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Multiplies Power Sure to Find the Dirt
TN

Silver Wrapper ~Blue Band -
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Fconomical -Effective

To begin with it is a big cake
and to end with it is a big
saving, and all the time
between it is a big help.

Cleans-Scours-Polishes
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Index to
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
advertising pages in Scribner’s Magazine with the pages of any
other magazine you read. The result will be that you will find
greater pleasure, more real service, in the advertising pages of
Scribner’s than any other magazine.

Building——Furnishing

PAGE PAGE PAGE
Amer, Telephone & Telegraph Co. 55 National Fireproofing Co. 67 Vietor-Vietrola . ., . 53
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S, Karpen & Bros., Furniture . . 68  Western Electric Co. 93 Esterbrook Steel Pen Co, . . . 76
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Macheth-Evans Glass Co : 58
Metaline Co. . . . . 66 Musical Instruments Garden
J. L. Mott Iron Werks. . . . 6% John Church Co, Pianos ., . ., 73 B . H Farr. . . . . . . . 66

Food Products

PAGE PAGE PAGE
Apenta . . . . . e w W& QrisCO . . . s . e 44 Ligueur Péres Chartreux . i
Walter Baker Co. . . 4th Cover Frank L. Davis Fish Co. . . 74 National Biseuit Co.—Nahisco . 57
Bufralo Lithia Springs Water Co. 73 Evans' Ale . . . . . . . 74 Peter's Milk Chocolate o e 16
Chautaugua Dairy Co.. . . . 75  Horlick's Malted Milk . . . 74 Shredded Wheat Co. | 48
Clysmie Spring Co. . Colored Insert  Libby's Cal. Asparagus 3d Cover

For announcement of the November number see page 6
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Tirrany & (o

TiFFANY & C0S MAILORDER DEPART-
MENT IS EVER AVAILABLE TO OUT-OFf
TOWN CORRESPONDENTS

TIFFANY & CO.S STOCK OF BRONZES
BY AMERICAN AND FOREIGN SCULPTORS
IS NOTEWORTHY

TIFFANY & COS LEATHER GOODS POS
SESS STRIKING INDIVIDUALITY

TIFFANY & COS DIAMONDS AND OTHER
PRECIOUS STONES OFFER AN UNEQUAL
ED SELECTION

TIFFANY & COS STOCK OF CHINA AND

GLASSWARE IS COMPREHENSIVE AND ALL
THEIR PRICES ARE REASONABLE

FIFTH AVENUE &3/ STREET
New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Frank C. Clark, Tours .
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Vogue Publishing Co., 18
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Stevens-Duryea . 49
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PAGE
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Puark & Tilford, Perfume;: 78
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Sapolio . 2d Cover
Schools and Colleges
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The Advertising pages in Scribner's Magazine are pe-
culiarly interesting. The cleverness and inventiveness shown in
the preparation of advertising copy, the assured integrity of the
advertisers, the great variety of things advertised, the very
make-up of the advertising section with its numerous Depart-
ments under which advertisements of similar character are
grouped together, give them an alluring effectiveness which will

take Scribner readers all the way through.

4 For announcement of the November number see page 6
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: Where Accurate

T e

Time 1s Vital

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: Over one-half (almost 56%) of the men on Ameri-
can Railroads maintaining Official Time Inspection carry

Wamilton{Tatch

““The Railroad Timekeeper of America®

Towerman E. F,
Heide, of the Rock
Island Lines, for 10
vears has carried a
Hamilton Watch that
is highly satisfactory.

W. E. Brown, an-
other Rock Island
Towerman, who has
for 6 years carried a
Hamiltan that is fa-
mous {or itsaccuracy.

If you want a watch as accurate as the watches these men carry buy a
Hamilton. The Hamilton 12-size shown here is the most accurate and thinnest
Ig or 23 jewel 12-size watch made in America. This size sold complete only,

Write for ““The Timekecper’

Hamilton Watches are made
in standard watch sizes and sold
by leading jewelers everywhere,
Your jeweler can fit your preseng
watch case with a Hamilton
movement if vou desire. Prices
of movements only, $12.25 to
$60.00.  Prices of com-
plete watches timed
and adjustedin the case
at the factory, §35.50 to
$123.00

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

of various Hamilton Models.

HAMILTON WATCH
COMFANY

Lancaster, Pa.

@

In answering advertisemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S |
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The " O Vembel’

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 home life, with
the same 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
sarcasm make them mighty entertaining and
instructive reading. The first article

The Indiscreet

is a study of the character and influence of the
German Emperor.




SCRIBNER'S U! l/f\ff H'J'V."PFIWI

SCRIBNER 7]

Stevensoniana

More Letters and other Personal Papers of Robert
Louis Stevenson

Edited by Sir SIDNEY COLVIN

On the Trails of the Coureurs de Bois

Another romantic chapter in “The French in the Heart of America,”
by Dr. John Finley.

Senator Lodge’s—Some Early Memories

The war and his college days at Harvard. A vivid and graphic
picture of the impression the war made upon the mind of a boy.

College Liie

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 what the city has done for
the advancement of mankind.

Parisian Cafés

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.

TR o o i
ﬁ
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Jack London’s Great New Novel

IC —11

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 1s the love of woman in it too,

such love as the men and women of this
S M O K E :\Pfr}k[‘ ::ft cLi?';lsztaltlil;:: :12:11\;?111]1!1:1_:\\'. o
B E LLEW FAR THE BEST STORY

JACK LONDON JACK LONDON HAS WRITTEN

Lllustrations by P. J. Monahan. Price $1.30 net, postage r2 cents
) J £

Jean Webster’s Exquisite Story

DADDY[ONG ]_[GS

DADDY-
LONG-LEGS

Many liked theauthor’s “ When Patty Went
to College.”  Many more will de 1ght in
this new Hlmy.

There has been no such cleverly unusual and hu-
morous tale since “Molly-Make-Believe.”  The hero-
ine is an electric bundle of spicy onginality ; 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—rthey are the autiior's
o Lrice §r.00 net, postage § cents,

THE CENTURY CO. Union Square NEW YORK

In (mszc'c_‘r!ug advertisements please mention ST'K_I;’)',\-"ERTJFG}I_Z_[NE
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The New Book by the Author of
“MRS. WIGGS OF THE CABBAGE PATCH?”

i

A ROMANCE OF
BILLY-GOAT HILL

By Alice Hegan Rice
A Great Story—Her Best

Everybody adores ‘ILady”—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 13 cents.

THE CENTURY CO. Union Square NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE PICTURES
OF POLLY

By Mary King Courtney

Hlustrated 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. It is the fun of love,
of iridescent love; the delicate tracery of
coquetry, its text to-lean-upon-love-and-
keep-your-humor-dry
itself into one’s heart.

It ought to have been written in violet
ink—and yet beyond its laughter and its
fun, beyond the moonlight of its tender
witchery, there glows the passionate feeling,
tne ardent wooing, the daring —naked and
unashamed —which marks the dawn of pal-
pitant first love.

Fost Svo, cloth, $r.00 net.

a story that sings |

THE. YOICE

By Margaret Deland

Author of
“The lron Woman,"”
“The Awakening of Helena Ritchie,” ete.

A new Dr. Lavendar story and a new
heroine—two Margaret Deland treats which
make the perfect holiday book for reading
or giving. By way of good measure, this
story is located in old Chester. Phillippa
is the girl—an old-fashioned little thing,
full of pleasant silences and soft gaiety and
simple, startling truth-telling. Her father
is a religious fanatic, and her lover is the
orthodox village parson whose unconscious
affection for Phillippa 1s most skilfully por-
trayed. The parson’s wooing of Phillippa
is quite the quaintest and most charming
story Mrs. Deland has yet told.

Crowmn 8ve, ill,, $1.00 net,

TE _M_an In

By Kate Langley Bosher

Author of
“ Mary Cary,” " Miss Gibbie Gault,” etc.
“Excels its predecessors in
Boston Transcript,

style."—

“A dainty romance daintily unfolded.”
— Newr York TVordd.

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

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

“Marked by the same sweet simplicity
and naturalness as ‘Mary Cary.”"—San
Lrancisco Bulletin.

Frontispiece.  Fost Svo, cloth, $r.00 net,

Lonely LandGreyfriars Bobby

By Eleanor Atkinson

If you enjoy a story that stirs your
deeper nature—that starts things tingling
‘way down at the bottom of your emotional
storehouse—read “Greyfriars Bobby.” Tt's
the story of a little dog and his friends—
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 sympathetic
fashion.

Lrontispicce.  Svo, cloth, $r.20 net.

HARPER & BROTHERS . -

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGA ZINE
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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. Itis as full of fun and humor
and rollicking anecdote as the writings
of Mark Twain himself and as diver-
siied—for this Great Author and Phi-

losopher was ever the plaything of a
whimsical fate that mingled tragedy and & i
adventure and laughter and failure and t
success in swift following sequence. :

The very preparation for the writing W
S

of the work was a romance. Six years —
the author gave to the work, traveling

half way 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.

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 ‘“to write history rather than eulogy.”
The result is one of the great biographies of all time.

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.

HARPER & BROTHERS

In answering udwrlsfsemsn?pft’ae Eﬂiib}?.ﬁ'fiﬁfﬁ?\"ﬁR’:‘)-'_.:UAG_A_ZIKTE——
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more than the brief vogue of the hest seller,  The plot is a subtle study

end is a happy one. It is one book in a thousand.”"—Portland Lvening Express.

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

- in character and the

Eight Illustrations by Orson Lowell.  Post Svo, eloth, $1.35 net.

The Moth By William Dana Orcutt

Author of “The Spell,” “The Lever,” etc.

A vivid, picturesque story pulsating with the jovs and sorrows of
everveday 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:

Wath Frontispicee. ost Swvo, cloth, 5‘!.‘1‘1*' nel.

The Red Lane By Holman Day

Author of “King Spruce,” “The Ramrodders,” ete.

Love, darine and romantic adventure all figure in this thrilling
tale of the Canadian border,  The scenes are :lmm‘t[h', the setting
picturesque, and the theme is of striking force, giving this author
ol humor and ];]11|nx:n|}h\ new np[mlll:l]l[\ for \llIiL_ ][lL ljlbillll_h

Hlustrated.  Post Svo, cloth, $r1.35 nct.

Chal‘ge lt By Irving Bacheller

Author of “Eben Holden,” " Keeping Up With Lizzie,” ete.

el

me i The Moth "

Copyraght, varz, Harper & Brotliers

The fun and philasophy of ** Keeping Up With Lizzie " is even excelled in these new paues,
which reveal the wonderfully interesting doings of some of the same people.  There are scores

ol humorously thoughtful seenes, and a delicate love story through all,

[lustrated.  rzmo, cloth, $1.00 wet.

The Olympian & Jomes Orpenheim

This is what might be called the Amcrican fairy-tale: the young man

coing forth upon his

lonely adventure: his strugeles, his years of obscuritv; and then the skyrocket rise to success—

the clerk becomes the magnate, the drudge becomes an Olympian,

Hlustrated.  Over goo pages.  Post Svo, cloth, $i

oy el

The Woman of It By Mark Lee Luther

A highly amusing story of the every-day social life at Washinoton—not the brilliant panorama
ol official J"'|=

& meong

ctions, but the

real every-day social life of the capital with its fussy formalitics and

ntics, as scen by the unsophisticated wife of a new Congressman,

———— HARPER & BROTHERS

Post Svo, cloth, $r.30 net.

In ansieering advertisenents please mention SCRIBNER'S MAG. \ZINE
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A HiStOI'y of the

&

American

People

—

WOODROW @
WILSON st

HE annals of historical literature record no more

brilliant and masterful piece of writing than
Woodrow Wilson’s epoch-making work. It is monu-
mental in character and scope, and represents the
genius of the greatest historical writer of the
present time. @ The 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-

We will send you the entire set : 5 s HARPER 2
of five volu r'I'Ic:g, all charges pre- SCTIPtS,Statt— pa PC TS ﬂnd gOV— BROTHERS

Franklin Square

vaid, on receipt of $1.00, and ’ oo g

]enter your name as a subscriber crnmen tdl e (.OI'd&, to- ) New York

for both Harper's MAGAZINE . iy gl ':'(.:"lu"f:.'
and Hareer's Bazar for one  @€ther with numerous /w5 il du iy

year,at no additional cost toyou, i
It you do not like the books IHllStI'atl ons by P)IC,

vdays'appeoval,
cription to hoth

when Tht’}" reach you, send them . . II].’\I\' vr:'.::‘e-; MAGAZINE and HARVER'S
back at our expense and we will  Remington, Fenn, $1.00 a0 agres o Sead you ST 3
return the §1.00, It you do like o . uiil tha 6l piice, $1940 1 Sal. 1 e
them send us $1.00 every month Chapm an C hl'lsty biooks are accepted by me. S, M. 10
for eleven months. ?

P. S.—HarPer's WEEKLY Elnd man}; OthGI'S e

may be substituted for Hag-
PER'S MAGAZINE, Harper & Brothers

7
...........................................................

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

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Will the waist

be higher?

What

about the pannier?
Which way

will the sleeve go?
To tell you

this is why there
are 10 pages

in color,

and pages and
pages besides,
about clothes

in the new
Autumn Fashion
Number

of Harper's Bazar.
Paris gotens?

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

HWho Makes
Her Own Clothes.

Dame Fashion, come hither, | pray,
Let me whisper a word in your ear:
I'm glad hobble skirts are passée,
I'm glad that the panniers are here.

CAROQLYN WELLS IN HARPER'S BAZAR

NARPER?S
BAZAR

Yes, it's
Frivolous, this
October Bazar,

but something else, too.

A couple of love

stories, one by

Baronesss von I‘Iﬂifﬁ’ﬂ.

Also, Julia C. R. Dorr’s

delightful memories

and fames 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
n

“The Wife's Share”
help you hit

the high cost of living.

~ In answering advertisemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Encyclopaedia Making is Now
at an end’

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

ON S

Pez'p etual Loose-Leaf

ENCYCLOPAEDIA

Has Solved the Prohlem

In 1907, Thomas Nelson & Sons—establiched

for over a hundred years in Edinburgh, Scot-
]..,.I_I,. «cled and ]1|I-I|I4LT. a I.-- se-Leaf
Binder, a volume so practicable that Ly si n.[\]y
turning a nut the pages are loosened, when the
old and obsolete pages can hbe 1.|-|‘:_\' removed

.mn[ the new ]I LEES Subi nted. The [J'l:llll'-\:llé'l_‘s
twice a year, not less than
s—in March and in October—
g Nelson's Encyclopadia alroars

£ ast of the times, By means of
That Little Bar and Nut has su]'\'_l-'d the problem. e Loose-Leaf ].'u..liu_u_; diviee, Nelson's Ency-
It has putall other Eatyclopediag ouc of datal clopaedia contains the very latest information,

Bound in 12 Handsome Volimes while the other Encyelopaedias quickly grow old.

Koy, U 5. Pat, Office.

NELSON'S IS THE ONLY AUTHENTIC AND RE- mand—pasitively '_'!.J:ll"i'tlllcclt to you—all the available infor-
LIABLE ENCYCLOPAEDIA because it is the only une that mation and knowledge of the world.

is new and can he kept new. Upwards of a million dollars have been spent and more
NELSON'S RESEARCH BUREAU supplies—FREE than 1,200 specialists in d” parts of the world engaged to
any special information required by owners of \:]---nk En- make Nelson's the supreme autharity for those who know
r\rl--[-r —the ONLY institution of its kind in the warld! orwhowantto know. Nels --malm-.u.-(_narlur d and adopted
With N IN'S LOOSE-LEAF ENCYCLOPAEDIA | as an authority by U. 5. Gavernment Departments, Universi-

and the ser s of NELSON'S RESEARCH BUREAU ties, Colleges, Libraries and School Boards throughout the
FOR SPECIAL INFORMATION you bave at your com- | country,

NELSON’S contains a complete account of the Republican, Democratic and Pro-,

gressive National Conventions of 1912, with the National Platforms. ,"
td
If You Buy NELSON’S Y ou will never Need to Buy Another 1
Following are among the U. S. Departments and Colleges now using Nelson's: ’
Bureau of Chemistry War Department University of California Reclamation Service
Department of Justice Indian Bureau University of Michigan Chief Signal Office 4
Commerce and Labor Bureau of Corporations Weather Bureau Harvard University V4
Department of State National Museum Library Navy Department Knox College' )
Cornell University University of Rochester Army Service School Public Libraries g Dept, 28K
\I LSON'S ENCYCLOPAEDIA is endorsed by ne \wspapers, magazines, scl holars, and literary workers Vs

nds on fil

in all par “of the hur|d Following are a few examples of thous

nell University, says: 1 b Tomersays:  “NelSon's neve
i your Encyclopeedia and 5 never antiquated, It will g
ears after its publiciation to the mos
Melson's i used as the T ol queries
The Neww YVork .-’J e i !.r-" says: Tt iy
AN dnall treat- e owners of N ite y 47 ] :
©omittter fn Nelsor an adin ex -J neyelope ¢ ra 17 i RESEARC I
ample of compression, and fulfils to an unwsasl degres the cent e \Lm, We / YETR I OR SPECIAL ]
porpose of the editors.”” fined At e m[\ nsabile, rE

EXGHA"G A liberal allowance will be made on old Encyclopzdias 4
to apply as part payment on Nelson's ’

THOMAS NELSON & SONS /=~ —
Publishers Since 1798 , T T

Dept. 28K, Fourth Ave. Building, Cor. 27th St., New York City o ., 0 S

’ -
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The Two Best Selling Books In All The World

———

““Their Yesterdays’>—The best work, by far, 3 ~
vet done by the author of That Printer of Udell’s, E :
The Shepherd of the Hills, The Calling of Dan [
Matthews, The Winning of Barbara Worth, etc.

First Printing One-Half Million Copies

q Philadelphia North American— Best sellers run away and hide
when the author of "The Shepherd of the Hills” comes into the P W/ .\M\“ of

S . , BARBAKA WOKTH
Harold Bell Wright's | et

T New Story Exalting Life and Love (. . 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 Wrigl-'lt’s Latest and Biggest Novel
First Printing 500,000 Copies—Pub’d Aug. 19, 1911

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

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

THE WINNING | Atk pe
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

] Boston Globe—To the reader the characters will appear as real as ([Cleveland Plain Dealer—"''Dan Matthews™ was a fine tale. ““The
friends they know—all of their aims, and likes and hatreds being por- Shepherd of the Hills' was an inspiration. And now he senda us
trayed as true to life as snapshots caught by moving-picture cameras, The Winning of Barbara Worth™ #* * 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
H 1d Bell Wright’ s
Famous Allegors of Lite 1 N€ Uncrowned King

(| Philadelphia Sunday Dispatch—""The secret of his power is the € Grand Rapids Herald—""It is the greatest story since "Bunyan's

same Guid-given secretrhat inspired Shakespeare and upbeld Dickens,™ Pilgrim's Progress.” "

Illustrations by John Rea Neill. 16mo. Cloth 50 Cents Net, Full Leather $1.00 Net

BOOK CATALOG FREE Ovr mammoth catalog, size 814x5% inches, advertises books of all the publishers
at big savings. Bibles. Periodicals, ete. Write us for it today. Bargains on every

page, Books on all subjects, Hundreda of Fine Sets and Fine B]nd]ﬂxs_for your library. Every book carried in stock.
Catalog sent me: ¢ prepaid, free on request.

Publishers and Booksellers

The Book Supply Company 2M5% atheeesves Chicago

Established 1895 E. W. REYNOLDS, President

Over Three Million Harold Bell Wright Books Have Been Sold

For Sale at All Bookstores Or by the Publishers—The Book Supply Company

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGA ZINE
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A NEW MASTERPIECE

I have no hesitation in r{_af)’.?rr.l.n'i.n{g Hat * Between Two Thieves' iv one r_fff.-"."r' _fr'?{r ?'.‘.u".-'ﬁ'l(';'f'.rf prose tff.f'r'\' fff‘h’:U‘

of any age or of any country.

Lo its more pevsonal aspect, tracing the life strugy

de of @ singdle human soul wnder

the stress of peculiar temptation, it is one of the strongest books that 1 dave been /U’J".‘-’.t‘.f'lr:.'b'r'.af fo read durine e past
decade.  Ouvergrowsn and disproportioned it may be in part; but il s the disproportion and the vaergrowth of feied
dife, seen wnfalteringly and as a whole. —Frederic Taber Cooper, former editor of * The Forum.”

BETWEEN TWO THIEVES

By RICHARD DEHAN, author of **One Braver Thing'' (**“The Dop Doctor"’)

This novel involves the genesis of the Red Cross Society and the Crimean War. The princi-
pal characters are Ada Merling (Florence Nighlingale) and Hector Dunoisse, a man of the

fullest life and keenest emotion, besides a host of others.
lowest to the most spiritual with tremendous power.

It strikes on passions from the
Add to this the impressive effect of

an entire historic epoch, taken up bodily and flung out before us as one might fling out
a vast piece of tapestry, and it is possible to imagine faintly the bigness of the work.
Cloth, 12mo, $1.40 net; posipaid $1.53.

A WHISTLING WOMAN

By ROBERT HALIFAX

A novel in which realism is coupled with sanity, color and joy.

A

vigorous, hard-working London girl is engaged to a serious, poorly-

paid clerk.

He will not marry her because he can’t afford it.

She

loves him passionately and holds him by main force. The little every-
day things, the life of drab side streets, the small difiiculties which
seem so insuperable, the flashes of joy and drama, are told by one who

loves and knows humanity.

Cloth, tzmo, $1.25 net ; postpaid $1.35.

——
| m_ i '
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THE
LONG
PORTACGE

MISS WEALTHY
DEPUTY
SHERIFF

EVE’S
OTHER
CHILDREN

By HAROLD BINDLOSS

By ELIZABETH NEFF

Aznthor of “ Winston of the Praivie,”
“Fane of the Timberlands,  cte,

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 Gancé. Shall
he tell her 7 Soon all three characters
enter the vicinity of the crime. An
exciting Tace 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, 12mo, $1.25
nel; postpaid $1.37.

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 Mizs
Wealthy, mixed up in it, presided over
the love affair of the girl with the wild-
rose cheeks and the man who was, vet
was not, the robber, makes an ingen-
ious, humorous and satisfying story,
Frontispiece in colors.  Clotk, 16mo,
$1.00 net ;) posipaid $1.10.

By LUCILLE BALDWIN
VAN SLYKE

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,

Mirs. Van Slyke has seen the hearts of
the children at our gates, and her pic-
tures of them glow with understand-
ing  Ilustrated,  Cloth, 12mo, $1.00
nel; 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’Anethan

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 de als with the stirring events
of the Japanese-Chinese War, the tragedies of the Baxer troubles, experiences pert: ining to Red Cross
waork, “wvarious  travels in the lovely interior of Japan, functions of all sorts (many ot w hich no longer
vist) mrl above all the exciting incidents of the Russo-Japanesé War. All these are described \\iL]ld
¢ and vivid lwu [lustrated.  $4.25 net; postage 25c.

Omens and Superstitions of Southern India. By Edgar Thurston, C.LE.

A thorough exposition of the niyste ignorance, and superstitions of India. In this important volume, by
an ethnographic expert of wide e ricnee and renown, there arve full details regarding _1r'|_\'r|;|-.] omens,
amimal superstitions, the evil eve, vows and votive offerings, serpent warship, human sacrihee, mage, and
other evidences of ignorance. lustrated from photographs.  Size 63 x g in.  $3.50 net; postage 18c.

A Short History Where

ish Musi Socialism Failed
of English Music | Crygches ANONYMOUS et
By Ermest Ford, F.R.A.M. By Stewart Grahame
Here is a fr{ ment of life indeed—life from a hrand

popalarly written, an- neEw in the world of literature. It is the dotu-
acing the ment of t f a girl hound to erutches, hope-
lish lessly lamed. She didn’t want to seem odd; it wasa

v,

The Girl with the Rosewood

An example of anactual
speriment inapplied
Socialism  under 1deal

music from the - ion ta be |,|||. 4. She was human and she l\_l.'“[ilI.I‘L”Hl.v-q;”H.] 1t]|'ff
times to the present day demanded love and won it ton. You will like the “ﬁ "}““‘ toce ; 1;
It treats of all the extraordinary pluck, the dis scouragements that she 1'\ _.!'l',“ \‘_‘ cQ '”].\_ ‘}I'
anches including both avercomes in atlaining success in her cliosen accu- £ '..u]rlfll |m-1..-uf ]x. |:1~_&.
and secular, and patian, the development of a wonderful love that brings sicll eda l:|.1gil‘|- and
ontains muech interest- her ;,,_,,- heart's  desire It's 4 et Ty that touches the Fﬁl.ill_!lhl\] ] e uuluul
ing histarical lore In licart strines.  $1.20 net: postare 116 o ! r]u_ a ualn ube 1“|| ure
no sense technical, and of the whole movement
but mildly eritic: 2, it is until 5 l]l\l] -ln\-rl|J|-
a v Il|rn> 0 ment w abandone
g Bl e The Green Overcoat i e nnt v
the musician. By HILAIRE BELLOC covery, makes a tim
trated,  Size 51§ x 8 in This is the strangest detective story ever written, Tt and absorbing buok
$1.75 net; postage micerns the unintentional filching of : Ilustrated. $1.50
12¢. fl- m a room dt a social function by an en net; postage 12c.

¥ 1 oan important 1||||\Lr-ﬂ\

; 15ing |-||]-|il_:l|illlll.- arising from the z A
The Crlme OF 1812 “In j’-r M.‘urlr!',: rllllll-ll.r::l_- i ~|:]fl..f‘.lrafll:r 1:I--::‘r\l'lll!.l-;lIl‘lI;IiI-'.'|Irl‘i‘:&n:l.l.i—\'ill:[ Furnlshlng the

I r| L ides the e ot there 15 a
By Eugene Labaume tely unique ! --|$_-: rli.]I»-_-rr = Home Of Good

of humorand satire that |
sh essayist, wha is nor at

‘ton, the eminent Er
I known as an illustrator, has drawn some whim- Taste
pictures for the book. $1.20 net; postage 8c.

By Lucy Abbot Throop

f psychols
mr!l " the amusing o

A graphi |||| atirring
narralive «

army who writes as an

{5 lete 0 -
N A In the Vortex By cuve HoLLAND 4 st R sutho
went through the cam- A roof hr irt-th 1 w and gavety in the Latin i
paign from first to last r P with all its hame, writte [lh\"l]rro
['he awful nes of the - hand. tising interior decorator
burning o OW,y e eliarme of note. The author
Napoleon's retreat from ing picture of the studios and the matley after a survey of
that and nuny population of the Quartier I atin l-ljf reader is draw n period styles of de

other intense incidents
are related with Faithful
attention to detail and

nointerest. Ttisa

VOrLeN o

into the tion takes up in detail
i the hame of to-day and

shows how period ..r\]m

i the apg ng
d with tenderness

_ te, is lurl"l and l"]LlII até A marern adap-

indictment of charm.  This novel 1s the i and maost important tations may be consist-

'”l"‘ En- that Mr. Holland has yet written, and one which is (::".|\';'|rr|||I ut. s

y d great, stire to be widely read and discussed. $1.25 net: trated. Bize 71{ x 10 in,

J|l|| trated. $2.75net; postage 1lc. $2.00 net; postage

postage 16¢.

Oc.

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

A magnificent re print of the eriginal books of furniture designs—books that were jssued by their famous
authors when at the height of lhl”ll’ power and prestige, and \\I, ch m the original editions are now almost
pricele The work is available in a Library Edition of three volumes, one devoted to each of the tliree
masters, at $6 net each (postage 30c.) or $16.50 net for the three volumes, boxed lexpressage - 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

5.

House & Garden

Travel

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE A

The story of a young mining en
New York and
&

Orson Lowell. $1.25 wef. Postage 12 cents.

THE INNER FLAME

BY CLARA LOUISE
gineer in moderate
Casco Bay form the background of the story.

DVERTISER

BURNIHAM
circumstances who wins success as.an artist.
With frontispiece in color by

CONCERNING SALLY

BY WILLIAM
Old Wives’
Hopkins will be re
Postage 11 cents.

The
Mr.
$r.35 net.

Arnold Bennett's ¢
and environment,
The Clammer.”

Not since
character
ing idyl, *

Tale” h

J. HOPKINS
15 there
membered

beer

as the

1 50 Intere ] n‘.'.::l._\' of

author of that charm-

LESS THAN THE DUST

BY MARY

Offers a striking picture of modern matrimonial misgivings
addition te the

15 the latest
F1.25 net.

and most interesting
Postage 11 cents.

Hamilton
novelists.

FORFEIT B

BY CLARA L,
STRONG

petizing |

A striking novel of the
days of witcheraft, It
will remind readers of

¢ The Scarlet letter
a lasting im-
siom.  With
$1.25 5ot

age LI cents,

THE THREE BRONTES
BY MAY SINCLAIR
This biography of the three
and Emily, is a piece of appr

b
distinction. Illustrated, $3.

PILGRIM LIFE IN THE MIDDLE AGES
BY SIDNEY HEATH

“ Mr. Heath has brought together

curicus and interesting bearing on his

— London Daily Te With g3 illustrations,

$3.00 wed.  Postage e xtra, )

BELGIUM BY WILLIAM E. GRIFITS
Dr. Griffis ar and lucid account of Beloian
history and of the development of its art, literature,
and industry.  With 16 illustrations,  $1.25 nel.
Postage 12 cents,

EGYPTIAN DAYS BY PHILIP S, MARDEN
An indispenzable volume for the intending traveller,
rich in entertainment and humor. Ilustrated. $3.00
net, Postage extra.

and leave

pres

l-ir:CL‘.

frontis-
Post- BY

Tlustrated.

sisters, Anne, Charlatte,
itive criticism of the L
oo nef. Postage 18 cents

a vast amount of
subyject,’

gives a cle

THE HOLY CHRISTIAN CHURCH

BY R. M.
An able
Corsican. '

JOHNSTON
and brilliant book by the author of * The
$1.50 met.  Postage 13 cents.

GRANT
.‘fl_j:_‘: nel,

AGNES HAMILTON

solutions.  Mrs.

English

elll "1 i'n'l_-mi] ’l e

group of present-day

THE

PRELIMI-

NARIES

BY CORNELIA A. I,
COMER

Three Dbrilliant stories

dealine with

the most vital and har-

Some. O
blems of con-
temporary  lamily i
$1."'J net. ostac

extra,

assing pro

RICHARDS
|'1_t51:lgt‘. extra.

AND HIS GANG

LICKY
; SARTWELL

A \‘ B

\I \:*O.\'

1L o
JIlL.:-Lum_-d in tint,

SCHULTZ
adventure, Tndians,
nitain winter that wi

BY J. W.
\ stary of out-o
e perds of a mon

|||| 1yS Hlustrated. $a.25 net. o
HOW ENGLAND GREW UP
BY ”"\“‘H. EOPE
o Ju\ nile histe iy of Engl |||| _" 1 the days of
---I v the time, [nnl v illustrated with sq
clovad pictures and pleasingly t .-_:_-—un net. Postage
extra,

HOW PHOEBE FOUND HERSELF

BY HELEN DAWES BROWN
A delightful story of how l settled back into.a natural,
i l hz appy I| turning from e l._ e, With

THF‘ CH]LDRLN’S READ[NG
]—’ ll\\\‘l"‘\_l.‘)l“..][l
s in terse phraseclogy what ele ements are
up children’s b L\ Thevolume w
mal for parvents, librarians,
P'ostage extra.

necessary to
caserviceable
$1.00 nel

and teachers.

BosToN HOUGHTON MIFFLIN CO. NEW YoRK
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Everybody’s Reacling‘

ThePenalty

by Gouverneur Morris.

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.

@MOPOL[TAN MAGAZINE

_ 381 Fourth Avenue &
> New York City

f
1
I
I
l
I

e, rnl
Cosmo-

politan ‘
Magazine |

i 81 Fonrth Ave,
& New York City

.‘ﬁ,f Gentlemen: T wish |
1o secure Gouverneur

The Coupon ~ Marrie! story. I enclose
21.00) to pay for the next
Today eight issues of Cosmopolitan, l

i
thereby saving 20 per cent. '

In urn.\‘:c'r;r'le;_ad:;}!.f?ma‘ms })J'EE\'e ‘mention SCRI BNER'S MA GAZINE
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@;‘ME&W R L L P P S R ET T
‘-' |

- NEW BOOK S

mﬁ.‘ |

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 “Graustark”™ 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 *‘ The
Hollow of Her Hand.”

Lllustrations in color by A. I. Keller, 8r.30 net. Postage 13c, extra

THE SAVING PRIDE THE SQUIRE’S DAUGHTER
By Yvette Prost By Archibald Marshall

A charming story of a lonely music teacher, whose re- Awuthor of “Exton Manor,” ofc.
deeming feature was her goodness, and a man of the

, a 1 An admirable story of English country life by one who
world whose most marked characteristic was his hadness, i ¥ 3 ]

has been called ““one of the muost pleasantly human of
Lllustrated, Fr.25 wed, FPostage rye. exira living novelists." $r.25 wels Postage 150 extra

MR. ACHILLES

By Jennetie Lee
Awtlhor of “Uncle William,"" ** Happy Island," cfe.

[ have never read a more cxquisite story. . . Everything of yours that comes my way is such a
delight, but this seems to me the very flower of all \ou 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 leiter.

Liustrated. Fr.oo nel. Postage 1oc. éxtra

TO BE PUBLISHED IN OCTOBER

MISS PHILURA’S WEDDING GOWN

By Florence Morse Kingsley
Aty r_l/‘ s The Trangfiguration of Miss Phledlura," efe.

Now comes the second step in the ramance 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.

Jllustrated, $i1.00 net. Postage joc, exirva.

THE RETURN OF THE CLOSING
PETER GRIMM NET

Novelized from the Play By
By David Belasco Henry C. Rowland
A epirited tale of a re-
formed American burglar
pitted against a band of
the boldest criminals in
Paris.

Preserves remarkably
the haunting power of
David Belasco's latest
dramatic success,

Tllustrated
Sr.2e net. Postage 3¢, cxira $4.25 net, Postage iz, exitra

Send for illustrated catalogue about
all our new books

‘ ! DODD, MEAD & COMPANY i |

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

These six numbers insure
vou 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 Nov. 15

The fine arts that make fair
women lairer

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

Christmas Dec. 15

\ Midwinter fashions and festiv-

. Ities

YOGUE g
443 4th Ave.
New York

For the $1 enclosed

send me Vogue for the

rest of the year.

Name

Street

City .

State

HE 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 | secure distinction in my dress?”

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

In these critical “ costume weeks™ 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.

e ———————————————————
B RS G T e S e e e See—
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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

Published by the Pre

s of The Upiversity of Cambridge, Eng.

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

IT 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
1768. 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 simultanecusly, so that all information from A
to Z, and in cvery part of every article embodies the results of the latest research.
Simultaneous publication insures a unity of plan, freedom from diserepancies,
repetitions, and overlapping—a general excellence, in short, unapproach-
able under the usual plan of piecemeal production. It was made possible
only by resources far beyond those available to other works. $1,500,000
was expended on ils 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 64 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 seale heretofore
unknown in publishing, and as a result of the economies attendant on plac-
ing large orders for paper, leather and printing, the price per set has been
brought down to a figure far below that 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 ifem of information can be quickly found by means of

An Index of 500,000 References

No other work of general reference isindexed. Inother 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 its dis-
covery. The Encyclopaedia Britannica surpasses all other encyclopaedias
not only in the completeness but also in the accessibility of its information.

i parpasdeca  AMOER
[ B e |
e BN

Send for “Questions of the Day”

. Thepractical need for the Encyclopaedia Britannica in every educated family
e India Paper Set is demonstrated by this pamphlet, which in a stimulating and lhought_pro_
Each Volume One Inch Thick  voking way touches upon some of the great movements and questions
(the full, limp, velvet suede bind-  of the ime. Among the subjects with which it deals are: The Trusts,
ing, in itsspecial bookease.) The  the Peace Movement, World Movements and Politics of Today, the In.
C[‘]]T’l“-’-"““i”t r'l)f ’Int.li\a__{mpir:; itiative, the Referendum, the Recall, Socialism, the Labor Question,
Elllljbl;rf;:ll‘:gf ]::"?Lrgl?;:;bir;;i?oﬁt of Psychical Rescarch, Famous‘ Historical Mysteries, the Negro Prob-
genius.” The India paperedition lem, the Temperance Question, Recent Progess in Science, the
is issued in four styles of binding.  Dread Powers of Nature, the Richest Country in the World.

Manager
Encyclopaedia
Britannica,
33 W.32d5t. N, Y.
Please send by mail with-
outeobligation to me, the pam-
philet, ""Cuestions of the Day."
MName s

Ueccupatinn -----
Address .

Address: Manager Encycloparedia Britannica, 35 1. 320 St New York

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIB NER'S MAGAZINE o
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S'hould a married ewvoman—

Be absolutely dependent upon her husband financially ?
Has she the right to a portion of his income legal]y 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

{ This 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 splte 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 plece 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-

B \J
¥ i il

E shall use the Grass- matic. The real value of the book
hopper as a symbol of is that it rings true in every line.
this story because one of the
most thrilling chapters tells JUST OUT

of the great plague which
sweeps like a storm cloud

across the Kansas prairies. By Thomas Fogart
Whenever you see the Grass- y garty

EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS IN COLORS

hopper think of this. AL nlt Book hope Net $1.35
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO., RARPEN CITY

In unmurma “advertisements pful se mention S( 'RIBNER'S MAG. AZINE
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FOR THE PEOPLE
WHO DO THINGS

TREWORLDSWORK

THE 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 wastes are and how
to end them 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,

What the woman of to-day is doing—
the larger housekeeping that has changed
life for the better in Boston and Chicago
and elsewhere, by Mabel Potter Daggett.

Mr. Rockefeller’s Public Gifts—are
they helpful? Walter H. Page will tell in
his series of articles how the Rockefeller
millions are spent to benefit humanity.

Exploring other 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.

FOR THE FOREHANDED /7

{ Here is a coupon especially for those who want to

- - L - - /
make savings on their subscription money. Clip and
mail to-day for our special magazine offers.

The Dominant Farmer—personal
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 zo,000 co-operators in the < Right
Relationship League,” by Frank Parker
Stockbridge. _

At the front in the labor war—from
personal observations and interviews with the
leaders on both sides, by Samuel P. Orth.

What I am trying to do. This import-
ant series by the men and women who are
doing worth while work is to be continued.

The march of events 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 THE WORLD’S WORK.

Serib, Oct

/7 Doubleday,
Page & Co.

Garden City, N. Y.
Please mail your special
/ Inagazine offer.

Doubleday, Page @ Company U
/7

GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK

......................................
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By CHARLES ALDEN SELTZER
Author of “THE TWO-GUN MAN,” etc.

Kent Hollis, a young college man with
jlajmrnalistic ambitions, is city editor on an

Jastern 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 ficht 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.81.35. Postagel5c.

THREE NEW Books | FOOT LOOSE AND FREE

- By STEPHEN CHALMERS
FOR THE OUTDOOR MAN Auther of “TRAIL OF A TENDERFOOT,” ete.
THE COMPLETE WILDFOWLER One t'ih:_tcl_;;es'. an office slave, wearied of the mo-
By Starlley Drmcan and Guy Thorne notony of life in New York and set sail for South-
This book covers the entire subject of wildfowl- {lELI.]ItlJ{.l ]J). way of -thc Cil.[‘lbhc.’ll'l.
i, DTt withgsa, aarelsattion duss, alline: In his vagabond journey with the carefree Shackles,
I-.]:l"\ir.‘-{r‘rlrl.l:l,hn? of wildfowl, punt shooting, acces- the reader pals with the Captain of the ship and
Mustrated in color with diagrams and photo- TR Y “’l.[h C\:Cl“}'bl}_dy f['ll]'l.l StUke hl.'llt‘. to hridge.
geaphs. Oclavo. $3.75:nect. Postage 250, There isan infectious spirit of comraderie through-
“]l]t the }100]'\ which leaves a feeling of regret when
MY TROPIC ISLE :re'}'eniﬁr §11‘d .‘_'\I.]halclldes re:'n*Ll the purtjing of the
By E. J. Banfield vays. ustrated, 12Zmo. £L.25 net. Postage 10ec.
An intensely n.uu-rc.-'r-n;_- story of Robinson Crusoc
life on an izland nonh of Australia. i - OF N 7y
Hlustrated, Iurlf_(lt' lf‘.', M., 82‘,::u net.  Postage I‘_\T‘Eb ljl‘ THE ll\ I‘J\]\ILD
14 cents. Translated and Adapted By DOUGLAS ENGLISH
: NEW RIVERS OF THE NORTH T'his book sg‘qurcd _i"or its :111[11.(!1'.. Monsieur Louis
: By Hulhert Footner Pcrgal.}d‘ the Prix de Goncourt of 5000 francs, for “the
KlioE Be IO ON TR AT greatest piece of imaginative writing of the year.”
= § A splendid story of o trip from Edmonton over I'he romance and tragedy of wild life is depicted
E }'L,]JI_,W(H“;:J p}‘._.,_.. dowi ;1].'_. Fraserto below Tots from a new angle. Fascinating in every line with
= £ 2 Cache, then down the Peace River, It cov- i . s ot RER 5 ] p
i ei:url;nl r-\].|llr.'ll:?l:kflZ‘If"ﬂllr ﬂ.llv eHn!:-r.r a I|ill|:.'- Tlf'lll_'rl and romunge, ‘lt dt‘-l'lf “"h' 31:11“1319 il
- : known stream Jln\\'ul;ninln {:rt.lt_ﬁ-‘ila\r Lake: Hla[.‘ull'l‘.ll_‘ﬂ!i hl.![llal’.! lll.‘}].lgi. lht‘ l‘l’l]]lfl]'ﬁ.ll (‘h:lrach_‘rs
= llll.'.l\:::n:.?d, large 12 mo., $1.75 net. Postage are the Fox, the b(]ll:!l'l’(!]. the Frog, the Hare, the
+ 4 cente, Marten and the Magpie. Tlustrated with photogray-
=§ ures in color. §1.25 net. Postage 12¢.
== .
EOUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY
=:QUTING MAGAZ ' B
= AGAZINE yachting O-U-FIN-6 HANDBOOKS

141-145 WEST 36Tt ST NEW YORK 122 S. MICHIGAN AVE.CHICAGO

S L
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2 A A A AR R U!L

@M@UL@JL@JL@JL@JL@J\L@]L@JL@ JL@J\L@JL@JL@ JL*%ML

(&
Thomas Jefferson said : L
Every American is entitled to iy

Liberty and the pursuit of happiness

Special Offer .JL

(See Coupon) .-
One dollar brings LIFE for three months j”__,
to any address in the United States. - ‘f@
If you don’t want to subscribe, PRI L
send a two cent stamp for a " lar (Canadian 1%
copy of the Miniature $1.13, Foreign w
LIFE. Fullof jokes #1200, Send Lire L
1 . - for three months to
and pictures : @j
free. '
. %
Coming J%
Awful Number _ -
Dramatic Number '].:E;T“f:f|!":4|u:,';1';wrﬁl1':.'5('rril]-i_'l"i[;’:,r”": subsertorion —ML
QOutcast's Number = (o us direet: not through an ‘;.-;f_-ﬁn"L‘.-“.'n-'-.iil-'}‘.
D;}cror's Number TM B LIFE, 54 West 31, New York &&ﬁ
Widow's Number O Year $5.00. (Ganadian $5.52, Fureign $6.04.) ﬂl

|||||| tater lebters contain
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9MINOR —

. JCHORD
ATALE quHET*éiD"LE{“D%:"EST _ Gl'eat

Story

of the

o s Year

MR. 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
mtimate 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.

Price 51.25 Net

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

CHAPPLE PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED

NEW YORK BOSTON CHICAGO

—
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Suburban Life

Magazine

Four Issues

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

00 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 cash for the best title for
a certain new picture in

&.he-Gopley:Prints

Open free to everyone; illusirated circular on request.

“T 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
Piclure Catalogue, joo illustratious (practically a
Handbook of American Art), sent for 25 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, intypes, old photographs, etc.

CURTIS & CAMERON 32° % Buliz BOSTON

ACCEPTANCE OF MSS.

1 11l
firims
1
T

ar fr

W iptsg
elurus. Address: EDITOR, Box 41., 435 V

~Scribner’s Musical
Literature List

New, Improved and Enlarged Edition
SENT FREE ON REQUEST s

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 An--
ateur Musicians, Opera Goers, Har-
mony Students, etc.

Send Name and Address

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

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE o
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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.

HEARST’S MAGAZINE

COUPON 381 Fourth Avenue

Enclosed find 25 cents for which send NEW YORK CITY

me your magazine for the rest of the year
beginning with the October number.
S, 1o

Name..........

Address.......

In answering (IiTlI't’}‘IJJ"S('-‘Iif';lf.)‘?h'u.\'e mention S(.'R!-,b'_-\"_;‘*j:‘{'_b'_jE'_;IF(;'.TZ};\_’E
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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. Hopkinson Smith l“l,lst]'ated by

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

“Mr. F. Hopkinson Smith
gives us a thoroughly delight-
ful book, the best he has yet

written.”—/New York Sun.
At all book-stores and news-stands

Any reader of “Peter,” “Kennedy
Square,” or “The Fortunes of Oliver
Hom™ will recognize this as a most

$1.30 net

By mail $1.44 net
charactenstic 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 honorakble, 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

| - F-HOPKINSON-SMITH -

know the end his attention 1s so fixed by each in tum

Now on sale at every hook-
store in the country at $1.30
net; by mail $1.44 net,

as to prevent his hurrying to it.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

/ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

~In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M GAZINE



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 1 was looking for,” he
says. ‘1'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
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The Turnstile
By A. E. W. MASON $71.30 net; postpaid $1.40

“*The Turnstile rests upon the double motive of love and ambitioq. Mf.
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’ confdently 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 $1.38

What should a girl do if a crime far in the past of her fiancé
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.

Davidée 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 Ardésie 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  $/.25 net; postpaid $1.35

“He is a true artist—the most skilful short-story writer in America.”
—Chicago Evening Post
“Couverneur 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  $/.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



Scientific Sprague

By FRANCIS LYNDE, author of *“The Price,” * The
Taming of Red Butte Western,” etc.

Illustrated

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.

$1.25 net; postage extra

FOR BOYS

By Ralph D. Paine
Campus Days

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

Ilustrated $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.”

Hlustrated $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 nel; 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. 4

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Mountain Divide
By
Frank H. Spearman

Author of
** Whispering Smith,"" ** Robert Kimberly,” ete.

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.

{llustrated.  $1.25 net; postage extra

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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The Democratic Mistake

By ARTHUR GEORGE SEDGWICK

This volume forms a bnlliant 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 jourmalist. 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 nei;

postage exira

Courts, Criminals, and

the Camorra
By ARTHUR TRAIN

Author of ** Trae Stories of Crime,
al the Bar,” et

(Y]

The Prisoner

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 ltaly
and here.

$1.75 nel; postpaid $1.85

Wisconsin: An Experi-

ment in Democracy
By Freperic C. Howe, Ph.D.

Augthor of ** Privilege and Democracy in America,”
eic,

It tells, clearly and tem[y. the story of
a great State’s emancipation from fetters
of privilege and class preferment. . .

[t is a text-book of patriotism and manual
of democratic efficiency that commands
careful study.”— Phila. North American.

$1.25 net; postpaid §1.33

POLITICAL SCIENCE

Anonymous
Great Analysis, .« . net,

Baden-Powell, B. H.
Origin and Growth of Village
Communities in India, net,
Brooks, N.

How the Republic is Governed,
net,

Short Studies in Party Politics,

Butler, W. R.
Government of the Mew Eng-
land States, . . . net,

Cable, G. W.
Negro (uestion, . . net,
Silent South, . . . net,

Chadwick, F. E.

Relations of the U. S. and
Spain. (Dlplomacy) net,
Relations of the U. 5. with
Spair (Spamsh -American
\ﬁa . . net,

Curtis, W. E.
1. 5. and Foreign Powers, net,
Godkin, E. L.
Problems of Modern Demoe.
racy, . .
Gomme, G. ].
Village Community, .
Hadley, A. T.
Education of the American
Citizen, . . . . net,
Horack, F. E.
Government of Towa, . e,
Howe, F. C.
British City, . ., net,
City (The). . . het,
Privilege and Democracy m
Amenica, . . . . ne
Hughes, R. E.
Making of Citizens, .
Hyslop, J. K.
Democracy, .

75

73
1.25

.50

75
1.00

4.00

7.00

1.25

200

. 150

1.50
15
1.50

1.50
1.50

. L30

. 150

James, J. A., and Sanford, A. H,

Government in State and Ma.
tion. . . .+ Tet,

Matthews, Brander
American of the Future,  net,

Oberholtzer, E. P.

Referendum in America.  net,

Page, T. N.
MNegro: The Southerner’s Prob.
lem, . . . . . net,
Old Bouth. . . . . net,

Price, L. L.
Short  History of Political
Economy in England, . net,

Ritchie, D. G.

Principles of Slate Taterler-
ence, ., - - net,

Schuyler, Eugene
American Diplomacy

100

1.25

215

&G

. 250

Majority Rule and the
Judiciary

An Ezamination of Current Proposals for
Constitetional Change AfHecting the Rela-
tion of the Courts to Legistation

By WiLLIAM L. RANSOM of the New
York Bar

With an [nfreduction by Theodore Roosevelt

“ A wonderfully clear statement of the po-
sition of the judiciary in our body politic,
and of the problem presented. in view of
that position, by the demand for advanced
economic legislation.

“No one who desires to familiarize him.
self with the important 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; posipaid 66 cenis

By NicHoLAS MURRAY BUTLER

President of Columbia University, President of (ke
American Association for [nternational Conciliation

The International Mind

An Argument for the Judicial Settlement of
luternational 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 Opinien™; “ Are We Qur
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-
ment? Studies in Practical Politics

“A little volume of sense and truth.”
—Sun.
{2mo. 75 cenls net; postage exira

__K”\
& —
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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. I 2mo. $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 Turgénieff. 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, sants ity postpatd 83 et

“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, 1s 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.

Thel‘e Are Cril'l‘les alld Crimes 75 cents nel ; posipaid 83 cents

Plays by Strindberg: “The Dream Play,”” *“ The Link,” and ‘ The Dance of Death’”’
$1.50 net ; postpaid $1.65

By JOHN GALSWORTHY

The P igeon. A Fantasy in Three Acts 60 cents net ; posipaid 70 cents
Tlle Little Dream. An Allegory in Six Scenes 50 cenils wied
J“stice 60 cents net
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LITERATURE
Brownell, W. C.

American Prose Masters, net, 1.50

Holland, J. G.
Complete  Works,
Sold separately,

Mitchell, D. G.

American Lands and Letters.

2vols.,Each, . . . . 250
Wendell, Barrett

History of American Litera-
ture, . . . . . net, 140
Literary History of America,

16 vols.

each, 1.25

net, 3.00
Babcock, M. D.
Success of Defeat, . . met, .50
Thoughts for Everyday Liv-
mg, . . . . . mnet 100
Godkin, E. L.
Reflections and Comments, . 2.00
Grant, Robert
Artof Living, . . . . 150
Convictions of a Grandfather,
net, 1.25
Opinions of a Philesopher, . 1.25
Reflections of a Married Man, 1.25
Search-Light Letters, . . 1.0
Cox, J. D.
Atlanta, .« .« . met, 1.00
March to the Sea. Franklin
and Nashwille, . . net, 1.00
Davis, W. T., ed.

Bradford's History of Plym-
outh Plantation, 1606—
1646, « « .« . net, 300

Doubleday, A.

Chancellorsville and Gettys-

burg, . noct, 1.00
Drake, S. A.

Border Wars of New England, 1.50

Making of New England, . 150

Making of the Great West, . 1.50

Making of the Ohio Valley
States, e ao.oo. 150

Making of Virginia and the

Middle Colonies, . 1.50
Earle, A. M.
Colonial Days in Old MNew
ork, § . net, 1.25
Force, M. F.
From Fort Heory 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
Wae,'o| & a e oe oety LD
Cordy, W. F.

European Beginnings of Ameri-

can History, . . . . net, .75
Grant, W. L., ed.
Vavage of Samuel de Champlin,
net, 3.00

The Inn of Tranquillity

By JOHN GALSWORTHY $1.30 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 exira |

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 reafhirmed 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, fac-similes, and maps $ .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-secing 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. S
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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;
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.”

posiage exlra

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,” cte.

Main Currents of Modern Thought ¢, ./ ..

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. HOUCH and
W. R. BOYCE GIBSON A4 new and cheaper edition $2.00 nel

“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 fournal.

The History of Christian Thought

Since Kant

By EDWARD CALDWELL MOORE, Parkman Professor of
Theology in Harvard University. 75 cenis net;: pos'paid 83 cents

This new volume in the Studies in Theology Series is so far con-
centrated upon the significant and the essential as to descnbe the whole
period—the more clearly because tersely— > in 24| pages.

ETHICS
Alexander, Archibald

Theary of Conduct, . $1.00
Babcock, M. D.
Thoughts Tor Every Day Liv-
e, . . net, |00
Barbour, G. F
Philasophical Study of Chrs-
tian Lthies, net, 3.00
Bruce, A. B.
Moral Order of the World, . 200
Bruce, W. 5.
Formation of Christian Char-
wier, acl, 175
Damer 1. A
System of Christian Ethics,
et 3,00
Du Prat, G. L.
Morals, (Con. Science Ser.), 150
Hall, T. C.
History of Ethicz Within Or:
ganized Christiamty, | . e, 3,00
Harless, C. A.
System of Christian Ethics,
net, 225
Hopkins, Mark
Law of Love and Love as Law 1.75
Teachings and Counsels, net, 130
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, . met, 1.00
Christian Conduct, . net, .20
Ladd, G. T.

Philosophy of Conduct, ., net, 350

Law, Robert
Tests ol Lile, -+ . net, 3.00

Luthardt, C. E.
History of Christian Ethics,
net, 2.25
Moral Truths of Christianity,
net, 1,75
Martensen, H.
Christian Ethics. 3vols., cach,

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-
tolle:, A " a . net, 2.40
Porter, Noah
Elements of Moral Science, . 3,00

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

Seth, James
Study of Ethical Principles,

net, 2.00
Sharp, F. C.
Shakespeare’s Portrayval of the
Moral Life, - o ek 12
Smyth, Newman
Christian Ethics, . onet, 2,50
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COMTESSE DE BOIGNE

TRAVEL

Edinburgh

Picturesque Notes. By ROBERT
LOUIS STEVENSON

New Mustrated Edition, with 24
SJull-page illustrations in color by
Mr. ] eron, the Edinburgh

ames
artist, printed on antique paper, with
imitalion deckle edge, gilt top. 4to.
$3.50 nel.

Papua or British New Guinea

By ] H. P. MURRAY, Licutenant-
Governor of Papua

fllustrated.  $3.75 net.

THE SOUTH AMERICAN SERIES
New Folumes
Guiana: British, French and Dutch

By JAMES REDWAY, author of
“In Guiana Wilds,” ete.

Hiustrated. $3.00 net.

Venezuela
By LEONARD V. DALTON, B Sc.
Hlustrated. 8vo. $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 FRANCIS BOND, M.A.
Large Crown 8vo.  §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 clath, can be supplied at the
same price

Modern Practical Design
By G. WOLLISCROFT RHEAD,
R.E., Hon. ARLA., 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 irmament of her
country."—Argonaut.

Memoirs of the Comtesse de Boigne

Vol. I, 1781-1814; Vol. I, 1815-1819; Vol. II1, 1820-1830
Each with frontispicce $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
By C. REGINALD ENOCK, F.R.G.S., author of “The Andes

and the Amazon,” “ Peru,” * Mexico,” ete.

With 50 illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth  $3.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Diary of Frances Lady Shelley 1787-1817
Edited by Her Grandson Hlustrated. $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

M. 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 = de Sable, etc.

. |

LADY SHELLEY

BIOGRAPHY

King Rene d'Anjou and His
Seven Queens
By EDCECUMBE STALEY, au-
thor of ** Tragedies of the Medici
With colored frontispicce and 35
illustrations.  8vo. $3.00 net

Bancroft, Mrs. George
L(:U,e:rs [rum Eﬂglimd (1840—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. Wiliams, . . net, 3.50
Dino, Duchess of
Memoirs. 3 vols., cach, net, 2.50

Hare, Christopher
Most Hlustrious Ladies of the
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, .

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

net,
Heraines of Genoa and the
viera, . . net,

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
Col:lrltl Beauties of Old White-

all, . . : B . net,
Mirabeau the Demi-God. The
True Story of His Life and
Adventures. Hlustrated.

8vo, . . net,

Waddington, M. K.
Italian Letters of a Diplomat’s
Wife, - -
Letters of a Diplomat's Wife
net,

ltalian Renaissance, .

2.00

. net,

3.50
3.50
3.50

375

375

, 2.50

250
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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 y4th Street.

For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re-
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West

‘ MISS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL
Residence 26 West ssth Street.

| ss5th Street.

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

THE GRAHAM SCHOOL
For Girls. oyth year opens Oct. 2d. Resident and day pupils.
General and college preparatory courses. Unrivaled location
overlosking Riverside Park and the Hudson, .,
Mr. and Mrs. Howard D. Miner, 42 Riverside Drive, New York.

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.)

MRS. HAZEN'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Half-hour from Grand Central Station, New York,

Mrs. Joun Connincsasm Hazew, Principal.
Pelham Manor, New York.

BERKELEY SCHoOOL
Prepares Boys for all leading colleges and scientific schools,
Individual instruction.  Small elasses. A separate building for
the lower school.  Jeseph Curtis Sloane, Headmaster,
72d Street and West End Avenue, New York.

HELEN M. ScovVILLE'S HOME AND Day
GIRLS

MRS.

Sc
Physical Culture, Riding, Swimming,
ies. Muasic, Art, 1om

Avenue, New Yor

THE KNOX SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Cultural academic courses, also college preparatory. Fine Arts
Department, Music and Painting, Domestic Science, /sthetic
Dancing, Sports under trained director. 4o 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.

ACOUNTRY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS IN NEW YORK CITY
Boarding and day school,  Athletics and all out of town sports
under competent instructors, in school park of 33 acres. Music
and art.  College preparation with certificate privilege, Advance
special courses.

Miss Bangs and Miss Whiton, Riverdale Ave, and 252nd 51,

THE HAWTHORNE SCHoOL
A boarding and day school for Girls. Afterncon 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 5t., New York City.

THE COMSTOCK SCHoOL
Removed June 1st to 52 East 7and 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 MISSES RAYSON'S
Boarding and Day School for Girls, Re-npens Octaber srd.
14-100-168 West 75th Street, New York City.

THE FINCH SCHOOL
A boarding and day school for girls from sixteen to twenty vears
of age, corresponding to college, which develops individuality,
cultivates the human interests and sympathics, and is abireast
of modern theught.,  Curriculum includes Psychology, Ethies,
Economics, Sovology, Law, English, Living Languapes, Music
and Art,  New fireprool ten-story building equipped with every
appliance essential to safety and comiort,  Basket-ball and
tennis court.

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

THE SEMPLE BOARDING AND DAY ScHoOOL

For Girls. Building directly opposite Central Park. Regular and
Special Courses.  Languages, Musie, Art, etc.  Social recreation.
Cut-of-door sports. Foreign travel,  Mrs. T. Darrington Semple,
Principal, 241 Central Park West, comer 83th Street, New York.

ELINOR COMSTOCK MUSIC SCHooL
A resident and day school.  Leschetizky Method. Piano teachers
all Leschetizky pupils. Voeal, Harmeny, Sight Reading, Ensemble
P]u._\':pg. Lt.'_:'l.urcs on current operias.  Classes in French Classic
Dancing, Literature and History of Art. Miss Elinor Comstock
1ooo Madison Avenue, New York City. '

THE GARDNER ScHooOL FOR GIRLS
Resident and Day  Pupils,
Regular and Special Courses,
culture.  sthetic dancing,
with delightful home life.

H._RAWLINS BAKER, PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION
F]fli;:.‘n vears' ux[-un!_']ru'e[ both in training those wishing to teach
andin preparing pupils of all grades for artistic pi e-playing

| PR S applir:ni-.un.c Sl;:{ir,‘r riistic pianoforte-playing.

212 West soth Street, New York,

(57th vear.) Exclusive location.
Music, Art, Elocution. Physical
Outdoor life.  City advantages

tog Fifth Avenue, New York City.
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NEW YORK STATE

PERSONAL ATTENTION CAN BE
FOUND IN A SMALL SCHOOL ONLY

BLAKE COUNTRY SCHOOL

TARRYTOWN-ON-HUDSON, N. Y.

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

1. Membership limited to 25 boys. 2. Each
class restricted to 5. 3. Accurate grading in
each subject. 4. Opportunity to secure, by
special arrangement, absolutely individual
tutoring. 5. Study hours in very small
groups, under masters who really teach boys
how to study.

Adifress corvespondence 1o
A.vonW. LESLIE, A. M., Head Master Blake Schools
2 West 45th Street, New York Tel. Bryant 6798

MILLBROOK DUTCHESS COUNTY, NEW YORK
se. Full two years' covrse for high school praduoat

z usic, art and o

extras.  Fully equipped riding Tocation in a secti

its preat natural beauty .nuI woniderfu

Guolf, hockey, tenn yall, ¢

uniform required, ciit O reque

Miss MAY F. BEN I O, Box 4oz, MILLBROOK, NEW YOHK

MOUNT 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
sttem 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 Schowl for Girls,
Mrs. 8. J. Likz, 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.

THE MANLIUS SCHOOLS
St, Jonxn's ScaooL—College and Business Preparatory. Military
training in its best form. Ranked by U. S, Gov't as* Distinguished
Institution, 1004-5-6-7-8-g-10-11-12.""
VerBECK Hati—For bovs from § to 14,
Address William Verbeck, President, Manlius, N. Y.

Miss C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHooOL
For Girls. Upper Schocl for rirls 13 to 25; Lower School for yrirls 8 to 13
All departments.  College preparatory, graduating and special _coorses,
Certificate admits to ]:a{]mf._ colleges, New York City Ann }_Ilrupt_i 1
class Tor study and travel, For circular address, Miss C, E, Mason, LL.M,
The Castle, Lock Box ja7, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N, Y.

THE LADY JANE GREY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

CORNWALL SCHOOL

A College Preparatory School for Boys
Beginning with the next school year, ALVAN E. DUERR will be

associated with the present headmaster in the management af this school.
Mr. Duerr for eleven Yyears was head of the Depa.rtmenl of German in
Penn-Charter School of Philadelphia. For the pasl 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

Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, Wellesley and other colleges.
General Course, Music, D:\mcstlc Science. New gymnasium,
Dormitory for very young girls. Principals, The Misses Hyde,
Ella Virginia Jones, A.B., Binghamton, New York.

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 hoarding pupils.
Address Frank S, Hackett, Head Master, Riverdale-on-Hudson,
Upper New York City. Telephone, 248 Kingsbridge.

OSSINING SCHOOL
For Girls, Suburban to New York.
College Preparatory Courses,  Certificate privi
special work, Naramore Hall wrate house for y
on request, Principals, Clara C. Fuller, Martha J.
Hudson, New York.

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY
A successful school with a magnificent equipment.
tical business course for boys nol going to college,
River Highlands near West Point,
under 14. For catalogue, address
Sebastian C, Jones, Supt,, Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York
HEATHCOTE ScHooOL
Especially devoted to the training of vounger 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},
]Iead Master, Harrison, \"vesfn.heqler County, N. Y.

45th year. Academic, Muosic, Art and
Tes, i biate ncl.

Unger girls £
aramore, Ossining-one-

Special prac-
: On Hudzon
Separate department for bovs

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL

EmmA WILLARD SCHoOOL

Thorough preparation for Co]](,sc Technical School or Business. Aver For (irls, aoth year, On t ve the city:  Foir new
age number of pupils to a class nit.  Modern buildings. Hea : firteproot buildings, the i . Prepara 7
! tion on Mohegan Lake. Physical culture and Athletics under « | and Special Courses. Cert Art, Elocution, D
Director. Booklet. A, E. Linder, A.M., Chas, H. Swith, A.M., Principals, Science. Gymnasiutn wil on request,

Box 61, Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York. Mi . Principal, Troy, New York.

RIVERVIEW ACﬂDEM‘I’

PEEKSKILL ACADE_M‘Y ) | 77th year begins . 4 s fo e better kind of boys. 1t

8oth year. New Buildings. Alumni Hall {huws jooks beyo E quipinent

10-13). Address J. C. ]'Sudlf_r, AM,, or C. A, modern, Tt tive mana e

: I)LLL"l l“ N. Y. ment. For cataloy *

Robinson, Ph.D., Principals.

L aeliress
Joseph B, Bishee, A, 1

hkeepsie, New York,

PUTNAM HALL
Vassar Preparatory School for girls,
ir College, Poughkeepsie, N.
Wesleyan University; Dr. Talcote Wil
tificate admits to Vassar and other leadi
Ellen Clizbe Bartlett, A.B,, Principal, 1»'1

Refers to Dir. JTames M. Tayl
Dir. Wi, Ariold Shank
uns, of [|I(" Philadclphia Press,

h

Poughkeepsie, New York,

IRVING SCHoOL

TFor Buy 25 miles rr i ‘\-w Vork, inthe Leautitol, historic " Teving ™
count) tead New site and

T504. ] Iudividual
instruction. Athletic . sw I[hlh.ug r ----I \e swo Gyimasium, M
Furman, AL, Head Master, Box go3, Tarrytown-ou-Husdson, New York,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE a7



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS

FOR GIRLS

miles
from Boston

Mount
Ida

Preparatory: finishing schoal.

Advanced Elective Courses
for high school graduates.
College Certihcate (no
examination ).

New Pipe Organ, New
Gymnas:um wit
swimming pool, 2 new
buildings.

Exceptional opportunities,
with a delightful home life.

88 Summit Street

NEWTON, Mass.

School

Send for pew year book

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

Ligautiful ideals of us
which we make al

Genuine happy home 1i h_.

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Distinctively Devoted to Developing Personalities

'| WETE |:'\1 altenli

Growing Lr!'l\ :1|~1-|rq_|l by wholesome and
le fur an outdoor life,
f seashore, ponies,
ucation. Gy |1|-i:;li<.b.
All branches of study

mand care.

e teachers.

I, 0. Box @i, East Reewster, Cape Cod, Mass,

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

MiISS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
General, ‘wpﬁ-rl'\] and College Preparatory Courses.
The |'<.I.’|u.i3- 28, Boston.

DANFORTH SCHoOOL
For boys under 16 years. On an estate of 200 acres, 22 miles
from Boston, Addre mes Chester Flagg, A.B., Master, Box 8,
Framingham, Mass.

ROGERS HALL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Lowell, Massachusetis 38 minutes from Boston.
Country sports. New gy [1]|I\IHIL”I1 and swimming pool.
For catalogue and views, a
Miss Olive 5. Pars

a5y

‘1]‘.—-, B.A., Principal.

i MiSs CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

For many years known as ** The Burnham School,” Thirty-sixth
year opened Sept. 19, 1012, Correspondence should be addressed
to Miss B, T, Capen, Principdl. Northampton, Mass,

THE MITCHELL MILITARY BOYS' SCHoOOL

For bays from eight to sixteen. A country school with every mod-
ern equipment. Booklet upon request, Alexander H. Mitchell,
Head Master, Billerica, Massachusetts. (2o miles from Boston.)

WORCESTEH ACADEMY

All adyantages of -|1|

aster teac 1u_r-= Cumpre
Cris g * Megaron,”

. Splendid athletic field. uarter-
7gth vear Iu rgan Sept. 11, 1917,
y LL P, ipal,

a? Providence Street, Waorcester, Mass.

ABEBOT ACADEMY
A School for Girls. Founded 1828,

1 Firl 23 miles from Boston,
Address The Principal, Andover, Mass,

HOUSE IN | THE PINES
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 (4o minutes from Boston).

MISS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL
For Gi General and College Preparatory Courses.  Music,
art, arts and crafts, domestic scicnce.  Resident and day ]J'I.Ip]l‘\
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,
Box G, 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass,

rls:

CUSHING ACADEMY
Endowment permits all the advantages of a high-priced school
for $275 to $300 a year, College certificate. \IU\IL Six buildings,
New Dormitory.  Athletic field, Gymnasium, Co-educational.
Write for catalog. H. S, Cowell, A.M., Princjpal,Ashbu.mham,
Massachusetts.

PERRY KINDERGARTEN NORMAL SCHoOOL

Prepares for Kindergarten, Primary and Playground positions.
Mrs. Annie Moseley Perry, Principal, 18 Huntington Avenue,
Boston, Massachusetts.

Buildings Modern
Equipment Complete
FPhysical Laboratory
Chen il Lahoratory
Manual Training Sshop

ROCKRIDGE HALL for bovs of high-school age.
villages. Fvery boy an object of cor
THE HAWTHORNE HOUSE for young hoys.
SENIOR HOUSE—(New) for 2o of the oldest boys.

ROCKRIDGE

10 CIliff Road, Wellesley Hills, Mass.

Location high, dry and healthful, in one of New England's most beautiful residential
tant thought and care: hence well-regulated daily lives, marked improvement, rapid progress.
Home-like atmosp here,
Thorough preparation for any college or business

Gymnasium
Bowling Alleys
Athletic Field
Swimming Pool
Tennis Courts

J..\r.monu d teachers. Manual training.

Constant supervision.
Masters able, experienced, mature.

38

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS (CONTINUED)

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN
Educates for “The Business of Being a Woman.” A.B, degree.
17 buildings, voo acres. Membership limited. Liberal endow-
ment.  Also Wheaton Seminary courses supervised by the College.
Catalog.  Address Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D1+, LL.D., President,
Norten, Mass. {30 miles irom Boston),

LASELL SEMINARY
Advanced work for High School graduates, Musi(:‘, Art, House-
hold Sciences. Address G. M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principel,
11 Woodland Roead, Auburndale, Massachusetts.

THE MosST SUCCESSFU!. SFHOOLS ol
to-day began 1o advertize in SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE years ago [or pupils jor to-day,
To-day these schools are advertising for 1o~
MOrrow.

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN
t1oth year opened September 18th.  Thirty miles {irom Boston.
Address the Principal,
Miss Laura A. Knott, A. M., Bradiord, Mass,

PENNSYLVANIA

THE DARLINGTON SEMINARY
ForGirls.  geacres of campus with comiortable bulldings,
Healthiul rural location, suburban o Philadelphia. ez

years' sxperience. College Freparatory, Ant, Domestic
Science, hlusic, Special Courses. Moderate tuition. For catalogue, address
Mary Evans Chambers, A.M., Principal, Box sz, West Chester, Pa.

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr, Sinith, Vassar and Wellesley Colleges, Certificate
prvileges.” Alsoa strong weneral course.  Beautiful location, only 2o minutes
from Philadelphia, Fireproof stone building,
Jane L. Brownell, A.M., Head of the School.
Elizabeth Forrest [ohnson, A.B., Associate Head of the School,
For catalogus address The Baldwin School, Box F, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

THE MISSES SHIPLEY'S SCHOOL

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College, Special educational and
social opportunities of sitwation 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
Iate Mr. Jay Cooke's ine property.  Park of 65 acres.  The social
and fanuly life is a distinguishing feature. atalogue and views
on request.  Miss A, A, Sutherland, Principal, Ogontz School
P. O, Box H, Pa.

WYOMING SEMINARY

High grade Co-educational school. Able teachers. Located in the Wya-
ming Valley amang the Blue Mo i Modern buildings. College
preparation, Business, Music, Art. Oratory. Domestic Science.  Certtificate
accepted by colleges. Small classes. Yearly rates S4o0, 6oth year opened
Sept. 15, Caralogue. L, L. Sprague, DLD., President, Kingsten, Pa

THE BIARMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC.
For Girls, An excellent school, offering either Academic or College
Preparatory Courses. Heautiful and healthful location in the
mountzing. On Main Line P, B, B, Gymnasium. Physical
training. For catalc?ue address
A. R, Grier, President, Box H, Birmingham, Pa.

ST. LUKE'S SCHOOL FOR Bovs

A “home-school ” for college or business preparation. A limited
number of pupils, largs groonds, new buildings, bealthiul situation,
supetvised atbletics, experienced teachers are essentials of our
success.  9end for illustrated catalogue. Charles Henry Strout,
AM., Headmaster, Wayne, Pa. (14 miles from Philadelphia. )

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Resident and Day Pupils. City and country school.  Attractive
bome and social life.  General, college preparatory, special apd
high school graduate courses. Voice, piane, art, domestic science,
sewing. Basketball, tennis, and harseback riding, Miss 5. Edna
Johnston, A.B., Principal, Germantown, Philadel phia, Pa.

MISS SAYWARD'S SCHOOL

For girls, in charming. healthful suburb of Philadelphia. College prepara.
jory and special courses. Certificate admits to leading colleyes. Musical
department. physical training, outdoor sparts, horseback viding.,  Dievelops
character, mind and body. llustrated catalogue. Miss 5. Janet Sayward,
Principgal, Overbrook, Pa,

SPRINGSIDE

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

THE MISSES KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY
SCHOOL
Prepares for Bryn Mawy and other colleges. Centificate privileges. Number
of pupils limited. Speciai schedule arranged for each. Fercentage of pupils
who have entered Bryn Mawr College unusually large, Gymnastics, eutdeor
sporte.  14th year apens October 3. 1912, Bryn Mawr, Fa

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY

Offers a thorough physical. mental and moral training for college or business,
Under Christian masters fron the great oniversities. Located in the Cume
berland Valley. one of the mosl\Bicturesque spots of America, New gym-
nasium,  Eguipment modern, Tite for catalog,

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

MISS MARSHALL'S SCHOOL

For Girls. Academic and Music Drepartments. llex
tory and Special Courses. Ideal location. New building. m-
fortable home life and outdoor sports. For catalogue, address
Miss E. 5. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania,

College Pregera-
gn ]

BEECHWOOD SCHOOL FOR GIARLS

A School of the cultural and praciical. 23 minutes from the center
of Philadelphia. College Preparation, the Arts and Sciences, and
Vocational Courzes. Well equipped country location. Rooms
with private bath, dress

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

CONNECTICUT

THE ELY SCHoOL

For Girls, . .
Greenwich, Connerticut.

THE TACONIC SCGHOOL FOR GIRLS

Overlooking a beautiful lake in the Berkshire Hills. Girls tavght
how to study. New gymnasium, Miss Lilian Dixon, A.B., Prin-
cipal. Miss Catharine Burrowes, A.B., Associate Principal.
Lakeviile, Conn.

THE CATHARINE AIKEN SCHoOOL

For girls. Fiity-seventh year. College Certificates. Mr=. Harriet
ll\iTeec &err Skcoville Devan, A.B. (Wellasley}, Stamisrd, Cona., near
ew York.

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

Washipgton, Connecticut,

THE GATEWAY

A Bchoal {or Girls of all ages, Miss Alice E. R 1d inci
5t. Rooao Terrace, New Haven, Coung'ceticut.eyno > Prlnclpa.l,

INGLESIDE
A School for Girls, Founded by Mrs, W, D, Black, Schoal
year opens Tuesday, Chctober 1st, 1012,
Mrs, William Black Pell, Patroness,
New Milicrrd, Litchiield Co,, Conn,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE »



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MARYLAND

GRACE HAaLL

GCORDON HALL CENTHRE HAaLL

Mosic Harn

Maryland College —

1912

FOR WOMEN

Suburbs of Paltimore. Near Washington,  Campus 12 acres, 200
furest 1t Five building Large and elegant new fiveproof
qrefa s tion and o Sy bhad e, 80me oo c.u‘fr}‘u—-rr{.
baths. New furniture throughout livery modern convenience,
Graduating Gourses in Domesiic Science and Aris. Superior Music
Conservatory. New Pipe Organ. Large Faculty. Field sports,
gymnasiam, swimming pool, ete. For High School graduates, two
and three years' courses leading to degrees Lit. B. and A. B, Home
life and government. Non-sectarnan Catalogue.

CHARLES WESLEY GALLAGHER, D. D., Box G, Lutherville, Md.

THE TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS
An Endowed Preparatory School. Tlustrated book on request.
Thomas Stockham Baker, Ph. D, Port Deposit, Md.

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND

we fur Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame to
by, mined and spirit—todevelop true womanhuod. Maguificent
s in a heautiful park « res, Rowing, basketball, tennis,
rs all specialists,  Kegular and elective courses,  Music,
og,  Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Marytand.

THE EXTENT OF SCRIBNERS circulation—
The character of SCRIBNERS readers—The cost
of SCRIBNERS service—make SCRIBNER'S

MAGAZINE of first :mpurt.uu_c in school adver-

tising, Especially in 1912

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
7 5. (Epis X

.||r|\|.| rounds Hp—,-.
Adl the ctions

op o of Washingrton

l l_ + Het |.||| ster, Box T, \lLlIIII‘I ot \Il-:m. Washington, I C,

MAHTHR WRSHlNGTON SEMINARY
For Young Women. In finest residential section of Natinnal
Capital, Two vears' course for High School graduates, general
i special courses.  Domestic Science, Outdoor sports,  $575—
Stgo. Edward W. Thompson, Principal,
16or C nnnt‘t!lcul Ave., Washington, D. C.

BRISTOL ScHooL

Iu.u'

Acaidemi

anel bwo

Flective, Preparatory,

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY
For Young Women, The story of the schoal; its remarkable
LQUI.I;HI‘LHL of zo buildings ; its training in homemaking; its study
of the Capital—ean be tole 1 fully only in our catalogue, Address
Box 102, Forest Glen, Md. Washington (Suburhs), D, C.

WASHINGTON COLLEGE

Woinen,
itional

For Girls and Young

1o acTes: choicest educ
muost heaotiful home life.
Musie, Art, Elocution, Do {
. Meneles, President, Washing

HAMILTON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG LADIES

Opposite the White House.  For particulars and catalog apply to
Mrs. Phoebe Hamilton Scabrook, President, Lafayette Square,
Washington, Db, C.

o additional I||.-|-| L=
sl tien s Civies,
T [ H, 1 t sllggre.
al, Mintwood 1M i 5t ,\" 5 | g ltll D_L,
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Fireproof building,  Accommodation for 1oo boarding pupils. In

(":nlmlml Close of 4o 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, 1y, C.

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

GUNSTON HALL

A School for Girls, Estallished 1802, Preparatory and Elective

courses. Certificate privilege, Music, \lr Expression, New
building, spe l1.'|!|3 planned’ for the school.  Athletics. Mrs,
Beverley R. 1 . Principal; Miss E. M. Clark, LL.A., Asso-
ciate; Too6 Florda \\l W |-'||1n't<m D.C.

THE BEST MEDIUM for ‘~L|1l"rl| "t(]\lrf"-—[ﬂﬂ' is

the ‘one which has weight and influcnce in the
homes where the advantages of the Private School
are rt'mg,ni.u-nl, appre d acted upon.  Such
a medium builds up an institution by supplying it

with students who will be a credit to'it,

MICHIGAN

THE DETROIT HOME AND DAY SCHoOL
Established in 1878, re-incorporated (rgrz)

THE LIGGETT SCHOOL
Thirty received in School family,
The Misses Liggett, Principals,

a5

Equipment madern.,

Detrait, Mich,

GEORGIA

AGNES SCOTT COLLEGE
Letters. Science. Philosophy. Home Economics,
students limited to 300, Tor catalog, address
I, H. Gaines, D.D., LL.D., Pres,
Decatur, Ga. (6 miles from Atlanta),

Resident

10
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

VIRGINIA

SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE

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

Dir. Mary K, Benedict, Prest.,

Box 108, Sweet Briar, Va.

HOLLINS COLLEGE

For Young Women, Founded 1842, College, Elective and Pre-

paratory Courses. Music, Art, ete. Located in Valley of Virginia,

soo acres.  Seven miles north of Roanoke. Invigorating mountain

climate. For catalogue addre:
Miss Matty L. Cocke, Pres

dent, Biox 308, Hollins, Virginia.

OHIO

GLENDALE COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
soth year began September 18th. Collegiate Courses especially
adapted to ﬁigh 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 leadinz Schools in the South. Modern huildings.
Extensive campus. Located in the Valley of Virginia, famed for
| 7] health and beauty
of scenery. Elec-
tive, Prepara-
tory aml Col-
leze Courses.
Music, Art, Ex-
preszion, I o -
mestic Science,
Supervised ath-
letics, Students
from 32 States. For
catalogue address

Roanoke, Va.
Vice-Pres,

HARRIS, P resident,
| Mrs. Gertrude Harris Boatwrizht,

MATTIE P.

NEW JERSEY

PEDDIE INSTITUTE

An endowed school. Strong teachers.
colleges. DBusiness course, Music,

ficld, gymnasium, swimming pool. Rates, $400 to $500,  Lower
school for boys 11 1o 14 vears, Forty-sev enth year (I[KnLd Sept. 18,
Catalog. R. W, "\\\eil’md, A \I Prin., Box 10- L ngllia[{r‘\-]:l N. 1.

250 hoys, Prepares for all
Sixty acre campus, athletic

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE
Efficient f

& or husiness.

Thorough preparation: for ©
hi

. Brincipal
-lJn_ Delaware. 5. )

THE LAKEWOOD SCcHoOOL FOR GIRLS
Academic, college preparatory and special courses. Limited en-
reliment insures individual attention.  Ideal location with wondr-
ful winter climate. Qut-oi-door life emphasized. Horseback, golf,

| Ivy HALL—MISS MACDONALD AND MISS FINN'S

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
| College-Preparatory and Fir "llin;.{ Courses,  Certificate admits
to leading colleges.  Ex ’[Il mal advantages In music, iding,
Boating, basket ball, tenm
l:’-rhh,l ton, New Ii rsey

(near Philadelphia).

CENTENARY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE FOR GIRLS
Possesses every advantage offered by any similar school regardless
of price. Certificate privil 167 acres culty of 13. Pipe
organ, 25 pianos. Entrance any time, .‘\[mc al courses for High
School graduates. Trained nurse, Catalogue. Jonathan M,
Meeker, Ph.D., ['nm.:p.xl. H&LL‘ ltaTU\\]‘I N. J:

DWIGH'I' SCHooL

For Girls. College pnrantur\ and special courses, Certificates
, accepted by leading colleges. Limited number of pupils insures

ezes.,

individual attention, Spacious grounds.  Suburban to New York,

tennis; rowing, skating, Miss Edith Samson, Principal, Box 2, Gymnasium. Tennis, riding. Address Box 607, Miss Creighton
Lakewood, N. J. and Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, N. J.

MONTCLAIR ACADEMY BLAIR ACADEMY
Has a distinct personality and method. Fine equipmcnt. College | + Prepares ul, healthful

or business preparation, Write for booklet ' Your Boy and Our
Schoaol,” with direct message to all bovs' parents.  Address
john G. MacVicar, A.M., 22 Walden Place, Mentclair, N, J.

“ine L . Athletics,

t term.

ILLINOIS

MONTICELLO SEMINAR\'
sth 2

Certificate [
pasimmn, I

INDIANA

ELMHURST
Only hizh grade non-sectarian country school for girls in the
Middle West. Number limited to twent

E.D. g, Box 2

onnersville, Tnd,

WISCONSIN

NORTHWESTERN MILITARY AND NAVAL ACADEMY
Lake Geneva, \\ is., and Highland 1"1. ]'I \ select school with

a high standard of Academic work l"".ll"" ph
moral and social benefits of a Mih al life,
enrollment; references required. iress

Col. R. P, Davidson, '-;upém'mnmdt Lake Geneva, Wis,

ST JOHN s MILITAHY ACADEMY

The American Rugby. Eminently fitted for training American
boys.  Thorough scho ic and military ipstruction. L
in the beautiful Waukesha County Lake region. Ext
equipment. Government rating, © D suished Institution.”

For catalozue address Boxo D, Delafield, Waukesha County, W

NEW MEXICO

THE BEST MEDIUM for school advertising is
the one which has weight and influence in the
homes where the advantages of the 'rivate "\Lhnl]
are recognized, appreciales d and acted uprm. Such
a medium builds up an institution by supplying it
with students who will be a eredit to it.

In answering adverlisements please mention

NEW MEKICG MlLITAHY |NSTITUTE




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEBRASKA

MINNESOTA

KEARNEY MILITARY ACADEMY

Military Training combined with Academ < deve
T e 1 iy
strul 4l 2

uffer capa
wnt, healihful clin

ST. MaRY'S HALL . - .
A Heme School for Girls:  Established by Bishop Whipple in 1866,
ley, Vassar, Smith and

Healthful climate. Certificate to Well :

leading colleges, Advantages in mu and art.  Physical cult-
ure, ete. Catalog. Rt Rev. 5. C. all, D.D., LL.D., Rector,
Migs 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, Ttaly. For circulars address

Miss Euphemia Holden, 115 Broadway, N. Y.

THE THOMPSON-BALDASSERONI
ScHoOOL OF TRAVEL FOR GIRLS

Sails in October with Principal for twelfth school year of travel and stidy
Usual courses. Mi no o extra, Exteosive dtiverary.  Fing
rosik, Mrs, Helen Scott, Sec’y, Central Ave:, Dover, NoH.

MUSIC, DRAMATIC,

AND APPLIED ARTS

AMERICAN
ACADEMY

DRAMATIC ARTS
FOU‘I\ITDI-"_.I‘D 1N 1884

Connected
with Mr. Charles
Frohman's Empire
Theatre and

Companies.

Recognized as the !{'ad_in;: institution
for dramatic training in America,

Board of Trustees
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President
DANIEL FROHMAN  JOHN DREW
AUGUSTUS THOMAS BED _:.j\:\-]l:\\ F. ROEDER

l » APy Le

THE SECRETARY
Room 150, Carnegic Hall
Hew York

CARNEGII]E, HALL
NEW YORK

THE voN ENDE MUSIC SCHOOL

Maost distinguished faculy
Sigismond St

sCany music s 1 in: Ameri
jowski, Albert Ross

o Anton Wi
PR

celebrities as

Adrienne

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.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Salesmen Wanted

DO YOU WANT AGOOD POSITION WHERE YOU CAN EARN
FROM $1,000.00 TO $5,000.00 A YEAR AND EXPENSES 7
There are hundreds of such positions now open. No former
experience as a salesman required to get one of them. If youwant
to enter the world's best paying prefession our Free Employ-
ment Burean will assist you to secure a position where you can
earn good wages while you are learning Practical Salesmanship.
Write today for full particulars; list of good openings and tes-
timonial letters from hundreds of our students for whom we have
recently secured good positions paying from $100 00 to $500.00 a
month and expenses. Address nearest office, Dept. 126
National Salesmen’s Training Association
Chicago New York EansasCity Beattle New Orleans Toronto

THE UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO

L A STUDY AT HOME
BECOME AN LL.B.

Only recopnized resident law school in U, S, Conferring Degres of
Bachelor of Laws—LL. B —by correspondence. Only law sehool in U, &
conilucting standard resident school aud piving same instruction, by
mail, Over 450 class-room lectures, Farulty of over 30 prominent faw-
Yera. U_l!'lr:snt.r-r‘s to prepure gradustes to pagsg bar examination. Ouly law
school giving Complete Course in Oratory and Poblic Speaking. Schonl
highly endors a onded by Gov, Officials, Business Men, Noted
Lawyers and Students, - today for Large Handsomely Illustrated
Prospectus. Sperinl ¢ seg for Business Men and Bankera.

HAMILTON COLLEGE OF LAW, |15 Elisworth Bldg.,Chicago, lil.
Correspondence Law LAw Easy terms. Write toda:
Course in Am fl.r'fm,ug.pagematog

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Box 1270, Chicago

AT HOME

Highest endorsements.
Over 10,000 enrolled.

STUDY
Fulluniversity courses
by mail. Leading

HOME ‘Correspondence-Study Dept.

STUDY

20th Yenr

elor'a degree. El
jects, others for T

ankors, Huginess
Ete, Begin any time.

“U.of C. (Div. F) Chica

entiry courses in many eab-
chers, Writera, Accountants,
« Ministers, Social Waorkers,

o.ll.

offera 330 class-room co Lo non-reaident —
students. One may thus de part work for u Bach-

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL ScHoOOLS o
to-day began to advertise in SCRIBNER'S
':\II:\'-.-\LlP'-]:'. vears ago for pupils for to-day.

¢ these schools are advertising for to-

In

answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Learn at Home

Graduate correspondence students most
successtul at bar examination.  Cover
game ground as Harvard, Michigan
and other big lawcollepes. Guarantee
to coach free, students failing 1o pass bar
examination, Scholarships are now
open. Scholarabip studenrs pay only for
ext and postage. Write today for cataloy
American Correspondence School of Law, Dept . 1277, Manhattan Blde., Chicago

University Methods Indorsed Ly Henoh and Dar.
Theory ml Practive oombine Quaranteed to prepars for Dar
ed, Threo ah alnu_r-ut a8 alofir Engy
Business nrl Bankine Low. terma. T Catalog froe

Standard Corvespondonce School of Law, 1566 East 553th Sieeel, Chicnsa, 11,

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
With
everything going up but the
salaries of untrained men
you've got to decide mighty

the money pocket.

quick how you can win a bet-
ter position and earn more.

Vou ean 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 veluntarily report
advancement due to I, C. S, help. The same
ta|\[:rJl'TL‘.|1'|.i[}' to earn more is LJ['IL"II to you, no
matter who you are or what you do.

To learn of the special way by which the
I. C. 5. can help you, simply mark and mail the
attached coupon today, Marking the coupon
costs nothing and puts you under no obligation.

Mark it NOW,

Box 922, SCRANTON, PA
I Explain, withont further uhllg&mun on my part, hnwl
T can gualify for the position before which T mark

Civll Service [
Bookkeeping

Electrical Engineer
Elee. Lighting Supt.

Telephone Expert
Archltect

Bullding Contractor
Architeetnral Draftsman
Structural Engineer
Conerete Constrociion
Mechan. Engineer
Meeshanienl Draftsman
Civil Engineer

Mine Superintendent
Stationary Engineer
Plumhing & Steam Fitting
Gas Engines
Antomobile Ronning

Stenography & Typewritln
Window Trhtl‘:mlng'
Show Card Writing
Lettering and Sign Palnting
Advertising
Commersial [llostratin
Industrial I)eeig‘nfng
Commercial Law
Teacher

English Branches
Poultry Farming
Agriculture Spanish
Chemist Freneh
Halesman Herman

Street. and No.

Present Occupation
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. Unequaled for Pastry

RISCO

For Fr)l,f-ng For Sho rtem’ny
For Cake Mak.r'ny

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 deliciously 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. When
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

14 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
M, 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,
\ The Procter &
i Gamble Co.,
Dt[‘lt. X,

Cincinnati, O.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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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
will 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,

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.” Tt
has been the good fortune of the Magazine
to sccure these for publication in the next
number. There 15 not
a reader of Stevenson

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 falrness and
a willingness to give full
credit where credit is
due. Germany has
come to the front of the

who will not find pleas-
ure in these ““Steven-
sonlana,” for they in-
clude, among other
things, one of the most
delichtiul 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
‘ thoughtiul’ person.”
Among the papers is
one of the author’s
vouthful efforts, a de-
scription of a summer
night in Edinburgh

great nations ol the spent with his friend
world and her wonder- Robert Louis Stevenson Charles Baxter. There
ful progress has not are included also two

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 playvs in all of Ger-
many’s affairs. It will certainly excite discus-
sion all over the world. Tt 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.

more interesting letters written to Stevenson
by George Meredith.

e %

The Magazine has always been natably fort-
unate in securing the memoirs and letters of
fumous men forits 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.

45
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']‘hL 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 loves the
friends to whom heé w rites, 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. It is good to know that there are to be
more of them, and when the hook 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 storv of the
world he tells. S %

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 “In 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

sea to sea.
L to . e

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 c ountry-
side—the ery of “far from the madding crow d;®
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 Nov emhu‘ numbcr on “The
City and Civilization,” and it is a most illumi-

native and encouraging comment in these ddy5
of sensational revelations of corruption and per-
version of justice. It 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.”

S B

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. I‘ollowm:{ 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,

s W

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 'md 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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F your letterhead suffers by comparison with the stationery :
of your customer or competitor, there is small consolation
in the thought that you are saving a few cents on the pound.

Price is probably the least consideration with those firms whose
letters have a quality you would like to match.

However, Old Hampshire Bond is not a costly stationery—
we don’t mean to give that impression. But we do mean to
say that if you want letterheads to havel the same quality and feel

.as Old Hampshire Bond, you must get it with the Old Hamp-
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All the World Loves a Good Breakfast

Some of the old- rid not eat breakfast.
The “breakfast habit” is peculiar to the Anglo-Saxons,
the race that has changed the map of the world. A
wholesome, nutritious breakfast is demanded by the
healthy man or woman who works with hand or brain.
But be sure the breakfast is wholesome, nutritious and
easily digested.

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

heated in the oven to restore crispness and eaten with
milk or cream and a little fruit, makes an ideal break-
fast, supplying all the nutriment needed for half a day’s
work or play. Shredded Wheat is a simple, natural,
elemental food, made of the whole wheat, steam-cooked,
shredded and baked in the cleanest, finest, most hygi-
enic food factory in the world.

_ For breakfast heat the Biscuit in the oven to restore crispness, then cover with
sliced pears or other fruits and serve with milk or cream, sweetening to suit the taste

Made by
I‘he bhredded Wheat Company *\Ilaqala Fdlls N Y

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE NEW GRAND CENTRAL STATION, NEW YORK, IN PROCESS OF CONSTRUCTION.,
EXCAVATING AND ERECTING GOING ON SIMULTANEOUSLY
A VIEW FROM 'VHE WEST STDE.

—""The Terminal=The Gate of the City"
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LETTERS OF GEORGE MEREDITH
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following letter, had re-
cently published his
“*Book of Verses ™' contain-
ing the well-known series
“In 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 [rom 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 Casce for his
Pacific voyage.

[To W. E. Henley.]

Box HiLL, Dorkixag, Jie 1, 1883,
DeAr Mr. HENLEY: The rude realism
of vour verses " In Hospital ™ has braced
me. And with this breath of the darkness
of life you give a note—

“O0ut 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, vou cry out in ecstasy of the “smell
of the mud in the nostrils,” vou strike
profoundly—Dbevond the critical senses.

I thank you for the volume. It has the

Copyright, 1912, by Charles Scribner's Sons,
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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
truly, GEORGE MEREDITH.

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

[To Mrs, Edith Clarke. ]

Box Hivr, Dorgmxg, Feb. 3, 1850.

My Drar Epiti: Please read and medi-
tate on this before you speak of it to
Arthur. T 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 leit to me when
T think of his going. It may not help much
—and yet there is the chance. As I sat
chattering yesterday afternoon and no-
ticed how frail he looked, T was pained
with apprehension.  He may find on the
vovage 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
mysell 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;
L am sure you are rational; you have been
sister and mother to him, you will induce
himnot 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
All rights reserved.

385



386

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.

T 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.|

Box Hiry, June 13, 1880¢.

Dear Mgrs. Lestie: 1 hope 1 have
done right—I can scarcely doubt it.  Les-
lie has a double, and 1 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 Trish, 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 T have like-

Letters of George Meredith

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
vou 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 HiLr, Dorkixe, Jan. 1, 18g0.

Drarest Greexwoon: 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 ete.,”” 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. 1 will write to {riends, 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 ev
DB C¥eh GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To Mrs. Edith Clarke.]

Box Hivy, Sept. 5, 18g0.
My Dear Eprra: Will is urgent to
keep me away, as the long standing in-

* Election commiltee of the Garrick Club.
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jures me, and T am at the moment op-
pressed.  But I shall come il T feel better
to-morrow. Woking iz a place where T
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. T 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,
GrorGE MEREDITH.

[To Miss Marie Meredith.]

Box Hiir, July 1o, 18g1.

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.]

Box iy, Dee. 3, 1891,

DEAR Barrie: Our thanks are warm
for “The Little Minister.” And how [
envy youl—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 T may see you soon.

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

GEORGE MEREDITH.
* In the spring of 1800 Arthur Meredith returned to Eng-
land and died at the home of his sister at Woking.

 Meredith had discerned the genius of J. M. Barrie {rom
the first and they early became [riends.

[To Frederick Greenwood. ]

Box HiLL, Jan. 8, 1802,

My Drar GreEnwoop: 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

YOS, Grorcre MereEDITIL

[To Frederick Greenwood. |

Box Hire, Dorkixa, Feb, 23, 18¢2.

My 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,
Itrust. 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 Hiw, DorkiNG, . pril 12, 1803.

DEAR MR. LYSAGHT: . . . Just home
from Losely, near G. F. Watts, to whom
I have been sitting for a portrait—which,
T am told, is good. But why a grizzled
head is wanted for posterity to see, is the
riddle tome. 1 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, GrorcE MEREDITH.

[To Arthur Wing Pinero.]

Box Hiwr, Dorkixe, May 4, 1803.

My Drar (Thope for the last time
“Mr.”") Pmvero:  The enclosed to help
grace your Chairman’s ample seat at the
I'und 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.—TI 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. It 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 Hiry, DorgiNG, Jan. 2, 1804.
Dear Mr. Gorpon Crarsr: T 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 Fond,
f The first night of ** The Second Mrs, Tanqgueray.”
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Seribner'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 T hold dear.—Yours
very sincerely,  GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To Alphonse Daudet.]

Box Hirr, DORKING, janvier 19, 1807.

ILLUSTRE ET TRES CHER AmI: Vous ne
savez pas, j espere, ce que c'est que le dé-
gott de la plume?  J'en suis horriblement
affligé depuis mon retour & 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-
né du chloroforme—c'est-a-dire que la
Sainte Nymphe Nirvana s'est emparée
de moi et m'a déposé aux pieds de son
Dieu, et la je n'ai senti ni pensé—donc je
n'étais pas. Et encore je suis, et je me
réjouis de I'étre en recevant votre lettre.

A Madame Daudet mes hommages les
plus sincéres, et je vous prie de faire sou-
venir Mlle. Edmée de I'ami de ses parens.
C'était plaisir de voir Lucien et le plus
Léonin des Léons léoninanti, dans sa
pleine santé.

Toujours a vous du cecur,

GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To A. Sidgwick.]

Box Hirr, DorkiNg, May 18, 1800.
DEAR Sir: Tt is understood that your
communication is confidential. I could
accept most gratefully an honor,f 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. 1 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 vour offer of
hospitality. I feel the disappointment.—
Very truly yours,
GEORGE MEREDITH.

* “The Amazing Marriage.”

P An operation had been underzone by AMeredith at a
nursing home in London.
_ 1 The offer of an Lonoriry degree¢ Ly the University of
Oxford. h
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[To A. Sidgwick.]

Box Hriir, Dorking, May 28, 1309.

Drar Sir: T beg to express to your
Council that T 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 T value
less than your Council’s good will, which
gives me some sensation of pride in such
work as [ 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 Tam? 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 Hity, Dorkixg, Mayv 17, 1900.

Dear MRr. TrREVELvAN: 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. Il y alerap-
port. I should have written but for a
partly disabled h: 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.

389
[To Mrs. Duff.]

Box Hirr, Dorkine, July 1, 1goo.

My Drar Mrs. Durr:  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.
Ee sure that nothing good is ever lost.
Remember, too, that your brother’s friend

15 yours. GEORGE MEREDITII.

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe,]

Box Hirr, DorgixG.

. 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! Iorsurely 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, Duii,
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on morality. These platitudes are worth
keeping in mind. Mind while reading
severely may beindulgent, 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 [riends 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. It 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 1 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. T might
in conversing amuse a little. You will
perceive that T am zealous to set you in a
clear way on certain subjects, and you
will know why. T am with all my heart,
your most faithful,
GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.]

Box Hirtr, Dorkixg, 1gor.

.« . 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, T 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,
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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. ‘‘In 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 ardla nox enargoména
Tiktei kateundsoi te phlogesomenai.”

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.]

Box Hive, Dorkixe, A pril 19, 1902,

Tt 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
anobject. 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. TFrigidly 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 wile 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. T 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!
It 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

B

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. ‘““He 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 comesit? I canonlysay that on the
day of my iriend’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 Wolf})
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? Ihave
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.

T havebeen reading some Frenchnovels,
impishly slimy. A book to be recom-
mended, 1 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 poddess 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 Hirr, Dorkixg, May 11, 1902,

My Dear Lestie: 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 afiliction 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,
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task, to endure. We have come to the
time of life when the landscape surround-
ing “haec data poena diu siventibus,”
the tombstdnes 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
harmiess, 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 HiLyr, DORKING, Aufumn 190z,

. - . Some voung 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 vailey. I was there when
though liking the Austrians, I burned for
Ttaly. IfancyI did justice to both sides.
The young poet Laurence Binyon has
written to me for permission to make use
of the story of the Guidascarpifotr 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 flah-
biness. It 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. T
dread the presentation of any of my works
on the stage. Here is another American
actress applying for permission to dram-
atize ““ Diana.” T 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, O 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 instinets: 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,
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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.
“vidently 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. Thave to trust you will bear
the fatigue of the day.
GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To Leslie Stephen.]

Box Hirr, Dec. 2, 1go2.
My Dearest Lestie: 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
il 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 Hrry, Dec. 30, 1g02.

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,

GrorGE MEREDITH.

[Leslie Stephen to George Meredith.]

22 Hype Park Gatn, 5. W
My VERY DEAR FrIEND: I must make
the effort to write to you once more with
my own hand. I cannot trust toanybody
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 deliciously scenting my prisonhouse.—

Always your L. STEPHEN.

[To Leslie Stephen.]

Box Hirr, Feb. 13, 1004.

My Dearest Lestie: Your letter
gave me one of the few remaining pleas-
ures that I can have. T rejoice in vour
courage and energy. Of the latter T have
nothing left. Since last September I have
not held a pen, except perforce to sign my
name. It 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 vou. 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 HicL, Feb. 23, 19oy.
My Drarest Vanessa: Heaven has
blest us by making the end painless. It
was inevitable, T knew, and 1 had the
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shock of my grief when T 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.
1f 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 Hitr, Dorkmng, Ocl. 11, 1004.

My Dearest Frienp: 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. T 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.|

Bax Hrir, DorkIxG, Jan. 1gos.
DeAr Sir: Since T began to reflect T
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 ddughu rs, 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. Thave
no special choice among the women of my
books. Perhaps 1 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 HiLy, DorkING, March 24, 1905.
Goop Frienp:  When the communica-
tion came I had vision of an enormous
misty mountain that had been in some
odd way benevolent to me, and 1 was
mystified until I detected the presence
of an active mouse, assuring of a living
agency in the strange mdttu"mythm;_,
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? T 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 Hivy, DorkiNG, A pril 15, 1g05.

My Biressep 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 complams of being made
too much of here, and says he ]chfcr:, 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,
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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—alter 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 MEREDITIIL.

[To Edmund Gosse.]

Box Hivy, Dorkine, July 2, 1903.
DEAR Mgr. 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 sec 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. It 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 Hirr, DorkiNG,
Excraxp, 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 (?f
the Review would enable me to get it
through Hachette of London. T am stay-
ing for some weeks by the sea, at Alde-
burgh, Suffolk.—Very truly yours.
GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To Dr. H. Anders.)

Box Hivy, Dorkixe, A pril 5, 1906.

My Dear Sir:  The fractured leg has
been attended with complications inci-
dent to one in his seventy-eighth year,
and T 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 1 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 [or me, you ask of
my readings of the formative kind.  They
were first the Arabian Nights, then Gib-
bon, Niebuhr, Walter Scott; then Mo-
licre, 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,

GroRGE MEREDITH,

Forgive my ignorance of your titles in
addressing you.

[To G. M. Trevelyan.]

May 20, 1906,
Drar Mr. TrEvELVAN: T am glad of
the trouncing occasionally bestowed on me
in your bool,® 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.”
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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. 1 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 MEREDITIH.

[To Lady Ulrica Duncombe.]

Box Hrir, Dorkixne July 16, 1oc6.

My Dear Lapy Urrica: . . . Never
attempt to dissociate your ideas from the
real of life. It 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 disbeliefl.  You are not
one who plays at life, so you will submit
to the homily. . . .

[To Dr. H. Anders.]

Box Hitt, Dorkmng, Nov. g, 1006,
DEear 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. 1 see many
faults in all of them, and though T have
not striven for perfection, as that would
* Mary, daughter of G. M, and Mrs, Trevelyan,



Letters of George Meredith

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 T 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 probeso deeply,
butis 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 Hrir, Dorxineg, Nov. 23, 1906.
Dear Wiir: 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 Hitr, Dorking, Jan. 20, 1907.

My Dearest MorLEyY: Attributable
to your talk with President Roosevelt, or
to Bryan, T have a letter from the great
man, cordial, touching my 8o 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 Iair
d’étre 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
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held me from entreaties.  And now comes
Parliament. Decide as early as you can,
avoiding nights of frost.

GEORGE MEREDITIL

[To the Rt. Hon. John Morley.]

Box Iy, DorkiNe, Sepl. 7, 1907,

My Drarest Morrey: There could
be no anticipation of your coming to see
me after the close of your heavy work, and
with the “Unrest” 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. Forshe 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 T 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 Hivr, 24, 1908,

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-chuir.

Dorkng, Jan.
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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

truly, Greorcr MEREDITH.

[To Sir Francis Burnand.]

Box Hirr, DorkING, Feb. 10, 1908,

My Dear Frank: Itis hard that one
should strike the solemn peal of 8o, 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 T receiv-
ing Deputations.—And there is Hyndman
wielding the Socialist baton, to ravishing
discords!  What will be uppermost So
years hence? Upon that T 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 Hirw, Dorking, Way 4, 19e8.

Dearest Morrey: 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
oW,

After some turmoil, Tdecided that it was
good for you and the country. It 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. T
shall rejoice to see you both wearing it
bridally.

So then Saturday will be a merry day
for me. Distinctions are a small matter
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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 Str: 1 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. Butan
English cook who can make vegetables
of good savor will not come to a country
cottage even on liberal wages. So T 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,  Groree MErEDITH.

[To C. E. Hecht.]

Box Hicy, Dorkine, Juune 25, 1g08.
DEAR Str: You can enroll me, see-
ing that you accept my disqualification.
The excess of flesh-eating ministers to the
Doctors as much as drink. T have never
cared for it.—Yours truly,
GEORGE MEREDITH.

[To Holman Hunt.]

Box HiLL, DorgmNG, Dre. 17, 1908,

Dear  Horman Huxt: 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, T can believe. Tt 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 T beg

* This refers Lo 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 Wilirid Meynell.]

Box Hitr, Feb. 3, 19og.

My Drar Mr. 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
Ttaly, and Italy seems to me her natural
home. For me, I drag on, counting more
years and not knowing why. 1T 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 Hiir, DorkING,
Encrann, Feb. 19, 1909.

DEeaAr 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, T 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. T 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.”
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[To Thomas Hardy.]

Box Hiie, Dorkine, March 2, 1909,

Drar Mr. Harpy: 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 Soth, 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 Hirr, Dorkine, A pril 13, 1900.

My DEar THEODORE: The blow was
heavy on me.t 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 T 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 T see be-
neath the shadow.—T will hire a motorand
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,”
1 The death of Algernen Charles Swinburne.
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On Sunday night, the sixteenth of May,
1900, he was taken ill, and on the Tuesday
following, at the hour of dawn, he passed
away, conscious almost to the end. Dr.
Hearnden, to whom he already owed re-
covery from a dangerous collapse, devo-

THE LEAVES

Give Thanks

tedly attended him: his son and daughter
and his faithiul nurse Bessie Nicholls were
with him to the end.  All that was mortal
of George Meredith was laid to rest, as
he had desired, beside his wife's grave at
Dorking.

GIVE THANKS

By Georgia Wood Pangborn

AL the cheerful little leaves
Were lving mute and slain,

Their tender summer [aces
Marred with age and pain.

Through the thread-hare forest
Strode the wind and rain.

I wept because the sky was gray,
Because the leaves were dead,

Because the winter came so [fast,
And summer’s sweet was sped;

And because T too was mortal—
“All flesh is grass,” T said.

But while T was lamenting
The woods hegan 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 Gaod, who uses old things
To serve the new things' need

And turns us into earth again
That next year's roots mayv 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,”
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Pennsyvama Station, New York

THE TERMINAL
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AN this article a terminal is
considered as not neces-
sarily the end of a line, but
as the distributing-point in
any city of the first mag-
nitude, and in this sense
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stations in such cities as Dresden and Co-
logne, Germany; Milan and Turin, Ttaly;

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,
Vor. LII.—41
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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
vears 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.
4010
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Where the terminal proper or end-of-the-
line conditions prevail in the very largest
cities of all, as London, Paris, Berlin,
Vienna, New York, and Chicago, de-
mands for the rapid interchange of traffic
are developing connecting lines, hoth on
the surface, overhead, and underground,
thus bringing all the traffic of a great city
into a ring, or endless chain.  London has
long had this arrangement in a crude form
through its Metropolitan Line, so that it
is possible for a passenger living in the
suburbs to the south to buy tickets and
label all luggage and to travel through on
suburban trains to outside junction points
on the trunk lines to the north, east, and
west. Ip Paris this has been developed,
but to a lesser extent, in the ring of tracks
402

I'he mam waiting-room, the largest rovn of the kind i thie world.

outside the city, which permits the trans-
fer of railway carriages and passengers
from the north and from England to the
lines to the south. 1In fact, tracks per-
mitting such movements of railway cars
exist in all our large cities, but in the
United States the development has been
practically limited to freight rather than
to passenger traffic.  Even in New York
the growth of traflic demands is already
suggesting the joining together of several
terminals rather than any further increase
in present individual developments, and
it seems as though the union station would,
In a certain sense, before long cease to
exist., ‘

In Europe the development of railway
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 1s inevitable in communities the life single development.  Such stations as

¥

of which has been forming Tor centuries.  Paddington, Buston Saint Paneras, 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 ageregations of several little
trains, with bageage vans, restaurant cars,
ete., directly adjacent to the passenger
coaches,  This system results in great
freedom and Tacility of individual move-
ment, a passenger arriving at a London
terminal finding his luggage on the plat-

The Terminal—The Gate of the City

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 adining-
car, and where the number
ol passengers requires more
than one dining-car in a
single train, these cars are
frequently attached together
in one place rather than dis-
tributed at convenient
points.  The instances cited
are, of course, extremes, and
Letween 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 chiefl lesson which we
can learn from Europe in the
operation of our great termi-
nalsliesin the constant effort

Pennsylvauia Station, New York
Avenue front.

form almost adjacent, and, il coming from
the Continent, customs examination ser-
vice, cabs, express, ete., 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 ol 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,

I'he columns on the Seventh

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 peaple to-
gether; forinstance, those who are check-
ing their luggage at one moment, (uite
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 hefore the
time of the departure of the Continental
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Fxpress, with a cab full of luggage, the
system of porterage permits of that which
i< intended for the lugeage van to be
placed on one truck and that for the rail-
wayv carriage on another.  The truck for
registered lugenee will he wheeled over a
welghing platform almest directly in front
of the ticket-office, weight ascertained,
charges paid, and tickets bought while
the small luegage for the carrages pro-
ceeds on its way Lo the platform.  There
is no duplication of movement, no time
lost, and the great erowd 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 Lo the acute observer, is really
marvellous.  Consider our Grand Central
Station, for instance. on a hot alternoon
in August —the hurry, the conlfusion. the
tensely drawn faces, the imprecations, the

AEAE AR
e,
|

=taticn, New Nork
the fowors of the cars

L=y by

Cailure of lueeage to reach its train, and,
even in the case of those who are fore-
sightedand plan hours or dayvs in advance,
the absolute impersonal nature of the
tranzaction by which luggage and pas-
sengers are so widely separated, that it is
only by amiracleof management that they
usually come together at the appointed
time and place.

It might be of interest here Lo give some
comparative figures of the approximate
average distance required to be walked by

Fhe teack platformes ama devel wily

The Terminal—The Gate of the City

a passenger taking a train in several of the
laree 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 bageage to walk approx-
imately 1100 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 ogo feet plus a 20-foot
stair climb: in the Union Station at Wash-
ineton about 1,200 feet, and in the Penn-
sylvania Station at New York from 480
Lo ozo feet, according to the entrance used.

Passing now from general considera-
tions, let us see how some of these operat-
ine 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-
ficd form through the Pullman, or parlor-
car traffic.  The great
oeneral distinction,
however, which applies
to practically all the
prominent stations of
Furope is the separa-
tion of the incoming
and outgoing traflic,
the “Arrivée" and
“Départ ol France.
This is apparently re-
garded as essential
where traffic conditions
permit, and is seldom
departed from, and the
saving i confusion is
cnormous. 1 have heen
told, although T have
never veried the fact,
that the suburban traf-
fic out of Paris lhl‘s:u;{h
Saint Lazare Station is
one of the largest in the world, vet to the
casual observer the departure side of the
station gives frequently an impression of
almost emptiness,

In this station the separation of traflic
15 perhaps carried further than anvwhere
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
cood I|‘Iii|;1:r%. ]ls_r\\'t’\'cr. such a svstem can

T —
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Pennsylvania Station, New York
visible in this picture:
traing, and the

A general view
the tr 1

1 leved,

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
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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 [requently 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 trathe, 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 platiorm and the separation is
arranged by means of these different stair-
Wiays.

The modern terminal divides itself nat-
urally into three classes of stations:

407



Uirléans Station, Paris, as seen from the Seine

(1) 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 stuly and partly through.

These again subdivide themselves into
three classes:

(a) Those in which the tracks are at
grade.

S

Saint Pancras Station, London.

{(h) Those in which the tracks are ele-
vated.

(¢) 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; Cleveland,
Ohio; NewHaven, Connecticut ; Waterbury,
Connecticut, and at Albany, New York.

One of the best types

— ] ol combination station

is in Dresden, Germany,
where the through
tracks are elevated, and
in Washington, D. C.,
where the through
tracks are depressed
and carried under the
city through a tunnel.
The Pennsylvania Sta-
tion at Pittsburgh is
also of this type.

Of terminal stations
with depressed tracks,
some stub and some
through, the Orléans
Station, in Paris, was
the first noteworthy
example. Tt was fol-




Crrléans Btation, Paris,. showing depressed tracks and teack platforms on a

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, ete.
The relation of a terminal station to the
street plan of a large city is also ol great

o e cars

lewvel with the Roors

streets and boulevards.  Much money is
spent on the exterior desien of these huild-
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 vears 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 Ireight terminal facilities
than for casy 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

importance, not only

from the practical, but ‘7
also from the wsthetic
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 them-
selves have almost
always been regarded
as of semi-public im-
portance, and attract-
ively placed, facing

large squares and sur-
rounded by important

Eastern station, Paris, at the end of the Bonlevard Strasbours,
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railroad to bring its passengers into the
important part of a citv.  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 !’hl]dt]tf])hld

In gpite of the frequently heard modern
cry that a building should exclusively ex-

Diresden Station,

410
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be apened in 1y1s.

press its uses, and that in consequence a
station should typily 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
_existence, in a small

‘ way, is that in Genoa,

Italy, the facade of

which is hardly more
than a triumphal arch-
way and portico on the

beautiful little Piazza
Acquaverde.
In Milan, Rome,

Frankfort, Dresden,
Paris—in fact, almost
everywhere in con-
tinental Europe—the
stations are pleasingly
located and designed.
In Paris the introduc-
tion of electricity and
depressed tracks and
smokeless tunnels
has made possible the
beautiful Gare d'Or-
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Iéans, situated on a quay of the Seine, cent and by the incongruity of the mag-

niirt‘t‘ti}' opposite the historic Louvre—
in some respects the best railway entrance
to any city yet achieved.  Here in Amer-
ica attempts are being made, and the new

niticent marble Capitol on its hill frowning

upon the smoky freight-yards heneath.
[n Waterbury, Connecticut, a similar

movement is in progress, the new station

Nr i a)x A
- - - - - - -

I'he New Leipzig Station.

station at Providence, Rhode Island, is
worthy of mention, in spite of its many de-
fects, as representing the recognition and
birth of an idea, although greatly marred
by the absolute neglect of any beauty of
expression in the ingenious and otherwise
effective trolley track arrangement adja-

Main warting-room and tcket-offices.

there facing a considerable area of con-
demned land which is to be parked ; and the
new Grand Central Station, in New York,
will owe its interest more to its relation
to the adjacent streets and buildings than
to the excellence of its individual plan.
In Omaha, Nebraska, the Burlingten
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Frankfomn Staton, Cermnany

Railway has built a small terminal with
a classical colonnaded portico, suggestive
of u noble gate, but also unfortunately
marred, as in Providence, by the purely
utilitarian character of the adjacent track,
street, and viaducet arrangement,

In Dayton, Ohio, the Union Station has
a court-yard and portico which is worthy
of mention, and in Cleveland, Ohio, there
is o general plan for city development
which is perhaps the most comprehensive
and successful of any vet 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-
I¢ans Station, in Paris, and the Pennsyl-
vania Station, in New
York, are to-dua’y the
latest expressions in the
terminal transit prob-
lem, practically all
other terminal stations
being relatively simple
inarrangement and ol-
vious in design. A
more detailed deserip-
tion of these types is
therefore  appropriate,
and the Pennsylvania
Station is selected in
this article as includ-
ing all of the character-
istic features of the
Orléans Station and
others besides.

e
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o Any building which

| is successfully designed
and worthy of note
should express as far as
possible, and in an at-
tractive and beautiful
manner, its use in its
cxternal appearance,
and, architecturally, an
ideal station would be a
building of monumental
and beautiful char-
acter, forming a suit-
able gateway to a large
city, and at the same
time suggesting the
idea of transportation
and traffic. In the
Pennsylvania  Station,
in New York City, the
problem involved, as in the Orléans 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-
ernarchitecture. 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 I'Est, the Gare
Montparnasse, and the Gare du Nord, in

Frankfort Station

1he WAL g - Puumn,
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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

415

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

Frankfore Station.

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 ol en-
trance and exit facilities possible.

The Orléans 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

The train-shed

as peculiarly difficult of attainment, if not
altogether impracticable, and, morcover,
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 Orléans Station, in Paris,
wias obviously impossible, and, instead,
a colonnade of many porticos was created
around the entire exterior.  The walls of
the central arca 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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the problem.  The style of architecture
for a building of such importance and
magnitude was carelully considered, and
for ingpiration 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 iocletian, and
the Basilica of Constantine, which are
the greatest examples in o architectural
history of large, roofed-in arcas adapted
to assemblages of peaple. Moreover, the
conditions of modern American life, in
which undertakings of ereat magnitude
and scale are carried through, involving
interests inoall parts
of the world, are more
nearly akin to the life
of the Roman Em-
pire than that of any
other known civiliza-
tion. It seemed, there-
fore, fitting and ap-
propriate in every

The Terminal—The Gate of the

City

built, its inspiration
can be directly traced
to the great buildings
of the Roman Em-
pire.

A distinctive feature
of this station is the in-
clined driveways hy
which passengers are
carried under cover to
the level directly above
the tracks. These
driveways are of con-
siderable height and as
wide as ordinary city
streets, the entrances
being through great
porticos between the
columns of which the
carriages pass in
the same way asin
the Drandenburg Gate,
in Berlin, throuch which a great part of
the trafic 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, bageage-rooms, telephone and tele-
craph offices, news-stands, restaurant, and
barbershop, 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  [ront, Opp =il ']‘hil'|}'-5'3fﬂl'ld

wity that the type
ol architecture adi ipted
should be a develop-
ment from Roman
models, and while
the building is of ne-
cessity, on account of
the requirements of its
uses, different from
any building known
to have been previously iy
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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,
Ttaly, where can be purchased practically
everything from a box of candy to a Per-
stan 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

415

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

.

Genon Station

walls and cornices as well, there not being
aright 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. Tt is 315 feet in
length, 108 feet wide, and 1350 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-

General view

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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It 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,

The Problem of the Modern Terminal

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.

Llnion Station, Washington, I ¢

o havger than any other building in Washington except the Capitol.

THE PROBLEM OF THE MODERN
TERMINAL

BY SAMUEL O. DUNN

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

" | YHE railway terminal is the gate-way

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
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Kind in the world ;

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. Theirsize 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
VYor. LII.—42

ared y7, 500 square feet, said o
designed o meet the requirements of the crowd every Tour years

he the Javgest roon of any

risen, or are rising, and that many other
stations, smaller, but equally adapted
to the needs of their communities, have
been recently, or are heing, built.

In Chicago, just west of the river, be-
tween \Iadl&,on 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 westhetic tendencies causing the old
to give place to new, so well exemplified.

The contrast will nut 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-
g would have made the older and eruder
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 hfty. Twenty vears 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

—

-

-
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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
laree 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, Washinguon, 1 (.

The waiting-room.
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the metropolis would pass through it in
seventy—five davs.  About eighty thou-
sand daily use the Pennsylvania’s Broad
Street station in Philadelphia, the Lqm\ a-
lent in nineteen days of the city’s whole
population. The number using every day
the New York, New Haven and Hart-
ford’s South Station in Boston is over
one hundred thousand. At that rate the
entire population of Boston would puass
through it in a week, the whole dense
populationof New England intwo months,
and more than one-third of all the people
of the United States in a year. Greater
even than this, perhaps, is the number
handled by the Southern Pacific at its
unique Oakland Pier terminal at Sun
Francisco. To deal with the traffic at the
North Western terminal requires three
hundred and fifteen trains a day; to han-
dle that at the Grand Central terminal,
four hundred and thirteen a day; to han-
dle that at the Broad Street station, five
hundred and forty-three a day. To han-
dle the traffic at the Boston South Station
requires seven hundred and seventy-nine
trains every twenty-four hours—an aver-
age of more than one every two minutes.
During the busiest hour—irom five to six
o'clock p. a.—eighty-three trains enter
and leave the South Station, or one every

forty-three seconds.  There leave and en-
ter the Oakland Pier terminal of the South-
ern Pacific about one thousand two hun-
dred trains a day, or not far from one
every minute. The only terminal in the
world with M:uamun\wmlmg that of the
largest in this country is the Gare Saint
Lazare at Paris, where there are said to be
handled forty-five million persons a year,
or one hundred and twenty-three thou-
sund a day.

Some terminals, such as the South Sta-
tion at Boston, the Broad Street and the
Philadelphia and Reading stations at Phil-
adelphia, the North Western station at
Chicago, and the Oakland Pier terminal
of the Southern Pacific, have a business
in which suburban traffic greatly prepon-
derates.  That of others, such as the
union terminals at Saint Louis, Wash-
ington, Chicago, Kansas City, Saint Paul,
Denver, is almost exclusively through
business.  The Illinois Central at Chicago
handles its suburban business, amounting
to about fifty thousand people a day, at
three down-town stations located at in-
tervals on the frontage of Lake Michi-
gan, while it and its tenant lines deal
with their through business at the Park
Row station.  Both the suburban and the
through classes of traffic have been grow-
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The new stationcat 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 Hartlord, 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

the Modern Terminal

other terminal in this country. Opened
seventeen years ago, after an outla) very
large for that time, deeme d adequate to the
ncuc]». of an indefinite period, it was nee-
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 Lo 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-

be given aver entirely
to suburban business, |
This has been about the
rate of increase at other
terminals handling a
large suburban traffic,
One ol the greatest of
almost exclusively
through terminals is
the Union Station at
Saint Louis. Tt is
owned by ffteen, and
used by twenty-two,
railroads—more than
uge any other terminal
in the world; and daily
there enter and leave it
over three hundred
through trains moving
toward maore different
points of the compass
than those using any

The portico of e |

tion Station, Dayion, Olio.
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South Station, Buston,
From five to six o'clock #.80 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 ficures give some idea
ol 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
| — s e
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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-
missarics for stocking dining and buffet
cars, and providing Pullmans with clean
linen.  There must be a round-house for
making light repairs to locomaotives, clean-
ing them, and getting them ready for their

Union Stauon, Baltimore.

the terminal’s location, capacity, design,
and methods of operation; and these are
matters about which most of us never
bother our husy 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 alsé
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 forall 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 I_lUi]l.’liI]j_’E,
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 18 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
eichty acres, the biggest arca 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. 1f 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 edihce,
and, therefore, in some places its loca-
tion is much influenced by the desire to
cive it a suitable place in city plans.

The Problem of the Modern Terminal

Its relation to intramural transporta-
tion is of moment. A station accessible
from all parts of a city by street-car lines
will bhest 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. 1., New York, New Haven and Hartfurd Raidway Station
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Four hundred and afty-five baililings

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 wayvs, New
York is unique among American cities.
Bounded by the Harlem River, by a great
harbor and by the North and FEast 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

were razed o make rod

m fur this terminal

opened i 1857 where Madison Square
Garden now stands,  Fourteen vears later
the original Grand Central Station was
opened on Forty-sccond Street.  Between
1398 and rgoo 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 vards 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,
423
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but a step from Fifth Avenue, only a few
blocks from Broadway, accessible from
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
clectrification
so exhibited.
More space was
needed.  To get
it the engineers
within nine
vears removed
one hundred and
forty buildings
and hiteen miles
of pipes and sew-
ers.  But it was
not necessary, as
formerly, to keep
open over trains
4 space Lo per-
mit the escape
of smoke, and
the tracks and
vards of the new
terminal, roofed
with steel and
comerete, will he
in a subway,
over which will
rise two large
hotels, an opera
house, several office buildings, clubs, and
apartment houses.  Down through them
will run a broad, new avenue.  Buildings
on Park Avenue will be limited to six
stories; others may rise Lo 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.

Chicago and Narth Western

The Problem of the

The vestib

Modern Terminal

In 1800 the railways reaching the west
hank of the Hudson River, opposite New
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 transier and be ferried
across to New
York, which
took twelve to
twenty min-
utes when the
weather was
cood and twice
as long when it
was bad, and
even then only
landed the pas-
sencer on the
margin of the
citv. The pos-
session by the
New York Cen-
tral lines of an ad-
mirably located
terminal in the
heart of Man-
hattan Island
made their great
rival, the Penn-
svlvania system,
look with ever
more and more
longing eyes in
that direction.
The project of bridging the Hudson had
long been mooted, but the railways end-
ing on the Jersey shore could not be got
to act together, and a franchizse for a
bridge for only one would not be given.
Tunnelling also had been sugeested, hut
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 he essen-
tial requisites.”  But the Pennsylvania
acquired  the Long Island  Railroad,
Brooklyn, the termius of the Long Is-
land, was a city of one and a half million
souls that had never been tapped by a

Kai
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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

I'he main waiting-roum.

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. It is still a considerable walk
to the station from any elevated, surface,
or subway line. But the Seventh Avenue
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and of the papers of
Major L'Enfant, the
I'rench engineer who
made the first plans of
the city of Washing-
ton for President
Washington, and then
recommend a policy for
city improvement.
They reported that
L Enfant’s original lay-
out should be followed.
Todo this the Pennsyl-

vania Railroad would
have to abandon its
station and tracks

Chicago and North Western Railway Station. Lol

witiies

subway now appears assured.  The sub-
way station will be connected with the
terminal on the undercround levels, which
will enable passengers arriving at the
terminal to go up or down town without
coing 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
inits business.  This last year amounted
to ten million passengers handled by one

hundred and twenty thousand trains, or

three hundred and thirty a dayv, while it
has a capacity of one thousand two hun-
dred trains a day.

As the architecture of the Union Ter-
minal at Washing-
ton was desiened to
harmonize with that
ol the public buildings
in the national capital,
so its location was
chosen mainly to fit it
intoa plan for the
city's beautiflica-
tion. Acommission of
distinguished archi-
tects, including Dan-
icl H. Burnham, Fred-
erick Law  Olmstead,
Augustus Saint Gaud-
ens, and Charles F. Mc
Kim. was employed by
the gsovernment to visit
European cities, make
a complete study of the
District of Columbia

iy and ticket

Chicagn and Nurth Western Raj

across the Mall. “The
president of the Penn-
sylvania. Railroad,
AL ] Cassatt, " said Senator Benton Me-
Millan on the Noor 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 erossit.”” 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 itsell, was
built facing on the sume plaza which is
faced also from another direction by the
capitol.  Unfortunately, the same power

way sration. The train shed equipped

with the latest methods of ventilation and light



The Problem of the Modern Terminal 427

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

)=

oested 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 Seation

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. Nosystem
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 Pacinc. It
is on the “ Loop, " which encircles the con-

The train concotrse,

annually carrving, 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-
ver frains in on elevated tracks, and used
the space beneath, from Twelfth to Four-
teenth Streets, and [rom State Street to 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 traftic through its Wells
Street station.

This novel and ambitious project, of the



Modern

128 The Problem of the
details of which space will not permit  co
even a mention, was much discussed, but - River,
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no steps were taken to carry it out,
time, the North Western.

Mean-

its old terminal  those

Terminal

congested and hemmed in by the Chicago
by Wells and Kinzie Streets, went

on with plans for the
construction of a
new one at a different
location. One of the
main conditions
compelling relocation
was that the throat of
the old terminal was
carried over the North
branch of the Chicago
River on a two-frack
bridge. The operation
for vears over this nar-
row bridge—oflten
opened to let boats pass
—of over three hundred
trains a day, almost
without accident, was
one of the feats of mod-
ern railroading.  The
most available sitz for
relocation was afforded
by three blocks a short
distance west of the
river readily accessible
from the “Loop” dis-
trict. Here, fronting on
Madison Street, the ter-
minal was 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
fifteen thousand peo-
ple had to find new
places for homes or bus-
iness.  The acquisition
of real estate cost eleven
million five hundred
and sixty thousand dol-
lars out of the total ter-
minal expenditure of
twenty-three million
seven hundred and ffty
thousand dollars.

No less than three
large passenger termi-
nal projects are now
planned in Chicago,
one by the railways

using the Union Station, another h\
using the Dearborn Station, the
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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. Tt
is possible only two will be carried through.
The Ilinois Central has arranged with

The Problem of the Modern Terminal

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 Ilinois Central will erect a new

terminal on

TwelithStreet
and Michigan
Boulevard [ac-
ingonGrant
Park, and one
or two other
large build-
ings, all sim-
ilar in archi-
tecture to the
new Field
Museum, with
which they
will form
an imposing
group. This
scheme has
the support of
the Chicago

Plan Commis-

sion. Its ex-
ecution will
be a long step
toward carry-
ing out the
commission’s
plan for the
creation of a
“city  beauti-
ful,” and it
may lead to
the roads now
entering the
Drearborn Sta-
tion and the
LaSalle Street

The new Grand Central Station, New Yaork

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-ol-way helow 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

Station going
into 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. It would
be used by fifteen railways, and into and
out of it there would pass daily about

I'hie express concourse,
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seven hundred through
trains.

The new Union ter-
minal in Chicago will
doubtless be located
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
hadly over-crowded,

the

Modern Terminal
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b

illustrates the rapidity
of the growth of the
demands on modern
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terminals. Tt has al-
ways been used by the
same roads—the two
Pennsylvania Lines
West of Pittsbure, the
Burlington; the Chicago, Milwaukee &
Saint Paul, and the Alton. It was opened
in 1831, and in 1886 was being used by
125 rains daily. Tt is now used by 2061
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.
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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
heicht 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. 1t was long de-
bated whether the new terminal should be



Crrand Cential Station, New York

on the north side water frontage, where
it would be accessible to the roads along

the valley of the Mis-
souri River, or near
the site of the small
Twenty-second and
Grand Avenue Station,
where it could 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 expensive,
location was chosen.
Situated between the
down-town business
district on the north
and a large residence
district on the south, i
is readily reached by
street-car from hoth
directions.  The rail-
ways are spending
three hundred thou-
sand dollars on a park
facing it which passes to
the city in perpetuity.
Az all the Tourteen
roads entering Kansas

Interlocking plant

at the throat of the

The Problem of the Modern | erminal

City will use it, the new
terminal will be as
truly @ union terminal
as s that at Saint
Louis.

Somewhat alike in
their rugged topog-
raphy, Kansas City
and Seattle have rail-
way situations very un-
like. The Northern
Pucitic reached Puget
Sound at an early day
and acquired valuable
property adjacent to
the present business
district of Seattle; and
the King Street station,
used by the Northern
Puacific and the Great
Northern, is easily
reached by pedestrians
from the business dis-
trict and by street-car
from the residence dis-
tricts. When the Or-

egon-Washington Railroad and Naviga-
tion Company, a Harriman line, built to

Ve real stace manager who orders

the many levers of the interiocking
plant
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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

433

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
vears since tunnelling under the Hudson
into New York was similarly regarded.

Execavating for the yard of the new Grand Central Sration.

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
Vor. LIT.—43

Looking north from Forty-fifth Street, New York.

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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' — —= == —] Meccaofl America,is
| smaller than that of
| several other terminals;
it was given its great
capacity to enable it to
care [or the quadrennial
multitudes that gather
for the inauguration of
the President of the
United States. Special
accommodations for
royalty are common in
European terminals,
The Washington Sta-
tion 1s the only one in
this country having a
special entrance and a
“state suite,” includ-
ing a President’s room,
for the use of the Pres-
ident, Toreign 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 from which pas-
SENEETrs May go upstairs
directly to the train
shed without passing
through the main wait-
ing-room and concourse,
Union Szation: St Lake City, Utah, The waiting room which are intended for
through passengers, and
which are located on
the second floor level,
and open directly to the
train shed. In the
Pennsylvania’s New
York terminal the
segregation of different
classesof passengers
has been carried farther.
The north 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 there is not
only the main con-
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course on the street
level for the use of pas-
sengers entering, but
also directly beneath it
I8 4 separate concourse
for those leaving the
station.  The value of
this arrangement,
which prevents streams
of passengers moving
inopposite directions
from colliding with and
hindering each other
will become more appar-
ent as the traflfic in-
creases. At the new
Grand Central  termi-
nal there will be an
entirely  separate sub-
urban concourse on o
level below the main
CONCOUTSE.

Another important
improvement intro-
duced at the Penn-
sylvamia terminal and
adopted at the Grand
Central, is that of rais-
ing the track platforms
level with the Noors of
cars instead of only
about nine inches above
the top of the rail. The
former practice has ob-
tained in England, the
latter heretofore in the
UnitedStates. The
additional expenditure
recuired on the main
level alone of the Grand
Central terminal by
the higher platform
was one hundred thou-
sand dollars. Ttalso
made necessary changes
in all cars running into
the station. But 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 time required for

Station of the Cvesem- Washinswon 1l

] Navvigaetion Cdmpany,
seatthe, Washmgton,

Station of the Ovegon-Washingron Ralroad and Navigation Company,
Seattle, Washington.  The waiting room

Station of thie Atchison, Tupeka and Santa e Railway at Albuyuerque,
New Mexico.
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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-
cers, and which in hot weather is one of

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
ghed. Trains likewise enter the Grand

The Problem of the Modern Terminal

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: L'Llllt'l the
trains on the one will be operated directly
beneath and twenty-seven feet below the
A single monumental
The

runs its trains straight

trains on the other.
head house will serve both levels.

Pennsylvania

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
yvard, 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 that the high
train shed is disappear-
ing. TheDelaware,
Lackawanna and West-
ern recently huilt at
Hoboken, just across
the Hudson from New
York, alarge and hand-
some terminal to handle
its New York business.
Tt introduced there a
train shed, invented by
its chiel engineer, whose
top was barely higher
than that of the loco-
mo t.i\'c_' smoke-stacke, T T W
and which was slotted sicond Street. 1 i fanked |
just over the stacks to Lo B
emit smoke and gas.
This design,so much
simpler than the old,
has been adopted at
several terminals, no-
tably that of the Chi-
cago and North West-
ern, whose train shed is
the largest of this type
yvet built, and at the
Kansas City Station,
now under erection.
The protection afforded
to passengers from the
weather is complete:
yet smolke, soot, and
gases are carried away.

The needs of through
and suburban passen- Bennsylvaiia Station; New Fork.. Lhe dininz-rugh
gers are widely ditfer-
ent, This, where both
have to be handled,
complicates terminal
design. The simple, hut
imperative, require-
ments of the commuter,
with a newspaper under
one arm and a package
of garden sceds under
the other, are satisfied
when he has an ample
concourse through
which he can race to a
train whose schedule he
knows to a second. He
buysa commutation
ticket once or twice a
month, he has no bag- sy bsnios Station, Sew S ore Fhe kitden

eoa continnation of L lurey-
5 e leads to the main
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gage 1o 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
inan knows that if a single suburban train
is late on a single evening the railway
management will be eviscerated at twi-
licht in the bosom of many commuting
familics.  Therefore, if you shall note two
traims racing for a cross-over, one a splen-
diel 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 tmin 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-

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 evenin large cities, where ticket offices
are sprinkled  everywhere, about one-
hall of all through tickets are sold at the
stations.  Therefore, laree 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 bageage-
rooms., The railways of Eumpe make
regular charges for hauling haggage, just
as for l'mwhl or express.  The railways
of the United States car ry freeamaximum

ol one hundred and fifty

pounds for each person.
This causes the bag-
gage traffic here to be
very heavv.  The num-
ber of pieces checked
through the Pennsyl-
vania Station at New
York last year was one
million five hundred
and twenty thousand,
or Tour thousand two
hundred a day; through
the Boston South Sta-
tion, one million eight
hundred and thirty-two
thousand five hundred
and ninety-three, or

Litiiom Seation &t St Louls

over five thousand per
day: through the Kan-
sas City Union Station,

Gy,
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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 hageage
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
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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

trains; and it illustrates
the difference between
the requirements on sta-
tions handling different
kinds of business. In
modern terminals two
large baggage-rooms are
provided, one for in-
bound, the other for out-
bound traffic. They are
usually on a level below
the waiting-room and
train shed, baggage heing
transfered to and from
trains by elevators open-
ing through the train
shed floor, this avoiding
trucking on train shed

platforms,and incom-
moding passengers.

Many through 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 allin
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 casily 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. This1s
in marked contrast to the Enghsh prac-
tice. Ina 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

Univn Station, Heattle, 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
recuired. 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 ]JLIbl!l(‘-m has six ap-
pmach tracks and only sixteen station
tracks. The new Grand Central Station
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New Yark, New Huaven and Hartford Railway.

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
hurmm 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 termlml vard l'wout 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
orenter, 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 {I1\|:Id\,
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 scen silently and deftly
mampulatmg the innumerable switches
and semaphores, or by night, when its
bridge, covered with variegated, blinking,
changing lights, looms out of the dark-
ness—malkes 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-
Vor. LIT.—44

there will have been taken
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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
from its site
three million one hundred thousand cubic
yards of materials. This piled up in Fiith
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 outhound locomotives
were kept lined up.  The operating de-
partment got the engines out at the north
end of the tracks and kept the traflic 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 construe-
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, awmong 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 W ashington 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
m]nmhturt Even where steam power
is used additional stories for offices can be
erected over thestation 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 @sthetic
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.

The Problem of the Modern Terminal

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 Tun 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. It 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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By

TLLUSTRATIONS BY

HE passage through the deep,

By dark, and frightful Pass of
the Vultures, and the sudden
"; opening upon the broad,
A bright valley and the ha-
cienda of La Gioja, with its
loveI) ganlem 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.  Itwas
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
heav tnl) val]ey and the beautiful hacienda.
Two of these men, the Gonzalese brothers,
Luis and Gior;_gio, 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-

Elliot Seawell

Davin RoBINsoxN

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 Gilorgio,
creatures i

“You bet they are,
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 hualuanri " replied Luis Gonzales,
with a grin; “and we are taking you to La
Gioja }w the orders of our aunt, the wife of
Enrique Rodriguez. I never heard he was
a Don. Don means cremleman

“Itis a trifle awkw drti remarked Char-
teris, trying to ease a liftle 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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interrupted Char-
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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 Crugz,
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. “Dofia 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 Dlue air was warm, he
suddenly felt an icy coldness from head to
foot. But his eve remained indomitable,
and his hand unshaken as he reached out
for another cigarette.

“Alittle startling,” he said; “Tam afraid
your aunt is a revengeful person.”

“II you had killed Rodriguez, it would
not have been 20 bad,” replied Luis.  “Itis
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 [riends. 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. TLverybody predicted that Rodri-
guez would come to a bad end, and itis 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-
rov upon the border. 1 was elected sheriff
with the understanding that [ 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, il necessary, against the Mexican au-
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{horities, there was nothing for me 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 IHar-
vard and two years at the University of Vir-
ginia I wanted to find out how much or
how little those LEastern 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, T think I never would have got out
alive, but I did, and brought Rodriguez out
with me.”

“You a horse-doctor!” said Giorgio,
laughing. “‘Youlook more like an Eastern
dude.”

“I haveno desire to be an Fastern 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 Ilurope 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’. So I came back to Texas, and
got clected 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.
1f you will give us your parole, you will he
treated as a guest until Pedro comes. The
reason of thisis 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 (o keep the
whole business from the girl. Now, il 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 su~pt,ctcd what willhappen, she might
turn against her mother and her brother ancl
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, alter a pause.  “Tgive
you my parole.”

“Recollect,” said Luis, warningly, “you
are to be a guest, and the slightest violation
of that character we shall consider as breal-
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 1 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
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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
|){_U1111 |J(?CI.II]'I“' 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 w orld about him was
forgotten when Charteris’s eyes fell upon
two figures standing in the court-yard. He
recognized Luisita at once—a shim girl,
with a skin milk-white as her gown, 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.

Asina 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. T told my
aunt that you had demanded that youshould
be dressed as a gentleman the week before
you were shot, and that T 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 [allen 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 fannel 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.  Butshe only smile
a smile as cralty 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, icnorine Luisita. But
occasionally their eyes met, and Charteris
thought the faint, elusive dimple in the
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oirl's cheek the sweetest thing on earth—this
green earth he was s0 soon to leave.

Nf}thlﬂ'f could exceed Madame Rodri-
guez's grace and composure except that of
G h.mr_-na 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: “Ilove 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.

“It 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 [ 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 T 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

iier‘ Giorgio Gonzales interrupted her.

“Remember,” he said firmly, “ Mr. Char-
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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 il 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 heing
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, 1 know not!
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 untll 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 \Iadamc 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

But Thou
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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 swilt 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.
Cl 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. Ile 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
g0 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 g;lrflén and try
shooting at a mark.”

“With pleasure,” answered Charteris.

Charteris went to his room and put on his
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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 Joves 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
(ronzaleses 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. When 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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zaleses had fo carry Pedro, who was as
helpless as a dead man,

Once inside the house, Luisita whispered
aname—"Anita.”

“Send me Anita,” ordered
“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.

“It would kill Luisita to see you,” he
said.  “You may stay here as long as you
make no noise, but if you hegin crying so
that Luisita may hear you, vou musl 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 fo 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 hut 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. “1did not think I could
Le any happier, but perhaps—ves—1 know
I shall be happier stll when I am your
wile.”

Not once had she asked for her mother.
Once she said:

Charteris.

The Hacienda

“Tell Pedro T forgive him.  He could
not help himsell.”

As Charteris sat on the balcony with her
that night, a knock came at the door, and
Charteris, opening it, saw Madame Rod-
ricuez 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
hade 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.
Iiven his heart had heen touched by Ma-
dame Rodriguez’s misery.

The next morning Charteris and TLuisita
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
lnown,

“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 Mildred Howells

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 well-known 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.



Looking from the Tlinais

From a decoration by 15,

ide of the Mississi

O Sylvester in the High School Lib

ppi River over the Missouri lowlands,

wry, Drecitur, Hlincis

THE FRENCH IN THE HEART
OF AMERICA
BY JOHN FINLEY
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[T OLIET, who with Marquette entered
J the Mississippi in 1073, gave to it,

on one of his maps, the name “ Col-
bert,”” in honor of the great I'rench min-
ister, and to the territory, now the heart
of the Middle West, lying between the
Wisconsin River and the Divine River
(I11inois), the name *“ Col-
bertie” or “Amérique Occi-
dentale,” Marquette in his
pious ecstasy acclaimed the
river as “La Riviecre de la
Conception. ]

[LLUSTRATIONS FROM PAINTINGS DY

I

It was in 1634 that there
appeared, according to one
credible account, the first
man of white face upon the
rim of the valley where the
streams began to flow away from the Saint
Lawrence and the Great Lakes toward
the then unknown. He was a son of
Irance, one of the coureurs-de-bois of
Champlain, Jean Nicolet, but in Oriental
costume. For, being an ambassador to
the court of a nation called *“ The People
of the Sea,” he had visions of an Asiatic
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court, and so, perhaps for this reason, at-
tired himself in a damask robe, embroid-
ered with birds and flowers, carrying the
while in his hand pistols to make a favor-
able impression or to meet a hostile emer-
ZENCy.

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 the
church, he brought, so T wish
again to believe, to the dying
Champlain rumor il not de-
scription of the valley beyond
the margin of his famous
map. So the French began
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-
ley it was the men of France, so far as we
know, who passed first of Europeans—
from Lake Erie up to Lake Chautauqua; or
across to Fort Le Boeuf and down French
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Stream in front of Fort Le Beenf in spring freshet,

Creck 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.

It is this last approach that 1 learned
first, and though a smoke now hangs ha-
hitually over the entrance, as a curtain, I
have for mysell 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, Pire
Jacques Marquette spent his last winter
on earth in sickness; down the river the
brave de La Salle built his Fort Saint Louils
on the great rock in the midst of his prai-
ries, and, still farther down, his Fort Créve-
ceenr.  On no other affluent stream are
there hraver 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 sce 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). T 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 1643 that Mar-
quette and Joliet (Pére 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
hall a century and died; and when he had
been in his grave considerably over half a
century, the second white man saw it.



Tt was in 1682 that La Salle, entering
the Illinois by the Saint Joseph-Kankakee
portage, followed the Mississippi to where

itmeets the great
Gulf, possessing
with his indom-
itable spirit the
lower reaches
of the stream
whose upper
waters had first
been touched by
the gentle Mar-
quette and the
practical Joliet
and the vain-
glorious Henne-
pin. Between
that day and
the time when it
became a course
of regular and
active com-
merce (again
in Mark Twain's
chronology),
seven sovereigns
had occupied
the throne 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.”

Where French Creck enters the Allegheny River,
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To the Spanish this river was a hazard,
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the place of fish and defence. To the
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Anglo-Ameri-
can Empire of
Wheels that by
and by came
over the moun-
tains it was a
barrier athwart
the course—to
be forded or fer-
ried or bridged,
but not to he
followed. Tobe
sure, it was later
utilized by that
empire for a
little while as a
path of dom-
inant, noisy
commerce, to
get its products
to market. And
the keels of that
commerce may
come again (o
stir 1ts waters.
But the river

will never be to its East-and-West mi-
arants 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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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. It is still the river of
Marquette and Joliet, Nicolet, Groseilliers
and Radisson, La Salle and Tonty, Hen-
nepin and Acecau, 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 ol 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 strugeling 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, avariciousmen,
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, lactories, church at-
tendance, and obedience to the selectmen
arc so easy of assessment that it is difheult
to get just appraisement for those who
endured evervthing, not for their own free-
dom or gain, but for others’ glory, and ac-
comphished so little that could be meas-
ured in the terms of substantial economic
or ecclesiastical progress,

IT

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 Fy

it s0 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-
lv they of the Lower Valley, as the white
man of to-day is, by the “overwhelming,
unbending grandeur of the wonderful
gpirit 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 '-.ll(_lltl\r on, or in
places complainingly on, to the mystery of
the Land of the Sun, into neither of which
they dared penctrate, 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-
les (as one writing of the river has graphi-
cally described), vet 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

irt Saint Louis

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 11]\1. 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 [or, the Western ocean, a
oreat 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 Muxim,
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 Créveceur,

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 & 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-hois,
but a prolessor 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
theriver.  After spending hve yearsin 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-
entilic report even, there are intimations
of its light.  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 slicht elevation, gazing in =lent
rapture upon the boundless plains. And
again the report of distances and eleva-
tions is interrupted by this rhapsody:
STt s 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 vova-
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
itsell in front—Dbe 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 difficultics of road—a [ar-spreading
verdure, relieved by a profusion ol 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, 1s
calculated to excite the perception and
keep alive the imagination.  In the sum-



Mississippi River below the mouth of the Hlinois

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 T pity
the man whose soul could remain un-
moved under such a scene of excitement.”

But now that the prairie and plain have
been pos d, 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, Oge 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-
leved 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 130 cubic
miles annually; that is, it would Al annu-
ally a tank 139 miles long, 139 miles wide,
and 139 miles high.  With its tributaries
it provides somewhat more than 16,0co
miles of navigable water, more than any
other gystem 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
soo trains of 30 cars, each carrying sotons,
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 arca
and there would still be some room to
spare.

It 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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460 The French in the
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,

View from Elsah, Hlinois, looking down the Mississippi ea
and Missourt lewla
Drecoraticn by 1, oy Selvestér in the Nooniliy

and Germany; in the southern hali, of
the Mediterranean coasts.

From the Gulf, into which it empties, a
river (that iz, an ocean river or current)
runs through the ocean to the western
coasts of Europe; another runs out along
the north-castern 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 Pacifc.

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 cantinues to revolve
toward the East and the present relation-
ship of ocean and continent continues,”

Including Texas and Alabama, which
lie between the scame 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 railwav,
being 61 per cent of the total mileage of
the country, and 23 per cent of the mile-
age of the entire globe,

“In richness of soil, variety of climate,

Heart of America

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

rd, with the Hinois hluffs at the left and the islands
o the rizht
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as the rest of the world combined; and of
cach of the [ollowing, 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 30,000,000, or over half that
of the United States; and has an esti-
mated maintenance capacity of from 200,-
000,000 10 330,000,000, or [rom 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 he scandalized
by the extravagant, profligate use of its
patrimony. That it islikely 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 hersabout twenty times, and the
Mississippi Valley several thousand times.
It 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. It
is upon the whole,” he says,
“the most magnificent dwell-
ing-place prepared by God
for man’s abode—a space
of 1,341,640 square miles
(about six times that of France)
—watered by a river which,
likeagodof antiquity, dis-
penses both good and evil.”

111

Once the river and 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 does not befit their
passion, their caprice, their
overwhelming might, or their
overpowering charm. Tt is the
anthropomorphic interpreta-
tion of a Chateaubriand, a
Kipling, a Mark Twain, or an
Emerson that is the rather
needed.

We cannot be quite sure,
when we listen to recent critics,
that Chateaubriand ever saw
this great valley. Certainly
we who grew up in it have
never found reindeer and
moose about our homes (save
in our Christmas-time imagi-
nations). Paroquets that re-
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 “Atala™
added to French literature a country
where many have since loved to dwell,
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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
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Autumn view from the Missouri shore of the Mississippi, just above

Portage de Sioux.
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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 watersof North America” (whence
flows the Mississippil, “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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(el dont la riche vallée regrette encore
lewr génie ™),

I think that Chateaubriand had aecu-
rate nstinet 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 bevond the counting of sta-
tistics or even the glowing rhetoric of the
orators or the plous ascriptions of priests.

Water front,

Hamlin Garland, anative of that valley,
calls the river “The Silent Mississippi. ™
He speaks of the river’s hold blue-green
Diluadfs "|iu1]{in'_'.{ away into haze,” ol its
solden 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 heautiful building ™ is to be
seen on its banks “Tor o 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 o 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 eredature has vanished.  An eru
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of hopeless, distinctive vulgarity is upon
sy

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
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therivers 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 T should have found
the book-stalls), T saw a Pullman train
just starting for New York, and at the
witer's edge under the stately bridge one
tramp “barbering™ another. But, reading
the morning paper, [ 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. Tt was dark before T found him,
alter 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 1 saw by
candle-light that night in his school-roomn.



Old church in Caliwokia.

The artist had his river studio upon one
ol 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 T stopped
first, had no mark of the French régime,
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,



Crossing the lkaskaskia River by a hand-propelled ferry-hoat

phere and charm. France's skies never
produced a more glorious August sunset
than I saw through the Corot trees ol that
village which stands or reclines heneath
the cliffs and looks off toward the river
that has receded far to the westward, T
tried to find the old parish baptismal rec-
ords of which T had heard, but there was
anew 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 createst
[F'rench 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-ficld, 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 I'rench village in the upper val-
ley.  But the river was jealous and took
it all, foundation and rool, to itsell.  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 bhroken
structure or two ol its later glory.

Nor is there other trace, so far as 1
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could learn, anyvwhere 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 T have heard, of the
“hrave days of IYArtaguiette.”  The
monuments do not remember beyond the
bravery and carnage ol the Civil War, or
at farthest beyond the War of 1812, 1
was mysell apprehended for a foreign spy,
one day, while T 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 Drightened 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 & book written by man; never one
whose interest was so absorbing, so un-
flagging sosparklingly renewed with every
reperusal.” It was my hope that when
this pilot who knew “like a book' this
stream whose “sand-bars were never at
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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

Tue 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. It has vielded complete sover-
cignty to no people. Tt has made light
of the emblems of empire. It has even
ignored the white channel-marking signals
of the government that now controls ail
the lands it drains. Tts 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 mili-
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 filty 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
465
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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. [T all these streams were
to be brought to Hood at once, the lower
valley would undoubtedly be swept clean.

So it is no martial simile merely that 1
am using, It is a real battle that is con-
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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. 1t 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. It 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 hgure. The battles that
have been fought along its course are as
play by the side of thoese yet to be waged
before it is subdued by man.

It is ftly 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 shilt for years, as il 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 [larmer who watches its
changing moods not by instruments, but
by the movement of an eddy in his own

the battle of New Orleans its hich 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 “ Battle 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, sceing the trickling fountains
of several, watching the timid, nascent
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streams in the naked, deforested fields,
not knowing quite which way to go, cast
orwest, north orsouth, I have beenstrong-
Iy appealed to by the plan of impounding
in reservoirs these first waters whose [ree-
dom, no longer restrained in youth by the
sage forests, makes them libertines and
wantons later in the distant valleys.

The most troublesome Mississippi trib-
utary would, T am assured, require a

evee helow New Orleans

reservoir of not more than half or even
a third of the capacity of Eagle Dam
to keep it within temperate bounds in
the spring and to give it more generous
navigable currents in the summer and au-
tumn.  Against the great expense of such
a project is set the tremendous possibili-
ties in the development of water-power
which will some day be needed.  Of the
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
concuest.

And once that is done the river may be
stradghtened, shortened, deepened, leveed
and made a docile, reliable carrier of com-
merce. It may then be compelled to a
respect for cities and covernment signals,
and wharves and mills, and to a fulfilment
of the prophecy of the first French keels.

[ made a journey in 1911 that began at
the first settlementsof 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 Gull of Mexico.
Starting back before dawn in a little boat,
[ 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. It seemed then
a gloomy apparition; but as I think of it
now it was rather the presage of the new
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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 Rivicre de la Conception, and so dedi-
cated it to the honor of the mother of the
most patient of men.

(T be continued. )
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THE COUNTERSIGN

By Henry

CANNOT explain to you

2 [ the connection hetween the
*'@:fg é._tms'! two parts ol this story.

e 0 I R rere divided. i e
@E a&%} 'Ehey \\iLI‘L. dll\lL‘lLd‘,_lﬂ_}htll.
62 \(@ happening, by a couple of

hundred miles of mountain
and forest. There was no visible or au-
dible means of communication hetween
the two scenes.  Bult 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 scem to elude the limitations
of time and space. Perhaps that was
the connection. Perhaps love worked the
miracle. I donot know. Ionly tell you
the story.

i

It begins in the peaceful, homely village
of Saint Gérome, on the shore ol 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
Trish 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, Angélique, 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

Vor. L11.—47

OF THE CRADLE

van D vke

girl had never been seen in Saint Gérome.
But nobody except Pat and Angélique
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.

Angdlique, 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 T 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! TTe walks al-
ready like a voyagewr, 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
yvou 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 bonfiomme 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'sien’, 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 erazy—rhein, my pretty one—what
a comiort to the old benhomme! ™

“He goes fast,” laughed Angélique;
“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. Tt was natural that the mother
and father should speak to me in their
quaint Irench 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 Bréton
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 cach 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
Angélique 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 {or it, who knows? "

“Go along, " said Angélique, giving him
a [riendly box on the ear, * you old joker!
Off with you, vieur 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.
Angélique was sleeping the sleep of the in-
nocent and the just in the bedroom, with
the twins in their trundle-hed 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 ol folly, and a wom-
an worries about him without knowing
exactly why. At all events, Angélique
cume wide awake in the night with a sense
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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. It was soft and
steady as the falling of tiny ripples upon
the beach.  But presently she was aware
ol a louder sound in the kitchen. It was
recular 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. It was rocking evenly and
slowly, as if moved by some unseen foree.

Her eyes [ollowed the ray of the moon.
On the rocker of the cradle she saw a man's
foot with the turned-up toe of a botle
sauvage, It seemed as if the smoke of a
familiar pipe was in the room. She heard
her husband’s voice softly humming:

Y Petit rocher de la haute montagne,
Je viens finir ici celle can pagne.
Ay dowy echos, entendes mes soupirs;
Ln languissant je vais bientat mourir !

Trembling she entered the room, with
a cry on her lips.

“Ah!  Pat, mon ami, what is it?
camest 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.

“My God, I have seen his double, his
ghost. My man is dead!”

How

IT

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 T came down these steps, after din-
ing comfortably at the Chateau Fronte-
nac, on the same night when Angélique
was sleeping alone beside the twins in the



The Countersign of the Cradle

little house of Saint Gérome, [ was aware
of a merry fracas below me in the narrow
lane called “ Under the Fort.” The gas
Jamps glimmered yellow in the gull; 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 shouting,
laughing, swearing, r|u¢rrtlhnﬂ. pushing
this wa ay and that w ay, like the waves on a
turbulent eddy of tht‘ river before it de-
cides which direction to follow. In the
centre of the noisy group was a big fellow
with a black mustache.

“T 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,
Clest e bon vin qui danse!
Cest le bon vin qui danse ici,
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 [urther
and getting into trouble. At least it was
worth trying.

“Good-evening, Pat,” T cried.

He turned asif a pebble had struck him,
and saw me standing under the ﬂl(‘]\t‘lll]f__f
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; “it is a little sooner than I ex-
pected, but so much the better! And how
well m'sieu’ carries himself—in full health,
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isit not? You have the air of it—all ready
for the Peribonca, I suppose? Batéche,
that will be a great voyage, and we shall
have plenty of the good luck.”

“Yes,” Lanswered, it looks to me like
a good trip, il we get started right. 1
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, T 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 scuare (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 T 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

s rolled like an unstrung drum and his n'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
huu\ paclw—m: must take very little
stufi—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'sien’ 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 T knew it beforehand; but
I wanted to keep him talking while the
coffee got in its good work, and T 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 eves grew more thoughtful.



“And the bread,” said I; “we must
carry two or three loaves of good habitant
bread, just for the first week out.  Tean't
do without that. Do you suppose, by
any chance, that \n-mlu;m 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 lhu; other end.

“T assure you,”" he said slowly, “they
are not of my friends, those—those—
bah! what do those people know about
making bread? I begmisicu’ not to speak
of those people there in the same breath
with my Angélique!”

“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 theyare 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. T do not like it that m’sieu’
has found me with that kind. DBut a man
must make a little fun sometimes, vou
comprehend, and sometimes he makes him-
sell a damn [ool, do you see? T have been
with those people last night and to-day—
and now T have promised—TI have won the
money of Pierre Goujon, and he must
have his revenge—and 1 have promised
that Suzanne Gravel—well, I must keep
my word of honor and go to them for to-
night. DM'sieu’ will excuse me now? "

He rose from the table, but T 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 Angélique used
to make.” (He started slightly at the
name.)  “Come,sit down again, 1 want
you to tell me c,mmllnugﬂmut that pretty
old church across the square.  See how the
moonlight sparkles on the tin spire. What
is the name of it?"

“Our Lady of the Victories,” Iu an-
swered, se: lllll'f]‘ll.IﬂHL“llT]\\’]“]ll"’l\T “They
say it is the most old of the churches of
QL[LI»LL. ”

"It 35 a fine name,"”
does it mean?

said T, “'What

What victories?"
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“The French over the English, T sup-
1t does not interest me

pose, long ago.
now, Imuat be on my road to the Moulin
Gris.”

“Will you stop on your way to say a
prayer af the door of tht' 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 fichting 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 hecome of Angélique 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 himsell another cup of cofiee
and put in three spoonfuls of sugar, smil-
ing as he stirred it.

“Ah, " said he, “ that is something good
to qpml\ of—thnwtmn [ Tt is easily seen
that m’sicu’ knows how to make the con-
versation, I could talk of those twins for
along time. They are better than ever.—
strong, fat, and good,—and pretty, too,—
you may believe it! T 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—1I tell vou, a pair of marvels!”

He went on telling me about their
growth, their adventures, their clever
tricks, as if the subject were inexhausti-
ble. T offered him a cigar. But no, he
preferred his pipe—with a pipée 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 coflee
and cleaned away the cups. The moon
slipped behind the lofty ¢liff 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 mémoires intimes
of Jacques and Jacqueline.

“And the cradle,” T asked, *“that fa-
mous cradle built for two—what has he-
come of it? Doubtless it exists no more.”

“But it is there,” he cried warmly.
“ Angélique said it was in the way, but T
persuaded her to keep it.  You see, per-
haps we might need it—what? Ha, ha,
that would be droll. But anyway it is goad
for the twins to put their dolls to sleep
in. Itisacradleso easy torock. Youdo
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 ¢ca, m'sier’,”” he said. Tt de-
mands no effort, only the tranquillity of
soul. One cansmoke 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 1
have passed there,—the happiest of my
life,—I thank God for them. T can never
forget them.”

Acrash asof sudden thunder—au ripping,
rending roar of swilt, 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.

“It 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;
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“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
strect: 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 [ace 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, T saw Pat rise from his
knees at the altar and come down the aisle
to stand with me in the doorway.

“Well,” said I, “it is all over, and here
we are in the church this morning, after
all,™

“Yes, " heanswered; “ itis the best place.
It is where we all need to come. 1 have
given my money to the priest,—it was not
mine,—1 have left it all for prayvers 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,” 1 said,
putting my hand on his shoulder. *An-
gélique 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. DBut,—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."”




SOME EARLY MEMORIES

BY HENRY CABOT LODGE

Senator from Massachusetts

II
1860-1867

| MUST begin this article
after the Shandean manner
by going back and telling
what happened during the
period covered by its prede-
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 [ather, therefore, bought No. 31
Beacon Street, and thither, when he had
practically rebuilt the house, we went to
live in 1859, alter some months at the Re-
vere House, necessitated by the delays oc-
casioned Dby 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 T 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, 13583:

“The last item that T have heard is that
Mr. Lodge has hought Sam. Eliot's house
in Beacon St. for $50,000. 1 mean John 12,
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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 [ar [rom 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 Lngland 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
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off one block of stone alter another, for the
masonry was so solid that it coul ] be ac-
complished in no other way. 1 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 lhouqht 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 [ 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 tiiz
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
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at the moment which possibilities always
possess, and afterward develop the interest
which is inseparable from looking backward
and seeing how these pow]n]lmu of school
and college ﬁnal]y 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 sce
whether I cried, I remember but few of the
boys. I think I lost sight of most 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. 5till 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 thusmentioninga 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-
factlon 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 fetic h
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-

prcqaion.ahhowh as Mr. George %'lmpaon
remarked of the under pettlu)at *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 hoy nature at
large that I have met, and I met it long

after T had ceased to be a oy, is that of Mr.
Hm\clls\.m 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 (o savages or primitive
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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 falr}
stories which appeal only to their imagina-
tion. But the boys and girls who are the
heroes of these tale:~, 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 ho'm of my time,
“School Days at Rughy.” Up to a cer-

tain point no better book describing boys
was ever written. Tom Brown and Last
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 hook.

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; theyfought a good deal among them-
selves and with others; they learned their
lessons after a f’uh]on, 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 ol 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 improv ident again un-
til they began to think, for the absence of
connected thounht among hoys, their in-
ability, to put it more e\acll) to think co-
herently makes foresight impossible and
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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 theother forbirds’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 T was naturally cautious. Except
for pitching out backward and head first
from an express cart which I had not heen
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 myimmor-
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. Theyshrink from going contrary
to the public opinion of their own world, al-
though they will dely that of theirelders 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 donot always respect as they
ought the division between mewm and tuwm,
thosewhom I knewwereasarulelairly truth-
ful, especially to each other, and a boy who
broke his word was regarded with marked
disfavor and contempt. They also resem-
bled savagesor people of alow civilization in
their destructiveness, They liked todestroy
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, hut 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 themost part,
but rarely hypocrites. If the outline I have
drawn is not flattering, it is, I believe, at
least correct, and these same hoys by a
large percentage turned out well and be-
came honest men and useful citizens. 1
do not believe that they differed much {rom
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
that they might have 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 {requently harsh, or even cruel
times, to the timid or the weak, they had a
wholesome dislike of the youthiul 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 1 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 1
may be excused for narrating this one. It
is not a tale ol 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 1860 I was as usual at
Nahant, and among my playmates was a
boy slightly younger than myself named
Charles Allan Thorndike Rice. . His father,
Mr. Henry Rice, and his aunts, Mrs. Grant
and Mrz. Guild, were all [riends 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 hent on gaining
possession of her son and had already made
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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, hut
which in the easy [ashion 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 gsuppose 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 hore 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. Iwasnota
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
ereat hotel, of which T 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, T 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 1 noticed another buggy
which had stopped further down the road
without coming to the church at all. Irom
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, darl-
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 Ricein 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 allin hotpursuit. 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 vears. 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. Asfor me, I'went home
from thesceneof action full of excitementand
told all T 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 T 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
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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
ol 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
bov. 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.” T 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 was
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 T have no doubt that he was Mrs. Rice
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herself, for she was entirely reckless, and
her presence was probablynecessary tomake
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 myseli hugch 1 had
heen treated as a person of importance. 1
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 [ 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 limmediately 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 1 noticed how differ-
ently a crowd looks when you are one of
the crowd, and when vou are the object of
the crowd’s concentrated gaze. DMr. Ives,
the district attorney, a very clever man,
examined me in chie[—that is, helet me tell
my story, which I did ll(n'lt"wlhr I know, and
clearly, T 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
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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 T 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 correctit?”
“Ccrtainl\. 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 T 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 supposc 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. Dixwell’s private Latin school, where 1
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 gensibly took refuge in
Connecticut when the estimable Charles 11
came to the throne. I have thought since,
perhaps fancifully, that a certain stifiness
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
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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. IHe 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 T 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 hlwh 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. Theoldsystem wasinforce. We
spent a great deal of time on the Latin and
Greel: 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
Telton'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 TFelton's selections T 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 Greck and
Roman history.  Thatweshould 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 o inclined. Sturgis Bigelow
said tome not long ago: ““After all, we were
pretty well educated.  We learnecl 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 helow me in the school whom I
first knew then and with whom I hecame
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 enjoyalle. 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. 1 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
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just where we were. The promise broke
as soon as the boatman was out of sight and
we cast off and began tacking l_rack 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 nolhmv I saw a gentleman
whom I knew, Mr. William Otis, run up to
the bow of Te Idler. Ie 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. Iremember 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 Ilook 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,
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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 [ 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 111111{_;.
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 o 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 hoy 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 if 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 “Pip”
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—he was named Pip because my father said
[ had such ““ Great Expectations” of him—
to stand so that [ could fire a pistol from
his back, which not only satistied 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 ahout one of the best and best-loved
friends of my boyhood. I rode him for
many years, and when [ 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 erateful remembrance. New-
port itsell 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 }mthmcr 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
geen 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 heen
transierred from Annapolis to Newport. 1
think the Atlantic House had been converted
to this use at that time, but [ may have con-
fused it with 1864, when I was againin 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. 1 missed my
friends, T disliked the artificial life, T 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 gmlener s house,
which I particularly liked to do, and pass
my days with Chadwick. While I was
there, on the night of September 11, 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, “It 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 aflterward, “Got out
in what iz 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
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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 ol 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 [ was ever taken to the theatre
was to see the pantomime and ballet of
“Cinderella.” 1 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 il the largest space
are, of course, the Ravels, the famous
brothers, four 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, T 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
seent 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 I'LCC!.“'\ l"r'mt_,oiq or Gabriel in “Pon-
go” or “Jocko,” the “Wonderful Apes,”
will underqta,ml what T 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. 1In
the “Magic Trumpet” and the *“White
Knight” he was especially effective, hut 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 1 ever saw was
¢ Julius Cwsar.” My grandfather took me
to see it at the Howard Athenwum, 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 Ciesar. Thev were all young
men except Davenport, and all rose 1o the
first rank, Booth, of course, being the great-
est and even then the star. [ did not fall
asleep that afternoon, and every part of
that performance is as vivid to me as il it
were yesterday. T 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 Cwsar 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 aone by Morton, whose debt to La-
biche I did not then realize, have I séen him
give. T 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
carly days was melodrama. 1 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 Detake 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 1o be plays which recur to
me most vividly, although T do not know
exactly why it should be so. In thinking
of the former I £till 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 Dby it that Russell Sullivan
and T 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 carelully 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 no’tlnmr less than the hero satis-
fiedd 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 heside the theatre, a real
muszeum filled with all sorts of curiesities,
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strange pictures, and oddities of every kind
brought chielly 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. 1 dropped in and found that the
old properties of the theatre were being
sold. Itwas 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, pastehboard goblets from which
the gilding had dropped away, a strange
and motley collection, sordid, worn, dirty,
valueless. T 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 licht of day, and lo 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 despized and rejected of
men.

Let me not forget here another species of
performance far removed from the legiti-
male 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 resular and perma-
nent establishments in all the large cities.
The one in Boston was that of Morris
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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
“hones ™ 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 hoys 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 1860
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 superh stage ex-
ceeding in width and depth, T 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
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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 T 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.
Therewas 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. 1
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, secem 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 Wheatleigh re-
turned and brought out the first part of
“Henry IV,” with himself as Prince Hal
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and Hackett as Ialstaff—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 alsowith the excitement of the war-
time. On every Dbill 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 IIT":

“Cold friends to me!
What do they in the north,
When they should serve their sovereign in the
west 2"

Itwas 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 T am glad that I had such
large opportunities in that direction.

There was also one incident, not thealt-
rical, connected with the Boston Theatre
which interested me greatly at ti.e 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 hoard of directors and rupmmblc 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 he-
fore any one arrived. It really looked very
well T think, and it certainly seemed very
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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
theentranceof 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. Itisa 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. 1 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 l"aIe"’ 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. T read all of Dickens, and
“David Copperfield"” was one of my favor-
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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, hut 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
“TJack 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 booksoftravel and exploration. Kane's
“Expedition to the North Pole” excited
great interest, and I well remember the
talk about it and about his hook. Living-
stone’s first volume also appeared about
that time, as well as Gerard’s * Lion Hunt-
er”” and Barth’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 Scotl's poems, espe-
cially “Marmion” and ““The Lady of the
Lake.” I also read “Richard III” 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,

o
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and 1 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
styleof 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 1 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. Ido 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 griel and did not com-
prehend what had happened. Not until
long afterward did 1 know what a loss it
had been to me at twelve years of age.
Then I recovered with the elasticity of
childhood, although T remained deeply con-
scious of a great gap in my life.

Two years later my grandfather died.
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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 [
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, Barmum'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 chiel 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 beautifu) walk
by the side of the dark-brown, swift-rush-
ing stream, but very hard going over the
tocks, 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 footsuddenly gave
way. It was a bad quarter of a minute,
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for helow 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 1t 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 rouie witha
cheerful confidence in my powers of ¢limh-
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 T 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. }

REST

By Maxwell Struthers Burt

TaE 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 T take my staff and seck 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.
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HEART OF THE HILLS

BY JOHN FOX, JR.

NIX

ASON drew the top bed in
a bare-walled, bare-floored

2Ty room with two other boys,
7 { as green and countrified as

A&y 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 heen
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, bhut
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 seme o' ye when this pole comes
down.” Above the din rose John Burn-
ham’s voice, stern and angry, calling
Jason’smame. The man with the axe had
halted at the unmistakable sincerity ol
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 eould 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.  Alter
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 50meb0d), ‘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 andboth flushed.
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 jealouzy 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
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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. Scon his
eves 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 for the team. Thus he and
Gray were brought violently together on
the field, for within two wecks 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. W]th another gasp Grd\,
lim 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.”
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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 outery, 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 “frat” 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 sectionsexcept 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 surpmi.d 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.

“T wanted to kill you that day.”

Gray smiled.

“1 knew it,”

“Then why

“We were playing foot-ball. Almost
anybody can lose his head entirelyv—bhut
vou didn’t. That’'s why I didn’t say
mythlncr to you afterward. That's why
you 11 ht: captain of the team after I'm
gone.’

Again Jasonchoked, 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 butshyly, the Almightyalone. 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
two' 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 C’tutfht
the mischievous eyes of Marjorie, who

he said quietly.
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later seemed to be waiting for him on the
bleH
“Good-morning, grandfather,” she said

demurely, and went rapidly on her way.
XXI

MeanwnILE 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
falsiied—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 I‘IDIlOlb, 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.”

“No,” was the answer, “but 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 be hoodwinked
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 becauge 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 Casar, 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 confidentlyleave to
the common people to decide whether im-
perialism should replace democracy, trusts
destroy the business of man withman, and
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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.
The Hawns 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 somewhcr{z 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 chauges 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 gﬂH(‘inllg
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
Mayvis, 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
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went on just the same. In neither Mavis
nor Jason was there theslightest 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 Jason
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 N

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:

“It'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
quictly.

“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'll—I'l]
dance every square dance with you.”

Jazon 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
Mllrjcn ie 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. It will be the
talk of the town. Your mother won’t like
it. Maybe they won’t do anything tohim
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 T hear you say ‘can’t’?” she
asked coldly. “Well, I'm not going with
him—he won’t let me, He's going alone.
T'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—DMavis 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'l 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.
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At the beginning of the session the oid
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 Marjorte 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 baliroom. There Jasonstooda
moment,uncouthand stock-still. His eyes
moved only until he caught sight of Mat-
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 wasin a
reckless lapse into his mountain speech.
“I've come to tell ye I can’t dance with
yve. 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.

XXII

THE 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. It 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
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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 v

“That 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:

“T 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’ th(\'rt 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? DBekase 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,

of the Meeting

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’
“an’ T'll be thar.”

ready,” he repeated,

(1o be continued.)

THE CHAIRMAN OF THE

MEETING

By Frederick Landis

‘or“ SENY ﬁm‘ HERE was a political land-
gf«:}‘-@ s W lide that year, and stran-
0 gers were seen in public

Pﬁ. ; '{W‘;., and private life. When
:%&% Congress met the cloak-

rooms were filled with vie-
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-hin 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
zibar, even!’

The “ Great Father”
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, 1'll say vou could
make the public ear eat out of vour 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 vou can be the
leader of the platform! I'm only sorry I

Zan-

lifted his hands

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” 7"

The “ G. F.” nodded decisively.

“Poor Lincoln! T 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—
Beecher—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-
siasmwith 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 walted 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 zeveral
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 were 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-willowstates-
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 baclk.

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.”

Vor. LII.—49
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“Why, that's my destination!"”

The Hon. Caspar Jones scanned the
gentleman’s countenance and discovered
many lines drawn by [rontier days, His
manner hespoke 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 it?”

Caspar smiled lightly.

“Just a little knowledge of human
nature,”

“It'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
self!”

The tragedian withdrew his hand.

“You mean—you're also ‘devastating’
the South-west?”

“Yes—that is—I'm—Ilecturing.”

“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 alter mile they sat in a gazing duet
till a brunette thrust his face through the
curtains.

“Last call for hreakfast!”

Shakespeare arose with an air of relief,
then turned in the doorway.

“Did you say— Texas’'?”

It 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

business my-

?
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make Texas strangle her last prejudice, a
“drummer” paused bv 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. It was near the
Texas line, and glancing idly from the car
window the Hon. Ld‘-{m,] 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!
bound? What you doing?”

The train started off and Surface
beside it, prolonging the hand shake.

“I'm lecturing.”

“What on?”

**Lincoln'!"”

“What ‘ Lincoln’?"

“The only one worth lecturing about!”

The train gathered speed and Surface
swung his horse aside and put both hands
to his mouth.

“5o0 long, Jonesey!
bestos shirt!”

The Hon. Caspar settled back in his
scat 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 clairvoyvance 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?”

It 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. It
micht have been the chaise of Cortez!
The hotel had cnjnud 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
maoment  requested a room with bath,

Where you

rode

Better get an as-
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whereupon the clerk jabbed the pen into
thL potato with undugumeci 1mpdtlence

“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.

“It 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.

[unu, 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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hearded 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.

ig-le 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 justa
sheep man. It 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.

“1 was at Gettysburg—with Pickett,
A shell struck me—an’ then I was ne
‘count. T 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 witha
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.
It 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. It 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 basketfui of them to the White
House and demanded immediate action.

“Mr, Lincoln was happy that morning.

‘“‘Stanton,” said he, ‘that was a glori-
ous victory yesterday—an’ the war's ‘most
over, thank God!” Then he saw Stanton’s
hasket an’ walked to the window.

“‘Just 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—te thank him-—
an’ I started to Washington—afoot. 1
had gone a long way an’ one day I was
settin’ by the road, restin’, an’ a stragglin’
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 T even forgot that we had
surrendered—an’ that Yankee soldier said:

““You a sheddin’ tears! You,a ‘“John-
nie”!"”

Johnstone proceeded very slowly.

T picked up my things—they were tied
in a bandanna bandkerchief-—an’ T went
on to Washington. T 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, 1 said to Mrs.
Johnstone, ‘I'm goin' to preside at that
meetin’, an’ T hitched up the old gray
mare—an’ we come.”

It 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 resclu-
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

The Master Beggar

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 Janterns 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 platiorm and a strange loneliness
came over him. He watched the swinging
lanterns till they seemed golden ballsin 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.

THE

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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*THE POINT OF VIEW -

T is difficult 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. It is partly
because of the diversity of his work, those
seventy volumes of poetry, criti-
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 PPoole’s Index
for the name *'Lang,” that his pungent,
sweet-natured criticism might enliven my
dull wits. 1f 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 fow;

The air is full of ballad notes,
Borne out of long ago,”

“8t. 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 leng sea-rollers surge and sound.
@, broken minster, looking forth
Beyond the bay, above the town,
(), winter of the kindly North,
O, 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 “Iliad™ 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, *“as 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 medi@val literature, and
no truer guide could be found to the heart
ol 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 Nowers 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, hoth 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. It 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 Qavor in
his eriticism; he had the sure, swift taste
of him who knows.  When he said: “ Sweet
mescems 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 {lash whereof is needed to quicken
literary criticism, and few there be thal
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!

“Aight T but live to see thee in my fouch
I'd zay 1 had eyes again,”

says poor bliuded Gloster in *‘King Lear,”

and the critic who states that 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. It is

because such minds as these are constantly
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at work grinding out their sodden grist, un-
aware that the truth is something different
from the sum of all the [acts, real or im-
aginary. that 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 elider and greater day, Tennyson, Brown-
ing, Stevenson, Meredith, Swinburne, Wil-
liam Sharp, that 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
scem lonely, and into the midsummer day
comes the gentle autumn atmosphere of
farewell, the beauty of [alling leaves, the
fragrance of vanishing things. ** Persephone,
all lovely things drift dewn to thee,” crics
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
carth 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. 1
can fancy Andrew Lang's among them,
with the swiltest blue wings of all.

N introduction to Broca's convolu-
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
belore had threatened to overflow
the land and the sea.  The solution
issimplicityitsell. Whenever more
room is needed in the tiny cupboard, add a
Broca shell. Il you ask me exactly where,

The Point of View

I refer you to William James who justly de-
clares that the space of my imagination in
nowise interferes with that of yours; or
to Gambetta'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, alfter 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 tiny 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 il 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 Mavflower, 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-
CIreasc.

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 hoasts no real antique, but 1 have
a very good reproduction cunningly made by
the young Benvenuto Cellini in his shop at
Rome. I slip on this ring occasionally to
Lest 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 that of ordinary emotions
when my mind is keenly alive to them.
1ooxo after all equals ox1oo. I am glad
that Benvenuto's reproductions, “fine-tem-
pered steel, delicately chased and inlaid with
gold,” brought him forty crowns apicce, hut
1 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, O Sea, in token of true and lasting
domination’; after which the Venetians be-
lieved that in some mysterious manncr 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. 1 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 shell 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 II 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, ““did carry that finger
in such a way that the most reluctant must
see.” Tlack 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 Lo
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 medi@val 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
fimger. Oncol the earliest forms of wedding-
ring was the gimmal, formed of two links,
cach 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 touk
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 sul-
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 verted to signify its opposite. In the

old Scandinavian mythology, the bhar-
gain with the Fates was that he who should
farswear 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
Ring of the Nibelungen was formed
like a serpent with its tail in its mouth, and
it had ruby eyes. By casy 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 Dull 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

T is a poor symbol which cannot be per-

Ring
Svymbol
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till it pleased to untie itseli again.  Asis the
province of rings, the subject makes my
mind go round and round:

“ A snake with a hright vellow spot,
Unee tied itselt up in a knot
When asked, “What is this*’
He replicd, with a hiss,
“That errand must not be forgot."

Who of us has not ““changed a ring," becom-
ing so uncasy thereafter that the duty to he
remembered is speedily performed?  Nico-
lai, in “War and Peace,” broke his cameo
ring striking one of hisserfs.  After his wile'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. Ewen 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
shell 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
vou and me and the next person till the com-
posite circumference encircles the world.
The crowds one looks down upon from the
clevated tracks in New York, these 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, T 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
me into the life of some [uture wearer, with
multiplieidl application and illustration. 1
grasp these hints of other lives like the
dog Arthur Symons saw in an Irish stream,
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snapping al the bubbles that ran past
him. “Life runs past me, too, continu-
ously, and I (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 cupbeard and busy mysell among the
reliquary rings. Next to Hannibal’s lies one
pondering which it is impossible to accept
the Arab proverb that “yesterday 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 stalksan 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
wons cannot afiect them now, so I leave it
for some [uture owner of this collection of
rings—mine by a sort of usufruct—to try
her Tuck at sprouting them. I suggest “The
Ring and the Seed " as the titlé 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 iz upon Lile's hand a magic ring,

The ring of Taith-in-Good, Life's zold of gold:
Remove it not, lest all Life's charm take wing.”
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TWO WAYS OF PAINTING

MONG the more recent acquisitions of
the Metropolitan Museum is a brill-
iant and altogether remarkable little

picture by John Sargent, entitled *“T'he 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. TIn 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 Lo external demands, and
doing what he really cares most to do,  Insuch
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 himsell with the broken
touch or the division of tones—his method is as
Vor. LIl.—50

By Jolin Sargent

tan Muscunm ol Art,

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 itin the
first flash ol vision il one came upon it unex-
pectedly. This picture is hetter than Sorolla
—itis better than almost anyone, It is perhaps
the most astonishing realization of the modern
ideal, the most accomplished transeript of the
actual appearance of nature, that has yet been
produced. [t 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
wain 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 hit of rough
wood interior under intense sunlicht.  The
light is studied for its brilliancy rather than for
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its warmth, and if the picture bas a fault,
aranted the point of view of the painter, it is in
a certain coldness of color: but such conditions
ol glaring and almost colorless light do exist in
nature. (e sees a few straight trunks of
some kind of pine or larch, a network of
branches and needles, o 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, hall 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 hageard human head with tangled
beard and unkempt hair, then of an ema-
ciated body, There isa man in the wood! Anid
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 thisis rendered.  Any one can marvel at and
admire the free and instantaneous handling, the
veb ol slashing and apparently meaningless
brush strokes which, at a given distance, take
their places by a kind of magic, and are the
things thev represent. But it takes o painter to
know how justly it is observed,  Tn these days
no painter, whateéver may he his deepest con-
victions, can escape the occasional desire (o he
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 wal
the rocky ravine of a brook, and have set our-

ed garden or a deep wood or

selves sertously o find out what o naked man
or wormnan really looks like in the setting of out-
door nature.  And we have found just what
Sargent has painted,  The human figure, as o
firure, has ceased 1o exist.  Line and structure
and all that we have most cared for have disap-
peared.  Fven 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 lower. Human-
ity is absorbed into the Tandscape,

Obviously, there are two courses open 1o the
painter.  1f he is a modern by feeling and by
training, full of coriosity and of the scientilic
temper, caring more for the investigation of the
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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 (o
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 himsel?
with its spiritual significance.  He will gain a
greal vividness of illusion, and he may console
himsell 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-
signihicance 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 fizure as a fivure means much; one to
whom line and bulk and modelling are the
principal means of expression, and who cares
Tor the structure and stress of hone and muscle;
il the glow and softness of flesh appeal strongly
to him; above all, if he has the human point of
view, wind thinks of his figures as people en-
vaged 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 tvpe, and by a frank use of conven-
tions will seek to increase the importance of his
fgure 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 fgure, and will make its lines
ccho 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 1o the world about him, let us
take Titian's “Saint Jerome"—a picture some-
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
He

also has meant, as Sargent has, 1o make a great

landscape than was common in his day.



St. Jerome in the Diesert. DBy Titan

Iu the Brera Gallery, Milan.,

give it with the utmost dramatic force—1a give

deal of the wilderness to which his saint has
it theatrically even, one might admit of this

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 o secing and painting,

particular picture; for it is by no means so
favorable an example of Titian's method, or
of the older methods of art in _L{an'r;lt, a8 is
Sargent's “THermit” of the modern way of
To attain this end he
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stmplilies and arranges evervthing,  He lowers
the pitch of his coloring (o 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 vou
feel to the utmost its bulk and reality and the
strain upon its muscles and tendons, and he so
places evervthing 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 hehind 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.  Itisnotonly that
it would never have oceurred to Titian to try to
paint the glittering spottiness of sunlightsplash-
ing through lealage, or to attempt to raise his
key of light to something like that of nature, at
the cost of fulness of color. Ttis not merely that
he translates and simplifies and neglects cer-
tain truths that the world had not vet learned
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
fieure 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 o 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 Tight and shade 1o the
armount strictly necessary o give that powerful
modelling of the figure which is the draugchts-

Lo see.

man's means of expression, would have greatly
increased the relative size and importance of
the figure, and would have reduced the land-
stape to a barely intelligible symbol.  Tad he
heen 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 pieture
to o flat pattern i owhich the heauty and ex-
pressiveness of the lines should be almost the
c!lu]_\ attraction,

The Field of Art

For all art is an exchange of gain against
loss —vyou cannot have Sargent's truth of im-
[i]'t‘.\'Hi;In 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 suceessiul artist is to know what you want
and to et it at any necessary sacrifice, though
the greatest artists maintain a noble balance
and sacrifice no more than is necessary.  And
il a painter of to-day is like minded with thege
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
miade 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.  TFor 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 wayvs 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
misunderstoad and disliked. A generation of
critics has been busy in explaining it, a genera-
Lion 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 willul 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-
lics 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, I such qualities have any permanent
vilue 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, Kexvon Cox.
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‘““KING OF TABLE WATERS"

A Sparkling Water with a snap
and tang pleasing to the taste.
Its Alkaline properties make 1ts
daily use particularlybeneficial.

ENDORSED BY EMINENT PHYSICIANS

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 ot today.
| The Model C-Six, the latest creation of
the Stevens-Duryea organization, scts 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

“ Pioneer Builders of American Sixes"

Model C-Six
Seven Passengers
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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 So for
we've unusual

best  tires.

13 vyears sought  for
calibre.
men to the

Every year we send

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.
formulas and

and

Thus we compare

fabrics, methods, designs mate-

rials—hundreds of them, all by mile-

age test.
I( IIJU]-L
make Goodyear tires

these experts 13 years to

what they are

l‘_u].‘1_\-‘,

Incentive

The men who do best get the high-
est }J].lu_:_-».‘ and also come to share In
our profits,

Of the

by our help, partners in the

men who did most, 134 are,

husiness.

Forty-nine ol these men are in the

factory, bullding Goodyear tires.

Our  branch  managers  everywhere

the men who meet and serve the

public—share in Goodyear profits.

Ninety our  common

stock is held by these men on whom

per cent of

its value depends.

Principles
We stand for and court the freest
competition. S0 we O0ppose consol-

idation, and maintain complete inde-
pendence.
Even our licensed to

others, to avoid the slightest taint of

patents  are

monopoly.

There is no water in our capital
stock—no fictitious capital calling for
dividends, So we are content with
small margins of profit.

lLast year our profits on No-Rim-

C'ut tires averaged St4 per cent,

Such are
First, to
which the

our aims and our prin-

build the tires

Sec-

"iillt'h. best

best men can buld.

ond, to j,,[i\'L‘ the best service ll\ I!lii.!'v

Third,

ing partners in charge of It

to sell these tires on  the smallest
margin which we dare accept.
On these lines we have won the

which
our business

demand
And
sIX times 1n

laroest any tire ever

knew. has doubled

three years, and trebled

since a year ago.
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10% 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

Hn1|I.
100,000

over a million and a hall as

And our present output is
monthly.
Those figures show what legions of

users are saying about these tires.

What Every Man
Can See

Quality 1s something which only

time can tell. And time has told it
about Goodyear tires.

But there are features in these tires
which every man can see.

He can see that No-Rim-Cuts—our
patent tires—make
ever impossible,

He can see that these tires average

They Save 48';

The  saving of rim-cutting  means

an average saving of 23 per cent
9

For statistics show that 23 per cent of

all ruined  old-type tires are rim-cut.

That 10 per cent oversize, under

average conditions, ad

s 25 per cent
to the tire mileave,

These are apparent savings. A
child can realize how they come about.
them, for tens

Une cannot dispute

of thousands of Goodyear users have

actually ]arnw_-l] them out,

Then the point is this;

Suppose that Goodyear quality is
equalled in other tires.

Suppose that other tires, under like
conditions,

l'l:[11|_1 Il.'{i\'\_‘ you ‘.}U:ul\'l_"dl'

mileage.

something  more
than 10 per cent

over the rated

GOOD;
size.
Asingle glance

shows these ad-

SYEAR

No-Rim-Cut Tires
With or Without Non-Skid Treads

rim-cutting  for- Here s this patent No-Rim-Cut
feature.  And here is this oversize.

Are not these savings alone suffi-

cient to bring

carefulmento No-

Rim-Cut tires ?

The Goodyear Tire
Book—based on 13
years of tire making
—is filled with facts
you should know.

AKRON, OHIO

vant

man who looks.

ages (o every Goodyear pneumatic tires are guaranteed when filled
with air at the recommended - ! ¢
with any substitute for air our guarantee is withdrawn. 1O you.

When gilled Ask us to mail it

pressure.

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.

Canadian Factory, Bowmanville, Ont.

(8a7)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ANV ERPISER

The Tailor is Proud of that Suit

SWEGO SERGE is an

inspiration to the tailor.

He loves to work with it be-

cause Oswego has the beauty,

the drape and hang toaccentu-

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

T and look well through long

wear.

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 WASHINGTON 1789
Unfinished Worsted. A cloth that shows
its quality and tailors splendidly,

Ask your tailor or clothier to show you OSWEGO SERGE and
WASHINGTON 1789, They are featured by good custom tailors and
may he had alse in high-grade ready-to-wear suits, 1f you eannot
find them, send us check or money-order for quantity required (3% yards
for man’s suit), at §3.25 per yard for Washington 1759, and 23,00 for Oswego

Serge, and we shall see that you are supplied through regular channels, as
we do notsell at retail,

AnericanWoolen Company

Wm MWood. President.,
Selling Agency : American Wonlen Campany of New York,
American Waoalen Blde,
13th to agth Street on 4th Avenue, New YVork

A rm:-:_ur’a'm-_.jr adver)s r:m-r;,x_\__l,h!,-,;.w mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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styles

Three new

T i — ¢ e ."i_ —_— . o
— = S - = {...‘..‘

X1V, $150

or oak

Victor-Victrola |
Mahogany

Victor-Victrola 2}
Mahogany \—,
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 in this

greatest of all musical instruments.
| Any Victor dealer in any city in the world will gladly show
[ ] you these instruments and play any music you wish to hear.

. J Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U. S. A.

Eerliner Gramophone Co,, Montreal, Capadian Distributors

Other styles §15 to $200

Always use Victor Machines with Victor Records
and Victor Needles—Zke combination. There is
no cther way to get the unequaled Victor tone.

Victor-Victrola

o= - =

N.ev.v Véctor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ranes Kid “Finish

THE CORRECT WEDDING PAPER.

OR adistinguished wedding
Crane’s Kid Finish 1s as
appropriate for the wedding
invitation as orange flowers for
the bridal bouquet. It hasasur-
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.
FOURstationereanalways procure Crane's
Kid Finish for you, Insist uponit. If you
fail to geb il from him, write Lo us and we will
send von snmples and tell vou just where yon

can have your invitationgengraved upon this
correct wedding paper.

ranes
inen olawn

THE CORRECT WRITING PAPER

IS most popular fabrie-finished paper
hashad added unto it somenovel touchies
picked npin I'aris, "Leltre & Marge Pliée is
the French name of a smart sheet with a
narrow margin turned over for the mono-
B gram. Two perfectly stunning
new colorsin Crane's Linen

Lawn are Saxe Blue and Ante-
lope, ITf youcannot procure these
papers fromyourstationer, write
us and we will send you samples
and give you the name of a
stationer who will supply them.

O

EATON, CRANE & PIKE COMPANY
New York Pittsheld, Mass.

TRADE MARK

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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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.

Your Telephone Horizon

Talking two thousand miles is an
everyday occurrence, while in order
to see this distance, you would need
to mount your telescope on a platiorm
approximately 560 miles high.

As aman 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. Inorderto 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.

_—
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i ANGELUS GRAN

PLAYER-PIANOy

The Angelus Crand /4
Player-Piano
of 1912

The Angelus Grand
P|a_\«'f.'r—|)iar1u
of 1896

N 1896 we brought out our first GRAND player-piano in a

form at that time welcomed by the public. We now incor-

porate the ANGELUS entirely within the GRAND piano

without appreciably enlarging the case or breaking its graceful

lines. It is the harmonious union of the highesttype of piano

with the ANGELUS, conceded to be the best means for

playing the piano, with the possible exception of the human fimgers.

This magnificent instrument satishes 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, [t

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:

THE PHRASING LEVER. giving absolute
control of tempo, enables you to instill into
the music your own individuality.

THE MELODANT, which brnngs out the
melody of the composition, note for note,
against a subordinaled accompamment.

THE GRADUATING ACCOMPANIMENT,

THE WILCOX
Business Eatablished 1877 -

233 Rezgent 5t London
Agencies All Over the World

which enables you to swell or

& WHITE COMPANY

Pioneers in the Player-Piano Industry

diminish the accompaniment notes at your
pleasure.

THE ARTISTYLE Music ROLL, containing
only a single expression line, giving youau-
thorative interpretation of the composition.

THE VOLTEM RECORD ROLL, which en-
ables you to give an exact repetition of any

particular virtuoso’s rendition.

Meriden, Conn.

Firoanswerinty adverti

cinents please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Famous
Sweethearts

Famous
Sweet

Lochinvar
and
Ellen

“So stately

his form,

And so lovely
her face,

Such a galliard
did grace.”

Like thestoriesofthefamous
sweethearts of romance and
history Nabisco Sugar
Wafersalwaysdelight. Their
fragile goodness imparts a
new charm to every form of
dessert. In ten cent tins,
also in twenty-five cent tins.

CHOCOLATE TOKENS — Another
exquisite dessert confection — chocoiate
coaled.

NATIONAL BISCUIT
COMPANY

That never a hall

In answering adveriisements please acntion S "RIBNLERS MAGAZINE
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n your home

Eyes and nerves are just as
much injured by glare as 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, 1s apt to cost even less than
the poor illumination found in the average
home. This i1s 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. He

has, or can get, any Macbeth-Iivans shade or globe you desire.

Macbeth-Evans Glass Company
Pittsburgh

Sales- and Show-rooms also in New York, Chicago, I’hiladelphia, St Louis

Boston and Toronto Goesisteret,

In answering aduve ,r.f.iw'mr'w\_‘hr’:'r:.\'e'__fm'mima SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ARROW
COLLARS and SHIRTS

EVON is a good collar HE makers depend upon

for the summer’s end 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.

-_— — g — —_— = — » - Frors
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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 sf

UNITED STATES REALTY & IMPROVEMENT COMPANY

Offices in
NEW YORK BOSTON CHICAGO
PHILADELPHIA BALTIMORE DETROIT
WASHINGTON ATLANTA MILWAUKEE
KANSAS CITY RICHMOND JERSEY CITY
CHATTANOOGA KNOXVILLE OTTAWA
TORONTO WINNIPEG MONTREAL

pe st adverfisenrents Mease menlion SCRIBNER'S A 16 A ‘7_!_\'[{_
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Q=""F W 5 Drawer Correspondence Filing Section |
< - Ideal Height —Convenient for Everybody |

A Gorrespondence Filing Section with B drawers 1s a new thing. You are
familiar with the 4 drawer kind.

Baker -Vawter 5 drawer Correspondence Sections
are only 2 to 4 inches higher than the average wood-
en or metal correspondence files and give at least
259 more capacity.

Our Sections for Invoices, Folded Documents, Cards, etc., etc., are all of
comparatively increased capacity. Gan you aflord 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 show sections for Correspondence, Invoices
and Credits, Cards, Gancelled 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 oihers because of their
superior construction. They are fire-retarding, noiseless, handsome,
extraordinarily durable, and have the greatest filing capacity.
They are clways “‘rent savers.”” Ask for information.

anot ﬁ;,

Baker-Vawter Company P

Manufacturers Loose Leal Systems and Binding Deviees g . @.V E /
[ CHICAGO BENTON HARBOR, MICH. HOLYOKE & LJuey &
_.-. ) . NV
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Merited Confidence

There are many firms in this country that are quite
distinctive in their own lines—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 New York City Surface Cars—people
know the concerns MUST be reliable, or their cards
could not be displayed in these cars.

Public confidence is a great asset to any advertiser.
He gets it—ready made—if he is advertising in the
Surface Cars of New York City. If you are inter-
ested, a postal will bring you the fullest information.

Study the Cards—We Have a Standard

New York City Car
Advertising Company

225 Fifth Avenue New York

Lit ans .‘L':(_'J'H."_i,' aduvertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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A Westinghouse Small Motor
at Ten Cents a Day Saves

the Work of

a Servant at

Twenty Dollars a Month

ASHING dishes:

washing clothes;
cleaning the carpets, rugs,
upholstery and hangings;
cleaning and polishing the
silver the modern quick
way —the way of the
silversmith.

For details talk to the
nearest good electrical
dealer. He will quote
prices on everything you
need and will arrange to
properly install the motor.

To start right in the use
of electrical helps youwant
the best motoryou canbuy.
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
onlyslightlyhigherthanthe
toy type of motor which
does its work imperfectly
and hasnostaying qualities.

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.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the seript name of
Stewart Hartshorn on label,
Get  Improved,” no tacks reaguired.

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers

The reliable inexpensive
cleaning device —

BISSELLS

“Cyco” BALL-BEARING

Carpet Sweeper

Other cleaning devices ¢
. but the

e and
itk
b

eandds all competition, alw:
ring with increased pres
roader measnee of pabli
reasons fur this a
simple e Hisse

e practically cim

caning machines that are cn
e o s and Levand this, the © 1
ers up miscellinenns hter thar orher devices cannot
pick np—all of which is recognized by house-
wives penerally Phe dirt and dust problem has
T be et every dav i the veare, nor periodically
"-, il thee Phiss: |'“-.--.:-|-- ris the noly cleaning device
\ which, comnt of s lightness and efficiency
\ is practicable to wse daily.
[l very latest BALT-BEARING BIS-
\ ~Io 1.0 eosts bt ‘i 75 to $5.75, and will
A\ pat Frong Ave to Aifteen years, according
e given
For sale by all the Twst trade Write
X o fred booklen, © Easy, Economical,
Saniary Sweepange,

BissellCarpetSweeper Co.
Deplt. 39-A
Grand Rapids, Mich.
| anrprs | lu=i Carpet
Manulacturers e the

METALINED
BUSHINGS

were used by the Terry & Tench Co.
in their hoisting sheaves during the construction

of the New Grand Central Terminal.

HEAVY LOADS
Unexcelled for ( HARD SERVICE
DURABILITY

MOST RELIABLE
For LEAST WEARING
Loose Pulleys | POSITIVELY OILLESS
. | 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
vet know the beauty of the modern Peony or
the Ture of the Iris. Il so yvou have missed
much and should send at ence for my book,

“FARR’S HARDY PLANT
SPECIALTIES”

[t describes accurately the hundreds of va-
rictics of Peonies and Iris which co to make
up my Wyomissing collection, perhaps the
maost l'“]lJlllL'L-;' in existence; it also tells of
Delphiniums, Phloxes, Oriental Pop-
pies, Aquilegias, host of other
grand Hardy Flowers. in a way that will
make Let me
help you with your carden.
The Book is Free
BERTRAND H. FARR, 643-S Penn Street
Reading, Penna.

;1I|L]

vou love and want thenu
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Complete your building data before you go ahead with
your plans and specifications. Investigate the claims of

NATCO-HOLLOW TILE

N 7]

Then only can you be satisfied that you've chosen wisely.  Your good judg-
ment must be given fair play. .

é Read up this form of construction before you go ahead with your building
1 specifications. Drop a line for our 64-page handbook, “Fireproof Houses.”
Contains 80 photographs of residences and other moderate-sized buildings
where NATCO 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.

s

| 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. P
Learn move about Natco before vou do anything i
definite.  Send for ‘‘Fireproof Houses'" foday.

NATIONAL FIRE - PREFING - COMPANY
Dept. D Pl'l"TSa12'»URGI-?,r‘E;-:‘ﬂ,:.zedr o Offices in All Principal Cities

i -
e
T T
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5784 Karpen Twe
l hinese Chi

How fo Chooss
Upholstered Furniture

Our latest Book of Designs shows
hundreds of attractive pieces of Karpen
Furniture; among them many artistic
designs at moderate prices.

_This book is helpful in suzgesting suitable
pieces for any furniture need in any Toom in any
home, Itexplainshow Karpen Furnitureis made
in order that it may give absolute satisfaction,

Karpenp
Guarapteed” Upholstereo

Furpiture

represents the
generations of cabinet makers who still eling to tha
old fashioned iden of doing things in the best way in
which they may be done.

All furnitore bearing onr name i= goarantecd tohi
as represented or vonr money will be cheerfully re-
turned by the dealer,

If yan do net find anr trade mark en the uphol-
stered furniture shown in the stores, scek thoe
Karpendealerand take no chances with unbrand
ed furniture, vwhich 15 not gnaranteed, and npon
which the muker is ashamed to put his name

Our Book *“I’’ Is Sent Free for the Asking

Karpen S. Karpen & Bros.

GCunranteed

highest achievement of three

Karpen Bldg., Chicago
Karpen Bldg.. New York
20 Sudbury St., Boston

Uphelstered

Furniture

CHICAGO-MEW YORK

L Sl aaa =

No. (798 " 1o, HH)

WNo., 5708 l\‘n‘])r-'u .1 \i.n. iliss

\lm Chair
Carved fame ¢ ot

“12n
Li s

design.  Luxupiously uvpholsterod in genuine leather or tapestry

of any color
‘— 0 ——|=a[———]
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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 m deciding about yowr own
plans, when vou consult your architect,
and can be obtained from the several
Jendred designs beautifully illustrated in
six numbers of the

Architectural RWecord

The National Magazine for Architects, Owners and Builders,
wilth the largesi circulalion io the field

In the ailvertising pages of these six numbers are
wlso illustrated and described numerous building
specialties that add much to the comfort, con-
venicnce and value of the modern home, with-
out materially increasing initial cost; ks infor-
mal i'lll J;".'rl"." mean "t?."’.“?l'é" U{ ll'lllﬂ}" L]Ull':ll's to J'["H.

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 #egular price is $1.50, we make you a
special offer of $1 oo for thessix, while the sets last, if vou
mention ScripxER 5 They will suon be sold. Ovder to-

day, to-mortow may be too late

This $1.00 Should Save You Hundreds

THE ARCHITECTURAL RECORD
267 Metropolitan Annex New York

Eneliged Mail six numbers containing CITY

HOUSE illustrations, according 1o

s &1 oo

and COUNTRY

special offer in SCRIBNER'S.
Nume ; .' ............ .
Address

MAGAZINE o




BUILDING -FURNISHING

This new pedestal lavatory—the **Valcour”—is a
typical Mott product. Beauty and uscfulness arc 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, zzsuring cleanli-
ness. The material is extra heavy and imparts great strength and

e

durability.
“MODERN PLUMBING ™ — Fc Mo ) 1 W z
cropEaN pummnG =t Ty J. L. Morr Irox Works
= plet Ll'n ?1" ation-regarding: ‘"‘; 1 7828 EIGHTY-FOUR YEARS SUPREMACY 1912
o1 ; : B & T %
“Mndm ‘tcﬁr“ eqipmient; wiité Lor Frerit AVENUE AND SEVENTEENTH ST., NEW YORK
o . f} err}“ un}l'nnﬂ.‘,Q an  B0-page WORKS AT TRENTON, N. J.
i iy -
20, L.t' 1 }lStmtmg_ “4‘“““[‘?! bath- BRANCHES -—Boson, Clicago, Philadelphia, Detrojt, Minneapolis,
room interiors ranging in cost from Woashington, St Loufs, New Orleatis, Denver, San Franciseo, San Antonio,
573 to 53,000. Sent on request with :[T“I}:t" : ;”]"]--;rll:u:i‘lfltrrr.}. Indianapolis. Pittsburgh, Cleveland, 0.,
Aalsas ity, ad dARC Ve
4e. fr_ir l!l)stnge. CANADA.—The Mot Co,, Ltd., 134 Bleary Street, Montreal, Oue,
=
= e——
LT
— .
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THE 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.

[s your property protected and adorned
with the right kind of paint—

Oxide of Zinc Paint?

We 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'

| thie L i |11|
MOTH PROOF CEDAR CIHHE~TS

On 15 Days' Free Trial

e UChieste ke 1)
ve furs and woealeng fron me
free trinf offer \ (H @ T

MONEY IN BOAT LIVERY!

Can ship in any quantity. Need No Boat
*House. Never Leak, Rust, Check, Crack or

" Rot. Absolutely safe. Every hoat has water-tight
Y eompartments, innot si 20 different designs

/ Demonstrator Ag

Wanted in Every Community.

“TAPESTRY”BRICK

The Most Artistic and Permanent

§  Write TUDAY for FREE
kL Michigan Steel Boat Co.,

nstrated Catalog and Specisl Fastory Prices.

216 Bellevae Ave,, Detroit, Mich.

Building Material in the World
is really cheaper than wood, Tvery builder ean Modern Practical Design
"'1"_"'| 5 _Lprevides i ited s o I.Igll..‘_lllllu 2 By G. W. Rurap, author of * Prin-

ciples of Design.”  With photographic
W and other tllustralions $3.00 nel

) CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
153-157 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

BT

FISKIE & €O, Ine., 1 . New York

advertisements mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Q Furniture which can be sold “in the
raw’" or unfinished must be good furniture.
There is no fller, no glue or saw-dust, no
heavy coaling of varnish to cover bad spots
inthe wood. All picces containing flaws
must be discarded, for in any unfnished
piece of furniture, every flaw will plainly
show.

 LEAVENS furniture is made for exhi-
bition in our salesrooms in the unfinished
state. No piece which cannot pass this test
goes to the finishing room or to the cus-
tomer.

q The care[u”y selected woods, the hon-
est, solid construction, must make their
appea] to the discriminaling buyur who
critically examines. It is then optional
with the purchaser, whether to buy it un-
finished or finished.

G We willapply any finish, if desired, which
the purchaser may select frem our samples of
finished woads,

Q Our facsmile reproductions of these finishes in
the color charl, enable the purchaser to select by
mail, just as accurately as though visiung our
WATer 0oMms 1N PEerson

Q Send for Full set r;f illustraticns showing aver
200 pieces, also color chart of LEAVENS
standard stains. -

i X
A E'JI

WliLIAM LEAVENS (0.

32 CANAL ST.

BOSTON, MA SS.

I

BUILDING FURNISHING

" Those who desire the very

best in glassware, should insist
upon having . glassware
bearing the # trade mark.

' The best glassware made,

owing to its durability is always

 the cheapest. |Por crystal clear-
ness and perfection of design,

Heisey's @ Glassware

(is unsurpassed.  Our book sent

upon request, will tell you many
interesting things about table glass

and its use. :ijs Write for it.
) wh ,_-I\{

A. H. Heisey A\ Dept. 43

!ty Newark

& Co. Ohio

e -

Stmer - = 12 TRAY
N® | CANDLE STICK

== = Pa— ; - TR DI A TTN D
In answering advertisements please menlion SC RIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

rugging
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 baby” are a constant threat to its young life.

Doctor Harvey W. Wiley

has written an indicting article on these habit-forming
drugged concoctions for the October Good Housekeeping

Lt

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
. tells in a constructive way what you should do. The |
g coupon below will bring it all to you. «1
s 1
. Good Housekeeping .
: Magazine :
z 381 Fourth Avenue g
New York City ;
N
R This special coupon trial price is :
e . made to induce you to let Good :
B S N Housekgepmg prove its worth. ;
'] Magazine \ You save almost half the
| 381 Fourth Avenue £ ~r)C 1 thi s N i
1 ow York Gty R LO”lt_ in this way. Send
'\‘.' G"“‘l.‘ﬂl"Tl! t1e L(}U]-]()]-‘I l(jday al}d I\:
et e Y read about the babies L
B Bort Hotscherping for tiree ™ and household helps. :
' months for the enclosed 25 conis. % )
" N -
H Name i
‘ Strect b
Cit 5 \
e T g ™ — T |
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SCRIBNLERS MGAZINE

“UHE JOHN CHU

HAGOMBANY

e 'Gj“ll!&ﬁ - New York™ 2 Chi
X “Owners of c

'.llu Everett Plano Co. ﬂulun

ADVERTISER

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER

“In Uric Acid Diathesis, Gout, Rheumatism,
Lithaemia, and the Like, Its Action
is Prompt and Lasting”’

Ceorge 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 Virgmia: “If I were
asked what mineral water has the widest range of usefulness
I would unhesi- Buffalo Lithia W In Uric Acd
tatingly answer DUHAl0 ithia Water 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. 1 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-

formin it.”
S habit. Medical testimony on request

For sale by general Drug and Mineral Water trade

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER Co.

In Uric Acid Diathesis,

etc.

Ino.V. Shoemaker, M.D.,LL.D.,
Professor of Materia Medica
and Therapeutics in the Medico-
Chirurgical College of Phila-
delphia, etc., in the New York
Medical Journal, June 22, 1899:
“The BUFFALO LITHIA WATER

is doubly eficient in Rheumatism and
Gout, It dissolves Uric Acid and
Phosphatic Sediments, as well as other
products difficult of climination, 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 insaluble
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 adverlisements picase menlion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Fo000 Products
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ORIGINAL GENUINE Dellclous. In\rlgorahng

HORLICK’S MALTER MiK
The Food-Drink for all ages.

Better than Tea or Coftee.
Rich milk and malted-grain extract, in powder. A quick lunch. Keep it on your sideboard at home.

*‘;G' Avmd’ Imitations —Ask for “HORLICK’S ’? — E| verywhere

SALT MACKEREL | For OccASIONAL 08 HABITUAL CONSTIPATION

CODFISH, FRESH LOBSTER |

wases

FOR THE SN R NOT THE
CONSUMER : B DEALER

p

FOR YOUR OWN TABLE ‘

BoTTLED AT THE SPRINGS, Buba PEST. HUNGARY.

FAMILIES who are fund of FISH ran be supplied }
DIRECT irm GLOUCESTER, MASS., by the FRANK E.
DAVIS FISH COMPANY, with newly rauuht KEEPABLE

e ——— Herbert Spencer

|\ FXPRFSS RIGHT TO YOUR HOME. \\ © PREPAY

ast of lansas on orders a £:oo.  Ohur fish are pure, appetiz- “ The normal adjustment o mrerrm-‘
g 2 eronumic: I.I_ :..l we want YOU to tiy Some,. payiment Says and external bodily, I_dm{;m_ e
ke o BRI A
Ll it, meaty, ]lll i 1oare delicions n
fur | cakinst , |I sy are [reshly packed in brine and will not A study Uf the effect wh]ch the proper use of
spoil on your han

CODF]SH, as we salt ir, is white, bhoneléss ‘and ready for
instant e, It makes a substantial meal, a five change {rom meat
at a -much Jower cost

FRESH L O B r-E'I."ER is rI. l st thing known 1 or salads
Right fresh from  the i ||||| Tiwitl aundl
packed in PARCHMFNT L]NED CANb | hew come to vou as
the purest and safest lobster you can buy |||r| the meat 1s-as crisp
and natnral as 0f you o | it Fromy the <hell v sell

FRIED CLAM‘) .’| a ; ishable, hearty .!.rh that yvaur whole
family w vr fiay = qust ke that of clams,
whether ||_ e| N wl ey

FRESH MACKEREL perfect for frying SHR]MP By CTEam

0, CRABMLAI £ Ne whiirg |.\..||r SALMON
re nu SARDINES bk : ladd

A “[)\Vllf H F]LL[N(JS ey g Pkl B or
r Vil can get 1 ep origh 1oy 4 elf

.y Booko‘r'mqlpzq e s s | produces on the human body and its fune-

ﬁ)"i/v& R T Rtk e " '. tions shows that it supplies fresh motive

bl ey et send e power and energy to the digestive organs

> by _ ' and promotes the balance of forces which

b, gy e U E et fe e | turns devoured food into substance, strength

ag L € b vonr Losimnns. | and sinew. Brings oul the best there is in food and

! I "l/; 4, : l {urns il into nuirimenti for body, bone and brain.

P ',_3'1?{ | The normal adjuster that counteracts human waste

) “h p ("*"o, and forfilies the nervous sysiem against persistent

S ] Sits _ o ;"{'@.\.r_ abuse, Helps to prolong life and increase man's
ik . 1 0L 0 usefulness, service and contentment.

Try it at Home and wwarch benefit derived

Leading Drealers or write NOW 1

.11, EVANS & SONS Estab, 1786 III DSON, N, \

please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

4 [ ansiceriine advertisemen!s



_FOOD PRODUCTS

DT RRGREE R8T

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, undor a combination label
representing the old and the new labels, and in the old stvle of
bottle bearing the Monks’ familiar insionia, as shown in this

advertisement.

According to the decision of the U. S. Supreme Court, handed
down by Mr. Justice Hughes on May 2gth, 1911, no one but the
Carthusian Monks (Pcres Chartreux) is entitled to use the word
CHARTREUSE as the name or desienation of a Liqueur, so
their victory in the suit against the Cusenicr Company, represent-
ing M. Henri Lecouturier, the Liquidator appeinted 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 employ d 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, Hutels, Cafés
Bitjer & Co., 435 Droadway, New York, NU Y
Sole Agents for the United States,

PO DO KRR

S S Sy SRR

SR SRR R

Novice.—TI'll erack you over the head for your impudent laughing!
Cappie.—Bet ye'd do it wid de wrong club!

Make Dainty Appetizing Dishes. Try Shelford Snappy Rarehit

Do not be mizled by imitations of ou SHEFFORD
Trade Nuame ‘Smappy T is your sule- S g ETY SNAPPY
gu:lrd of the genuine Hﬂl'l'le .

1 your dealer doesn't have it, send us hi

name and 1oc. for one package—$r 2o lorone CHEESE

dozen, delivered prepaid
Ruaddet 3 Wiave to e Siappy ' FREL

77 CHauTAvQUa DAIRY €0 SYRACUSE. N Y. Qi

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Fsrerbrook
Szeel Pens

250 Styles

FEMININE

LOVELINESS
of Skjg and [air

"~ Enhanced hy

CUTICURA
SOAP

Used daily, assisted by
occasional gentle applica-
tions of Cuticura Ointment.

= (Mpiicori Soap and Ointment are sold every
v, Forspmple ol each, with 82 bwwilki,
A Lree, pidreess " Cotieura, Dept. 153, Boston,

TENDER-FACED MEN

heuld shave with Cuticura Boap Shaving
Stick, T \I kes shaving n pleasure 1n-
stopd of o torture,  Liberul sumple free.

pswering adverlisements |

A surprising
amount of care is
used in making
Esterbrook Pens,
but the superiority
of the finished
product more than
warrants it.

I'he standard of the
world,

LADY FALCON

Fine, medium and
broad points. At all
stationers.

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfﬁ. Co.
95 John Street, New York
Works,Camden.N. J.

Are youa Member

of our greatbig Hunting, Fishing,

o e a\cn mo r|||| i
:%]-._.-__--_- [ a 1fo-page ric |1|\ |||l

(\-TIIL\I[ \11'1\“
interesting sturies and information
:.'--- auns, hshing I.!\L:- camp
outfits, the best places to go to
wet ||-...||1 same and |[|| s and
and one valuable ¢ w to ! hints
for __|...||-|:|c||. 'I' National
Sportsman Ma e s the
lud we where thous, s of hrother
‘*|“ r|-mu from all over the
ry, gat her together once a

m |I|| i tell of their experiences
with rod, dog, rifle and gus

The annnal dues of l|| Na-
tivnal "«] rtsman Drotherhood
oo {no initiation fee
, and on receipt
amount, we will

1 J§

\\|I| 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
apel Button, a Scarf Pin,

or a Watch | b, whichever
you choose. Dlon't 1'-|.|_\'. Juin
aur Brotherhood Today.

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN BROTHERHOOD
49 Federal St., Boston, Mass.

Mease

mention SCRIBNLER'S MAGAZINE
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THE ELECTRIC

‘RESPIRONE"

(REG. U.S. PATENT OFFICE )

HE application of medicine in a volatile form
directly to the mucous surfaces of the Respira-
tory Tract, is the latest and most successtul achieve-
ment in the treatment of all réspiratory diseases.
= APPROYED by all physicians whao have s&en it in operation

Recommended for Catarrh. Colds, Asthma. Hay
Fever, Bronchitis, Tonsilitis, Pneumonia, etc,
EACH DISEASE has iz awn speaific formula
NO MEDICINE appligd by the Reapirons reaches the

sction of that organ s not interered with

somach and the

1l not satisfied alrer ten days tnal. return instrument at our espense and
entire purchase price will be relunded. Write lor iree booklet

The Electric Respirone G
519 Penn Building Cleveland, Ohio

WAGAZINE

PHYSICAL
CULTURE

ror THE FACE

Beauty by Exerclsmg F'at;lal Muscles

E““Y Woman Knows :"-' Physical Culture rest Vol

ines wd health the
has l

Murray, afre
Faeial

*r ten years sturdy,
yaieal Coltiee which 1
hness to the Face i the s
« removes and prevents

Lines on Forehead
" Crow's Feeld ™ ofe,
Drawn Down Fealures
Sagging Cheels
Drooping Monih Corners (B
Double Chin

¢ “Faee anid

Hullows in Cheels gl Neek
Withered anid Yelluw Neols
Flaeeld, or Wasted Tissues
Congested, Mudidy Complesion

IJB ANSer !H l' :i'ri’"r“}!.f b .FH'-‘ J!"’\ J,-'J."lr'r]‘.\'r‘

mention St
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Outshoot Competitors
at the Traps

No emibarrassment can come to
the man who handles a Fox Gun.
It will perform exactly as you plan.
[t will boost your score because it's

an accurate close shooter. Every
anticipation you ever had about
a cun you'll find realized in a

Jinest gua in the Werld”

It's a made-on-honor arm—aquality from
butt to muzzle. lts 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
”11‘1r.1nt£i_ certificate in 1u11d\\rlt11)°' tied
to each one.

hasn't Fox Guns—
that you
Catalog free.

Ask your dealer Hl.n
send his name—we'll
to testat your own a]nnllilu;-};

getone

Gun Company

*HILADELPHIA

Fox

‘ Tue A. H.

174 NoRTH 18TH STREET 1

[—_—

o
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This is the World’s Greatest

Improvement in Underwear

=20

T is practically a double gar-
ment—consisting  of two light
weight fabrics—an inner lining

of soft cotton—an outer covering of
warm wool—strongly held together by
stitches wide enough apart to leave
an air space beltween the two fabrics,
The wool absorbs the moisture of
the body, keeps the cold out and the
natural heat in—dwt il does wol touch
the skin. The air space ventilates the
carment and keeps it fresh and dry.

Improved
Daofolod
Health Underwear

Guaranteed Satisfactory

Duofold has all the warmth of an all-
wool garment without azy of its irri-
tating “Scratchiness”
—all the softness of
a cotton garment with-
out any of its sticky
“Chilliness,”
Obtainable  from
your dealer in union

A or two-piece suits in
4 . =

i all w t.'J_‘_:l'J].‘-' and sizes.
i

AL

1 Sample nf

J’j Free " Duefold Ma

14 1 vy Biordt

) Serrs e

AF ;

:j Duofold

1 Health Underwear Co.
IF 12-4) El:zabeth St., Mobawlk, N.Y.
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VAZINE ADVERTISER

Coeur deJeannetie

(HEART JEANNETTE)

Perfume

most subtly en-
hances a woman's
personality, It is

The Glory
0
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, 2-0z. bottle, $3.15.

Sample Botile, 20e
PARK & TILFORD
225 Fifth Avenue, NewYork

Sole Agenesin the United Seater

" Was your garden o success last year 2"
Y Great Scott, ves! My neighhor's chickens took all
the prizes at the poultry show! ™

In answerin ¢ adveriisenents [r."r':f 1 ;Hr:lH}uH S -f\’ff';.\-./'.'f\".\' MA (,',j_,'{‘,l"\'j-d'



SCREBNER!
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Doﬁt blame
the razor °

[ts your lather

You had to help soften the beard by rubbing
inthelather. Nzturally, your rubbing brought
the blood to the surface, opened the pores and
made the skin very sensitive. That helped the
free causlic 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.

)ﬁ Mennen’s Shaving Cream

dispenses with the » ruf':'ung I, " as it lhur-
0ug|‘:|y softens the beard V\-hl|e the lather is
worked up on the face.  FReduces shaving to
two operations— lathering and shaving. 1.
time saved.

As it contains no free caustic,
there is no smariing, and you zet
a delightful, coolshave.

For sale everywhere Z5¢
Sample Tube FREE

GERHARD MENNEN CO., Rewark, N.J.

, the

= RS M&—

“Why, yvou poor little man!
SYou're settin’ on my bread an’ jam!”

L answering adverlisements

Whit is the trouble?”

please menlion

Only 5 people out of
every 100 are free from

“AcCID MOUTH”

The greatest single cause of
tooth decay 1s over-acidity of

the mouth. Dental authori-
tics are responsible for this
statement. Therefore, itis

almost certain that as you read
these words, mouth acids are

slowly at work weakening the
enamel of your teeth. Thlb
condition is kept in check by

PEBECO

TOOTH PASTE

which neutralizes mouth acids,
and when used daily prevents decay
by this greatest of all tecth destroy-
ing agency.

To learn how Pebeco overcomes
acid mouth, how it whitens and
cleans the teeth, brightens gold &
fillings—and to L\pn,rience D4
the wonderful, refresh- 4
ing, cleansing feeling ¢
which follows its

AR AR

for 10-Day
Trial Tube and
Acid Test Papers,

rou can prove by an in-
ether your mouth is acid
Pebeco overcomes that

¥

= teresting experiment v
= and demenstrate how
= condition,

Pebeco §a the praduct of the
tories of P. Beivrzdor! &

burg, Germany, and 195
larg e BO-cent tubes, It is v T E

as only a'littls iz used at each brushing c.f
the teeth,

Lehn & Fink, 116 William St., NewYork

Producers of Lehae & Feuk's Kt

eres - Talcum

TN 2

700 HIAE

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINIE
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PLAYING CARDS

Special Skill and
Years of Experience
Have Developed Their
Matchless Playing Qualities

T iaey Fa'rSouaI Play
i BrrieeEl Artistic Designs
gmmmfé |§ Rich Colors
s e New EachYear
Lre ol Club Indexes

iy

The Standard oi Collar Butlon Periecllon
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.

L) M:?.Euf_a_l_cl_urers of Bodkin-Clutch Studs and Vest Buttons, and Largest Manufacturers of High-Grade Jewelry in the world @

[ Yvou Remember FOREST ano STREAM!

The oldest and best outdoor publicat[on for real outdoor pc-oplr-_': Weekly ; $3.00 a yvear. 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 )

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:

S, Lonis, 1[ Pittshmres, Pa., 4246 Fifth Aves
.\, : " 1.

Az
LHTIIE
White I'lui

]lll il || b, I e T2 N Broad 86, London, Ene.

Tooth Brush

{1 -'.'.".'-r:’...'.': advertisenients ‘l'r-'frl"l.ll.\r" menlion SCRKR !;\ X
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Authoritatroe Styles
Fitted to You

The preeminent distinction of Redfern
Corsets 1s 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-
thontative.

There is a Redfern especially designed
for every type of form, and wherever a
Redfern 1s sold it 1s 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 Paur.

THE WARNER BROTHERS COMPANY
NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
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LOVERTISER

| | ou Can Weigh|

What

| YouShould Weigh

You can,  know it, because T
have reduced 30,1 WONEn
and have built up as o

more — scientifically, natur
ally, without drugs, in the
privacy of their own rooms; 1 can

build up your vitality —at the sy
time I strengthen wour heart action;
can teach you how to breithe, to stand,
walk and relieve such ailments as nery-
©usness, torpid liver, constipation, in-
digestion, etc.

One pupil writes: "1 weizh 83 pounds
less, and I have gained wounderfully in
strength."

Another says: "Tast May T weighed
105 pounds, this May I weigh 126, and
oh! I feel SO WELL."

Write today for my free booklet.

SUSANNA COCROFT

Dept. 3 624 Michigan Bivd., Chicago

Authar af

important,
q tinied o lock.
Tthac \Iurk:]\er:t 5 of a zecond.
This lightning speed will mcrea:a. your scare.
Deautiful Catalog FRE: 18 grades, 17,75 net
to $400. list, q Iuehurg‘-—- 20, 1H, 12 ua_l 10
q Our 51 b 20 bore is a howling success,

Jthaca GGuns

ITHAGCA GUMN o, DEPT. B

LATHE

For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
Experimental anid Repair Work, ete.

Lathe Catalogue Free.

W.F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

528 Ruby St., Rockford, 111

ITHACA — M. v,

EDWAR |

rirerroor GARAGES
STEEL For Automobiles and Motorcyeles |
$30 to $200 |

Easy to put up. FPortable.

All sizes. Postal brings

latest illustrated catalog.

Cincionati, 0.

THE EDWJ\RDS MFG CO 243-293 Eggleston Ave.,

PATENTS iiiif

and roo Mechapical Movements
Secured by us advertised free in World's 1

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO,

f'l RED OR ;

wldre

\\1--l|m-'lou 1!. G |

The Travelers Insurance Co.,

Please send particulars,
| 3
| are writter below

|'n.-. l:fl ‘a amall homc, the interest . -
ok 1he mortgage may have to-be L
'Food shelter ' and reamnable cntuforl-
must be prowdcd for herself and l:e'r._
¢ children, and‘ unaccustomed to bread

winning what can she do to prevent-

the utter ruin that impends?

The ‘proceeds of . a Cugraﬁtec}l Low
Cost IMb_rlthly Income Policy of The
TRAVELERS coming each month pro-

vides the necusitie.s of lilc'. and be-

comes the foundation upnn wlm:h :h..

can build for the futu e,

AL A AL L

Hartford, Conn. -

My pame,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBENER'S
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address and date of birth
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AROUND THE WORLD
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5 privite purties.
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SEASOT ihl 6, Jan. 4

Travel o

¢ Luxe

Tl]llRS TO THE l]RIENT

el 1 | il T to Eavpl, Holy Land, l urkey,
! ' Loy \ 8, 1012 f||| 518, 22, 50, Feb
0 \l irch 5.1 Itinernnies. are vared and |n|'-||--.;
sviery detail the best.

SOUTH AMERICA

York N

Comn |I| and novel tonr leayve vember

Unnsual opportunity

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

NEW YOIRK: 215 TG0 Fifth Ave,

Broadway,

Cook’s Traveler

's Cheques Are Good All Over the World

B i1
Cadvertisements  please

menlion

IE BE ‘-J
COLLYEJR TO(J.RS AT
| {4 Ill\ll THE -“ OILLIY, Moste usive Arangenenls; fonrs de
I tovar] vy 105
=00 ] H \\[I | §4 ]l A spitezs oe Pelic 1 from New York,
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Send fur wnmonneennent

Wi—THE BESTOFEVERYTHING
22 Trinity Place, Bostoxn, Mass,

Magnificent new Cnnarder ** Laconia ®
vies 1eb, 135, rates ‘inl.lin upn, inchudin
ree o excursions,  hatels, ||i| s, drives:
snehanting

CLARK’S
ORIENT
CRUISE

d: ays St :
NK TG Ul \I I
New Yurk

AFEA-
Times

PALACE
HOTEL

ROME

OPPOSITE QUEEN MARGHERITA'S PALACE

A Monthly
Review

The Book Buyer

THE BOOK BUYER, a monthly review, is
designed to nform those mtercsted of the
nature of books published or imported by
us in the course of a year. It s sent free
of charge.  We should be very glad to put
you on our list.

Send Name and Address

JCHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
153-157 Fifth Avenue, New York

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



TRAVEL—RESORTS TOURS i

Have

you seen the e | . West Indies and Panama
Panama Canal? . _ NN Canai Cru:se
We have increased our ~ ; : s
service this season to the

PANAMA CANAL

West Indies, Bermuda
and the Spanish Main

to 8 CRUISES

by the 5.5. Moltke, January 4, 23, Feh.
ruary 25, March 29, 1913 and 5.5. Vic-
toria Luise, January 15, February 8, March
1, April 10, 1913,

Comprehensive Tour of the

ORIENT

from New York, January 28, 1913, by Steam-
ship Cincinnati (17,000 Tons), an 80-day
cruise, $325 and up.
NILE SERVICE by superb steamers of the
Hamburg and Anglo-American Nile Company.

Two Delightful Cruises

Around the World

Sailing from New Yeork, October 19, 1912, Sailing
from San Franecisco, Fr'hrudrv 6, 1‘-Jl3 by S5.5.
Cleveland (17,000 Tons), daration 110 days;
Cost $650 up, including all necessary expenses
aboard and ashore.

Weekly Sailings
To Jamaica and the
Panama Canal
Large "'Prinz'’ Steamers

Write for bookler,

staling cruise.

4145 BROADWAY
NEW YORK
. “Ban Franciscoe

" In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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/ GO to South America.
/" A Cruise of Wonder
)%e and Surprise. Cost $300

OUTH AMERICA is |
the peer of any land you ﬁ
have ever seen. You travel-
lers who have not been there
have left unexplored a wvast
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 ]",urup‘ are hqund 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
f include visits to Bahia, Rio de Janeiro,
i Santos, Montevideo, Buenos Ayres, San
} Paulo, Petropolis, Barbados and Trinidad
in the West Indies, and optional trips to
I Panama and Valparaiso. Sailing dates from
i New \_ruzk Dec. 285th and March 224.
;l L.u-.t 300, md upn
These cruises are made by the new Twin-
Screw 8.8, Festris, equipped with modern
safety devices and affording passengers the
comforts of a well appointed hotel.
, Fov bunk et addvei
I LAMPORT & HOLT LINE
| BUSK & DANIELS, General Agents
308 Produce Exchange New Yr.\rk .

g - FWBonkleis
Diagrams
Rates, Ete

NEW YORK

EL
GEN'L AGENTS
ALLDWAY& CH&MPIQN H.CLAUSSENIUSZ CO,
WINNIPE CHICAGO

CENTRM. NATIONAL GANK R.CAPELLE
SN FRANTISCO

Loquactous Passer-pv.—Well, how is it goin'?
Havin' any luck?
! MisanTHROPIC FrsHERMAN.—Wa'al, purty good, so
| fur—you're the fust one.

T .:_.-.-\:,_-.-':'x.a.-‘_:_l- aduverlisements P(If"r}.\'-t_? mention SC‘RIB_'\-"I{'R'.R'_ﬂ'.'-J_J._-l_.Zf.\-'E



HOMIIS

One Hundred Hours
of Charming Ocean Life

NewY ork .a New Orleans

Luxurious 10,600 ton

Southern Pacific Steamships

HESE 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 wcrld}.}

One Round
Way $40 $70 Trip
Choice of rail linesone way if desired.  Same fare.
Berth and Meals on Ship Included
Suites of parlor, bedroom and bath

Write for illustrated booklels
and informalion.

L. H. Nutting, General Passenger Agent
Dept. A

1158 Broadway 366 Broadway 1 Broadway
{27th 5t.) (Franklin 51.)  (Bowling Green)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

_ELECTRIC
DELIVERY
SERVICE _

Reduce Your Haulage Cost

LECTRIC Commercial Vehicles are less ex-

pensive to operate than any other type of vehicle—and

the cost is on the ecrease.

The operating cost of other types

of vehicles is gradually 7zcreasizg.

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
nzed 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.

[ pon vequest, this Lssociation will gladly send youw interesting

Literadure about Eleetrie Conomeretal 1 ehieles.

BOSTON

fi ansivering adverlisements please e nlion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

rite today.

Public interest and private advantage both favor the Electric

ELeEcTrRIC VEHICLE ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA

NEW YORK, 124 W, 42nd St.

CHICAGO
[s]




AUTOMOBILES -PARTS

Like the Jewels in a Watch

So are the bearings in the axles of

motor-car.

As the jewels are necessary for lasting
service and ye 1r—aftcr 3mr accuracy in a

high-grade time-piec

So good bearings are the prime service-

CbSt‘ntl'{l‘w in the
you 1n
life of your car.

d\IL\ rhut arc to carry
dfct\ and L(Jll]r()rt dnrmfr tht

BEARINGS & AXLES

Rear Axle Bearings Must Do Far
More Than Cut Down Friction
1. Atthe axle-ends in the wheels they have
to-carry the load aml stand all the shocks due
to roughness of travel.
Roller Bearings do this along the whale
length of their rollers.

2. They must stand end-thrust—present at
Every Lurn,

Tapered Rollers do this hecause they revolve
atam angle wo the shafe.

3, At the differential and the driving-pinion
they must keep shafis in line and holil gears
in perfect mesh as well as carry vertical sl
end-pressure.

.Timlm Tupered Raller Pearings do alf these
things—and do them o/ the time—

Because they are adjustable.

When the minute wear comes that is inevi-
table in any rotating parts, that wear con be
completely taken up by merely advancing the
cone farther into the cup. T lhen the bearings
are just as good as new

Nematter how good a rear axle is; it i1 wot giod

A Good Rear Axle Must Meet
Four Great Service Tests
1. The rear axle must carry moee than Dialf
tie weight of the ear and its load

The Thnken-Detroit is bailt forstrength
plenty of strencth and then more to makse
sure—without useless weight
2. The rear axle is next to the road and gors
all the jar and vibration.

This necessitates the eareful construction
which, in a Timken-Detroit Axle, extends
even to the grinding of hundreds of separate
pieces of steel to an accuracy of Jess than the
thousandth part of an inch,

1. The rear axle must deliver maximun power
from the engine.

The accuracy of Timken- Drmuul
long life of Timken b
structinn of the entire dry
to this result,

4. Through its brakes the rear-axle takes up
the stresses of stoppng the car.

Timken brakes hold like a vise, but step the

car without chiatter or jolt,

ng- [I|n| —all work

enuugh wwithout the best bearings,

You can get the whole story af axles anid bearing importance and construction by writing to

tither address below for the Timken Primers,

R{B

“wn the Care and Characrer of Bearnings,™

and E-6 "On the Aratomy of Automobile Axles.”

THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING CO.
Canton, Ohio

THE TIMKEN-DETROIT AXLE CO.
Detroit, Mich.

In answering aduvertisements please nention
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ClearVision
I_’)rougham

Model 42

Arrived!

T'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.

IO I TITIUITT T TY

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 367 x 4" Cushion Tires being optional.

Alter vears of cffort, we have solved the problem
of a standard body design that is destined o be a
classic of the body bulder’s art—always in style,
For comfort, ease of handling and appearance, The
Detroit Electric Clear Vision Brou .ﬁum must appeal
to you as being fundamentally rlgﬁ It's the most
In;,u;al common  sense, practical—yes, and lawful—
electric automobile for the congested trafhc of city
strects.

It's not too large, not too small; not too heavy,
not too light. It's compact and unusually comfortable.

The battery capacity has been increased. This ap-
plies to both the Edison and Detroit Electric Guaran-
teed Lead Batteries. 4/l battery cells are immediately
accessible.

Our mators, controllers, bodies—even our Guaran-
teed Lead Batteries— are all made in our own factory,

A new and clever seating arrangement permits all of
the oecupants to face forward and still enjoy the pri-
Vacy, sociability and d!gmt\' characteristic of electric
automobiles,  The driver's seat is not in an isolated

the largest in the world devoted exclusively to the
manufacture  of electric automobiles.  HWe do not
assemble—we build.

For 1913 we also offer a selection of seven other

position—way up in front. It's centrally Iocated, thus
ensuring an appearance of easy grace and balance,
even when one person is using the car. The beautiful

Models which includes Gentlemen's Roadsters, Vic-
torias, Coupes and Limousines.

T 11T 1 8 0 L 0 R O R

S TR

e i BN

&5 R Sesate

body panels, the graceful roof, and sweeping full- Our new illustrated catalog is now ready. Write us
skirted fenders are ALL made of pure aluminum, or call on any of our branches.
Anderson Electric Car Co., 407 Clay Avenue, Detroit, U. S. A.

Boston Branches : Cleveland
- Brooklyn Mew York: Broadway at 80th Street Chicago: 2416 Michigan Ave. Kansas City
Buffalo (Also Branch at Evanston) Minneapolis
H | £~ Selling Representatives in all leading cities: sunhle
= § T |||||-||||-|||:|||r|mn||||||:||m.|u|r|¢|||||||1||n|||1u|mr§,

h:..-._T.ir_-_nl T LI LTI T
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AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES  ®

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 1s
backed by the makers with this guarantee:

The worm wheel and worm shaft, generally known
as worm gear construction, employed in the Pierce-
Arrow Truck, 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 -



mw. AUTOMOBILES-PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

Automobile repair bills—
their most common cause

Recently we made a canvass of automobile
repair shops in New York.

We asked the question: “What share of the
engine troubles that come to you are caused by
poor lubrication ?’

“70 ;v‘.*

Probably every owner of these damagcc_l cars thought he was

using a good lubricating oll.

As a matter of fact, oils that yield efficient lubrication
are rare.  And their wearing quality is often overlooked.

3 . 3
The answers ranged from *‘one-third”’

A worn-out oil thins down and ceases to lubricate.
d-out bearings,
pistons, scratched cylinders, and even broken parts,

“frozen”’
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, thz
Vacuum Oil Company.

In wearing quality, few automobile lubricating oils on the
market even approach them. We speak from expericnce.
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 richt shows the correct grade for 111 cars.
Our complete chart, covering 400 cars, mailed on request.

Moblloﬂ

A grade for each type of motor

The various grades, refined and filtered to remove free carbon, are:
Gargoyle Mobiloil “A” Gargoyle Mobileil “D”
Gargoyle Mobiloil “B” Gargoyle Mobileil “E”

Gargoyle Mobiloil “Arctic”

They are put up in 1 and 5 gallon sealed white cans, in half-barrels

and barrels,

Allare branded with the Gargoyle, which is our mark of manufacture.
I'hey are handled by the higher class garages, automobile supply
stores, and ethers who supply lubricants.

VACUUM OIL CO.,

NEW YORK

froadway

DETROIT
Furd Building

ROSTON
49 Fuderal St

CHICAGO

BREANCIHES: Fizher Butlding

A guide to correct Automo-
bile lubrication

Explanation: In the schedule the letter apposite the car in-
dicates the grade of Gargoyle Maobiloil that should be wyei
For example, A" means "'Gargoyle Mubiloil A" " Are **
means 'Gargoyle Mobiloil Arclic.'  For all elecirie vehicles
use Gargovie Mobiloil A, The recommendations cover baily
pleasure and commercial vebicles unless otherwise noted,
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The Pennsylvania R R uses our trucks atits Harrisburgh Terminal for transporting supplies from
their storehouses to roundhouses and for supplying machine shops

with coal and other power-plant supplies

Mack Saurer Hewitt

Proved by 12 years of real use Proved by 17 years of real use Proved by 1o years of real use

‘““ Leading gasoline trucks of the world ”’

Proof vs Prediction

Proof is what you want— proof of what the truck has done, not

estimates of what it may do.
Too much depends upon proper transportation for you to deal
with uncertainties. Get proof.

Our Loqf 153

Mack, 12 years of consistent good service; Saurer, 17 years;
Hewitt, 10 years.

More than 7000 of our trucks in use, all over the world.

Demand proof when any body talks trucks to you.

Capacities: 1, 172, 2, 3, 4, 414, 5, 6'2, 714 and 10 tons

Our Engineering and Trz \ffic Departments make a spec ialty of conducting such investigations
of the efficiency of motor-truc ks (as compared with horses) as you would not have either time
or facilities to make. These cover practically every line of business. Write and ask for data on

motor-truck applied to your business.

International Motor Company

General Offices : Broadway and 57th St New Yorlk Works: Allentown Pa; Plainfield N ]

Sales and Service Stations: New York, Chicago, ‘hlladc]phm., Boston, Cleveland, Cincinnati
Buffalo, Baltimore, Newark, Pittsburgh, St Louis, Atlanta, Kansas City, Denver
San Francisco, Los Angeles and uther large cities

I nmmm——m
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HE most important

considerations in buy-
ing an electric motor car are
the mechanical ones—under-
neath, out of sight. They de-
termine efficiency, durability,
ecconomy. That's why, if all
buyers were engineers, 959 ,
of the electric ecars sold 5%
would he Bakers. =

‘I.B:lk(‘.t' comfort and beauty {[‘;'
E

speak for themselves.
" THE BAKER MOTOR-VEHICLE CO., Cleveland, 0.

Hapnclies ov dealvis i firim _',.f=rr.' CLICE, 1
i =

| B

RATION

'U
n?‘

NVAMREN 3

AL N B DE 110 W ELT 3

wimders, thie e

Prompd alten

A 1 Lunae, Publisher 30 W
I ol $1.00. Plea

Nase,

A

profusely illustrated articles on the various phases of art which are of essential interest to
all lovers of the beautiful.

O T I e A

Those Who Wish To
Have Distinctive Homes

will find it of great value to make a study of
the best recent ex: unples of home decoration
in America and abroad.  The only magazine
which adequately deals with the possibilitics
of decorative art, and which fully illustrates
all phases of home decoration is

Arts & Decoration

41 Each number contains one or more articles
on a distinctive house having some unique
decorative feature, as well as numerous other

THON MO0 VAT I NAMUER W
s EALT 4% FTRECT. NIW ¥ouk]

SPECIAL OFFER

—'...

Grr s dfon,"" e G08TT seind don eieht

i RLGO, & 30w a0k

avgiad

.r’; LAY now

foclity do insure il5

$2.00 2 Year—20 Cents a Copy

fone for six months and also the last two issues

In answering

adverlisements  please mendion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINLE
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Inter-phone Your
Orders Downstairs

Give your orders from any part of
the house—even from your bed if

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.

Weslers -Lleclrse
Inler-phowes

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- _
not supply you, we will furnish
you Inter-phones direct.

Read our interesting Booklet No. 9143,
““The Way of Convenience.’’ Tells how

to make housekeeping easier.

WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY

Manufaciurers of the 6,000,000 *‘Bell’” Telephones

New York Chicago Kansas City San Francisco Montreal Londen

Euffala Milwaukee Oklahoma City Oakland Tarontn Berlin
Philadelpbia Pittsburgh  Minneapohs Los Angeles Winnipeg  Paris

Boston Cleveland St Paul Dallas “algar REome )
Richmond  Cincinnati  Denver Histon ; rer  Johanpesburg f
Atlanta Indianapolis Omaha Seattle Edmonton  Sydney

Savannah St Louis Salt Lake City Paortland Aptwerp Lakya

Equipment for Every Electrical Need
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Big Sisters and Little Brother

The whole family prefer

Da
Millk Cheecolale

because it tastes so good.

It 1s made of the best of cocoa
beans, with pure milk and a little
sugar.

[ﬁ N Peter’s is as wholesome as it is

VA iRE delicious.
Alps 1n Duality””

I

4z

T .

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISE A' Eh]

I

New V:Lrsity styles in clothes

for young men
o

EVER before have you well-dressed young fel-
lows been offered better clothes than our V: arsity
models.

Designed for young men; fabrics selected for 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.

mark in them; a small thing to look for, a big thing to find.

You should see the Varsity models before you buy this ;~
fall. You’'ll find many smart new things that you'll like. P
Fine ready-made clothes like these are now the standard of bl

i Bl

clothes qudlm ; all-wool fabrics, best tailoring.  Find our it

B

Send six cents for the Fall Style Book

Hart Schaffner & Marx

Good Clothes Makers

Chicago New York
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Sel]mg the f:rst ]vory Soap—]une, / 87 9

Ivory Soap has been before the public over
thirty-three years.

During that time 1t has been advertised more
extensively and continuously than any other

article.  Thus, in atself, 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 « +

1T FLOATS
= r JJ

Ivory Soap advertising, from the first, has
said that Ivory Soap 1s pure and muld; that it
lathers freely and rinses casily: that 1t contains
no “free”” (uncombined) alkali: that 1t cleanses
thoroughly but does not injure the most tender
skin or the most delicate fabric: that it 1s the
most cconomical soap.

Ivory Soap has always fulfilled all these
clams, It is pure. It is mild. It is pleasant
to use. It is economical. People who try 1t
get what they expect and therefore continue to
use it.  That 1s why 1t has been advertised for
thirty-three years.

+ 997 PURE
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California
Aspara5u§ '

—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 f
Sacramento River. [ A

When you want to please the most Ny
. critical guests serve Libby’s California
v?, Asparagus as a vegetable dish, or as a
vy salad course.

Always buy Libby’s—
the brand you can trust | E
I

Libby, Mt Neill & Libby
Chicago

“The Finest
”’

Il ever saw!

THE SCRIBNER FPRESS
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/ The wide-world over

T T v Baker’s Cocoa ""‘af

F. is the acknowledged standard for high it

hea]thfulness.

:__, quality purity, delicious flavor, and
53 Highest Awards in Europe and Ameri
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