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Advertisements 

On this page and page 4 will be found each month a list of all 
advertisements in the issue. Alphabetically arranged and grouped 
under special headings you have here, for instant reference, the 
names of products of the best manufacturers in the country. 

Scribner's Magazine is practically alone in the arrangement 
and classification of its advertising pages. The marked advan
tage of our plan to readers and advertisers alike becomes more 
apparent each month. Test the real service of our department 
classification for yourself. Compare the general order of the 
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other magazine you read. The result will be that you will find 
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T o w e r m a n E. F . 
Heide, of the Rock 
Island Lines, for 10 
years has carried a 
Hamilton Watch that 
is highly satisfactory. 

Where Accurate 
Time is Vital 

W . E . Brown, an
other Rock I s l a n d 
Towerman, who has 
for 6 years carried a 
Hamil ton that is fa
mous for its accuracy. 

The selection of a watch is not 
a case of sentiment or fad with 
railroad men. Their watches 
must be the best. Both men 

shown above carry Hamiltons and that they are just two out of 
many thousands of Hamilton owners on railroads is proven by 
this fact: O v e r one-half (almost 56%) of the m e n on Ameri 
can Railroads maintaining Official T i m e Inspection carry 

" The Railroad Timekeeper of America " 

I f y o u w a n t a w a t c h as a c c u r a t e as the w a t c h e s these m e n c a r r y b u y a 
H a m i l t o n . T h e H a m i l t o n 12-size s h o w n h e r e is t h e most a c c u r a t e a n d t h i n n e s t 
19 o r 2 3 j e w e l 12-size w a t c h m a d e in A m e r i c a . T h i s size sold c o m p l e t e on ly . 

Write for "The Timekeeper'-
Hamil ton Watches are made 

in standard watch sizes and sold 
by leading jewelers everywhere. 
Vour jeweler can fit yourpresent 
watch c a s e w i t h a Hamilton 
movement if you desire. ^Prices 
of movements only, $12.25 to * 
$60.00. Prices of com
plete w a t c h e s timed 
and adjusted in the case 
at the factory, $38.50 to 
$125.00. 

H A M I L T O N W A T C H 
C O M P A N Y 

. Lancaster, Pa. 

a book about watches, containing 
advice about how to buy a watch 
that everyone interested in the 
purchase of a fine watch can 
profitably read. It contains pic
tures, descriptions and price list 

h ^ of various Hamilton Models. 

Hamilton Watch 
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The November 
The beginning of the series of articles on 

Germany and the 
Germans 

From an American Point of View 

By PRICE COLLIER 
Author of "England and the English from an American Point 

of View " 

These articles promise to be the most talked 
about and interesting literary event of the coming 
months . They deal with Germany, with the Em
peror, with German political and h o m e life, with 
the s ame fearlessness that marked the English 
articles. The evident spirit of fairness, of genuine 
admiration for the great things Germany has 
accomplished, their surprising array of impres
sive facts, and their touches of shrewd wit and 
sa rcasm m a k e them mighty entertaining and 
instructive reading. The first article 

The Indiscreet 
is a study of the character and influence of the 

German Emperor, 
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SCRIBNER 
Stevensoniana 

More Letters and other Personal Papers of Robert 
Louis Stevenson 

E d i t e d b y S i r SIDNEY COLVIN 

On the Trails of the Coureurs de Bois 
Another romantic chapter in " T h e French in the Heart of America," 
by Dr. John Finley. 

Senator Lodge's—Some Early Memories 
The w a r and his college days at Harvard. A vivid and graphic 
picture of the impression the war made upon the mind of a boy. 

College Life 
By Paul van Dyke. A frank statement of what college life really means , 
and of the things that are most frequently criticised by the unknowing. 

The City and Civilization 
By Brand Whitlock. An able defence of wha t the city has done for 
the advancement of mankind. 

Parisian Cafes 
By Francis Wilson Huard. Illustrated by Maud Squires. 

The Thanksgiving Matinee 
A story of the stage by Virginia Tracy. 

Of His Own Country 
By H. A. Bashford. A story of the great Northwest. 

7 
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Jack London's Great New Novel 

S M O K E 
BELLEW 
J A C K L O N D O N 

SMOKE 
BELLEW 

A splendid tale of love and adventure 
in the Klondike, with the lure of the 
Klondike's ice-bound treasures and the 
zest of a strong man's joy in life's ele
mental things pictured as only Jack 
London can picture them. 
There is the love of woman in it too, 
such love as the men and women of this 
world of civilization do not know. 

FAR THE BEST STORY 
JACK LONDON HAS WRITTEN 

Illustrations by P. J. Monahan. Price $1.30 net, postage 12 cents 

Jean Webster's Exquisite Story 

DADDY-
LONG-LEGS 

Many liked the author's "When Patty Went 
to College." Many more will delight in 
this new story. 
There has been no such cleverly unusual and hu
morous tale since "Molly-Make-Believe." The hero
ine is an electric bundle of spicy originality; and her 
letters to her "Dear Daddy-Long-Legs" are delicious 
in their quaint originality and fun, and overflow with 
the joy of growing-up experiences, to a dramatic, 
altogether unexpected, and delightfully satisfying last 
page. 
The illustrations are very funny—they are the author's 
own. Price $1.00 net, postage 8 cents. 

THE CENTURY GO. Union Square NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The New Book by the Author of 
MRS. WIGGS OF T H E CABBAGE P A T C H " 

A ROMANCE OF 
BILLY-GOAT HILL 

By Alice Hegan Rice 

A Great Story—Her Best 
Everybody adores "Lady"—her irascible father, the 
servants on the tumble-down Southern estate, every 
man who sees her. There are some very quaint but 
very human folk in the book. There is a wealth of 
sunshiny humor. There are exquisite touches of deli
cate pathos. The combination of Cabbage Patch philos
ophy and high romance is irresistible. 

Delightful illustrations. Price $1.25 net, postage rj cents. 

THE CENTURY GO. Union Square NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

9 
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THE PICTURES 
OF POLLY 

By M a r y King Courtney 

Illustrated by 

Will Foster 

Virginal and dewy-fresh, all rosy with 
the soft radiance of delectable youth, this 
story comes tripping with laughter—a new 
kind, a new name. I t is the fun of love, 
of iridescent l ove ; the delicate tracery of 
coquetry, its text to-lean-upon-love-and-
keep-your-humor-dry — a story that sings 
itself into one's heart. 

I t ought to have been written in violet 
i n k — a n d yet beyond its laughter and its 
fun, beyond the moonlight of its tender 
witchery, there glows the passionate feeling, 
the ardent wooing, the d a r i n g — n a k e d and 
u n a s h a m e d — w h i c h marks the dawn of pal
pitant first love. 

Post 8vo, cloth, $1.00 net. 

The Man in 
Lonely Land 

By Kate Langley Bosher 

Author of 

" L Mary C a r y , " "Miss Gibbie Gaul t , " etc. 

" E x c e l s its predecessors in style."— 
Boston Transcript. 

"A dainty romance daintily unfolded." 
—New York World. 

"A quaint and winsome tale of modern 
society, redolent of humor, engaging in 
fancy."—Philadelphia North American. 

"A pretty, lovable story . . . lingers long 
in the mind."—Chicago Record-Herald. 

" Marked by the same sweet simplicity 
and naturalness as ' M a r y Cary . ' "—San 
Francisco Bulletin. 

Frontispiece. Post 8vo, cloth, $1.00 net. 

THE VOICE 
By Margaret D e l a n d 

Author of 

" T h e Iron W o m a n . " 

" T h e Awakening of Helena Ritchie," etc. 

A new Dr. Lavendar story and a new 
heroine—two Margare t Deland treats which 
make the perfect holiday book for reading 
or giving. By way of good measure, this 
story is located in old Chester. Phil l ippa 
is the g i r l — a n old-fashioned little thing, 
full of pleasant silences and soft gaiety and 
simple, startling truth-telling. H e r father 
is a religious fanatic, and her lover is the 
orthodox village parson whose unconscious 
affection for Phil l ippa is most skilfully por
trayed. The parson 's wooing of Phil l ippa 
is quite the quaintest and most charming 
story Mrs. Deland has yet told. 

Crown 8vo, ill., $1.00 net. 

Greyfriars Bobby 
By Eleanor Atk inson 

If you enjoy a story that stirs your 

deeper nature — that starts things tingling 

'way down at the bot tom of your emotional 

s torehouse—read "Greyfriars Bobby." I t ' s 

the story of a little dog and his fr iends— 

a little silver-haired terrier whose fame 

reached even Queen Victoria on her throne. 

The story is absolutely true, and is told in 

a wonderfully delightful and sympathet ic 

fashion. 

Frontispiece. 8vo, cloth, $1.20 net. 

HARPER & BROTHERS 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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MARK TWAIN—A Biography 
The Personal and Literary Life of 

Samuel Langhorne Clemens 

By ALBERT 
BIGELOW PAINE 

More fascinating than fiction, this true 
story of a strange and unfixed life is 
like no other biography the world has 
known. It is as full of fun and humor 
and rollicking anecdote as the writings 
of Mark Twain himself and as diver
sified—for this Great Author and Phi
losopher was ever the plaything of a 
whimsical fate that mingled tragedy and 
adventure and laughter and failure and 
success in swift following sequence. 

The very preparation for the writing 
of the work was a romance. Six years 
the author gave to the work, traveling-
halfway round the world to follow in the footsteps of his subject, to 
visit every haunt in Europe or America; and four years of the time the 
two—he whose biography was to be written, and he who was to write it— 
lived in close daily association. 

What intimate suggestion, what wise and frivolous comment, what 
charm of living quality this has given to the work, only he who reads 
may say. A few chapters have been published in Harper 's Magazine. 

And above all—this picture of a life is no eulogy; there is no false 
hero worship. In his dedication Mr. Paine makes clear his fixed pur
pose " t o write history rather than eulogy." 

The result is one of the great biographies of all time. 

mark twain 

Octavo, Cloth, Full Gilt Backs, Gilt Tops, {in a box), Library Edition, 3 Vols., $7 net. 
Also Crown Octavo, in the Uniform Red Cloth, Trade Edition, 3 Vols., $6 net. 

H A R P E R B R O T H E R S 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Street Called Straight 
By the author of "The Inner Shrine" 

" Standing out above the mass of recent fiction, The Street Called Straight bids fair to have 
more than the brief vogue of the best seller. The plot is a subtle study in character and the 
end is a happy one. It is one book in a thousand."—Portland Evening Express. 

Eight Illustrations by Orson Lowell. Post 8vo, cloth, $1.35 net. 

The Moth By William Dana Orcutt 
Author of "The Spell," "The Lever," etc. 

A vivid, picturesque story pulsating with the joys and sorrows of 
every-day life. The story is chiefly concerned with the character, 
life, and temptations of a very beautiful and spirited girl, who 
attempts to defy the conventions. 

With Frontispiece. Post 8vo, cloth, $1.30 net. 

The Red Lane By Holman Day 
Author of "King Spruce," " T h e Ramrodders," etc. 

Love, daring and romantic adventure all figure in this thrilling 
tale of the Canadian border. The scenes are dramatic, the setting 
picturesque, and the theme is of striking force, giving this author 
of humor and philosophy new opportunity for virile life pictures. 

Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, $1.35 net. 

Charge It From " The Moth " 
Copyright, 1912, Harper & Brothers 

This is what might be called the American fairy-tale : the young man going forth upon his 
lonely adventure; his struggles, his years of obscurity; and then the skyrocket rise to success— 
the clerk becomes the magnate, the drudge becomes an Olympian. 

Illustrated. Over 400 pages. Post 8vo, cloth, $1. 7 j net. 

The Woman of It By Mark Lee Luther 
A highly amusing story of the every-day social life at Washington—not the brilliant panorama 

of official functions, but the real every-day social life of the capital with its fussy formalities and 
glaring incongruities, as seen by the unsophisticated wife of a new Congressman. 

Post 8vo, cloth, $1.30 net. 

HARPER & BROTHERS 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

By Irving Bacheller 
Author of " Eben Holden," "Keep ing Up With Lizzie," etc. 

The fun and philosophy of " Keeping Up With Lizzie" is even excelled in these new "pages, 
which reveal the wonderfully interesting doings of some of the same people. There are scores 
of humorously thoughtful scenes, and a delicate love story through all. 

Illustrated. i2mo, cloth, $1.00 net. 

The Olympian By James O p p e n h e i m 
Author of " T h e Nine-tenths" 
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In Five 
Volumes 

A History of the 
American 
People 

WOODROW 
WILSON 

' T p H E annals of historical literature record no more 
brilliant and masterful piece of writing than 

Woodrow Wilson's epoch-making work. I t is m o n u 
mental in character and scope, and represents the 
genius of the greatest historical writer of the 
present time. € | T h e most perfect series of maps 
in color ever published, showing the territorial growth, 
political changes, and general development of the 
United States. There is a full-page portrait of every 
President from Washington to Roosevelt, facsimile re-
WE NOW OFFER productions of rare manu-
T^y™l?Xt^;Z scripts, state papers and gov-
paid, on receipt of $1.00, and 
enter your name as a subscriber 
for both H A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

and H A R P E R ' S B A Z A R for one 

year .a tno additional cost toyou. 
If you do not like the books 
when they reach you, send them 
back at our expense and we will 
return the $1.00. If you do like 
them send us $1.00 every month 
for eleven months. 

P. S.—HARPER'S W E E K L Y 

may be substituted for H A R 
P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E , 

HARPER a 
BROTHERS 

1 r Franklin Square 
records, to - / New Y « » * 

Gentlemen: Please send me, 
all charges prepaid, A HIS-

l U I l l t l U U t ) / TORY OF T H E AMERICAN 
PEOPLE, Five Volumes, Cloth 

Biiidtn-g-.subjectto ten days'approval, 
and also enter my subscription to both 

H A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E and H A R P E R ' S 
B A Z A R for one year, for which I enclose 

$1.00 and agree to send you $1.00 a month 
until the total price, $12.00, is paid, if the 

Chapman,Christy 

gether with 
ill ustrations by Pyle, 
Remington, Fenn, 

oth( ana many otners 
Harper & Brothers 

Address 

A Catalogue of Our Standard Sets of Books will be sent you upon request 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

W e will send you the entire set 
of five volumes, all charges pre-
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Dame Fashion, come hither, I pray, 

Let me whisper a word in your ear : 

I'm g lad hobble skirts are passee, 

I'm glad that the panniers are here. 
CAROLYN WELLS IN HARPER S BAZAR 

Will the waist 
be higher? 
What 
about the pannier? 
Which way 
will the sleeve go ? 
To tell you 
this is why there 
are 16 pages 
in color, 
and pages and 
pages besides, 
about clothes 
in the new 
Autumn Fashion 
Number 
of Harper's Bazar. 
Paris gowns? 
Oh yes! 
but also the gowns 
most of us wear. 
Special Illustrated 
Articles on 
Making Over Last Year's 
Gowns on 
This Year's Models 
and 
Helps for the Woman 
Who Makes 
Her Own Clothes. 

Yes, it's 
Frivolous, this 

October Bazar, 
but something,else, too. 

A couple of love 
stories, one by 

Baronesss von Hutten. 
Also, Julia C. R. Dorr's 

delightful memories 
and James Oppenheim's 

solution of the 
nervous child problem. 

Four 
Prayers for Little People, 

by John Martin, 
and a 

heart-stirring personal 
experience, 
My Mother 

Didn't Tell Me. 
You will like a 

short story, 
" The Deserter," that 

means something, and the 
big serial, 

"As Caesar's Wife." 
Then the prize - winners 

in" The Wife's Share" 
help you hit 

the high cost of living. 

©(SIP©® HIS 

harper's 

bazar 
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Encyclopaedia Making is Now 
at an endl — 

For twenty years Encyclopaedia publishers have been trying to produce a Loose-Leaf 
Encyclopaedia knowing this to be the only way to keep an Encyclopaedia always up 
to date and have a work that would NEVER GROW OLD. The great difficulty has 
been to invent a Loose-Leaf binder that would be appropriate for a library volume. 

Perpetual Loose -Leaf 

ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
l&Research Bureau for Special Information 

Has Solved the Problem! 

g. U. 6. Pat Office ^ B 
T h a t L i t t l e Bar a n d N u t h a s so lved t h e p r o b l e m . 
It h a s p u t all o t h e r Encyc lopaed ias o u t of d a t e ! 

Bound in 12 Handsome Volumes 

In 1907, T h o m a s Nelson & Sons—es tab l i shed 
for over a h u n d r e d years in E d i n b u r g h , Scot 
l a n d — perfected a n d pa t en t ed a Loose-Leaf 
Binder, a volume so pract icable tha t by simply 
t u rn ing a nu t the p a g e s a re loosened, when the 
old a n d obsolete p a g e s can b e easily r emoved 
and the new p a g e s subst i tu ted. T h e pub l i she r s 
issue to subscr ibers , twice a year , no t less t h a n 
250 revised pages—in M a r c h and in Oc tobe r— 
thereby m a k i n g Nelson ' s Encyclopaedia always 
new and abreas t of the t imes. By m e a n s of 
the Loose-Leaf b ind ing device, Ne l son ' s E n c y 
clopaedia conta ins the very latest informat ion, 
while the o ther Encyclopaedias quickly g row old. 

NELSON'S IS T H E ONLY A U T H E N T I C AND RE
LIABLE ENCYCLOPAEDIA because it is the only one that 
is new and can be kept new. 

NELSON'S R E S E A R C H BUREAU supplies—FREE— 
any special information required by owners of Nelson's En
cyclopaedia—the ONLY institution of its kind in the world ! 

With NELSON'S LOOSE-LEAF ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
and the services of NELSON'S RESEARCH BUREAU 
F O R SPECIAL I N F O R M A T I O N you have at your com

mand—positively guaranteed to you—all the available infor
mation and knowledge of the world. 

Upwards of a million dollars have been spent and more 
than 1,200 specialists in all parts of the world engaged to 
make Nelson's the supreme authority for those who know 
or who want to know. Nelson's has been approved and adopted 
as an authority bv U. S. Government Departments, Universi
ties, Colleges, Libraries and School Boards throughout the 
country. 

N E L S O N ' S contains a complete account of the Republ ican, Democrat ic and Pro- , 
gressive National Conventions of 1 9 1 2 , with the National Platforms. / 

If You Buy NELSON'S You will never Need to Buy Another / 
F o l l o w i n g a r e a m o n g t h e U . S . D e p a r t m e n t s a n d C o l l e g e s n o w u s i n g N e l s o n ' s : f 

B u r e a u of C h e m i s t r y 
D e p a r t m e n t of J u s t i c e 
C o m m e r c e a n d L a b o r 
D e p a r t m e n t o f S t a t e 
Corne l l U n i v e r s i t y 

War D e p a r t m e n t 
I n d i a n B u r e a u 
B u r e a u of C o r p o r a t i o n s 
N a t i o n a l M u s e u m L i b r a r y 
U n i v e r s i t y o f R o c h e s t e r 

U n i v e r s i t y of Cal i fornia 
U n i v e r s i t y of M i c h i g a n 
W e a t h e r B u r e a u 
N a v y D e p a r t m e n t 
A r m y Service S c h o o l Dept. 28K. 

Reclamation Service ^ 
Chief Signal Office " 
Harvard University w 
Knox College! f 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ Public Libraries / 
NELSON'S ENCYCLOP/EDIA is endorsed by newspapers, magazines, scholars, and literary workers f 
in all parts of the world. Following are a few examples of thousands on file: ' > 

-TV AT- ^ t T- * before I decide 
The New York Tzmessays: "Nelson 's never / on any Encyclo-

grows old, is never antiquated. It will give > padia, please send me 
answer years after its publication to the most AT portfolio containing 
modern of queries." f sample pages and full 

-,, , . T , , , . , f information in regard to 
7AiNeWX°^Inde?endeV{?zy$\11^ >s / ^NELSONS LOOSE LEAF 

J. G. Schurman, President of Cornell University, says: " I 
have made constant use of my set of your Encyclopaedia and 
find it pre-eminently satisfactory." 

The Review of Reviews s ays : "Nelson 's is used as the 
authority in our Editoiial Rooms." 

The Neiv York Evening Post says: " All in all, the treat
ment of the subject matter in Nelson's is an admirable ex
ample of compression, and fulfils to an unusual degree the 
purpose of the editors." 

safe to say that the owners of Nelson's are * PERPETUAL ENCYCLO-
the only ones whose Encyclopaedia con- W PAZDIA AND RESEARCH 
tains accounts of recent events. We A BUREAU FOR SPECIAL IN-mid it indispensable.' 

A liberal allowance will be made on old Encyclopasdias 
to apply as part payment on Nelson's. EXCHANGE 

THOMAS NELSON & SONS / 

obligation •whatever on Tny part. 

Publishers Since 1798 
Dept. 2 8 K , Fourth Ave. Building, Cor. 27 th St., New York City / City. 
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The Two Best Selling Books In All The World 
"Their Yesterdays"—The best work, by far, 

yet done by the author of That Printer of Udell's, 
The Shepherd of the Hills, The Calling of Dan 
Matthews, The Winning of Barbara Worth, etc. 

First Printing One-Half Million Copies 
1 Philadelphia North American—Best sellers run away and hide 
when the author of "The Shepherd of the Hills" comes into the 
running. 

Harold Bell Wright's 
New Story Exalting Life and Love Tender and Sweet Clean and Wholesome 

THEIR YESTERDAYS 
*§ Tender with sentiment, pathos, realism. Honors the home, 
supremely glorifies the wife and mother—delightfully wholesome. 

Illustrations in Colors by F. Graham Cootes. Cloth, 12mo. $1.30 Net 
Bound uniform with "Barbara Worth" 

Harold Bell Wright's Latest and Biggest Novel 
First Printing 500,000 Copies-Pub'd Aug. 19, 1911 

<H Chicago Record-Herald (Aug. 20, 1911)—This is the largest single 
edition, first or last, on record in the history of novel-making. 

Second Printing 250,000 Copies—October, 1, 1912 
The Most Popular Book Ever Published 

"A book that will mou ld 
and m a k e n a t i o n s . " THE WINNING 

OF BARBARA WORTH 
A Present-Day Story of Reclamation and Love 

Illustrations made on the scenes of the story by F. Graham Cootes 
Cloth, 12mo. $1.30 Net 

<H Boston Globe—To the reader the characters will appear as real as *I[ Cleveland Plain Dealer—"Dan Matthews" was a fine tale. " T h e 
friends they know—all of their aims, and likes and hatreds being por- Shepherd of the Hil ls" was an inspiration. And now he sends us 
trayed as true to life as snapshots caught by moving-picture cameras. " T h e Winning of Barbara W o r t h " * * a twentieth century epic. 

Other Novels by Mr. Wright Uniform With Above] 
That Printer of Udell's, The Shepherd of the Hills, The Calling of Dan Matthews 

KsSî ffl-S ĉS'ufaThe U n c r o w n e d King 
t|f Philadelphia Sunday Dispatch—"The secret of his power is the ^ Grand Rapids Herald—"It is the greatest story since 'Bunyan's 
same God-given secret that inspired Shakespeare and upheld Dickens," Pilgrim's Progress.' " 

Illustrations by John Rea Neill. 16mo. Cloth 50 Cents Net, Full Leather $1.00 Net 
RfiflK HATAI ftfi FRFF 0 u r mammoth catalog, size 8Kx5K inches, advertises books of all the publishers 
UUUI\ l i n I HLUH I IXI.L. a t big s a v i n i ; S i Bibles. Periodicals, etc. Write us for it today. Bargains on every 
page. Books on all subjects. Hundreds of Fine Sets and Fine Bindings for your library. Every book carried in stock. 
Catalog sent postage prepaid, free on request 

T h e Book Supply C o m p a n y LuSewe
a
8̂ oBnro0ekse"ee:t Ch icago 

E. W. REYNOLDS, President Established 1895 

Over Three Million Harold Bell Wright Books Have Been Sold 
For Sale a t All Books tores O r by t h e Pub l i she r s—The Book Supply C o m p a n y 
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A NEW MASTERPIECE 

" / have no hesitation in affirming that ' Between Two Thieves' is one of the few really great prose epics of war 
of any age or of any country. In its more personal aspect, tracing the life struggle of a single human soul under 
the stress of peculiar temptation, it is one of the strongest books that I have been privileged to read during the past 
decade. Overgrown and disproportioned it may be in part; but it is the disproportion and the overgrowth of actual 
life, seen unfalteringly and as a whole."—Frederic Taber Cooper, former editor of "The Forum." 

BETWEEN TWO THIEVES 
B y R I C H A R D D E H A N , a u t h o r of " O n e B r a v e r T h i n g " ( " T h e P o p D o c t o r " ) 

T h i s nove l i nvo lves t h e genes is of t h e R e d Cross Soc ie ty a n d t h e C r i m e a n W a r . T h e p r i n c i 
p a l c h a r a c t e r s a r e A d a M e r l i n g ( F l o r e n c e N i g h t i n g a l e ) a n d H e c t o r D u n o i s s e , a m a n of t h e 
fullest life a n d k e e n e s t e m o t i o n , bes ides a h o s t of o t h e r s . I t s t r ikes o n pas s ions f rom t h e 
lowes t t o t h e m o s t s p i r i t u a l w i t h t r e m e n d o u s p o w e r . A d d t o th i s t h e impres s ive effect of 
a n e n t i r e h i s to r i c e p o c h , t a k e n u p bod i ly a n d flung o u t before u s as one m i g h t fling o u t 
a v a s t p i ece of t a p e s t r y , a n d i t is poss ib le t o i m a g i n e f a in t ly t h e b igness of t h e w o r k . 
Cloth, i2tno, $1 .40 net; postpaid $ 1 . 5 3 . 

A WHISTLING WOMAN 
B y R O B E R T H A L I F A X 

A nove l in w h i c h rea l i sm is coup l ed w i t h s a n i t y , color a n d j o y . A 
v i g o r o u s , h a r d - w o r k i n g L o n d o n gir l is e n g a g e d t o a ser ious , poo r ly -
p a i d c le rk . H e will n o t m a r r y h e r b e c a u s e he c a n ' t afford i t . S h e 
loves h i m p a s s i o n a t e l y a n d h o l d s h i m b y m a i n force. T h e l i t t le e v e r y 
d a y t h i n g s , t h e life of d r a b s ide s t r e e t s , t h e sma l l difficulties wh ich 
s e e m so i n s u p e r a b l e , t h e flashes of j o y a n d d r a m a , a r e t o ld b y o n e w h o 
loves a n d k n o w s h u m a n i t y . Cloth, \21no, $1 .25 net; postpaid $1 .35 . 

THE 
LONG 

PORTAGE 

B y H A R O L D B I N D L O S S 

Author of "Winston of the Prairie** 
liVaiie of the Tiniberlajids" etc. 

A story of the towering, clean-aired 
forests of the Northwest. A man in 
love with a beautiful girl discovers a 
crime committed by her fiance. Shall 
he tell her? Soon all three characters 
enter the vicinity of the crime. An 
exciting race ensues, involving the 
shooting of dangerous rapids, in which 
the hair-trigger alertness, the roar and 
treachery of the boiling waters are 
superbly pictured. The outcome is 
unexpected and satisfactory. Fron
tispiece in colors. Cloth, i2tno, $1.25 
net; postpaid $i-37« 

MISS WEALTHY 
DEPUTY 
SHERIFF 

B y E L I Z A B E T H N E F F 

Author of "Altars to Mammon " 

This jolly story tells how the proc
esses of law were affected by a good 
cook and her kitchen stove. 
Miss Wealthy Pergellis, whose dough
nuts and chicken couldn't be beaten, 
kept house for her father, who was 
Sheriff because no one else would be. 
There was a bank robbery. How Miss 
Wealthy, mixed up in it, presided over 
the love affair of the girl with the wild-
rose cheeks and the man who was, yet 
was not, the robber, makes an ingen
ious, humorous and satisfying story. 
Frontispiece in colors. Cloth, i6mo, 
$1.00 net ; postpaid $1.10. 

EVE'S 
OTHER 

CHILDREN 

B y L U C I L L E B A L D W I N 
V A N S L Y K E 

A collection of stories about the Syri
ans in Brooklyn's poorer sections. 
These Orientals, with their strong 
emotions, their sense of poetry, their 
ceremonious way of speaking, are ex
ceedingly picturesque in their effort to 
adapt themselves to modern indus
trial America, with its mechanical 
hurry, its brusque slang and, to them, 
its outlandish customs. 
Mrs. Van Slyke has seen the hearts of 
the children at our gates, and her pic
tures of them glow with understand
ing Illustrated. Cloth, ximo, $1.00 
net; postpaid $1.10. 

Publishers FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York 
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IMPORTANT BOOKS JUST PUBLISHED 
Fourteen Years of Diplomatic Life in Japan. By Baroness Albert d'Aneth 

A volume of intimate recollections of Japanese court life, written by the widow of the late Belgian Envoy 
Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary at the court of Japan. The diary deals with the stirring events 
of the Japanese-Chinese War, the tragedies of the Boxer troubles, experiences pertaining to Red Cross 
work, ' various travels in the lovely interior of Japan, functions of all sorts (many of which no longer 
exist) and above all the exciting incidents of the Russo-Japanese War. All these are described with a 
realistic and vivid pen. Illustrated. $4.25 net; postage 25c. 

Omens and Superstitions of Southern India. By Edgar Thurston, CLE. 
A thorough exposition of the mystery, ignorance, and superstitions of India. In this important volume, by 
an ethnographic expert of wide experience and renown, there are full details regarding myriad omens, 
animal superstitions, the evil eye, vows and votive offerings, serpent worship, human sacrifice, magic, and 
other evidences of ignorance. Illustrated from photographs. Size 6 ^ x 9 in. $3.50 net; postage 18c 

an 

A Short History 
of English Music 

By Ernest Ford, F.R.A.M. 
A popularly written, au
thentic book tracing the 
development of English 
music from the earliest 
times to the present day. 
It treats of a l l t h e 
branches,including both 
sacred and secular, and 
contains much interest
ing historical lore. In 
no sense technical, and 
but mildly critical, it is 
a volume for the gen
eral reader as well as 
the musician. Illus
trated. Size sJX x 8 in-
$1.75 n e t ; postage 
12c. 

The Crime of 1812 
By Eugene Labaume 
A graphic and stirring 
narrative of Napoleon's 
Russian Campaign of 
1812 by a lieutenant-
colonel in the French 
army who writes as an 
eye-witness. Labaume 
went through the cam
paign from first to last. 
The awful scenes of the 
b u r n i n g of Moscow, 
Napoleon's retreat from 
t h a t city, and many 
other intense incidents 
are related with faithful 
attention to detail and 
human interest. It is a 
startling indictment of 
the ambition of the Gen
eral who is called great. 
Illustrated. $2 .75net ; 
postage 16c. 

T h e Girl wi th t h e Rosewood 
Cru tches ANONYMOUS 
Here is a fragment of life indeed—life from a brand 
new angle in the world of literature. It is the docu
ment of the struggles of a girl bound to crutches, hope
lessly lamed. She didn't want to seem odd; it was a 
humiliation to be pitied. She was human and she 
demanded love and won it too. You will like the 
extraordinary pluck, the discouragements that she 
overcomes in attaining success in her chosen occu
pation, the development of a wonderful love that brings 
her her heart's desire. It's a story that touches the 
heartstrings. $1.20 net; postage l i e . 

The Green Overcoat 
By HILAIRE BELLOC 

This is the strangest detective story ever written. It 
concerns the unintentional filching of a green overcoat 
from a coatroom at a social function by an eminent 
professor of psychology in an important university; 
and the amusing complications arising from the 
professor's being mistaken for the original owner of 
the coat form the basis of a mystery tale that is abso
lutely unique. Besides the engaging plot there is a 
vein of humor and satire that is delicious. Gilbert K. 
Chesterton, the eminent English essayist, who is not at 
all well known as an illustrator, has drawn some whim
sical pictures for the book. $1.20 net ; postage 8c. 

In t h e Vor t ex By CLIVE HOLLAND 
A story of heart-throbs and gayety in the Latin 
Quarter of Paris. Real Bohemian life with all its 
lights and shadows is here depicted by a master hand. 
The author of " Trilby " has not given a more charm
ing picture of the studios, the cafes, and the motley 
population of the Quartier Latin. The reader is drawn 
into the vortex of poignant human emotions, of mad 
gayeties, and sober tragedy. The love of Elbert Glynn, 
a young American artist, for the appealing little model, 
Jeanette, is portrayed with tenderness and delicate 
charm. This novel is the longest and most important 
that Mr. Holland has yet written, and one which is 
sure to be widely read and discussed. $1.25 net; 
postage l i e . 

Where 
Socialism Fai led 

By Stewart Grahame 
An example of an actual 
experiment in applied 
Socialism under ideal 
c o n d i t i o n s—and the 
way it worked out. It is 
told how a colony of 
Australian S o c i a l i s t s 
settled a tract of land in 
Paraguay. The account 
of the absolute failure 
of the whole movement 
until Socialistic govern
ment was abandoned, 
and its subsequent re
covery, makes a timely 
a n d absorbing book. 
I l l u s t r a t e d . $1.50 
net; postage 12c. 

Furnishing the 
Home of Good 

Taste 
By Lucy Abbot Throop 

A complete and authori
tative guide to the taste
ful furnishing of your 
home, written by a prac
tising interior decorator 
of n o t e . The author 
after a survey of the 
period styles of decora
tion takes up in detail 
the home of to-day and 
shows how period styles 
or other modern adap
tations may be consist
ently carried out. Illus
trated. Size 7% x io in. 
$2.00 net; p o s t a g e 
20c. 

The Furniture Designs of Chippendale, Hepplewhite and Sheraton 
With Introduction by Arthur Hayden 

A magnificent reprint of the original books of furniture designs—books that were issued bv their famous 
authors when at the height of their power and prestige, and which in the original editions are now almost 
priceless. The work is available in a Library Edition of three volumes, one devoted to each of the three 
masters, at $6 net each (postage 30c.) or $16.50 net for the three volumes, boxed (expressage 50c.) ; 
besides which the three books are combined in a single large volume at $15 net (expressage 50c). 
Your bookseller can supply you Send for complete catalogue 

McBRIDE, NAST & COMPANY, Publishers 
Union Square, New York City 

Mouse & Garden 
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RECENT & FORTHCOMING BOOKS 

THE INNER FLAME 
BY CLARA LOUISE BURNHAM 

The story of a young mining engineer in moderate circumstances who wins success as an artist. 
New York and Casco Bay form the background of the story. With frontispiece in color by 
Orson Lowell. $1.25 net. Postage 12 cents. 

CONCERNING SALLY 
BY WILLIAM J. HOPKINS 

Not since Arnold Bennett's " The Old Wives' T a l e " has there been so interesting a study of 
character and environment. Mr. Hopkins will be remembered as the author of that charm
ing idyl, " T h e Clammer." $1.35 net. Postage 11 cents. 

LESS THAN THE DUST 
BY MARY AGNES HAMILTON 

Offers a striking picture of modern matrimonial misgivings and possible solutions. Mrs. 
Hamilton is the latest and most interesting addition to the group of present-day English 
novelists. $1.25 net. Postage 11 cents. 

FORFEIT 
BY C L A R A L. 
S T R O N G 

A striking novel of the 
days of witchcraft. It 
will remind readers of 
" The Scarlet Letter " 
and leave a lasting im
pression. With frontis
piece. $1.25 net. Post
age 11 cents. 

ppetizing 
dventure in Fiction 

Caviare 
A good substitute for; 

A Visit to Paris 
and Monte Carlo 

BY G R A N T R I C H A R D S 
Illustrated. $1.30 net. Postage extra. 

THE 
PRELIMI
NARIES 
BY CORNELIA A. P. 

COMER 

Three brilliant stories 
dealing with some of 
the most vital and har
assing problems of con
temporary family life. 
$ 1 . 0 0 net. P o s t a g e 
extra. 

THE THREE BRONTES 
BY MAY SINCLAIR 

This biography of the three sisters, Anne, Charlotte, 
and Emily, is a piece of appreciative criticism of the first 
distinction. Illustrated. $3.00;/^. Postage 18 cents. 

PILGRIM LIFE IN THE MIDDLE AGES 
BY SIDNEY H E A T H 

" Mr. Heath has brought together a vast amount of 
curious and interesting lore bearing on his subject." 
—London Daily Telegraph. With 43 illustrations. 
$3.00 net. Postage extra. 

B E L G I U M BY WILLIAM E. GRIFFIS 
Dr. Griffis gives a clear and lucid account of Belgian 
history and of the development of its art, literature, 
and industry. With 16 illustrations. $1-25 net. 
Postage 12 cents. 

E G Y P T I A N D A Y S BY PHILIP S. MARDEN 
An indispensable volume for the intending traveller, 
rich in entertainment and humor. Illustrated. $3.00 
net. Postage extra. 

THE HOLY CHRISTIAN CHURCH 
BY R. M. JOHNSTON 

An able and brilliant book by the author of " T h e 
Corsican." $1,507/^. Postage 13 cents. 

LICKY AND HIS GANG 
BY GRACE SARTWELL MASON 

Since Aldrich's "Bad Boy," there have been few stories of 
the happy adventures of boyhood so likely to have a wide 
appeal as this. Illustrated in tint. $1.00 net. Postage 
9 cents. 

WITH THE INDIANS IN THE ROCKIES 
BY J. W. SCHULTZ 

A story of out-door adventure, Indians, wild animals, and 
the perils of a mountain winter that will hold the interest of 
all boys. Illustrated. $1.25 net. Postage 12 cents. 
HOW ENGLAND GREW LP 

BY JESSIE POPE 
An engaging juvenile history of England from the days of 
King Alfred to the present time, quaintly illustrated with 54 
colored pictures and pleasingly told. 75 cents net. Postage 
extra. 

HOW PHOEBE FOUND HERSELF 
BY HELEN DAWES BROWN 

A delightful story of how a girl settled back into a natural, 
useful, and happy home life on returning from college. With 
frontispiece. $1.15 net. Postage extra. 

THE CHILDREN'S READING 
BY FRANCES J. OLCOTT 

Tells in terse phraseology what elements are necessary to 
make up children's books. The volume will be a serviceable 
manual for parents, librarians, and teachers. $1.00 net. 
Postage extra. 

BOSTON HOUGHTON MIFFLIN GO. NEWYORK 
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m 

The Penalty 
ty G o u v e r n e u r M o r r i s . %J ^ ^ ^ 

Have you ever read a story that gripped and held you until the very last word was 
devoured? That's what glorious Barbara does in "The Penalty"—you hate to leave 
her. She's such a fascinating, flirtatious, daring sort of creature that the conventional 
barriers of society are smashed when her pleasure is at stake. But the struggle for real 
love is won, even though she goes through sacrifice, passion and pain to get it. It's 
daringly written—but you'll like it. 

Howard Chandler Christy has proved his master touch in his pictorial creation of Barbara 
in illustrating the story. He makes her another beauty, with just a flash of wickedness 
peeping out. Then there is Robert W. Chambers' great human interest story, "The 
Streets of Ascalon," where Strelsa lived and planned to marry for a living. It's illus
trated by Charles Dana Gibson. 

And "Get Rich Quick Wallingford's Adventures" — " New Fables In Slang" 
by George Ade, illustrated by John T. McCutcheon, and E. Phillips Oppenheim's 

new complete story of "Grace Burton and Stephen Pryde" are all in 
the November Cosmopolitan. The coupon brings them all. 

S e n d 
The C o u p o n 

T o d a y 

COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE 
381 Fourth Avenue 
N e w Y o r k City 

Sc. 10 j 
Cosmo- I 
politan I 

Magazine I 
SSI Fonrth Ave I 

New York City 

Name. 

Gentlemen: I wish 
secure Gouverneur 

Morris' story. I enclose 
SI.00 to pay for the next 1 

eight issues of Cosmopolitan, | 
thereby saving 20 per cent. 

Street I 
State 1 
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George Barr McCutcheon's 
LATEST NOVEL 

The HOLLOW OF HER HAND 
In the hollow of her hand a beautiful widow holds her husband's 

family—wealthy New Yorkers of the most exclusive set. And she 
holds, too, the fate of a charming girl—one of those lovable heroines 
that the author of " G r a u s t a r k " knows how to draw so well—and a 
big, confident, irresistibly attractive hero. For a year or more the 
slender, white hand of the fascinating widow holds the strings of 
their lives. And we venture to predict that thousands of absorbed 
and enthusiastic readers likewise are going to be held in " T h e 
Hollow of Her Hand ." 

Illustrations in color by A. I. Keller. $1.30 net. Postage 13c. extra 

THE SAVING PRIDE 
B y Y v e t t e P r o s t 

A charming story of a lonely music teacher, whose re
deeming feature was her goodness, and a man of the 
world whose most marked characteristic was his badness. 

Illustrated. S/.2J net. Postage IJC. extra 

THE SQUIRE'S DAUGHTER 
B y A r c h i b a l d M a r s h a l l 
A uthorofilExton Manor" etc. • 

An admirable story of English country life by one who 
has been called "one of the most pleasantly human of 
living novelists." $1.25 net. Postage JJC. extra 

MR. ACHILLES 
B y J e n n e t t e L e e 

Author 0/ "Uncle William," "Happy Island" etc. 
" I have never read a more exquisite story. . . . Everything of yours that comes my way is such a 

delight, but this seems to me the very flower of all you have written. Not ' Uncle William' with its great 
vogue can touch it, and I thank you for giving it to the world."—From a Stranger's letter. 

Illustrated. $1.00 net. Postage 10c. extra 

TO BE PUBLISHED IN OCTOBER 

MISS PHILURA'S WEDDING GOWN 
B y F l o r e n c e M o r s e K i n g s l e y 

Author of "The Transfiguration of Miss Philura" etc. 

Now comes the second step in the romance of that delightful Miss Philura whose " transfiguration " 
has charmed thousands of readers—the wedding. How the lady, as poor as a church mouse, and as 
mouse-like, sets her heart on having a beautiful white wedding gown, and how by the exercise of child
like faith and simplicity she gets it, make this sequel every bit as good as the first Miss Philura story. 

Illustrated. $1.00 ?iet. Postage 10c. extra. 

THE RETURN OF 
PETER GRIMM 

Novelized from the Play 

B y D a v i d B e l a s c o 

Preserves remarkably 
the h a u n t i n g power of 
D a v i d B e l a s c o ' s latest 
dramatic success. 

Illustrated 
•$1.25 net. Postage IJC. extra 

THE CLOSING 
NET 

By 
H e n r y C . R o w l a n d 

A spirited tale of a re
formed American burglar 
pitted against a band of 
the boldest criminals in 
Paris. 

Illustrated 
$1.25 net. Postage IJC. extra 

Send for illustrated catalogue about 
all our new books 

Pushed D oDD, MEAD & COMPANY New 
York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Richest Woman in America 
subscribed last year for 

These six numbers insure 
TJOU perfect gowning all this 
Autumn and Winter 

Autumn Dress Materials Oct. 1 

Newest shades and designs in 
fashionable fabrics 

Autumn Shopping Oct. 15 
A tour through the best shops 
of two continents 

Winter Fashions Nov. 1 
Vogue's dress rehearsal of the 
Winter mode 

Dramatic and Vanity NOT. 15 
The fine arts that make fair 
women fairer 

Christmas Gifts Dec. 1 
Containing Vogue's $5,000 
solution of the Christmas 
shopping problem 

Christmas Dec. 15 
Midwinter fashions and festiv-

\ ities 

\ 
VOGUE 
443 4th Ave. 
New York \ \ \ For the $1 enclosed 
send me Vogue for the 
rest of the year. 

Na 

Street 

City. 

SHE subscribed because she knew that all her wealth 
could not purchase fashion information elsewhere 

that would be earlier or more dependable . 

Thousands of women of less wealth but no less discrim
ination have found in Vogue the perfect answer to the 
question, " How may I secure distinction in my dress ? " 

You may have Vogue the rest 
of this year for a dollar 

In these critical " costume w e e k s " when the whole fate 
of your Autumn clothes and Winter clothes depends upon 
the perfection of your judgment—let Vogue advise you. 

Other women will buy gowns and wish they had not 
bought them: hats that are not attractive will be worn 
merely because they are paid for and cannot be re
turned. 

You, with Vogue to advise you, will be assured of 
perfect gowning. 

Sign today and mail the attached coupon enclosing a 
one dollar bill at Vogue's risk. It will bring you 
Vogue for the rest of the year — six copies costing 
regularly $1.50. 

If you send the coupon immediately you may have 
Vogue's Forecast of Autumn Fashions 

Number free. 

Stale. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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"A monument to the learning of the Anglo-Saxon race such as no 
other people has ever reared to itself, "-THE NATION. 

The New 

Encyclopaedia Britannica 
Vrmm T h © iv@rsiii 

is the newest, the most authoritative, the most useful, and the 
most interesting book of universal knowledge in existence. 

/
T IS the only work of reference in any language 
which has a history of a century and a half. 

The first of the eleven successive and successful editions was published in 
17C8. The present work, although an entirely new production, is the cul
mination of nearly 150 years of continuous improvement. 

It is the only work of universal reference which is 
up-to-date throughout. 

All the volumes were issued simultaneously, so tha t all information from A 
to Z, and in every part of every article embodies the results of the latest research. 
Simultaneous publication insures a unity of plan, freedom from discrepancies, 
repetitions, and overlapping — a general excellence, in short, unapproach
able under the usual plan of piecemeal production. I t was made possible 
only by resources far beyond those available to other works. $1,500,000 
was expended on its preparation. 

It is the only work of reference which is interna
tional in its scope, its origin and its distribution. 

It is written by 1500 of the world's greatest authorities, from 21 countries 
(214 being American) with the co-operation of 6-1 English and American 
editors. It has been distributed in every part of the civilized world. Over 
40,000 sets (1,160,000 volumes) have already been sold. Owing to this un
precedented demand, the work has been manufactured on a scale heretofore 
unknown in publishing, and as a result of the economies a t tendant on plac
ing large orders for paper, leather and printing, the price per set has been 
brought down to a figure far below tha t of previous editions. The present 
temporary price places this great work within the reach of everybody. The 
complete set of 29 volumes will be delivered upon the payment of only $5.00. 

Any desired item of information can be quickly found by means of 

A n Index of 5 0 0 , 0 0 0 References 

No other work of general reference is indexed. In other encyclopaedias much 
information not entered under its own heading—and the number of headings 
is necessarily limited—is hopelessly buried without a clue to aid in i ts dis
covery. The Encyclopaedia Britannica surpasses all other encyclopaedias 
not only in the completeness but also in the accessibility of its information. 

Send for "Questions of the Day' 
S-i 

Each Volume One Inch Thick 
(the full, limp, velvet suede bind
ing, in its special bookcase.) The 
employment of India paper — 
thin, tough and opaque—has been 
described as "an inspiration of 
genius." The India paper edition 
is issued in four styles of binding. 

The practical need for the Encyclopaedia Britannica in every educated family 
is demonstrated by this pamphlet, which in a stimulating and thought-pro- / -. 

i • l f l i • s JVianager 
yoking way touches upon some or the great movements and questions /Encyclopaedia 
of the time. Among the subjects with which it deals are: The Trusts, / Britannica, 
the Peace Movement, W o r l d Movements and Politics of T o d a y , the In- / 25 \ V . 3 2 d S t . N . Y . 
itiative, the Referendum, the Recall, Socialism, the Labor Question, _ / ! . 
Psychical Research, Famous Historical Mysteries, the Negro Prob- > 
lem, the Temperance Question, Recent Progess in Science, the > 

Dread Powers of Nature, the Richest Country in the Wor ld . 

hbbttssi iHattan^r iEnryrlfltfarota Br t tanmra, 35 UJ. 32u §>U Nrm f o r k 

out obligation to me, the pam-
' phlet. "Questions of the Day . " 

Name 
Occupation 

Address „ 
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Should a married Woman— 
Be absolutely dependent upon her husband financially? 
Has she the right to a portion of his income legally set 
aside in her name in return for the part she bears in the 
home? 

Should she be helpless to prevent her husband from 
mortgaging home and lands when she does not approve 
of the expenditures ? 

Is the rearing of children a duty when she is never 
considered and never given a voice in affairs which are 
mutually vital ? 

These are some of the problems which are discussed in 

The Wind Before the Dawn 
By DELL H. MUNGER 

^fThis is the epic of Kansas. It is also the epic of the farmer's wife. 
It tells the story of a girl, young, vigorous, happy in spite of miserable 
home conditions and the frightful hardships of the prairie pioneers. 
You live through it all with her, never losing courage or the view 
ahead. She marries the man she loves, and then comes her real prob
lem as her husband develops the customary attitude of considering 

his wife as a necessary piece of farm 
machinery. A surprising and dra
matic situation arises after the com
ing to their home of young Roland ; 
and the tangled lives straighten out 
finally in a climax which is very dra
matic. T h e real value of the book 
is that it rings true in every line. 

JUST OUT 
EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS IN COLORS 

By Thomas Fogarty 
At all Book Shops Net $1.35 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO., §^P^ I g r Y 

WE shall use the Grass
hopper as a symbol of 

this story because one of the 
most thrilling chapters tells 
of the great plague which 
sweeps like a storm cloud 
across the Kansas prairies. 
Whenever you see the Grass
hopper think of this. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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FOR THE PEOPLE 
WHO DO THINGS 

The WORLD'S WoRK 
T H E WORLD'S WORK is a progressive constructive 
magazine that has a quality and directness all its own. 
For 1913 it will be a 1,500 page encyclopedia of prog
ress with over 1,000 photographic illustrations, giving 
a graphic picture story of the life and events of the year. 

A LOOK AHEAD FOR THE YEAR 

Where our great was te s are a n d h o w 
t o e n d t h e m or practical ways to a new 
era in prosperity by cheaper farming, cheaper 
transportation, cheaper distribution of food 
products, by B. F. Yoakum, the great mover 
in southwestern development. 

W h a t t h e w o m a n of t o - d a y is do ing— 
the larger housekeeping that has changed 
life for the better in Boston and Chicago 
and elsewhere, by Mabel Potter Daggett. 

Mr. Rockefe l ler 's Pub l i c Gifts—are 
they helpful? Walter H. Page will tell in 
his series of articles how the Rockefeller 
millions are spent to benefit humanity. 

Explor ing o t h e r Worlds—The latest 
revelations and revolutions of science; how 
the universe came to be ; what is matter and 
what is life—the latest and boldest words 
of science and the new explorers by William 
Bayard Hale. 

T h e D o m i n a n t F a r m e r — p e r s o n a l 
careers of inspiring success in the Northwest 
—John Clay the greatest cattle dealer; Ex-
Governor Hoard and a new era in dairies; 
A. R. Rogers and the organized prosperity 
of the North Dakota farmers; the story of 
the barley that encompassed the earth; the 
miracle of 20,000 co-operators in the "Right 
Relationship League," by Frank Parker 
Stockbridge. 

At t h e front i n t h e labor war—from 
personal observations and interviews with the 
leaders on both sides, by Samuel P. Orth. 

W h a t I a m try ing t o d o . This import
ant series by the men and women who are 
doing worth while work is to be continued. 

The m a r c h of e v e n t s in every issue 
giving a synopsis of the movements of 
national and international importance. It 
is the modern encyclopedia of things worth 
knowing. To be in touch with current 
events you need T H E WORLD'S WORK. 

FOR THE FOREHANDED / Scrib. Oct. 

/ Doubleday , <J Here is a coupon especially for those who want to + p - c 

make savings on their subscription money. Clip and y Garden c;ty, N. Y. 
mail to-day for our special magazine offers. / Please mail y ° u r special 

/ 

Doubleday, Page (EL Company / 
G A R D E N C I T Y , N E W Y O R K / 

magazine offer. 

In answering advertisements f lease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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w 

THE COMING T
0
H
F
E LAW 

B y C H A R L E S A L D E N S E L T Z E R 
Author of " T H E TWO-GUN MAN," etc. 

Kent Hollis, a young college man with 
journalistic ambitions, is city editor on an 
Eastern Daily when word is received of his 
father's sudden death. He leaves for the 
West to settle up the estate. 

Upon his arrival at Dry Bottom he finds 
the estate consists of a small ranch, a small 
newspaper and a full size feud with a big 
cattle company. 

It is a case that calls for brains, endurance 
and sheer physical courage. Kent decides 
to continue his father's fight for justice and 
publish the Dry Bottom Kicker to herald 
THE COMING OF THE LAW. 

There is a girl in the case without whom 
the struggle might have come to an untimely 
end for the young cattle man. 

Frontispiece in color by R. W. Amick. 
12mo.$1.35. Postagel5c. 

T H R E E N E W B O O K S 
F O R T H E O U T D O O R M A N 

T H E COMPLETE W I L D F O W L E R 
By Stanley Duncan and Guy Thorne 

This book covers the entire subject of wildfowl-
ing. Dealing with puns, ammunition, dogs, calling, 
decoys, habits of wildfowl, punt shooting, acces
sories, etc. 

Illustrated in color with diagrams and photo
graphs. Octavo. 83.75 net. Postage 25c. 

MY T R O P I C ISLE 
By E. J. Banfield 

An intensely interesting story of Robinson Crusoe 
life on an island north of Australia. 

Illustrated, large 12 mo., £2.50 net. Postage 
14 cents. 

NEW RIVERS OF THE NORTH 
By Hulber t Footner 

Author of " TWO ON THE TRAIL," etc. 

A splendid story of a trip from Edmonton over 
Yellow Head Pass down the Frazer to below Tete 
Jaune Cache, then down the Peace River. It cov
ers real exploration of the Hay River, a little-
known stream flowing into Great Slave Lake. 

Illustrated, large 12 mo., SI.75 net. Postage 
14 cents. 

F O O T L O O S E A N D F R E E 
By S T E P H E N C H A L M E R S 

Author of ••TRAIL OF A TENDERFOOT," etc. 
One Shackles, an office slave, wearied of t he mo

notony of life in New York and set sail for South
ampton by way of the Caribbean. 

I n his vagabond journey wi th the carefree Shackles, 
the reader pals wi th the Captain of the ship and 
mixes wi th everybody from stoke ho le to br idge . 

There is an infectious spiri t of comrader ie through
out the book which leaves a feeling of regret w h e n 
the reader and Shackles reach t he part ing of the 
ways. I l lustrated, 12mo. $1.25 net . Postage 10c. 

TALES OF T H E UNTAMED 
Translated and Adapted By D O U G L A S E N G L I S H 

This book secured for its author , Monsieur Louis 
Pergaud, the Pr ix de Goncour t of 5000 francs, for " t he 
greatest piece of imaginative wri t ing of t h e year ." 
The romance and tragedy of wild life is dep ic ted 
from a new angle. Fascinating in every l ine wi th 
action and romance, i t deals wi th animals as ani
mals, not as h u m a n beings. T h e principal characters 
are the Fox, t he Squirrel , t h e Frog, t h e Hare , t he 
Marten and the Magpie. I l lustra ted wi th photograv
ures in color. $1.25 net. Postage 12c. 

O U T I N G P U B L I S H I N 
OUTING MAGAZINE youchtino, 
I4I-I45 WEST 3£>TH ST N E W YORK 122 

G C O M P A N Y 
0-U-T-I-N-G H A N D B O O K S 

S.MICHIGAN AVE.CHICAGO 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Every American is entitled to 

# / < 

Liberty and the pursuit of happiness 

Special Offer 

(See Coupon) 

One dollar brings LIFE for three months 
to any address in the United States. 

If you don't want to subscribe, 
send a two cent stamp for a 

copy of the Miniature 
LIFE. Full of jokes 

and p i c t u r e s 
f r e e . 

Enclosed 
find One Dol

lar (Canadian 
J r . 13 . F o r e i g n 

J1.26). Send L I F E 
for three months to 

Coming 
Awful Number 
Dramatic Number 
Outcast's Number 
Doctor's Number 
Widow's Number 

/ Open only to new subscribers ; no subscription 
renewed a t this rate'. This order must come 
to us direct ; not through an agent or dealer. 

LIFE, 54 West 3 1 , New Y o r k 

One Year $5.00. (Canadian $5.52, Foreign $6.04.) 
Please register letters conta lug currenc 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The 

Great 
Story 
of the 

Year 

] \ /[R. CHAPPLE 'S story of the courageous struggle 
of the young singer against poverty, environment 

and the effects of an ill-starred marriage and her even
tual triumph as an operatic star cannot fail to enlist the 
interest and sympathy of the reader. The author's 
intimate acquaintance with the places and people of 
whom he writes is unquestioned, and his frank and 
detailed recital gives the book the virile strength of a 
biography enveloped in a strong and wholesome liter
ary setting. The domestic affections are entwined on 
every page with the sure and true touch of an artist. 

Trice £1.25 JSfei 
AT ALL BOOKSTORES 

CHAPPLE PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED 
NEW YORK BOSTON CHICAGO 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Suburban Life 

Magazine 
Four Issues 

Sept., Oct., Nov., Dec, 1912 

5 0 Cents 
This end of the year offer is 
made to interest new readers. 
It includes four of the best 
issues of the year : 

ANNUAL HOUSE BUILDING 
NUMBER 

HOUSE FURNISHING 
NUMBER 

NOVEMBER AUTUMN ISSUE 

CHRISTMAS AND TRAVEL 
NUMBER 

Suburban Life Magazine 
is a Typical 

" Countryside Magazine " 

Send 50 cents to-day in stamps, 
coin or money-order to 

THE SUBURBAN PRESS 
PUBLISHERS 

334 Fourth Avenue, New York.City 

$50.00 Prize 
in c a s h for the best title for 
a certain n e w picture in 

Open free to everyone; illustrated circular on request. 

" I cannot tell you how delighted I am with the 
quality of your celebrated pictures,—so beautiful for 
gifts." This from one-of our thousands of pa
trons. At art stores or sent on approval. Complete 
Picture Catalogue, 400 illustrations (practically a 
Handbook of American Art), sent for 2 5 cents 
(stamps accepted). This cost deducted from a pur
chase of the Prints themselves. 

Exhibitions for schools, clubs, churches, etc. 
Family Portraits done on private order from daguerreo
types, tintypes, old photographs, etc. 

CURTIS & CAMERON Bg" S s & K g BOSTON 1 
Many rejected 
m a n u s c r i p t s 
s i m p l y need ACCEPTANCE OF MSS. 
expert revision 

to make them available. This I can give, securing- results that count. Such 
firms as Appleton, Putnams, etc., publish my books, and I was formerly edi
tor for a leading magazine. Increase your profits by having an agent handle 
your work. Book manuscripts placed in England as well as here, thus doubling 
returns. Address : E D I T O R , BOX 4L, 435 West 119th St., New York. 

Scribner's Musical 
Literature List 

New, Improved and Enlarged Edition 
SENT FREE ON R E Q U E S T ^ — 

Describing the most practical and 
useful books in every department of 
Music—including works for Pianists, 
Organists, Violinists and other Instru
mentalists, Choir-Masters, Singers, 
Music Teachers, Professional and Am
ateur Musicians, Opera Goers, Har
mony Students, etc. 

Send Name and Address 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
153-157 Fifth Ave., New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Hearst's Magazine 
Prints Hall Caine's 
Remarkable New Serial 
"The Woman Thou Gavest Me" 

In this strangely human story of a woman's 
life, you will be carried to the intensest pity— 
the deepest love and the extreme of hatred. 
The characters will indelibly impress you and 
hold your keen interest to the very end. 

More Startling Standard Oil Letters 
The Truth About Roosevelt, Archbold and Penrose 

William Randolph Hearst in this issue 
answers Senator Penrose and those false to 
their trust. It is an unrelenting revelation in 
the interest of truth and justice, and in the 
hope of better government. 

The article reveals the Standard Oil cipher 
code and shows their investments in U. S. 
Senators. The surprising attitude of the Presi
dent is disclosed. This article should be read 
by every patriotic citizen. 

C O U P O N 

Enclosed find 2 5 
m e your magaz ine 
beginning with the 

cen ts fo 
for the re 
October 

r which 
st of the 
number . 

send 
year 

Sc. 10 

HEARST'S MAGAZINE 
381 Fourth Avenue 

NEW YORK CITY 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Scribner Publications and Importations 
Of any and all books mentioned on this, or the next eight pages, 
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS will be glad to give a more com
plete description by letter or circular. SEE PAGES 27 TO 35 

Second Large Edition of 

F. HOPKINSON SMITH'S 
New Novel 

The Arm-Chair at the Inn 
F. Hopkinsoo Smith 

"Mr. F.Hopkinson Smith 
gives us a thoroughly delight
ful book, the best he has yet 
written."—New York Sun. 

Illustrated by 

The Author, A. I. Keller, and 
Herbert Ward 

At all book-stores and news-stands 
Any reader of "Peter ," "Kennedy 

Square," or ' T h e Fortunes of Oliver 

H o r n " will recognize this as a most 

characteristic Hopkinson Smith novel. Never 

was the author's power of depicting big human 

characters so strongly evinced. Never was the breadth 

of his sympathy for the honorable, brave, and large-

minded so compellingly expressed. Its principal scene 

is a picturesque old Normandy Inn; a love-story 

dominates the narrative, and so vivid and distinct are 

several of its episodes that while the reader is eager to 

know the end his attention is so fixed by each in turn 

as to prevent his hurrying to it. 

$1.30 net 
By mail $1.44 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Now on sale at every book
store in the country at $1.30 
net; by mail $1.44 net. 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The 
Red Cross Girl 

By Richard Harding 
Davis 

" The secret lies in the never-
failing charm of the author's 
style. He is so cosey and friendly 
and confidential. He takes you 
by the button-hole. 'Just the 
fellow I was looking for,' he 
says. ' I've got a topping story 
to tell you. It'll just hit you 
right.' And it does. And every 
now and then you- suddenly 
find yourself in the middle of a 
masterpiece."—London Punch. 

$1.25 net; postpaid $ 1.35 

The Turnstile 
By A. E. W. MASON $1.30 net; postpaid $1.40 

" ' The Turnstile' rests upon the double motive of love and ambition. Mr. 
Mason is a writer who never disappoints his public. Given a novel bearing his 
name, work at once thoughtful and dramatic, quiet in tone but replete with warm 
and varied 'human interest' confidently may be expected. The Turnstile 
proves no exception to this enviable rule."—Chicago Record-Herald. 

Mary Pechell 
By Mrs. BELLOC LOWNDES, Author of "Jane Oglander" 
and "The Chink in the Armour." 

$1.30 net; postpaid $138 
What should a girl do if a crime far in the past of her fiance 

were exposed ? This is the situation that confronts handsome 
Mary Pechell. Her decision between Ryman and Caryll makes 
a fascinating novel. It presents men and women of the polite 
world under the pressure of the great passions of love and hate. 
Their struggle is thrown out from the placid background of an 
English countryside peopled with quiet, lovable characters; and 
so effectively that the reader will forget himself. 

Davidee Birot 
By RENE BAZIN $1.25 net 

The love story of a fine and beautiful young French girl who 
through her desire to be of service leaves her family and becomes 
a school-teacher. She is sent to a little town in Ardesie and there 
she meets a young workman who is concerned in a fierce strike of 
the miners in the neighborhood. The development of the girl 
and, through her influence, of those about her is described with 
the insight, power, and charm that have placed M. Bazin among 
the first of modern French novelists. 

It, and Other Stories 
By GOUVERNEUR MORRIS $1.25 net; postpaid $ 1.35 
"He is a true artist—the most skilful short-story writer in America." 

—Chicago Evening Post, 
"Gouverneur Morris is an admirable teller of short tales, and his new 

book contains a round dozen of narratives admirably calculated to keep the reader 
awake."—Chicago Record-Herald. 

Wide Courses 
By JAMES B. CONNOLLY $1.25 net; postpaid $ 1.35 
"He holds our attention with these eight new stories of his, holds it in 

lighter mood as well as in the dramatic key which he touches oftenest, the key 
of man in his indomitable courage doing battle with storm and wave, with the 
hardships . ^ ^ ^ ^ of life that have hardened him."—New York Tribune. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Scientific Sprague 
By FRANCIS LYNDE, author of "The Price," "The 
Taming of Red Butte Western," etc. 

Illustrated $1.25 net; postage extra 

Scientific Sprague, an original character, is a government 
engineer with a passion for amateur detective work. This 
he has the chance amply to gratify through the tangles of 
difficulties that enmesh the work of his friend, a railroad 
superintendent of the old " Red Butte Western." How with 
astute daring he unravels them is told in the graphic narra
tion of a half-dozen exciting and mysterious episodes. 

F O R B O Y S 

By Ralph D. Paine 

Campus Days 
Similar in style and character to " College Years," " The Head Coach," 
"The Fugitive Freshman," "Sandy Sawyer, Sophomore." 

Illustrated $1.50 

Ralph Paine writes of college life and adventure with a knowl
edge, humor, and genial liveliness that bring foot-ball games, class
rooms, campus, and undergraduates vividly before us. In this 
new book he tells of grinds and sports, of athletes and loafers, of 
their troubles, their triumphs, their sentimental adventures and 
hare-brained escapades. 

The Dragon and the Cross 
Similar in style and character to "The Stroke Oar," "The Wrecking 
Master," " A Cadet of the Black Star Line." 

Illustrated $1.25 

A lively story of how the son of an American missionary in 
China taught some Chinese boys foot-ball and how the knowl
edge helped in one of the native risings against the foreigners. 
Mr. Paine knows China well, having spent much time there as 
a war correspondent, and he has written a thrilling tale of fight
ing and travel and adventure that brings the China and Chinese 
of to-day vividly before us, and gives a startlingly true picture 
of what is going on in that country at this moment. 

Fathers of Men 
By E. W. HORNUNG $1.30 net; postpaid $1.40 

"He has invented a situation, quite new in school stories, which is excel
lently adapted to test the public-school system—a situation which dominates the 
whole story from the entrance of the hero to his exit on the last page. . . . At 
once a fine tribute to a great school and a great head-master, and a fresh and pene
trating study of that eternal problem—the human boy." 

— The Spectator. 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S S O N S 

Mountain Divide 
By 

Frank H. Spearman 
Author of 

"Whispering Smith," "Robert Kimberly," etc. 

The "Divide" is the mid-
continental ridge where the 
Union and Central Pacific Rail
ways, then building, approached 
each other, and the stirring 
events of the narrative group 
themselves around this dramatic 
and epochal junction. Here 
were gathered railroad men, en
gineers, army officers, troops, 
adventurers of all kinds, gam
blers, thieves, murderers, the 
wildest elements of the extreme 
verge of civilization; and, now 
and then raiding the pioneer 
outpost, hordes of hostile sav
ages. Into this turbulent and 
menaced camp comes Bucks, the 
boy telegrapher, with little ex
perience but plenty of much-
needed "sand." Like another 
story of adventure, Stevenson's 
"Treasure Island," this was 
written primarily for boys, and, 
like that too, will have thousands 
of grown-up readers. 

Illustrated. $ 1.25 net; postage extra 
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The Democratic Mistake 

By ARTHUR GEORGE SEDGWICK 

This volume forms a brilliant con
tribution to precisely the issues of 
the present presidential campaign. 
Mr. Sedgwick is well known as a 
publicist, a lawyer, a writer on 
law, and a journalist. These 
six papers state and develop 
the contention that the cardinal 
" Democratic Mistake " of our po
litical history has been the attempt 
to secure " responsibility" in public 
officials by popular election at 
short intervals. 

•$1.00 net; postage extra 

Courts, Criminals, and 
the Camorra 
By ARTHUR TRAIN 
Author of " True Stories of Crime," " The Prisoner 
at the Bar," etc. 

His account of detectives and de
tective work, his description of the 
preparation of a big criminal case, 
his discussion of why do men kill, 
the presumption of innocence, are 
full of the knowledge derived from 
his wide experience as Assistant 
District Attorney of New York, 
and full of keen observation and 
humor. He gives a vivid and 
brilliant picture of the Camorrist 
trial at Viterbo and describes the 
workings of the society in Italy 
and here. 

$1.75 net; postpaid $1.85 

Wisconsin: An Experi
ment in Democracy 
By FREDERIC C. HOWE, Ph.D. 
Author of " Privilege and Democracy in America," 
etc. 

" It tells, clearly and tersely, the story of 
a great State 's emancipation from fetters 
of privilege and class preferment. . . . 
I t is a text-book of patriotism and manual 
of democratic efficiency tha t commands 
careful s t udy . "—Phi la . North American. 

$1.25 net; postpaid $ 1.33 

POLITICAL SCIENCE 

Anonymous 
Great Analysis, . . . net. .75 

Baden-Powell, B. H. 
Origin and Growth of Village 

Communities in India, net, 

Brooks, N. 
How the Republic is Governed. 

net, 
ShortStudies in Party Politics, 

Butler, W. R. 
Government of the New Eng

land States, . . . net. 

Cable, G. W. 

1.00 

.75 
1.25 

,50 

.75 
1.00 

Negro Question. . . net. 
Silent South, . . . net, 

Chadwick, F. E. 
Relations of the U. S. and 

Spain. (Diplomacy), net, 
Relations of the U. S. with 

Spain (Spanish-American 
War./ 2 vols., . . net, 

Curtis, W. E. 
U. S. and Foreign Powers, net, 

Godkin, E. L. 
Problems of Modern Democ

racy 2.00 

Gomme, G. L. 
Village Community. . . 1.50 

4.00 

7.00 

1.25 

Hadley, A. T. 
Education of the American 

Citizen net. 1.50 

Horack, F. E. 

Government of Iowa, . net, .75 

Howe, F. C. 
British City, . . . net, 1.50 
City (The) net. 1.50 
Privilege and Democracy in 

America net. 1.50 

Hughes, R. E. 
Making of Citizens, . . . 1.50 

Hyslop, J . H. 
Democracy 1.50 

James, J . A . , and Sanford, A. H. 
Government in State and Na

tion net. 1.00 

Matthews, Brander 
American of the Future, net, 1.25 

Oberholtzer, E. P . 

Referendum in America, net, 2.25 

Page, T. N. 
Negro: The Southerner's Prob

lem, net, 1.25 
Old South net, 1.25 

Price, L. L. 
Short History of Political 

Economy in England, . net, 1.00 

Ritchie, D. G. 
Principles of State Interfer

ence net, 1.00 

Schuyler, Eugene 
American Diplomacy 2.50 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Majority Rule and the 
Judiciary 
An Examination of Current Proposals for 
Constitutional Change Affecting the Rela
tion of the Courts to Legislation 

By WILLIAM L. RANSOM of the New 
York Bar 
With an Introduction by Theodore Roosevelt 

" A wonderfully clear s ta tement of the po
sition of the judiciary in our body politic, 
and of the problem presented, in view of 
tha t position, by the demand for advanced 
economic legislation. 
" No one who desires to familiarize him
self with the impor tan t questions now 
agitating American political life can afford 
to neglect the work."—WILLIAM DRAPER 
LEWIS, Dean of the Law School, Univer
sity of Pennsylvania . 

60 cents net; postpaid 66 cents 

By NICHOLAS MURRAY BUTLER 
President of Columbia University, President of the 
American Association for International Conciliation 

The International Mind 
An Argument for the Judicial Settlement of 
International Disputes 

This volume makes very clear 
what has been, is being, and may 
be accomplished toward the end 
of establishing arbitration as the 
recognized means of settling inter
national disputes and insuring 
international justice. The subjects 
of the various papers, based on ad
dresses he d livered as President 
of the Lake Mohonk Conference 
on International Arbitration in 
successive years, are: "The Prog
ress of Real Internationalism"; 
"The World's Armaments and 
Public Opinion"; "Are We Our 
Brothers' Keepers? "; "The Edu
cation of the World for Peace"; 
and "The International Mind." 

75 cents net; postpaid 83 cents 

Why Should We Change 
Our Form of Govern

m e n t . Studies in Practical Politics 

" A little volume of sense and t r u t h . " 

— S u n . 

!2mo. 75 cents net; postage extra 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements phase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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TCHEKOFF STRINDBERG GALSWORTHY 

Plays by Anton Tchekoff: 
"Uncle Vanya," "Ivanoff," "The Sea-Gull," and "The Swan Song" 

Translated from the Russian by MARIAN FELL 
Frontispiece. 12mo. $ 1.50 net; postpaid $1.65 
These four plays, by one of the greatest of modern Russians, whom Tolstoi declared to be com

parable only to Maupassant, show not only the range and depth of his astonishing genius, but they 
give a picture of Russian life unequalled since Turgenieff. Three of the plays are here translated 
for the first time into English. 

By AUGUST STRINDBERG. Translated by EDWIN BJORKMAN 

Miss Julia—The Stronger 75 cents net; postpaid 83 cents 

"Miss Julia" is more often acted on the German and Scandinavian stage than any other Strind-
berg play. Masterful construction and gripping theme make it intensely dramatic ; whether you 
like it or hate it you can't leave it. Strindberg's Preface to it, a sort of dramatic creed, given 
here for the first time in English, is almost as famous abroad as the play. 

You could read " The Stronger " in eighteen minutes and you would comprehend the life 
stories of three people. The play has almost no action in the ordinary sense, but has the effect 
of fierce, continuous action—it makes a mental conflict as vivid as if a physical conflict. 

75 cents net; postpaid 83 cents There Are Crimes and Crimes 
P l a y S b y S t r i n d b e r g : "The Dream Play," " The Link," and " The Dance of Death " 

$1.50 net; postpaid $1.65 

By JOHN GALSWORTHY 

T h e P i g e o n . A Fantasy in Three Acts 60 cents net; postpaid70 cents 

The Little D r e a m . An Allegory in Six Scenes 50 cents net 

Justice /^r^%. 60 cents net 
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LITERATURE 

Brownell, W. C. 

American Prose Masters, net, 1.50 

Holland, J. G. 
Complete Works. 16 vols. 

Sold separately, . each, 1.25 

Mitchell, D. G. 
American Lands and Letters. 

2 vols., Each 2.50 

Wendell, Barrett 
History of American Litera

ture net. 
Literary History of America, 

net, 
Babcock, M. D. 

Success of Defeat, . . net. 
Thoughts for Everyday Liv

ing net, 

Godkin, E. L. 
Reflections and Comments, 

Grant, Robert 
Art of Living, . . . . 
Convictions of a Grandfather, 

net, 
Opinions of a Philosopher, . 
Reflections of a Married Man, 
Search-Light Letters, 

1.40 

3.00 

.50 

1.00 

2.00 

1.50 

1.25 
1.25 
1.25 
1.50 

HISTORY 
Cox, J. D. 

Atlanta net, 1.00 
March to the Sea. Franklin 

and Nashville, . . net. 1.00 

Davis, W. T., ed. 
Bradford's History of Plym

outh Plantation, 1606-
1646 net. 3.00 

Doubleday, A. 
Chancellorsville and Gettys

burg net, 1.00 

Drake, S. A. 
Border Wars of New England, 1.50 
Making of New England. . 1.50 
Making of the Great West, . 1.50 
Making of the Ohio Valley 

States 1.50 
Making of Virginia and the 

Middle Colonies, . . . 1 . 5 0 

Earle, A. M. 
Colonial Days in Old New 

York net, 1.25 

Force, M. F. 
From Fort Henry to Corinth, 

net, 1.00 
Formby, John 

American Civil War. 2 vols., 
net, 4.50 

Funston, Frederick 
Memories of Two Wars, net, 3.00 

Gordon, J. B. 
Reminiscences of the Civil 

War net, 1.00 

Gordy, W. F. 
European Beginnings of Ameri

can History, . . . . net , .75 

Grant, W. L., ed. 
Voyage of Samuel de Champlin, 

net, 3.00 

The Inn of Tranquillity 
By JOHN GALSWORTHY $130 net; postpaid$1.39 

This new collection of John Galsworthy's shorter writings is di
vided into two sections: one containing papers "Concerning Life," 
the other "Concerning Letters." The second has a special value in 
that therein Mr. Galsworthy sets forth, sometimes by means of allegory, 
his literary and artistic beliefs, his ideas of what art is and of what 
a novelist and dramatist and poet should be. The first is rather 
similar to that charming earlier volume of sketches called "A Motley." 

Gateways to Literature, and Other Essays 
By BRANDER MATTHEWS $1.25 net; postage extra 

Professor Matthews holds a lofty position as one of our most dis
tinguished scholars, essayists, and critics; a position due equally to in
tellectual penetration, breadth of sympathy, and the absolute command 
of a style that can express the subtlest distinctions or enforce the broad
est principles. This eminence as thinker and writer is reaffirmed in the 
essays of this volume, "Gateways to Literature," "The Economic In
terpretation of Literary History," " In Behalf of the General Reader," 
"The Duty of Imitation," "The Devil's Advocate," etc. 

Causes and Effects in American History 
The Story of the Origin and Development of the Nation 

By EDWIN W. MORSE 
With illustrations, facsimiles, and maps $ 1.25 net; postpaid $ 1.35 

Mr. Morse writes from a novel view-point. Aiming to convey a 
sense, unconfused by detail, of such deep currents of thought, economic, 
political, moral, as have shaped our national destiny, he deals rather 
with forces than with incidents. In order not to obscure the essential 
and significant, he avoids crowding his pages with the small facts and 
emphasizes the truly salient. 

Anson Burlingame and the First Chinese 
Mission to Foreign Powers 

By FREDERICK WELLS WILLIAMS, Assistant Professor of 
Oriental History in Yale University $2.00 net; postage extra 

A sympathetic, luminous, and impartial narrative of one of the 
most striking episodes of modern history. The wisdom of events has 
wonderfully confirmed the wisdom of Anson Burlingame's romantic 
ideality, and the history of China since his epoch-making mission, which 
first interpreted the Oriental empire to the outside world in terms of 
national dignity, power, and responsibility, is the triumphant justifica
tion of his far-seeing statesmanship. The present situation adds an 
extraordinary element of timeliness to this important chapter of world 
history which will_awaken an honorable pride in every patriotic 
American. 
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Development of Religion and Thought 

in Ancient Egypt 
By JAMES H. BREASTED, Ph.D., Professor of Egyptology 
and Semitic Languages, University of Chicago 

$1.50 net; postage extra 
A volume by the distinguished Egyptologist composed of lectures 

delivered on the Morse Foundation in 1912. The subject is treated 
under the following topics: "The Origins: Nature and the State in 
Their Impression on Religion"; "The Hereafter: Death and Its Im
pression on Religion"; "The Realms of the Dead"; "The Emergence 
of the Moral Sense"; "The Social Forces and Their Impression on 
Religion"; "The Triumph of Osiris; Conscience and the Book of 
the Dead"; "The World-State and Its Impression on Religion: The 
Earliest Monotheism"; "Personal Piety "; "Sacerdotalism and Final 
Decadence." 

By RUDOLF EUCKEN, Ph.D. 
Professor of Philosophy in the University of Jena, Winner of the Nobel Prize for 

Literature in 1908, Exchange Professor to Harvard in 1912, and 
author of "The Problem of Human Life," etc. 

Main Currents of Modern Thought $4.00 net 
This new book, by one who is now admittedly surpassed by no 

living man as a creative thinker on philosophical lines, has a direct 
application to burning questions of the day that gives it unusual popu
lar interest. It is designed to counteract the great spiritual and in
tellectual conflicts of the present; to reconcile so far as possible contend
ing ideas, by freeing them from all that is fortuitous and unessential, 
by displaying those tasks common to all people and peoples of the age. 

The Problem of Human Life 
As Viewed by the Great Thinkers from Plato to the Present Time 

Translated from the German by WILLISTON S. HOUGH and 
W. R. BOYCE GIBSON A new and cheaper edition $2.00 net 

"Professor Eucken, then, has written a work which is an important addition to 
the treasures of philosophical literature; massive in content, masterly in its compre
hensiveness, and thoroughly original."—Hibbert Journal. 

The History of Christian Thought 

Since Kant 
By EDWARD CALDWELL MOORE, Parkman Professor of 
Theology in Harvard University. 75 cents net; postpaid 83 cents 

This new volume in the Studies in Theology Series is so far con
centrated upon the significant and the essential as to describe the whole 
period—the more clearly because tersely— /f^^*^ m 241 pages. 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S S O N S 

ETHICS 

Alexander, Archibald 
Theory of Conduct, . . . $1.00 

Babcock, M. D. 
Thoughts for Every Day Liv

ing, net, 1.00 

Barbour, G. F. 
Philosophical Study of Chris

tian Ethics, . . . net, 3.00 

Bruce, A. B. 
Moral Order of the World, . 2.00 

Bruce, W. S. 
Formation of Christian Char

acter. . . . . net, 1.75 

Dorner, I. A. 
System of Christian Ethics, 

net, 3.00 
Du Prat, G. L. 

Morals. (Con. Science Ser.), 1.50 

Hall, T. C. 
History of Ethics Within Or

ganized Christianity, t . net, 3.00 

Harless, C. A. 
System of Christian Ethics, 

net, 2.25 
Hopkins, Mark 

Law of Love and Love as Law, 1.75 
Teachings and Counsels, net, 1.50 

Hyslop, J. H. 
Elements of Ethics, . . . 2.50 

Janet, Paul 
Theory of Morals, . . net. 2.50 

Kidd, James 
Morality and Religion, . net, 3.50 

Kilpatrick, T. B. 
Christian Character, . net, 1.00 
Christian Conduct, . . net, .20 

Ladd, G. T. 
Philosophy of Conduct. . net, 3.50 

Law, Robert 
Tests of Life. . . . net. 3.00 

Luthardt, C. E. 
History of Christian Ethics, 

net, 2.25 
Moral Truths of Christianity, 

net. 1.75 
Martensen, H. 

Christian Ethics. 3 vols., each, 
net, 2.25 

Muirhead, J. H. 
Elements of Ethics, . . net, 1.00 

Murray, J. C. 
Handbook of Christian Ethics, 

net, 2.25 
Paulsen, Friedrich 

System of Ethics, . . net, 3.00 

Perry, R. B. 
Moral Economy, . . net, 1.25 

Peters, J. H. 
Nicomachean Ethics of Aris

totle n e t . 2.40 

Porter, Noah 
Elements of Moral Science. . 3.00 

Schurman, J. G. 
Ethical Import of Darwinism. 1.50 

Seth, James 
Study of Ethical Principles, 

net. 2.00 

Sharp, F. C. 
Shakespeare's Portrayal of the 

Moral Life. . . . net, 1.25 

Smyth, Newman 
Christian Ethics, . . net, 2.50 
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COMTESSE DE BOJGNE 

TRAVEL 
Edinburgh 

Picturesque Notes. By R O B E R T 
LOUIS STEVENSON 

New Illustrated Edition, with 24 
full-page illustrations in color by 
Mr. James Heron, the Edinburgh 
artist, printed on antique paper, with 
imitation deckle edge, gilt top. 4to. 
$350 net. 

Papua or British New Guinea 

By J. H. P. MURRAY, Lieutenant-
Governor of Papua 

Illustrated. $3.75 net. 

THE SOUTH AMERICAN SERIES 
New Volumes 

Guiana: British, French and Dutch 

By JAMES REDWAY. author of 

" In Guiana Wilds," etc. 

Illustrated. $3.00 net. 

Venezuela 

By LEONARD V. DALTON, B.Sc. 

Illustrated. 8oo. $3.00 net. 

With Ski in Norway and Lapland 

By J. H. W. FULTON, Member of 
the Ski Club of Great Britain 

With numerous illustrations and 
photographs. $1.25 net. 

The Cathedrals of England and 

Wales 

By F R A N C I S BOND, M.A. 

Large Crown 8oo. $3.00 net. 
Containing 500 pages, with over 200 

illustrations from photographs and a 
series of ground plans to a uniform scale. 
For the use of travellers a handy edi
tion, printed on thin paper and bound 
in limp cloth, can be supplied at the 
same price. 

Modern Practical Design 

Bv G. WOLLISCROFT R H E A D , 
R E . . Hon. A.R.L.A., London 

Beautifully and fully illustrated. 
$3.00 net. 

Recollections of a Great Lady 
Being More Memoirs of the Comtesse de Boigne 

Edited from Original MS. $2.50 net; postage extra 
The years covered by this volume are from 1832 to 1848—years of 

many important and picturesque events thronged with interesting 
characters. 

"Mme. de Boigne knew all the stars that covered the political firmament of her 

country."—Argonaut. 

Memoirs of the Comtesse de Boigne 
Vol. I, 1781-1814; Vol. II, 1815-1819; Vol. I l l , 1820-1830 
Each with frontispiece $2.50 net 
" These memoirs are as interesting as they are historically important, and their 

historical importance cannot be over-estimated."—London Academy. 

The Old Colleges of Oxford 
Their Architectural History Illustrated and Described 

By AYMER VALLANCE, M.A., Oriel College $35.00 net 
The most beautiful, interesting, and complete book on the Colleges 

of Oxford—a small folio containing 50 fine collotype plates, 160 pages 
of text with 232 text illustrations in line and half-tone from drawings 
and photographs. 

The Passes of the Pyrenees 
A Practical Guide to the Mountain Road of the France-Spanish Frontier 

By CHARLES L. FREESTON, author of "High Roads of the Alps" 

With a colored frontispiece. 71 full-page illustrations from 
photographs and 6 maps and 30 itineraries $3.00 net 

Italian Travel Sketches 
By JAMES SULLY, University College, London 
With over 20 full-page illustrations by P. N. Boxer $2.00 net 
A record of many years of wandering in Italy by a well-known 

English writer and scholar. 

The Building of the Alps 
By T. G. BONNEY, Sc.D., LL.D., F.R.S. $3.75 net 
Sets forth their topography and structure, their nature and his

tory, their forms of peak and valley, and to trace their eternal war with 
avalanche, torrent, and glacier. 

The Secret of the Pacific 
' The Andes By C. REGINALD ENOCK, F.R.G.S., author of 

and the Amazon," " Peru," " Mexico," etc. 
With 50 ^ illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth $3.50 net 
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The Diary of Frances Lady Shelley 1787-1817 
Edited by Her Grandson Illustrated. $3.50 net 
The Diary of a brilliant social woman who knew intimately Well

ington, Byron, Metternich, Talleyrand, Scott, Peel, etc. 
"These delightfully frank and piquant diaries are certain to be remembered and 

quoted for many years to come . . . abound in lively anecdotes and shrewd estimates." 
—London Daily Telegraph. 

The New Life of Byron 
By ETHEL COLBURN NAYNE 2 vols. Illustrated. $5.00 net 

The first detailed life since the publication of Lord Lovelace's 
"Astarte" in 1905, and thus the first seriously written biography since 
the "Byron Mystery" was solved. 

The Fourth Generation 
Reminiscences by JANET ROSS Illustrated. $3.50 net 
Carlyle, George Meredith, J. A. Symonds, G. F. Watts, Richard 

Doyle, Mark Twain, Rogers, Guizot—the facts that the writer knew 
well all these and other shining characters; that her style is light, in
timate, and expressive; that she gives hitherto unpublished letters of 
Meredith, Watts, Lord Leighton, and others, make this one of the 
decade's most valuable memoirs. 

The Scott Originals 
An Account of Notables and Worthies, the Originals of Characters in the Waverley Novels 

By W. S. CROCKETT 

With many portraits and 45 illustrations in collotype $2.50 net 

Mr. Crockett may be said to have contributed the final word on a 
subject which has given rise to so much conjecture. 

A Princess of the Italian Reformation 
Ginlia Gonzaga, 1513-1566: Her Family and Friends 

By CHRISTOPHER HARE 

With portraits and other illustrations. 8vo $2.50 net 

A new work by this well-known writer dealing with a fascinating 
character of the middle ages. 

The Enthusiasts of Port Royal 
By LILIAN REA With 12 illustrations. $3.00 net 

Giving a concise history of the rise and fall of the Monastery of Port 
Royal, throws into relief inspiring incidents in the lives of its famous 
characters and such outside enthusiasts as Pascal, Racine, Boileau, 
the Duchesse de Longueville, the Marquise ,«s*!!S===%. de Sable, etc. 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S S O N S 

LADY SHELLEY 

BIOGRAPHY 

King Rene d'Anjou and His 
Seven Queens 

By E D G E C U M B E STALEY, au
thor of "Tragedies of the Medici " 

With colored frontispiece and 35 
illustrations. <5vo. $3.00 net 

Bancroft, Mrs. George 
Letters from England (1846-49), 

net, 1.50 

Barry, Madame du 
By H. N. Williams, . . net, 2.00 

Berry, Marie Caroline, Duchess de 
By H. N. Williams, . . net, 3.75 

Bourgogne, Duchess of (Rose of 
Savoy) 

By H. N. Williams, . . net, 3,50 

Dino, Duchess of 
Memoirs. 3 vols., each, net, 2.50 

Hare, Christopher 
Most Illustrious Ladies of the 

Italian Renaissance, . net, 3.00 

Montespan, Madame de, and 
Louis XIV 

By H. N . Williams . . net, 2.00 

Pompadour, Madame de 
By H. N. Williams, . . net, 2.00 

Recamier, Madame, and Her 
Friends 

By H. N. Williams, . . net, 2.00 

Staley, Edgecumbe 
Dogaressas of Venice, . net, 3.50 
Famous Women of Florence, 

net, 3.50 
Heroines of Genoa and the 

Riviera net, 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 
Court Beauties of Old White

hall net, 
Mirabeau the Demi-God. The 

True Story of His Life and 
Adventures. Il lustrated. 
8vo net, 3.75 

Waddington, M. K. 
Italian Letters of a Diplomat 's 

Wife, . . . net, 2.50 
Letters of a Diplomat 's Wife 

net, 2.50 

3.50 

3.75 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



S C H O O L S AND COLLEGES 

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY 

THE VELTIN SCHOOL 
For Girls. College Preparatory and General Course. Num
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class. Fireproof building 
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West 74th Street 

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL 
Situated on Briar Cliff, overlooking forty miles of the Hudson. 
47 th year. Fits boys for College. Ample equipment and grounds. 
Individual care. Satisfactory references as to character necessary. 
For catalogue address The Holbrook School, Ossining, N. Y. 

HEATHCOTE HALL 
The Misses Lockwood's Collegiate School for Girls. A country 
school with all the advantages of the metropolis. Faculty of 
sixteen instructors. Superior opportunities for Music. Healthful 
outdoor life. Scarsdale, New York. (40 minutes from Grand 
Central Station.) 

BERKELEY SCHOOL 
Prepares Boys for all leading colleges and scientific schools. 
Individual instruction. Small classes. A separate building for 
the lower school. Joseph Curtis Sloane, Headmaster, 

72d Street and West End Avenue, New York. 

M R S . HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S HOME AND DAY 
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

Advantages of city and country. Physical Culture, Riding, Swimming, 
Dancing, Regular Courses. Special studies. Music, Art, Home Economics. 
Outdoor games. Individual care, social privileges. European travel classes. 
2042 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

A C O U N T R Y S C H O O L F O R G I R L S I N N E W Y O R K C I T Y 
Boarding and day school. Athletics and all out of town sports 
under competent instructors, in school park of 35 acres. Music 
and art. College preparation with certificate privilege. Advance 
special courses. 

Miss Bangs and Miss Whiton, Riverdale Ave, and 252nd St. 

THE COMSTOCKSCHOOL 
Removed June 1st to 52 East 72nd St. Offers regular and special 
courses. Music, art, languages, physical culture, social life, and 
an opportunity to enjoy the many advantages of New York. 
Address Miss Lydia Day, Principal. 

THE M I S S E S RAYSON'S 
Boarding and Day School for Girls. Re-opens October 3rd. 

164-166-168 West 75th Street, New York City. 

THE FINCH SCHOOL 
A boarding and day school for girls from sixteen to twenty years 
of age, corresponding to college, which develops individuality, 
cultivates the human interests and sympathies, and is abreast 
of modern thought. Curriculum includes Psychology, 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. 

Mrs. Jessica Garretson Finch, A.B., LL.B., Principal, 
61 East 77th Street, New York City. 

Miss S P E N C E ' S B O A R D I N G A N D DAY S C H O O L 
For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West 
55th Street. Residence 26 West 55th Street. 

THE GRAHAM SCHOOL 
For Girls. 97th year opens Oct. 2d. 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. 

M R S . H A Z E N ' S S U B U R B A N S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Half-hour from Grand Central Station, New York. 

Mrs. JOHN CUNNINGHAM HAZEN, Principal. 
Pelham Manor, New York. 

T H E KNOX S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Cultural academic courses, also college preparatory. Fine Arts 
Department, Music and Painting. Domestic Science, Esthetic 
Dancing. Sports under trained director. 40 minutes from 
New York City. For catalogue address Mrs. E. Russell Hough
ton, Principal, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY 
A School for Girls 19 miles from New York. Healthful loca
tion; spacious buildings. Excellent advantages in music and art. 
General and college preparatory courses. Miss Miriam A. Bytel, 
Principal, Garden City, Long Island, New York. 

T H E H A W T H O R N E SCHOOL 
A boarding and day school for Girls. Afternoon department for 
day pupils with supervised recreation and study. 
Miss Margaret Sweet, A.B. (Vassar), Ph.D. (Bryn Mawr), 
Principal; Miss Evelyne Hilliard, Associate Principal, 

, 250, 254 West 72nd St., New York City. 

T H E S E M P L E B O A R D I N G A N D DAY S C H O O L 
For Girls. Building directly opposite Central Park. Regular and 
Special Courses. Languages, Music, Art, etc. Social recreation. 
Out-of-door sports. Foreign travel. Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, 
Principal, 241 Central Park West, corner 84th Street, New York. 

ELINOR COMSTOCK MUSIC SCHOOL 
A resident and day school. Leschetizky Method. Piano teachers 
all Leschetizky pupils. Vocal, Harmony, Sight Reading, Ensemble 
Playing. Lectures on current operas. Classes in French Classic 
Dancing. Literature and History of Art. Miss Elinor Comstock, 
1000 Madison Avenue, New York City. 

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Resident and Day Pupils. (57th year.) Exclusive location. 
Regular and Special Courses. Music, Art, Elocution. Physical 
CU I T ' , - w S , " , e t l C dancing. Outdoor life. Citv advantages 
with delightful home life. 607 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

H. R A W L I N S BAKER, P I A N O F O R T E I N S T R U C T I O N 
Fifteen years' experience both in training those wishing to teach 
and in preparing pupils of all grades for artistic pianoforte-playing. 
Circular sent on application. Studk 

212 West 59th Street, New York. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
NEW YORK STATE 

P E R S O N A L A T T E N T I O N C A N B E 
F O U N D I N A S M A L L S C H O O L O N L Y 

BLAKE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
T A R R Y T O W N - O N - H U D S O N , N . Y . 

designed for boys who need much personal attention, has, 
among others, the following unique features: 

1. Membership l imited to 25 b o y s . 2. Each 
class restricted to 5. 3. Accurate grading in 
each subject. 4. Opportunity to secure , by 
special arrangement, absolutely individual 
tutoring. 5. S tudy hours in v e r y small 
groups , under masters w h o really teach boys 
h o w to study. 

A ddress corrcspo)idc?icc to 

A. v o n W . LESLIE, A . M . , Head Master Blake S c h o o l s 
2 W e s t 45th S t r ee t , N e w York T e l . Bryant 6798 

M O U N T PLEASANT ACADEMY 
About that son of yours. Mount Pleasant offers him an ideal 
school home. Thoroughly prepares for college or business, of 
course, but character is the real goal here. Rationalized Military 
System. Mount Pleasant Hall for boys under 13. Summer Camp 
in the Berkshires, under Mr. Brusie's personal charge for boys 
under 15. For rate without extras write to Charles Frederick 
Brusie, Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

RYE SEMINARY 
A School for Girls. 

Mrs. S. J. LIFE, The Misses STOWE, 

Rye, New York. 

MACKENZIE SCHOOL 
Equipped and administered for the thorough preparation of 150 
boys for college, technical schools, and higher business careers. 
Catalogue and illustrated booklets upon request. James C. 
Mackenzie, Ph.D., Director, Dobbs Ferry-on-Hudson, New York. 

T H E MANLIUS SCHOOLS 
ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL—College and Business Preparatory. Military 
training in its best form. Ranked by U. S. Gov't as "Distinguished 
Institution, 1904-5-6-7-8-9-10-11-12." 
VEEBECK HALL—For boys from 8 to 14. 

Address William Verbeck, President, Manlius, N. Y. 

Miss c. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL 
For Girls. Upper School for girls 13 to 25; Lower School for girls 8 to 13. 
All departments. College preparatory, graduating- and special courses. 
Certificate admits to leading" colleges. New York City Annex. European 
class for study and travel. For circular address. Miss C. E. Mason, LL.M., 
The Castle, Lock Box 707, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

T H E LADY JANE GREY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, Wellesley and other colleges. 
General Course, Music, Domestic Science. New gymnasium. 
Dormitory for very young girls. Principals, The Misses Hyde, 
Ella Virginia Jones, A.B., Binghamton, New York. 

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL 
Thorough preparation for College, Technical School or Business. Aver
age number of pupils to a class, eight. Modern buildings. Healthful loca-

\ t ion'on Mohegan Lake. Physical culture and Athletics under competent 
Director. Booklet. A. E. Linder, A.M., Chas. H. Smith, A.M., Principals, 
Box 61, Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York. 

PEEKSKILL ACADEMY 
80th year. New Buildings. Alumni Hall (boys 
10-13). Address J . C. Bucher, A.M., or C. A. 
Robinson, Ph.D., Principals. Peekskill, N. Y. 

PUTNAM HALL 
Vassar Preparatory School for girls. Refers to Dr. James M. Taylor, Pres. 
Vassar College, Foughkeepsie, N. Y.; Dr. Wm. Arnold Shanklin, Pres. 

I Wesleyan University; Dr. Talcott Williams, of the Philadelphia Press. Cer
tificate admits to Vassar and other leading colleges. Address 

Ellen Clizbe Bartlett, A.B., Principal, Box 807, Poughkeepsie, New York. 

the bennett school for girls 

MILLBROOK, D U T C H E S S C O U N T Y , NEW YORK 
Full academic course. Full two years' course for high school graduates. 
College preparatory. Voice culture, domestic science, gymnasium work 
and aesthetic dancing open to all pupils. Music, art and riding the only 
extras. Fully equipped riding school. Location in a section noted for 
its great natural beauty and wonderful winter climate; twenty-two acres. 
Golf, hockey, tennis, basket-ball, skating, tobogganing. The Bennett 
uniform required. Catalog sent on request. 
Miss MAY F. BENNETT, P. O. Box 402, MLLLBROOK, NEW YORK 

CORNWALL SCHOOL 
A C o l l e g e P r e p a r a t o r y S c h o o l f o r B o y s 

Beginning with the next school year, A L V A N E. DUERR will be 
associated with the present headmaster in the management of this school. 
Mr. Duerr for eleven years was head ok the Department of German in 
Penn-Charter School of Philadelphia. For the past six years he has 
been headmaster of the Polytechnic Preparatory School of Brooklyn. 
His experience as a successful teacher and head of an important 
school assures the friends of this school of its enlarged efficiency. 

CARLOS H. STONE, Headmaster, Cornwall-on-Hudson 

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
For the development of the whole boy. Affords country life, 
expert physical training, sound elementary and college prepara
tion, and most wholesome influences. Day and boarding pupils. 
Address Frank S, Hackett, Head Master, Riverdale-on-Hudson, 
Upper New York City. Telephone, 24S Kingsbridge. 

OSSIN ING SCHOOL 
For Girls. Suburban to New York. 45th year. Academic, Music, Art and 
College Preparatory Courses. Certificate privileges. Post Graduate and 
special work. Naramore Hall, separate house for younger girls. Year book 
on request. Principals, Clara C. Fuller, Martha J. Naramore, Ossining-on-
Hudson, New York. 

REW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 
A successful school with a magnificent equipment. Special prac
tical business course for boys not going to college. On Hudson 
River Highlands near West Point. Separate department for boys 
under 14. For catalogue, address 

Sebastian C. Jones, Supt., Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York 
HEATHCOTE SCHOOL 

Especially devoted to the training of younger boys under pure and 
wholesome influences^which favor right development of character, 
health, and intellect. Let us explain the distinctive way in which 
this is accomplished. Arthur De L. Ayrault, A. B. (Columbia), 
Head Master, Harrison, Westchester County, N. Y. 

EMMA WlLLARD SCHOOL 
For Girls. 99th year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new 
meproof buildings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Preparatory, General 
and Special Courses. Certificate privileges. Music. Art, Elocution, Domestic 
Science. Gymnasium with swimming pool. Catalogue on request. 

Miss Eliza Kellas, Ph.E., Principal, Troy, New York. 

RIVERVIEW ACADEMY 
77th year begins Sept. 26, 1912. A home for the better kind of boys. It 
looks beyond college entrance. Instiuction is thorough, sane. Equipment 
modern. Its in fluence makes for manhood. 76 years of consecutive manage
ment. For catalogue, address 

Joseph B. Eisbee, A.M., Box 705, Poughkeepsie, New York. 

IRVING SCHOOL 
For Boys. 25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic "I rving '* 
country. 75th year. 21 years under present Head Master. New site and 
buildings 1904. Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. Individual 
instruction. Athletic Field. Swimming Pool. New Gymnasium J M 
1-urman, A.M., Head Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York" 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
MASSACHUSETTS 

Mount 
Ida 

School 
Send lor new year book 

FOR G I R L S 
6 m i l e s 

f r o m B o s t o n 

Preparatory: finishing school. 
Advanced Elective Courses 

for high school graduates. 
C o l l e g e Certificate (no 
examination). 

N e w P i p e O r g a n , N e w 
G y m n a s i u m w i t h 
s w i m m i n g poo l , 2 n e w 
bui ld ings . 

E x c e p t i o n a l opportunities, 
with a delightful home life. 

8 8 Summit Street 

N E W T O N . H - . 

Miss Hall's 
Town and Country School 

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

Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal 
Pittsfield, Massachusetts 

SEA 
PINES 

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
D i s t i n c t i v e l y D e v o t e d to D e v e l o p i n g P e r s o n a l i t i e s 

Genuine happy home life; personal attention and care. Growing girls inspired by wholesome and 
beautiful ideals of useful womanhood. The Cape climate is exceptionally favorable for an outdoor life, 
which we make attractive and refining'. One hundred acres ; pine groves, IOOO feet of seashore, ponies. 
Hygiene and morals are observed especially for results in health, character and education. Gymnastics, 
Music, Handiwork, Domestic Arts. French, German, Spanish—native teachers. All branches of study 
under patient and enthusiastic instructors. Address 
Itet. Thomas Biekfonl, Hiss Faiih Bickforii, Principals, P. 0. Box G, East Brewster, Cape Cod, Mass. 

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877, is continuing without 
interruption under the direction of Miss Helen E. Thompson 
and Miss Martha C. Burnham. Preparatory, Graduating and 
Special Courses. Correspondence should be addressed to Miss 
Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass. 

Miss C H A M B E R L A Y N E S SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
General , Special , and College P r e p a r a t o r y Courses. 
T h e F e n w a y 28, Boston. 

DANFORTH S C H O O L 
For boys under 16 years. On an estate of 200 acres, 22 miles 
from Boston. Address James Chester Flagg, A.B., Master, Box S, 
Framingham, Mass. 

ROGERS HALL S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Lowell, Massachusetts. 38 minutes from Boston. 
Country sports. New gymnasium and swimming pool. 
For catalogue and views, address 

Miss Olive S. Parsons, B.A., Principal. 

H O U S E I N T H E P I N E S 
A school for girls. Intermediate and academic courses. Lan
guages—native teachers. Music, Household Arts. Every atten
tion, not only to habits of study, but to each girl's health and 
happiness. Miss Cornish and Miss Hyde, Principals, Norton, 
Massachusetts (40 minutes from Boston). 

M I S S MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL 
For Girls. General and College Preparatory Courses. Music, 
art, arts and crafts, domestic science. Resident and day pupils. 

Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal, 
Box G, 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass. 

Miss C A P E N - S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as " T h e Burnham School." Thirty-sixth 
year opened Sept. 19, 1912. Correspondence should be addressed 
to Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass. 

T H E M I T C H E L L M I L I T A R Y B O Y S 1 S C H O O L 
For boys from eight to sixteen. A country school with every mod
ern equipment. Booklet upon request. Alexander H. Mitchell, 
Head Master, Billerica, Massachusetts. (20 miles from Boston.) 

WORCESTER ACADEMY 
For Boys. All advantages of a large school. Master teachers. Compre
hensive equipment; 8 buildings, 22 acres. Gymnasium. " Megaron," a 
noble recreation hall. Swimming pool. Splendid athletic field. Quarter-
mile track, 220 yards straightaway. 79th year began Sept. n , 1912. 
Catalogue. D. W. Abercrombie, L.L..D., Principal, 

97 Providence Street, Worcester, Mass. 

ABBOT ACADEMY 
A School for Girls. Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston. 
Address The Principal, Andover, Mass. 

G U S H I N G A C A D E M Y 
Endowment permits all the advantages of a high-priced school 
for $27 5 to $300 a year. College certificate. Music. Six buildings. 
New Dormitory. Athletic field. Gymnasium. Co-educationah 
Write for catalog. H. S. Cowell, A.M., Principal, Ashburnham, 
Massachusetts. 

PERRY K I N D E R G A R T E N N O R M A L S C H O O L 
Prepares for Kindergarten, Primary and Playground positions. 
Mrs. Annie Moseley Perry, Principal, 18 Huntington Avenue, 
Boston, Massachusetts. 

Bui ld ings Modern 
E q u i p m e n t Complete 
Physical L a b o r a t o r y 
Chemical L a b o r a t o r y 
M a n u a l Training- Shop 

ROCKRBDGE 
G y m n a s i u m 
B o w l i n g Alleys 
A th l e t i c F ie ld 
S w i m m i n g Pool 
Tenn i s Cour t s 1 0 Cliff Road , W e l l e s l e y H i l l s , M a s s . 

ROCKRIDGE HALL for boys of high-school age. Location high, dry and healthful, in one of New England's most beautiful residential 
villages. Every boy an object of constant thought and care: hence well-regulated daily lives, marked improvement rapid progress 
THE HAWTHORNE HOUSE for young boys. Home-like atmosphere. Experienced teachers. Manual training. Constant supervision! 
SENIOR HOUSE—(New) for 20 of the oldest boys. Thorough preparation for any college or business. Masters able, experienced mature. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
M A S S A C H U S E T T S (CONTINUED) 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E FOR Y O U N G W O M E N 
Educates for "The Business of Being a Woman." A.B. degree. 
17 buildings. 100 acres. Membership limited. Liberal endow
ment. Also Wheaton Seminary courses supervised by the College. 
Catalog. Address Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., President, 
Norton, Mass. (30 miles from Boston). 

T H E M O S T S U C C E S S F U L S C H O O L S of 
to-day began to advertise in SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE years ago for pupils for to-day. 
To-day these schools are advertising for to
morrow. 

LASELL SEMINARY 
Advanced work for High School graduates. Music, Art, House
hold Sciences. Address G. M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal, 

n o Woodland Road, Auburndale, Massachusetts. 

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y FOR Y O U N G W O M E N 
n o t h year opened September 18th. Thirty miles from Boston. 
Address the Principal, 

Miss Laura A. Knott, A. M., Bradford, Mass. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

T H E D A R L I N G T O N S E M I N A R Y 
For Girls. 40 acres of campus with comfortable buildings. 
Healthful rural location, suburban to Philadelphia. 62 
years' experience. College Preparatory, Art, Domestic 

Science, Music, Special Courses. Moderate tuition. For catalogue, address 
Mary Evans Chambers, A.M., Principal, Box 502, West Chester, Pa. 

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Preparatory to Eryn Mawr, Smith, Vassar and Wellesley Colleges. Certificate 
privileges. Also a strong general course. Beautiful location, only 20 minutes 
from Philadelphia. Fireproof stone building. 

Jane L. Brownell, A.M., Head of the School. 
Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A.B., Associate Head of the School. 

For catalogue address The Baldwin School, Box F, Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

W Y O M I N G S E M I N A R Y 
High grade Co-educational school. Able teachers. Located in the Wyo
ming Valley among the Blue Mountains. Modern buildings. College 
preparation, Business, Music, Art, Oratory, Domestic Science. Certificate 
accepted by colleges. Small classes. Yearly rates $400. 69th year opened 
Sept. 18. Catalogue. L. L. Sprague, D.D., President, Kingston, Pa. 

ST. LUKE'S SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
A "home-school" for college or business preparation. A limited 
number of pupils, large grounds, new buildings, healthful situation, 
supervised athletics, experienced teachers are essentials of our 
success. Send for illustrated catalogue. Charles Henry Strout, 
A.M., Headmaster, Wayne, Pa. (14 miles from Philadelphia.) 

M i s s S A Y W A R D - S S C H O O L 
For girls, in charming, healthful suburb of Philadelphia. College prepara
tory and special courses. Certificate admits to leading colleges. Musical 
department, physical training, outdoor sports, horseback riding. Develops 
character, mind and body. Illustrated catalogue. Miss S. Janet Sayward, 
Principal, Overbrook, Pa. 

THE M I S S E S KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY 
SCHOOL 

Prepares for Bryn Mawr and other colleges. Certificate privileges. Number 
of pupils limited. Special schedule arranged for each. Percentage of pupils 
who have entered Bryn Mawr College unusually large. Gymnastics, outdoor 
sports. 14th year opens October 3, 1912. Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

M i s s M A R S H A L L ' S S C H O O L 
For Girls. Academic and Music Departments. College Prepara
tory and Special Courses. Ideal location. New building. Com
fortable home life and outdoor sports. For catalogue, address 
Miss E. S. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 

THE M I S S E S SHIPLEY'S SCHOOL 
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Special educational and 
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. 
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. Specialists in all 
departments. Resident Athletics Director. For circular address 
The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

OGONTZ SCHOOL 
For Young Ladies. Twenty minutes from Philadelphia. The 
late Mr. Jay Cooke's fine property. Park of 65 acres. The social 
and family life is a distinguishing feature. Catalogue and views 
on request. Miss A. A. Sutherland, Principal, Ogontz School 
P. O., Box H, Pa. 

T H E B I R M I N G H A M S C H O O L , I N C . 
For Girls. An excellent school, offering either Academic or College 
Preparatory Courses. Beautiful and healthful location in the 
mountains. On Main Line P. R. R. Gymnasium. Physical 
training. For catalogue address 

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

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Resident and Day Pupils. City and country school. Attractive 
home and social life. General, college preparatory, special and 
high school graduate courses. Voice, piano, art, domestic science, 
sewing. Basketball, tennis, and horseback riding. Miss S. Edna 
Johnston, A.B., Principal, Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa. 

SPRINGSIDE 
Boarding and Day School for Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss 
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hill, Philadelphia. 

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY 
Offers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for college or business. 
Under Christian masters from the great universities. Located in the Cum
berland Valley, one of the most picturesque spots of America. New gym
nasium. Equipment modern. Write for catalog. 

William Mann Irvine, LL.D., Headmaster, Mercersburg, Pa. 

B E E C H W O O D S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
A School of the cultural and practical. 23 minutes from the center 
of Philadelphia. College Preparation, the Arts and Sciences, and 
Vocational Courses. Well equipped country location. Rooms 
with private bath. Address 

M. H. Reaser, Ph.D., President, Jenkintown, Pa. 

CONNECTICUT 

T H E ELY S C H O O L 
For Girls. 

Greenwich, Connecticut. 

THE CATHARINE AlKEN SCHOOL 
For girls. Fifty-seventh year. College Certificates. Mrs. Harriet 
Beecher Scoville Devan, A.B. (Wellesley), Stamford, Conn., near 
New York. 

WYKEHAM RISE 
A Country School for Girls. Miss Davies, Principal, 

Washington, Connecticut. 

THE TACONIC SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Overlooking a beautiful lake in the Berkshire Hills. Girls taught 
how to study. New gymnasium. Miss Lilian Dixon, A.B., Prin
cipal. Miss Catharine Burrowes, A.B., Associate Principal. 
Lakeville, Conn. 

THE GATEWAY 
A School for Girls of all ages. Miss Alice E. Reynolds, Principal, 
St. Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Connecticut. 

INGLESIDE 
A School for Girls. Founded by Mrs. Wm. D. Black. School 
year opens Tuesday, October 1st, 1012. 

Mrs. William Black Pell, Patroness. 
New Milford, Litchfield Co,, Conn. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
MARYLAND 

1S53 Maryland College 1912 

Music H A L L G O R D O N H A L L C E N T K E H A L L G R A C E H A L L 

F O R W O M E N 
Suburbs of Baltimore. Near Washington. Campus 12 acres. 200 
forest trees. Five buildings. Large and elegant new fireproof 
administration and dormitory buildings, some rooms with private 
baths. New furniture throughout. Every modern convenience. 
Graduating Courses in Domestic Science and Arts. Superior Music 
Conservatory. New_Pipe Organ. Large Faculty. Field sports, 
gymnasium, swimming pool, etc. For High School graduates, two 
and three years' courses leading lo degrees Lit. B. and A. B. Home 
life and government. Non-sectarian. Catalogue. 
CHARLES WESLEY GALLAGHER, D. D., Box G, Lulherville, Hd. 

THE TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
An Endowed Preparatory School. Illustrated book on request. 

Thomas Stockham Baker, Ph. D., Port Deposit, Md. 

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND 
A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame to 
train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnificent 
buildings in a beautiful park of 70 acres. Rowing:, basketball, tennis, 
hockey. Instructors all specialists. Regular and elective courses. Music, 
Art. Write for catalog. Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland. -

T H E EXTENT OF S C R I B N E R S circulation— 
The character of SCRIBNERS readers—The cost 
of SCRIBNERS service—make SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE of first importance in school adver
tising. Especially in 1912. 

W A S H I N G T O N , D. C. 

N A T I O N A L C A T H E D R A L S C H O O L 
For Boys. (Episcopal.) A country school: 40 acres of grounds. Opens 
Sept. 26. Faculty of specialists in college preparation. All the attractions 
of the Capital. Advantages of inauguration year. Bishop of Washington 
President Board Trustees. For catalogue address 

E. L.. Gregg, Headmaster, Box T, Mount St. Aiban, Washington, D. C. 

M A R T H A W A S H I N G T O N S E M I N A R Y 
For Young Women. In finest residential section of National 
Capital. Two years' course for High School graduates, general 
and special courses. Domestic Science. Outdoor sports. $575-
$650. Edward W. Thompson, Principal, 

1601 Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C. 

B R I S T O L S C H O O L 
For Girls. French Residence. Elective, Preparatory, Academic and two 
years' Collegiate Courses. New $50,000 additional fireproof building. Gym
nasium, swimming pool. Basketball, tennis. Literature, Psychology, Civics, 
by Merrill E. Gates, Ph.D., LL.D., L.H.D., ex-President Amherst College. 
Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal, Mintwood Fl. and 19th St., Washington, D. C. 

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Fireproof building. Accommodation for roo boarding pupils. In 
Cathedral Close of 40 acres. Unrivalled music, art and special 
courses. Certificates to college. The Bishop of Washington, 
President Board of Trustees; Mrs. Barbour Walker, M.A., Prin., 
Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C. 

FAIRMONT 
A home school for girls. Playground adjoining." Catalogue on 
request. Washington, D. C. 

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY 
For Young Women. The story of the school; its remarkable 
equipment of 20 buildings; its training in homemaking; its study 
of the Capital—can be told fully only in our catalogue. Address 
Box 102, Forest Glen, Md. Washington (Suburbs), D. C. 

WASHINGTON COLLEGE 
For Girls and Young Women. Located within National Capital; park of 
10 acres ; choicest educational and social advantages ; refined associations, 
most beautiful home life. Preparatory, Certificate and College Courses. 
Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science. Literature on request. Address 
F. Menefee, President, Washington, D. C. 

H A M I L T O N S C H O O L FOR G I R L S A N D Y O U N G L A D I E S 
Opposite the White House. For particulars and catalog apply to 
Mrs. Phoebe Hamilton Seabrook, President, Lafayette Square, 
Washington, D. C. 

G U N S T O N H A L L 
A School for Girls. Established 1892. Preparatorv and Elective 
courses. Certificate privilege. Music, Art, Expression. New 
building, specially planned for the school. Athletics. Mrs. 
Beverley R. Mason, Principal; Miss E. M. Clark, LL.A., Asso
ciate, 1906 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C. 

T H E B E S T MEDIUM for school 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. 

MICHIGAN 

T H E D E T R O I T H O M E A N D DAY SCHOOL 
Established in 1878, re-incorporated (10J2) as 

THE LIGGETT SCHOOL 
Thirty received in School family. Equipment modern. 

The Misses Liggett, Principals, Detroit, Mich. 

GEORGIA 

AGNES SCOTT COLLEGE 
Letters. Science. Philosophy. Home Economics. Resident 
students limited to 300. For catalog, address 

F. H. Gaines, D.D., LL.D.. Pres., 
Decatur, Ga. (6 miles from Atlanta). 
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VIRGINIA 

S W E E T B R I A R C O L L E G E 
A College for Women, of the grade of Vassar, Wellesley. Smith and Bryn 
Mawr. Four years of collegiate and two years of preparatory work are 
given. On Southern Railroad south of Washington, Catalogue and 
views sent on application to 

Dr. Mary K. Benedict, Prest., Box 108, Sweet Briar, Va. 

HOLLINS COLLEGE 
For Young Women. Founded 1842. College, Elective and Pre
paratory Courses. Music, Art, etc. Located in Valley of Virginia. 
700 acres. Seven miles north of Roanoke. Invigorating mountain 
climate. For catalogue address 

Miss Matty L. Cocke, President, Box 308, Hollins, Virginia. 

OHIO 

G L E N D A L E C O L L E G E FOR W O M E N 
59th year began September 18th. Collegiate Courses especially 
adapted to High School graduates. Preparation for all colleges. 
Special subjects in connection with art, music, expression or 
household economics. Arrangements for younger girls. Terms 
$370. Miss R. J. DeVore, Glendale, Ohio. 

Virginia College 
For Young Ladies. ROANOKE. VA. 
One of the leading Schools in the South. Modern buildings. 
Extensive campus. Located in the Valley of Virginia, famed for 

health and beauty 
of scenery. E l e c -
t i v e , P r e p a r a 
t o r y a n d C o l 
l e g e C o u r s e s . 
M u s i c , A r t , E x 
p r e s s i o n , D o -
m e s t i c S c i e n c e . 
S u p e r v i s e d ath
letics. S t u d e n t s 
from 32 States. For 
catalogue address 

H A R R I S , P r e s i d e n t , R o a n o k e , V a . M A T T I E P 
M r s . G e r t r u d e H a r B o a t w r i g h t , T i c e - P r e s . 

NEW JERSEY 

P E D D I E I N S T I T U T E 
An endowed school. Strong teachers. 250 boys. Prepares for all 
roll eg es. Business course. Music. Sixty acre campus, athletic 
field, gymnasium, swimming pool. Rates, $400 to $500. Lower 
school for boys 11 to 14 years. Fortv-seventh vear opened Sept. 18. 
Catalog. R. W. Swetland, A.M., Prin., Box 10-C, Hightstown, N. J. 

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE 
Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty, comfort
able buildings, healthful location, careful supervision of athletics, military 
discipline that develops character, and 27 years of experience in training 
boys. For catalogue, write Rev. T. H. Landon, A.M., D.D., Principal. 
Lieut.-Col. T. D. Landon, Commandant, Bordentbwn-on-the-Delaware. N. J. 

T H E L A K E W O O D S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Academic, college preparatory and special courses. Limited en
rollment insures individual attention. Ideal location with wonder
ful winter climate. Out-of-door life emphasized. Horseback, golf, 
tennis, rowing, skating. Miss Edith Samson, Principal, Box 2, 
Lakewood, N. J. 

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

John G. MacVicar, A.M., 22 Walden Place, Montclair, N. J . 

IVY H A L L — M i s s M A C D O N A L D A N D M I S S F I N N ' S 
S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
College-Preparatory and Finishing Courses. Certificate admits 
to leading colleges. Exceptional advantages in music. Riding, 
Boating, basket ball, tennis. 

Bridgeton, New Jersey (near Philadelphia). 

CENTENARY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE FOR GIRLS 
Possesses every advantage offered by any similar school regardless 
of price. Certificate privileges. 167 acres. Faculty of 18. Pipe 
organ, 25 pianos. Entrance any time. Special courses for High 
School graduates. Trained nurse. Catalogue. Jonathan M. 
Meeker, Ph.D., Principal, Hackettstown, N. J. 

D W I G H T S C H O O L 
For Girls. College preparatory and special courses. Certificates 
accepted by leading colleges. Limited number of pupils insures 
individual attention. Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York. 
Gymnasium. Tennis, riding. Address Box 607. Miss Creightoa 
and Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, N. J. 

BLAIR ACADEMY 
65th year. Prepares for any college or technical school. Beautiful, healthful 
location. Fine buildings. loo-acre campus. Two gymnasiums. Athletics. 
New Dormitory, with ideal equipment for younger boys, ready next term. 
Illustrated catalogue on request. John C. Sharpe, A.M., D.D., Principal, 
P. O. Box N, Blairstown, New Jersey. 

I LL INOIS 

M O N T I C E L L O S E M I N A R Y 
75th year opened Sept. 25, 1912. School for Young Women and Girls. Pre
paratory and Junior College Courses. Domestic Science. Music, Art. 
Certificate privileges. Fine" buildings. Well-equipped laboratories. Gym
nasium. Beautiful campus, with tennis courts, archery range, basket-ball 
and hockey fields. Rates moderate. 

Miss Martina C. Erickson, Principal, Godfrey, 111. 

INDIANA 

E L M H U R S T 

Only high grade non-sectarian country school for girls in the 
Middle West. Number limited to twenty-four. 

R. D. 6, Box 2, Connersville, Ind. 

W I S C O N S I N 

NORTHWESTERN MILITARY AND NAVAL ACAD EM Y 
Lake Geneva, Wis., and Highland Park, 111. A select school with 
a high standard of Academic work, supplemented by the physical, 
moral and social benefits of a Military and Naval life. Limited 
enrollment; references required. Catalogue. Address 

Col. R. P. Davidson, Superintendent, Lake Geneva, Wis. 

S T . J O H N S M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 
The American Rugby. Eminently fitted for training American 
boys. Thorough scholastic and military instruction. Located 
in the beautiful Waukesha County Lake region. Extensive 
equipment. Government rating, "Distinguished Institution." 
For catalogue address Box g D, Delafield, Waukesha County, Wis. 

NEW MEXICO 

T H E B E S T M E D I U M for school 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. 

N E W M E X I C O M I L I T A R Y I N S T I T U T E 
A wonderful training school for boys. Prepares for best colleges. Business 
course. 270 days of work in open air. Sun shines every day. Healthiest 
location in the world. Modern buildings. Distinguished by War Dept. 
School owned and supported by New Mexico. Moderate cost. For cata'. 
logue, address Box A, Roswell, New Mexico. 
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NEBRASKA 

KEARNEY MILITARY ACADEMY 
Military Training combined with Academic and Business courses develops the 
bodies and minds of boys into Successful, Manly Men. We offer capable in
struction, thorough equipment, wholesome environment, healthful climate, 
moderate prices. For catalogue, address 

H. N. Russell, Head Master, Kearney, Neb. 

M I N N E S O T A 

ST. MARY'S HALL 
A Home School for Girls. Established by Bishop Whipple in 1866. 
Healthful climate. Certihcate to Wellesley, Vassar, Smith and 
leadin" colleges. Advantages in music and art. Physical cult
ure, etc. Catalog. Rt. Rev. S. C. Edsall, D.D., LL.D., Rector. 
Miss Caroline W. Eells, Principal, Faribault, Minn. 

FOREIGN STUDY AND TRAVEL 

FOREIGN STUDY AND TRAVEL FOR AMERICAN GIRLS 
Villa du Roule School, Paris, France. Principals, Miss Margue
rite Gibson, Miss Anna Seaborn. Courses in French, History, 
Art, Literature. Winter sports in Switzerland. Two months' 
travel in France, Africa, Sicily, Italy. For circulars address 

Miss Euphemia Holden, 115 Broadway, N. Y. 

T H E T H O M P S O N - B A L D A S S E R O N I 
S C H O O L OF T R A V E L FOR G I R L S 

Sails in October with Principal for twelfth school year of travel and study 
abroad. Usual courses. Music no extra. Extensive itinerary. Fine 
home abroad. Mrs. Helen Scott, Sec'y, Central Ave., Dover, N. H. 

M U S I C , DRAMATIC, AND APPLIED ARTS 

AMERICAN 
ACADEMY 

DRAMATIC ARTS 
FOUNDED IN 1884 

C o n n e c t e d 

w i t h M r . C h a r l e s 

F r o h m a n ' s E m p i r e 

T h e a t r e a n d 

a C o m p a n i e s . 

Recognized as the leading institution 
for dramatic training in America. 

Board of Trustees 
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President 

DANIEL FROHMAN JOHN DREW 
AUGUSTUS THOMAS BENJAMIN F . ROEDER 

For catalogue and ijijor-
Diatiou, apply to 

T H E SECRETARY 
Room 150, Carnegie Hall 

New York 

CARNEGIE HALL 

NEW YORK 

T H E VON ENDE MUSIC SCHOOL 
Most distinguished faculty of any music school in America, includes such 
celebrities as Sigismond Stojowski, Albert Ross Parsons, Ludwig Hess, 
Adriemie Remenyi, David Bisphani, Anton Witek, Herwegh von Ende. 
Highest standards. Send for free catalog. Address 

Director, Dept. R, 5S West 90th Street, New York. 

The Best Medium for 

School Advertising 
is the one which has weight and influence in the homes 

where the advantages of the Pr iva te School are 

recognized, appreciated and acted upon. Such a 

medium builds up an inst i tut ion by supplying it wi th 

s tudents who will be a credit to it . 

CORRESPONDENCE S C H O O L S 

Salesmen Wanted 
DO YOU WANT A GOOD POSITION WHERE YOU CAN EARN 
FROM $ 1 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 TO $ 5 , 0 0 0 . 0 0 A YEAR AND EXPENSES ? 

There a r e hundreds of such positions now open. N o former 
experience a s a salesman required t o g e t one of t h e m . If you wan t 
to e n t e r t he w o r l d ' s b e s t p a y i n g p r o f e s s i o n our F r e e Employ
m e n t Bureau will ass is t you t o secure a position w h e r e you can 
earn good wages while you a r e learning Pract ical Salesmanship. 
Wri te today for full pa r t i cu la r s ; list of good openings and tes 
timonial le t te rs from hundreds of our s tuden ts for whom w e have 
recent ly secured good positions paying from $100.00 t o $500.00 a 
month and expenses . A d d r e s s n e a r e s t o f f i ce , D e p t . 1 2 6 

N a t i o n a l S a l e s m e n ' s T r a i n i n g A s s o c i a t i o n 
Chicago New York Kansas City Seatt le New Orleans Toronto, 

THE UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO 
| j s \ k j r Correspondence-Study Dept. 
m MWn [V offers 350 class-room courses to non-resident 
• • ^ * T * • • • students. One may thus do part work for a Bach-
^ H i | B K % ^ elor'a degree. Elementary courses in tnanysub-
t | l l l f jects, others for Teachers, Writers, Accountants 
. • I l l l l l Bankers. Business Men, Ministers. Social Workers 
^r m ^mw m Etc. Begin any time. 

20th Year U. of C. (Div. F) Chicaio. Ilf. 
1 i - i . 1 - - - m i - •* 

LAW STUDY AT HOME 
BECOME AN LL.B. 

Only recognized resident law school in U. S., Conferring Degree of 
Bachelor of Laws—LL. B — hy correspondence. Only law school in U. S, 
conducting s t andard res ident school and giving same ins t ruc t ion , by 
mai l . Over 450 class-room lec tu res . Faculty of over 30 prominent l aw
yers . Guarantees to prepare graduates to p a s s bar examination. Only law 
school giving Complete Course in Ora tory and Public Speaking. School 
highly endorsed and recommended by Gov. Officials, Business Men, Noted 
Lawyers and Students . Send today for Large Handsomely I l l u s t r a t ed 
Prospectus . Special courses for Business Men and Bankers. 
HAMILTON COLLEGE OF LAW, 1165 Ellsworth BIdg..Chicago, I I I . 

S T U D Y 

LAW AT HOME 
F u l l un ive r s i t y courses • I Highest endorsements. 
b j m i n i L e u d . n g • M • • Over 10,000 enro l led . 
Co r r e spondence , Law • M ^ V W Ens, terms Writetoday 
Course in A m e r i c a . ^ M M B M for freell2-r,aeecata]oC. 
L A S A L L E E X T E N S I O N U N I V E R S I T Y . B o x 1270. C h i c a g o 

T H E MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of 
'°;day began to advertise in SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE years ago for pupils for to-day. 
To-day these schools are advertising for to
morrow. 
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CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

American Correspondence School of Law 

Learn at Home 
Graduate correspondence students most 
successful at bar examination. Cover 
same ground as Harvard, Michigan 
and otherbiglawcoileges. Guarantee 
to coacb free, students failing to pass bar 

examination. Scholarships are now 
open. Scholarship students pay only for 
:ext and postage. Write today for catalog. Dept.1277. Manhattan Eldg., Chicago 

STUDY 
University Methods 
Theory and Practice combin
ed. Three courses. University, 
Business and Banking Law. 
Standard C< 

LAW 
•.[iinnh'iiiT School of Law, 

BY MAIL 
Indorsed by Bench and Bar. 
Guaranteed to prepare for Bar 
ofany State. Special offer. Easy 
terms. Books free. Catalog free 

15©C East 55 th Street, Chicago, III. 

THE BEST MAGAZINE FOR 

SCHOOL 
ADVERTISING 
is the one which builds up an 
institution by supplying it with 
students who will be a credit to 
it—the one which has weight 
and influence in the homes 
where the advantages of the 
Private School are recognized, 
appreciated, and acted upon. 
Not always the homes of the 
rich, but always the homes of 
innate refinement. 

For 25 years SCRIBNERS has 
been welcomed in such homes. 
As such homes have become 
more numerous the circulation of 
SCRIBNERS has increased. 
To-day its value as a medium 
for advertising the best schools 
is unequalled—unequalled in the 
extent of its circulation to homes 
that count. 

Your special training—or 
lack of it—hits you right in 
the money pocket. With 
everything going up but the 
salaries of untrained men 
you've got to decide mighty 
quick how you can win a bet
ter position and earn more. 

You can succeed in some chosen line of 
work, just as thousands of other ambitious 
men have succeeded through the help of the 
International Correspondence Schools. Over 
four hundred every month voluntarily report 
advancement due to I . C. S. help. The same 
opportunity to earn more is open to you, no 
matter who you are or what you do. 

To learn of the special way by which the 
I . C. S. can help you, simply mark and mail the 
attached coupon today. Marking the coupon 
costs nothing and puts you under no obligation. 
Mark it N O W . 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS , 
Box 922, SCKANTON, P A . 

Explain, without further obligation on my part, how] 
I can qualify for the position before which I mark X 

Electrical Engineer 
Elec. Light ing Supt. 
Telephone Expert 
Archi tect 
B u i l d i n g Contractor 
Archi tec tura l Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Concrete Construct ion 

Mechan. Engineer 
Ueehanicai Draftsman 
Civil Engineer 
Mine Superintendent 
Stationary Eng ineer 
Plumbing: & Steam F i t t i n g 
Gas Engines 
Antomobi le R u n n i n g 

Civil Service 
B o o k k e e p i n g 
S t e n o g r a p h y & T y p e w r i t i n g 
W i n d o w Tr imming 
Show Card Wri t ing 
L e t t e r i n g and S ign Pa in t ing 

Advert i s ing 
Commercial I l lu s t ra t ing 

Industrial Designing 
Commercial Law 
Teacher 
Engl i sh Branches 
Poul try F a n n i n g 
Agricul ture Spanish 
Chemist F r e n c h 
Salesman German 

Name-

Present Occupation-

Street and No. 

City . S ta t e . 
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H SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Unequaled for Pastry 

Crisco 
^ ^ For Frying For Shortening 

For Cake Makina because of its pure vegetable origin, makes your pies and pud
dings so digestible that no member of your family need be denied 
the pleasure of eating them. 

It makes the crust deliriously tender, light and flaky—and the 
under crust which so easily becomes tough and hard is crisp and 
easy to cut. 

It gives a flavor as delicious as butter—yet at half the cost—for, 
in addition to all its other advantages, the price of Crisco is but 
half that of butter and materially less than that of pure lard. 

Crisco can be used instead of butter or lard for all your 
cooking. As it is so much richer, one-fifth less of 
Crisco than of other shortenings is required. W h e n 
used instead of butter, add salt in the proportion of 
one level teaspoonful to the cupful of Crisco. 

Try this recipe for pie crust. It is excellent. 
1 cupful flour 
5 tablespoonfuls Crisco 

^ teaspoonful salt 
2 tablespoonfuls ice water 

(Use level measurements) 

Sift flour and salt together. Chop in Crisco very 
fine and add water slowly. Handle lightly. Put 
the dough on a board, roll three-eighths inch 

thick, line pan and bake in a hot oven. Have all 
ingredients cold except Crisco, which should 

be warmed, if necessary, but not melted. 

Send for Our Cook Book 
It tells why Crisco makes better 
foods at less cost and gives over 

100 tested recipes 
,, illustrating the best 

ways to use Crisco. 
T h e Procter & 
Gamble C o . , 
Dept. X, 
Cincinnati, O. 
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Price Collier's announced articles on "Ger
many and the Germans" will begin in the No
vember number. Every reader of the Magazine 
wall remember his papers on "England and 
the English from an American Point of View." 
They created a veritable sensation on both sides 
of the Atlantic. The author's point of view 
is that of an unbiased, 
clear-seeing, fearless ob
server, with an abun
dant knowledge of life 
at large and a fund of 
sound historical read
ing from which to draw 
present-day conclu
sions. This new series 
on Germany will still 
further establish his 
reputation as one of the 
most brilliant and keen-
sighted critics of mod
ern times. His sen
tences fairly sparkle 
with shrewd wit, and 
back of the barbs that 
he drives into the weak 
spots of a nation's pride 
of race and achievement 
are always in evidence 
a spirit of fairness and 
a willingness to give full 
credit where credit is 
due. Germany has 
come to the front of the 
great nations of the 
world and her wonder
ful progress has not 

been left to chance. She is a great nation 
because she has worked as a unit for the widest 
usefulness and welfare of her people. Mr. Col
lier's first article, which he calls " The Indis
creet," is devoted to the Emperor and the 
part he has played and plays in all of Ger
many's affairs. I t will certainly excite discus
sion all over the world. I t is a masterly study 
of one of the great personalities of modern 
times, a man whose influence is to be reck
oned with in all that concerns the game of 
world politics. Nothing has been written 
of modern Germany, or of the Emperor, with 
the same frankness, the same disregard of 
anything else than what the author believes 
to be the truth. 

Robert Louis Stevenson 

Sir Sidney Colvin, who has recently changed 
his residence, found, in going through a lot of 
old drawers and cabinets, some most inter
esting things, none of them more so than " a 
few by or relating to R. L. Stevenson." I t 
has been the good fortune of the Magazine 
to secure these for publication in the next 

number. There is not 
a reader of Stevenson 
who will not find pleas
ure in these "Steven-
soniana," for they in
clude, among other 
things, one of the most 
delightful of his letters, 
one full of interesting 
references to his work 
and doings in Samoa 
permeated with a 
spirit of whimsical fun. 
He tells an amusing 
story of his meeting 
with a famous South 
Sea sea-captain. The 
captain told him after 
the introduction that 
he expected (rather with 
awe) "a much more 
' thoughtful' person." 
Among the papers is 
one of the author's 
youthful efforts, a de
scription of a summer 
night in Edinburgh 
spent with his friend 
Charles Baxter. There 
are included also two 

more interesting letters written to Stevenson 
by George Meredith. 

The Magazine has always been notably fort
unate in securing the memoirs and letters of 
famous men for its pages. The Meredith letters, 
just concluded, have met with universal appre
ciation and placed their author in an entirely 
new and popular light. Many who have hesi
tated, for some reason, to read Meredith's 
novels will be surely attracted to them by the 
charm of the man's personality as revealed in 
these letters. "Diana of the Crossways," one 
of his own favorites, "Richard Feverel," and 
a host of others will have many new admirers. 
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The New York Tribune said of these letters: 
"They carry us well inside the author's mind, 

and, what is more, they make us very glad of 
the experience. If there is one trait which, 
more than any other, they illustrate, it is his 
instinct for the truth, his strong grasp upon 
things as they are. The letters are full of warm 
feeling controlled by judgment. He lovesthe 
friends to whom he writes, but you feel that 
the riches of his heart are only made the 
richer by the play of his intellect about all that 
rouses him to emotion. They are fascinating 
letters. I t is good to know that there are to be 
more of them, and when the book itself comes 
out, readers will batten upon it, whether they 
are Meredithians or not." 

And an editorial in the Evening Sun con-
. firms the opinion expressed above that he will 
be more widely read than ever before: 

"Time was when Meredith was a thing apart, 
to be read only by the elect and to be scoffed at 
by the rest of the world. His eccentricities of 
style held off many readers. And he suffered 
from his friends who talked as if his queer dis
tortions of the English tongue were his chief 
virtue instead of being the blemishes they act
ually were. 

"But the years bring all things. The folk who 
actually bit into the books found them rich 
and rare stuff. The news spread. And to-day 
Meredith comes to an increasing circle of 
friends, who read him for the good tales, the 
real people, and the brilliant, vivid story of the 

There are still men in the great Canadian wil
derness who carry on the spirit and traditions 
and ways of life of the early days of French 
exploration. In Dr. Finley's next article, deal
ing with " The French in the Heart of America," 
he tells of what has followed " I n the Trails of 
the Coureurs de Bois." These adventurers 
and traders ran their canoes through the wild 
rivers, carrying a message of civilization from 
the sea into the great Middle West. Land 
trails had been made for them by thousands of 
animals, the wolves, the deer, the buffalo—si
lent paths through the unbroken wilderness. 
The story of these coureurs is a romantic one. 
To-day their paths are the steel highways of 
the railroads that criss-cross the land in every 
direction and carry the riches of the land from 

From the time of Virgil and Horace all 
through the years there has been no lack of 
praise for the simple life, the life of the country
side—the cry of "far from the madding crowd," 
back to nature, has become even more insistent 
in these very modern days of great cities. Ex-

Mayor Brand Whitlock, of Toledo, has written 
an article for the November number on "The 
City and Civilization," and it is a most illumi
native and encouraging comment in these days 
of sensational revelations of corruption and per
version of justice. I t is the cities, he says, that 
have led the way. " In them the great battles 
of liberty on the intellectual and political, the 
social and industrial field have been fought. 
. . . The cities are the centres of the nation's 
thought, the citadels of its liberties, and as they 
were once and originally the trading-posts and 
the stockades whence the hardy pioneers began 
their conquest of the physical domain of the 
continent, so are they now the outposts whence 
mankind is to set forth on a new conquest of 
the spiritual world, in which the law of social 
relations is to be discovered and applied." 

In the continuation of "Some Early Mem
ories," Senator Henry Cabot Lodge will in the 
coming number recall some vivid boyhood im
pressions of the war. The excitement and feel
ing of bitter resentment that followed the at
tack upon the Sixth Massachusetts in the 
streets of Baltimore, the fall of Sumter, the 
killing of Colonel Ellsworth of the famous Zou
aves, the fight between the Monitor and the 
Merrimac. Following every battle came the 
terrible news of killed and wounded, the sus
pense and expectation of possible disaster. 
The army then as now was made up of young 
men, mere boys many of them, who went to 
the front smiling and came back aged and seri
ous men. Following the war memories Senator 
Lodge gives his impressions of the Harvard of 
his college days which began under President 
Hill and ended under President Eliot. There 
are also some interesting recollections of 
famous actors, Edwin Forrest, Booth, Charles 
Kean, Ellen Tree, Mrs. Kemble. 

< * * * > * 

An article that will be published in the No
vember number on "College Life," by Profes
sor Paul van Dyke, of Princeton, will do much 
to clear away the misconceptions and foolish no
tions that have become a part of the argument 
that tries to prove that college is only a handi
cap to many young men. The article is not 
written as a special plea; it looks at college 
experiences and opportunities as men look at 
them after the world has given them their real 
place and value. The author gives some inter
esting statistics with regard to the positions in 
life held by men of high scholarship. Appar
ently the idea that a good student rarely makes 
a successful man is not based on the facts. 
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Drawn by Thornton Oakley. 

T H E NEW GRAND CENTRAL STATION, NEW YORK, IN PROCESS OF CONSTRUCTION. 
EXCAVATING AND ERECTING GOING ON SIMULTANEOUSLY. 

A VIEW FROM T H E WEST SIDE. 

—" The Terminal—The Gate of the City. 
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LETTERS OF GEORGE MEREDITH 

in 
ILLIAM ERNEST HEN

LEY, at the time of the 
following l e t t e r , had re
cently p u b l i s h e d his 
"Book of Verses" contain
ing the well-known series 

" I n Hospital''—impressions of the old 
Edinburgh Infirmary, where, when he was 
a patient, Stevenson visited him and their 
friendship began. Stevenson, writing his 
papers for SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE at Sara-
nac earlier in this year (1888), had quoted 
one poem from the book in full at the end 
of his " Christmas Sermon." At the mo
ment of this letter Stevenson was on his 
way across the United States to sail from 
San Francisco in the yacht Casco for his 
Pacific voyage. 

[To W. E. Henley.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, June 1, 1888. 
DEAR M R . H E N L E Y : The rude realism 

of your verses " I n Hospital" has braced 
me. And with this breath of the darkness 
of life you give a note— 

"Out of the night that covers me"— 

which has a manful ring to clear and lift 
us, whatever the oppression that may have 
been caused. No realism frightens me. 
At its worst, I take it as a correction of 
the flimsy, to which our literature has a 
constant tendency to recur. Even the 
lowest appears to me more instructive 
than Byronics.—But when, out of hospi
tal, you cry out in ecstasy of the "smell 
of the mud in the nostrils," you strike 
profoundly—beyond the critical senses. 

I thank you for the volume. It has the 

tone of a voice in the ear—as near to life 
as that. You have not aimed at higher. 
Do so in your next effort. Meanwhile 
the present is a distinct achievement, be
yond the powers of most.—Yours very 
t r u 'y> GEORGE MEREDITH. 

I hear of our dear Stevenson's grasp of 
better health very gladly and hopefully. 

[To Mrs. Edith Clarke.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Feb. 8, 1889. 

M Y DEAR EDITH : Please read and medi
tate on this before you speak of it to 
Arthur. I want you to use your influence 
in getting him to accept this little sum in 
part payment of his voyage. Tell him 
it will be the one pleasure left to me when 
I think of his going. I t may not help much 
—and yet there is the chance. As I sat 
chattering yesterday afternoon and no
ticed how frail he looked, I was pained 
with apprehension. He may find on the 
voyage to and fro, that a rather broader 
margin for expenses will spare some finan
cial reckoning and add to necessary com
forts. Tell him that I now receive money 
from America—and there is promise of 
increase. And I live so simply that with
out additions to income I could well afford 
myself this one pleasure. He will not deny 
it if he thinks. I apply to you for an aid 
that must needs be powerful with him; 
I am sure you are rational; you have been 
sister and mother to him, you will induce 
him not to reject from his father what may 
prove serviceable. As for money—how 
poor a thing it is! I never put a value on 
it even in extreme poverty. He has an 
honorable pride relating to it; touch his 
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heart, that he may not let his pride op
pose my happiness—as far as I may have 
it from such a source as money. 

I hope to see him again if possible. 
Beg him to keep from writing long letters 
on board; but simply to read and doze. 
I shall hope to have just a notification 
from time to time of his health and good 
heart in the excursion.—He will use pru
dence when he lands, as to over exertion 
and acceptance of invitations. For if the 
voyage should do him the service one 
hopes from it, there is the temptation.— 
Your faithful GEORGE MEREDITH. 

Arthur Meredith's health was now 
broken and a voyage to Australia in pros
pect. A proud, reserved nature stood in 
the way of his making many friendships. 
He had a small income of his own and 
never accepted help even from his father. 

[To Mrs. Leslie Stephen.1 

Box HILL, June 13, 1889. 
DEAR M R S . LESLIE: I hope I have 

done right—I can scarcely doubt it. Les
lie has a double, and I have had it pro
claimed that the Mrs. L. Stephen in agi
tation against the suffrage for women, is 
the wife of the False Leslie. For it would 
be to accuse you of the fatuousness of a 
Liberal Unionist, to charge the true Mrs. 
Leslie with this irrational obstructiveness. 

The case with women resembles that of 
the Irish. We have played fast and loose 
with them, until now they are encouraged 
to demand what they know not how to 
use, but have a just right to claim. If the 
avenues of our professions had been thrown 
open to them, they might have learnt the 
business of the world, to be competent to 
help in governing. But these were closed, 
women were commanded to continue their 
reliance upon their poor attractions. Con
sequently, as with the Irish, they push 
to grasp the baguette which gives author
ity. And they will get it; and it will be 
a horrible time. But better that than 
present sights. 

Let me add, that if you are the true Mrs 
Leslie of the signature, it is a compliment 
to your husband more touching than 
credibly sincere, after his behavior in the 
bog of Irish politics. This I have like

wise caused to be reported. "Enough 
for me that my Leslie should vote, should 
think." Beautiful posture of the Britan
nic wife! But the world is a moving 
one that will pass her by. 

I send this chiefly with the hope that 
you will be induced to forward Leslie 
(the true) to me for a rest of three or four 
days. Here he could lie on our lawn, 
stroll over the woods, and always have the 
stimulant of opposition so good for the 
Stephen race,—which your tenderness (if 
one has to trust what is rumored) with
holds from him. Put it to him seriously 
to come to me and hear political and social 
wisdom.—Your devoted. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Frederick Greenwood.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Jan. 1, 1890. 

DEAREST GREENWOOD: My heart to 
you! warm wishes that you may always 
have scope for your powers. As to me, 
there seems a chance in America, where 
perhaps I may come to my end—not among 
our good English, to whom I am odious 
and nauseous (I quote them). Yesterday 
I was at Browning's funeral. I thought 
in the Abbey of what Juvenal walking 
with Umbritius says of the old fountain, 
"Quanto prestantius esset numen ac-
quae etc.," but I applied it to the grave. 
Sweeter the green grass turf than Ab
bey pavements. But the noble poet was 
deeply with his fellows, and it may be ap
propriate that he should lie among them, 
in hearing of the roar. And how truly 
could he answer—What matter where! 

I never thought of looking at the book 
at the Club. I will write to friends. If 
there seems a doubt of Barrie's election, 
I will journey. But oh my work has 
hold of me, and a day lost is a dropping of 
blood. Would it be out of rule and blush-
less for me to write to the Committee? * 
The election of Barrie honors the Club.— 
Yours ever, G E Q R G E M E R E D I T H _ 

[To Mrs. Edith Clarke.] 

Box H I L L , Sept. 5, 1890. 

M Y DEAR EDITH: Will is urgent to 
keep me away, as the long standing in-

* Election committee of the Garrick Club. 
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jures me, and I am at the moment op
pressed. But I shall come if I feel better 
to-morrow. Woking is a place where I 
could wish to lie. Lady Caroline Maxse 
is there and Fitzhardinge her son, and 
perhaps the admiral will choose it. The 
where is, however, a small matter. Spirit 
lives. I am relieved by your report of 
Arthur's * end. To him it was, one has to 
say in the grief of things, a release. He 
has been, at least, rich above most in the 
two most devoted of friends, his sister and 
her husband. Until my breath goes I 
shall bless you both.—As to the terms of 
the Will, they are fully in accord with what 
I should have proposed. Will and Riette 
have seen your letter and warmly think 
the same. They will each have as much 
money as young ones need to have—un
der our present barbaric system. Know 
that if you do not see me to-morrow, there 
is physical obstacle. Believe me, that my 
heart is always with you both and with 
your little ones.—Affectionately ever, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Miss Marie Meredith.] 

Box H I L L , July 10, 1891. 

She scarce has a word for Papa, 
To tell how she carolled and sported O! 

So, with just, How d'ye do and Ta-ta, 
She runs from her pen to be courted O! 

To write were a foolish endeavor, 
But, to show that her humor is still in her, 

And flourishing fatter than ever, 
She sends him the 

Bill of her Milliner. 

[To J. M. Barrie.f] 

Box HILL, Dec. 3, 1S91. 

DEAR BARRIE: Our thanks are warm 
for " T h e Little Minister." And how I 
envy you!—not the deserved success of 
the book, but your pleasure in writing 
it. The conjuration of Babbie must have 
been an hour of enchantment. She car
ries us—criticism can't grow at her heels. 
Thrums, too, is as hot alive as ever.—I 
hope I may see you soon. 

I am comforted in seeing that work like 
yours is warmly greeted by press and 
public.—Very faithfully, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

* In the spring of 1890 Arthur Meredith returned to Eng
land and died at the home of his sister at Woking. 

t Meredith had discerned the genius of J. M. Barrie from 
the first and they early became friends. 

[To Frederick Greenwood.] 

Box HILL, Jan. 8, 1892. 

M Y DEAR GREENWOOD: I thought it 
needless when I sent the verses to say 
that such tiny things were a gift, honored 
by your acceptance. Do not, if you print 
me in future, pay me. We are not on the 
same sides in politics, but at heart we are 
one. I never can help wishing well to an 
undertaking headed by you. 

Is, then, the Anti-J. in a swim of suc
cess? This check insists on blowing a fine 
brass note, and I like it better than the 
money, although you pummel my poor 
lot of worthies and won't see things visi
ble to me. But you do love England, 
where again we join. The crash with 
Maupassant comes from avenging Nature 
—heredity helping. A moderated youth 
would have given him life. In reality, 
for a man of his powers, he produced lit
tle. And already he had begun to work 
upon himself. I regret. He was one of 
the few living whom I read with satisfac
tion in the handling of his matter.—Ever 

> o u r s ' GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Frederick Greenwood.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, Feb. 25, 1892. 

M Y DEAR GREENWOOD : My daughter 
packs and sends you ' ' Tess'' to-day. The 
work is open to criticism, but excellent 
and very interesting. All of the Dairy 
Farm held me fast. But from the mo
ment of the meeting again of Tess and Alec, 
I grew cold, and should say that there is 
a depression of power, up to the end, save 
for the short scene on the plain of Stone-
henge. If the author's minute method 
had been sustained, we should have had a 
finer book. It is marred by the sudden 
hurry to round the story. And Tess, out 
of the arms of Alec, into (I suppose) those 
of the lily necked Clare, and on to the 
Black Flag waving over her poor body, is 
a smudge in vapor—she at one time so real 
to me. 

I have heard of your illness, with the 
later, better report. All goes well now, 
I trust. And ah! the Anti-Jacobin! You 
are the prince of Editors, too good for you 
to have a party backing you. But take 
the title, and stand paperless. It is writ-
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ten that an Editor who shows esteem for 
literature shall have to drop his mouth
piece and of his honesty be stricken dumb. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Sidney Lysaght.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, April 12, 1893. 

DEAR M R . LYSAGHT: . . . Just home 
from Losely, near G. F. Watts, to whom 
I have been sitting for a portrait—which, 
I am told, is good. But why a grizzled 
head is wanted for posterity to see, is the 
riddle to me. I dare not hint it, or I shall 
hear the retort that I am thinking . . . 
Once and in truth there was a presentable 
phiz, when no one cared for it. 

Pray, come as soon as you can.—Ever 
yours, GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Arthur Wing Pinero.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, May 4, 1893. 

M Y DEAR (I hope for the last time 
"Mr.") PINERO: The enclosed to help 
grace your Chairman's ample seat at the 
Fund Dinner.* None do we find so gener
ous in charity as actors, unless it be ladies 
of the town—as I have heard. 

Therefore your Fund commands that 
we be emulous of the same.—I have to go 
to Watts, near Guildford, to give last 
sittings for a portrait, on the date you 
mention. Success to you! will be my cry 
when the great night comes.t Excellent 
title to set one threading a Dramatist's 
maze. I t must hit.—I am too busy fin
ishing (just in the middle) a work, to go 
anywhere to dinner. You won't think it 
disrespect to a Rising Young Profession. 

Please don't forget, that you and Arthur 
Blunt are due here to dine on a Sunday in 
ulterior June. As to this point, a word 
from you will give me repose in anticipa
tion of pleasure.—Very truly yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To H. Gordon Clarke.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Jan. 2, 1894. 

DEAR M R . GORDON CLARKE: I would 
hurry to tell you in person how your kind 
remembrance of me touches the hermit's 
heart. I am under an engagement with 

* The Royal General Theatrical Fund. 
f The first night of " The Second Mrs. Tanqueray." 

Scribner's Magazine to deliver a novel * 
in the Spring, and have to go the round of 
a well-horse daily. My greetings to you 
and all of a family I hold dear.—Yours 
very sincerely, GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Alphonse Daudet.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Janvier 19, 1897. 
ILLUSTRE ET TRES CHER A M I : VOUS ne 

savez pas, j'espere, ce que c'est que le de-
gout de la plume? J'en suis horriblement 
afrlige depuis mon retour a la chaumiere. 
Et par malchance ma fille ne peut me 
servir au fait de lettres, comme d'ordi-
naire. Vous me pardonnez. Mon chirur-
gien (la main la plus habile en Angle-
terre) a fait de son mieux.f On m'a don-
ne du chloroforme—c'est-a-dire que la 
Sainte Nymphe Nirvana s'est emparee 
de moi et m'a depose aux pieds de son 
Dieu, et la je n'ai senti ni pense—done je 
n'etais pas. Et encore je suis, et je me 
rejouis de l'etre en recevant votre lettre. 

A Madame Daudet mes hommages les 
plus sinceres, et je vous prie de faire sou
venir Mile. Edmee de l'ami de ses parens. 
Cetait plaisir de voir Lucien et le plus 
Leonin des Leons leoninanti, dans sa 
pleine sante. 

Toujours a. vous du cceur, 
GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To A. Sidgwick.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, May iS, 1899. 

DEAR SIR: It is understood that your 
communication is confidential. I could 
accept most gratefully an honor,J of which 
the proposal to confer it is distinction 
enough. But I am troubled in having to 
state that my physical condition (rather 
crippled legs)would compel me to beg the 
being excused from attendance. I fancy 
this would be a breach of your rules, and 
I cannot imagine the humble novelist to 
have a claim for exemption under any 
plea. 

Let me thank you for your offer of 
hospitality. I feel the disappointment.— 
Very truly yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

* "The Amazing Marriage." 
t An operation had been undergone by Meredith at a 

nursing home in London. 
}The ofier of an honorary degree by the University of 

Oxford. 
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[To A. Sidgwick.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, May 28, 1899. 

DEAR SIR: I beg to express to your 
Council that I shall always be deeply sen
sible of the honor conferred on me by the 
proposal for the high dignity of the degree, 
together with my regrets that my infirm
ity debars me from receiving it. But the 
titular honor and the bruiting of it I value 
less than your Council's good will, which 
gives me some sensation of pride in such 
work as I have done. 

I shall miss, too, the pleasant half-
evening with you to discuss the course of 
things current and foregone. Are you 
of good hope, as I am? The atmosphere 
of Universities is rather overcharged with 
the calm Past, and has to be resisted.— 
I am, very truly yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To G. M. Trevelyan.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, May 17, 1900. 

DEAR M R . TREVELYAN: Your letter 
was one to be answered. You will have 
known that it could not have failed in 
giving pleasure to the man whose works 
had chanced to please you. II y a le rap
port. I should have written but for a 
partly disabled hand—and since my son 
and daughter took to marriage I am with
out amanuensis.—When I hear that I have 
been of some use to young men in aiding 
them to see the real life and guide their 
steps in it, I am content to think that 
I have lived. So you have refreshed me; 
for it is just the doubt of this which now 
and then harasses men of my age in their 
retrospect. 

If you are at any time near Box Hill 
and will do me favor to call on me, you 
shall be told of my politics and general 
views. I am rather beaten to the ground 
at present by the slain, wounded and sick 
of my friends under the brand of South 
Africa, in a war that a forethoughtful 
or even commonly prudent policy might 
have steered us clear of. We will leave 
the subject for discussion. I have been 
tempted to write on it, but am wiser in 
leaving it to the Journalists, who will say 
pleasanter things to our countrymen, and 
not see faults on both sides.—Very truly 
yours, GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Mrs. Duff.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, July 1, 1900. 
M Y DEAR M R S . D U F F : The loss* to 

me is past all count. For I see him, hear 
him, have him sitting in the chair beside 
me, as on the day before he left for S. 
Africa, promising to come here early on 
his return—and now I look at the hill 
that leads to Dunley, where is hollowness, 
a light gone out. But still it cannot be 
quite death for a man so good and true 
as he.—The unsuffering part of him lives 
with those who knew him. Nobility was 
his characteristic, and always where that 
is required in life, I shall have him present 
—I feel deeply for Violet—indeed for all 
related to him. . . . I remember the many 
times and the words, when he spoke of 
his sister B. God bless and comfort you. 
Be sure that nothing good is ever lost. 
Remember, too, that your brother's friend 
is yours. GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.] 

Box HILL, DORKING. 
. . . bow apart from viol is sheer naught, 

whereas viol is always potential music: 
—and she may add, if she is in the mood 
to whip him, "for another perhaps to 
play on me more cunningly." And, a. 
propos, a writer of mark was here last 
week, and we laughed at recent maunder-
ings in Reviews on Style. He and I gave 
definitions. Getting serious for a moment, 
I proposed: "A noble manner in an easy 
manner." He bowed to it. What in
spired me but this instrument I play on 
now! For surely the sentence depicts her. 
So be reconciled to it.—You have asked 
concerning character: you have been read
ing Biographies. We cannot come to the 
right judgment in Biography unless we 
are grounded in History. It is knowl
edge of the world for the knowing of 
men. Question the character, whether he 
worked, in humanity's mixed motives, 
for great ends, on the whole: or whether 
he inclined to be merely adroit, a juggler 
for his purposes. Many of the famous 
are only clever interpreters of the popu
lar wishes. Real greatness must be based 

* Written, on hearing of the death of Admiral Maxse, to 
his sister, Mrs. Duff. 
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on morality. These platitudes are worth 
keeping in mind. Mind while reading 
severely may be indulgent, unless baseness 
is shown. There is a philosophy of life 
for it to embrace—and that means the 
reverse of cynicism, to be tolerant of our 
human constitution. We have to know 
that we know ourselves. Those who tell 
us we do not know, cannot have medi
tated on the word Conscience. In truth, 
so well do we know ourselves, that there 
is a general resolve to know some one else 
instead. We set up an ideal of the cher
ished object; we try our friends and the 
world by the standard we have raised 
within, supported by pride, obscured by 
the passions. But if we determine to 
know ourselves, we see that it has been 
open to us all along, that in fact we did 
but would not know, from having such an 
adoration of the ideal creature erected 
and painted by us. I t follows, that hav
ing come to this knowledge, we have 
the greater charity with our fellows— 
especially with the poor fellow the most 
exposed to our inspection. For this rea
son, I preach for the mind's acceptance 
of Reality in all its forms; for so we come 
to benevolence and to a cheerful resigna
tion; there is no other road to wisdom. 
If I have any, it is all yours.—I could run 
on to you lastingly; but you would be 
scrupulous to read and would be wearied. 
This is not an enlivening letter. I might 
in conversing amuse a little. You will 
perceive that I am zealous to set you in a 
clear way on certain subjects, and you 
will know why. I am with all my heart, 
your most faithful, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, 1901. 

. . . Your tentative opinion as to the 
suffrage for woman must run counter to 
ideas pillared around you. Tories, it is 
true, have recently conceived a notion 
that enfranchised women would support 
their cause, as the clerics do—and the host 
of women are imparsoned. Well, I would 
run the risk, prepared for my mauvais 
quart d'heure. After some taste of active 
life, their minds would enlarge—that is all 
we want: their hearts are generally sound. 
—What German lyrics win your praises, 

to the reminding you of the many-sound
ing sea? Surely it must be the sonorous 
tongue at the drum of the ear that sub
dues you. " I n Aachen in seiner Kaiser-
stadt," we could not render effective in 
English, and it might come out of a trum
pet. But it is ordinary prose. I know 
Goethe and Schiller, Heine, Geibel, Freili-
grath, Lenau, and as to majesty, not much 
more than the trumpets do I find in them. 
Are you thinking of George Herwegh, or 
of the bards of the Befreiungskrieg? They 
were spirited, but Campbell's battle pieces 
surpass them. They are deficient in great 
images—the majestic to the mind:—as in 
the opening of a Choral Ode from the 
Trachinian of Sophocles (Roman letters): 
—To the Sungod 

"Ou arola nox enargomena 
Tiktei kateunasoi te phlogesomenai." 

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, April 19, 1902. 

It must be a strain of Norman or North
umbrian or Anglo-Saxon blood in Ulrica's 
veins, or the mixture of them, which will 
not let her be friendly with Diana. Strong 
imagination is required in the Teuton 
stock for a tolerance of the Celt. Goethe 
would have appreciated her. Women of 
distinction have been heard to say that 
they lived in her more than with their 
living fellows. Read again the scene of 
Diana and Dacier when she comes to 
him from the holding of Emma Dunstane's 
hand under the surgeon's knife. Courage 
of the highest is needed for a trial like that. 
She was capable of uttermost devotion to 
an object. She was uncertain when it was 
presented as an abstract idea. She was 
astray in the shock of pressing material 
claims, easily bewildered when plucked at 
by the sleeve. She was brave to flout the 
world by running with Dacier, but she 
hated intrigue. Frigidly censorious Teu
tons will often consent to intrigue, that 
they may preserve their position in the 
world, and assist in condemning the ex
posed. Diana wanted (without the wish 
for) a sturdy mate in her passage through 
life. She found him after shipwreck, and 
when she would have preferred some one 
like to herself, erratic that she was, un
balanced, in comparison with the steady 
Anglo-Saxon woman not yet found out. 
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For is not the solid ground firmer than 
the foot upon it? Honor to the Anglo-
Saxon!—at least until exposure comes. 
I give my sympathy to the stumbling 
human instrument of a possible progres
sion. Have you read the letters of Lady 
Sarah Lennox? The history is instructive, 
you will know it. The wife of an ardent 
fox-hunter, she quits him for an amorous 
lord, and after a year retires to a peni
tential solitude, out of which she is drawn 
at last by a worthy man, to become the 
mother of the three Napiers. I follow 
her and am with her throughout; Ulrica 
the same, I am sure. By and by the 
world will smile on women who cut their 
own way out of a bad early marriage, or 
it will correct the present rough marriage 
system. No young woman knows what 
she gives her hand to; she will never be 
wiser until boys and girls are brought up 
and educated together. Let me add, un
til English girls have wiser mothers. Such 
donkeys are those dames in all our classes! 
I t is true that the upper need not to give 
so much instruction where knowledge is 
in the atmosphere. A propos of Lady 
Sarah's story, an old Cornish lady told 
me of one ending differently. A hunt
ing Squire of her neighborhood had a very 
handsome wife, whom he valued less than 
the fox's tail. One of the Vivians eyed 
her, admired, condoled, desired, and car
ried her off. Some days after, she was 
taken with compunction or compassion, 
and about midnight the forsaken squire 
sitting in his library heard three knocks 
at the window. "That ' s Bess," he said, 
and let her in. She was for weeping and 
protesting repentance (here Ulrica sneers) 
but he kissed her, taking the blame on 
himself, rightly, and the house was quiet. 
Old Lady Vivian, like many old ladies, 
had outgrown her notions of masculine 
sentiment in these matters; she said to 
my friend: "What are the man's family 
making such a fuss about! My son only 
had her a fortnight!'' Even young wom
en have but a confused idea of the mas
culine sentiment of complete possession, 
down to absorption (Ulrica straightens 
in antagonism), and how it is to pursue 
them anticipatorily and retrospectively. 
I have tried in my time to enlighten them 
and humanize their males. The case of 
the unmarried young woman having to 

enlighten the suitor she loves concerning 
antecedents, and bravely doing it, I have 
treated in a ballad. But there are men 
who would behave more handsomely than 
this fellow did. Except in early youth, 
the confession is needless, the one ques
tion being: Does he love the woman. If 
he does, he has her nature and enough of 
her character in his grasp, and takes her 
for what she is, untroubled by facts. I 
am not speaking of the very young man. 
But see the Egoist. "H e takes her for 
what she is ": that is, for her soul's worth, 
as a Lady Sarah, who has weathered some 
early gales and issued the stronger, to be 
mother of heroes. Those early gales, bred 
by nature within, as well as assailing from 
without, are common to all save the frigid 
or the tepid, and the austere in principle 
may resist, the motherly protected and 
the secluded escape them. The happy 
accident of the absence of opportunity has 
helped to the rescue of many eminent vir
gins at critical moments. There are forms 
of courage; Diana's was not of the steady 
and aye ready order, hers was elastic, un
certain in response except when facing ex-
extreme visible peril, of the call of devo
tion to a friend or to a lover. The cour
age elastic can be stretched to any length; 
but also it contracts, it may wear the ap
pearance of craven, may be so now and 
again. The woman who must have a 
lover is of this kind. Has Ulrica sym
pathy to bestow on her? In the matter 
of love my benevolent Ulrica is indisposed 
to speak her mind, she is double dumb. 
She has known—must—something of it. 
That she will ever know, may be doubted, 
what a lady spinster of sixty, questioned 
by me, pronounced to be her predilection 
in poetry, bawling over shoulder "Pas
sion." Much liking, warm liking, even 
wildish, but not passion. Hence, it may 
be, her coldness to the woman capable of 
it. So good-by to Diana. She is one of 
the women dear to me, and I have tried 
to expound her to another much dearer. 
How comes it? I can only say that on the 
day of my friend's burial she sat beside me 
and he gave me to her. Primrose Day. 
The association of primroses and Disraeli 
and the origin of the League (between 
Borthwick-Glenesk and Drummond Wolff) 
could have risen solely among people so 
grotesque as the English. But Dizzy's 
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wit has the wonderful quality of being 
picturesque. A man related to me that 
he was in the House one night when the 
Parliamentary bore Chisholm Austen had 
been on his legs half an eternity, and he 
met Dizzy coming down the gangway, 
and said: "You turn your back on your 
supporter?" Dizzy replied: "I 've had 
enough of that Saracen's Head creaking in 
the wind." Saracens' Heads used to be 
common as Inn-signs, and many a traveller 
must have heard them creaking through 
the long night hours. Could any illus
tration better describe the bore? I have 
not seen this printed and it should be. 

I wish I were about in the world to give 
you communications more petillantes. 
You should be in London now, and will 
hear and see and will excuse my staleness. 
I trust that your father's health has im
proved. Mine drags on as usual. No 
coup de foudre of late. I have had the 
vision of you shining salt in the sea-breeze 
and inspiring a gray Triton with the pas
sion to enfold and bear you to his domain. 

I have been reading some French novels, 
impishly slimy. A book to be recom
mended, I shall finish next week. It is 
on Tiberius,* whose character I have long 
thought was falsified by Tacitus. Please 
let me send it. I fear you think I rain 
books on you, and I want you to read 
History. 

My Lady has Diana's brows, 
Diana's deer-like step is hers; 
A goddess she by every sign, 
Then wherefore is she not divine? 
She has no ears for lovers' vows, 
For lovers' vows she has no ears. 

Not to be outdone in the formalities, I 
beg to subscribe myself, with the utmost 
sincerity, yours affectionately, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Leslie Stephen.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, May n , 1902. 
M Y DEAR LESLIE: We two have 

looked at the world and through men, and 
to us the word consolation is but a com
mon scribble, for there is none under a 
deep affliction that can come from with
out, not from the dearest of friends. What 
I most wish for you I know you to have, 
fortitude to meet a crisis, and its greater 

* "Tiberius the Tyrant," by J. C. Tarver. 

task, to endure. We have come to the 
time of life when the landscape surround
ing "haec data poena diu siventibus," 
the tombstones of our beloved and the 
narrowing of our powers, throws a not 
unpleasant beam on the black gateway, as 
we take it to be in the earlier days. And 
those young ones, whom Nature smites 
with the loss of us, she will soon bring into 
her activities, if they are the healthy 
creatures we wish them to be. I find 
nothing to regret in the going, at my age, 
and only a laughing snarl when I look 
about on the deprivations, which make 
the going easy. So I see things in your 
mind as well. If you can come in per
fect certainty that the journey will be 
harmless, prescribe diet (soups and light 
puddings, I suppose), and don't kick when 
I say my fly shall be sent for you. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Autumn 1902. 
. . . Some young men of the Universi

ties show signs of life. G. M. Trevelyan 
writes for my stated approval of a new 
Review that will speak boldly upon Eng
land's needs and deficiencies, and be pa
triotic, as he implies, by taking a wider 
embrace than common patriotism. We 
have to think beyond the purse and the 
hearth if we would have them secure. Of 
course I wrote the words he wanted. The 
lucky fellow is off by way of Tyrol to the 
Carpathians, and takes, he says, the Duel 
in the Pass, in " Vittoria," en route. How 
I could pray to show you the scenes of 
Vittoria's wanderings with Angelo Guida-
scarpi over the sub-Alpine heights from 
Brescia to Bormio, and away to Meran 
in the Adige valley. I was there when 
though liking the Austrians, I burned for 
Italy. I fancy I did justice to both sides. 
The young poet Laurence Binyon has 
written to me for permission to make use 
of the story of the Guidascarpi for a drama 
he has been commissioned to compose for 
Mrs. Patrick Campbell: prose, a harder 
task in English than in French. Few Eng
lishmen can write a resonant prose di
alogue that is not blatant; and when 
avoiding those alarms, they drop to flab-
biness. I t is merely to say that Style is 
rarely achieved here. Your literary hero, 
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lecturing on Style, may have a different 
opinion. The prose in Shakespeare and in 
Congreve is perfect. They have always 
the right accent on their terminations. 
Apart from Drama, Swift is a great exem
plar; Bolingbroke, and in his mild tea-
table way, Addison, follow. Johnson and 
Macaulay wielded bludgeons; they had 
not the strength that can be supple. Gib
bon could take a long stride with the leg 
of a dancing-master; he could not take 
a short one. Matthew Arnold was born 
from the pulpit and occupied it, and might 
have sermonized for all time, but that he 
conceived the head of the clerk below to 
be the sconce of the British public, and 
that he must drum on it with an iterated 
phrase perpetually to awaken understand
ing. However, although I consider it un
likely that I am in accord with your lect
urer, I will own that I am beside the 
mark in addressing you upon a thing 
he will have handled more effectively. I 
dread the presentation of any of my works 
on the stage. Here is another American 
actress applying for permission to dram
atize " Diana." I must let her know that 
Ulrica dislikes the character. Ulrica, she 
will say, is very English. Yet Ulrica says 
of herself, that she has imagination. Then 
she ought to be able to enter the breast 
of a passionate woman, a wife widowed, 
in love, much needing to be on her guard 
against the man, ready to fly with him, 
hating to intrigue; and while she tot
ter in this juncture, assailed by monetary 
needs, vain of her touch on political secrets 
subject in a crisis to a swoon of the mind— 
mark that, 0 imaginative lady! for there 
are women and noble women, who stand 
unpractised and alone in the world, liable 
to these attacks, driven for the moment 
back on their instincts: cannot Ulrica 
compassionately, if not sisterly, realize 
the position? No, I see her affecting 
meditation upon it with the bosom of a 
rock under her balancing air, or say a per
son called on by his Lord to be just toward 
one who has impugned his creed. "She 
behaved basely." But she was physically 
and mentally unaware of the importance 
of the secret. " She ceases to interest me 
from that instant, and in the comparison 
of her deeds, her consideration for her 
virtue sickens me . " Better if that had 
broken down, by the accident of things, 

and obviated the other; but be charitable 
and accept the good in her—"I can ' t . " 
Even so the parson with the infidel. I 
had intended writing a lecture this time on 
one of the deep themes of Life, that might 
help to rational views. It shall come. 
You are not to be bothered about replying. 
Evidently you find it a burdensome duty. 
Just now with your Coronation robings 
and arrangements, it would task you; the 
reading of letters as well, till the panting 
fortnight after England's greatest event 
has gone by. I have to trust you will bear 
the fatigue of the day. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Leslie Stephen.] 

Box HILL, Dec. 2, 1902. 
M Y DEAREST LESLIE: There is a re

port that you will be in the hands of 
Treves this week. You could not be in 
safer, and I am sure of your courage. But 
if some one of the family will send me 
word of your state I shall be thankful. 
You know how much my heart is with 
you. We both know enough of the acci
dents and the tenure of life to be able 
to bear a cheerful front to whatever may 
befall us. I remember making my good 
man laugh weapon in ;hand the moment 
before he went to work. Think of your 
Alps and Surrey hills, and of me with arms 
outstretched to greet you—as I trust they 
will be on a day having you in sight.— 
Ever your most loving, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

Sully with perspiring brow digging for 
the source of Laughter is provocative of 
his theme. 

[To Leslie Stephen.] 

Box HILL, Dec. 30, 1902. 

DEAREST LESLIE: . . . Morley dined 
with me the other day, and was in grand 
condition: close at the end of his Glad
stone. One of the books to read, at all 
events. Gladstone divides me. Half of 
him I respect deeply, and the other half 
seems not worthy of satire. We may 
anticipate that Morley will hold his 
balance. 

I shall not look for answers to letters. 
One of the girls or Gerald or Mrs. Leo 
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Maxse will keep me informed. Riette 
calls for news of you on Wednesday or 
Thursday. She hardly hopes to be al
lowed to see you. I would I had only the 
chance of knocking at the door.—Yours 
with all my heart, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[Leslie Stephen to George Meredith.] 

22 HYDE PARK GATE, S. W. 
M Y VERY DEAR FRIEND: I must make 

the effort to write to you once more with 
my own hand. I cannot trust to anybody 
else to say how much I value your friend
ship, and I must send you a message, per
haps it may be my last, of my satisfac
tion and pride in thinking of your affec
tion for me. Your last bunch of violets 
is deliriously scenting my prisonhouse.— 
Always your L. STEPHEN. 

[To Leslie Stephen.] 

Box HILL, Feb. 14, 1904. 
M Y DEAREST LESLIE: Your letter 

gave me one of the few remaining pleas
ures that I can have. I rejoice in your 
courage and energy. Of the latter I have 
nothing left. Since last September I have 
not held a pen, except perforce to sign my 
name. I t seems that I was near the 
end—"within view," my London doctor 
said. A meddlesome fellow thought him
self professionally bound to practise an 
injection on my arm, and the heart was 
roused to resume its labors. So here I 
am, of no use to any one—even unable to 
take the chance of seeing you. I have 
been at Givons with Mariette for four 
months and more, and return to Box Hill 
in March. Vanessa's reports of you have 
kept me in touch with the house. We 
who have loved the motion of legs and the 
sweep of the winds, we come to this. But 
for myself, I will own that it is the Natu
ral order. There is no irony in Nature. 
God bless and sustain you, my friend. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Miss Vanessa Stephen.] 

Box HILL, Feb. 23, 1904. 
M Y DEAREST VANESSA: Heaven has 

blest us by making the end painless. I t 
was inevitable, I knew, and I had the 

shock of my grief when I was told of the 
malady. One of the most beloved of my 
friends has gone from sight, and though I 
feel that he remains with me and has his 
lasting place in our literature, this day's 
news darkens my mind. Last Autumn I 
was near to going. The loss of my friend 
spurs the wish that I had preceded him. 
He was the one man in my knowledge 
worthy of being mated with your mother. 
I could not say more of any man's nobility. 
If it were possible for me to move I should 
be among you to-morrow. May you be 
sustained. My prayers are with you all. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To the Rt. Hon. John Morley.] 

Box HILL, DORKIXG, Oct. 11, 1904. 
M Y DEAREST FRIEND: Again it is 

''Farewell to you," and after so many 
years the love and the trust are the same. 
I see the misty river, the bespattered 
wharf, the tug and the Looming steamer 
about to bear away a treasured life into 
the unknown. May the return be as be
fore. There is no reason why not, but 
apprehensions are always active at such 
a time. Roosevelt may have much with
in him. He is largely on the outside, so 
that there does not seem a world to study 
within. He and Porfirio Diaz have my 
chief admiration as rulers of men—States. 
You will see Mr. John Hay and appreci
ate him as one of the noble Americans. 
I met him once at Maxse's table, and re
member with regret that I talked more 
than he did. I hope that now I am not so 
led away by the fiery moment.—It will be 
a great experience for you to walk over 
America instead of under it. All bless
ings of earth be with you, and a safe com
ing back to him who loves you, and would 
give up a good part of his time for breath
ing to see you here safe. My thoughts 
and feelings will be the same as your 
wife's. GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Hugh W. Strong.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Jan. 1905. 
DEAR SIR: Since I began to reflect I 

have been oppressed by the injustice done 
to women, the constraint put upon their 
natural aptitudes and their faculties, 
generally much to the degradation of the 
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race. I have not studied them more 
closely than I have men, but with more 
affection, a deeper interest in their enfran
chisement and development, being assured 
that women of the independent mind are 
needed for any sensible degree of progress. 
They will so educate their daughters, that 
these will not be instructed at the start to 
think themselves naturally inferior to men, 
because less muscular, and need not have 
recourse to particular arts, feline chiefly, 
to make their way in the world. I have 
no special choice among the women of my 
books. Perhaps I gave more color to 
"Diana of the Crossways" and "Clara 
Middleton" of the "Egoist ," and this on 
account of their position.—Yours truly, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To the Rt . Hon. John Morley.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, March 24, 1905. 
GOOD FRIEND: When the communica

tion came I had vision of an enormous 
misty mountain that had been in some 
odd way benevolent to me, and I was 
mystified until I detected the presence 
of an active mouse, assuring of a living 
agency in the strange matter—anything 
but a ridiculous birth. For evidently it 
had fretted at the ear of the Premier and 
caused A. B. to cast eye on a small a. b., 
long a workman in letters. Was I not 
right? I wished for no distinction. A title 
would have sunk me. But I could not be 
churlish in this case.* Besides, I am to be 
ranked with and near you.—Yours at 
heart, GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To his granddaughter, Joan Sturgis.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, April 15, 1905. 
M Y BLESSED JOAN: Tell Dorothy to 

remind you to tell Mary to tell your Mum
my to tell your Daddy to tell Jack that 
Sandie won't hear of his having a second 
Master, and says he comes to Box Hill 
only because he likes a change, but a Sun
day's bunny hunt with his real master is 
one of his great joys, though he can make 
himself happy enough here during the 
week. He rather complains of being made 
too much of here, and says he prefers not 
to be treated as one of the family and 
talked to about events of the day when 

* The offer of the Order of Merit. 

his mind is on his bunnies and his ball. 
He has no wish to be called a Learned 
Dog and held up in the newspapers. 

And tell Dorothy to remind you to tell 
your Daddy that I have just finished 
Parkman's book on The Conspiracy of 
Pontiac—after keeping it for more than a 
year—and that I want the second volume, 
which narrates the end of the siege of 
Detroit. Mummy will bring it.—Your 
loving GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Edmund Gosse.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, July 2, 1905. 
DEAR M R . GOSSE: Your letter was 

among the pleasantest ones, and said the 
most to me. For you are that rare thing 
in our country, a critic—and the some
thing more which is needed for the office, 
—or else we have a Gifford or a Jeffrey. 

Hardy was here some days back. I am 
always glad to see him, and have regrets 
at his going; for the double reason, that 
I like him, and am afflicted by his twi
light view of life. He questioned me as 
to "The Dynasts ." I spoke (needlessly) 
in favor of his continuing it now that it had 
a commencement. I t was useless to say, 
as I think, that he would have made 
it more effective in Prose, where he is 
more at home than in verse, though here 
and there he produces good stuff. Of 
much of Browning I could say the same. 

Pray give me a chance of conversing 
with you some day after August.—Faith
fully yours, GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Emile Legouis.*] 

Box HILL, DORKING, 
ENGLAND, July 30, 1905. 

DEAR SIR: The Review containing 
your article on my novel "The Egoist" 
has not come to me, and I regret it, for 
I hold strongly to the value of French 
criticism, whether in praise or blame. The 
latter is done (by the masters in the art) 
with so fine an irony that it instructs 
without wounding any but the vanitous 
person; and the eulogy confers green 
laurels instead of gilt. England has little 
criticism beyond the expression of likes 
or dislikes, the stout vindication of an old 
conservatism of taste. I have seen many 

* Of the University of Paris. 
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reviews, not one criticism of my books in 
prose or verse. The name and date of 
the Review would enable me to get it 
through Hachette of London. I am stay
ing for some weeks by the sea, at Alde-
burgh, Suffolk.—Very truly yours. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Dr. H. Anders.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, April 5, 1906. 

M Y DEAR SIR: The fractured leg has 
been attended with complications inci
dent to one in his seventy-eighth year, 
and I pray you to let this be my excuse for 
the delay in replying to your very pleas
ant letter with the gift of the Shakespeare 
Book. I might have called my married 
daughter to serve as amanuensis, but there 
is a coldness in dictated letters, and I 
held myself in reserve until I could take 
pen in hand, trusting to your indulgence. 
What superior power of patient investi
gation and conjectural acuteness is it that 
enables your countrymen to throw new 
light upon the work they undertake, al
though many laborers have gone before 
them. This you have done in the case of 
Shakespeare, and we are indebted to you 
for it. I remember reading in my youth 
Otto Jahn's Memoir of the great Philol-
oger Hermann and his indefatigable de
votion to work, with a sigh of regret that 
he who had his rivals at home, had so few 
if any among us. As for me, you ask of 
my readings of the formative kind. They 
were first the Arabian Nights, then Gib
bon, Niebuhr, Walter Scott; then Mo-
liere, then the noble Goethe, the most en
during. All the poets, English, Weimar 
and Suabia and Austrian.—I have the 
honor to be, your much obliged, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

Forgive my ignorance of your titles in 
addressing you. 

[To G. M. Trevelyan.] 

May 20, 1906. 
DEAR M R . TREVELYAN: I am glad of 

the trouncing occasionally bestowed on me 
in your book,* for it serves to counter
balance a degree of praise hardly digesti
ble by reviewers. I fear most that which 

* "The Poetry and Philosophy of George Meredith." 

you will be indisposed to consider—the 
chances of a success as a reward for your 
pains. As to the exposition of my mean
ing, it is made clearly and has my ap
proval. I could contest one or two ob
jections. Where is the author who could 
not? The reviewers, if the book should 
be noticed, are likely to maintain a heredi
tary opposition to my mind and work, or 
else they will disappoint my ready enjoy
ment of them. Let us hope that the 
Princess Mary * will have a brother pre
sented to her whom she will be maternal 
with in the earlier days, that he may be
come an Arnold-Trevelyan. The cause 
of my not seeing her is too good for me to 
regret it. But come when the mood is on 
you.—Most truly, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.] 

Box H I L L , D O R K I N G July 16, 1906. 

M Y DEAR LADY ULRICA: . . . Never 
attempt to dissociate your ideas from the 
real of life. I t weakens the soul; and be
sides it cannot be done—and again it is 
a cowardly temporary escape into delu
sion, clouding the mind; through which 
is our only chance of seeing God, the 
God so much obscured by the Churchmen 
supplicating the Divinity's interposition. 
Look for the causes of evil; they are al
ways to be found, and easily to the re
solved seeker, both in our personal and 
the public history.—Be sure that the 
Spiritual God is accessible at all moments 
to the Soul desiring him, and would live 
in us, if we would keep the breast clean. 
Only we cannot ask him to strike between 
us and his Laws. The petition, with the 
failure of it in absence of a reply, is a main 
source of general disbelief. You are not 
one who plays at life, so you will submit 
to the homily. . . . 

[To Dr. H. Anders.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, NOV. 9, 1906. 

DEAR SIR: My reply to you will not 
give you complete satisfaction, I may fear. 
For I have not made any estimate of the 
value of my books in prose. I see many 
faults in all of them, and though I have 
not striven for perfection, as that would 

* Mary, daughter of G. M. and Mrs. Trevelyan. 
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have cramped my hand in writing, some
thing nearer to it would have pleased me. 
" The Egoist" comes nearer than the other 
books to the proper degree of roundness 
and finish. In " Diana of the Crossways" 
my critics own that a breathing woman is 
produced, and I felt that she was in me as 
I wrote.- "Rhoda Fleming" is liked by 
some, not much by me. "Richard Fev-
erel" was earnestly conceived, and is in 
some points worthy of thought." Beau-
champ's Career " does not probe so deeply, 
but is better work on the surface.—I have 
treated my books of prose as the mother 
bird her fledgelings.—(I like well your 
illuminating notes on Shakespeare, and 
feel my debt for your gift.—Know me 
most faithfully yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To W. M. Meredith.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, NOV. 23, 1906. 

DEAR W I L L : I knew Whistler and 
never had a dissension with him, though 
many bouts between us were frequent. 
When I went to live in the country we 
rarely met. He came down to me once. 
He was a lively companion, never going 
out of his way to take offence, but with 
the springs in him prompt for the chal
lenge. His tales of his student life in Paris, 
and of one Ernest, with whom he set forth 
on a holiday journey on next to nothing 
in their purse, were impayable. 

The death of Thoby Stephen has much 
clouded me.—Your loving 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To the Rt. Hon. John Morley.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Jan. 20, 1907. 
M Y DEAREST MORLEY: Attributable 

to your talk with President Roosevelt, or 
to Bryan, I have a letter from the great 
man, cordial, touching my 80 years in 
February, and mentioning the poems he 
likes. I must reply, and the superscrip
tion of the letter addressing him bothers 
me. You may be able to help. I shrink 
from an appearance of ignorance as to 
the formalities. Cela donne trop l'air 
d'etre hors du monde—one of the weak
nesses of the civilized.—All the welcomes 
await you here, cellar, table, open arms, 
as ever. But the uncertain weather has 

held me from entreaties. And now comes 
Parliament. Decide as early as you can, 
avoiding nights of frost. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To the Rt. Hon. John Morley.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, Sept. 7, 1907. 

M Y DEAREST MORLEY: There could 
be no anticipation of your coming to see 
me after the close of your heavy work, and 
with the "Unres t" on your mind to be 
thrown off partly or wholly for a time by 
mountain air and scene. Nor did I ex
pect to hear. I rejoice to think of you as 
on the heights and share your nostril 
sniffs of that pure wine of life given us in 
the upper air—Nature's aristocratic re
gion. For she insists on aristocracy, as we 
shall gladly own when we get it of the 
right kind. Of myself is little to be said. 
Now and then I write some little verses, 
and the thing done, confess it to be only 
another form of idleness. Or to vary my 
growls when I am out on the road with 
Picnic,* I hire a motor and have a spin 
of a hundred miles, a way of ensuring 
appetite and prolonged sleep. Your Sec
retary of State for War and he for For
eign Affairs dined here some days before 
the break-up. I had a cheering report 
of you from them. Oh that I were foot
ing the sweet herbs with you now! I 
have lived all my time in imagination 
and do still, fully enough, but in this case 
there's an unsatisfied yearning. Come to 
me if possible when you return. Shall 
be eager for the note, near the end of the 
month. And give my love to the Moun
tain Maid now in her home.—Ever with 
the whole heart, yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To W. Clark Russell.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Jan. 24, 190S. 
DEAR SIR: A kind word to me in my 

ripe age from a brother of the Pen, whose 
descriptions of blue water scenes have of
ten given me pleasure, is very welcome. 
Quantity in production certainly we have, 
but I notice here and there good stuff, and 
promise among some of the younger men. 
Besides, you know the seventh wave. 
There must be a gathering of the waters 

* The donkey which drew his bath-chair. 
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before a big surge is thrown on shore. 
And my observation tells me that the 
minor work of the present day is alto
gether superior to that of the mid-Victo
rian time—and before V. The hour is 
usually unjust to its own.—Yours very 
t ru 'y> GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Sir Francis Burnand.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, Feb. 10, 1908. 

M Y DEAR FRANK: I t is hard that one 
should strike the solemn peal of 80, and 
not be able to caper with the legs though 
the mind and heart are elastically harle
quin. However, good things come at this 
big age, and among them your reminder 
that the old days are not forgotten by you. 
As to the calculation of the years, I think 
it is pretty correct. And would either of 
us have thought when walking the Esher 
roads, that we should look back with mor
tal eyes over such a stretch of time—and 
you a burnished Knight, and I receiv
ing Deputations.—And there is Hyndman 
wielding the Socialist baton, to ravishing 
discords! What will be uppermost 80 
years hence? Upon that I muse. Cer
tainly not we two. Meanwhile I trust that 
you will continue to take breath heartily 
up to the final one. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To the Rt. Hon. Viscount Morley.[ 

Box H I L L , DORKING, May 4, 1908. 

DEAREST MORLEY: When I heard of 
the Coronet, or rather saw it in the politi
cal heavens, poised above your head, my 
feelings at first must have resembled your 
own. 

After some turmoil, I decided that it was 
good for you and the country. I t saves 
you from the heckling of the ignoramus 
in the Commons, and more, you will not 
have to raise your voice for an address to 
constituents. The state of your throat 
has caused me anxiety. As for the Rose 
of Petterdale, her Coronet has been too 
long withheld. She won it on the West
moreland-Cumberland hills and fells. I 
shall rejoice to see you both wearing it 
bridally. 

So then Saturday will be a merry day 
for me. Distinctions are a small matter 

to seniors whose heads have been among 
the stars, but it is as well, pour savourer 
bien la chose, to imagine us for a moment 
juveniles and seeing the Pleiades descend 
on a head ? Tell me your hourly 
train that my fly may meet you.—Love 
to the Viscountess. Heartily, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To C. E. Hecht, The Rational Food 
Reform Association.] 

June 19, 1908. 
DEAR SIR: I am unworthy to be 

among you, for I drink wine and I smoke. 
How preach to sinners when one is guilty 
of these vices and unrepentant? Eating of 
meat has never been to my taste. But an 
English cook who can make vegetables 
of good savor will not come to a country 
cottage even on liberal wages. So I have 
in some degree to conform to the national 
habit: excess in which accounts for nu
merous maladies, to say nothing of cap
tious tempers. Therefore I wish well to 
your crusade, though unfit to join in it. 
—Yours truly, G E O R G E MEREDITH. 

[To C. E. Hecht.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, June 25, 1908. 
DEAR SIR: YOU can enroll me, see

ing that you accept my disqualification. 
The excess of flesh-eating ministers to the 
Doctors as much as drink. I have never 
cared for it.—Yours truly, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Holman Hunt.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, Dec. 17, 1908. 
DEAR HOLMAN H U N T : Your gal

lantry in going to Burlington House* 
had been mentioned to me, and I envied 
you—not as being one of the audience, 
but for proving legs and hearing. At the 
same time I remember sadly that you are 
now sharing Milton's woe, most grievous 
for a painter. That you bear the afflic
tion with fortitude, I can believe. I t is 
nevertheless a cutting away from the 
world. This is the state of age for us. 
You touch me deeply in your kind letter. 
Probably your wife reads this, and I beg 

• This refers to the Milton celebrations. 
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her to accept my respects and regards. 
As to us two, we will say that the Gods 
may rob us of everything except the 
heart to endure.—Ever warmly yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Wilfrid Meynell.] 

Box H I L L , Feb. 3, 1909. 

M Y DEAR M R . MEYNELL: The love 
of all the Meynells, let all the Meynells 
know, is precious to me. And the book 
of the Poems * was very welcome, though 
a thought of the poet's broken life gives 
pain. What he might further have done 
hangs at the closing page. Your part 
in his history should help to comfort you. 
What we have of him is mainly due to the 
Meynell family. 

Our Portia, I may suppose to be now in 
Italy, and Italy seems to me her natural 
home. For me, I drag on, counting more 
years and not knowing why. I have to 
lean on an arm when I would walk, and 
I am humiliated by requiring at times a 
repetition of sentences. This is my state 
of old age. But my religion of life is al
ways to be cheerful. Though I see little 
of my friends, I live with them.—Ever to 
be counted yours, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Herr Eugen Frey.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, 
ENGLAND, Feb. 19, 1909. 

DEAR SIR: You are fully at liberty to 
quote from my works as the occasion may 
require, and I have to thank you for your 
trouble in doing so. As to the Library 
Edition of the Poems, I have to say that 
I was careless about it, as the English, 
unlike the Americans, have not accepted 
me in the form of a poet. I had to pay 
for the publication of my books of verse. 
Indeed, the run of the novels started from 
American appreciation.—I have directed 
my publishers to send you the book of 
my "Odes in Contribution to the Song 
of French History." They will need to 
be read twice—and that is much against 
them in this country.—Believe me to be 
yours most truly, 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

* Francis Thompson, "Selected Poems." 

[To Thomas Hardy.] 

Box HILL, DORKING, March 2, 1909. 
DEAR M R . HARDY: The French Re

view herewith comes to my address and 
is, as you see by the superscription, in
tended for you. I am reminded that you 
are among the kind souls who thought of 
me on my 80th, and have not been thanked 
for their testimony of it. The book * was 
welcome all the more as being a sign that 
this big work was off your mind. How 
it may have been received I cannot say, 
but any book on so large a scale has to 
suffer the fate of Panorama, and must 
be visited again and again for a just im
pression of it to be taken. I saw that 
somewhere in your neighborhood it was 
represented in action. That is the way 
to bring it more rapidly home to the mind. 
But the speaker of Josephine's last words 
would have to be a choice one.—Very 
truly yours, GEORGE MEREDITH. 

[To Theodore Watts-Dunton.] 

Box H I L L , DORKING, April 13, 1909. 

M Y DEAR THEODORE: The blow was 
heavy on me.f I had such confidence in 
his powers of recovery. The end has 
come! That brain of the vivid illumina
tion is extinct. I can hardly realize it 
when I revolve the many times when at 
the starting of an idea the whole town was 
instantly ablaze with electric light. Song 
was his natural voice. He was the great
est of our lyrical poets—of the world, I 
could say, considering what a language 
he had to wield.—But if I feel the loss 
of him as part of our life torn away, how 
keenly must the stroke fall on you— 
and at a time of prostration from illness! 
Happily you have a wife for support and 
consolation. That helps to comfort me 
in my dire distress of mind on behalf of 
your stricken household, which I see be
neath the shadow.—I will hire a motor and 
be with you when I know that you are in 
better health, and we can talk. My re
spects to your wife. 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 

This was George Meredith's last letter. 

•"The Dynasts." 
t The death of Algernon Charles Swinburne. 
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On Sunday night, the sixteenth of May, tedly attended him: his son and daughter 
1909, he was taken ill, and on the Tuesday and his faithful nurse Bessie Nicholls were 
following, at the hour of dawn, he passed with him to the end. All that was mortal 
away, conscious almost to the end. Dr. of George Meredith was laid to rest, as 
Hearnden, to whom he already owed re- he had desired, beside his wife s grave at 
covery from a dangerous collapse, devo- Dorking. 

T H E L E A V E S G I V E T H A N K S 

By Georgia Wood Pangborn 

ALL the cheerful little leaves 
Were lying mute and slain, 

Their tender summer faces 
Marred with age and pain. 

Through the thread-bare forest 
Strode the wind and rain. 

I wept because the skv was gray, 
Because the leaves were dead, 

Because the winter came so fast, 
And summer's sweet was sped; 

And because I too was mortal— 
"All flesh is grass," I said. 

But while I was lamenting 
The woods began to sing, 

The voice of all dead leaves came up 
As when they sang in Spring; 

"Praise God," they sang, ''for Winter 
And stormy harvesting: 

"Praise God, who uses old things 
To serve the new things' need 

And turns us into earth again 
That next year's roots may feed; 

Roots but for us and our decav 
Would shrivel in the seed. 

"To the thousand thousand summers 
Our summer has been thrust, 

But the snow is very gentle 
Above its rags and rust. 

Lie down, lie down, oh, brothers, 
With the thousand summers' dust." 



Pennsylvania Station, New York. Thirty-third Street carriage driveway, looking east. 

THE TERMINAL-THE GATE 
OF THE CITY 

BY W. SYMMES RICHARDSON 

N this article a terminal is 
considered as n o t neces
sarily the end of a line, but 
as the distributing-point in 
any city of the first mag
nitude, and in this sense 

stations in such cities as Dresden and Co
logne, Germany; Milan and Turin, Italy; 
Lyons, France; the proposed station at 
Cleveland, Ohio, and even the station at 
Albany, New York, are quite as effectively 
terminals from the passengers' point of 
view as any of those stations which form 
the ends of lines proper, as at Frankfort, 
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Germany; Berlin, Paris, London, Rome, 
the Grand Central Station in New York, 
and the stations in Chicago, Boston, etc. 
In fact, with the constant increase in the 
development of connecting lines, many 
stations which now have the stub-terminal 
plan are being changed into ones with 
facilities for handling through traffic, and 
it will undoubtedly be only a question of 
years before such stations as those in Bos
ton, Broad Street, Philadelphia; Saint 
Paul, Minnesota; the Soo-Milwaukee sta
tion in Minneapolis, and many others, will 
be rearranged upon through traffic lines. 
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Pennsylvania Station, New York. The main waiting-room, the largest room of the kind in the world. 

Where the terminal proper or end-of-the- outside the city, which permits the trans-
line conditions prevail in the very largest fer of railway carriages and passengers 
cities of all, as London, Paris, Berlin, from the north and from England to the 
Vienna, New York, and Chicago, de- lines to the south. In fact, tracks per-
mands for the rapid interchange of traffic mitting such movements of railway cars 
are developing connecting lines, both on exist in all our large cities, but in the 
the surface, overhead, and underground, United States the development has been 
thus bringing all the traffic of a great city practically limited to freight rather than 
into a ring, or endless chain. London has to passenger traffic. Even in New York 
long had this arrangement in a crude form the growth of traffic demands is already 
through its Metropolitan Line, so that it suggesting the joining together of several 
is possible for a passenger living in the terminals rather than any further increase 
suburbs to the south to buy tickets and in present individual developments, and 
label all luggage and to travel through on it seems as though the union station would, 
suburban trains to outside junction points in a certain sense, before long cease to 
on the trunk lines to the north, east, and exist. 

west. In Paris this has been developed, In Europe the development of railway 
but to a lesser extent, in the ring of tracks passenger travel has been in proportion 
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to the social developments of the coun- that the terminal stations are aggregations 
try, and consequently comparatively slow of many small units rather than a large 
as is inevitable in communities the life single development. Such stations as 

Pennsylvania Station, New York. Another view of the main waiting-room, 315 feet long, 108 feet wide, 150 feet high. 

of which has been forming for centuries. Paddington,Euston, Saint Pancras, Liver-
Accordingly, the types of stations which pool Street, and Charing Cross are in 
have been developed have in many cases reality each a collection of several little 
followed the lines of least resistance, and stations operating more or less indepen-
we find, for instance, in London, England, dently. The relative cheapness of labor 
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in Europe has also given strength to this 
tendency, and, similarly, we find that a 
great many of the English trains are 
merely the aggregations of several little 
trains, with baggage vans, restaurant cars, 
etc., directly adjacent to the passenger 
coaches. This system results in great 
freedom and facility of individual move
ment, a passenger arriving at a London 
terminal finding his luggage on the plat-

Pennsylvania Station, New York. The columns on the Seventh 
Avenue front. 

form almost adjacent, and, if coming from 
the Continent, customs examination ser
vice, cabs, express, etc., only a few steps 
away. Here in America, where the de
velopment of a new land has been very 
rapid, and operations frequently the re
sult of individual minds in control of large 
interests, the result has inevitably been 
the opposite, until as an extreme contrast 
to what might be called the London vil
lage group stations we arrive at such large 
units as the Union Station at Saint Louis, 
with its thirty-two parallel stub tracks, 

and the South Station in Boston, with 
twenty-eight, with ticket-offices, parcel-
rooms, baggage-checking rooms, telegraph 
offices, etc., so widely separated from each 
other that a large amount of time is con
sumed and a great deal of distance trav
ersed by an individual passenger before 
embarking on or arriving from a journey. 

Even in our through trains this ten
dency toward centralization of operat

ing management has been 
carried so far that it is not 
unusual for a passenger to be 
obliged to pass through ten 
or twelve Pullman sleeping-
cars before reaching a dining-
car, and where the number 
of passengers requires more 
t h a n o n e dining-car in a 
single train, these cars are 
frequently attached together 
in one place rather than dis
tributed at c o n v e n i e n t 
points. The instances cited 
are, of course, extremes, and 
between lies every possible 
variation and gradation of 
operating efficiency and con
venience. The ideal station 
will probably never be true 
to any one type, but like 
everything else in life which 
is effective, will result from 
a carefully balanced com
promise of interests. 

The chief lesson which we 
can learn from Europe in the 
operation of our great termi
nals lies in the constant effort 
to separate traffic along its 
logical lines, even at an in
creased expense of operation, 
as against the tendency in 

this country to mass all of the people to
gether ; for instance, those who are check
ing their luggage at one moment, quite 
irrespective of their destination, while at 
another moment the same set of people 
bound for different sections are again 
brought together for the purchase of tick
ets, etc. Contrast this with the ease 
with which a passenger can leave Charing 
Cross, London, for the Continent on a 
crowded Saturday afternoon. Arriving 
perhaps less than ten minutes before the 
time of the departure of the Continental 
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Express, with a cab full of luggage, the 
system of porterage permits of that which 
is intended for the luggage van to be 
placed on one truck and that for the rail
way carriage on another. The truck for 
registered luggage will be wheeled over a 
weighing platform almost directly in front 
of the ticket-office, weight ascertained, 
charges paid, and tickets bought while 
the small luggage for the carriages pro
ceeds on its way to the platform. There 
is no duplication of movement, no time 
lost, and the great crowd moves on with
out friction, unhindered, like a steady 
stream. The amount which is thus ac
complished in a limited time, apparently 
without effort and without consciousness 
except to the acute observer, is really 
marvellous. Consider our Grand Central 
Station, for instance, on a hot afternoon 
in August—the hurry, the confusion, the 
tensely drawn faces, the imprecations, the 

failure of luggage to reach its train, and, 
even in the case of those who are fore-
sighted and plan hours or days in advance, 
the absolute impersonal nature of the 
transaction by which luggage and pas
sengers are so widely separated, that it is 
only by a miracle of management that they 
usually come together at the appointed 
time and place. 

It might be of interest here to give some 
comparative figures of the approximate 
average distance required to be walked by 

a passenger taking a train in several of the 
large stations in this country. In such a 
station as the South Station, in Boston, it 
is necessary for a person purchasing a tick
et and checking baggage to walk approx
imately 1,100 feet from the main entrance 
before entering an express train, and in 
the Grand Central Station, in New York, 
about the same distance; in the new 
Chicago and Northwestern Station, in 
Chicago, about 940 feet plus a 20-foot 
stair climb; in the Union Station at Wash
ington about 1,200 feet, and in the Penn
sylvania Station at New York from 480 
to 950 feet, according to the entrance used. 

Passing now from general considera
tions, let us see how some of these operat
ing theories are accomplished. In Europe 
the division into many classes is an assist
ance in the avoidance of confusion, which 
in this country can only exist in a modi
fied form through the Pullman, or parlor-

car traffic. The great 
general d i s t i n c t i o n , 
however, which applies 
to practically a l l t h e 
prominent stations of 
Europe is the separa
tion of the i n c o m i n g 
and o u t g o i n g traffic, 
the " A r r i v e e " and 
" D e p a r t " of France. 
This is apparently re
garded as e s s e n t i a l 
where traffic conditions 
permit, and is seldom 
departed from, and the 
saving in confusion is 
enormous. I have been 
told, although I have 
never verified the fact, 
that the suburban traf
fic out of Paris through 
Saint Lazare Station is 

one of the largest in the world, yet to the 
casual observer the departure side of the 
station gives frequently an impression of 
almost emptiness. 

In this station the separation of traffic 
is perhaps carried further than anywhere 
else, in that the arrival platforms lead not 
only to different, but to comparatively 
disconnected city streets from those of de
parture. Most of the other Paris stations 
are arranged on the same plan. Like all 
good things, however, such a system can 

Pennsylvania Station, New York. The track platforms on a level with 
the floors of the cars. 



Pennsylvania Station, New York. A general view of the concourse and track platforms. Three levels are 
visible in this picture: the train level, the concourse from which passengers descend to 

trains, and the middle level reached by passengers leaving trains. 

be overdone, and the writer distinctly re
members arriving in Brussels, Belgium, 
from Holland one evening and (desiring 
almost immediately to continue his jour
ney toward France by a train leaving on 
an adjacent platform) being obliged to 
leave the station on the arrival side, pass 
completely around the building through 
the streets with much heavy luggage, re
enter on the departure side, and finally 
reach a train only a few feet away from 
the one which he had just left. In Amer
ica this separation of arrival and depart
ure traffic has until recently not been at
tempted, and the conditions of -our train 
operations make it exceedingly difficult if 
not frequently altogether impracticable. 
In Europe the terminal track plans and 
platform areas, as well as station plans, 
are usually so ample that it is possible for 
the railway management definitely to ar
range its train schedule for the arrival and 
departure of trains from special platforms 
throughout the day. In America, the 

rapid increase in traffic and number of 
trains, together with the high price of land 
and congestion in our cities, has made defi
nite prearrangement of the movement of 
trains exceedingly difficult, and, with the 
improvements in terminal signal towers 
and electric switchboards, the arrival and 
departure of trains is frequently auto
matically arranged at the last moment, a 
train being sent to any track which hap
pens to be clear at that particular time. 

The Pennsylvania Station, in New York 
City, is, so far as the writer knows, the first 
instance in America of any serious attempt 
at such a division of traffic, and there not, 
as in Europe, to different sides of the sta
tion,but to different levels. In this station, 
where all the tracks are below grade, stair
ways from different levels lead to each 
individual platform and the separation is 
arranged by means of these different stair
ways. 

The modern terminal divides itself nat
urally into three classes of stations: 



Orleans Station, Paris, as seen from the Seine. 

(i) That in which all of the tracks come 
to an end or stub. 

(2) That in which all of the tracks are 
through tracks, but in which the impor
tance of the city requires practically ter
minal operation in the arrival and depart
ure of trains. 

(3) Those stations in which the tracks 
are partly stub and partly through. 

These again subdivide themselves into 
three classes: 

(a) Those in which the tracks are at 
grade. 

Saint Pancras Station, London. 
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(b) Those in which the tracks are ele
vated. 

(c) Those in which the tracks are de
pressed. 

Typical stub stations are the Broad 
Street Station at Philadelphia, the Gare de 
Lyon at Paris, and the stations at Frank
fort, Germany, and Rome, Italy. Typical 
through stations exist in Milan and Turin, 
Italy; Lyons, France; Cologne, Germany; 
Providence, Rhode Island; C l e v e l a n d , 
Ohio; New Haven, Connecticut; Waterbury, 
Connecticut, and at Albany, New York. 

One of the best types 
of combination station 
is in Dresden, Germany, 
w h e r e the t h r o u g h 
tracks are elevated, and 
in Washington, U. C , 
w h e r e the t h r o u g h 
t r a c k s are depressed 
and carried u n d e r the 
city through a tunnel. 
The Pennsylvania Sta
tion at Pittsburgh is 
also of this type. 

Of terminal stations 
with depressed tracks, 
s o m e stub and s o m e 
through, the O r l e a n s 
Station, in Paris, was 
the f i r s t noteworthy 
example. I t was fol-



Orleans Station, Paris, showing depressed tracks and track platforms on a level with the floors of the cars. 

lowed some years later by the Pennsyl
vania Station, in New York, which, with 
the completion of the New York Connect
ing Railway, will be operated as a through 
station from New England points to the 
South, and which depends for its effec
tiveness of operation and train capacity 
on its through facilities by which all ter
minal trains, as far as passenger traffic 
is concerned, are carried under the East 
River through to Long Island to exten
sive yards for switching, cleaning, etc. 

The relation of a terminal station to the 
street plan of a large city is also of great 
importance, n o t only 
from the practical, but 
also from the aesthetic 
point of view. In Eu
rope, the terminal sta
tions have been placed 
with due reference to 
the principal thorough
fares, thus insuring ease 
of access, and the sta
tion buildings t h e m 
s e l v e s have a l m o s t 
always been regarded 
as of semi-public im
portance, and attract
ively p l a c e d , facing 
large squares and sur
rounded by important 

streets and boulevards. Much money is 
spent on the exterior design of these build
ings, which have been regarded as monu
mental gateways of approach quite as 
much as points of distribution of traffic. 
It is only in very recent years that this 
idea has taken hold in America, many of 
our stations being located in out-of-the-
way back streets, and more with reference 
to convenient freight terminal facilities 
than for easy access for passengers. Broad 
Street Station, Philadelphia, has been un
til recently the most noteworthy instance 
in this country of the attempt of a large 

Eastern Station, Paris, at the end of the Boulevard Strasbo 
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The New Leipzig Station—To be opened in 1913. 

railroad to bring its passengers into the 
important part of a city. This develop
ment is perhaps all the more striking 
because of the fact that Philadelphia is 
geographically a through point rather than 
a terminal, and the logical place for a 
station is at West Philadelphia. 

In spite of the frequently heard modern 
cry that a building should exclusively ex-

Dresden Station. 

press its uses, and that in consequence a 
station should typify the movement of 
large crowds and the power of steam and 
motion, many of the finest stations in the 
world to-day stand more for the expression 
of the majesty of a great city and a wel
coming portal where at last one has come 
to rest, in pleasant surroundings, after a 
tedious journey. One of the most charm

ing railway stations in 
e x i s t e n c e , in a small 
way, is that in Genoa, 
Italy, the f a c a d e of 
which is hardly more 
than a triumphal arch
way and portico on the 
beautiful little Piazza 
Acquaverde. 

In M i l a n , R o m e , 
Frankfort, D r e s d e n , 
Paris—in fact, almost 
e v e r y w h e r e in con
tinental E u r o p e — t h e 
stations are pleasingly 
located a n d designed. 
In Paris the introduc
tion of electricity and 
depressed t r a c k s and 
s m o k e l e s s t u n n e l s 
has made possible the 
b e a u t i f u l Gare d'Or-

4 1 0 
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leans, situated on a quay of the Seine, cent and by the incongruity of the mag-
directly opposite the historic Louvre— nificent marble Capitol on its hill frowning 
in some respects the best railway entrance upon the smoky freight-yards beneath, 
to any city yet achieved. Here in Amer- In Waterbury, Connecticut, a similar 
ica attempts are being made, and the new movement is in progress, the new station 

The New Leipzig Station. Main waiting-room and ticket-offices. 

station at Providence, Rhode Island, is there facing a considerable area of con-
worthy of mention, in spite of its many de- demned land which is to be parked; and the 
fects, as representing the recognition and new Grand Central Station, in New York, 
birth of an idea, although greatly marred will owe its interest more to its relation 
by the absolute neglect of any beauty of to the adjacent streets and buildings than 
expression in the ingenious and otherwise to the excellence of its individual plan, 
effective trolley track arrangement adja- In Omaha, Nebraska, the Burlington 
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Frankfort Station, Germany. 

Railway has built a small terminal with 
a classical colonnaded portico, suggestive 
of a noble gate, but also unfortunately 
marred, as in Providence, by the purely 
utilitarian character of the adjacent track, 
street, and viaduct arrangement. 

In Dayton, Ohio, the Union Station has 
a court-yard and portico which is worthy 
of mention, and in Cleveland, Ohio, there 
is a general plan for city development 
which is perhaps the most comprehensive 
and successful of any yet attempted in 
America, and if carried out along the lines 
contemplated will provide a station which 
will be worthy of any city. 

As has already been stated, the Or
leans Station, in Paris, and the Pennsyl
vania Station, in New 
York, are t o - d a y the 
latest expressions in the 
terminal transit prob
lem, p r a c t i c a l l y all 
other terminal stations 
being relatively simple 
in arrangement and ob
vious in d e s i g n . A 
more detailed descrip
tion of these types is 
therefore appropriate, 
and the Pennsylvania 
Station is selected in 
this article as includ
ing all of the character
istic f e a t u r e s of the 
Orleans S t a t i o n and 
others besides. 

Any building which 
is successfully designed 
and w o r t h y of note 
should express as far as 
possible, and in an at
tractive a n d beautiful 
manner, its use in its 
e x t e r n a l appearance, 
and, architecturally, an 
ideal station would be a 
building of monumental 
and b e a u t i f u l char
acter, forming a suit
able gateway to a large 
city, and at the same 
time s u g g e s t i n g the 
idea of transportation 
and t r a f f i c . In the 
Pennsylvania Station, 
in New York City, the 

problem involved, as in the Orleans Sta
tion, in Paris, was unusual, for the tracks 
in both cases were situated far below the 
street (in the case of the Pennsylvania 
Station, over fifty feet), and it was, there
fore, not possible to adopt any of the 
types of station buildings familiar in mod
ern architecture. The exposed train-shed, 
with its large, semicircular ends of glass, 
has become during the last century a form 
recognized by the layman as a railway 
type, and such features at the ends of the 
avenues of our modern cities suggest a 
great terminal even to a stranger when 
seen for the first time. Of such a char
acter are the Gare de l'Est, the Gare 
Montparnasse, and the Gare du Nord, in 

Frankfort Station. The waiting-room. 
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Paris, the stations at Frankfort and Dres
den, and, in fact, most of the principal 
stations of continental Europe, as well 
as the splendid train-shed of the Penn
sylvania Railroad Company in Jersey 
City, New Jersey. 

While the track conditions above re
ferred to made the problem one of especial 
difficulty from the point of view of secur
ing an adequate architectural expression, 
from the stand-point of railway operation 

may possibly be somewhat over-ornate for 
the average Anglo-Saxon taste, when seen 
from across the Seine, and particularly at 
night, it is not only singularly appropriate 
and expressive of its use, but gives an im
pression of real beauty which it is a pleas
ure to remember. In the Pennsylvania 
Station, in New York, the areas involved 
were considerably greater and the tracks 
were so far below the level of the street 
that any external expression was regarded 

Frankfort Station. The train-shed. 

the plan is ideal, as the station becomes 
practically a monumental bridge over the 
tracks, with entrances and exits on the 
main axes and on all four sides of the 
building at both street and subway lev
els. In this respect the building is unique 
among the railway stations of the world, 
affording the maximum amount of en
trance and exit facilities possible. 

The Orleans Station, in Paris, is not a 
very large station, and with the tracks 
only a slight distance below the level of 
the street, the great row of arches of the 
concourse filled with glass, together with 
the glass ends of the main roof, are unusu
ally successful in their expression of archi
tectural design; and while the building 

as peculiarly difficult of attainment, if not 
altogether impracticable, and, moreover, 
the conditions of the plan required that 
main entrances of the magnitude of streets 
should lead from all points of the ex
terior to a central distributing-point or 
waiting-room. A simple, direct arch ef
fect, as in the Orleans Station, in Paris, 
was obviously impossible, and, instead, 
a colonnade of many porticos was created 
around the entire exterior. The walls of 
the central area were made as high as 
possible to form a background to the 
external colonnades, and were treated' 
with large, semicircular openings to give 
as distinctive a railway expression as was 
possible considering the limitations of 
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Lyons Station, Paris. 

the problem. The style of architecture 
for a building of such importance and 
magnitude was carefully considered, and 
for inspiration the great buildings of an
cient Rome were studied, and in partic
ular such buildings as the baths of Cara-
calla, of Titus, and of Diocletian, and 
the Basilica of Constantine, which are 
the greatest examples in architectural 
history of large, roofed-in areas adapted 
to assemblages of people. Moreover, the 
conditions of modern American life, in 
which undertakings of great magnitude 
and scale are carried through, involving 
interests in all p a r t s 
of the world, are more 
nearly akin to the life 
of the R o m a n E m 
p i r e than that of any 
other k n o w n civiliza
tion. It seemed, there
fore, f i t t i n g and a p 
p r o p r i a t e in e v e r y 
way t h a t t h e t y p e 
of architecture adopted 
s h o u l d be a develop
ment f rom R o m a n 
m o d e l s , and w h i l e 
the building is of ne
cessity, on account of 
the requirements of its 
uses, d i f f e r e n t from 
any b u i l d i n g known 
to have been previously 

b u i l t , its inspiration 
can be directly traced 
to the great buildings 
of t h e R o m a n Em
pire. 

A distinctive feature 
of this station is the in
clined d r i v e w a y s by 
w h i c h passengers are 
carried under cover to 
the level directly above 
the t r a c k s . T h e s e 
driveways are of con
siderable height and as 
wide as ordinary city 
streets, the entrances 
being t h r o u g h great 
porticos b e t w e e n the 
columns of which the 
c a r r i a g e s p a s s in 
the s a m e w a y as in 
the Brandenburg Gate, 

in Berlin, through which a great part of 
the traffic enters that city. 

In the modern terminal are to be found 
practically all the attendant conveniences 
of travel, not only the familiar ticket-of
fices, baggage-rooms, telephone and tele
graph offices, news-stands, restaurant, and 
barber shop, but shops in which can be pur
chased drugs, books, and many of the other 
necessities of life. In the Pennsylvania 
Station, in New York City, the main foot 
entrance is in the centre of the Seventh 
Avenue front, opposite Thirty-second 

Genoa Station, Italy. The facade and Piazza Acquaverde. 
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Street, and consists of an arcade of shops 
somewhat similar in scale and idea to the 
famous arcades in Milan and Naples, 
Italy, where can be purchased practically 
everything from a box of candy to a Per
sian rug. This arcade is also interesting 
as being one of the means by which the 
public is unconsciously led to the lower 
levels with as few steps as practicable, for 
here not only the floor slopes, but the 

tage in a station with tracks below grade, 
as practically eight feet of vertical stairs 
(four up and four down) are thereby elim
inated and the rapid handling of large 
crowds is greatly facilitated. 

In each new station the attendant con
veniences of the modern terminal con
tinue to multiply, and the Northwestern 
Station, in Chicago, is equipped not only 
with private baths and dressing-rooms 

Genoa Station. General view. 

walls and cornices as well, there not being 
a right angle in the entire structure. The 
general waiting-room of this great station 
is worthy of mention, it being probably the 
largest and most monumental single room 
in the world to-day. It is 315 feet in 
length, 108 feet wide, and 150 feet high, 
comparable in dimensions to the nave of 
Saint Peter's Cathedral, in Rome, and 
about 15 feet wider. In this station 
there has also been adopted, for the first 
time by any trunk line in this country, a 
high platform level with the floor of the 
cars. This platform is frequent in con
tinental Europe and practically universal 
in England, and it is of particular advan-

open for the use of passengers by the pay
ment of a nominal fee, but with a full suite 
of hospital rooms as well, with nurses and 
attendants and physicians and surgeons 
in ready call. This is a particularly use
ful and attractive feature in such a city as 
Chicago, where there is much through 
travel and transfer of passengers from one 
station to another, frequently with waits 
of many hours between trains; and it is 
thus possible for an invalid arriving, for 
instance, in the early afternoon from New 
York and leaving for California in the 
evening to be well cared for without the 
discomfort and annoyance of going to a 
hospital or hotel. 
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I t is in America that the luxury of mod
ern travel has made the greatest advances, 
and it has been merely the outcome of our 
hurried national growth that the devel
opment of individual conveniences has 
dominated the larger questions; but with 
the expansion of this country to a world 
power, with international relations of mag
nitude has come a similar expansion in our 
internal relations and a demand for logi
cal development along the broadest lines, 

with collectivism and not individualism 
as the dominant key-note. The wide
spread interest and general study in city 
planning is but one of the many instances 
of this advanced point of view, and in our 
latest modern terminals we see only the 
beginnings of a movement by which all 
communities of a continent will not only be 
developed to their highest perfection, but 
will be linked together in the most effec
tive and comprehensive manner possible. 

Union Station, Washington, D. C., larger than any other building in Washington except the Capitol. 

THE PROBLEM OF T H E MODERN 
TERMINAL 

BY S A M U E L O. D U N N 

THE railway terminal is the gate-way 
of the modern city. No walls now 
make the people enter and depart 

through certain portals. But the com
pulsion of modern conditions of living and 
transportation is as effective as was that 
of ancient walls. Constantly there come 
and go through some gate-way terminals 
armies of peace exceeding in a day most 
of the great armies of war, equalling in 
a week the inhabitants of great metropo
lises, rivalling in a year the population 

of great nations. No other structures 
serve the convenience of such numbers. 
Rising to the needs of these multitudes, 
the engineers and architects of American 
railways are dotting the country with 
terminals surpassing in size, in cost, in 
the comforts they afford, in monumental 
beauty, any others in the world. 

Viewed casually, these great gate-ways 
may seem to mean no more than other 
large structures. Considered with pene
trating and reflecting eye, they are seen 



Union Station, Washington, D. C. The Concourse, area 97,500 square feet, said to be the largest room of any 
kind in the world; designed to meet the requirements of the crowd every four years. 

to be the resultants, the steel and stone 
personifications, of some of the most 
characteristic and important tendencies 
and conditions of our country and time. 
They bespeak the increasing of engineer
ing skill. They express the progress of 
architectural taste. Their size and capac
ity reflect the wonderful growth of great 
cities and of travel. The elegance of their 
manifold conveniences mirrors the same 
luxury, and even extravagance, which 
caused an advance of one thousand two 
hundred per cent in eight years in the 
American demand for automobiles. They 
declare the rise of civic spirit. They 
tell of the increase of the influence of 
the opinion of the public over the great 
quasi-public corporations that serve the 
public; for it is as much in response to 
the demands of public sentiment as of 
business that splendid structures such 
as those of the Pennsylvania Railroad 
and the New York Central in New York 
City, and the Chicago and North West
ern in Chicago, and the Union terminals 
at Washington and Kansas City, have 

V O L . LII .—42 

risen, or are rising, and that many other 
stations, smaller, but equally adapted 
to the needs of their communities, have 
been recently, or are being, built. 

In Chicago, just west of the river, be
tween Madison and Adams Streets, stands 
the old Union Station, used by five of the 
leading railways of the East and West. 
Within a stone's throw, at the corner of 
Madison and Canal, is the new terminal 
of the Chicago and North Western. More 
than adequate when it was finished some 
thirty years ago, deemed then a good type 
of terminal, but low, dingy, crowded ac
cording to our modern standards, the old 
brick Union Station presents a striking 
contrast to the stone and marble structure 
of the North Western. Nowhere else, by 
buildings serving so closely together the 
same purpose, are the old and new in 
terminal architecture, and the material 
and aesthetic tendencies causing the old 
to give place to new, so well exemplified. 

The contrast will not remain for long. 
The old station is marked for the execu
tioner. And so it is all over the coun-
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try. The old Grand Central Station in 
New York is gone and a new one is rising. 
New stations are planned for Cleveland, 
Cincinnati, Minneapolis. A new one has 
just been opened at Baltimore. The pres
ent Union Station in Kansas City will 
soon disappear, followed by the Dearborn 
and Park Row stations in Chicago, the 
Union Station in Saint Paul, and numer
ous other old terminals. They served 
their purpose in their day. But their day 
is almost done. 

Other tendencies that have been work
ing would have made the older and cruder 
terminals give place to newer and finer. 
But the tendency that is exercising the 
most influence is the growth of cities. 
Twenty years ago there were only twenty-
six cities in the United States with a popu
lation of a hundred thousand souls; to
day there are fifty. Twenty years ago 
the united population of the cities now the 
twenty largest in the United States was 
eight millions; to-day it is sixteen mil
lions. Two decades ago only three cities 
had over five hundred thousand people; 
now eight have. Three decades ago only 

one had more than one million, now there 
is one city with a million and a half, one 
with two and a quarter millions, and one 
with five millions. Modern transportation 
enables people to work in the heart of New 
York, Boston, or Chicago and have their 
homes miles away, and around the cities 
there have clustered many suburbs with 
large aggregate populations. Because of 
the centripetal and centrifugal forces of 
business and of pleasure that the growth 
of these great centres has set in motion, 
there daily pour into and out of their busi
ness districts, their suburbs and the sur
rounding territory, hundreds of thousands 
of people. Many of those from the res
idence districts, most of those from the 
suburbs, all from other cities, and from 
the towns and farms, pass through the 
large terminals. 

The new North Western terminal han
dles fifty-one thousand people a day, the 
equivalent in forty-four days of the whole 
population of Chicago. Over sixty-six 
thousand use daily the New York Cen
tral's Grand Central terminal in New 
York, at which rate every inhabitant of 

Union Station, Washington, D. C. The waiting-room. 



Burlington Route Station, Omaha, Nebraska. 

the metropolis would pass through it in forty-three seconds. There leave and en-
seventy-five days. About eighty thou- ter the Oakland Pier terminal of the South-
sand daily use the Pennsylvania's Broad ern Pacific about one thousand two hun-
Street station in Philadelphia, the equiva- dred trains a day, or not far from one 
lent in nineteen days of the city's whole every minute. The only terminal in the 
population. The number using every day world with a business exceeding that of the 
the New York, New Haven and Hart- largest in this country is the Gare Saint 
ford's South Station in Boston is over Lazare at Paris, where there are said to be 
one hundred thousand. At that rate the handled forty-five million persons a year, 
entire population of Boston would pass or one hundred and twenty-three thou-
through it in a week, the whole dense sand a day. 
population of New England in two months, Some terminals, such as the South Sta-
and more than one-third of all the people tion at Boston, the Broad Street and the 
of the United States in a year. Greater Philadelphia and Reading stations at Phil-
even than this, perhaps, is the number adelphia, the North Western station at 
handled by the Southern Pacific at its Chicago, and the Oakland Pier terminal 
unique Oakland Pier terminal at San of the Southern Pacific, have a business 
Francisco. To deal with the traffic at the in which suburban traffic greatly prepon-
North Western terminal requires three derates. That of others, such as the 
hundred and fifteen trains a day; to han- union terminals at Saint Louis, Wash-
die that at the Grand Central terminal, ington, Chicago, Kansas City, Saint Paul, 
four hundred and thirteen a day; to han- Denver, is almost exclusively through 
die that at the Broad Street station, five business. The Illinois Central at Chicago 
hundred and forty-three a day. To han- handles its suburban business, amounting 
die the traffic at the Boston South Station to about fifty thousand people a day, at 
requires seven hundred and seventy-nine three down-town stations located at in-
trains every twenty-four hours—an aver- tervals on the frontage of Lake Michi-
age of more than one every two minutes, gan, while it and its tenant lines deal 
During the busiest hour—from five to six with their through business at the Park 
o'clock p. M.—eighty-three trains enter Row station. Both the suburban and the 
and leave the South Station, or one every through classes of traffic have been grow-
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The new station at Waterbury, Connecticut. 

ing, throughout the country, at a rate 
defying the prescience of the most far-
seeing, and defeating the prevision of the 
most resourceful railway managements. 

Ten years ago when the New York Cen
tral rebuilt the Grand Central terminal, 
used by its lines and the New York, New 
Haven and Hartford, the increased facil
ities were expected to be enough for a 
quarter century. The old Grand Central 
Station already is gone. The traffic of the 
Pennsylvania's Broad Street station, at 
Philadelphia doubles in less than twenty 
years, and it may soon 
be given over entirely 
to suburban business. 
This has been about the 
rate of increase at other 
terminals h a n d l i n g a 
large suburban traffic. 
One of the greatest of 
a l m o s t exc lus ive ly 
t h r o u g h terminals is 
the Union S t a t i o n at 
S a i n t L o u i s . I t is 
owned by fifteen, and 
used by t w e n t y - t w o , 
railroads—more t h a n 
use any other terminal 
in the world; and daily 
there enter and leave it 
o v e r three h u n d r e d 
through trains moving 
toward more different 
points of the compass 
than those u s i n g any 

other terminal in this country. Opened 
seventeen years ago, after an outlay very 
large for that time, deemed adequate to the 
needs of an indefinite period, it was nec
essary, in less than eight years, to spend 
a million dollars on sweeping changes to 
enable it to cope with the traffic of the 
Louisiana Purchase Exposition. During 
the fair it handled as many as two hun
dred thousand people in a day. But, 
while with its massive granite head house 
it is still a notable type of modern termi
nal, it is becoming crowded, chiefly be
cause of want of sufficient yard room 
for coach storage. The real estate for 
the yards was bought long ago; but the 
city has withheld the ordinances neces
sary to its use. 

As fast as these increases in the traffic 
of large terminals have come, they are 
proceeding even more rapidly, and may 
go on yet more rapidly hereafter. The 
railways, in their new terminals, are try
ing to anticipate remote future demands, 
and are building them with more capacity 
than any terminals ever before possessed. 
The new North Western terminal at Chi
cago could handle five times as many peo
ple as now use it, or a quarter of a million 
a day; the capacities of the Grand Cen
tral and the Pennsylvania Railroad ter
minals in New York are yet larger; either 
of the three could, in a year, accommo-

l'he portico of the Union Station, Dayton, Ohio. 



Drawn by Thornton Oakley. 

South Sta t ion , Boston . 

From five to six o'clock P. M. eighty-three trains enter and leave this station, and over one hundred thousand people use this station daily. 
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date the entire existing population of the-
United States. 

Such impressive figures give some idea 
of the size and complexity of the engineer
ing, architectural, operating, and financial 
problem the modern terminal presents. 
But it remains an inadequate idea until 
we consider some of the many conditions 
that must be dealt with in determining 

terlocking plant to direct and control 
train movements. There must be yards 
for storing and cleaning coaches and for 
making up trains. There must be com
missaries for stocking dining and buffet 
cars, and providing Pullmans with clean 
linen. There must be a round-house for 
making light repairs to locomotives, clean
ing them, and getting them ready for their 

Union Station, Baltimore. 

the terminal's location, capacity, design, 
and methods of operation; and these are 
matters about which most of us never 
bother our busy heads. 

Few of us have ever thought, for ex
ample, after, while hurrying to a train, we 
have blessed the convenience, or impre
cated the inconvenience, of a station's lo
cation, of what had to be considered in 
deciding where it should be put. The 
choosing of the site for a terminal is a 
harder task than the choosing of the site 
for any other kind of a structure. For 
a terminal is more than a building. Most 
of us, when we speak of a terminal, mean 
the station building and perhaps, also, 
the train shed. But there must be alsO 
many approach tracks for the trains to 
enter on, to stand on while waiting, and 
to leave on. There must be a big in-

runs. There must be a power-house to 
furnish light and power for all the terminal 
machinery and buildings. There must 
be places for handling quantities of mail 
and express; usually at a large terminal 
there is a big post-office substation. In 
the Pennsylvania's New York terminal 
there are sixty-four buildings given solely 
to terminal uses. The station building, 
however handsome and imposing, con
tains but the dressing-rooms and wings 
of the theatre. The real stage for the 
drama of the terminal is out under the 
train shed and in the yards; and the real 
stage manager is not the brisk station-
master in his neat uniform, but the train 
director in his shirt sleeves away out in 
the interlocking plant at the throat of the 
yard, ordering the never-ending manipu
lations of his many levers. The area 
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covered by the buildings, the interlocking 
plant, the yards of a modern terminal is 
from thirteen to thirty-five acres, and 
the new Grand Central terminal covers 
eighty acres, the biggest area occupied 
by any terminal in the world. 

To find, in the congested part of a large 
city, in or near its business district, such 
an area suitable for any purpose would be 
hard; to buy it, very costly. The pur
pose of the terminal aggravates the prob
lem. It must be readily accessible by 
operating tracks; and the topography of 
a city may make almost inaccessible by 
tracks a location otherwise most suitable 
for a terminal. Where a terminal may 
best be put also depends on the nature 
of its traffic. If this be chiefly suburban 
the terminal must be situated in or near 
the down-town business district; com
muters object to paying more than one 
fare between business and home. If it 
handles through traffic almost exclusively, 
its patrons, laden with luggage, will come 
in street-cars or taxicabs, anyway, and 
it will do little harm if it is situated far
ther out. The railway station is be
coming recognized as a public edifice, 
and, therefore, in some places its loca
tion is much influenced by the desire to 
give it a suitable place in city plans. 

Its relation to intramural transporta
tion is of moment. A station accessible 
from all parts of a city by street-car lines 
will best serve the public convenience; and 
if there be more than one terminal, a rail
way using a station thus accessible will 
have an advantage over those using others 
less favorably situated. In the city of 
London there are many terminals, some 
in the heart of the business district, some 
distant from it. But most of them are 
connected with each other and with vari
ous parts of the business and residence 
districts by the underground railway 
system encircling large portions of the 
city; and some of the trunk lines run 
trains over the tracks of this system. A 
number of the roads use several different 
terminals. In Paris and Berlin, the two 
great railway centres of the continent, 
arrangements more or less similar exist. 
Unfortunately, in the United States good 
relations between street-car systems and 
railway terminals are exceptional. Two 
of the best and most advantageously lo
cated terminals in the United States for 
the kind of business they chiefly handle— 
preponderately suburban—are those of 
the Pennsylvania Railroad and the Phil
adelphia & Reading in Philadelphia. Both 
are located in the down-town business 

Providence, R. I., New York, New Haven and Hartford Railway Station. 



district; and both are readily accessible 
by intramural transportation lines; but 
unfortunately the very excellence of their 
location has the drawback that it gives 
little opportunity for expansion to care 
for a large and fast-growing business. 

In topography, as in many ways, New 
York is unique among American cities. 
Bounded by the Harlem River, by a great 
harbor and by the North and East Rivers, 
streams broad, deep and really arms of 
the sea, Manhattan Island long was con
sidered almost inaccessible by railway ex
cept by bridge over the Harlem. Over 
this stream the only railways for long en
tering the island—the New York Central 
and its tenant, the New York, New Haven 
and Hartford—reached the only terminal 
for long on the island, the Grand Central, 
on Forty-second Street. 

The first Manhattan terminal was 
opened in 1832 at Centre Street, near the 
present City Hall, by the New York and 
Harlem road, now leased to the New York 
Central. Trains were run by steam as 
far south as Fourteenth Street and pulled 
from there by horses. A new station was 

opened in 1857 where Madison Square 
Garden now stands. Fourteen years later 
the original Grand Central Station was 
opened on Forty-second Street. Between 
1898 and 1900 it was enlarged; but it 
was soon inadequate; the discomfort and 
danger of running trains through the Park 
Avenue tunnel grew intolerable; and plans 
for rebuilding the terminal and electrify
ing south of the Harlem were well ad
vanced when, in 1903, a State law re
quired electrification and authorized the 
city to arrange for the use by the railway 
of the subsurface of streets near the sta
tion. All the subsequent extensive and 
expensive reconstruction operations, in
cluding electrification, the rearrangement, 
enlargement and rebuilding of yards and 
station, the erection of a large group of 
buildings on the right of way that are not 
to be used for transportation purposes, 
are really a single gigantic terminal im
provement. 

The new terminal will occupy the site 
of the old. There was no need for change. 
In the midst of the hotel district, verg
ing on the theatre and shopping district, 
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Chicago and North Western Railway Station, Chicago. 

Four hundred and fifty-five buildings were razed to make room for this terminal. 
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but a step from Fifth Avenue, only a few In i896 the railways reaching the west 
blocks from Broadway, accessible from bank of the Hudson River opposite New 
all parts of the city by subway and sur
face lines, the Grand Central terminal, 
for both suburban and through traffic, is 
one of the best located terminals in the 
world. While the old site will be used, 
striking, indeed, will be the transforma
tion. Nowhere else are the wonders work
able by railway 
electr i f icat ion 
so e x h i b i t e d . 
More space was 
needed. To get 
it the engineers 
w i t h i n n i n e 
y e a r s removed 
one hundred and 
f o r t y buildings 
and fifteen miles 
of pipes and sew
ers. But it was 
not necessary, as 
formerly, to keep 
open over trains 
a space to per
mit the escape 
of s m o k e , and 
the t r a c k s and 
yards of the new 
terminal, roofed 
with s t e e l and 
concrete, will be 
in a s u b w a y , 
over which will 
rise t w o l a r g e 
hotels, an opera 

Chicago and North Western Railway Station, Chicago. 
The vestibule. 

York City, brought to their terminals 
there destined for New York City ninety-
four million people. In 1906 the num
ber had increased to one hundred and 
forty million people. And not one of 
them could the trains take into New York 
City. All had to transfer and be ferried 

across t o N e w 
Y o r k , w h i c h 
t o o k twelve to 
t w e n t y m i n 
u t e s when the 
w e a t h e r was 
good and twice 
as long when it 
w a s b a d , and 
even then o n l y 
landed the p a s 
s e n g e r on the 
m a r g i n of t h e 
city. The p o s 
s e s s i o n by the 
New York Cen
tral lines of an ad
mirably located 
t e r m i n a l in the 
heart of M a n 
h a t t a n Island 
made their great 
rival, the Penn
sylvania system, 
look with e v e r 
more and more 
longing e y e s in 
t h a t direction. 

house, several office buildings, clubs, and The project of bridging the Hudson had 
apartment houses. Down through them long been mooted, but the railways end-
will run a broad, new avenue. Buildings ing on the Jersey shore could not be got 
on Park Avenue will be limited to six 
stories; others may rise to twenty stories; 
but along all will run a uniform cornice 
line, below which the same material will be 
used, thus creating a harmonious group. 
The busy activities of the new terminal 
will be, in effect, carried on in the base
ments of sky-scrapers. Unique among all 
the terminal developments of the world, 
this great improvement of the New York 
Central will cost one hundred and fifty 
million dollars; and yet the rentals from 
the buildings that are to be erected to 
utilize the air space over its tracks are 
expected to offset the heavy increase in 
fixed charges involved. 

to act together, and a franchise for a 
bridge for only one would not be given. 
Tunnelling also had been suggested, but 
Samuel Rea expressed the view of en
gineers when he said in his book, "The 
Railways Terminating in London," pub
lished in 1888: "The underlying strata 
of the North River will not permit the 
construction of a tunnel on admissible 
gradients for heavy traffic and for fast 
trains, which, of course, would be essen
tial requisites." But the Pennsylvania 
acquired the Long Island Railroad. 
Brooklyn, the terminus of the Long Is
land, was a city of one and a half million 
souls that had never been tapped by a 



Chicago and North Western Railway Station. The main waiting-room. 

trunk line. Annually there crossed the 
East River between Manhattan Island 
and Long Island three hundred millions of 
persons, not including pedestrians. The 
extension of the Long Island Railroad 
from the East and of the Pennsylvania 
Railroad from the West into Manhattan 
would enable the Pennsylvania to land 
its passengers in New York, would en
able the Long Island to share in the enor
mous traffic across the East River, and 
would also give the Pennsylvania a short 
and direct connection with the railways 
running up into densely populated New 
England. The Pennsylvania at last in 
1902 decided single-handedly to plant a 
great electrified passenger terminal in the 
very heart of the up-town hotel, theatre, 
and shopping district of Manhattan. The 
impossibility of the engineers and engi
neering of yesterday is their achievement 
of to-day; it was also decided to secure en
trances to the terminal for both the Penn
sylvania and the Long Island by tunnel
ling under the North and East Rivers; 
and the man who, as vice-president of 
the Pennsylvania Railroad, was placed in 

charge of the entire work and executed it, 
was that same Samuel Rea who had sober
ly written that tunnelling under the North 
River was not practicable! The Pennsyl
vania extension into New York ranks 
among the great engineering feats of all 
time. It is the greatest ever done to get 
a suitable location for a passenger ter
minal. 

While the Pennsylvania has forced a 
way for its lines under two rivers, car
ried tunnels down as deep as ninety-
seven feet below high-water-mark, and 
spent one hundred and fifteen million dol
lars to overcome the geographical disad
vantage of having its terminal in Jersey 
City, the intramural transportation sys
tem of New York City has to the present 
denied it much of the benefit it expected 
from this great work of terminal reloca
tion. The railway was justified in expect
ing the city immediately to build a sub
way to the main entrance of its new 
station on Seventh Avenue. This has not 
been done. I t is still a considerable walk 
to the station from any elevated, surface, 
or subway line. But the Seventh Avenue 
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Chicago and North Western Railway Station. Lobby and ticket 
offices. 

subway now appears assured. The sub
way station will be connected with the 
terminal on the underground levels, which 
will enable passengers arriving at the 
terminal to go up or down town without 
going up to the street level. This will 
make the use of the terminal convenient 
for both through and suburban passengers, 
and will doubtless cause a heavy increase 
in its business. This last year amounted 
to ten million passengers handled by one 
hundred and twenty thousand trains, or 
three hundred and thirty a day, while it 
has a capacity of one thousand two hun
dred trains a day. 

As the architecture of the Union Ter
minal at W a s h i n g 
t o n w a s designed to 
h a r m o n i z e with that 
of t h e public buildings 
in the national capital, 
so its l o c a t i o n was 
chosen mainly to fit it 
i n t o a p l a n for the 
c i t y ' s b e a u t i f i c a -
t i o n . A commission of 
distinguished a r c h i 
t e c t s , including Dan
iel H. Burnham, Fred
erick Law Olmstead, 
Augustus Saint Gaud-
ens, and Charles F. Mc 
Kim, was employed by 
the government to visit 
European cities, make 
a complete study of the 
D i s t r i c t of Columbia 

and of the p a p e r s of 
M a j o r L'Enfant, the 
French e n g i n e e r who 
made the first plans of 
the city of W a s h i n g 
t o n for P r e s i d e n t 
Washington, and then 
recommend a policy for 
city i m p r o v e m e n t . 
They r e p o r t e d that 
L'Enfant's original lay
out should be followed. 
To do this t h e Pennsyl
vania Railroad w o u l d 
have to a b a n d o n its 
s t a t i o n and t r a c k s 
across the Mall. "The 
president of the Penn
sylvania R a i l r o a d , 

A. J. Cassatt," said Senator Benton Mc
Millan on the floor of the United States 
Senate, "looked at the matter from the 
stand-point of an American citizen, say
ing that he appreciated the fact that if 
Congress intended to make the Mall what 
the founder intended it to be, no railroad 
should be allowed to cross i t . " Therefore, 
the Washington terminal, built by the 
Baltimore and Ohio and the Pennsylvania 
but used by all the lines entering the city, 
and exceeding in size all other Washing
ton buildings, save the capitol itself, was 
built facing on the same plaza which is 
faced also from another direction by the 
capitol. Unfortunately, the same power 

Chicago and North Western Railway Station. The train shed equipped 
with the latest methods of ventilation and light 
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of government which influenced the loca
tion of the station has not caused a re
arrangement of street-car lines to suit the 
convenience of the traveller. 

The topography of Chicago, with its 
flat surface—like that of hardly any other 
American cities but Detroit and Buffalo— 

gested down-town district, and on which 
the elevated railways radiating every way 
turn all their trains. 

Frederic A. Delano, the public-spirited 
president of the Wabash Railroad, rec
ognizing the impracticability of uniting 
in one terminal all the numerous roads 

Chicago and North Western Railway Station. The train concourse. 

makes it possible for railways to enter al
most any place. The generosity of nature 
has been abused. The twenty-five trunk 
lines using the six passenger terminals, 
representing thirty systems spreading out 
like a fan, come in from every direction 
and have no harmonious relationships. 
Their two thousand six hundred miles of 
track within the city make a map of Chi
cago look like a railway yard. No system 
of intramural transportation connects the 
various stations. No train passes through 
Chicago. Passengers going through must 
transfer by bus, taxicab, or disconnected 
street-car lines. The most favorably 
situated terminal is the La Salle Street, 
owned by the New York Central Lines and 
the Chicago, Rock Island and Pacific. I t 
is on the "Loop," which encircles the con-

annually carrying, perhaps, fifty million 
people in and out of Chicago, many of 
them through travellers, long advocated 
a plan for erecting a group of five or six 
large stations side by side on Twelfth 
Street. Five were to be just east of the 
Chicago River, the sixth just west across 
it. He would have brought the passen
ger trains in on elevated tracks, and used 
the space beneath, from Twelfth to Four
teenth Streets,and from StateStreetto the 
river, for handling baggage, express, mail, 
and less-than-carload freight. The Illinois 
Central would have continued to handle 
its suburban traffic through its existing 
down-town stations, and the North West
ern its suburban traffic through its Wells 
Street station. 

This novel and ambitious project, of the 
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N e w York and Har lem Station on site of Madison Square Garden , N e w York, 
opened in 1857. 

The second station built by the company. 

Grand Central Station, Forty-second Street, N e w York, opened in 1871. 

Grand Centra l Station, Forty-second Street, N e w York, as en la rged 
in 1898-1900. 

details of which space will not permit congested and hemmed in by the Chicago 
even a mention, was much discussed, but River, by Wells and Kinzie Streets, went 

on with plans for the 
c o n s t r u c t i o n of a 
new one at a different 
location. One of the 
m a i n c o n d i t i o n s 
compe l l ing relocation 
was that the throat of 
the old t e r m i n a l was 
carried over the North 
branch of the Chicago 
River on a two-track 
bridge. The operation 
for years over this nar
row b r i d g e — of ten 
opened to let boats pass 
—of over three hundred 
t r a i n s a day, almost 
without accident, was 
one of the feats of mod
ern railroading. The 
most available sit; for 
relocation was afforded 
by three blocks a short 
d i s t a n c e west of the 
river readily accessible 
from the "Loop" dis
trict. Here, fronting on 
Madison Street, the ter
minal w7as erected. Be
fore construction could 
begin four hundred and 
fifty-five buildings had 
to be razed, of which 
sixty-six were four or 
more stories high; and 
f if teen thousand peo
ple had to f ind new 
places for homes or bus
iness. The acquisition 
of real estate cost eleven 
m i l l i o n five hundred 
and sixty thousand dol
lars out of the total ter
minal e x p e n d i t u r e of 
twenty-three mi l l i on 
seven hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars. 

No less than t h r e e 
large passenger termi
nal projects a re now 
planned in C h i c a g o , 
one by t h e r a i l w a y s 

uuijritouc. mean- using the Union Station, another by 
time, the North Western, its old terminal those using the Dearborn Station, the 



The new Grand Central Station, Forty-second Street, New York, looking north. 

The group of buildings above the track levels includes hotels, an opera house, office buildings, clubs and apartment houses. 
The new Grand Central terminal covers seventy acres. 

The new Grand Central Station, New York. 

A drawing showing the various levels and ramps, looking east. 
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third by the Illinois Central, whose Park 
Row terminal is used by it and several 
tenant lines. Each would cost from thirty 
million dollars to fifty million dollars. It 
is possible only two will be carried through. 
The Illinois Central has arranged with 

the lake, and erect in it a large and hand
some building for the Field Museum, 
founded by the late Marshall Field, and 
now in the old Art Building of the World's 
Columbian Exposition, at Jackson Park. 
The Illinois Central will erect a new 

t e r m i n a l on 

the Board of South Park Commissioners 
for an exchange in which it cedes to the 
commissioners its riparian rights to the 
shore of Lake Michigan and the site of its 
present Park Row Station, and receives in 
return a wider right-of-way below Twelfth 
Street. The South Park Commissioners 
will raze the Park Row Station, add its 
site to Grant Park, which lies directly on 
Lake Michigan, extend the park out into 

Twelfth Street 
and Michigan 
Boulevard fac
ing on G r a n t 
Park, and one 
or t w o other 
l a r g e build
ings, a l l sim
ilar in archi
tecture to the 
n e w F i e l d 
Museum, with 
w h i c h t h e y 
w i l l f o r m 
an impos ing 
group. T h i s 
s c h e m e has 
the support of 
the C h i c a g o 
Plan Commis
sion. Its ex
e c u t i o n will 
be a long step 
toward carry
ing o u t t h e 
commission's 
p l a n for the 
creation of a 
"city beauti
ful," a n d it 
may l e a d to 
the roads now 
e n t e r i n g the 
Dearborn Sta
tion and t h e 
La Salle Street 
Station going 
i n t o the Illi
nois Central's 

station. This would make the Illinois 
Central's terminal—admirably located 
on beautiful Michigan Boulevard, which 
every one visits who visits Chicago, and 
but a short distance from the club, hotel, 
and theatre district—one of the greatest 
of terminals devoted almost solely to 
through passenger business. I t would 
be used by fifteen railways, and into and 
out of it there would pass daily about 

The new Grand Central Station, New York.. The express concourse. 
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seven hundred through 
trains. 

The new Union ter
minal in Chicago will 
doubtless be l o c a t e d 
near where the old one 
now stands, and is ex
pected to be a fine sta
tion. The increase of 
the business at the old 
station, which is now 
b a d l y over-crowded, 
illustrates the rapidity 
of the g r o w t h of the 
demands on m o d e r n 
terminals. I t has al
ways been used by the 
s a m e roads—the two 
Pennsylvania L i n e s 
West of Pittsburg, the 
Burlington; the Chicago, Milwaukee & 
Saint Paul, and the Alton. I t was opened 
in 1881, and in 1886 was being used by 
125 rains daily. It is now used by 261 
trains, and handles 45,000 to 50,000 pas
sengers every twenty-four hours—a large 
traffic when it is considered that a 
great proportion of it is through business. 

The new Grand Central Station, New York. 
Office buildings on the Lexington 

Avenue side. 

The new Grand Central Station, New York, showing Fiftieth Street 
between Lexington and Park Avenues. 

The buildings are : at left, Adam's Express Company; centre, power station ; and 
at right is the Y. M. C. A. building. 

Strikingly different from the topo
graphical conditions at Chicago are those 
at cities such as Kansas City, Seattle, and 
Cincinnati. Situated at the confluence 
of the Missouri and Kaw Rivers, on hills 
rising sharply to great heights above the 
river valleys, Kansas City is accessible to 
railway tracks only through the valleys 
of the two large rivers, where the space 
for terminal yardage is limited, and along 
a little valley cutting the city east and 
west somewhat below the down-town 
district. The passenger business of the 
ten roads using the old Union Station in 
the "west bottoms" long since outgrew 
it. The site gave little chance for ex
pansion. Far from the business district, 
subject to floods—one of which on a his
toric occasion filled the station with water 
almost to the ceiling—affording to the eye 
no prospect but that of a forbidding 
height to the east dotted with ragged 
little shanties, it was an undesirable loca
tion. Many trains have to enter and 
leave through a narrow throat to the 
north of the station, called the "goose 
neck," and there are chronic delays. The 
people of Kansas City began years ago to 
demand a new terminal. The railway 
managements agreed they ought to have 
it, and prepared to spend forty million 
dollars. But the demands of the city so 
far exceeded the inclinations of the rail
ways that it took a seven years' wrangle 
to reach an agreement. I t was long de
bated whether the new terminal should be 
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Grand Cential Station, New York. Interlocking plant at the throat of the 
yard. 

on the north side water frontage, where 
it would be accessible to the roads along 
the valley of the Mis
souri R i v e r , or n e a r 
the s i t e of the small 
T w e n t y - s e c o n d and 
Grand Avenue Station, 
w h e r e it cou ld be 
reached along the little 
valley cutting the city 
east and west. The lat
ter, and much the bet
ter, although also much 
the more e x p e n s i v e , 
l o c a t i o n was chosen. 
Situated between t h e 
down-town b u s i n e s s 
district on t h e north 
and a l a r g e residence 
district on the south, it 
is readily r e a c h e d by 
street-car from b o t h 
directions. The r a i l 
w a y s are s p e n d i n g 
t h r e e hundred thou
sand dollars on a park 
facing it which passes to 
the city in perpetuity. 
As all the f o u r t e e n 
roads entering Kansas 

egon-Washington 
tion Company, a 

City will use it, the new 
t e r m i n a l will be as 
truly a union terminal 
as is t h a t at Saint 
Louis. 

Somewhat a l ike in 
their r u g g e d topog
raphy, K a n s a s City 
and Seattle have rail
way situations very un
like. The N o r t h e r n 
Pacific reached Puget 
Sound at an early day 
and acquired valuable 
p r o p e r t y adjacent to 
the p r e s e n t business 
district of Seattle; and 
the King Street station, 
used by the Northern 
Pacific and the Great 
N o r t h e r n , is easily 
reached by pedestrians 
from the business dis
trict and by street-car 
from the residence dis
tricts. When the Or-
Railroad and Naviga-

Harriman line, built to 

Grand Central Station, New York 'I he real stage manager who orders 
the manipulation of the many levers of the interlocking 

plain 
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Seattle, it had, for competitive reasons, to 
get a good location for its terminal, and, 
at large expense, it got it by buying land 
adjacent to the King Street station. To 
get a suitable location at Spokane, Wash., 
the Harriman lines bought the site of the 
city hall! 

Unique in location, as well as in the 
number of trains using it, is the Oakland 

connect, it is slowed down so that it will 
reach the pier just about when the next 
boat arrives. Thus, except in unusual cir
cumstances, there is no accumulation of 
passengers on the pier. To tunnel under 
the bay into San Francisco is not con
sidered feasible. But it is only a few 
years since tunnelling under the Hudson 
into New York was similarly regarded. 

Excavating for the yard of the new Grand Centrai Station. Looking north from Forty-fifth Street, New York. 

Pier terminal of the Southern Pacific at 
San Francisco. This road has a station 
in San Francisco for its coast division, 
but most of both its through and subur
ban business is handled on the Oakland 
Pier, running far out from Oakland into 
the Bay of San Francisco. On the pier 
are eight tracks, four for through and 
four for interurban electric service; and on 
and off it there run daily more than 
one thousand two hundred trains, ex
ceeding the number using any other ter
minal in the country. Passengers pass be
tween it and San Francisco on ferry-boats 
which leave every twenty minutes; the 
movements of the trains are largely gov
erned by the movements of the boats; and 
if a through train runs behind so that it 
cannot make the boat with which it should 
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Beautiful, and in some cases monu
mental, as is the architecture of the mod
ern terminal, even more characteristic 
is its provision for room, comfort, and 
safety. To accommodate the masses of 
people using big terminals without crowd
ing and confusion, great spaces are re
quired; and the main waiting-room of the 
Pennsylvania Station in New York is the 
largest room of its kind in the world. 
With an area of ninety-seven thousand 
five hundred square feet, the concourse of 
the Washington terminal is said to be the 
largest room devoted to any purpose in 
the world. The Washington terminal is 
the only one ever designed to meet the 
requirements of only one crowd every four 
years. Its regular business, although it is 
the portal of a city that is becoming the 
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Union Station of the Oregon Short Line, Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Union Station, Salt Lake City, Utah. The waiting-room. 

An architectural detail of the Oakland Station, California. 

Mecca of A m e r i c a , is 
s m a l l e r than that of 
several other terminals; 
it was given its great 
capacity to enable it to 
care for the quadrennial 
multitudes that gather 
for the inauguration of 
the P r e s i d e n t of the 
United States. Special 
a c c o m m o d a t i o n s for 
royalty are common in 
E u r o p e a n terminals. 
The Washington Sta
tion is the only one in 
this country having a 
special entrance and a 
"s tate suite," includ
ing a President's room, 
for the use of the Pres
ident, f o r e i g n diplo
mats, and high officials, 
so that they may enter, 
wait, and depart with
out coming in contact 
with the general public. 

In the North West
ern's terminal at Chi
cago there is a suburban 
concourse on the street 
level f r o m which pas
sengers may go upstairs 
directly to t h e t r a i n 
s h e d without passing 
through the main wait
ing-room and concourse, 
which are intended for 
through passengers, and 
w h i c h are located on 
the second floor level, 
and open directly to the 
t r a i n s h e d . In the 
P e n n s y l v a n i a ' s New 
York t e r m i n a l the 
segregation of different 
classes of p a s s e n g e r s 
has been carried farther. 
The n o r t h side of the 
station is set apart for 
the suburban business 
of the Long Island Rail
road; and in that por
tion devoted to the ser
vice of the Pennsylvania 
Railroad t h e r e is not 
o n l y t h e m a i n con-
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course on the s t r e e t 
level for the use of pas
sengers e n t e r i n g , b u t 
also directly beneath it 
is a separate concourse 
for t h o s e leaving the 
station. The value of 
t h i s a r r a n g e m e n t , 
which prevents streams 
of passengers m o v i n g 
in oppos i t e directions 
from colliding with and 
hindering each o t h e r 
will become more appar
ent as the t r a f f i c in
creases. At t h e new 
Grand Central termi
nal t h e r e will be an 
entirely separate sub
urban concourse on a 
level b e 1 o w the m a i n 
concourse. 

A n o t h e r important 
improvement i n t r o 
d u c e d at the Penn
sylvania terminal and 
adopted at the Grand 
Central, is that of rais
ing the track platforms 
level with the floors of 
cars i n s t e a d of only 
about nine inches above 
the top of the rail. The 
former practice has ob
tained in England, the 
latter heretofore in the 
U n i t e d S t a t e s . The 
additional expenditure 
required on the m a i n 
level alone of the Grand 
Central t e r m i n a l by 
the higher p l a t f o r m 
was one hundred thou
sand d o l l a r s . I t also 
made necessary changes 
in all cars running into 
the station. B u t the 
high platform, saving a 
climb of three feet and 
three inches, is a con
venience to the passen
gers. And it is of value 
to the railway. The New 
York Central has found 
that it reduces the aver
age t i m e required for 

Station of the Oregon-Wash ing ton Rai l road and Naviga t ion Company , 
Seattle, Wash ing ton . T h e wait ing-room. 

Stat ion of the Atchison, T o p e k a and San ta Fe Ra i lway at A lbuque rque , 
N e w Mexico. 

Station of the Oregon-Washington Railroad and Navigation Company, 
Seattle, Washington. 
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unloading a suburban train from over a 
minute to forty seconds, or thirty-five per 
cent. Where hundreds of trains arrive 
daily this is important. 

A most prominent feature of the older 
terminals that is disappearing is the high, 
vaulted train shed in which smoke and gas 
accumulate to the discomfort of passen
gers, and which in hot weather is one of 

Central Station in a subway, but here 
there are two train levels, one below the 
other, the upper devoted to through and 
the lower to suburban business; and the 
trains on the one will be operated directly 
beneath and twenty-seven feet below the 
trains on the other. A single monumental 
head house will serve both levels. The 
Pennsylvania runs its trains straight 

Pennsylvania Station, New York. 

The signal and switch tower in the yard at the west end of the station, showing overhead rails which supplement the third rail on the 
ground for carrying over switches. Entrance to the tunnels under Hudson River can be seen in the middle distance. 

the hottest of all hot places. Electricity, 
where introduced, makes the high train 
shed unnecessary. The Pennsylvania's 
terminal has three levels. On the street 
level are the entrances, the chief of which 
is a long arcade lined with shops; on the 
intermediate level are the great concourse, 
the main waiting-room, the retiring-rooms 
for men and women, and the ticket offices; 
and the tracks are on the third level, 
thirty-six feet below the street. In other 
words, the station building is its own train 
shed. Trains likewise enter the Grand 

through under the station, thence through 
the tunnel under the East River, and into 
the Sunnyside yard on Long Island, where 
they are cleaned, restocked, and prepared 
for another trip, while trains entering the 
Grand Central Station, after unloading 
their passengers at the incoming station, 
will run around on loops to the storage 
tracks on the easterly side of the coach 
yard, which, unlike that of the Penn
sylvania, will be in the heart—or under
neath the heart—of Manhattan. 

It is not merely from electrified ter-
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minals t h a t the high 
train shed is disappear
ing. The D e l a w a r e , 
Lackawanna and West
ern r e c e n t l y built at 
Hoboken, just a c r o s s 
the Hudson from New 
York, a large and hand
some terminal to handle 
its New York business. 
I t introduced t h e r e a 
train shed, invented by 
its chief engineer, whose 
top was barely higher 
than that of the loco
m o t i v e smoke-stacks, 
and which was slotted 
just over the stacks to 
emit s m o k e and gas. 
This d e s i g n , so much 
s i m p l e r than the old, 
has been a d o p t e d at 
severa l terminals, no
tably that of the Chi
cago and North West
ern, whose train shed is 
the largest of this type 
yet b u i l t , and at the 
K a n s a s City Station, 
now under e r e c t i o n . 
The protection afforded 
to passengers from the 
w e a t h e r is complete; 
yet s m o k e , soot, and 
gases are carried away. 

The needs of through 
a n d suburban passen
gers are widely differ
ent. This, where both 
have to be h a n d l e d , 
complicates t e r m i n a l 
design. The simple, but 
i m p e r a t i v e , require
ments of the commuter, 
with a newspaper under 
one arm and a package 
of garden seeds under 
the other, are satisfied 
when he has an ample 
c o n c o u r s e t h r o u g h 
which he can race to a 
train whose schedule he 
knows to a second. He 
buys a c o m m u t a t i o n 
t i c k e t once or twice a 
month, he has no bag-

Pennsylvania Station, New York. The arcade, a continuation of Thirty-
second Street. It is flanked by shops and leads to the main 

waiting-room. 

Pennsylvania Station, New York. The dining-room. 

PemisUvania Station, New York. The kitchen-
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gage to carry or check; and, if the railway 
will furnish him the means of getting home 
to dinner comfortably and on time, he will 
be pretty well pleased. But the railway 
man knows that if a single suburban train 
is late on a single evening the railway 
management will be eviscerated at twi
light in the bosom of many commuting 
families. Therefore, if you shall note two 
trains racing for a cross-over, one a splen
did limited pulled by a leviathan Pacific 
locomotive, and equipped with all the 
modern luxuries of maid, valet, barber, 
bath, and music-box, and the other a hum
ble suburban train hauled by an engine 
of the "teakettle" type, you shall see the 
Pacific slow up and give the sprinting tea
kettle the right-of-way. 

While the number of suburban is SOme-

Union Station at Saint Louis. 

Built some years ago, this is still one of the greatest terminal stations in the country 
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times much greater than the number of 
through passengers using a terminal, the 
large station buildings are designed and 
equipped chiefly to minister to the through 
passengers, whose needs are numerous 
and complex. Each must buy a ticket, 
and even in large cities, where ticket offices 
are sprinkled everywhere, about one-
half of all through tickets are sold at the 
stations. Therefore, large ticket offices, 
with as many as thirty or forty windows, 
have to be provided. The through pas
senger usually carries hand baggage and 
often checks a trunk, and for him there 
must be a parcel-room and large baggage-
rooms. The railways of Europe make 
regular charges for hauling baggage, just 
as for freight or express. The railways 
of the United States carry free a maximum 

of one hundred and fifty 
pounds for each person. 
This c a u s e s the bag
gage traffic here to be 
very heavy. The num
ber of p i e c e s checked 
through t h e Pennsyl
vania Station at New 
York last year was one 
m i l l i o n five hundred 
a n d twenty thousand, 
or f o u r thousand two 
hundred a day; through 
the Boston South Sta
tion, one million eight 
hundred and thirty-two 
thousand five hundred 
and n i n e t y - t h r e e , or 
over five thousand per 
day; through the Kan
sas City Union Station, 
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two million two hundred thousand, or over 
six thousand a day. While the Kansas 
City Station handled only two-fifths as 
many passengers as the Pennsylvania Sta
tion, and only one-ninth as many as the 
South. Station, it handled more baggage 
than either. This was because, while the 
large Eastern stations handled millions of 
commuters, practically all using the Kan
sas City Station were through passengers, 
many of whom changed 
trains; and it illustrates 
the difference b e t w e e n 
the requirements on sta
tions handling different 
k i n d s of business. In 
m o d e r n terminals two 
large baggage-rooms are 
p r o v i d e d , one for in
bound, the other for out
bound traffic. They are 
usually on a level below 
t h e waiting-room a n d 
train shed, baggage being 
transfered to and from 
trains by elevators open
ing t h r o u g h the train 
shed floor, this avoiding 
trucking on train shed 
p l a t f o r m s , and incom
moding p a s s e n g e r s . 

Many t h r o u g h pas
sengers arrive at the station a considerable 
time before their trains leave; many trans
fer there from one train to another; and 
it is chiefly for them that large waiting-
rooms are provided. The Pennsylvania 
Station at New York has no seats at all in 
its main waiting-room, although it has 
them in its smaller waiting-rooms. The 
North Western in the main waiting-room 
of its Chicago terminal went to the op
posite extreme, and not only has seats, 
but has them numbered so that persons 
can more easily find each other. 

Chiefly for through passengers, most 
American terminals provide lunch-rooms 
and large and handsome dining-rooms; 
the dining-room in the Washington ter
minal is the largest in the capital. This is 
in marked contrast to the English prac
tice. In a country of such short distances 
as England, the traffic is much like our 
suburban business, and the English ter
minals, although suited to their business, 
and some of them very large, are hardly 

more than big sheds where passengers can 
transfer between trains and cabs and 
street-cars. However, they usually have 
connected with them large, and sometimes 
fine, hotels owned by the railways. The 
Canadian Pacific has followed the English 
practice in its Place Viger station and 
hotel in Montreal; while at its large Wind
sor Street terminal in the same city there 
is no hotel. The French terminals are 

Union Station, Seattle, Washington. 

somewhat more, the German terminals 
much more, like the American terminals 
in point of accommodations as well as 
architectural treatment than the English 
stations. 

The North Western in its Chicago ter
minal made some interesting departures. 
Chiefly for its large commuter traffic it 
provided retiring-rooms with baths; and 
a suburbanite, coming in from his home 
in the morning, can check his suit case at 
the station, and in the evening return 
there,, bathe, get a shave, change into his 
evening clothes, meet his wife, dine in the 
big dining-room, and go directly to the 
theatre. The only hotel or club accom
modation not provided is a place to sleep. 
On the basement, or street level, floor are 
special quarters for emigrants where they 
can wait between trains, eat their lunches, 
and, if they like, wash and dry laundry 
with tubs and driers especially provided 
for their use. There are also bath-rooms, 
with maids in charge, connected with the 
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women's waiting-room; and there is in 
the station even a small hospital where 
emergency cases can be treated. 

The nature of the traffic influences even 
the number of approach and station tracks 
required. The through trains have more 
cars for the passengers they haul than the 
suburban. Because through passengers 
do not know so well as commuters the 
exact time when their trains leave, are less 
accustomed to using the terminal, and 
always have baggage, the through trains 
must also be backed into the train shed 
longer before their departure. On the 
other hand, the greater number of trains 
constantly rushing in and out of a station 
having a heavy commutation traffic ne
cessitates a large proportionate number 
of approach tracks. Therefore, while the 
South Station at Boston, with its immense 
suburban traffic, has eight approach 
tracks and twenty-eight station tracks, 
the Union Station at Saint Louis, with its 
large through business, has only six ap
proach tracks, but thirty-two station 
tracks. The Union Station at Washing
ton, which handles mainly through busi
ness, has six approach tracks and thirty-
three station tracks, while the North 
Western station at Chicago, which handles 
mainly suburban business, has six ap
proach tracks and only sixteen station 
tracks. The new Grand Central Station 
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in New York, with twenty-nine station 
tracks on the main level and seventeen 
on the suburban level, a total of forty-six, 
will have more station tracks than any 
other terminal in this country. 

At the outer end of the train shed the 
station tracks begin to converge into a 
throat composed of the two to eight ap
proach tracks; and this throat, both for 
facility and safety of train movement, is 
really the vitally important part of the 
terminal. Here is located the interlock
ing plant, the brain of the terminal, gov
erning the movement of all trains as the 
human brain governs bodily acts. Or
dinarily there is but one interlocking plan 
at the throat, but in the Grand Central 
Station at New York there will be one 
for each track level; and the one on the 
lower level will be the largest ever built. 
In the early days of interlocking the man 
in the tower watched the trains and mere
ly gave signals for switchmen to set the 
switches. In modern terminals, having 
hundreds, and even thousands, of train 
movements daily, most of which occur very 
rapidly in certain rush hours, such a mode 
of operation is not practical. The train 
director in the large interlocking tower 
seldom sees trains or tracks at all. In 
the tower before him is a ground glass on 
which the entire terminal yard layout is 
depicted. Part of it is dark, part light, 
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The former indicates the occupied, the 
latter the unoccupied, tracks. When a 
train is approaching the throat to leave 
or enter, the train director is notified either 
by telephone or code signal, and then, on 
a word from him, an operator pulls levers 
which so set the switches as to open the 
track the train is to use, and lock all other 
tracks on which conflicting train move
ments could be made, and also display 
signals which indicate to the engineman 
that he may proceed. The interlocking 
plant is designed to permit trains to move 
between any approach and any station 
track; and switches and signals are so in
terlocked as to allow the maximum number 
of safe movements simultaneously. The 
interlocking plant of the Saint Louis Union 
terminal can guide the movements of 
thirty-two trains at the same moment. 

The development of power interlock
ing has contributed more toward making 
practicable many train operations in a 
restricted area in a short time than all 
other things. Without it terminal yards 
would needs be much larger and employ 
many more men, and even then operation 
would be unsafe. On the capacity of the 
interlocking plant depends the capacity 
of the throat of the terminal; on the 
capacity of the throat depends the capac
ity of the terminal; on the capacity of the 
terminal depends the capacity of the rail
way; so it is not far from true to say that 
on the terminal interlocking plant de
pends the capacity of the railway. The 
almost uncanny performance of a large in
terlocking plant—whether by day when its 
many fingers can be seen silently and deftly 
manipulating the innumerable switches 
and semaphores, or by night, when its 
bridge, covered with variegated, blinking, 
changing lights, looms out of the dark
ness—makes it the most human and fas
cinating of transportation mechanisms. 

The construction work on a large ter
minal (especially when, as in the case of 
that of the Pennsylvania in New York, it 
is necessary to build tunnels and electrify 
in connection with it, or when, as in the 
case of the Grand Central terminal, the 
site of the old is also that of the new sta
tion, and traffic must move without in
terruption), is of unsurpassed magnitude 
and difficulty. One of the largest parts 
of it is the excavation. There were re-
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moved from the site of the Pennsylvania 
terminal two million two hundred thou
sand cubic yards of earth and rock. When 
the Grand Central terminal is finished 
there will have been taken from its site 
three million one hundred thousand cubic 
yards of materials. This piled up in Fifth 
Avenue in New .York would make a ridge 
fifty feet high from Twenty-third Street 
to One Hundred and Tenth Street. The 
blasts of dynamite weigh from seventy-
five to five hundred pounds, and up to the 
time this article was written there had 
been used seven hundred and fifty thou
sand pounds. One morning a small piece 
of rock at the bottom of a cut was shot, 
and a rock weighing one hundred thou
sand pounds unexpectedly fell from under 
the track where the outbound locomotives 
were kept lined up. The operating de
partment got the engines out at the north 
end of the tracks and kept the traffic go
ing without serious delay. That, in spite 
of incidents such as this, trains have been 
kept moving in and out of the Grand 
Central Station throughout the construc
tion operations without troublesome in
terruptions is proof of the highest engi
neering and operating care and skill. 

The study of large modern passenger 
terminals suggests, among others, two 
very interesting questions. One is as to 
whether so much money ought to be spent 
on the station buildings. The station 
building of the Chicago and North Western 
terminal cost six million three hundred 
and eighty thousand dollars. The sta
tion building of the Pennsylvania in New 
York cost ten million dollars, including 
nothing for excavation and retaining walls. 
The station building of the Kansas City 
terminal probably will cost five million 
dollars. The station building and north 
approach of the Washington terminal 
cost thirteen million dollars, of which 
probably eight or nine millions was for 
the station building. These are large-

figures. The needs of travellers, merely 
as travellers, could be met with much less 
expenditure. Even where steam power 
is used additional stories for offices can be 
erected over the station proper from which 
a large revenue can be derived; and. as 
the New York Central is showing, where 
electricity is used, the space over the 
tracks—amounting in the case of the 
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Grand Central terminal to over twenty-
five acres—can also be very profitably de
voted to commercial purposes. Such sta
tion buildings as that of the Pennsylvania 
Railroad in New York, of the Union ter-. 
minal of Washington, of the North West
ern at Chicago, and of the Union terminal 
under erection at Kansas City, occupying 
large areas of valuable ground, utilizing 
much less space above the station proper 
for railway and other commercial offices 
than might be devoted to them, and in 
which the most costly materials are used, 
are designed and built as much for aesthetic 
as for utilitarian reasons; and their artistic 
and monumental character both greatly 
increases their cost, thus adding to fixed 
charges, and reduces their earning capac
ity. Whether one will favor the artistic 
or utilitarian design will depend on how 
his tastes run. The economist condemns 
these magnificent buildings on the ground 
that they involve economic waste—which 
cannot be controverted. The artist and 
art lover defend them on the ground that 
they delight the eye and improve the taste 
of all the millions who use them—which 
is equally incontrovertible. The expen
diture on the station buildings, while large 
absolutely, is a relatively small part of 
the total cost of large terminals, and there
fore, any economy made in their construc
tion would not materially reduce the total 
cost in rendering the terminal service. 

The second question referred to is 
whether such large terminals ought to be 
built at all. In London there are about 
twenty stations. Certainly the conven
ience of most persons in going to and from 
trains, especially when, as in London, the 
railway stations are connected by under
ground lines, is better served where there 
are so many stations than where there is 
but one or a few. Therefore, some rail
way men who have given much attention 
to the subject believe that future develop-

'ment will be along the line of the con
struction of more and smaller terminals 
located in various parts of a city and con
nected by subways. Perhaps when all 
railway terminals are electrified the roads 
will run their own trains through such 
subways and make each of several sta
tions a union station, so that, regardless 
of where a traveller lives, he can go to a 
station located conveniently for him and 
catch a train for any destination. 

Whether the station buildings of the 
future shall be more or less beautiful and 
monumental than the new ones now being 
erected, whether the number of stations 
in each city shall be few or many,_ the cost 
of providing for transportation into and 
out of our large cities, already very great, 
seems sure to grow more and more. The 
total cost of the Washington terminal was 
about twenty million dollars. The total 
cost of the Kansas City terminal will be 
forty million dollars. As we have seen, 
the cost of the North Western terminal 
was twenty-four million dollars; that of 
the Pennsylvania Railroad, one hundred 
and fifteen million dollars; and that of the 
New York Central, one hundred and fifty 
million dollars. The average capitaliza
tion per mile of the railways of the United 
States is sixty-two thousand six hundred 
and fifty-seven dollars. If we assume 
this represents their cost, then the cost of 
these five terminals is equal to the cost of 
an average railway extending from New 
York to San Francisco, and thence back 
to Cincinnati. The fixed charges, taxes, 
and operating expenses of one of the larg
est terminals for each train run in or out 
of it are nine dollars and nine cents; for 
another eleven dollars and fifty-five cents, 
for still another, fourteen dollars and 
thirty-five cents; and for a fourth, 
eighteen dollars and forty-five cents. 
These figures may not on first thought 
seem large. A little consideration will 
show they really are very large. The 
earnings from running a passenger train 
one mile in the United States average but 
one dollar and thirty cents. On this basis 
a train leaving one of these terminals 
must run from seven to fourteen miles be
fore it earns enough to pay the mere 
terminal expense involved in operating it. 
This is as far as many suburban trains 
ever run. I t is hard, or impossible, on 
any basis of computation, to show that 
the railways earn any profit on most of 
their big terminals. But, whatever the 
cost of the terminal service, it is a serv
ice that must be rendered; therefore, 
the money to pay for the big terminals 
must be, and is being, found; and the 
improvement in the way in which the 
terminal service is being rendered is one 
of the most pronounced features of con
temporary transportation in the United 
States. 
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South Station, Boston. Looking out from the station shed at signal bridge and lights. 
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T H E HACIENDA 

By M o l l y E l l i o t S e a we 11 

ILLUSTRATION'S BY D A V I D ROBINSON 

ffi/gfrjHE passage through the deep, 
dark, and frightful Pass of 
the Vultures, and the sudden 
o p e n i n g upon the broad, 
bright v a l l e y and the ha
cienda of La Gioja, with its 

lovely gardens basking in the May sunshine, 
its fair orchards, and the great, billowy 
fields of green wheat was like the passage 
from Hell to Paradise. The Pass was like 
one great cleft of the hammer of God down 
into the inferno. In its glooming depths, 
upon which the sun had never shone since 
the primeval dawn, a river as black as the 
Styx dashed over the bowlders, making a 
cry that sounded like the wail of a lost soul. 
Over it vultures were ever hovering, a 
strange thing, considering that men and 
animals rushed through the dreadful Pass, 
not halting long enough even to die. It was 
the highway between the rich Mexican val
leys, but on this May day three men chose 
rather to ride over the mountain peak where 
they could look down upon the Vulture 
Pass, or, if they chose, turn their gaze to the 
heavenly valley and the beautiful hacienda. 
Two of these men, the Gonzalese brothers, 
Luis and Giorgio, were good types of the 
high-class Castilian—Mexican, dark, hand
some, lithe, and soft spoken. The third 
man, who rode between the brothers, was 
Charteris, an American, fair-skinned under 
his tan and sunburn, and was clean-shaven 
and close-cropped. 

Giorgio Gonzales kept his hand upon 
Charteris's bridle rein, while Charteris's 
own hands were tied behind his back. 

When they reached the highest point of 
the peak, they dismounted, and Luis Gon
zales tethered the three ponies, while Gior

gio unbound Charteris's hands and tied his 
knees together instead, conversing amicably 
with him meanwhile. They then sat down 
on the ground, lighted cigarettes, Charteris 
puffing away cheerfully, while Giorgio ex
plained matters. 

"Women," said Giorgio, "are strange 
creatures " 

"You bet they are," interrupted Char
teris. 

"And the Mexican woman of Castilian 
blood is the strangest on earth, and the 
strangest of the Mexican women is my aunt, 
Dona Josefa Maria Belina Rodriguez de 
Gonzales, who lives at La Gioja." 

"Ah!" said Charteris; "any relation to 
Don Enrique de Rodriguez, whom I had 
the pleasure of delivering a month ago to 
the warden of the Texas penitentiary to 
serve a twenty years' sentence for robbery 
and murder?" 

"Her husband," replied Luis Gonzales, 
with a grin; "and we are taking you to La 
Gioja by the orders of our aunt, the wife of 
Enrique Rodriguez. I never heard he was 
a Don. Don means gentleman." 

" It is a trifle awkward," remarked Char
teris, trying to ease a little the leather strap 
around his knees. 

"More so than you think, perhaps," an
swered Giorgio. "We may as well now tell 
you of the circumstances. When you capt
ured Rodriguez and carried him off and 
had him tried and sentenced, my aunt 
offered a reward of ten thousand Ameri
can gold dollars for your capture. The men 
who caught you a week ago and brought 
you across the border have got that ten 
thousand dollars in gold and divided it 
among them. We, my brother and I, gave 
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them the money and took charge of you. 
By the orders of that strange woman, Dona 
Rodriguez de Gonzales, we are to take you 
to the hacienda and to keep you there until 
her son Pedro arrives from Vera Cruz, 
which he cannot do for a week yet." 

"Rather an embarrassing visit," said 
Charteris, coolly. "And what will happen 
when Pedro arrives?" 

"He will shoot you," replied Giorgio, 
with equal coolness. "Dona Rodriguez 
did not require of us that we should kill you, 
because we are but nephews, and she has a 
son, and it is his duty, not ours, to do the 
shooting." 

Charteris's heart stopped a moment, as a 
man's will when he hears this kind of news, 
and although the blue air was warm, he 
suddenly felt an icy coldness from head to 
foot. But his eye remained indomitable, 
and his hand unshaken as he reached out 
for another cigarette. 

"A little startling," he said; " I am afraid 
your aunt is a revengeful person." 

"If you had killed Rodriguez, it would 
not have been so bad," replied Luis. " It is 
the putting him in the penitentiary, the hor
rible disgrace of it, and, worst of all, the 
coming true of the predictions of Dona 
Rodriguez's family and friends, that has 
brought you to this pass. She was born a 
Gonzales, very rich, and married a Covar-
rubias, also of great fortune and Castilian 
ancestry. When she was a widow with two 
children, Pedro and Luisita, she first saw 
Rodriguez in the bull ring and fell in love 
with him as never lady did before with a 
matador, and married him in spite of the 
protests of all her family and friends. She 
even contrived so that the two Covarrubias 
children were legally adopted by Rodriguez, 
and has never allowed any one to tell them 
that they were not the children of their step
father. Everybody predicted that Rodri
guez would come to a bad end, and it is that 
which so infuriates his wife. What a pity 
that you ever meddled with him!" 

" I couldn't very well help it," answered 
Charteris, "as the sheriff of Alfalfa County. 
Rodriguez and his crew were simply a ter
ror upon the border. I was elected sheriff 
with the understanding that I was to clean 
out the gang. When I finally bagged Rod
riguez on American soil, with a full set of 
American naturalization papers on him, to 
use, if necessary, against the Mexican au

thorities, there was nothing forme to do but 
to put a pistol to his head and escort him to 
the nearest railway station, and I never left 
him until I landed him at the Austin peni
tentiary. After all, it was a big thing, 
because three sheriffs preceding me had 
died with their boots on from Rodriguez's 
revolver." 

"How did you ever get into Rodriguez's 
camp?" asked Giorgio. 

Charteris, still cold, and his heart still 
beating low and feebly, answered in his 
usual cheerful voice. 

"Oh, I got in as a horse-doctor. You 
see, during my four years' course at Har
vard and two years at the University of Vir
ginia I wanted to find out how much or 
how little those Eastern vets knew about 
the cult of the horse. I discovered that 
they knew some things I don't know, al
though I had been born and reared in Al
falfa County, where my father never had 
less than forty horses on the ranch. I 
heard that the horse-sickness had broken 
out in Rodriguez's camp, so I went in as 
horse-doctor and cured the horses. If I 
had not, I think I never would have got out 
alive, but I did, and brought Rodriguez out 
with me." 

"You a horse-doctor!" said Giorgio, 
laughing. " You look more like an Eastern 
dude." 

" I have no desire to be an Eastern dude," 
answered Charteris, with an answering 
grin, although he was still cold and weak; 
" I tried it for six years. I couldn't stand 
Boston any longer, and I thought maybe 
Virginia might be a sort of break. My peo
ple came from there originally. Then I 
went to Europe for a year or two, trying to 
forget the sweet smell of the alfalfa and the 
feel of the broncho hobbling along under me, 
and the swish of the lasso on the plains, but 
I couldn't. So I came back to Texas, and 
got elected sheriff before my last birthday, 
when I was twenty-nine years old—and 
here I am." 

As Charteris spoke, he glanced down into 
the Pass of the Vultures. It was like a look 
into Gehenna. 

"Now, then," said Giorgio, "we have a 
proposition to make you, which we sug
gested to our aunt, and she agreed to it. 
We do not like to act as jailers, and we give 
you a choice. Either you can be shot now 
—by accident, of course—or we will take 
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you to the hacienda on your parole, to stay 
until Pedro Rodriguez arrives to shoot you. 
If you will give us your parole, you will be 
treated as a guest until Pedro comes. The 
reason of this is on account of Luisita, our 
cousin. She is a young girl, and it would 
excite her suspicions if we treated you as a 
prisoner, and her mother wants to keep the 
whole business from the girl. Now, if you 
will stay there quietly until Pedro comes, 
and you will pass as our friend, the girl will 
be completely deceived. The day after 
Pedro arrives we will be shooting at a mark 
in the garden, and you will be accidentally 
shot; then Luisita will never suspect what 
happened. The mother is very careful 
about the girl, as Mexican mothers are, and 
Luisita is a girl to be carefully watched. 
She has a very strong character, and is 
extremely tender-hearted and merciful, and 
if she suspected what will happen, she might 
turn against her mother and her brother and 
Rodriguez. So now you know the terms 
upon which you may have a week more to 
live." 

What man at twenty-nine with red blood 
in his veins would have declined that week 
of life? 

"A great deal may happen in a week," 
remarked Charteris, after a pause. " I give 
you my parole." 

"Recollect," said Luis, warningly, "you 
are to be a guest, and the slightest violation 
of that character we shall consider as break
ing the parole, and the accident will happen 
immediately." 

" I understand," answered Charteris. 
"But how am I to be a guest at a place like 
that," pointing to the hacienda, "with 
ladies of Castilian blood, and I in these 
riding-clothes?" 

"Oh," replied Giorgio, "we can find you 
a plenty of good clothes. Rodriguez had a 
splendid wardrobe, which still remains at 
La Gioja." 

"All right, then," answered Charteris. 
"But why did your respected uncle-in-law 
leave that lovely place to turn robber at in
tervals on the American border?" 

"Because," said Giorgio, with a peculiar 
gesture of his finger on his nose, "our re
spected uncle-in-law was nothing but a 
peon. He was an inborn scoundrel, and 
never would have stayed at La Gioja at 
all but for the influence of his wife. This 
peon, robber, and scoundrel thought he 

could manage his high-born wife, and he 
had a plenty of courage too, but the first 
time he struck her she gave him such a 
tremendous beating that he was ill in bed 
for a week. Dona Josefa could not make 
him permanently a gentleman, or even a 
decent man, but she actually made him 
spend some months out of every year mas
querading as a gentleman before her chil
dren and servants. She came far away 
from Mexico City to this place, but it was 
unfortunately too near the border. Rod
riguez, in addition to his other virtues, was 
an inveterate gambler, and his wife would 
not give him money to gamble with and 
spend on other women. So he would dis
appear for months, being an American citi
zen on American soil, and a Mexican in 
Mexico, and get money to go to New Or
leans, which he loved, and enjoy himself 
in low delights. He always came back, how
ever, to his wife, for I really believe that vile 
as he is, she held a charm for him not al
together fear." 

While Giorgio was speaking, Charteris's 
strong body got warm again, and his heart 
began beating normally. But he did not 
for an instant doubt that in seven days his 
body would be cold as marble, and his heart 
quite still. He was familiar with that awful 
anachronism, a life going out suddenly, at 
twenty-nine, like the sun unexpectedly set
ting at noonday. 

Then, after finishing some more ciga
rettes, the three men remounted and rode 
down the rocky path that skirted the fields 
and orchards and gardens of La Gioja. 

Charteris thought he had never seen so 
beautiful a court-yard as that of the haci
enda, with its pink marble colonnade, its 
splendid masses of white and pink and 
purple flowers, and a great crystal fountain 
glittering in the sunlight. But all the 
beauty of the radiant world about him was 
forgotten when Charteris's eyes fell upon 
two figures standing in the court-yard. He 
recognized Luisita at once—a slim girl, 
with a skin milk-white as her gowrn, red-
lipped, black-haired, and with the darkest, 
softest, sweetest eyes that ever woman had. 
One slender arm was outstretched into the 
fountain, which caressed it. 

But not even Luisita's charm could 
eclipse Madame Rodriguez, stately and 
graceful, beautiful in spite of her fifty 
years. Although no widow, she wore a 
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widow's mourning, and a long black veil 
hung to the bottom of her trailing skirt. 

As in a dream, Charteris was introduced 
to Madame Rodriguez. When he looked 
into her eyes, darkly splendid, he felt him
self a dead man; there was no mercy in 
that cool glance of controlled triumph. 
Madame Rodriguez had the soul of Lu-
cretia Borgia, of an Elizabeth of England; 
when she could put an enemy out of the 
world, she rather enjoyed it. 

Then Charteris turned to Luisita, and 
their eyes met. In that moment the magic 
bond was forged, the winged thought went 
forth. 

Still in a dream, Charteris was shown 
to a handsome bedroom, where presently 
Giorgio Gonzales followed him. 

"Here," said Giorgio, opening ward
robes and bureau drawers, "are the clothes 
and linen of Rodriguez—all made by the 
best tailors in New Orleans. I told my 
aunt that you had demanded that you should 
be dressed as a gentleman the week before 
you were shot, and that I had offered you 
Rodriguez's clothes. She laughed, and 
agreed." 

It was the hour of the siesta, and Char
teris, left alone, lay down on the big, lux
urious bed, and tried to adjust himself to 
his new and awful perspective. Instead, 
he found himself thinking of Luisita, and 
before he knew it he had fallen into a deep 
and peaceful sleep. 

Charteris waked at five o'clock, and had 
his bath, and dressed himself in an immac
ulate suit of white flannel belonging to the 
gentleman for whose sake he was to be 
shot, and who was at that moment wear
ing striped clothes in the Austin peniten
tiary. The costume fitted Charteris per
fectly, and even the black silk stockings and 
patent-leather shoes of Rodriguez seemed 
made for his enemy. 

Charteris thought, and rather hoped, that 
his appearance, arrayed in the clothes of 
Rodriguez, would perhaps give Madame 
Rodriguez a shock. But she only smiled— 
a smile as crafty as the serpent of old Nile. 

The dinner was served in a corner of the 
colonnade, the rosy dusk lighted by softly 
burning lamps. Charteris followed the 
Mexican etiquette and devoted himself to 
Madame Rodriguez, ignoring Luisita. But 
occasionally their eyes met, and Charteris 
thought the faint, elusive dimple in the 

girl's cheek the sweetest thing on earth—this 
green earth he was so soon to leave. 

Nothing could exceed Madame Rodri
guez's grace and composure except that of 
Charteris. After dinner, they went into 
the great, cool, dim drawing-room to hear 
Luisita sing, and then Fate provided Char
teris and Luisita with a mode to express 
the deep and silent passion that had sprung 
up in their hearts and grew with magic 
strength. When Luisita was turning over 
the sheets of music, Madame Rodriguez 
said: 

" I wish your brother were here that you 
might sing some of those charming duets." 

In reply to this veiled and grewsome re
minder, Charteris said coolly: 

"Perhaps Mademoiselle Luisita will per
mit me to sing the man's part in these duets 
until her brother arrives." 

He picked up a sheet of music, and Lui
sita, with the outward innocence of a child, 
but with the subtle intelligence of a woman, 
glanced at him and began the accompani
ment. She had a clear and bell-like so
prano, well trained, and Charteris an ex
cellent baritone. Together they sang those 
impassioned words which are the soul of all 
songs: "Hove thee. Dost thou love me?" 

This duet-singing had not been contem
plated by the Gonzales brothers, nor by 
Madame Rodriguez, and when Luisita had 
gone upstairs for the night, Madame Rod
riguez, in a corner of the drawing-room, 
spoke her mind to Charteris, and Charteris 
spoke his in return. 

" I t was no part of my pact," he said 
boldly, "that I should not sing duets with 
a charming young lady. I am your guest, 
and I am in seven days a dead man, so why 
should I not be treated civilly?" 

"That is true," replied Luis Gonzales to 
Madame Rodriguez. 

"But Luisita has seen very few men," 
said Madame Rodriguez, hesitating a little. 

"And, therefore, she may remember me 
after I am gone," answered Charteris. 
"There is nothing I should like better. 
Excuse me, Madame Rodriguez, but all the 
discomforts of keeping our agreement must 
not fall to me." 

"They do not," said Madame Rodri
guez. "Do you not suppose that your 
presence " 

Here Giorgio Gonzales interrupted her. 
"Remember,"he said firmly, "Mr. Char-



The Hacienda 447 

teris is a guest. Our honor, my brother's 
and mine, is pledged to him." 

Madame Rodriguez then rose, and, with 
the graceful condescension of a great lady, 
acquiesced. 

It seemed to Charteris as if those seven 
days were like the seven ages of man: In 
them he lived through eons of time. Char
teris, like all men, was made up of dirt and 
divinity, but the dirt was refined away in 
the fiery furnace in which his soul was being 
tried. Everywhere he turned his eyes he 
saw the abyss before him, but he looked 
into it with a strange calmness. He could 
not accept the idea that man had a dog
like fate, to appear a while, to struggle, to 
disappear forever. He could not put his 
thoughts into words, but many times in the 
night he would rise from his bed and, lifting 
his arms above his head, as he gazed at the 
solemn stars, would cry: 

"My God, I know not! But Thou 
knowest." 

He was secretly amazed at his own cool
ness, that he was able to sleep some hours of 
every night, that he endured unshaken the 
saying "Hail" and "Farewell" to the great 
master passion. For not only he gave his 
whole heart and soul to Luisita Rodriguez 
quickly—for he had no time to lose—but he 
saw with the eyes of a man that this inno
cent girl gave him her pure heart and spot
less soul in return. 

As for Madame Rodriguez, Charteris pos
itively admired her calm and unrelenting 
vengeance. Every day, at some time, she 
spoke of Pedro's arrival by the coming Sun
day. Luisita, who loved Pedro, counted 
the days until he came, not knowing that 
she was counting the sands of life for Char
teris. The Gonzales brothers, ever scru
pulously courteous to Charteris, began to 
show signs of nervousness, and Charteris 
noticed that they always abruptly turned 
the conversation when Pedro's arrival was 
mentioned. 

The days continued beautiful, cool, and 
bright. Each afternoon there was some 
little excursion—a walk through the wheat-
fields of the valley or a ride among the hills 
and peaks. Always Charteris, in his char
acter of guest, escorted Madame Rodriguez. 

On the Saturday afternoon there was a 
riding-party. As usual, Luisita rode ahead 
with her cousins, Luis and Giorgio, on each 
side of her, and Madame Rodriguez and 

Charteris following. Luisita insisted on 
going through the Pass of the Vultures. As 
they entered the great, cold, dark canyon, 
with the line of blue at the top obscured by 
overhanging trees, Luisita raised her eyes 
to the cleft in the Pass and cried in her 
musical, high-pitched voice: . 

"See, there are the vultures!" 
As she spoke, her horse, blinded by the 

sudden darkness, swerved and stumbled 
upon the bowlders over which the black 
stream flowed, moaning and lamenting. 
The pony went down on his knees, but 
Charteris's strong arm was around Luisita's 
slender waist in an instant, and the next mo
ment they were both standing on the slippery 
rocks in the darkness, while the pony strug
gled to his feet, the pounding of his hoofs re
verberating through the Pass. In that brief 
moment, Charteris, unseen, had brushed 
his lips against Luisita's red mouth. 

"We must turn back," cried the voice of 
Madame Rodriguez in the gloom. And 
the whole party sought the light, Luis Gon
zales leading Luisita's pony and Giorgio 
by the side of Madame Rodriguez, while 
Charteris and Luisita, in that place of hor
ror, exchanged those swift and silent en
dearments so sweet and so secret. 

When they came out into the light, Lui
sita was as pale as death, and said she 
could ride no farther, and they all returned 
to the hacienda. As they entered the 
court-yard, Pedro Rodriguez greeted them 
—a handsome young man, singularly like 
Luisita. He seemed slightly surprised at 
finding Charteris, who was to him evidently 
an unexpected guest. In a little while 
Pedro Rodriguez disappeared with his 
mother and was gone until dinner time. 
When Charteris came down to dinner, 
dressed in an immaculate costume belong
ing to the husband of the woman who de
manded his life, one look at Pedro Rodri
guez showed that he had passed through 
a crisis. His face had a blue pallor, and 
he could scarcely speak, and made no 
pretence at dining. Madame Rodriguez 
urged him to drink some of the excellent 
champagne that was going around, which 
Pedro did. Occasionally he cast a furtive 
glance at Charteris, calm and unmoved. 
CI arteris in the midst of this agitation felt 
a certain triumph, and it was from this 
sense of triumph that, when he went into 
the drawing-room afterward, he at once 
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proposed their duet-singing to Luisita, and 
they went to the piano. In turning over 
the music Charteris felt a little wad of 
paper put into his hand. Then the singing 
began, the two voices blending exquisitely, 
flooding the great high-ceiled saloon with 
melody. In the middle of the second song, 
they heard a strange noise. Pedro Rodri
guez had fallen from his chair in a dead 
faint. He quickly revived and making 
some excuse about the hard journey, went 
to his room, his mother carrying Luisita 
off at the same time. Charteris was glad to 
go to his room that he might read Luisita's 
note. With doors and windows locked he 
read this: 

" I heard my mother commanding my 
brother to kill you to-morrow afternoon in 
the garden by the orange-trees. Pedro 
went down on his knees and wept and 
pleaded, but my mother made him prom
ise, under threat of her everlasting curse. 
I know what Pedro does not—that my 
mother's husband is not our father—so I do 
not hate you for what you have done with 
him. Escape as quickly as you can, and 
take no thought of me, for whether I ever 
see you again or not, I shall love you for
ever." 

Charteris kissed the note, then watched 
it shrivel to ashes in his hand. 

The next morning being Sunday, it was 
the custom of Madame Rodriguez to as
semble the family and servants in her ora
tory, for this strange woman believed in 
prayer, as did Judith and Jael. But to-day 
she made an excuse of illness, nor was Lui
sita suffered to appear either. 

Charteris spent the morning walking 
about the gardens, looking at the good 
green earth and the blue sky above him. 
He should have been in despair, but he was 
not; he should have been wildly agitated, 
but he was calm. 

At the midday breakfast Luisita did not 
appear, but Pedro, paler and more agitated 
than ever, was present. When it was over 
he rose and said in a strange voice: 

"Are you a good shot, Mr. Charteris?" 
"Pretty good," replied Charteris, "for an 

American." 
"Then," said Pedro, trembling, "at four 

o'clock we will go into the garden and try 
shooting at a mark." 

"With pleasure," answered Charteris. 
Charteris went to his room and put on his 

old leather riding-clothes; he did not want 
to die in the clothes of a convict. 

The hours passed somehow, he could not 
exactly tell, but at four o'clock the four 
men strolled into the great odorous garden, 
with its hedges of giant red geraniums and 
the tall row of orange-trees in tubs against 
a high brick wall. When they reached the 
spot, Charteris, smilingly taking off his hat, 
backed up against the brick wall. 

"There is no use for any make-believe. 
I am the mark at which you, Pedro Rodri
guez, are to shoot. I have only two things 
to say—I believe in the good God, and I 
love your sister and she loves me." 

Giorgio Gonzales was examining a pistol 
and put it in Pedro's hand. Charteris 
raised his clasped hands above his head, 
as he had done many times in that week, 
and cried in a piercing voice: 

"My God, Thou knowest!" 
Then suddenly, as he stood poised be

tween two worlds, he felt caressing arms 
around his neck and Luisita's soft form 
against his breast. The next moment a 
shot crashed out, and Charteris, clasping 
Luisita, staggered back. From her bare, 
white arm a torrent of blood was gushing. 
At once, as if by magic, Pedro and the two 
Gonzaleses and Madame Rodriguez, who 
had appeared as quickly as a vision, were 
rushing toward them, but Luisita, clinging 
to Charteris, looked back at them, a pale 
smile on her paler lips. 

" You shall not touch me," she said. " It 
is you who would have killed him. I am 
his, and his alone, and no one shall touch 
me but him." 

Madame Rodriguez was on her knees 
holding out her arms, but Luisita with 
her feeble strength fought her off. Then 
Charteris laid Luisita upon the ground, and 
with his clenched fist made Madame Rod
riguez fall back. 

"You shall not touch her," he said. 
"She is mine alone." 

His experience as an amateur horse-
doctor stood him in good stead. He tore 
Luisita's white skirt from her fainting body, 
and with rude but effective surgery band
aged her arm as a surgeon would. She lay 
quite still, and no one interfered with Char
teris. WThen her wound was bound up, he 
took her in his arms and walked quickly 
to the house. The mother followed, walk
ing like a woman in a dream. The Gon-
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When he looked into her eyes, darkly splendid, he felt himself a dead man; there was no mercy in that cool 
glance.—Page 446. 
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zaleses had to carry Pedro, who was as 
helpless as a dead man. 

Once inside the house, Luisita whispered 
a name—"Anita." 

"Send me Anita," ordered Charteris. 
"She shall help me; no one else shall." 

He carried Luisita upstairs and laid her 
upon her little white bed and gave her the 
water which she craved. There was no doc
tor within a hundred miles, and no one dare 
interfere with Charteris, who seemed to 
know what he was doing. He would let no 
one enter the room except Anita, the middle-
aged, steady Mexican servant. 

And so for seven days Luisita lay upon 
her white bed, attended by Anita and Char
teris. Outside the door the mother on her 
knees begged and prayed to see her child, 
for even a tigress loves her young, but this 
tigress-mother had met her master at last 
in Charteris. 

" I t would kill Luisita to see you," he 
said. "You may stay here as long as you 
make no noise, but if you begin crying so 
that Luisita may hear you, you must go 
away." 

For seven days and nights Madame Rod
riguez kept her strange and silent watch in 
the corridor leading to her child's room, the 
child she was forbidden to see. 

At the end of seven days Luisita was get
ting better. The doctor, a hundred miles 
away, had been sent for, but he had gone 
two hundred miles in another direction 
and came not. At the end of fourteen days 
Charteris lifted Luisita from her bed to a 
great chair by the window, where she could 
watch the green wheat turning to gold under 
the radiant sun of June. At the end of 
three weeks she could walk up and down 
the long balcony outside her window. Still 
she had seen no one but Anita and Char
teris. At the end of the fourth week she 
was able to travel, and then Charteris said 
to her: 

"My dearest, the priest comes to-morrow 
morning to marry us, and then you and I 
take the road together." 

Luisita looked at him with shining eyes. 
" I have been so happy in the last four 

weeks," she said. " I did not think I could 
be any happier, but perhaps—yes—I know 
I shall be happier still when I am your 
wife." 

Not once had she asked for her mother. 
Once she said: 

"Tell Pedro I forgive him. He could 
not help himself." 

As Charteris sat on the balcony with her 
that night, a knock came at the door, and 
Charteris, opening it, saw Madame Rod
riguez on the outside. 

"Let me come in, let me come in," she 
cried, weeping, "to give my daughter her 
wedding gown and veil." 

Over her arm she carried a lustrous white 
satin gown, some of Luisita's girlish finery, 
and on it lay a long lace veil. Charteris 
bade her enter, and she went out on the 
balcony. A shudder ran over Luisita from 
head to foot, and she turned her head away, 
but Madame Rodriguez, on her knees, 
pleaded: 

"See, Luisita, I have brought you your 
white gown to be married in, and a wedding 
veil—not mine, not mine." 

Luisita turned her eyes toward her 
mother, and the two women gazed at each 
other with that strange drawing together of 
the mother and child, that chord that can 
never be broken. Charteris left them alone. 
Lven his heart had been touched by Ma
dame Rodriguez's misery. 

The next morning Charteris and Luisita 
were married in the little oratory, and Lui
sita, by easy stages, made the hundred miles 
to the train. 

" I think," said Charteris to her on their 
marriage day, "that we had better go away 
from this part of the country. We shall 
both be better off in New York, just as far 
away as we can from all that reminds us of 
La Gioja." 

The next winter, people who went to the 
opera often noticed a young couple who 
came regularly. Charteris had resigned 
his office as sheriff of Alfalfa County, and 
had established himself in New York as 
the agent of a horse-raising association in 
Texas. He and his young wife lived in a 
small apartment and were not rich. Some
times Charteris asked Luisita if she did not 
regret the splendid hacienda, the lovely 
gardens, the beautiful costumes, the gor
geous trips to Paris that she had well 
known. 

"No," answered Luisita, the most truth
ful of women. " I never knew what happi
ness was until I married you. Paradise may 
be large or small, it may be high up in a city 
building, or it may be in the midst of glo
rious gardens, but it is always Paradise." 
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FOG WRAITHS 
By M i l d r e d H o w e l l s 

N from the ocean the white fog creeps, 
Blotting out ship, and rock, and tree, 

While wrapped in its shroud, from the soundless deeps 
Back to the land come the lost at sea. 

Over the weeping grass they drift 
By welkknown paths to their homes again. 

To finger the latch they may not lift 
And peer through the glistering window-pane. 

Then in the churchyard each seeks the stone 
To its memory raised among the rest, 

And they watch by their empty graves alone 
Till the fog rolls back to the ocean's breast. 
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Looking from the Illinois side of the Mississippi River over the Missouri lowlands. 

From a decoration by F. O. Sylvester in the High School Library, Decatur, Illinois, 

T H E FRENCH IN T H E HEART 
OF AMERICA 

BY JOHN FINLEY 

1 1 . — " T H E R I V E R C O L B E R T " 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PAINTINGS BY F. O. SYLVESTER AND PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE A U T H O R 

J OLIET, who with Marquette entered court, and so, perhaps for this reason, at-
the Mississippi in 1673, g a v e t o it. tired himself in a damask robe, embroid-
on one of his maps, the name "Col- ered with birds and flowers, carrying the 

bert," in honor of the great French min- while in his hand pistols to make a favor-
ister, and to the territory, now the heart able impression or to meet a hostile emer-
of the Middle West, lying between the gency. 
Wisconsin River and the Divine River Whether he actually crossed the rim 

we do not certainly know. 
But he heard the fame of the 
Great Water from the " people 
of the sea," whom he found 
to be breech-clouted Indians 
instead of silk-robed Orien
tals, and returning to Quebec 
for the sacraments of t h e 
church, he brought, so I wish 
again to believe, to the dying 
Champlain rumor if not de
scription of the valley beyond 
t h e m a r g i n of his famous 
map. So the French began 

( I l l i no i s ) , the name "Col-
bertie" or "Amerique Occi
dentals" Marquette in h i s 
p i o u s ecstasy acclaimed the 
river as "La Riviere de la 
Conception."] 

I t was in 1634 that there 
appeared, according to one 
credible a c c o u n t , the first 
man of white face upon the 
rim of the valley where the 

Colbert. 

streams began to flow away from the Saint to possess in their imaginations, before 
their canoes actually touched its streams, 
this valley toward the other sea. 

And across every portage into that val-

Lawrence and the Great Lakes toward 
the then unknown. He was a son of 
France, one of the coureurs-de-bois of 
Champlain, Jean Nicolet, but in Oriental ley it was the men of France, so far as we 
costume. For, being an ambassador to know, who passed first of Europeans— 
the court of a nation called " The People from Lake Erie up to Lake Chautauqua; or 
of the Sea," he had visions of an Asiatic across to Fort Le Bceuf and down French 
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Stream in front of Fort Le Bceuf in spring freshet. 

Creek into the Allegheny and the Ohio 
(La Belle Riviere); or up the Maumee 
and across to the Wabash (the Appian 
Way); or from Lake Michigan up the 
Saint Joseph and across to the Kankakee, 
at South Bend; or at Chicago from the 
Chicago River, across to the DesPlaines (to 
which with the Illinois River the French 
seem to have given the name "Divine"), 
and so on to the Mississippi. 

I t is this last approach that I learned 
first, and though a smoke now hangs ha
bitually over the entrance, as a curtain, I 
have for myself but to push that aside to 
find the Divine River way still the best 
route into the greatest valley of earth. 
Man has diverted and confined this Di
vine River to very practical uses, and even 
changed its name, but it is hallowed still 
beyond all other approaches to the Great 
River. In a hut on the portage, Pere 
Jacques Marquette spent his last winter 
on earth in sickness; down the river the 
brave de La Salle built his Fort Saint Louis 
on the great rock in the midst of his prai
ries, and, still farther down, his Fort Creve-
coeur. On no other affluent stream are 
there braver and more stirring memories 
of French adventure and sacrifice than 
move along those waters or bivouac on 
those banks. And so I would have one's 
imagination take that trail toward the 
Mississippi and first see it glisten beneath 
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the tall white cliffs which stand at the por
tal of the Divine River entry. 

But the unquestioned discovery of the 
upper Mississippi was made by those who 
took the way of Nicolet (from Lake Michi
gan up Green Bay, then up the Fox River 
and down the Wisconsin). I know only 
a part of that way: the Fox River where 
it shrinks to little more than a ditch; the 
short portage path, now macadamized; 
the stately Wisconsin, along whose banks 
I have walked by dusk and night. One 
has there less disturbed approach to the 
spirit of the Great Water to which the 
aborigines made propitiatory and worship
ful offerings. 

It was in a June day in 1673 that Mar
quette and Joliet (Pere Marquette, son of 
Rose de La Salle of Laon, and Joliet, son 
of the French wagon-maker of Quebec), 
travelling by this solemn route, saw below 
them, "avec une joie que je ne peux pas 
expliquer," the slow, gentle-currented 
Mississippi. Mark Twain has measured 
the time intervening between De Soto's 
discovery of the lower Mississippi and that 
day, in a chronology all his own:" After De 
Soto glimpsed the river, a fraction short of 
a quarter of a century elapsed, and then 
Shakespeare was born, lived a trifle over a 
half a century and died; and when he had 
been in his grave considerably over half a 
century, the second white man saw it. 



Where French Creek enters the Allegheny River. 

It was in 1682 that La Salle, entering 
the Illinois by the Saint Joseph-Kankakee 
portage, followed the Mississippi to where 
it meets the great 
Gulf, possessing 
with his indom
itable spirit the 
lower r e a c h e s 
of the s t r e a m 
w h o s e u p p e r 
waters had first 
been touched by 
the gentle Mar
quette and the 
practical Joliet 
and t h e vain
glorious Henne
pin. B e t w e e n 
t h a t d a y and 
the time when it 
became a course 
of regular a n d 
a c t i v e c o m 
m e r c e ( a g a i n 
in Mark Twain's 
c h r o n o l o g y ) , 
seven sovereigns 
had o c c u p i e d 
the t h r o n e of 
England, America had become an in
dependent nation, Louis XIV and Louis 
XV had died, and Napoleon was " a name 
that was beginning to be talked about. " 

To the Spanish this river was a hazard, 
to be gotten over. To the Indian it was 
the place of fish and defence. To the 

Anglo-Amer i 
can Empire of 
Wheels that by 
a n d by c a m e 
over the moun
tains it w a s a 
barrier athwart 
t h e course—to 
be forded or fer
ried or bridged, 
but n o t to be 
followed. To be 
sure, it was later 
utilized by that 
e m p i r e for a 
little while as a 
p a t h of d o m 
i n a n t , n o i s y 
c o m m e r c e , to 
get its products 
to market. And 
the keels of that 
commerce m a y 
c o m e again to 
stir i t s waters. 
But the r i v e r 

will never be to its East-and-West mi
grants what it was to the French, whose 
evangelists, both of empire and of the soul, 
saw its significance, caught its spirit into 
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Along the Des Plaines. 

their own veins, and, from the day when 
Marquette and Joliet found their courage 
roused and their labor of rowing from 
morning till night sweetened by the joy 
of their expedition, have possessed it for 
their own; and will possess it even though 
all the land belongs to others, and the 
waters are put to the use of millions who 
are of alien tongue. I t is still the river of 
Marquette and Joliet, Nicolet, Groseilliers 
and Radisson, La Salle and Tonty, Hen
nepin and Accau, Gray Gowns and Black 
Gowns, Iberville and Bienville, Saint Ange 
and Laclede—or so it will be to some at 
any rate whose geography is not of the 
making of foolish monarchs or of treaties 
written by swords. 

A prominent American historian, to 
whom we are much indebted with Park-
man for what we know of this period, 
praises, by contrast with these who vent
ured their all without personal gain, those 
who kept industriously within smell of 
tide-water along the Atlantic shore. But 
when we reach the underlying motives of 
the exploration and settlement of this con
tinent, do they who sought the sources and 
the paths to the smell of other tide-waters 
deserve dispraise? Or less praise than 
those who thriftily sat by the nearer shore? 
The English colonists were struggling for 
themselves and theirs, not for the good or 
glory of a country across seas. They had 
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no reason to look beyond their short rivers 
so long as their valleys were fruitful and 
ample. Shall they be praised the more 
that they did not for a century venture 
beyond the sources of those streams? The 
first French followers of the river courses 
were devotees of a religion which drove 
them into the forests for the salvation of 
others, bearers of advancing banners for 
the glory of France, and lovers of nat
ure and adventure. And if there were 
among them, as there were, avaricious men, 
we must be careful not to blame them 
more than those whose avarice or exces
sive thrift was economically more bene
ficial to the community and the colony 
and to themselves. Economic values and 
moral virtues as expressed in productiv
ity of fields, mines, factories, church at
tendance, and obedience to the selectmen 
are so easy of assessment that it is difficult 
to get just appraisement for those who 
endured everything, not for their own free
dom or gain, but for others' glory, and ac
complished so little that could be meas
ured in the terms of substantial economic 
or ecclesiastical progress. 

I I 

To the red barbarian tribes of the valley 
this river was the " Mississippi"; that is, 
the Great Water. They must have named 



View from the site of Fort Saint Louis. 

it so under the compulsion of the awe in 
which they stood of some part of it, and 
not from any knowledge of its length. 
They must have been impressed, especial
ly they of the Lower Valley, as the white 
man of to-day is, by the "overwhelming, 
unbending grandeur of the wonderful 
spirit ruling the flow of the sands, the 
lumping of the banks, the unceasing shift
ing of the channel and the send of the 
mighty flood." No one tribe knew both 
its fountains and its delta, its sources and 
its mouth. To those midway of the val
ley it came out of the mystery of the Land 
of Frosts and passed silently on, or in 
places complainingly on, to the mystery of 
the Land of the Sun, into neither of which 
they dared penetrate, because of hos
tile tribes or the frailty of their boats. 
While the red men of the Mississippi low
lands were not able, as is the "swamp an
gel" of to-day, to discern the rising of its 
Red River tributary by the reddish tinge 
of the water in his particular bayou, or to 
measure by changing hues now the im
pulses of the Wisconsin or of the Ohio, and 
now of the richer-silted blood of the Rock
ies (as one writing of the river has graphi
cally described), yet as they gazed with 
wonderment at the changes, they must 
have had visions of hills of red, green, and 
blue earth somewhere above their own 
lodges or hunting-grounds, and have had 

at times even some visible message from 
their brothers of the upper waters, some 
fragments of their handiwork—a broken 
canoe, an arrow-shaft. But the Men of 
the Sources, on the low water-sheds, heard 
only vague reports of the sea; even the 
Indians of Arkansas could "give no ac
count of the sea, and had no word in their 
language, or idea or emblem, that could 
make them comprehend a great expanse 
of salt water like the ocean." 

So the river was not the Source or Father 
of Running Waters, but the Great, the 
awe-inspiring, Water. The French were 
misled when they first heard Indian ref
erences to it, thinking it was what they 
were longing for, the Western ocean, a 
great expanse of salt water instead of an
other and a larger Seine. And when they 
did discover that it was a river, their first 
concern was not as to what lay along its 
course, but as to where it led. 

That mystery no longer hangs over 
its waters. When the intrepid La Salle's 
"weathered voyageurs" in 1682 planted 
a cross on the shores of the Gulf of Mexico, 
inscribed the arms of France on a tree, 
buried a leaden plate of possession in the 
earth, and sang "The Banners of Heaven's 
King Advance," they christened a new 
river, but they buried at the same mo
ment the hope, long-cherished, of finding 
through that river a way to the Vermilion 
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View from near the site of Fort Crevecceur. 

Sea or to China—at any rate till the 
Isthmus of Panama should be digged 
through. 

The mystery of its sources up among 
"the swamps of the nests of the eagles" 
has also been uncovered, and that, too, 
by a man of France, by one who bore the 
same name as he who in grotesque costume 
looked over the rim of the Basin. This 
Nicolet was not, however, of Normandy, 
but of Savoy; and not a coureur-de-bois, 
but a professor of physics and astronomy 
at one time in Paris. Something drove 
or lured him out into the valley two cen
turies after the other Nicolet to explore 
the river. After spending five years in its 
companionship he returned to his teach
ing, taking a position in a little Catholic 
college in Baltimore. But the United 
States Government, learning of his valu
able service, commissioned him to make 
another expedition that would enable him 
to complete his map of the region of the 
sources. What he then accomplished 
has given him "distinct and conspicuous 
place among the explorers of the Missis
sippi." 

But the mystery was driven out upon 
the prairies. In Nicolet's admirable sci
entific report even, there are intimations 
of its flight. Once we discover him looking 
off toward plateaus "looming as if a dis
tant shore." Again we come upon him 
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with his guide, a stolid half-breed sit
ting on a slight elevation, gazing in silent 
rapture upon the boundless plains. And 
again the report of distances and eleva
tions is interrupted by this rhapsody: 

" I t is difficult to express by words the 
varied impressions which the spectacle 
(of these prairies) produces. Their sight 
never wearies; to look at as prairie up or 
down, to ascend one of its undulations, 
to reach a small plateau [or as the voya-
geurs call it, a prairie planche], moving 
from wave to wave over alternate swells 
and depressions, and finally to reach the 
vast interminable low prairie that extends 
itself in front—be it for hours, days, or 
weeks, one never tires; pleasurable and 
exhilarating sensations are all the time 
felt; ennui is never experienced. There 
are moments of excessive heat or want of 
fresh water, but these are of short dura
tion. There are no concealed dangers, 
no difficulties of road—a far-spreading 
verdure, relieved by a profusion of vari
ously colored flowers, the azure of the sky 
above, or the tempest that can be seen 
from its beginning to its end, the beauti
ful modifications of the changing clouds, 
the curious looming of objects between 
earth and sky taxing the ingenuity every 
moment to rectify—all, everything, is 
calculated to excite the perception and 
keep alive the imagination. In the sum-



Mississippi River below the mouth of the Illinois. 

mer season especially, everything upon 
the prairies is cheerful, graceful, animated. 
The Indians, with herds of deer, antelope, 
and buffalo, give motion to them. It is 
then they should be visited; and I pity 
the man whose soul could remain un
moved under such a scene of excitement." 

But now that the prairie and plain have 
been possessed, the mystery has fled en
tirely from the valley or has hidden itself 
in the wildernesses and "bad lands." 
All is translated into the values of a mat
ter-of-fact, pragmatic, industrious occu
pation. 

These are some of the pragmatic and 
other facts concerning it, which I have 
gathered from the explorers and surveyors 
and lovers of this region, Ogg and Austin 
and Mark Twain among them. 

The river lying wholly within the tem
perate zone is in this respect more fort
unately situated than the more fertile val-
leyed Amazon, since the climate here, 
varied and sometimes inhospitable as it 
is, offers conditions of human develop
ment there denied. 

The main stream is 2,500 miles in 
length; that is, about ten times that of 
the Seine. As Mark Twain has said, it 
is "the crookedest river" in the world, 
travelling 1,300 miles to cover the same 
ground that a crow would fly over in 675. 
For several hundred miles it is a mile in 

width. Back in 1882 it was 70 miles 
wide when the flood was highest. 

The volume of water discharged by it 
into the sea is second only to the Amazon 
and is greater than that of all European 
rivers combined (omitting the Volga). 
The amount is estimated at 139 cubic 
miles annually; that is, it would fill annu
ally a tank 139 miles long, 139 miles wide, 
and 139 miles high. With its tributaries 
it provides somewhat more than 16,000 
miles of navigable water, more than any 
other system on the globe except the 
Amazon—and more than enough to reach 
from Lake Superior to Paris by way of 
Kamchatka and Alaska—about three-
fourths of the way around the globe. The 
sediment deposited is 400,000,000 tons, 
enough to require daily for its removal 
500 trains of 50 cars, each carrying 50 tons, 
and to make each year two square miles 
of new earth over a hundred feet deep. 

The area which it drains is roughly a 
million and a quarter square miles, or two-
fifths of the United States. That is, Ger
many, Austria-Hungary, France, and It
aly could be set down within this area 
and there would still be some room to 
spare. 

I t has the strength, for the most part 
put to no use whatever, of 60,000,000 
horses. The difference between high wa
ter and low water is in some places fifty 
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feet, which gives some impression of the 
range of its moodiness. 

The isotherm which touches the south
ern limits of France passed midway be
tween the source and mouth of the river. 
In the northern half it has the mean 
annual temperature of France, England, 

number and value of products, facilities 
for communication, and general conditions 
of wealth and prosperity the Mississippi 
Valley surpasses anything known to the 
Old World, as well as the New." It pro
duces the bulk of the world's cotton; of 
corn it raises two or three times as much 

View from Elsah, Illinois, looking down the Mississippi eastward, with the Illinois bluffs at the left and the islands 
and Missouri lowlands on the right. 

Decoration by F. O. Sylvester in the Noonday Club Dining Room, Saint Louis, Missouri. 

and Germany; in the southern half, of 
the Mediterranean coasts. 

From the Gulf, into which it empties, a 
river (that is, an ocean river or current) 
runs through the ocean to the western 
coasts of Europe; another runs out along 
the north-eastern coast of South America, 
and, when the Panama Canal is opened, 
still another will be in waiting at the west
ern terminus of the canal to assist the 
ships across the Pacific. 

A fair regularity and reliability of rain
fall have made the rich soil of the valley 
tillable and productive without irrigation 
except in the far western stretches; and 
these blessings are likely to continue "so 
long as the earth continues to revolve 
toward the East and the present relation
ship of ocean and continent continues." 

Including Texas and Alabama, which 
lie between the same ranges of mountains 
with this valley, though their rivers run 
into the Gulf and not into the Mississippi, 
this valley has 140,000 miles of railway, 
being 61 per cent of the total mileage of 
the country, and 25 per cent of the mile
age of the entire globe. 

" In richness of soil, variety of climate, 

as the rest of the world combined; and of 
each of the following, produced mainly in 
this same valley, the United States leads 
in quantity all the nations of the earth: 
wheat, cattle, hogs, oats, hay, potatoes, 
lumber, coal, and other mineral products. 

The valley supports an estimated popu
lation of over 50,000,000, or over half that 
of the United States; and has an esti
mated maintenance capacity of from 200,-
000,000 to 350,000,000, or from four to 
seven times its present population. It 
has been tilled with "luxurious careless
ness. " A peasant in Britanny or a for
ester in Normandy would be scandalized 
by the extravagant, profligate use of its 
patrimony. That it is likely to have at 
least the 250,000,000 by the year 2100, 
is allowed by an estimate of a reliable 
statistician. Europe had 175,000,000 at 
the beginning of the nineteenth century, 
and North America 5,308,000. The former 
has somewhat more than doubled its popu
lation in the century since; America has 
increased hers about twenty times, and the 
Mississippi Valley several thousand times. 
I t is not unreasonable to expect a doubling 
of the population of that valley in another 
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century and its quadrupling in two cen
turies. 

I let De Tocqueville make summary of 
those prideful items in his description of 
the valley, embraced by the equator-slop
ing half of the continent. " I t 
is upon the whole," he says, 
"the most magnificent dwell
ing-place p r e p a r e d by God 
for m a n ' s abode—a s p a c e 
of 1,341,649 s q u a r e m i l e s 
(about six times that of France) 
—watered by a river which, 
like a god of a n t i q u i t y , dis
penses both good and evil." 

I I I 

ONCE t h e r i v e r a n d its 
branches bore, all or most of 
them, the names of saints. But 
these streams have few qual
ities to make this saintly ter
minology appropriate. Canon
ization d o e s not befit their 
p a s s i o n , their caprice, their 
overwhelming might, or t h e i r 
overpowering charm. It is the 
anthropomorphic interpreta
tion of a Chateaubriand, a 
Kipling, a Mark Twain, or an 
E m e r s o n that is the rather 
needed. 

We cannot be quite sure, 
when we listen to recent critics, 
that Chateaubriand ever saw 
this g r e a t valley. Certainly 
we who grew up in it have 
never found r e i n d e e r and 
moose about our homes (save 
in our Christmas-time imagi
nations). Paroquets that re- Fr01I 

peated in the woods the words 
learned of settlers are not of the 
fauna known to reputable Ohio naturalists; 
nor have two-headed snakes been found ex
cept in the vision of those who see double. 
The tamarind and the terebinth are not of 
its forest trees, and the leaf of the mul
berry, not the bark, is used for bridal 
robes. But whether or not Chateaubriand 
visited this valley in person, his imagina
tion had frequent residence upon the Mis
sissippi and its tributaries. His "Ata la" 
added to French literature a country 
where many have since loved to dwell, 

though his fauna and flora were not more 
accurate in some respects than the miner
alogy and meteorology of John Law's 
"Mississippi Scheme." However, I have 
recalled Chateaubriand not as a faunal or 

A u t u m n view from the Missouri shore of the Mississippi, jus t above 
P o r t a g e de Sioux. 

From a painting by F. O. Sylvester, owned by Mr. Edward Powers, 
Decatur, Illinois. 

floral naturalist, but that his fervid pen 
might rewrite these sentences: "Nothing 
is more surprising and magnificent than 
this movement and this distribution of the 
central waters of North America " (whence 
flows the Mississippi), " a river which the 
French first descended; a river which 
flowed under their power, and the rich 
valley of which still regrets their genius." 
So the translator has rendered it, but 
he should have translated it, "which still 
grieves for their spirit," their "familiar" 
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("et dont la riche vallee regrette encore 
leur genie"). 

I think that Chateaubriand had accu
rate instinct in divining the river's griev
ing for the spirit, which, with all the prac
tical genius that now inhabits the valley, 
is still needed to give an appreciation of 
that which lies beyond the counting of sta
tistics or even the glowing rhetoric of the 
orators or the pious ascriptions of priests. 

of hopeless, distinctive vulgarity is upon 
us ." 

He has written this, however, with the 
dust of the main-travelled roads still in 
his eyes—the roads of the wheels that 
have run at right angles to the river, the 
roads of the Anglo-Saxon which have 
leaped and disdained the Gallic highways. 
The busy towns along the rivers of the 
valley have turned their faces away from 

Water front, Saint Louis. 

Hamlin Garland, a native of that valley, 
calls the river "The Silent Mississippi." 
He speaks of the river's bold blue-green 
bluffs "looking away into haze," of its 
golden bars of sand "jutting out into the 
burnished stream," of its thickets of yel
low-green willows, of its splendid old trees, 
and of its glades opening away to the hills, 
all making a magical way of beauty, but 
only to give preface to the statement 
that " not one beautiful building " is to be 
seen on its banks " for a thousand miles." 
There are many towns, but "without a 
single distinctive and appropriate build
ing; everything is a flimsy jumble, out of 
key, meaningless, impertinent, evanescent 
too, thanks to climate." "We took a 
wild land beautiful as a dream," he 
proceeds, "and we have made a refuse 
heap. The birds of the trees have dis
appeared, the water-fowl have gone, every 
edible creature has vanished. An era 

the rivers and toward the railroads. They 
have left the river banks to thriftless men 
and truant boys. 

Waiting for a boat in Saint Louis one 
beautiful summer morning on the quay 
(where in Paris I should have found 
the book-stalls), I saw a Pullman train 
just starting for New York, and at the 
water's edge under the stately bridge one 
tramp "barbering" another. But, reading 
the morning paper, I found by chance 
that back in the city there was one man 
at least, a teacher and artist, who had the 
old-time French feeling for the grieving 
river. It was dark before I found him, 
after my day on a steam-boat whose most 
important passenger, the old-time cap
tain pointed out to me with some ap
parent pride, was a brewer, author of a 
brew more famous in those parts than 
the artist's river pictures which I saw by 
candle-light that night in his school-room. 



Old church in Cahokia 

The artist had his river studio upon one 
of the beautiful cliffs which La Salle must 
have seen when he came out of the Illinois 
into the Mississippi. And it was within a 
few miles of that studio, it may be added, 
that I found, too, one noteworthy excep
tion to Mr. Hamlin Garland's statement 
concerning riparian architecture. 

These are hopeful intimations succeed
ing the fading of the last traces in that 

region of the old French days, traces 
which I found a few hours' journey below 
Saint Louis, in the village of Prairie du 
Rocher (locally pronounced Prary de 
Roosh); for Cahokia, where I stopped 
first, had no mark of the French regime, 
except the ''congregation," which was, 
as the priest told me, two hundred years 
old. The village had no distinctiveness. 
But Prairie du Rocher had its own atmos-

Magazine, ruins of Fort Chartres, 
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Crossing the Kaskaskia River by a hand-propelled ferry-boat. 

phere and charm. France's skies never 
produced a more glorious August sunset 
than I saw through the Corot trees of that 
village which stands or reclines beneath 
the cliffs and looks off toward the river 
that has receded far to the westward. I 
tried to find the old parish baptismal rec
ords of which I had heard, but there was 
a new priest who knew not the French; yet 
I did not need them to assure me that the 
French had been there. At dawn, after 
such a peaceful night as one might have 
in upper Carcasonne, I found my way to 
the river near which are the ruins of Fort 
Chartres—all that is left of the greatest 
French fortress in the Mississippi Valley, 
the last to yield to man and the last to 
surrender to nature. The town, Nouvelle 
Chartres, with all its color and gayety, has 
become a corn-field, and only the magazine 
of the fort remains, hidden, a gunshot 
from the river, among the weeds, bushes, 
vines, and trees. 

Fourteen miles below is the site of the 
oldest French village in the upper val
ley. But the river was jealous and took 
it all, foundation and roof, to itself. The 
charms of old Kaskaskia, the sometime 
capital of all that region, are "one with 
Nineveh and Tyre ." Not a vestige is 
left of its first days and only a broken 
structure or two of its later glory. 

Nor is there other trace, so far as I 
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could learn, anywhere down the winding 
stream, till one reaches New Orleans. The 
red sun worshippers in their white gar
ments—even they have followed their di
vinity toward its setting, and only among 
those with African shadows in their faces 
do they still sing, as I have heard, of the 
"brave days of D'Artaguiette." The 
monuments do not remember beyond the 
bravery and carnage of the Civil War, or 
at farthest beyond the War of 1812. I 
was myself apprehended for a foreign spy, 
one day, while I was searching too near 
to the guns of a present fort for more 
ancient monuments. 

Of the departed majesty and glory of 
the commerce that followed the French 
boats and brightened many wharves, 
there are memories in the reminiscences of 
old steam-boat captains, and particularly 
in the writings of that famed river pilot 
to whom the valley gave birth and the 
river an immortal name. Mark Twain's 
Mississippi flows, carrying its boisterous 
cargoes through unnumbered libraries and 
homes around the world—this river of 
which he said " there never was so wonder
ful a book written by man; never one 
whose interest was so absorbing, so un
flagging, so sparklingly renewed with every 
reperusal." I t was my hope that when 
this pilot who knew "like a book" this 
stream whose "sand-bars were never at 



Site of Old Kaskaskia. 

rest," whose "channels were forever 
changing and shirking"—it was my hope 
that when he came to die he would not lie 
in an ordinary sepulchre of earth, but in 
the bed of the river whose golden age he 
sang. I wished that it might be turned 
from its channel, as the river Buseutinus 
for the interment of Alaric, and then after 
his burial there, let back, that he might 
ever hear the sonorous voice of the waters 
above him, and perhaps, now and then, 
the shout of the leadsman crying "Mark 
Twain" as once he used to hear it called 
from the deck to the pilot-house. 

IV 

T H E Great River has been the course of 
one empire and the scene of many. Spain, 
France, England, and the United States 
have each claimed its mastery. The Ger
mans once dreamed of a State on its banks, 
but could not agree as to the locality, so 
variedly tempting was the fertility of its 
upper and its lower regions. The sons of 
the Norsemen are to-day tilling the terri
tory about the sources. And at its side 
or within the reach of its myriad streams 
a babel of earth's races dwell, although 
the river has not, as the River of the Lotos 
Flower, conformed them to one type. 

We are beginning now to realize more 
keenly that the river has yet to be con

quered. I t has yielded complete sover
eignty to no people. I t has made light 
of the emblems of empire. I t has even 
ignored the white channel-marking signals 
of the government that now controls all 
the lands it drains. Its untamed spirit 
flaunts continual challenge in the faces of 
all men. It has had in derision the build
ing of cities and towns. One town, for ex
ample, has been left to choose between 
being left high and dry five miles from 
water or of meeting the fate of Old Kas
kaskia. And though the town has already 
thrown a million dollars to the river, as if 
to some unappeased god, it is merciless. 
One town and another have been ostra
cized or destroyed, their wharves left 
far inland or carried away to some com-
merceless bayou. The river has laughed 
at the levees on which hundreds of mill
ions have been spent by nation, State and 
private enterprise, to keep its flood in re
straint. Shorn of its trees, as Samson of 
his long hair, it has pulled down the pil
lars of man's raising into its own destroy
ing waters. In 1897 a space twice the 
size of the State of New Jersey was devas
tated. In 1903 the loss in a single flood 
was fifty or sixty million dollars, and in 
1912 other millions—more than a quar
ter of a billion in the last quarter of a 
century; and it would have been immense
ly greater, of course, if the river had not 
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been given unchallenged freedom of great 
unclaimed swamps. And yet the river 
has never synchronously massed its whole 
army of waters. At one time it has been 
the Ohio, at another the Missouri, and 
then the Red that it has sent against the 
fortifications. If all these streams were 
to be brought to flood at once, the lower 
valley would undoubtedly be swept clean. 

So it is no martial simile merely that I 
am using. I t is a real battle that is con-

hidden bayou. The battle is with floods, 
shallows, and erosion, but it is essentially 
a battle with floods, for not until their 
strongholds are taken, controlled, is the 
complete conquest assured. I t was con
trol of the mouth of the river that seemed 
so important in early days. The effort 
to secure that led ultimately to the pur
chase of Louisiana from the French by the 
United States. I t was the confirmation 
of that security of navigation which gave 

New Orleans. 

tinuously on. The gaunt sharp-shooter 
pacing the levee with Winchester in hand 
to shoot any burrowing confederate of the 
river, such as a rat, or mole, is a real and 
not an imaginary figure. The battles that 
have been fought along its course are as 
play by the side of those yet to be waged 
before it is subdued by man. 

It is fitly the War Department of the 
government that has been watching its 
every movement, that has set the signals 
on its fitful tide, and that has recorded its 
every shift for years, as if it were an ani
mate enemy. Its changing area, veloc
ity, discharge—items of infinite permuta
tions—are all noted and analyzed. But 
the War Department of the government 
is still almost as powerless to control the 
river as the Yazoo farmer who watches its 
changing moods not by instruments, but 
by the movement of an eddy in his own 

the battle of New Orleans its high signifi
cance. Then the mouth, once controlled, 
was found too shallow, and there followed 
what he who has written with true poetic 
instinct has called the "Batt le of the 
Shoals," a battle in which the general, 
Eads, who had bridged the river at Saint 
Louis, compelled it by means of jetties to 
run deeper and carry heavier burdens. 

But the future battle-fields are per
ceived to lie toward the sources—at the 
eaves, as it were, of the water-sheds, the 
head waters of its tributaries, as well as its 
own. No deepening, leveeing, straight
ening, canalizing of the river is to be 
permanently efficient until all danger of 
flood can be removed. Wandering among 
those tributaries, as I did this spring when 
the floods were just beginning in the low
er valley, seeing the trickling fountains 
of several, watching the timid, nascent 



Tree back of Mississippi Levee below New Orleans. 

streams in the naked, deforested fields, reservoir of not more than half or even 
not knowing quite which way to go, east a third of the capacity of Eagle Dam 
or west, north or south, I have been strong- to keep it within temperate bounds in 
ly appealed to by the plan of impounding the spring and to give it more generous 
in reservoirs these first waters whose free- navigable currents in the summer and au-
dom, no longer restrained in youth by the tumn. Against the great expense of such 
sage forests, makes them libertines and a project is set the tremendous possibili-
wantons later in the distant valleys. ties in the development of water-power 

The most troublesome Mississippi trib- which will some day be needed. Of the 
utary would, I am assured, require a sixty millions of horse-power in the cur-

On the path back of the levee below New Orleans. 
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rent of the Mississippi, it is estimated 
that a million or two would be imme
diately available to begin the payment 
of the debt; and more of the strength 
would be harnessed to that purpose in 
time. So, it is urged, the river would 
be made to meet the cost of its own 
conquest. 

And once that is done the river may be 
straightened, shortened, deepened, leveed 
and made a docile, reliable carrier of com
merce. I t may then be compelled to a 
respect for cities and government signals, 
and wharves and mills, and to a fulfilment 
of the prophecy of the first French keels. 

I made a journey in 1911 that began at 
the first settlements of the French in Nova 
Scotia, touched the Bay of Chaleur and 
the lower Saint Lawrence, and then fol
lowed the French water paths all the way 
to the mouth of the Mississippi, where the 
Master of Pilots, a descendant of France, 
carried me out into the Gulf of Mexico. 
Starting back before dawn in a little boat, 
I saw, just as the sun was coming up over 
the swamps where the river begins to di
vide, the hulk of a great sea-going vessel 
against the morning sky. I t seemed then 
a gloomy apparition; but as I think of it 
now it was rather the presage of the new 

commerce than the ghost of that which 
has departed. 

That the valley of a hundred thousand 
streams—streams which together touch 
every community of any size from the 
Alleghenies to the Rockies, streams whose 
waters all find their way sooner or later 
into the Mississippi—will ever give up 
battle for the conquest of the Great Water 
no one who knows the dynamic people in 
that valley will ever believe. The sixty 
million people will not be resisted per
manently by a river whose strength is 
that of sixty million horses, though these 
horses be driven by all the clouds the Gulf 
sends up the valley to the river's aid. 
Some day the great, free river "Colbert" 
will run vexed of impenetrable, unyielding 
walls to the sea. Its "titanic ambition 
for quiet flowing" down this beautiful 
gently sloping valley to the Gulf, which 
"has been its longing through ages," will 
have been turned to useful and beauti
ful human ministry. The spirit of the 
Great Water will have become as patient, 
as thoughtless of its own wild comfort or 
ambition, as that of the priest who named 
it Riviere de la Conception, and so dedi
cated it to the honor of the mother of the 
most patient of men. 

(To be continued J 

View of vessel against morning sky. 



Drawn by N. C. Wyeth. 

The Moose Hunter. A Moonlight Night. 
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THE COUNTERSIGN OF THE CRADLE 

By Henry 

| | & H ^ E S ^ CANNOT exp la in to you 
ggsf? ^cBs? the connection between the 
lUfl F H H t w o P a r t s °f l ^ s story. 
IIAXS If*!!' They were divided, in their 
^ ^ ^ l ^ ^ f f i happening, by a couple of 
^ ^ " • f l " ^ ^ * * hundred miles of mountain 
and forest. There was no visible or au
dible means of communication between 
the two scenes. But the events occurred 
at the same hour, and the persons who 
were most concerned in them were joined 
by one of those vital ties of human affec
tion which seem to elude the limitations 
of time and space. Perhaps that was 
the connection. Perhaps love worked the 
miracle. I do not know. I only tell you 
the story. 

I 

I T begins in the peaceful, homely village 
of Saint Gerome, on the shore of Lake 
Saint John, at the edge of the vast north
ern wilderness. Here was the home of my 
guide, Pat Mullarkey, whose name was as 
Irish as his nature was French-Canadian, 
and who was so fond of children that, hav
ing lost his only one, he was willing to give 
up smoking in order to save money for the 
adoption of a baby from the foundling asy
lum at Quebec. How his virtue was re
warded, and how his wife, Angelique, pre
sented him with twins of his own, to his 
double delight, has been told in another 
story. The relation of parentage to a 
matched brace of babies is likely to lead to 
further adventures. 

The cradle, of course, being built for 
two, was a broad affair, and little Jacques 
and Jacqueline rolled around in it inex
tricably mixed, until Pat had the ingen
ious idea of putting a board down the 
middle for a partition. Then the infants 
rocked side by side in harmony, going up 
and down alternately, without a thought 
of debating the eternal question of superi
ority between the sexes. Their weight 
was the same. Their dark eyes and hair 
were alike. Their voices, whether they 
wept or cooed, were indistinguishable. 
Everybody agreed that a finer boy and 
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girl had never been seen in Saint Gerome. 
But nobody except Pat and Angelique 
could tell them apart as they swung in 
the cradle, gently rising and falling, in 
unconscious illustration of the equivalence 
and balancing of male and female. 

Angelique, of course, was particularly 
proud of the boy. As he grew, and found 
his feet, and began to wander about the 
house and the front yard, with a gait in 
which a funny little swagger was often 
interrupted by sudden and unpremedi
tated down-sittings, she was keen to mark 
all his manly traits. 

"Regard him, m'sieu',' ' she would say 
to me when I dropped in at the cottage on 
my way home from camp—"regard this 
little brave. Is it not a boy of the finest? 
What arms! What legs! He walks al
ready like a voyageur, and he does not 
cry when he falls. He is of a marvellous 
strength, and of a courage! My faith, you 
should see him stand up to the big rooster 
of the neighbor, Pigot. Come, my little 
one, my Jacques, my Jimmee, one day 
you will be able to put your father on 
his back—is it not?" 

She laughed, and Pat laughed with her. 
"That arrives to all fathers," said he, 

catching the little Jacqueline as she 
swayed past him and swinging her to his 
knee. " Soon or late the bonhomme has 
to give in to his boy; and he is glad of it. 
But for me, I think it will not be very soon, 
and mean time, m'sieu', cast a good look 
of the eye upon this girl. Has she not the 
red cheeks, the white teeth, the curly hair 
brown like her mother's? But she will 
be pretty, I tell you! And clever too, I 
am sure of it! She can bake the bread, 
and sew, and keep the house clean; she can 
read, and sing in the church, and drive the 
boys crazy—hein, my pretty one—what 
a comfort to the old bonhomme!" 

"He goes fast," laughed Angelique; 
"he talks already as if she were in long 
dresses with her hair done up. Without 
doubt m'sieu' amuses himself to hear such 
talk about two infants." 

But the thing that amused me most was 
the beginning-to-talk of the twins them-
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selves. I t was natural that the mother 
and father should speak to me in their 
quaint French patois; and the practise of 
many summers had made me able to get 
along with it fairly well. But that these 
scraps of humanity should begin their ad
ventures in language with French, and 
such French, old-fashioned as a Breton 
song, always seemed to me surprising and 
wonderfully smart. I could not get over 
the foolish impression that it was extraor
dinary. There is something magical about 
the sound of a baby voice babbling a 
tongue that is strange to you; it sets you 
thinking about the primary difficulties in 
the way of human intercourse and wonder
ing just how it was that people began to 
talk to each other. 

Long before the twins outgrew their 
French baby talk the famous cradle was 
too small to hold their sturdy bodies, and 
they were promoted to a trundle-bed on 
the floor. The cradle was an awkward 
bit of furniture in such a little house, and 
Angelique was for giving it away or break
ing it up for kindling-wood. 

"But no!" said Pat. " We have plenty 
of wood for kindlings in this country with
out burning the cradle. Besides, this wood 
means more to us than any old tree—it 
has rocked our hopes. Let us put it in the 
corner of the kitchen—what? Come—per
haps we may find a use for it, who knows? " 

" Go along," said Angelique, giving him 
a friendly box on the ear, "you old joker! 
Off with you, vieux bavasseur—put the 
cradle where you like." 

So there it stood, in the corner beside 
the stove, on the night of my story. Pat 
had gone down to Quebec on the first of 
June (three days ahead of time) to meet 
me there and help in packing the goods 
for a long trip up the Peribonca River. 
Angelique was sleeping the sleep of the in
nocent and the just in the bedroom, with 
the twins in their trundle-bed beside her, 
and the door into the kitchen half open. 

What it was that waked her, she did 
not know—perhaps a bad dream, for Pat 
had given her a bit of trouble that spring, 
with a sudden inclination for drinking and 
carousing, and she was uneasy about his 
long absence. A man in the middle years 
sometimes has a bit of folly, and a wom
an worries about him without knowing 
exactly why. At all events, Angelique 
came wide awake in the night with a sense 

of fear in her heart, as if she had just heard 
something terrible about her husband 
which she could not remember. 

She listened to the breathing of the 
twins in the darkness. I t was soft and 
steady as the falling of tiny ripples upon 
the beach. But presently she was aware 
of a louder sound in the kitchen. It was 
regular and even, like the ticking of a 
clock. There was a roll and a creak in it, 
as if somebody was sitting in the rocking-
chair and balancing back and forth. 

She slipped out of bed and opened the 
door a little wider. There was a faint 
streak of moonlight slanting through the 
kitchen window, and she could see the tall 
back of the chair, with its red and white 
tidy, vacant and motionless. 

In the corner was the cradle, with the 
children's clothes hanging over the head 
of it and their two ragged dolls tucked 
away within. I t was rocking evenly and 
slowly, as if moved by some unseen force. 

Her eyes followed the ray of the moon. 
On the rocker of the cradle she saw a man's 
foot with the turned-up toe of a botte 
sauvage. I t seemed as if the smoke of a 
familiar pipe was in the room. She heard 
her husband's voice softly humming: 

" Petit rochcr de la haute montagne, 
Je victis finir ici celte campagne. 
Ah, doux echos, entendez mes soupirs; 
En languissant je vais bientot mourirl " 

Trembling she entered the room, with 
a cry on her lips. 

"Ah! Pat, mon ami, what is it? How 
earnest thou here? " 

As she spoke, the cradle ceased rocking, 
the moonray faded on the bare floor, the 
room was silent. 

She fell upon her knees, sobbing. 
" M y God, I have seen his double, his 

ghost. My man is dead!" 

II 

IN the steep street of Quebec which is 
called " Side of the Mountain," there is a 
great descending curve; and from this 
curve, at the right, there drops a break
neck flight of steps, leading by the short
est way to the Lower Town. 

As I came down these steps, after din
ing comfortably at the Chateau Fronte-
nac, on the same night when Angelique 
was sleeping alone beside the twins in the 
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little house of Saint Gerome, I was aware 
of a merry fracas below me in the narrow 
lane called "Under the For t ." The gas 
lamps glimmered yellow in the gulf; the 
old stone houses almost touched their gray 
foreheads across the roadway; and in the 
cleft between them a dozen roystering 
companions, men and girls, were snouting, 
laughing, swearing, quarrelling, pushing 
this way and that way, like the waves on a 
turbulent eddy of the river before it de
cides which direction to follow. In the 
centre of the noisy group was a big fellow 
with a black mustache. 

" I tell you, my boys," he cried, " we go 
to the Rue Champlain, to the Moulin 
Gris of old Trudel. There is good stuff 
to drink there; we'll make a night of it! 
My m'sieu' comes to seek me, but he will 
not find me until to-morrow. Shut your 
mouth, you Louis. What do we care for 
the police? Come, Suzanne, marchons!" 

Then he broke out into song: 
" Cen'est point du raisin pourri, 

C'est le bon vin qui danse ! 
C'est le bon vin qui danse id, 
C'est le bon vin qui danse! " 

Even through its too evident disguise in 
liquor I knew the voice of my errant Pat. 
Would it be wise to accost him at such a 
moment, in such company? The streets 
of the Lower Town were none too peace
ful after dark. And yet, if he was not al
together out of his head, it would be a 
good thing to stop him from going further 
and getting into trouble. At least it was 
worth trying. 

''Good-evening, Pa t , " I cried. 
He turned as if a pebble had struck him, 

and saw me standing under the flickering 
lamp. He stared for a moment in bewil
derment, then a smile came over his face, 
and he pulled off his hat. 

"There is my m'sieu'," he said; "my 
faith, but that is droll! You go on, you 
others. I must speak to him a little. 
See you later,—Rue Champlain,—the old 
place." 

The befogged company rolled away in 
the darkness and Pat rolled over to me. 
His greeting was a bit unsteady, but his 
natural politeness and good-fellowship did 
not fail him. 

"But how I am happy to see m'sieu'!" 
said he; "i t is a little sooner than I ex
pected, but so much the better! And how 
well m'sieu' carries himself—in full health, 

is it not? You have the air of it—all ready 
for the Peribonca, I suppose? Batechc, 
that will be a great voyage, and we shall 
have plenty of the good luck." 

"Yes , " I answered, " i t looks to me like 
a good trip, if we get started right. I 
want to talk with you about it. Can you 
leave your friends for a while? " 

His face reddened visibly under its dark 
coat of tan, and he stammered as he re
plied. 

"But certainly, m'sieu'—they are not 
my friends—that is to say—well, I know 
them a little—they can wait—I am per
fectly at the service of m'sieu'." 

So we walked around the corner into the 
open square (which, by the way, is shaped 
like a triangle), at one side of which there 
is an old-fashioned French hotel, with a 
double galerie across its face, and green-
shuttered windows. There were tables in 
front of it, and at one of these I invited 
Pat to join me in having some coffee. 

His conversation at first was decidedly 
vague and woolly, though polite as ever. 
There was a thickness about his words as 
if they were a little swollen, and his ideas 
had loose edges, and would not fit to
gether. However, he did his best to pull 
himself up and make good talk. But his 
r's rolled like an unstrung drum and his «'s 
twanged like a cracked banjo. On the 
subject of the proper amount of provi
sions to take with us for our six weeks' 
camping trip he wandered wildly. With
out doubt we must take enough—in 
grand quantity—one must live well—else 
one could not carry the load on the por
tages—very long portages—not good for 
heavy packs—we must take very little 
stuff—small rations, a little pork and flour 
—we can get plenty to eat with our guns 
and m'sieu's rod—a splendid country for 
sport—and those little fishes in tin boxes 
which m'sieu' loves so well—for sure we 
must take plenty of them! 

It was impossible to get anything defi
nite out of him in regard to the outfit of 
the camp, and I knew it beforehand; but 
I wanted to keep him talking while the 
coffee got in its good work, and I knew 
that his courtesy would not let him break 
away while I was asking questions. By 
the time I had poured him the second cup 
of the black brain-clearer he was dis
tinctly more steady. His laugh was qui
eter, and his eyes grew more thoughtful. 



472 The Countersign of the Cradle 

"And the bread," said I ; "we must 
carry two or three loaves of good habitant 
bread, just for the first week out. I can't 
do without that. Do you suppose, by 
any chance, that Angelique would bake it 
for us? Or perhaps those lady friends of 
yours who have just left you—eh?" 

A look of shame and protest flushed in 
Pat 's face. He dropped his head, and 
lifted it again, glancing quickly at me to 
read a hidden meaning in the question. 
Then he turned away and stared across 
the square toward the slender spire of the 
little church at the other end. 

" I assure you," he said slowly, " they 
are not of my friends, those—those— 
bah! what do those people know about 
making bread? I beg m'sieu' not to speak 
of those people there in the same breath 
with my Angelique!" 

"Good!" I answered. "Pardon me, 
I will not do it again. I did not under
stand. They are bad people, I suppose. 
But how are you so thick with them?" 

"If they are bad," said he, shrugging his 
shoulders—"if they are bad! But why 
should I judge them? That is God's 
affair. There are all kinds of people in 
His world. I do not like it that m'sieu' 
has found me with that kind. But a man 
must make a little fun sometimes, you 
comprehend, and sometimes he makes him
self a damn fool, do you see? I have been 
with those people last night and to-day—• 
and now I have promised—I have won the 
money of Pierre Goujon, and he must 
have his revenge—and I have promised 
that Suzanne Gravel—well, I must keep 
my word of honor and go to them for to
night. M'sieu' will excuse me now?" 

He rose from the table, but I sat still. 
"Wait a moment," I said; "there is no 

hurry. Let us have another pot of coffee 
and some of those little cakes with melted 
white sugar on them, like Angelique used 
to make." (He started slightly at the 
name.) " Come, sit down again. I want 
you to tell me something about that pretty 
old church across the square. See how the 
moonlight sparkles on the tin spire. What 
is the name of i t ?" 

"Our Lady of the Victories," he an
swered , seating himself unwillingly. '' They 
say it is the most old of the churches of 
Quebec." 

" I t is a fine name," said I. "What 
does it mean? What victories?" 

"The French over the English, I sup
pose, long ago. It does not interest me 
now. I must be on my road to the Moulin 
Gris." 

"Will you stop on your way to say a 
prayer at the door of the church of Our 
Lady of the Victories?" 

His eyes dropped and he shook his head. 
"Well, then, on your way back in the 

morning perhaps you will stop at the 
church and go in to confess?" 

He nodded his head and spoke heavily. 
" Who knows? Perhaps yes—perhaps no. 
There may be fighting to-night. Pierre 
is very mad and ugly. I am not afraid. 
But it is evident that m'sieu' makes the 
conversation to detain me. We are old 
friends. Why not speak frank? " 

"Old friends we are, Pat, and frank it is. 
I do not want you to go to the Gray Mill. 
You have been drinking—stronger stuff 
than coffee. Those people will pluck you, 
do you up, perhaps stick a knife in you. 
Then what will become of Angelique and 
the twins? Stay here a while; I want to 
talk to you about the twins. How are 
they? You have not told me a word 
about them yet ." 

His face sombred and brightened again. 
He poured himself another cup of coffee 
and put in three spoonfuls of sugar, smil
ing as he stirred it. 

"Ah , " said he, " t h a t i s something good 
to speak of—those twins! It is easily seen 
that m'sieu' knows how to make the con
versation. I could talk of those twins for 
a long time. They are better than ever,— 
strong, fat, and good,—and pretty, too,— 
you may believe it! I pretend to make 
nothing of the boy, just to tease my wife; 
and she pretends to make nothing of the 
girl, just to tease me. But they are a 
pair—I tell you, a pair of marvels!" 

He went on telling me about their 
growth, their adventures, their clever 
tricks, as if the subject were inexhausti
ble. I offered him a cigar. But no, he 
preferred his pipe—with a pipee of the 
good tobacco from the Upper Town, if I 
would oblige him? The smoke wreaths 
curled over our heads. The other tables 
were gradually deserted. The sleepy 
waiter had received payment for the coffee 
and cleaned away the cups. The moon 
slipped behind the lofty cliff of the Citadel, 
and the little square lay in soft shadow 
with the church-spire shining dimly above 
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it. Pat continued the memoires intimes 
of Jacques and Jacqueline. 

"And the cradle," I asked, " tha t fa
mous cradle built for two—what has be
come of it? Doubtless it exists no more." 

"But it is there," he cried warmly. 
"Angelique said it was in the way, but I 
persuaded her to keep it. You see, per
haps we might need it—what? Ha, ha, 
that would be droll. But anyway it is good 
for the twins to put their dolls to sleep 
in. I t is a cradle so easy to rock. You do 
not need to touch it with your hand. It 
goes like this." 

He put out his right foot with its botte 
sauvage, the round toe turned up, the low 
heel resting on the ground, and moved it 
slowly down and up as if it pressed an un
seen rocker. 

" Comme qa, m'sieu'," he said. " It de
mands no effort, only the tranquillity of 
soul. One can smoke a little, one can sing, 
one can dream of the days to come. That 
is a pleasant inn to stay at,—the Sign 
of the Cradle. How many good hours I 
have passed there,—the happiest of my 
life,—I thank God for them. I can never 
forget them." 

A crash as of sudden thunder—a ripping, 
rending roar of swift, unknown disaster— 
filled the air, and shook the quiet houses 
around our Lady of the Victories with 
nameless terror. After it, ten seconds of 
thrilling silence, and then the distant sound 
of shrieking and wailing. We sprang to 
our feet, trembling and horror-stricken. 

" I t is in the Rue Champlain," cried 
Pat. "Come!" 

We darted across the square, turned a 
corner to the right, a corner to the left, 
and ran down the long dingy street that 
skirts the foot of the precipice on which 
the Citadel is enthroned. The ram
shackle houses, gray and grimy, huddled 
against the cliff that frowned above them 
with black scorn and menace. High 
against the stars loomed the impregnable 
walls of the fortress. Low in the shadow 
crouched the frail habitations of the poor, 
the miserable tenements, the tiny shops, 
the dusky drinking-dens. 

The narrow way was already full of 
distracted people,—some running toward 
us to escape from danger,—some running 
with us to see what had happened. 

"The Gray Mill," gasped my comrade; 

" a hundred yards further,—come on,— 
we must get there at all hazards! Push 
through!" 

When we came at last to the place, there 
was a gap in the wall of houses that leaned 
against the cliff; a horrible confusion of 
shattered roofs and walls hurled across the 
street; and above it an immense scar on 
the face of the precipice. Ten thousand 
tons of rock, loosened secretly by the frost 
and the rain, had plunged without warn
ing on the doomed habitations below and 
buried the Gray Mill in overwhelming 
ruin. 

Pat trembled like a branch caught 
among the rocks in a swift current of the 
river. He buried his face in his hands. 

"My God," he muttered, "was it as 
close as that? How was I spared? My 
God, pardon for all poor sinners!" 

We worked for hours among the houses 
that had been more lightly struck and 
where there was still hope of rescuing the 
wounded. The Church of Our Lady of 
the Victories was quickly opened to re
ceive them, and the priests ministered to 
the suffering and the dying as we carried 
them in. 

As the pale dawn crept through the 
narrow windows, I saw Pat rise from his 
knees at the altar and come down the aisle 
to stand with me in the doorway. 

"Well," said I, " i t is all over, and here 
we are in the church this morning, after 
all." 

" Yes," he"answered;"itis the best place. 
It is where we all need to come. I have 
given my money to the priest,—it was not 
mine,—I have left it all for prayers to be 
said for the poor souls of those,—of those, 
—those friends of mine." 

He brought out the words with brave 
humility, an avowal and a plea for pardon. 

"We must send a telegram," I said, 
putting my hand on his shoulder. "An
gelique will be frightened if she hears of 
this. We must tranquillize her. How 
will this do? 'Safe and well. Coming 
home to-morrow to you and twins.' That 
makes just ten words." 

" It is perfectly correct, m'sieu'," he re
plied gravely. "She will be glad to get 
that message. But,—if it would not cost 
too much,—only a few words more,—I 
should like to put in something to say, 
' God bless you and forgive me. ' ' 
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jgi§jK & S » | by going back and telling 
0<s!tu Sfjfsl what happened during the 
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-r-rTSwrrrSr* cessor and which was there 
omitted. There were various incidents be
fore the year with which this chapter begins 
which I cannot pass over in silence, because 
they were so important to me and loom so 
large in my small life at that time. 

In the year 1858 we were obliged to leave 
Winthrop Place, as Devonshire Street was 
opened through from the rear and passed 
directly across the site of our house and gar
den. My father, therefore, bought No. 31 
Beacon Street, and thither, when he had 
practically rebuilt the house, we went to 
live in 1859, after some months at the Re
vere House, necessitated by the delays oc
casioned by the alterations. Thirty-one 
Beacon Street had belonged to Mr. Samuel 
Eliot, the father of the president of Harvard 
University, a well-known and greatly re
spected citizen in the Boston of those days. 
He had served in Congress as a conserva
tive Whig from one of the Boston districts, 
and going into business late in life had lost 
all his property when the firm with which 
he was connected was carried down in the 
panic of 1857, a disaster so wide-reaching 
in its effects that I well remember the feel
ing of gloom which seemed to oppress every 
one during that year. A pleasant associa
tion with this purchase of 31 Beacon Street 
has come to me suddenly out of the past, 
and I add it here. In looking over some 
papers of her grandfather, Mr. Prescott, 
Mrs. Roger Wolcott recently came across 
this allusion in a letter written on February 
22, 1858: 

"The last item that I have heard is that 
Mr. Lodge has bought Sam. Eliot's house 
in Beacon St. for $50,000. I mean John E. 
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Lodge, and I am glad that it has fallen into 
the hands of an old acquaintance." 

This change of houses brought us into an 
entirely different quarter of the city. Win
throp Place was in the old part of Boston, 
that low land which lies between the hills 
and the sea, while Beacon Street, although 
not by any means just opened or newly 
built upon, was the portion of the town 
from which the new residence quarter was 
destined to spring, pushing its way to the 
westward over the flats of the Back Bay, 
still at that time marsh land and water and 
bridged by only one road, known as the 
Milldam, which stretched across the inlets 
to the main-land at Longwood. Thirty-
one Beacon Street, where I passed many 
happy years and where my mother con
tinued to live for more than forty years, 
until her death in 1900, stood on the crest 
of the hill, not far from the State House and 
next to the Hancock house, the famous and 
historic home of the first signer of the Dec
laration of Independence. It was a hand
some house, built very solidly of granite in 
the colonial style of the eighteenth century 
and was raised above the street on a series 
of terraces. It was my father's ambition 
to buy the house when it came into the mar
ket and give it to the State, but he died a 
year before the house was sold. Governor 
Banks had recommended the purchase of 
the Hancock house by the State some years 
before, but when the opportunity came the 
country was plunged in civil war and the 
government did not feel able to spend mon
ey on what seemed a mere sentiment. So 
it was sold to private persons and torn down 
in 1863. Thus perished by far the finest 
and, historically, the most interesting of our 
colonial houses, the building best worth pre
serving, as a specimen of eighteenth-cen
tury domestic architecture, which existed in 
New England or perhaps anywhere in the 
old Thirteen States. I was convalescent 
from scarlet fever when the house was taken 
down and used to sit at the window of my 
play-room and watch the men slowly pry 



Some Early Memories 475 

off one block of stone after another, for the 
masonry was so solid that it could be ac
complished in no other way. I hated to 
see this done, for I was attached to the old 
house and had often been in it and over it 
with Charles Hancock, one of the sons of 
the last owner. 

Our house, as I have said, stood on the 
crest of Beacon Street and looked south 
over the Common, with its fine trees, while 
from the side windows in the first years we 
could see the street across the Hancock gar
den, which was filled with lilac bushes 
whose perfume, in our tardy spring, loaded 
the air with fragrance. Ours was a spa
cious house of generous width and full of 
sunshine. I thought then, and think still, 
that it was one of the pleasantest of situa
tions and that few city houses have one at 
all comparable to it. 

The other great event in my life contem
porary with removal to a new house was my 
leaving Mrs. Parkman and going to a new 
school, a man's school, which was kept in 
a large room under Park Street Church. 
It was a small private school, and the 
master was Mr. Thomas Russell Sullivan, 
a grandson of James Sullivan, governor of 
Massachusetts at the beginning of the nine
teenth century and grand-nephew of John 
Sullivan, the distinguished Revolutionary 
general. Mr. Sullivan had been a clergy
man before he became a school-master and 
was an accomplished man. He always 
seemed to me sad and oppressed with care, 
owing I suppose to the fact that his health 
was giving way. But he was a thorough 
gentleman, kindly and good, and, although 
I regarded him as a tribal enemy at the 
time, I find now that I recall his memory 
with affection and respect. 

This change of school was to me momen
tous and appeared in the light of a promo
tion, as I fancy the first man's school always 
seems to a boy. Yet I left Mrs. Parkman's 
with secret regret, for I had the unmanly 
weakness, as I considered it, to be fond of 
her, and I was much attached to the boys 
who had been my companions in her house. 
I do not know that one's school-fellows are 
of much interest to anybody except them
selves, although I have always enjoyed the 
accounts of Lamb's and Coleridge's school
mates, most of whom are rescued from ob
livion merely by that association. I think, 
however, that all school-boys have the charm 

at the moment which possibilities always 
possess, and afterward develop the interest 
which is inseparable from looking backward 
and seeing how these possibilities of school 
and college finally worked out and how con
stant the rule is in these cases of the unex
pected happening. There is pleasure as 
well as pain in such retrospects which dis
close the spectacle both of success and fail
ure, and the humor of the early memories is 
often clouded by the pathos or the tragedy 
with which the little stories end. 

"Some with lives that came to nothing, 
Some with deeds as well undone; 
Death came silently and took them 
Where they never see the sun." 

Just as it happened to Galuppi's Venetians. 
It is a very old and very familiar story. 

At Mr. Sullivan's, made memorable to 
me by the fact that I was there feruled for 
the first time while my friends lurked out
side the door to count the blows and see 
whether I cried, I remember but few of the 
boys. I think I lost sight of *nost of them 
after our brief two years together, but there 
were a few whom I first knew there and 
whom I have known ever since. One of 
them was Russell Sullivan, son of the mas
ter, writer of plays and novels and charm
ing stories, a friend long years afterward of 
Robert Louis Stevenson, one of my inti
mates then, sharing my love of the theatre, 
the most delightful of men and a life-long 
friend. Still another intimate of those days 
whom I had known from the beginning as 
a neighbor was Russell Gray, younger 
brother of the eminent justice of the Su
preme Court of the United States, Horace 
Gray. He was just my age, but like most 
of his family so phenomenally clever at his 
books that he was two years ahead of the 
rest of us, both at school and college. None 
the less, he has been the friend of a lifetime 
and he figures largely in the memories of my 
boyhood. 

In thus mentioning a few of the boys whom 
I knew at the beginning of life, I am led to 
say something to which I have long desired 
to give utterance, purely for my own satis
faction, of boys in general and of boy nat
ure, a much misunderstood subject, so far 
as my observation goes, especially in litera
ture. The misunderstanding arises, I fear, 
not from inability so much as from unwill
ingness to tell the truth, just as happens in 
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the attempts of literature to describe the 
lives of young men. Thackeray came nearer 
to it than any one when he told the story of 
Pendennis, and yet he did not, and I think 
he admitted that he did not, dare to tell the 
whole truth. "There are subjects, my 
dear," said Major Pendennis to his sister-
in-law, " about which a young fellow cannot 
surely talk to his mamma." It is emi
nently proper that there should be such a 
restriction. It is equally true that there 
are some things that no man says to young 
girls or to innocent children, but when you 
assume that literature must be framed ac
cording to those restrictions the truth of 
literature to life is apt to be defective. The 
episodes in Pendennis of Fanny and the 
Fotheringay and of Warrington's marriage 
were as far as Thackeray had the courage 
to go in indicating a side of nearly every 
man's life which those who write the Eng
lish language think it due to the great fetich 
of respectability to suppress. Fielding and 
Smollett, living in a time of much less "re
spectability," were more truthful and are 
now thought coarse, but the nineteenth cen
tury in England and America preferred sup
pression, although, as Mr. George Sampson 
remarked of the under petticoat, "After 
all, you know, ma'am, we know it's there." 
From this attitude there has been of late 
years a revolt, conducted, unluckily, for the 
most part by such inferior hands that the re
sult is even less lifelike than when Victorian 
"respectability" set its burdensome limi
tations upon all writers. In France they 
have suffered from the hypocrisy of vice as 
in England and the United States from the 
hypocrisy of virtue, and the result has been 
nearly as deforming. The youthful Calig
ula is almost as rare among young men as 
the blameless prig and is as unreal as a hero 
of the Romantic period like Pelham. 

In the same way, although not for the 
same precise reason perhaps, we have suf
fered from the suppressio veri in regard to 
boys. The best analysis of boy nature at 
large that I have met, and I met it long 
after I had ceased to be a boy, is that of Mr. 
Howells in "A Boy's Town." This analy
sis is limited by the fact that it relates to 
boys in a small country town in a newly set
tled country, and there is some slight sup
pression, but the salient features are all set 
forth. Mr. Howells points out the close re
semblance of boys to savages or primitive 

people as shown by their queer adhesion to 
meaningless customs, such as doing certain 
things only at certain times of the year, 
their odd superstitions wholly unconnected 
with religion, their loyalty to some code pe
culiar to themselves and alien to every one 
else, and their ready hero-worship, often 
misdirected, but at bottom generous and 
fine. He describes the mad enthusiasm and 
excitement with which they rush into any 
new pursuit and the ease with which they 
tire of it and thrust it aside, lacking, like 
savages, both foresight and tenacity of pur
pose, something very different from obsti
nacy, in which boys abound. All these 
points are at once subtle and true, speaking, 
as we must, of boys as a class and not of the 
exceptional boys who prove the existence of 
the rule. 

Most of these qualities are entirely over
looked by those who have undertaken to 
write about boys. Take, for example, the 
Jacob Abbott books. Heaven forbid that 
I should underrate those works, for I read 
them over and over again, and they had the 
same unfailing attraction for my children. 
The charm, I think, consists in the extreme 
realism of the incidents, a realism so dry 
and unrelenting that it leaves the greatest 
of modern realists far behind. It is, how
ever, this dry realism which children like, 
although at the same time they adore fairy 
stories which appeal only to their imagina
tion. But the boys and girls who are the 
heroes of these tales, from Rollo down, are, 
like Dryden's Mexicans, beings who never 
really existed anywhere on sea or land. To 
the adult mind they are humorous, but chil
dren accept them seriously and are fully 
content with the matter-of-fact incidents of 
their lives. 

Take another example, a book which was 
the favorite with all boys of my time, 
"School Days at Rugby." Up to a cer
tain point no better book describing boys 
was ever written. Tom Brown and East 
are real boys, real in their activities, in their 
habit of regarding the masters as their tri
bal enemies, in their shirking of lessons, in 
their courage at games, in their complete 
lack of any sense of responsibility, in their 
loyalty to their own code of honor, and in 
the cheerful paganism of their lives. The 
story goes to pieces when Arthur appears. 
When I read the story as a boy I lost all in
terest when Arthur took control and re-
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volted against it. I could not analyze my 
feeling then or explain it, but the reason is 
obvious enough. To the average healthy 
boy, Arthur appears to be a prig, which he 
was, and a hypocrite, which he probably 
was not, but the great defect is that he is 
unreal and untrue to boy life. Such boys 
no doubt exist, but they do not convert other 
boys and send them to head-masters to ex
perience a religious revival, because most 
boys are natural and not artificial. The 
demon of respectability conjoined with the 
then prevailing fashion of "muscular Chris
tianity" took this means of marring an 
otherwise excellent book. 

The boys whom I knew closely resem
bled Tom Brown and Harry East before 
they held their camp-meetings with Dr. Ar
nold. They were as a rule the reverse of 
timid; they fought a good deal among them
selves and with others; they learned their 
lessons after a fashion, some very well, 
some very ill; they had a portentous activ
ity in mischief which occupied much of 
their time; they had a large and ignorant 
curiosity as to sexual relations, not morbid, 
merely characteristic of the young animal; 
they all tried to smoke and were cured by 
being made violently sick, and they had a 
strict sense of honor according to their own 
strange code. They were in an odd way 
intensely conservative. Youth is radical 
and revolutionary, but the child is conserv
ative. It is not the conservatism of age 
which knows that changes are inevitable 
and instinctively bears and resists them. 
The child contemplates no change. He 
regards the arrangement of his little world 
as final and resents any other view. Hence 
his superstitions and his attachment to cer
tain seasons for certain games or sports. It 
is interesting to watch the child gradually 
outgrow these traits of the infancy of the 
race. The boys I knew loved secrets and 
useless mystery, and, as Stevenson says in 
"The Lantern Bearers," indulged in much 
"silly and indecent talk"; they were nat
ural idlers, like savages, and, like savages, 
they had a tendency to be cruel, which dis
appeared as they grew up and began to 
think. They were as a rule generous, and 
they were certainly improvident again un
til they began to think, for the absence of 
connected thought among boys, their in
ability, to put it more exactly, to think co
herently makes foresight impossible and 

again allies them with savages, who repre
sent the boyhood of the race. Boys, as I 
knew them—and I speak always of the 
average and of the majority—were adven
turous—an excellent quality—and would 
run huge risks for trivial objects, which was 
much less excellent. The boys whom I 
knew would habitually venture their necks 
climbing over the roofs of high houses or 
"shinning" up trees, in the one case for 
mischief, in the other for birds' eggs. They 
would run every sort of risk on the water 
or in it, or when the ice broke up in spring, 
just for mere excitement. They had an 
unbridled love of explosives, and few in
deed were those who had not burned them
selves more or less with gun-powder. I 
was personally very fortunate in this, for 
I think I was naturally cautious. Except 
for pitching out backward and head first 
from an express cart which I had not been 
invited to enter, and knocking myself sense
less on the stones of the gutter, and on an
other occasion burning all the skin off my 
hand with a train of gun-powder which I 
ignited with a view of imprinting my immor
tal initials on a window-sill, I came off un
scathed. Pain from accidents like these 
boys bear as a rule with savage stoicism, but 
their moral is much inferior to their physical 
courage. They shrink from going contrary 
to the public opinion of their own world, al
though they will defy that of their elders with 
a fine indifference. That all men are liars 
we know upon high if hasty authority, but 
although all boys entangle themselves in de
ceptions and do not always respect as they 
ought the division between meum and tuum, 
those whom I knew were as a rulef airly truth
ful, especially to each other, and a boy who 
broke his word was regarded with marked 
disfavor and contempt. They also resem
bled savages or peopl e of a low civilization in 
their destructiveness. They liked to destroy 
for the mere pleasure of destruction. A 
large part of the waking hours of my friends 
and myself was given up to mere mischief, 
from ringing door-bells and breaking win
dows and street-lamps to much more serious 
undertakings. We were in consequence 
anything but popular in the neighborhoods 
which we graced by our presence, and we 
went in constant fear of householders whom 
we had wantonly injured, and of police
men who, we thought, were on the lookout 
for us. I know that, like Mr. Swiveller, the 
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number of streets which were closed to me 
constantly increased, not as in his case on 
account of debts, but from the dread of just 
retribution at the hands of those whose prop
erty I had injured. 

Such were boys as I knew them, young 
heathens and little Gallios for the most part, 
but rarely hypocrites. If the outline I have 
drawn is not flattering, it is, I believe, at 
least correct, and these same boys by a 
large percentage turned out well and be
came honest men and useful citizens. I 
do not believe that they differed much from 
well-born, well-cared-for boys with the 
same race traditions anywhere else. They 
were at least pleasant to live with, if you 
were one of them, although I can conceive 
th at they migh t h ave often been a sore trial to 
those charged with their bringing up, as 
well as to other adult persons who had the 
misfortune to be their neighbors. If they 
were frequently harsh, or even cruel at 
times, to the timid or the weak, they had a 
wholesome dislike of the youthful prig—es
pecially if he was a religious prig—for they 
felt that such boys must be insincere and 
they drove them out from amongst them. 

Before I come to my next school I must 
tell of an incident which befell me at the 
end of my first decade, and as my life has 
been singularly destitute of adventures I 
may be excused for narrating this one. It 
is not a tale of adventure by flood and field, 
but of a crime of which I was an involun
tary and, as it proved, an important witness. 

In the summer of i860 I was as usual at 
Nahant, and among my playmates was a 
boy slightly younger than myself named 
Charles Allan ThorndikeRice. His father, 
Mr. Henry Rice, and his aunts, Mrs. Grant 
and Mrs. Guild, were all friends of my 
father and mother. They lived in summer 
with their mother, Mrs. Rice, and with the 
many children of the household I habitually 
played. The young Grants and Guilds I 
had always known. Allan Rice was a new 
acquaintance and much prized by me. To 
explain the situation I must first state some 
facts which were not known to me at the 
time. Mr. Henry Rice's marriage had 
been an unhappy one and he and his wife 
had recently been divorced. The courts 
had awarded the custody of the child to Mr. 
Rice. Mrs. Rice, who was a passionate and 
determined woman, was bent on gaining 
possession of her son and had already made 

an attempt to abduct him. Charlie Rice, 
as I called him, was always accompanied 
by a negro servant, a powerful man, named 
Jackson, which seemed to me odd, but 
which in the easy fashion of childhood I ac
cepted without question. As a matter of 
fact, the negro was armed and was there to 
protect the child. He was always with 
him except in the house or when the boy 
was at school. The only moment, there
fore, when it would be possible to abduct 
the child was when he was actually in 
school, which I suppose his father thought 
impossible, but which was just the occasion 
when the abduction was effected. 

The school in question was a small one, 
kept by a Mr. Fette, and lasted only for 
two or three hours in the morning. It was 
not considered necessary that I should go 
to school in summer, a deprivation which 
I bore with philosophy, but as most of my 
friends enjoyed this educational advantage 
I was in the habit of going to the school 
about noon and waiting at the door for 
them to come out. The school was held in 
a church, a building of the Greek temple 
type, with a Doric portico after the fashion 
of the first years of the nineteenth century, 
when classical buildings were much in 
vogue. So one fine summer morning I 
seated myself at the base of one of the afore
said columns to await the escape of my 
companions from their prison house, which 
was to occur in a few minutes. I was not a 
conspicuous figure in the landscape, but I 
was an idle and observant one. As I sat 
there, looking up and down the quiet and 
perfectly empty country road—for Nahant 
was a small place in those days and the 
great hotel, of which I have before spoken, 
had failed and was closed—My wandering 
attention was attracted by a buggy, rapidly 
driven, which passed the church and went 
on to the end of the road. There it turned 
and came back, turned again and repeated 
the same movement. My father was a 
lover and owner of horses and, as I shall ex
plain later, I had a fine natural taste for 
horses myself. The horse in this particular 
buggy caught my eye and I set him down as 
very handsome and very fast. 

Meanwhile I noticed another buggy 
which had stopped further down the road 
without coming to the church at all. From 
this second buggy two men alighted, walked 
up the street and stopped on the corner op-
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posite the church. Idly watching them I 
noticed that one was a smooth-faced, dark-
skinned young man with black hair and 
that the other was a stoutly built, older man, 
with reddish hair and beard. Just as I 
was looking at them the first buggy came 
back and drew up in front of the church 
close to where I was sitting. A large man 
with brown hair, mustache, and flowing 
whiskers of the style made famous by Lord 
Dundreary jumped out, the other two men 
crossed over and all three rushed into the 
church. In a moment, as it seemed to me, 
the large man with the whiskers came out 
with Allan Rice in his arms, put him into the 
buggy, drew the boot over him, and drove 
away at top speed. Another moment and 
the other two men ran out and up the street 
toward their buggy, with the school-master, 
his Newfoundland dog, the other boys, and 
myself all in hot pursuit. The men reached 
their buggy and got away before we could 
overtake them, and that was the last I saw 
of Allan Rice for nearly thirty years. His 
mother disguised him as a girl, and after 
some narrow escapes managed to reach 
Canada, and went thence to England, 
where young Rice was educated, going, I 
believe, to Oxford. As for me, I went home 
from the scene of action full of excitement and 
told all I had seen to my family, for it had 
naturally made a profound impression upon 
my little mind. That night as I was going 
to bed I heard voices outside the house, 
and listening attentively distinguished Mr. 
Rice saying something to my father which 
sounded like "Cabot knowing all about 
it." What this might portend I did not 
know, but I remember a slight feeling of 
anxiety similar to that most familiar sensa
tion which was wont to beset me when I 
thought that some scrape of mine was on 
the eve of discovery. Little did I realize 
what importance I had suddenly assumed, 
but the fact was that I was the only person 
who had got a good look at the large man 
and who was capable of identifying him, 
because the other two men, when they seized 
the school-master, had kept themselves be
tween him and the captor of the boy. 

Two or three days later I was taken to 
Boston by my father. We proceeded to 
the Charles Street Jail, where we met Mr. 
Rice and some detectives. I was told to 
walk round the whole range of cells, look 
into each and if I saw any one of the three 

men engaged in the abduction at Nahant, 
to point him out. I walked around as I 
was bidden, looking into some forty cells 
and some very evil faces. When I reached 
the last cell, number one, I stopped and 
said, "That is the man who took Charlie." 
As he had meantime shaved his head, mus
tache, and whiskers, the identification was 
unusually prompt and complete. The 
man's name was Nickerson. He was a 
livery-stable keeper, and he had been em
ployed by Mrs. Rice and her mother, who 
had become by a second marriage Mrs. 
Bourne, and who was a woman of large 
wealth, to kidnap the child. There was no 
telegraph from Nahant in those days, and 
no police, so that by driving straight to Bos
ton the kidnappers had four miles or half 
an hour's start. With great speed Boston 
could be reached over the road in a little 
more than an hour, although the distance 
was fifteen miles, but in this way the train 
and the delay at the Lynn station were 
avoided. Nickerson had taken a well-
known trotting horse which belonged to one 
of his customers and which was valued at 
twenty-five hundred dollars, a large sum in 
those days, and in this way he got the boy 
to Boston before the news reached any one 
capable of action. Incidentally he killed 
the horse by over-driving, and Mrs. Bourne 
I suppose paid for it. 

The reddish-haired man was named 
Smith and was a hack-driver in the employ 
of Nickerson. He was arrested and identi
fied by Mr. Fette, although I also subse
quently identified him in court. The third 
man was never caught. I remember being 
taken one day by the chief detective to a 
shop where rope and twine were sold. On 
the way he said: "Now you are my little 
boy. We are going to buy some kite string, 
and I want you to look well at the young 
man who sells it to us and tell me if you saw 
him at Nahant." I was delighted to buy 
kite string and carried out my share of the 
plot perfectly. The salesman was young, 
dark-haired, and smooth-faced, but he wras 
not the third man. I told my pretended 
father so as we walked off, the ball of kite 
string tight under my arm. He seemed 
disappointed, but I think it gave him con
fidence in my other identifications, as show
ing that I had a decided memory. The 
third man, as I have said, was never taken, 
and I have no doubt that he was Mrs. Rice 
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herself, for she was entirely reckless, and 
her presence was probably necessary to make 
sure that the right boy was picked up in 
the scramble. 

Then came the proceedings of the law. 
I went before a grand jury and told my 
story. There was a technical flaw in the 
indictment and I went before another grand 
jury and told it again. Then, nearly eigh
teen months after the kidnapping, the case 
came on for trial at Lawrence, one of the 
county seats of Essex County. Up to that 
time I had enjoyed myself hugely. I had 
been treated as a person of importance. I 
liked to go about with detectives and visit 
jails and buy kite string in an assumed 
character, and tell my story to a few grand 
jury men in a quiet, empty room, and then 
pocket witness fees which represented a 
large amount of wealth to me at that time. 
But when it came to facing a crowded 
court-room it was a different matter. My 
imagination had time to work, and as the 
day approached I became very nervous and 
thought that I should break down. My 
father was ill and could not go with me, but 
he promised me that if I told my story well, 
as I had told it to him, and behaved credit
ably on the witness-stand, he would give 
me a gold watch. Even this alluring pros
pect did not cheer me, and I went with my 
mother to Lawrence and sat trembling in 
the witness-room in a very doleful frame 
of mind. At last I was called, went out into 
the crowded court-room, took the stand, 
and was sworn. The scene rises vividly 
before me, for I seemed like a drowning 
man to see everything at once—Nickerson 
and Smith, whom I immediately recognized, 
judge and jury, counsel and spectators. It 
was a brilliant winter's day and the court
room seemed full of light and people. It 
was the first time that I noticed how differ
ently a crowd looks when you are one of 
the crowd, and when you are the object of 
the crowd's concentrated gaze. Mr. Ives, 
the district attorney, a very clever man, 
examined me in chief—that is, helet me tell 
my story, which I did honestly, I know, and 
clearly, I think, without either diminution 
or embroidery. I had a good memory, the 
facts to which I was to testify had made a 
sharp impression, and I had also told the 
tale many times. Mrs. Bourne (or Mrs. 
Rice) had employed strong counsel for the 
defence: Judge Abbott and Mr. Charles 

Blake, then a rising man at the Boston bar. 
Mr. Blake cross-examined me. He did not 
shake my story, for there was nothing that 
could be shaken, so he resorted to an old 
device to confuse me. He asked me where 
the second buggy stood. That I told him 
exactly. Then: "Was the curtain in the 
back up or down ? How far away was it ? 
Was it fifty yards? Was it seventy-five? 
Might it have been a hundred yards?" 
and so on. To all which I replied truth
fully: " I don't know." Suddenly I heard 
a deep voice on my left say: "Mr. Blake, 
I think that will do. It is perfectly evident 
that the boy is telling the truth." It was 
the judge—Judge Lord, very well known 
in his day, a man of sharp wit and rough 
tongue, called in capital cases a "hanging 
judge," respected but dreaded by the bar 
and afterward raised to the Supreme Bench 
of the State. He was a strong and able 
judge and a sound lawyer. He may have 
been rough with members of the bar, but 
he was very kind to me. At all events, he 
ended Mr. Blake and I left the stand. I 
had hardly reached the witness-room when 
I burst into tears, I was only eleven, and 
said: "Oh, I made a mistake; I must go 
back," and without waiting I rushed again 
into the court-room, where, regardless of 
everybody, I addressed the judge, whom 
I looked upon as my next friend, and said: 
" I made one mistake. May I correct i t?" 
"Certainly, my boy," said Judge Lord; 
" say anything you please." So I corrected 
the mistake, which I have entirely for
gotten—it was something quite trivial—and 
then left the court-room for the second time 
much elated. 

In due time I received my watch, an Eng
lish Frodsham with a hunting-case, which 
I began to wear when I was eighteen and 
have worn ever since, and which had my 
name and the date of the trial engraved on 
the inside. Mr. Rice also gave me a seal 
ring, so that I felt very proud of my perform
ance and very rich owing to my witness 
fees, which, as I have said, represented to 
me at that time untold wealth. Nickerson 
and Smith were convicted and got seven 
years apiece, which they avoided by jump
ing their heavy bail furnished by Mrs. 
Bourne and thoughtfully betaking them
selves to Canada. That I might have in
curred their hostility, for I was a fatal wit
ness, did not occur to me at the time, but 
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some years afterward, curiously enough, it 
came over me that they might return, the 
last thing they would or could have done, 
and take an exemplary revenge upon my 
precious person. This gave me some un
easy moments, especially at night just be
fore going to sleep. I suppose those two 
men never thought of me again, except as a 
bit of ill luck in their estimable careers. Of 
Allan Rice I shall have occasion to speak 
again when I reach the time at which we re
newed our acquaintance, although this little 
incident in his life and mine never formed 
the subject of our conversation. 

The court-room at Lawrence was my first 
appearance in public. I have faced many 
audiences since then but none which I have 
so dreaded, although I went through my 
ordeal perfectly well, and very few where 
my utterances were so efficient in immedi
ate results. It was my first and last ap
pearance as a witness in court. 

In 1861 I left Mr. Sullivan's and went to 
Mr. DixwelFs private Latin school, where I 
was to be prepared in due time for college. 
Mr. Dixwell had been head-master of the 
public Latin school, the famous and his
toric school founded in Boston at the very 
beginning of the Puritan settlement. He 
had left that position to establish a school 
of his own, in which undertaking he was very 
successful. For five years he was a very 
important figure in my daily life, and I re
member him well, both at that time and 
afterward. I regarded him then, of course, 
as a tribal enemy with whom there was 
necessarily perpetual war, but I am sure 
that I always respected him, which was by 
no means true of some of my other masters, 
both in school and college. Mr. Dixwell 
was a direct descendant of John Dixwell, 
the regicide, who sensibly took refuge in 
Connecticut when the estimable Charles II 
came to the throne. I have thought since, 
perhaps fancifully, that a certain stiffness 
and rigidity which were observable in my 
master, who was a good deal of a martinet 
and given to severe sarcasm at the expense 
of stupid or disorderly boys, may have been 
inherited from his conspicuously Puritan 
ancestor, who had passed sentence of death 
upon a king. But what I never doubted 
was that Mr. Dixwell was a thorough gen
tleman, albeit a rigorous one, and that he 
was also a scholar and an accomplished 
man. I can see him now, a slight, active 

figure, walking briskly into the school in the 
morning, always most carefully although 
quietly dressed, and then mounting the plat
form and calling the school to order in a 
clear, dry voice. I looked upon him with 
hostility owing to our official relations, but 
that hostility was tempered, as I have said, 
with respect and also with a little fear. He 
exercised, I am sure, a good influence upon 
me, for he had no patience with slovenli
ness of mind; he also taught well, as I 
found when I reached the top of the school 
and came under him. He was an espe
cially good critic and instructor in declama
tion, which occurred once a month, and was 
an exercise in which I began very badly and 
ended by doing very well, finally getting the 
highest marks, thanks to my master's min
istrations. I am sure that I write dispas
sionately of Mr. Dixwell, for I was never in 
favor with him, and indeed there was no 
reason why I should have been. The first 
year that I was in the school, mainly I think 
to gratify my father, I worked hard and 
came out first in my class and third in a 
school of over fifty boys. I found in an old 
school book belonging to my friend Sturgis 
Bigelow a list of the class at that time with 
appropriate comments appended to each 
name by some other youth. The com
ments were without exception unfavorable, 
and I was described as "A miserable little 
dig," an unfeigned tribute to my scholastic 
eminence which I soon ceased to deserve, 
for my high rank ended with that first year. 
I found that I could do " well enough " with 
very little effort, and as very little effort 
suited my tastes I stood " well enough " dur
ing the rest of my school years, but never 
again upon the high places, while on the 
conduct list in company with one or two 
other choice spirits I sank to the bottom, a 
pre-eminence which I readily maintained. 

I received the usual amount of what was 
then called education, and which was prob
ably quite as good as what is called educa
tion now. The old system was in force. We 
spent a great deal of time on the Latin and 
Greek grammars and mastered them thor
oughly. We learned to read and write 
Latin and to read Greek with reasonable 
ease, going as far as Virgil, Horace, and 
Cicero in the one and in the other as far as 
Felton's Greek Reader, which contained se
lections from nearly all the principal poets 
and prose writers of Greece. To show the 
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range of Felton's selections I will merely 
mention that when I was examined for ad
mission to Harvard I was called upon to 
construe the famous fragment of Simonides 
describing Danae in the chest. In addi
tion to the classics we were drilled in alge
bra and plane geometry, were given a smat
tering of French and a course in Greek and 
Roman history. That we should learn any
thing of modern history or of the history of 
our own country was thought quite needless. 

All those dreary hours spent over the 
Latin and Greek grammars seem now a 
waste of time, and yet as mere drilling they 
were, I think, as good as anything else and 
gave at least a solid foundation upon which 
to build a knowledge of the classics if the re
cipient were so inclined. Sturgis Bigelow 
said to me not long ago: "After all, we were 
pretty well educated. We learned to swim 
and ride, to box and fence and handle a 
boat." As a commentary upon our educa
tion nothing could be better. We really 
learned "to swim and ride, to box and 
fence and handle a boat," quite apart from 
school, and they were all things well worth 
learning. We also made many enduring 
friendships in the school which went on 
through life. William Lawrence, now 
Bishop of Massachusetts, I had known be
fore, but at Mr. Dixwell's school we were to 
sit side by side for six years, as we did later 
for four more years in college. It would 
take too long to name the many others 
above and below me in the school whom I 
first knew then and with whom I became 
intimate. It is more interesting to try at 
least to give an account of what Gyas and 
Cloanthus did than simply to catalogue the 
fact that they existed and were strong. 

Bigelow's description of our education 
was in the main correct; it was largely phys
ical and very enjoyable. We all swam at an 
early age and at Nahant we passed most of 
our time in the water or on it, for we also at 
an early age learned to row and to sail a 
boat. I do not remember the exact time 
when I first had a sail-boat, but it must have 
been when I was about thirteen years old, 
and I had a boatman who went with me 
and taught me and from whose guardian
ship I was as a matter of course eager to es
cape. One day Frank Chadwick and I 
were out with him and he, wishing to go 
ashore, tied the boat up at the wharf and 
departed, after making us promise to wait 

just where we were. The promise broke 
as soon as the boatman was out of sight and 
we cast off and began tacking back and 
forth in the bay. While thus pleasantly 
and happily engaged to our own complete 
satisfaction a big New York yacht, The 
Idler, came in, and as she was running wing 
and wing, her great sails took all the wind 
out of our little one just as we were crossing 
her course. We lost steerage way and The 
Idler saw us too late to sheer off. We be
held Fate rushing upon us, knew not what 
to do and did nothing. I saw a gentleman 
whom I knew, Mr. William Otis, run up to 
the bow of The Idler. He recognized us 
and called out " Jump overboard!" Hav
ing no views of my own, over I went and 
Chadwick after me, our little boat being 
swept aside by the yacht and not seriously 
injured. I remember a bad moment before 
I rose to the surface, when it flashed over 
me that I might come up under the yacht, 
but in an instant I had my head out of water 
and saw the big black hull gliding by and 
then I was quite at ease. We paddled 
about and were picked up in a few minutes, 
and I remember Mr. Otis saying that he 
had alarmed the people on the yacht when 
he told us to jump overboard, but that he 
knew very well that in the water we should 
be quite safe. I and my friends soon 
learned to sail a boat very competently and 
later I became the owner of a little sloop 
upon which I passed many hours every 
summer until I left college. 

We boys in those days went also much 
into the country, for there was real country 
then within easy reach of Boston, and we 
gave much time to walks and expeditions 
of various sorts, often, I am sorry to say, in 
pursuit of birds' eggs, to which we were 
wont to devote our Saturdays and holidays. 
Then later we went shooting on the cape 
and elsewhere and some of us, like Bigelow 
and Chadwick, became capital shots, which 
I never did, although I gave a great deal of 
time to both the shot-gun and the rifle. 
These weapons were put into our hands 
very early, as it seems to me, and I rather 
think through the influence of Dr. Bigelow. 

Altogether, as I look back upon it I think 
that we had a great deal of vigorous out
door life, which is better than many forms 
of education. We also played all games 
assiduously, foot-ball, base-ball, hockey, 
and the rest, varied in winter by coasting, 



skating, and savage snow-ball fights on the 
Common with boys from the South End and 
the back of Beacon Hill, whom we called 
"muckers," and who usually defeated us 
owing purely to superior numbers, as I have 
always religiously believed. I was never 
very apt or successful at these games and 
sports except steering a double runner 
which I had built and planned myself and 
which I managed with skill, but I engaged 
in them all with the utmost energy, and 
that, after all, is the really important thing. 
The value of athletic sports is not what they 
bring to the nines and elevens and eights 
who are pictured and advertised in the 
newspapers. Indeed, to the champions I 
am inclined to think that they are often 
harmful, both from the physical strain and 
from the fleeting notoriety. The true value 
of athletic sports is to the average boy like 
myself, who never comes to any distinction, 
but who in this way learns to like rough-
and-tumble games and to be fond of vig
orous and wholesome exercise and of out
door life. 

I have left to the last the form of out
door sport which I liked best at the begin
ning and which has been my friend and my 
enjoyment all through my life, and that is 
riding. My father owned and drove fast 
trotting horses and also rode regularly with 
my sister, so that we always had a stable 
full of horses of various kinds. As far back 
as I can remember I used to be put on the 
back of one of my father's or sister's horses 
and allowed to ride them round the yard 
at Nahant. Then came riding lessons in 
Boston under the instruction of Mr. Thuolt, 
a follower of Kossuth, a living and very ro
bust reminder of the nearness of the great 
year of 1848. He was a Hungarian and 
had served in the Austrian cavalry, a tall, 
large, fine-looking man, very kind to small 
boys. He also gave us lessons in the broad
sword, and I kept for a long time the 
wooden representative of that weapon with 
which I used to practise the cuts and passes. 

At last, in 1861, my father gave me a 
horse of my own. He was a small horse, 
as big as a polo pony, of pure Morgan stock, 
the famous Vermont strain, very hand
some, very spirited, very fast in all gaits, 
very intelligent. He learned to know me 
as i'f he had been a dog, and would do any
thing I asked of him. I was, as I have 
said, fond of fire-arms and I trained " P i p " 

—he was named Pip because my father said 
I had such " Great Expectations" of him— 
to stand so that I could fire a pistol from 
his back, which not only satisfied my sense 
of the general fitness of things, as derived 
from Mayne Reid, but also enabled me on 
one occasion to kill a dangerous dog which 
used to spring out at me on a certain coun
try road. I cannot resist saying as much as 
this about one of the best and best-loved 
friends of my boyhood. I rode him for 
many years, and when I outgrew him drove 
him in a light wagon. He lived to a ripe 
age; he was never "sick or sorry" for a 
day, so far as I remember, and he never re
fused a fence or declined to go anywhere 
when I asked him, either to take a jump or 
to follow me. 

The epoch-making summer when Pip 
was presented to me was also marked by 
the fact that we passed it at Newport in
stead of at Nahant. I think my father had 
an idea of buying a house there and wanted 
to try the place for a summer. But that 
which makes Newport in 1861 truly mem
orable to me is that I really learned to 
ride there, for when I had got a firm seat, 
Parker, our English coachman, put up some 
bars in the lane behind our house and 
taught me to jump, for which I have always 
held him in grateful remembrance. New
port itself was not to my taste at that time. 
Its character and its life were much the 
same then as now, but the scale of living 
was far more modest. The great houses 
and small palaces of the Newport of to-day 
had then no existence, although there were 
some handsome villas, the most considera
ble being that of Mr. Bareda, the Peru
vian minister, which, with its terrace, excited 
my youthful admiration. Bellevue Avenue 
was not yet entirely built up. Bateman's 
Point was reached by a long country drive 
among outlying farms destitute of houses, 
and everything else was proportionate. 
The bathing was the same as now, the gay-
ety, the society, the "dull, mechanic pacing 
to and fro" which was called driving on the 
avenue, were all much as they are at the 
present time. There was a great deal of 
fine dressing, an abundance of handsome 
horses and carriages from four-in-hands 
down, and all the paraphernalia which have 
since been developed to such an amazing 
degree. But if the scale was smaller in 
those days there was, I believe, better taste 
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and less vulgarity and ostentation than is 
seen there to-day. The large hotels with 
which every American watering-place has 
begun its career were not yet extinct. The 
Ocean House, the Fillmore, and The Craw
ford were still in active existence, but the 
Atlantic House was used for midshipmen, as 
owing to the war the Academy had been 
transferred from Annapolis to Newport. I 
think the Atlantic House had been converted 
to this use at that time, but I may have con
fused it with 1864, when I was again in New
port, where the Academy had then been es
tablished for some years. 

How my family enjoyed their summer 
there I do not know, but I regarded New
port with great disfavor. I missed my 
friends, I disliked the artificial life, I pre
ferred the rocks of Nahant and deep water 
to swimming in bathing clothes from a flat 
beach. I found some compensation in 
catching blue-fish and in sailing about the 
harbor, but the alleviation was slight. It 
was, therefore, with joy that I returned to 
Boston, especially as the vacation was not 
quite over and I was able to go to Nahant 
for a few days' stay at our gardener's house, 
which I particularly liked to do, and pass 
my days with Chadwick. While I was 
there, on the night of September n , the 
huge wooden barracks of a hotel with which 
Mr. Paran Stevens had intended to convert 
Nahant into a fashionable watering-place 
took fire and burned to the ground. A very 
splendid fire it was, seen far up and down 
the coast and by distant vessels out at sea 
as it blazed up on its lonely promontory. I 
say politely "took fire," but the hotel had 
been wholly unoccupied for some weeks and 
I fear it may be said, as General Butler re
marked of the baking machinery, " I t was 
a failure and of course it burned." The 
hotel had failed utterly, and Mr. Paran 
Stevens, as Bishop Clark of Rhode Island 
said to me years afterward, " Got out 
in what is civilly called an adroit manner," 
leaving his partners with the property and 
the debts. After the fire the estate came 
on the market and my father made an at
tempt to induce some of his friends in Na
hant to join in buying it in order to rebuild 
the old small hotel. The attempt came to 
nothing because in that war-time nobody 
wished to buy Nahant land, so my father 
bought it himself, gave up all idea of going 
to Newport, and began to prepare the place 

for his own house. He did not live to carry 
out his plans, but in later years my sister 
and myself built our houses there, left our 
old villa which belonged to my grandfather, 
and have lived at East Point ever since. 

My account of sports and outdoor life has 
led me to Newport and back to the Nahant 
hotel fire, but I would not have it supposed, 
as I wish to give all the influences which 
were at work on my life, that I had no other 
occupation than sports and athletics, sup
plemented by general mischief and destruc-
tiveness in my idler moments. 

There was, in the first place, one occu
pation neither athletic nor physical in its 
nature from which I derived much excite
ment, a great deal of amusement, and, I 
venture to think, some real information and 
instruction. This was going to the theatre, 
for which, as it happened, I came by acci
dent to have unusual opportunities. The 
first time I was ever taken to the theatre 
was to see the pantomime and ballet of 
"Cinderella." I remember the scene of 
the kitchen and the child by the fire; then 
the pumpkin turning into a coach and then 
nothing more. I was told long afterward 
that at that point I fell heavily asleep and 
in that condition was carried home and put 
to bed. But after this first broken recol
lection, the time of which I cannot fix defi
nitely, theatrical memories grow very nu
merous. Those which fill the largest space 
are, of course, the Ravels, the famous 
brothers, fpur at first and then gradually 
dwindling as each retired until only one re
mained. The rope-dancing and tumbling, 
the athletic feats and the ballets, which 
formed part of the performances, were like 
everybody else's, and although they filled 
my childhood with wonder, I have seen all 
these things done a thousand times and 
done much better and with greater difficul
ties and larger risks. But the Ravels them
selves in their pantomimes I have never 
seen equalled, and I have watched such 
performances carefully in many places. 
Their agility, their humor, their dumb show 
were not only perfect in themselves but of 
extraordinary dramatic quality. Any one 
who recalls Francois or Gabriel in "Pon-
go" or "Jocko," the "Wonderful Apes," 
will understand what I mean, for in those 
impersonations it was not the feats of dex
terity and agility which they performed, but 
the acting which impressed one most. An-
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toine Ravel was the best and most comic 
clown I have ever seen, and I have seen 
many. All his fun, too, was in pantomime, 
so that he had to amuse his audience solely 
by action and play of feature without the 
aid of the aged and often coarse and clumsy 
jokes of the clown of the circus ring. In 
the "Magic Trumpet" and the "White 
Knight" he was especially effective, but I 
also remember being thrilled by the excit
ing scenes of "Bianco," by "Raoul or the 
Magic Star," by "Robert Macaire," and 
" Mazulm or the Night Owl," all long since 
vanished from every stage. 

The first serious play I ever saw was 
" Julius Caesar." My grandfather took me 
to see it at the Howard Athenaeum, because 
he said that I ought to see that play when 
given by such a company. I was very 
young at the time, but I enjoyed it all hugely 
and was deeply stirred. It was indeed a re
markable cast. E. L. Davenport, a first-
rate actor of the old school, was Brutus, 
Edwin Booth was Cassius, Lawrence Bar
rett was Mark Antony, and John McCul-
lough was Caesar. They were all young 
men except Davenport, and all rose to the 
first rank, Booth, of course, being the great
est and even then the star. I did not fall 
asleep that afternoon, and every part of 
that performance is as vivid to me as if it 
were yesterday. I have seen the play many 
times since, but I doubt if I have ever seen 
it given better than on that first occasion. 
Brutus and Cassius, of course, impressed 
me most, but I have never forgotten An
tony in a green toga delivering the great 
oration. How well Barrett did it I do not 
know, but I remember that it made me 
eager to join the Roman mob and avenge 
the death of Caesar on the spot. 

My father and grandfather took me to 
see the Ravels and "Shakespeare," but 
having thus acquired a taste for the theatre 
I soon began to gratify it independently. 
Those were the days of stock companies, 
of standard plays, and of changing bills. 
"Long runs" had not yet become predomi
nant and the stage was not then filled, as it 
is to-day, with comic operas of various de
grees of inanity, with variety shows and ex
hibitions of chorus girls' figures and dresses, 
or of the absence of both. The Boston 
Museum had an excellent stock company, 
the chief figure in which was William War
ren, a comedian of the best school and high-
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est order. He was greatest in high comedy 
but he was also admirable in farces, and 
many a one by Morton, whose debt to La-
biche I did not then realize, have I seen him 
give. I must not, however, confuse early 
recollections with later ones of a time when 
I was better able to appreciate Warren's 
delightful art. What I preferred in those 
early days was melodrama. I discovered 
that a seat in the gallery cost only twelve 
and one-half cents, or nine pence as it was 
called at that time, and many a Wednesday 
or Saturday afternoon, in company with 
Frank Jackson or Russell Sullivan, whose 
fondness for the drama corresponded with 
mine, did I betake myself to the somewhat 
heated atmosphere of the upper regions of 
the Museum and revel in the performance 
of " Jeanie Deans" or the " Colleen Bawn." 
Those happen to be plays which recur to 
me most vividly, although I do not know 
exactly why it should be so. In thinking 
of the former I still feel a thrill when I re
call the scene of the heath or that in which 
Jeanie meets Queen Caroline. Perhaps 
my affection for Scott made the play clearer 
to me. As to the "Colleen Bawn," we 
were so taken by it that Russell Sullivan 
and I rigged up some scenery in my play
room and there gave an abbreviated version 
of Mr. Boucicault's work, consisting chiefly 
of the attempted drowning of the Colleen 
Bawn and her rescue by Myles na Coppa-
leen, or "Myles of the Ponies," as the play
bill carefully informed those who were so 
unfortunate as to be unfamiliar with the 
Irish language. In this performance Rus
sell Sullivan, destined to write for the stage 
more than one successful play, took the part 
of the Colleen and I played that of Myles. 
Who was induced to take the necessary 
part of the villain, Danny Mann, I do not 
recall, but nothing less than the hero satis
fied me, and as the proprietor of the theatre 
I laid claim to it. The audiences I think 
were small, consisting of a few other boys 
and friendly servants, but I am sure that 
the drowning and rescue with the plunge of 
Myles into the water, represented by par
allel strips of paper of proper color as on the 
stage, gave great satisfaction to the per
formers, if to no one else. 

I have indeed very tender recollections 
of the old Museum as the source of many 
pleasures. It had beside the theatre, a real 
museum filled with all sorts of curiosities, 
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strange pictures, and oddities of every kind 
brought chiefly from Polynesia and Africa. 
The museum part served to soothe the sus
ceptibilities of persons from the country 
who thought it wrong to go to a theatre but 
not to a museum. If a theatrical perform
ance happened to be part of a museum 
these worthy people could under that condi
tion witness it without endangering their 
spiritual or moral welfare. All along the 
front of the museum building ran three or 
four rows of lights, gas-burners in white 
globes, and thus illuminated it seemed to 
me a place of splendor and enchantment, 
full of a vast promise of strange and mys
terious delights. When the building was 
torn down a few years since I felt a real 
pang at the disappearance of those lights, 
for I knew that no others existed or ever 
would exist which could give me the same 
sensations or awaken the same fascinating 
associations. Just before the final disap
pearance of the building I noticed one day, 
as I was passing by, the red flag of the auc
tioneer. I dropped in and found that the 
old properties of the theatre were being 
sold. It was a strange collection: worn-out 
dresses of velvet and tinsel in which cour
tiers had once strutted in brief and gas-lit 
brilliancy, musty costumes of peasants, old 
guns, halberds, drums, and all the panoply of 
mock war, pasteboard goblets from which 
the gilding had dropped away, a strange 
and motley collection, sordid, worn, dirty, 
valueless. I thought how often these mel
ancholy relics must in their day have daz
zled and deceived my eyes, and I confess I 
turned away with sad reflections in my 
heart and a wish that I had for a moment 
the gift of Charles Lamb so that I might 
have done justice to all these poor old gew
gaws, dusty and decayed, lying there in the 
harsh, unsparing light of day, and to the 
tender sentiment, the pleasant memories 
which they inspired in at least one of those 
who were idly looking at them in the hour 
when they were despised and rejected of 
men. 

Let me not forget here another species of 
performance far removed from the legiti
mate drama in which I took an almost 
equal interest. This was the negro min
strel show, for that was the heyday of negro 
minstrels. They had regular and perma
nent establishments in all the large cities. 
The one in Boston was that of Morris 

Brothers, Pell and Trowbridge, and many 
an hour have I passed in their intellectual 
society to the great detriment of my lim
ited pocket money. "Billy" Morris, the 
" bones " I think, was one of the well-known 
figures of Boston. He was a tall man with 
the largest black mustache I ever saw on a 
human being. He dressed in the most re
splendent manner, with a huge diamond 
cluster pin in his shirt-front, and I used to 
stare at him, when I passed him in the 
street, with no little interest and admira
tion. He was most gorgeous and conspic
uous in winter. Sleighing when good was 
one of the favorite winter amusements of 
Boston, and there was a great deal of racing 
on the old Brighton Road, where some very 
fast trotting was indulged in. That road 
on a good day was one of the sights of the 
town, and we boys used often to go there 
either legally in a family sleigh or on foot, 
or quite illegally by "cutting on behind" 
the sleighs of other people. All the sport
ing men and owners of fast horses were 
there to be seen, but none was so brilliant 
as "Billy" Morris in black furs driving a 
very fast horse and with his great mustache, 
which looked like part of the furs, visible 
from a long distance. 

All that I have thus far written of my early 
theatrical experiences relates to the period 
preceding that supposed to be covered by 
this chapter, and it was also before i860 
that an event happened which gave me the 
unusual opportunity of which I spoke at the 
outset. The Boston Theatre was built in 
1853-54 by a company composed wholly, 
I think, of gentlemen who desired to have 
a suitable place for operas, for which noth
ing then existed. The return to the share
holders on their investment was to be in the 
form of seats, as is the case with many 
opera-houses. The subscribers carried out 
their project on the most generous scale 
and built one of the largest theatres in the 
world, one that seated over three thousand 
people and had a really superb stage ex
ceeding in width and depth, I believe, any 
then existing. The theatre was also amply 
provided with lobbies and foyers and pos
sessed two large exits on a level with the 
street. The acoustic properties were per
fect. The proprietors, knowing that it would 
have to be both theatre and opera-house, 
built it without boxes so as to save space. 
The new theatre was, in fact, everything that 
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it should have been, but it did not succeed. 
Boston could only support grand opera for 
a few weeks even at the comparatively 
modest prices of those days, and for a stock 
company, which, after the prevailing fashion, 
was to occupy it for the rest of the time, it 
was far too large and could not be filled 
by them sufficiently to pay. At all events, 
whatever the reason, the theatre began to 
fall into financial difficulties. In this state 
of affairs my father was chosen president 
of the board of directors, and although, 
like every one else, he only owned a few 
shares, and although he was already bur
dened with too many heavy business cares, 
he threw himself into the work with his 
wonted zeal and energy. 

His theory was that the only way to make 
the theatre self-sustaining was to let it 
out to the travelling companies for a few 
weeks at a time, and especially to those 
which produced pantomimes, melodramas, 
or spectacles requiring a large stage. In 
this way he thought that the theatre could 
be maintained at the minimum of expense 
and with an assurance of a constant variety 
which would fill the house. Like most in
novations, there was an anxious period at 
the outset, but some time before he died the 
theatre was paying, and the same system 
pursued under subsequent ownership has 
made it very profitable down to the present 
time. 

My father's thus taking control of the 
theatre not only gave me free entrance to all 
performances and to the directors' box, but 
enabled me to extend my operations to all 
parts of the theatre. Together with my 
friend, Sturgis Bigelow, who had tastes in 
this respect just like my own, I quickly es
tablished close alliances with all the em
ployees of the theatre and especially with 
the keeper of the stage-door and the prop
erty-man, so that we were soon as familiar 
behind the scenes as in front of the curtain. 
One of the companies most popular at that 
period was a hybrid organization which 
combined circus and drama—drama of a 
large, scenic, and spectacular kind in which 
horses played a conspicuous part. The 
performance opened with a regular circus, 
for the stage was large enough to accommo
date a ring, and then followed the play. 
The two plays I remember best were the 
"Cataract of the Ganges," which culmi
nated in the heroine's escape from the 

wicked priests by way of the falls, down 
which real water flowed and which nature 
had arranged with low steps so that an edu
cated horse could gallop up them. The 
other play was "Tippoo Sahib," a thrilling 
presentation of the criminal career of that 
monarch, with live elephants in the proces
sion, and the final capture of his stronghold 
by a charge of cavalry after the manner of 
Lord Peterborough's famous exploit in 
Spain, only more exact and realistic. These 
dramatic works I witnessed many times, 
but the occasion I remember best was when 
Bigelow and I hid ourselves behind the 
canvas statue of some Indian god and wit
nessed the scene in the cave from that point 
of vantage, peeping out around the edges of 
the flat deity to look at the audience. 

We also profited by our opportunities not 
only in wandering behind the scenes, ex
amining the stage machinery and learning 
to make thunder and red fire, but by seeing 
some excellent plays and some good acting. 
There was an independent company formed 
at that period (it lasted only two or three 
years, I think) by some of the best actors of 
the day, who divided the profits among 
themselves and were not engaged or con
trolled by any manager. Among them 
were John Gilbert and Mark Smith, Thom
as Placide, John Owens, William Wheat-
leigh, who played the heroes, Mrs. Bar
row, and others. They were all good and 
brought out all the old comedies with an 
evenness of excellence which is rare. I 
then saw not only the "School for Scan
dal," "The Rivals," and "She Stoops to 
Conquer," which may still be seen at inter
vals, but many others like "Speed the 
Plough," "The Heir at Law," "The Game
ster," and "Wild Oats," which, I am sorry 
to say, seem to have disappeared entirely. 
They also gave "A New Way to Pay Old 
Debts," and Davenport played Sir Giles 
Overreach better than any one I have seen 
except Booth, and quite as well as Booth. It 
was a good bit of education to have seen all 
these old comedies well given before their 
final departure from the stage, for they 
possessed literary as well as dramatic merit, 
and literature is more marked now by its 
absence than by its presence in current 
plays. 

At a somewhat later time WTieatleigh re
turned and brought out the first part of 
"Henry IV," with himself as Prince Hal 
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and Hackett as Falstaff—the best Falstaff 
of the day. I remember few plays which 
interested me more as a boy, and I wish it 
were played oftener. It connects itself in 
my mind also with the excitement of the war
time. On every bill and poster announ
cing the play were printed the King's words 
after the fight at Shrewsbury: 

"Rebellion in the land shall lose his sway, 
Meeting the check of such another day. 
And since this business so fair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won." 

When delivered on the stage these lines 
were greeted with rounds of applause, and 
in the same way the audiences would re
ceive with cheers and shouts the King's 
fierce utterance in "Richard I I I " : 

"Cold friends to me! 
What do they in the north, 
When they should serve their sovereign in the 

west ?' ' 

It was at that time I saw Forrest in "Met-
amora." He impressed me deeply as the 
noble savage, and I did not mind his rant 
or his marked mannerisms. He was a very 
striking-looking man, large, powerful, with a 
voice of great depth and compass. His 
faults were obvious enough, in fact every
thing about him was obvious, and he was 
generally condemned by my elders, to whose 
opinion I deferred and from whom I con
cealed my admiration for the chief of the 
Wampanoags. But when I saw him in 
later years, although he was then an old 
man, I saw that despite his ranting and his 
crudity, due to lack of training, he was a 
really great actor of unusual force and power. 
Altogether these remembrances of the stage 
are among the pleasantest and most vivid of 
my boyhood, and I am glad that I had such 
large opportunities in that direction. 

There was also one incident, not theat
rical, connected with the Boston Theatre 
which interested me greatly at tlie time. It 
was in that theatre that the ball was given 
to the Prince of Wales when he came to 
Boston, and my father being president of 
the board of directors and responsible for 
the building, was, of course, most anx
ious that all should go well. He went early 
to see that everything was right, so that I 
saw the theatre and all the decorations be
fore any one arrived. It really looked very 
well I think, and it certainly seemed very 

splendid to my inexperienced eyes. The 
whole pit was floored over, making with the 
stage an immense ball-room, and the gal
leries were profusely decorated with flags 
and flowers. I was allowed to stay and see 
the entrance of the royal party and the open
ing of the ball by the prince, a fair-haired 
boy, who seemed to me altogether too sim
ple in appearance, for I had expected robes 
and crowns, the kings with whom I was ac
quainted on the stage and in books usually 
appearing either with those adornments or 
else in full armor. As I remember no more 
of the festivity than this I imagine that at 
that point I was sent home to bed. 

But theatres were not my only interest 
apart from sports and outdoor amusements. 
In common with many young gentlemen 
of my own age I exercised extraordinary 
diligence in getting through school with as 
little mental effort and as large an evasion 
of rules and discipline as possible, yet I did 
not leave my mind wholly unemployed. 
If a good fairy stood by my cradle she con
ferred upon me one gift which has been 
a great possession to me all my life and 
is even more precious as age begins to settle 
down. That gift was a love of books and 
of reading. It is a solitary habit, but it was 
a very fixed one with me and always in
dulged in without restriction when I was 
alone. I have already spoken of the de
light I experienced in reading the Waverley 
Novels when I was nine years old, and 
from that I proceeded to many other works, 
great and small. I read, of course, the cur
rent "boys' books" by Mayne Reid and 
Ballantyne, by Kingston and "Oliver Op
tic," and others to whom I am indebted for 
many happy hours. "Robinson Crusoe" 
and the "Swiss Family Robinson" I read 
over and over again, and prized them both 
equally I think, my literary judgment being 
still undeveloped. All fairy stories, from 
the "Arabian Nights" down, were read 
many times, and likewise Hawthorne's 
"Tanglewood Tales" and "Wonderbook," 
as well as Bulfinch's "Age of Chivalry" and 
"Age of Fable," from which four volumes I 
really gathered some knowledge of Greek 
mythology and of the Arthurian legend. 
Cooper I read thoroughly, as I did Scott, 
and did not then find him verbose and 
diffuse. Leatherstocking was of course one 
of my heroes. I read all of Dickens, and 
"David Copperfield" was one of my favor-



Some Early Memories 489 

ite books, that is the first part; the last part 
rather bored me except when it came to the 
death of Steerforth and to the downfall of 
Uriah and the triumph of Micawber. All 
of Marryat's books and Irving's "Tales of 
the Alhambra" and the " Chronicle of Wol-
fert's Roost" were very dear to me, but any
thing in the form of a story had for me an 
irresistible attraction. These books which 
I have mentioned were all permitted works, 
but I also managed to read surreptitiously 
"Jack Sheppard," by Ainsworth, who is 
described by the worthy Mr. Allibone as 
the "Tyburn Plutarch," and "Peregrine 
Pickle," old copies of which I found among 
some books at Nahant. 

Stories and fiction were not, however, all 
my reading, although they formed the sta
ple of it. My grandfather had a strong 
taste for travels and voyages, and among 
his books I read Mungo Park and Captain 
Reilly's narrative. He also bought all the 
new books of travel and exploration. Kane's 
"Expedition to the North Pole" excited 
great interest, and I well remember the 
talk about it and about his book. Living
stone's first volume also appeared about 
that time, as well as Gerard's "Lion Hunt
er" andBarth's "Travelsin Africa." The 
last is a formidable work—I still have it— 
but I read a good deal of it and much en
joyed the pictures, as I did still more those 
in Perry's "Expedition to Japan," which I 
looked over again and again. These early 
studies in the literature of African discovery 
caused me to take great interest in Du 
Chaillu's gorillas when his collection was 
exhibited in Boston not long after. There 
was at that time much doubt felt as to the 
veracity of his narrative and the genuine
ness of his collection, but the explorations 
of later years have fully confirmed and jus
tified all that he wrote, and show that the 
doubts expressed were as unjust as they 
were ill-founded. 

I loved ballads and Homeric poetry of 
any and every kind. I cannot say how 
many times I read Scott's poems, espe
cially "Marmion" and "The Lady of the 
Lake." I also read "Richard I I I " and 
parts of the other plays, as well as "Don 
Quixote," because I saw my father reading 
them so often, but "Richard" and "Don 
Quixote" I really liked and they took a 
strong hold on my imagination. My father 
and grandfather had a fairly large library, 

and I wandered about in it on rainy days 
looking into books, examining pictures 
when there were any, and reading wherever 
a passage caught my vagrant attention. I 
have always been grateful to Dr. Johnson 
for his defence of "desultory reading," and 
I think that most of the education which I 
picked up in those days I obtained from my 
own unaided efforts in that direction. One 
piece of really important reading I also ac
complished at that time and accomplished 
thoroughly, owing to an accident. To 
mitigate the rigors of compulsory attend
ance at church I made a treaty with my 
mother that if I sat quiet I might read the 
Bible instead of listening to the sermon. 
The treaty thus ratified was easily executed, 
for the high-backed pews of the old Brattle 
Street Church were well adapted both to 
concealment and to study. It was a fine 
old eighteenth-century church with a square 
tower, in which was imbedded a cannon-
ball said to have been fired and lodged 
there by the American batteries at the siege 
of Boston. The interior was in the classical 
style of Wren, much in vogue in the province 
in the days of Anne and the first Georges. 
A huge mahogany pulpit, the gift of John 
Hancock, towered up darkly in the centre 
of what would have been called the chan
cel in any other than a Puritan church. I 
remember well the occasion when the Rev
erend Cyrus Bartol, very small and thin, 
with a shrill voice, popped up one Sunday 
from the depths of the great pulpit, and 
with hardly more than his head show
ing over the edge, piped out his text: "Lo, 
it is I! Be not afraid." Most preachers, 
however, failed to give rise to such pleasant 
incidents, and most of the sermons (the 
church was then Unitarian) were long and 
serious, and although no doubt often able, 
were rather beyond the capacity and atten
tion of a boy. In this way, however, my 
biblical studies began, for I regret to say 
that, speaking frankly, the Bible was not a 
form of reading which I should have vol
untarily selected if it had not been so much 
better than sitting silent in uncomfortable 
restlessness while some one preached. In 
this way, at all events, I read the Bible 
thoroughly from beginning to end, "bating 
the Apocrypha," as a countryman said in 
some now forgotten story of my youth, 
which Apocrypha, lacking unfortunately in 
my edition, was, if I had only known it, the 
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repository of some of the best and most 
charming of the biblical stories. I have 
never quite understood why the books of 
the Apocrypha were not intrinsically as 
much entitled to a place among the ca
nonical books as many now found there. 
Much of the Bible naturally I did not then 
understand, much I found wearisome, but 
the historical books, full of fighting and 
of battle, murder, and sudden death, all 
the beautiful stories and the Four Gospels, 
the most beautiful of all, became to me a 
great delight. I do not know that my morals 
or my religious views were improved, as 
they no doubt should have been, by this 
course of reading, but I am certain that I 
became familiar with persons and stories 
which are part of the life and thought of our 
race, and that reading over and over again 
all that splendid English could not but have 
had some unconscious effect even upon a 
boy and may have bred in him a respect 
for the noble language which was perhaps 
his best inheritance. 

Such in outline, traced not for criticism 
or analysis, but merely as a picture of life 
at the time, were the occupations and 
amusements which made up existence for 
me in those days. But my first years at 
Mr. Dixwell's school were darkened by two 
sorrows which fell upon my family and 
brought sharply home to me the serious 
nature of life. In September, 1862, my 
father, worn out and broken down nervous
ly by too much work, too many cares, and 
too many responsibilities, died suddenly. 
The blow fell like a bolt of lightning. He 
joked with me as I ate my supper and then 
went up to his room, not feeling very well, 
and dropped dead. I can hear the mur
mur of the frightened servants, "Poor 
child!" as I made my way upstairs. I can 
see him in his coffin; I can recall my being 
sent to Mrs. Guild's house to be out of the 
way of all the dark necessities of such a 
time. I can see the crowded church at his 
funeral and all the poor people whom he 
had helped standing in the aisles. I was 
overwhelmed with grief and did not com
prehend what had happened. Not until 
long afterward did I know what a loss it 
had been to me at twelve years of age. 
Then I recovered with the elasticity of 
childhood, although I remained deeply con
scious of a great gap in my life. 

Two years later my grandfather died. 

He was nearly eighty-two, and his last two 
years were years of suffering. His mind 
remained perfectly clear; he was as kind 
and gentle as ever, he never complained, 
but he grew more silent and the end came 
peacefully. He was too old to have been 
as near to me as my father was, but I 
missed him greatly, and although I could 
not then put the thought into words, I 
knew that a very noble and gracious pres
ence had gone from my little world. 

The year after my father's death was 
made memorable to me by my first jour
ney. In 1863 we went to New York, a 
great event to me, and stayed there some 
time. We went to a hotel, now vanished, 
the Saint Nicholas. Far down town it 
would seem now, but although fashion was 
pushing up beyond Madison Square, it was 
not yet wholly in the business quarter, as 
the block which it largely occupied is to-day. 
Sturgis Bigelow happened to be there at the 
same time, and the two idle school-boys to
gether enjoyed themselves very well after 
their own fashion. We took full advan
tage of the opportunity for varied eating 
offered by a hotel on the "American plan," 
then nearly universal, and gorged ourselves 
on every possible occasion like young boa 
constrictors. We passed our days chiefly 
in wandering up and down Broadway, look
ing into the shops and also into a disgusting 
exhibition called "Kahn's Medical Muse
um," which I wonder should have been per
mitted to open its doors for the delectation 
of boys. We also went much to a more 
innocent place, Barnum's Museum, then 
situated where the Herald Building after
ward stood, on the corner of Broadway fac
ing the City Hall Park. We found our way 
to the Battery, at one end of the city, and to 
Central Park, then quite new, at the other. 
But our chief pleasure was the theatre, to 
which we were allowed to go in the evening, 
as there was no school necessitating early 
rising. 

Almost opposite our hotel was "Bryant's 
Minstrels," brilliant at night with the name 
in colored lights made by a series of small 
cups filled, I think, with oil. Some of 
these were always being blown out, but the 
general effect was very satisfying to our sim
ple tastes, and we frequented the perform
ances to which we were so radiantly invited. 
Just above our hotel, on the other side of 
Broadway, was Niblo's Garden, a famous 
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theatre in those days, and very far up town 
as it then seemed was "Wallack's," where 
was the best stock company in the country, 
headed by Lester Wallack himself, an ad
mirable actor, and where we saw some 
really good plays. 

The following summer we took another 
journey which seemed to me a very exten
sive one indeed. We went to Trenton 
Falls, now ruined by conversion into power, 
and thence to Niagara. At Trenton I had 
an adventure which nearly terminated my 
promising career. In company with a Mr. 
Rand I walked far up the river gorge above 
the principal falls. It was a beautiful walk 
by the side of the dark-brown, swift-rush
ing stream, but very hard going over the 
rocks, and we decided to climb up the side 
of the ravine along the steep cliffs, where 
we then were, and return to the hotel by 
the road above. Each of us started at a 
different point and proceeded to scramble 
up. I got nearly to the top very success
fully when the little ledge of rock or earth 
upon which I had put my foot suddenly gave 
way. It was a bad quarter of a minute, 

for below me was a sheer drop of consider
able height down to the rocks of the river. 
Luckily for me a small tree grew outward 
from the edge of the cliff just above me. 
I grasped it desperately with a sicken
ing doubt as to whether it would give way. 
Luckily it held as I hung to it with both 
hands, swinging over space, and then it 
was easy to draw my light weight up, get 
astride of it and scramble in to the top 
of the cliff. I was a badly frightened 
boy when I rolled over on the grass and 
looked down into the ravine below. My 
companion had had no difficulty. Boy 
like I had selected the shortest, most per
pendicular, and most dangerous route with a 
cheerful confidence in my powers of climb
ing anything and with no knowledge of 
the importance of footholds on the face 
of cliffs where rock gradually merges in 
earth. 

From Trenton we went to Niagara, 
which I explored thoroughly and enjoyed 
immensely, but I have read too many "first 
impressions" of the great fall to attempt to 
add my own. 

(To be continued.) 

R E S T 

By Maxwell Struthers Burt 

T H E hills call, the dew-glad morning hills, 
Above the dust and fever of the plain: 
Could I lay aside my yoke of old-time weariness; 
Could I take my staff and seek the hills again; 
The far hills where dawn is sweet with rain? 

After much thirst, much hungering, at nightfall, 
When the long way beyond my striving seems, 
Would there come suddenly the keen sweet breath of valleys, 
And, afar off, the sound of twilight streams, 
In quiet hills whose dusk is cool with dreams? 

The murmuring of rivers; and the wind; 
A starlit place of shadows, liquid, deep: 
Ah, and a night of infinite forgetting! 
Night of the calm great hills that vigil keep; 
The mother hills where weary men find sleep. 



THE HEART OF THE HILLS 
BY JOHN FOX, JR. 

X I X 

ASON drew the top bed in 
a bare-walled, bare-floored 
room with two other boys, 
as green and countrified as 
was he, and he took turns 
with them making up those 

beds, carrying water for the one tin basin, 
and sweeping up the floor with the broom 
that stood in the corner behind it. But 
even then the stark simplicity of his life 
was a luxury. His meals cost him three 
dollars a week, and that most serious item 
began to worry him, but not for long. 
Within two weeks he was meeting a part 
of that outlay by delivering the morning 
daily paper of the town. This meant get
ting up at half past three in the morning, 
after a sleep of five hours and a half, but if 
this should begin to wear on him, he 
would simply go earlier to bed. But there 
was no sign of wear and tear, for the boy 
was as tough as a bolt-proof black gum-tree 
back in the hills, his capacity for work 
was prodigious, and the early rising hour 
but lengthened the range of each day's 
activities. For Jason missed nothing and 
nothing missed him. His novitiate passed 
quickly, and while his fund for "break
age" was almost gone, he had, without 
knowing it, drawn no little attention to 
himself. He had wandered innocently into 
"Heaven"—the Seniors' Hall—a satanic 
offence for a Freshman, and he had been 
stretched over a chair, "strapped," and 
thrown out. But at dawn next morning 
he was waiting at the entrance and when 
four Seniors appeared he tackled them 
all valiantly. Three held him while the 
fourth went for a pair of scissors, for thus 
far Jason had escaped the tonsorial better
ment that had been inflicted on most of 
his classmates. The boy stood still, but 
in a relaxed moment of vigilance he tore 
loose just as the scissors appeared, and 
fled for the building opposite. There he 
turned with his back to the wall. 

"When I want my hair cut, I'll git my 
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mammy to do it or pay fer it myself," 
he said quietly, but his face was white. 
When they rushed on, he thrust his hand 
into his shirt and pulled it out with a 
mighty oath of helplessness—he had for
gotten his knife. They cut his hair, but it 
cost them two bloody noses and one black 
eye. At the flag-rush later he did not 
forget. The Sophomores had enticed the 
Freshmen into the gymnasium, stripped 
them of their clothes, and carried them 
away, whereat the Freshmen got into the 
locker-rooms of the girls, and a few mo
ments later rushed from the gymnasium in 
bloomers to find the Sophomores crowded 
about the base of the pole, one of them 
with an axe in his hand, and Jason at the 
top with his hand again in his shirt. 

"Chop away!" he was shouting, "but 
I'll git some o' ye when this pole comes 
down." Above the din rose John Burn-
ham's voice, stern and angry, calling 
Jason's name. The man with the axe had 
halted at the unmistakable sincerity of 
the boy's threat. 

"Jason," called Burnham again, for he 
knew what the boy meant, and the lad 
tossed knife and scabbard over the heads 
of the crowd to the grass, and slid down 
the pole. And in the fight that followed 
the mountain boy fought with a calm 
half-smiling ferocity that made the waver
ing Freshmen instinctively surge behind 
him as a leader, and the on-looking foot
ball coach quickly mark him for his own. 
Even at the first foot-ball "rally," where 
he learned the college yells, Jason had 
been singled out, for the mountaineer 
measures distance by the carry of his 
voice and with a "whoop an' a holler " the 
boy could cover a mile. Above the din, 
Jason's clear cry was, so to speak, like a 
cracker on the whip of the cheer, and the 
"yell-master," a swaying figure of frenzied 
enthusiasm, caught his eye in time, nodded 
approvingly, and saw in him a possible 
yell-leader for the Freshman class. After 
the rally the piano was rolled joyously to 
the centre of the gymnasium and a pale-
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faced lad began to thump it vigorously, 
much to Jason's disapproval, for he could 
not understand how a boy could, or would, 
play anything but a banjo or a fiddle. 
Then, with the accompaniment of a snare-
drum, there was a merry, informal dance, 
at which Jason and Mavis looked yearn
ingly on. And, as that night long ago 
in the mountains, Gray and Marjorie 
floated like feathers past them, and over 
Gray's shoulder the girl's eyes caught 
Jason's fixed on her, and Mavis's fixed on 
Gray; so on the next round she stopped 
a moment near them. 

" I 'm going to teach you to dance, 
Jason," she said, as though she were toss
ing a gauntlet to somebody, "and Gray 
can teach Mavis." 

"Sure," laughed Gray, and off they 
whirled again. 

The eyes of the two mountaineers met, 
and they might have been back in their 
childhood again, standing on the sunny 
river bank and waiting for Gray and Mar
jorie to pass, for what their tongues said 
then, their eyes said now: 

" I seed you a-lookin' at him." 
" 'Tain't so—I seed you a-lookin' at 

her." 
And it was true now as it was then, and 

then as now both knew it andbothflushed. 
Jason turned abruptly away, for he knew 
more of Mavis's secret than she of his, and 
it was partly for that reason that he had 
not yet opened his lips to her. He had 
seen no consciousness in Gray's face, he 
resented the fact, somehow, that there was 
none, and his lulled suspicions began to 
stir again within him. In Marjorie's face 
he had missed what Mavis had caught, a 
fleeting spirit of mischief, which stung 
the mountain girl with jealousy and a 
quick fierce desire to protect Jason, just 
as Jason, with the same motive, was mak
ing up his mind again to keep a close eye 
on Gray Pendleton. As for Marjorie, she, 
too, knew more of Mavis's secret than 
Mavis knew of hers, and of the [ four, 
indeed, she was by far the wisest. During 
the years that Jason was in the hills she 
had read as on an open page the mean
ing of the mountain girl's flush at any 
unexpected appearance of Gray, the dumb 
adoration for him in her dark eyes, and 
more than once, riding in the woods, she 
had come upon Mavis, seated at the foot 

of an oak, screened by a clump of elder 
bushes and patiently waiting, as Marjorie 
knew, to watch Gray gallop by. She even 
knew how unconsciously Gray had been 
drawn by all this toward Mavis, but she 
had not bothered her head to think how 
much he was drawn until just before the 
opening of the college year, for, from the 
other side of the hill, she, too, had wit
nessed the meeting in the lane that Jason 
had seen, and had wondered about it just 
as much, though she, too, had kept still. 
That the two boys knew so little, that the 
two girls knew so much, and that each girl 
resented the other's interest in her own 
cousin was merely a distinction of sex, 
as was the fact that matters would have 
to be made very clear before Jason or 
Gray could see and understand. And for 
them matters were to become clearer, at 
least—very soon. 

XX 

ALREADY the coach had asked Jason to 
try foot-ball, but the boy had kept away 
from the field, for the truth was he had but 
one suit of clothes and he couldn't afford 
to have them soiled and torn. Gray sus
pected this, and told the coach, who ex
plained to Jason that practice clothes 
would be furnished him, but still the boy 
did not come until one day when, out of 
curiosity, he wandered over to the field to 
see what the game was like. Soon his 
eyes brightened, his lips parted, and his 
face grew tense as the players swayed, 
clinched struggling, fell in a heap, and 
leaped to their feet again. And every
where he saw Gray's yellow head darting 
among them like a sun-ball, and he began 
to wonder if he could not outrun and out-
wrestle his old enemy. He began to fidget 
in his seat and presently he could stand it 
no longer, and he ran out into the field and 
touched the coach on the shoulder. 

"Can I git them clothes now?" 
The coach looked at his excited face, 

nodded with a smile, and pointed to the 
gymnasium, and Jason was off in a run. 

The matter was settled in the thrill and 
struggle of that one practice game, and 
right away Jason showed extraordinary 
aptitude, for he was quick, fleet, and 
strong, and the generalship and tactics of 
the game fascinated him from the start. 
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And when he discovered that the training 
table meant a savings-bank for him, he 
counted his money, gave up the morning 
papers without hesitation or doubt, and 
started in foi the team. Thus he and 
Gray were brought violently together on 
the field, for within two weeks Jason was 
on the second team, but the chasm be
tween them did not close. Gray treated 
the mountain boy with a sort of curt cour
tesy, and while Jason tackled him, fell 
upon him with a savage thrill, and some
times wanted to keep on tightening his 
wiry arms and throttling him, the moun
tain boy could discover no personal feeling 
whatever against him in return, and he 
was mystified. With the ingrained suspi
cion of the mountaineer toward an enemy, 
he supposed Gray had some cunning pur
pose. As captain, Gray had been bound, 
Jason knew, to put him on the second 
team, but as day after day went by and 
the magic word that he longed for went 
unsaid, the boy began to believe that the 
sinister purpose of Gray's concealment 
was, without evident prejudice, to keep 
him off the college team. The ball was 
about to be snapped back on Gray's side, 
and Gray had given him one careless, in
different glance over the bent backs of 
the guards, when Jason came to this con
clusion, and his heart began to pound with 
rage. There was the shock of bodies, the 
ball disappeared from his sight, he saw 
Gray's yellow head dart three times, each 
time a different way, and then it flashed 
down the side line with a clear field for 
the goal. With a bound Jason was after 
him, and he knew that even if Gray had 
wings, he would catch him. With a fly
ing leap he hurled himself on the speeding 
figure in front of him, he heard Gray's 
breath go out in a quick gasp under the 
fierce lock of his arms and, as they crashed 
to the ground, Jason for one savage mo
ment wanted to use his teeth on the back 
of the sunburned neck under him, but he 
sprang to his feet, fists clenched and ready 
for the fight. With another gasp Gray, 
too, sprang lightly up. 

"Good!" he said heartily. 
No mortal fist could have laid Jason 

quite so low as that one word. The 
coach's whistle blew and Gray added 
carelessly: "Come around, Hawn, to the 
training table to-night." 

No mortal command could have filled 
him with so much shame, and Jason stood 
stock-still and speechless. Then, fum
bling for an instant at his shirt collar as 
though he were choking, he walked swiftly 
away. As he passed the benches he saw 
Mavis and Marjorie, who had been watch
ing the practice. Apparently Mavis had 
started out into the field, and Marjorie, 
bewildered by her indignant outcry, had 
risen to follow her, and Jason, when he met 
the accusing fire of his cousin's eyes, knew 
that she alone, on the field, had under
stood it all, that she had started with the 
impulse of protecting Gray, and his shame 
went deeper still. He did not go to the 
training table that night, and the moon
light found him under the old willows 
wondering and brooding, as he had been 
—long and hard. Gray was too much for 
him, and the mountain boy had not been 
able to solve the mystery of the Blue Grass 
boy's power over his fellows, for the social 
complexity of things had unravelled very 
slowly for Jason. He saw that each 
county had brought its local patriotism to 
college and had its county club. There 
were too few students from the hills and a 
sectional club was forming, "The Moun
tain Club," and into that Jason naturally 
had gone; but broadly the students were 
divided into " f ra t " men and "non-frat" 
men, chiefly along social lines, and there 
were literary clubs of which the watch
word was merit and nothing else. And in 
all these sectional cliques from the Pur
chase, Pennyroyal and Peavine, as the 
western border of the State, the southern 
border, and the eastern border of hills were 
called; indeed, in all the sections except the 
Bear Grass, where was the largest town 
and where the greatest wealth of the State 
was concentrated, he found a wide-spread, 
sub-conscious, home-nursed resentment 
brought to that college against the lordly 
Blue Grass. And in the social life of the 
college he found that resentment rarely if 
ever voiced, but always tirelessly at work. 
He was not surprised then to discover that 
in the history of the college, Gray Pendle
ton was the first plainsman, the first aris
tocrat, who had ever been captain of the 
team and the president of his class. He 
began to understand now, for he could 
feel the tendrils of the boy's magnetic per
sonality enclosing even him, and by and 
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by he could stand it no longer, and 'he 
went to Gray. 

" I wanted to kill you that day." 
Gray smiled. 
" I knew it," he said quietly. 
"Then why " 
"We were playing foot-ball. Almost 

anybody can lose his head entirely—but 
you didn't. That 's why I didn't say 
anything to you afterward. That 's why 
you'll be captain of the team after I'm 
gone." 

Again Jason choked, and again he turned 
speechless away, and then and there was 
born within him an idolatry for Gray that 
was carefully locked in his own breast, for 
your mountaineer openly worships and 
then but shyly, the Almighty alone. Jason 
no longer wondered about the attitude of 
faculty and students of both sexes toward 
Gray, no longer at Mavis, but at Marjorie 
he kept on wondering mightily, for she 
alone seemed the one exception to the 
general rule. Like everybody else, Jason 
knew the parental purpose where those 
two1 were concerned, and he began to 
laugh at the daring presumptions of his 
own past dreams and to worship now only 
from afar. But he could not know the 
effect of that parental purpose on that 
wilful, high-strung young person, the 
pique that Gray's frank interest in Mavis 
brought to life within her, and he was not 
yet far enough along in the classics to 
suspect that Marjorie might weary of 
hearing Aristides called the Just. Nor 
could he know the spirit of coquetry that 
lurked deep behind her serious eyes, and 
was for that reason the more dangerously 
effective. 

He only began to notice one morn
ing, after the foot-ball incident, that Mar
jorie was beginning to notice him, that, 
worshipped now only on the horizon, 
his star seemed to be drawing a little 
nearer. A passing lecturer had told Ja
son much of himself and his people that 
morning. The mountain people, said 
the speaker, still lived like the pioneer 
forefathers of the rest of the State. In
deed they were "our contemporary an
cestors"; so that, sociologically speak
ing, Jason, young as he was, was the 
ancestor of all around him. The thought 
made him grin and, looking up, he caught 
the mischievous eyes of Marjorie, who 

later seemed to be waiting for him on the 
steps: 

" Good-morning, grandfather," she said 
demurely, and went rapidly on her way. 

XXI 

MEANWHILE that political storm was 
raging and Jason got at the heart of 
it through his morning paper and John 
Burnham. He knew that at home Re
publicans ran against Republicans for all 
offices, and now he learned that the moun
tains were the Gibraltar of that party, and 
that the line of its fortifications ran from 
the Big Sandy, three hundred miles by 
public roads, to the line of Tennessee. 
When free silver had shattered the Demo
cratic ranks three years before, the moun
taineers had leaped forth and unfurled the 
Republican flag over the State for the first 
time since the Civil War. Ballots were 
falsified—that was the Democratic cry, 
and that was the Democratic excuse for 
that election law that had been forced 
through the Senate, whipped through the 
lower house with the party lash, and 
passed over the veto of the governor by 
the bold, cool, crafty, silent autocrat. 
From bombastic orators Jason learned 
that a fair ballot was the bulwark of free
dom, that some God-given bill of rights 
had been smashed, and the very altar of 
liberty desecrated. And when John Burn-
ham explained how the autocrat's tri
umvirate could at will appoint and re
move officers of election, canvass returns, 
and certify and determine results, he 
could understand how the "atrocious 
measure," as the great editor of the State 
called it, "was a ready chariot to the 
governor's chair." And in that summer 
convention the spirit behind the measure 
had started for that goal in just that 
way, like a scythe-bearing chariot of an
cient days, but cutting down friend as 
well as foe. Straightway, Democrats long 
in line for honors, and gray in the coun
cils of the party, bolted; the rural press 
bolted; and Jason heard one bolter thus 
cry his fealty and his faithlessness: "As 
charged, I do stand ready to vote for a 
yellow dog, if he be the regular nominee, 
but lower than that you shall not drag 
me." 

The autocrat's retort was courteous. 
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"You have a brother in the peniten
tiary." 

" N o , " was the answer, "bu t your 
brothers have a brother who ought to be." 

The pulpit thundered. Half a million 
Kentuckians, "professing Christians and 
temperance advocates," repudiated the 
autocrat's claim to support. A new con
vention was the cry, and the wheel-horse 
of the party, an ex-Confederate, an ex-
governor, answered that cry. The lead
ership of the bolters he took as a "sacred 
duty"—took it with the gentle statement 
that the man who tampers with the rights 
of the humblest citizen was worse than the 
assassin, and should be streaked with a 
felon's stripes, and suffered to speak only 
through barred doors. From the same 
tongue Jason heard with puckered brow 
that the honored and honest yeomanry of 
the commonwealth, through coalition by 
judge and politician, would behoodwinked 
by the legerdemain of ballot-juggling ma
gicians; but he did understand when he 
heard this yeomanry called brave, adven
turous self-gods of creation, slow to anger, 
and patient with wrongs, but when once 
stirred, let the man who had done the 
wrong—beware! Long ago Jason had 
heard the Republican chieftain who was 
to be pitted against such a foe, character
ized as " a plain, unknown man, a hill
billy from the Pennyroyal, and the nom
inee because there was no opposition and 
no hope." But hope was running high 
now, and now with the aristocrat, the au
tocrat, and the plebeian from the Penny
royal—whose slogan was the repeal of 
the autocrat's law—the tricornered fight 
was on. 

On a hot day in the star-county of the 
star-district, the autocrat, like Caesar, had 
a fainting fit and left the Democrats, ex
plaining for the rest of the campaign that 
Republican eyes had seen a big dirk under 
his coat, and Jason never rested until with 
his own eyes he had seen the man who had 
begun to possess his brain like an evil 
dream. And he did see him and heard 
him defend his law as better than the old 
one, and declare that never again could 
the Democrats steal the State with moun
tain votes—heard him confidently leave to 
the common people to decide whether im
perialism should replace democracy, trusts 
destroy the business of man with man, and 

whether the big railroad of the State was 
the servant or the master of the people. 
He heard a senator from the national cap
ital, whose fortunes were linked with the 
autocrat's, declare that leader as the most 
maligned figure in American politics, and 
that he was without a blemish or vice on 
his private or public life, but, unlike Pon
tius Pilate, Jason never thought to ask 
himself what was truth, for in spite of the 
mountaineer's Blue Grass allies, the lad 
had come to believe that there was a 
State-conspiracy to rob his people of their 
rights. This man was the head and front 
of that conspiracy; while he spoke the 
boy's hatred grew with every word, and 
turned personal, so that at the close of the 
speech he moved near the autocrat with 
a fierce desire to fly at his throat then and 
there. He even caught one sweeping look 
—cool, fearless, insolent, scorning—the 
look the man had for his enemies—and 
Jason was left with swimming head and 
trembling knees. Then the great Ne-
braskan came, and Jason heard him tell 
the people to vote against him for Presi
dent if they pleased—but to stand by de
mocracy; and in his paper next morning 
Jason saw a cartoon of the autocrat driv
ing the great editor and the Nebraskan 
on a race-track, hitched together, but 
pulling like oxen apart. And through the 
whole campaign he heard the one Re
publican cry ringing like a bell through 
'the State: " Elect the ticket by a majority 
that can't be counted out." 

And thus the storm went on, the Re
publicans crying for a free ballot and a 
fair count, flaunting on a banner the pict
ure of a man stuffing a ballot-box and two 
men with shot-guns playfully interrupting 
the performance, and hammering into the 
head of the State that no man could be 
trusted with unlimited power over the 
suffrage of a free people. Any ex-Con
federate who was for the autocrat, any 
repentant bolter that swung away from 
the aristocrat, any negro that was against 
the man from the Pennyroyal, was lifted 
by the beneficiary to be looked on by the 
public eye. The autocrat would cut down 
Republican majority by contesting votes 
and throw the matter into the hands 
of the legislature—that was the Repub
lican prophecy and the Republican fear. 
Manufacturers, merchants, and ministers 
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pleaded for a fair election. An anti-auto
cratic grip became prevalent in the hills. 
TheHawns and Honeycutts sent word that 
they had buried the feud for a while and 
would fight like brothers for their rights, 
and from more than one mountain county 
came the homely threat that if those rights 
were denied, there would somewhere be 
"a mighty shovelin' of dirt." And so to 
the last minute the fight went on. 

The boy's head buzzed and ached with 
the multifarious interests that filled it, but 
for all that the autumn was all gold for 
him, and with both hands he gathered it 
in. Sometimes he would go home with 
Gray for Sunday. With Colonel Pendle
ton for master, he was initiated into exer
cises with dirk and fencing foil, for not 
yet was the boxing-glove considered meet 
by that still old-fashioned courtier, for 
the hand of a gentleman. Sometimes he 
would spend Sunday with John Burnham, 
and wander with him through the wonders 
of Morton Sander's great farm, and he 
listened to Burnham and the colonel talk 
politics and tobacco, and the old days, and 
the destructive changes that were subtly 
undermining the glories of those old days. 
In the tricornered foot-ball fight for the 
State championship, he had played one 
game with Central University and one 
with old Transylvania, and he had learned 
the joy of victory in one and in the other 
the heart-sickening depression of defeat. 
One never-to-be-forgotten night he had 
gone coon-hunting with Mavis and Mar-
jorie and Gray—riding slowly through 
shadowy woods, or recklessly galloping 
over the blue-grass fields, and again, as 
many times before, he felt his heart 
pounding with emotions that seemed al
most to make it burst. 

For Marjorie, child of sunlight, and 
Mavis, child of shadows, riding bare
headed together under the brilliant moon, 
were the twin spirits of the night, and that 
moon dimmed the eyes of both only as she 
dimmed the stars. He saw Mavis swerv
ing at every stop and every gallop to 
Gray's side, and always he found Marjorie 
somewhere near him. And only John 
Burnham understood it all, and he won
dered and smiled, and with the smile won
dered again. 

There had been no time for dancing 
lessons, but the little comedy of sentiment 

went on just the same. In neither Mavis 
nor Jason was there the slightest conscious
ness of any chasm between them and Mar
jorie and Gray, though at times both felt 
in the latter pair a vague atmosphere that 
neither would for a long time be able to 
define as patronage, and so when Jagon 
received an invitation to the first dance 
given in the hotel ball-room in town, he 
went straight to Marjorie and solemnly 
asked " the pleasure of her company " that 
night. 

For a moment Marjorie was speechless. 
"Why, Jason," she gasped, " I — I — 

you're a Freshman, and anyhow " 
For the first time the boy gained an ink

ling of that chasm, and his eyes turned so 
fiercely sombre and suspicious that she 
added in a hurry: 

" I t ' s a joke, Jason—that invitation. 
No Freshman can go to one of those 
dances." 

Jason looked perplexed now, and still a 
little suspicious. 

" Who'll keep me from goin'? " he asked 
quietly. 

"The Sophomores. They sent you 
that invitation to get you into trouble. 
They'll tear your clothes off." 

As was the habit of his grandfather 
Hawn, Jason's tongue went reflectively to 
the hollow of one cheek, and his eyes 
dropped to the yellow leaves about their 
feet, and Marjorie waited with a tingling 
thrill that some vague thing of importance 
was going to happen. Jason's face was 
very calm when he looked up at last, and 
he held out the card of invitation. 

"Will that git—get me in, when I a-get 
to the door?" 

"Of course, but " 
"Then I'll be th-there," said Jason, and 

he turned away. 
Now Marjorie knew that Gray expected 

to take her to that dance, but he had not 
yet even mentioned it. Jason had come 
to her swift and straight; the thrill still 
tingled within her, and before she knew it 
she had cried impulsively: 

"Jason, if you get to that dance, I'11—I'll 
dance every square dance with you." 

Jason nodded simply and turned away. 
The mischief-makers soon learned the 

boy's purpose, and there was great joy 
among them, and when Gray finally asked 
Marjorie to go with him, she demurely 
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told him she was going with Jason. Gray 
was amazed and indignant, and he pleaded 
with her not to do anything so foolish. 

"Why, it's outrageous. I t will be the 
talk of the town. Your mother won't like 
it. Maybe they won't do anything to him 
because you are along, but they might, and 
think of you being mixed up in such a mess. 
Anyhow I tell you—you can't do it." 

Marjorie paled and Gray got a look 
from her that he had never had before. 

"Did I hear you say ' c a n ' t ' ? " she 
asked coldly. "Well, I'm not going with 
him—he won't let me. He's going alone. 
I'll meet him there." 

Gray made a helpless gesture. 
"Well, I'll try to get the fellows to let 

him alone—on your account." 
"Don ' t bother—he can take care of 

himself." 
"Why, Marjorie!" 
The girl's coldness was turning to fire. 
"Why don't you take Mavis?" 
Gray started an impatient refusal, and 

stopped—Mavis was passing in the grass 
on the other side of the road, and her face 
was flaming violently. 

"She heard you," said Gray in a low 
voice. 

The heel of one of Marjorie's little boots 
came sharply down on the gravelled road. 

"Yes, and I hope she heard you—and 
don't you ever—ever—ever say can't to 
me again." And she flashed away. 

The news went rapidly through the col
lege and, as Gray predicted, became the 
talk of the young people of the town. 
Marjorie's mother did object violently, 
but Marjorie remained firm—what harm 
was there in dancing with Jason Hawn, 
even if he was a poor mountaineer and 
a Freshman? She was not a snob, even if 
Gray was. Jason himself was quiet, non-
communicative, dignified. He refused to 
discuss the matter with anybody, ignored 
comment and curiosity, and his very 
silence sent a wave of uneasiness through 
some of the Sophomores and puzzled them 
all. Even John Burnham, who had se
verely reprimanded and shamed Jason for 
the flag incident, gravely advised the boy 
not to go, but even to him Jason was re
spectfully non-committal, for this was a 
matter that, as the boy saw it, involved 
his rights, and the excitement grew quite 
feverish when one bit of news leaked out. 

At the beginning of the session the old 
president, perhaps in view of the political 
turmoil imminent, had made a request that 
one would hardly hear in the chapel of any 
hall of learning in the broad United States. 

"If any student had brought with him 
to college any weapon or fire-arm, he would 
please deliver it to the commandant, who 
would return it to him at the end of the ses
sion, or whenever he should leave college." 

Now Jason had deliberated deeply on 
that request, and on the point of personal 
privilege involved he differed with the 
president, and a few days before the dance 
one of his room-mates found not only a 
knife but a huge pistol—relics of Jason's 
feudal days—protruding from the top bed. 
This was the bit of news that leaked, and 
Marjorie paled when she heard it, but her 
word was given, and she would keep it. 
There was no sneaking on Jason's part 
that night, and when a crowd of Sopho
mores gathered at the entrance of his 
dormitory, they found a night-hawk that 
Jason had hired, standing waiting at the 
door, and they waited for him. 

And down at the hotel ballroom Gray 
and Marjorie waited, Gray anxious, wor
ried, and angry, and Marjorie with shin
ing eyes and a pale but determined face. 
And she shot a triumphant glance toward 
Gray when she saw the figure of the young 
mountaineer framed at last in the door
way of the ballroom. There Jason stood a 
moment, uncouth and stock-still. His eyes 
moved only until he caught sight of Mar
jorie, and then, with them fixed steadily 
on her, he solemnly walked through the 
sudden silence that swiftly spread through 
the room straight for her. He stood cool, 
calm, and with a curious dignity before her, 
and the only sign of his emotion was in a 
reckless lapse into his mountain speech. 

" I've come to tell ye I can't dance with 
ye. Nobody can keep me from goin' whar 
I've got a right to go, but I won't stay 
nowhar I'm not wanted."-

And, without waiting for her answer, he 
turned and stalked solemnly out again. 

X X I I 

T H E miracle had happened, and just 
how nobody could ever say. The boy had 
appeared in the door-way and had paused 
there full in the light. No revolver was 
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visible—it could hardly have been con
cealed in the much-too-small clothes that 
he wore—and his eyes flashed no challenge. 
But he stood there an instant, with face 
set and stern, and then he walked slowly 
to the old rattle-trap vehicle and, unchal
lenged, drove away, as, unchallenged, he 
walked quietly back to his room again. 
That defiance alone would have marked 
him with no little dignity. I t gave John 
Burnham a great deal of carefully con
cealed joy, it dumfounded Gray, and, 
while Mavis took it as a matter of course, 
it thrilled Marjorie, saddened her, and 
made her a little ashamed. Nor did it 
end there. Some change was quickly 
apparent to Jason in Mavis. She turned 
brooding and sullen, and one day when 
she and Jason met Gray in the college 
yard, she averted her eyes when the latter 
lifted his cap, and pretended not to see 
him. Jason saw an uneasy look in Gray's 
eyes, and when he turned questioningly 
to Mavis, her face was pale with anger. 
That night he went home with her to see 
his mother, and when the two sat on the 
porch in the dim starlight after supper, he 
bluntly asked her what the matter was, 
and bluntly she told him. Only once be
fore had he ever spoken of Gray to Mavis, 
and that was about the meeting in the 
lane, and then she scorned to tell him 
whether or not the meeting was accidental, 
and Jason knew thereby that it was. Un
fortunately he had not stopped there. 

" I saw him try to kiss ye," he said in
dignantly. 

"Have you never tried to kiss a girl?" 
Mavis had asked quietly, and Jason red
dened. 

"Yes," he admitted reluctantly. 
"And did she always let ye?" 
"Well, no—not " 
"Very well then," Mavis snapped, and 

she flaunted away. 
It was different now, the matter was 

more serious, and now they were cousins 
and Hawns. Blood spoke to blood and 
answered to blood, and when at the end 
Mavis broke into a fit of shame and tears, 
a burst of light opened in Jason's brain and 
his heart raged not only for Mavis, but for 
himself. Gray had been ashamed to go 
to that dance with Mavis, and Mar
jorie had been ashamed to go with him 
—there was a chasm, and with every word 

that Mavis spoke the wider that chasm 
yawned. 

"Oh, I know it," she sobbed. " I 
couldn't believe it at first, but I know it 
now"—she began to drop back into her 
old speech—"they come down in the 
mountains, and grandpap was nice to 
'em, and when we come up here they was 
nice to us. But down thar and up here 
we was just queer and funny to 'em—an' 
we're that way yit. They're good hearted 
an' they'd do anything in the world fer us, 
but we ain't their kind an' they ain't ourn. 
They knowed it and we didn't—but I 
know it now." 

So that was the reason Marjorie had 
hesitated when Jason asked her to go to 
the dance with him. 

"Then why did she go?" he burst out. 
He had mentioned no name even, but 
Mavis had been following his thoughts. 

"Any gal 'ud do that fer fun," she an
swered, "an ' to git even with Gray." 

"Why do you reckon " 
"Tha t don't make no difference—she 

wants to git even with me, too." 
Jason wheeled sharply, but before his 

lips could open Mavis had sprung to her 
feet. 

"No, I hain't!" she cried hotly, and 
rushed into the house. 

Jason sat on under the stars, brooding. 
There was no need for another word be
tween them. Alike they saw the incident 
and what it meant; they felt alike, and 
alike both would act. A few minutes 
later his mother came out on the porch. 

"Whut 's the matter with Mavis?" 
"You'll have to ask her, mammy." 
With a keen look at the boy Martha 

Hawn went back into the house, and Jason 
heard Steve's heavy tread behind him. 

" I know whut the matter is," he 
drawled. "Thar hain't nothin' the mat
ter 'ceptin' that Mavis ain't the only fool 
in this hyeh fambly." 

Jason was furiously silent, and Steve 
walked chuckling to the railing of the 
porch and spat over it through his teeth 
and fingers. Then he looked up at the 
stars and yawned, and with his mouth 
still open went casually on: 

" I seed Arch Hawn in town this morn-
in'. He says folks is a hand-grippin' down 
thar in the mountains right an' left. 
Thar's a truce on betwixt the Hawns an' 
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Honeycutts an' they're gittin' ready fer 
the election together." 

The lad did not turn his head nor did 
his lips open. 

"These fellers up here tried to bust our 
county up into little pieces once—an' do 
you know why? Bekase we was so law
less. '' Steve laughed savagely. '' They're 
gittin' wuss'n we air. They say we stole 
the State fer that bag o' wind, Bryan, 

when we'd been votin' the same way fer 
forty years. Now they're goin' to gag us 
an' tie us up like a yearlin' calf. But 
folks in the mountains ain't agoin' to do 
much bawlin'—they're gittin' ready." 

Still Jason refused to answer, but Steve 
saw that the lad's hands and mouth were 
clenched. 

"They're gittin' ready," he repeated, 
"an ' I'll be thar." 

(To be continued.) 

T H E CHAIRMAN OF T H E MEETING 

By Frederick Landis 

S S ^ S E ^ J H E R E was a political land
slide that year, and stran
gers were seen in p u b l i c 
and p r i v a t e life. W h e n 
C o n g r e s s met the cloak
rooms were filled with vic

tims who spoke of their "emancipation 
from public care" and then hurried to the 
President's office to seek manna from that 
commissary-general of political unfortu
nates. 

But there is an end, even to what the 
"Great Father" can do, and the bottom 
of the patronage-bin had been scraped 
bare some time later when the Hon. Cas
par Jones, one of the youngest of the slain, 
sought refuge from the "ingratitude of re
publics." 

"Make me a consul—anywhere—Zan
zibar, even!" 

The "Great Father" lifted his hands 
reproachfully. 

"You mean exile to some little ash-pile 
of a country?" 

The Hon. Caspar Jones was so inclined. 
"If I had a barrel of such positions, I'd 

not let you squander your abilities. Why 
don't you lecture? If you'll permit me to 
scramble a metaphor, I'll say you could 
make the public ear eat out of your hand! " 

It was the habit of the Hon. Caspar 
Jones to grow strangely gentle toward all 
who roamed appreciatingly about his at
tributes. 

"Why, in two years you can be the 
leader of the platform! I 'm only sorry I 

can't make you the prize drawing-card 
right now. I 'd name the next battle
ship after you if I could. Numerically, 
the Joneses are more entitled to it than 
Rhode Island, but I've promised it to 
Rhode Island." 

Mr. Jones replied with deep feeling: 
" I 've always side-stepped Chautauquas 
and county fairs! 

"There's something heartless in the 
way the pillars of our government have 
invaded the world of amusement and ex
pelled the old settlers. Sword-swallowers 
have fled heart-broken to the islands of 
the sea; mermaids have been compelled 
to take in washing!" 

The " Great Father" flung a final gest
ure toward a painting on his wall. 

"What! You'd have me lecture—on 
'Lincoln '?" 

The "G. F . " nodded decisively. 
"Poor Lincoln! I fear he will never 

find rest!" 
The "G. F . " placed his hand on Cas

par's shoulder and spoke as commander-
in-chief of the army and navy. 

"Every 'Lincoln' has been lectured 
about, except the plain, every-day one. 
Take him!" 

Walking the brink of decision, the Hon. 
Caspar Jones made his way to the door. 

Drifting down the avenue, he thought 
of the void in the lyceum. Phillips— 
B eecher—Ingersoll—gone! 

And none to take their places. Why not 
he? Surely nothing was impossible for one 
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who had lifted the House to such enthu
siasm with a defence of the tariff on burlap! 

The morning became luminous in his 
eyes, though it was the fourth day of 
March. 

People were swarming toward Capitol 
Hill to witness the adjournment of Con
gress; they went in street-cars, victorias, 
limousines, but the Hon. Caspar Jones 
was wafted airily up on the tide of his 
prospects. 

The excitement of the last hour was 
upon the law-makers; galleries were 
packed and a fashionable overflow swayed 
back and forth through the marble lane 
between House and Senate. Both cham
bers had postponed their demise several 
times by turning back their clocks in order 
that business might be finished by ' ' noon,'' 
a parliamentary body being the only creat
ure of earth which can hold Father Time 
while his steed paws the pavement. 

The members wrere singing patriotic 
songs; the defeated were going down to 
their doom, light of heart, as a romantic 
land expects of those who have distrib
uted its garden seeds. 

For the first time of the session, the 
Speaker handed the gavel to one of the 
minority, then a Southern Congressman 
offered a resolution, thanking the Speaker, 
and made an eloquent speech to the effect 
that the old North and South partition had 
been permanently removed and henceforth 
the Union was to be one large sitting-room. 

During his term the Hon. Caspar Jones 
had grown weary of weeping-willow states
men who went about endlessly shooing 
doves and their young out of obsolete 
cannon; but now he was transported! 

The Southern member had shown him 
the way; he would lecture on "Lincoln" 
—in the South. Possibly he was the flute 
on which Fate was to render the belated 
rhapsody of the republic! 

In high glee he slapped the delegate 
from the Sandwich Islands on the back. 

The month of June found the Hon. Cas
par bound for Texas. 

Entering the smoking compartment, he 
saw an elderly gentleman behind a briar 
pipe, his sharp face turned to the flying 
landscape. 

"Going far?" inquired the stranger. 
"Texas." 
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"Why, that's my destination!" 
The Hon. Caspar Jones scanned the 

gentleman's countenance and discovered 
many lines drawn by frontier days. His 
manner bespoke an equanimity which fed 
on peril; his gray eyes looked like a gun-
barrel. Certainly here was one who re
garded sanguinary episodes as mere mat
ters of routine. 

" I should have known you were a 
Texan," observed Caspar. 

"How in the world do you do i t ?" 
Caspar smiled lightly. 
"Just a little knowledge of human 

nature." 
" I t ' s certainly a gift—only I've never 

seen Texas. I'm a New Hampshire Yan
kee giving Shakespearian readings." 

The Hon. Caspar Jones slowly emerged 
from his astonishment. 

"Shake ! I'm in the business my
self!" 

The tragedian withdrew his hand. 
"You mean—you're also 'devastating' 

the South-west?" 
"Yes—that is—I'm—lecturing." 
"What particular message do you bear 

to our distant kinsmen?" 
The Yankee smiled as the benevolent 

veteran beams upon a recruit. 
" 'Lincoln' is my subject." 
The veteran leaned forward, his hand 

to his ear. 
"'Lincoln!—Abraham Lincoln!" 
The gentleman refilled his pipe and re

turned to the scenery, and was silent till 
a herd of cattle, pinched in the shade of a 
tree, awoke a pastoral revery. 

"Beef's pretty high these days!" 
Mile after mile they sat in a gazing duet 

till a brunette thrust his face through the 
curtains. 

"Last call for breakfast!" 
Shakespeare arose with an air of relief, 

then turned in the doorway. 
"Did you say—'Texas'?" 
I t was a long, glaring, sandy day on the 

train and the Hon. Caspar Jones sat in the 
midst of his papers, while over the aisle 
the travelling representative of the Bard 
of Avon played so many kinds of solitaire 
it was hard to keep one's mind on a mas
terpiece. Caspar was conscious of that 
attention which is the lot of all who reveal 
intellectual qualities en route, and once 
while rehearsing the passage relied on to 
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make Texas strangle her last prejudice, a 
"drummer" paused by his seat. 

"What ' s your line?" 
"Suspenders!" exploded the wrathful 

Demosthenes. 
At last they rolled into a region where 

the soil was red and cars were labelled 
for blacks and whites. I t was near the 
Texas line, and glancing idly from the car 
window the Hon. Caspar Jones arose with 
a start, then called to a tall young man 
on horseback: 

"Oh, Surface!" 
The horseman galloped up to the win

dow. 
"Great Scott, Jonesey! Where you 

bound? What you doing?" 
The train started off and Surface rode 

beside it, prolonging the hand shake. 
" I 'm lecturing." 
"What on?" 
" 'Lincoln ' !" 
" W h a t ' L i n c o l n ' ? " 
"The only one worth lecturing about!" 
The train gathered speed and Surface 

swung his horse aside and put both hands 
to his mouth. 

"So long, Jonesey! Better get an as
bestos shirt!" 

The Hon. Caspar settled back in his 
seat and turned the warning over and 
over. Then he wrote a passage enlarg
ing on Lincoln's tolerance toward all who 
differed from his views. 

He reached his destination at evening, 
and by that clairvoyance peculiar to 
railroad stations was able to identify the 
manager of the Chautauqua, a gentleman 
who peered through large glasses with a 
peculiar sparrowlike wistfulness. 

"You're the 'talent, ' I believe?" 
I t was as if he had asked the Hon. Cas

par Jones if he were the peck of potatoes 
expected on the evening train. 

Mexican influence lingered in the little 
gray adobe town and fairly rioted in the 
hack which took them up the hill. I t 
might have been the chaise of Cortez! 
The hotel had enjoyed great popularity 
among the mound builders, and behind 
the desk hung an ancient, cracked unlike-
ness of Samuel Houston by an artist who 
evidently had been inspired by the feud 
spirit of a wild period. 

Caspar registered, and in an unguarded 
moment requested a room with bath, 

whereupon the clerk jabbed the pen into 
the potato with undisguised impatience. 

"This evening's bath's been 'spoke' 
for!" 

The Chautauqua manager followed Cas
par to his room, and inquired if there was 
any truth in the report that he was to dis
cuss a theme which possibly might be "un
congenial." 

"The report is absolutely correct, sir!" 
The Hon. Caspar did not use "sir" 

lightly. He drew it from the scabbard 
only when emergencies demanded ex
treme measures. 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, the chair
man resolved that it might possibly save 
innocent lives to tell the worst. 

"Ah—this meeting to-night—it's to be 
given by the Confederate veterans' camp, 
you know!" 

The Adam's apple of the Hon. Caspar 
Jones registered an extreme disturbance 
within, but his voice was valiant. 

" I could hardly have hoped for such a 
happy arrangement!" 

The manager was appalled at such inno
cence. 

" I t seems the veterans didn't exactly 
understand your subject. An old sheep 
man, William Johnstone, has asked to 
preside to-night; he was badly wounded 
in the war. He's a very peaceable citizen; 
he's never shot anybody that let him 
alone!" 

The Hon. Caspar did not dine with that 
relish usually ascribed to the condemned, 
but drank much black coffee. Now and 
then a villager would linger in the dining-
room door, then join a whispering crowd 
in the lobby which Caspar watched for 
manifestations of hemp. 

The meeting was held in the plaza, 
which was three times the size of a North
ern public square, and the night was cloud
less, a fortunate circumstance, for it was 
a sky-canopied function. 

Jones never had seen such luminous 
stars, nor such a quiet audience. Over 
three thousand sat on hard benches. 

"Where did they come from?" 
The manager pointed to the buggies 

hitched round the plaza. 
"From the country; most of them came 

a long way." 
They pushed their way to the rough, 

pine platform, where a tall, spare, gray-
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bearded man sat with excruciating starch-
iness behind a table decorated with pitcher 
and glass. 

Caspar and his mate mounted the plat
form and sat whispering mysteriously for 
some seconds, as is prescribed in the ora
torical by-laws. 

The scene inspired this most silvery-
tongued of the Joneses; his bosom heaved 
and heaved again, then fell very flat. 
The first two rows were filled with Con
federate veterans, some in faded, gray 
coats, and in their midst was a war-torn 
flag. 

He started at the thought that possibly 
some of these men had been at the massa
cre of Fort Pillow! Then he turned ner
vously to the chairman. 

"There's positively nothing left to be 
desired! I can hardly wait!" 

The tall, spare chairman poured a glass 
of water and arose, fumbling the top but
ton of an old Prince Albert coat. 

" I 'm no talker, my friends. I'm just a 
sheep man. I t may seem strange that 
I'm up here, an' I'll tell you why." 

He turned and cast an ominous glance 
toward the Hon. Caspar Jones. 

" Durin' the ' late unpleasantness' I was 
a 'Johnnie. '" 

The two rows of veterans grinned, and a 
cheer starting in the outskirts swept the 
audience. 

" I was at Gettysburg—with Pickett. 
A shell struck me—an' then I was no 
'count. I couldn't hold a musket—so 
they made me a spy. 

"Well, the 'Yanks ' ketched me—an' 
one morning I was settin' in a tent with a 
soldier at either end. I had an engage
ment—to be hung. I'd just finished a let
ter to my mother an' was lookin' at the 
address when a staff officer rode up an' 
said, 'The General presented his compli
ments'—an' I knew that I was to hear 
my death-warrant." 

The countenances of the old Confeder
ates were like steel traps; the audience 
was an aggregate frown, and as for the 
Hon. Caspar Jones, he wished he were to 
discuss the tariff on burlap. 

The chairman cleared his throat. 
"They marched me to head-quarters, 

where there was a short, stocky man with 
a stubby beard. He wore a slouch hat and 
a plain soldier blouse—an' smoked a pow-
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erful, black cigar. He was the only man 
in the place who didn't have on a badge. 
I t was General Grant. 

" Well, he handed me a paper an' I read 
it—an' then everything got white—so siz-
zlin' white I closed my eyes. I t was a 
pardon from Mr. Lincoln." 

The old man bit his lips for an instant. 
" I never knew how it come about till 

long after. Near the end of the war Mr. 
Lincoln tied up all the death-warrants he 
could, an' one morning Secretary Stanton 
took a basketful of them to the White 
House and demanded immediate action. 

" Mr. Lincoln was happy that morning. 
" 'Stanton, ' said he, ' tha t was a glori

ous victory yesterday—an' the war's 'most 
over, thank God!' Then he saw Stanton's 
basket an' walked to the window. 

" ' Jus t look over there at Virginia. 
How green her hills are. Stanton, it's too 
fine a morning to sentence any poor devil 
to be hung! ' " 

"An' with that Mr. Lincoln dumped 
that basketful o' death-warrants into the 
grate—struck a match—an' pardoned 
the whole crowd!" 

William Johnstone stood erect and his 
voice quivered. 

"An' the chairman o' this meetin' hap
pened to be one o' the wild cucumbers in 
that basket." 

For an instant the audience sat as if 
stunned, then the old Confederates sprang 
to their feet, and the air was pierced with 
the blood-curdling yell never forgotten by 
those who heard it on the field of battle. 

The chairman's face grew pale. 
"After Appomattox I made up my 

mind to see Mr. Lincoln—to thank him— 
an' I started to Washington—afoot. I 
had gone a long way an' one day I was 
settin' by the road, restin', an' a stragglm 
Yankee soldier come along an' he fetched 
terrible 'word.' I was a wounded soldier 
o' the 'Stars an' Bars,' but that 'word' 
was so terrible I even forgot that we had 
surrendered—an' that Yankee soldier said: 

" ' You a sheddin' tears! You, a " John
n i e " ! ' " 

Johnstone proceeded very slowly. 
" I picked up my things—they were tied 

in a bandanna handkerchief—an' I went 
on to Washington. I did see Mr. Lincoln 
—but I couldn't thank him!—the South 
had lost her best friend." 
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Turning to the speaker of the evening, 
Johnstone bowed him forth with a fine 
blending of stage-fright and courtliness, 
then put his hand on Jones's shoulder. 

"When I heard that this 'Yank ' was to 
talk about Mr. Lincoln, I said to Mrs. 
Johnstone, ' I 'm goin' to preside at that 
meetin', an' I hitched up the old gray 
mare—an' we come." 

I t was a long time before the Hon. Cas
par Jones could speak, for just as the ap
plause would subside, the old soldiers 
would start it again. After the greatest 
meeting of his life, they escorted the 
speaker to his hotel and the fife and drum 
were in hands which held them in the days 
"which tried men's souls." 

Then these old soldiers drew up resolu
tions which were very formal and put a 
great seal on them, then they sent a copy 
to every Confederate camp where Jones 
was to speak, and till the train came in 
they sought for other courtesies to bestow. 

It was a remarkable series of meetings, 
in a sense the most unique in our history. 
There are those who like to think that the 

thoroughbred spirit which they exempli
fied grows taller in the young republic 
than in the older kingdoms. 

It was past midnight and the Hon. Cas
par Jones, having finished his engage
ments, was waiting for the International 
Express to take him home. A group of old 
men with lanterns waited with him, and he 
hardly noticed that the International was 
two hours late, for these old men told tales 
which were the envy of romantic fiction. 
Some of them had served with Stonewall 
Jackson; some with Albert Sidney John
ston; some with Robert E. Lee. 

At last the great headlight flashed upon 
the little band, and as he started away the 
Hon. Caspar Jones stood on the observa
tion platform and a strange loneliness 
came over him. He watched the swinging 
lanterns till they seemed golden balls in a 
juggler's hands and then they disappeared. 

He propped himself on his pillows and 
wondered how things would have been 
had he been born in Texas. 

Then he came very near to the wish 
that the stork went South in winter, as 
some other birds are prone to do. 

T H E MASTER BEGGAR 

By Edith Rickert 

LOVE may come limping, halt, or blind, 
Yea, he may wear the mask of sin; 

Though he be brutal, rough, unkind— 
Open the door and let him in. 

He stands and laughs at the hands that deny, 
He knows that for him there is no nay; 

He knocks where he will, with low and high— 
Enters and sets his staff away. 

You may crowd your hall with many a guest, 
To pipe and dance in his despite; 

You may work and forget him, mock him with jest-
Patient he sits there, morn and night. 

No alms may content him. Silent to wait 
Till he hold the keys of life—his part; 

The beggar is master and keeps his state 
Alone by the fireside of the heart. 
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1 1 is dirncult to say why the casual an
nouncement at dinner, a few nights ago, 
of the death of Mr. Andrew Lang should 

bring to one who never saw his face so 
deep a sense of personal loss. I t is partly 
because of the diversity of his work, those 

seventy volumes of poetry, criti-
j j e w cism, fairy tales, essays, being sure 

to make one hear the echo of his 
footstep, no matter down what intellectual 
highway one might be trudging, or by what 
hedge-row lingering for rest. On work-days 
and on play-days I have been in the habit 
of seeking him out; if the former meant the 
investigation of some new author in my 
study of literature, searching Poole's Index 
for the name " L a n g , " that his pungent, 
sweet-natured criticism might enliven my 
dull wits. If the Christmas holidays drew 
near, there was the inexhaustible supply of 
fairy-books for the children; and the pre-
Christmas letters to Santa Claus have never 
failed to name him. But perhaps it was 
only an idle, sunny Saturday; there was a 
book of verse out of Old France, or one with 
the ancient melodies of Scotland ringing 
through it, with far echoes of the boy's 
mind: 

"A mist of memory broods and floats, 
The Border waters flow; 

The air is full of ballad notes, 
Borne out of long ago," 

Or: 
"St. Andrews by the Northern Sea, 

A haunted town it is to me! 
A little city, worn and gray, 

The gray North Ocean girds it round, 
And o'er the rocks, and up the bay 

The long sea-rollers surge and sound. 

0, broken minster, looking forth 
Beyond the bay, above the town, 

0, winter of the kindly North, 
0, college of the scarlet gown, 

And shining sands beside the sea " 

Both for work-days and for play-days are 
the beautiful translations from the Greek. 
His " I l i a d " is opened, and straightway, 
in the words of Keats, " I am with Achilles, 
shouting in the trenches, or with Theocritus 
in the vales of Sicily," aware how, " a s beau
tiful Daphnis was following his kine, and 
Menalcas shepherding his flock, they met, 
as men say, on the long ranges of the hills." 

Not less sure was his footstep in the 
tangled woods of mediaeval literature, and 
no truer guide could be found to the heart 
of an ancient adventure, the soul of an old 
mood. 

"Where smooth the Southern waters run 
Through rustling leagues of poplars gray, 

Beneath a veiled soft Southern sun, 
We wandered out of yesterday; 

Went Maying in that ancient May 
Whose fallen flowers are fragrant yet, 

And lingered by the fountain spray 
With Aucassin and Nicolette." 

The long list of his works brings an over
whelming sense of the greatness of his ser
vice, both in interpretation and in creation, 
to the world of the imagination, the world 
of Beauty, at a time when we most sorely 
need such service. I t was the gift, too, not 
of genius, not of a nature supremely gifted, 
but of delicate insight and of indefatigable 
industry. How happy he must have been! 
No man could have worked so hard as that 
without being greatly happy. Despite his 
constant toil, he was always a merry as well 
as a wise companion, whose droll remarks 
enlivened many a dusty rood of ground, 
whose keen wit pierced like lightning flash 
sham mood or misty style. 

There was always an individual flavor in 
his criticism; he had the sure, swift taste 
of him who knows. When he said: "Sweet 
meseems is the whispering sound of yonder 
pine-tree, goatherd, that murmureth by the 
wells of water, and sweet are thy pipings," 
he knew the sweetness instinctively, and not 
because he had learned the rules. To his 
fine insight was added the great gift of hu
mor, a flash whereof is needed to quicken 
literary criticism, and few there be that 
possess it, since the shadow of German 
scholarship fell upon the world of letters. 
How dull it is at times, how lacking in 
simple, human understanding! 

"Might I but live to see thee in my touch 
I'd say I had eyes again," 

says poor blinded Gloster in "King Lear," 
and the critic who states tha t the proper 
word is, of course, not see, but feel, is one 
of those raised up to train the young in the 
matter of interpreting the immortals. I t is 
because such minds as these are constantly 
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at work grinding out their sodden grist, un
aware that the t ru th is something different 
from the sum of all the facts, real or im
aginary, tha t one is grateful for the quick 
intelligence, the nimble understanding, the 
laughing sympathy in criticism of Andrew 
Lang. 

They are vanishing so fast, the men of 
understanding, of insight, of gift, the men of 
an elder and greater day, Tennyson, Brown
ing, Stevenson, Meredith, Swinburne, Wil
liam Sharp, tha t the world, in spite of the 
masses of people forever going up and down 
upon it, begins to seem sadly depopulated. 
Who are to be the creators and the revealers 
of beauty in this new world which we are 
entering, and which, to those of us who were 
trained under earlier standards, presents so 
much of ugliness? 

This latest loss wraps one in a wholly im
personal sadness, and brings to a far-distant 
home the silence of that day when the dead 
are laid away. The latch that he never 
lifted, the garden-path that he never trod 
seem lonely, and into the midsummer day 
comes the gentle autumn atmosphere of 
farewell, the beauty of falling leaves, the 
fragrance of vanishing things. "Persephone, 
all lovely things drift down to thee," cries 
Bion, in Lang's translation of the lament 
for Adonis. If, in elegiac fashion, we should 
call upon his fellow-singers to lament him, 
there would be no ears to hear, though a 
spirit-thin voice might come " in hollow 
earth we sleep, gone down into silence." 
There is a stillness in the air like that of 
a day last autumn when the blue-birds 
stopped to say good-by, blue wing by blue 
wing against our browning grass. For all 
I know they may have been " Souls of poets 
dead and gone," en route for Elysium. I 
can fancy Andrew Lang's among them, 
with the swiftest blue wings of all. 

A N introduction to Broca's convolu-
/-A tion, that fascinating cupboard in the 

brain no bigger than a hazel-nut, in 
which are stored in orderly ranks all the 
words and languages we know, taught me 
how to store some of my collections which 

before had threatened to overflow 
R?ngsti0n the land and the sea. The solution 

is simplicity itself. Whenever more 
room is needed in the tiny cupboard, add a 
Broca shelf. If you ask me exactly where, 

I refer you to William James who justly de
clares that the space of my imagination in 
nowise interferes with tha t of yours; or 
to Gambet ta ' s postage-stamp from which 
Mark Twain caught a resourceful soldier 
drawing several cartridges; or to Horace 
Walpole's prince who, after travelling three 
years, brought home nothing but a nut. 
They cracked it ; in it was wrapped a piece 
of silk painted with all the kings, queens, 
kingdoms, and everything in the world, 
from which, after many unfoldings, out 
stepped a little dog and shook his ears and 
danced a saraband! 

Now there is my collection of rings, unique 
I believe, though not in connoisseur phrase 
complete, made up rather of casual samples 
that fell in a careless traveller's way. One 
little tinsel thing, looking as though it had 
come out of a Christmas cracker, which I 
found as a marker in a library book, proved 
possessed of loadstone qualities, since there
after I seldom opened a book but it delivered 
up valuable rings for my collection. One 
curious specimen which had belonged to 
Hannibal revealed a t iny receptacle still 
smelling of the grain of poison in which he 
found release in the hour of final defeat. 
Hannibal was versed in rings. In the second 
Punic war, when so many Romans were 
killed, he had his sutlers gather up and send 
back to Carthage a basket of ten thousand 
gold rings worn by the conquered knights. 
From among so many it is not incredible that 
one should have found its way to my cup
board. Had but a modicum of that number 
come over in the Mayflower, each member of 
several large hereditary-patriotic societies 
would have had ample assortment. The 
miracle of the loaves and fishes has only to 
be expressed in terms of antiquities to cease 
to be cited as an exceptional instance of in
crease. 

The fact that Septimus Severus flattered 
his soldiers with the honor of wearing gold 
rings hints of the rings of iron worked in gold 
by the ancients, in each of which was set a 
little shell, and worn by such as did greatly 
desire to remain with minds unmoved in 
the midst of any extraordinary occurrence, 
whether it brought them good or evil. My 
collection boasts no real antique, but I have 
a very good reproduction cunningly made by 
the young Benvenuto Cellini in his shop at 
Rome. I slip on this ring occasionally to 
test the ancient charm. True, extraordinary 
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occurrences flow over me, leaving my mind 
unmoved; but the result, curiously enough, 
seems very like tha t of ordinary emotions 
when my mind is keenly alive to them, 
iooxo after all equals o x i o o . I am glad 
that Benvenuto's reproductions, "fine-tem
pered steel, delicately chased and inlaid with 
gold," brought him forty crowns apiece, but 
I wager you he never tried on the charm. 
Go unmoved, he? Movement, experience, 
change, chance, the grand thrill, comprised 
his point of view—a vivid contrast to that of 
the elder Pliny who hated luxury and wrote 
a tirade on the malefactor who "committed 
the worst crime against mankind in putting 
a ring on his finger." 

Not all rings were put on men's fingers. 
Some there were by which Venice wedded 
her sea—of which I have a delightful collec
tion, Adriatic jetsam of the first water: " We 
wed thee, 0 Sea, in token of true and lasting 
domination " ; after which the Venetians be
lieved that in some mysterious manner ev
ery enterprise on the mighty waters was 
occultly blessed to them. Some rings, too, 
become men's fingers most in leaving them 
—like the ducal ring drawn from the traitor 
hand of Foscari and broken to bits. I have 
always been glad, nevertheless, that Lore-
dan, a later doge who was deputed to de
liver the news of disgrace to the aged Fos
cari, had the grace to hide his ringed hand 
under the cloak in which the great Bellini 
painted him in that superb portrait in the 
National Gallery in London. 

Symbolic rings fill one shelf in my cup
board: a signet or two, from Egypt and 
Babylon; the episcopal ring, formerly worn 
on the third finger of the bishop's right 
hand above the second joint; and the mas
sive ring of the popes. Paul I I of the fif
teenth century died of the chill and weight 
of the rings with which he loaded his fingers. 

Over the Mizpeh and engagement rings 
I linger fondly, ruminating on the proces
sion of maidens down the world's ages who, 
like Margaret Ogilvy, "d id carry that finger 
in such a way that the most reluctant must 
see." I lack the Virgin's veritable wedding-
ring, now in a chapel of the duomo at Pe
rugia. I was fortunate enough to see it, 
however, on one of its periodic exposures to 
the public, before it was locked back again 
into its sixteen cases, secured by as many 
keys kept by as many persons of importance 
in the mediaeval hill town. 

The old belief that the vein from the third 
finger ran more directly to the heart than 
from the others probably suggested the ring 
finger. One of the earliest forms of wedding-
ring was the gimmal, formed of two links, 
each having a hand upon it, which, when 
brought together, formed a single ring with 
the hands clasped together. The ring was 
used at betrothal, the man and woman each 
keeping half till the wedding-day. Was it 
such a one perchance that Louis XVI took 
from his watch-chain and kept trying on his 
finger while his hair was being dressed that 
morning of his execution? Certainly it was 
his wedding-ring which he was about to re
turn to the queen as a mute farewell. 

Old posies engraved in both engagement 
and wedding rings show great similarity of 
sentiment. " I will have five" has ' a suf
frage air of independence, and raises a query 
about another old favorite, "Together for 
eternity." Hawker, the delectable Vicar of 
Morwenstowe, used, in celebrating marriage, 
to take the ring and toss it in the air before 
restoring it to the bridegroom—probably to 
symbolize that marriage is always more or 
less a toss-up. Such, I infer, the Duke of 
Hamilton found it after he had fallen so 
rapturously in love with the younger Gun
ning at the house-warming at Chesterfield 
House that he called for a parson and mar
ried her at midnight with a curtain ring. 

I T is a poor symbol which cannot be per
verted to signify its opposite. In the 
old Scandinavian mythology, the bar

gain with the Fates was that he who should 
forswear love forever would be able to make 
of the Rhine gold a magic ring which would 
give him power over all the earth 
and over the eternals as well. The Symbolism 
Ring of the Nibelungen was formed 
like a serpent with its tail in its mouth, and 
it had ruby eyes. By easy transition it be
came a dragon. An old lady botanist, whom 
in childhood it was my good-luck to meet, 
told me that in her girlhood Lucy Austin, 
later Lady Duff Gordon, visited her. Lucy 
had a pet snake, fond of glittering things as 
was the beautiful girl herself; and when she 
took off her many rings and put them on 
different parts of the table it would go about 
collecting them and stringing them on its 
lithe body and finally tying itself in a tight 
knot so that the rings could not be got off 
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till it pleased to untie itself again. As is the 
province of rings, the subject makes my 
mind go round and round: 

" A snake with a bright yellow spot, 
Once tied itself up in a knot. 

When asked, 'What is this?' 
He replied, with a hiss, 

'That errand must not be forgot.'" 

Who of us has not "changed a ring," becom
ing so uneasy thereafter that the duty to be 
remembered is speedily performed? Nico-
lai, in " W a r and Peace," broke his cameo 
ring striking one of his serfs. After his wife's 
reproach he vowed never to do so again, and 
when he clinched his fists in anger he would 
turn the broken ring round on his finger and 
drop his eyes before the man who angered 
him. Even Nicolai, however, cannot com
pete in human delightsomeness with the 
man at the opera observed changing his ring 
to remember a certain air! 

Like Lucy Austin's snake, I am bewitched 
with this game of stringing the rings lying 
loose on the table of history and life. One 
shelf in my cupboard is crowded with just 
nobody's rings. Good Heavens! the things 
that they have seen! Other rings I show— 
the historic, the singularly pretty, the dia
bolically ugly; but I like best these humdrum 
tokens. Another such spans the finger of 
you and me and the next person till the com
posite circumference encircles the world. 
The crowds one looks down upon from the 
elevated tracks in New York, those in the 
Rue de Rivoli and on the Riva degli Schi-
avoni—each individual wears a ring, each 
one a gift of love, or jewelled with pride or an
ticipation or association. Most people like 
their rings not for their value but for some 
secondary quality. To relate the avatars of 
our humble little personal rings is to spread 
out the whole chart of life. In Bergsonian 
phrase each ring is " a unity that is multiple 
and a multiplicity that is one." Given the 
ring, I seek to put together the lives that 
touched it, reconstruct the moving, breath
ing organisms of those who wore it. To-day 
as I twist great-grandmother's ring upon my 
finger, I look upon it as hers, see her life, re
visit her past, become her contemporary; 
to-morrow the twist of the ring will project 
mc into the life of some future wearer, with 
multiplied application and illustration. I 
grasp these hints of other lives like the 
dog Arthur Symons saw in an Irish stream, 

snapping at the bubbles tha t ran past 
him. "Life runs past me, too, continu
ously, and I t ry to make all its bubbles my 
own." 

The Rhinegold ring which caused such 
operatic upheaval leads by certain quite-
traceable links of association to Plato's 
myth of Gyges the shepherd. He found, you 
will remember, a gold ring which had the 
remarkable property of making its wearer 
visible when he turned the collet one way 
and invisible when he turned it the other. 
Perceiving this, he contrived to be chosen 
messenger to the court of Lydia, where he 
no sooner arrived than he seduced the queen 
and with her help conspired against the king, 
slew him, and took the kingdom. Plato asks 
what we should do if we had such a ring. 
We could do anything we pleased and no
body would be any the wiser. Would we, 
with such a ring on our finger, stand fast in 
righteousness? Could we trust ourselves to 
wear that ring night and day? Would we 
feel safe if we knew our next-door neighbor 
had one? The question is too all-embracing 
for me to cope with, and I turn back to my 
Broca cupboard and busy myself among the 
reliquary rings. Next to Hannibal 's lies one 
pondering which it is impossible to accept 
the Arab proverb that "yes terday never ex
isted." Touch its secret spring. Here's 
richness! Two seeds, from a mummy case 
of five thousand years ago! Would these 
seeds germinate if planted in my garden? 
Certain of its contemporaries have else
where performed that preposterous feat. 
Suppose a papyrus should spring up and 
from its stalks an antiquarian should fashion 
paper on which to write the history of the 
world. Or suppose the crop to be millet, 
food of one-third the inhabitants of the 
globe. Would the history of civilization be 
different had those two seeds been planted 
five thousand years ago? Well, a few more 
seons cannot affect them now, so I leave it 
for some future owner of this collection of 
rings—mine by a sort of usufruct—to try 
her luck at sprouting them. I suggest "The 
Ring and the Seed " as the title of her mono
graph; and I beg that the printer 's mark be 
a ringed finger, and the posy on the title-
page be the words which voice my own 
faith: 

"There is upon Life's hand a magic ring, 
The ring of Faith-in-Good, Life's gold of gold: 
Remove it not, lest all Life's charm take wing." 
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T h e Hermit . By J o h n Sargent. 

In the Metropolitan Museum of Art. 

TWO WAYS OF PAINTING 

AMONG the more recent acquisitions of 
the Metropolitan Museum is a brill
iant and altogether remarkable little 

picture by John Sargent, entitled "The Her
mit." Mr. Sargent is a protrait painter by vo
cation, and the public knows him best as a pen
etrating and sometimes cruel reader of human 
character. He is a mural painter by avocation 
and capable, on occasion, of a monumental for
mality. In this picture, as in the wonderful 
collection of water colors in the Brooklyn Insti
tute of Arts and Sciences, one fancies one sees 
the essential John Sargent, working for himself 
alone without regard to external demands, and 
doing what he really cares most to do. In such 
work he is a modern of the moderns and, in the 
broadest sense of the word, a thorough impres
sionist. Not that he shows himself a disciple 
of Monet, or occupies himself with the broken 
touch or the division of tones—his method is as 
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direct as that of Sorolla and his impressionism 
is of the same kind; a bending of all his ener
gies to the vivid realization of the effect of the 
scene rendered as one might perceive it in the 
first flash of vision if one came upon it unex
pectedly. This picture is better than Sorolla 
—it is better than almost anyone. It is perhaps 
the most astonishing realization of the modern 
ideal, the most accomplished transcript of the 
actual appearance of nature, that has yet been 
produced. It is because of its great merit, be
cause of its extraordinary success in what it 
attempts, that it leads one to the serious consid
eration of the nature of the attempt and of the 
gain and loss involved in the choice that modern 
art has made. 

The picture is exactly square—the choice of 
this form is, of itself, typically modern in its un
expectedness—and represents a bit of rough 
wood interior under intense sunlight. The 
light is studied for its brilliancy rather than for 
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its warmth, and if the picture has a fault, 
granted the point of view of the painter, it is in 
a certain coldness of color; but such conditions 
of glaring and almost colorless light do exist in 
nature. One sees a few straight trunks of 
some kind of pine or larch, a network of 
branches and needles, a tumble of moss-spotted 
and lichened rocks, a confusion of floating 
lights and shadows, and that is all. The con
viction of truth is instantaneous—it is an actual 
bit of nature, just as the painter found it. One 
is there on that ragged hill-side, half dazzled by 
the moving spots of light, as if set down there 
suddenly, with no time to adjust one's vision. 
Gradually one's eyes clear and one is aware, 
first of a haggard human head with tangled 
beard and unkempt hair, then of an ema
ciated body. There is a man in the wood! And 
then—did they betray themselves by some 
slight movement?—there are a couple of 
slender antelopes who were but now invisible 
and who melt into their surroundings again at 
the slightest inattention. It is like a pictorial 
demonstration of protective coloring in men 
and animals. 

Now, almost any one can see how superbly 
all this is rendered. Any one can marvel at and 
admire the free and instantaneous handling, the 
web of slashing and apparently meaningless 
brush strokes which, at a given distance, take 
their places by a kind of magic, and are the 
things they represent. But it takes a painter to 
know how justly it is observed. In these days 
no painter, whatever may be his deepest con
victions, can escape the occasional desire to be 
modern; and most of us have attempted, at one 
time or another, the actual study of the human 
figure in the open air. We have taken our 
model into a walled garden or a deep wood or 
the rocky ravine of a brook, and have set our
selves seriously to find out what a naked man 
or woman really looks like in the setting of out
door nature. And we have found just what 
Sargent has painted. The human figure, as a 
figure, has ceased to exist. Line and structure 
and all that we have most cared for have disap
peared. Even the color of flesh has ceased to 
count, and the most radiant blond skin of the 
fairest woman has become an insignificant 
pinkish spot no more important than a stone 
and not half so important as a flower. Human
ity is absorbed into the landscape. 

Obviously, there are two courses open to the 
painter. If he is a modern by feeling and by 
training, full of curiosity and of the scientific 
temper, caring more for the investigation of the 

aspects of nature and the rendering of natural 
light and atmosphere than for the telling of a 
story or the construction of a decoration, he 
will, if he is able enough, treat his matter much 
as Sargent has treated it. The figure will be
come, for him, only an incident in the land
scape. It will be important only as a thing of 
another texture and another color, valuable for 
the different way in which it receives the light 
and reflects the sky, just as rocks and foliage 
and water and bare earth are valuable. For to 
the true impressionist light and atmosphere are 
the only realities, and objects exist only to pro
vide surfaces for the play of light and atmos
phere. He will abandon all attempt at render
ing the material and physical significance of the 
human form, and will still less concern himself 
with its spiritual significance. He will gain a 
great vividness of illusion, and he may console 
himself for what he loses with the reflection that 
he has expressed the true relation of man to the 
universe—that he has expressed either man's in
significance or man's oneness with nature, ac
cording as his temper is pessimistic or optimistic. 

If, on the other hand, the painter is one to 
whom the figure as a figure means much; one to 
whom line and bulk and modelling are the 
principal means of expression, and who cares 
for the structure and stress of bone and muscle; 
if the glow and softness of flesh appeal strongly 
to him; above all, if he has the human point of 
view, and thinks of his figures as people en
gaged in certain actions, having certain char
acters, experiencing certain states of mind and 
body; then he will give up the struggle with the 
truths of aspect that seem so vital to the painter 
of the other type, and by a frank use of conven
tions will seek to increase the importance of his 
figure at the expense of its surroundings. He 
will give it firmer lines and clearer edges, will 
strengthen its light and shade, will dwell upon 
its structure or its movement and expression. 
He will so compose his landscape as to subor
dinate it to his figure, and wall make its lines 
echo and accentuate that figure's action or re
pose. When he has accomplished his task he 
will have painted, not man insignificant before 
nature, but man dominating nature. 

For an example of this way of representing 
man's relation to the world about him, let us 
take Titian's "Saint Jerome"—a picturesome-
what similar to Sargent's in subject and in the 
relative size of the figure and its surroundings. 
Titian has here given more importance to the 
landscape than was common in his day. He 
also has meant, as Sargent has, to make a great 



St. Jerome in the Desert. By Titian 

In the Brera Gallery, Milan. 

deal of the wilderness to which his saint has 
retired, and to make his saint a lonely human 
being in a savage place. But the saint and his 
emotion is, after all, what interests Titian most, 
and the wildness of nature is valuable to him 
mainly for its sympathy with this emotion. He 
wants to give a single powerful feeling and to 

give it with the utmost dramatic force—to give 
it theatrically even, one might admit of this 
particular picture; for it is by no means so 
favorable an example of Titian's method, or 
of" the older methods of art in general, as is 
Sargent's "Hermit" of the modern way of 
seeing and painting. To attain this end he 
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simplifies and arranges everything. He lowers 
the pitch of his coloring to a sombre glow and 
concentrates the little light upon his kneeling 
figure, he spends all his knowledge on so draw
ing and modelling that figure as to make you 
feel to the utmost its bulk and reality and the 
strain upon its muscles and tendons, and he so 
places everything else on his canvas as to in
tensify its action and expression. The gaze of 
the saint is fixed upon a crucifix high on the 
right of the picture, and the book behind him, 
the lines of the rocks, the masses of the foliage, 
even the general formation of the ground, are 
so disposed as to echo and reinforce the great 
diagonal. There is a splendid energy of in
vention in the drawing of the tree stems, but 
the effect is clear and simple with nothing of 
Sargent's dazzle and confusion. As for the 
lion, he is a mere necessary mark of identifica
tion, and Titian has taken no interest in him. 

Now, it is evident that there is not nearly so 
much literal truth to the appearance of nature 
in this picture as in Sargent's. It is not only that 
it would never have occurred to Titian to try to 
paint the glittering spottiness of sunlightsplash-
ing through leafage, or to attempt to raise his 
key of light to something like that of nature, at 
the cost of fulness of color. It is not merely that 
he translates and simplifies and neglects cer
tain truths that the world had not yet learned 
to see. He deliberately and intentionally falsi
fies. He knew as well as we do that a natural 
landscape would not arrange itself in such lines 
and masses for the purpose of throwing out the 
figure and of enhancing its emotion. But to 
him natural facts were but so much material, 
to be treated as he pleased for the carrying out 
of his purpose. He was a colorist and a chia-
roscurist; and he had a great deal more interest 
in light and in landscape than most of the 
painters of his time. If he had been pre-emi
nently a draughtsman, like Michelangelo, he 
would have reduced his light and shade to the 
amount strictly necessary to give that powerful 
modelling of the figure which is the draughts
man's means of expression, would have greatly 
increased the relative size and importance of 
the figure, and would have reduced the land
scape to a barely intelligible symbol. Had he 
been a linealist, like Botticelli, he would have 
eliminated modelling almost altogether, would 
have concentrated his attention upon the edges 
of things, and would have reduced his picture 
to a flat pattern in which the beauty and ex
pressiveness of the lines should be almost the 
only attraction. 

For all art is an exchange of gain against 
loss—you cannot have Sargent's truth of im
pression and Titian's truth of emotion in the 
same picture, nor Michelangelo's beauty of 
structure with Botticelli's beauty of line. To 
be a successful artist is to know what you want 
and to get it at any necessary sacrifice, though 
the greatest artists maintain a noble balance 
and sacrifice no more than is necessary. And 
if a painter of to-day is like minded with these 
older masters he will have to express himself 
much in their manner. He will have to make, 
with his eyes open, the sacrifices which they 
made more or less unconsciously, and to deny 
a whole range of truths with which his fellows 
are occupied that he may express clearly and 
forcibly the few truths which he has chosen. 

All truths are good, and all ways of painting 
are legitimate that are necessary to the expres
sion of any truth. I am not here concerned to 
show that one way is better than another, or one 
set of truths more important than another set of 
truths. For the present I am desirous only of 
showing why there is more than one way—of 
explaining the necessity of different methods for 
the expression of different individualities and 
different ways of envisaging nature and art. 
But a little while ago it was the modern or im
pressionistic manner that needed explanation. 
It was new, it was revolutionary, and it was 
misunderstood and disliked. A generation of 
critics has been busy in explaining it, a genera
tion of artists has been busy in practising it, 
and now the balance has turned the other way. 
The pressure of conformity is upon the other 
side and it is the older methods that need justi
fication and explanation. The prejudices of 
the workers and the writers have gradually and 
naturally become the prejudices of at least a 
part of the public, and it has become necessary 
to show that the small minority of artists who 
still follow the old roads do so, not from igno
rance or stupidity or a stolid conservatism, still 
less from mere wilful caprice, but from neces
sity; because those roads are the only ones that 
can lead them where they wish to go. No 
more magnificent demonstration of the quali
ties possible to the purely modern methods of 
painting has been made than this brilliant little 
picture of Sargent's. All the more is it a dem
onstration of the qualities impossible to these 
methods. If such qualities have any permanent 
value and interest for the modern world it is 
a gain for art that some painters should try to 
keep alive the methods that render possible 
their attainment. KENYON COX. 
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A Sparkling Water with a snap 
and tang pleasing to the taste. 
Its Alkaline properties make its 
daily use particularly beneficial. 
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Bottled under Ideal Sanitary Conditions 
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"Nearly a Quarter-Century of Leadership" 

When planning a fine home, you secure the 

services of an architect of practical experience, 

who is also a leader in original conceptions. 

In selecting your motor-car, your safe 

guide is the manufacturer who, with the same 

engineering staff, has, for nearly a quarter-

century, originated and put into successful 

practice the most important and valuable 

principles found in the motor-car of today. 

The Model C-Six, the latest creation of 

the Stevens-Duryea organization, sets a new 

standard for the fine motor-car. 

$4500 to $5950, in two lengths of wheel-base 

Catalogue on request 

Stevens-Duryea Company Chicopee Falls Mass 
" P i o n e e r Builders of Amer ican S i x e s " 

Model C-Six 
Seven Passengers 
$4750 
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No-Rim-Cut Tires 

The Square Deal 
This concern has become the chief factor in Tire-

dom because of methods which men approve. 

These are the methods. Judge for yourself if they 
insure a square deal to consumers. 

Able Men 
The best men, in the long run, are 

bound to build the best tires. - So for 
13 years we've sought for unusual 
calibre. 

Every year we send men to the 
great technical schools to pick the 
ablest graduates. 

Then we give them wide oppor
tunity. Every worth-while idea is 
tested out by actual metered mileage. 

Thus we compare formulas and 
fabrics, methods, designs and mate
rials—hundreds of them, all by mile
age test. 

It took these experts 13 years to 
make Goodyear tires what they are 
today. 

Incentive 
The men who do best get the high

est places, and also come to share in 
our profits. 

Of the men who did most, 134 are, 
by our help, partners in the business. 
Forty-nine of these men are in the 
factory, building Goodyear tires. 

Our branch managers everywhere 
—the men who meet and serve the 
public—share in Goodyear profits. 

Ninety per cent of our common 
stock is held by these men on whom 
its value depends. 

Principles 
We stand for and court the freest 

competition. So we oppose consol
idation, and maintain complete inde
pendence. 

Even our patents are licensed to 
others, to avoid the slightest taint of 
monopoly. 

There is no water in our capital 
stock—no fictitious capital calling for 
dividends. So we are content with 
small margins of profit. 

Last year our profits on No-Rim-
Cut tires averaged 8 ^ per cent. 

Such are our aims and our prin
ciples. First, to build the best tires 
which the best men can build. Sec
ond, to give the best service by plac
ing partners in charge of it. Third, 
to sell these tires on the smallest 
margin which we dare accept. 

On these lines we have won the 
largest demand which any tire ever 
knew. And our business has doubled 
six times in three years, and trebled 
since a year ago. 

In answering advertisements. please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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lft% Oversize 

The Pinnacle Place 
1,500,000 Sold 

Last March we announced that men 
had used a"'million Goodyear tires. 
That was after 12 years of tire making. 

" Now, six months later, we announce 
over a million and a half as sold. 
And our present output is 100,000 
monthly. 

Those figures show what legions of 
users are saying about these tires. 

What Every Man 
Can See 

Quality is something which only 
time can tell. And time has told it 
about Goodyear tires. 

But there are features in these tires 
which every m,an can see. 

He can see that No-Rim-Cuts—our 
patent tires—make rim-cutting for
ever impossible. 

He can see that these tires average 

something more 

than 10 per cent 

over the rated 

size. 

They Save 48% 
The saving of rim-cutting means 

an average saving of 23 per cent. 
For statistics show that 23 per cent of 
all ruined old-type tires are rim-cut. 

That 10 per cent oversize, under 
average conditions, adds 25 per cent 
to the tire mileage. 

These are apparent savings. A 
child can realize how they come about. 
One cannot dispute them, for tens 
of thousands of Goodyear users have 
actually proved them out. 

A single glance 

shows these ad

vantages to every 

man who looks. 

GOODYEAR 

Then the point is this: 
Suppose that Goodyear quality is 

equalled in other tires. 
Suppose that other tires, under like 

conditions, could give you Goodyear 
mileage. 

Here is this patent No-Rim-Cut 
feature. And here is this oversize. 

Are not these savings alone suffi
cient to bring 
carefulmen to No-
Rim-Cut tires ? 

AKRON, OHIO 

No-Rim-Cut Tires 
W i t h or Without Non-Skid Treads 

Goodyear pneumatic tires are guaranteed when filled 
with air at the recommended pressure. When filled 
with any substitute for air our guarantee is withdrawn. 

T h e Goodyea r T i re 
Book—based on 13 
yea r s of t i re making 
—is filled with facts 
you should know. 
Ask us to mail it 

to you. 

THE GOODYEAR TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY, Akron, Ohio 
Branches and Agencies in 103 Principal Cities More Service Stations Than Any Other Tire 

We Make All Kinds of Rubber Tires, Tire Accessories and Repair Outfits 
Main Canadian Office, Toronto, Ont. 

(807) 
Canadian Factory, Bowmanville, Ont. 
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The Tailor is Proud of that Suit 

OSWEGO SERGE is an 
inspiration to the tailor. 

H e loves to work with it be
cause Oswego has the beauty, 
the drape and hang to accentu
ate the effect of smart cut and 
skilful tailoring. And he knows 
the intrinsic quality of cloth is 
there to make the suit stand up 
and look well through long 
wear. 

| oswego 
is a true style-fabric, a thoroughbred 
serge for the man who cares. A dis
tinctive rich blue; Fall and Winter 
weight—16 ounces to the yard and 
every ounce pure wool. 

Another style-fabric for Fall and 
Winter is W A S H I N G T O N 1789 
Unfinished Worsted. A cloth that shows 
its quality and tailors splendidly. 

Ask your tailor or clothier to show you OSWEGO SERGE and 
W A S H I N G T O N 1789. They are featured by good custom tailors md 
may be had also in high-grade ready-to-wear suits. If you cannot 
find them, send us check or money-order for quantity required (3% yards 
for man's suit), at $3.25 per yard for Washington 1789, and $3.00 for Oswego 
Serge, and we shall see that you are supplied through regular channels, as 
we do not sell at retail. 

AmericanWoolen Company 
Win M.Wood. President. 

Stiling Agency : American Woolen Company of New York, 
American Woolen Bldg. 

18th to roth Street on 4th Avenue, New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Three new styles 

The greatest feature about these new instruments is the 
unequaled tone which has given the Victor-Victrola its 
supremacy among musical instruments. 

There's nothing new about that of course, for this 
wonderful tone characterizes every Victor-Victrola. 

The newness of these three instruments is in the design, 
and the improvements are really astonishing. 

More beautiful, more artistic, more complete—and with 
no increase in price. 

The greatest values ever offered ; 

greatest of all musical instruments. 
Any Victor dealer in any city in the world will g' 

I**] you these instruments and play any music you wish to 

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J.f U. S 
Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 

I Always use Victor Machines with Victor Records 
and Victor Needles—the combination. There is 
no other way to get the unequaled Victor tone. 

I [ Victor Victrola 11 
New Victor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month 

i l l L1113 

ladly show 
hear. 

.A. 
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THE CORRECT WEDDING PAPE FL 

i i i i i i immi iv 

FOR a distinguished wedding 
Crane's Kid Finish is as 

appropriate for the wedding 
invitation as orange flowers for 
the bridal bouquet. It has a sur
face designed to bring out all 
of the beauty of the engraving. 
It is a paper of wonderful fine
ness and beauty in its texture, 
and it has had the sanction of 
socially well informed people 
ever since it was first produced. 

YOUR stationer can always procure Crane's 
Kid Finish for you. Insist upon it. If you 

fail to get it from hi m, write to us and we will 
send you samples and tell you just where you 
can have your invitationsengraved upon this 
correct wedding paper. 

Crane's 
linen lawn 

THE CORRECT WRITING PAPER 

THIS most popular fabric-finished paper 
has had added unto it some novel touches 

picked up in Paris. "Lettre a Marge Pliee" is 
the French name of a smart sheet with a 
nnrrow margin turned over for the mono

gram. Two perfectly stunning 
new colors in C r a n e ' s L i n e n 
Lawn are Saxe Blue and Ante
lope. If you cannot procure these 
papers from yourstationer, write 
us and we will send you samples 
and give you the name of a 
stationer who will supply them. 

EATON, CRANE & PIKE COMPANY 
New York Pittsfield, Mass. 

TRADE MARK TRADE MARK 

Crane's kid finish 
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Your Telephone Horizon 
The horizon of vision, the circle 

which bounds our sight, has not 
changed. 

It is best observed at sea. Though 
the ships of today are larger than the 
ships of fifty years ago, you cannot 
see them until they come up over the 
edge of the world, fifteen or twenty 
miles away. 

A generation ago the horizon of 
speech was very limited. When your 
grandfather was a young man, his 
voice could be heard on a still day for 
perhaps a mile. Even though he used 
a speaking trumpet, he could not be 
heard nearly so far as he could be seen. 

Today all this has been changed. 
The telephone has vastly extended 
the horizon of speech. 

Talking two thousand miles is an 
everyday occurrence, while in order 
to see this distance, you would need 
to mount your telescope on a platform 
approximately 560 miles high. 

As a man is followed by his shadow, 
so is he followed by the horizon of 
telephone communication. When he 
travels across the continent his tele
phone horizon travels with him, and 
wherever he may be he is always at 
the center of a great circle of telephone 
neighbors. 

What is true of one man is true of 
the whole public. In order to provide 
a telephone horizon for each member 
of the nation, the Bell System has 
been established. 

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 

AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 

Every Bell Telephone is the Center of the System. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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the ANGELUS GRand 
PLAYER-PIANO, 

The Angelus Grand 
Player-Piano 

of 1896 

The Angelus Grand 
Player-Piano 

of 1912 

N 1896 we brought out our first G R A N D player-piano in a 
\Jl\ form at that time welcomed by the public. W e now incor-

) | / y porate the ANGELUS entirely within the G R A N D piano 
I W without appreciably enlarging the case or breaking its graceful 

lines. It is the harmonious union of the highest type of piano 
with the ANGELUS, conceded to be the best means for 

playing the piano, with the possible exception of the human niggers. 
This magnificent instrument satisfies both the trained musician and 

the untrained music lover, for it is always ready to be played either 
from the keyboard or by means of the perforated music rolls. 
THE KNABE-ANGELUS GRAND is the union of the Angelus with the Knabe. It 
has the celebrated tone and touch which have earned for the Knabe the proud 
title of "the world's best piano." 

Only ANGELUS instruments have the following devices and aids enabling you 
to produce musical effects equaling those of the most accomplished pianist: 

diminish the accompaniment notes at your 
pleasure. 

THE PHRASING LEVER, giving absolute 
control of tempo, enables you to instill into 
the music your own individuality. 
THE MELODANT, which brings out the 
melody of the composition, note for note, 
against a subordinated accompaniment. 

THE GRADUATING ACCOMPANIMENT, 
which enables you to swell or 

THE ARTISTYLE MUSIC ROLL, containing 
only a single expression line, giving you au-
thorative interpretation of the composition. 
THE VOLTEM RECORD ROLL, which en
ables you to give an exact repetition of any 
particular virtuoso's rendition. 

T H E W I L C O X & W H I T E C O M P A N Y 
Established 1877 — Pioneers in the Player-Piano Industry 

M e r i d e n , C o n n . 

Business 
233 Regent St., London 
Agencies AN Over the World 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Lochinvar 
and 
EJlen 

"So stately 
his form, 
And so lovely 
her face, 
That never a hall 
Such a galliard 
did grace." 

Like the stories of the famous 
sweethearts of romance and 
history Nabisco Sugar 
Wafers always delight. Their 
fragile goodness imparts a 
new charm to every form of 
dessert. In ten cent tins, 
also in twenty-five cent tins. 

CHOCOLATE. T O K E N S — Another 
exquisite dessert confection — chocolate 
coated. 

NATIONAL BISCUIT 
COMPANY 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Famous 
Sweethearts 

A 
Famous 
Sweet 
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Restful Light 
in your home 

E y e s and n e r v e s a r e j u s t as 

m u c h injured b y g lare a s by 

insufficient light. 
Your children and the rest of your 

family will enjoy their evenings more 
and sleep better afterwards if they are 
surrounded by soft, restful, and ample 
(but not glaring) light. 

Such illumination, when the costs of 
shades and electric current are both 
considered, is apt to cost even less than 
the poor illumination found in the average 
home. This is mostly a matter of 

the right shades and globes 
which get the most light from your current, and light that is easy 
on the eyes. The right shades and globes are also handsome, 
harmonizing with and bringing out the beauty of the other 
furnishings, and radiate a soft and pleasant glow to every nook and 
corner of your room. 

One of the most elaborate of these is the Georgian combination 
of direct and semi-indirect illumination illustrated above. The 
whole shade is opalescent. The body delicately tinted, and the 
pattern deep-etched in pearl white. Others, equally elaborate or 
very simple, are shown in our catalogue. 

Send for our Catalogue No 42 of Shades and Globes — Alba and the many 
other kinds we make for electricity and gas. Give us your dealer's name. H e 
has, or can get, any Macbeth-Evans shade or globe you desire. 

Macbeth-Evans Glass C o m p a n y 
Pittsburgh 

Sales- and Show-rooms also in New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, St Louis 
Boston and Toronto Registered 

U. S. Pat. Off. 
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COLLARS and SHIRTS 
T A E V O N is a good collar f I ^HE makers depend upon 
T~* f or t he summer ' s end A the good qualities of Arrow 
and the autumn's beginning. Shirts to sell you another of 
Modish, mannish, comfortable. the same label. 

2 for 25 cents $1.50 and more 

Send for booklets. CLUETT, PEABODY & COMPANY, 477 River Street, TROY, N. Y. 

In answering.advertisements please mention.SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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GEORGE A. FULLER 
COMPANY 

The following terminals, described in the current 
number of this magazine, were erected by the 
George A. Fuller Company: 

Pennsylvania Terminal, New York 
North-Western Terminal, Chicago 
Michigan Central Terminal, Detroit 
Union Station, Kansas City 

The experience of this Company, derived from 
many large operations, as well as the magnitude 
and efficiency of its organization and unequaled 
purchasing power, assuring economy of both cost 
and time, are at your service. 

GEORGE A. FULLER COMPANY 
Principal Subsidiary of 

UNITED STATES REALTY & IMPROVEMENT COMPANY 

Offices in 

NEW YORK 
PHILADELPHIA 
WASHINGTON 
KANSAS CITY 
CHATTANOOGA 
TORONTO 

BOSTON 
BALTIMORE 
ATLANTA 
RICHMOND 
KNOXVILLE 
WINNIPEG 

CHICAGO 
DETROIT 
MILWAUKEE 
JERSEY CITY 
OTTAWA 
MONTREAL 
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GET ON THE RIGHT TRACK! 

The Pennsylvania Steel Company 
Steelton, Pennsylvania 

Terminal Experts 
for the following terminals 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



Ii2 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

The Only 
$ Drawer Correspondence Filing Section 

Ideal Height — Convenient for Everybody 

A Correspondence Filing Section with 5 drawers is a new thing, 
familiar with the 4 drawer hind. 

Yi ou are 

Baker-Vawter 5 drawer Correspondence Sections 
are only 2 to 4 inches higher than the average wood
en ot metal correspondence files and give at least 
25cfo more capacity. 

Our Sections for Invoices, Folded Documents, Cards, etc., etc., are all of 
comparatively increased capacity. Can you afford to equip your office with files 
that occupy more floor space and give less capacity? 

Our assortment of stock, "ready-to-ship" steel vertical files is 
the most varied and complete in the world. We can give you all 
the advantages of special built- to- order equipment, and save you 
time and money and annoyance. 

In addition to that, you may afterward re-arrange your sections at will—the 
files are easily joined or separated, and one pair of end panels is sufficient for a 
combination of any number of files. 

In the illustration above, we snow sections for Correspondence, Invoices 
and Credits, Cards, Cancelled Checks, Folded Documents and Legal Papers. 
The Roller Shelf Section on the right is equipped with a steel curtain which keeps 
miscellaneous records under cover when desired. All drawers lock. 

Baker- Vawter sections are heavier than others because of their 
superior construction. They are fire-retarding, noiseless, handsome, 
extraordinarily durable, and have the greatest filing capacity. 
They are always "rent savers." Ask for information. 

Baker-Vawter Company 
Manufacturers Loose Leaf Systems and Binding Devices 

BENTON HARBOR, MICH. HOLYOKE CHICAGO 
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Reed and barton 
heppelwhite pattern 
'•all C CJ. 1H. m O" 1 S 

fo r Sterling Silver 
for thwDKing Table, the Srefflard, and t hM^pdo i r , re
present Jierfection in sil\|jiwl|e from evelB jlewpoint. 
Charaej irKed by charming K i w c i t y and gradfi jrarnbining 
"elegaia el with utility"—HatteHvhite's expresSkjjfideal—it 
makes j sj ippeal to refined t j | |y i | that reject thmtjlb ornate. 
The fa | t | ;hat it is so e x t e J g g y l imitated is tstfelbest pos
sible pfNf of its supreme jfej l t i l1 0 6> a set oi M e genuine 
Heppeli jljite Sterling Silver will still have the §ffie of the 
original! Ufhen all copies and imitations of it a llforgotten. 

• Sold by leading . Jewiders every ivkermv. 
Illustrated Booklet.se/itJWee on reqiiemh 

Reed & Barton 

Fifth A v e n u e and ?2d Street + . M a i d e n L .me 

N e w Y o r k Ci ty 

Taunton, Mass. 
Represented at 1 

Booklet.se/itJWee
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Merited Confidence 
T h e r e are many firms in this country that are quite 

distinctive in their own l ines—considered the best 
because most reliable in the goods they make and sell, 
and in the statements they make about them. 

Naturally these firms enjoy the fullest confidence 
of the public—patrons even order goods by mail with
out seeing them, knowing that they will be promptly, 
correctly and honestly served. 

This is just the kind of confidence enjoyed by 
advertisers in the N e w York City Surface Cars—people 
know the concerns M U S T be reliable, or their cards 
could not be displayed in these cars. 

Public confidence is a great asset to any advertiser. 
H e gets i t—ready made—if he is advertising in the 
Surface Cars of N e w York City. If you are inter
ested, a postal will br ing you the fullest information. 

Study the Cards — We Have a Standard 

New York City Car 
Advertising Company 

225 Fifth Avenue New York 
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A Westinghouse Small Motor 
at Ten Cents a Day Saves 
the Work of a Servant at 

Twenty Dollars a Month 

WA S H I N G d i s h e s ; 
washing c l o t h e s ; 

cleaning the carpets, rugs, 
upholstery and hangings; 
cleaning and polishing the 
silver the modern qu ick 
way — t h e w a y of t h e 
silversmith. 

For details talk to the 
nearest good e lec t r ica l 
dealer. He will q uote 
prices on everything you 
need and will arrange to 
properly install the motor, andhasnostayingqualities. 

The Westinghouse Motor is the motor you are sure of. 
To get in touch with a reliable electrical dealer in 

your vicinity write us. 

Westinghouse Electric & Manufacturing Co, 
Dept. M T, East Pittsburgh, Pa. 

To start right in the use 
of electrical helps you want 
the best motor you can buy. 
The Westinghouse Motor 
is not cheapened in design 
or workmanship to make 
an attractive price, and can 
be depended upon to do 
its work for many years. 
Nevertheless its price is 
onlyslightlyhigher than the 
toy type of motor which 
does its work imperfectly 
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HARTSHORN 
SHADE ROLLERS 
Bear the script name of 

Stewart Hartshorn on label. 
Get "improved," no tacks required. 

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers 

The reliable inexpensive 
cleaning device —-

BISSELL'S 
"Cyco" BALL-BEARING 

Carpet Sweeper 
Other cleaning devices come and 

' go, but the Bissell Sweeper with
stands all competition, always emer
ging with increased prestige and a 
broader measure of public favor. The 
reasons for this are very plain and 

\ simple. The Bissell Sweeper occupies a 
: distinct field of usefulness that no other clean

ing device covers, meeting a daily necessity of 
'I every home that cannot be practically compassed 

by expensive cleaning machines that are cumber
some to use; and beyond this, the "Bissell" gath
ers up miscellaneous litter that other devices cannot 
pick up — all of which is recognized by house
wives generally. The dirt and dust problem has 
to be met every day in the year, not periodically; 
and the Bissell Sweeper is the only cleaning device 
which, on account of its lightness and efficiency, 

is practicable to use daily. 

The very latest BALL-BEARING BIS
SELL costs but $2.75 to $5.75, and will 
last from five to fifteen years, according 
to care given it. 
For sale by all the best trade. Write 
for free booklet, "Easy, Economical, 

Sanitary Sweeping." 

ssell Carpet Sweeper Co. 
Dept. 39-A 

Grand Rapids, Mich. 
(Largest Exclusive Carpet 

Sweeper Manufacturers in the 
"Wurldj 

METALINED 
BUSHINGS 

were used by the Terry &Tench Co. 
in their hois t ing sheaves dur ing the construction 

of the New Grand Central Terminal. 
( HEAVY LOADS 

U n e x c e l l e d for { H A R D SERVICE 
( DURABILITY 

F o r 
MOST RELIABLE 
LEAST WEARING 

Loose P u l l e y s ) P O S I T I V E L Y O I L L E S S 
t FIRE DANGER AVERTED 

THE METALINE COMPANY 
58 West Avenue Long Island City, N. Y. 

FARR'S 

PEONIES 
Do you know them ? 

Perhaps you are one of the many who do not 

yet know the beauty of the modern Peony or 

the lure of the Iris. If so you have missed 

much and should send at once for my book, 

" FARR'S HARDY PLANT 
SPECIALTIES" 

It describes accurately the hundreds of va

rieties of Peonies and Iris which go to make 

up my Wyomissing collection, perhaps the 

most complete in existence; it also tells of 

D e l p h i n i u m s , P h l o x e s , Or i en ta l Pop

p i e s , Aqui legias , and a host of other 

grand Hardy Flowers, in a way that will 

make you love and want them. Let me 

help you with your garden. 

The Book >s Free 

BERTRAND H. FARR. 6 4 3 - S Penn Street 
Reading, Penna. 
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Complete your building data before you go ahead with 
your plans and specifications. Investigate the claims of 

NATCO HOLLOW-TILE 

Then only can you be satisfied that you've chosen wisely. Your good judg
ment must be given fair play. 

Read up this form of construction before you go ahead with your building 
specifications. Drop a line for our 64-page handbook, "Fireproof Houses." 
Contains 80 photographs of residences and other moderate-sized buildings 
where N A T C O has been used for exterior wall construction at costs between 
$4,000 and $100,000, also a few complete drawings and floor plans. An 
invaluable guide to the prospective builder. Mailed anywhere for 20 cents 
in postage. Write for it today. 

Natco construction is rapidly supplanting the older and less efficient forms 
and at a cost only slightly in advance. The sum of advantages is, on the other 
hand, overwhelming. Architects in increasing numbers are specifying Natco 
Hollow Tile throughout for their own homes. 

Natco Hollow Tile places your building ahead of any other type of structure 
as an investment. Fire safety, permanence and nominal maintenance are its 
chief characteristics. It is fireproof, age proof, moisture proof, 
sound proof, vermin proof, warmer in Winter and cooler 
in Summer. 

Learn more about Natco before you do anything 
definite. Send for "Fireproof Houses" today. 

NATIONAL FIRE • PROOFING • COMPANY 
Organized 1889 

Dept. D PITTSBURGH, PA. Offices in All Principal Cities 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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5784-Rarpen Two-Piece 
Suite, Cliinese Chippendale. 
Solid mahogany framework. Covered 
in your choice of colors or patterns in 
tapestries or in various colors of genuine 
leather. Pieces may be purchased 
separately. 

How to Choose 
Upholstered Furniture 
O u r l a t e s t Book of D e s i g n s shows 

h u n d r e d s of a t t r a c t i v e p ieces of K a r p e n 
F u r n i t u r e ; a m o n g therri. m a n y ar t i s t ic 
des igns a t m o d e r a t e p r i ces . 

This book is helpful in suggesting: suitable 
pieces for any furniture need in any room in any 
home. It explains how Karpen Furniture is made 
in order that it may give absolute satisfaction. 

Karpen 
Guaranteed Upbolsterel) 

Furniture 
^ represents the highest achievement of three 

generations of cabinet makers who still cling to the 
old fashioned idea of doing things in the best way in 
which they may be done. 

All furniture bearing our name is guaranteed to be 
as represented or your money will be cheerfully re
turned by the dealer. 

If you do not find our trade mark on the uphol
stered furniture shown in the stores, seek the 
Karpen dealer and take no chances with un brand
ed furniture, which is not guaranteed, and upon 
which the maker is ashamed to put his name. 

Our Book *€I9* Is Sent Free for the Asking 

K&rpeo 
UpKolstered 

FMXIUtvre 

S. Karpen & Bros. 
Karpen BIdg., Chicago 

Karpen BIdg., New York 
2 0 Sudbury St., Boston 

No. 5798— K a r p e n A r m Chai r of Adam design. 
Carved frame of solid mahogany. Your choice of imported tapes
try, panne mohair plush or best genuine leather of any color. 
Wo. 5900—Karpen A r m Chai r "Modern German" 
design. Luxuriously upholstered in genuine leather or tapestry 
of any color. 

=3E 3E 3E3G ae 3C J 

Important to those 
Who expect to build 

WHEN PLANNING TO BUILD, get 
the ideas of leading architects, regarding 
best design, proper interior arrangement 
and most appropriate furnishings. This 
will aid in deciding about your own 
plans, when you consult your architect, 
and can be obtained from the several 
hundred designs beautifully illustrated in 
six numbers of the 

Architectural Records 
The National Magazine for Architects, Owners and Builders, 

with the largest circulation in tbe field 

In the advertising pages of these six numbers are 
also illustrated and described numerous building 
specialties that add much to the comfort, con
venience and value of the modern home, with
out materially increasing initial cost; this infor
mation may mean saving of many dollars to you. 

OUR SPECIAL OFFER 
We have a limited supply of these sets of six numbers, 
invaluable to those who expect to build or make altera
tions. Although regular price is $1.50, we make you a 
special offer of $1.00 for the six, while the sets last, if you 
mention SCRIBNER s. They will soon be sold. Order to
day, to-morrow may be too late. 

This $1 .00 Should Save You Hundreds 

THE ARCHITECTURAL RECORD 

2 6 7 Metropolitan Annex New York 

Enclosed is $[.00. Mail six numbers containing CITY 
and COUNTRY HOUSE illustrations, according to 
special offer in SCRIBNER'S. 

Nat 

Address 
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This new pedestal lavatory — the "Valcour 
typical Mot t product. Beauty and usefulness are ad
mirably combined in its design. 

For the ideal lavatory no material is comparable with 
Mott 's Vitreous Ware or Imperial Solid Porcelain. 

The white, china-like surface of Mott 's Vitreous Ware and 
Imperial Solid Porcelain immediately suggests perfect cleanliness 
—the high lustre denotes a fine and hard texture, insuring cleanli
ness. T h e material is extra heavy and imparts great strength and 
durability. 

"MODERN PLUMBING"—For 
complete information regarding bath
room or kitchen equipment, write for 
"Modern Plumbing," an 80-page 
booklet illustrating 24 model bath
room interiors ranging in cost from 
$73 to $3,000. Sent on request with 
4c. for postage. 

T H E J. L. M O T T IRON WORKS 
1828 EIGHTY-FOUR YEARS SUPREMACY 1912 

F I F T H AVENUE AND SEVENTEENTH S T . , N E W Y O R K 
WORKS AT TRENTON, N. J. 

BRANCHES :—Boston, Chicago, Philadelphia, Detroit, Minneapolis, 
Washington, St. Louis, New Otleans, Denver, San Francisco, San Antonio, 
Atlanta, Seattle, Portland (Ore.) , Indianapolis, Pittsburgh. Cleveland. O., 
Kansas City, Salt Lake City. 

CANADA.—The Mott Co., Ltd., 134 Bleury Street, Montreal, Que. 

iih» I ' l i l l l J l l l l l l - III iiiiilllllllllllllllllliilli 
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HTHE UP-TO-DATE ARCHITECT 
^ whose first consideration is for his 

client, will recommend OXIDE CF ZINC 
PAINTS, properly made by machinery. 
The evidence of their superior economy 
and service will convince any reasonable 
property owner. 

Is your property protected and adorned 
with the right kind of paint— 

Oxide of Zinc Paint ? 
W e do not grind Oxide of Zinc in Oil. A list of 

manufacturers of Oxide of Zinc Paints 
mailed on request. 

The New Jersey Zinc Co. 
NATIONAL CITY BANK BUILDING 

55 Wall Street, New York 

HOW TO SAVE XMAS MONEY! 
IVrite for our 
f ine, p h o t o -
illustrated, 5u-
j . age catalog 
and get itfree; 
a l s o free, 
charming book
let, "Story of 
R e d Cedar." 
Factory prices 
to you on all 
styles of Red 
Cedar Chests; 
15 days' free 
trial; freight 
prepaid. G»t 
(his hook now, FREE 

MOTH P R O O F C E D A R CHESTS 
On 1 5 Days' Free Trial 

Every woman wants one! Must pleasing gift for Christmas and for 
birthday and wedding presents. Make your gift money go further. Many varieties of design, 
wide range of prices. Now is the time to select Christmas Gifts ; don't wait'. Piedmont South
ern Red Cedar Chests make biggest value and most beautiful gifts for the money. Enrich any 
home. Save furs and woolens from moths, mice, dust and damp. Send for all particulars of 
our great free trial offer. Your name and addresH brings all, postpaid, free. Write today. 

P i e d m o n t Red Cedar Chest Co., I>opt. 58, Statesville, N. C. 

TAPESTRY" BRICK 
T h e M o s t Art i s t i c and P e r m a n e n t 
Bui ld ing Material in the W o r l d 

is really cheaper than wood. Every builder can 
afford it. It provides unlimited patterns and wide 
range of exquisite unchanging shades and colors. 

Send for Free color illustrated books 
FISKE & CO., Inc.. 1847 Arena Building, New York 

Promoters and Desist 
Sole Maniifactitr, 

ers of Artistic Rrick Work 
rs of "Tapestry" Brick 

Rowboa.t *20°-2 
MONEY IN BOAT LIVERY! 

; Can ship in any quantity. Need No Boat 
^House. Never Leak, Rust, Check, Crack or 

'Ro t . Absolutely safe. Every boat hns water-tight 
compartments, so cannot sink. 20 different designs 

' Demonstrator Agents Wanted in Every Community. 
Write TODAY fur FREE Illustrated Catalog and Special Factory Prices. 

Michigan Steel Boat Co., 216 Beiievue Ave., Detroit, Mich 

Modern Practical Design 
By G. W. R H E A D , author of " Prin
ciples of Design." With photographic 
and other illustrations $3.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
153-157 FIFTH AVENUE. N E W YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Use OXIDEe of ZINC Paints 
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Leavens 

IJ Furniture which can be sold "m the 
raw" of unfinished must be good furniture. 
There is no filler, no glue or saw-dust, no 
heavy coating or varnish to cover bad spots 
in the wood. A l l pieces containing flaws 
must be discarded, for in any unfinished 
piece of furniture, every flaw will plainly 
show. 
t [ L E A V E N S furniture is made for exhi
bition in our salesrooms in the unfinished 
state. N o piece which cannot pass this test 
goes to the finishing room or to the cus
tomer. 
•J T h e carefully selected woods, the hon
est, solid construction, must make their 
appeal to the discriminating buyer who 
critically examines. It is then optional 
with the purchaser, whether to buy it un
finished or finished. 
flWe wi l l apply any finish, if desired, which 
the purchaser may select from our samples of 
finished woods. 
fj Our facsimile reproductions of these finishes in 
the color chart, enable the purchaser to select by 
mail, just as accurately as though visiting our 
warerooms in person. 
fj Send for full set of illustrations showing over 
200 pieces, also color chart of L E A V E N S 
standard stains. 

william leavens &CO.1 

5 2 C A N A L S T . 

B O S T O N , M A S S . 

Those who desire the very 
best in glassware, should insist 
upon having 1 g l a s s w a r e 
bear ing the ^ trade mark. 
T h e best g lassware made, 
owing to its durability is always 
the cheapest. [For crystal clear -
ness and perfection of design, 

Heisey 's m Glassware 

is unsurpassed. Our book sent 
upon request, will tell you many 
interesting things about table glass 
and its use. ^^&p Write for it. 
A. H. Heisey #*•« 
p r ^ ' f o a g N Newark, 

er Co. jmmm -^ Ohio. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Heisey's 

GLASSWARE 
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Sc. 'io 
This special coupon trial price is 

made to induce you to let Good 
Good * Housekeeping prove its worth. 
M°au

g
sai7i,,? s You save almost half the 

38i Fourth Avenue > cost in this way. Send 
New York Ofe % t h e c o u p o n t o d a y ^ 
G c n t i e m J a n t to rea^, Dr. read about the babies 
Sy'sBTbus°"' s"gnti % and household helps. 
Good Housekeeping tor tliree r 
months for the enclosed 25 cents. % 
Name ^ Street ' 

City State > 

y ^ - a a . i . - • : • . : - , , - - - • • • ' . ' • . ^ • • - ' . • • ' :••• • • • - - • • - . • • • , , " v - ' - ! H - - ' -

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Stop drugging 
The Babies 

Thousands of dollars are spent annually on the reckless 
doping of infant children. The thoughtless and 

ignorant use of deadly morphine, chloroform and other 
injurious ingredients sold in solution as "soothing syrups 
for habv" are a constant threat to its voung life. 

Doctor Harvey W. Wiley 
has written an indicting article on these habit-forming 
drugged concoctions for the October Good Housekeeping 
Magazine. It's better to listen to baby's cry for a 
while than to have it forever hushed. 

Dr. Wiley names 14 of these drugging " baby quieters " and 

k tells in a constructive way what you should do. The , 
coupon below will bring it all to you. „ J 

Good Housekeeping 
Magazine 

, 381 Fourth Avenue 
ifeks New York City 
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BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER 
tt In Uric Acid Diathesis, Gout, Rheumatism, 

Lithaemia, and the Like, Its Action 
is Prompt and Lasting" 

George Ben Johnston, M.D., LL.D., Richmond,Va., Ex-President 
Southern Surgical and Gynecological Association, Ex-President 
Virginia Medical Society, and Professor of Gynecology and 
Abdominal Surgery, Medical College of Virginia: "If I were 
asked what mineral water has the widest range of usefulness 
I would unhesi- r> te 1 I • • ! • \\T & «. I n Uric Acid 
tatingly answer DUttalO Lithia W a t e r Diathesis.Gout, 
Rheumatism, Lithaemia, and the like, its beneficial effects are 
prompt and lasting. . . . Almost any case of Pyelitis and 
Cystitis will be alleviated by it, and many cured. I have had 
evidence of the undoubted Disintegrating, Solvent and eliminat
ing powers of this water in Renal Calculus, and have known 
its long continued use to permanently break up the gravel-
forming habit." . , , , 

Medical testimony on request 

For sale by genera l Drug and Mineral W a t e r t rade 

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER CO. 

In Uric Acid Diathesis, 
etc. 

Jno.V. Shoemaker, M.D. , LL.D. , 

Professor of Mater ia Medica 

and Therapeutics in the Medico-

Chirurgical College of Phila

delphia, etc., in the New York 

Medical Journal , June 22, 1899: 

" T h e BUFFALO LITHIA W A T E R 
is doubly efficient in Rheumatism and 
Gout. I t dissolves Uric Acid and 
Phosphatic Sediments, as well as other 
products difficult of elimination, while 
at the same time it exerts a moderately 
stimulant effect upon the renal cells, 
and thereby facilitates the swift re
moval of insoluble materials from the 
body. Without such action insoluble 
substances will precipitate in the 
kidneys and bladder. The intense 
suffering produced by Stone, together 
with consecutive pyelitis and cystitis, 
are avoided by prompt elimination." 

BUFFALO LITHIA 
SPRINGS, Virginia 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNEK'S MAGAZINE 

Leads in Tone Quality in America 

the everett piano 

O n e o f t h e t h r e e g r e a t 
P i a n o s o f t h e W o r l d 

Send us your selection of she oilier two iiteal pianos of the 
world, toijether with the name and address of anyone thinking 
of buying * piano; we will then mail you IREE a booh, con-
laming a song and three well-known compositions for piano. 

THE JOHN C H I R C U COMPANY 
CincinntoU Ne« l o r k ..Chicago 

Owners of 
'the Everett Piano Go. Boston 

Special 

Art 

Cases 

made 

to 

Order 

Regular 

Styles 

from , 

$550 ; 

SPSHrWPfH 

$1500 



Food P r o d u c t s 
ORIGINAL-GENUINE Delicious, Invigorating 

H A n i I A I / ^ C MALTED MILK 
M. M ^m L ^ ^^M W\^ ^ F T h e Food-Drink for all ages. 

^ ^ " m ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ Better than Tea or Coffee. 
Rich milk and malted-grain extract, in powder. A quick lunch. Keep it on your sideboard at home. 

Avoid imitations—Ask for "HORLICK'S"— Everywhere 

SALT MACKEREL 
CODFISH, FRESH LOBSTER 

FOR THE 

CONSUMER 

FOR YOUR OWN TABLE 

FAMILIES who are fund of F I S H can be supplied 
DIRECT from GLOUCESTER, MASS., bv the FRANK E. 
DAVIS FISH COMPANY, with newly caught KEEPABLE 
OCEAN FISH choicer than any inland dealer could possibly 
furnish. 

We sell ONLY TO THE CONSUMER DIRECT sending 
by EXPRESS RIGHT TO YOUR HOME. We PREPAY 
east of Kansas on orders above $3.00. Our fish are pure, appetiz
ing and economical and we want YOU to try some, payment 
subject to your approval. 

SALT MACKEREL, the fat, meaty, juicy fish are delicious 
for breakfast. l'hey are freshly packed in brine and will not 
spoil on your hands. 

CODFISH, as we salt it, is white, boneless and ready for 
instant use. It makes a substantial meal, a fine change from meat 
at a much lower cost. 

F R E S H L O B S T E R is the best thing known for salads. 
Right fresh from the water, our lobsters are simply boiled and 
packed in PARCHMENT-LINED CANS. They come to you as 
the purest and safest lobster you can buy and the meat is as crisp 
and natural as if you took it from the shell yourself. 

FRIED CLAMS are a relishable, hearty dish that your whole 
family will enjoy. No other flavor is just like that of clams, 
whether fried or in a chowder. 

FRESH MACKEREL perfect for frying, SHRIMP to cream 
on toast, CRABMEAT for Newburg or devilled, SALMON 
ready to serve, SARDINES of all kinds, TUNNY for salad, 
SANDWICH FILLINGS and every good thing packed here or 

abroad, you can get here and keep right on your pantry shelf 
'"•-.. for regular or emergency use. With every order we send 
JN/ •.. BOOK OF RECIPES for preparing all our products. 
/ f^ j ' - - . . Ovr list tells how each kind of fch is put ip, 

"̂ •/Vt* '"•-.. with the delivered price, so you can choose 
^ £ just what you will enjoy most. Send tiie 

£) jk coupon for it now. 

•Se, 

v »e > « 
<%. 

O t f 'hi 

Let Gloucester be your 
Fish Market and Davis 

••... be your Fishman. 

•i>„ 

-A t ««* 

FOR OCCASIONAL OR HABITUAL CONSTIPATION 

^ p B e S r 1 

* 6 

APENTA" 

BOTTLED AT THE SPPINSS, BUDA PEST, HUNGARY. 

Herbert Spencer 
^ rv "WTO ** The normal adjustment of internal 
%3CL V ^ ^ and external bodily relations is the 

W basis of life itself."'' 

A siudy of the effect which the proper use of 

Evans' 
Ale 

produces on the human body and its func
tions shows that it supplies fresh motive 
power and energy to the digestive organs 
and promotes the balance of forces which 
turns devoured food into substance, strength 
and s inew. Brings out the best there is in food and 
turns it into nutriment for body, bone and brain. 
The normal adjuster that counteracts human waste 
and fortifies the nervous system against persistent 
abuse. Helps to prolong life and increase man's 
usefulness , service and contentment. Try it at Home and zvatch benefit derived Leading Dealers or write NOW to C. H. EVANS A SONS Estab. 1786 HUDSON, N. Y. 

74 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBA^ER'S MAGAZINE 

HORLICK'S MALTED MILK 
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Since the decision rendered by the United States Supreme 
Court, it has 'been decided by the Monks hereafter to bottle 

CHARTREUSE 
(Liqueur Peres Chartreux) 

both being identically the same article, under a combination label 
representing the old and the new labels, and in the old style of 
bottle bearing the Monks' familiar insignia, as shown in this 
advertisement. 

According to the decision of the U. S. Supreme Court, handed 
down by Mr. Justice Hughes on May 29th, 1911, no one but the 
Carthusian Monks (Peres Chartreux) is entitled to use the word 
CHARTREUSE as the name or designation of a Liqueur, so 
their victory in the suit against the Cusenier Company, represent
ing M. Henri Lecouturier, the Liquidator appointed by the French 
Courts, and his successors, the Compagnie Fermiere de la Grande 
Chartreuse, is complete. 

The Carthusian Monks (Peres Chartreux), and they alone, 
have the formula or recipe of the secret process employed in the 
manufacture of the genuine Chartreuse, and have never parted 
with it. There is no genuine Chartreuse save that made by 
them at Tarragona, Spain. 

At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafes. 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Sole Agents for the United States. 

G2& 

JiiQUEUrt-v nw'jL.ff 
feLAC.*;V^fjy™ra 
%- - -GST 

NOVICE.—I'll crack you over the head for your impudent laughing! 
CADDIE.—Bet ye'd do it wid de wrong club! 

Myour 
Grocers 

Oneff the 20 Waifs to Serve. 
Ma!ie Dainty Appetizing Oishes. Try Shefford Snappy Rarebit 

Melt one heaping teaspoon butter; one teaspoon 
salt, mustard, paprika mixed; 3 Shefford Snappy 
Cheeses; when melted add l/i cup oi milk or al 
stir until smooth ; serve on crackers for 6 people. 

The Best Cheese with Pie, Crackers or Salads, 

Do not be misled by imitations 01 our 
Trade Name. "Snappy" is your safe

guard of the genuine. 
If your dealer doesn't have it, send us his 

name and 10c. for one package—$1.20 for one 
dozen, delivered prepaid. 

Booklet "30 Wavs to Use Snappy" FREE 

SHEFFORD-
Trade 
Name !r SNAPPY 

CHEESE 
Cff(U/Tt\OHVtl DtMRY CO., SYRfrClfSE.pt.Y. ( 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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F E M I N I N E 
LOVELINESS 
of Skin and Hair 

Enhanced by 
CUTICURA 

S O A P 
Used daily, assisted by 
occasional gentle applica
tions of Cuticura Ointment. 

Cuticura Soap and Ointment are sold every
where. For Example of each, with 32-p. book, 
free, address "Cuticura," JDept. Id'i, Boston. 

jjj?| TENDER-FACED MEN 
'HAVING Should shave with Cuticura Soap Shaving 
STirK Stick, 25c. Makes Bhaving a pleasure in-

' stead of a torture. Liberal Bample free. 

Are you a Member 
of our great big Hunting, Fishing, 
Camping, Nature-Loving Na
tional Sportsman Brotherhood? If 
not, now's the time to join. You 
don't have to "ride the goat" or 
" g o to lodge." The lodge comes 
to you once every month in the 
shape of a 160-page richly illus
trated magazine, crammed from 
cover to cover with a wealth of 
interesting stories and information 
about guns, fishing tackle, camp 
outfits, the best places to go to 
get fish and game and a thousand 
and one valuable " How to " hints 
for sportsmen. The National 
Sportsman Magazine is the 
lodge where thousands of brother 
sportsmen from all over the 
country, gather together once a 
month and tell of their experiences 
with rod, dog, rifle and gun. 

_ annual dues of the Na
tional Sportsman Brotherhood 

are $1.00 (no initiation fee 
charged), and on receipt 
of this amount, we will 
enter your name on our 
mailing list so that you 
will receive the maga
zine regularly every 
month. We will also 
send you by return 
mail a National Sports

man Brotherhood em
blem in the form of a 

Lapel Button, a Scarf Pin, 
or a Watch Fob, whichever 

ou choose. Don't Delay. Join 
Brotherhood Today. 

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN BROTHERHOOD 
49 Federa l St., Boston, Mass. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

EsterbrooK 
Steel Pens 

A s u r p r i s i n g 
amount of care is 
used in m a k i n g 
Esterbrook Pens, 
but the superiority 
of t h e f in i shed 
product more than 
warrants it. 

The standard of the 
world. 

Fine, medium and 
broad points. At all 
stationers. 

// 'rite far illustrated rootlet. 

250 Styles 

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfc Co. 
95 John Street.New York 

Works.Camden.N.J. 
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0! and COLDS 
t t 
THE ELECTRIC 
RESPIRONE 

( R E G . U . S . PATENT OFFICE ) 

THE application of medicine in a volatile form, 
directly to the mucous surfaces of the Respira

tory Tract, is the latest and most successful achieve
ment in the treatment of all respiratory diseases. 

-APPROVED by all physicians who have seen it in operation. 

Recommended for Catarrh, Colds, Asthma, Hay 
Fever, Bronchitis, Tonsilitis, Pneumonia, etc. 

EACH DISEASE has its own specific formula. 

NO MEDICINE applied by the Respin 

S 

I 
isfied after ten days trial, r 
re purchase price will be r 

Tlie Electric Itopirone (6 
5 19 Penn Building Cleveland. Ohio 1 

S & FOR THE FACE 

Beauty by Exercising Facial Muscles 
Every Woman KtlOWS t t i a t Physical Culture restores youthful out

lines and health to the body. Kathryn 
Murray, after ten years study, has perfected a scientific system of 
racial Physical Culture which restores youthful expression, contour and 
healthy freshness to the Face in the same marked degree. This system 
remedies, removes and prevents 

Lines on Forehead 
"Crow's Feet" etc 

Drawn Down Features 
Sagging Cheeks 

Drooping Mould Corners 
Double Chin 

Hollows in Cheeks and Neck 
Withered and Yellow Necks 

Flaccid, or Wasted Tissues 
Congested, Muddy Complexion 
(By Invigorated Circulation) 

Misdeveloped Muscles 

Miss Murray's Book "'Face and Figure" tells how young women can 
enhance and preserve, and older women restore, facial beauty. No one 
is loo old to benefit. This book also describes Splendid New Physical 
Culture Course for the Body and one for children. Write for it today. Free. 

KATHRYN MURRAY, Dept. 2, 417 S. Dearborn St., CHICAGO 

Outshoot Competitors 
at the Traps 

No embarrassment can come to 
the man who handles a Fox Gun. 
It will perform exactly as you plan. 
It will boost your score because it 's 
an accurate close shooter. Every 
anticipation you ever had about 
a gun you'll find realized in a 

fox gun 

"The finest gun in the World" 

It's a made-on-honor arm—quality from 
butt to muzzle. Its positive trigger pull 
—its accurate balance—its never-break 
action—coupled to a score of other feat
ures make it the peer of any gun anywhere. 

Whether in field or at traps you will feel 
a dignity with a Fox at your shoulder. 
Get behind one and prove it! Every gun 
—your gun—individually tested and a 
guarantee certificate in handwriting tied 
to each one. 

Ask your dealer. If he hasn't Fox Guns— 
send his name—we'll see that you get one 
to test at your own shoulder. Catalog free. 

T H E A. H . F o x G U N COMPANY 
4704 NORTH 18TH STREET PHILADELPHIA 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIB±\ER'S MAGAZINE 
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:. This is the World 's Greatest 
Improvement in Underwear 

\:k 

I 
gar-

light 
T is practically a double 
ment—consist ing of two 
weight fabrics—an inner lining 

of soft cot ton—an outer covering of 
warm wool—strongly held together by 
stitches wide enough apart to leave 
an air space between the two fabrics. 

The wool absorbs the moisture of 
the body, keeps the cold out and the 
natural heat in—but it does not touch 
the skin. T h e air space ventilates the 
garment and keeps it fresh and dry. 

I m p r o v e d ^ 

Duofold 
Health underwear 

Guaranteed Satisfactory 
Duofold has all the warmth of an all-
wool garment without any of its irri
tating "Sc ra t ch ine s s " 
—all the softness of 
a cotton garment with
out any of its sticky 
" Chilliness." 

O b t a i n a b l e from 
your dealer in union 
or two-piece suits in 
all weights and sizes. 

Free-
Sample of 

' Duofold Material 
Write us for booklet and free 
sample of Dtwfold material 

Duofold 
Health Underwear Co. 
12-40 Elizabeth St., Mohawk, N.Y. 

if 

' 

yr^-r-^-^t^t-s-g-gg^iKH^^s: 

Coeur de jeannette 
(HEART OF +S JEANNETTE) 

perfume 
most subtly en
hances a woman's 
personality. It is 

The Glory 
of 

the Garden 
blended into the most 
seductive fragrance 
by the world's great
est perfumer— 

HOUBIGANT 
PARIS 

Exquisite, elusive, fascinating, 
expressive of delicate feeling 
and refined taste. All deal-
ers, 2-oz. bottle, $3.15. 

Sample Bottle, 20c 

PARK & TILFORD 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Sole Aeents in the United States 

" Was your garden a success last year ? " 
" Great Scott, yes! My neighbor's chickens took all 

the prizes at the poultry show! " 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Dont blame 
the razor 

Its you r lather 
You had to help soften the beard by rubbing 
in the lather. Naturally, your rubbing brought 
the blood to the surface, opened the pores and 
made the skin very sensitive. Tha t helped the 
free caustic to get in its work and made the skin 
doubly sensitive. Under these conditions any 

razor will feel as though it were pull . 
ing the hair out instead of cutting it. 

Mennen's Shaving Cream 
dispenses with the rubbing in," as it thor
oughly softens the beard while the lather is 
worked up on the face. Reduces shaving to 
two operations—lathering and shaving. % the 
time saved. 
As it contains no free caustic, 
there is no smarting, and you get 
a delightful, coolshave. 

For sale everywhere 25c 
Sample Tube FREE 

GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N.J . 

V>^qfM>— 

'Why, you poor little man! What is the trouble?" 
'You're settin' on my bread an' jam!" 

- •• :••'••: •: -I i - . :• i . - , . 1 1 . . . , ; . , . i , • • :._ ;! 1 1 ! . I ,' 1 1 1 : i . 1 1 1 1 1 1 i 1 1 1 1 ! ' I. I i ' I ' 1 • I ; ' 11 j i - -^ i 

Only 5 people out of 
every 100 are free from 
"ACID MOUTH" 

The greatest single cause of 
tooth decay is over-acidity of 
the mouth. Dental authori
ties are responsible for this 
statement. There fo re , i t is 
almost certain that as you read 
these words, mouth acids are 
slowly at work weakening the 
enamel of your teeth. This 
condition is kept in check by 

PEBECO 
TOOTH PASTE 

which n e u t r a l i z e s mouth acids, 
and when used daily prevents decay 
by this greatest of all teeth destroy
ing agency. 

To learn how Pebeco overcomes 
acid mouth, how it whitens and 
cleans the teeth, brightens golcL|k 
fillings—and to experienced^ y> 

With the test papers you can prove by an in
teresting experiment whether your mouth is acid 
and demonstrate how Pebeco overcomes that 
condition. 

Pebeco is the product of the hygienic labor
atories of P. Beiersdorf & Company, Ham
burg, Germany, and is sold everywhere in 
large 50-cent tubes. It is very economical, 
as only a little is used at each brushing of 
the teeth, 

Lehn & Fink, 116 William St., New York 
Producers of Lehn &° Ftnk's Riveris Talcum 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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congress 

G O L D E D G E D 

PLAYING CARDS 
OFFICIAL RULES 

CONGRESS 
PLAYING CARDS 

606 
COLD EDGES 

| ForSocial Play 
Artistic Designs 
Rich Colors 
New EachYear 
Club Indexes 

50* PER PACK THE m 

C L U B I N D E X E D 

PLAYING CARDS 

Special Skill and 
Years of Experience 
Have Developed Their 
Matchless Playing Qualities 
For General Play 

INN ATI. USA 25 f PER PACK 

I oi Collar Button Perfection " ^ 
Unbreakable from use 

A new one free in exchange for any genuine Krementz Button damaged or broken from any cause 
Made in Rolled Gold Plate, 14K and 10K Gold. At all leading jewelers and haberdashers 

Booklet, showing all shapes and styles, free 

KREMENTZ & CO., 107 Chestnut Street, Newark, N. J. 
Manufacturers of Bodkin-Clutch Studs and Vest Buttons, and Largest Manufacturers of High-Grade Jewelry in the world *j 

You Remember FOREST AND STREAM! 

CI 
The oldest and best outdoor publication for real outdoor people. Weekly ; $3.00 a year. Hunting, 
Camping, Canoeing, Yachting, Fishing, Travel, Sport, Adventure, Kennel, Trap Shooting. 
Special trial subscription offer $1 .00 for six months with our book "Game Laws in 
Brief," giving Fish and Game Laws of every state in the Union and Canada. 

Forest and Stream Publishing Co. 127 Franklin Street, New York 

S For Liquor and Drug Users 
A scientific remedy that has cured nearly half a 
million in the past thirty-two years. Administered 
by medical specialists at Keeley Institutes only. 
Write for particulars 

To the Following Keeley Institutes: 
Hot Sprlntrs, Ark. 

Los Anffolos, Cal. 
S;in Francisco, Cal. 

West Haven, Conn. 
Jacksonville, Fla. 

A l l , m l ; . „ <•;>.. 

Dwit-.it. HI. 
Marion, Intl. 
Crali Orchard, Ky. 
Lexington, Mass. 
Porllanil, Me. 
Kansas City, Mo. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Manchester, N. 11. 
Buffalo, X. V. 
White Plains. X. Y. 
Columbus, Ohio. 
Portland, Ore. 
Philadelphia, Pa., 818 X Broad St. 

Pittsburg, Pa., 4240 Fifth 
Providence, It. I. 
Columbia., S. C. 
Salt bake City, IIah. 
Toronto, Oalario. 
Winnipeg. Manitoba* 
London, Kni;. 

Ave. 

Bhe prohylactic 

tooth 
c\ecaVs' -the 

Tooth Brush p r O ' P ^ 
X ^ K c U e e P S 

«evercteethc\ean 
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redfern corsets 



Authoritative Styles 
Fitted to You 

The preeminent distinction of Redfern 
Corsets is that they are absolutely suited 
both to dress fashions and to your figure 
They cannot be otherwise. 

When you wear a Redfern Corset 
you are wearing the product of designers 
who have the resources and opportunities 
to know the changing dress fashions 
and their influence on the corset—de
signers who are the acknowledged lead
ers in developing the corset art. 

Consequently Redfern styles are au
thoritative. 

There is a Redfern especially designed 
for every type of form, and wherever a 
Redfern is sold it is fitted by an expert 
corsetiere, who will select your particular 
model and adapt it to your figure. 

Found at all High-class stores. 

$3.50 to $15.00 Per Pair. 

THE WARNER BROTHERS COMPANY 
NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO 
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You Can Weigh 

privacy-
build up 

What 

You Should Weigh 
You can, I know it, because I 
have reduced 30,000 women 
and have built up as many 
more — scientifically, natur
ally, without drug's, in the 
of their own rooms; I can 

„ your vitality — at the same 
time I strengthen your heart action-
can teach you how to breathe, to stand' 
walk and relieve such ailments as nerv
ousness, torpid liver, constipation, in
digestion, etc. 
One pupil writes : " I weigh 83 pounds 
less, and I have gained wonderfully in 
strength." 
Another aayt .• " l,ast May I weighed 
106 pounds, this May I weigh 126, and 
oh! I feel SO WEI.lv." 

Write today for my free booklet. 

SUSANNA COCROFT 
Dept. 3 624 Michigan Blvd., Chicago 

Atthn* of Growth in Silence," "Self-Sufficienc 

Cf Lock speed is all important 
t| Cornell University timed our lock. 

4J Ithaca lock operates in HSS of a second. 
Cj This lightning speed will increase your score. 
<| Beautiful Catalog FREE; 18 grades, $17.75 net 
to $400. list. ^ Five bores—28, 20, 16, 12 and 10. 
<J Our s% lb. 20 bore is a howling success. 

Ithaca Guns I T H A C A, G L ^ C A - N . > " , 

LATHES 
For Gunsmiths, Tool Msifeers, 

Experimental and Itepair Work, etc. 

Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
528 Ruby St.. Rockford, 111. 

F I R E P R O O F GARAGES 
<£•*-' For Automobiles and Motorcycles 

$30 to $200 
Easy to put up. Portable. 

~, l' .'BP^W A11 s 'zes- Postal brings 
i ^ S S i ^ S r latest illustrated catalog. 

THE EDWARDS MFG. CO., 243-293 Eggleston Ave., Cincinnati, 0. 

M j t V P l B I W A S E C U R E D O R F E E 
J M\ I k 1 1 1 I V f c R E T U R N E D . Freeopinion 

^ • ^ ^ ^ I h a I V I +& as to patentability. Guide Book, 
List of Inventions Wanted, 

and ioo Mechanical Movements free to any address. Patents 
secured by us advertised free in "World's Progress. Sample copy free. 
V I C T O R J . E V A N S & C O., "Washington, D. C. 

A Ruined Temple 
" O the woman who has lost" her 

husband, life seems like a ruined 

temple. He may have been 

among the 75 per cent, of the adult 

population who die leaving no estate. 

If he left a small home, the interest 

on the mortgage may have to be met. 

Food, shelter and reasonable comfort 

must be provided for herself and her 

children, and unaccustomed to bread 

winning what can she do to prevent 

the utter ruin that impends) 

The proceeds of a Guaranteed Low 

Cost Monthly Income Policy of The 

TRAVELERS coming each month pro

vides the necessities of life, and be

comes the foundation upon which she 

can build for the future. 

Scribner's Tear off 
The Travelers Insurance Co., Hartford, Conn. 

Please send particulars. My name, address and date oi birth 
are written below 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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SY D N E Y 
19 DAYS SHORT LINE 19 DAYS 

H A W A I I S A M O A A U S T R A L I A 
The pleasantest and most comfortable of all ocean voyages—a trip across the 

Pacilic to the Antipodes. Splendid steamers " SONOM A " and " VENTURA," 
10,000 tons displacement. San Francisco to Sydney. Australia, and back, 44 
days, with a clay at HONOLULU each way, stops at PANGO PANGO (SAMOA) and six 
days at SYDNEY, the most beautiful and healthful city in the world. 

For rest, recreation and pleasure no other trip compares with this. Steven
son said of Samoa, " No part of the world exerts the same attractive power 
ipon the visitor." Round trip rates, 1st class, from San Francisco : 

HONOLULU SI 10 : SAMOA $240 ; SYDNEY $300. ROUND THE WORLD—$600 1st cabin, 
S375 2d cabin, via Ceylon, Egypt, Italy, etc, Liberal stop-overs. 

Sailings every two weeks: Oct. 8, 22, Nov. 5, 10, Dec. 3, 17, 31, etc. 
Write or wire NOW for berths. 

OCEANIC S T E A M S H I P CO., 673 M a r k e t St., San Francisco 

Europe 
T E M P L E T O U R S , 

Parties sailing every 
month January to July. 
Best routes, best man
agement, best t e s t i 
monials, and the lowest 
prices in the World. 
8 Beacon St., 

Orient 
BOSTON, MASS. 

EGYPT AND THE NILE 
Cook's luxurious Nile steamers leave Cairo every few 

days during the season for the First and Second Cataracts, 
the Sudan, etc. Also elegant private steamers and daha-
beahs for families and private parties. 

AROUND THE WORLD 
Last departures this season, Oct. 30, Nov. 2, 26, Jan. 4. 

Small private parties. Travel de Luxe. 

TOURS TO THE ORIENT 
Select limited Tours to Egypt, Holy Land, Turkey, 

Greece, etc., leave Nov. 28, igi2, Jan. 8,18, 22,30, Feb. 
19, March 5, 1913. Itineraries are varied and inclusive; 
every detail the best. 

SOUTH AMERICA 
Complete and novel tour leaves New York November 

20. Unusual opportunity. 

Our complete chain of 155 Offices 
in all parts of the world furnishes 
unequalled facilities for travelers. 

THOS. COOK & SON 
N E W YORK: 245 B r o a d w a y , 264 Fi f th Ave. 

HOSTON". 336 •Washington S t PHILADELPHIA, 137 South Broad St. 
CHICAGO, 1"» E. Jnckson Boulevard SAN FRANCISCO. 0S0 Market St. 
LOS AN HEXES, 510 Suuth Spring St. MONTREAL, 030 St. Catherine St., W, 

TORONTO, 65 YongeSt., eto. 

Cook's Traveler's Cheques Are Good All Over the World 

COlliver tours 
' T H E B E S T 

IN TRAVEL." 

R O U N D - T H E - W O R L D , Most exclusive arrangements; tours dc 
htxe. Eastward, Nov. 16. 

S O U T H A M E R I C A , sail Sept. 28 or Feb. 1 from New York. 

THE COLL J'ERMETHOD--THE B E S T O F E V E R Y T H I N G 

Send for announcements 22 T r in i t y P lace , B O S T O N , M A S S . 

Magnif icent n e w C u n a r d e r " E a c o i l i a " 
leaves F e b . 1 5 , rates $ 4 0 0 up, including 
shore excursions, hotels, guides, drives. 
71 enchanting days. Stop-over priv
ileges. FRANK C. CLARK, Times 
Bldg., New York. 

CLARK'S 
ORIENT 
CRUISE 

PALACE 
HOTEL 

ROME 
OPPOSITE QUEEN MARGHERITA'S PALACE 

The Book Buyer A Monthly 
Review 

T H E BOOK BUYER, a monthly review, is 
designed to inform those interested of the 
nature of books published or imported by 
us in the course of a year. It is sent free 
of charge. We should be very glad to put 
you on our list. 

Send Name and Address 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
153-157 Fifth Avenue, New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Travel resorts tours 
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Have 
you seen the 
Panama Canal? 
We have increased our 

service this season to the 

PANAMA CANAi; 
W e s t Ind ie s , B e r m u d a 

a n d t h e S p a n i s h M a i n 

to 8 CRUISES 
by the S.S. Moltke, January 4, 23, Feb
ruary 25, March 29, 1913 and S.S. Vic

toria Luise, January ] 5, February 8, March 
11, April 10, 1913. 

West Indies and Panama 
Canal Cruise 

Comprehensive Tour of the 

ORIENT 
from New York, January 28, 1913, by Steam

ship Cincinnati (1 7,000 Tons), an 80-day 
cruise, $325 and up. 

NILE SERVICE by superb steamers of the 
Hamburg and Anglo-American Nile Company. 

• 

T w o Delightful Cruises 

Around the World 
Sailing from New York, October 19, 1912. Sailine 

from San Francisco, February 6, 1913, by S .S . 
Cleveland (17,000 Tons), duration 110 days, 

Cost $650 up, including all necessary expenses 
aboard and ashore. 

^ 

Weekly Sailings 

To Jamaica and the 
Panama Canal 

Large "P r inz" Steamers 
Write for booklet, 

stating cruise. 

Deck Sports on the Cruise w 
Around the World f 

H A M B U R G - A M E R I C A N LINE 
BostfMV Philadelphia PtiSsitwaH CWcago 

4 1 - 4 5 B R O A D W A Y 
N E W Y O R K 

$t.l^mis San, Francisco 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MA GAZINE 
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Go to South America. 
A Cruise of Wonder 

and Surprise. Cost $300 
C O U T H AMERICA is 
^ the peer of any land you 
have ever seen. You travel
lers who have not been there 
have left unexplored a vast 
continent of surprises. 
Its wond'rous seacoast and mam
moth rivers, its snow-capped mount
ains and tropic valleys, its cities, 
equal in size and grandeur to any 
capital of Europe, are beyond the 
reach of your imagination if you 
have only followed the beaten paths 
of travel. So this winter see some
thing new. Go to South America. 
Write us today for illustrated book that 
gives full details of two 70-day cruises that 
include visits to Bahia, Rio de Janeiro, 
Santos, Montevideo, Buenos Ayres, San 
Paulo, Petropohs, Barbados and Trinidad 
in the West Indies, and optional trips to 
Panama and Valparaiso. Sailing dates from 
New York, Dec. 2Sth and March 22d. 
Cost $300. and up. 
These cruises are made by the new Twin-
Screw S.S. Vestris, equipped with modern 
safety devices and affording passengers the 
comforts of a well appointed hotel. 

For booklet address: 

L A M P O R T & H O L T LINE 
BUSK & D A N I E L S , General Agents 
308 Produce Exchange New York 

V 

i l^OAA-^t^AL^-" 

LOQUACIOUS PASSER-BY.—Well , how is it goin? 
Havin ' any luck? 

MISANTHROPIC FISHERMAN.—Wa'a l , purty good, so 
fur—you're the fust one. 

Jn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

north german lloyd 

WEST lNDIES 
WINTER CRUISEs 
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One Hundred Hours 
of Charming Ocean Life 

New York and New Orleans 
Luxurious 10,600 ton 

Southern Pacific Steamships 

THESE great commodious liners traversing 
the fascinating, balmy, coastwise seas, and 

the wondrous Gulf of Mexico, afford an oppor
tunity for a trip full of delightful experiences 
different from any other in the world. 

wn
a
e
y $ 4 0 $ 7 0 ft" 

Choice of rail lines oneway if desired. Same fare. 

Berth and Meals on Ship Included 

Suites of parlor, bedroom and bath 
Write for illustrated booklets 

and information. 

L. H. Nutting, General Passenger Agent 
Dept. A 

1158 Broadway 366 Broadway 1 Broadway 
(27th St.) (Franklin St.) (Bowling Green) 

New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Reduce Your Haulage Cost 

ELECTRIC Commercial Vehicles are less ex
pensive to operate than any other type of vehicle—and 

the cost is on the decrease. The operating cost of other types 
of vehicles is gradually increasing. 

Electric Commercial Vehicles do not consume 
power when not in operation—they can be started and stopped 
almost instantly. There is no dangerous, time-wasting crank
ing—no shifting of gears—no back-firing. 

The perfect simplicity of mechanical 
parts means fewer repairs, less at
tention — eliminates the need for 
elaborate repair tools. The perfect 
ease of control allows any intelligent 
horse driver to run an Electric—no 
need to school a chauffeur into 
learning new routes. 

With Electric Vehicles there is no 
risk of fire or explosion—you can keep 
them anywhere without affecting 
your insurance. You can run them on 
wharves, etc., where other types of 
motor cars are barred. . The Electric 
Vehicle will do far more for you than 
any other type and at less expense. 

Upon request, this Association will gladly send you interesting 
literature about Electric Commercial Vehicle*. Write today. 

Public interest and private advantage both favor the Electric 

ELECTRIC VEHICLE ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA 
BOSTON N E W YORK, 124 W . 42nd St. CHICAGO 

[5] 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Like the Jewels in a Watch 
So are the bearings in the axles of a 

motor-car. 
As the jewels are necessary for lasting 

service and year-after-year accuracy in a 
high-grade time-piece— 

So good bearings are the prime service-
essentials in the axles that are to carry 
you in safety and comfort during the 
life of your car. 

Timken B E A R i n G S & AXLES 
Rear Axle Bearings Must Do Far 

More Than Cut Down Friction 
1. At the axle-ends in the wheels they have 
to carry the load and stand all the shucks due 
to roughness of travel. 

A Good Rear Axle Must Meet 
Four Great Service Tests 

Roller Bearings do thi 
length of their rollers. 

along the whole 

2. They must stand end-thrust—present at 
every turn. 

Tapered Rollers do this because they revolve 
at an angle to the shaft. 

5. At the differential and the driving-pinion 
they must keep shafts in line and hold gears 
in perfect mesh as well as carry vertical and 
end-pressure. 

Timhen Tapered Roller tearing! do all these 
things—and do them all the time— 

Because they are adjustable. 

When the minute wear comes that is inevi
table in any rotating parts, that wear can be 
completely taken up by merely advancing1 the 
cone farther into the cup. 1 hen the bearings 
are just as good as new. 

1. The rear axle must carry more than half 
the weight of the car and its load 

The Timken-Detroit is built for s t r e n g t h -
plenty of strength and then more to make 
sure—without useless weight 

2. The rear axle is next to the road and gets 
all the jar and vibration. 

This necessitates the careful construction 
which, in a Timken-Detroit Axle, extends 
even to the grinding of hundreds of separate 
pieces of steel to an accuracy of less than the 
thousandth part of an inch. 

3. The rear axle must deliver maximum power 
from the engine. 

The accuracy of Timken-ground gears; the 
long life of Timken bearings; the unit-con
struction of the entire driving-plant—all work 
to this result. 
4. Through its brakes the rear-axle takes up 
the stresses of stopping the car. 

Timken brakes hold like a vise, but stop the 
car without chatter or jolt. 

No matter how good a rear axle is, it is not good enough without the best bearings. 

You can get the whole story of axles and bearing importance and construction by writing to 
either address below for the Timken Primers, E-5 " o n the Care and Character of Bearings." 
2nd E-6 "On the Anatomy of Automobile Axles ." 

THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING CO. 
Canton, Ohio 

THE TIMKEN-DETROIT AXLE CO. 
Detroit, Mich. 

Load and end-
thrust come on the 
whole length of 
these tapered rol
lers—not on points 
as with ball-bear
ings. Result—• 
longrr life, less 
wear, safety, satis-
fa;tion. 

The rollers are held in position by a 
pressed-steel "cage" and revolve about a hard
ened steel " cone" having two ribs which keep 
rollers in alignment. By advancing the conj 
in a Timken Bearing, just a little, the minute 
wear is wholly corrected. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Clear Vision 
5rou^hoiri 

Arrived! 
Model 42 

IT'S here—the electric automobile for which you have been waiting—The 
Detroit Electric Clear Vision Brougham. 

It is driven from the front seat, all seats facing forward. You not only 
have a clear vision of the road ahead, but in addition you have a clear view 
at either side or the rear as there are no corner panels to obstruct the view. 
Glass has even replaced these rear corners, formerly made of wood. 

After years of effort, we have solved the problem 
of a standard body design that is destined to be a 
classic of the body builder's art—always in style. 
For comfort, ease of handling and appearance. The 
Detroit Electric Clear Vision Brougham must appeal 
to you as being fundamentally right. I t ' s the most 
logical, common sense, practical—yes, and l a w f u l -
electric automobile for the congested traffic of city 
streets. 

It 's not too large, not too small; not too heavy, 
not too light. It 's compact and unusually comfortable. 
A new and clever seating arrangement permits all of 
the occupants to face forward and still enjoy the pri
vacy, sociability and dignity characteristic of electric 
automobiles. The driver's seat is not in an isolated 
posit ion—way up in front. It 's centrally located, thus 
ensuring an appearance of easy grace and balance, 
even when one person is using the car. The beautiful 
body panels, the graceful roof, and sweeping full-
skirted fenders are ALL made of pure aluminum. 

Even all glass is set in hand-hammered aluminum 
mouldings which will not check or crack. 

Larger wheels will be used in 1913—34" x 4" Pneu
matic or 3 6 n x 4 n Cushion Tires being optional. 

The battery capacity has been increased. This ap
plies to both the Edison and Detroit Electric Guaran
teed Lead Batteries. All battery cells are immediately 
accessible. 

Our motors, controllers, bodies—even our Guaran
teed Lead Batteries— are all made in our own factory, 
the largest in the world devoted exclusively to the 
manufacture of electric automobiles. We do not 
assemble—we build. 

For 1913 we also offer a selection of seven other 
Models which includes Gentlemen's Roadsters, Vic
torias, Coupes and Limousines. 

Our new illustrated catalog is now ready. Write us 
or call on any of our branches. 

Anderson Electric Car Co., 407 Clay Avenue, Detroit, U. S. A. 
Branches: Cleveland 

New York: Broadway at 80th Street Chicago: 2416 Michigan Ave. Kansas City 
(Also Branch at Evanston) Minneapolis 

Selling Representatives in all leading cities. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRiBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Boston 
Brooklyn 
Buffalo 

mm 

88 



AUTOMOBILES-PARTS AND ACCESSORIES gg 

In addition to saving power and wear with 
every revolution, the worm gear drive of the 
Pierce-Arrow Truck eliminates the necessity 
for the almost daily adjustments, repairs and 
lubrication required by other drives—and is 
backed by the makers with this guarantee: 

T h e worm wheel and worm shaft, generally known 
as worm gear construction, employed in the Pierce-
Arrow T r u c k , are warranted to fulfill their functions 
for one year from date of shipment under normal 
service. 

5 TON MOTOR TRUCKS 
THE PIERCE-ARROW MOTOR CAR COMPANY, BUFFALO, N. Y. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

pierce arrow 
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Automobile repair bills— 
their most common cause 

Recently we made a canvass of automobile 
repair shops in N e w York. 

W e asked the question: " W h a t share of the 
engine troubles that come to you are caused by 
poor lubrication?" 

The answers ranged from one-third" to 7 0 % - " 

Probably every owner of these damaged cars thought he was 
using a good lubricating oil. 

As a matter of fact, oils that yield efficient lubrication 
are rare. And their wearing quality is often overlooked. 

A worn-out oil thins down and ceases to lubricate. 
Then comes trouble — pitted and burned-out bearings, 

'frozen" pistons, scratched cylinders, and even broken parts. 
You cannot watch the lubricating process in your wrist 

pins, bearings and cylinders. But you can be sure of this— 
An oil that is wearing poorly, is lubricating poorly. 
Gargoyle Mobiloils were produced after careful study, by 

the world's authoritative leaders in scientific lubrication, the 
Vacuum Oil Company. 

In wearing quality, few automobile lubricating oils on the 
market even approach them. W e speak from experience. 
You can demonstrate it for yourself. 

Though not low priced, in economy and lubricating effi
ciency we can safely say that Gargoyle Mobiloils stand alone. 

The chart on the right shows the correct grade for 111 cars. 
Our complete chart, covering 400 cars, mailed on request. 

gargoyle 

Mobiloil 
A grade For each type of motor 

T h e various grades, refined and filtered to remove free carbon, are: 
Gargoyle Mobiloil "A" Gargoyle Mobiloil "D" 
Gargoyle Mobiloil "B" Gargoyle Mobiloil "E" 

Gargoyle Mobiloil "Arctic" 
T h e y are put up in 1 and 5 gallon sealed white cans, in half-barrels 

and barrels. 
All are branded with the Gargoyle, which is our mark of manufacture. 
They are handled by the higher class garages, automobile supply 

stores, and others who supply lubricants. 

A guide to correct Automo
bile lubrication 

Explanation: In the schedule the letter opposite the car in* 

dicates the grade of Gargoyle Mobiloil that should be used. 

For example, " A , " means "Gargoyle Mobiloil A." "Arc '* 

means "Gargoyle Mobiloil ArcJic." For all electric vehicles 

use Gargoyle Mobiloil A. The recommendations cover boili 

pleasure and commercial vehicles unless otherwise noted. 

MODEL OF 

CARS 

Abbott Detroit.. 
Alco. 
American 
Appcrson 
Atlas 

•• C o m ' l . . . 
Austin 
Autocar (J cyl). 

( i c% It Com' 
" (-icylf- - . . 

Bcn l . . 
Brusll 
Buick U cyl) . . . . 

- Ucj-1) . . . 
Cadillac ( i cyl) . . . . 

(4cyl) . . 
Cartercar 

- Com'l . . . 
Case . . 
Ch.idmck . . . . . 
Clulmers.. . 
Cole 
Columbia . ; 
Columbia Knight. 
Co....'- •.-.;-

iXumlcr Knight'. . 
Darner, 
Dc Dion 
Del.lhavc 
Ihliumav-llcl lcvil lo 
Elnu.ri-
E. M. V... 
F i n 
i-ord... . ; ! ' . 
Franklin . . 

Com'l 
Cramm. 

Hewitt CtcrU 
Hudson 
Hupmobile 

Isotta. 
I ia la 
Jackson (J cyl) . 

Kd'i,. < 4 C > " : : : 
Kisscl-Kar... 

Kline Kar. " " I 

' K r i t . . '.'..'., ... 
Lambert 

I o n . : , C ° m ' 1 , 

Loo .mob i le . . . . . . . . . 
Loner.. 
Mack 
Klanon . 
Marmon 
Malhcson 
Maxwell ( J cy l ) . . . 
Mercedes 
Mercedes Knight. . . 
Mercer 
Minerva Knight.. . 
Mitchell 
M o w . . . . . . . 
Oakland. .'.'. . , 
OI.Km-.hile 
Ovcrhnd 
Packard. 
Tanhard 
Panhard Knight. 
Peerless . 
Pennsylvania 

' " " " " ° " Com! 
Pope Hartford 
Premier 
Rambler . . . . 
Rapid.. . . . . . . . 
Regal 
Renault 
Reo 
Royal Tourist.. . . 
Selden . . . . 
Simple* 
Spei-ih\ell . ( 
Stanley , . 
Stearns 
Steams Knight.. 
Stevens Duryea. 
Stoddard Dayton . 
Stoddard Dayton- / 

Knighl 1 

Walter 
Welch ' . 
V. ekh Detroit.. 
White (Gas) 

" (Steam) 
Winton. . 
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A 
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A 
A 
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Arc. 
A 
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A ' 
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B 
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E 
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B 

A ' 
A 
A 
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A 
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B 
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A 
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Arc. 
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V A C U U M O I L CO. , Rochester, U . S . A . 
BRANCHES: 

DETROIT 
Ford Building 

BOSTON 
49 Federal St. 

NEW YORK 
29 Broadway 

CHICAGO 
Fisher Building 

PHILADELPHIA 
4th A Chestnut Sts. 

Distributing zvarehouses in the principal cities of the ivorld 

INDIANAPOLIS 
Indiana Pythian Bide. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



AUTOMOBILES-PARTS AND ACCESSORIES 

The Pennsylvania R R uses our trucks at its Harrisburgh Terminal for transporting supplies from g 
their storehouses to roundhouses and for supplying machine shops S 

with coal and other power-plant supplies S 

Mack Saurer Hewitt | 
Proved by 12 years of real use Proved by 17 years of real use Proved by 10 years of real use §= 

" Leading gasoline trucks of the world " g 

Proof vs Prediction | 
Proof is what you want — proof of what the truck has done, not |§ 

estimates of what it may do. g 
Too much depends upon proper transportation for you to deal g 

with uncertainties. Get proof. | | 
Our proof is: g 
Mack, 12 years of consistent good service; Saurer, 17 years; g 

Hewitt, 10 years. g 
More than 7000 of our trucks in use, all over the world. S 
Demand proof when anybody talks trucks to you. j i 

C a p a c i t i e s : 1, VA, 2, 3, 4, 4 ^ , 5, (>%, 1% and 10 t o n s g 

Our Engineering and Traffic Departments make a specialty of conducting such investigations ^ 
of the efficiency of motor-trucks (as compared with horses) as you would not have either time s | 
or facilities to make. These cover practically every line of business. Write and ask for data on s 
motor-truck applied to your business. = 

International Motor Company J 
General Offices : Broadway and 57th St New York W o r k s : Al len townPa; Plainfield N J 
Sales and Service Stations: New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, Boston, Cleveland, Cincinnati B 

Buffalo, Baltimore, Newark, Pittsburgh, St Louis, Atlanta, Kansas City, Denver 
San Francisco, Los Angeles and other large cities = 

in answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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^M£M4^^^^^^^^^ 

TH E m o s t i m p o r t a n t 
c o n s i d e r a t i o n s in b u y 

ing a n electr ic m o t o r ca r a re 
t h e m e c h a n i c a l o n e s — u n d e r 
n e a t h , o u t of s ight . T h e y de 
t e rmine efficiency, du rab i l i t y , 
e c o n o m y . T h a t ' s w h y , if all 
b u y e r s were engineers , 9 5 % 
of t h e e lect r ic ca rs sold 
wou ld b e B a k e r s . 
d , B a k e r comfor t a n d b e a u t y 
speak for t h e m s e l v e s . 

THE BAKER MOTOR-VEHICLE CO., Cleveland, 0. 
Branches or dealers in principal cities. 

$*M 

A R_ T • S <isr~ 
D E C O R A T I O N Those W h o W i s h T o K *- T s, Jr ^ 

i n u s e w n o vv ij>n i o DECORATION 
Have Distinctive Homes 
will find it of great value to make a study of 
the best recent examples of home decoration 
in America and abroad. The only magazine 
which adequately deals with the possibilities 
of decorative art, and which fully illustrates 
all phases of home decoration is 

Arts & Decoration 
H Each number contains one or more articles 
on a distinctive house having some unique 
decorative feature, as well as numerous other 

profusely illustrated articles on the various phases of art which are of essential interest to 
all lovers of the beautiful. 

SPECIAL OFFER 
II In order that you may immediately become acquainted 'with the value of "Arts &° Decoration," ive will send you eight 
numbers, the regular price for ivliich is .$1.60, if you will send us .$1.00 now. Send us your order today to insure its 
prompt attention. 

$2.00 a Year—20 Cents a Copy 

ADAM BUDGE, Publisher, 39 West 32d Street, New York City: 

I enclose ,$1.00. Please send me Arts &° Decoration for six months and also the last two issues. 

N A M E . 

ADDRESS . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Inter-phone Your 
Orders Downstairs 

Give your orders from any part of 
the house—even from your bed if 
the tradesmen come before you are 
up or when you are indisposed. 
Just get two or three of these sim
ple little Inter-phones—connect 
them in upstairs hall, in kitchen, 
anywhere you please. You'll find 
it easier to talk than to walk. 

western electric 
inter-phones 

like the ones illustrated, will cost you less than $15 
for two, including necessary wiring, batteries, etc. They 
are as easy to put up as a doorbell and almost as 
simple. If the nearest dealer can- -^^^^~ps 
not supply you, we will furnish w 
you Inter-phones direct. 
Read our interesting Booklet No. 9143, 
"The Way of Convenience. " Tells how 
to make housekeeping easier. 

WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY 
Manufacturers of the 6,000,000 "Bell" Telephones 

New York Chicago Kansas City San Francisco Montreal London 
Buffalo Milwaukee Oklahoma City Oakland Toronto Berlin 
Philadelphia Pittsburgh Minneapolis Los Angeles Winnipeg Pans 
Boston Cleveland St. Paul Dallas Calgary Rome 
Richmond Cincinnati Denver Houston Vancouver Johannesburg 
Atlanta Indianapolis Omaha Seattle Edmonton Sydney 
Savannah St. Louis Salt Lake City Portland Antwerp i okyo 

Equipment for Every Electrical Need 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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| ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ « | 

!' 

Big Sisters and Little Brother 
The whole family prefer 

peter's 
milk chocolate 

"High as the 
Alps in Quality' 

because it tastes so good. 

It is made of the best of cocoa 
beans, with pure milk and a little 
sugar. 

Peter's is as wholesome as it is 
delicious. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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: 

Copyright Hart Schaffner & Marx 

New Varsity styles in clothes 

for young men 

" ^ T E V E R before have you well-dressed young fel-
lows been offered better clothes than our Varsity 

models. 

Designed for young men; fabrics selected ior young 
men; many new ideas in style and finish. It 's a big 
special department of our business—the making of 
clothes for young men. 

You should see the Varsity models before you buy this 
fall. You'll find many smart new things that you'll like. 

Fine ready-made clothes like these are now the standard of 
clothes quality; all-wool fabrics, best tailoring. Find our 
mark in them; a small thing to look tor, a big thing to find. 

Send six cents for the Fall Style Book 

Har t Schaffner & Marx 
G o o d C l o t h e s M a k e r s 

C h i c a g o N e w Y o r k 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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m&il 
Selling the first Ivory Soap—June, 1879 

Ivory Soap has been before the public over 
thirty-three years. 

During that time it has been advertised more 
extensively and continuously than any other 
article. This, in itself, proves that Ivory Soap 
is what its advertising claims it to be. 

An article not so good as its makers claim 
may be advertised profitably only until its true 
character becomes known and the supply of 
new users exhausted. To make advertising pay 
for a term of years a product must have the 
merit promised by the advertisements so as to 
hold those who try it. 

Ivory Soap advertising, from the first, has 
said that Ivory Soap is pure and mild; that it 
lathers freely and rinses easily: that it contains 
no "free" (uncombined) alkali: that it cleanses 
thoroughly but does not injure the most tender 
skin or the most delicate fabric: that it is the 
most economical soap. 

Ivory Soap has always fulfilled all these 
claims. It is pure. It is mild. It is pleasant 
to use. It is economical. People who try it 
get what they expect and therefore continue to 
use it. That is why it has been advertised fot 
thirty-three years. 

• 

IVORY SOAP • t i t 
iTFLOATs 

• • • 99ft* PURE 
\ ' % 

w£ In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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California 

Asparagus 
—the choicest delicacy that you can serve. 

The large, tender stalks are of delicious 
natural flavor, because they are packed 
immediately after cutting from the famous 
Asparagus fields on the islands of the 
Sacramento River. 

W h e n you want to please the most 
critical guests serve Libby's California 
Asparagus as a vegetable dish, or as a 
salad course. 

Always buy Libby's— 
the brand you can trust 

Libby, McNeill & Libby 
Chicago 

"The F i n e s t 
I e v e r s a w ! ' 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 



The wide-world over 

Baker's Cocoa 
is the acknowledged standard for high 
quality, purity, delicious flavor, and 
healthfulness. 

53 Highest Awards in Europe and America 

Walter Baker & Co. Ltd. 
Established 1780 Dorchester, Mass. 
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