollo was the fiese plaver to be
rouch way dedloped. | used on g grand piano—its possihilitie were

heimowing these things as the Wreiehes smdimrecd from the very ware And oday
koew  the theoary ol grintan, Melville we are the Lirgest manufacturers of piano
pf;l,\ ers i the world where the ]II'.[_\"L‘I'N, the
plavos and the muste are all made under
one raol

Clark procecded 1o build o plaver thar
\\-|l1|:| vonlorm ta ".||L' !llL-H_\' ol |nuf'||,
The Pros e and accepted theory of touch
I s based uponethe prinaple that w0 prane We have been manufacouring eighiy-
wrest be played wwih o dwienicard seroke on | eight vote plavers and crghty=crght ml-ru
the deyee And Melvlle Clark was granted | music more than twice as long as any other

| a basic patent by thie United Srates govern- § manolacturer of players.

QOur supremacy is not the result of accident but the natural result
of producing the best instrument. Send your name and address
and receive a catalog showing nine 1911 styles of the Apollo.
Learn the powers and attributes of this marvel of music.

Melville Clark Pianos without the player $500 to §1,000

! . Melville Clark Piano Company | | |"
| 407 Steinway Building, Chicago
New York Show Rooms, 305 Fifth Avenue

— -

I answerin advertisenicils ,"Ja’e'r:.'-.r' mendton \\'f_'_f\'f H_\_I-E"_\' A (,_ {_/_-_f \‘ F



MAGAZINE NOTES

No one among tae younger writers of to-day
has taken a firmer hold of his readers or made
a more convincing impression of the possession
of a rare and very high literary talent than John
Ga'sworthy. His fame has not been made in
a day by some sensational lowr-de-force, but it
has been a steady and sure growth that has ex-
tended its circle with each new work from his
brain. The first im-
pression he malkes upon

a new reader 15 that
here is a writer with
both seriousness and

humor, who sees clearly,
thinks deeply, and
touches life at many
angles. He is interested
in many phases of hu-
manity, sees the ro
mance, appreciates the
failures, the struggle for
existence, the ideals that
make for good and hap-
piness. There is a cer-
tain grim humor in
some of his shorter
stories, and in his suc-
cessful play of “ Strife”
he plainly revealed his
sympathy with and un-
derstanding of the in-
sistent problems of the
times. His last novel,
“The Patrician,” just
published by this house,
reveals him in quite a
new vein, one full of
optimism and extraor-
dinary knowledge of certain aspects of English
aristocratic life.

The May number of the magazine will con-
tain a short drama by Mr. Galsworthy, “The
Little Dream,” which for real poetic heauty of
imagery, spirituality, and profound human in-
terest will make a most notable impression.
The scene is laid in a mountain hut, the chief
figure being a young girl to whom the great
world beyond the high peaks is one of mystery

and romance.
®a %a

No traveller has ever more clearly interpreted
the impression that India makes on the Western

John Galsworthy, aunthor of

mind than Price Collier.  Ilis articlés are illu-
minative in the fullest degree, and essentially so
because he w rites not as the student, the seeker

after the unknown and hidden, but for the ol-
vious, the aspects of the country and the people
that may be compared with other civilizations
in human and comprehensible terms.  What is
obvious to him, however, has not heen revealed
to many before. It is
the clear vision of an un-
prejudiced and unpre-
possessed observer that
we benefit by, the sound
judgment that discounts
the usual air of mystery
that has surrounded all
things Indian. The ar-
ticie in the current num-
her gives an epitome of
the entire history of the
development of Eng
land’s rule, and his pict-
ures of Clive and Has-
tings and of the great
events of the mutiny
bring back vividly some
of the most thrilling and
dramatic events in Iing-
lish history.

In the May number
Mr. Collier will write of
“His Hichness the Ma-
haraja,” the native ruler
who still practically
governs some six hun-
dred and ninety thou-
et sand square miles of

territory and  sixty-six
million of the three hundred million inhabitants.
He pays again a high tribute to the few Eng-
lishmen of the civil service, who are doing their
work “with a coolness, devotion, and upright-
ness unequalled and unapproached by anything
I have ever seen elsewhere in the world, and
withal without the slightest attempt to advertise
themselves.”

a %

Social life in Richmond during the war, in
spite of the ever-present realization of losses
and a growing conviction of the inevitalile end,
was marked by many affairs attended 1y leaders
of the South and by distinguished I-I'I'."i_'.:';'._ vis-
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itors., In the May number Mrs, Burton Har-
rison describes the life in Richmond during the
critical days toward the end. One of her most
vivid recollections is of a visit from General
Lee. Mrs. Jefferson Davis's receptions were
targely attended, and the hostess had a reputa-
tion for sharp repartee and witty sarcasms that
often added piquancy to her evenings.

Sir Garnet Wolseley made a Dbrief visit 1o
Richmond and his written opinion of the great
qualities of Lee endeared him to.the whole
South.

A vivid impression of the meaning of war is
given in the author’s account of the day of the
Battle of Chancellorsville. It was Sunday and
a large congregation had assembled at St. Paul’s
church, most of them remaining for the com-
munion service. Outside was heard a tumuli
ol sound, and repeatedly a messenger would
come up the aisle to touch some sitting or kneel-
ing worshipper on the shoulder, “a call to come
and receive some beloved one brought in dead
or wounded from the field.”

The narrative by no means lacks incidents of
humor, and the spirit of hrave acceptance of
hardship, lovalty to a cause, and sacrifice makes
it a human document of intense and moving
interest.

Y Y

To judge from the opinion of the average
newspaper reader the House of Representatives
is a one-man organization with the Speaker as
the dictator and commander-in-chief. Its leg-
islative functions seem to centre in the presiding
officer and if he be a man of strong purposes
his rulings make the laws, This conception
of the House is one that has been the subject
of bitter partisan controversy, and a reputa-
tion for arbitrary and oppressive rulings has
made the really great executive work of sev-
cral statesmen a secondary matter., The late
Speaker Reed, one of the ablest men the country
has known, was called the Czar and he was re-
ferred to as having usurped powers, and sup-
pressed legislation by sheer personal force. In the
May number Ex-Mayor George B. McClellan,
who was in Congress for eight years, discusses
in a most illuminative article, “The Leader-
ship of the House of Representatives.” It is
a remarkable and eminently fair analysis of
the real powers of the Speaker and of his limi-
tations. It will clear away the impression so
generally prevailing in the lay mind that ma-
jority rule has ceased to be effective in the
IHouse. Mr. McClellan says that Henry Clay
was the first to greatly enlarge the Speaker’s pow-
er. ““No man who preceded him, no man who
has followed him, was or has heen more par-
tisan, more arbifrary, more of a Czar.”

The Speaker’s powers are always within the
control of the majority, says the author.

Y B

Kenyon Cox, who is known as one of the fore-
most of American painters and a teacher whose
influence for a number of years has been a
source of inspiration to both students and fellow-
painters, will contribute an article to the May
number on “The Classic Spirit in Painting.”

“The Classic Spirit is the disinterested search
for perfection; it is the love of clearness and
reasonableness and self-control; it is, above all,
the love of permanence and of continuity. It
asks of a work of art not that it shall be novel
or effective, but that it shall be fine and noble.
It seeks not merely to express individuality or
emotion, but to express disciplined emotion and
individuality restrained by law. It strives for
the essential rather than the accidental, the
eternal rather than the momentary—loves im-
personality more than personality, and feels
more power in the orderly succession of the
hours and the seasons than in the violence of
earthquake or of storm.”

Mr. Cox pays a high tribute to American art;
indeed, he says, “I believe it is the best art now
being produced in the world, and the art, of all
now being produced in the world, that has the
most in common with the great art of the past
and the largest promise for the art of the future.”
He has something very pertinent to say about
the Ultra-Moderns, the Neo-Impressionists, and
the Post-Impressionists,

Y %

The art of the etcher seems to retain its hold
on popular taste in England and many fine
plates and prints are still produced there, It is
a beautiful and charming means of artistic ex-
pression, individual to a high degree and fasci-
nating in its capacity for suggestion. Many
painters have turned to it for relaxation, and
from Rembrandt’s time carly impressions have
been sought for by collectors.

The work of Frank Brangwyn, the painter,
hags been made known to the readers of this
magazine through some remarkable color re-
productions, hut to many he is probably not
known also as an etcher of unusual distinction
and power. From the character of his painting
it would be only natural to expect uncommon
richness in his black and white work. The
May number will contain an article about Mr.
Brangwyn’s etchings by Walter Shaw Sparrow,
which will be illustrated by some of the artist’s
best known plates. It is a pity that so beauti-
ful an art as etching should not be more widely
practised in this country, and there are some
indications of a revival, particularly in the
direction of etchings printed in colors.
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. new features, and its improvements upon
previous editions, to invite public interest
to the successful completion of a vast
cducational undertaking, a jresh explora-
fion of the whole field of human know-
ledge and ils presentation in an erderly
and intelligible manner, not for the wuse
of students merely, but of all readers.

The Widest Publicity

was therefore given to the terms of the
offer of the new work while it was ap-
proaching completion, and special em-
phasis was laid on the fact that, in return
for registering applications promptly and
thereby assisting the publishers to further
the economical production of a large edi-
tion, subscribers are allowed a great ad-
vantage in price, but have nothing to pay
until delivery.

The Quick Response

of book-huyers (17,000 applications hav-
ing already—February 25—been received
in New York and London) has enabled
the publishers to proceed with the manu-
facture upon close estimates of the prob-
able demand in 1911 (50,000 sets) for the
rrth Edition in its two essentially differ-
ent formats (ordinary book paper, and
thin, opaque India paper) and in six
styles of binding. The importance of

= THE FIRST DISTRIBUTION

THE ELEVENTH EDITION

OF THE

ENCYCLOPADIA BRITANNICA

Applications at present prices can
only be accepted until May 3Ist

HOSE who have already received forms for making application should send
them promptly to The Cambridge University Press, Encyclopmdia Britannica
Department, New York, and those who have not yet availed themselves of

the opportunity to learn full particulars of the new edition (prices, binding, cash
and deferred cash payments, etc.) are urged to apply for the prospectus and
specimen pages on India paper at once.

The Object of the Cambridge University Press

in the announcements that have appeared in this and eighteen other magazines, is to tell the American
people exactly what the new edition of The Encyclopedia Britannica is, and in describing its distinctive

OF

i
;.'f“!!ﬁ&[!]{ i

1

Interior view showing the India paper edition of The New
Encyclopaedia Britannica (bound in full sheepskin),
in the double-tier mahogany bookcase




SUBSCRIPTION LISTS FOR THE ENCYCLOPZADIA
The Advance-of-Publication Prices Will Then Be Withdrawn, and

N these 28 Volumes and

Index, All Human
Thought, Learning and
Achievement is Reviewed
and Summarized in the
Light of the Most Recent
Research, and Dealt with by
an Editorial Plan which,
While Affording a General
View of All the Main Sub-
jects of Investigation, Gives
Independent Treatment to
Thousands of Minor Sub-
jectsin Short, Lucid Articles.

The Encyclopaedia Britannica in light, easy-to-hold India paper
volumes is now essentially a book for
arm-chair reading

advance information indicating the approximate requirements for paper and binding materials will be
appreciated when it is considered (1) that go per cent. of the orders now in hand call for sets printed on
India paper (the volumes being but one inch thick); (2) that in view of the demand for the Encyclopadia
Britannica in this novel and uscful style it has been necessary to contract abroad for delivery this year of 2,000
tons of India paper—equal to the annual output of all producing countries; and (3) that in the case of
American orders, this India paper must all be imported, none being made in this country,

Comp]ete Publlcatlon of the r1th Edition has now been reached, both in the United States
and in England.  The work is in course of delivery, and the present advertised terms of subseription, at specially

low rates, will only apply until next month. Five printing establishments and four binderies are engaged in
the manufacture, which is proceeding rapidly and upon a scale altogether without precedent in publishing.

But Oﬂe M(}re Annﬁuncemeﬁt will be made in this magazine before the withdrawal

next month, of the advance-of-publication prices.  The present price of $4 a volume for the cloth-bound copies
on ordinary paper, and $4.25 for cloth-bound copies on India paper, is so considerably less than the usual price
for eneyclopadic works comprising a thousand quarto pages per volume, that the Cambridge University Press
fecls justified in describing the new 11th Edition as extraordinarily c¢heap, Those who pu-r::'hascd lh:.-' Ninth
Edition, when it was first issued, had 1o pay for the cloth-bound volumes at the rate of $ ac is wi

be the ultimate price for the 1rth Etiiliunlin‘ the cheapest form. o 70 cach, and his wil

Applications that shall be registered until May 31st (but
not thereafter) will be accepted at the *advance ' rate,

.

Three India paper volumes are equal in thickness to one volume printed in the old format on ordinary book paper

4
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BRITANNICA WILL BE CLOSED NEXT MONTH
a New Schedule of Higher Prices Will Go Into Effect

HE Editors Have Cuta
TCross Section Through
the Tree of Knowledge As
It Stood in 1910, Giving a
Complete Inventory of All
that is Known in Every
Field of Effort that Can Pos-
sibly Interest or Concern a
Civilized or Intelligent

People. The Text Comprises
More than Forty Million
Words, written by Fifteen
Hundred Contributors Rep-

resenting All Civilized Coun-

tries. The text of the new Encyclopaedia Britannica has been so written
and arranged as to make the pursuit of knowledge
rapid, agreeable and attractive

The Occasion, and Its Appeal to Intelligent Persons

HE present occasion involves no more than the making up of one’s mind that the new Encyclopadia Britan-
nica is worth having, and the decision to examine into the details of the offer without delay. The com-
pletion of the rith Edition cannot Le regarded as other than a significant achievement which demands the

attention of all intelligent persons. It consists of 28 volumes and Index, 27,000 pages, 4o,000 articles—a work
so vast that the making of it, hefore a single copy was sold, cost 81,150,000, a work praduced Ly the collaboration
of 1,500 among the highest authorities in every branch of knowledge and every ficld of practical specialization.
Many vears of use can draw upon only a fraction of the contents of o hrary in which forty million words are
the condensed result of a fresh inquiry into every development of rescarch, experiment, and invention.  The
version of  the Encyclopaedia Britannica
which is about to he displaced Ty the

new edition dates back to 1875, when
the first volume appearced.  During all the
intervening  vears, no fresh work of refer-
ence has covered the same ground, vet the
foundations of knowledge have undergone a
vast transformation.  In lact, the editors of
the new rrth Edition base upon an analysis of
the index the estimate that the new work con-
tains twice as much information ag did the
other.

To grasp at first thought the varied utility
of so vast and original & work is impossible.

To consider the most obvious uses which anv
intelligent reader will make of it is to look
ahead for vears,

Yet, unless the question of the price to he
paid is altogether disregarded, the decision 1o
examine the details of the offer with the idea

of becoming a zubscriber on the most favorable The 29 volumes on India paper occupy little more than two
5 5 = feet of space, and may be placed on top of a
terms possible must be immediate, small table or s desk
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have effect, both in this country and in England.

INTENDING APPLICANTS FOR THE NEW EDITION OF
THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA

are hereby advised that complete publication of this work having been reached,
the concession allowed in return for advance-of-publication subscriptions, but
without immediate payments, is about to be discontinued and will be definitely
withdrawn from May 31st, when a new schedule of higher prices will

CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY PRESS

The New (rith) Edition of this Celebrated Work is a Fresh and Original Survey of
Human Thought, Learning and Achievement to the Year 1g9ro. The work, in 28 volumes

and Index, is in two forms:— i

(1) On INDIA PAPER (very light and opaque) in Three Styles of Binding: CLOTH, FULL
FLEXIBLE SHEEPSKIN, and FULL FLEXIBLE MOROCCO, the volumes to be ONE

INCH THICK (960 to 1060 pages).

The India paper impression bound in either Full Sheep or Full Morocco is strongly recommended.

(2) On ordinary book-paper in Three Styles of Binding: CLOTH, HALF MOROCCO, and
FULL MOROCCO, the volumes to be 23%{ inches thick (960 to 1060 pages).

A Great Advantage to Immediate Applicants

HE Cambridge University Press having assumed

control of a book which deserves the widest possible
distribution, its cheapness was an essential factor of the
undertaking. The last completely new edition, the gth, had
been sold at g$7.50 a volume (Cloth). To place the new
Eleventh Edition, however, within reach of the greatest
number of persons could best be accomplished by naming,
before publication, the lowest price that was possible without
disregarding the question of profits. Subscriptions in
advance of publication are usually called for in order that
funds thus obtained may be used in producing a book. In
the present case no payment is now desired, but early sub-
scribers are, on the contrary, offered a substantial premium
in the form of a special temporary concession in price. The
Syndics of the University Press are satisfied that, in respect
of cheapness, no publication whatever is comparable with
the r1th edition of the Encyclopmdia Britannica at the
“advance” price,

The whole plan of publication is one that involves the
continued investment of large capital in order to give the
public the complete work, instead of issuing it, as was done
with former editions, volume by volume, and by fixing a low
preliminary price to enable a large number of persons to
subscribe on the most advantageous terms, but making no
payments until delivery.

$4.00 A VOLUME

is the before-publication price for the
Cloth  bound copies on ordinary
paper (each volume being a large
quarto, of from g6o to 1060 pages,
and containing an average of
1,500,000 words), and $.4.25 is the
price for India paper, bound in Cloth
(each volume but 1 inch thick), and
containing exactly the same contents.

To be Increased to $7.50

a volume .

It isintended that after May 3i1st
the price shall be increased, the first
increase to go into effect from that
date, and the work will continue to be
sold on an ascending scale of prices of
which the ultimate price will be $7.50,
the same as that of the gth Edition.

Terms of Payment

After delivery, the cash price (at
the special rate of 84.00 a volume. for
ordinary paper, and $4.25 a volume
for India paper) may be paid in full,
or at a slight increase may be divided
into 4, 8 or 12 monthly payments.
Payment will also be accepted in
monthly instalments of $5.00 only.

Hllustrated Prospectus (40 pp.), 56 specimen pages on India paper, 4 specimen plates, and form of applica-
tion showing the special advance terms, will be sent by return of post if the reader will write name and address

below, tear off this corner, and post to

Tambridge Untversily Press

Encyclopaedia Britannica Department,
35 W. 32d St., New York

Name

Address

Scr.—6 -
30

(No agents or canvassers are employed.)

Note—Those who possess copies of previous editions of the
ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA (now out of date)
are requested to advise us of the fact, clearly indicating
which edition they possess (giving name of publisher and

— number of volumes), and if they wish to purchase the new

edition, will be informed how they can dispose of their

old editions at a fair valuation.
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ON

EDITED BY SIDNEY COLVIN

JEARLY sixteen years have
passed since the volume of
Stevenson's Vailima Lellers,
sclectu_l "m(l e:lltul I:\ me

lished, and ncarlw twelve
since the two volumes followed containing
the Letters to hiis Family and Friends. The
estimate expressed, in the Introduction to
the latter collection, of Stevenson's quali-
ties as a writer, and of the place which
he seemed likely to maintain in the affec-
tions of English readers all the world over,
has been amply confirmed by the lapse of
time. The sale of his works keeps increas-
ing rather than diminishing; editions keep
multiplying; a new generation of readers
has found life and letters, nature and hu-
man nature, touched and illuminated by
him at so many pointswith such vital charm
and freshness that it has become scarcely
possible to take up any critical writing of
the day and not find some reference to his
work and name. Both series of letters—
even one so much taken up as the Vailima
Letters with matters of interest both remote
and transitory—have been read in edition
after edition: and readers have been and
are continually asking for more. Accord-
ingly the time is thought to have come for
a new and definitive edm:m, in which the
two series of letters already published shall
be combined into one, re-arranged in order
of date, and as much new material added
as can be found suitable, so that the result
shall constitute an epistolary autobiography
continuous and nearly complete.

The task of carrying out this scheme has
again fallen upon me. The new edition

Copyrnight, 1911, by Charles Seribner's Sons.

VoL, XLIX.—38

will contain some hundred and ffty letters
hitherto unpublished. They date from all
periods of Stevenson's life, those written in
the brilliant and troubled days of his youth
})I‘CLIOI‘[]]I‘IJIII]“‘, and giving a picture, per-
haps unique in its ]\Jml of a character and
talent in the making. l\ILmy of the letters
now printed were put aside twelve years
ago simply for want of space. Lapse of
time has enabled some to be given now that
could not discreetly have been given then;
some are illll[l't‘i‘%.‘%l:.‘ii to (_'(H'I'CF\I)ﬂl'l(_l(‘.'nl'.‘:\ \\'h[)
have only Iately placed them at my disposal.
Much, of course, remains and ought to re-
main unprinted. Some of the outpourings
of the early time are too sacred and inti-
mate for publicity; many of the letters of
his maturer yvears are dry business letters of
no general interest; many others are mere
scraps tossed in jest to his familiars and
full of the catch-words and code-words cur-
rent in their talk, but of little meaning to
outsiders.  Above all;, many have to be
omitted beczuse they deal with the inti-
mate affairs of private persons.  Stevenson
has been sometimes called an egoist, as
though he had been one in the practical
sense as well as in the sense of taking a
lively interest in his own moods and doings.
Nothing can be more untrue. The letters
printed and reprinted are indeed for the
most part about himself: but it was of him-
self that his correspondents of all things
most cared to hear. If the letters concerned
with the privacies of other people could be
published, as of course they cannot, the bal-
ance would come more than even. We
should see him throwing himself with sym-
pathetic ardor and \\uhout thought of sell

All rights reserved.



386 New Letters by
into the cares and interests of his corre-
spondents, and should learn to recognize
him as having been truly the helper in many
a relation where he might naturally have
een taken for the person helped.

As to the form in which the letters are
now to be presented, they will fill four small
volumes of a handy and pleasant size and
style.  As to the text, it will be faithful to
the original except in-so far as I have used
the editorial privilege of 'omission when
I thought it desirable, and as I have not
felt myself bound to reproduce slips and
addities, however characteristic, of spell-
ing.

In their new guise, then, even more than
in the old, and with their increased num-
ber, the Stevenson letters will, T hope,
prove to many readers a book humanly at-
tractive and companionable beyond most
others. I am asked by the editor and pub-
lishers of this magazine to give its readers
some specimens by way of foretaste of the
new letters which the book will include.
The specimens will begin with two charac-
teristic though contrasted letters belonging
to Stevenson's youthful days in Edinburgh.
The first dates from his twenticth vear,
some months before it was finally agreed
that he should give up the profession of
civil engineer. It is interesting both {or
the sake of its lively personal sketches, espe-
cially that of the able painter and singular
character, the late Sam Bough, and be-
cause it is dated from the Isle of Earraid,
where the works of the Dhu Heartach light-
house were then in progress.  Readers will
remember that this small islet off the coast
of Mull is celebrated alike in Kidunapped,
in The Mepry Men, and in the essay e-
Moirs ry‘— an Islel.

EarrRAD, Thursday, August 5ih, 1870.

Ay Dear Morner: I have so much to
say, that needs must I take a large sheet;
for the notepaper brings with it a chilling
brevity of style.  Indeed, T think pleasant
writing is proportional to the size of the
material vou write withal.

From Edinburgh to Greenock, T had the
ex-secretary of the . UL Conservative Club,
Murdoch. At Greenock I spent a dismal
evening, though I found a pretty walk.
Next day on hoard the fona, I had Maguie
Thoms=on to Tarhet; Craig, a well-read,
pleasant medical, to Ardrishaig; and Pro-

R. L. Stevenson
fessor, Mrs., and all the little Fleeming Jen-
kinseses to Oban.

At Oban, that night, it was delicious.
Mr. Stephenson's yacht lay in the bay, and
a splendid band on board played delight-
fully. The watersof the bay were as smooth
as a mill-pond; and, in the dusk, the black
shadows of the hills stretched across to our
very feet and the lights were reflected in
long lines. At intervals, blue lights were
hurned on the water; and rockets were sent
up. Sometimes great stars of clear fire fell
from them, until the bay received and
quenched them. Ihired a boat and skulled
round the vacht in the dark. When I came
in, a very pleasant Englishman on the steps
fell into talk with me, till it was time to go
to hed.

Next morning I slept on or I should have
gone to Glencoe.  As it was, it was blazing
hot; eo I hired a boat, pulled all forenoon
along the coast and had a delicious bathe
on a beautiful white heach, Coming home
I rotogai’d my Fnglishman, lunched along-
side of him and his sister, and took a wallk
with him in the afternoon, during which I
find that he was travelling with a servant,
kept horses, ef cetera. At dinner he wished
me to git beside him and his sister; but
there was no room.  When he came out he
told me why he was so empressé on this
point. He had found out my name, and
that I was connected with lighthouses, and
his sister wished to know if I were any rela-
tive of the Stevenson in Ballantyne’s Light-
fiouse.  All evening, he, his sister, I, and
Mr. Hargrove, of Hargrove and Fowler, sate
in front of the hotel. T asked Mr. H. if he
knew who my friend was. * Yes,” he said:
“I never met him before: but my partner
knows him. He is a man of old family;
and the solicitor of highest standing about
Sheffield.” At night he said, “Now, if
you're down in my neighborhood, you must
pay me a visit. I am very fond of young
men about me; and I should like a visit
from you very much. I can take you
through my factory in Sheffield and L'l
drive you all about the Dookeries.’ He
then wrote me down his address; and we
parted huge friends, he still keeping me up
to visiting him.

Hitherto, I had enjoyed myself amazing-
ly: but to-day has been the crown.  In the
morning I met Bough on board, with whom
I'am both surprised and delighted. He and
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I have read the same books, and discuss
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Marlowe, Fletcher,
Webster, and all the old authors. He can
quote verses by the page, and has really a
very pretty literary taste. Altogether, with
all his roughness and buficonery, a more
pleasant, clever fellow you may seldom see.
I was very much surprised with him; and
he with me. “Where the devil did you
read all these books?” says he; and in my
heart, I echo the question. One amusing
thing I must say. We were both talking
about travelling; and I said I was so fond
of travelling alone, from the people one
met and grew friendly with. *Ah,” says
he, “but you’ve such a pleasant manner,
you know—quite captivated my old wom-
an, you did—she couldn’t talk of anything
else.” Here was a compliment, even in
Sam Bough’s sneering tones, that rather
tickled my vanity; and really, my social
successes of the last few days, the best of
which is yet to come, are encugh to turn
anybody’shead. To continue, after a little
go in with Samuel, he going up on the
bridge, I looked about me to see who there
was; and mine eye lighted on two girls, one
of whom was sweet and pretty, talking to an
old gentleman. “Eh bien,” says 1 to my-
self, *‘that seems the best investment on
board.” So I sidled up to the old gentle-
man, got into conversation with him and
so with the damsel; and thereupon, having
used the patriarch as a ladder, I kicked him
down behind me.  Who should my damsel
prove, but Amy Sinclair, daughter of Sir
Tollemache. She certainly was the sim-
plest, most naive specimen of girthood I ever
saw, By getting brandy and biscuit and
generally coaching up her copsin, who was
sick, I ingratiated myself; and so kept her
the whole way to Iona, taking her into the
cave at Staffa and generally making my-
self as gallant as possible. I was never so
much pleased with anything in my life, as
her amusing absence of smanvaise konle: she
was so sorry I wasn’t going on to Oban
again: didn’t know how she could have en-
joved herself if I hadn’t been there; and
was $0 sorry we hadn’t met on the Crinan.
\When we came back from Staffa, she and
her aunt went down to have lunch; and a
minute after up comes Miss Amy to ask me
if 1 wouldn’t think better of it, and take
some lunch with them. I couldn’t resist
that, of course; so down I went; and there
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she displayed the full extent of her inno-
cence. I must be sure to come to Thurso
Castle the next time [ was in Caithness, and
Upper Norwood {whence she would take
me all over the Crystal Palace) when I was
near London; and {most complete of all)
she offered to call on us in Edinburgh!
Wasn’t it delicious?—she is a girl of six-
teen or seventeen, too, and thelatter I think.
I never yet saw a girl so innocent and fresh,
so perfectly modest without the least trace
of prudery.

Coming off Staffa, Sam Bough (who had
heen in huge force the whole time, draw-
ing in Miss Amy’s sketchbook, making
himself agreecable or otherwise to every-
body) pointed me out to a parson and said,
“that’s him.” This was Alexander Ross
and his wife.

The last stage of the steamer now ap-
proached, Miss Amy and I lamenting pa-
thetically that Iona was so near. “People
meet in this way,” quoth she, “‘and then
lose sight of one another so soon.”  We all
landed together, Bough and I and the Ross’s
with our baggage; and went together over
the ruins. I was here left with the cousin
and the aunt, during which I learned that
said cousin sees me every Sunday in St
Stephen’s. Oho! thought I, at the “every.”
The aunt was very anxious to know who
that strange, wild man was? (didn’t I wish
Samuel in Tophet!) Of course, in reply, I
drew it strong about eccentric genius and
my never having known him before, and a
good deal that was perhaps ““strained to the
extremest limit of the fact.”

The steamer left, and Miss Amy and her
cousin waved their handkerchiefs, until my
arm in answering them was nearly broken.
I believe women’s arms must be better
made for this exercise: mine ache still; and
I regretted at the time that the handker-
chief had seen service. Altogether, how-
ever, I was leftin a pleasant frame of mind.

Being thus left alone, Bough, I, the
Rosses, Professor Blackie, and an English-
man called M : these people were go-
ing to remain the night, except the Pro-
fessor, who is resident there at present.
They were going to dine en compagnie and
wished us to join the party; but we had
already committed ourselves by mistake to
the wrong hotel, and besides, we wished to
be off as soon as wind and tide were against
us to Earraid. We went up; Bough se-
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lected a place for sketching and blocked in
the sketch for Mrs. R.; and we all talked
together. Bough told us his family his-
tory and a lot of strange things about old
Cumberland life; among others, how he
had known *“ John Peel " of pleasant mem-
ory in song, and of how that worthy hunted.
At five, down we go to the Argyll Hotel, and
wait dinner.  Broth—**nice broth "—Iresh
herrings, and fowl had been promised. At
5.50, I gel the shovel and tongs and drum
them at the stair-head till a response comes
from below that the nice hroth is at hand.
I hoast of my engineering, and Bough com-
pares me to the Abbott of Arbroath who
originated the Inchcape Bell. At last, in
comes the tureen and the hand-maid lifts
the cover. “Rice soup!” 1 yell; “O no!
none o' that for me!”—"Yes,"” says Bough
savagely; “but Miss Amy didn’t take me
downstairs to eat salmon.” Accordingly
he is helped. How his face fell. I im-
agine myself in the accident ward of the
Infirmary,” quoth he. It was, purely and
simply, rice and water.  After this, we have
another weary pause, and then herrings in
a state of mash and potatoes like iron.
“Send the potatoes out to Prussia for grape-
shot,” was the suggestion. I dined off
broken herrings and dry bread. At last
“the supreme moment comes,” and the
fowl in a lordly dish is carried in.  On the
cover being raised, there is something so
forlorn and miserable about the aspect of
the animal that we both roar with laughter.
Then Bough, taking up knife and fork, turns
the “swarry " over and over, shaking doubt-
fully his head. “There's an aspect of quiet
resistance about the beggar,” says he,
“that looks bad.” However, to work he
falls until the sweat stands on his brow and
a dismembered leg falls, dull and leaden-
like, on to my dish. To eat it was simply
impossible. T did not know before that
flesh could be so tough. **The strongest
jaws in England,” says Bough piteously,
harpooning his dry morsel, “couldn’t eat
this leg in less than twelve hours.” Noth-
ing for it now, but to order boat and bill.
“That fowl,”" says Bough to the landlady,
“is of a breed I know. I knew the cut of
its jib whenever it was put down. That
was the grandmother of the cock that
frightened Peter.”—*1 thought it was a
historical animal,” say 1. ““What a shame
to kill it. It's as bad as eating Whitting-
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ton’s cat or the Dog of Montargis”—"Na,
—na, it's no so old,” says the landlady,
“hut it eats hard.”—“Eats!” I cry, “ where
do you find that? Very litile of that verb
with us.”  So with more raillery, we pay six
shillings for our festival and run over to
Earraid, shaking the dust of the Argyll Ho-
tel from off our feet.

I can write no more just now, and I hope
you will be able to decipher so much; for
it contains matter. Really, the whole of
yesterday's work would do in a novel with-
out ons little bit of embellishment; and,
indeed, 1ew novels are soamusing. Bough,
Miss Amy, Mrs. Ross, Blackie, M the
parson—all these were such distinct char-
acters, the incidents were so entertaining,
and the scenery so fine, that the whole
would have made a novelist's fortune.

My Dear FatHER: No landing to-day,
as the sea runs high on the rock. They
are at the second course of the first story on
the rock. I have as yet had no time here;
so this is @ and @ of my business news.—
Your affectionate son,

R. L. STEVENSON.

The next letter is of two years later date,
and written in a very different key to Ste-
venson’s contemporary and intimate com-
panion, Charles Baxter, to whom are ad-
dressed so many letters of all periods in the
volumes already published. It is a speci-
men of youthful nonsense, or, as he calls it,
“gibber,” but through its freakish tenor is
to be discerned a vein of more than half-
serious thinking very characteristic of R. L.
S. alike as boy and man.

[To Charles Baxter.]

17 Heror Row, EpiNnpurcH, Cclober, 1872.

My Dear Baxter: I am gum-boiled
and face swollen to an unprecedented de-
gree. It is very depressing to suffer from
gibber that cannot be brought to a head, 1T
cannot speak it, because my face is so
swollen and stiff that enunciation must be
deliberate—a thing your true gibberer can-
not hold up his head under; and writ
gibber is somehow not gibber at all, it
does not come forth, does not Mflow, with
that fine irrational freedom that it loves in
speech—it does not afford relief to the
packed bosom.
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Hence I am suffering from suppressed
gibber—an uneasy complaint; and like all
cases of suppressed humors, this hath a
nasty tendency to the brain. Therefore
(the more confused T get, the more I lean
on Thus’s and Hences and Thercfores) you
must not be down upon me, most noble
Festus, altho’ this letter should smack of
some infirmity of judgment. I speak the
words of soberness and truth; and would
you were not almost but altogether as I am,
except this swelling. Lord, Lord, if we
could change personalities how we should
hate it. How I should rebel at the office,
repugn under the Ulster coat, and repu-
diate your monkish humors thus unjustly
and suddenly thrust upon poor, infidel me!
And as for you—why, my dear Charles, “a
mouse that hath its lodging in a cat’s ear”
would not be so uneasy as you in your new
conditions. I do not see how your tem-
perament would come thro’ the feverish
longings to do things that cannot then (or
perhaps ever) be accomplished, the fever-
ish unrests and damnable indecisions, that
it takes all my easy-going spirits to come
through. A vane can live out anything in
the shape of a wind; and that is how I can
be, and am, a more serious person than
you. Just as thelight French seemed very
serious to Sterne, light L. Stevenson can
afford to bob about over the top of any
deep sea of prospect or retrospect, where
ironclad C. Baxter would incontinently go
down with all hands. A fool is generally
the wisest person out.  The wise man must
shut his eyes to all the perils and horrors
that lie round him; but the cap and bells
can go bobbing along the most slippery
ledges and the bauble will not stir up
sleeping lions. Hurray! for motley, for a
good sound insouciance, for a healthy phil-
osophic carelessness!

My dear Baxter, a word in your ear—
“DON'T YOU WISH YOU WERE A FOOL?"
How easy the world would go on with you
—literally on castors. The only reason a
wise man can assign for getting drunk is
that he wishes to enjoy for a while the
blessed immunities and sunshiny weather
of the land of fooldom. But a fool, who
dwells ever there, has no excuse at all.
That is a happy land, if you like—and not
so far away either. Take a fool's advice
and let us strive without ceasing to get into
it. Hark in your ear again: “THEY ALLOW
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PEOPLE TO REASON IN THAT LAND.” I wish
[ could take you by the hand and lead you
away into its pleasant boundaries. There
is no custom-house on the frontier, and you
may lake in what hooks you will.  There
are no manners and customs; but men and
women grow up, like trees in a still, well-
walled garden, “at their own sweet will.”
There is no prescribed or customary folly—
no motley, cap, or hauble: out of the well
of each one’s own innate absurdity he is al-
lowed and encouraged freely to draw and to
communicate; and itisa strange thing how
this natural fooling comes so high to one's
better thoughts of wisdom; and stranger
still, that all this discord of people speak-
ing in their own natural moods and keys,
masses itself into a far more perfect har-
mony than all the dismal, official unison in
which they sing in other countries. Part-
singing seems best all the world over.

I who live in England must wear the
hackneyed symbols of the profession, to
show that T have (at least) consular immu-
nities, coming as I do out of another land,
where they are not so wise as they are here,
but fancy that God likes what he malkes
and is not best pleased with us when we de-
face and dissemble all that he has given us
and put about us to one common standard
of Highty-Tighty!—when was a jester
obliged to finish his sentence? 1 cut so
strong a pirouette that all my bells jingle,
and come down in an attitude, with one
hand upon my hip. The evening's enter-
tainment is over,—“and if our kyind
friends "’

Hurrah! T feel relieved. I have put out
my gibber, and if you have read thus far,
you will have taken it in. I wonder if you
will ever come this length. I shall try a
trap for you, and insult you here, on this
last page. “0O Baxter what a damned
humbug you are!” There—shall this in-
sult bloom and die unseen, or will you come
toward me, when next we meet, with a face
deformed with anger and demand speedy
and bloody satisfaction? Nous verrons,
which is French. R. L. STEVENSON.

Passing over an interval of a year, and a
very critical year in Stevenson's life, we
come to the period of that break-down in
health which caused him to be despatched
peremptorily for a winter's rest on the
French Riviera, and gave occasion to the
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essay Ordered South, the only one of his
writings in which he allows himself to
take, even for a moment, the point of view
of an invalid. Here are portions of the
journal-letter in which he described to
Mrs. Sitwell, who had by this time become
his closest friend and confidante, the later
stages and impressions of his journey from
London to Mentone.

[To Mrs. Sitwell.]

Aviexox, [November, 1873).

1 have just read your letter upon the top
of the hill beside the Church and Castle.
The whole air was filled with sunset and
the sound of bells; and I wish 1 could give
vou the least notion of the southernness and
Provencality of all that 1 saw.

I cannot write while I am travelling; c’est
wn défaut; but so it is. I must have a cer-
tain feeling of being at home, and my head
must have time to settle.  The new images
oppress me, and I have a fever of restless-
nesson me.  You must not be disappointed
at such shabby letters; and besides, re-
member my poor head and the fanciful
crawling in the spine.

[ am back again in the stage of thmkmg
there 1~nothmfrthemd.tter“ ith me, which is
a good sign; But I am w retchedly nervous,
Anything like rudeness I am simply baby-
ishly afraid of: and noises, and especially
the sounds of certain voices, are the devil to
me. A blind poet whom I found selling his
immortal works in the streets of Sens, cap-
tivated me with the remarkable equable
strength and sweetness of his voice; and I
listened a long while and boughtsome of the
poems; and now this voice, after I had thus
got it thoroughly into my head, proved false
metal and a really bad and horrible voice at
bottom. It haunted me some time, but I
think I am done with it now.

I hope you don't dislike reading bad style
like this as much as I do wriling it; it
hurts me when neither words nor clauses
fall into their places, much s it would hurt
you to sing when vou had a bad cold and
your voice deceived yvou and missed every
other note. I do feel so inclined to break
the pen and write no more; and here a pro-
pos begins my back.

After dinner—T1t Dlows to-night from
the north down the valley of the Rhone,
and everything is so cold that I have been
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obliged to indulge in a fire. There is a fine
crackle and roar of burning wood in the
chimney which is very homely and com-
panionable, though it does seem to postu-
late a town all white with snow outside.

I have bought Sainte-Beuve's Chateau-
briand and am immensely delighted with
the critic. Chateaubriand is more an-
tipathetic to me than any one clse in the
world.

I hegin to wish myself arrived to-night.
Travelling, when one is not quite well, has
a good deal of unpleasantness. One is
ecasily upset by cross incidents, and wants
that belle humeunr and spirit of adventure
that makes a pleasure out of what is un-
pleasant.

Tuesday, November 1ith—There!
There’s a date for you. I shall be in Men-
tone for my birthday, with plenty of nice
letters to read. I went away across the
Rhone and up the hill on the other side that
I might see the town from a distance. Avig-
non followed me with its bells and drums
and bugles; for the old city has no equal
for multitude of such noises. Crossing the
bridge and seeing the brown turbid water
foam and eddy about the piers, one could
scarce helieve one’s eves when one looked
down upon the stream and saw the smooth
blue mirroring tree and hill. Over on the
other side, the sun beat down so furiously
on the white road that I was glad to keep in
the shadow and, when the occasion offered,
to turn aside among the olive- yards. It
was nine years and six months since I had
been in an olive-yard. I found myself
much changed, not so gay, but wiser and
more happy. I read your letter a fourth
time, and sat awhile looking down over the
tawny plain and at the fantastic outline of
the city. The hills seemed just fainting
into the sky; even the great peak above
Carpentras (Lord knows how many metres
above the sea) seemed unsubstantial and
thin in the breadth and potency of the sun-
shine.

I should like to stay longer here but I
can’t. I am driven forward by restlessness
and leave this afternoon about two. 1 am
just going out now to visit again the church,
castle, and hill, for the sake of the magnif-
icent panorama, and besides, Imcaum it is
the friendliest spot in all Avignon to me.

[Laler.] You cannot picture to yourself
anything more steeped in hard bright sun-
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shine than the view from the hill. The im-
movable inky shadow of the old bridge on
the tleeting surfaceof the yellow river seemed
more solid than the Dridge itself. Just in
the place where I sat yesterday evening a
shaven man in a velvet cap was studying
music—evidently one of the singers for Lg
Muctie de Portici at the theatre to-night. I
turned back as I went away: the white
Christ stood out in strong relief on hishrown
cross against the biuesky,and the fourkneel-
ing angels and lanterns grouped themselves
about the foot with a symmetry that was
almost laughable; the musician read on at
his music, and counted titme with his hand
otr the stone step.

MENTONE, November 12{i—My first
enthusiasm was on rising at Orange and
throwing open the shutters. Such a great
living flood of sunshine poured in upon me,
that I confess to having danced and ex-
pressed my satisfaction aloud; in the mid-
dle of which the boots came to the door with
hot water, to my great confusion.

To-day has been one long delight, com-
ing to a magnificent climax on my arrival
here. I gave up my baggage to an hotel
porter and set off to walk at once. I was
somewhat confused as yet as to my direc-
tions, for the station of course was new to
me, and the hills had not sufficiently opened
out to let me recognize the peaks. Sud-
denly, as I was going forward slowly in this
coniusion of mind, 1 was met by a great
volley of odors out of the lemon and orange
gardens, and the past linked on to the pres-
ent, and in a moment, in the twinkling of an
¢ye, the whole scene fell before me into
order, and I'was at home. I nearly danced
again.

I suppose I must send off this to-night
{0 notify my arrival in safety and good-
humour and, I think, in gooed health, be-
fore relapsing into the old weekly vein. 1
hope this time to send you a weekly dose
of sunshine from the souih, instead of the
jet of suell Tidinburgh east wind that used
to was.—Ever your faithful friend,

R. L. S

In the course of the winter following the
arrival above described, T paid two visits
to my sick friend, spending part of De-
cember with him between Monaco, Monte
Carlo, and Mentone, and the whole of Feb-
ruary at Mentone, In the interval I was
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doing some work in Paris, and received from
him among others the following two letters,
each very characteristic in its kind, and
each after its manner much concerned with
the technical difficulties of the writer’s art.
It had been a very cold Christmas at
Monaco and Monte Carlo, and Stevenson
had no adequate overcoat, so it was agreed
that when I went to Paris I should try
and find him a warm cloak. 1 amused
myself looking out for one suited to his
taste for the picturesque and piratical in
apparel, and found one in the style of
1830, dark blue and flowing, and fasten-
ing with a swan-neck clasp.

[MENTONE, Joruary, 1874.]

My Drar Corvin: Thank you very
much for your note. This morning I am
stupid again; can do nothing at all; am no
good “comme plumitif.” I think it must
be the cold outside. At least that would
explain my addled head and intense lazi-
ness.

O why did you tell me about that cloak.
Why didn’t you buyit? Isn’tit in “Julius
Ceesar” that Pompey blames—no not Pom-
pey but a friend of Pompey’s—well, Pom-
pey’s friend, I mean the iriend of Pompey
—hlames somebody else who was his friend
—that is who was the friend of Pompey’s
friend—because he (the friend of Pompey’s
friend) had net done something right off, but
had come and asked him (Pompey’s friend)
whether he (the friend of Pompey’s friend)
ought to do it or no? There I fold my
hands with some complacency: that’s a
piece of very good narration. I am getting
mto good form. These classical instances
are always distracting. I was talking of
the cloak. Tt's awfully dear. Are there
no cheap and nasty imitations? Think of
that—if, however, it were the opinion
(ahem) of competent persons that the great
cost of the mantle in question was no more
than proportionate to its durability; if it
were to be a joy forever; if it would cover
my declining years and survive me in any-
thing like integrity for the comfort of my
executors; if—I have the word—if the price
indicates (as it seems) the quality of per-
durability in the fabric; i, in fact, it would
not be extravagant, but only the leariest
economy to lay out £5 15 in a single mantle
without seam and without price, and if—
and if—it really fastens with an agrafe—I
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would Buy it.  But not unless. If not a

cheap imitation would be the move.—Ever
yours, R. L. S

In the following, “Bob” is his elder
cousin Robert Alan Mowbhray Stevenson,
a spirit as radiantly gifted as R. L. 5. him-
self, though with less in him of the prac-
tical strain of character which helped the
younger man to turn his giits to working
account. It was not till years afterward
that R. A. M. Stevenson became known
as a brilliant painter-critic. Some of the
most penetrating and original statements
of critical theory that have ever heen put
in words are contained in his hook on
Velasquez and in his contributions to the
columns of the Safurday Review and The
Pall Mall Gazelte.  Between the elder and
the younger cousin there had been from
boyhood the strongest mutual attachment.
“Madame Zassetsky” is one of the two
Russian sisters who, with their children,
contrihuted so much to brighten for Stev-
enson these days of weakness, as has al-
ready been made apparent in his pub-
lished letters. *The Bottle” means The
Curale of Ansiruther’s Boiile, one of the
scores of tales which in his prentice days
he attempted and gave up.

[MEeNTONE, January, 18741

My Dear S. C.: I suppose this will he
my last note then. I think you will find
everything very jolly here, I am very jolly
myself. I worked six hours to-day. Tam
occupied in transcribing T/e Botile, which
is pleasant work to me; I find much in it
that I still think excellent and much that I
am doubtful about; my convention is so
terribly difficult that I have to put out much
that pleases me, and much that I still pre-
serve I only preserve with misgiving. I
wonder if my convention is not a little too
hard and too much in the style of those de-
cadent curiosities, poems without the letter
I:, poems going with the alphahet and the
like. And yet the idea, if rightly under-
stood and treated as a convention always
and not as an abstract principle, should not
so much hamper one as it seems to do. The
idea is not, of course to put in nothing but
what would naturally have been noted and
remembered and handed down, but not to
put in anything that would make a person
stop and say—how could this be known?
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Without doubt it has the advantage of mak-
ing one rely on the essential interest of a
sttuation and not cocker up and validify
feeble intrigue with incidental fine writing
and scenery, and pyrotechnic exhibitions
of inappropriate cleverness and sensibility.
I remember Bob once saying to me that the
quadrangle of Edinburgh University was a
good thing and our having a talk asto how it
could be employed in different arts. 1 then
stated that the differentdoors and staircases
ought to be brought before a readerof a story
not by mere recapitulation but by the use of
them, by the descent of different people one
after another by each of them. And that
the grand feature of shadow and the light
of the one lamp in the corner should also be
introduced only as they enabled people in
the story to see one another or prevented
them. And finally that whatever could not
thus be worked into the evolution of the ac-
tion had no right to be commemorated at
all.  After all, it is a story you are telling;
not a place you are to describe, and every-
thing that does not attach itself to the story
is out of place.

This is a lecture not a letter, and it seems
rather like sending coals to Newcastle to
write a lecture to a subsidized professor.
I hope you have seen Bob by this time.
I know he is anxious to meet you and I
am in great anxiety to know what you
think of his prospects—frankly, of course:
as for his person, I don’t care a damn what
you think of it: I am case-hardened in that
maftter.

I wrote a French note to Madame Zas-
setsky the other day, and there were no
errors in it. The complete Gaul, as you
may see.—Ever yours,

RoeERT LoUls STEVENSON.

The next letter I shall quote is one writ-
ten six weeks after his return from Men-
tone to Iidinburgh in the spring of 1873,
and telling of the thoughts and feelings that
filled his mind during the strain of a great
anxiety on account of this same cousin’s
dangerous illness.

[To Mrs. Sitwell.]

[SwaxsToN, June, 1874, Wednesday,
News reaches me that Bob is laid down
with diphtheria; and you know what that
means.
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Night—I am glad to say that I have on
the whole a good account of Bob and I do
hope he may pull through in spite of all. 1
went down and saw the doctor; but it is not
thought right that I should go in to see him
in case of contagion: you know it is a very
contagious malady.

Thursday.—It is curious how calm I am
in such a case. I wait with perfect com-
posure for farther news; I can do nothing;
why should I disturb myself? And yet if
things go wrong I shall be in a fine way I
can tell you.

How curiously we are built up into our
false positions, The other day, having
toothache and the black dog on my back
generally, I was rude to one of the servants
at the dinner-table.  And nothing of course
can be more disgusting than for a man to
spealk harshly to a young woman who will
lose her place if she speaks back to him;
and of course I determined to apologize.
Well, do vou know, it was perhaps four
days before I found courage enough, and 1
felt as red and ashamed as could be. Why?
because 1 had been rude? not a bit of it;
because I was doing a thing that would be
called ridiculous in thus apologizing. 1
did not know I had so much respect of mid-
dle class notion before; this is my right
hand which I must cut off. Hold the arm
please: once—twice—thrice: the offensive
member is amputated: let us hope I shall
never be such a cad any more as to be
ashamed of being a gentleman.

Night—1 suppose I must have been
more affected than I thought: at least I
found I could not work this morning and
had to goout. The whole garden was filled
with a hlcrh westerly wind, coming straight
out of the hills and richly scented with
furze—or whins, as we would say. The
trees were all in a tempest and roared like a
heavy surf; the paths all strewn with fallen
apple-blossom and leaves. 1 got a quiet
seat behind a yew and went away into a
meditation. I was very happy after my
own fashion, and whenever there came a
blink of sunshine or a bird whistled higher
than usual, or alittle powder of white apple-
blossom came over the hedge and settled
about me in the grass, I had the gladdest
little flutter at my heart and stretched my-
self for very voluptuousness. I wasn't alto-
gether taken up with my private pleasures,
however, and had many a look down ugly
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vistas in the future, for Bob and others.
But we must all be content and brave, and
look eagerly for these little passages of hap-
piness by the wayside, and go on aiter-

ward, savoring them under 1ht tongue.

Fridav.—0Our garden has grown beauti-
ful at last, heautiful with fresh foliage and
daisied grass. The sky is still c]uud} and
the day perhaps even a little gloomy: but
under this gray roof, in this shaded tem-
perate light how delightful the new sum-
mer is.

When I shall come to London must al-
ways he problematical like all my move-
ments, and of course this sickness of Bob's
makes it still more uncertain. I all goes
well I may have to go to the country and
take care of him in his convalescence.  But
I shall come shortly. Do not hurry to
write to me; I had rather veu had ten
minutes more of good friendly sleep, than I
a longer letter; and you know I am rather
partial to your letters. Yesterday, by the
by, 1 received the proof of Viclor Hugo: it
is not nicely written, but the stuff is Ld]m.ll
I think. Modesty is my most remarkable
quality, T may remark in passing.

r.30.—1I was out, behind the vew hedge,
reading the Comlesse de Rudolstad! when 1
find my eves grow weary and looked up
from the book. O the rest of the quiet
greens and whites, of the daisied surface!
I was very peaceful, but it began to sprinkle
rain and so I fain to come in for a moment
and chatwithvou. By the way, I must send
you Consuelo; vou said you had quite for-
gotten it if [ remember aright; and surely
a book that could divert me when I thought
myself on the very edge of the grave, {rom
the work that I so much desired and was
vet unable to do, and from many paiaful
thoughts, should somewhat support and
amuse vou under all the hard things that
may be coming upon you. If you should
wonder why 1 am writing to you so volu-
minously, know that it is because I am not
suffering myself to work, and in idleness,
as in death, etc.

Saturday—I have had a very cruel day.
I heard this morning that yesterday Bob
had been very much worse and I went down
to Portobello with all sorts of horrible pre-
sentiments. I was ¢glad when I turned the
corner and saw the blinds still up.  He was
definitely hetter. if the word definitely can
be used about such a detestably insidious
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complaint. I have ordered Consuclo for
you, and you should have it soon this week;
I mean next week of course; I am thinking
when you will receive this letter, not of now
when I am writing it.

I am so tired; but I am very hopeful.
All will be well sometime, if it be only
when we are dead. One thing I see so
clearly. Death is the end neither of joy nor
sorrow. Let us pass into the clods and
come up again as grass and flowers; we
shall still be this wonderful, shrinking, sen-
tient matter—we shall still thrill to the
sun and grow relaxed and quiet after rain,
and have all manner of pains and pleasures
that we know not of now. Consciousness,
and ganglia, and suchlike, are alter all but
theories. And who knows? This God may
not be cruel when all is done; he may relent
and be good to us & la fin des fins. Think
of how he tempers our afflictions to us, of
how tenderly he mixes in bright joys with
the gray web of trouble and care that we
call our life. Think of how he gives, who
takes away. Out of the bottom of the miry
clay I write this; and 1 look forward confi-
dently; T have faith after all: T believe, 1
hope, I will not have it reft from me; there
is something good behind 1t all, bitter and
terrible as it seems, dear friend. The in-
finite majesty (as it will be alwaysin regard
to us the bubbles of an hour) the infinite
majesty must have moments, if it were no
more, of greatness; must somelimes be
touched with a feeling for our infirmities,
must sometimes relent and be clement to
those rail playthings that he has made, and
made so bitterly alive. Must it not be so,
my dear friend, out of the depths T cry? [
feel it, now when I am most painfully con-
scious of his cruelty. He must relent.  He
must reward.  He must give some indem-
nity, if it were but in the quiet of a daisy,
tasting of the sun and the soft rain and the
sweet shadow of (rees, for all the dire fever
that he makes us bear in this poor exist-
ence. We make too much of this human
life of ours. It may be that two clods to-
gether, two flowers together, two grown
trees together touching each other deli-
ciously with their spread leaves, it may be
that these dumb things have their own
priceless sympathies, surer and more un-
troubled than ours.

I don’t know quite whether 1 have wan-
dered. Forgive me, 1 feel as il T had re-

R. 1.. Stevenson
lieved myself; so perhaps it may not be un-
pleasant for you either.—Believe me, ever
your faithful friend,

RoBERT Louls STEVENSON.

From this date to that of the extracts
which shall now follow there is an interval
of five years; the interval which brought
Stevenson's prentice days as a writer to an
end, and established him in the eyes of a
judicious few, on the strength of his early
tr;n'el—hooks, essays, and short stories, as

a brilliant young master from whom the
h]lrhckt things n'utrht confidently be ex-
p(‘(ted, Among the letters hitherto un-
printed which he wrote home from Cali-
fornia during the trying winter and spring
of 1870-1880, 1 here give two. The first
15 d{](lit"\de to my sell. It mentions the
writer’s project, afterward abandoned, of a
tale called A Vendetta of the 1West; his other
project for a romance to be called the Prince
of Griinewald, carried out and rechristened
later as Prince Otlo; as well as a project of
my own for a volume to be made up of his
short stories to be illustrated by the late
Randolph Caldecott. Moreover, it intro-
duces for the first time a mention of hig now
famous Reguiem. The way in which its
touches of levity and profound seriousness
come together almost in the same breath
will be nothing new to those familiar with
his mind. Levity was to him often not
merely a relief from, but a mask for, a seri-
ousness too deep for words.

(608 BUusH STREET,
SAN Francisco, February, 1880.]

My DEear CorviN: I received a very
nice letter from you with two enclosures.
I am still unable to finish the Emigrant,
although there are only some fifteen pages
todo. The Vendelta is, T am afraid, scarce
Fortnightly form, though after the Pavil-
lion being taken by Stephen, I am truly
at sea about all such matters. I dare say
my Prince of Griinewald—the name still
uncertain—would be good enough for any-
thing if 1T could hut get it done I be-
lieve that to be a rmll) good story. The
Vendetta is somewhat cheap in motive;
very rum and unlike the present kind of
novels both for good and evil in writing;
and on the whole, only remarkable for llu,
!w .mm. s character, and that I believe to be
mat. . ..
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I am not well at all.
ter. You know I have Leen hawked to
death these last months. And then I lived
too low, I fear; and anyway I have got
pretty low and out at elbows in health. I
wish I could say better,—but I cannot.
With a constitution like mine, you never
know—to-morrow I may be carrying top-
gallant sails again; but just at present I am
scraping along with a jurymast and a kind
of amateur rudder. Truly I have some
misery, as things go; but these things are
mere detail. However I do not want to
crever, claguer, and cave in just when I
have a chance of some happiness; nor do 1
mean to. All the same, 1 am more and
more in a difficulty how to move every day.
What a day or an hour might bring forth,
God forbid that I should prophesy. Cer-
tainly, do what you like about the stories;
Wil o the Mill, or not. It will be Calde-
cott’s book or nobody’s. I am glad you
liked the Guifar: 1 always did: and I
think C. could make lovely pikters to it:
it almost seems as if I must have written it
for him express.

I have already been a visitor at the Club
for a fortnight; but that’s over, and I don't
much care to renew the peried. I want to
be married, not to belong to all the damned
Clubs in Christendie. . . . T half think of
writing up the Sand Lot agitation for Mor-
ley; itis a curious business; were I stronger,
I should try to sugar in with some of the
leaders: a chield amang ’em takin’ notes;
one, who kept a brothel, I reckon, heiore
she started socialist particularly interests
me. If I am right as to her early industry,
you know she would be sure to adore me.
I have been all my days a dead hand at a
harridan, I never saw the one yet that could
resist me.  \When I die of consumption, you
can put that upon my tomb.

Sketch of my tomb follows:

But hope to le bet-

RoBERT Louls STEVENSON

BORN 1830, OF A FAMILY OF
ENGINEERS, DIED

“Nitor aquis.”

Home is the sailor, home from sea,
And the hunter home from the hill,

You, who pass this grave, put aside hatred;
love kindness; he ail services remembered
in your heart and all offences pardoned;
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and as you go down again among the liv-
ing, let this be your question: can I make
some one happier this day hefore I lie down
to sleep? Thus the dead man speaks to
you from the dust: you will hear no more
irom him.

Who knows, Colvin, but I may thus be of
mote use when I am buried than ever when
I was alive? The more I think of it, the
more earnestly do I desire this. I may per-
haps try to write it better some day; hut
that is what I want in sense. The verses
are from a heayootiful poem by me,

R. L. S

The following is the only letter that has
Leen preserved to his friend James Walter
Ferrier, whose death furnished three and a
half years later the occasion of the essay
Old Mortality, *Forester” is an autobio-
graphical paper by J. W. F. on his own
boyhood.

P.O. San Francrsco, A pril 844, 1880,

My DEear FErrIER: Many thanks for
your letter, and the instalment of Forester
which accompanied it, and which I read
with amusement and pleasure. I fear Som-
erset’s letter must wait; for my dear boy, I
have heen very neatrly on a longer voyage
than usual; I am fresh from giving Charon
a quid instead of an obolus: but he, having
accepted the payment, scorned me, and I
had to make the best of my way hackward
through the mallow-wood, with nothing to
show for this displacement but the fatigue
of the journey. As soon as I feel fit, you
shall have the letter, trust me. But just
now even a note such as I am now writing
takesit out of me. Ihave, truly, been very
sick; Ifear I am a vain man, for I thought
it a pity I should die. I could not help
thinking that a good many would be disap-
pointed; but for myself, although I sull
think life a business full of agreeable feat-
ures 1 was not entirely unwilling to give it
up. It is so difficult to hehave well; and
in that matter, I get more dissatizfied with
myself, because more exigent, every day, 1
shall be pleased to hear again from you
soon. Ishall be married early in May and
then go to the mountains, a very withered
bridegroom. I think your MS, Bible, if
that were a specimen, would be a credit
to humanity. Betweenwhiles, collect such
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thoughts both from yoursel{ and others: I
somehow helieve every man should leave a
Bible hehind him,—if he is unable to leave
a jest book. I feel fit to leave nothing but
my benediction. It is a strange thing how,
do what you will, nothing seems accom-
plished. 1 feel as far from having paid
humanity my board and lodging as I did
six vears ago when I was sick at Mentone.
But I dare say the devil would keep telling
me so, if I had moved mountains, and at
least I have been very happy on many dif-
ferent occasions, and that is always some-
thing. I can read nothing, write nothing;
hut « little while ago and I could eat noth-
ing either; but now that is changed. This
is a long letter for me; rub your hands, boy,
for ’tis an honor.—Yours, from Charon’s
strand, R.L.S.

Again making a leap of nearly six years,
over the perieds of Stevenson’s Alpine win-
ters and Highland summers and the earlier
years of his residence at Bournemouth, let
us turn to his correspendence, hitherto un-
published, with a friend of Bournemouth
days whom he regarded with peculiar rev-
erence and affection. This was Lady Tay-
lor, a daughter of the first Lord Mon-
teagle; the wife, and by the time this letter
was written the widow, of that fine ofd
veteran poet and public servant Sir Henry
Taylor, the author of Philip van Artevelde.
Stevenson had just dedicated to her his
collection of stories, The Mearry Men, and
sent her with the advance sheets the follow-
ing comments on his weork. It should be
added that Professor Dowden’s Life of
Shelley had lately come out, and had nat-
urally been read with eager interest in a
circle where the poet’s son and daughter-
in-faw, Sir Percy and Lady Shelley, were
near neighbors and intimate friends.

SKERRYVORE, BOURNEMOUTH [faruary, 1887).

M~y Dear Lapy Tavror: Thisis towish
vou all the salutations of the year, with some
regret that I cannot offer them in person;
yet less than I had supposed. For hitherto
vour Hight to London seems to have woiked
well; and time flies and will soon bring you
back again. Though time is ironical, too;
and it would he like his irony if the same
tide that brought you hack carried me
away. That would not be, at least, with-
out some meeting,

R. L. Stevenson

I feel very sorry to think the book to
which I have put your name will be no bet-
ter, and I can make it no better. The tales
are of all dates and places; they arelike the
fox, the goose and the cottage of the ferry-
man; and must go floating down time to-
gether as best they can.  But I am after all
a (superior) penny-a-liner; I must do, in
the Scotch phrase, as it will do with me;
and I cannot always choose what my hooks
are to be, only seize the chance they offer to
link my name to a friend’s. I hope the lot
of them (the tales) will look fairly disci-
plined when they are clapped in binding;
but I fear they will be but an awkward
squad. I have a mild wish that you at
least will read them no further than the
dedication,

I suppose we have all heen reading
Dowden. It seems to me a really first-rate
hook, full of justice, and humor without
which there can be no justice; and of fine
intelligence besides. Here and there, per-
haps a trifle precious, but this is to spy flaws
in a fine work. I was uneasy at my re-
semblance to Shelley; I seem but a Shel-
ley with less oil, and no genius; though I
have had the fortune to live longer and
(partly) to grow up. He was growing up.
There is a manlier note in the last days; in
spite of such really sickening aberrations as
the Emilia Viviani business. I try to take
a humorously genial view of life; but Emi-
lia Viviani, if I have her detested name
aright, is too much for my philosophy. 1
cannot smile when I see all these grown
folk waltzing and piping the eye about an
insubordinate and perfectly abominable
school-girl, as silly and patently. as false as
Blanche Amory. I really think it is one of
those episodes that make the angels weep.

With all kind regards and affectionate
good wishes to and for you and yours,

Believe me, your affectionate friend,

RoOBERT Louls STEVENSON,

Perhaps it will be best, as giving more
coherence and continuity to the concluding
pages of these desultory extracts, if I fol-
low up the above letter with two more to the
same correspondent. One dates from af-
ter Stevenson’s winter in the Adirondacks
(1837-1888) and expresses the glee he felt
at the prospect of the voyage which he and
his family had just determined to undertake
in the South Seas. I am sure the phrase
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“my miserable Scribner articles” will not
be misunderstood by his kind friends the
editor and publisher under whose auspices
those articles saw, and the extracts will,
I hope, see, the light.  The words merely
express the sense ol the effort it would
cost him to finish his promised work De-
fore the time fixed for his departure tow-
ard unknown seas.

[MavasQUAxN,

My Dear Lapy Taveor: I have to an-
nounce our great news. On June 15th we
sail from San Francisco in the schooner
yacht Casco, for a seven-months’ cruise in
the South Seas.  You can conceive what a
state of excitement we are in; Lloyd per-
haps first; but this is an old dream of mine
which actually seems to be coming true,
and I am sunstruck. It seems indeed too
good to be true; and that we have not
deserved so much good fortune. From
Skerryvore to the Galapagos is a far cry!
And from poking in a sick-room all winter
to the deck of one’s own ship, is indeed a
heavenly change.

All these seven months T doubt if we can
expect more than three mails at the best of
it: and I do hope we may hear something
of your news by each. I have no very clear
views as to where the three addresses ought
to be, but if vou hear no later news, Charles
Scribner's Sons will always have the run of
our intended movements. And an early
letter there would probably catch us at the
Sandwich Islands.  Tahiti will probably
be the second point: and (as I roughly
guess) Quito the third. But the whole
future is invested with heavenly clouds.

I trust you are all well and content, and
have good news of the Shelleys, to whom I
wish you would pass on ours. They should
be able to sympathize with our delight.

Now I have all my miserable Scribner
articles to rake together in the inside of a
fortnight: so you must not expect me to he
more copious. I have you all in the kind-
est memory, and am

Your affectionate friend,
RosrrT LoOUIs STEVENSON.
Remember me to Aubrey de Vere.

May, 1888].

After eighteen months of voyaging and
sojourning, to his vast delight and lhc rast
im|}|‘=1\'erm’nt of his hmllh, amony the vari-
ous island-groups of the Pacific, he writes
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to the same friend of his own purchase of an
estate on one of the Samoan islands; of his
intention to make his future home there; of
his hope (which was not fulfilled) to make
one last visit to friends and home belore
settling in his place of voluntary exile; and
lastly, of the death of their friend Sir Percy
shelley, the news ol which had reached him
in the course of his w anderings.

Apra, Samon, January zoth, 18go.

My Dear Lapy Taveor: I shall hope
to see you in some months from now, when
I come home—to break up my establish-
ment—I know no diminutive of the word.
Your daughters cast a spell upon me; they
were always declaring 1T was a w uwed
creature and would \.J.lll:p]‘l into the utter-
most isle; and they were right, and I have
made my preparations. I am now the
owner of an estate upon Upolu, some two or
three miles behind and above Apia; three
streams, two waterfalls, a great cliff, an
ancient native fort, a view of the sea and
lowlands or (to be more precise) several
views of them in various directions, are now
mine. It would be affectation to omit a
good many head of cattle; above all as it
required much diplomacy to have them
thrown in, for the gentleman who sold to
me was staunch.  Besides all this, there is
a great deal more forest than I have any
need for; or to be plain, the whole estate
is one impassable jungle, which must be
cut down and through at considerable ex-
pense.  Then the house has to be built;
and then (as a climax) we may have to
stand a siege in it in the next native war.

I do feel as if T was a coward and a
traitor to desert my friends; only, my dear
lady, you know what a miserable corrhyzal
(is that how it is spelt?) creature I was at
home; and here I have some real health, T
can wall, T can ride, 1 can stand some ex-
posure, I am up with the sun, T have a real
enjoyment of the world and of myseli; it
would be hard to go back again to England
andtobed; and I think it would be verysilly.
I am sure it would; and yet Ifeel shame,
and I know I am not writing like myself.
I wish you knew how much I m]mlred you,
and when 1 think of those T must leave,
how early a place your name occupies, I
have not had the pleasure to know you very
long; and yet I lul as if my leaving Eng-

=0

land were a special treachery to you, and
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my leaving you a treachery to myself. 1
will only ask you to try to forgive me: for
I am sure I will never quite forgive myself.
Somebody might write to me in the care
of R. Towns & Co., Sydney, New South
Wales, to tell me il you can forgive. But
you will do quite right if you cannot.  Only
let me come and see you when you do re-
turn, or it will be a lame home-coming.

My wife suffered a good deal in our last,
somewhat arduous vovage; all our party
indeed suffered except myself. Fanny is
now better but she is still no very famous
success in the way of health.

All the while I have been writing, T have
had another matter in my eve; of which I
scarce like to speak: You know of course
that I am thinking of Sir Percy and his
widow. Thenews reached me in the shape
of a newspaper cutting, I have no particu-

IF LOVE

By Georgia W

Be Love

lars. He had a sweet, original nature; I
think 1 liked him better than ever I should
have liked his father; I am sorry he was
always a little afraid of me; if I had had
more chance, he would have liked me too,
we had so much in common, and I valued
so much his fine soul, as honest as a dog’s,
and the romance ot him, which was like
a dog’s too, and like a poet's at the same
time. I he had not been Shelley’s son,
people would have thought more of him;
and yet he was the better of the two, bar
verses,

Please tell my dear Ida and Una that we
think much of them, as well as of your dear
self, and believe me, in words which you
once allowed me to use (and I was very
much affected when you did so),

Your affectionate friend,
RoBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.

BE LLOVE

ood Pangborn

I mEARD true lovers calling
When Spring came down last night,

And the little grass

beneath the snow

Stirred in t]]L warm moonlight;
And the hearts of the buds in the maple-tree
Beat red with the tree’s delight.

I heard true lovers calling
Across the melting snow,
And some of them loved in Babylon

Ever so long ago,

And some were alive but vesterday:

Their volce went

Come back, my love,

to and fro—

if love be love

Across a thowsand vears:

If love be love lime

Jarls and dies

And dreams are true and dealh is lies,

There is no room

Jor lears.

Come back, my love, if love be love,
Across a thousand years.




Scattered covey.

SHOOTING IN FRANCE
(NORMANDY)

By Ethel Rose

ItrusTrRATIONS EY A. B. Frost AxD Guy Rosk

G\P S MERICANS know well so
'5__( ? many of the sportsof France.
\\\ They come w1th tennis rac-

compete in the international
tournaments; on bicycles
and automobﬂes they spin anng the white
French roads through towns where antiqui-
ty shops are stocked and priced for them,
and hotels with all the *confort moderne ”
are built for them; they shoot pigeons, real
and clay, at the traps of the society resorts;
and they are invited to the c/asses a courre
at the big chiteaux. They fence, they
skate, they even bring their acroplanes to

the aviation meetings. But how few, how
very few, know that if they took their guns
or trout rods; yes, trout rods; and went
wandering off into the real country of this
beautiful land, stopping at wayside inns,
roaming the hills and valleys in autumn, or
following the peaceful, almost domestic,
course of some little river in spring or
summer, they would have a revelation of
what the real France and its people are, as
well as delightful and novel experiences in
the pursuit of game or fish?

As for the trout—and the %almon—lhey
are here, but they do not belong in a shoot-
ing article.
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It may be a surprise to many to learn
that the shooting population of France in-
cludes a large majority of the men over six-
teen years of age, no permits being issued
to any one younger, and no one heing al-
lowed to carry a gun without a permit.
There are also more women who shoot
than one would imagine and they are by no
means confined to the fashionable contin-
gent; while some of the most indefatigable
have to confend against age or avoirdu-
pois that would keep an American con-
fined to a piazza chair. As for the French-
women who fish! They are legion; from
actresses at the height of their popularity
down to stolid creatures of the peasant
class.  “Trout!” my cook in Paris once
said in reply to a question, ** Ah, madame,
isit trout? Many is the time I have sat up
hali the night to catch them.”  Thus giv-
ing herself quite away as a poacher while
revelling in memories of “her country.”

In the opinion of all this multitude of
sportsmen the year is divided into two very
unequal parts of which the shorter, and by
far the more important to them, is the saison
de chasse, during which they spend every
available moment from sunrise to sunset in
the pursuit of all birds and animals which,
by the widest stretch of the imagination
may come under the head of “game”; the
other, far longer period, being when the
law is on and the guns are put away, while
their owners talk over past luck, recount for
the hundredth time their hits and misses,
and make plans and prophecies for the
season to come,

The opening day must invariably be Sun-
day for the benefit of the working man, in
whose favor most of the French laws seem
to be made; but the date, in this region
usually near the first of September, and the
length of the open season vary in different
parts of France as well as change a little
locally from year to year according to the
condition of the game and the progress of
the harvesting, which should be practically
finished before men and dogs are turned
loose over the fields.  Here and there, how-
ever, there are always belated patches of
buckwheat or corn jealously guarded by
signs of “No Trespassing,” which afford
a cover for hard-pressed birds, not always
safe from the eager dogs even there.

Any owner of property may, of course,
preserve his land as he pleases, but the

Shooting 1n France

small proprietors whose holdings are widely
scattered leave them all free to form, with
the village property, a large part of each
commune where any of its residents may
shoot with no charge except the obligatory
“permis de chasse,” costing five dollars
and a half, and good anywhere in France
for one year. There seems to be no village
ne'er do weel too forlorn to possess a gun of
sorts or too poor to acquire a permit, the
price of which is, moreover, easily made
good by a fair shot, as there is always a ready
market for game in even the smaller towns.

In some communes non-residents must
pay a small sum for the privilege of shoot-
ing, but this is discretional; and a com-
mune may also decide to restrict certain
parts, or even all, of its shooting quite inde-
pendently of the date fixed for its départe-
ment by the minister of agriculture. Last
summer being very wet and the crops late
in consequence, the commune above ours
on the river decided to have its opening
day two weeks later than that for the sur-
rounding country, its residents enjoying,
when it did come, such luck as had not
been known for years, quantities of birds
having taken refuge there during the pre-
ceding fortnight from all the region round-
about.

By far the greater part of the forests and
woods which abound throughout France are
preserved either by the state or by private
individuals, especially those in this popu-
lous region which is so accessible to Ameri-
cans, lying as it does principally between
the ports of the Atlantic liners and Paris;
and it is to this fact no doubt that much
of the abundance of game is due in a
country that has been thickly settled and
shot over for hundreds of years. Itwould
seem that with its accessibility and the
poaching characteristics of so many of the
inhabitants the game would certainly be ex-
terminated in a short time; the real marvel
being that there has been any at all since
the downfall of the feudal system. But in
spite of the railways and the automobiles
the scasons generally seem to average about
the same as they did a quarter of a century
ago, except where the country has been
built up; something that happens near mill-
ing or manufacturing centres only, as there
are no mushroom cities in France.

So, in spite of obstacles, there seems to be
game of some sort nearly everywhere, due



Newe

wi S G

It

Phuck shooting——frosty moring.



A shot at a hare,

not only to the preserves, but partly also to
another custom handed down from old
times—that of the people living almost ex-
clusively in huddled, sometimes walled,
towns and villages with seldom an outlying
house or farm building between. Fields,
woods, and meadows stretch unobstructed,
sometimes for miles and miles, often with-
out boundaries of any kind except the
deeply sunken stones that mark the corners
of property limits, making one wonder how
any proprietor knows his own special por-
tion of this patchwork of multi-colored
vegetation. In the cattle districts, how-
ever, the insidious barbed wire has be-
come only too popular, while out by the
Normandy coast and farther on toward
Cherbourg there are innumerable and im-
penetrable hedges, as well as the wide and
high earth embankments with close ranks
of large trees growing on them.

It is surprising what good shooting, both
wood and open, may be rented for a rea-
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sonable sum; and it is a common practice
for friends to join in taking a preserve, or
for a cluby to be formed where shares for one
or several seasons may be bought by out-
siders.  Among the advertisements in a
sporting journal this month I find that of a
communal forest of eighteen hundred acres,
to be let for nine years for not less than
eighty dollars a year. This is to be bid
upon, and the game includes boar and deer.
Another, more typical, offers a share in a
fine guarded preserveof nine hundred acres,
wood and plain, all kinds of game, for sev-
enty-five dollars. Some shares run as low
as four dollars for the season.

As an example of the type of man that
can enjoy such privileges as these, take a
club existing in our neighboring market
town. It consists of ten or twelve men in
most modest circumstances, shopkeepers,
professional men, and the like, who have a
long lease of a five-hundred acre wood about
four miles from the town.  On this proper-
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ty is an attractive furnished chalet which is
used as a club-house, and the keeper who
guards and looks after it lives on the place
all the year round. Sunday mornings dur-
ing the season the members pile into an
omnibus with guns and dogs and are driven
to the rendezvous. The keeper’s wife cooks
and serves their luncheon in the chalet,
and at sundown the omnibus comes to take
them all home. For one of the laws is that
there must be no shooting before the sun
has risen nor after it has set, and, in this
locality at least, except for waterfowl, not
while there is snow on the ground; not
much of a hardship last winter when we had
but one snowy day.

Not every week is honored by one of
these party shoots, and of course the mem-
bers may go at any time in between; but
the peasants seem to know by instinct
when one is to take place, and it is amusing
to see them in the free lands surrounding
the wood, hidden with their guns behind

apple trees and beet piles, waiting for a
shot at the chance bird or hare that may
be driven from the preserves.

The keepers do all they possibly can to
prevent the game from straying, even pa-
trolling, outlying fields and rounding up
everything they can find; for once outside
the boundary line it may be shot by any
one who is fortunate enough to come upon
it, three deer in one season falling in this
way to the gun of one of our villagers last
year, while another found and captured a
litter of wild boar.

If game wounded on open land falls or
runs on to preserved ground the hunter
may go after it provided he leaves his gun
outside.

Another bit of law, and one that seems
most odd, is that not only the actual slayer
of a deer, but any one else who can put a
bullet into it before it dies is entitled to a
piece of the flesh, and any one whose dog
chases it also has a share.
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The poacher

Many I'renchmen are excellent shots but
the great majority are certainly not and do
scarcely more than wander about with a
gun,of which they are only too often exceed-
ingly ignorant and reckless. A comparative
few are really clever at it, but even of these
there are almost none possessing that trait
of the born hunter which makes him almost
unconsciously study the habits of the game,
learn its haunts and customs, and enables
him to tell what its probable next move will
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be.  Most of them walk ahead in a straight
line, taking what comes in their way, and
seldom following a hare from cover to cover,
or a flock of partridges from flight to flight;
while thatinstinet possessed hy some of our
own sportsmen which takes them unerring-
ly to game that has flown over a wood or
disappeared beyond the brow of a hill seems
to be quite lacking,

The birds soon get accustomed to the
strenuous life, and after the first few days
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accept it as a matter of course and adapt
their habitsaccordingly, while the large pro-
portion of old ones shows how many must
escape season after season, thus becoming
trained strategists who know well the
coverts, hidden hollows, and safe woods
for miles around. They often prove this
by disappearing, almost with a wink, into
some bit of preserve or across an unbridged
stream just when you think vou surely have
them after a long chase; perhaps up a val-

ley where they have ranged from swampy
river bottoms to slippery hillsides and the
plain beyond, at their own sweet will. A
bird or two bagged in a two or three mile
chase like this will keep up your interest
and give you, indeed, a chance to show
how much of the real hunter you have in
you.

After the first ten days or so it is extraor-
dinary from what a distance both birds
and animals can perceive your most cau-
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tious approach, departing at once long be-
fore you could have discovered them. No
lying low here, in the hope that they will he
overlooked, or waiting until you are upon
them; discretion before valor every time
for them. Through generation after gen-
eration their tricks are bred into them and
the sly things seem to know, even hetter
than the guard, where boundaries of the
free lands are changed from year to year.

The shepherd, guarding his flock with
his cun in his hand, often gets a stray bird
or two, and if you are on good terms with
him will tell you where he saw the last ones
disappear. The farmers, gathering their
winter store of apples and beets, and the
women, knitting as they tend their cows,
will also point a friendly finger in the di-
rection of some hidden bird; for every one
is full of interest and eager to know what
luck you are having and whether the last
shot that they heard meant success or not.

For the rich, in France, as elsewhere,
abundant game is merely a question of
money, as are good guns and dogs; one has
only (o pay. But he who loves the sport
and has small means to gratify his taste can,
I am sure, find in France an opportunity
to test his skill, to enjoy his hobby under
new conditions, and to experience a com-
bination of pleasant sensations, old and
new, such as he could not find anywhere
at home. He will not have to take extra
time for a long journey, nor will he be
obliged to go to much expense for railway
fares, hotel bills, or guides.  True, he will
seldom or never make a very large bag, but
he will have a chance to prove his ability in
more ways than one, and there will be diffi-
cult shots which, if successful, will give the
genuine enthusiast more satisfaction than
a hundred easily bagged birds. There
will be wonderful autumn days of golden
haze and drifting, pale gold leaves, when
faint smoke smells are in the air; and later
frosty mornings in what seems a silver
world, all of it among such picturesque sur-
roundings as will make the season one to
hark back to often in memory on future
winter evenings ‘‘back home.”

The landlord of one’s inn is always ready
with information and advice, and can often
help one to shooting not otherwise obtain-
able, as he is acquainted with members of
clubs in the vicinity; sometimes, himself,
owns guarded property where his clients

Shooting 1n France

may shoot, and will introduce one to the
local “garde chasse,” an important mem-
ber of every community, whose duty is to
constantly patrol his district to see that
things are as they should be—no traps or
snares set—mno one shooting without a per-
mit or on forbidden ground, etc., and to
give information about boundanea game,
and laws to whoever may inquire. It is
quite worth while to go over the ground
with the guard in the first place and find
out just where and where not one may
shoot, the few francs given him for his time
and trouble possibly saving the four or five
dollars one would promptly be fined if
caught trespassing; for ignorance is no ex-
cuse and the hnt one I\nan of one’s mis-
deeds is the “proces” served on him,
requiring his presence at the mairie on a
certain day and hour. There the fine must
be paid, and should one transgress a second
time he would not get off so lightly.

In his own opinion the guard is a person
of great consequence and he is far from
bashiul about exacting his small toll from
the passing stranger in addition to making
a house-to-house canvass through the vil-
lage in his own behalf on New Year's day
and again just before the season opens.
A dollar, or even less, fully satisfies him and
one does get one’s money’s worth, though
as an actual guard the man is apt to be in-
effectual where desperate poachers are con-
cerned, especially as, under the law, he
has no right to open the gamebag of any-
one whatsoever to sec what is inside. He
is usually a worthy person whose small pay
is the chief support of his family, and he is
more apt than not to be lame, or old and
slow, and not much of an adversary in spite
of the large brass badge worn conspicuously
on his chest, whereon glitters an imposing in-
scription beginning w ith the words £.4 LOI
in capitals. The private and state guards
are of an entirely different type, big strong
men, fully capable of doing their duty.

Good guns are rare among the common
people, many of them being of antiquated
pattern and handed down from father to
son. Poachers and market hunters have
the best ones, and these men are usually
the best shots and hunters. Nowhere,
however, are more accurate or more heau-
tifully finished fircarms of both French and
Iinglish make to be had by him who knows
how to choose.



Partridge shooting among the beets,

Nearly every one uses some kind of dog,
though experience has proved that they
are not an absolute necessity on open
ground. Without one, however, there will
be many a lost bird in woods, underbrush,
or swamp; and two beautiful mallards,
killed by a right and left and fallen in the
middle of the stream on a bitter January
day, would have been among the number
had it not been for the simultaneous
plunges of two little cockers, each of which
callantly brought in his bird. Besides the
setters, retrievers, pointers, and others
known and used at home there are many
side races of these dogs as well as the truly
national “griffons” of various sorts, rough-
coated intelligent beasts of many types and
sizes, adapted to and trained for different
purposes.

That feeling of fairness toward the game
as well as toward one’s fellows, which
we express by the word “sportsmanlike,”
seems to be an almost unknown thing ex-

cept, perhaps, among that small contingent
which shoots with Englishmen. Laws ex-
ist to be broken or evaded if possible even
by the better classes, and if you know your
dealer you can buy game of him long after
the season has closed, as is habitually done
by people who have such hair-splitting con-
sciences that they would not, themselves,
do the shooting.

Of recent years, however, a different feel-
ing seems to be spreading, especially among
the younger men; and more property, both
land and water, is being preserved and
guarded by local clubs to which even an
outsider or foreigner may belong for a small
annual fee, all the proceeds being used to
pay for guards and to acquire more prop-
erty.

Considering this part of the country ex-
clusively, partridges are by far the most nu-
merous and evenly distributed of all the
birds, and are found practically everywhere.
There are fewer pheasants, though, owing
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An interesting incident.

to the frecuent woods they are widely scat-
tered, and no fewer than eight of these fine
birds alone fell to the gun of one of our vil-
lage Americans on the opening day last
vear. Other birds are much more rare, but
include rail, snipe, quail, woodcock, etc.,
while most Frenchmen will pot even black-
birds and larks. Indeed one picturesque
and enthusiastic Gaul declared that a man
who would not shoot everything that came
in his way was not a “vraichasseur,” this
408

being his retort when told that a certain
friend rather scorned rabbits. In winter
there are various kinds of waterfowl, from
mud-hens to mallards, while the wary little
diver, not to be utterly despised as a dish,
demands all of, and often more than, one’s
utmost skill of sight and quickness. Rab-
bits are usually plentiful, but hares vary
greatly according to locality. There are
several ways of cooking the latter peculiar
to certain parts of the country, which make
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him a dish for gourmets, notably “civet
de lievre” and a certain roast with chestnut
stuffing.

In the preserves are deer and sometimes
boar which occasionally wander onto un-
guarded land. Boar, indeed, come under
the head of ““destructive pests” rather than
game and, as is the case with rabbits, one
may shoot them on one’s own land at any
time of the year.  Both of these animals in-
jure crops, and the owners or lessees of pre-
serves from which they have wandered may
be sued for damages. With these excep-
tions the open season for other game than
waterfowl closes in this region on the first
of January. Other climates and other va-
rieties of game make different conditions
in the south and in the mountains.

Out of season the game, where it is prop-
erly protected, becomes very tame, especial-
ly on the big private estates; and in pass-
ing an orchard belonging to one of the
neighboring chiteaux we recently saw eight
pheasants, cocks and hens, feeding close
to the road and more indifferent even to the
motor car than barnyard fowl, for not one
bothered to raise its head,

The partridges, during the winter, [re-
quently seek their food in the village gar-
dens, and in their flights from hill to valley
pass beside our very windows

I have mentioned that the opening day
is always a Sunday, and for long beforehand
among high and low the chief topics of con-
versation are the probable state of the
weather, the conditions and the quantity of
the birds, the dogs, the guns, and conject-
ures as to whether Monsieur Chose will
forget his permit as usual until the last
minute.

At length the day arrives! The country-
men and those who lelt town the day be-
fore are up by four o’clock; while every
train leaving Paris after two is crowded
with hunters in such a variety of costume as
only France can produce, with guns and
fringed gamebags and well-filled cartridge
._mh.s and jumping, barking dogs and,
sometimes, families with luncheon baskets
and baby carriages.

As soon as the sun has really risen the
entire country resounds to the fusillade,

in France 409
which is continued without interruption for
hours. If all, or even the greater part, of
those shots told, then, indeed, would the
extermination of the game in France be ac-
complished in one gory day; but they
shoot, and they shoot; and in how many
cases do the valiant sportsmen return with
nothing at all!

Each year a blond youth from Paris ar-
rives at our inn, clad in the very latest ap-
propriate costume that can be found on the
boulevards. Complete, from the feather in
his hat, which is an exact copy of the Ger-
man emperor’s, to his puttee-wound legs
and his English boots. His gun is the
most recent model, his gamebag the largest
size, and his dog the latest fad.

He is wakened at four; and half an hour
later goes forth in his glory, a small admir-
ing villager trudging behind with the bag
that is to return so heavy. He comes back
at noon, weary, dishevelled, red; all his
(:lll[‘l(lffCa gone and the Uamebag empty—
1hnugh once it did contain a lark. The
dog is cowering from its undeserved beat-
ings and kicks and the small boy is disil-
lusioned. Our Parisian retires for a bath
and a nap; to reappear for dinner, primed
with excuses and cursing the dog which he
promptly sells for a song or gives away to
some chance lucky one.

By noon even the most ardent sportsmen
are tired and ready for the good luncheon
which is no unimportant part of the day’s
programme, having been planned and or-
dered well in advance, and usually occupy-
ing from two to three hours, during which
every one talks at once with much noise
and gesticulation.  Finally the healths are
drunk and then they all go out once more
to shoot until sundown.

With variations and more or less cere-
mony and elegance this is the order of the
day from the parties at the great chateaux,
where the breakfast is often served in some
hunting pavilion on the estate, by footmen
wearing historic old family lm,rlcs down in

varied fashions and degrees to the crowd of
peasants in blouses and sabots, their queer
guns stacked in the corner and mongrel dogs
lvmv round, sitting about the long table un-
der the arbor of some wayside ¢ Llenl
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y ey H 1 RIS was no one at home
when Harry returned except
Todd, who having kept his
position outside the dining-
room door during the heated
encounter, had missed noth-
ing of the interview. What had puzzled
the darky—astounded him really—was that
no pistol shot had followed his master’s
denouncement and dehance of the Lord of
Moorlands.  What had puzzled him still
more was hearing these same antagonists
ten minutes later passing the time o' day,
St. George bowing low and the colonel
touching his hat as he passed out and
down to where Matthew and his horses
were waiting.

It was not surprising, therefore, that
Todd's recital to Harry came in a more or
less disjointed and disconnected form.

“You say, Todd,” he exclaimed in as-
tonishment, “ that my father was here!”’
Our young hero was convinced that the
visit did not concern himself, as he was no
longer an object of interest to any one at
home except his mother and Alec.

“Dat he was, sah, an’ bilin’ mad. Dey
bofe was, on’y Marse George lay low an’ de
colonel purty nigh rid ober de top of de
fence. Fust Marse George sass him and
den de colonel sass him back. Purty soon
Marse George say he gwineter speak his
min'—and he call de colonel a brute and
den de colonel riz up and say Marse
George was a beggar and a puttin’ on airs
when he didn’t hab 'nough money to buy
hisse'f a ’'tater; and den Marse George
r’ared and pitched—Oh! I tell ye he ken be
mighty sof’ and persimmony when he’s
tame—and he’s mos’ allers dat way—bhut
when his dander’s up, and it suttinly riz to-
day, he kin make de fur fly. Dat’s de time
you wanter git outer de way or you'll git
hurted.”

*“Who did you say was the beggar?” It
was all Greek to Harry.
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“Why Marse George was—he was de
one what was gwine hongry. De colonel
Towed dat de bank was busted and i

“What bank?”

“Why de "Tapsco—whar Marse George
keep his money. Ain’t you see me comin’
from dar mos’ ebery day?”

“But it hasn't failed, has it?"”  He was
still wondering what the quarrel was about.

“Wall, I dunno, but I reckon sumpin’s
de matter, for no sooner did de colonel git
on his horse and ride away dan Marse
George go git his hat and coat hisse'l and
make tracks th'ou de park by de short cut—
and you know he neber do dat 'cept when
he'sin a hurry, and den in "bout a ha'f hour
he come back agin lookin’ like he'd seed de
yahoo, only he was mad plump th’ou; den
he hollered for me quick like, and sont me
down underneaf yere to Mr. Pawson to
know was he in, and he was, and I done tol’
him, and he's dar now. He ain't neber
done sont me down dar "cept once sence |
been yere, and dat was de day dat Gadgem
man come snufflin’ ‘roun’.  Trouble com-
jal M

Harry had now begun to take in the situ-
ation. It was evidently a matter of some
moment, or Pawson would not have been
consulted.

“I'll go down myself, Todd,” he said
with sudden resolve,

“Better let me tell him yo're yere, Marse
Harry.”

“No, I'll g0 now,” and he turned on his
heel and descended the front steps.

On the street side of the house, level with
the bricks, was a door opening into a low-
ceiled, shabbily furnished room, where in
the old days General Dorsey Temple as
has been said shared his toddies with his
cronies. There he found St. George seated
at a long table piled high with law books
and papers—the top covered with a green
baize cloth embroidered with mice holes
and decorated with ink staing,  Beside him
was a thin, light-haired, young man, with
a long flexible neck and abmormally high
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forehead, over-doming a shrewd but not
unkindly face. The two were poring over
a collection of papers.

The young lawyer rose to his feet—a
sickly, deferential smile playing along his
straight lips.  Young aristocrats of Harry’s
blood and breeding did not often darken
Pawson’s door, and he was extremely anx-
ious that his guest should in some way be
made aware of that fact. St. George did
not move, nor did he take any other notice
of the Im s appearance than to fasten his
eyes upon him for a moment in recognition
of his presence.

But Harry could not wait.

“Todd has just told me, Uncle George,
that"—then he caught the grave expres-
sion on Temple’s face “Why!—Uncle
George—there isn't anything the matter, is
there? Ttisn’t true that the 4

St. George raised his head: *“What isn’t
true, Harry?”

“That the Patapsco Bank is in trouble 2"

“No, I don't think so. The bank, so far
as 1 know, is all right; it’s the depositors
who are in trouble,” and one of his quaint
smiles lighted up his face.

“Broken!—failed!” cried Harry, still in
doubt as to the extent of the catastrophe,
but wishing to be sympathetic and propor-
tionably astounded as any well bred young
man should be when his best friend was un-
happy.

“I'm afraid it is, Harry—in fact T know
it is—bhankrupt in character as well as in
balances—a bad-smelling, nasty mess, to
tell you the truth. That’s not only my own
opinion, but the opinion of every man whom
I have seen, and there were quite an angry
mob when I reached the teller's window,
this morning.  That is your own opinion
also, is it not, Mr. Pawson?—your legal
summing up, I mean.”

The voung attorney stretched out his
hands: opened wide his long, white, dou-
ble-jointed fingers; pressed their ten little
cushions together, and see-sawing the bunch
in front of his concave waistcoat, answered
in his best professional voice:

“As to being bankrupt of funds T should
say there was no doubt of that being their
condition; as to any criminal intent, or
practices—thal, of course, gentlemen”—
and he shrugged his shoulders in a non-
committal, non-actionable way—*"is not
for me to decide.”

Kennedy Square

“But you think it will be months, and
perhaps years, before the depositors get a
penny of their money—do you not?” per-
sisted St. George.

Again Pawson performed the sleight-of-
hand trick, and again he was non-committal
—a second shrug alone expressing his
views, the performance ending by his push-
ing a wooden chair in the direction of
Harry, who was still on his feet.

Harry settled himseli on its edge, and
fixed his eyes on his uncle. St. George
again became absorbed in the several pa-
pers; Pawson once more assisting him, the
visitor having now been duly provided for.

This raking of ashes, in the hope of
finding Humttl'lll'lf’ of value unscorched if
the truth be told, was not a pleasant task
for the young lawyer. He had, years be-
fore, conceived the greatest admiration for
his landlord and was never tired of telling
his associates of how kind and considerate
he had always been, and of his patience in
the earlier days of his lease, Mr. Temple
often refusing the rent until he was quite
ready to pay it. He took a certain pride
too, in living under the same roof, so to
speak, with one universally known as a
gentleman of the old school, whose birth,
education, and habits made him the stand-
ard among his fellows—a man without
pretence or sham, living a simple and
wholesome life; with dogs, guns, priceless
Madeira and Port, as well as unlimited
clothes of various patterns adapted to
every conceivable service and function—
to say nothing of his being part of the best
society that Kennedy %qmre could afford.

Lven to bow to his distinguished landlord
as he was descending his front steps was in
itself one of his greatest pleasures. That he
might not miss it, he would peer from be-
hind his office shutters until the shapely legs
of his patron could he seen between the
twisted iron railing. Then he would appear
suddenly and with assumed surprise, lift
his hat with g0 great a flourish that his
long, thin arms and body were jerked into
semaphore angles, his face, meanwhile,
beaming with ill- mmm]cd delight.

Should any one of St. George's personal
friends accompany him—men like Ken-
nedy, or General Hardisty, or some well-
known man from the Eastern Shore—one
ol the Dennises; or Robbins, or Trvings—
the pleasure was intensified, the incident
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being of great professional advantage. *1
just met old General Hardisty,” he would
say—""he was at our house,” the knowing
ones passing a wink around, and the unini-
tiated having all the greater respect and,
therefore, all the greater confidence in that
rising young firm Cof ¢ Pawson & Pawson,
Attor neys and Counsellors at Law—Wills
drawn and Estates looked after.”

That this rarest of gentlemen, of all
men in the world, should be made the
victim of a group of schemers who had
really tricked him of almost all that was
left of his patrimony, and he a member
of his own profession, was to Pawson one
of the great sorrows of his life. That he
himself had unw ittingly helped in its cul-
mination made it all the keener. Only
a few weeks had passed since that event-
ful day when St. George had sent Todd
down to arrange for an interview, an event
which was followed almost immediately by
that gentleman in person. He remembered
his delight at the honor conferred upon
him; he recalled how he had spent the
whole of that and the next day in the at-
tempt to negotiate the mortgage on the old
home at a reasonable rate of interest; he re-
called, too, how he could have lowered the
rate had St. George allowed him more time.
“No, pay it and get rid of them!”™ St.
George had said, the “them”
the very accounts over which the two were
poring.  And his patron had showed the
same impatience when it came to placing
the money in the bank.  Although his own
lips were scaled professionally by reason
of the interests of another client, he had
begeed St. George, almost to the verge of
interference, not to give it to the I’alapam
until he had been silenced with: *Have
them put it to my credit, sir; I have known
every member of that bank for years.”

All these things were, of course, unknown
to Harry, the ultimate beneficiary. Who
had filled the bucket, and how and why,
were unimportant facts to him. Thatit was
full, and ready for his use, brought with it
the same sense of pleasure he would have
felt on a hot day at Moorlands when he had
gone to the old well, drawn up the ice cold
water, and plunging in the sweet-smelling
gourd had drank to his heart’s content.

This was what wells were made for; and
so were fathers, and big, generous men like
his Uncle George, who had dozensof iriends
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being part of

ready to cram money into his pocket for
him to hand over to whoever wanted i
and without a moment’s hesitation—just as
Slater had handed him the money when
Gilbert wanted it in a hurry.

Nor could it be expected that Harry even
with the examination of St. George’s ac-
counts with the Patapsco and other institu-
tions going on under his very eyes, under-
stood fully just what a bank failure really
meant. Hall a dozen banks, he remem-
bered, had gone to smash some few years
before, sending his father to town one
morning at cl,n’htrhl where he stayed for a
weel, but no ¢ Imn"c, so far as he could re-
call, had happened because of it at Moor-
lands. Indeed, his father had bought a
new coach for his mother the very next
week, out of what he had “saved from the
wreck,” so he had told her.

It was not until the hurried overhauling
of a mass of papers beneath his uncle’s
hand, and the subsequent finding of a cer-
tain stray sheet by Pawson, that the boy was
aroused to a sense of l|1c= gravity of the
situation.  And even then his interest did
not become acute until the missing docu-
ment identified, St. George had turned to
Pawson and, pointing to an item half-way
down the column, had said in a lowered
tone, as if fearing to be overheard:

“You have the receipts, have you not,
for everything on this list?—Slater’s ac-
count too, and Hampson's?”

“They are in the file beside you, sir.”

“Well, that’s a comfort, anyhow.”

“And the balance”— here he examined
a small book which lay open Deside him
“amounting to”—he paused—"is of
course locked up in their vaults?”

Harry had craned his head in instant
attention. His quickened ears had caught
two familiar names. It was Slater who
had loaned him the five hundred dollars
which he gave to Gilbert, which his father
had commended him for borrowing; and
it was Hampson who had sold him the
wretched horse that had stumbled and bro-
ken hisleg and had afterwards to he shot.

“*Slater, did you say, Uncle George—and
Hampson? Aren’t they my old accounts?”

“Quite right, Mr. Rutter—quite right,
sir.” St. George tried to stop him with a
frown, but Pawson’s face was turned tow-
ards Harr_v and he failed to get the signal.
“Quite right, and quite lucky; they were
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both important items in Mr. Gadgem’s list,
and both checks passed through the bank
and were paid before the smash came.”

The tones of Pawson’s voice, the twisting
together of his bony hands in a sort of satis-
fied contentment, and the weary look on
his uncle’s face, were the opening of so
many windows in the boy’s brain. At the
same instant one of those creepy chills com-
mon to a man when some hitherto undis-
covered vista of impending disaster widens
out before him, started in the base of Har-
ry’s spine, crept up his shoulder-blades,
shivered along his arms, and lost itself in his
benumbed fimgers.  This was [ollowed by a
lump in his throat that nearly strangled
him. He rose from his chair and touched
Pawson on the shoulder.

“Does this mean, Mr. Pawson—this
money being locked up in the bank vaults
and not coming out for months—and may-
he never—does it mean that Mr. Temple
—well, that Uncle George—won’t have
€N :ucrh money tolive on?"  There was an
anxious, vibrant tone in Harry's voice that
aroused St. George to a sense of the boy's
share in the calamity and the privations he
must suffer because of it.  Pawson hesitated
and was about to belittle the gravity of the
situation when St. George stopped him.

“Yes—tell him—tell him everything, I
have no zecrets from Mr. Rutter., Stop!—
'l tell him. It means, Harry”—and a
brave smile played about his lips—*“that we
will have to live on hog and hominy, mavhe,
or pretty nigh 1t—ulmmh for a while—not
had, old fellow, when you get accustomed
toit.  Aunt Jemima makes very good hom-
iny and "

He stopped, the brave smile had faded
from his face.

“By Jovel—that's something I didn’t
think of —What will I do with the dear
old woman— It would break her heart—
and Todd?”

Here was something he had not counted
on.  For him to forego the luxuries that en-
riched his daily life was easyv—he had often
in his hunting trips lived for weeks on sweet
potato and a handful of cornmeal, and
slept on the bare ground with only a blan-
ket over him, but that his servants should
be reduced to similar privations was an
eventuality which he could not grapple.
For the first time since the cruel announce-
ment fell from Rutter’s lips the real situa-
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tion with all that it meant to his own future
and those dependent upon him, stared him
in the face.

He looked up and caught Harry’s anx-
ious eyes scanning his own. Then his old-
time, unruffled spirit took possession of him.

“No, son!"” he cried in his cheeriest voice
—“no, we won't worry. It will all come
out right—we’ll buckle down to it together,
you and I. Don't take it too much to
heart—we'll get on somehow.”

But the boy was not reassured; in fact,
he had become more anxious than ever.
Not only did the chill continue, but the
lump in his throat grew larger every minute.

“But, Uncle (xmrtre—) ou told me you
borrowed the money to pay those bills my
father sent me. And will you now have to
pay that back as well?”  He did not ask of
whom he had borrowed it—mnor on what
security, nor would either Pawson or his un-
cle have told him; that being a confidential
matter.

“Well, that depends, Harry; but we
won’t have to pay it back right away, which
is one comfort. And then again, I can g0
back to the law. I have yet to make my
maiden speech before a jury, but I can
do it.  Think of it!—everybody in tears,
the judge mopping his eyes— court-room
breathless. Oh, you just wait until your
old uncle gets on his feet before a bench
and jury. Come along, old fellow—let us
go up into the house.” Then in a serious
tone—** Pawson, please bring the full ac-
counts with you in the morning, and now
let me thank you for your courtesy. You
have been extremely civil, sir, and I appre-
ciate it most highly.”

They had reached the front walk and
were climbing the immaculate steps:

“Todd told you, of course, Harry, about
vour father paying me a visit this morning,
did he not?”  He was still anxious to
divert the boy’s thoughts from his own
financial straits.

“Oh, yesl—a most extraordinary ac-
count. You must have enjoyed it,” re-
plied Harry trying to fall into his uncle’s
mood. “What did he want?”

One of 5t. George’s quick heat lightning
smiles played over This face:  © He wanted
two things. He first wanted you, and then
he wanted a receipt for a month’s hoard—
vour hoard, remember! He went away
without either,”
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Another perspective now suddenly opened
up in Harry's mind: this one had a gleam
ol sunshine athwart it—the first he had
seen for days.

“But, Uncle George!” he burst out—
“don’t forget that my father owes vou all
the money you paid for me! That, of
course, will eventually come hack to you.”
This came in a tone of great relief, as if
the money was already in his hand.

St. George’s face hardened: “None of
it will come back to me,;” he rejoined in a
positive tone. “He doesn’t owe me one
single penny and he never will. That
money he owes to you. Whatever you
may happen to owe me can wait until
you are able to pay it. And now while 1
am talking about it, there is another thing
your father owes you, and that is an hum-
ble apology, and that he will pay one of
these days in tears and agony. You are
neither a beggar nor a cringing dog, and
yOu never will be so long as I can help

it!”  He stopped, rested his hand on the
hoy's shoulder, and with a quiver in his
voice added:— “Your hand, my son.

Short commons after this, mayln:, but we
will make the fight together.”

When the two %tep};ed into the dining-
room it was filled with gentlemen—_riends
who had heard of the crash and who had
come either to extend their sympathy or
offer their bank accounts. They had heard
of the catastrophe at the club and had in-
stantly left their seats and walked across
the park in a body.

To one and all St. George gave a warm
pressure of the hand and a bright smile.
Had he been the master of ceremonies at a
state reception he could not have been more
self-possessed or more gallant; his troubles
were for himself, never for his guests.

“All in a lifetime—but I am not worry-
ing. The Patapsco pulled out once before
and it may again. My only regret is that I
cannot, at least for a time, have as many ol
you as I would wish under my Mahogany.
But don't let us borrow any trouble; cer-
tainly not to-day. Todd, get some glasses
and bring me that bottle of Madeira—the
one there on the sideboard!” Here he took
the precious fluid from Todd's hand and
holding high the crusted bottle said with a
dry smile—one his friends knew when his
irony was aroused: ‘““That wine, gentle-
men, saw the light at a time when a man
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locked his money in an iron hox to keep
outside thieves from stealing it; to-day he
locks his money in a bank’s vault and the
thieves are locked in with it. Extraordi-
nary, is it not, how we gentlemen trust each
other?” and with a light laugh Dbreaking

from his lips:—" Here, Todd, draw the
cork! Slowly now. Now hand
me the bottle—yes—Clayton, that’s the

same wine that you and Kennedy liked so
much the night we had Mr. Poe with us.
It is really about all that is left of my
father’s Black Warrior of 1810. I thought
it was all gone, but Todd found two more
the other day, one of which I sent to Ken-
nedy. This is the other.  Kennedy writes
me he is keeping his until we can drink it
together. TIs everybody's glass full? Then
‘here’s to love and Lm"hlu and every true
friend of my true friend my own!’”

Before the groups had dispersed Harry
had the facts in his possession—principally
from Judge Pancoast, who gave him a full
account of the bank's ua]llqmc some papers
having heen handed up to him on the bhench
that morning.  Summed up, his uncle was
practically ruined—and he, Harry, was the
cause ol it—the innocent cause, perhaps—
but the cause all the same: Dbut for his
father’s cruelty and his debts St. George
would never have mortgaged his home.
That an additional sum—nhis uncle’s entirce
deposit—had been swallowed up in the
crash, was but part of the same misfortune.
Poce’s lines were true then—never so true as
now:

“Some unhappy master whom unmerciful dis-
d=ler
Followed fazt and followed faster

This then was ever aiter to be his place
in life—to bring misery wherever he went.

He caught up his hat and walked
through the park with the judge hoping
for some further details of his uncle's pres-
ent plight and future condition, but the
only thing his Honor added to what he al-
ready knew was his wonderment over the
fact that St. George having no immediate
use for the money except to pay his bills,
should have raised so large a sum on a
mortgage instead of borrowing it from his
friends. It was here that Harry's heart
gave a bound :—no one, then, but his uncle,
Pawson, and himself, knew that he alone
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was responsible for the catastrophe. That
his father should have learned of his share
in it did not enter his head.

Todd answered his knock on his return,
and inreply to hisinquiry informed him that
he must not sit up as “* Marse George” had
left word that he would be detained until
late at a meeting of the creditorsof the bank.

And so the unhappy boy, his supper over,
sought his bed and, as had occurred more
than once before, spent the earlier hours of
the night gazing at the ceiling and wonder-
ing what would become of him.

NV

Wit the breaking of the dawn Harry's
mind was made up and before the sun was
an hour high he had dressed hurriedly,
stolen downstairs so asto wake no ome, and
closing the front door softly behind him had
taken the long path through the park in the
direction of the wharves.  Once there, he
made the rounds of the shipping l‘!ﬁ'lt es
from Light Street wharf to the I
by the time St. George had flnlth(! (h‘us:a-
ing—certainly before he was through his
coffee—had entered the name of Henry
Rutter on two sets ol books—one fora po-
sition as supercargo and the other, should
nothing better be open—as common sea-
man. All he insisted upon was that the ship
should sail at once.  As to the destination,
that wasg of no consequence, nor did the
length of the voyage make any difference.
He remembered that his intimate friend,
Gilbert, had some months helore gone as
supercargo to China, his father wanting
him to see something of the world; and if
a similar position were open he could, of
course, give references as to his character—
a question the agent asked him—Dbut then,
Gilbert had a father to help him.  Should
no such position be available, he would ship
before the mast, or serve as cook or cabin-
boy, or even scullion—but he would not
live another day or hour dependent on his
dear Uncle George, who had impoverished
himsell in his hehalf.

He selected the sea instead of going into
the army as a common soldier because the
sea had always appealed to him.  He loved
its freedom and its dangers. Then again,
he was voung and strong—could climb like
a cat—sail a boat—swim—  Yes!—the sea
was the place! He could get far enough
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away behind its horizons to hide the strug-
gle he must make to a(mmphsh the one
purpose of his life—the earning of his debt.

Filled with this idea he becran to perfect
his plans, determining to take no one into
his confidence until the day before the ship
was ready to sail.  He w ould then send for
his mother and Alec—bring them all down
to St. George's house and announce his in-
tention. That was the best and wisest way.
As for Kate—who had now been at home
some weeks—he would pour out his heart
to her in a letter. This was better than an
interview, which she would doubtless re-
[use:—a letter she would be obliged to read
and, perhaps, answer. As for his dear Un-
cle George—it would be like tearing his
heart out to leave him, but this wrenc h had
to be met and it was best to do it quickly
and have done with it.

When this last thought took possession
of him a sudden faintness crept over him.
Leaving his uncle would be hardest of all.
What St. George was to him no one but
himself knew:;—{father, friend, comrade,
adviser—standard of men and morals—
all and more was his beloved uncle. No
thought of his heart but he had given him
and never once had he been misunder-
stood. He could put his arm about his
uncle’s neck as he would about his mother’s
and not be thought effeminate or childish.
And the courtesy and dignity and fairness
with which he had been treated; and the
respect St. George showed him—and he
only a boy: unmpt’llmu his older men
friends to do the same. Never letting him
feel that any foolish act of his young life had
been criticised, or that any one had ever
thought the less of him because of them.

Brealkfast over, during which no allusion
was made either to what St. George had
accomplished at the crml'c-renu:- of credi-
tors the night hefore, or to Harry's early
rising—the hoy made ]115 way into the park
and took the path he loved. Tt was au-
tumn, and the mild morning air bespoke an
Indian summer day. Passing heneath the
lusty magnolias, which flaunted here and
there their glossy leaves, he paused under one
of the big oaks, whose branches stripped
of most of their foliage still sheltered a
small, vine-covered arbor where he and
Kate had often sat—indeed, it was within
its cool shade that he had first told her he
loved her. Here he settled himself on a
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small wooden bhench outside the retreat and
gave his thoughts [ull rein—not to repine,
nor to revive his tr oubles, which he meant
to put behind him—but to plan out the
letter he was to write Kate. This must
be clear and convincing and tell the whole
story of his heart.  That he might empty
it the better he had chosen this place made
sacred by her presence. Then again, the
park was generally deserted at this hour—
the hour I;Lu\ een the Ihlshll‘lq { the men of
business and the coming of 1hn, children
and nurses—and he would not be inter-
rupted—certainly not before this arbor—
one by itsell and away from passers-hy.

He seated himself on the bench, his eves
overlooking the park.  All the hours he had
passed with Kate beneath the w ide-spread-
ing trees rose in his mind; the day they had
read aloud to each other, her pretty feet
tucked under her so that the dreadiul ants
couldn’t touch her dainty stockings; the
morning when she was late and he had
waited and fumed stretching minutes into
hours in hig impatience; that summer night
when the two had hidden behind the big
oak so that he could kiss her good-night and
none of the others see.

With these memories stirring, his letter
was forgotten, and his head dropped upon
his brc.lat, as if the w eicht of all he had I(‘mt
was greater than he could bear. Grasping
his walking stick the tighter he began trac-
ing figures in the gravel, his thoughts fol-
lowi ing each line. Sudc Ienl} his ears caught
the sound of a quick step—one he thc)ught
strangely familiar.

He raised his eyes.

Kate had passed him and had given no
sign of her presence!

He sprang from his seat:

“Kate!—Kate!l— Are you going to
treat me as my father treated me!  Don't,
pleasel—  You'll never see me again—bhut
don’t cut me like that: I have never done
anything but love you!”

The girl came to a halt, but she did not
turn her head, nor did she answer.

“Please, Kate—won't you speak to me?
It may be the last time I shall ever see you.
I am going away from Kennedy Square. 1
was going to write you a letter; I came out
here to think of what I ought to say "

She raised her head and half turned her
trembling body so that she could see his
face, her eyes reading his.
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“1 didn’t think you wanted me to ‘?}K‘ilk
to you, or you w ould have looked up.’

“ didn't see you until you had passed.
L'anl we sit down here?—no one will see
us.”

She suffered him to take her hand and
lead her to the bench.  There she sat, her
eyes still searching his face—a wondering,
cager look, discovering every moment some
old remembered spot—an eyebrow, or the
line at the corner of the mouth, or the round
of the cheek—each and every one bringing
back to her the days that were past and
gone never Lo return.

“You are going away?" she said at last

“why? Aren't you happy with Uncle
(..it-orgc? He would miss you, I am sure.”
She had let the scarf fall from her shoulders
as she spoke, bringing into view the full
round of her exquisite throat. He had
caught its flash, but he could not trust him-
self to look the closer.

“Not any more than I shall miss him,”
he rejoined sadly, “but he has lost almost
everything he had in the bank failure and
I cannot have him :ul:]':nrt me any longer
—50 I dim “'{]111“' Lo "‘Lﬂ.

Kate started forward and laid her hand
on hig wrist: “Tosea!—in a ship! Where?”
The inquiry came with such suddenness
and with so keen a note of pain in her voice
that Harry’s heart gave a bound. It was
not St. (:l.’ulUf: s losses then she was think-
ing of—she was thinking of him! He raised
his eyes quickly and studied her face the
closer; then his heart sank again. Nol—
he was wrong—there was only wonder in
her gaze; only her usual curiosity to know
every detail of what was going on around
her,

With a sigh he resumed his bent position,
talking to the end of his w alking stick trac-
ing figures in the gravel: “I “shall go to
Rio, pml_u!;l_\. he continued in the same
despondent tone—"or China. That’s why
I called after you. 1 sail day after to-mor-
row—->aturday, at the latest, and it may be
a good many years before I get back again,
and so I didn’t want to go, Kate, without
telling you that—that—I forgive you for
everything you have done to me—and
whether you forgive me or not, I have kept
my promises to you, and I will always keep
them as long as I live."”

“What does dear Uncle George think of
it?” She too was addressing the end of
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the stick; gaining time to make up her
mind what to do and say. The old wound,
of course, could not be opened, but she
might save him and herself from fresh ones.

“He doesn’t know I am going; nobody
knows but you. I have been a curse to
every one who has been kind to me, and I
am going now where there will be nobody
but strangers about me. To leave Uncle
George breaks my heart, but so does it
break my heart to leave my precious mother
and dear old Alec, who cries all the time and
has now taken to his bed, 1 hear.”

She waited, but her name was not added
to the list, nor did he raise his head.

“I deserve it all, T suspect,” he went on,
“or it wouldn’t be sent to me, but it’s over
now. If I ever come back it will be when
[ am satisfied with myself; if I never come
back, why then my former hard luck has
followed me—that’s all.  And now may [
talk to you, Kate, as I used to do some-
times?”  He straightened up, threw down
his cane, and turned his shoulders so he
could look her squarely in the eyes.  “If I
say anything that offends you you can get
up and walk away and I won’t follow you,
nor will I add another word.  You may
never see me again, and if it is not what 1
ought to say, you can forget it all when I
am gone. Kate!”—he stopped, and for a
moment it was all he could do to control
himself. “What I want to tell you first 1s
this—that T haven’t had a hdpp\ day or
hour since that night on the stairs in my
father’'s house. Whether 1 was right or
wrong I don’t know; what followed is
what I couldn’t help, but that part 1 don’t
regret, and if any one should behave to you
as Willits did T would do it over again.
What I do regret is the pain it has caused
vou. And now here comes this awful sor-
row to Uncle George, and I am the cause of
that too.”

She turned her face quickly, the color
leaving her cheeks as if alarmed.  Haa he
been behavi ing badly again?  But he swept
it away with his next sentence.

“You see my father refused to pay any
of the bills I owed and Uncle George paid
them [or me—and T can’t have ilmt goon a

ay longer—certainly not now.

Kate’s shoulders relaxed. A sigh of re-
lief spent itsell, Harry was still an honest
gentleman, whatever else he might have
{|I)I]C!
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“And now comes the worst of it, Kate.”
His voice sank almost to a whisper, as if
even the birds should not hear this part of
his confession: “Yes—the worst of it—that
I have had all this to suffer—all this mis-
ery to endure—all these insults of my father
to bear without you! Always before, we
have talked things out together; then you
were shut away and I could only look up at
vour windows and rack my brain wonder-
ing where you were and what you were do-

ing. T¢sall over now—you love somebody
else- _ut I shall never love anybody else:
I can’t! Idon’t wantto! You are the last

thing T kiss before I close my eves; I shut
them and kiss only the air—but it is your
lips I feel; and you are the first thing T open
them upon w hen I wake. It will alw ays
be so, Kate—you are my body, my soul, and
my life. T shall never have you again, 1
know, but I shall have your memory and
that is sweeter and more precious to me
than all else in the world!”

“Harry!" There was a strange tremor
in her voice—not of sclf-defence—not of
recrimination—only of overwhelming pity:
“Don’t you think that I too have had my
troubles? Do you think it was nothing to
me to love you as I did and have—"" She
stopped, drew in her breath as if to bolster
up some inward resoiution, and then with
a brave lift of the head added: “No, I
won't go into tha 3

“Yes—tell me all of it—you can’t hurt
me more than you have done. But you
may he right—no, we won't talk of that

part of it. And now, Kate, I won't ask
you to stay any longer; I am glad 1 saw
vou—it was better than writing.” He

leaned forward: “Let me look into your
face once more, won’t you, so I can re-
member the better. Yes—the same dear
eyes—and the hair growing low on the
lunplu and the beautiful mouth and—
No—I shan't forget—I never have.” He
rose from his seat and held out his hand:
“You'lll take it, won't you—just once—
Good-hy!™

She had not moved, nor had she grasped
his hand, her face was still towards him, her
whole frame tense, the tears crowding to
the lids.

“Sit down, Harry. 1 can’t let you go
like this. Tell me something more of
where you are going—why must you go to
sea?  Can’t you support yourself here ?—
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Isn’t there something you can get todo? 1
will see my father and find out if

“No you won't.” There was a note al-
most of defiance in his voice—one she had
never heard before. I am through with
accepting favors from any living man.
Herealter I stand in my own shoes, inde-
pendent of everybody. My father is the
only person w ho has a right to give me help
and as he refuses absc ;lutcl\ t0 do anything
more than pa} my board, T must fall back
on myseli. I didn’t see these things in this
same way when Uncle George paid my
debts, or even when he took me into his
home as his guest—but 1 do now.”

Something gave a little hound in Kate's
heart. This manly independence was one
of the things she had in the old days hoped
was in him. What had come over her for-
mer lover, she wondered.

““And another thing, Kate.” She was
listening eagerly—she “could not believe it
was Hany who was speaking—"1{ you
were to tell me this moment that vou loved
me again and would marry me, and I still
be as I am to-day—outlawed by my father
and dependent on charity—I would not do
it. I can’tlive on your money, and I have
none of my own. Furthermore, I owe dear
Uncle George his money in such a way that
1 can never pay it back except I earn it, and
that I can’tdo here. To borrow it of some-
body else to pay him, would be more dis-
graceful sull.”

Again her heart gave a bound. Her fa-
ther had followed the opposite course, and
she knew for a certainty just what some
men thought of him, and she could as easily
recall hali a dozen younger men who had
that very summer been willing to play the
same game with herself. Something warm
and sympathetic struggled up through her
reserve.

“Would you stay, Harry, if T asked you
to?” she said in almost a whisper. She
had not meant to put the question quite in
that way, but somehow it had asked itself

He looked at her with his soft brown
eyes, the long lashes shading their tender
brilliancy. He had guessed nolhmg of the
newly awakened throb in her heart; only his
situation stared him in the face ancl in this
she had no controlling interest; nor could
she now that she loved somebody else.

“No, Kate, it wouldn't alter anything.
It would be putting off the day when it
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would all have to he done over again; and
then it would he still worse hecause of the
hn;aes it had raised.”

“Do vou really mean, Harry, lhall vou
would not stay if T asked you?” It was
not her heart which was speaking, but the
pride of the woman who had always had
her own way.

“1 certainly do,” he answered emphati-
cally, his voice rising in intensity.  * Lvery
day I lose is just so much taken from a
decent, independent life.”

A sudden revulsion of feeling swept
through her. This was the last thing she
had expected from Harry.  What had come
over him that he should deny her anything ?
—he who had always obeyed her slightest
wish. Then a new thought entered her
head—why should she humble herself 1o
ask any more questions?  With a quick
movement she gained her feet and stood
toying with her dress, arranging the lace
scarf about her throat, tichtening the wide
strings that held her tea-cup of a bonnet
close to her fuce.  She raised her eves and
stole a glance at him.  The lips were still
firmly set with the resolve that had tight-
ened them, but his eyes were brimming
tears.

As suddenly as her pride had rizsen did it
die out. All the tenderness of her nature
welled up.  She made one step in his direc-
tion. She wasabout to speak, but he had
not moved, nor did his face relax.  She
saw that nothing could shake his resolve;
they were as far apart as if the seas al-
ready rolled hetween them. She held out
her hand, and with that same note of in-
finite pathos which he knew so well when
she spoke straight from her heart, said as
she laid her fingers in his.

“Good-by, and God bless you, Harry.”

“Good-by, Kate,” he murmured in
barely audible tones. ““May I—may I—
kiss you on the forehead, as I always used
to do when I left you &

She bent her head—he leaned over and
touched the spot with his lips as reverently
as a sinner kisses the garment of a saint,
then, choking down her tears, all her body
unstrung, her mind in a whirl, she turned
and passed out of the park.

That same afternoon IKate called her [i-
ther into her little sitting-room at the 1111».:1‘
the stairs and shut the door.
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“Harry Rutter is going to sea as a com-
mon sailor on one of the ships leaving here
in a couple of days. Can you find out
which one r—it may he one of your own.”
He was still perfunctory agent of the line.

“Young Rutter going to sea!”—the no-
menclature of “my dear Harry,” had ended
since the colonel had disinherited him,
“Well—that ¢s news! I suspect that will
be the best place for him; then if he plays
any of his pranks there will be somebody
around with a cat-o’-nine-tails to take it
cut of him. Going to sea, is he?”

Kate looked at him with lowered lids,
her lips curling slightly, but she did not de-
fend the culprit. It was only one of what
Prim called his ““ jokes” and he was the last
man in the world to wish any such punish-
ment. Moteover, she knew her father much
hetter than the Honorable Prim knew his
daughter, and whenever she had a favor to
ask was invariably careful not to let his
little tea-kettle boil over.

“Only a short time ago, father, you got a
berth as supercargo on one of my grand-
father’s ships for Mark Gilbert—can’t you
do it for Harry?”

“But Kate—that was quite a different
thing. Mark’s father came to me and
asked it as a special favor.” His assumed
authority at the shipping office rarely ex-
tended to the appointing of officers—not
when the younger partners objected.

“Well, Harry’s father won't come to
you, nor will Harry; and it isn’t a different
thing. It’s exactly the same thing so far
as you are concerned, and there is a greater
reason for Harry, for he is alone in the
world and he is not used to hard work of
any kind, and it is cruel to make a common
sailor of him.”

S“Why I thought Temple was fathering
him.”

“So Uncle George has, and would always
look after him, but Harry is too brave and
manly to live upon him any longer, now
that Uncle George has lost most of his
money. Will you see Mr. Pendergast, or
shall I go down to the othce?”

Prim mused for a moment: “There may
not be a vacancy,” he ventured, “but I
will inquire. The Ranger sails on Friday
for the River Platte and I will have Mr.
Pendergast come and see me. Super-
cargoes are of very little use, my dear,
unless they have had some business train-
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ing and this young man, of course, has had
none at ali.”

“This young man, indeed,” thought
Kate with a sigh, stifling her indignation.
“Poor Harryl—no one need treat him any
longer with even common courtesy, now
that St. George, his last hold, had heen
swept away.

“I think on the whole I had better go my-
self,” she added with some impatience. ‘I
don’t want anything to go wrong about it.”

“No, I'll see him, Kate, just leave it all
to me.”

He had already decided what to do—or
what he would try to do—when he first
heard the hoy wanted to leave the country.
What troubled him was what the manag-
ing partner of the Line might think of the
proposition. As long as Harry remained
at home and within reach any number of
things might happen—even a return of the
old love. With the scapegrace half-way
around the world some other man might
have a chance—Willits, especially, who
had proved himself in every way worthy
of his daughter, and who would soon be
one of the leading lawyers of the State if
he kept on.

With the closing of the door upon her
father, Kate threw herself upon her lounge.
One by one the salient features of her inter-
view with Harry passed in review; his
pleading for some word of comfort—some
note of forgiveness with which to cheer the
hours of his exile. **You are the last thing
I kiss before I close my eyes.” Then his
open defiance of her expressed wishes when
they conflicted with his own set purpose of
going away and staying away until he made
up his mind to retwrn. While the first
brought with it a certain contented satis-
faction—something she had expected and
was glad of-—the last aroused only indigna-
tion and revolt. Her brow tightened, and
something of the determination of the old
seadog, her grandfather Barkeley, played
over her countenance. She no longert then
hlled Harry’'s life, controlling all his actions;
she no longer inspired his hopes. Rather
than marry her he would work as acommon
sailor. Yes—he had said so, and with his
head up and his voice ringing brave and
clear. She was proud of him for it—sbe
had never been so proud of him—but why
no trace of herself in his resolve P—except
in his allusion to the duel, when he said he
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would do it over again should any one again
insult her. It was courteous, of course,
for him to feel that way, however much she
abhorred the system of settling such dis-
putes.  But then he would do that for any
other woman—would, no doubt, for some
woman he had not yet seen. In this he
was the son of his father and the same
Harry—but in everything else he was a
changed man—and never more changed
than in his attitude toward her.

With these thoughts racking her brain
she rose from the lounge and began pacing
the floor, peering out between the curtain of
the room, her eyes wandering over the park
as if she could still see him between the
branches. Then her mind cleared and the
true situation developed itself:—for months
she had hugged to herself the comforting
thought that she had only to stretch out her
hand and bring him to her feet. He had
now looked her full in the face and pro-
claimed his freedom. It was as if she had
caged a bird and found the door open and
the prisoner singing in a tree overhead.

That same night she sat by her wood fire
in her chamber, her old black mammy—
Mammy Hmnx—hcndmu close, combing
out her marvellous hair. She had been
studying the coals, watching the little cas-
tles 1_:1]6 and fall; the quick smothering of
hurrying sparks under a blanket of gray
ashes, and the wavering, flickering Iwhl
that died on the curling smoke. She had
not spoken for a long time when the old
woman roused her,

“Whar was you dis mawnin™ honey
chile?  Mister Willits done wait mo'n ha'l
a hour, den he say he come hack an’ fetch
his sorrel horse wid him dis arternoon, an’
take ye ridin’,  But he ain’t come—dat is,
Ben done tol” me so.”

“No, mammy,” she answered wearily—
“I sent him word not to—I didn’t feel like
riding to-day.”

NVII

OVER two years have passed away since
that mournful night when Harry with his
hand in St. George’s, his voice choking, had
declared his determination to leave him the
next day and seek his fortunes across the
seas,

Tt was a cruel blow to Temple, coming as
it did on the heels of his own disaster, but
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when the first shock had passed he could
but admire the lad for his pluck and love
him the hetter for his independence.

“All right, my son,” he had said, con-
cealing as best he could, his intense suffer-
ing over the loss of his companion. “T'll
try and get aleng. But remember I am
here—and the door is always open. Idon’t
blame you—I would do the same thing
were I in your place. \nrl now about Kate
—what shall I say to her?’

“Nothing. I said it all this morning.
She doesn’t love me any more—she would
have passed me by without speaking had 1
not called to her. She'll he married to Wil-
lits before T come hack—if T ever do come
back. But leaving Kate is easier than
leaving you. You have stuck to me all the
way through and Kate—well—perhaps she
hasn't unders perhaps her father has
been talking to her—I don’t know. Any-
how, it's all over. If I had had any doubts
about it hefore, this morning’s talk settled
it. The sea is the best place for me. T can
support myself anyway, for a while until I
can help you.”

And the boy was right, St. George had
saidd to himself.  Kate's reason had tri-
umphed at last and her heart had grown
cold.  She, perhaps, was not to blame.
Her experiences had been trying and she
was still confronted by influences bitterly
opposed to Harry, and largely in favor of
Willits, for weak specimen as Prim was,
he was still her father and in so important
a step as her marriage, must naturally ex-
crcise authority.  As for his own influence,
that, he realized, had come to an end at
their last interview: the whole thing, he
must admit, was disappointing—cruelly so
—the keenest disappointment of his life.

Many a night since then had he sat alone
by that same fire, his dogs his only com-
panions, the boy's words ringing in his ears:
“ Leaving Kate is easier than leaving you!”
Had it been the other way, he often thought
it would have been nearer the truth, for
nothing in his whole life had left so great a
void in his heart as the loss of the boy he
loved. Not that he was ever completely
disheartened; there was always daylight
ahead—the day when Harry would come
back and their old life begin again. With
this in store for him he had led his life as
best he could, visiting his friends in the
country, entertaining in a simple inexpen-
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sive way, hunting at Wesley, where he and
Peggy Coston would exchange confidences
and funny stories; dining out; fishing in
the early spring; getting poorer and poorer
in pocket, and yet never complaining, his
philosophy being that it would be brighter
in the morning, and it always was—to him.

And vet if the truth be told his own sit-
nation had not improved—in fact, it had
grown steadily worse. Only one payment
of interest had been made on the mortgage
and the owner was already threatening
foreclosure proceedings.  Pawson's inter-
vention alone had staved off the fatal climax
by promising the holder to keep the loan
alive by the collection of some old debts—
borrowed money and the like—due St.
(reorge for years and which his good nature
had allowed to run on indefinitely until
some of them were practically outlawed.
Indeed it was only through resources like
this, in all of which Pawson helped, and
with the collecting of some small ground
rents, that kept Todd and Jemima in their
places and the larder comfortably filled.
As to the bank—there was still hope that
some small percentage would be paid the
depositors, it being the general opinion that
the directors were perhonal]) liable because
of the irregularities which the smash had
uncovered—Dbut this would take months, if
not years, to work out.

His greatest comfort was in the wander-
er's letters.  These he would watch for with
the eagerness of a girl hungry for news of
her distant lover. Ior the first few months
these came by every possible mail, most
of them directed to himself; others to his
mother, Mrs. Rutter driving in from Moor-
lands to compare notes with St. George.
Then, as the boy made his way further in-
to the interior the intervals were greater—
sometimes a month passed without news
of him.

“We are short-handed,” he wrote St.
(ieorge, “owing to fever on the voyage out
on the Ranger, and though I am super-
cargo and sit at the captain’s table, T have
to turn to and work like any of the others—
fine exercise, but my hands are cracked and
blistered and full of tar. T'll have to wear
eloves the next time I dine with you.”

Not a word of this to his mother—no
such hardships for her tender ears:

“Tell me about Kate, mother—this
from Rio—*“how she looks; what she says;
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does she ever mention my name? My love
to Alec. Is Matthew still caring for Spit-
fire, or has my father sold her 7" Then fol-
lowed the line: **Give my father my re-
spectful regards; I would send my love,
but he no longer cares for it.”

The dear lady did not deliver the mes-
sage. Indeed Harry’s departure had so
widened the breach between the colonel
and herself that they practically occupied
different parts of the house as far removed
from each other as possible. She had de-
nounced him first to his face for the boy's
self-imposed exile, and again behind his
back to her intimates. Nor did her resolve
waver even when the colonel was thrown
fronmi his horse and so badly hurt that his
eyesight was greatly impaired. It is a
judgment on you,” she had said, drawing
her frail body up to its full height. “You
will now learn what other people suffer,”
and would have kept on upstairs to her own
room had not her heart softened at his help-
lessness—a new role for the colonel.

He had made no answer at the time: he
never answered her back. She was too
frail to be angry with, and then she was
right about his being the cause of her suf-
fer:r—thc first cause of it, at least. He
had not yet arrived at the point where he
censured himself for all that had happened.
In fact since Harry's sudden exit,made with-
out a word to anybody at Moorlands except
his mother and Alec, who went to town on
a hurry message, he had steadily laid the
blame on everybody else connected with the
affair—sometimes on St. George for his in-
terference in his peace-making programme
at the club and his refusal, when ruined
financially, to send the boy back to him in
an humble and contrite spirit. Moreover,
he had not recovered from the wrath he had
felt when, having sent John Gorsuch to as-
certain from St. George the amount of
money he had paid out for his son, Temple
had politely sent Gorsuch, in charge of
Todd, downstairs to Pawson who in turn,
after listening to Todd’swhispered message,
had, with equal politeness, shown Gorsuch
the door, the colonel’s signed check—the
amount unfilled—still in his pocket.

It was only when the Lord of Moorlands
went into town to spend an hour or so with
Kate—and he was a frequent visitor prior
to his accident—that his old manner re-
turned. He loved the girl dearly and was
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never tired of talking to her. She was the
only woman who would listen when he
poured out his heart.

What drew the colonel to Kate was his
personal force. She liked strong, decided
men even if they sometimes erred in their
conclusions. Her grandfather, old Cap-
tain Barkeley, had had the same master-
fulness. He had been in absolute com-
mand in his earlier years, and he had kept
in command all his life. His word was
law, and he was generally right. She was
twelve years old when he dled and had,
therefore, ample opportunity to know. It
was her grandfather’s strong personality, in
fact,which had given her so clear an idea of
her father’s many weaknesses. Rutter, she
felt. was a combination of both Barkeley
and Prim—Tforceful and yet warped by prej-
udices; dominating yet intolerant; able to
do big things and contented with little ones.
His forcefulness, however, despite his many
shortcomings, appealed to her. Moreover,
she saw much of Harry in him. It was that
which made her so willing to listen—she
continually comparing one to the other.
These comparisons were invariably made
in a circle, beginning at Rutter's hrown
eyes, taking in his features and peculiarities
—many of them reproduced in his son’s—
such as the firm set of the lips and the
square line of the chin—and ending quite
naturally, with the brown orbs again.
While these matched the color and shape,
and often the fierce glare of the chLr s,
they could also, she said to herself, shine
with the soft light of the mother’s. It was
from the mother’s side, then, that there
came the willingness to yield to whatever
tempted him—it may be to drink—to a
[alse sense of honor, to herseli—Harry be-
ing her slave instead of her master. And
the other men around her—so far as yield-
ing was concerned (here her brow would
tichten and her lips straighten)—were no

better., Even Uncle George must take her
own “No' for an answer and believe it

when she meant quite a different thing.
And again would her soul break out in re-
volt over the web in which she had become
entangled, and once more would she cry
herself to sleep.

Nobody but her old black mammy knew
how tragic had been her sufferings, how
many bitter hours she had passed nor how
many bitter tears she had shed. Yet even
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old Henny could not comfort her, nor was
there any one else to whom the girl could
pour out her heart. She had, it is true,
kept up her intimacy with her Uncle ('}eorcrt:
—hardly a week passed that she was not a
visitor at his house or he at hers—but they
had long since refrained from discussing
Harry. Not because he did not want to
talk about him, but because she would not
lethim— Of course not!

To Richard Horn, however, strange to
say, she often turned—not so much for
confidences as for a broader understand-
ing of life. The thoughtful inventor was
not so hedged about by social restrictions,
and would break out in spontanecous ad-
miration of Harry, saying with a decisive
nod of his head, A fine, splendid young
fellow, my dear Kate; 1 recognized it first
at St. (rc.orge s dinner to Mr. Poc and if I
may say so, a much abused young man
whose only sin is that he, like many another
about us, has been born under a waning
star in a sky full of obsolete clouds; one
that the fresh breeze of a new civilization
will some day clear away.”—a deduction
which Kate could not quite grasp, but
which comforted her greatly.

It delighted her, too, to talk fo him of the
notable occurrences t.leg place about
them. “You are wonderfully intelligent,
my dear,” he had said to her on one occa-
sion, “‘and should miss nothing of thc de-
v elc)pments that are going on about us;” and
in proof of it had the very next day taken her
to an exhibition of Mr. Morse’s new tele-
graph, given at the Institute, at which two
operators, each with an instrument, the men
in sight of each other, but too far apart to be
in collusion, were sending and answering the
messages through wires stretched around
the hall. ~ She, at Richard’s suggestion, had
written a message herself, which she hand-
ed to the nearest operator who had ticked
it to his fellow, and who at once read it to
the audience. Even then many doubting
Thomases had cried out “collusion,” until
Richard, rising in his seat, had not onl\ en-
dorsed the truth of the readmg, but ex-
plained the invention, his statement silenc-
ing all opposition because of his well-known
standing and knowledge of kindred sci-
ences.

Richard’s readings also, from which
Kate was never absgent, and which had now
been resumed at his own house, greatly in-
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terested her,  These of late had been de-
voted to many of Poe’s earlier poems and
later tales, for despite the scene at St
George'’s the inventor had never ceased to
believe in the poet.

And so with these occupations, studies,
investigations, and S{}t'i'.ll pleasures—she
never missing a ball or party (Willits al-
ways managing {o ]JL with her)—and the
spending of the summer months at the Red
Sulphur, where she had been pursued by
half a dozen admirers—one a titled LEng-
lishman—had the days and hours of the
years of Harry’s absence passed slowly
[l\\'ﬂ}'.

At the end of the second winter a slight
change occurred in the monotony of her
life. Her constant unwavering devotee,
Langdon Willits, [ell ill and had to he taken
to the Lastern shore, where the same old
lot of bandages—that is of the same pattern

—and the same loyal sister, were impressed
into service to nurse him back to health.
The furrow Harry’s bullet had ploughed in
his head still troubled him at times, espe-
cially in the hot weather, and a horseback
ride beside Kate one August day, with the
heat in the nineties, had started the subsoil
of his cranium to aching with such vehe-
mence that Teackle had promptly packed it
in ice and ten days later its owner in blank-
ets had put them hoth aboard the bay boat
bound for the Fastern Shore.

Whether this new irritant—and every-
thing seemed to annoy her now—had hegun
1o tell on our beautiful Kate, or whether the
gavety of the winter both at home and in
Washington, where she had spent some
weeks during the season, had tired her out,
certain it was that w hen the spring came
the life had gone out of her step and the
color from her cheeks. Mammy Henny
had noticed it and had coddled her the
more, crooning and petting her; and her
father had noticed it and had begun to he
anxious, and at last St. George had stalked
in and cried out in that breezy, joyous way
of his that nothing daunted:

“Here, you sweetheart —what have vou
heen (Imn" to your cheeks—all the roses
out of them and’ pale as two lilies—and vou
never out of hed until twelve o’clock in the
day and looking then as if you hadn’t had a
wink of sleep all night.  Not a word out of
vou, Seymour,until I've finished. I'm going
to take l\tltL down to Tom Coston’s and
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keep her there till she gets well.  Too many
stuffy halls—too many late suppers—oys-
ter roasts and high doings. None of that
at Tom’s. Up at six and to bed at ten.
I've just had a letter from him and dear
Peggy is crazy to have us come. Take your
mare along, Kate, and you won't lack fresh
air. Now what do you say, Sevmour?”

OFf course the Honorable Prim bobbed
his honorable head and said he had been
worried himsell over Kate’s loss of appetite
and that if Temple would, etc., etc.—he
would—ete., etc.—and so Mammy Henny
began to get pink and white and other
fluffy lhmm, together, and Ben, with Todd
to help, led Joan, her own beloved saddle
horse, down to the dock and saw that she
was safely lodged between decks, and then
up came a coach (all this was two days lat-
er) and my lady drove off with two hair
trunks in front and a French bonnet hox
behind—5St. George beside her, and fat
Mammy Henny in white kerchief and red
bandanna, and Todd in one of St. George’s
old shooting jackets, on the box next the
driver with his feet on two of the dogs, the
others having been loaned to a friend.

And it was a great leave-taking when the
party reached the wharf. Not onlv were
three or four of her girl friends present but
a dozen or more of the old merchants for-
sook their desks, when the coach unlim-
bered, most of them crossing the cobbles—
some ];tue headed, and all nf them in high
stocks and swallow-tail coats—pens behind
their ears, spectacles on their pates—to bid
the young princess good-hy.

For Kate was still “our Kate,” in the
widest and broadest sense and the prl(]e and
joy of all who knew her, and many who
didn’t.  That she had a dozen beaux—and
that some of them had tried to bore holes in
cach other for love of her; and that one of
them was now a wanderer and another in a
state of collapse, il report were true—was
quite as it should be.  Men had died for
women a hundred times less worthy and
less heautiful, and men would die of love
again. When at last she made up her
mind she would choose the right man, and
in the meantime God bless her for just be-
ing alive.

And she was never more alive or more
charming than she was to-day.

*Oh, how delightful of you, Mr. Mur-
doch, and you too, Mr. Bmulum-—'mtl Max
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—and all of you, to cross those wretched
stones:  No, wait, I'll come to you—"" she
had called out, when with a stamp of her
little feet she had shaken the pleats from
her skirt—adding when they had all kissed
her hand in turn—*" Yes—I1 am going down
to be dairy-maid at Peggy Coston’ g, at
which the hald-headed old fellows, with
their hands upraised in protest at so great a
sacrilege bowed to the ground, their fin-

vers on their ruffled shirt-fronts, and the
younger ones lifted their furry hats and
I\ept them in the air until she had crossed
the gang-plank and Todd and Mammy
Henny, and Ben who had come to help,
lost their several breaths getting the im-
patient dogs and baggage aboard—and so
she sailed away with U ncle George as chap-
eron, the whole party throwing kisses back
and forth.

{(T'u be continued. )
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AN landing at Bombay one

2 discovers that no experience
of travel elsewhere has pre-
pared the way. The lux-
uries are different, the hard-
ships are different, the whole
setting of life is different. I am greeted
on the landing-stage by a lean chocolate-
colored Indian, in flowing robes and a huge
white turban, who presents a letter from a
soldier friend in Lucknow, who has en-
gaged him as servant or * bearer ' for our
tour. He is solemnity personified, and his
eyes are brown depths of unfathomable im-
penetrability. During the many weeks he
was with us, I saw him smile butonce.  We
were driving at Delhi, he was sitting on the
box with the coachman.  One of the ponies
became fractious and landed one of his
heels on the shin of the driver, who howled
with pain. Heera Tall smiled, but even
then there was no light, no keenness of joy
or sorrow in his eyes. What he thought
about this incident, or what he thought
about anybody or anything clse, 1 shall
never know, but I conclude that it was not
ol much importance.

It is the easy habit both of those who
have lived long in India, and of those who

merely trot through India, to describe the
people as inscrutable, and to assume that
there are depths of thought and feeling be-
hind the unknown tongue, and the un-
changing eyes, which are too subtle for the
Western mind. It occurs to the traveller
sometimes that this is a mistake. There is
a great difference between the indefinite
and the indefinable. Tt is possible that In-
dia is not so much inscrutable as faded.
This old, old civilization may have been
printed so often from the same type that
the lettering is now blurred and indeci-
pherable. It may be illegible, too, because
the font of type conveys nothing very intel-
ligent or profound even to the users thereof.

Because there was a great literature in
India two thousand years B. C.; a well-
authenticated philosophy worked out into
a considered system five hundred years
B. C.; a Sanskrit grammar compiled about
350 B. C., which is still the foundation for
al study of the Aryan language; an astron-
omy which had succeeded in making a
fairly correct calculation of the solar year,
2000 B. C.; the discoveries of notation 1:“111
by fractions and algebra; a system of medi-
cine, with hospitals and dissecting-rooms;
an art of music, with its seven notes, in-
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vented soo B. C.; a code of law, the Code
of Manu, put into its present form about
400 A, D.; and a vast collection of legends
and stories in verse, the Mahabharata, the
main story dealing with a period not later
than 1200 B. C.—because all this is the
fruit of the soil of India, one is perhaps
tempted to overrate what exists of intel-
lectual prowess to-day. The inscrutability
may be emptiness rather than depth.

My singular opinion on this subject was
not derived from a study of the bearer,
Heera Tall alone, for his patient inscruta-
bility was, I am now convineed, merely a
veil of depravity. He knew that what he
knew and thought about was best left to
the idealism of the cloudiest possible hazi-
ness.

I was honored while in India with the
opportunity of knowing barristers, journal-
ists, soldiers, native officials and judges,
teachers, holy men, small landholders, peas-
ants, monks, princes and educated women,
and I conclude that indefiniteness, rather
than profundity, describes their education
and their philosophy of life. Itisnot only
in India, and at this present time, that easy-
going and rather flabby intellects have been
willing to accept the high-flown, the turgid,
and theindefinite as wonderful and weighty.

The bluster of the demagogue appeals
to the many, and the mental gyrations of
the transcendental lecturer to fashionable
women appeals to them,—at any rate so
long as they do not understand him. Ig-
nolunt pro mugm_)‘rm applies in the West
as well as in the East. It is almost incred-
ible, as an example of this, that Emerson
should have said of Bronson Alcott and
his silly “all things are spiral,” that Al-
cott’s was the greatest philosophic mind
since Plato. There are even fewer men
who have minds of their own, than have
fortunes of their own.  We are all directly
descended intellectually from Animism, and
the clouds and mists, the distortions and
noises, of the mind, are accepted with awe,
by most of us, as mysteries too deep for us,
when as a matter of fact what isnot clear is
generally the result of lazy thinking, rather
than the exploit of an intellect dealing with
matters too high for us.

Of the religion and ideals of the over-
whelming majority of the people, I have
written, and it seems to be a fatigued phi-
losophy, and a blurred idealism, which ani-
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mate even the leaders. The climate, and
the habits which necessarily follow, tend to
drowsiness, rather than to alertness and
well-defined wants and wishes.

Even the progressive men and women
of India are stili steeped in the atmosphere
of autocracy. They fumble badly with the
new scheme of government, brought to
them by their present rulers, the ]"ncrhah
Lntriaml § greatness is due in no small de-
gree to the fact that she has held stubbornly
to the belief, despite republics and revolu-
tions, that all men are not equal, nor all
entitled to an equal degree of liberty, but
all entitled to an equal degree of justice.
France substituted a sham equality for con-
stitutional liberty, and the results are seen
in that country to-day in the hateful and
hampering tyrannies of bureaucracy. Eng-
land goes so far as to declare by law that
her people are not equal, but she admin-
isters justice to all alike, with an impartial-
ity and a rigidity unknown anywhere else
in the world. FEquality is a sham, justice
is a reality. Equality has never been real-
ized, justice has been done.  One is purely
theoretical, the other practical. England
thus far has preferred the possible reality
to the impossible sham, with the result that
her citizens have more personal liberty, and
are more unfettered in their activities, than
the citizens of any other country.

I found few, even among the educated in
India, who wanted justice. What they
called justice I found meant nearly always
preference. The unrest and sedition in
India are entangled in this mesh of misun-
derstanding, and their Western sympa-
thizers are unwittingly making matters
worse, by using words which mean one
thing to them, and another thing to those to
whom they are addressed. It should not
be forgotten in studying them that their at-
titude toward the science of government is
as old and as deeply bedded in their brains
as their literature, their astronomy, and
their religion. Thousands of years of
dampening of individual effort, of trusting
to cunning, to bribery, to insidious influ-
ence, have distorted all notions of justice.
They suffer from what Lord Curzon ad-
mirably phrases as the “immemorial curse
of Oriental nations, the trail of the serpent
that is found everywhere from Stamboul
to Peking—the vicious incubus of official-
ism, paramount, selfish, domineering, and
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corrupt.  Distrust of private enterprise is
rooted in the mind trained up to believe
that the government is everything, and the
individual nothing.”

One’s bovhood notions of Clive and
Hastings, and of the ** John Company,” are
at once modified. An hour on shore in
Bombay is enough. Even the light is dif-
ferent. It is like that white light, so purely
artificial, in which you are ];Llu:d by the
photographer when he asks you to assume
a natural expression.  The effect upon yvou
at the photographer’s, and upon everybody
in India, is the same: in defending yourself
from the light you assume a concealing ex-
pression.  Thousands of years of this light
have done more than we think, probably,
to produce the inscrutability so much
talked of, and which may after all be mainly
physical.

Another consequence of this hot white
light is that one’s clothes are piled on
the head to protect the brain. Most of the
natives in the streets have more yards of
stuff on their heads than on their bodies.
Color runs riot. Pinks, blues, vermilion,
orange, brown, yellow, red, saffron, and
many shades of all of them, are worn by
men and women; even the bullock-carts,
and the horns of the bullocks themselves,
are daubed with glaring colors. Bare legs,
breasts, and arms become so soon familiar,
that the most scrupulously pantalooned
puritanism soon ceases to notice anything ¢
unusual.

The short journey to the hotel reveals
the teeming millions, for where else could
nine men be spared to walk through the
streets with a grand piano balanced on
their heads; reveals the disdain of time,
for where else is a trotting bullock a stand-
ard of speed, except in Madeira where the
oxen draw sledges; reveals the unashamed
duplicity, for within an hour after our
meeting Heera Tall has announced his
wages per month as just twice the amount
that my friend in Lucknow has written me
I ought to pay; reveals the supremacy of
the white race, for where else in this demo-
cratic world may the white man walk
straight, unconscious and unmenacing, and
vet find a lane made for him, as though he
were a locomotive running on a pair of
rails through a town of prairie dogs?

An official of importance tells me that
the first thing he does on his holiday visits
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to England is to walk down the Strand, that
he may recover from the place-giving, sa-
laaming natives whom he governs, and be
jostled and elbowed back into the equitable
pedestrianism of the West.  One might in-
fer from this that the Englishman likes it,
that the white traveller likes it. I can only
say for myself, and for the scores of English
officials high and low that I met—and some
of whom I knew well—that it is not a situa-
tion that the white man produces or wishes;
rather is it wholly and entirely what the na-
tive has evolved as a penetrating and all-
embracing legal atmosphere. This is his
notion of justice, and order, and equality.
IHe created it ages ago for his own defence,
and he perpetuates it to-day for his own se-
curity. Palpable power he must have, or
there is anarchy. No one knows better
than the rich Parsi, or the intriguing Ben-
gali, or the peasant proprietor, or the head-
men, or the money-lenders and laborers,
that the white man’s unimpeded march
straight through city or village streets is
the symbol for them all, of their life, and
fire, and property insurance.

If this is modern Bombay, what must
have been the Calcutta and the Madras of
one hundred and fifty years ago, when
Clive and Hastings laid the foundation-
stones of British India? What indeed was
the England of those days, the England of
Lreorgc I, who could not read English and

‘who loved nothing but punch and fat
women'; the Ingland of George II, who
“had been a bad son, a worse father, an un-
faithful husband, and an ungraceful lover”
the England over whose political life was
the soiling smear of Walpolean corruption;
the England whose cabinet ministers fought
for the control of the secret-service fund
used for the bribery of the members of the
House of Commons; the England which
protested not a word that Fox, as paymas-
ter of the forces, should have a hundred
thousand pounds of the nation’s money out
at interest for his own account, and who at
one time made a mart of his office, and paid
away as much as twenty-five thousand
pounds in one morning, in the purchase of
votes to buy support for a timorous govern-
ment?

When one stops to think of the political
conditions of government in the country
from which Clive and Hastings came, and
of the conditions in the land to which they
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went, one is surprised at their guiltlessness.
Clive fought like an Englishman, but he
bribed, deceived, and on one occasion actu-
ally forged a name to a treaty, like an Ori-
ental.  Both he and Hastings grew to look
upon the getting and keeping of wealth, in
a fashion that ruins men, whether in Cal-
cutta in the eighteenth, or in New York in
the twentieth century.  Such rupees, and
such dollars, can :ml\ huy the clothing of a
convict, though its wearers, and their de-
scendants, live in palaces.

Clive, who was born in 1725, went out to
India as a cerk in the service of the East
[ndia Company at the age of eighteen.  He
was a whole year getting from London to
Madras, one can go from London to Bom-
bay now in fourteen dayvs, and the territory
of the company he was to serve consisted of
a few square miles, and even for that, rent
was paid to the native governments.  Here
is a picture of an uncouth and morbid young
man, destined to mope in an office chair.
The French and the English go to war.
A French governor of Mauritius captures
AMadras.  Clive joins the army, but peace
is declared and he returns to his desk.
Peace in Furope did not impose peace in
India. A Frenchman of great ability, Du-
pleix by name, saw the opportunity to tie
together the scattered fagots of power left
in India after the death of Aurangzebh, the
last of the Mughals, and began to do so.
He played one Indian state against another,
and backed by a small, hut vastly superior
force in point of efficiency, he put, and kept
in power the native ruler or rulers he fa-
vored, and he soon Lecame himsell the su-
preme influence in southern India.  Clive
was now twenty-five.  He urged his su-
periors to strile a blow to save India, and
the English trading company, from com-
plete French supremacy.  He marched to
Arcot, and took it without a blow.  He was
hesieged there, he was offered large bribes
to surrender, held out Tor fifty days, was
attacked, defeated the enemy, and marched
back to Madras as the hirst successful 1ing-
lish soldier in India.  There he found \Itl
jor Stringer Lawrence just arrived from
England, and his superior in command.
The Lawrences could make a Im/v of their
names around India’s temple fame.
This first Lawrence won ( 'lin-'s I‘rirmlhhi]h
and between them in two years they broke
the power of the French in India.  The
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“fierce equality” of the Republic to be, of
the I'rench Revolution, could brook no su-
perior men then, as now. Dupleix was
stripped of his fortune and his fame, and
died in obscurity; Labourdonnais was sent
to the Bastile, and Lally was dragged to his
execution with a gag hetween his lips.  No
wonder the French are not colonists!

Clive returned to England, still a boy, to
e toasted as * General” Clive, and to re-
ceive a diamond-hilted sword from the com-
pany which he had saved. In 1755 he sailed
for Indiawith the commission of lieutenant-
colonel, and the appointment of governor of
Fort St. David.

The province of Bengal was governed by
a native prince of eighteen, who, hecoming
jealous of the growing power of the Eng-
lish, found an excuse for attacking Calcutta.
Most of the English fled down the river, but
one hundred and forty-six remained. Sur-
ajah Dowlah or Siraj-uddaula—his name
deserves to be remembered—ordered these
prizoners to be conlined in the jail at Fort
William, a room eighteen feet square. It
was June. I know the heat of Calcutta in
February, what must it be in June? The
natives prodded these English men, women,
and children into the jail, and laughed at
them and ridiculed them as they suffocated.
In the morning twentyv-three were taken out
alive.  The one Englishwoman who sur-
vived was sent off to the harem of the young
prince.  Thisis the Black Hole of Calcutta
sLory.

Truly the English are a phlegmatic race.
In the vear 1910, in Calecutta again, they
screen the motor-car of their viceroy, the
representative of their king, with heavy
wire netting, because the descendants of
the people of Surajah Dowlah throw stones
at him. It seems a slow method of teach-
ing self-government in India, and somewhat
expensive in the lives of men and children
and the purity of women, but no doubt they
know hest.

On hearing of this outrage, Clive and a
squadron under Admiral Watson sailed for
Calcutta.  Calcutta was recovered with lit-
tle fighting, and much to Clive’s regret the
Nawaly Surajah Dowlah consented to a
peace, and made compensation to the com-
pany for their money losses—the men,
womern, and children were not paid for!
This might have been the end of the story,
but again there was war between E ntrlaml
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and France.
in India.
French.

Clive took up the gauntlet
Surajah Dowlah sided with the
Clive marched out to Plassey,
about seventy
miles north of Cal-
cutta, with 1,000
FEuropeans, 2,000
Scepoys, and 8

picces of artillery.
Nawab’s

The

The Sikh bodv-gnard of the
Governor of Bombay

army numbered
35,000 foot and 15,-
coo horse. Clive
attacked while the
enemy were at din-
ner, and scattered

the Nawalb's army The body-servants of the Governor of Dombay and

to the winds. This M Collier.

was June 23, 1757,

just a hundred years before the Mutiny. to the Hindu
Clive demanded over 2,000,000 pounds blackmailer with

sterling as an indemnity, and was paid a the promise of

little more than half that sum, of which Rs.
200,000 went to Clive as commander-in-
chief, and Rs. 1,600,000 as a private dona-
tion. A sum equal to about one million
dollars of our money at that time. The
rupee has since declined very much in val-
ue. At the same time the landholder's
richts of the 882 square miles around Cal-
cutta were granted to the company.  Later,
Vor. XLIX.—41
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the land tax was given to Clive personally,
and he thus became the landlord of the
company he served. )
Following the fashion of the day, Clive
schemed to put his own candidate, Mir Ja-
far, in the place of Surajah Dowlah. W hile
preparing to ousl him, he |=l(:[lt'f_l avainst
him and used, amongst others, a wily Hin-
du named Omichund.,  The Hindu, know-
ing the secrets of the plot, threatened to in-
form Surajah Dow-
lah, unless he were
promised a bribe of
three hundred thou-
sand pounds. He
further demanded
that this payment
to himsell should
ficure in the treaty.
Clive prepared two
treaties, one shown

payment included,
the other without
it. Fearing that
Admiral Watson
would disapprove,
he forged Watson’s
name (o the treaty.  When all was over, the
Hindu was informed that he had been out-
Orientalized by Clive, and later went mad.

Heera Tull,
bearer,

Mr. Collier's



430

Mir Jafar began to fear the very power
that upheld him, and secretly intrigued with
a Dutch force which arrived from Java.
Clive routed it. Their ships were destroyed,
their troops scattered, and three months Jat-
er Clive sailed for England. He was a great
man now, and be it said he had great ex-
pectations of the honors to be awarded him
at home. Who has not been disappointed
in such expectations? Clivewas. Hewas a
richmannow., Hehadsenthome more than
two hundred and fifty thousand pounds, and
he had besides the splendid income from the
land rents given him by the grateful Indian
prince he had supported. Praise hasapara-
site, one steady and constant companion,
malice. Clive was attacked in Parliament,
and he was attacked by the shareholders of
the East India Company.

Five years after leaving India for the
second time, he was besought, even by those
who had attacked him, to go back to save
India again, to save her from the bribe-
taking and personal peddling of the com-
pany’s own servants. Stories of repeated
revolutions, of a disorganized, pillaging,
and corrupt administration, reached Lon-
don. Clive alone could save the situation.

He was made governor and commander-
in-chief of the British possessions in Bengal,
and as Baron Clive of Plassey in the peer-
age of Ireland, he arrived in Calcutta in
May, 1765, and remained a year and a half.
He had now to fight the corruption, both
military and civilian, of his own people.
Even British officers threatened to resign
if they were not allowed to steal. He for-
bade the receiving of gifts from natives, he
prohibited private trade, he increased the
salaries of the company’s servants, he set
the house of India in order, declined any
reward, and returned to Ingland poorer
than when he left it.

These were the days of the nabob, and
Clive was the chief nabob of all.  Inglish-
men of little education, training, or taste,
returned from India with swiftly made fort-
unes. They out-housed, out-carriaged,
out-entertained, out-spent, and outraged
the feelings of, their home-keeping neigh-
bors. Like many of the present-day Amer-
ican millionaires they rode rough-shod—
mounted on Money. India in those days
was far away from Ingland. People did

not go there for a winter’s jaunt as now
they go. Officers, military and civil, did
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not go and come, and send their wives and
daughters home during the hot season.
Men went to India, even the servants of
the Last India Company went, to exploit
India not to serve her, to bring back a fort-
une as speedily as possible for themselves,
not to protect the wealth, and to increase
the wealth, and to conserve the resources of
India for the people of India.

They formed connections that were de-
grading, they made themselves as comfort-
able as a horde of cheap and obsequious
servants could make them, and they be-
came a race apart, born of unlettered and
irresponsible prosperity.  When they re-
turned to their native land they had other
moral habits, tyrannous and irritable man-
ners, ways of vulgar self-assertion, and the
belief that mouthfuls of oaths, and fistfuls
of gold, were the proper and most efficient
weapons of civilization. They bound
books that they did not read, they bought
pictures they did not appreciate, they
housed themselves as territorial magnates,
who were but social pigmies, and substi-
tuted a gilded self-consciousness for family
tradition. It is doubtful whether the man-
ners and morals of the majority of their
enemies, either then or now, offered security
of standing for the criticisms passed upon
either the nabob of the eighteenth, or the
nabob of the twentieth, century. There
is a crowd of social as of political urchins
always with leisure, and always ready to
join in the pursuit of the unfortunate and
the unpopular.

“I've rings on my fingers,
I've bells on my toes,
I've elephants to ride upon
My little Irish Roge.

So come to your Nabob,
dee. e

was one of the jingles of the general ridicule
of the time. When virtue, righteously indig-
nant, sounded the horn for the chase, mal-
ice, envy, jealousy, and their cur-compan-
ions jomcd the pack, delighted to have the
opportunity to yelp, and snarl, and snap,
and bite if possible, in such distinguished
company, and under auspices, which made
their jackal impudence look leonine. One
may admire the Burke of those days, or of
this, but the pack which yelps the chorus
is as contemptible then as now. One is
tempted to defend the nabob merely be-
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cause the majority of his accusers and as-
sailants are actuated by such mean motives.

I sometimes shock my dilettante and
prematurely effete American friends, by ex-
pressing my hearty enjoyment of ihc horde
of Occidental nabobs from my own coun-
try, who nowadays pour through Europe.
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are the signal and sonorous heralds of the
power of mere money, and at the same time,
the ominous eumple:, of the graces it de-
stroys; they are hard-featured and soft-
handed; they are cultivated by those who
would prey upon them, and shunned almost
with loathing by the aristocracy of sim-

The jail at Fort William,

Their naif test of what is precious by its
price; their sentimental longing and rever-
ence for what is old; the clothing of their
women, imitated from the only models they
are privileged to see at close quarters, the
cocolles of TParis; their reiterated nasal
narration of the history of their dollars, and
their glowing enumeration of those to come;
their swiftly acquired and confidential com-
rudeship with hotel clerks, couriers, and
shop-keepers; their confident views, boldly
expressed, upon subjects with the elemen-
tary aspects of which they are totally un-
familiar; their chief occupations, which
seem to be spending money, advertising
their wives and daughters in the news-
papers, and ex])lalmn'r their ancestry—in
all these symptoms I rejoice.  Such ]JCOlJlL‘

*The tablet seen on the wall reads as follows :

The marble pavement below this spot was placed here
by Lord Curzon, Vi iceroy and Governor-General of India, in
1901, to mark lht site of the prison in old Fort William,
known as the Black Hole in which 146 British inhabitants
of Caleutta were confined on the night of the zoth of June,
1756, and [rom which only 23 came out alive,

The pavement marks the exact breadth of the prizon, 14
feet 1o inches, but not its full length, 18 feet, about one third
af the arca at the north end being covered by the building on
which this tablet is hxed.

or the Black Hole of Ualeutta®

plicity, sincerity, and responsibility; they
are the modern barbarians of the Rome of
modern civilization; they are of those who
must define the word “gentleman” them-
selves in order to be included in the defini-
tion, and no body of men spend so much
timeat the task; and even now against their
brutal and conscienceless methods, the
state is arming itself. Every one knows the
names of these leaders of the Goths and
Vandals of our time, and no libraries, parks
colleges, hospitals, and cringing clerical re-
ceivers of such bribes, can cloak them in the
shining garments of charity; we all, alas,
are surrounded too by their imitators, who,
though lacking their prowess, lack nothing
of their lust for plunder. The sad feat-
ure of the situation is that dignity in man-
ners, simplicity in morals, responsibility of
wealth, fearlessness in administration, will
all suffer before a new Rome emerges
from the clutches of this blundering, plun-
dering, and reckless band.

Why do I, an American, rejoice at this
spectacle, it may be asked. The answer is
simple.  The higher their banners hang on
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the walls of the social or shopping citadels
of London, Paris, and New York, the more
brazen their manners, the more high-hand-
ed their methods, the swifter and surer will

Western nabob will disappear as did his
Eastern prototype.  He has heen permitted
to grow, from the davs of Jay Gould and
Jim Fisk rascality, and to escape thus far,

Siatue of John Nicholson at Delhi

come their downfall. T laugh to think that
the man of greasy complexion, of glittering
eye, of over-full belly and protruding pock-
et, can believe that hecause London dines
with him in order to escape with some of his
wealth tied up in his daughter’s trousseau,
hecause Paris panders to him, that there-
fore he is meant to strangle the Puritan of
the east, and the Cavalier of the south, and
the honest emigrant on the land between
them, of my country. His trial is not far
off, and his Burke and his Sheridan are
preparing their suit against him, and the

through no intrepid or ingenious defence of
his own, but hecause those who oppose and
despise him shrink from seeming to ally
themselves with any form of socialism in
attacking him. I, for one, would rather
suffer the nabob, than see the worthy am-
bitions, energy, initiative, and the commer-
cial aggressiveness and ability of my coun-
try, taxed into cowardice, and belawed into
helplessness, by the leaders of a mob of all
the shiftlessness, envy, crankiness, and in-
ability in the land. T would rather a few
freebooters escaped, than that the state
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should be bullied by a bureaucracy created
and supported by the state itseli.  Every
man who mulets the treasury of a railroad,
who uses false weights for his sugar, or who
rigs the stock market, shouts, ** Socialism,”
when it is attempted to punish him.  Just
the contraryis true.  The men who do most
to bring the menace of socialism are these
very financial {reebooters, barbarians, and
nabobs of the West, whose salient charac-
teristics I have attempted to describe. It
isnonsense to proclaim that we cannot have
justice without socialism, and fair-dealing
without bureaucracy.  One might as logi-
cally assert that to hang a murderer, or to
imprison a thief, means a return to feudal-
ism, or the founding of an autocracy.
Wealth and powerin the ordinary scheme
of things should be hard to get. Inferior
people always think that the work of the
writer, the painter, the soldier, the adminis-
trator, once it is done must be easy for
them, since they only accomplish what is
easy themselves. They account for it by
luck or by opportunity, never remembering
that their own abilities never scem to find
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this right opportunity. That is what luck
is. It 1s the hard work done by ability and
opportunity when they meet. There is
only one success which is easy but also pre-
carious, and that is intemperate oratory
fondling the mob with deceitful words.

Clive stood out as the chief of the nabobs,
he became the hest-hated man in England,
A committee of Parliament censured, but
did not condemn him. He died by his own
hand in 1774.

Clive went to India when India was fif-
teen thousand miles away. He changed
the Fast India Company from a band of
plundering pedlars, into the beginnings of a
henehcent government. He won for Eng-
land the greatest dependency she has ever
had, or ever will have. He became to the
Indian a white governor as powerful, and
more just than any ruler in their history.
The shadow of his greatness lends security
to every white man, woman, and child, and
likewise to every brown man, woman, and
child, in India.

He forged a friend’s name, he lied to
an accomplice, he accepted wealth from

The Kashmir Gate, Delhi
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those he conquered, he died by his own
hand.

He is very dull, or very daring, who as-
sumes the right to hold the scales of justice
for God, in pronouncing a final verdict up-
on this man. Few of us are so greatly
good, or so contemptibly bad, as this man.
Few of us accomplish much, or leave a
reputation worth puzzling over.

Warren Hastings succeeded Clive as gov-
ernor-general in 1772, and for thirteen
vears, consolidated a British administra-
tion in India, for the vast territories which
Clive had done so much to win. He be-
came the organizer. as Clive had been the
founder, of the British Indian Impire.
One is tempted to write on of Hastings, as
the temptation to write of Clive was irre-
sistible.  There was still rough work to do
and Hastings used rough weapons,

Authority means responsibility, respon-
sibility demands control, and control eas-
ily converts itself into possession. Such
was the logical progression of the Eng-
lish in India. They demanded peace and
fair play for themselves, and then for
those they protected. The sphere of in-
fluence of this trading company easily wi-
dened to dominion. Protection for them-
selves or their allies often meant war, and
war to ensure its eficacy meant control,
and control, disputed, was followed by pos-
session.

This cycle of progress has reached such
a pitch that to-day the British crown has
stretched its sphere of influence not only
throughout India, but far hevond the hound-
aries of India. I'rom Singapore in the
south, to Afehanistan in the north, and from
Thibet in the east, to Persia and Egypt in
the west, is included in the vast cloak of
territory now deemed necessary to the pro-
tection from rough political weather of that
little colony of rented acres to which Clive
sailed in 1743.  Take a map and look at it.
The Indian Empire, withits allies and feuda-
tories, now occupies the whole area of south-
crn Asia between Russia and China.  On
the north and west she controls, as against
a possible offensive move from Russia,
Beluchistan, Afghanistan, Kashmir, and
the petty states hevond Kashmir up to the
skirts of the Hindu Kush Mountains, To
the east and south are Nepal and Burma,
and beyond Burma a line of semi-inde-
pendent chieftainships, which serve as
buffers between India and China. The
outer frontier of British India has an im-
mense circumference.  The south-eastern
exiremity on the Gulf of Siam extends
thence to Thibet on the north, thence north
and westward to the Oxus. On the north-
west it covers Afghanistan and Beluchistan,
and finally has its western and southern ex-
tremity on the shores of the Arabian Sea.
This is what the British Empire has under-
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taken to defend against Japan, China,
Russia, Persia, and Turkey—and with Ger-
many on her flank in the North Sea. There
can be no weakening, no social-reform flab-
biness, if these colossal territorial responsi-
bilities are to be properly safeguarded.
There is also a discontented, some say sedi-
tious, many say disloyal, population in
India to keep under. In Lucknow and
other towns the statue of the empress-
queen is guarded day and night by a sen-
tinel, to protect it from coarse infamy and
injury.

The history of the setting of the boundary
stones is a long and complicated one,
reaching down to that gallant soldier and
patriot, and distinguished historian, Lord
Roberts, who is alive to-day.

The history of the settlement of the
moral territory was concluded once and
for all when, after Clive's impeachment,
his successor, Warren Hastings, was also
impeached, in a trial lasting eight years,
a trial conducted for the British crown, and
for the Christian world, by Burke. The
pith of the matter at issue was, whether the
control of alien races by Christian rulers
permitted the use of alien methods and
morals; whether, in short, the Western ruler
should be permitted to have an easy code
of geographical ethics, one for London, and
one for Calcutta; one for Amsterdam, and
one for Java; one for Washington, and one
for Cuba; one for Brussels, and one for the
Congo. Theoretically the question was
settled for all time, at the trial of Warren
Hastings in the historic hall at Westminster;
practically it is still to be enforced, but only
here and there, and by conquerors other
than the Anglo-Saxons. St. Augustine
writes: “To extend rulership over subdued
natives is to bad men a felicity, but to good
men a necessity.”

The East preys upon the weak, the West
protects the weak. The social economy of
the East is based upon the law of the jungle,
we of the West make the attempt, at least,
to base our own upon the dicta of Christ.
Therein lies the difference which separates
us completely. It is the difference between
the wolf and the sheep-dog. 1 donot main-
tain that the shepherd’s dogis always, every-
where, perfectly correct in his behavior,
but his ideal and his general standard of
conduct is protection and guidance for the
sheep, and affection and loyalty for his
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master. While the ideal and the general
standard of the wolf are to kill both shep-
herd and sheep, if it can be done with
safety to himself.

Even after the new code of the rulers was
firmly established morally, it had to fix
itself physically. The natives of India
could not be taught in a hundred years to
believe what for two thousand years and
more they had been beaten and plundered
into not believing. The Mutiny in 1857
was the result of their scepticism. The
motto of that trading company in 1757
might well have been: Ommnes diligunt
munera, but the most bitter enemy of Great
Britain must confess that her civil service
both in India and elsewhere is now a stand-
ard for the world. Candor non laeditur
auro.

The civil government of two hundred and
thirty-two millions and the partial control
of sixty-six millions in India are now in the
hands of about one thousand two hundred
Iinglishmen, including military officers in
civil employ and others, and I doubt if there
isone brownman’s rupee in any white man’s
pocket that should not be there. But a
man may be honest, contemptuously; just,
arrogantly; and confident, carelessly, that
those beneath him will accept his actions
without his sympathy, and judge him by his
morals rather than by his manners. But
that is not the brown man’s way. The
prohibition of sati, or widow-burning; the
execution of the high-caste Brahman if he
was found guilty, like any low-caste man;
the missionary assertiveness on behalf of
themselves and their converts; the indiffer-
ence to the laws of caste; the doing away
with any legal obstacle to the remarriage
of widows; tales that in the jails all were
fed alike without reference to caste: the
fear of the Brahmans that they would lose
their position and influence; the readjust-
ment of land revenues and taxes; the settle-
ment of claims and boundaries; the lapse
ol territory to the British power in default
of direct or collateral heirs; the story of
the Enfield cartridges greased with a mixt-
ure of cow’s fat and lard—true as shown
by the investigations of Mr. Forrest—
Lecky writes that the Sepoys in the Mutiny
had “sound reason” for fearing injury to
their religion as Hindus and Mussulmans:
“This is a shameful and terrible fact, and
if mutiny was ever justifiable, no stronger
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justification could be given than that of the
Sepoy troops”; the sickening sentimen-
tality of the ignorant English at home, who
ftted and petted a certain Azimula Khan,
the emissary of Nana Sahib himself, a man
of no position in his own country, but who
was received into the best society in Lon-
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can depend upon the British, however, to
wait for that event until they are fully un-
prepared.

If an imaginative observer were asked to
coin a phrase least adapted to the present
situation and condition of the British IEm-
pire, he might use the words: “ Englishmen

Gate of the Old Fort, Delhi.

don, and who exchanged love-letters with
ladies of rank and position, even became
engaged to an English girl, and was called
“her dear Eastern son” by an idiotic old
dowager; flogging abolished in the native
army, but continued among the British, the
natives looking on at the flogging of white
men; the annexation of new territories
until the Rajput, the Mahratta, the Sikh,
and the Muhammadan laid aside their com-
mon jealousies and recognized England as
equally the foe of all; no rapid intercom-
munication asnow; a British force in India
of thirty-six thousand men as over against
a native force of two hundred and ffty-
seven thousand, besides the armed police,
and lascars attached to the artillery as fight-
ing men—it would have been a miracle if
there had been no mutiny.

Along different lines much the same thing
goes on in England to-day, and again it will
be a miracle if there is no trouble with Ger-
many, or in India, within ten vears. One

may sleep peacefully in their beds!” It is
comical to record that the young solicitor
who answers to the country for the navy,
uses this phrase: the able metaphysician
who responds for the army uses this phrase;
the lately anarchical labor leader, who re-
plies for the commerce of the country, uses
this phrase; the solicitor who is responsible
for the finances of the country, uses this
phrase; the Prime Minister, a scholarly bar-
rister, and be it said the steady-headed,
strong-handed master of them all, despite
the tales to the contrary, repeats the same
phrase. I repeat, for an almost wearisome
number of nmea they are a great people!
Fancy nglng “ Rock-a-hy, bahv on the
tree-top ™ to the House of Commons and to
the country,with such responsibilities, such
perils, such warnings pressing upon their
attention. We may all envy them their
sound nerves. If the Ministers of the
Crown of to-day were drinking men, I
should ask, as did Lincoln of the accusers
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of Grant, for the brand they most affect.
I should indulge myself, and distribute
what could be spared in Wall Street.

The British were warned over and over
again before Ibﬂ,; Read that rare but
valuable book, ““ Essays Military and Polit-
ical,” by Sir Henry Montgomery Lawrence,
and see the blundering methods, described
by one of their own most dutiful servant
sons, which brought on the Mutiny.

The native, instead of understanding,
misunderstood. He did not see that these
changes were meant for his good. He be-
liev cd that the Brahman was a law unto
himself, that widows should be burned, and
certainly not be allowed to remarry, and
thus stiffen the competition, already severe,
against his own daughters. The annexa-
tion and control of territory was robbery to
him; he did not see that it meant peace,
security, and justice. That the Hindus'
cartridges were to be greased with the fat
of the sacred cow, and the Muhammadans’
cartridges greased with the fat of the ab-
horred pig, was to them what coarse jests
at the miracle of the Mass would be to
Catholics. It was blasphemous, terrible,
and ominous of mysterious and awful
spiritual punishment.

\\'c:- rejoice at the daring of Luther and

r Thomas More, and the blood and fire
01 our own religious revolution, why then
be astonished that there was revolution in
India before the protestant there won free-
dom of opinion and worship? The jaunty
confidence, or the prayerful faith, in right
doing of the while man, was not acc up[ul
as the voice of any god LnU\\ n to them by
the Indians. The Indian brain scethed
with mutinous misunderstanding, and why
not!

The English were so obtuse that they
saw not, neither did they hear, much less
did they take any precautions. Many of
the most energetic and valuable officers had
been drafted off from their regiments,
both to serve in the Crimea, and to meet
the heavy demands of the many newly
acquired territories, for governors and ad-
visers. I quote the words of one of the
heroes, and the historian of that time, the
words of the man who has retrieved more
than one of England’s maudlin blunders,
the man who is to-day emphasizing with his
now unequalled experience of the past, the
dangers of the present and the future, Lord
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Roberts. “Seniority had produced briga-
diers of seventy, colonels of sixty, captains
of fifty. Nearly every military officer who
held a command or high position on the
staff in Bengal when the Mutiny broke out
disappeared within the first few weeks.
Some were killed, some died of disease, but
the great majority failed completely to
fulfil the duties of the positions they held.
Two generals of division were removed,
seven brigadiers were found wanting, and
out of the seventy-three regiments of regu-
lar cavalry and infantry which mutinied
only four commanding officers were given
other commands, younger officers being
selected to raise and command the new
regiments.”

These were the gentlemen who, in pa-
jamas, with a whiskey-peg and a cigar,
seated on the roof of a bungalow, drilled
the natives of India, believing that the gods,
and literature, and religion, and customs of
three hundred million people for two or
three thousand years would melt into ac-
quiescence at the wave of the whiskey or
cigar-laden hand from on high.

They were dealing with a generation
which had forgotten the anarchy and blood-
shed, the pillaging and oppression, which
preceded British rule. Muhammadans
looked back to the time when they were
emperors of India, and when British am-
bassadors stood meekly on the lower steps
of their emperor’s throne. The Hindus
only remembered that they were on the
point of wresting the control from the Mu-
hammadans when the white man stepped
in. The interim of order, security, and jus-
tice was forgotten. Instead of to a magnifi-
cently clad figure seated on a bejewelled
throne, with a peacock’s tail of precious
stones worth millions as a background for
his turban, and this in the setting of a mar-
ble hall which still remains as a monument
of heauty, instead of to this he salaamed
to an amorphous and rubicund figure on
the roof of a cheaply built hunl_{dlow whose
sceptre was a cigar, and whose spmunl life
was contained in a glass. The one was
thinking of curry and comfort; the other
of traditions, and faith, and lost prestige;
and the gentlemen of curry and comfort
were actually dumbfounded when the un-
derfed underlings betrayed them, killed
their women and children, and marched
from Meerut to Delhi, before they could
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get the whiskey-fed rheum out of their eyes. the wheat, the sugar, the cotton were sown
Indeed they let a whole night and day go and reaped as usual. Millions in India did
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Ball room

by, did these men, whose
ancestors had driven Clive
to suicide, before they made
a move. How different if
Clive had been there.

The Mutiny opened May
the roth, 1857, and it was
January, 1859, Dbefore the
English gained complete
control again.  And at what
a price of heroism and
suffering.  But, not the Mu-
tiny nor any other disturh-
ance, political or otherwise,

Thr

not even hear of the Mutiny.
This is a characteristic of In-
dia to be emphasized and to
be remembered.  No other
country is so mute, 2o uncon-
scious, so deafl in the midst
of turmoil and bloodshed.
The American must school
his imagination to this situ-
ation. A fire in Chicago, a
flood in Texas, an earth-
quake in California, is a fire,
a flood, an eartheuake for the
whole country. Not so in
India. There were people

ME 1O

in India affects more than a minute pro- peacefully at work within fifty miles of the

portion of India. Throughout the Mutiny

fighting who knew nothing of it; and even

the peasants tended their fields; the rice, now, flood, plague, or famine slays hundreds
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of thousands in one part of India, and the
rest of India is ignorant and undisturbed.
When one hears of unrest in India, or
when one hears that India wants this, or
needs that, all such statements must be
put into this enormous crucible where they
are ground exceeding small, and prove to
be after all only the unrest, the need, or
the want of a minute fraction of the un-
wieldy whole. It is like one ol the huge
zoological reconstructions of another age,
whose hide is so thick, whose extremities
are so far apart, that unlike any other
bodies known to us, what touches or hurts
or heals one part has no effect upon the
others.

At Cawnpur was a large native garrison,
and when they mutinied, Nana Sahib put
himself at their head. The Europeans,
including more women and children than
fichting men, were besieged for two weeks,
and then trusting to a safe-conduct from
Nana Sahib, they surrendered.  They em-
barked on boats on the Ganges, the boats
were set fire to and shot at by the natives
from both banks, and only four escaped.
The women and children were massacred a
few days later, some of them heing pitch-
forked living upon the bayonets of their
murderers.

Delhi was besieged for months from the
surrounding ridge, over which 1 have
walked and driven, but it was only in Sep-
tember that the Kashmir Gate was blown
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1h, Ca
in, and Nicholson fell at the head of the
storming party.

The chief commissioner of Oudh was a
Lawrence, and not a Lawrence for nothing.
He prepared for a siege in the residency at
Lucknow, andwas mortally wounded there,
but his intelligent prevision saved his com-
panions till at last Lucknow was relieved.

It is one of the ghastly nightmares of
history to see that Black Hole of Calcutta,
that well at Cawnpur, that cellar in the
residency at Lucknow, that grave-dotted
ridge at Delhi.  Women and children out-
raged, suffocated, pitchforked on bayonets,
burnt, stabbed, starved, and strangled: it is
a horrible tale. Say what one will of all
that, it is British business, British ven-
geance, not ours, but it is a disgrace to the
whole white race that British callousness,
and lack of taste and reverence, should
permit these graves to be overgrown
with weeds, should suffer that miserable
little graveyard on the ridge above Delhi,
should allow the lettering on the Kashmir
Gate to become defaced.  The only monu-
ment in all India that is not a travesty is
the statue of John Nicholson, and more
than one of the statues of the white empress
and the white emperor of India are black!
With all the splendid qualities and achieve-
ments of the British—to which T have tried
without prejudice to do justice—their stu-
pidityisat times as criminal as their attempts
at artistic commemoration are grotesque. If
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taste is not indigenous, we can and do
supply them with a West, a Whistler, a
Sargent, a La Farge, a St. Gaudens. Let
them knight their painters of marble baths,
and Greek maidens, and bridge problems,
and over-decorated wooden sovereigns, and
sentimental scenes of Dbourgeois domes-
ticity, but let them turn over their monu-
ments in which we are all interested, to the
real craftsmen of the arts.

“The East India Company, its first char-
ter signed and- sealed in 1600 by Queen
Ehzabeth came to an end in 1858 aiter the
Mutiny. "The administration of India was
handed over to the crown. Queen Vic-
toria, later, on january 1, 1877, to be pro-
claimed empress of India, issued the fol-
lowing proclamation when India was taken
over:

“We hold ourselves bound to the natives
of our Indian territories by the same obli-
gations of duty which bind us to all our sub-
jects; and these obligations, by the bless-
ing of Almighty God, we shall faithfully
and conscientiously fulfil. And it is our
further will, that so far as may be, our sub-
jects, of whatever race or creed, be fully
and impartially admitted to offices in our
service, the duties of which they may be
qualified, by their education, ability, and
integrity, duly to discharge.”

I quote these words for my readers be-
cause they were quoted many times to me
by the discontented natives of India. The
British went further with words of promise,
than they find it easy to go in actual prac-
tice. Intentions have lungs, breathe, and
are communicative. The English are for-
ever intending things for India, which when
they are done are already ungratefully re-
ceived as things long ago deserved; and
when they are not done, and compromise is
substituted, the Indian sees nothing but
hypocrisy and broken promises.

A distinguished Indian gentleman, writ-
ing of the reforms just introduced by Lord
Minto, says: ‘“ Why is there so little enthu-
siasm among the educated classes about
them? W hy are some even beginning to
fear that they may fail to heal the existing
distemper? Because a certain htahty
seems to clog the steps of the government,
that whenever it does anything useful for
the people 2t knows not how lo do it with
good grace.” The italics are mine, for there
in a nutshell is the ever-present criticism of
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It is just, honest, but unsym-
pathetic and ungracious. It is a delicate
and a difficult problem. One must tread
softly both physically and metaphorically.
We ourselves have not won such laurels by
our dealings with the ten million negroes in
America that we can afford to be cencori-
ous, or lo offer easy, ready-made solutions
for the problem. Ineffable cocksureness
might be tempted to shout: Get on or get
out! were it not for the possibility of a
despatch the next mornino announcing a
lynching-bee in one’s own country, to em-
phasize one’s fallibility.

If you.and I had taken over the govern-
ment of a distracted country, which for
centuries had dated passing events from the
last raid, the last massacre, the last famine,
the last deluge, the last plundering ride of a
foreign invader; and if we had laid there
30,000 miles of railway, 100,000 miles and
more of telegraph wire; if we had watered
17,000,000 acres with canals of our own
construction; if we had arranged thatone in
every seven acres of the whole country were
irrigated; if we had built schools, nursing
homes, dispensaries, hospitals—where 8,-
000,000 children are vaccinated and 25,000,-
ooo people receive relief annually—and
post-offices, and police-stations; if school
attendance had increased from 500,000 to
6,000,000; if the letters carried had in-
creased from none to 700,000,000 annually;
if we had policed the country {rom end to
end, administered justice without fear or
favor; spent millions of money and thou-
sands of lives in the country’s defence; pro-
tected the people from brutal customs, pro-
tected the widow and the orphan; secured
to every man, woman, and child his rights,
his property, and his earnings; if out of
nearly 29,000 offices of the government
drawing salaries ranging from f£6o—no
small income for a native of India—up to
45,000, as many as 22,000 were filled by
natives, and only 6,500 by Europeans; if
out of a gross revenue of £75,272,000 only
£20,816,000 was raised by taxes so-called,
while in England taxation supplies five-
sixths, and in India only about one-fourth,
of the public income; if we had reduced
crime to proportions smaller than in Eng-
land itself; if the public debt, outside of
debt secured by the ample asset of the rail-
ways, canals, and so on, amounted to only
£28,000,000, a sum less than half of what

British rule.
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it cost to suppress the Mutiny alone; if the
land, which when we took charge of it had
hardly any commercial value, was now
worth £300,000,000; if the export and im-
port trade in less than fifty years had in-
creased from £ 40,000,000 10 £200,000,000,
while taxation works out at about 37 cents
per head; if innocent religious and social
customs had not only not been changed,
but protected from interference, in these
days too, alas, when so many people mis-
take mere interference for influence, and in
a land of jarring and quarrelsome sects—if
you and I had a fraction of these things ac-
complished by the English in India to our
credit, we should be astonished at censure
from without, or criticism from within. We
might indeed be tempted to resent them.

The Indian agitator tells the people that
the railways carry the grain away from the
starving, and pay large dividends to the
builders; that the canals carry pestilence
and disease; that the taxes go to the sup-
port of an army to fight England’s battles,
and to the support of officials who bully the
native; that the schools, and hospitals, and
colleges are hot-beds of heresy, where the
young Indian is taught to deny his ancestral
beliefs, in order that the foreign ruler may
surreptitiously introduce his own creed and
ritual.  These are the grosser forms of sedi-
tious talk and literature intended to impress
the agricultural class. The more intelligent
are fed with more subtle accusations.

One accusation against the Iinglish car-
ries weight.  There are people still living
who can remember when India had its
weavers and dyers by the hundreds of thou-
sands, and when weaving was a profitable
industry. In the early years of the last
century, it was stated in evidence, that the
cotton and silk goods of India could be sold
in Ingland at a prohit of from fifty to sixty
per cent. and there and then the English
weaver was protected by duties upon this
class of Indian goods of from seventy to
eighty per cent. on their value. The poor
Indian weaver, earning his six or eight
cents a day, was ruined for the benefit
of the English manufacturer. ILancashire
mills are protected to this day by duties
on Indian goods. This is indefensible and
contemptible. British goods are forced
upon India without duty, while Indian
weavers were starved out by heavy duties.
England bids India supply her with raw
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materials, that she may employ her capital
and her labor profitably, and then sell the
manufactured articles to helpless India,
deprived of the right to manufacture for
herself. I emphasize this, because I con-
sider it a justifiable and competent criti-
cism against British rule. We must all
agree, Americans, French, Germans, that
we should go to war in an instant against
such unfair oppression.

On the other hand, the accusation of
lack of sympathy, of comradeship, of so-
cial intercourse, is twaddle. The Indian
climate, and population, and steady ad-
herence to religious and social customs,
have swallowed up every religion and every
civilization which has mixed with it, from
Buddhism in religion, to the Mughal dy-
nasty. The British maintain control, and
can only retain control, by refusing any
intimacy of intercourse which would entail
the mixing of one civilization with the
other. They have their own clubs, their
own sports, their sheltered homes, and
their own codes.  They go out to India in
relays, and not to settle, and that is their
salvation. They go out alone or with their
families, not to mingle and to mix, but to
work at governing, and to come home when
their task is done as much Englishmen as
when they went out. If they went to India
with their families to be swallowed up, to
be incorporated socially, morally, and po-
litically, then indeed there would be no ex-
cuse for their rule there. Any other policy
would be fatal.

No race except the English could main-
tain their gravity at the thought that pur-
d 1/t parties are a political necessity. Most
of the Indian women live secluded, and al-
ways in public cover their faces, which is
termed being in purdah. The women of
the families of the English officials have
been urged to show their interest by invit-
ing these ladies to their houses. They play
children’s games with them, eat cakes and
drink tea with them, and stroking the dome
of St. Paul’s Cathedral to influence the
dean and chapter is no more futile than is
this silly soliciting of comradeship with the
women of India, as a method of propitiat-
ing the irreconcilables.

Mr. Saint Nihal Singh writes: “Statis-
tics show the number of female children
married under four years of age to be more
than 200,000, of those married between five
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and nine to be over 2,000,000, and those
married under fourteen to be 8,000,000;
and the enforced widowhood of these girls
is the greatest curse of India. But while
educated native men are working for the
emancipation of the women, unfortunately,
as already observed, they are persistently
hindered in their efforts by the opposition
offered to their programme of progress by
their unlettered, reactionary womenfolk ;
their wives, motherq sisters, and (ldunhicra,
even their widowed female relatives, are
bitterly opposed to this radical reform, and
their combined power perpetuates the prac-
tice.

The last census showed that 997 Muham-
madan and gg5 Hindu women per 1,000
were illiterate in the year of our Lord 1900.
What is still worse is the fact that at pres-
ent less than one per cent of Indian gnls
of school-going age are being educated.”

None but a great nation impervious to
ridicule, could persist in urging officially
its civil servants to ask their wives to enter-
tain the native women with childish games,
as a mark of a sympathetic administration.
The French or the Americans would suffo-
cate with laughter at the suggestion. This
is not sympathy, this is curdled kindliness.
Just as one ceases to be well dressed when
one is noticeably well dressed, so friendli-
ness ceages to be friendliness when it puts
on a uniform and advertises itself. But
what can you expect from a nation whose
minister for war sends out a solemn circular
suggesting that the new territorial force
should assemble on a convenient Sunday to
thank God that they had been evolved from
his brain, and that their predecessors had
ceased to exist; or the even more grotesque
circular, which must certainly have been
suggested to Mr. Haldane by a wag in the
war office, but which was nonetheless sent
out, to the effect that landlords who are
heads of territorial contingents in their
neighborhood, should be granted permis-
sion to add an unsheathed sword pointing
upward to their flag, or pointing down-
ward when they were no longer in office ?
Only a ponderous patriot could thus offer
himself for the altar of the Abraham of
ridicule, on the off chance that a conven-
ient ram would be found in the near-by
bushes.

But along the lines of humor and @sthet-
icism a nation that will tamely submit to
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the Albert Memorial monument or to the
statue of Shelley at Oxford, may be ex-
pected to furnish ample matter for amuse-
ment. Heine wrote to a rich uncle that
there were so many fools in the world that
he felt no fear of not being able to make a
living. He even added, that he thought he
could live on that one uncle alone. The
Albert Memorial alone would furnish a
literary living for a lifetime.

The male Indian, both Hindu and Mu-
hammadan, of course with exceptions
among the educated, still looks upon wom-
en much as Erasmus did: “Woman is an
absurd and ridiculous animal, but enter-
taining and pleasant.”

When the | Englishman becomes self-con-
scious either horiully or morally, he is de-
plorably awkward. There s so much talk,
=0 much audible discontent, so much put-
ting of the old methods of government into
the crucible, just now in India, that the
Englishman is beginning to wonder if he is
right, if he is ]ustmcd, and this makes for
self-consciousness and for lack of confi-
dence, and reacts upon the people. A ner-
vous rider makes a nervous horse. The
Indian does not understand that this is the
vacillation of conscience; he interprets it in
the one way his experience permits him to
interpret it, as fear. Artificial sympathy,
pumped-up cordiality, assumed comrade-
ship, are no more possible to the average
Englishman than trimming hats, curling
hair, or dancing skirt-dances.

There is an ample supply of honest
comradeship and real sympathy between
the British and the Indian. I have spent
weeks c.lmpmcr and travelling with soldier
and civil service officials. Any man who
believes that there is lack of sympathy
should spend some time with British offi-
cers and their native troops; with British
officers and the Imperial Service troops
of the native princes; with commission-
ers and deputy commissioners doing their
work in the outlying districts; or hear for
the first time the Englishman ¢ talking
shop” as the British officer in India will do
in his enthusiasm about his Gurkhas, or
his Sikhs, or his Patiala Lancers, or his
Bhopal light cavalry. It would be affecta-
tion on my part to say that my experience
is limited in these matters, for I have ridden
with our Western troopers many a mile on
the plains, and only lately I have seen Jap-
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anese cavalry schools, Chinese mountain
batteries, Argentine cavalry, English sol-
diering at home, and nowhere in the world,
I maintain, will you find better feeling be-
tween officers and men than in India. This
is the sympathy that one need not be
ashamed of, and which counts; while the
tea-cake variety is merely the doctrinaire
philanthropy of parochial officialdom.
When one reads a leaflet recently distril-
uted in Bengal signed ** Editor,” and with
the following postscript: “ The editor will
be extremely obliged to readers if they will
translate into all languages and circulate
broadcast,” and which runs as follows:
“Sacrifice white blood undiluted and pure
at the call of your god on the altar of free-
dom. The bones of the martyrs cry out
for vengeance, and you will be traitors to
vour country il you do not adequately re-
spond to the call.  Whites, be they men,
women, or children—murder them indis-
criminately, and you will not commit any
sin’—when one reads this, rubbish though
it be, and remembers the ignorance and
prejudice of those who read it and those to
whom it is read, the sheltered humanitari-
anism of the Indian office seems very after-
noon-teay indeed. “His heart swelled,”
writes Balzac, “‘with that dull collected
love which we must call humanitarianism,
the eldest son of deceased philanthropy,
and which is to the divine charity what sys-
tem is to art, or reasoning to deed.”
Sympathy is the catch-word in India just
now. One hears it suggested on every
hand as the remedy for unrest.  The kindly
feeling for, and the understanding of, an-
other’s temperament, which makes for sym-
pathy, curdles when it is forced. 1 re-
member a Sunday-school of my boyhood
days, where a class of small boys sat in a
circle around their teacher.  The superin-
tendent was leading in prayer.  One of the
small boys was gazing about the room. I
even remember that boy’s name:  Croshy.
His teacher saw his inattention and whis-
pered to him fiercely: “Crosby, now. you
pray!”  Through many years that scene
has been a picture to me of the folly of
attempting to enforce spiritual laws. The
present situation is not more ridiculous.
India kept in hand by a small party, most-
Iy of young men in the army and the
civil service; sport-loving, wholesome, un-
affected, with no thought, most of them, of
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artifice in their manners or their methods,
in very many cases adored by their men,
and of a sudden one hears the voice of in-
experience, of theoretical enthusiasm, say-
ing: “Now, you fellows, sympathize!” and
they probably sympathize the way Croshy
prayed, and they would be fools indeed if
they did anylhilw else.

There is no cleaner, healthier, better-
managed colony in the world than Java,
and we do not consider the Dutch to be
either imaginative or sympathetic. A man
may be fond of children, and not care to
take his meals with them in the nursery, or
to give them the run of his study, or take
them to lunch at his club, or to have them
camp every night in his hed-room.

Sir Richard Burton, who knew the ins
and outs of the Oriental mind if anybody
ever did, does not hesitate to say that the
natives of India cannot even respect a
European who mixes with them.

The old wholesome theory that the in-
ferior should be urged to play up, and be
rewarded if he did, made us Americans and
English what we are; the modern theory,
born of the miasma of the French Revolu-
tion, urging the superior to play down, will
emasculate us inevitably.

I fail to see any signs at home or abroad,
that the coy but nonetheless calculating
professional philanthropy of the day has
brought about, or is on the way to do so, a
better feeling between men.  We are pro-
ducing artificial relations between men in
a hot-house, and when they are bedded out
to grow, in the competition and strife and
turmoil of all weathers and all temperatures
with which life assails them, they wilt even
more quickly than before they were so care-
fully tended. If you feel your pulse, or
watch your breathing, or ponder overmuch
about your digestion, your pulse and your
breathing hecome 1rrwrul wr, and your diges-
tion goes wrong. Try it and see. Certain
human functions are, and must be, auto-
maltic; they are so sensitive that the least
interference with them, even thinking about
them, will disarrange them.  Certain of the
relations between men, whether in India
or in the negro belt in America, or in the
squalid quarters of the poor in New York
or in London, are of that kind.

If T may be permitted to use a personal
illustration, I cite my own liking for the
negro. I come from his country, my family
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has for many scores of years dealt with him
and served him, as he has served them. 1
could no more pump up this feeling of un-
derstanding and sympathy, and ability to
get on with him, than I could think myself
into being a painter, or urge or excite my-
self into being six feet and four inches high.
It may be asked then if the writer is utte r})
contemptuous of kindly human feeling.
No one less so. It is the attempt to solve
the inevitable problems of economic and
governmental coriditions that are necessarily
artificial, by an assumption of artificial tem-
perament and manners, that is condemned.

Civilization in India, and in every great
commercial and political centre of the
world to-day, is distorted by the political
and economic exigencies of great aggrega-
tions of populd.tlon, fed, dulhcd and
housed by machinery instead of by the in-
dividual labor of each one. If all the ma-
chinery in the world to-day in the cotton,
corn, and wheat fields, in the mines, in the
great manufactories, in the transportation
agencies, in all the branches which feed,
clothe, house, water, and carry us, were sud-
denly to become useless, and could not be
repaired; if our own railroads were to be
hampered by excitable legislation, if, in
short, with our present aggregations of pop-
ulation we were obliged to revert to the
methods of even one hundred years ago,
what awful plague, famine, and death would
follow! This means that vast populations
are existing to-day by the grace of machin-
ery, and not by virtue of their own prowess,
and practically every social problem of the
day arises from that and nothing else. We
are all, more or less, living upon charity,
except the farmer, and not hy the exertion
of our natural and elementary forces; and
it is only the strong-willed and the stout-
hearted who do not deteriorate in conse-
quence. Those who see this may be for-
given for not only believing, but knowing,
that more phll'mthropy, thdt more artificial
sympathy,only makes matters worse. Mod-
ern ingenuity and obedience to the laws of
hygiene, have brought this enormous brood
into the world, and now proposes to smile
and smooth itinto contentment. Onemight
as well attempt to bring up one’s children
on the sugar-coating of one’s wedding cake.

[t is stated that the average length of hu-
man life in European countries, in the six-
teenth century, was between eighteen and
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To-day it is between forty
and fifty years. The death-rate has fallen
as man’s life has lengthened. In the seven-
teenth century the mortality rate of London
was 50 per 1,000 of population; to-day it is
15 per 1,000 of population. In the year
1700 the mortality rate of Boston was 34
per 1,000; to-day it is 19. Within a cen-
tury, London, Berlin, and Munich have cut
their death-rates nearly in half. In Swe-
den, the home of school gymnastics and
government-controlled hygiene, the average
length of life is 50 years for men, and 53
years for women, the highest in the world.
In the United States, the average lifetime is
44 for men, and 46 for women. In India
the average lifetime for men is 23, and for
WOmen 24.

It is almost impossible to calculate the
enormous increase of population that these
figures suggest; and an increase of the
number of men and women in the world
of mature years, whose demands upon life
for food for occupation, for education, for
amusement, and for governing are the de-
mands of grown-up people. This single
problem of the increase of the grown-up
population of the world in the last two hun-
dred years, is never mentioned; and yet it
is outstanding, ever growing, all-else-in-
cluding, and as much more overshadowing
all other problems of civilization, as the sky
compared to tents. To attempt to solve
this greatest problem of our time, perhaps
of any time, by doles of money, smiles,
and words, is not only ridiculous as theory,
but is proving itseli deplorable as prac-
tice. Wherever else the way out of the
tangle lies, it is not there. To issue orders
for purdal parties, and for bows and smiles
on railway trains, makes one doubt the lu-
cid writing, the clear thinking, the masterly
grasp of great problems, for which I for one
have admired and extolled John Morley
for nearly a quarter of a century. It is not
only no solution of the problem in itself,
but it is tempting the unthinking and super-
ficial to believe that the problem is only as
difficult as the suggestion of such sickly
remedies implies.

India has a negligible amount of ma-
chinery, and an overwhelming population,
consequently the problem is more acute
there than elsewhere; but it exists in Ger-
many and in Japan, and while it is called
“Unrest” in India, it is called the *““Ger-
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man Peril” in Europe, the “ Japanese
Peril” in America. In addition to this
machine-made population, there has grown
with advancing civilization and its wealth,
a fashion of relieving women of all share in
productive labor. America and England,
for example, carry, industrially speaking,
an enormous weight of idle women, the
most idle and luxurious of whom do not
even bear children, and who are the direct
incentive to extravagance and waste. Fort-
unately they are comparatively few in
number, but they are nonetheless a factor
in the problem.

Let us be frank, therefore, and say at
once that “Unrest” in India is not an ex-
otic among social and economic problems,
it is a phase, an Oriental phase, if you
please, which presses upon every country
in the world; less in the United States and
in South America than elsewhere merely
because we have the food supply of the
world in our hands. Manufactured sym-
pathy will solve the problem neither in
India, nor anywhere else. On the con-
trary the unthinking philanthropist, and
the cunning politician, not only in India,
but in England, Germany, France, and
America, are leading whole populations to
believe that the few millions of money con-
centrated in a few hands are the cause of
the poverty and discomfort of all the rest.
There never was a meaner nor a more
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dangerous lie: first, because it tickles the
fancy of the people, second, because it leads
them in a wrong direction for the solution
of their troubles, and third, because it is
these very aggregations of capital that alone
malke it possible even to feed these masses
of population. Like every other remedy
for human ills, if it be easy and pleasant you
may be sure it is poisonous. Thereare
room, and food, and leisure, and opportu-
nity for every honest, sober, hard-working
man in the world still; whatever the future
haveinstore for the rapidly increasing popu-
lation of the world; but the mill of competi-
tion is growing more and more terrible as
modern science fosters the growth of popu-
lation, and the shiftless, the dissipated, and
the weak find it harder and harder to keep
on the road, and out of the gutter, as the
road becomes more and more crowded.
“Neither circumecision nor uncircumcision
availeth anything, but a new man!"” The
ghastly gospel which preaches that all our
woes are due to somebody else, and the
demagogic apostles of that gospel, will, and
can, only land their followers into a deeper
ditch. Sympathy, yes, but easy lies, never.
The slightest move in this direction, the
faintest whisper to these three hundred mil-
lions in India, would be on a par for fiend-
ish cruelty with persuading the children of
a family that all their woes were due to the
selfishness of their parents.

THE CHURCH IN THE CITY

By Anne Bunner

Its doors stand open to the busy street.

Within—are silence and soft solitude;
Without—the tread of countless passing feet.

A careless people, old with unbelief,
Incredulous of creeds and simple faith,

Pass by impatiently; and only Grief
Stands hesitant before the open door.

Old, world-old Grief, too tired for new creeds,
Seeking the simple faith it knew before.



PORTRAIT OF A PHILOSOPHER
By Dorothy Canfield

ILLUSTHNATIONS

=0 ley's death filled Middle-
town College with conster-
nation. Its one claim to
distinction was gone, for in
spite of the excessive quiet of
his private life, he had always cast about
the obscure little college the shimmering
aura of greatness. There had been no
fondness possible for the austere old think-
er, but Middletown village, as well as the
college, had been touched by his fidelity to
the very moderate attractions of his birth-
place. When, as often happened, some fa-
mous figure was seen on the streets, people
used to say first, “Here to see old Grid, I
suppose,” and then, “Funny how he sticks
here. They say he was offered seven thou-
sand at the University of California.” In the
absence of any known motive for this stead-
fastness, the village legend-making instinct
had evolved a theory that he did not wish to
move away from a state of which his father
had been governor, and where the name of
Gridley was like a patent of nobility.

And now he was gone, the last of the
race. His disappearance caused the us-
ual amount of reminiscent talk among his

I
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neighbors.  The older people recalled the
by-gone scandals connected with his noto-
rious and popular father and intimated
with knowing nods that there were plenty
of other descendants of the old governor
who were not entitled legally to bear the
name; but the younger ones, who had
known only the severely ascetic life and
cold personality of the celebrated scholar,
found it difficult to connect him with such
a father. In their talk they brought to
mind the man himself, his queer shabby
clothes, his big stooping frame, his sad black
eyes, absent almost to vacancy as though
always fixed on high and distant thoughts;
and those who had lived near him told
laughing stories about the crude and coun-
trified simplicity of his old aunt’s house-
keeping—it was said that the president
of Harvard had been invited to join them
once in a Sunday evening meal of crackers
and milk—Dbut the general tenor of feeling
was, as it had been during his life, of
pride in his great fame and in the cele-
brated people who had come to see him.
This pride warmed into something like
affection when, the day after his death,
came the tidings that he had bequeathed
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to his college the Gino Sprague Falléres
portrait of himself. Of course, at that
time, no one in Middletown had seen the
picture, for the philosopher’s sudden death
had occurred, very dramatically, actually
during the last sitting. He had, in fact,
had barely one 'fhm]»«c of it hlmaelf as,
according to Falleres’s invariable 1L1!e no
one, not even the subject of the portrait,
had been allowed to examine an unfinished
piece of work. But, though Middletown
had no first-hand knowledge of the picture,
there could be no doubt about the value
of the canvas. As soon as it was put on
exhibition in London, from every art-
critic in the three nations who claimed
Falléeres for their own, there rose a wail
that this masterpiece was to be buried in
an unknown college in an obscure village
in barbarous America. It was confidently
stated that it would be saved from such
an unfitting resting-place by strong action
on the part  of an International Committee
of Artists; but Middletown, though startled
by its own good fortune, clung with Yankee
tenacity to its rights. Raphael Collin, of
Paris, commenting on this in the Revire des
Deux Mondes, cried out whimsically upon
the woes of an art-critic’s life, ‘“as if there
were not already enough wearisome pil-
grimages necessary to remote and uncom-
fortable places with jaw-breaking names,
which must nev erthe]esu he visited for the
sake of a single picture!”  And a burlesque

resolution to carry off the picture by force
was adopted at the dinner in London given
in honor of Falléres the evening before he
set off for America to attend the dedicatory
exercises with which Middletown planned
to install its new treasure.

For the little rustic college rose to its
one great occasion. Bold in their confi-
dence in their dead colleague's fame, the
college authorities sent out invitations to
all the great ones of the country. Those
to whom Gridley was no more than a name
on volumes one never read, came because
the portrait was by Falléres, and those who
had no interest in the world of art came
to honor the moralist whose noble clear-
thinking had simplified the intimate prob-
lems of modern life.  There was the usual
residuum of those who came hecause the
others did, and, also as usual, they were
among the most brilliant figures in the
procession which filed along, one October
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morning, under the old maples of Middle-
town campus.

It was a notable celebration. A bishop
opened the exercises with prayer, a United
States senator delivered the eulogy of
the dead philosopher, the veil uncovering
the portrait was drawn away by the mayor
of one of America’s largest cities, himself
an ardent Gridleyite, and among thobewho
spoke afterward were the presidents of
three great universities. The professor’s
family was represented but scantily. He
had had one brother, who had disappeared
many years ago under a black cloud of ill
report, and one sister who had married
and gone West to live. Her two sons,
middle-aged merchants from Obhio, gave
the only personal note to the occasion by
their somewhat tongue-tied and embar-
rassed presence, for Gridley’s aunt was
too aged and infirm to walk with the pro-
cession from the Gymnasium, where it
formed, to the Library building where the
portrait was installed.

After the inevitable photographers had
made their records of the memorable
gathering the procession began to wind its
many-colored way back to the Assembly
Hall, where it was to lunch. Every one
was feeling relieved that the unveiling had
gone off so smoothly, and cheerful at the
prospect of food.  The undergraduates be-
gan lustily to shout their Lollefre song,
which was caught up by the hol]da} mood
of the older ones. This cheerful tumult
gradually died away in the distance, leav-
ing the room of the portrait deserted in an
echoing silence. A janitor began to re-
move the rows of folding chairs. The
celebration was over.

Into the empty room there now limped
forward a small, shabby old woman with
a crutch.  “I'm his aunt, that lived with
him,” she explained apologetically, *and
I want to see the picture.”

She advanced, peering near-sightedly at
the canvas. The janitor continued stack-
ing up chairs until he was stopped by a
cry from the new-comer. She was a great
deal paler than when she came in. She
was staring hard at the portrait and now
beckoned him wildly to do the same.
“Look at it! Look at it!”

Surprised, he followed the direction of
her shaking hand. *“*Sure, it’s Professor
Grid to the life!” he said admiringly.
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“Look atit! Look atit!” She seemed
not to be able to find any other words.

Aiter a prolonged scrutiny he turned to
her with a puzzled line between his eye-
brows. “Since you've spoken of it, ma’am,
I will say that there’s a something about the
expression of the eyes . and mouth,
maybe . . . that ain't just the professor.

VoL, XLIX.—43

It reminds me
. of some face I've

He was more absent-like.
of somebody else .
seen . . .7

She hung on his answer, her mild, timid
old face drawn like a mask of tragedy.
“Who? Who?” she prompted him.

For a time he could not remember,
staring at the new portrait and scratching
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his head.  Then it came to him suddenly:
“Why, sure, I ought to ha’ kniown without
thinkin', seeing the other picture as often
as every time 've swep’ out the president’s
othee.  And Professor Grid alwavs looked
like him some, anyhow.” '

The old woman leaned against the wall,
her crutch trembling in her hand. Her
eyes questioned him mutely,

“Why, ma’am, who but his own father,
to be sure . . . the old governor.”

I1

WhiLe they had been duly sensible of
the lustre reflected upon them by the cele-
bration in honor of their distinguished
uncle, Professor Gridley’s two nephews
could scarcely have said truthfully that
they enjoyed the occasion. As one of
them did say to the other, the whole show
was rather out of their line. Their line
was wholesale hardware and, being eager
to return to it, it was with a distinct feeling
of relief that they waited for the train at
the station. They were therefore as much
displeased as surprised by the sudden ap-
pearance to them of their great-aunt, very
haggard, her usual extreme timidity swept
away by overmastering emotion. She
clutched at the two merchants with a great
sob of relief: *“Stephen! Eli! Come back
to the house,” she cried, and before they
could stop her was hobbling away. They
hurried after her, divided between the fear
of losing their train and the hope that some
inheritance from their uncle had been
found. They were not mercenary men,
but they felt a not unnatural disappoint-
ment that Professor Gridley had left not
a penny, not even to his aunt, his one
intimate.

Thev overtook her, scuttling along like
some frightened and wounded little animal.
“What's the matter, Aunt Amelia?" they
asked shortly.  “We've got to catch this
train.”

She faced them. “You can’t go now.
You've got to make them take that picture
away.”

S Away!”
faction.

She raged at them, the timid, harmless
little thing, like a creature distraught.
SDidn't vou see it? o Didn't vou see el

Stephen answered: “Well, no, not to

Their Dlankness was stupe-

_ffiff' -
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have a good square look at it. The man
in front of me kept getting in the way.”

Eli admitted: “If you mean vou don’t
see anything in it to make all this hurrah
about, I'm with you. Tt don’t look half
finished. Idon’tlike thatslap-dash style.”

She was in a frenzy at their denseness.
“Who did it look like?” she challenged
them.

“Why, like Uncle Grid, of course.
else?”

“Yes, yes,” she cried; “who else? Who
else?”

They locked at each other, afraid that
she was crazed, and spoke more gently:
“Why, I don’t know, I'm sure, who else.
Like Grandfather Gridley, of course: but
then Uncle Grid always did look like his
father.”

At this she quite definitely put it out
of their power to leave her by fainting
awav.

They carried her home and laid her on
her own bed, where one of them staved to
attend her while the other went back to
rescue their deserted baggage. As the
door closed behind him the old woman
came to herself. “Oh, Stephen,” she
moaned, 1 wish it had killed me, the way
it did vour uncle.”

“What /s the matter?"” asked her great-
nephew wonderingly. “What do you
think killed him?"

“That awful, awful picture! I know
it now as plain as if I'd been there. He
hadn’t seen it all the time he was sitting
for it, though he’d already put in his will
that he wanted the college to have it, and
when he did see it—"" she turned on the
merchant with a sudden fury: “How dare
vou say those are your uncle’s eyes!”

He put his hand soothingly on hers.
“Now, now, Aunt "Melia, maybe the ex-
pression isn't just right, but the color is
. just that jet-black his were . . .
and the artist has got in exact that funny
stiff way uncle’s hair stood up over his
forchead.”

The old woman fixed outraged eyes upon
him. *Color!" she said. ““And hair! Oh
Lord, help me!™

She sat up on the bed, clutching her
nephew's hand, and began to talk rapidly.
When, a hali-hour later, the other brother
returned, neither of them heard him enter
the house. It was only when he called

Who
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at the foot of the stairs that they both gin. “Aunt Amelia’s been telling me a

started and Stephen ran down fo join him. lot of things I never knew, Eli. It seems
“You'll see the president . .. you'll that ... say, did you ever hear that

fixit?” the old woman cried after him. Grandfather Gridley, the governor, was
“Tll see, Aunt "Melia,” he answered such a bad lot?”

pacifyingly as he drew his brother out of “Why, mother never said much about

doors.  He looked quite pale and moved, her father one way or the other, but I

and drew a long breath before he could be- always sort of guessed he wasn't all he
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might have been from her never bringing
us on to visit here until after he died. She
used to look queer, too, when folks con-
gratulated her on having such a famous
man for father. All the big politicians of
his day thought a lot of him. He was as
smart as chain-lightning!”

“He was a disreputable old scalawag!™
cried his other grandson.  “Some of the
things Aunt Amelia has been telling me
make me never want to come back to this
part of the country again. Do you know
why Uncle Grid lived so poor and scrimped
and yet left no money? He'd been taking
care of a whole family grandfather had
beside ours; and paying back some people
grandfather did out of a lot of money on a
timber deal fif [ty years ago: and making
it up to a little \11L1fre in the backwoods
that grandfather ]Jersuar_lcd to bond itself
for a railroad that he knew wouldn’t go
near it.”

The two men stared at each other an
instant, reviewing in a new light the life
that had just closed. “That's why he
never married,” said Eli, finally.

“*No, that's what I said, but Aunt
Amelia just went wild when I did. She
said . . . gee!” he passed his hand over
his eves with a gesture of mental confusion.
“Ain’t it strange what can go on under
vour eyes and you never know it. Why,
she says Uncle Grid was just like his
father.”

The words were not out of his mouth
before the other’s face of horror made him
aware of his mistake. ‘“No! No! Not
that! Heavens, no! I'mean . . . made like
him = e wanted to be that Lmrl specially
drink . . .”” his tongue, unused to phrasing
abstractions, stumbled and tripped in his
haste to correct the other’s impression.
“You know how much Uncle Grid used
to look like grandfather . the same
black hair and broad face and thick red
lips and a kind of knob on the end of his

nose?  Well, it seems he had his father’s
insides too . . . bul lis mother’s con-
science ! T guess, from what Aunt Amelia

says, that the combination made life about
as near Tophet for him . . . | She’s the
only one to know anything about it, be-
cause she’s lived with him always, you
know, took him when grandmother died
and he was a child. She says when he
was younger he was like a man fighting a

Portrait of a Philosopher

wild beast . . . he didn't dare let up or rest,
Some days he wouldn’t stop working at his
desk all day long, not even to eat, and then
he’d grab up a piece of bread and go off
for a long tearing tramp that'd last 'most
all night. You know what a tremendous
physique all the Gridley men have had.
Well, Uncle Grid turned into work all the
energy the rest of them spent in deviltry.
Aunt Amelia said he'd go on like that day
after day for a month, and then he'd bring
out one of those essays folks are so crazy
about. She said she never could bear to
look at his books . . . seemed to her they
were written in his blood. She told him
so once and he said it was the only thing
to do with blood like his.”

He was silent, while his listener made
a clucking noise of astonishment. *My!
My! I'd have said that there never was
anybody more different from grandfather
than uncle. Why, as he got on in years
he didn’t even look like him any more.’

This reference gave Stephen a start.
“Oh, yes, that's what all this came out for.
Aunt Amelia is just wild about this por-
trait. It's just a notion of hers, of course,
but after what she told me I could see,
easy, how the idea would come to her.
It looks this way, she says, as though
Uncle Grid inherited his father's physical
make-up complete, and spent all his life
fighting it . . . and won out! And here’s
this picture making him look the way he
would if he'd been the worst old . . . as
il he’d been like the governor. She says
she feels as though she was the only one
to defend uncle . . . as if it could make
any difference to him! I guess the poor
old lady is a little touched. Likely it’s
harder for her, losing uncle, than we real-
ized. She just about worshipped him.
(Queer business, anvhow, wasn't it? Who'd
ha’ thought he was like that?”

He had talked his unwonted emotion
quite out, and now looked at his brother
with his usual matter-of-fact eye. *Did
you ftell the station agent to hold the
trunk ?”

The other, who was the younger, looked
a little abashed. “Well, no; I found the
train was so late 1 thou(rht maybe we
could . . . you know there’s that business
to-morrow e

His senior relieved him of embarrass-
ment. “That’s a good idea. Sure we can.
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There’s nothing we could do if we stayed.
It's just a notion of Aunt 'Melia's, any-
how. T agree with her that it don't look
so awfully like Uncle Grid, but, then, oil-
portraits are never any good. Give me a
photograph!”

“It's out of our line, anyhow,
the younger, looking at his watch.

7 agreed

111

TaEe president of Middletown College
had been as much relieved as pleased by
the success of the rather pretentious cele-
bration he had planned. His annoyance
was correspondingly keen at the disturbing
appearance in the afternoon reception be-
fore the new portrait, of the late professor’s
aunt, ‘“an entirely insignificant old country
woman,” he hastily assured M. Falléres
after she had been half forced, half per-
suaded to retire, ‘““whose criticisms were
as negligible as her personality.”

The tall, Jove-like artist concealed a
smile by stroking his great brown beard.
When it came to insignificant country
people, he told himself, it was hard to
draw lines in his present company. He
was wondering whether he might not
escape by an earlier train.

To the president’s remark he answered
that no portrait-painter escaped unreason-
able relatives of his sitters. “It is an
axiom with our guild,” he went on, not,
perhaps, averse to giving his provincial
hosts a new sensation, “that the family is
never satishied, and also that the family
has no rights. A sitter is a subject only,
like a slice of fish. The only question is
how it's done. What difference does it
make a century {from now, if the likeness
is good? It's a work of art or it’s noth-
ing.” He announced this principle with
a regal absence of explanation and turned
away; but his thesis was taken up by
another guest, a New York art critic.

“By Jove, it’s inconceivable, the igno-
rance of art in America!” he told the little
group before the portrait. “You find
every one so incurably personal in his
point of view . . . always objecting to a
masterpiece because the watch-chain isn’t
the kind usually worn by the dear de-
parted.”

Some one else chimed in. *Ves, it’s
incredible that any one, even an old village
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granny, should be able to look at that
canvas and not be struck speechless by
its quality.”

The critic was in Middletown to report
on the portrait and he now began marshal-
ling his adjectives for that purpose. I
never saw such use of pigment in my life
. . . it makes the Whistler ‘Carlyle’ look
like burnt-out ashes . . . the luminous
richness of the blacks in the academic
gown, the masterly generalization in the
treatment of the hair, the placing of those
great talons of hands on the canvas car-
rying out the vigorous lines of the com-
position, and the unforgetable felicity of
those brutally red lips as the one ringing
note of color. As for life-likeness, what’s
the old dame talking about! I never saw
such eyes! Not a hint of meretricious em-
phasis on their lustre and yet they [airly
flame.”

The conversation spread to a less tech-
nical discussion as the group was joined
by the professor of rhetoric, an ambitious
young man with an insatiable craving for
sophistication, who felt himself for once
entirely in his element in the crowd of
celebrities.  ““It'sincredibly good luck that
our little two-for-a-cent college should have
so fine a thing,” he said knowingly, “I've
been wondering how such an old skinflint
as Gridley ever got the money loose to
have his portrait done by . . .”

A laugh went around the group at the
idea. “Itwas Mackintosh, the sugar king,
who put up forit. He'sa great Gridleyite,
and persuaded him to sit.”

“Persuade a man to sit to Falléres!”
The rhetoric professor was outraged at the
idea.

“Yes, so they say. The professor was
dead against it from the first. Falléres
himself had to beg him to sit. TFalléres
said he felt a real nspiration at the sight
of the old fellow . . . knew he could make
a good thing out of him. He was a good
subject!™

The little group turned and stared ap-
praisingly at the portrait hanging so close
to them that it seemed another living being
in their midst. The rhetoric professor
was asked what kind of a man the philoso-
pher had been personally, and answered
briskly: **Oh, nobody knew him person-
ally . . . the silent old codger. He was a
dry-as-dust, bloodless, secular monk . . .”
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He was interrupted by a laugh from the
art critic, whose eyes were still on the
portrait. ) . o

“Excuse me for my cynical mirth,” he
said, “but I must say he doesn’t look it.
I was prepared for any characterization
but that. He looks like a powerful son
of the Renaissance, who might have lived
in that one little vacation of the soul after
medievalism stopped hag-riding us, and
before the modern conscience got its
claws on us. And you say he was a blue-
nosed Puritan!”

The professor of rhetoric looked an un-
easy fear that he was being ridiculed. *1I
only repeated the village notion of him,”
he said airily. **He may have been any-
thing. All T know is that he was as secre-
tive as a clam, and about as interesting
personally.”

“Look at the picture,” said the critic,
still laughing; “youw'll know all about
him!"

The prolessor of rhetoric nodded.
“You're right, he doesn’t look much like
my character of him. I never seem to have
had a good, square look at him before.
I've heard several people say the same
thing, that they scemed to understand him
better from the portrait than from his
living face. There was something about
his eyes that kept vou from thinking of
anything but what he was saying.”

The critic agreed. ©* The eyes are wonder-
ful . . . ruthless in their power . . . fires
of hell.” He laughed a deprecating apology
for his over-emphatic metaphor and sug-
gested: “It’s possible that there was more
to the professorial life than met the eye.
Had he a wife?”

“No; it was always a joke in the village
that he would never look at a woman.”

The critic glanced up at the smouldering
eyes of the portrait and smiled. *I've
heard of that kind of a man before,” he
said. *“*Never known to drink, either, I
suppose?”

“Cold-water teetotaler,” laughed the
professor, catching the spirit of the occa-
slon.

“Look at the color in that nose!” said

the critic. “I fancy that the ascetic mor-
alist. 5
A very young man, an undergraduate

who had been introduced as the junior
usher, nodded his head. **Yep, a lot of us
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fellows always thought old Grid a little
too good to be true.”

An older man with the flexible mouth of
a politician now ventured a contribution
to a conversation no longer hafflingly
wsthetic: “ His father, old Governor Grid-
ley, wasn’t he . . . Well, T guess you're
right about the son. No halos were handed
down in that family!”

The laugh which followed this speech
was stopped by the approach of Falleres,
his commanding presence dwarfling the
president beside him. He was listening
with a good-natured contempt to the ap-
parently rather anxious murmurs of the
latter.

“Of course I know, Mr. Falléres, it is
a great deal to ask, but she is so insistent

. she won't go away and continues to
make the most distressing spectacle of
herseli . . . and several people, since she
has said so much about it, are saying that
the expression is not that of the late pro-
fessor. Much against my will I promised
to speak to you . . .”

His mortified uneasiness was so great
that the artist gave him a rescuing hand.
“Well, Mr. President, what can 1 do in
the matter? The man is dead. T cannot
paint him over again, and if I could I
would only do again as I did this time,
choose that aspect which my judgment
told me would make the best portrait. If
his habitual vacant expression was not so
interesting as another not so permanent a
habit of his face . . . why, the poor artist
must be allowed some choice. I did not
know I was to please his grandmother, and
not posterity.”

“His aunt,” corrected the president auto-
matically.

The portrait-painter accepted the cor-
rection with his tolerant smile. “His
aunt,” he repeated. “The difference is
considerable.  May I ask what it was you
promised her?"

The president summoned his courage.
It was easy to gather from his infinitely re-
luctant insistence how painful and com-
pelling had been the scene which forced
him to action. “She wants you to change
it . .. tomake theexpressionof the . . .”

For the first time the artist’s equanimity
was shaken. He took a step backward.
“Change it!" he said, and although his
voice was low the casual chat all over the
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room stopped short as though a pistol had
been fired.

“1t's not my ideal™ the president con-
founded himself in self-exoneration. *1
merely promised, to pacify her, to ask you
if you could not do some little thing that
would . . .7

The critic assumed the role of concilia-
tor. “My dear sir, I don't believe you
quite understand what you are asking.
It's as though you asked a priest to make
just a little change in the church service
and lt‘d\L out the Not in the command-
ments.”

“Tonly wished to know Mr. Falléres's
attitude,” said the president stifily, a little
nettled by the other’s note of condescen-
sion. I presume he will be willing to
take the responsibility of it himsell and
explain to the professor’s aunt that [
have done . . ."

The artist had recovered from his lapse
from Olympian calm and now nodded
smiling: “* Dear me, yes, Mr. President,
I'm used to irate relatives.”

The president hastened away and the
knots of talkers in other parts of the room,
who had been looking with expectant
curiosity at the group before the portrait,
resumed their loud-toned chatter. When
their attention was next drawn in the same
direction, it was by a shaky old treble,
breaking and quavering with weakners, A
small, shabby old woman, leaning on a
crutch, stood looking up imploringly at
the tall painter.

“My dear madam,” he broke in on her
with a kindly impatience, “all that vou
say about Professor Gridley is much to
his credit, but what has it to do with
me?”

“You painted his portrait,” she said
with a simplicity that was like stupidity.
“And I am his aunt.  You made a picture
of a bad man. I know he was a good
man."

“I painted what I saw,” sighed the
artist wearily. He looked furtively at his
watch.

The old woman seemed dazed by the
extremity of her emotion. She looked
about her silently, keeping her eyes averted
from the portrait that stood so vividly
like a living man beside her. “I don’t
know what to do!” she murmured with
a little moan. T can’t bear it to have it
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stay here—people forget so.  Everybody’ll
think that Gridley looked like that! And
there isn't any l_md) but me. He never had
anybody but me.”

The critic tried to clear the air by a
roundly declaratory statement of princi-
ples.  “You'll pardon my bluniness, mad-
am; but you must remember that none hut
the members of Professor Gridley's family
are concerned in the exact details of his
appearance. Fifty years from now no-
body will remember how he looked, one
way or the other. The world is only con-
cerned with portraits as works of art.”

She followed his reasoning with a
strained and docile attention and now
spoke eagerly as though struck by an un-
expected hope: “If that’s all, why put his
name to it? Just hang it up, and call it
anything.”

She shrank together timidly and her eyes
reddened at the laughter which greeted this
naive suggestion.

Falleres looked annoyed and called his
rlt,t'cnder off.  “Oh, never mind explain-
ing me,” he said, snapping his watch shut.
“You'll never get the rights of it through
anybody's head who hasn’t himself sweat
blood over a composition only to be told
that the other side of the sitter’s profile is
usually considered the prettier. After all,
we have the last word, since the sitter dies
and the portrait lives.”

The old woman started and looked at
him attentively.

“Yes,” said the critic, laughing, “immor-
tality’s s not a bad balm for pin- ;111&1\\\ v

The old woman turned very pale and
for the first time looked again at the por-
trait. An electric thrill seemed to pass
through her as her eyes encountered the
bold, evil ones fixed on her. She stood
erect with a rigid face, and * Immortality "
she said, under her breath.

Falléres moved away to make his adieux
to the president, and the little group of his
satellites straggled after him to the other
end of the room. For a moment there
was no one near the old woman to see
the crutch furiously upraised, hammer-
like, or to stop her sudden passionate rush
upon the picture.

At the sound of cracking cloth, they
turned back, horrified. They saw her,

with an insane violence, thrust her hands
into the gaping hole that had been the por-
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trait’s face and, tearing the canvas from end
to end, fall upon the shreds with teeth and
talon.

All but Falléres flung themselves toward
her, dragging her away. With a move-
ment as instinctive he rushed for the pict-
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ure, and it was to him, as he stood aghast
before the ruined canvas, that the ol
woman's shrill treble was directed, above
the loud shocked voices of those about her:
“There ain't anything immortal but souls!”
she cried.
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of '62, my mother, wedded
to her beloved hospital work
at Culpeper Court House,
sent me to Richmond to
be under care of my uncle
and Mrs, Fairfax, who had

Gl

and aunt, Dr,
found quarters in the Clifton House, a

dreary old building, indifferently kept,
hon{vwmbed with subterranean passages
suggesting the romances of Mrs. Rad-
cliffe, where, however, we girls certainly
mdmgerl to extract *“sunbeams from cu-
cumbers,”  Tor there my Cary cousing,
Hetty and Jennie, arrived from Charlottes-
ville to join our refugee band, and the reign
of the beautiful Hetty began, as, perhaps,
chief of the war beauties of the day., Our
cousin, Jennie Fairfax, was also of our
merry group.  For want of a sitting-room,
we took possession of what had been a doc-
tor's office a little way down the hilly street,
communicating with the hotel by an under-
ground passage, dark as Erebus, through
which, in rainy or snowy weather, we passed
by the light of a bedroom candle. Many a
dignitary of State and ¢ arp will recall our
Clifton evenings. Several times we gave
suppers to which we contributed only a
roast turkey, a ham, and some loaves of
bread, with plates and knives and forks.
It was a common sight to sce a major-gen-
eral come in hugging a bottle of hrandied
peac hes, and a member of C ONEress carry-
ing his quota of sardines and I'rench prunes.
At these feasts there was a democratic com-
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mm“]mg of officers and “high privates.”

To the latter, it was part of our creed always
to dispense our best smiles and tid-bits. So
great the rush of visitors that our mulatto
attendant, Corneliug, dubbed “the Cen-
turion,” was kept from striking for liberty
only by much cajolery and frequent small
tips.

Of the town gayeties that winter, I recall
a fancy-dress party at the McMurdos’ in
Grace Street.  One of the daughters, Miss
Saidee McMurdo, an exquisite creature
with large dark eyes and arched brows,
married Mr. Alired Rives, of Albemarle,
and became the mother of Amélie Rives,
the author, now Princess Troubetskoy (Mrs.
Rives has died since these words were writ-
ten).  This was my first “real” party in
Richmond, and my mother being in town
on o rest furlough, she made up for me,
with her own dear fingers, the costume of a
Louis XV court lady, styled “Mme. la
Marquise de Créve-Ceeur,” decided upon
chiefly hecause of a stiff old petticoat of
wine-colored reps silk, found in some family
trunk. Shopping diligently, she had found
spangles for my shoes and fan; feathers for
the high-rolled, powdered hair were lent
from someone’s store ; mask, pearl necklace,
and old blond lace were forthcoming; and
my kind uncle cut out from court plaster a
coach and horses by way of a patch of the
period for the cheek.  What the other girls
wore, I selfishly can't remember.

The first event to bring all patriotic Rich-
mond into the streets that winter, was the
inauguration of our president, Jefferson
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Davis, on February 22, 1862, We were
asked to witness the ceremony from a win-
dow of the Virginia State Library in the
Capitol, by our friend Mr. John R. Thomy-
son, the librarian-in-chief, and were enter-
tained, while awaiting events, with the lat-
est Northern papers, Flarper’s 1 eekl v and
others, together with the extraordinary ap-
parition of a box of French bonbons, just
arrived by underground express.

It was a dismal day, depressing to stout-
est spirits, rain falling heavily, and the Cap-
itol Square beneath us one mass of open
umbrellas.  When the poor wet hishop and
the president-clect came upon the stand,
there was an immediate portentous hush
in the crowd.  One heard nothing hut the
patter of the winter rain. The briefl cere-
mony over, when President Davis kissed
the book, accepting, under God, the trust
of our young and struggling nation, a great
shout went up and we distinctly heard
cries of “ God bless our president!™ That
evening President and Mrs. Davis received
at their residence, making a most [avorable
impression upon all Richmond.

We had been hearing a good deal of the
inner life of the president’s family, from a
young inmate of his household destined to
play an important part in my life thereafter.
This was Burton Norvell Harrizson, born in
Louisiana, of Virginian parentage on the
father’s side, who, at the instance of his
friend, Congressman L. Q. C. Lamar, had
been summoned by the president to be his
private secretary at the moment when Mr.
Harrison was about to enlist in New Or-
leans as a private in the ranks of the Wash-
ington artillerv. Mr. Harrison, having
graduated at Yale in the class of 1859, had
been designated by Pres. F. A. P. Bar-
nard, then of Oxford U niversity in Missis-
sippi (whose first wife was Mr. Harrison’s
aunt) to occupy a junior professorship in
that institution, and had remained there
until the outbreak of the war.

During vacations from Yale spent with
his uncle, the Rev. Dr. William Francis
Brand, rector of St. Mary’s Church, near
Z.mmorton, Maryland, Mr. Harrison had
made friends with my Baltimore cousins,
who were intimate with the Brand family;
but I had never chanced to meet the much-
praised young Yalensian, whom the Cary
girls had vaunted until [ declared myself
aweary of his name. It was at the Clifton

House, where Mr. Harrison came to call
upon my cousins, that our acquaintance be-
gan, but our friendship did not take shape
till many months later.

We were all interested in what Burton
Iarrison had to say of the Davises.  Lvery
one knew the traditions of Mrs. Jefferson
Davis, as handed down from her carcer as
a senator’s wife, in Washington, in the
administrations of Pierce and Buchanan.
She was declared to be a woman of warm-
est heart and impetuous tongue, witty and

caustic, with a sensitive nature lll‘ldt,‘ll\ll'l}_{
all; a devoted wife and mother, and most
gracious mistress of a salon. Miss Marga-
ret Howell, the exceedingly clever sister of
Mrs. Davis, afterward Madame de Stoeurs,
of England, was the young lady of the Rich-
mond White House; and it is safe to say
that no wittier talk was ever handied over
the tea-cups in any land, than passed daily
between the several hrwht spirits thus as-
sembled at the president’s table. Mrs,
Davis had heen somewhat depressed on the
day of the inauguration, by an arrange-
ment for her progress to Capitol Square,
made by her negro coachman.  When they
set out, at asnail’s pace, she observed, walk-
ing H()ll mnly and with faces of unbroken
gloom, on either side of her carriage, four
negroes in black clothes, wearing gloves of
white cotton.  Demanding impatiently of
the coachmen what in the world this per-
formance meant, she was informed: “This,
madam, is the way we always does in
Richmond at funerals and sich-like.”  Nrs.
Davig, telling the story inimitably that
evening, su(i she was almost 'fllt\tf[ to
have to “order the pall-bearers away,” so
proud were they of their dignified position.

Concerning the affairs, big or little, of
“the Chief,” Mr. Harrison was wont to
preserve continual, discreet silence. He
would only say that the president had the
happiest relations with his family, by whom
he was revered; incidentally remarking that
to accompany the chief on horsehack, al-
ways his duty, together with some of the
aides, was to sit in the saddle indefinitely,
in good or bad weather alike, never know-
ing when they were to bring up at home
again, and keeping Mrs. Davis in continual

uncertainty as to her dinner hour, to say
nothing of her hushand’s fate.
The stories Burton Harrison told us

ol his adventures on such excursions were
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many, and sometimes amusing. For in-
stance, when General Lee crossed the

Chickahominy, President Davis, with sev-
cral staff-officers, overtook the column, and,
with the secretary of war and a few other
non-combatants, forded the river just as the
hattle of Mechaniesville began.  General
lee, surrounded by members of his own
stafi and other officers, was found a few
hundred yards north of the bridge, in the
middle of the broad road, mounted and bus-
ilv engaged in directing the attack then
about to be made by a brigade sweeping in
line over the fields, to the east of the road
and toward Ellerson’s Mill, where in a few
minutes a hot engagement commenced.
Shot from the enemy’s guns out of sight went
whizzing overhead in quick succession,
striking every moment nearer the group of
horsemen in the road as the gunners im-
proved their range.  General Lee observed
the president’s approach, and was evidently
annoved at what he considered a [oolhardy
cxpedition of needless exposure of the head
of the government, whose duties were else-
where.  He turned his back for a moment,
until Colonel Chilton had been despatched
at a gallop with the last direction to the
commander of the attacking brigade; then,
facing the cavaleade and looking like the
god of war indignant, he exchanged with the
president a salute, with the most frigid re-
serve of anything like welcome or cordial-
itv. In an instant, and without allowance
of opportunity for a word from the presi-
dent, the general, looking not at him but at
the assemblage at large, asked in a tone of
irritation:

“Who are all this army nf people, and
what are they doing here?’

No one moved or spoke, but all eyes were
upon the president; everybody perfectly
understood that this was only an order for
him to retire to a place of safety, and the
rour of the guns, the rattling fire of mus-
ketry, and the bustle of a battle in progress,
with troops continually arriving across the
bridge to go into action, went on. The
president twisted in his saddle, quite taken
aback at such a greeting—the general re-
garding him now with glances of growing
severity,  After a painful pause the presi-
dent said, deprecatingly, “It is not my
army, general.,” It iL'rl.Jml\ is not my
army, Mr. President,” was the prompl re-
ply, and this is no place for it"—in an ac-
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cent of command. Such a rebuff was 4
stunner to Mr. Davis, who, however, soon
regained his serenity and answered, “Well,
general, if T withdraw, perhaps they will
follow,” and, raising his hat in cold sa-
lute, he turned his horse’s head to ride
slowly toward the bridge—seeing, as he
turned, a man killed immediately before
him by a shot from a gun which at that mo-
ment got the range of the road. The presi-
dent’s own staff-officers followed him, as did
various others; hut he presently drew rein
in a stream where the high bank and the
bushes concealed him from General Lee's
repelling observation, and there remained
while the battle raged. The secretary of
war had also made a show of withdrawing,
but improved the opportunity afforded by
rather a deep ditch on the roadside to at-
tempt to conceal himsell and his horse
there for a time from General Lee, who at
that moment was more to be dreaded than
the enemy’s guns.

About March 1, 1862, martial law was
proclaimed in Richmond, and from that
time till the day of the evacuation we lived
amid continually thrilling scenes. Now
came the joyful tidings that my brother’s
ship, the cruiser Nashuille, had successfully
slipped through the blockading fleet off
Beaufort, North Carolina, and that all on
hoard were well. Her commander, the
stately and gallant Capt. Robert Pegram,
welcomed with acclamation on his return

Richmond, came to call on us at the
Clifton, and gave to our eager ears a syn-
opsis of their stirring experience since leav-
ing Charleston in October. A few days
later our midshipman walked in, looking
taller, Lroader, and supremely happy to
greet us all again.

The Nashuville, intended for the convoy
of the Confederate States commissioners,
Masen and Slidell, hut proving too big, had
successtully run the blockade from Charles-
ton to Bermuda, coaled at Bermuda, and
made a long voyage of twenty-three days
to Southampton, England. In the British
Channel, off the \-:etiick they had burnt
and .suni\ the American merchantman, Har-
vey Birch, bringing her men, thirty in num-
ber, into Southampton, where they were set
atliberty.  This exploit and the discussion
ensuing in the newspaperscaused the Nash-
ville to rise immediately into prominence in
England.  While they lay in port, num-
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herless visits were made to the ship. My
brother, standing one day on the uay, saw
approaching him “a tall, distinguished-
looking man with a florid face and lony
smooth chin, who I knew at once was
‘somebody.”” This proved to he no less a
personage than Lord Palmerston, premier
of England, who on his way tovisit the queen
at Oshorn House, had turned aside, unofii-
cially, to make a call upon the commander
of the famous Nashville. At his request,
my brother took his card in to Captain
Pegram, who immediately came out and
conducted his lordship to his cabin, where
he remained some time, an incident fortu-
nately not getting into print,

Some of the officers of the Nashville ve-
paired at once, on leave, to London, others
to Paris. My brother, in company with his
close friend and fellow midshipman, Irving
Bullock, of Georgia (uncle of ex-President
Roosevelt), ran up to London to see the
sights, and two happier lads could not have
been found. Drawing their pay in gold,
universally petted and welcomed by sym-
pathetic Britons, and having achieved the
éelal of a favorable notice in Punch, they
described themselvesas “living like fighting
chickens generally.”

Irving Bullock was declared by his com-
rades to be “*a tall stalwart fellow, the best
in the world, and a splendid officer.” Long
after the war, when Mr. Bullock, married to
an English lady, was living in Liverpool, he
would make it a point whenever my brother
crossed to come out on the tender and wel-
come his old shipmate, literally with open
arms, lifting Clarence off his feet in an ex-
uberant embrace. His death was a sorrow
to all who knew him. Mr. Cary has fre-
quently talked of him to Col. Theodore
Roosevelt, who remembers his uncle with
sincere affection and respect.

On coming out of church one Sunday
we heard the crushing news of the fall
of New Orleans and of the capture of
our iron-clads. The information coming
to our group from the lips of Mrs. Ran-
dolph, wife of our kinsman, Gen. George
Randolph, secretary of war, was uncl]hpm—

able.  Mr. Jules de St. Martin, of New Or-
ILanq brother-in-law of Mr. Tu{]ah . Ben-
jamin, who was walking with us, made no
remark.

“This must hit vou hard,” said some one
to him. “I am ruined, veoila fout!” was
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the answer, with a characteristic gesture of
throwing care to the winds.

This debonair little gentleman was one of
the great favorites in war society in Rich-
mond. His cheery spirit, wit, and exiui-
site courtesy made friends for him every-
where; and although his nicety of dress,
alter the Parisian style, was the subject of
comment when he first appeared upon our
streets, he joined the volunteers before
Richmond, and roughed it pluckily in the
trenches as a private. Years after, M. de
St. Martin calling on my mother and me
in Paris, told a story of camp life in the
freezing trenches, when on one occasion
Col. T. L. Bayne called him away from
his place of bivouac on the ground to come
with him, bidding him tell nobody, ax he
had found a spot where they could * sleep
warm.”  Eagerly St. Martin [ollowed his
guide, to be introduced, in the wintry dark,
to an enclosure full of snufiling, grunting
creatures among whom they lay down in
oozing mud; it was a pig-sty, nnthmer less,
and there they slept till morning. It is
true that their noses disturbed me now and
then,” said the narrator, “but que voulez
vous ! 1 was freezing.”

Now nothing was talked of but the capt-
ure of New Orleans. The stout spirit of
the South had received its most telling blow.
My brother, the midshipman, had just be-
fore this been ordered to what was consid-
ered one of the finest commands in the
Confederate States Navy—the new iron-
clad Mississippi, then building in New Or-
leans, and L\llu ted to sweep the Northern
coast.  On the day before the United States
fleet under Commodore Porter passed in to
the taking of the forts, Clarence had been
sent in charge of a boatload of deserters and
ordnance to a Confederate States ship in
the river. That day, “just for fun,” as he
expressed it, he and another middy accom-
panied Licutenant Reed going on duty at
Fort Jackson, under a hot fire of shelling.
While crossing the moat around the fort in
a canoe, a thirteen-inch mortar shell fell near
them, half filling their craft with water.
No wonder the commandant of the fort, in
greeting them, asked the two midshipmen
in vigorous terms, “What are you yvoung
fools doing here, anyway?"”  They dodged
about for a while in the bomb-proof case-
mates, listening to the swift rush downward
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through the air of shells **that sounded as
motor-cars do now "—says in 1910 the pro-
jector of this Imnlh.ml\ expedition, who
thn pulled back against the fierce strength
of the Mississippi current under the same
fire, passing a wounded alligator longer
than himseli, hit by a piece of shell.
Aboard llw steamship Star of the W esi—
the vessel that drew the opening shots of the
war at Charleston, was seized at New Or-
leans when Louisiana seceded; and was
later sunk by the Confederates in the Yazoo,
near Fort Pemberton—next day saw my
hrother and other midshipmen, in charge of
six millions gold and silver coin from the
mints and banks New Orleans, with
three millions in paper money, over which
their orders were to keep guard with drawn
swords, hurrying away from doomed New
Orleans, where, along the levees, burning
ships and steamers and bales of cotton
stretched in a fiery crescent. Had they
delayed a day, they would all have heen
swept away in Porter’s resistless onslaught.
Keeping just ahead of the enemy's feet,
they reached Vickshurg, thenee went over-
land to Mobile, where their charge was de-
livered up in safety, my brother returning
to Richmond, where he was assigned In
secretary Mallory Lo the somew hat ]!ght
L'll.ll\' of aid to the \'u'l‘l_tu!‘\'——“]}I‘im'[lm”\'
reading newspapers at the navy depart-
ment, and once escorting Mrs. \Li.“(ﬂ'\r to
Drury’s Bluff,” as recorded by himself.
We had come to the end of May, when
the eves of the whole continent turned
toward Richmond. On the 3ist, John-
ston assaulted the Federals who had been
advanced to Seven Pines. It was so near
that the first guns sent our hearts into our
mouths, like a sudden loud knocking at
one’s door at night.  The women left in
Richmond had, with few exceptions, hus-
bands, fathers, sons, and brothers in the
ficht. I have never seen a finer exhibition
of calm courage than they showed in this
baptism of fire.  No one wept or moaned
aloud.  All went about their tasks of pre
paring for the wounded, making bandages,
scraping lint, improvising beds.  Night
brought a lull in the frightlul cannonading.
We threw ourselves dressed upon our beds
to get a little rest before the morrow.
During the night hegan the ghastly pro-
cesston of wounded brought in from the
field.  Every vehicle the city could produce
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supplemented the military  ambulances,
Many slightly wounded men, so black with
gunpowder as to be unrecognizable, came
limping in on foot. All next day women
with white faces flitted bare-headed through
the streets and hospitals, looking for their
own. Churches and lecture-rooms were
thrown open for volunteer ladies sewing
and filling the rough beds called for by the
surgeons. There was not enough of any-
thing to meet the sudden appalling call of
many strong men stricken unto death,
Hearing that my cousin, Reginald Hyde,
was reported wounded, two of us girls
volunteered to help his mother to search
for him through the lower hospitals.  We
tramped down Main Street through the hot
sun over burning pavements, from one
scene of horror to another, bringing up
finally at the St. Charles Hotel, a ]aruc
old building. What a sight met oul eyes
Men in every stage of mutilation, lvmmr
waiting for the surgeons upon bare boards
with haversacks, or army blankets, or noth-
ing, beneath their heads. Some gave up
the weary ghost as we passed them by, All
were suffering keenly, and needing ordi-
nary attention.  T'o be there empty-handed
and impotent to help, nearly broke our
hearts.  Bending down over handaged
faces stff with blood, and thick with flies,
nothing did we see or hear of the object of
our search, who, I am glad to say, arrived
later at his mother’s home, to he nursed by
her 10 a speedy recovery.

The impression of that day was inefface-
able. It left me permanently convinced
that nothing is worth war.

My mother was now in her element. Ex-
pert, silent, incomparable as a nurse, she
was soon on regular duty in an improvised
hospital. I spent that night at the window
of my room panting for fresh air, and long-
ing to do something, .m\lhmUr to hclp
The next d: LV my !nunc! I m1lv Voss, and I
had the pride and |J]l:ilhl_ll e of having as-
signed to our care, under an older woman,
two rooms containing fifteen wounded men
lying on pallets around the floor, From
that moment we were happier, although
physically tried to the uwtmost.  Gradually,
some order came out of the chaos of over-
tasked hospital service. The churches gave
their seat-cushions to make beds, the fa-
mous old wine-cellars of private houses
sent their priceless Madeira, port, sherry,
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and brandy, everybody's cook was set to
lurning out Llllilllit‘ﬁ, andd lluL‘ Our own men
we begged unblushingly until they were
fairly well supplied. At night, carrying
palm-leaf fans, we sauntered out into the
streets scarcely less hot than in full sun-
shine.  Once, literally panting for a fresh
breath of air, a party of us went with
an official of the Capitol, up through the
vapor bath of many steep stairs, to emerge
on a little platform on the summit of
the building. There, oh, joy!—were ac-
tually breezes that brought relief.  There
we sat and looked down on the city that
could not sleep, and talked, or listencd to
the voice of the river, that I seem to hear
yet, over the tramp of rusty battalions, the
short, imperious stroke of the alarm hell,
the clash of passing bands, the gallop of
horsemen, the roar of battle, the moan of
hospitals, the stifled note of sorrow—all the
Richmond war sounds, sacred and unfor-
gettable.

Day after day one heard the wailing
dirge of nnhmr\ bands preceding o sol-
dier’s funeral. One could not number
those sad pageants in our lealy strects: the
cofin with its cap and sword and gloves,
the riderless hors * with empty hoots in the
stirrups of an army saddle; such soldiers as
could be spared from the front marching
with arms reversed and crape-shrouded
hanners, passers-by standing with bare bent
heads.

Funerals by night were common. A
solemn scene was (o be enacted in the July
moonlight at Hollywood when they laid to
rest my own um_lr, Licut. l\uglmdd Fair-
fax, of whom in the old service of the United
States, as in that of the Confederate Navy,
it was said ““he was a spotless knight.”
My uncle, who had commanded a battery
on the James, was prostrated by malarial
fever and taken to Richmond, where he
died at the Clifton House, tenderly nursed
by his sisters. He was to my brother and
me a second father., His property, fortu-
nately so invested in Northern securities as
to be unavailable during the war, was left
between his three sisters, thereby enabling
us, after peace was declared, to resume a
life of comfort, when many of our Confed-
erate friends were in absolute want. My
other uncle, Doctor Fairfax, of Alexandria,
had, in the abundance of his belief in the
Confederacy, put all of his fortune into
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Confederate bonds, and suffere]l o total
loss of it.

A personal incident of the fight of Seven
Pines was a visit during that morning from
i younyg officer, sent into town from the
Lattle-field with important despatches to
the president. Whilst awuaiting reply he
came, with his orderly in attendance, to say
a word to me, and as I stood with him at
our garden gate the cannonading suddenly
increased tremendously,

“That's my place, not this.
come out of it, remember 1 tried to do my
duty—""he said with a hasty handshake,
and springing into his saddle, the horse
rearing fiercely, he waved his cap and
spurred away, the orderly clattering after
him. 1t was the lust time T ever saw him.
In one of the battles of July he fell, leading
his men in a splendid charge, and in him
many bright hopes and a noble future were
extinguished.

If I don't

\.'

I~ the latter part of February, 1863, it be-
cuame for cither my mother or
aunt to carry to Washington certain papers
connected with the inheritance coming to
them from the estate of their late brother,
in order to secure much-needed provision
for the clouded and uncertain future of their
families.  After some debate it was decided
that Mrs. Hyde should be the one to go;
and I, with the love of daring adventure
coursing through my veins, induced them
to let me accompany my aunt. T should
never allow a girl of my own to do if, as-
suredly, but aulre lemps, aulre meurs—
and then, I knew not fear.

Bidding farewell to those friends in Rich-
mond who looked upon us as predestined
to a Northern prison, we went first to stop
with our friends the owners of Belpré, near
Culpeper, not far from the winter quarters
of Gen. Fitzhugh Lee’s division of cavalry.
Here we remained while casting about us
[or ways and means to cross the Dhorder
and get into Alexandria. Not only were
the chances of war in favor of our capture
on the way—that did not appall us, since we
were intent strictly on private business—
but from every side came gloomy tales of
swollen rivers, deserted villages, a war-rav-
aged country liable to forays from prowling
vagabonds of either army, and the likeli-
hood of running upon a skirmish at any

NeCessnry
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moment. Worst of all, it seemed impossi-
ble to hire a conveyance.

Waiting, however, in a pleasant country
house near the head-quarters of a crack
cavalry division, with a dozen gallant
knights, ready to do one’s lightest bidding,
had its endurable side. There were visits
1o and from camp, rides, shooting matches
—*“General Fitz" presenting me with a
tiny Smith and Wesson revolver captured
by himself, which he taught me to wear and
use—and, at evening, gatherings around
the big wood fire at Belpré, when we
laughed and talked and sang.

At this distance of time it is not telling
tales out of school to say that the leader of
fun in those evenings was the major-general
commanding, future Governor of the Com-
monwealth of Virginia, and to be a trusted
chief of the United States forces in the
Spanish-American War.  One was as sure
of jollity and good-fellowship in ** General
Fitz" off duty, as of soldierly dash tempered
by the wisdom of a born leader when in
action.

Tt is pleasant to note that to the last of his

varied soldierly experience, this General
Lee retained the wide measure of popular-
ity with the masses that had always been
his portion. It was observed that during
the progress of the procession at President
Grover Cleveland’s inauguration ceremo-
nies, Gen. Fitzhugh Lee, riding a magnifi-
cent horse provided for his use by a loyval
old friend, a citizen of Alexandria, was more
continuously applauded when passing down
the lines than any other person present sav-
ing the hero of the day: and this was apt to
be the case in all his public appearances.

One day when, returning from a visit to
a friend, Irode from Culpeper Court House
to Belpré with the general, a darkey sent
ahead on muleback detailed to carry my
other hat and dressing-hag, a very demon of
mischief entered into my escort. In a
wood-road, where no one could sce him, he
rode standing in the saddle, picking dried
wayside fowers at a gallop, backward,
forward, in every attitude that man can as-
sume upon a steed, while forcing my horse
to keep pace with his “stunts” as he called
them, acquired in his old army life upon
the plains.  Presently, espyving our Mer-
cury, despatched some time before, slowly
jogging down the narrow road ahead of us,
he put spurs to his horse, uttered an Indian
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war-whoop, and bore down upon him at
a run. The negro, terrified by the on-
slaught, not stopping to inquire into its nat-
ure, lashed his mule and set off like the
Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow, I
overpowered with laughter, left far behind.

Looking around us for an opportunity
ol entering the Union lines at Fairfax, we
heard of a lady living at some distance from
Culpeper, who had the same end in view as
ours. To visit this lady, and propose join-
ing forces and sharing expenses in the expe-
dition, it was necessary to ride twelve miles
across country as the crow flies, for which
purpose General Fitz Lee offered me his
mare, Refugitta—a beautiful, high-spirited
little creature I had ridden several times
hefore—and  the escort of his aide and
cousin, Maj. Robert Mason. We set off
in high feather on a sunshiny morning of
February, but were overtaken by a tremen-
dous storm of wind and rain changing to
snow, when remote from any possibility of
shelter, in a desolate part of the country, all
fences gone, a deserted negro cabin here
and there the only sign of past habitation.
Very soon my habit was wet through, my
leather gloves were clinging to fingers so
cold I could hardly hold the bridle.  When
Major Mason, himself looking like a young
Father Christmas, finally insisted that 1
should get down for a while and walk to
restore circulation, I slipped like a log
from my saddle, so stiff that my members
refused to do their office. The short cape
and military gauntlets of my comrade had
already been forced upon me.

Thus equipped we tramped back and
forth, beneath a grove of pines, till the fury
of the gale was spent. By and by the w ind
lessened, the snow fell sparsely, and we re-
sumed our saddles.  Soon, over on the
slope of a near-by mountain we descried a
large Tarm-house, with—oh! joy—a blue
curl of smoke issuing from the chimney.
Making all speed, we reached the goal,
which, indeed, proved to be the d\\cihng
we were in search of. Never have a big
wood fire, hot drinks, food, and a rest he-
tween blankets, while my habit was dried,
seemed such a hoon to me.  To my disap-
pointment I found that the mistress of the
house had already set out “to run the
blockade,” and that she would have been
“only too glad” of our company. T will
not aver that the twelve miles of ride home,

tl
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that day, was not a trial to my endurance.
My comrade, a hardened cavalryman, said
afterward he spent his time wondering if
girls were not of tougher build than men.
I should have died of ‘shame to confess how
often I longed to break down and say I
couldn’t stand it a minute longer.  Happi-
ly, after a good night’s rest I was none the
worse for my expedition.

At last General Fitz Lee told my aunt
that from the report of scouts, he could vent-
ure to send us in a head-quarters amlbu-
lance, with a guard of picke rl men, as far as
Warrenton. Our families being so closely
allied in friendship for many a year, he felt
and appreciated the importance of our niis-
sion, and most kindly desired to turther the
transfer to Riggs Bank, in Washington, of
the papers my aunt carried upon her per-
SOTL.

To Mrs. Hyde was apportioned a split-
bottomed chair in a comfortable ambu-
lance drawn by the best mules at head- t'[u;uu
ters. To me was again allotted my
rite. Refugitta, the general and several
staff officers forming a gay cortége of escort
for a certain distance on our way, and
Major Mason put in charge of the L\]JU[J-
tion. It was a brilliant, cloudless day in
late February, with a promise of spring in
the air, \\htn we set out. Long before
reaching Hazel River, our first crossing of a
risky ford, the general and his aides had
tuken leau, after wishing us a hearty bon
voyage. On the banks of Hazel River, an
angry, turbid little stream, boiling between
red clay banks, we were obliged to possess
our souls in patience for half a day, waiting
until it was safe to attempt a mmm'r for the
ambulance. Beyond the swelling flood we
were to meet somewhere, the escort of twen-
ty-five cavalrymen assigned to guard us
into Warrenton and sent on the day hefore
to see that the way was clear. Inthe society
of a garrulous miller and his spouse, who
told many weird tales of skirmishes in sight
around them during the past months, we
remained till afternoon, when the miller
announced that though it was **still a leetle
resky for wimmin folks crossin’, I reck-
on vou all mout try.”

Consigned to a chair in the ambulance,
on which T was glad enough to climb and
crouch before the end, we began the passage
of the Red Sea. Major Mason and his
orderly, kneeling in their saddles, rode by

tavos-
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the heads of our mules, tugging and adjur-
ing them. At one point both mules and
horses bhecame lost to sight, save for their
heads, brave little Refugitta following the
orderly. A sticky fluid lapped around our
feet.  Shoutsrent the air. A sort of hurri-
cane of strong language burst from our
united protectors.  Our mules were swim-
ming.

Perched on our chairs, trying not to lis-
ten to the “music in the air,” we at last felt
our wheels grate upon a pebbly bottom. A
long strong tug, accompanied by more lan-
guage, and we were safe, if moist, upon a

miry bank. “You've jist gol to coax a
mucl,” said our driver blandly, turning in
his seal.

“Is that the way you coax in the Army
of Northern Virginia?" we asked, looking
around rebukingly on the chief guardian of
our party. But he was mysteriously ab-
sent, and did not show again till ready to
help me upon Refugitta’s back. Bounding
along in a swilt, even gallop over a smooth
wood-road, we spoke in undertones, for we
were now on debatable ground, where no
one knew what an hour might bring forth
in the way of a surprise.

Approaching Jeffersontown, a poor little
deserted hamlet where we were to pass the
night, the major halted the convoy, while
he rode forward to investigate. It was too
dark to distinguish faces.  From a forsak-
en smithy, upon a little knoll, we saw issue
two or three military igures, showing black
against a streak of yellow, lingering in the
western sky.  Simultaneously, a challenge,
an answer, and a cheer! It was our body-
cuard on bivouac, waiting, uncertain as to
the cause of our delay. They surrounded
and preceded us, as we went hopefully for-
ward to find the sleeping quarters they had
secured in a dwelling not far off.  To the
ladies a bedroom was given, the major had
another, while the escort slept on their arms
in the hallway below.

The family owning the house were ar-
dent Secessionists, who made us welcome to
their best. Two nights helore, they had,
less Wlllmgh prov 1:1Ld refreshment for a
party of Unjon cavalry. One could never
tell, they said, when the blue coats might
ride up, or when the gray. Not a sound,
however, broke the silence of that wintry
night.  When we came down, next morn-
ing, it was to find a snapping fire of logs,
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around which gathered in cheerful sun-
shine a circle of tall bearded fellows, who
rose up and stood smiling at our approach.
A good country hreakfast of “hog and
hominy,” with hot coffee, had already been
served to them.  While the same fare, with
corn dodgers, was being prepared for us,
we made individual acquaintance with our
manly guards,

Off again, over ground every inch of
which knew the ring of troopers’ steel and
the clash of sudden conflict.  Two scouls
preceding, the rest formed into a double
line, I riding midway with the major, the
ambulance following. Snow began to fall
and the deep woods were transformed into
a fairyland of beauty, powdered branches
meeting overhead, o white manile resting
lightly underfoot upon the carpet of last
year's leaves and moss, If there were a
fallen branch ahead of me, a dozen hands
were stretched out to remove it. A big
rough trooper rode up and begged me to
put over my wet gloves the woollen mittens
his wife had knit for him at home.  There
was no wind and T did not mind the snow.
Never would I have exchanged this royal
progress for the tame comiort of the inside
of the ambulance.

*One more ribber for to cross!” sang
out somebody ahead, and this time I begged
to keep on my saddle, effecting successfully
the passage of a t]m1m=' stream.  Nearing
Warrenton, we left the wi n‘m shelter of the
\\H{J{l‘\ 1::1‘ il 1.ulll]:1[L l{lLl \\hir{_ L\Ll\
movement must be one of caution. Our
men, alert, speechless, eager, did not relax
their vigilance, till one of the scouts, riding
back at a U'd,“ti]r announced the way free
into the village.

Clattering up to the door of the chief
hotel, we found rooms and supper. To
my sorrow, our escort was dispersed into
the countryside to seck quarters less ex-
posed.  And now, a long farewell to all our
greatness!  Into thin air, melted the pag-
cant of the days before, vanished were our
plumed cavaliers, our hounding steeds, our
mules and equipage! Henceforward we
must encounter for ourselves the perils of
the road, stealing like marauders into our
own county, where our people had always
been rooted like the oaks around their
homes,

We hired a country cart of the old-time
hooded variety, wherein, drawn by mules
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and enthroned on straw, we made creeping
progress toward Centerville. - On the road
we passed a tired woman carrying her haby,
a cryving child tugging at her skirts, driven
Ly starvation, she said, to go inside the
Union lines. We naturally picked them
up, and the hours that followed were hardly
cheerful.  Sleeping at a poor farm-house
that night, we awoke to find a party of Fed-
eral soldiers ringed around it, who pro-
ceeded to search “the premises.  When we
got downstairs the officer in charge was
waiting at the breakfast table. Although
they were in pursuit of some one more im-
portant, it was necessary for him to know
who we were, and what our business there.
“Property-owners in Fairfax County, going
to their home on matters of private busi-
ness,” did not seem to suffice him as an ex-
planation.  We must come with him to re-
port at United States head-quarters in Cen-
terville.

Lacking other means of advance, we
then hired the only vehicle of the establish-
ment, a pole on four wheels, drawn by two
oxen; and balanced upon this, our trunks
bound on somehow by the depressed Con-
lederate sympathizer who drove us, a bay-
onctted guard walking on either side, we
superbly entered the village of Centerville.
At head-quarters, the officials in charge
made a thoroughly conscientious effort to
penetrate our disguise of innocence, and
stamp usg euilty, but the case bafiled them.
A full examination of our luggage failed to
develop anything but the fact that Con-
federate principles were antagonistic in a
marked degree to the theory of personal
adornment.  In the perplexity of the situa-
tion, they decided to send us on as prisoners
of war, to Brigadier-General Hayes, sta-
tioned at Union Mills on the Orange and
Alexandria Railroad, whence, they said,
parties of “refugees from the rebel lines”
were daily expedited to Alexandria.

The bitter cold drive of six miles to Union
Mills in a little open trap, plunging up and
down in du]: ruts of im?u:n clay cut by
army wagons in a heavy soil, or going at a
snail's pace between six stolid (-crman:-,
holding their hayonets as they marched on
cither side of us, was actually the most
painiul ¢ \I" rience of our adventure. My
aunt, with her stately figure and beautiful
clear profile, in her mourning garb, sitting
so calm and self-controlled amid her strange
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surroundings, reminded me of some grande
danie of the French Revolution going in a
tumbril to execution. Ifor nothing in the
world would she have condescended to
make a complaint; we had deliberately
placed ourselves in this situation, and must
make the best of it.

Ahead of us were several wagons loaded
with up-country refugees, Germans and
Trish, going to Washington to take oath of
allegiance and seek for better fortunes.
One of these vehicles, piled high with house-
hold goods, upset, and there were wails from
the women and children belonging to it,
though nobody was badly hurt. While
waiting for them to clear the road, we suf-
fered intensely with the cold, arriving final-
ly at Union Mills so thoroughly congealed,
it was hard to set our feet upon terra firma.

Stumbling to the ground, we paid our
driver and were shovwn into a room heated
to suffocation by a red-hot stove, and
crowded with the unhappy ‘refugees,”
men, women, and children, who had ar-
rived ahead of us, all nearly perishing of
cold and fatigue. We gave but one glance
into the interior and turned away sickened
by the noxious atmosphere, to meet a smart
young staff officer, who, with the most as-
tonished face I ever saw, could not for the
life of him understand what we two were
doing there.

Ten minutes later, seated before a bright
fire in the officers’ quarters above, we were
kindly and courtecusly urged to partake of
hot coffee, which we accepted, and cham-
pagne, which we refused. How long it had
been since we had seen champagne!

A room, hastily made ready, contained
two army cots, gayly striped blankets, tin
basins set upon a bench, delicious toilet
soap and towels, a mirror, and two tall tin
cans of boiling water. A tray of supper
sent in “with the general’s compliments”
filled our hearts with overflowing gratitude
to our noble foes.

“I am glad I’ve scripture warrant for it,
for 1 simply love my enemies,” one of us
exclaimed, in heartfelt tones.

A cattle-train, the hox-cars crowded with
the poor emigrants on benches, afforded the
sole means for our getting on next day.
Our kind host, the general, relieved his
mind of us by letting us go to Alexandria on
parole, under supervision of the provost-
marshal there. By orders from his head-
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quarters, we were allowed to travel in the
vab of the engine, and thus whizzing past
many a well-known landmark in our county,
we regained the old town left two years
hefore, under such different circumstances.

We went at once to my uncle’s house in
Cameron Street, where my great-aunts were
installed, and spent a day or two with them,
going about jn the interval among old
friends. Things locked very sad, the seces-
sion spirit in the town kept under by a rod
of iron, giving people a wistful cowed ex-
pression, and the streets crowded with alien
soldiers, Wherever we went in shop or
dwellings, our hands were grasped with
speechless sympathy, tears impeding the
utterance of greetings, then we were hurried
into corners to ask about “our boys.”
When I compared our shabby clothes with
their apparently smart ones, they would
exclaim: “But what are clothes to stand-
ing side by side with those one loves in a
life-or-death struggle like ours?”

Finally, leave was accorded us by author-
ity to visit Washington and remain there
until some decision could be arrived at in
our case. We accordingly resorted to the
house of a relative at the Federal capital,
and with brief delay visited Riggs Bank,
where my aunt had the infinite relief of de-
positing her valuable papers, and realizing
upon them funds much needed by our refu-
gee family in the Confederacy.

For a few days we indulged in the pleas-
ure of daily seeing my aunt, Mrs. Irwin,
and her children, and other dear friends, as
well as the unwonted practice of shopping
in establishments that, after the barren wil-
derness of haberdashers’ shelves in Rich-
mond, seemed resplendent. Then fell a
thunderbolt! Certain Union sympathizers
among our whilom friends having taken
pains to communicate to the secretary of
war that he was harboring dangerous char-
acters from the seat of rebellion, nearly
allied with the leaders of the Confederate
government, and full of menace to the
Union cause, an order was sent to us, which
I transcribe:

“ HeAnQUARTERS, MILITARY DIv. or WasH.
“WasHINGTON, D. C., March 10, 1863,
“Capt. H. B. Topp, Prevest Marshal.
“CapraiN: By direction of the Secre-
tary of War Mrs. E. C. Hyde and Miss
Constance Cary, refugees from Richmonrd,
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will be sent South over the lines, with orders
not to return inside the lines of the UL S
forces.
“By command of
S BRIGADIER-GEN, NARTINDALLL
(Signed) ** JouN P. SHERBURNE,
“Ass: Adjl. Cieneral.
“Ofeial:
“A.W. Baker, L.
ington, D. C."

and Adjutant, W ash-

A trim young licutenant with good man-
ners and, as was developed, a fe eling heart
—Lieut. Clark Smith of the 169th New York
Regiment—stood in the hall below as the
instrument of Fate. T'here was a wild rush
of packing, surrounded by zealous friends.
Whatever it was possible to squeeze into the
Dixie trunks, with little presents for all our
circle, went into them; much was worn, a
good deal condensed into hand luggage. A
smart braided riding habit, a gown or two,
and other coveted fripperies, had to e left
with their makers, ultimately reaching us
by flag of truce.  But one thing T could not
unlml\ forsake—a new hat, an unimagined
luxury since many months, that had heen
tried on and was waiting orders at the
milliner's!  We had no sooner seated our-
selves in the carriage opposite the polite
licutenant, than a siege of the enemy en-
sued, shorter but no less successful than
that of Richmond. In the end, our car-
riage, on its way to the hoat-wharf, drew
up before the door of Miss Wilson’s fash-
ionable millinery in Pennsvlvania Avenuc,
and our licutenant, issuing [rom it, returned
carrying a bandbox. I hope this transgres-
sion has long ago been {orgiven him, The
new hat, so thought the Richmond girls,
wis well worth a dash upon the enemy.

I should perhaps have mentioned that
before the adventure of the hat, we had
been driven to the office of Provost-Marshal
Todd, where the oath of allegiance to the
United States government was offered, and
declined with thanks.  Mr. Montgomery
Blair had sent me a note, addressed to those
in high authority, stating that as I was the
child of an e.n’l\ friend of his, he would be
glad if circumstances would allow them to
grant my requests (I suppose thev were
that we should not he molested, but allowed
to stay and shop, since that was really all T
wanted), but this did not avail.  We were
told that we must positively return to Vir-
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sinia ““as we had come,” and that without
delay.

In Alexandria once more, we spent the
night as prisoners of war, in an upper
room of my uncle’s house, the lieutenant
occupying the little study to the left of the
front door, a guard upon the pavement,
From the town we were the recipients of
universal sympathy, but in our hearts felt
that since our work in Washington was
done, and well done, our chief desire was
now to get back to our friends. Friends
flocked to the house, asking for us, and
sending messages.  One of them, Miss
Mary Daingerfield, afterward Mrs. Philip
Hooe, cluding the guard at the front, went
in the rear way where she had played as a
child with my Fairfax cousins, climbed
throuzh a window and arrived in our room,
cabwehby and joyous, bearing a parcel of
delightful little gifts.

Baclk at Union Mills again, and sur-
rendered into the hands of our former host,
we were greeted by jovial General Hayes
with pleasant tidings.  “I'm not going to
let Fitz Lee boast he treated you better than
we shall,)”" he exclaimed, when the question
arose as 1o how he should dispose of the bad
pennies returned upon his hands.,  So be-
hold us scated in a smart ambulance, under
escort of a dashing guard of forty men in
blue, the general himself, with two of his
staff, accompanying us to the limit of the
Union lines.  In parting I asked if he had
any message to send to his old West Point
comrade, General Ewell, who had lately
lost aleg in Confederate service.  (We had
liked and admired General Ewell since the
beginning of the war. After his wound,
we went sometimes to call at his lodgings,
where we generally found installed as guar-
dian of his hearth and spirits, his widowed
cousin, Mrs. Brown, and her pretty, bright-
eved daughter, Harriot, now the widow of
Maj. Thomas Turner, of Kentucky, once
of General Ewell’s staff,  General Ewell's
marriage to Mrs, Brown was the outcome
of his convalescence from this wound.)
“Give my best love 1o good old Dick, and
tell him I wish it had been his head,” was
the laughing answer, transmitted in due
time.

We made our way by divers methods and
in slow stages across the debatable ground,
always received for the night by sympa-
thizers eager to greet and hear from us.
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After giving us of their best, they managed
to hitch up some sort of a horse und ve-
hicle to carry us on the next stage. A\
memorable stop was at the interesting old
house of the Marstellars, whose muaster,
even at that date, wore the queve and
smallclothes of his ancestors.  They sent
us on in an antique coach of Colonial pat-
tern, vellow-bodied, Dblue-whecled, high
swung, with a flight of carpeted steps letting
down to admit the occupant, and a hoary
old negro perched on the high box, to pre-
side over the meanderings of ** Blackberry
and the colt,” the only steeds left in the
Marstellar stable by raiders.

In bleak March weather, we crept wearily

over deep-rutted clay roads, or *black-
jack™ sloughs of Virginia mire, through

melancholy wastes of landscape  strewn
with felled trees and burned houses.  We
recognized Camp Pickens, the seat of for-
mer gay visits to the troops, only by the
junction of the Manassas and Orange Rail-
roads. At another old camping-ground,
the earth was inlaid with hundreds of shoes
cast away by Union troopers, newly shod.
Handsome homesteads crowning the hills
looked at us through empty eve-sockets,
showing no sign of life; burnt barns and
mills, trampled fields, were evervwhere—it
was depressing in the extreme.

But we forged ahead, and for the final
stage of our journey (to reach Rappahan-
nock Station, where we expected to find an
ambulance from Gen. Fitz Lee's head-
quarters, in answer to a note despatched
by a wandering Black Horse man encoun-
tered on the road) hired a timorous country-
man in whose veins ran skim-milk, to drive
us in a little covered cart.  We started be-
times in the morning, and as the day de-
clined, our protector’s fears waxed voluble,

“There ain't hardly a day somebody
don’t git held up hereabouts,” he would
say, gloomily. “Ome side or t'other, 'tis
'bout the same with these scouts when
there’s hosses or mules to loot. Co'se |
aint afeared for myself, but when there's
ladies—thet toy pistol o* yours ain’t but a
mite, and anyways I'm no gret hand to
shoot. A fellow don't like to lose his crit-
turs; does he, now? Last week thev took
a man’s mules and left him stropped up in
the hottom of his wagon. This .unL no
place for female wimmen, nohow. Reckon
the money I get from you won't pay me for

Grave and Gay
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the worry.  It's a bad place we're comin’
to, ahead.  If ever I git home safe i

He was interrupted by the apparition, on
the summit of the hill up which his tired
heasts were slow]y oree ping, of a horseman,
looming to the height of @ Doone warrior
against the cvening sky.  Was he iriend
i foe? -

My brave aunt, who made moan over
nothing, sat up, breathing a little quicker.
My heart gave a wild bound as I grasped
my pistol. All T could think of was what a
perfectly horrible thing it would be to have
to fire it against live flesh and blood! 1,
who had seen and dressed so many wounds!
What a relief to us and our chicken-hearted
driver, when the stranger announced him-
sell a Confederate scout, who hadn’t had a
mouthiul of food that day.  How joviully
we watched him clutch at the remainder of
our luncheon and eat it like a hungry woli!
How good to hear that the big railway
bridge over the Rappahannock was but a
mile beyond, and that the way was clear,
with General Lee's outpost pickets on the
farther side! But I misdoubt vour cross-
in' that there ford to-night, ladies,” were
his last disheartening words as we parted
COMpany.

Alas! it was too true.  The Rappahan-
nock, swelled to fury by spring rains, was
now i tearing, resistless, vellow flood, the
hanks of the ford invisible.  And now our
driver rose and asserted his manhood.  Go

hack he mth and would. If we liked, he'd
take us “to the nighest house,” some five
miles in our rear.

Upon the far side of the maddened stream
we could plainly see the camp-tires of our
pickets.  How to reach them we knew not;
but turn hack—no!

Our driver paid, and in the act of swiit
retreat, our trunks and bags piled under the
stone huttress of the bridge, we climbed the
steep bank, and stood upon the track above,
straining our eves in the direction where we
fain would be. In vain did I throw all the
vigor of voung lungs into o halloo for notice.
The rush of the river drowned my attempts,
and it was growing dark. The Rappahan-
nock bridge, subsequently hurnt by military
order, wis then th highest and longest on
the lines of the Orange and Alexandria
Road. There was no wayv ol crossing it
save by stepping from tie to tie of the rail-
way. When I proposed essaying this, for
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the first time Mrs, Hyde's courage failed
her.  Over that raging river she could not
walk without vertigo, and how could she let
a voung girl go alone?

The irreverent answer was that there
were times when a girl with a steady brain
and a light foot was worth any chaperon.
And before the dear alarmed lady could cry
out, I was off, skipping across the ties, till
about the middle of the bridge the pickets
espicd me, and sent forth a mighty shout,

Three or four of them came running to
meet me and hear my tale.  They said they
never were more astonished than to look up
and see a young girl coming at that hour,
apparently alone, out of the forsaken waste
of country beyond the bridge. They had
had no order from the general, bhut there
was a house near thelr picket-post, where
we could put up for the night.  After that,
all became casy work in our eves, Two of
the troopers brought my aunt over between
them, others followed with our belongings.
At their little camp by the track over the
water's edge, we were mounted on peaked
saddles, upon rawhoned horses, and led
across an ungpeakably muddy road, a big
cavalryman, loaded down with our rugs,
bags, and bandboxes, Lringing up the rear.

The Woman Watches

At the farm-house where they asked shelter
for us, the good woman fuirly embraced us
in her hogpitality.  Cut off in that lonely
world where battles, raids, and skirmishes
were her only excitement, we were a god-
send.  So eager was she to ask questions
we could hardly eat the bacon and corn-
bread she offered, for answering them,
Warmed by a fire of pine knots, washed and
comforted, we sank at last into a feather-
bed in the loft, with heartfelt gratitude to
God that we were safe at last, in dear, war-
worn old Dixie!

Toward morning, our sleep was broken
by a noise as of thunder heneath our win-
dows—wheels, shouts, the tramp of horses’
feet; the ring of soldiers’ steel—what wasit?
Broad awale and up in the moment, we be-
lieved a skirmish to be in progress. But
leaning from the window we espied in the
gray dawn our host in colloquy with a Con-
federate uniform, and the little house-yard

completely filled with gray troopers, dis-
mounting around an empty ambulance.
The happy truth flashed upon us!  This
was o ambulance, onr guard, sent by our
loyal friend, the general, to convoy us to
our original starting-point! Hurrah for
General Titz!

(Vo be continued. )

THE WOMAN WATCHES

George Harris, Jr.

I woxpER do you realize how deep
My thought runs onward into all your thought,
Sensing the calm fatigue that s lowly brought
Your lips to silence and your eyes to sleep.
['wonder do you dream how my eves heap

L [en your

face their longing,

-ul:1]\ wrought

Into a restless hope, that, knowing n.mlfhl
Whispers my soul to pause and softly weep.
As T am by the pathos of the I l.w
Moved to a grief more furtive than my own,
So do I think I dream vour dreams, that must
In some mute fashion wilfully repay
My soul that lies beside me, numh and prone,
[i.ll‘lnf' to fear, and hoping I may trust.
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RECENT TENDENCIES IN MARINE PAINTING

By DBirge Harrison

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM

to think of it, that no Latin
race has ever produced a
great painter of the sea. A
minute inspection of the
current art exhibitions of
France, of Italy, and of Spain brings to light
not a single master in this special domain of
art. 1f this statement is held to be extreme,
ifitisobjected that Sorolla-Y-Bastida is cer-
tainly a master, the obvious reply would be
that the interest of this painter centres al-
ways upon the figures in his pictures. He
delights in the hardy fishermen, in their
picturesque Andalusian costumes, in the na-
ked babies, in the joyous children romping
about under the brilliant Mediterranean
sunlight; and his only use for the ocean
15 as a background for his happy human
Vor. NLIX.—45
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groups. Remove the figures and his ma-
rines become empty and inadequate. They
could not in themselves take rank as mas-
terpieces.

If we now turn to Italy we find a few men
who use the sea as material for their pict-
ures, but in every instance these Italian
painters have failed to grasp the true signifi-
cance of their motive.  All of the mysteri-
ous grandeur and dignity and power which
is the ocean’s most compelling charm, slips
by them unperceived, and they give us in-
stead mosaic-like bits of color, wherein the
blue, the green, and the violet tones of the
sea are exaggerated out of all semblance to
reality. Nomood is expressed, no message
is delivered, no symbolism is attempted,
nothing is said. They leave upon the mind
much the same painful impression as might

469
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a brainless child who was decked out in
some flamboyant costume.

In France, it is true, there are a few
painters who have made a serious study of
the ocean.  Butnot one of the French ma-
rine painters can fairly be called a master.
Moreover they are all of Norman or Breton
parentage—coming of a stock which can
lay no claim to Latin lineage. Their fore-
fathers for countless generations had been
sailors and fishermen—born  sea-rovers.
The tang of the brine was in their blood,
and they turned naturally to the sea for their
artistic inspiration. Herein, then, evidently
lies the explanation of this apparently unac-
countable hiatus in the art development of
the Latin races. They are not, and they
never have been, true lovers of the sea.

All great art, of course, is the unconscious
expression not only of the ideals of a people,
but of the traits and loves and tendencies
which it has inherited from a thousand gen-
erations of ancestors, so that you may gain
a more intimate knowledge of the character
of any given race by the study of its art than
by reading all the histories ever written
about it; and the best history will give
you little real acquaintance with a past
epoch, unless it is supplemented by some
knowledge of the art of the imes. The ma-
rine painters are therefore found precisely
where wemight expect to find them—among
the sea-rovers of the north—the Germanic
and Scandinavian peoples who inhabited
the shores of the North Sea and the North
Atlantic Ocean. This also demonstrates
clearly the source of thatirresistible impulse
which has impelled so many of our eminent
American painters to devote themselves to
a lifelong study of the sea—they come of
the same northern stock, their far-distant
ancestors were Norman. Dutch and Scan-
dinavian pirates and freebooters of the sea,
and the inherited love of it all is still strong
in them.

The effect of this inheritance has colored
our whole history as a people, showing it-
self very markedly during the first two
centuries of our national life. The small
American colony at one time led the world
in the chase of the whale, and in the fishing
industry generally; while by the end of the
eighteenth century our merchant marine
had increased so tremendously as to excite
the jealousy of the mother nation, and as a
result we had the war of 1812,

in Marine Painting

1i our fleets have now disappeared from
the seas, it is due to the pressure of certain
inexorable economical laws, and to no lack
of the true sea-roving spirit in our race.

What is somewhat more difficult to ex-
plain, however, is the fact that all of the
truly great master painters of the sea have
been Americans of our own generation.
This somewhat sweeping assumption will
doubtless be challenged by certain of my
readers, but I can only say that it expresses
a conservative conviction reached after a
careful survey of the whole history of the
art, and a thorough review of all the paint-
ers, ancient and modern, who have devoted
their lives to a study of the sea. It simply
happens to be a fact that the greatest ma-
rines have been produced by painters of our
own day and race, and in making the state-
ment I do no more than report, quite with-
out prejudice, what I have found to be the
truth. Had it chanced otherwise—had
Cuyp, for instance, and others of the six-
teenth-century Dutchmen shown the same
knowledge and control of their material,
the same power and insight as Rembrandt,
Frans Hals or Ver Meer, I should have been
equally ready to acknowledge it and give
them precedence. Indeed, one might al-
most have expected to find great sea paint-
ers among the sixteenth-century Dutchmen,
for the nation at that time was essentially
maritime and militant. But this develop-
ment was impossible at the period under
discussion, because art, in its evolution, had
not vet reached the stage where painters
were able to see clearly out of doors. They
were still bound hand and foot by conven-
tions and traditions of the studio; and their
pictures of out-door scenes were a curious
hybrid production, wherein certain conven-
tionalized forms of out-door nature were
depicted with the lighting and the color
scheme of the indoor painter. In spite of an
admirable grasp of technique these paint-
ings, viewed as landscapes, were about as
bad as could be; and it certainly would
not be possible for the worst of our modern
landscapists to produce anything so hope-
lessly at variance with nature. For now,
thanks to Constable, the curtains have been
drawn aside, and we have learned at last to
see in the open air.

I am aware that I have as yet brought
no proofs in support of my chauvinistic
statement.  In order to accomplish this,
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I must ask the reader to follow me in a
rapid survey of the ground which I cov-
ered so carefully myself hefore reaching
the conclusion which I have announced.
To begin with, American painters have al-
ways had a leaning toward the sea.  As far
back as 1840, when our professional artists
were very few in number, a Philadelphia
Quaker was painting the ocean with author-
ity and an admirably direct personal vision.
Even to-day William T. Richards must be
ranked among the master draughtsmen of
the sea. IHe was not a colorist. He ad-
hered to a limited range of quiet effects,
never depicting the ocean in hoisterous
mood; but what he did he did better than
any one who had preceded him. He was
followed by De Haas, Edward Moran,
Arthur Quartley, Harry Chase, Rehn and
other equally good painters, all of them put-
ting into their pictures a certain briny qual-
ity, and a keen love and appreciation of the
ocean. Butit was not until our own imme-
diate times that the master paintersof the sea
arrived upon the scene. First of all came
Winszlow Homer, who gave to his deep-sea
rollers and his stormy breakers such dy-
namic power as had never before been ex-
pressed upon canvas.  Then in chronologi-
cal succession came Alexander Harrison,
the lyric poet of marine painters, loving
most the ocean’s gentler moods, and the
tender and opalescent color-schemes of
twilight, moonrise and dawn; Frederick
Waugh, a really great drauchtsman of the
sea in its grander movements; C. H.Wood-
bury, who has even outdone Homer in the
sense of resistless power, of relentless and
crushing force which he gives to his waves;
Emil Carlsen, who better than any other has
shown the decorative beauty of wave forms;
and last, but not least, the young master
Paul Dougherty, Land and Sea™ is
certainly one of the greatest marines ever
]:;ﬁlllml.

To ollset this roll of honer whom have we
among the painters of Furope?  Well, in
Holland we have Mesdag, a « harming and
1!Lh\ ale:c lil{:l‘l‘n[ but one w i aw as more .||..‘_
tinctly a painter of skies than of seas; Clays,
a painter of ships in quiet harbors: M: aris,
another painter of ships, and Willy Sluyter,
a painter of figures who uses the sea as o
background. In France we have M; asure,
Haquette, Courtat, and Renouf, all distinet.
ly painters of the second rank: and in Iing-

whaose
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land we have the great Turner, whose im-
pressive and I)Laumul 1ntLrpretat10nh of the
ocean must always retain their place among
the world's masterpieces of art. At their
best, however, they lack in the sense of real-
ity. Standing before a Turner the imagi-
nation 1s bUlI'Ld as by some bewilderingly
lovely dream. Standing before a Dough-
erty or a Woodbury, one feels the sting of
the briny spray upon the face, one hears the
cry of the gale.  There is, indeed, a singular
psychological qud,llt) in the w UrL of some of
these American marine painters, in that it
creates in the spectator the mood or state of
mind that would be evoked by the actual
scene in nature. It makes us momentarily
forget our surroundings, deaf to the hum of
the gallery and oblivious of the shifting
throng about us, and transports us spiritu-
ally out over the stormy ocean or up to the
turbulent coves of Maine or Monhegan. [
will confess that personally I have occasion-
ally experienced a curious throl of primeval
fear before one of these canvases, a feeling
that T was in personal danger and must
stand back lest I be engulfed in the savage
onrush of a towering wave, or crushed by
its fall.

When I was a student in Paris one of my
French comrades once sald to me, “You
American painters have a tremendous ad-
vantage over us IFrenchmen.  You have no
traditions.  You can go direct to nature and
report exactly what she tells you, while our
vision is befogged by the inherited rules and
traditions of a thousand artist ancestors.” 1
have often thought that this observation—
so luminous and so true—applied with par-
ticular point to our American marine paint-
ers. It would explain much of the virility
and originality of their work. At any rate
itis quite certain that they brought to their
task unusual clarity of vision; to which was
added unusual draughtsmanship and gen-
eral technical equipment.  Their pictures
exist. 'They are quite evidently founded
upon a knowledge of the fundamental law
that the ocean is, first of all, a great mir
ror—that even in its most turbulent moods
itis subject to the laws of reflection. Inan
absolute calm it makes an inverted picture
ol every ship and cloud and rock that comes
within the range of our vision. When rip-
pled by a slight breeze the surface is broken
into millions of small facets, which, being
slightly inclined from the horizontal, reflect



The Roaring Forties, by Frederick J. Waugh

Property of The Metropolitan Maseum of Art,

the deeper blue of the sky at some distance
above the horizon—hence the blue color of
a wind-riff in still water. When the wind is
still stronger the inclination of the mirror
may even reach an angle of forty-five de-
grees, thus reflecting the sky at the very ze-
nith. But at this acute angle the transparent
quality of the water is also felt, and we see
through it, the surface reflection serving
only to modify the local color of the water,
which depends upon the character of the
bottom. If we are in shoal water with a
sandy bottom, the combination of yellow
and blue thus effected will often produce a
most vivid green. 1f there is a rock bot-
tom with much seaweed, the result will
sometimes be a rich and velvety violet.
When we are in deep water, however, “ off
soundings,” the local color of the water
itself being a splendid, deep sapphire,
we get what sailor men call “blue wa-
ter”—water of the superb peacock blue
which is characteristic of the deep seas the
world over.

But while the results of this scientific
knowledge are plainly apparent in the work
of all of our masters of marine painting, 1
am confident that this knowledge is only
used subconsciously, in much the same way
as my hand automatically forms the letters
as I write these words. Were the artist’s
mind occupied with these mechanical and
semi-mathematical details, there would be
noroom for other considerations of infinitely
greater importance. How can he convey to
his audience the “mood™ of his effect, a
mood perhaps of subtle and infinite tender-
ness, or perhaps one of tragic force and fury,
unless he has held his own mind open and
receptive. Then there is the important
question of the color-scheme, which has
such a mysteriously controlling influence on
what might be called the psychology of a
picture; and, above all, there is the vital
question of the great lines which are to con-
vey the sense of motion, to impress the spec-
tator with a vivid feeling of the essential in-
stability of the scene, making him feel that
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the motion which has been for an instant

arrested is immediately to be resumed, or

even that it is in actual process of motion.
Any intelligentobserver of current artcan
hardly fail to have been impressed by the
large number of American marines which
convey this sense of motion.  The achieve-
ment is due, in my opinion, to the fact that

in Marine Painting

sion of actual motion on the rigid surface of
a canvas, so that clouds will seem to float,
hoats to drift. and ripples to move up on a
shelving beach.  Whistler once announced
that he had found the key to the riddle—
had discovered the secret of the unstable
equation.  One day while staring idly at a
Japanese matting on the floor, he observed

The Lark, by Charles H. Woudbury,

By the Kind perission of the artist.

our marine painters have so often selected
the instant of temporary arrest of wave mo-
tion, that fraction of a second when the
great wave, having mounted to its highest
point, hangs poised hefore the fall.  This is
the fragmentary moment during which the
human mind is most vividly conscious of the
character of the wave. It knows what has
just happened, and instinctively it knows al-
sowhatis aboutto happen. In these periods
of arrestof motion we are able tosee with our
own eyes what is transpiring, and the forms
thus revealed have come to symbolize for
us the whole character of wave motion.
But the “ great problem " is still unsolved,

the prnblcrn of how to render the impres-

that the intricate pattern of rectangles re-
fused to remain quiescent. The pattern in-
sisted upon moving slowly but steadily in a
given direction, enslaving the eyve and forc-
g it to follow, This motion of course was
only apparent.  But then appearance is the
only essential in a picture, and had it been
possible to apply his rectangle pattern to all
pictures, Whistler’s claim might perhaps
have been justified.

Finally, let us not forget that marines are
subject to the fundamental wsthetic law
which governs all art—they must first of all
be beautiful.  And let us, at the same time,
remember that in the fulfilment of this con-
dition greater demands are made upon the



D a wePurmse gy fuy o Saapen urmesien M o norsspooad Gy
WOSLUE] Japurxaly g ‘amosudaiy v




Fas S

K ra

ol

el e

Surf, by Emil Carlsen

By the kind permission of the «

marine painter than upon almost any other
class of artists; for, in addition to all of
the problems which confront the landscape
painter, the marine painter has several most
exacting ones of his own—the questions of
fluidity, for instance, of reflection; and the
tremendously important question of motion,
which has just been touched upon. The
painter who is to dominate all of these
technical problems and at the same time
keep unobscured his vision of the “ mood,”
the essential beauty which was the cause of
his first desire to paint the picture, must in-
deed be what the French call bien trem pé
—a trained technician who is wifted with
an artistic temperament ol the first order.
Without temperament, of course, the most
brilliant technical equipment would he use-
less; for the gimple technician would be
under the constant temptation to paint a
meaningless effect on account of some in-
teresting or graceful problem of line which
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the subject held. Itis one of the peculiari-
ties of the ocean that, while its mood may
he insipid, orits color flat and worthless, its
form is always interesting.  But this temp-
tation must be resisted with grim deter-
mination while the painter awaits the dra-
matic or poetic mood which is sure, sooner
or later, to reward the vigilant and constant
observer—Ilor it is only the rare and happy
combination of beautiful and harmonious
line with beautiful and harmonious color
which makes a subject that is fit to hecome
the motive of a masterpiece. Fortunately,
it happens to be one of the true master’s
distinguishing traits that he is instantly ar-
rested by a subject of this description—it
never goes by him unperceived. Out of
thousands of possible picture motives he
selects, with the infallibility of genius, the
one which will make the great picture.
These subjects lie about us everywhere,
but they are very generally unrecognized.
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Millet found them on the monotonous plain
of Barbizon, Corot found them around the
quiet little pnncl of Ville d’Avray, and Ho-
mer and Dougherty and \\nwllnun have
found them on the bleak Maine coast.
The pot of gold at the end of the rainbow’s
arch 1s not always hidden away bevond the
distant mountains. It lies everywhere on
this {.arth, in every field and common
pasture, in e\er\rlmtl) s back yard; but
he who would find it must have the eyes
to see it.

And while on this subject I would call at-
tention to the fact that beauty is not con-
fined to the narrow range of effects which
are generally classed as the poetic moods of
nature. There is a stormy beauty in the
music of Wagner which is quite as fine as
the gentle and poetic grace of Schumann’s
songs, and a Winslow Homer may be quite
as beautiful as an Alexander Harrison.
Beauty in the abstract is as yet not subject
to exact definition. We are nnl\ beginning

vaguely to guess at the fundamental laws
which underlle it. Inregard to this matter
we are at present in a position somewhat
similar to that of the blind girl whose out-
stretched fingers are swept by the wings of
a butterfly 0
have an occasional glimpse, an intuition—
but the knowledge is not yet.

And yet this can only truly be said of the
conscious, reasoning part of our minds.
The subconscious part of us is fully cog-
nizant of the laws relating to beauty. It
knows all of their intricacies and all of their
interrelations, only it has not as yet handed
the formula up to us. However, thanks to
the marvellous correlations which are so
easily made by the little subconscious ser-
vant living at the very source of things, we
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really do know what is beautiful, if it is only
by what is called intuition. The process
and manner of our knowing, therefore,
matters not so much. The astounding part
of it all is that we should agree to find so
many different kinds of things beautiful—
a range extending from the most diapha-
nous tone in a morning sky to the most por-
tentous and terriic outburst of nature’s
wrath when she is in one of her devilish
maoods.

Itisin this latter aspect orits approaches
that so many of our American sea painters
have found their inspiration. They have
loved the wild beauty of the storm, the ti-
tanic power of the mid-ocean surge, or the
savage onslaught of a tidal wave upon some
towering cliff; and these things they have
rendered with admirable force and mastery.
Nowhere else in the world, and by no other
school of painters, have the dramatic moods
of the ocean been so well understood, or so
sympathetically and so brilliantly L\IJTCH‘\C(!

But the works of Emil Carlsen and of
Alexander Harrison show points of view,
which are wholly at variance with the one
mentioned above. As time goes on still
other outlooks will be discovered, as still
other sincere and original painters devote
themselves to the study of the sea; for the
ocean’s moods are infinite and inexhausti-
ble, and she has a new face of beauty for
every devoted lover who approaches her
with reverence and affection.

If I have allowed the marines here repro-
duced to speak mainly for themselves it is
because of a strong conviction that nothing
is so inept as literary comment on a picture.

1f the picture is bad, no amount of didac-
tic discourse will save it. If itis good, the
discourse is supertluous.
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o if to delay the pleasure of
his home-coming T'olliver
hesitated '1t the gate and
glanced back down the
broad street with its rows of
leafy elms and grass-lined
He was smiling as he came up the

wulks.
pathway, and when he had reached the hend
and saw that his wife was waiting for him
on the porch, he stopped before a rose-hush
and having cut a full-blown rose carried it

to her. She pinned the flower in the folds
of her cool white dress and putting her
hands on his shoulders kissed him on his
damp forehead.

“Oh, Bruce, dear,” she laughed, “vou're
so hot, and vou're very late, too. 1 wish
you wouldn’t walk so fast from town.”

“I know I'm late, dear, very late, but
we've been having a long, serious, happy
business talk at the office and I wanted to
tell you all about it at once.”

In his boyish excitement he clasped his
fingers tightly about his wife’s wrist and led
her toward the {ront door.

“We can’t go into the library,
“the children are there.”

“The chiidren?” he repeated.

“Yes, Alice and Tommy Leonard.”

“Of course,” he said, “I didn’t under-
stand. We'll go up to your room. Oh,
Helen, it's such wonderful news.”

He sank into a low chair filled with
chintz-covered cushions, and Mrs, Tolliver
dropped down before him, and, leaning
her elbows on his knees, rested her chin
between her palms.  They had been mar-
ried now almost twenty years and her fig-
ure was just as lithe, her face as fair, and
her smile just as winsome and joyous as
on the day of their wedding. For twenty
years they had been sweethearts.

“Now, Bruce,” she said, “I'm quite
ready. Tell me the wonderful news.”

Tolliver drew a long breath and began:
“The boys,”—Tolliver always referred to
the members of the firm that employed him
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as “the boys"—"it seems, got together and
decided to give us a present to celebrate the
twenty-fifth anniversary of the day I first
went with them—a present that would
really be a present.  Guess!”

“Bruce,” Mrs. Tolliver exclaimed, “tell
me at once. I can’t wait to guess.  What

is it? "

“A year in Europe.”

Mrs. Tolliver drew back and gazed at
her husband with wide-open eyes. A year
in Europe,” she gasped.

“Exactly—that’s it. One year in Eu-
rope with full pay.” And then the tension
biroke and Helen Tolliver buried her head
in the folds of Bruce's coat. Tt was some
minutes later when she looked up and
smiled through dimmed eyes into those of
her hushand.

“Don’t think I'm crying,” she stam-
mered, “just because we are to have a vear
abroad. It's because they understand and
appreciate all that you have done for them.”

Tolliver nodded. I know, Helen, dear.
For twenty-five long years we've worked
pretty hard—you and 1.”

“ 11" Helen protested.

“Yes, you. Many’s the time I think I
would have quit the grind if you hadn’t
kept me going. And I tell you, 'm pretty
tired—ypretty nearly all in. But now in a
few months we'll be free—free for a whole
vear. Think of it, Helen! Italy and the
French cathedrals and Paris—think of it—
Paris, Paris! How Alice will love it! 1
wish that hoy downstairs would go home
and we could tell her now.”

“Alice,”  Mrs.  Tolliver
Alice,”

“Of course, Alice.  We couldn’t go with-
out Alice, could we? She's going to be
more than half the fun.”

With a quick movement Helen pulled
herself to her feet and stood before her hus-
band, nervously drawing her handkerchiel
with one hand through the fingers of the
other.

”n

repeated-—
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“You see, Bruce,” she whispered, “you
see Alice can't go.  Alice—I1 wanted to
tell you on the porch, but you were so
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the close-cropped lawn, the neatly trimmeqd
hedge, and the lowering rose-hushes, Then
he turned to his wife and smiled af her, by

_}' = Wil @u,im_ Dlg;t;‘?

“In the fiest place," Tolliver bewan,

tinowhat dooyouw two expect

to lived "—Page 482,

full of this trip abroad—you see, Alice is
engaoed.”

Tolliver stared at his wife with wide-
eyed surprise.  *“Engaged,” he repeated,

“Yes—to Tommy Leonard. 1t's all ar-
ranged, and [ promised them that T would
break the news to you. You're not angry,
are you, Bruce? They're so happy and
Tommy is such a nice hoy.”

Tolliver pulled himself out of the chair
and walked over to the bay-window. For
some moments he stood looking out on

she saw that in those few moments his face
had suddenly become drawn and that there
was no smile in his eyes.

“Why, that’s all right, T suppose,” he
said. “Tt's just a little sudden, and—and
unexpected. Alice always seems such a
child to me, but T imagine that’s the way
with all fathers.” .

“And all mothers, too,” Mrs. Tolliver
added.  “But you must remember Alice
is almost nineteen now.” ,

Tolliver nodded, and after a moment's
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silence went on speaking again. “There
was another proposition the firm macde me.
They said in case I didn’t care to go abroad
that I could keep right on and that they
would give me five thousand dollars in
place of the trip. They didn’t care, you
understand, what I did, so long as they
rewarded me for the twenty-five years of
work.”

“But, Bruce, dear,” Helen protested
eagerly, “you don’t mean that you are
thinking of giving up the trip abroad be-
cause Alice is going to be married. Just
as soon as the wedding is over you and I
will start out on our second honeymoon and
this one will last a whole long year.”

Tolliver moved away from the window
and sat down again in the deep cushioned
chair. ‘“Come over here, Helen,” he said,
“and let’s talk it over.”

She sat at his feet and, with her elbow
resting on his knee, nestled the mass of
soft blond curls in the bend of her arm.
“Now, Bruce,” she said, *please go on.”

“Well,” Tolliver began, *“I confess it's
a bit of a shock to me. If it had been
Peter Wood or Harry Howland I wouldn’t
have been surprised.”

“Harry Howland!” Mrs. Tolliver pro-
tested. “Harry Howland wouldn’t pro-
pose to the loveliest girl that ever breathed.
He’s too selfish.”

“I wonder. It was just the other after-
noon out on the golf club porch that he was
talking to a lot of us old fellows on this very
subject of the high cost of marriage, and it
seemed to me that there was a good deal
of common-sense in what he said. He
claimed that the bachelor of moderate
means was not selfish, because, in not mar-
rying, he deliberately gave up the chance of
the only perfectly happy, well-rounded life
a man could enjoy in this world.”

“Then why does he choose to remain
a bachelor?” Helen snapped. “There’s
plenty of girls would marry Harry if he'd
only ask them.”

““Because he claimed that it was not fair
to the parents—he allowed that just at the
time when the fathers and mothers had
reached the age when the steam begins to
give out and had saved enough to make
the future a little easier, their children, who
were wholly ignorant of the cost of living,
started in to raise another set of mouths and
stomachs for the old folks to feed. Harry
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claimed that the Country Club was entirely
composed of old men who could only afford
to play with old chipped and cracked golf
balls because they needed the money for
sterilized milk and trained nurses for their
grandchildren.”

Mrs. Tolliver turned and looked her hus-
band evenly in the eyes. “I have my opin-
ion of any woman who really loved a man
and wouldn't marry him if he couldn’t
guarantee her anything but bread and
cheese and kisses.”

“That's the way it used to be,” Tolliver
laughed, “but now they've reversed that
old saying; it’s kisses and bread and cheese.
They get married and make sure that the
Church and the State legalize the kisses
and then take a chance on the bread and
cheese.”

“And if they do,” demanded Helen,
“and are satisfied with the kisses and bread
and cheese, as you put it . . . ?"

“But that’s just the trouble—they’re not
satisfied, because Jones, who knew them
before the marriage and who is rich, asks
them out to dinner once so often and gives
them caviare and vintage wines. And even
if Jones doesn’t ask them out and make
them miserable, how about the new babies?
The huskiest baby in the world can’t digest
bread and cheese, and it’s a well-known fact
that all babies hate to be kissed.”

Mrs. Tolliver pulled herself to her feet
and, with her pink-and-white face greatly
flushed, faced her husband.

“Then,” she demanded, “you refuse
your consent to Alice’s marriage to Tom-
my ? "

“Not at all,” Tolliver said. “Ask them
to come up. Let’s talk it over.”

Tommy Leonard, an ex-college athlete
of the Greek-god type, six feet and no
waist line, and Alice Tolliver, a pale ex-
quisitely frail replica of her blond pretty
mother, stood hand in hand in the door-
way.

“Come in,” called Tolliver cheerily.

Greatly relieved at this unexpected and
wholly genial greeting, the two young peo-
ple fairly flew across the room to receive the
parental blessing.

“Not yet, not quite yet,” Tolliver laughed
and waved them back. “You two sit down
on that lounge and we'll all thresh this thing
out together.”
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The happy smiles suddenly faded from
the faces of Tommy and Alice, and they re-
luctantly took their places, side by side, on
the sofa and cast gloomy glances in the di-
rection of Mr. and Mrs. Tolliver.

“In the first place,” Tolliver hegan,
what do you two expect to live?’

Once more the faces of the young peo-
ple broke into the most cheerful smiles,
and Alice fairly laughed aloud. *Is that
all?” she gurgled. *“Oh, daddy, I was
alraid it was something really serious and
unpleasant.”

Tolliver drew his lips into a straight line
and glanced in the direction of the prospec-
tive bridegroom.

“We've gone over the matter pretty care-
fully, sir,” Leonard began, “and we he-
lieve that we can live, and live pretty well,
on my present income; and. of course, my
salary will be increased from time to
time »

“I'm 'r]ad that you are nnL counting too
strongly,” Tolliver said, “on these occa-
sional increases in your wages.  The di-
rectors of banks in small towns are not
usually given to raising the salary of their
paving 1cllua with any great frequency, and
belleve me, Tommy, there is a limit and
the limit is not a very high one.  Without
capital I fear you will find it difficult to
make money on the side, and to be quite
frank I don’t know where the capital is
coming from. If I were a millionaire I'd
willingly hand over half of it to Alice to-
morrow—that is, if 1 thought it would
make her happy, but I'm not a millionaire.
I could do very little to help you.”

With her blue eyes ablaze, Alice sat for-
ward on the sofa and looked her father
fairly in his now serious face.

“There is one thing, father,” she began
most impressively, “that I want you to
understand at the start. Tommy and I do
not expect or want any kind of help from
vou.  We have already agreed that rather
than go to you, Tommy would be a police-
man and I would scrub floors.  Not that I
don’t appreciate how kind and good you
are, but we, both of us, understand your
circumstances, just as we understand our
own.  We have gone into every detail and
have thought of every expense,”

A blush of motherly pride spread over
the delicate features of Mrs. [l-HI\L‘r. anel
she glanced admiringly at her daughter.
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“You must remember, Bruce,” she said,
“that Alice is not mthout practical expe-
rience.  You know how well she kq:t house
fur us when I was ill last winter.’

“ Really, Mr. Tolliver,” Leonard insisted,
“T'm sure we could do it.  We wouldn't
think of marriage unlcss we had considered
every contingency.’

Tolliver stuck his hands deep into his
trouser pockets, pursed his lips, and glanced
in turn at his wife and daughter and then at
Leonard. “T'll tell you three a story,” he
said. ““It's a story of the race-track, but I
think it rather applies to this case. One
day a race was just about to start and the
owner of the favorite was standing on the
lawn watching the horses which were al-
ready at the post. A very excited young
man who had bet on the favorite ran up
to the owner and said: ‘I've bet on your
horse. He's bound to win, don’t you think
so?’ The owner kept his field glasses on
the horses and replied to the young man,
‘No, I shouldn't think so.” *Why not?’
gasped the young man, who was very much
~'~'ur|1ri<c-r] “There are just twenty rea-
sons,’ the owner said, ‘why my horse should
not win.  He may be left at the post, or he
may stumble, or he may put his foot in
hole and breal: his leg, or the jockey ma
break his stirrup, or his weights may fall
out, or—"  Just then the horses started,
and the [avorite, who was on the outside,
cut across the track, got jammed against
the rail by the other horses, and the jockey
was thrown over the fence and ignomin-
iously landed in the infield. The owner
put away his glasses and (urning to the
voung man said: ‘1 never saw that hap-
pen before, It seems that there are twenty-
one reasons.’ For some moments there
was silence and then Tolliver continued:
“From my experience T have found that it
is the twenty-first reason that makes the
best-laid schemes gang aft a-gley, and
causes most of the trouble in this world.
The jockevs who ride our favorite hobbies
are alwavs being thrown over the fence or
doing some foolish thing tlml. we hadn’t
expected and prepared for.”

Whereat Alice Tolliver suddenly broke
into peals of laughter and tIa,pped her
hands from sheer vouthful pleasure. “But,
daddy, we have prepared for the twenty-
first reason.  We thought of it after we had
evervthing arranged for, and we call it the
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contingency fund.  We took it from our
Christmas and anniversary gift expenses
and Tommy will not take out as much life-
insurance as he had intended.  So vou see
we frave prepared for the unexpected, don't
you, daddy?”

Tolliver smiled wearily and slowly nod-
ded hizassent. **Yes, I'see,” he said, “*and
I only hope that your matrimonial books
will balance at the end of the first vear.  If
your mother says ‘yes’ you have my per-
mission.  Thave never denied her anything
yet, have I, my dear?”

Helen Tolliver, whose emotions had been
considerably stirred, came to her hushand’s
side and, l:ur\mtr hur head on his shoulder,
tearfully admitted that he never had. l"hu.s
it was that Alice Tolliver and Tommy
Leonard were officially betrothed.

It was agreed that the wedding should
take place on the first day of October, and
that just one weel later Mr. and Mrs. Tolli-
ver should start forth on their second honey-
moon and for their first sight of the purple
skies and the gray-green hills of Ttaly and
the Riviera. Those were busy days for the
Tolliver family—the combination of the
marriage of an only child and the first trip
abroad was indeed a serious one, es specially
as the trip was for a whole year and the
marriage, if one could judge by the devo-
tion of the young couple to each other, at
least a journey for life. The little subur-
ban town was fairly agog with excitement,
for marriages among its prominent citizens
were none too frequent and few were hetter
known or better liked than the Tollivers.
The great day dawned at last, and the air
was filled with the orange sunlight and the
cool, crisp breezes of the carly Autumn. It
wasin all ways a day long to he remembered
and talked over for vears to come by the
gossips of the town.  Irom the early gath-
ering of the guests at the pretty little ivy-
covered church until their departure down
the rice-covered steps of the bride’s home,
late the same afternoon, surely nature and
the Tollivers had done their best and their
best had proved most bountiful indeed.

“And now,"” said Tolliver to Mrs, Tolli-
ver, as the last frock-coated guest waved his
gilk hat from the gate in hilarious farewell,
“aow, my dear, we have only ourselves to
think of. T will get Bridget to go up to the
garret and help me down with the trunks.”
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“Fine,” said Mrs. 1
“Nearly," said Mr.
to Took for Bridget.

‘olliver, “we're off.”
Tolliver, and went

To their friends, of course, the itinerary of
the young married couple remained a pro-
found secret, but the Tollivers knew that the
|mnqnmum_ rs were by easy stages wend-
ing their happy way to the hig brick hotel
down at the Hot Springs in the Virginia
hills where so many voung people have he-
gun their lives together. Helen Tolliver
was frequently interrupted in her packing
by the arrival of telegrams and letters filled
with expressions of her daughter's com-
plete happiness and contented conclusions
as to married life in general, as well as the
[requent reiteration of the news that Tom-
my was the truest and most devoted hus-
band, and had proved his sterling worth in
a thousand different ways. “The hotel
bills may be a little high,” Alice wrote in
one of her letters, “but the contingent fund
is yet intact.  Tell father that the * twenty-
first reason ’ is a bugaboo to frighten timid
children.”

And then for two days there were neither
telegrams nor letters.  The missive so anx-
iously waited for arrived when the Tolli-
vers were at dinner the night before the
great qay on which they were fo start on
their second honeymoon.  Tolliver sat back
in his chair while Helen read the letter care-
fully through with a face that seemed to grow
not only more sombre hut even tragic with
cach line.

“Is it as bad as that?" he asked.

“Yes,” she said, it is as bad as that.”
Then she dismissed the maid and in an
even, expressionless voice read the letter
aloud from its tender opening to its last un-
happy line.

“Nvyv Dragr, Arways Lovine MoTHER:
“T have not written you for two days be-
cause I could not say that all had been go-
ing well with us and I wanted to tell you
positively when I did write whether your
Alice was a wife or a widow.  On Wednes-
ddv afternoon a rich young friend of Tom-
my's, a New York man named Wallace
Jones, loaned us his car for the afternoon
and we decided to go to Flag Rock, which
is about six or seven miles from our hotel.
It was a beautiful limousine car and the
road was fine, but on our way home I sup-
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pose we were going a little too fast down
hill and we struck a ridge across the road
which down here they call a ‘thank-you-
ma'am.” Tommy had his arm about me
at the time and we both were bumped up
so that our heads struck the top of the lim-
ousine. 1 had on my vellow straw hat with
the Dlue llowers which Tommy says looks
like an inverted peach basket. Anyhow, it
saved me, but Tommy was bare-headed as
usual, and his head struck a rib of the
limousine and he got what the doctors call a
depressed fracture. There are very good
doctors here who know just what waters
vou ought to take for rheumatism, but they
said this required one of the most delicate
operations in surgery, and we telephoned
to Richmond for a surgeon. As soon as he
arrived he did what they call trephining and
now they say Tommy is all right.  Unfort-
unately, I'm afraid we will have to stay here
for some time, as the doctors say thisis fine
air for his recovery, and that will be a ques-
tion of several months. It was most unfort-
unate that he hit his head on the left side,
for that paralysed his right hand and it
scems that Tommy counts out the money
at the bank with his right hand. It is all
terrible and I don't know what we are to do
about the expense. The Richmond sur-
geon said it wouldn’t be fair to his profes-
sion to charge less than a thousand dollars
for the operation, and then there are the
other doctors and the nurses and the hotel
rooms are very dear for anything except a
honeymoon and the colored bell-boys make
faces at you every time you don't give them
a quarter for bringing you a lump ol ice or
a fresh towel, and Tommy needs so many
towels for his poor head. Do tell us, ma-
ma, please, what am I to do. We were so
very happy before that Mr. Jones loaned us
his car, which would have been all right if
it had been an open car, but he couldn’t
be held responsible because it was really
ot the fault of the car, but that awful

‘thank-you-ma’am.’ Writeme, please, soon,
mama, what am I going to do about it all.

“Your loving but miserable daughter,
‘ALICE.”

“Well, what are we to do?” said Mrs.
Tolliver, and now that the strain of reading
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the letter was over her voice broke percepti-
Lly and tears came into her preity blue
eyes.
Ve “Well,” said Tolliver, smiling across the
table. *The main thing is that Tommy is
all right and now it is up to us to come to
their assistance. Alice evidently is not
scr ul:hmg floors as she says nothing about
it and in Tommy’s present condition I
doubt if he could get a job as a “police-
man even il he wanted it. I will see ‘the
boys’ to-morrow morning and ask them
if that offer of theirs of the check for five
thousand is open, and I’ve no doubt that
jpias?

“And our trip abroad,”
Tolliver.

Bruce walked around the table and put
his hands gently on his wife’s trembling
shoulders. *““That’s off, I'm afraid, my
dear,” he said, “all off for the present.
Perhaps twenty-five years from now we
may have another chance. But just now
I'll go telegraph Alice not to worry and
that vou will be coming down there to
see her by the first train you can catch to-
morrow.”

“You're so good, Bruce,” Mrs. Tolli-
ver said very tL.lrfulIv “Of course we
couldn’t go now. It's just as you said, it’s
the twenty-first reason that makes all of the
trouble, but how could any one foresee such
a thing as this?  Who could expect a thou-
sand dollar operation and all of those other
fearful expenses the very first week of their
honeymoon!”

‘Trephining, T believe, is uncommon,”
said Tolliver, *but il most of the mothers
and fathers all over the world aren’t giving
up trips abroad to pay for trephining, most
of them are giving up something to pay
their daughters’ butcher bills or house-rent
or for SlJl‘l‘lLthll’l” equally necessary, and at
least to the ridurrhtels and sons-in-law quite
as unexpected.”

“Isuppose they are,” sobbed Mrs. Tol-
liver, “but really, Bruce, they’ve been do-
ing if for so long that they seem to like
i),

“That's true, too,” said Tolliver, “‘but
again they might like the trip abroad if they
were ever let get farther out to sea than the
docks at Hoboken.”

sobbed Mrs,
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L German city 15 a cross-
section of Germany just as
the American cily is a cross-
section of America. The
city cannot be divorced from
its setting or studied apart
from its historical environment. The Ger-
man city is a part of the traditions, the sense
of the Fatherland, the universal efficiency,
the far-sighted outlook, the paternalism vi-
talized h\ patriotism of the German people.

The \memm city, on the other hand, has
no traditions, There is no sense of re-
‘-\lil.)n“slhlllt\' It is efficient only in spots. 1t
has no vision hevond the present. It re-

flects the extreme individualism and license
which characterizes the nation. It is dem-
ocratic in form, but hardly in reality. And
measured by the services rendered, or the
sense of the paramountey of the State, it is
far less democratic than the German.

The most obvious thing about the Ger-
man city is its orderliness.  The most ob-
vious thing about the American city is its
disorderliness. The American city is an
accident, a railway, water, or industrial ac-
cident. It had its birth in the chance loca-
tion of a body of settlers. It became a city
because it could not help it.  The German
city, on the other ham‘] was either a for-
tress, Hauptstacll - an industrial com-
munity, like the t]ill’:‘b of the lower Rhine
in the neighborhood of Essen, Elberfeld, or
Barmen. Berlin, Munich, Dresden, Co-
logne, Mannheim, Diisseldorf, Hanover,
and Strasshurg were the seats of kingdoms,
principalities, or bishoprics. Ilfml\lnll
Hamburg, Bremen, and Liibeck were free
Hanseatic towns, owing allegiance to no
one—proud of their medieval traditions
and jealous of their freedom.

Much of that which we admire in the
German city is traceable to age.

All of these cities were enriched with val-
uable heritages from the past. Rulers em-
bellished their capitals in imitation of Paris.
Some, like the kings of Bavaria, were them-
selves artistic and in love with things Hel-
lenic. They erected palaces, art galleries,
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and museums.  They laid out parks and

palace gardens.  They surrounded  their
cities with walls, which have heen con-

verted into park-like Ring Strassen in
Vienna, I'rankfort, Cologne, Bremen, Diis-
seldorf, and elsewhere. The German city

was rich in art when the industrial revolu-
tion made its appearance.  When the fac-
tory came there was only the outskirts for
workshops. The heart of the eity remained
as it was when the city was a market-place,
afortilied town, or the residence of a prince.
And the old has continued to control the
new.

In America we have no such traditions
or monuments. Our only memories are
those of shops, mills, and factories ever re-
peating themselves like the concentric rings
of a growing tree. Few men have any
other idea of the city than this.  In addi-
tion, all of the work of the American city
had to be done at once.  Streets and sewers
had to be built.  Gas, water, electric light,
telegraph, and telephone wires, mains and
conduits had to be lud while ‘at'huulﬁ. sta-
tion-houses, and public structures had to he
erected merely to keep pace with the inrush
of people. Our officials were swamped
with elemental needs.  They had no tradi-
tions, no experience, to guide them.  They
had no time to dream dreams. They were
driven, like the pioneer, by the fear of the
coming winfer. These [hmm must he
borne in mind in any criticism of the dis-
orderliness of the American city or in any
comparison with the cities of other lands.
Our cities were born but yesterday, and
they have the rough-hewn finish of their
age.

But the foundations are now in.  We are
in a position to look about us.  And every-
where there are signs that democracy is
dissatisfied with its cyclone-proof cellar.
Washington, New York, Cleveland, Chi-
cago, Denver, Kansas City, San Francisco,
Baltimore, St. Louis, and Pittsburg are
planning to rebuild their cities and to re-
lieve its disorderliness with parks, public
structures, and open spaces, while democ-
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racy is seeking to find more efficient tools
for the doing of its work. The next gen-
eration is bound to see tremendous advance
in things municipal.  And it is to Germany
rather than to England or France that we
must go for our models.

I have said that the city was but a cross-
section of the country in which it is found.
It reflects the political, social, educational,
and moral life of the people. Yet the Ger-
man city, in spite of the autocratic personal
government of the Kaiser, is free, almost as
free in its local affairs as were the Free
Cities of the Middle Ages, which became
the centres of liberty and of culture during
the centuries when civilization had almost
vanished from the earth. The Germaon
city, it is true, is subject to visitation by the
State. There are some limitations on its
indebtedness, the method of raising rev-
enues, and the choice of mayors. But in
the main it is free—free to dream Dbig
dreams, and when they are ready for reali-
zation, to achieve them and enjoy the fruits
thereot.

The American city, on the other hand, is
in chains. It has great power for evil and
Dut limited power for good. Our cities are
not permitted to become great if they can,
from the fear that they may make mistakes
in so doing. The German city, on the
other hand, has almost complete autonomy.
It can own, operate, lease, or regulate the
franchise corporations which occupy its
streets. And it very generally owns thein.
It can enter trade and industry. It may
even invest public funds in private ventures
which lie close to the life of the commu-
nity. It builds tenements and cottages, and
regulatesthe private owner so that his struct-
ures will not be a menace to the city. It
owns great blocks of Jand within its limits as
well as magnificent woods and forests in the
surrounding country. It almost always has
a monopoly of the slaughter-houses; it car-
ries on restaurants and rathskellers; it
builds and operates opera-houses, theatres,
concert halls, palm gardens, and milk de-
pots. It even speculates on a large scale
in real estate in order to keep down the
price of land and enjoy a portion of the
““unearned increment” which the growth
of the city creates. In the field of education
it can do practically as it wills, after it has
met the minimum standard set up by the
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State. Among the larger cities there is the
keenest rivalry in all these things, especially
in the promotion of commercial, technical,
and artistic education,

The American city is bound, as was Gul-
liver by the Lilipurians, with a thousand
thongs. It has to secure the assent of sus-
picious farmers and hostile financial inter-
ests, before it can change the wages or sala-
ries of its officials or alter the method of
police administration. Its control over
tenements, slums, and franchise corpora-
tions is generally such as the owners of
these properties see it to permit. Usy-
ally the power which is granted is just the
power which the city cannot use, or it is
conceded so late that the evil cannot be cor-
rected at all or at too great expense to be at-
tempted. The city may not lay out play-
grounds, it may not erect bath-houses or
comfort stations, it may not supply school-
hooks, nor feed hungry school children
without the consent of the State, which has
no knowledge of its local needs. It must
let out its work by contract, and in some in-
stances spend more for the advertising than
for the job itself. The tax rate is limited, as
1s the amount of the honded indehtedness.
The city may be ruined by inadequate ter-
minal facilities, its citizens may be killed
by surface crossings, and its trade destroved
by railway discriminations for the advan-
tage of the private speculator. Its water
front may he monopolized by hostile inter-
ests which refuse to develop it, as is the
case with almost all of our lake and river
cities. In all these relations the city is
helpless. Its unvoiced needs are given less
consideration at the State capitol than the
demands of any one of a hundred special
interests. Itis this that strangles the Amer-
ican city; this more than corruption, bad
charters or dishonest men. In addition to
this, the tools by which the city is governed
are often consciously designed to bhe un-
workable by the people themselves,

The great cities of the world have been
free cities. They have been free to think
as cities, to develop a local pride and con-
sciousness, to call the best talent of the com-
munity to themselves. The Greek cities
were autonomous. The splendid cities of
medizval Italy were republics. The towns
which spread like a network over the face
of Europe during the Middle Ages were
free cities. And the greatest cities of the
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present century, the cities of Germany, are
free in much the same sense.  They enjoy
the largest amount of home rule.  ach of
them is an experiment station. And the
achievements of one are speedily carried
on to the rest.

The German city has no mavor. It
has an Oberbiirgermeister, who corresponds
roughly to our mayor. His legal authority
is far less than that enjoyed by the patri-
archal executives of New York, Baltimore,
or Boston. In desperation over our in-
ability to watch a hundred men we decided
to watch but one.  In order to escape from
a troublesome council we threw ourselves
into the hands of an all-powerful executive.
But we did not insist that the despot should
be an enlightened one or should know any-
thing more about the government of a city
than the council which we discarded. He
need only be an active politician, an ambi-
tious business man, or an aggressive leader.

The head of the German city is an ex-
pert. Both the Oberbiirgermeister and the
assistant Birgermeisters make a profession
of their callings. Nobody knows to what
party they belong. And nobody really
cares. They are like the managers of a
great husiness concern and are employed
b}_ the city council for that purpose, much
as they might be employed to manage a
railroad. The present Mayor of Berlin
was a lawyer in Breslauw. He was elected
to the council of the latter city, became in-
terested in city administration, and deter-
mined to make city administration a pro-
fession. He was chosen for a subordinate
post and made such a success that he was
called to the mayoralty of Berlin, where he
has been for many years. Dr. Adickes, the
Oberbiirgermeister of Frankfort, has oc-
cupied that post for a quarter of a century.
Few men in Germany can point to a life of
more conspicuous achievement than his.
He recently declined a post in the Interior
Department of Prussia. Oberbiirgermeis-
ter Wilhelm Marx, of Diisseldorf, came 1o
that city from a smaller town twenty vears
ago. He is a man of independent wealth.
He rose to his present position and for
twelve years has been mayor of the city.
During these years he has huilded as did
Pericles in Athens and the Medici in Flor-
ence.  And he has made Diisseldorf one of
the most finished cities in the world.
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Tenure of office is permanent. If a
mayor is re-elected, aiter his first term of
twelve years, he holds office for life.  When
a vacancy occurs, the town council sets
about to fill it much as the British city finds
a clerk, or the American railroad finds a
president.  I'rom the candidates who pre-
sent themselves from all Germany the
council makes a choice, 1o which choice the
Kaiser must assent.  Approval, however,
is rarely withheld. But the right of rejec-
tion exists, and did the city make an unwise
choice or select some one who was persona
o grata to the Emperor another person
would have to be found.  Official salaries
are relatively high, about as high as they
are in America. They range from $3,300
to $7,000 in the larger cities, while the sala-
ries of the assistant Birgermeisters are
about one-half of the sum paid the mayors.

The assistant Biirgermeisters are chosen
by the same method. They are experts in
finance, law, enginecring, education, archi-
tecture, or city building. The number of
assistants varies greatly.  In Berlin there
are seventeen, in Dresden thirteen, in Mu-
nich sixteen, in Frankfort nine.  These ex-
perts devote their entire time to the city.
They guide the deliberations of the com-
mittees of the council and along with the
mayvor form a sort of cabinet for the plan-
ning of the city’s development. They are
an upper, expert, permanent legislative and
administrative council.

In Great Britain permanence of policy is
secured by a staff of paid emplovees, who
along with the derk are rarely changed.
The English clerk is a dignified, expert, and
highly paid official.  He holds the thread of
city administration in his hands, and along
with the permanent staff of department
heads secures that continuity of policy
which has made the British city as efficient
as it is. But the British city, with all its
honesty and efficiency, does not compare
with the German city in far-sighted policy
and many-sided development. TFor the
programme of the British city is dependent
upon the hazards of elections and the will
of very eritical and almost penuriously cau-
tious rate payers. In Germany,on the other
hand, the permanent official enjoys the real
as well as the titular power, and by reason
of the assured permanency of the propertied
class in the town councils there is no motive
on the part of any one for a change.
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Except in the management of schools,
libraries, art galleries, museums, and the
like, we have made no attempt to introduce
this element of permanency into city ad-
ministration.  We select the presidents of
our universities and the heads of business
houses from a trained class and call them
from any section of the country, but a
sense of local jealousy has prevented the
selection of any but local men for municipal
office.  And until we do secure this expert
clement, and with it a continuity of policy,
it will be difficult to elevate the city much
above the purely political plane which it
now occupies. Possibly government by
Commissions which is rapidly superceding
every other form of city government and
the election of local ofhcials on a non-par-
tisan hallot will tend to bring this about.

The town council in Germany is the ulti-
mate repository of power. It iz chosen by
the electors. Tt draws to itself a high order
of talent. It is rather anomalous to find in
Berlin, for instance, that all of the elected
members of the Reichstag are Socialists,
while the city council contains but a minor-
ity of them. The explanation is to be
found in the methad of election.  Members
of the Reichstag are chosen by manhood
suffrage.  Iivery man is equal at the polls.
In the city, however, men vote as tax payers
and not as individuals.  The voters are di-
vided into three classes. Those who pay
one-third of the taxes elect one-third of the
council; those who pay another third of the
taxes clect another third, while the great
mass of the people, who, under the income
tux, pay the remaining third of the rev-
enues elect the remaining third of the
council. T heard of one city where a single
man elected one-third of the council, and of
another where one hundred and thirty per-
sons did so.  In consequence the German
city is far from democratic, possibly less
democratic than any of the cities of Europe.

The German city is governed by its hig
tax payers just as the British city is gov-
erned by its rate payers. It is ruled hy
the capitalist class. But the result of this
dominance of property at the polls has heen
diametrically different in the two countries.
The German city is bold, gcnerous, en-
lightened, and humane.  The English city
is timid, cheese-paring, and far less thought-
ful of the poor than even the American city.
The German city seems to negative the
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class-conscious theory of politics.  For the
capitalistic class has socialized one indus-
try alter another. It has taken over the
street railways, the gas, water, and electric-
lichting enterprises, and burdened itself
with taxes for education, recreation, and the
reliel of the poor in a way that gives color
to the suggestion that Germany is meeting
the progress of socialism by a large amount
of social reform or “State Socialism.”

And the rich tax payers in control of the
city pay the city’s bills. They pay almost
all of the taxes. This is another anomaly
which distinguishes the German from the
British city. And it is the more anoma-
lous in view of the fact that they could have
shifted a great part of the taxes onto the
poor. In recent years they have com-
pletely revolutionized the taxation of prop-
erty a °d still further burdened themselves.
T'rom one-half to two-thirds of the taxes are
collected from incomes, those below from
$1o3to $225 being exempt. The city is the
liscal agent of the State. The local income
tax is based on the State rate.  If the State
tax on an individual income amounts fo
$S1oo the local taxes range from $100 to
$300 more, /. e., the local rate is from 100
per cent to 300 per cent of the State rate.
In Wiesbaden the local income tax rate is
1oo per cent, in Diisseldorf 140 per cent,
in Frankfort g9 per cent, in Barmen 210
per cent, and in Berlin 1oo per cent.  Tak-
ing the thirty-four largest cities the rate
averages 154 per cent of the Prussian rate,
and including the State rate, amounts to
from 8 to 16 per cent of the incomes of the
well-to-do class.  The total income tax for
State and local purposes averages about 1o
per cent. Some towns have so very few
rich men that the local rate is even higher
and reaches as much as oo per cent of
the State rate or possibly 24 per cent of a
man’s income in all. This, however, is
exceptional.

Political experience would lead us to ex-
pect privilege to represent privilege and
wealth to represent wealth. It does in this
country. It does in Great Britain. In
hoth countries it shifts the burdens of taxa-
tion onto the backs of the poor. This isnot
true in Germany, certainly not to the same
extent as in other countries. Up to 1899
the Prussian cities collected a house and
land tax assessed against the rental value of
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the property, i. e., upon what the owner
happened to get out of the land. The
property might be used as a cabbage patch.
It paid taxes on its rental value as a cab-
bage patch. This is still the method of
local taxation in vogue in Great Britain,
It is against this system that the English
cities are vainly protesting to Parliament. Tl
encourages high rents and speculation; and
is unjust to those who develop their prop-
erty. In 1893 the Interior Department of
Prussia authorized a change to the Ameri-
can method of assessment based on the cap-
ital value of the land. Immediately lund
taxes were greatly increased. In many
cases the increase amounted to many hun-
dreds per cent. The land speculator was
discouraged. He was compelled to build
upon his property or sell it to some one who
would.  But the reform did not end here
In 1904 the city of Frankfort decided to levy
a special tax on the “unearned increment”
—to tax the land speculator stll further.
The city made a beginning of the single tax,
and now collects nearl\ one-fifth of its taxes
from the speculative value which the growth
of the city creates. In five years the Frank-
fort experiment has swept over Germany.
It has been adopted by many other cities.
It has been carried into Switzerland and
has cropped out in Belgium. It inspired
the Liberal party in England, and promises
to create an issue which will tax the poli-
tical power of the landed classes in every
country in Europe. The first skirmishes of
the battle are now being fought in I-ngland,
Germany, Denmark, Switzerland, and Bel-
gium, where the conviction that the spec-
ulative value of the land created by the
growth of the community belongs in reality
to the city rather than to the individual who
appropriates it has taken firm hold.

In Germany this new tax bears the om-
inous name of the “Wertzuwachsteuer.”
As levied in Frankfort, and since copied in
almost all of the larger cities, it provides for
an increment tax w huh ranges from 1 10 33
per cent of the profit realized by the seller.
Iithe property does not change hands within
twenty years, the tax upon the increase in
the value is levied just the same. The rate
varies in different cities. It is rapidly pro-
gressive, depending upon the amount of
profit realized on the sale.

In addition to the “Wertzuwachsteuer”
there is a transfer tax amounting to 2 per
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cent on the selling value of the land.  These
taxes upon the unearned increment and the
selling value of the land average about 0.5
per cent of the profits in the cities which
apply it.  Through these means the city of
Irankfort collects one-fifth of its revenues
and the city of Disseldorl three-tenths.
This indicates the possibilities of this here-
tofore untapped source of revenue. It
demonstrates, moreover, that if the city
were 1o take only the speculative increase
in the value of the land, no other taxes
would be needed. In other words. the city
could appropriate the value of city sites
which will come into existence in the future
and relieve all other forms of property from
taxation.*

The German cities also levy a husiness
tax known as the Gewerbsteuer. It only
applies to those husinesses where the prof-
its amount to $385 a yveur and the capital
invested to twice that sum.

Strangely enough direct taxation does not
lead to mg;_{arrjhne“ in expenditure. Quite
the reverse. The ]:thl‘ll:'w'-‘ men of Ger-
many accept their burdens willingly and
take pride in the development of the city.
One never hears the everlasting talk about
the “rates™ so universal in Great Britain,
nor do elections turn upon this issue as they
do in the latter country, where the most
eminent men are frequently deleated for
the council for suggesting some needed
park, library, housing, or health programme
which involves a slight increase in the local
rates. There is a penuriousness about city
politics in Great Britain that is not found in
either Germany or America. It is frace-
able in the former country to the method of
raising local revenues by means of taxes on
the tenant.

The German cities are even more gener-
ous than our own, There is a hig-minded-
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ness about their outlook that is positively
unigque. The German protests against
the cost of the army and the navy, he
grumbles about the taxes on trade and in-
heritances, but he pays with willingness his
taxes to the city. I have talked with men
from every class, in a dozen cities, about the
burdens of local taxation; I have asked
why it was that the city went in for such
cenerous expenditure for schools and parks,
for the purchase of land and the erection of
school buildings; why it erected splendid
public I;mldlnm, art galleries, opera-houses,
and contributed so rrenernusly to a hundred
things which in America would be termed
socialistic, and never but once have I heard
a complaint.  The business man and the
workman united in saying substantially the
same thing: “It brings business and peo-
ple, it makes the city beautiful and a com-
fortable place in which to live”; or “we
must have strong children if we would have
good soldiers, and they must he well edu-
cated if they would be efficient.” These
and similar statements reflect the sentiment
of the citizen and his pride in the city.
This feeling is well-nigh universal. The
German thinks it is good business to do
these things, and that even the poorest re-
ceives a good return for the taxes which he
pays.

Measured by the sacrifice involved, Ger-
many spends more generously than any
other nation for municipal purposes.  The
ordinary revenues of the city of Diissel-
dorf, a city of 290,000, from taxation alone
are $2,077,000. This is $9.25 per head.
Its other revenues, aside from loans, are
$3,125,000 more. Its current expenses
amount to $z2o0 per head, and its total an-
nual budget to $100 per head. Frankfort,
a city of 335,000 population, raised the sum
ol $4,800,000 by taxation in 1906 or $14.50
per head.®* Of this sum $2,287,334 was
collected through the income tax; $96,383
by a tax upon vacant land; $8¢1,281 by a
tax on house and land rent; $465,784 by a
tax on business, and $979,099 from the tax
on change in ownership and the unearned
increment tax. The balance came from
miscellaneous fees.  No attempt is made to
tax personal property in any form. Nor are
there any octroi or indirect taxes such as
prevail in the Latin countries.

# These ligures do not measure expenditure, o

! : s e Cities re-
ceive aids from the State as well as substantial revenues from
other sources.
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It is quite possible that we should revise
our ideas about the extravagance of the
American city. Possibly we are niggardly
in our expenditures for things municipal,
Our failures may be traceable in part to this
fact. For when we consider the difference
in money values; that salaries, wages, and
the cost of all services are higher in this
country than in Germany, it may be that we
do not spend as much for city purposes as
do the cities of that country. According to
a recent Bulletin of the United States Cen-
sus it appears that the average per capita
expenditure of the American city is but
$15.82. Cities like Cleveland, Baltimore,
Buffalo, Detroit, Milwaukee, and Minne-
apolis are lower still. The general and spe-
cial service expenditures of New York are
$23.84 per capita. I appreciate that com-
parisons with other countries are difficult
and yet it seems very probable that one of
the chief reasons for the superiority of the
German city is to be found in the unsus-
pected fact that more money is spent in
that country, relatively to money worth,
than in this.

The German city is also heavily in debt.
The debt of Diisseldorf is $29,000,000, or
$1oo per head. This is double the per-cap-
ita indebtedness of the average American
city of its size.  Frankfort has recently bur-
dened itsell with a loan of $18,000,000 for
the development of its river frontage and
harbor. Berlin has a total debt of $99,-
204,500. Despite these heavy debts one
hears no suggestion of bankruptcy. There
is no legal debt limit, and the city can do
about as it pleases in the matter of invest-
ments. "It is good business, the German
official says, for 1heutv to gointodebt. The
higher the debt the hetter, especially if it is
incurred for productive undertakings which
tend to reduce the tax rate. We would not
say a man was bankrupt who had borrowed
bo per cent of his assets. Most real estate
is mortgaged up to so per cent of its value,
and why should not the city borrow on the
same principle? We know that street rail-
ways, gas, water, electric lighting, and docks
are profitable enterprises. They not only
pay their way, but yield a profit as well.
Why should not the city own these things

rather than turn them over to private indi-
viduals to exploit?” This is the attitude
of the official and the citizen
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The same s true of parks, schools,
theatres, opera-houses, and the like. They
pay their way, though not so directly. They
bring visitors, they make the city attractive
as a place of residence. This increases the
value of property and in turn the basis of
taxation. It is good business for the city to
be as beautiful, as comfortable, and as
attractive as possible.  And there is tre-
mendous rivalry among the cities of south
Germany to attract persons to them for
purposes of residence and business. Of
eicht German cities with a total debt of
$172,530,000, all but $62 300,000 is for
street railways, gas, water, docks, ecte,
which vield a profit or will do so in time.
In Diisseldorf 87 per cent of the city debt
is for productive undertakings which more
than pay their way.

The German city 1s as thrifty as the Ger-
man trader. It is planning for dividends.
It is looking forward to the time when the
earnings from its enterprises will reduce the
tax rate. It is even entering the real-estate
business with the same idea in view. It
buys and sells land both in the city and in
the suburbs. It anticipates its own devel-
opment and as population grows it disposes
of its land at a handsome profit.

But the motive of city building is not all
commercial. The German has a wonder-
ful pride in his city and is willing to make
sacrifices in order that it will be beautiful.
There is art in everything. And the streets,
parks, open spaces, pl.lygl‘ounrla and bou-
levards are of the most spacious sort.

Within the past decade the Rhine cities
have developed a wonderful system of
wharves and docks, together with the most
scientific cranes, tracks, warehouses, and
handling devices for the purpose of pro-
moting trade. Duisburg, Cologne, Diis-
seldorf, Mannheim, Frankfort, and others
have expended tens of millions of dollars on
these projects, and by so doing have trebled
or quadrupled their business and greatly in-
creased their population. All this pays. It
pays handsomely, not only in health,
happiness, and in comfort; it pays in the
language that the business man best un-
derstands. It pays in dividends. TFor the
cities which do the most things and own the
most enterprises have the lowest tax rate.
They also have the most contented popula-
tion. There is something reciprocal about
politics. A city that serves its people as
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do Glasgow, Disseldorf, Cologne, Frank-
fort, and Mannheim gets a return in local
pride and consciousness that is in marked
contrast with the attitude of the people in
such towns as Elberfeld, Barmen, and Is-
sen, which have little ambition beyond the
conventional preservation of the health,
peace, and sanitary surroundings of the
town.

But [ have not yet touched on the thing
that sets the German city apart and dis-
tinguishes it from all other cities in the
world.  The German official thinks in a
different milien than does the British or the
American official.  He starts with the pre-
sumption that the city should do anything
it sees fit to do provided it will improve the
city, reduce the tax rate, or make 1t a more
comfortable, healthful, or hetter place in
which to live. The Anglo-Saxon, on the
other hand, starts with an ingrained convic-
tion that the city should do just as little as
possible, and that any concession from this
principle is fraught with extreme danger.
The German has no prejudice against gov-
ernment: he does not look upon it as per se
evil and inefficient. /

The German Biirgermeister looks out
from the city hall on his city as a whole as
Bismarck looked out over the face of Eu-
rope. He builds as an architect builds a
house or a railway promoter projects his
railway into new territory. The city spends
great sums to adorn its public bridges,
school-houses, and public structures. It
builds its streets so that they will last for a
century, and lays its sewers, gas, water, and
other conduits either under the sidewalk or
so that they will not have to be disturbed.
It employs the best sculptors to fill its parks
with bits of marble, it tears down old sec-
tions of the city to clear away its slums or to
secure proper settings or vistas for a public
structure or to preserve some medieval
building. It lays out broad boulevards and
arranges them so as to secure fine vistas.
Here and there a park or open space is lo-

cated and adorned with a garden or play-
ground, while along the streets clock tow-
ers, fountains, or pieces of statuary are
plm ed. The main thoroughfares have
parkways in the centre and street railway
tracks and bridle paths on either side.
About the city are great parks and city
woods, while in many cities the ring streets,
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constructed on the sites of the old fortifica-
tions, bring the parkage down to the heart
of the city. There are few city halls in
all America which compare in beauty and
splendor with those of Munich, Hamburg,
Leipsic, and a half dozen other cities.
The cities also own opera-houses, theatres,
and town halls where operas and dramatic
performances are given, while the hest of
concerts may he heard by the city orchestra
for aninsignificant cost several times a week.

The same generogity is shown in educa-
tion. The school-houses are of the most
elaborate sort. Hospitals, convalescent
homes, nursing establishments, and tuber-
culosis sanitariums in the country are the
equal if not the superior of any in the world.
Lverywhere the architect, the landscape
gardener, and the artist control the builder.
Beauty is not a private esoteric privilege—
it is the common possession of all.  Lvery
bit of wateris jealously preserved and heau-
tified.  The hanks of the city canals are
clean and attractive, while the navigable
rivers are not only the centres of recrea-
tion, they are the source of the city’s com-
merce and industrial development.

There is nothing that is tawdry, nothing

When the Crows Come Back

that is cheap, nothing that is cheese-paring
in German expenditure, relatively poor as
the German people are. Crermany almost
alone in the world is building her cities with
an eye to the future, conscious of the fact
that the city is the centre of the civilization
of to-morrow. _

(Government means much more to the
people in Germany than it does in America.
It means a thousand services which promote
the health and the well-heing, the rearing of
strong children and efficient ones; it means
the assurance to the people of the maxi-
mum of service at the minimum of cost in
thosce elemental services which are a neces-
sity of life. The German city seeks to
malke life as full of sweetness, of heauty, of
variety as is possible through co-operative
effort.  Herein is the great difference be-
tween the German and the American city.
The one remains an industrial accident,
with the ideals of the successful business
man, able to care for himself and wanting
only to be left alone; the other is an or-
ganized, living thing with a big and far-
seeing programme of the needs of human-
ity, and Dbending its intelligence and its
powers to their satisfaction.

WHEN THE CROWS COME BACK

By Margaret Vandegrift

I can stand it well enough in the dark of the year,

When I know the earth is frost-bound, and the woods are sere:
Though even then I'm thinking of the sledding-track—
But my heart grows sick with longing when the crows come back.

I listen, listen, listen as [ walk the street:
1 4 . G . . R )
Oh, T know the lark’s note well enough; it’s rare and sweet,
And T love to hear the robins, with their sauey clack—
But something grips my heart-strings when the crows come back.

And twice good luck has found me as I walked the street.
Far overhead their wings went, with their steady beat,
* Unhalting and unresting,” like a good ship’s tack—
And T heard it like a whisper—*We’ve come back, come back!”

Oh Mother Earth, dear Mother, with your cool, soft arms,

When the grass waves, and the wind sings, and the sunlight warms,
[ am sick for you, I pine for you, and most I lack
All your light and love and comfort, when the crows come back.



THE PETTINGBIRD INFARE
By Nelson Lloyd
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m%; HTZ one calm exterior in all

= me:.-“g' the village was that of the
Rev. Mr. Hike. Were the
Pettingbird infare to be an
ordinary social event, a mere
reception to Parker Petting-
bride on their return from

bird and his
their wedding journey, he could not have
seemed less stirred.  But 1t was more than

that. It was to be graced by the presence
of Fergus Peltmfrblrd And yet more: his
I)IOn]]h[‘.d home-coming had given rise to
great expectations, not the least of which
were those of the good minister. The
general belief was that Mr. Hike would
share heavily in the Pettingbird bounty,
but had he such hopes he did not show
them. When he spoke of Fergus Petting-
bird it was in an unworldly way; his riches
were as nothing; his benefactions to the
church and the village of themselves meant
little, it was his life that counted, in its
splendid example of patient industry re-
warded, of wealth well gained and well
spent for the benefit of mankind, of a ripe
old age crowned with the love and gratitude
of his fellows. For himself Mr. Hike asked
nothing of Fergus Pettingbird, but the
privilege of shaking his hand, and even to
do this he was in no unseemly hurry. Not
once through the long day was he seen at
his window 301n1n<r in the general watch
for the great man’s coming, and when at
last nlght fell and he left the parsonage
with his wife on his arm, it was in time to
be properly late. He picked his way with
unhurried steps through darkness, for all
the lights in the ullawe seemed to have
gone l)efore him to the lere, the Petting-
bird door flew open as he climbed the
steps, but he did not lose hiscalm. In the
hall he deliberately paused to find a safe
resting-place for his hat, brushed his pom-
padour with his hands, adjusted his tie,
waited patiently until Mrs. Hike had re-
paired her broken hair net, and then hand-
ed her into the parlor.
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“Iwish you happiness—happiness,” Mr.
Hike said, holding the bride's hand affec-
tionately, but as he spoke he was looking
over his shoulder, scarching the crowded
room, with eyes so piercing that they
seemed to penetrate the very walls, ¢ Hap-
piness—my "dear Parker, happiness,” he
went on absently, as he took the Dride-
groom’s hand.  Yet he showed no interest
in him. These guests of honor were noth-
ing to him.  He did not ask if they had en-
Joyed Atlantic City, did they like the board
walk, had they seen the tattooed man. He
muttered “happiness, happiness” until his
search was done. Then, wheeling about,
he faced his host, faced Thompson Tet-
tingbird, faced him as though in asking
all the village to his house to rejoice with
him in the home-coming of his son and
his new daughter he had done a great
wrong.

“Thompson,” demanded Mr. Hike in a
loud tone, “where is your distinguished
brother? Where is the little boy who left
us so many long vears ago and is to re-
turn to us to-night in the rich fulness of his
life? Where is the benefactor of our church
and village, the donor of the bell, the
giver of our soldiers’ monument, the builder
of our bridge?” Mr. Hike's voice rose
to fierceness. “Where is Fergus Petting-
bird?”

Where was Fergus Pettingbird? Every-
body was asking that question. At the
windows little groups of watchers peered
into the darkness as though he might come
out of the sky in a chariot of fire. The
bride and bridegroom were pressed against
the wall and forgotten. If they were ad-
dressed at all it was petulantly as though
they had dared to usurp the place of honor.
In vain did Miss Hannaberry strive to
break the tension by organizing a game of
animals. No one was in a mood for such
riotous amusement. In vain did Miss
Mae Crimmel at the organ trill and tra-la
through the first bars of **Sweet Violets.”
493
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No one would listen to her. In vain did
Mrs. Pettingbird rush from her special
province, the dining-room, still mysterious-
ly closed, and beseech her daughter-in-law
to do ﬁnmclhmg to dispel the gloom Let
us wait for Mr. Pettingbird, everybody said.

“Tt is like killing the fatted calf without
the prodigal being present,” complained
Mr. Hike, coming hack to the centre of the
parlor after a fourth visit to the front door
to listen for the sound of wheels.

“We must be patient,” said Thompson
Pettingbird, fumbling with his watch.
‘Fergus wrote me that he would be home
to-night. He has never been much on
writin’, Fergus hasn’t, but what he says
he'll do, he always does.  He'll be here—
of course he will.”

“And where did he write you from?”
demanded Mr. Hike, as though he sus-
pected the letter to be a myth and his host
to be using his brother’s name for his own
glorification.

“From a place in Kansas—I think he
must have a mine there,”” Thompson an-
swered, with an easy wave of the hand.
“You know Fergus has always moved
around a lot, and, judgin’ from his letters,
it would seem like he had property every-
where.  He's a quiet man, Fergus is, and
he never writes much.  But he'll be here.”

Mr. Hike assumed a tone of aggressive
argument. “The 5.32 is the only after-
noon train stopping at I‘lctmmt\ ille, so he
should have arrived long ago.’

“Don’t you suppose the Tine would stop
the Limited for my brother?” returned Mr.
Pettingbird in a dignified voice of protest.
“And don’t you suppose he would come in
his private car? It seems to me that had
he heen travellin’ in the ordinary way, he’d
have mentioned it in his letter, though of
course Fergus never says much in his
letters.”

Mr. Hike was overwhelmed. Undoubit-
edly a man of Mr. Pettinghird’s wealth and
importance would travel in a private car,
attached to the Limited, and undoubtedly
the company would stop the train for him:
more than ever he regretted that he had
not insisted on the carrying through of his
plan to have a committee meet the dis-
tinguished visitor at the station and bring
htm home with proper honor.

“It is a shame,” he cried, with a stamp
ol the foot, “that a person of Mr. Petting-
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bird’s character, one who has done what he
has for his native town, whose good works
greet us on every hand, our ears when the
church-bell calls us to our devotions, our
eyes when we look upon the lovely monu-
ment which adorns our square—that such
a man, secing fit at last to honor us with a
visit, coming in a private car, on a limited
train, should be allowed to land at Pleas-
antville without a formal welcome.”
The company agreed with Mr. Hike in a
voice so loud that Mr. Pettingbird found
it hard to make himself heard in his own
defence. He was simply carrying out his
brother's wishes, for Fergus was a modest
man, to whom nothing could be more dis-
tasteful than a public demonstration; he
was coming home quietly, to see his family,
to meet his old friends, and by chance he
had timed his return to the very evening
when Parker and his bride were being
welcomed from their travels; if the infare
became an ovation he eould not take it

amiss.  So Mr. Pettingbird counselled pa-
tience.  As a balm for the irritated feelings

of his guests he proposed refreshments, He
offered them unctuously, backing toward
the dining-room, bowing, and rubhmg his
hands. But even this artifice failed, for the
guests saw that it was artifice and they re-
sented it. Mr. Hike voiced their minds.
They had come to wish happiness to the
voung bride and bridegroom and they did
wish them happiness with all their hearts.
But their presence had a deeper meaning.
They had killed the fatted calf for their
beloved prodigal, and they surely could not
sit down to the feast until he had been
restored to their arms.  Where, then, was
Fergus Pettingbird?

The watchers at the door answered that
they could hear no sounds which seemed to
herald his coming. The watchers at the
window could see no flash of lights fore-
running him. And now, as though in
answer, came the notes of the bell. It was
the church bell, the gift of Fergus Petting-
bird, the bLell that so long had heen quick-
ening the valley’s memory of her absent
son. It snunderlaofth at first, as though it
hesitated to break the stillness of the nwhl
Then gathering courage and c~trcngth it
swung into a riotous clangor. Joy had
loosened the iron tongue and it was pro-
claiming to all the world that Fergus Pet-
tinghird was home. Those who watched
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did not stop to ask how it came that the
bell was ringing. They knew that it musi
be ringing for him and they ran to meet
him. They surged into the narrow hall
and faced without thought the cold wind
which hurled through the open door.

The moon had risen from the fringe
of pines on the ridges, and its gray light
swept up the street, uncovering its every
corner to searching eyes.  And they saw no
sign of life there save a dark higure cut like
a silhouette against the white monument.
They heard no sound but the clamor of the
bell. They looked to the bend in the road
around which he must come. They quick-
ened their ears to hear the clatter of hoofs
on the bridge. The bell stopped.  Butfor
the dark figure by the monument the street
was as deserted as at midnight. Then the
bell struck again—slowly—once—twice—
and it was tolling!

The white soldier was on his eternal
watch in the village square., In the moon-
light his outline was clear-cut against the
dark background of houses. This was not
dead marble turning to life. It was a
soldier, standing his guard, with head up,
eyes [ront and shoulders bacl, his musket
grasped to the letter of the manual—a
soldier turned to ice. Beneath him in the
road stood a little man, studying his every
detail, so wrapt in contemplation that he
seemed unconscious of the winter wind
which swept the valley or of the dreary
solitude. His hands were clasped tightly
behind his back, and his face was upturned
so that had the white soldier deigned to
relax his vigilance one moment and looked
down, he would have seen, even through
the bushy beard, a smile of satisfaction
playing around the shrunken mouth, and in
the eyes the light of brotherly affection.

The little man straightened up slowly. It
was as though swelling admiration were
drawing his body taut, at last to burst its
bonds. ““Itis beautiful,” he cried. My,
but it is beautiful! Why even the buttons
shows plain!”

“It’s natural, eh, friend?” came a voice
behind him.

He started, for he had thought himself
alone.  With a quick motion he drove his
hat down over his eyes, so the drooping
brim almost met the upturned collar of his
coat.  Wheeling sharply, he found himself
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facing a strange ficure, a man so hent that
his cane shared with his legs the hurden of
his body, and so twisted that he had to roll
his head over on his shoulder to look up,
as he was looking up into the other’s face
with friendly interest.

“1t certainly is a lovely piece,” the little
man said, driving his hat down still farther
over his eyes.

“The giit of Fergus Pettinghird to his
native town,” the crooked man declaimed
in a shrill voice.  “It's livin® marble: it's
breathin’ stone, as our preacher says.” He
hobbled forward a few steps, raised his
hand to his mouth, and asked in a lowered
tone: “But, stranger, who might you be?”

* Just as you say—a stranger,” was the
answer, carelessly given. “I'm a-walkin’
up the valley, and it’s a long way when
you're feeblé.” He turned slowly on his
heels, surveying the dark square. “Tell
me,” he said, laying a hand on the bent
back, “why is everything so quiet here to-
night?”

The head rolled over on the other shoul-
der as though secking a better angle from
which to dart a look of wonder at such
a question. “Why—haven’t you heard?
Everybody’sup to the Pettingbirds’—every-
body ’cepting me—to the Pettingbird in-
fare.”

“Oh!”  The little man sat down on the
iron rail which guarded the monument, and
pointed his thumb over his shoulder, up
the street. “I see—I see—to the house
that's all lighted. But why ain’t you
there?”

“Me?"” The voice was pitched so high
that it cracked, and the head andshoulders
swung up and down as far as the cane
would let them. “Me! Why—haven’t you
heard of me? I'm the only livin® soul in
Harmony as wasn't asked.” The crooked
man’s hand sought his mouth again and he
whispered in the stranger’s ear, ** You see, I
am old Plum—old Henery Plum—I'm half-
witted.” This announcement was given
with a ring of pride and, to make his as-
sertion more convincing, he broke into an
unrestrained cackle.

“0ld Plum—old Henery Plum,” the
stranger returned, with a meditative wag of
the head. “Yes—I've heard of you. Of
course you wasn't asked.”

Mr. Plum, seizing his throat in his hand,
choked down his hilarity,  “Of course,”
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he said, now smiling pleasantly. ‘But just
the same I've seen the party.” He began
to sit down. It was a laborious operation
for one so aged, and there was much beat-
ing of the air to find the rail, with an ac-
companiment of sighs and groans, before he
was comfortably settled at the atrtm”crq
side. Then his hand went to his muuth
once more and he took up his whispered
confidences. “There’s mighty little I don’t
see, though I am half-witted, and T'll tell
vou this—” He poked his companion in
the ribs with the knob of his cane to
emphasize the importance of his communi-

cation, “He hasn’t come yet.”
“He?"” questioned the stranger, turning
sharply.

“T'ergus Pettingbird,” cried Mr. Plum.
“You've heard of him. Everybody’s heard
of him. Now, what are you laughin’ at?”

“1 was tthm’ ” was the evasive reply.
“So it's all about Fergus Pettingbird, eh?
I've heard tell somethin’ of him. And is
he a great man in these parts?”

“Omne of the greatest,” cried Mr. Plum

with fcx\or He stretched out a trembling
hand. “I've Lno“cd him since he was
that high,” he said, “and mighty souls!

but he was a boy! When he run away
from home everybody figgered he’d come
to a bad end, which goes to show what
these whole-witted folks really know.  You
otter hear 'em now, since he has growed
rich out in the West and has been i

The little man checked him.  “Tell me,
Henery, how did Fergus Pettingbird make
his money?"

Mr. Plum was silent for a moment.
“That’s one point where I'm not altogether
clear,” he answered, speaking very slowly,
“hut I've allus allowed it was because I'm
hali-witted. It seems like Fercus was a
very modest man, he tells so little in his
letters, but the general idee has been that
he owns gold mines. Thompson, he higgers
on gold mines, for how else could he do all
he has done for us.”  The old man jerked
his thumb over his shoulder at the statue.
“He gaveusthat.” Thestick swept around
mu[ pmntetl down theroad to theiron bridge.

lm:l that,” he cried exultingly.

“Indeed,” the other sajd, driving his
hands deep into his pockets and ]oul\mw
H{l‘al”hi in lrnm of him.

“And the bell—you'd otter hear the Dell
—our church bell.” He had cast aside the
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veil of caution and mystery. His cane
quivered as he pointed to the steeple which
could lift its spire proudly above the peaked
roof of the mill, and no more. His voice
was as shrill as the wind in the pines by

the creck and his body writhed as he tned
to raise himself to the pitch of his pride.
“Why, stranger, you can hear her all over
the walley :mder on the ridges as sweet
and clear as anlmcl S horn——back there on
the mountains even distincter, and I've
heard tell that when she’s tollin’ she sounds
clean to the big river—that is, when I'm
doin’ the ringin’.” The hand went to the
mouth again guarding his secrets. “Vou
see I'm the sexton.”

“Tell me, sexton,” the little man said,
patting the other’s knee, ““hasn’t Fergus
Pettingbird done alittle good hereabouts?”

“Good?” It was something more than
good, something infinitely higher, that Fer-
gus Pettingbird had done, to the light of old
Henry Plum. “Good? Think of it—the
Sunday-school library, the bridge, the mon-
nyment, and then the bell.  Why, stranger,
every time I ring that bell it seems like I'm
singin’ his praises. You see, I've knowed
him since he was that high.” Again the
trembling hand stretched out to measure a
boy's stature. “And, of course, I have a
special interest in him. It 'ud have been
nice had they asked me to the infare, though
I'd no right to expect it. They didn’t, and
so I says to myself I'd just come and set by
his monnyment and mebbe I'd see him go
by. I'm glad you like the statue.”

The little man turned and gazed up at
the w hite figure towering over hlm RN
sexton,’ " he said, “it’s a lovely thing. It's
kind of cl{:\'alin“ like. It kind of lifts you
up. It kind of makes you want to do
somethin’ worth while in this world %

“Like Mr. Pettingbird,” cried the sexton.

The stranger looked lhourrhtfull} at the
frozen ground. “Yes,” he said, after a
moment, “like Fergus PLttmcrblrd He
seems to be quite respected here.”

“Re-spected!”  exclaimed the sexton.
“Do you s'pose that crowd is at the house
yander on his brother Thompson’s account;
do you s’pose they’d have gone there just
for aninfare? W 11\;, all thcm Pettingbirds
live on Fergus’s s repytation, dlld they re fig-
gerin’ now on the things he’ll give ’em when
]'lt gets home.”  Mr. Plum tapped the little
man on the shoulder. “ Just you watch till
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he is dead—that's all they're waitin’ for—
till they get his millions, and they'll flit to
Philadelphy so quick—so quick. You'll
see.”

“1 see.”  The stranger drew his coat
tichter about him, for he was cold, and
he spoke slowly. “1t’s like this:  They're
lookin to gettin’ his hard-earned money
his gold mines—and when he's comin’
home they think they'll tickle his wanity by
givin’ him a reception, but he has written
them that he wants to slip back quiet-like
and just look 'round and see what good he
has done, so they call it an infare. They
force a card on him—they deal to him off
the bhottom of the pack.”  He sprang to his
feet with a gesture of impatience and stood
;,umlf in HI]LI]\L up the street to the lights.

“Henery,” he said after a moment, * ligger
it this way.  Supposin’ when a man was a
boy he run away from home with his head
all full of 'rr.mfl idees and dreams, and as
he arowed they dwindled away like: and
mstead ol goin” higher and higher he
found himsell fallin® lower and lower, till
he had no standin® nowhere and no friends;
50 as when he came to a place and made

little money in his pecul’ar way they'd
chase him out of it. He's chased from
county to county, from east to west, and
all the time he's thinkin® of the old town,
and he wants to have the old town thinkin’
well of him.  Every now and then he
makes a haul, in his pecul’ar way, and
knowin’ he won't have it long anyhow, he
sends it home to do some good, to kind of
keep him a little in mind.”

“Like Mr. Pettinghird,”
nodding his head sagely.

said the sexton,
The trembling

hand stretched out in the moonlight.
“Why, stranger, I've knowed him

“Yes, like him,” the little man went on,
speaking rapidly.  “He gives bells and
monnyments and bridges.  He gives every-
thing he has, and when he's old and luck
has gone again’ him he beats his way
towarid home, for though he's done a Iu-;li:
of wrong, he’s done a litde right, and he
kind o’ wants to look it over quiet-like—to
see the monnyment, to hear the bLell, to
stand on the bridge and listen to the water
a-swishin® along  below, to watch the
mountains when the shadders

“What's all this to do with a man such as
Mr. Pettingbird 2 the sexton interrupted
in an angry voice.
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“Nothin'. T was just figgerin’,” the lit-
tle man answered with a l.|I"\- laugh. “I
was wonderin® how it would seem to him
when he got home—crawled home—and
found he was a great man there—found
all the folks waitin® to receive him, takin’
for an ace him aswas poorer than a knave.
Don't you think, Henery, it would make
him kind of ‘shamed, frichten him like?
What had he otter do?”

The sexton shook his head.  “You're a
queer one,” he said, smiling pleasantly at
the little man. “Why, Fergus Pettingbird’s
one of the best as ever was.’

“How you know?”
stranger.

“Know!"

do demanded the
exclaimed Mr. Plum. “Why,
everybody knows that.  Haven't T heard
Thompson say so himsell? Haven't I
heard Preacher Hike in his sermons talk
about his sp lendid life and the example of
it? Haven't I heard him say that Mr. Pet-
tinghird was a camel who'd get through the
needle’s eye?”  The sexton was climbing
to his feet.  “But that reminds me—I
must go on down to the church to fire the
stoves.  It's got to be good and warm to-
morrow, for fe's comin'.”

“What had he otter do?”" cried the little
man, looking up at the white soldier as
if it could answer him.

“You'd better stay,”
with a cheerful cackle.  “You really must-
n't leave without seein’ him.  You know
he's to put up a new school-house for us,
to say nothin’ of helpin’ the church.  He's
great on church, Mr. Pettingbird is; which
reminds me "

He was hobbling away when the little
man’s hand detained him.

“I'd like to stay and see him, but I must
gn on, Henery,"” the stranger said.  “And

I'd like specially to hear his bell ring.
Couldn’t you ring it for me—a little—just
a little?”

The sexton’s head rolled over on his
shoulder and he screwed his bent body
around till his eyes met his companion’s
with a look of wonder. “This time o
night ™" he returned, and his twisted frame
|rL‘lf‘H1 to shake with merriment.

* Don’t go—don’t go, Henery!” eried the
litthe man, seizing his arm and leading
him back to the rail. He had a pack of
cards in his hands now and was shuffling
them before the sexton’s eyes with all the

said the sexton,
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With that he tossed the pack high in the air

art of a conjurer. And caught in the con-
jurer’s spell, the sexton forgot about Fergus
Pettingbird and his duty to him. He was
following the stranger’s every movement.
He saw him sit down on the rail again and
spread an old newspaper across his knees.
He saw him take three cards and hold them
up so the moonlight fell upon them and
their faces were as clear as in broad day.

and the wind «
Page

like leaves,

aucht the cards and whirled them away

He bent down till his chin almost rested on
the knob of his cane.

“Three cards—two blacks and a red!”
cried the little man. * Watch 'em, Henery;
watch ’em.” The hands flashed and the
cards fluttered to the paper. “*Name the
diamond, Henery: name the diamond!™

“There—there!” Thesexton turned the
card. He twisted his head back in triumph.
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“You can't fool me, my friend—I've seen
that game too often at the fair—you can’t
ketch me.”

“Of course I can’t,” said the little man,
laughing softly.  “We'l |:Ll\' for some-
thin.  We'll make it interestin®. 1 want
to hear vou ring the bell.  You don’t want
to ring it. I don’t think you know how.”

“Ale don't know how!” cried Mr. Plum
with indignation. **Well, you should just
hear me toll.”

“Of course you can toll," returned the
stranger soothingly, *and I want to hear
vou. So s'pose we leave it to the cards.
You win, you don’t toll—you lose, you toll.
Now, that's fair?”

The sexton pulled at his ear. “It
sounds fair,”” he returned, “and yet it don’t,
and I can’t exactly see why.”

But fair or unfair, the cards had him in
their clutch.  They fluttered to the paper
and he saw the diamond in the centre. He
was sure of it—so sure of it that he laughed.

“Bein' as | know which it is, I'll take you
up,” he said. “You'll see. I'm not so
simple as 1 look.”

He stretched out his trembling hand and
was lowering it with a deliberation that
spoke his perfect conhidence, when the little
man suddenly hurled the paper away from
him and sprang to his iut

“No—no,"” he cried.
never was fair, and
Look, Henery, look!"

With that he tossed the pack high in the
air and the wind caught the cards and
whirled them away like leaves down the yil-
lave street. He watched till the last of them
was lost in the gray light, and then turned
with hands stretched out in pleading.

“Henery,” he said in a low veoice, “I'm
playin® you fair now, and yvou won't let me
leave the v alley without hearing the Pet-
tingbird bell, will yvou? W hy, man, I've
often heard tell of the we v you make that
bell talk, and your tollin® is spoke of par-
ticular,”

The sexton had rolled his head back to
cushion itsell against the humped shoul-

STt isn't fair—it

I've done with it.

ders, and his mouth opened wider and
wider. “Have you?” he said. *Well,
why didn’t vou sav so instead of fussin’
with them cards?” He looked at the

cloudless sky.  He wet his thumb with his
lips and held itup o feel the wind.,  “It's
a fine night for tollin’.  They'll hear her
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clean down to the big river, sure, and
they'll set up all over the walley in their
sleep and say ‘ There goes Fergus Petting-
bird’s bell.”  It's unregular—highly unreg-
ular— but such a man as him otter be kept
in their minds.  Still, T wouldn’t ring her
for no one else but you, stranger, :m(l if 1
wasn't half-witted T wouldn’t do it at all.”
He turned and began to hobble away.
After a few steps he stopped and slowiy
screwed his head around to see the little
figure motionless by the monument. “I'll
give vou something lively and cheerful at
first, stranger, and then I'll show you how
she tolls.  And Mighty! but she can toll!”

How the bell tolled!  Every note was a
dirge, rising from a tremulous moan to a
mighty boom that the wind caught up and
swept away to die in faint echoes among
the mountains. What must Fergus Pet-
tingbird think, were this brazen croaker
first to greet him on his home-coming?
Mr. Hike seized his hat and cane and, for-
getting his ministerial dignity, cleared the
steps in two long strides.  The dark figure
by the monument rose and stood I(}ul\mg
up the street, to see not alone the tall form
of the pastor, but a great company hearing
down on him, an army formed with the
heavy phalanx in the centre and on the
wings the lighter-footed cohorts.  The bird
flushed from its cover does not wait to in-
quire into the intentions and motives of
the hunter, and the little man by the monu-
ment had learned through long experience
that for him. at least, salety lay in flight
rather than in reason. He mistrusted
crowds. To run from them had become
an instinct with him.  And he fled now, as
he had often fled before, straight for the
open country.  If after the first few strides
he did begin 1o reason, it was too late, for
by his irrational Dight he had brought on a

pursuit in carnest.  In the man standing
by the monument there was nothing un-
usual; in his turning and fleeing there was

something  sinister, something that  de-
manded an investication.  The bell was
forgotten. It boomed on, but its doleful
tones fell dead on ears that were quickened
only to the swelling chorus of a chase.
Once he looked back, not at the oncoming
host, hut to the white soldier, standing
crect, unmoved, as he will stand forever,
a monument to the greatness and fean] idness






He must first peer through the window to disc

of Ferzus Pettingbird; he turned the cor-
ner of the mill and the iron bridge rang
beneath his flying feet; the bell moaned
overhead, and the broad road stretched
straicht hefore him, clear and white in the
moonlight, until it plunged into the woods
beyond the meadows.,  There was a refuge
for him there, could he but reach it. His
pursuers were gaining.  Keen to solve the
riddle of that dark ying figure, the fleet-
footed wings had swept to the front, and
his strength, sapped by many vears, was
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matched against the endurance of youth.
When it seemed that he must fall, fear
lifted him up and spurred him to the last
plunge and the hiding of the shadows.

This stranger was cur mml\, at home here,
even in the darkness, for, running on, he
found the giant elm where the wood-path
turns from the road, and when he was on
that narrow way he followed its windings
with the sure foot of one who had travelled
it often. The voices sounding farther be-
hind him, he dared to pause and listen.



The Pettingbird Infare

The pursuit hesitated and he heard the
clamor of a dispute.  Then the crackle of
Lranches and the rattle of dry leaves told
him that they had found his track again.
He staggered on. The creck drummed
ahead of him, cheerful music to his ears,
and now he was on its bank looking over
to the dense bush, where massed fir and
laurel called him to their warm refuge.
Below him in the swirling water he saw
the jutting rocks.  Old friends they were,
unmoved and unchanged in fifty vears.
How often had he measured his leap by
them? It was a hop to the first, the stone
with a flmy ripple playing over its (lat
back; a skip to the second, the big moss-
covered boulder; a jump to the shore.
He laughed, for he remembered having
once made the other bank with his eves
closed. A sharp call sounded hehind him.
He answered it with a taunt of defiance,
so safe he felt now, where every sound was
an echo of his boyhood days, and every
tree a trusty comrade come back to him
from the past. He leaped to the first
stone and it was like a steady Iriend, so
solid it held against his weight. 1t needed
all his strength to reach the second. His
feet touched it.  The old boulder shivered.
It rolled and pitched him headlong into
the stream.

The sexton hobbled back to the monu-
ment to see his strange friend and receive
his commendation, so that Mr. Hike and
Thompson Pettingbird, stopping on the
homeward march, found the church closed.
The chase was over; they had run the race,
but they had not solved the riddle. Even
as they stood by the stream looking in
silence at the still black figure that lay
among the rocks, the dull boom of the hell

=1

came (o them. This incident was closed,
very lamentably indeed, but they had yet to
find the cause of all the ill-timed clamor on
the night when Fergus Pettinehird was com-
ing home.  So with holdness Mr. Hike laid
his hand upon the church door.  He drew
back. Ttwascurious!y stillwithin, He must
first peer through the window 1o discover
what lurked there.  Ghostiy shadows played
over Lhe eraywalls. Hecould not forget; the
tolling ol the bell still echoed in hisears, and
he seemed to see a white hand swinging up
and down, listlessly, on the turbulent water.
The night was strangely cold.

“Come,” said his companion, drawing
him away, “let us ¢o back to the infare
where it is more cheerful; let us find some
refreshments,”

Mr. Hike looked over his shoulder, down
the road, and saw a dark company of men
and boys emerging from the woods.  What
they were carrving he did not see, save
through his vivid fancy, and he quickened
his pace. At the monument he halted, for
it was a habit of his to pause at the feet of
the white soldier and utter useful, helpful
thoughts as though through him the oracle
were speaking.  The pity was that at a
time like this there wus no one to hear
him but the man on his arm and the half-
witted sexton, crouching in hiding behind
the pedestal.

“My friend,” he said, pointing his cane
at the white soldier, ““what a contrast—
what a contrast between a life like that, the
vagrant’s life which finds its end, unre-
gretted, in the rocky torrent, and the
splendid, the inspiring career of such a man
as Fergus Pettingbird.  What a v

“Come, come,” said his companion, tug-
ging at his sleeve; “while we are talking
Fergus may be home.”
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PHYLLIS LEE
By Oliver Herford

ILLUSTRATION BY THE AUTHOR

Bestor a Primrose broider’d Rill
Sat Phyllis Lee in Silken Dress
Whilst Lucius limn’d with loving skill
Her Likeness, as a Shepherdess.
Yet tho' he strove with loving skill
His Brush refused to work his \Will.

“Dear Maid, unless vou close your Eyes
I can not paint to-day,” he said;
“Their Brightness shames the very Skies
And turns their Turquoise into Lead.”
Quoth Phyllis, then, “To save the Skies
And speed your Brush, I'll shut my Eyes.”
Now when her Eyes were closed, the Dear
Not dreaming of such Treachery,
Felt a Soft Whisper in her Ear,
“Without the Light, how can one See?”
“If you are sure that none can see
I'll keep them shut,” said Phyllis Lee.



How We
spend Money

THE POINT OF VIEW -

THINK it is Henry James who

somewhere of a young lady so p

dressed that she must either have
lady's maid or a princess.  One is reminded of
this in reading what Mr. Guglielmo Ferrero
has again had to say about the difference be-
tween the luxury of the rich here and the luxury
of the rich in the European countries. In
drawing further upon his favorite
parallel of the austerer davs of re-
publican Rome and our present stage
of American civilization, he intimates that we
exaggerate the pre-eminence of our mult-
millionaires as monev-spenders, hecause we
are still living in the Puritan tradidons of aur
forefathers, and see with a distorted vision
when we contemplate the spectacle of any
luxury whatever. It is certain that some false
notions prevail, not so much with respect to the
amount of money that Americans spend, but as
to what they mostly spend it for.  Some point
has been made, of late, of the frequently un-
occupied condition of the American *ureat
houses,” the houses of the very rich, it being
understood that the protracted keeping up of
such establishments, under the standards that
obtain in these matters in America, is often
beyond comfortable attainment even by the
wealthiest. But the greatest houses in America
are not palaces, as Signor Ierrero has elsewhere
reminded us, in the sense that the great Euro-
pean houses are, and those are supposed to he
kept up with some regularity, except in the case
of perceptibly impaired fortuncs. The doing
itis often accomplished, of course, by the prac-
tice of certain personal cconomies, which opin-
ton would never look for in an American million-
aire.  He himself, to be sure, might not ohject
to—might indeed take very kindly to—the
shabby clothes of an occasional English peer.
But his daughters would surely not care for the
little lady’s-maid frock of the daughter of a
princess on the Continent. And the thing
goes down through the varying social grades.
The womankind of an English commoner,
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ainly
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going o London for the day, do their shopping
with careful reference to their personal yvearly
budget, and lunch, not at a fashionable restau-
rant in a smart hotel on the Strand or Piccadilly,
but possibly in a small vegetarian place, in a
small street, off Trafalgar Square.  American
Ladies so thrifty would not have left a home, in
the morning, from whose windows could be
seen long stretehes of perfect Tawn and pond
and meadow, all their own,  But in England
it might be so.

Americans have a reputation concerning tips
which, likewise, should i i.:'?‘."“_ii'\' uﬂtjlul'gi_g some
revision.  Even abroad, where the invasion
irom the States has been supposed to have al-
tered, and has altered, the scale of prices at so
MmNy paints, itis probably the size of the aver-
age American tip, not the size of the tip of the
very rich American, that has effected the
change. The mass of Americans may give
larger tips than the mass of Europeans, but it is
doubtiul if the tip of the American millionaire
is larger than that of the genuine European
wrand seignewr, or the Eastern potentate, not to
speak of the South American traveller,  From
those who should know, there have, in fact,
come intimations that as they have fewer ser-
vants, as a rule, and move ahout with a less
court-like retinue, the profits aceruing from
the visitations of six American millionaires do
not equal those of a like number of Eastern
potentates, Slavie princes, or Brazilian mag-

nates, as aforesaid.

It is a loose weneralization, but a common
one, that Americans spend less than Europeans
on the artistic satisfactions of life, and more on
the material. The sums expended yearly in
America for things artistic, from jewels and
furniture to “old masters,” and for the wsthetic
iovs of music and of travel, suthciently disprove
the assumption. Nor is it quite, as our Italian
commentator would sav, that we have still an
ascetic fear of great luxury for its own sake.
The luxuries on which we spend less than the
rich European are those that aim to make the
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individual, the moment that it is possible, in-
vulnerable to the roughnesses—or better, the
latnesses—of the common lot. Persons of con-
sideration who can afford their own carriage,
sometimes do without, in America; but in
Lurope, persons of consideration who cannot
always afford it must have their carriage, in-
evitably,  Ladiesin France or Italy will endure
unrenewed window-curtaing, if need be, and
meagre fare: but they will not endure the pro-
miscuous clientele of the tram-car,  But it is
possible for the opulent American—T/astidious
enotgh as to his bodily comfort, too—to find
the public transportation afforded by his city
rather enlivening and amusing than other-
Wise.

The attituce in which men and women touch
life with the finger-tips —du bout des doigls—is
not a class fecling; it is a state of mind.  In
Europe it is still held perfectly admissible. It
exists in the Irench workman, in a way, as
much as in his most aristocratic customer. The
TParisian workman wishes to make the thing
that is distingué, the thing apart, the thing for
the few, not the many, to wear and to use.  In
hiz work, no one could be less democratic. And
the I'rench workman is still the best in the
world.  What we have not, in America, is this
finger-tip attitude.  The richest are not suf-
fered to have it; have it not naturally, whether
they be suffered or not.  The raw material of
life is still fresh to us, and abundantly stimulat-
ing and interesting.  Evervbody, more or less,
isin touch withit; and everybody, more or less,
wants to be.  Even our multi-millionaires do
not dwell in towers of fvory.  And it is the
super-refinements that go Lo the adorning of
the towers of ivory, and to the wsthetic ex-
altation of the individuals within, that really,
as we know, have at all epochs (rngm:'len,:f_l
luxury sybaritic, luxury harbaric.

Y [riend writes: “The weleome will, in

a measure, make up for the badness

of the cooking,  Rosie and Mary are
still with us; ten years it will be next month
that we have endured them and they have en-
dured us.”  Wise friend! for, [nusrsi'n;: the de-
preciation of the cooking, hypercrit-
icism of a super-sensitive palate, the
virtues of these enduring handmaid-
ens far outweizh their faulis, }[.[‘il, and pre-
sumably women, are born free and coual; far
be it from me to question the wisdom of the
fathers; but in the allotment of the tasks by

The Point of View

which the machinery of the world is run, {he
master mechanician, alter years of study 1o fit
him for the direction of the intricate and del-
icate engine, finds it difficult to procure the
efficient but necessarily submissive stoker; and
with fire-pot empty and boilers chilled the good
ship Domestic Economy drifts perilously near
the rocks.

It is an old story, the limitation of ambition
to the task one can best accomplish, one that
the specious argument ol universal equality
continually tends to divert.  The cost of a fal-
lacious independence, that of the subsistence
of the claim of being a “lady” to the aver-
age shop-girl, other profound statisticians have
computed before the present writer; and it is
rather the celebration of the virtues of the
Rosies and the Marys, from the point of view
of the employer, that he would now expound.

I'or the fragile edifice of domestic happiness
they are the firm foundation. As we all serve,
so are they bound to servitude, but in the de-
gree to which their service is dutifully rendered
the general life of the family, the health of the
children, the serenity of the mother, and the
efficicncy of the father are served, and together
they contribute to the success of the republic.

With the decrease of simple living and the
passing of the provincial days, when our ser-
ants were  ‘‘help”—the days when they
walked on their “limbs"—the native-born have
thrown off their previous condition of servi-
tude, and even the native-born of darker hue
have outgrown those qualities that endeared
them (o the families they served.  In the great
establishments where the mistress of the house
delegates a part of her authority and her cares
to a housekeeper, some mysterious agency of
demand and supply fills the servants’ hall with
an array ol foreign-born and more or less
trained servants. But almost in direct ratio
to their competency alien and subtle customs
of percentages exacted from purveyors of
houschold necessities and perquisites of rami-
fying extension, all tending to pillage from their
employer, prevail. The class of gentlefolk
whose claim to the title is not supported by
great riches are economically debarred from
buying such service; even if their principles
would permit them to blink at robbery rather
than see their houschold perish.

Conscquently, by virtue of necessity the
housewives of America in a large number of
cases are obliged to train their own servants.
Where the seed has fallen upon good ground,
Rosies and Marys result, and such familics
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rightly esteem themselves fortunate. T know
of one lady who, returning from the country,
each autumn resolutely takes into her house-
hold a female of some one of the many foreign
races that seek our shores with a minimum of
acquirement which they desire to harter for the
comfortable living that is denied them at home.
With such an untutored specimen from Poland,
Lithuania, Friesland, or Sicily she proceeds to
organize her houschold for the winter.  Tgno-
rant of our language, unaccustomed to other
work than that of the fields, unfamiliar with
the most ordinary kitchen utensil or any of the
duties of a house servant, this uncouth out-
lander finishes her six months’ service possess-
ing a trade which commands good wages, with
enough English to make herself intelligible, and
with more money in her purse than she has
probably ever seen at one time in all her previ-
ous existence, having been comfortably housed
and fed during all this period of gratuitous
apprenticeship. With the coming of spring
my friend seeks a summer boarding-place
in the country, or goes to Europe to recuper-
ate from the strenuous joys of housekeeping.
Nor is this an isolated case, for many of the
good women of our land are thus compelled to
struggle with such material to keep together
the precious elements of the home.  Fortu-
nate indeed when they turn out to be Rosies
and Marys, for there is as much pathos as hu-
mor in the sad houscholder’s direction to the
departing maid: “Please keep to the left, in-
coming cooks keep to the right.”

It is pleasanter to consider an exception to
this rule, and to recall the advent of Adelaide.
In a stress of circumstance, the outgoing do-
mestic burdening her freight with a choice se-
lection from the linen closet, she came to us.
Fresh from the steamer whence she had landed
but two days before, brave in a hat, the first
she had ever worn, overladen with a botanical
growth that defies description—does Ellis Island
furnish such accoutrements as first aid to the
downtrodden »—she was otherwise dazed by
her new surroundings. A kitchen range, hot
and cold water on tap, one and all of the fur-
nishings of a modest house were unfamiliar
to her. She was “willing to learn,” but of
kitchen lore she knew not enough to boil a
potato.

Three years have passed and to-day, through
sickness and health, through joy and sorrow,
she is as much a part of the houschold as
any member of it.  Her bovine expression of
an carlier day has given way to one of placid

yet keen intelligence; she has developed a
talent for household tasks that makes her work
easy, and no intricacy of carefully prepared
food is beyond her capacity, while her smile
of cheerful service radiates joy throughout the
house. Here the writer may be imagined to
give way to common superstition and “knock
wood™ as he pens her praises, for, though her
view of the family is simply patriarchal, and
no thought of leaving what she considers her
home disturbs her loyalty, yet a possible young
man—who, thank heaven! has not yet ap-
peared in the offing—might bring about such
disaster.

Of well-trained servants Paris sends us the
most gophisticated and the most vicious, but
here is one of the same race who has brought
from her native province all the anticque vir-
tues.  We do much for our Rosies, Marys,
and Adelaides, for we endow them with a ca-
pacity to earn an honest living in healthful
and dignified surroundings, and with the pos-
sibility of putting by the greater part of their
wage.  But they do much for us, and from a
peaceful household, grateful for their minis-
tering, it is simple justice that this pwan of
praise should go forth.

F any doubt that the individual withers, let
him travel.  Especially let him travel off
the beaten track, if any frack can any

longer be said to be unbeaten.  As he journeys,
let him cat, as indeed he must whether he will
or no. And let him note the increasing lack
of local flavor in cither the substance or the
preparation of his meals.  Let

Observation, with extensive view,

Survey mankind inspecting one menu.

He may have heard, or his fathers may
have told him, that the region he traverses
produces some comestible in singular perfec-
tion. He will fail to verify the tradition either
from the bill of fare or from the articles of
food set before him.  The bill of fare indeed
is a cyclopadia of the food-products of the
world, It is many a year since an already
veteran Bohemian said to an entered appren-
tice of Bohemianism—it was, in fact, precisely
at “Piaff's”: “Pay no attention to
that printed matter on the bill of fare.
That is purely historical. Look at
the writing.”  Now one finds the same printed
hill of fare confronting him at hotels the
breadth of the Continent apart, and in all

Standardized
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cqually irrelevant to the things actually to cal.
It seems to have heen compiled from a collec-
tion of the bills of fare of all the world by some
“laborious collator™ in some central city, and
thence distributed to subscribers throughout
the land, in the manner of the “patent insides”
ol the old weekly rural press. And it adds
insult to injury by entitling itself: “Carte du
Jour,” when it is, perceptibly to three senses,

. Jarded with the steam

Of thirty thousand dinners,

Carte due jour, forsooth!  Carle de Pannée ]
Carle du siecle 11!

It is true that there is also a typewritten
list of “specials,”  so-called,  But the traveller
whose eve is green enough to trust the word of
promise is sure to find it broken to the hope,
The *specials™ of the *jour™ and place were
the specials of a week ago and a thousand miles
away, and will be the specials of a week hence
a thousand miles beyond.  As if hungry
and variety-secking man had also, like the
rural weekly press, a “patent inside.”

Here s the conerete instance: A generation
aun there was a hotel in a place not so remote
or slow, in New England, which let us call
Yarrow. In those davs it had a more than
local fame for suppers. Tt is so long ago that
only a few oldsters will identily the hostelry
from the statement that “broiled chickens and
walfles™ were its “specials.”  Gastronomers
looked forward to breaking their journeys and
their fasts at this hotel.  Certain of them have

el 11

been known gladly to miss their trains for
present view-poinfer

The

another helping,

The Point of View

cherishing such fond recollections, his stomach
was uplifted within him the other day when,
after the lapse of nearly a generation, his occa-
gions called upon him to revisit Yarrow. Alas!
for his remembered “specials.”  There was
that encyclopaediac catalogue of comestibles,
There was that typewritten list of “specials”
common to hotels from Bangor to San Diego,
At Yarrow also had Procrustes set up his
standardizing couch, and insisted upon trans-
[orming the withering individual into that
average fellow-being which of course no man
precisely is, an average fellow-being with a
patent inside.

“The constitution of our nature is such that
we buy our Dlessings at a price.”  Facilities of
communication and improvements in *can-
ning "’ are doubtless great blessings.  But be-
tween them they have destroyed the distinctive-
ness of “markets,” and gone far to destroy the
“seasonableness™ of the [ruits of the earth.
It is noticeable that while the Procrustean
publican assumes to standardize the appetites
and desires of his customer, he has unstandard-
ized his own prices by abandoning the good
old American plan whereby the [rugal traveller
could tell beforehand what he would have to
pay, instead of making every meal a contest of
skill Detween himscll and the earte du jour.
That is an additional aggravation to him.
“But that is another story.”  ““Something,”
as Dizzy said in the House of Commons when
he was convicted of having left out the most
important item from his speech on the budget—
“something must be left for Tuture statements
of this nature.”
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PHE ROMAN ARYT EXPOSITION OF
INCE 1900 Europe has not seen a national
display of American art.
Unofficial efforts have been made to
take collections, more or less full, 1o London,
which proved abortive;

TOF;

27th 1o November 1st, 1911, there is such an
apportunity.

The Halian Government has authorized the
celebration of its birth fifty years ago by two
\n international display of the

contemporary artof the

1'.\r1rr_~.iH'uf|\'_'

and to Venice, where
the conditions for in-
stalling pictures and
the ridiculously small
sum allowed for the
purpose made the
croup sadly inade-
quate.  To Berlin and
Munich, Mr. Hugo
Reisinger, with patri-
olic gencrosity, carried
an excellent group of
the old as well as new
work, and for his pains
and munificence was
told that the United
States had no art that
was not derived.

The Europeans who
travel are few, and,
when they do travel,
those who care for
American art, are
fewer; and hence there
is really little knowl-
edge on the other side
concerning our art,
or, indeed, any of our
ideals. We have been
branded with the dollar
mark, and we shall

world at Rome; and an
industrial display at
Turin, thus giving
Northern and South-
ern Italy each a share
in celebraling the new
monarchy which made
a nation half a cenlury
ago out of a cluster of
separate kingdoms.
To Turin rightfully be-
longs industrial busi-
ness; o Rome, art; and
Rome has put forth all
her treasuries of tradi-
tion and experience
will lay open all
her irresistible allure-
ments to make the
world which will flock
to her next spring
acknowledge her en-
during supremacy in
art and her age-old
fascinations.

Every European na
\ tion, with Japan and
Lgvpt, have secured
sites on the ground al-
lotted for the exposi-
tion at Rome, and the
pavilions are rising in-

and

have to struggle for a
generation or more to
cast it off.  England
once branded us with dishonor when a single
State repudiated its debt, and it took an age
and a war and many of our growing dollars to
wipe out the unjust stain.

Therefore it is wise and even urgent for the
United States Government to appropriate
funds for an international display of American
art whenever the opportunity, on a sufficiently
large scale, occurs.  And in Rome, from March

VoL XLIN.—y9

The poster for the

to architectural beauty
around the central
Palace of Art crected by Rome for Italian
achievement.  The ample grounds spread out-
side the Borghesi Garden-wall where the villa
of Pope Giulio lies in its picturesque valley.
The main avenue Lo the exposition runs from
this old villa to the Tiber, which it crosses on
a new bridee, dedicated to the anniversary.
On the other side there has risen, as if to the
touch of a wand, a whole new miniature city

exhibition, Bume
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to lead a wise govern-
/ y ment into the patron-
age of ideals of art and
music and poetryv and
i drama.

But we take our-
sclves as we find our-
selves in this vear of
grace and our govern-
ment has made one
pace toward the bet-
ler palh. Congress

granted one  hundred
and thirty thousand

dollars for the exposi-
tions in Italy, seventy
thousand dollars of
which has been as-
- signed to Turin, and
sixty thousand dollars
to Rome. This is little
enough for either, hut
with economy and the
uses of experience an

GLONWVHD FLCOM FLAN

By Wl pepmibssivn of Cirtne and Hastligs,
consisting of villas, each in the characteristic
architecture of Ttalian State.  To enler
here vou will pass under a splendid arch, and
vou will find inside the enticements of the
“Midway," so attractive at St. Louis and
Chicagn.

And what can America do to compete with
the old and well-oreanized forces of art in
Furope?  Not only is each European country
cauipped  with permanent  bureaus art
which can De called out at will to prepare a
national exhibit, but there is, in national gal-
leries and under government control, a reserve
of works that may he used without resorting to
the costly and time-consuming process of in-
dividual solicitation. The people through their
rulcrs have authorized the purchase of pictures
because they assent to the theory that what up-
lifts the mind makes safe the State,  When we
have removed the brand of the dollar, we also

dan
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shall awaken to the uses of art and find wavs

Ar lvitect=,

American pavilion is
I running up at Rome
| under the guidance of
| Messrs. Carrere and
| Hastings, which will
| bearevelation to many
—— 1 Europeans. If our pic-
torial and plastic art is
unknown to Furope,
how much more is our
suburban architecture!
It has, therefore, been decided to put up a
suburban facade, with all its domestic charm
and comfort, with tapestry-brick of wide
courses, and green shutters and white pil-
lars, such as we all know; and behind it to
provide two larce calleries to hold about two
hundred oils. T form the angle of a garden,
another wing juts out with three smaller galler-
ics in which will be installed water-color, black
and white, and sculpiures.

And this brings me back to the difference
between Europe and America—a benign dif-
ference in some respects; because here we pos-
sess i latent potency all these qualities which
are held in the reins of government abroad.
Do we want men for a war—they spring up like
Cadmean creations; do we want diplomats for
i delicate negotiation—they appear and they
achieve,  Even our want of training is some-
how a gain, because native ability gives fresh-
ness ol maotive and action, and with this it is
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often easier to win.  Bul it is harder, also,
to compete, when the means are slender and
the contestants strong.

Vet to our fine body of American painters,
sculptors, and illustrators nothing is impossible.
They take up the gage in jovous disregard of

Sl
past. The limitation is not that vou derive,
but that you derive from low ideals instead of
high ones. T you are an artist with the love
of the everlastingly beautiful Ttalian figures
and their tender humanized landscapes, vou
cannot be condemmed as a follower for h‘;uiing
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convention and they rise as one man to the op-
portunity. It is refreshing, invigorating, to

feel the pulsation of support which flows from

the entire field of our native art when a chance
comes to show what is in it.  Sacrifices are
needful and these are made; antagonisms
prevail, and these are sunk. American art is
at stake in a foreign land, and they are a unit
n its defence. '

It is thus that hope i entertained that we
shall prevail at Rome; that our art will have
recognition for originality, as well as technical
skill; that new aims will be scen to run through
its fabric; that the expression of national life
will be acknowledged to inform it, and that,
at least, these United States will be perceived
to have a native impulse toward ideals not
wholly commercial, even if not yet wholly free
from tutelage.

My own conception is that no art can afford
to be wholly free from traces of the best in the

amh Hasthegs, Architects,

in the pathways of a glorious impulse of old.
That you walk the road from Stratford to
Shottery does not imply imitation of Shakes
peare.  The voice is the voice of the golden
ave of Ttalian art, but the hand is the hand of
the present.  You cannot mistake it

So it is with our landscape painters. They
have their roots back in those times of the early
seventies, when all voung Americans hurried
to IFrance, or Diisseldorf, or Munich; but you
may see how far away from that imitative pe-
riod they have gone by comparing a landscape
by Ranger or Tryon of those days with the
virile interpretations of the poetry in native
out-doors which they put forth to-day. There
are traces of the origins, to be sure, but why
should there not be? It is false criticism which
exacls a new plant without a seed.  Keats
rejected and failed to finish his noble “ Hype-
rion, " because, he said, *it had oo many Mil-

tonic inversions.”” Yet  “Hyperion,”  frag-
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ment as it is, is one of the jewels in the crown
of English poetry,

Thus it has appeared wise to gather into the
American pavilion at Rome types—the best
and latest types—of all movements in Ameri-
can art that are alive to-day. Who knows
which will be the determining influence in some
future manifestation of native talent. Win-
slow Homer once wrote me: “Don’t hang my
picture where people can poke their noses in-
to it. They can’t understand it at that dis-
tance.”  Who can see, with noses poked as
ours are into the very canvas of contemporary
art, what that art actually values. We are too
near—the European is too near—who will
venture toaccuse us of a lack of the flavor of the
soil, of authentic expression of what is our own.
All we can do is to admire genuinely what ap-
peals to us as strong and beautiful, however
made, by whatever recipe; all we can do is to
be tolerant and receptive and open-minded
and live and let live, and the result—well,
the conception is Utopian to hope for; but
the result would be so convincing that other
peoples would say no more that America has
no American art.

Gne lives in a whispering gallery and over-
hears many murmurs of disapprobation of this
or that.  There are intricue and self-secking;
and misapplied motives and misunderstood
aims.,  And there is criticism which deals out
gold to one and base-metal to another without
due valuation; or art-news that spends words
too big for little art and too little for big art;
and not until he is dead does the genuine ar-
tist ever get his due.

Therefore, it has seemed that, after all, Amer-
ican art as we know it, or as Europe should
know it, is—American art. Not Somebody’s
personal notion of it; not a biassed, selfish esti-
mate which excludes everybody but me and my
friends; not one sort at the expense of all else,
but the best in every impulse, and every im-
pulse included,

The display at Rome was ordered by Con-
aress at the people’s expense. ]
sent and advance the people,

It is (o repre-
It is the lest
af the people’s cultivation in achievement and
in the recognition of ideals to date. Tt is fit-
ting, it is essential, that every movement in
American painting and sculpture shall have

The Field of Art

fair representation, and so far as it has heep
possible within physical and economical limits,
they have.

But if the artists have flocked to the patrioti
standards, there is another side of forming a
creat American collection which remains to
touch upon.  As the kindling interest in Amer-
ican art has crackled into a considerable flame
there has been much judicious buying by in-
dividuals and institutions.  Indeed, no home-
exhibition nowadays is without eager patrons
who quickly carry off the best work in paint-
ing and sculpture. This has resulted in com-
petition, and hence in advancing values, and
in a greater esteem for many artists whose
prices are constantly stiffening,  Their works
are, therefore, in both senses, held dearer,
and owners sometimes hesitate to lend them for
the prolonged period of an international show.
Institutions have their obligations to audiences
who expect to find on the walls the familiar or
announced objects,

But in spite of all the motives that may be
conjectured for withholding loans of precious
works there is little selfishness, little churlish-
ness, and almost always either a frank wish to
uphold the art which buying it implies a love
for, or support in other ways that denotes he-
lief in our artists and a wish to rally to their
support.  As Brush once well said: “After
all, an owner of a work of art is only a trustee
for it. In the last analysis it belongs always
to the artist.” And though Whistler some-
times interpreted this literally, the owner,
whether he be amateur or professional, not
seldom takes the same view and he is to be
applauded for his great share in forwarding
the art he has had the courage and judgment
to patronize.

All roads lead to Rome. It was the ambi-
tion of the American painter and sculptor of the
fiftics to dwell there and to imbibe the delights
of a cosmopolitan intercourse more memora-
ble than some of the artistic offspring.  What
was near and native and home-staying was
condemned in the house of art.

All roads lead still to Rome; but the artist
of to-day will succeed not thither unless his
offspring are saturaled with the American
soil, and stamped with the impress of his
nationality. Harrisox S. Morris.
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You might be able to build
a cabinet that outwardly
would resemble a Victor-
Victrola.  You might even
copy the inside construction
and details, if they were not
protected by patents. But
there 1s no copying the supe-
rior Victor-Victrola tone-
quality.

That represents years of
patient experiment—uwith va-
rious woods, with different
proportions, with numerous
vibratory surfaces—and it is
) simply astonishing how slight
% a variation 1n size, in shape,
© in position, produces discord
mstead of harmony.

ol
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Victor-Victrola h" X1V, $150
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That’s where the
Victor-Victrola
1s pre-eminent

No, the Victor-Victrola
tone can’t be equaled! Even
though the eye could take 1n
every detail of construction,
there 1s still that same inde-
scribable “something” which
makes the Stradivarius su-
preme among violins, which
gives to the Victor-Victrola
such a wonderfully sweet,
clear and mellow tone as was

never known before.

Hear the Victor-Victrola today at the
nearest Victor dealer’s—you'll spend a
delightful half-hour and come away with
a greater love for music and a more
thorough appreciation
of this superb instru-
ment.

Victor Talking Machine Co.
Camden, N. J., U.S. A.

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal
Canadian Distributors

- : i 9 To get best results, use only
HIS MA_STERS YOICE Victor Needles on Victor Records

New Victor Recordsare on sale at  Victor-Vietrola XVI

all dealers on the 28th of each month Circassian walnut Meliogsmy,ar

quartered oak, $200
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2 QUART—40c. a GALLON for WATER [,
ING AND_CLEANING—IF_ONE_KNEW)

'a;%appens _l'nen you buy a pacl:

- er because it looks big.
ook big because they are

1r -an en fresh weigh as

look bec sa_they are Fu]l of

ne of then
ay as the Water Evaporates.

EARLINE is Cor ated. Soap Powder
Y? ove it—test | -RUNEasyoudo

LET US QUOTE AN ADVERTISE- Ok- i Pac
MENT FROM THE SOAP GAZETTE | & o [
AND PERFUMER:
''SOAP POWDER MADE BY THE NEW
PROCESS LOSES WEIGHT RAPIDLY VO Lo
BY EVAPORATION UNLESS IiT IS 1 : z ;
SEALED IN AIR-TIGHT, MOISTURE~- 3 s ls al[ tht
PROOF PACKAGES. SUCH PACK-~- ! ¥ RN L d XYY E - .bl.lt f
AGES CANNOT BE MADE BY THE OLD AOL AL e : REEes. not for
METHODS SAVE AT PROHIBITIVE G e
EXPENSE."”

Pearline is More Than'- -wEi.ver “Best by Teét"

Eﬂeﬂbf OOK “{)aStlded Mo::ey
, Sfee l PeﬂS U would worry if you had 2 man

on your hands and he did nothing.
Some of you have money that is
2505 tyles idle. We can put it to work earning
income for you 24 hours a day —
Sundays and holidays included.
Our Guaranteed First Mortgage
Thi standasd Certificates earn 4':% interest and
take care of any sum from $10 a
month to $100,000 or more.
Payment of principal and interest
is guaranteed by the Bond and Mort-
gage Guarantee Co. with its capital
. and surplus of $8,000,000.
get ' - Write us how much youfwould
Esterbroolds consider investing. Booklet free.

Fine, medium § P\ ITL GUARANTEE
and broad points R RO TRUST Cg

¥t stk menid

sure to Toa AR ‘

At all Stalioners AN Capital - . $ 4,375,000
y ' | Surplus (all earned) 10,625,000
The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg. Co, P ( ) : .
95 John Street, New York - 176 BROADWAY, NEW YORK
Works: Camden, N. J. 175 Remsen St., Brooklyn 350 Fulton St., Jamaica
seribners
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TIFFANY & C©

THREE GENERATIONS HAVE
TESTIFIED FAVORABLY TO
TIFFANY & CO’S BUSINESS
METHODS THE QUALITY OF
THEIR MERCHANDISE AND
THEIR REASONABLE PRICES

THE MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT
OFFERS SATISFACTORY FACILITIES
TO INTENDING PURCHASERS

FIFTH AVENUE & 37™ STREET
NEW YORK

e
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STEINWAY

Stemway 18 the Only make of
plano known 1n every c1ty..
town and hamlet of the glol)e.
This 1nternat10na1 renown
could only have been achieved
on 1ts vast superiority over
all others,and the unqualiﬁed
endorsement of the Steinway
Pianos by all nations.

The
Steinway
Miniature

A grand piano in small
cOmPaSS—S {cct 10 inc]:les.
Made to retain all the

essentials of a true grancl.

Price in Ebonized Case, $800.
In Mahogany Case, $900.

The name of the Steinway dealer
nearest you, fogether with ilustrated
Iiterature, will be sent upon request
and mention of this magazine,

STEINWAY & SONS

STEINWAY HALL W
107 and 109 East 14th Street, New York
Subway Express Station at the Door i

— ——
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The Whole Family

May safely drink and enjoy

POSTUM

BECAUSE, when properly brewed (according to directions) it

is pleasing to the taste.
BECAUSE, it contains no coffee or other harmful substance.

BECAUSE, it is made of clean, hard wheat, including the
phosphate of potash (grown in the grain) for supplying the growing
brain and nerve cells in the child, and replacing the waste of cells

from the activities of adult life.
The whole family can make a distinct gain if they care to.

“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Co, Ltd,,
jattle Creek, Mich, U 5 A Windsor, Ontario, Canada

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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s, A Slight Turn of the
& Screw Handle Gives
the Desired J A8 For a Close
Adjustment /& o Shave

o The razor with a fixed
llle'tte SAFETY and permanent adjust-
RAZOR ment cannot meet the

Tre STANDARD o SAFETY,EASE 2, COMFORT  Tequirements of everyone.

Thedistance betweenthe guardand the edge of the blade should vary tomeet the
wantsof the man with the light or heavy beard, the tender skin or the tough one.

The GILLETTE is the only adjustable razor. It meets every requirement by
its automatic adjustment and requires NO STROPPING—NO HONING.
The GILLETTE adapts itself to any beard,

shaves smooth as velvet, never pulls, scrapes,
cuts, or even irritates the most tender skin.
GILLETTE BLADES are made from the finest steel by
special processes.  Flexible, with mirror-like finish. Rust-proof
and antiseptic. The keenest and hardest edge

ever produced. Packet of 6 blades (12 /w___.w
shaving edges) 50c.; 12 blades (24 shaving -

edges) in nickel plated case, $1.00 h

. .
Nate the

NO STROPPING ~ NO HONING 't~ 4

mves the
automatic
adjusiment

KNOWN THE ORLD OVER
The GILLETTE Lasts a Lifetime.

Standard Sets, $5.00: Combination
and Travelers' Sets, $6.00 to $50.00.

GILLETTE SALES CO.
74 West Second 5t.  Boston, Mass.
MNew York, Times Bldg.: Chicapo, Stock Ex-
change Bldp.; Canadian Office, 63 5i. Alex-
ander St., Montreal: Gillette Safety Razor

Lid., London; Eastern Office, Shanghai,
China.  Factories: Boston, Montreal, 4 Standard
Leicester, Berlin, Paris, l Set Triple
“Ifit's a Gillette—it's The Safety Razor” Silver Plated
Ask your dealer o show you the “ Price, $5.00
Gillette Line. Everywhere

.
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A MEDIAEVAL CONDITION

Telephone Service—
Universal or Limited?

ELEPHONE users make more
local than long distance calls
yet to each user comes the vital
demand for distant communication.

No individual can escape this
necessity. It comes to all and can-
not be foreseen.

No community can afford to
surround itself with a sound-proof
Chinese Wall and risk telephone
isolation.

No American State would be
willing to make its boundary line

an impenetrable barrier, to prevent
telephone communication with the
world outside.

Each telephone subscriber, each
community, each State demands to
be the center of a talking circle
which shall be large enough to
include all possible needs of
inter-communication.

In response to this universal
demand the Bell Telephone System
is clearing the way for universal
service.

Every Bell Telephone is the Center of the System

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Lubricate—Burn cleanly
Leave no carbon deposit
ALL GARAGES—ALL DEALERS
It7vite for Bookict
“The Common Sense of Automobile Lubrication™
INDIAN REFINING COMPANY
INCORPORATED
First N .1t1on 1l Bank Building, Cincinnati, Ohi

3 William Street, New York City
W. P, 1"\;!1(_-r & Co., San Fr:mciscn. Cal., Agents

- LATHES

For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
Expervimental aond WRepair Work, ele,

Lathe Catalogue Free.

W.F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

528 Ruby St., Rockford, Il

HOW TO RUN AN AUTO

Homans' *Self Propelled
Vehicles™' gives full details on
successful care, handling and
how to locate trouble.
Beginning at the first prin-
ciples necessary ta be known,
and then forward to the prin-
ciples used in every part of a
Motor Car.
It is a thorough 1911 course
in the Science of Automobiles,
highly approved by manufac-
wirers, owners, operators and
re ;u airmen. Contains over 400
strations and diagrams,
every detail clear;
in plain language;
handsomely hound

PRICE $2 POSTPAID

ON APPROVAL

The only way the practical

= merit of this MANUAL can hbe
_‘.:i\vn is b an  examination

of the If, which we will

submit camination, to  bhe
for or r_l_l_ruud, after looking

receipt of the following agreement,
the book will be forwarded
No money in advance reguired, sign and return

Theo. Audel @ Co., 63 Fifth Avenue, New York
Kindly mail me copy of Tlomans' Auntomoblles, and if found
sabidfactory 1 will immediately remit you $eco or return the I-cn-I-.' 1w you

16 In answering adverlisements pf’caw “mention . SCRIBNER'S MAGA {’\."

INVALUABLE FOR . THE

MOTORIST

Charles Scribner's Sons’' catalogue
of books descriptive of all foreign
iands of tour. Sent free onrequest

DID YOU Get One of These Last Year?
If so, you know ils good points already

If not, order one at once from your dealer and
qualify for that class of Cowsiderate Meotorisis who
are popular with the peaple and who get the muost
enjoyment out of their cars,

ask for JERICHO, the Jcr&rt Mator

Car Signal, that © Harus 1 Hf.r.‘rff Offense
1{.\

trong claims ave distinctivencss, efficiency and

s Sy as an agreeable warning signal—and it

J”rr.{,\ good every tinte.

There's a size for every car, at $7. $3, $g, F1o,
according to reguirements. No trouble to attach,
No maintenance cost. e Ealawnst Blows It

THE RANDALL-FAICHNEY CO.

Boston, U. S. A.

We make B-Line OIL and
GREASE GUNS too

WRITE FOR BOOKLET 21
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The Pioneer Shaft Driven Electric

Eight years ago The Baker Company began the designing of shaft drive in
electrics. Two years ago they perfected a shaft drive which proved so superior
In use to any chain drive invented that the latter was entirely abandoned. It
18 today the only transmission in electrics which is neither old-fashioned

nor experimental.

Equipped with lead plate, iron clad or Edison batteries, the two
latter at extra cost; special electric pneumatic or Motz cushion tires.

THE BAKER MOTOR-VEHICLE COMPANY

5 West 8oth Street, Cleveland, Ohio

In _agw;rring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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No-Rim-Cut Tires

Outsell Our Clincher Tires 6 to 1 Today

We have sold already half a million
Goodyear No-Rim-Cut tires.

Last year our tire sales trebled—
jumped to $8,500,000. Yet No-Rim-Cut
tires, until lately, cost one-fifth more than
standard clincher tires.

This year—at an equal price— No-Rim-
Cut tires outsell our clincher tires almost
six to one. And 64 leading motor car
makers have contracted with us for these
tires.

The day of the clincher is ending, be-
cause No-Rim-Cut tires save half.

& el 1

No-Rim-Cut Tire

Goodyear No-Rim-Cut tires fit anv standard

rim—any demountable rim—just as do clincher
tires.

But you turn the removable rim flanges out-
ward-—as shown in the pictare, The tire comes
against the rounded elee and rim-cutting is made
impossible.  We have run these tires deflated as
far as 20 miles without the least rim-cutting injury,

109%0 Oversize

With the rim Aanges turned outward, the flare
of the tire begins right at the hase of the rind. So
we can malke No-Rim-Cut

that, with the average car, adds 25 per cent tg
the tire mileage.

Ordinary Clinchier'T i;;— N

This clincher tire, until lately, was the almost
universal type. The tire base has hooks, and
the removable rim flanges are turned to curve
inward —to grasp hold of these hooks. That's
how the tire was held on,

Note how those thin flanges dig into the
tire. That is
how a punctured tire is often wrecked in a

That is what causes rim-cutting.

moment,

We have made these hooks unnecessary by
inventing an unstretchable tire base. We vul-
canize into the base 126 braided piano wires.
The tire can’t be forced off, No hooks and no
tire bolts are needed.

As the tire is inflated these braided wires con-
The tire is then held to the rim by a
This is our
It givesuns

tract.
pressure of 134 pounds to the inch.
patent—a feature which we control.
what the whole motor world has wanted—a tire
that can’t be rim-cut.

Goodyear No-Rim-Cut tires—10 per cent over-

size—now cost the same as standard clincher tires.

tires 10 per cent larger than
clincher tires, and (At (he

same rim.

We give you this extra

size without extra cost,
That means 1) per cent
more air—10 per cent more
carrying capacity. And

(joop,

No-Rim-Cut Tires

With or Without Non-Skid Tread

tirely, and they avoid over-
loading. These two savings
together cut tire biils in two.
Motor car owners who know
these facts are demanding
No-Rim-Cut tires.

Aslk for our latest Tire

They avoid rim-cutting en-

THE GOODYEAR TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY, Twenty-Second St.,

Branches and Agencies in All the Principal Cities
Canadian Factory: Bowmanville, Ontario

L awswering adverlisements Sl ase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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AKRON, OHIO
We Make All Sorts of Rubber Tires
Main Canadian Office: Toronto, Ontario (115
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N O N E can go further — none
faster— none ride with greaier
ease and comfort—nonc have
cver given better service, Abhove wc .
illustrate the Model L1-1 [-our-Door 3
Touring Car, with Top, $3125. Smaller \
model on same lines, $£2520)

The Dayton Motor Car Co
Dayton, Ohio
\
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AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

The bringing together, in one working group, of all the

¥ engineering skill and experience and secret processes

// i which have made famous the four brands of automobile

g tires now manufactured and sold by the United States Tire

f /i ‘|| Company, insures better tire service—greatér mileage service

z /4 '/ and reduced tire expense—{for motorists everywhere. These
J /i || four famous tires

[ i Continental Hartford
i G&J ' Morgan & Wright

. have, as individual makes, achieved commanding recognition

)/ e among the world’s foremost tires.

J i But under the new arrangement the strongest points of

| //§ each of these brands —the private methods of manufacturing
' i that have brought each to the front in the tire field—will now
(L=< be embodied in all United States tires.

; V) It must be plain to every motorist that tires which embody
\ / \ the best known methods of four of the world’s leading tire
\%g'-' Al manufacturers must prove superior to tires made under ordi-
' nary conditions and with ordinary laboratory and manufactur-

ing facilities. United States Tires are emphatically

“America’s Predominant Tires

Sélling at the same price asked for other kinds

These tires will continue to be sold under the same four well-known brand

names, Continental, G & J, Hartford and Morgan (8 Wright, and will
= B include eight styles of tread and three styles of fastening—the widest range
b of selection ever offered the motorist.

of “A Personal Message to Motorists,” containing detailed infor-
Ji mation and illustrations of the immense plants, together with
complete price list, will be sent on request.

\ United States Tire Company, New York

Branches. Agencies or Dealers Everywhere

= k)
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Stevens-Duryea

Model AA
Six-cylinder
Forpeds,

438 H. F,

Look for thus
on the radiator
aned o Lhe fiaed

QR supreme satisfaction in touring: the Stevens-Duryea Six. With

its “unit power plant” mounted on “three points,” it has the maximum

_O_f.power efficiency, the minimum of friction and strain, and a motor
flexibility that is truly delightful.

Our booklet about “three-point support’ is really interesting—and different.  Mailed on request.

Stevens-Duryea Company Chicopee Falls, Mass.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZI NE




Kelly-

Springfield

Automobile Tires

There can be no substitute for
quality in an automobile tire,
any more than there can be a
substitute for knowledge of
road requirements and how to
meet them. Under the name,
Kelly-Springfield, knowledge
and quality combine to make
a tire as perfect as a motor
car tire can be made.

On my 40 h. p. Locomobile, | have driven
a Kelly-Springfield Tire over 12,000
miles and | know these tires give a greater
mileage than any other make I have tried.
1. H. DOWNES, of Carter Garage Co., NewYork City.
Specify Kelly-Springfield Tires on
your autormobile,  They cosi no more
than any first-class lire and are beller

Consolidated Rubber Tire Co.

20 Vesey Street, New York

Branch Offices: New York, Chicago, Philadelthia
Boston, St. Louis, Detroit, Cincinnati,
San Francisco, Los Angeles, and Akron, Ohio

of their cars

o e

known

——the name and merits of
which everyone knows, keeps
its factory running nights to
supply the demand.

Successful manufacturers planned to make the names

before they made the cars.

In ;u:,\'u'r:'r"”.'::' adverlisemenls please mention SCRIBN ,f-_‘]{"'.")'
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gWe know, beyond all question, that
Overland, Model 51, shown on this
page, is the greatest automobile value

in the world.

Itisn't an easy matter for the man who is seck-
ing the best car for his money to make a
choice.

S T = =
ot oy o
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ol W, 7
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e

g He is perplexed by the conflicting advice of
friends, preconceived prejudices, and the
extravagant misleading statements of over-
zealous advertising writers and automobile
salesmen.

( There is one way to make the right decision
quickly and carefully and correctly, and that
is to investigate, compare and judge for
yourself. Make a careful comparison point
for point. If it 1s possible, take a ride in each
of the cars.

The buyer who selects a car on the merits of this
comparison invariably =clects the Overland.
QICcunsider and bear this point in mind always, that
the Overland is a manufactured car, every part

and every piece made by us.

‘J]Unlimited facilities, enormous production of exact
i standardized duplicates, an ideal organization built
‘ up, controlled and directed by one man—]John N.
Willys—enables us to make the minimum price
on the maximum of motor car efficiency. Write
for a booklet which tells the whole story.

/| THE WILLYS.OVERLAND COMPANY

64 Central Avenue TOLEDO, OHIO

Price, $1250

SPECIFICATIONS
Model 51—§1250

Ag we believe in dding one
thing at a time, as goml as
we  know how, we devote
this page exclusively to
Model §1,

MOTOR — The Motor, like
everything else in the car,
is of our own design and
manufacture, of the four-
cylinder, four-cycle type,
dx41"; evlinders havn

ackets  aund

inches.

a2tk to A0 duihes,
Size of Tires, 24275 inches.

SEATING CAPACITY — Five
PassEnE .

TRANSMISSION — Three
speeds veverse and  gelec-
tive type; Clateh, cone

IGNITION — Dual system,
with one ‘set of spark
plugs. High tension mag-
neto and battery.

BEAKES — Inteérnal expand-
ing and external contract-
ng.

SPRINGS—2-inch semi-c1lip-
tie, three-gquarters elliptic
LA i

STEERING GEAR — Worm
and scgment adjustable

FRONT AXLE — Drop forge
I-Hieam section.

REAR AXLE — Semi - float-
(B Y5

FRAME —I'ressed stec), gingle
drop, drilled in rigid *';
to  insure perfect a
ment, all joints hot rive
All angles heavily rein-
foreed.

LAMPS—Two gas and three

s

COLOR — Dark hlus  body,
Ccreanm gearn

BODY—Mnde hy us—no het-
ter material or workman-
ship possible; open front or
fore door at the same price

Price, $1250

In answering advertiscments please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE {MADE BY THE FATHER OF THEM ALL|

The result of more than 35 years
of experience in inventing, pro-
ducing and building automobiles

ORE than 35 years ago George |

B. Selden began work on his

first motor car. Since then |

this inventive genius—*“ The
Father of the Automobile” — has
worked unceasingly to produce the
best in the motor car world.

After he solved the problem of the
self-propelled vehicle, his sole idea
was to produce a car more nearly
perfect than any other.

In the 1911 Selden Car he has

reached his goal—his ambition has

been realized—in a car that's sturdy, |

powerful and easy riding—and best of
all a car inexpensive to maintain be-
cause built with scrupulous care.

The 1911 Selden is ready to at all |

times satisfactorily perform any ser-
vice you may ask of it.

Whether you intend buying now |

or later you should post yourself on
this car. It sets an absolutely new
standard of value in automobiles.

A variety of body styles, sizes and
models to fill every motoring desire.

116 to 125 inches wheel base—with
complete touring equipment from

$2250 to $2600

Send for eatalogue and name of nearest Selden agent

Selden Motor Vehicle Company
George B, Selden, Pres. Rochester, N. Y.

Watching the “man higher up.”

fmc‘rmg advertisements pre mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



AUTOMOBILES PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

TN
.\..

s good enough for

S

Cotton fabric is the very backbone of an auto-
mobile Tire. Rubber receives the outside wear
and gl'ves necessary elasticity, but it is the Fabric
that resists pressure, strains and shocks. To
5et fabric of the necessary strength and uniform-

ity for

we pay more for it than we woald have to pay
for many grades of silk.

Less than one per cent of the entive American
cotton crop possesses the Zen:gz‘h and sirencgth
of staple that permits its use as a source of
supply for our tire fabric. Furthermore, every
inch of the finished fabric is closely inspected to
-eliminate the sh;ghtest possibility of weakness.

It is this eternal vigilance at the factory end that
has justified the users' faith in Goodrich Tires
and made them the Standard Automobile Tires
of America.

Ny TheB.F.Goodrich Company, Akron,0. ¢
S Largest in the World =

D Branchesin Wholesale tire
TRADE MARK, the principal cities. depots everywhere.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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& o2 MULLINS
o % 1  Steel Motor Boats

Simply can’t sink—air chambers like life-boats. Hulls of

m— | puncture-proof steel plates—can't warp, waterlog, crack, B
. split, dry out or open at the seams. Unlike wooden boats, -
e they cannot leak. Can't be gnawed by worms. Have light, o ,‘__'

1 simple, powerful motors, that won't stall at any speed —start PR ? Fi

- amges " "\ like an automobile engine—ONE MAN CONTROL and | ' f
s w. | famous Mullins Silent Under Water Exhaust, 12 models e |
e —16 to 26 ft., 3 to 30 horse power. b

A C lete Lime of Row Boals
Handsome Boat Book—Free e i M o g

Send to-day for tandsomest boat book ever printed. Mustrated incolors. Details
of famous Mullins line,  Amazing prices this year. Investigate. Get free book.

\ THE W. H. MULLINS €0O., 110 Franklin St., Salem, Ohio

J

A LIFE SAVER
3\@?\:‘“8 Life Preserver Cush.

fons are comforable, ar.

pamental and an absolute nes ty when yacht.
i g r, OF Canceing. cial Spanish
with non-absorbent Japanes .
water with four times the bu
< . in the U.
$1.25. for samp styles and colorings,
Catalogue of Motor B » Yacht, Camping,
anl Fishing outfits malled FREE.,

“@p\t‘\“ 119 Chambers Strest

New York

.z//f ;-___‘“-H_

Tis1O

TRADE MARK REG, U.5.PAT. OFF

Steel Hsbing Rods

Buy a “BRISTOL" Rod of your fishing tackle dealer
during 1911 and he will give you FREE, a copy of
this cloth bound, 144-page book, *“ Tricks and Knacks
of Fishing,” which we supplied him
frec for purchasers of "BRISTOL
Rods. Book is beautifully illus-
trated, cont-ins 40 chapters of
expert advice on points pertaining
to fi.hing.

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG
and give your dealer's name so that we

vin e sure t he will have a boo
for vou, should vou decide to buy
“BRISTOL"” Rod.

THE HORTON MFG, CO.
24 Horton St.. Bristol, Conn.

OZm=—m >pOIAMSP>PO MXIT -

OZ2m=">AMSI>PO MI -

: e e i * et e
5 W[-“__ THE R in the zest of contest, as in the instance of this club—""0ld Town “War’ Canoe, ” or in the quiet of an
o afternoon’s paddle in some shady stream or picturesque lake, there's wholesome, healthful, § ive i

ul, Imexpensive fl.ll‘l in ' " 'G;

canoeing—once tried you never lose your enthusiasm,  Start right, buy an “OLD TOWN CANOE.” S
I there isn't a canoe club in your tlown, organize one (we'll help with information if requested) and join |hc-lhmnu oe
J in this increasingly p:?pular pastime — as t.:ld as the Indians, Free illustrated booklet with canoeing scenes — shows ) canetac oo or (LAY
1 Old Town Canoes’ for every purpose—every one guaranteed. Send for it today. L0 Towh MAINC UL
o ey
& OLD TOWN CANOE CO. } Z

AREna everywese

571 Middle St., Old Town, Me. a‘!
_?F}KJI{} Canoes lo choose from. A &J = g
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490U want a pho-

tographic record >
of your trip. Why not =~
make these photographs
asbeautiful and artistic as possible.

!
Use ANSCO FILM. Itbrings out detail "AN \
both in high lights and shadows, and

gives a depth, roundness and softness

not possible with any other film. FILM

Amateurs who appreciate true artistic  the fitm with chromatic balance
2 s 5 ¢ te in ¢ e
worth are turning to Ansco Film because  value—an accomplichment not nos:

sible before without special ortho-

it opens up new possibilities and raises  chromatic apparatus.
the standard of film photography. Easy to work and handle; does not

curl. Sizes to fit all film cameras,

Let us develop your first roll of Ansco Film. Enclose your name and
address, and 10c in stamps to partly defray expense, with roll of film and
mail, care Free Tuition Department. We will make you one print on
Cyko Paper free.

Ansco Catalog and helpful two-volume Photographic Manual sent free on request.,

ANSCO COMPANY, Binghamton, N. Y.

¥ v
p — e — e ]

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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For Cruisers, Work Boats,
Speed Boats and Canoes

The Engine That Requires No Attention
We believe our Model "T" to be the highest class

marine motor built,
We are prepared to furnish power plants up to
108 horse-power in our Madel "T" line in either kero-
sene or gasoline fuel,

Made in one, two and three cylinder sizes—7 horse power

and upwards,
‘erfect compression —atarts on spark.

Three engines in one. Combination two and three port. Can
be operated as a two portengine or a three port engine, or a com-
bination of thetwao for high speed racing conditions,

No water pipes exposed.

Lubricates through gasoline.

Equipped with éOSCH high tension ignition system,

Removable cylinder heads. (The most accessible engine built. )

Cylinder can be removed withaut interfering with the bearings,
exhaust manifold, gascline or exhaust piping.

Pistons can be removed without removing the eylinder, simply
taking off the cylinder head and remove two large hand hole plates
on the side,

Made in the largest and most up-to-date plant in the world de-
voted exclusively to the manufacture of two-cycle motors, by a
firm whose guarantee means something.

e

ey STREET

Guaranteed to $
*develop 4dh. p. 60
G tee

-6 h.p. i iielss 9895
Pl

Abaove prices are for Complete Outfits,
The Big Plant— the splendid guar-
- . antee and equipment — the
= | broad experience behind the

] Gray Motor insure you a
satisfactory motor, prompt
business like treatment and real motor satisfaction,

In a test by the Massa.
chusetts Institute of Tech-
nology, this 12 horse
power Gray motor de-
veloped 1714 horse power.

horse power,

E -] S‘ 12 complete out
fit, ready $188

to install,
Gra Farm - Pumping and
—Y General Power Motors
Casoline or kerosene, 3to 36 h.p.

6 h. p. Farm Engine, $94 to
$124 complete,

3 h. p. Farm and Statjonary
Engine, $65,
guarauleed to de-
velop 4 h. p.

24 h.p. lrriga-
tion Pumping
Engine, $346—
36 h. p. for
$560.

When writing for Catalogue specify whether
interested in Marine or Stationary Engines.

GRAY MOTOR CO

Canadian Gray Motors, Ltd., 936 River Front Street, Walkerville, Ont.

15 LIEB

Detroit, Mich.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

) Big Stock of Mlotors in New York, Boston, Chicago, Milwaukee, Ballimore, New Orleans, .
e ‘*_"4 Seatlle, San Francisco, Philadelphia, Montreal, Cincinnatf and Los Angeles,
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You will always be
proud of your &teo
T
i RELIABILITY - PERFECTION
Wi ' - ULTIMATE ECONOMY -

-

54 fr. Elco de Luxe-
Undoubtedly the
mast luxurious of
motor boars. Air-
starting Gasoline
Engine, @ @2 a0
Speed 15 Miles—

40 fr, Elco Cruiser
Sleeps Sewven.
20 horse power
] Standard Gasoline
Engine, Designed
1 for ocean cruising.

35 ft. Eleo Express.  “"Will serve vou on the water as the automobile

does on land'™ Sceed 24 miles guaranteed

Wi ¢ HAddress 8 169 Avenue A, B
t o ’ minutes from Liberty an
e £CO st tieiss Bavonne, N. J.

In answering adverlisemenis please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




4 BUILDING i
" FURNISHING |

2 BUILDING | ]
&VV rLans | Read “The Comedy of
bighoicotoer o miine e | | Home Building” in“THE
‘ MARRIED LIFE OF THE

FREDERIC CARROLLS”

Il-lnll;'\. ler
See page 16¢

P. D. MacLagan, Architect,
45 Clinton St., Newark, N. J.

NSO A Ry e

for your protection

WOOd RO"CI’S Get * Improved,” no tacks required, Tin Rollel"s

Gﬁ(len's Superior |

. Il Houses
White Enamel—porce- (S);ll?ro-(]ﬁ);l;ltl‘y o

lain spread on with a Edited by LAWRENCE WEAVER

bfus}l. Never ]0568 iTQ Admirably illustrated with photographs of exteriors
and interiors and carefully prepared plans,

‘(_1‘1038, da]"kcns or pee]‘\" Detailed description of the small country houses

af England, brimfull of practical and
artistic suggestions for house builders,
#5.00

Costs less by the job. Look
for the green label on the can.
Sold everywhere. The Glidden Varnish
Co., Cleveland, O.; Toronto, Ont.

J CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

She Did It With JAP-A-LAC

She bought at second-hand an iron bedstead for a song;
"T'was scarred and scratched and dingy, but itwasn’t so for long.
She silvered it with Jap-a-rac (it also comes in gold),

And now it looks as well as on the day it was first sold.

The Glidden Varnish Company, §eveland, Ohio

Toronto, Ont.

;g;ra R Ina 'a."\-;..,'{'.;'r"n:_;-_ advertisemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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— 1 Beginming with greater ease and speed in [ —
running up the walls, and absolute certainty
of perfect and sound construction in every detail—

NATCO HOLLOW TILE

offers the builder advantage aiter advantage over all the old-time forms
of construction. Not the least of these advantages is the permanent
investment safeguard of building to the
highest standard of fireproof safety—
long a necessity of large structures, and
daily recognized more and more as a
modern requisite of all moderate-sized
buldings.

The leading Architects are specifying
NATCO HOLLOW TILE, and NAT-
CO only, for residences, hotels, apart-
ments, clubs, schools, garages, etc.
NATCO superiority over other wall tile
results from the exceedingly fine grinding
of the selected clays, better design and
perfect modeling in the wet, and uniform
burning in kilns, controlled by the latest
pyrometer devices, under the constant
supervision of the most competent grad-
uated engineers. See that
the tile you get is stamped

“NATCO.”

Residence of
Nateo Hollow

The setting of a single NATCO 4
Tile.

HOLLOW TILE is equivalent

‘ to the setting of fourteen ordi-
| nary bricks, Itisa muchsimpler,

| surer and more economical oper-

1 ation tosctup aperfect wall with
NATCO than any other material.

; Send for our elaborate 96-page
handbook, " Fireproof Houses,”
‘ ' mailed for 10 cents postage.
: Every detail of Natco Hol-
Bl low Tile construction explain-
| ed, with technical drawings
| and typical floor plans, also
illustrations from photographs

of forty-five houses built

| of NATCO HOLLOW

| TILE, ranging in cost

, | from $4,000 to $200,-

] 000. An invaluable

| guide to the prospective

builder.  Write today.

NATIONAL FIRE E PR@F‘ING C()MPANY Organized 1889

Dept. D, PITTSBURGH, PA, Offices in all Principal Cities.

In answering adverlisements pt’f,’a?e“-me'mwn SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ARGENT Locks aré secure. Perfect m

mechanism, assembled with exact precision
and finished with most thorough workmanship,
they work smoothly and surely through long
years of service. There are Sargent Locks
for every purpose—Cylinder Locks, Union |
Locks, Padlocks in all sizes. For the sake |
of safety and long wear, it is worth while to
be certain of getting the Sargent make.
Sargent Hardware adds to the beauty of any
building and increases its selling value.

A dwelling equipped throughout with Sargent Hardware
is a better house to live in.  Sale, smooth-working locks,
door hinges that won't sag, casement adjusters that won't
get out of order, latches that always latch.  This kind of
hardware 1s more economical in the long run and gives
satislaction all the ume.

For Public Buildings and office structures, Sargent Hardware is
preferred by architects for its artistic quality and durability.
i Sargent Book of Designs—Free—lllustrating many handsome designs for
' door fitings in various schoals of architecture and containing much valuable infor-

AaIEL mation.  White for a Complimentary Copy and ask for our Calonial Book also
I||”| if you are mterested in that pt‘ril)d, .

Wt SARGENT & COMPANY, 143 Leonard Street, New York

hil..: 1WA 1 i g |

In answering adverlisements p_fm.\‘c’ mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



BUILDING—FURNISHING 63

The highest accomplishments in the
artof floor coverings—always original
—forever distinctive—"75 wyears the
standard—unexcelled—unapproached.

IGELOW Carpetshave the preference with people
of fme habits in floor treatment; they are usually
indicated by leading interior decorators.

Each design is a clever conception, artistically original

and lends itself to the harmonious treatment of the

room. As floor covering, it is complete; it imparts

to the room anatmosphere of increased size with warmth p l

andrefinement;it givesa finished, artistic touch possible arior
z x in no other way and the care and bother of frequent ! ars

Bu‘lldlngs _ washings and renewings of surfaces is avoided.
. With the advent of vacuum cleaners hygienic condi-
tions prevail; taking up, sending away and relaying
are obviated.

And these pleasing features are given tone, character
and permanency by the Bigelow quality—the product
of inventive genius, of mechanical skill, of unparalleled
facilitiesand of seventy-five years of leadershipin theart.

No one ever questions the Bigelow quality. Perhaps
that is why in national government buildings, in select
auditoriums, in homes of refinement, large and small,
wherever art, utility and intelligent economy are
represented, there you will find the Bigelow Carpets.

When you buy Bigelow Carpets, there is the satisfaction,
the assurance, the fecling of absolute correctness that alone
comes from knoiwing you have the best!

The name “Bigelow” is woven into the back of Bigelow
Carpets and Rugs—your protection; the assurance of
Bigelow faith—the insignia of genuineness.

“About Carpets and Rugs "—an interesting treatment on
carpets and rugs—quite helpful.  Mailed
postpaid on request.

BIGELOW CARPET CO., New York

The Original Power Loom Manufacturers

TRADE MARK
W
(T,

s H_j_

! bt i

S

“=]A"American- Homes™

In answering advertisements 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.

[ am not content with making a few
styles, because I know that the possibilities for
utilizing light are without end.

Therefore, I make over 2,000 styles of
Rog. V.5, Tak 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 light without sacrificing its brilliancy. It is far
superior to frosted globes, double g¢lobes and corrugated
globes. It accomplishes what all other outdoor lighting glass
has heretofore failed to accomplish—perfect diffusion.

Your dealer can supply anything I make. If he hasn't
it he will get it.

Write for my catalogue. It tells about all my globes, shades and chimneys, and
vou may have present need for some of them,  Let's have good light since we must have

light. That is merely a matter of htting each light with the shade, globe or chimmney I
make for it. My catalogue is free.  Address

MACBETH

Macbeth-Evans Glass Company Pittsburch
y b4

Caicacy; 175 East Lake Streot Puicaperemia: 42 South Eighth Street
New Yorg, 19 West 30th Street

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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STERLING

'_l ME spirit of the silversmith’s craft finds its Vo

most graceful expression in these patterns. .
Each piece is in itself a true work of art. Vo
It is such ware as R. WALLACE Sterling that imparts iis l'l |

own atmosphere of charm and distinction 1o the table nt ||
{ ©  graces, Bui, besides beauty of design and execution, there i i
g is also sound worth and serviceability. [

( f The designs are many and varied.  Ask o see them at L
i vour dealer’s or write us.

wroe | 835 e ) I
RWALLACE |
Silver plate that

Resists wear O T
Discrimination never fails to direct the careful purchaser = /; \ ~«

to the ware that salisfies. 1835 R. WALLACE Silver
Plate has an additional plate on the parts most exposed to /
wear. Users know the value of such a quality. They
- discriminate. Numerous designs of exceptional beauty and '
of Sterling character. "SR ;

Any piece of silver, bearing the 1835 R. WALLACE 1
trade mark, that does not give positive sausfaction in any :
casehold will be replaced. BE

A postcard will bring you our valuable book, “The
‘Dining Room, its Decorations and Entertaining i
including “How to Set the Table” by Mrs. Rorer.

You will find a number of instructive points on g
entertaining and inexpensive ways of setting -the %F
A table for many special anniversaries and events. i
| (. R. WALLACE & SONS MFG. CO.

| RO Box 24 Woallingford, Conn, Sigss .
L STERLING New York Chicago San Francisco London %‘&E’ﬁg

B

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The “Universal”
Coffee Percolator

HE “Universal” (%
I

Percolator

excels all other \ e

ways of © L -
making %
coffee
because the
percolation is
completed before

the water boils.

Coffee made in
itiseasily known by
its delicious aroma,
fine flavor and the
absence of the bit-
ter taste caused by
boiling.

I! you want to
know what perfect
coffee 1s like, try
the “Universal.”

e

Ga Far the Table =

The “Universal”
Tea Ball Tea Pot

VERY woman knows Tea leaves
should not steeptoolong, that Tea
Balls are drippy and inconvenient.
[n the “Universal” }
Tea Ball Tea Pot .. =
the Tea Ball remains (4%~ P
in the Pot, and when
the tea has steepecl =t

enough

is raised | N7
from the R

R 1
water and sus-

pendedaboveit, f
inside the cover. The last cup is the
same as the first, and every cup Per-
fect Tea.

Write for our Large Book of Useful Things,

Buy of any gaod Hardware or Jewelry Store

Landers, Frary & Clark,

280 Commercial Street, New Britain, Conn,

d answering advertisements please
I answering advertisenents pl

FACTORY-MADE BUILDINGS, with scctions
built by the hundred, are less expensive and
better for the money than the home-made
kind. CORNELL PORTABLE BUILDINGS
arc permanent, when once crected on your
premises, so long as you wish to have them
there.  They are waterproof, windproof and
weatherproof, and we also buwild a GARAGE
which is fireproof.

Cornell Cottages, Churches, School Houses and Port-
able Buildings of every kind are all built in sectional units,
Hiuedreds of satisfied wsers anest their merit and pracucability,

Cornell Portable Buildings are Reasonable in Price
Phey cannot be duplicated at the prices we name. We Prepay
Freight to nearly all B R sratons:  All our huildings are
Painted Inside and Out, colors of your selection,

additional cost.  Qur Hustrated Catalog tells more,
for it o

WYCKOFF LUMBER & MFG. CO.
423 Green St., [thaca, N. Y.

Wi r:L

|-

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

RIKON

EEet & % :
e _\;ji_"‘f.":.i. W f o Cy T ! T By on
( TRADE WARK REGISTERED)

XCLUSIVE, novel fabries for wall decoration are
manufactured by H. B. Wiggin's Sans Co., the
acknowledged leaders in originalily, quality and

beauty ol cfl"-'.ign. The trade mark *‘Fab-rik-o-na”
expresses |}le highest grade wall coverings made.
The ““Fab-rik-o-na™ line includes

Art Ko-Na

newest and mosl exquisile of all woven wall labrics.
Burlap
Kord Ko-Na Canvas

and olher labrie |mm_fings and a very wide range ol
tones and colors lor special surface eflects.  The Wiggin
Burlaps have never been successluily imitated.

Samples of any special Lime mailed wpon TeqUest
H. B. WIGGIN'S SONS C0., 204 Arcu STreeT, BLoomeieLo, N. J.

FAB-RIK-O-NA Wall Coverings dre recommended
and sold by all firit-elass decorarers.
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to
Paint

COST OF
LLABOR

LINSEED OIL

and other

HREE years ago, when

linseed oil sold around 50

y cents a gallon, the normal production

of flaxseed in the United States was

22,000,000 bushels. TFor 1910 the

accepted estimate is 8,500,000 bushels, and the Argentine
crop has not come to the rescue.

Linseed oil i3

This means that linseed oil is pretty certain to remain
high. But the cost of painting this spring with

“Dutch Boy Painter”
Pure White Lead

and linseed oil will be only a trifle more than when linseed nil sold at
50 cents. This is so simply because the linseed oil is a small part of
the paint and because it is a still more insignificant factor when a//
the things you pay for in a painting job are considered. The biggest
part of the cost is labor. Therefore, four or five dollars will cover the
entire increase in the cost of painting the average house— surely not
enough to justify letting any kind of house suffer from lack of paint. TINT
Do not use poor materials because you think good paint is too
high. Get from your dealer the cost of the following ingredients:

TURPENTINE

100 Ibs. * Dutch Boy Painter'* white lead - $..... ‘frou will find that per gaIlr_'-n our pure

4 gallons pure linseed 0il = - = - white lead and pure linseed oil is cheaper

1 gallon turpentine - - - - - .. than you thought, and when you consider
1 pint turpentine drier - - - -

its superior covering power, the economy

This makes 8 gallons genuine old-fashioned paint ... of the best is easily shown.

Our white lead is sold in sealed packages containing 12}4, 25, 50 and 100 pounds,
net weight, of white lead, exclusive of the package. Our guaranty is on every keg.

OUR FREE PAINTING HELPS

We will send you, on request, color schemes, miscellaneous painting directions, and names of ' Blue
List” Painters in your community who use " Dutch Boy Painter” pure white lead. Ask for "Helps No. 345."

To Painters: If youuse Dutch Boy Painter ' white lead, ask for our "' Painters® Blue List No. 745, It gives particulars,

NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY

New Yorl Boston Buffalo Cincinnati ~ Chicago  Cleveland  St. Louis  San Francisco
(John T Lewis & Bros, Company, Philadelphia) (National Lead & Oil Company, Pittsburgh)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MA GAZINE



 BUILDING - FURNISHING

Q
Use Paints made with Oxide of Zinc.

HEN the architect plans the house, he prophesies
5 paint. If the right kind of paint is applied, it
7 will beautify and preserve the building.

The right kind of paint—the paint that lastingly

beautifies ancl permanently preserves 15

OXIDE OF ZINC PAINT

Does your paint contain

Oxide of Zinc?

Oxide of Zinc is unalterable even

‘ under the blow pipe

We do not grind Oxide of Zine in o1l The New Je‘rsey Zinc Co'

A list of mumibicturess.of NATIONAL CITY BANK BUILDING

Oxide of Zine Paints mailed on 55 wa“ Street, New York

® request.

REG'D U, S. PAT. OFF.

\ The Most Artlstlc and Permanent
> Building Material in the World

Makes the most beautiful house you can possibly build;
the most economical, most comfortable and most sal-
_able; at a first cost so slightly in excess of wood
e, construction that you will be astonished.
It requires no painting. This alone soon
: W= saves the difference. There are many other
ESs _ % ¥ savings also. Every one admires a brick house. Few
y realize its low cost and economy.

i

Our book * Taim'-‘.lr\' Brick Fireplaces, ' sent [ree.
Uiy *lapestry ™ Brick is widely used for the con-
ctrnction of the house itself. You can afford a brick
|| = Vou certs vinly cannot affurd one of wood.
“A Revolution In Building Matermls sent free tell =
wiv Our valuable hook ** Tapestry Brickwork."

giving comparative costs of wond, merete and
brick constructions, forty-cight pages, some i colors
w describing the brick architectire of all ages, full
J of interest to architect and home builder, sent on
receipt of 2o cents.  Write for information, de-
scribing the work you have in mind.

FISKE & COMPANY, Incorporated
1670 Flatiron Building, New York
7 Manufacturers of High Grade Face Brick for 30 years

_ Sole Manufacturers of ** Tapesiry ™' Brick
Promoters and Designers of Artistic Brickwork

~ In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



“ANGELU

and the standard pianos in which it is incorporated.

THE highest and most impartial musical authorities have long recog-

nized that the ANGELUS is the piano-player which permits of
the highest personal musical expression and interpretation on the piano,
equalling the most masterly hand playing.

Let us consider the three pianos which are deemed worthy to be

combined with the ANGELUS.
The KNABE

PIANO

Essentially an artistic in-
strument and sought by
those who demand the
finest piano obtainable—
by the highly tramed
musician, the wvirtuoso.
Its magnificent tonal ca-
pacity, 1ts highly per-
fected action and its ex-
quisite design have made
it universally known as
“the world’s best piano.”

The EMERSON
PIANO

}\.11(1\\'[] fdr Fiﬂt‘l W If'l‘_‘. as
the “sweet-toned Emer-
son'' because of its pe-
culiarly appealing tonal
qualities. Nearly a hun-
dred thousand Emersons
have been sold and there
is no puano which can
supplant it in the hearts
of those who own and
know it.

The ANGELUS
PIANO

An instrument of splen-
did
especially built to re-
ceive the ANGELUS
and to meet the more
demand in a
player - piano. It offers
by far the best value of
any instrument in the
market at its price.

action and tone,

general

There is a harmony of craftsmanship in the combining of these three
pianos with the ANGELUS, whichis of priceless value to the purchaser.
Our ability and care to build the only perfect piano-player has been
matched by the most able and unsparing efforton the part of the makers
of these pianos to perfectly adapt them to receive the ANGELUS.

In all three instruments, the ANGELUS 1s the same. The wonderful Phrasing
Lever, the most important aid to musical expression ever conceived, the Melody
Buttons, the new Graduating Melodant, the Sustaining Pedal Device, the Diaphragm

Pneumalics and the Artistyle Music Rolls, all indispensable features, are exclusive
to the ANGELUS.

The full story of the ANGELUS artistic superiority can be learned only by years of
association with it, and its best telling must be in realization by owners themselves after

they actually possess and enjoy the ANGELUS.

Our Agent in your city will gladly demonstrate to you the unlimited
musical possibilities of the ANGELUS and quote you liberal terms
of payment with or without the exchange of your present piano

In Canada, the Gourlay-Angelus and Angelus Piano

THE WILCOX & WHITE COMPANY

MERIDEN, CONN. Business Established 1877 Regent House, Regent St., London

 BUILDING—FURNISHING

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



_ BUILDING—-FURNISHING

ROWE'’S

GLOUCESTER

BeD HAMMOCK

For Verandas, Porches, Lawns and
Outdoor Sleeping—Made by Sail-
makers—Holds Six Persons—
Lasts Ten Years.

If your neighbor has had a Rowe
Gloucester Hammock. and you have had
another kind, you know their comparative
worth,  He will not need another ham-
mock for ten years, while yours must soon

be replaced.

The Rowe was the original Gloucester Bed
Hammock—tmilt after the model which we made
for years for the U. 8. Navy. After we intro-

duced this style of hammock, other manufacturers
began to make hammuocks which leoked like
Purchasers paid for the manufacturers’ lLick of
experience. How could they know that zr-ounce

OTrs.,

(to

the sg. vi.) duck was necessary, and that 12-ounce
or -ounce duck couldn’t stand the strain? How
could they know that heavy thread was vital to
durability 2 How could they know the score of
devices and seerets for bracing and strengthening

which forty-five years of sailmaking had taught us?

There 1s no uscless show in our
every cent goes for Insting serviee and comfort,
A cheaper hammoek absolutely must be lacking at
some  point which time and usage will quickly
reveal,  Our hammoceks are the highest in priee,
but far and away the cheapest by the year It
you want a durable hammock, your only protec-
tion is to get the genuine Rowe.

We guarantee our Khaki absolutely permanent
and not to soil the most delicate gown,

Daon't buy o hammock without first writing ns,
A very few bigh-grade stores are licensed 1o sell
the Rowe Gloncester Boed Hammoel. T not con
venient to deal with them, von should order direct
from us We prepay delivery charges, and ship
carefully packed, ready for hanging.

WRITE FOR DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET

and prices of different styles and sizes,

Small silk name-label on every Rowe Hammock

E. L. ROWE & SON, Inc.,

452 Wharf Street GLOUCESTER, Mass,

|
In h’h’?L'n‘HH" adverlisements ;‘)frma mention S 'RIBNER’.

Write for O—ur Free ] Book o, on
‘Home Refngeratlon

This book tells
how to select the
Home Refrigerator,
how to know the
poor from the good,
how to keep down
ice bills,how to keep
a Refrigerator sani-
tary and sweet—lots
of things youshould
know hefore buying
any Refrigerator.

It also tells all about
the “Monroe? with
food compartments
I'JE.'H](_’ m one pIL" (= "f
solid, unbreakable
White Porcelain Ware,
over an inch thick, with every corner rounded—no cracks or
crevices anywhere, and as easy to keep clean as a china bawl.

Ghe¢ Monroe€

The leading hospitals use the *Mon.
roe” exclusively, and it is found in a
large nl‘l_;urut\ of the best homes.

The ““Monroe” is never sold instores,
but direct from the factory to you on our
1i berql trial offer, Frelsht Prepaid.

Payments, We are making a
radica ‘lv departure this year from our
T'Ll]e of all cash with order, and sell the

** Monroe "’ on our liberal credit terms,
to all desiring to buy that way.

Just say, “Send Monroe Book,” ona
postal card and it will go to you by next
mail.

Always sold DIRECT
and at Factory Prices.
Cash or Monthly Payments.

Monroe Refrigerator Co., | 325"l
T
e YN

“TI may be

a hippopotamus, but T must dress

in style,

MAGAZINE
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Weslern -Lleclrsc
Motors

and what they mean e
to you "
|

In your home they will run ;
your sewing machine, operate '
your washing machine, turn ~ ;
the 1ce cream freezer, ete., at a
cost whiach 1s surprisingly small.
Can be used wherever there 1s
an electric ight socket.

In business—no matter whether
you are a large or small power
user —they mean ample economical power at proper
speed for every machine, elimina-
tion of power-wasting belt and
shafting, and convenient arrange-
ment of machinery.

There is a Western Electric motor agent
near you. If you cannot place him write "
our nearest house for Booklet No. 9104 on
direct current motors, or Booklet No. 9107
on alternating current motors.

Direct Current Motor

The Western Electric Company Furnishes Equipment for Every Electrical Need

WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY

gAY ~ % 5 . s ¥ Y BEL PRONE 15
SAVE TIME AND FREIGHT. New York, Chicagao, Manifactirers of S'alnl 1.01:155, San Francisco, RUERY.BELL TELLPHONE |
RS GNP Eh'i“‘[“]Ph'a- Indianapolis, the 5,000,000 ﬁ‘“‘“‘: City.  Los Angeles,
S Joston, s . G- T enver, -
STERN LEG_?- = Dittsburg, Cincinnati, Bell g Seattle,
: ‘COR#P%“T ) Atlanta Minneapolis. Telephones Omaba, Salt Lake City.
“;!) =11 H Montreal Toronto Winnipeg Vancouver
A Antwerp Lendan Berlin Paris Johannesburg Sydney Tokyao
'TELCPHONE OUR NEAREST HOUSE” AWTSIRN LLCTRIC TELEPIONE

e — — S
—_ — —

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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T is far from our intention to create
I the impression that our stock is high

priced. It is, however, exclusive in
design, and it is also true that we have
had the patronage of the most discrimi-
nating and particular people in all parts
of the country.

The erl:t“lllOl‘l of our furniture has
been built upon distinctive features, such
as, the simple artistic lines of our de-
gigns, solid construction, and a variety
of custom finishes

Our cottage furniture is especially
adapted for both Shore or Country houses
where a simple, harmonious and artistic
effect is desired, conforming with the sur-
roundings, and yet not sacrificing one’s
comfort,

Shipments are carefully crated, insur-
ing safe delivery.

Send for complete set No. 1, of over
200 illustrations.

WILLIAM LEAVENS & CO.

MANUFACTURERS
32 Canal Street - - Boston, Mass.

JUST ASK US

to show you how to save one-half to
two-thirds of your Coal Bills

If you contemplate building a new home or re-
modeling your old one, write TODAY and ask us
to show you how you can easily reduce your coal
bills from 50% to 6623%. It won't be hard for us
to do, because thousands have already proved that

reck. WILLIAMSON
UNDERFEED /4

—do all that we claim and more. The Underfeed burns cheapest ‘

slack coals it comsurmtes smokes it is best for health;it soon pays
forttself and keeps on saving for you.

C. J. Rupert, Conneautville, Pa., has had an UNDER-
FEED furnace three winters. He writes: ‘'l heated my |
ten-room house in 1909-10 with ten tons of slack coalat |
a total cost of $15.00."

Underfeed Furnace Booklet with many testimonials, or our
Special Catalog of Steam and Water Boilers —both TREE.
Heating plans of our Engineering Corps are FREE. Fill in and
return Coupon below today,

EEE_WILLIAMSON C0. *8.%.5iehss

I would like to know g mit how to ent down the cost of
)

my coal bills from 50% to 66° Send me—FREE i =

Furnace Booklel {Indicate by X Book- The lovers
UNDERFEE Boiler Booklet = Mok vaa Hesine) I'be lovers.
Name —

Address_ = — -
R __Name of your dealer,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SECOND LARGE EDITION

Robert
Kimberly

By
Frank H.Spearman

Author of
Whispering
Smith

‘¢ The author shows notable skill in demon-
strating that the very (ualities which have

made Robert Kimberly a towering figure
in the world of finance are also the ones by
which he conquers in that of sentiment.”

—New York Tribune.

“The distinctive feature in the book, how-
ever, lies in the manner in which Kimberly
makes love to Alice MacBirney in the face
of all her protestations —doggedly, per-
sistently, almost cruelly, never resting,
never owning himself defeated, and at last,
forcing her, almost unconsciously, to admit
her love for him. Many another novelist
has shown how a strong man may take a
woman by storm; Mr. Spearman shows us
how it may be done little by little, by in-
sensible degrees, as the strength of a fortress
is broken down through months of patient
siege,'— T Boolkman,

¢ Bids fair to rival if not surpass in popu-
larity the author’s last production, ¢ Whis-
pering Smith,” of which over 100,000
copies were sold.”
—Plhiladeiplia Public Ledger.
87,30 ety postpaid $r1.40
See page 16¢

BUILDING—FURNISHING =
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Steger supremacy is the
¥ cumulative result of the
musical knowledge and crea-
tive genius of generations of a
family of master piano builders
applied to the attainment of a
lofty ideal for art's sake.

X "",g%r The many thousands in use fully
’Eﬁ | attest to the incomparable singing
... L quality, sonority, depth and perma-
nency of tone of remarkable sweet-

pnte
LR ]
IR i
wivieeg gEpt
Wiy ghit
| n

) syt gut!

Ty prtl
)

19 ness—the superior materials and
Story workmanship — the proven durability
%m‘" of Bteqer £8ons Pianos and Player Pianos,

Steqer & Sons

Pianos and Player Pianos

The True Representatives of
Supreme Piano Satisfaction

F e weant every music lover (o have owr
REE hrandsomely tliusirated free catalor,

which @5 a wveal necessily (v Lhose con-
tempiating the purchase of a piano.

The Steger &8ons Piano is in a class by it-
self—each instrument is the supreme effort
of an enormous corps of expert piano build-
ers—under the personal supervision of Mr,
John V. Steger, the greatest master piano
builder the world has ever known—in the
largest piano factory in the world—at Ste-
ger, Ill.—the town founded by DMr. Steger,

The Steger £8$oms Pianos and Playver Pianos
are delivered anywhere in the United States
free of charge, The greatest piano value

offered, within the easy reach of all,

Our Easy Payment Plans
Make Buying Convenient

Liberal allowance
made for old pianos.

Write us today for
our new Catalog—it
is yours for the ask-
ing—and will give
you some wonder-
ful information.

Steqer & Sons g
Steger Bldg., A

Chicago,
Hlinois

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE .
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PRISCILLA
PATTERN

*Silper Plate
that Wears”

Send for catalogue “D 41."
MERIDEN BRITANNIA COMPANY

{International Silver Co., Successor)

NEW YORK CHICAGD

MERIDEN, CONN.  saw FRancisco

Gives New Life to Silver!
Does vour silver look dull and old? USE

ELECTRQg

s SiverPolish
ILicON
and note the transformation.

It will be thor-
oughly clean and possess an exquisite lustre—
all without the least scrarching or marring.
Easy to uwse, economical and reliable. Free
from any injurious substance. Send address for

FREE SAMPLE

ir, 1ie, in stamps for hlll sized box post-paid,
Tun Electro 8ilicon Co., 30 Cliff Street, New York,

Sold by Grocers and Druggists Everywhere.

You are Interested in a Home!

Send Six Cents for a Copy of "' 24 CRAFTSMAN HOUSES "

+ 24 (RAFTS.
up to huild.
and in I:nl"h
L

I[ll’ i= an oppe r|||\|
SE 1

1 gred t]er_\nu ot aned floor plans of ¢

lllr\ from $g

$.06 (stamps)

Phillips, Manager “ THE CRAFTSMAN"
Room 199, 41 West $4ih St., N Y, Uity
T s e ]

Edgar E,

DREER'S

GARDEN BOOK

r_IJIII:'EI{'.‘)' SUPERB BRANCHING ASTERS.

conlains eighi beautiflul colors,

/"HENRY A.

Sewrt fiee on

the couniry and bearing magnificent double Chrysanihemum-like Tlowers J\Pr.ﬂimd 5 inches across.
10 cis. pl’r |J|\|

DREER,

GUIDES AMATEUR GARDENERS TO SUCCESS. Tells clearly in

hundreds of cultural IT‘II.L]:k by experts just how to grow the best flowers, vege-

tables and plants—when, where and how ta plant, how to cultivate, etc. O\:‘I’
1200 varieties of Flower Seeds, 600 of Veoetables, zooo of T’]m[c described. Also
Hardy Shrubs, Roses, Climbers, A quat ics, Small Fruits, ete. 73d annual edition

*increased to 2 ages, nearly 1ooo illustrations, 8 color and Ll]_n[ul‘l.(‘ Jlates,  The
ozl || Ipful ]u o I\l {its k ind ever published,

£y
request fo an

wre presrtioning this publication.

Easy {o grow in all parts of
Our mixiure
* GARDEN BOOK " [ree with each order. |

714 CHESTNUT STREET
PHILADELPHIA

An American Aster (-l strong, sturdy habil.

3 r-kra for 25 cts.

In msmumu' adverlisemenls

please mention SCRIBN F }-_;‘\‘.5' MAGAZINE
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GVERETTH

One of the three great
Pianos of the World

The John Church Company
Cincinnati New York Chicago
The Everctt Piano Co,. Boston

A
‘.Ii'_i_ ‘ 1_.__;__.‘.
=T

BUILT-TO-ORDER, REFRIGERATORS

in addition to conforming with existing construction and nterior
1

arrangement, can be made to include many special features and
conveniences not possible in the regular models.

| McCRAY REFRIGERATORS

with outside icing doors give access to the ice compartment only,—permit icemen
to fill when no one is present and keep the boot tracks and ice drippings ourside,
| McCray Refrigerators are built in many sizes and kinds to supply perfect refrigeration for
0\‘er)’ PLIFPUSC.

Write for the particular bool in which you are interested:  No. A. H. Built-ta-order for Resi-
dences; No. 87 Regular Models for Residences; No. 48 for Hotels, Clubs and Institutions; No. 72,
Flornists; No. 67, Grocersy; No. 59, Meat Markets.,

L i

L - 289 LAKE STREET, KENDALLVILLE, IND, 5,_____!
| MCCl’ay Refrlgerat()l' CO- Display Rooms and Agencies in all Principal Citi;.:, i,, il 1

ﬂL J.'-.I_._..._i

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINT:
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MWIALLEENEELEY cyes g po my oms

NEW D JlovseEwor
ZYORK MAKE S

-~ | And thé BISSELL Sweeper has
<N‘|'"JGHW|LL()\$> 1 .rciit:]:'i‘d ::"u': of one of ‘1‘;:}‘:])}';1:“_(12;

FURNITURE: \l;uks. Sweeping with a corn broom

\\5"“!0 E is  the supreme  drudgery  of  the
4 home, while with the
High Quality *%ﬂnd Good Value” f;ea‘- HOTIEe, WALE With Ahe

(a) THE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET. B/SS&// W/ |
<D

and Freight Concessions—all are mailed Free on request,
()) THE PORTFOLIO OF SKETCHES |

with Complete Pricelist is mailed for 25 cents,
allowed on first order sent for McHughwillow Furniture,

- T ——

R
(///// o
A

Croup Pictures with Prices, Leaves of Special Offers
1t 1s simply a pleas- /[

» ¥ ure Sold by all ;) < |
the best trade. Vi
Prices 2.75 to 5.75. /¢ g
Buy now of your é-
dealer, send wus the .

purchase slip within

\' \

one week from date f i
\\--é\__ iy of purchase, and we %
Vo will send yvou FREE |
v a fine guality leather ,f / =
\ card case with no !

printing on it. 15;

A Write for bookler _,
g Dept. 39A. |
:’
& BISSELL

CARPET
SWEEPER

(¢) THE McHUGH BAR HARBOR CHAIR, CO.
of full size, with soft Seat Cushion inany color preferred | et Grand Rapids,
1s shipped on receiptof $5, Money Order or N. Y. Dralt. | | | .. Mich.

JOSEPH P. McHUGH & CO.NEWYORK | -
42d St. WEST, at FIFTH AVE. .-

Opposite New Public Library
(Only Address Since 1884)
NO AGENTS—NO BRANCHES
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There’s a charm and dignity about anything Colonial
that outlasts all changes of whim and fashions.

The beautiful glassware that earned your great-grandmother’s personal care is coming in again,

The same shapes less bulkyv—dainter and better glass.  Pure, white—clear as erystal.

Costs but little more than the ordinary kind

attention

Its pure, clear beauty repays more evidently than porcelain the care and given it
Sturdy envugh for evéryday use, with a dainty refinement

in Colonial days. Ask for the kind with the Diamond H trademark on the underside of every piece,

Manufactured exclusively by A. H. HEISEY & COMPANY, Newark, Ohio, U. S. A,

that would have been marvelous

MALLKE

— - = = =— =
i et e e e ! S e e e e e s

e —_—
T ”
.| Individual Library Suggestions
# To have one's hooks appropriately housed, but within easy reach, where
| they can be enjoyed without interruption, and without encroaching on the

liberty or pleasure of others, is the secret of the Individual Library idea.
For the guest room, den, living room, hall; for any room, no matter what
the size of your book ecollection may be—there is a style or combination in

Slobe Wernicke Elastic Bookcases

exactly suited to vour needs; yet possessing unlimited possibilities for home
decoration or fiture growth.

Made in a wide diversity of stvles and finizhes Globe-Wernicke "'claztic” book-
cases will harmonize with any interior fittings desired. They are easy to arrange or
re-arrange and as the namber of books increase, additionzl units may alwayvs be
obtained. Globe-Wernicke bookcase units and duplicates are on sale in 1500 cities
and towns., Where not represented, we will ship on approval, freight paid,

Write today for complete catalogue of Individual Library suggestions, illos-
trated in color and a copy o?‘“ﬂ‘m Wurld s Best Books''—both mailed free,

The Globe Wernicke Co. Dept.5.B.,Cincinnati

.tt, C —for Ashes and Garbage &
I S an outlasts 2 ordinary cans |}

Witt's galvanized, corrugated steel can stands hard knocks
—is fire and rustproof, clean and sanitary, keeps in the smells,

keeps out dogs, cats, rats and fies,

Look for the yellow label Witt's and the name Witt stamped
None cenuine without it.  Three sizes
If your dealer hasn’t them, write us and
Adidress ill':I|. 0.

in the top and bottom.
of both can and pail.
we will see thit you are supplied.

THE WITT CORNICE CO.

2118-2124 Winchell Avenue, Cineinmati, Ohio

Dept. 6,
LookmssForm@ThemmmY ellowmsmsLabel

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




OFFICE APPLIANCES AND STATIONERY

The Original Self-Filler

If you'll just gel yourself to TRY a
fountain pen (a good one) you'll soon
find you couldn't get along without if,
There are several other good founlain
pens but they are all the old-fashioned
separate-filler kind. Get the BEST—the
ORIGINAL self-filler—the ONLY one that

| Hlls

THE

Self-Inking
Rotary
Neostyle

CTRADE MARK
3. sUS.PﬁLﬂffice

lv' & Imere

‘thumb-pressure
on the
Cresceu* Filler’

will print sixty
letters a minute

Important information can be
put into the mail in an hour
for hundreds of buyers. Dictate
first copy, and the Neostyle and

—without the mussy dropper-filler
—without unscrewing tight joints
—without taking pen apart at all
—wwithout delay and inky fingers

your office help will do the rest.
7 Self-Fillin -
'F tai Pg The Neostyle also prints all
= Oun ain ren ‘ kinds of office forms. With it
actually fills itself, neatly and cleanly, in
B just four seconds, by simply dipping it you not only cut ClOWI'l the
in any ink, any where, any time, and Erites bII I
pressing the “Crescent-Filler”—that’s all. printers bi ut save money

Remarkable though it may sound, the and get more business.
Conklin never fails to write at the |
first stroke—never skips, never blots. For booklet and price write

3

Furthermore, it writes with such
uniform smoothness that you are wholly
unaware of the efiort of writing. Neosty’e co.

E:l' :..nd up—at iearlinp: d‘r_‘alers e]\rf;;risr\-.rhcrr:, 20 Reade Sfreet, New York
f-'u‘r‘“_r-r.-:‘a—“:ti?latlbnt-:ﬁl’l—?l‘i‘:_\lj \%‘TF}’ﬁInl\'l .'l|l-.u;latr]l(|,l1‘]l-:}:f:k1hrﬂ. 109 Fra"k";" S"! BDS‘“"
shrewd "*horse sense.'" The re FREE. Send
u:_\.'our 111.'?1:1-;_: ;uleli eaulclrcs:,y:’i postal will dno. 2190':?""0"’“ St.,

licago

THE CONKLIN PEN MFG. CO. |
242 Conklin Building Toledo, Ohlo, U, S. A. |

e =r—r T

I an x'-:._'r_-'a'.r'n__l_" advertiseni Jf.-'“ _I."-J;‘.'lr_‘d.\'r‘-_iifz;ﬂfr!h' _\ff\'fﬁ_\/?'Sh _.l.f‘l GAZINE
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BEGISTIRLO

A Congress of Paper-Makers

These are the men who make “Eagle A” Water-
marked Papers. These are the generals of the army
of paper-makers employed in our Twenty-nine Mills.

Each is a practical paper-maker—an expert picked for his skill
and knowledge in making a certain “Eagle A" paper.

Together these men make 320 tons of paper a
day. They make Bond, Linen, Ledger and
Book Papers with the “Eagle A” Water-mark.
Although making a wide and diversified line of

papers, these men have but one creed—to make
papers of quality plus, because the “Eagle A”

COUPON BOND IS BUT ONE

OF THE THIRTY-FOUR

“EAGLE A" WATER-MAERK
BOND PAPERS,

Yet it is the first choice of the

critical buyer.

W ater-mark is a symbol of quality.
It is this Congress of Paper-makers united in the
purchasing of raw products, in economic pro-

duction and distributing methods that makes
possible the manufacture of paper of solid worth.

Such are all papers with the “Eagle A” Water-
mark.

LOOK FOR THE “EAGLE A" WATER-MARK
IT'S A GOOD HABIT

COUPONBOND

(Fac-Simile Water-mark)
The De Luxe Business Paper

has a snap and crackle that de-
notes quality.

Its Ainish and surface make perfect
Printing, Lithographing and Die-
stamping.

It makes perfect stationery.

Our portfolie of Printed Litho-
graphed and Die-stamped busi-
ness forms on COUPON BOND
proves this,

Send for it.

Your Printer or Lithographer handles “Eagle A” Bond
Papers. Ask him to show you samples. May we suggest an
“Eagle A” Paper that would be best adapted to your needs ?

AMERICAN WRITING PAPER COMPANY (29 Mills) 15 Main St., Holyoke, Mass.

Foreign Agents: PARSONS TRADING CO. New York City, 20 Vesey; London, E C., 171 Queen Victoria; Svdney 340
Kent; Melbourne, The Block ; Wellington, 235 Lamberton Quay ; Buenos Aires, 144 Reconquista ; Cape Town, Morri-
son's Chambers ; Havana, Teniente Rey No. 70 ; Mexico, D.F., Avenida Isabel La Catolica, No. 66

R R AR . [ A R S AR T N e e SO R T e eV T TR N e SRR AR AT
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Infinite Pzins to Make Letters Look Right. You dictate care-
fully.  You insist on correct spelling and punctuation. You are doubtless a
stickler for mechanicnl neatness in your letters.  Tow about your stationery ¢ In
mialing letter-paper for you we take even greater pains than you insist on your
stenographer taking to get your letter right,  IE's a staving good typist whose
work can compare in intrinsic excellence with

Old Hampshire Bond has been as instrumental as the typewriter in placing
present-day business correspondence on its high plance of dignity and appearance,
Let us send you the Old Thampshire Bond Book of Specimens. It contains
strrestions for letterheads and other business forms, printed, lithographed and
cnraved on the white and fourteen colors of Old Hampshire Bond.
Write for it on your present letterhiead.  Address

Hampshire Paper Company
South Hadley Falls, Mass.
The only paper makers in the world making hond paper exclusively. Makers

af Ol Thompshire Bowed, VThe Stationery of a Gentleman, ! and also Gld
Hampshire Bond Typewriter Paper and Manuseript Covers,

y /K2 LIDE DOOR
i ECTIONAL

BOOKCASE

Eold by good deslers.
Theonly oneincorporat- E
ing all bookecase derires,
You cannnt judge hooke aRE
valuee fairiy until you've
Been Lhis wnique, perfeat cage,
Doord: &fiile r.m fzoarlally in Htael
limed grooves. Nosuperlluous material,
Econemy in shracfion, mot se.
rlil-:eJGI qualliy,makes low prices
possible,
. For Oflice or Home Libraries.
Standard and Mission Styles, all popas-
lar wotds and finishes

FREE — Baookease Pnrnlog arp

%2 [You Want This Card

PAID

Because it will represent you better, or
do more for you than any other card, in get-
ting some desired interview. The famous

Peerless Patent Book Form Card

is the exclusive choice of the man of distinction everywhere.
It isone of the evidences of his distinction. ) ou cannot ap-
preciate or understand the uniquencss of this card without
a viswal examinution of it.  “T'he fact that you are nol now
using il, if yvou are not, is accounted for solely by the fur-
ther Lt that vou have not examined it,  Examine it forth-

w’]m\" t ot ple 5 il

p‘_:r:,c,,;:;m;; :;d Finis ::r“;:: with,  Send for o sample b today and
office devices, 1 | detach the cards one by one anid
Looklet Filing Suggestions'' nate their perfectly  smaath

solves fliog problems Lllj_l s—their absoluie
Freight paid eost of Mont., Wyo., Okla: wrfection. It is
Texas. Consistent low prices beyond, I X :

the curd you
wanl,

The ¥ 2¢3- Manufacturing Co.

#2 Unlon =1, Monroees, Mich,
New York Office, 108 Falion St,

> oTEEL COMPANY

PITTSDURGH, PA,

E.H.HARRIS FIGHER BUILDING
BALED AcEwy CHICAGD

Affcarance af our neat card in case

vl 1} | elidye sl Barimdmizine . .
h : - '| The John B. Wiggins Company
Engravers, Die Embossers, Plate Prin!erb:
5-7 East Adams Street, Chicago
P G SRR R ST 56 - New York Office, 350 Broadway

L ansivering advertisoments please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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81

80°, During 5 Years

About eighty per cent. of our advertisers have re-
newed their contracts for advertising in the Surface
Cars of New York City during the past hve years.

If you will turn that thought over in your mind
you will come to see that these advertisers must be
certain of definite results; must be pleased with the
service rendered; and must appreciate the company
of the other reliable advertisers who have been asso-
ciated with them.

If this means anything to you at all, as an ad-
vertiser, it will result in your asking us how your
particular business can fit into this medium of
result-getting advertising.

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 —
We Have a Standard .

Ask for rates and information.
New York City Car
Advertising Company

225 Fifth Avenue, N. Y.
rl'L'J.\_‘]'hHIIC' 1680 Aadison

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE




BANKERS TRUST
- COMPANY

’ 7 WALL STREET, NEW YORK ‘

Capital . . $ 3,000,000

Surplus and Profits . 6,000,000
Deposits . .

. 69,000,000

I. BANKING DEPARTIENT

Acts as Depositary for the Inactive Accounts and Re-
serve Funds of Individuals, Estates, Carpo.ations, Banks,
Mumrmalnlu.« L|:urc]'|e~ Saocieties and |nbmul| S; pay=
ing interest on daily balances.

II. TRUST DEPARTMENT

Acts as Executor and Trustee upder Will, Trustee
under Deed of Trust, Custodian of Securities, Escrow
Depositary, Guardian and Commuittee for INDIVIDU-
AlLS and as Trustee of Mortgazes, Registrar of Stocks,
Bonds and Notes, Transfer Agent, Fizscal Agent, Divi-
dend and Coupon Agent for CORPOR ATIONS and
Depositary under Re-organization Agreements.

III. FOREIGN DEPARTMENT

Buys and sells Foreign Exchange; issues Travelers’
Letters of Credit, C ‘ommercial Letters of Credit, Travel-
ers’ Cheques and Drafts, acceptable in all parrncfthe
world by Bankers best knux-.n to American Tourists
makes telegraphic payments and cares for collection of
bondb and coupons pa}'a|)f£ mn Jl:lrelg[l Cﬂuntrle\i.

DIRECTORS
STEPHEN BAKER, T’xcs' 'Bl }
SAMUEL G. EA\D'E
EDWIN M. BLJIxLF\ 3 {5 B4
JAMES G. CANNON, Irpq Fourth N‘1 ional l.ﬂu N Y
EDMUND C., CONVERSE, President; New York
THOMAS Dc WITT CUYLER, Pn_-s. Commercial Trust Co.,
Fhiladelphia
HENRY P. DAVISON, J. P. Morgan & Co., Bankers, N. Y.
E. HAYWARD FERRY, Vice-President Hanover MNational
Bank, New York
WALTER E, FREW, President Carn Exchang
FRED'K T. HASKELL, Vice-Pres, Illinois T
Bank, Chicago
A. BARTON HEPBURN, Chairman of the Board, Chase Nat'l
Bank,N.¥.
'T‘H’(J\T-'&S w.
EDGAR L. I‘.T-\RSI'OI\ Pllr & 1 |_, ankers
Jt'}qc "H B. MARTINDALE, Fr . Chemi
GARRAH, Pres. Mechani
rL

f Manhattan Co.,, N. Y.
National B:ar‘l N

’n&"'ch‘NI\a 1

Dm.{zf G, }'-r 'D v
ENJ. STRONG. Jr., Vic
D F. SWINNEY,

-Pres
J]t.El

ity
GILBEERT G. THORNE, \ cé-F
L ARD 1‘ WNSEND, P

GIN, Pres, |I.'J iional B N. Y

VERTON, Ir: G5 II| "'lli-‘:':‘..l1':"|.':I'. |

E.C.CONVERSE, Pres. B‘S_TFIONG Jdrl, VLR
D.E.POMEROQY, V. A. F.I.KENT; v. P.
F.N.B.CLDSE, Secy. H.W. DDNCII\:'AN. Treas.
R.H.GILES\, Asst. Treas.

'H.F. WILSON Jr., Asst.Sec'y.

T answéring adveortisements
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please mention SCRIBNER'S

Are You Interested in

Flectrotyping or
Nickeltyping

' &
- We have an extra large and up-

to-date plant, which is motor-dnven.

- All our machines are duplicated
to avoid delay and are located in a
modern fire-proof building.

] We employ none but first-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, includ-
; ing the plates for Scribner's Magazine.

( Should you need either first-class
electrotypes or nickeltypes, address
New York Electrotyping
Company, 311-319 West
' 43d Street New York City
‘ ' (Scribner Building).

—

MAGAZINE



FINANCIAL

Orange Orchard
In Texas =

¥

W

-

iy

e

We plant the trees,
cultivate and care for

: them for three years and
%%  turn over to you a developed
v* orchard at bearing age.

-
Five-Acre Orange Orchards in the Houston-Galvestan

District are now paying at the rate of $2,
to $3,000 annually.

The Texas Gulf Coast is the land of op- i guaranteed scientifically developed orchard. Ifit [

e

i

i ! is inconvenient for you to take over your orchard atthe
pOli’lunlty today] : end of the contract period, we will continue to care for
t has pa.ssed the exptrlmenla_l stage | it. Under normal conditions the orchard should be pay-
orange and fig growers are taking good ing its own installments after the first commercial
incomes from small orchards of five to ten i bearing year. )
acres each. “Chocolate Bayou Orchards”

To rpention only 2 few,_ Mr. ,BOicourl' | lie in the richest section of the Texas Gulf Coast
shown in the above picture, is making $640 country. We own 30,000 acres in Brazoria County, |
per acre; Mr. Stout sold $6,363 worth of 29 miles south of Houston and 20 miles west of Gal-

oranges from 6% acres Mr. Gill's orchard veston— the heart of the orange and fig growing industry.
i roing. $1 000 per a’cre ‘ This immense tract extends for 12 miles along Choco-
15 earning ’ .

late Bayou, a deep-water stream, navigable to the

Satsuma oranges, because of their delicious flavor | Gylf. Both rail and water transportation.
and early ripening, pay bigger profits than Florida and
California varieties, and begin bearing two to four Send for FREE Booklet

years earlier. Magnolia figs, a fruit so popular that
the fig-preserving plants cannot fill a third of the or- |
ders they receive, bear commercial crops the third
year and yield amazing returns.

Our illustrated 32-page booklet gives full informa-
tion—shows our advantages—2,000 miles nearer mar-
kets than California, 45 inches rainfall, mild winters,
pleasant summers, what owners are making, and ex

| plains our plan in detail.
We Grow the Orchard Send the coupon today for the Free Booklet.

for You (17)

LA LA IAES AL GRS A R AR AR R R

You needn't leave your present position—you are |
relieved of all responsibility and anxiety—and yet we
make it easy for you to
share in profits like these.

Under our ciz;lan we fur-

nish the land and trees;

Texas Orchard Development Company
Capital £1,500,000, Fully Paid
129 Stewart Bldg., Houston, Texas
Please send me copy of vour bonklet,
“Chocolate Bayou Orchards.”

TEXAS

CHOCOLATE PRt plow, plant and cultivate Niwie - -
el SRR for a period of three years:

caring for the orchard un- @ — - — —

til it reaches a bearing age, —_—

AL E AN SRS R R .
M SSEERSEEEEE SRR

when we deliver to you a |

LA LA Ll Ll L A L Lt L e L e L L e T LY

E. ".;‘{E‘E’:EZ i é_f_"y
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My Book ¢ Health |

Character and Beauty ”
]

IS Free It tells how over
49000 women

have regained health and
perfect figures in the privacy
of their own homes by follow-
ing the simple directions I
send by mail.

It shows that it is not |
necessary to use drugs or
medicines to be strong, robust
and attractively healthful.

If you are too fat or too
thin, nervous and unstrung, ‘
tell me about your case in
| confidence. If, after studying |

your condition carefully, I find
my work is not bestfor you I will
direct you to the help you need. |

M} free book also tells how to stand and walk cor-
rectly and contains other information of vital interest |
to women. Write for it now. If you do not need me,
you may be able to help a dear friend. I have had a
wonderful experience and I’d like to tell you about it.

SUSANNA COCROFT
Dept. 3-L 246 Michigan Avenue, CHICAGO |

£/
7

for Whooping Cough,
' Croup, Asthma,
Sm-eThroal Coughs, | |
K ' Bronchitis, Colds, ||
Used while you .sfcep D}phfhena, Catarrh. ||
% simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding
drugs
Vaporized Cresolene  stops the paroxysms of
Whaooping Cough and relieves Croup at once.
It 15 a4 boon to sufferers from Asthma.
he air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with
very breath, makes breathing casy, soothes the sore
threat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.
Cresolene relieves the bronchinl complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria.
Cresolene's best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use.  Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet,
For Sale by All Druggists _ . :
Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the Sy, Mister, were you picked to play on the feam?
trrttated throat, composed of ~!||.|:--|_-. clm bark, licorice,
ir inel Cresolene I'hey can't harm vou Of yvoul
druggist or Irom us, 16C 10 stamps., )
THE VAPO-CRESOLENE C0., 62 Cortlandt St., New York
or Leeming-Miles Building, Monireal, Canada,

In answering advertisements pfc-‘a.wp mention SCRIBNER'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 to
Scribner’s Magazine.

Fhe Work is simple and can be done by those

The Pay

Send at
Once for

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, womern,
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.

Every town in America contains, to-
day, opportunity for money-making in
this work.

is liberal. A cash commission is al-
lowed on every order, and, in addition,
cash prizes are distributed to successful
solicitors.

Many who have given time and study
fo this work have huilt up a business
of large value.

a little booklet containing full particulars
in regard to terms — prizes — free adver-
tising matter —sample copies, etc.

Address Circulaiion Department, Scribner’'s Magarine

155 Fifth Avenue, New York Cily

In answering adverlisenents please mention SCRIBN ER'S M AGAZIN ]
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A
Delicately Scented With Violets Qf}‘ '
Mennen’s Violet Talcum \

Toilet Powder appeals to
those who prefer a delicately
scented Toilet Powder. It is
absolutely pure, and is the
only Powder that hasthe scent
of fresh cut Parma Violets.

Flower])rop$ 2

Riegers ™
D 4 ﬂ{f

y  Choice fowera or delicate perfumes: are
& e ideal Easter gifts. But flowers soon perish
"Flower Drops” lasts for months, The ideal

AL G
'Flo\m firops E P rfu
Sold everywhere or mailed for 25 cents 1 oo aster e me
b i acat bottle, long glass stopper,in polished
Sample box for 4c. stamps | A~ W |::p|(: b Lily of the Vallsy,, Vielst |
N T ncy e Crabapple. Rose, either at your druggist or
e Riegers Sent Prepaid for $1.50

on receipt of check or money order. ||

Plzl‘flﬂnes Money refunded if vou're not lully pleaced

Send 20 cents and name of druggis for
| o miniature bottle with glass stopper

| 2 M}' the California Perfumer !

294 First Steeet, San Francies, Ual, or
167 C Randolph Street, Ch.cm

=l
MAKER OF THE FAMOUS
Floral Crown Perfumes

Violet, Rose, Lily of the Valley, Lilac

BORATED _E,; . B !l 51,00 per sunce—at druggists or mail :ﬁ

VIOLET I

TALCUM
Toilet Powder

PATEN NTS i

“ antl,
Pt

b MENNENS :
“'IOLE'TTALCU 1

wien Days’ Free Tr:al

A allowed on every bicycle we sell. We Ship on Approval
My endtrial toanyone inthe U. 5. and prepay the frerht. 1
S youare not satisfied with the bicycle after using it ten
days, ship it back and doxn's pay a cent,
FAcTn nv Pnlc Es D-a a0t buyv a bieyele ora
pair of tires from anyone
at any price until you receive cur latest Art Catalogs
i of ]:lp,rh pnde bicycles and sundries and learn our wa-
ol card of prices and mtarvelons sew special affers.
’ IT OHLY cos’rs a cent to write a postal and
everything will be sent you
Ll FREE by return mail. You will get much valuable in.
Uy formation. Do Mot Wait; write it Now !
p TIRES, Coaster-Brake rear wheels, lamps,
J/ parts, cepalrs and Sundries of all kinds a# /i alf testal prices.

©“MEAD CYCLE CO.  Dept. G-230 CHICAGO

free ',\\' '.]r-f- Efe SN copy Tre
v 1 nl. i | \ ANS x CO., Washington, D, €,

For the Sq rientific and Effective
Treatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting to
urgical Procedure
For compicte fiformation address
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATGRIUM

North Adams, Massachusetts

Berkshive Hills

San atorium

The only private Institution of mag
nll.]- in the I |re]‘dat =5 lor th

'I'\ 5
prowths Cond ) by a ;h\kr inn
of standing., Established 32 vears

Days A-Fishing
By Oliver Kemp

Four Pictures in full colors.
| Size 11': x 17 inches, on mounts 19 x 24
inches. Pruc $1.50 each: per set of four,
boxed, $5.0

|
=

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
153-157 Fifth Avenue, New York City

I answering advertiscinents please nention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MOTHER
SAYS

The Sanitol Smile

Sanitol Tooth Powder pol-
ishes the teeth and keeps
them white. Its antiseptic
properties destroy germs
—prevent decay—tone up
the gums and purify the
mouth!
It is delightful to use

Next
time trv the
effects of the
H\".‘i[|ri|51_\'ljft|lt:
Pro-phy-lac-tic
Flexible Hamndle
Tooth Brush. It
z fits ey ery curve and
hollow of the gums, so as to =
prevent that irritating friction |45,
which makes them swell, bleed |25
and become sore. The tufts of the

phylactic

Flexibl

Henie Tooth Brush
as with every other Pro-phy-lac

peculiarly shaped as to reacha 5l|" CrevICy

1n and betwee ‘0 every to Ht|| o |.

them thoroughly,

never decays.”

Packed in an individual yellow b
which protec t-.1r_(m1tl.hmdl ng, i ;,.
handle if you pre

Every Pro-phy- tie [nlly guaran-
teed. We replace if defective.

Our interesting hooklet, ' Do yon
Clean or Brush your Teeth,'' is
yours for the asking; send for it.

FLORENCE MFG. CO.

130 Pine St., Florence,
Mass.

OAP i

Aﬂd Ointment
~ Grew {hisHair

E\nau from a letter ddd!CaSLd to|
Potter Drug & Chem. Corp., Bosmn,ll
by Mrs. A. T. Lewis, Tyler, Texas.|

A elean

Tn answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE
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Have You ‘Acid Mouth,” the |
Forerunner of Tooth Destruction?

The enamel of the teeth is among the hardest of substances, vet it fairly |
criembles azvay under the attacks of “*acid mouth,”” and unless professional aid
is resorted to, the result is tooth Jdestruction, for when the eramel is pierced |
the way is open for bacteria to disintegrate the interior tooth structure, |
Tooth decay in 95 cases out of 100 is trace-
able directly to excess acid in the mouth. |
Have your teeth ever decayed? Do your |
gums bleed easily—are they **spongy*® and
sore ?  TIs vour breath unpleasant?  In other
words, HAVE YOU ACID MOUTH :
Neutralize this abnormal condition and re- |
move its ill effects by using

Jou to try

" Tooth Paste

This perfected dentifrice which has been used by den-
tists and people who know for seventeen years has a defi-
nite scientific action on the teeth and gums, overcomes
the mouth acids of digestion and of fermenting food
particles and keeps the mouth healthy, germ-free, acid- |
free, wholesome and preseraes the teeth.

At the same time Peheco is an ideal eleanser, whiten-
ing and polishing the teeth, dissolving tartar deposits and
even removing most obstinate discolorations.

Pebeco hardens delicate, bleeding gums, and it does
away with foul breath by removing the cause. Its pro-
phylactic and revitalizing influence extend to the entire

oral cavity, the effects of which are manifested in an
unmistakable feeling of freshness and vigor.

Please Write for Ten Day Trial Tube

TEST PAPERS

For Diagnosing the A

ath Condition

LEHN&FINK, 50t
1in 1]

With other
tooth pastes you
f‘II our brush

With Pebeco use only
N this much

UL

and receive the TEST PAPERS which will ¢nablie vou tn determine scic ntlln’."lll\
whether vou have Vacid mouth”—and to prove that Pebeco removes it.
Pibeca Tooth Paste originated in the hygienic laboratories of P, Beiersdorf & Co.,
Hambure, Germany, and h 15 SITICE [{slllld favor in every corner of the globe. Il
f is sold overvwhere in large 30-cent tubes. Mnst economical, because so little is
£ necessary, Sent on receipt of price i dealer has none,
A " LEHN & FINK, 116 William Street, New York |
b o o Lrodiceers of Fehin & Fink's Riveris Talcum Potder, |

HOW TO JUDGE AN ADVERTISEMENT

John Lee Mahin has rewritten his famous Ten Tests by which thie value of any advertisement may he judged
|“. fore pubili on, broadenine thi cope and making they of greatervalue than ever. They form the only com-
plete serof twests for advertsimg matier ever published,  These tests are printed only in the
1911 Mahin Advertlsung Data Book
and in this book is the only place they can be secured. Vi:i pocket size, 380 pages, in full leather and gold.

Besides heine a |...-.!- lire --I_'.|.|||I swrmation regardineg all m ZINes; NeWs |'.|||_|~\_t|.ula__]nu[|1.||.~_-.m[]-’ll|l‘
,-‘.Iu-..: '.: s af the r el e, wrrledeetailed stries "r'.||';-|-|| hil e inforniation Iul';n'._\' lm.'.lln_\', the Dinta
b3 s dvalst array of fve, up-tosdhate information and statstical matterof inestimable value in making
med carrying out selling and adverti=ing plan Il omly ook of 1= kind—indispensable to progressivie business men.
Data Book and Messenger —$2.00—-10 Days Free Trial

Lot ws sendd the Va1 | e el Then if Vo want | Kevpe it remit the regular plhl Fa.00, and we will sind

[ I thoant ch hor Mahi Messenuer Cregular price $.oo per year) containing every month short, snappy, up-to-

MAHIN ADVERTISING COMPANY, B27-877 American Trust Building, 125 Monroe Streef, CHICAGO

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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= 3 el e - ¥ ~ g — J
OU may have learned the inner goodness of Whitman’s con- g
fections at home, or at your friend’s in Boston, or visiting your ¥ 1;

cousin in Pensacola. Wherever you are, wherever you may travel, ¥
you will find the green Whitman signs and a Whitman agency—
usually the leading drug store. There you can buy

s

CONTLCTIONS

For Fastidious Folks

Chocolates with hard centers and nut centers, and all the other Whitman <pecial-
ties, only one step away from the makers. Each agency supplied direct. Whitman
service 1s as “‘care full”” as Whitman's candies. Every Whitman package (-

4 4 | must be absolutely perfect or it must not be sold to you. Should any
&N ,}' \ 3 - pac kage for any reason prove dis;q_mpointing, the Whitman
s | \ agent 1s authonzed to replace it or refund your money.

prepaid. the Fusey Package at$1.00 a pound. Honey White 5 0
-\T_UI!}?.:JY. c!wdulut: Covered Mint Marshmallows or =S
Chocolate Covered Maraschino Cherriesat 50¢c a package.

}’. Should you {Hj! to find the Whitman agent we will send. [
< Ry, i

Write for hooklet M Sugg
describing the Whitmuan Service Specialtier,

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inec.
Established 1842. Philadelphia, U. 5. A.

Makers of Whitman's festantanesns Chocolate.

CA sample matled for tem conts)

““Barber, barber, shave a pig,
Yank his bristles, small and big;
A live man’s different; for his chin
Only one razor can comfort win’
The

WARD SAFETY RAZOR

The Only Razor with the Comfortable Sliding Stroke

]

NY razor's safe enough to shave a dead pig, com-
Jort doesn't count there. But for thle_c]e:mrf:ut job

that a man’'s tender skin demands, The WARD

is the onlvone that really cuts every hair and lets you
smile every minute. How? By

THE SLIDING STROKE

At the left below you see the
shave thatsuits the pig; it tears and
scrapes,
A | y

"o the rig ate The /4 7 _
\ W -\7}{'[';“ 'J—i;ﬁf,r“' 5‘:1_.“{; b Beautiful Complete Oulfit, six blades,
\ P al1ding i

* perfect stropper, in neat and handsome
Moroceo case, not shown here—handiest and

most attractive in the mar- 4 00 and
ket—yours at - - - - . up

Send for our Free Booklet, “*Does Your
Barber Scrape.”

WarD SaArety Razor Co.

Dept. 1. ELUE ISLAND. ILL.

One man writes us:
“Disgusted with all alleged \ ] >
safeties I almost made up my W\, ke Shazeof Comfort.
mind to raise a beard. Asa % B
lastchance I tried The WARD. b i
It's a jewel—for keen, smooth 7. - _ j]"i./ Ty
work and comfort. I shavef - oge=ese—) [ ,]'rf”;_/,;_.'"
every day and enjoy it."”’ I;_‘%ﬁm,}q\[ﬁ: I I-”jj-l f.‘."’i!/ -
Canadian Distributors | RN ;f N j I
C. €. 'CRAIG & CO. \;&\t 7 NS
61 Albert Street WINNIPEG - S 2l

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN E
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LONDON AND PARIS

If you are going abroad
this Summer

vou should have in your hands, before sailing, a copy of
SCRIBNER’S MAGCAZINE GUIDE

to the best London and Paris Hotels, Shops, Theatres, Res-
taurants, and other places of interest. These Guides are mailed
free and will be ready for distribution about April 15th. They
have been specially prepared for us and we want every
reader of Scribner’s Magazine, who is going abroad, to have
a copy. Each Guide contains just the most helpful and use-
ful information. It is small, handy, invaluable. For instance,
in twelve ‘“ Walks,”” you are taken about London by one
who knows London, knows what Americans want most to
know. The Guide to Paris is written in an equally enter-
taining way.

Write for the Guide now, addressing Scribner’s International Travel
& Shopping Bureau, 153 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Y our attention is also called to the special service rendered Americans in
[London by this Scribner Bureau. If you will call up our London office
(Holborn 5849) on vour arrival, most desirable information and introduc-
tions to the best shops, hotels and travel offices in London and Paris will
be cheerfully gdiven.

SCRIBNER'S INTERNATIONAL TRAVEL AND SHOPPING BUREAU

CARE SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
NEW YORK, 153-157 FIFTH AVENUE TEMPLE HOUSE, TEMPLE AVENUE, LONDON, E. C.
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SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE—FOREIGN AD VERTISING 01

w0 GOING TO ENGLAND &orovsnon

DERWENT. BRIDGE , narusnsicc.
PEAK OF DERBYSHIRE:

DON'T MISS THE OPPORTUNITY OF SEEING THE ENGLISH
COUNTRYSIDE AT ITS BEST—IN THE LEAFY MONTH OF JUNE

| AVE YOU EVER spent a day or two in the quiet of an old English

H village, and wandered afoot or awheel from one cosy inn to another,

- noting some old Castle here or venerable Abbey there; through the

! remains of forests once traversed by medieval outlaw and Kknight

= % errant? Where * tales which have the rime of age, and chronicles
S of eld"” were once living realities ?

Americans tired of London and Paris, and desirous of finding rest and quiet con-
templation in the by-ways of English country life, will find that the Midland Railway
of England has much to offer them. There is North Derbyshire with its beautiful
dales and moors, its baronial mansions, historic monuments, the old world charm
and quaint villages and pure mountain air, where you can walk for miles without
feeling fatigued, and where the roads are good for driving, wheeling or motoring.
Then there is Nottinghamshire with its remains of ancient Sherwood Forest and
relics of medizval England of Robin Hood's time: the local scenery of Scott's
“Ivanhoe ”: the Castle of Newark where King John died: Southwell and its me-
morials of Charles and Cromwell: the exquisite architecture of Newstead Abbey,
the home of Byron. Coming to later times, what can be more interesting than
to walk the by-ways of Bedford and Olney, and follow the traces of John Bunyan
and William Cowper, or, still in the same atmosphere, visit the little house in
Kettering where Carey and Fuller in 1792 held the first missionary meeting.

A Midland ticket from Liverpool to London covers most of this ground and will
enable you to “stop over” at various points on the route including Manchester
and Derby. Here there are comfortable Midland Hotels where you can hire a car
or garage your own. Both are admirable bases from which to make delightful
short tours, and the Midland Grand Hotel, London (St. Pancras), is within an
hour's ride of the Bedford district. For further information, please address the

Midland Railway Co., Derby

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE
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Diainty Lun Innnn

|
— | r and Afternaon
FOR GOODS THAT ARE ‘ qu?TsHtEochlnl?ug TEyAJHdm“hriﬁ’f

| Accommodation for a few residents.  Next r!rmr to Post Office,

Telegrams * LOTUS ™ Glastonbury: Communications to Se crefary.
R E A L LY l R l S H | I Coronation of King George V

| Before Traveling to England
go to the London Depot of Send 1o Ho J. KETCHAM, Gen'l Agent

THE ROYAL IRISH | Great Zlﬁilagtg&l§3:£rvrgivqfog\pgland .

INDUSTRIES ASSOCIATION

For illustrated  folder deseribing  Cathedral Route,
Homes of the Pilgrim Fathers, Dickens and Tennyson
Districts. alsn Harwich Route to the Continent, via

By To Hook of Holland. Turbine Steamers. Wireless Teleg-
) } R aphy,  Submarine Signalling.  Also via Antwerp,
Royal Warrant H.M. The KING il s, i
}:Url'l |5-h'?l'5 I:'{ ‘\nf'l | =

Insh Made Goods

t hamps Eiysées and Place de I'Ltoile

] : | HOTEL ASTORIA
b H.M. The QUEEN ‘ P ‘inest situation in Paris, overlooking

Family Hotel, Rue de

LACES, Pressourg, Place de I"Etoile

LANENG; TROUVILLE ;..

EMBROIDERIES. HOTEL DES ROCHES NOIR 1N T0WY
TWEEDS. i _ e
All direct from the Workers. CAR LSBA b

ANNEXES
VILLA CARLTON VILLA CLEOPATRA VILLA HOHENBURC

SEASON: MAY TO OCTOBER

HOTEL BEAUSITE

T |—.r4r~|| Address Telephana

“Imiidassan, Londa 1298 Victoria B ) ) ) )
Sits Eonidin Addvses Situated in hI(':lll}.nt:‘t part of the West End quarter, in
midst of the forest and surrounded by beautiful gardens
23 Motcomb St., Belgrave Sq" S. W. FASHIONABLE RESTATRANT A. AULICH
- VIENNESE ORCHESTRA Propriator
= PCETET : SN RS

S One of the sivhits of New York,
Unele 5id! The horsemanship in
Central Park,”

Uncle Sid Parker, from Milk
River, Arizona: * That aint horse-
manship—that's aviation! "

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ad\\/n Pound & GQ

Actual Makers

(rentleman’s ROLLED HIDE Dressing-Case. hie s
empty,  The whole of Fittings are on astan ||| 1
Stee 13ins Ly 8 ins. by \} 1ns OX-HIDE, very LIGHT WEIGHT. The BEST and
CHEAPEST Gerrpoon the market.,
SILVER and EBONY FITTINGS . . . 95 . $23 ’ hiih i e Tt
SILVER and IVORY FITTINGS . . . &£7.7.0 $35 SPLENDID VALUE . . . . . . . . . . 21'- $5

i ) — - |
VISITORS TO LONDON are cordially INVITED to either |
of the Showrooms. NO IMPORTUNITY to PURCHASE [

SOLID LEATHER, Compressed CANE and FIBRE Suit Uises of EVERY DESCRIPTLION, ul prices

nuing from $4 10 $25.

268-270, Oxford St., W. M wie for | 211, Regent St., W.
243, Brompton Road, S. W. | Catalogue 67, Piccadilly, W.
177-178, Tottenham Court Road, W.

81, 82, 83, 84, LEADENHALL STREET, LONDON, E. C

In G”\“.{)‘l’”l"  adverlisements m’u;r\ mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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PARIS ¢

Centre Will
af J. Meet

ashionable Y" Irl Your
IF)ar}ils ! . c‘p\-\ ol : I[P o Friends

<

Patronised
by
Leading American Families

For all particulars apply to the Manager
L. GANDOLFO

Mickry—>Sav! Skinny, don't it look 1L-1 like one o the mowax llrures ?
SkINNY—\W hat o yve want to talk that way fer?  Youse ain't got no g orudee agin no wax figures.

I anstwer. ing advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S  MAGAZINE
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Famous Woman’s Wonder-Working
Preparation for the Skin & Complexion

How it Purifies and Beautifies the Skin to a Degree of
Perfection lmpossib]e for any Soap to Rival

Try a Jar of “POMEROY bf\]'\J FOOD™ as sold at all high-class Chemists

and Stores, or write for one to-day (post free).

It is a2 woman who has discovercd what women most appreciate, and to-day members of
the fair sex may try this wonder-working beauty revelation for themselves at a very small cost
indeed. “*Youthful and beautiful appearance "—that is what all women desire, and that is
what one woman has now enabled them either to attain, or retain for vears longer than they
otherwise could hope for.  That woman, whose name and fame as a So ety B-:'HIHI)' .‘_‘;['Jl_'i_l'éLl[:-'l
and CU]‘[]plL‘XiL"ﬂl Culturist are known —1it 1s no <'x;|:_;';_;;_'}'.lli|l|1 Lo sy —all the wide world over,
may be consulted at Mrs. POMEROY LTD., 29, OLp Boxn STREET, LoNpoN, W,

Dntending American 2isitors showld worite, on arrival, for particulars of the Pomeroy
Dreatments, aind Pomcroy Lolectrolvsis for e vemovad of Swperflions Huair,
POMEROY SKIN FOOD of all leading Chemists and Stores, in 1s. Gd., 3s. 6d., & 5s. 0d.
Jars, or direct and post free from . . .

MRS. POMEROY LTD., 29, Old Bond Street, London, . -‘l"‘."';.'\‘~.-

LIVERTOOL, 27, Legce Street, BIRMINGE \\I 75, New Steeet (e Ko rd StEatfordeons Ao

iy 20
Poiticoe b 1o, Ot etidoe

Motor Tours in England

during King George’s Coronation Year.
The plensantest way to see the old eathedrals, eastles, famous

riins and rural scenery of England, is by private Motor Car.
Weamndertake to supply you, at an inclusive quoted figure, with
chauffeur, car, 111_1]|;u-1|—n1lr short or lone tone with cwde books

and  full  information regarding  the
history and important sights of the wwns
and villages vou visit, before you visil

them, - s 2 ”
WRITE Us NOW.

We will give yvou all the ]mrul:] s Yol
require, and guarantee an enjoy able trip
Write now—the dema md is greal—later un,
you may not be able to get a car.

The LONDON MOTOR GARAGE

Wardour Street, London, England.

INVALUABLE FOR THE MOTOR-TOURIST

The High-Roads of the Alps

A Motoring Guide to One Hundred Mountain Passes

By Charles L. Freeston, F.R.G.S.

and 11 maps and diagrams
£3.00 net

With 106 itineraries, 102 photographic
illustrations

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS \ /FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

“In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZIN L



RQ(‘I'U“ Ht“ﬂl[h i, tr Briiay Henethie ! T1I:n|1 o JUHNSON TOURS E:‘-jOkn{,?;
In Heart of Mdivomdiaceks Ihll AT a"d’ Lient seiil | : IDEAL June 1o, 17, 24, ete. r)ot‘) 1o day Azires
i Hilte,  Bridakles 1. P |:“\' 4',},' 'I”J }'I::‘,:IIHL”'” = Way Cribraltar, Spain (Madeira, Algic Europ

Fo Musselugin, 25 Maphe S, Saeanae Lale. N,Y,

| W.A.JOHNSON, 917 Madison Ave.. Baltimore

Escunrznnun_ Mo amien 1
INDEPENDENT DE POTTER :ii:ios w=as— UNIVERSITY

|I|n|'} Vi ._ o TRAVEL
EUROPEAN Tu u R s TN Lelsurely travel wives hioth the opportynity
TRA“EL 2 Bromadwagy Skl III and Peiwite; I.._,l < b II|. .I. :'_I e e H B
= e L | XEW YORK ek Suily G Tours to ITALY, SPAIN, GREECE, NORWAY
- — _ 1 el il |,_-|--| 1 i-

Our :nriualled international service l:llss._ures |
tor the travelle perior accommodations,
tnrlgenia: cvnmu.fu::ﬂs :;n; atlr:ilctive prices. i I UUT’[IF'BUURS IN THE H[".Y I.AND

We Own and Opera!e the Yacht Athena

1 A T = BY 118 BURLEAL OF 1 \I\IIC‘-]I‘L THAVEL
Wihesres wick v et e o Wt R T T O LS | | o1 e 1 Trinity 'lace, Boston, Miss,
BARTLETT TOURS CO., 200 S. 13th St., Plila ST N W0 R e I

EUROPE and ORIENT

| Iliul- « Parties—Exceptional Advaniages
Aass Write for programs
al tours for private parties
Dre.and Mrs, H. s PAINE, Glens Falls, N, Y.

THRO' EUROPE | biars:— Baroual, e
mvmoTor.car | Europe - - $260

Py, o TCe '
THE TEMPLE TOURS, 8 DBeacon St., BOSTON, MASRS,

is the free book for all loversof travel. — —
It mves advice, estimates and Tull de-
sCriptive motor-journeys Lo every
'|||.'1|1 of interest. 1 |\\l|:||-\ull|r|
the exquizite and romantic jov of

motoring through England and these i 'I parls of 1 "'1'1-_T'--"'~"
A e and t
beautiful old- \ru|||__.-| len countries { s RSkarsl Atine
()] },l:l'rlju x and as wa praciical bsi i during the
proposition it tells how four AN IVEL ONATION OF

KING GEORGE V.
Tonrs to Norvth Cape, Russin, elos
summer Tours to Oviental Lauds.
RDUNI] THE WORLD T'ours de Luswe leave Westhound dur-
(i o cSept!, Ot thound, Nowv., Dwee,, Jan.
SUUTH AMERICA Complete tour leaves July 1

INTERNATIONAL THOS. COOK & SON

0 ..|.|‘ can enjoy this supreme luxuary
ade car hired for Saz
ally—running expenses included.

MOTOIR-= () S e . NS Broadway, 264 Filth Avenne,
! ..r ! I UR:? NEW YORIK: a0 Filth \\tlllll G \th‘\l'l\ \“"“'
W e 50 MORNING POST Hos WakhTiistn 5t PHILADELPHIA, 1 il St
BUILDING FRAND Care Ie kil St SAN FRANCT
LONDON, LNGLAND,

| 140 OFFICES ABROAD Established 1841

| Cook’s Traveller's Cheques Are Good All Over the World

_l'r.:,: ansed l e 1 [0 i ISENEN I."’.'"r'-f e e .f.‘.-’.-'.a’-'J.-'_ 3 ,f\'}{ ‘;:\ i’ }k\)‘.\' _”-‘ l (_;'. 1 Z[_\_}(_,‘



HAMBURG -AMERICAN
CRUISES #% 740 LAND of%4e

MIDNIGHT SUN

Ideal Summer Cruises
During June, July and August

The Hamburg American Line has arranged ten delightful crui es to meet
the requirements of the Summer Traveler and [ounst. Cruises start from
Hamburg on palatial Twin Screw Steamers offering every inducement
toward safe and comfortable travchng, - '

_ TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS

To Norway, North Cape, Spitzbergen, lceland, Orkney and Faroe Islands;
England, Ireland, Scotland, and to the Seaside Resorts of Europe.

Duration, 13 te 24 days. Cost $62.50 and upward, including all expenses
aboard.

By the luxurious Twin-Screw Steamers “ Kronprinzessin Cecilie,”
“Bluecher " and “Meteor.”

Leaving Hamburg June 17, July 2, July 4, July 8, July 18, August 2,
August 17.
PLACES VISITED: Cuxhaven. Leith (Edinburgh!, Kirkwall (Orkney Islands), Thorshaven |Faroe Islands), Odde, Bergen,

Cudvangen, Balholmen, Aalesund, Malde, Maraak, Veblungsnaes, Trondhjem, Hellesylt, Oie, Loen, Advent Bay, Bell Sound
{3pitzbergen!, North Cape, Hammerfest, Lyngen, Tromsoe, Dhigermulen, Revkjavik, Sneefells-Jokull, Staalbierg, lsafjord, Akrevri,

ortheast Point — Southampton, Bantry, Queenstown,
Kingstown, Belfast, Oban, lona, Staffa, Stornoway,
Aberdeen, Dundee, Leith.—Havre, Southampton, San
Sebastian, Lisbon, Jersey, Guernsey, Dover, Rotterdam.

2 Cruises de Luxe

Absolutely perfect in all ar-
rangements, made upon the

large transatlantic steamship “Cleveland” (17000 tons).
FIRST CRUISE leaves New York November 1, 1911

SECOND CRUISE leaves San Francisco February 17, 1912,
DURATION 110 days. Rates $650 and <

upward, including all necessary expenses
aboard and ashore.

V[sliting Madeira, Spain, ltaly, Egvpt (Suez Canal,
ndia, Ceylon, Straits Settlements, Java, Philippines, =
China, Japan, Sandwich Islands and Owverland
Amernican Tour,

All excursions ashore in connection with

experience of over a quarter of a
entury—it’s your guarantee.,

amburg-American Cruises to all parts e,
of the world are under supervision ol J. 7
the Tourist Department which has the f & |

r O 4

Write for interesting hooklets givins
Sfull information.

HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE
41-45 Broadway, New York
Boston, Philadelphia, Pittsburg,

Chicago, St. Louis, San Francisco

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS

Castle Ruins on the River Rhine

MEDITERRANEAN TOURS %
CORONATION AXND GRAND SWISS TOU
LAND OF THE MIDNIGHT SUN

THE KE A'R‘:u\li(-l‘.
tain Iluwl
LAy nil &

the famous White Moun-

RAYMOND & WH

BOSTON NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA
306 Washington St. 225 Fifth Ave. 1005 Chestnut St.

Fsfableshed 15779

“Europe n 1911”

Trvazed all V" First Class"
bl f e Condinendt and

e England,  Only the
boxt Flotels wesed.

April 8th, Z\Id\ 10th, June 10th
R 2 2 June 13th
June 17th

Sixtern o her Tours in June, July and August covering the whole of Europe
AROUND THE WORLD—A YVEAR'S TOUR ; : ; Ju'y 5th

Six other World Tours September and later

THE RAYMOND & WILITCOME COUNTRY
LAVE HOTE

ND RESORT BUREAU ispre-
hotel or resort. Full
Vhitcomlb Company,

Sings at any
taymond &
\ enue, New York,

Which boolkiel may we send you?

ITCOMB CO.

PITTSBEURGH DETROIT
Oliver Building Majestic Building

eur) | rip Hbread!
i “PLANJITﬂ_NOW

The Coronation of King Georde and
the Expositions at Rome and Turin will

MAKE RESERVATIONS EARLY
LONDON PARIS — BREMEN
Express Steamers Every TUESDAY
Fast Mail Steamers Every THURSDAY
MEDITERRANEAN STEAMERS Sailing for

NAPLES—GENOA Every SATURDAY
with connections for ECYPT. INDIA and FAR EAST

BALTIMORE-BREMEN DIRECT SERVICE
One Catin Twin-Screw Steamers Sabng Every WEDNESDAY

WITHIN LESS THAN 10° OF THE POLE

32050 5.5, GROSSER KURFUERST ™
Leaving BREMEN JULY 18

Returming AUGUST 16 * Connecting from NewYork JULY Il
WRITE £08 u STRATED

CHANCE TOHUNT B|c GAME BEERIEH

BAEDEKEFI S GUIDE BOOKS

n the traveler wants, CHAR
SOINS; New York, are the agents of the |
carry o full ist.  Write for Circular and prices

Literary Criticism

take many to England and the Continent. Drama Mu sic Art

Editorials Finance

Science

Foreign Correspondence

Every week in “The foremost
critical journal of America”

Write for sample copies

T | THE NATION

NEW YORK CITY

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

In answering advertisements *:!;,nr menltion
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Yellowsione

The years drop away and one grows young in Yellowstone Park. In this
vast Rocky Mountain domain of 3,312 square miles, at an average eleva-
tion of 7,500 feet, are canyons, cataracts, geysers, hot springs---a store
house of wonders and curiosities. -No better place in all the world could
be found to commune with nature, rest the mind and rejuvenate the body.

Season 1911: June 15 to September 15

Five up-to-date hotels, including rustic Old Faithful Inn, and for this season
the magnificent new Grand Canyon Hotel, out-doing the most famous
resort places in its superb location, complete appointments and service.

Low Summer Tourist Fares

to Yellowstone Park, the Pacific Coast, Puget Sound and Columbia River regions.

Annual Rose Festival, Portland

June 3-10, 1911. Special Fares in effect May 29, 30 and 31. Return limit July 31. Other selling dates
for special tickets are: June 5, 6, 10 to 22; June 27 to July 5, account Int'l Sunday School Assn. and
Nat'l Educational Assn. meetings in San Francisco and Christian Church Convention in Portland. Full
particulars on request, with illustrated literature telling of the trip over the '‘Scenic Highway through th(':.
Land of Fortune.” Send 6 cents in stamps for *“Through Wonderland™ and *‘Yellowstone Park Hotels.’

| Northern Pacific Railway

A. M. CLELAND, General Passenser Agent, St. Paul

The New Grand Canyon Hotel

oy RN,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S M AGAZINT



FOOD

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 s@ the greatest and most
permanent advertising successes

would never have been built up.
BOTTLED AT THE SPRINGS, BUDA PEST, HUNGARY.

; QUNDS §
- wmrf ncuszcorfEE
DWINELL v_\-'i-_(lt;H_'I_' C_O

"iNELL . wiiGHT © “'!usu. wnmnf i
Wf ffIt’s the finest coffee in the world*’ .

WE WISH YOU to exactly understand the interest and enthusiasm that is bemg
aroused, all over the United States, in the splendid qualny and deliciousness of our

N Whl ife House Coffee

w lm h, securely packed in full net weight 1, 2 and 3 Ib. all-tin cans, only, is guaran-

-d to arnve at your "1-er~ in perfect condlhon
nstantly growing demand for hite House'" is so great that we are obliged 10 send out, annually, many hundreds
wular 1o the one sho ve, in order to satisly the thousands of people \\hu Have Famed how dependable it
fel If you are not naw u:mu ““White Houze™" and would like
t " ; w send vou, ABSOLUTELY FREE, a liberal sample, together
W |I wr " Tested ipes for Col d Te [ Sumply wnt\, to the nearer of our two addresses,
giving t'ﬂe name 0[ Yyour ¢roc id |m.r.lu)lmu. “Scribners.’

[ oan .'-r.'."n’r"_ adverfisentents I_.*r,“'r f,"\(- .f.‘f."f’ﬂ.“.'fl".”_-'.' {R;{H\ff\’\ MAGAZINE
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FOOD PRODUCTS

The water that keeps you well

HAT causes rheumatism, gout, and

Bright's disease?  Why do stones form in
the l-;it.ll"!t'.‘}'r-‘s and g‘:l“—n]llt"l? \‘\Il)’ i1s there so much sickness
i winter and early spring?

Doctors tell us it is 1.11'.;1']‘\‘ because pr'n];lc: do not drink
the right kind of water, and enough of it

There’s a spring in Virginia that sends up a delightful
water,—pure, clear and soft, but with hardly any peculiar
taste.  You might drink it for years without noticing any-
thing about it, unless it occurred to you to wonder why jyox
I never had trouble with your liver, kidneys, or bladder,—no
gout, no rheumatism, no dyspepsia, no headaches, no diges-
tive or nervous troubles, such as your friends complain of.

Quite likely you might not think of the water as the
cause at all.

Most people are not wise enouch to keep on drinking
when it merely Lecps them well.  In fact, people rarely ask
what makes them well until they get sick.

Are you wise enouch to use Buffalo Lithia Springs
Water merely because when you do you stay well?

Burraro Litrra Srrivgs \WATER (S

anatural mineral water, from the his-
toric Duffalo Lithia Springs in Vir-
ginia. Ttisknown the world over forits
peculiar medicinal powers, especially
inrheumatism, gout, gravel, diahetes,
Lright's disease, gall.-stones, and all
discases caused by uric acid.
It is bottled in a medern sanitary
plant right at the springs, just as it
bubbles from the rock, pure and
unadulterated, under the direction
of a competent bacteriologist.

It is put up in new sterilized half-
gallon bottles, which are wewer ¥ofrlled,
Lach cork bears a seaL with tlus
TRADE-MARK stamped on it.

It is sold everywhere by leading
druggists, grocers, and mineral water
dealers.

Write To-pay for booklet telling
what this water has done for peopie
with your trouble. ) i

1f not on sale near you, write us, giv-
iz your dealer’s name, and we will
sce that you are supplied.

(renpanteed wnder the Pura Food and Drug
i, e Gl JU0G, Sermal Koo 10,055,

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER (0

BUFFALO LITHIA
SPRINGS, VIRGINIA

“In answering advertisemen!s please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Users of WELCH'.S are

Enthusiasts

HE day you try WELCH'S at the |
soda fountain or in your home, the |
minute you serve it in a punch or shcrbet
or any other form, you become a
WELCH enthusiast.

Users of WELCH'S knoaw it is the Jutce
of the finest Concord grapes grown, that
we pay a bomus over the regular d"uly
market price in order to get our choice of
Chautauqua’s choicest.

Invalids relish it; it helps them get well,

Children love it, and you may let ’
them have all they want. 0.

f

We are glad to send, immediately,
our free booklet of WELCH grape
juice recipes, telling of many delicious
desserts and drinks, if you will write

\

us for it.
1 Your dealer will supply vyou with
\«VE[(.E! 5. -\Hk him for it. Always say

Trial 4 oz, bottle by mail,

10c, Trial case of 12 pints,
east of Omaha, $3.00.

express f:cc

‘ “WELCH'S.'

The Welch Grape Juice Co.
Westfield, N. Y.

— S —A———

S FOOD PRODUCTS

!

i \

/5,%/

~ 88 HD;MMS- \\

“ Gee, this is a funny place for your nest!”
“Not il you always want {o be home on time.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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It is the impurity or adulteration
in cod liver oil that makes it
offensive to taste and smell.

SpringTonic

Eat plain food take plenty of fresh air and outdoor
exercise, and dnnk an occasional bottle of

to stimulate the sluggish organs to health
ful activity and infuse the genial glow of
health into every nerve, muscle, and fibre
of the body. Evans’ Ale makes rich red
blood and promotes a condition of well-
being that enhances the joy of living.
Nature's tonic in the most enjoyable form.

is just pure cod liver oil—free from dis-
guise, because none is needed. The
PURITY of Moller's Qil makes it

Free from Disagreeable Taste or Odor

It is this puritv that makes Moller's Oil so digest=
ible and without that nauseous "‘repeat.
The genuine is sold ONLY in flat, oval bottles,
imported from Norway, bearing the name of

Schieffelin & Co., New York, Sole Agents

in “Splits” as well as regular size bottles
Hotels, Clubs, Restaurants, Saloons, and Dealers

C. H. EVANS & SONS )

Established 1786 HUDSON, N. Y.

ORIGINAL GENUINE - Dellclous. Invigorating

HORLICK’S "2 Mix
The Food-Drink for all ages.
Better than Tea or Coffee.

Rich milk and malted-grain extract, in powder. A quick lunch. Keep it on your sideboard at home.

& Avoid In Imitations — Ask for ** HORUGK 18?7 Everywhere

CRESCA DELICACIES

Interesting foods, things that are different and appetising, dainties
from far lands — described and pictured in our ecolor booklet
Cresca Fmp]gn Luncheons " with recipes, sent for Ze. stamp.

CRESCA COMPANY Importers,345 Greenwich St,,N. Y.

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

Your grocer or dealer can supply you

Sold everywhere— —

PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO.
RHEIMS, N. Y.

Oldest and Largest Champagne House in America.

(2)

In answering advertisements please menlion SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE -



FOOD PRODUCTS s

When On An Outing

There comes a craving for an appetizing meal. Use

LEA & PERRINS

s A U cE o ‘ A ;

THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE

n

—

It gives that world-famed flavor for which it
has been celebrated ftor four generations. See
that the luncheon outfit is supplied with
Lea & Perrins Sauce. Fish, Game, Stews,
Gravies and all outing dlshes are made far
more appetizing and d:gestlble by its use.

It Settles the Flavoring Problem of :' 3
Camp Cookmg ‘ =

Joun Duncan’s Sons, Agents, New York L TTEEESSE s

Other Wilbur Creations are :
Velour — American Milk — Dessert—Sweet
| Clover Chocolate — and Wilbur's Cocoa
f‘! H. l] WILBUR & SONS, Inc., Mirs., Phd.!r]olnhld PJ .

— s - == — B it o G P

f—mmmm

The Healthful Home Table Water

HETHER taken for the mere pleasure in drinking it, or for the bencficial
\/ eflects derived from 1is strongly alkaline properties, 1_1.auni-mdurry 1s

the table water of superiority
Our new bottle seal guarantees original purity and natural flavor.

The sparkling (cile rvescent) in thx usnal three sizes,  The still
(plainy in half-gallon Lottles
LONDONDERRY LITHIA SPRING WATER CO.,
Nashua, N. H.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



No Laundry Terrors for

Hriangle
S5-PLY CSIIa I's

Triangle Collars are stitched and
tailored into shape and cannot laun-
der out of shape. The three flexible

intetlinings—ordinary collars have but one

or two—the scientific notching at bending
points to prevent cracking—the Stout Stay that
reinforces the buttonhole, make Triangle Collars
impervious to laundry assaults.

Same price as any Two for 25¢. collar.
In Canada Three for 50c. If your dealer
doesn’'t keep them, send us his name
and 50c. for four. Write for "Key to
Correct Dress™ and sample buttonhole
with Stout Stay.
VAN ZANDT, JACOBS & CO.

614 River Street, Troy, N. Y., U.5. A.

The Cdllars of Q_ualﬂ:y

The high grade magazines have done more
than any other mediums toward bringing about
the purchase of 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 of the time
in their wearing apparel as well as in their
reading.

234 IN HIGH.

Silk Gloves are the standard of perfection, con-
taining all the up-to-date features, and in addition
the Niagara Process, which greatly increases the
wearing life of the fine silk fabric.

They are made of absolutely pure silk in the most fashionable
co!orlrlg&‘ lhey come both long and shorl, plam and embroi-
dered, and the entire glove, as well as the guaranteed finger
tips, will mve perfect satisfaction.

The success of the A"iagara Maid Silk Glove has been
so great that we are now making Niagara Maid Sik
Underwear, a combination of snug-htting elegance with re-
markable service.  Niagara Glove Silk Hoslcry and Scarfs
are made of the same h1gh-c[a55 mat:nal in a great variely
of colors. Your retaller will be o show thcrn to you.
If he cannot, write us and we wﬁl 1c|1 you \-\-hc‘r: you can
secure Niagara Maid Silk Products in your community.

NIAGARA SILK MILLS
Dept. F, North Tonawanda, N. Y.

New York San Francisco Chicago
- o

READ

J. B. ELWELL’S
AUCTION BRIDGE

Its Principles, Rules and Laws Explained
and Ilustrated

12mo, $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.35

CHARLES FIFTH
SCRIBNER’S AVENUE
SONS NEW YORK

= re——

106
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ARTICLES OF WEAR

Our name is as good on our
clothing as it is on a check.

That's why New York men
have kept our retail business
growing steadily for over forty
years.

Style our clothes have as a
matter of course.

But under the style is always
Quality and Value.

Is that the sort of clothes you
want for this Spring’s wear ?

Ready at our New York
stores and in many other cities
at one first class clothier’s.

Rogers Peet & Company

New York City

258 Broadway 842 Broadway 1302 Broadway
at Warren St. at 13th St. at 34th St.

.

In answering advertisements p!c‘}imﬁrn(frm SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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/s your ﬂ@xt San‘
or overcoaz‘ %
to be a &W

“ ,’ - This Label 1'\1'9;;3-56' r
f QI/I /OC‘ @o

] NOMETAL
(AN TOUCH
YOU

{

Look :
Jor Name

'/ PARIS

g onever vy Garer
25¢-50%
A SteiNn&Co Makers

302 Center Ave.
CHICAGO. U.S A

‘.

Danbury Rodd

Aviator
By Frederick Palmer

Fhustrated L .70

A RAPID, THRILLING NARRATIVE

The herostands as the ideal driver of the aero
plane; a Kpight-Errant of the Tuture—ofl the
vomine era of aerial navioation, e seeks qd- |
venture and the ideal woman.  He linds hoth. |

The I"nll"l-.i-_\ = “Hahible, ]Inh||l|-! holible, hohihle!

CHARLES SOCRIBNER'S SONS

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE
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‘‘A RECORD FLIGHT
FROM THE ALPS TO AMERICA"

MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

L ———————— fm |.||||||||||||r( |'||'||'|||||||||'||||||lflI'I'h'h
H . "lhn\hhu.m i "IH‘IH\'UH l"‘ (r ( "\"
|| | | i _— |I it
ey o s - ‘
M‘W ho ‘h‘i‘\"\‘\‘\\'
na N
‘||| ||| :. .l! Il \,|\||I!|I‘||‘|‘-‘
\ il || | | || il One of the secrets of Owen ‘r”'h\"”

N A - . . |

|| |‘ } !' Wi | Comfort is the large 42-inch M“ ‘H
M i |||“|'H| i wheels. A small wheel sinks hh"h‘i
TR into - small depressions and W”H
Hein ruts; a large wheel passes over W HI‘

A as if the roads were smooth. |‘ ‘

l, II The other reasons are: Light H

It "'I‘ il weight, allowing easy springs; 'i!‘;"i:

i AN Long-stroke motor (6-inch) work- |}/
. (e | il | ing slowly and smoothly; Left- "'HH
H' I :;f'_”"' ' hand drive with center control, ‘ |,‘ |
‘.“..'i | (e which gives ease of operation. i
(R Economy — that is comfortable |||/l
| | -?FJ“ £ L
il m ]l also. (i
f $3200 for this unusual car. it
iil”"'«,_.“. [ Send f S |‘||
[ end for catalogue. I ‘
il IHF‘S‘;T}’#_’ R M Owen & Company Lansing Michigan '!‘ || ‘
| m'*‘ﬂ‘&g:ﬁ;ﬂ;ﬁl C':'é”'*[l't;al;':" Reo Motor Car Company || |

il
i

|||..
1 HitH

\ !l\

|
'um“ Sl |L| -, iy
\

l|'l
* muy

i

\

\|||H\l

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTIST I 111

INETETEEFTTONMNRCIL:

L AT

AMERICAN BANK NOTE

PLAYING CARDS

LR

‘ ‘ Then you call for playing cards, just ask them to bring you
the kind with the Bank Note backs. Itisa sure way to get
the full measure of satisfaction from your play.

It means you will have American Bank They are the best playing cards yet produced
Note plaving cards, the newest, prettiest, to sell at 25 cents a pack. Made in regular

most perfect cards yet produced. and fabric finish; standard and narrow sizes:

LT ETERRRRTTOELA AR

Your pll'::lSlll‘{_’ in their use comes from their also many new t]t‘hi;,“'ﬂﬁ mn I;iL:ELlTC backs with
design and finish as well as their wonderful gold edges, which sell at 50 cents a pack.

durability. Your confidence in them rests Let your dealer show you these playing

on the reputation of the American Bank Note cards and you will see why they are superior
Company, whose engraving and printing is the to any other playing cards yet made. Buya
standard of excellence all over the world. pack today while you are thinking of it. If

The backs of these cards are made from he has not yet placed them in stock, send us
steel engraved designs, similar to those which 25 cents in stamps for sample pack, or 50 cents
the American Bank Note (¢ mpany uses in if you want one with picture back. Say which
printing issues of bonds, stock certificates and kind you want, and write your name and ad-
other securities. dress plainly.  Address

AMERICAN BANK NOTE COMPANY

70 BROAD STREET, NEW YORK
““Look for the Eagle’s Head.”’

NN
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You Can’t Go Wrong When
You Buy A STAR. There
Are Five Reasons Why.

I. STAR Blades are forged from the
finest Sheffield steel. They are hand
made and individually made through-
out. You can't get a better blade.
They take a marvelously keen edge—
and keep it. Many STAR blades have
been used constantly for over twenty
years.

STAR Blade Clip is self-adjusting.
It insures always perfect alignment of
the blade. No other safety razor has
this necessary device.

STAR Lather Cup affords ample

room for the accumulation of lather

while shaving. If you have ever used .
the ordinary safety razor you know the i
convenience this means. ]

STAR Frame Hinges make clean-
ing easy and quick. Fingers are not
plastered with lather. Razor 1s always
clean. Simply turn back the frame and
run water through it. Then snap into
place agam.

STAR Guarantee means that if you
are not sahished with a STAR ycu

purchase, you can send il direct to us
and have it replaced or your money
refunded, as you wish. You take no

risk when you buy. The STAR must

make good.

If your dealer doesn’t sell the STAR, write us
PRICE, AS
ILLUSTRATED $3-75

Other Styles from $1.50 to $20.

KAMPFE BROTHERS +9FE &
8-12 Reade St. S X %
New York City X X

I answering advertisements please wmention SCRIBNER'S YAGAZINE
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Lugger Landing on the Missi sippl, New (rleans

HE Shapemaker suit, and the button-through overcoat; two of our
lively styles for young men.

Hart Schaffiner & Marx
Good Clothes Makers
Chicago Boston New York

|
Copyright by Hart Schaffner & Marx
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ricanWoolen Company

“OF THE PEOPLE” Because: We are responsible for the welfare of thirty
thousand American workmen, who rely on our annual pay-roll exceeding
$13,000,000.

“BY THE PEOPLE” Brcause: We are accountable to over twelve thousand

stockholders, whose investment receives due share in our acquired profits.

“FOR THE PEOPLE” Because: Through our organization, the American
people employ their methods and their machinery to manufacture annually
more than ffty million yards of dependable fabrics, at a price that would be
impossible on any smaller scale of production. It is your co-operation which

enables us to produce this cloth.

Will pon in turn demand it?
Order the Cloth as well as the Clolhes

AMERICAN WOOLEN COMPANY OF NEW YORK

J. CLIFFORD WOODHULL, Selling Adent
American Woolen Bldg., 18th to 19th St., on 4th Ave., N. Y.

In answering advertisements }‘J?eu_st’ mention SCRIB NER'S MAGAZINE
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- ,'.\ ECAUSE “Standard” Guaranteed Plumbing Fixtures possess every

X atribute of perfect sanitary equipment, they insure comfort and economy,
and enhance a building’s value.
tiles into the wall and floor, allowing absolutely no space for moisture or dirt.
There is no occasion to clean under or back of it, and water splashed on

The “Srandard” Bath illustrated above,

the walls drains into the bath. This fixture is being rapidly adopted by those who
appreciate the utmost beauty and refinement and the highest degree of sanitation.

Genuine “Standard” fixtures for the home and for
Schodls, Office Buildings, Public Institutions, etc., are
identified by the Green and Gold Label with one excep-
tion. There are two classes of our Guaranteed Baths,
the Green and Gold Label Bath and the Red and
Black Label Bath, The Green and Gold Label Bath

Sendfor a copy of cur beautiful book “"Madern Bathraoms

is triple enameled. It is guaranteed for five years.
The Red and Black Label Bath is double enam-
eled. It is guaranteed for two years. If you would
avoid dissausfaction and expense, install guaranteed
fixtures.  All fixtures purporting to be ‘“Standard”
are spurtous unless they bear our guarantee label.

It will prove of invaluable assistance in the planming of your bath-

room, kitchen or laundry. Many modelrooms are illustrated costing from $78 10 §600. This valuable book s sentfor 6c. postage.

PITTSBURGH PA

Standard Sanitary Tfo. Co.

OFFICES ,\sm SHOWROOMS—New York: 35-37 West 31st St.; Chicago: 415 Ashland Block: Phitadeiphia; 112
; Pittsburgh: 949 Penn Ave.; St Louis: 100-2 N. Fourth 5t S0
Joseph Sts Montreal, Can.: 215 Coristine Building: Boston: John Hancock Building: Louisville: 31 .
Houston, Tex.: Preston and Smith Streete; San Francise

mend St.,
Read, S. E.; London: 53 Holborn Viaduct, E. C.;

: Nashviile: 315-317 Tenth ¢

Dept. C

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAG

AZINE
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We repeat: The price of
lvory Soap is the same as it
was ten, fifteen, yes, twenty
years ago.

The quality is the same.
The weight is the same.

When you remember that
the price of almost every other
article used in the household
is considerably higher than it
was a few years ago, do you
not think we are justified in
saying that Ivory Soap costs
less than at any time in the
past?

Ivory Soap -99**ico Per Cent.Pure




Evaporated Milk

Superior to fresh milk

and keeps pure longer

Libby’s Evaporated Milk is

~ simply pure fresh country milk

from which the water has been
evaporatecl. Add enough water
to thin it to the consistency of
milk and it is then ready for

- cooking or table use.

It is cheaper, purer and
better than fresh milk for
all household uses.

——
Ask your grocer

for Libby’s
FEvaporated




§ BUILD YOUR BODY RIGHT

on G e=Nuis |
"THERES A REASON"}
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