‘VOL. LIII NO. 3 MARCH 1913 PRICE 25 CENTS-

O RIS v SRR o

ﬁ e
' SCRIBNERS |
v S
MAGAZINE|
%«(««««-&»}}»}»},‘)ﬁ(«««({{«4}»»—»»)} g
U PUBLISHED MONTHLY |
U WITH ILLUSTRATIONS |

(({{({(({{@})»—»}}}}))&«{{({{«{{(4}}}}})}}}»}%



Leadmg the

“Easter Parad
to Breakfast

(March 23rd.)
ing breakfast for you—

~
3\ Bacon

; wift's =
‘,_.R-ﬂe Cook
e '__"‘

in the piece at all dealers.

you buy.

Swift & Company,
U. S A

Look for the legend
“U. S. Inspected and
Passed” on all the
meat food products

......

L Swift’s Little Cook has prepared
~ the daintiest and most appetiz-

Swift’s Premium

Sweet, savory, mild, and known
the world over for highest
quality. Sliced evenly and thin,
and sold in sealed glass jars, or
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Index to Advertisements
March, 1913

P 2 o This page is second only in
a e importance to you to page 1,

g ®  the contents page. And it is
second to the contents page only because the value to you
of the advertisements depends on the contents:—the character
of the contents of a magazine, the character of its readers;
the character of its readers, the standing and worth of its
advertisers. The name SCRIBNER is a voucher for its adver-
tisers no less than for its writers, its artists.

Page 1 is a guide to the literary and artistic material within
our covers. On page 2 we list the most desirable and practical
necessities and material luxuries.

The advertising pages in SCRIBNER'’S are of real service to
our readers. Years of such service have established the value
of SCRIBNER’S to our advertisers. SCRIBNER’S creates a
demand in its 200,000 homes each month for the products, the
services, of its advertisers. We recommend them. You will
find them eager to serve you, and if you will say that you saw
their advertisement in SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE they will pay
particular attention to your correspondence.
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For announcement of the April number see page 6




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

=

TiFEANY & (O

TIFFANY & C0S MAIL ORDER DEPART
MENT IS EVER AVAILABLE TO OUT-OF-TOWN
CORRESPONDENTS

DIAMONDS, PEARL NECKLACES
RUBIES, EMERALDS, SAPPHIRES
WATCHES, JEWELRY, SILVERWARE
STATIONERY, BRONZES, CLOCKS
CHINA, GLASSWARE, LEATHER GOODS

TiFFANY & COS BLUE BOOK (CATALOGUE]
GIVES PARTICULARS OF THE STOCK AND
WILL BE SENT UPON REQUEST '

FIFTH AVENUE &S/ STREET
NEw YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THEODORE B. STARR. INC.

JEWELERS SILVERSMITHS

Pearl Necklaces

HE subtle variations in color,

lustre, shape and texture of
Pearls, explain the necessity for
most expert judgment and in-
finite patience in grading and
matching.

We now invite inspection of a
large number of Pearl Neck-
laces of exceptional quality,
many of which have required
years to complete.,

Particular attention 1s given
to the enlarging and improving
of necklaces.

Prices never higher than prevail
elsewhere  for equal quality.
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; ,% Lstablished 1862 _‘:

=

;: AR TR TRITRAYINTINR TR T : T3 @

3 i R T =

1| A———

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



b SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

w. April SCRIBNE

The first instalment of

John Galsworthy’s

new work of fiction

The Dark Flower

(The Love Life of a Man)
In three parts: Spring—Summer— A utumn.

Mrs. Wharton’s

remarkable and absorbing novel of New
York society, The Custom of the Country.

The first of ERNEST PEIX- | Germany and the Germans
OTTO’S South American | from an American Point of
articles — Down the West | View, by PRICE COLLIER.

Coast to Lima. “ Ohne Armee, Kein Deutsch-
Illustrated by the Author. land. -

English Friends: From the Letters and Journals of
Charles Eliot Norton, edited by SARA NORTON and
M. A. DEWOLFE HOWE.

Delightfully intimate impressions of many famous people, Ruskin, Carlyle, George Eliot
Charles Dickens, Burne-Jones, William Morris, and many others.

Clarisse’s, by ELIOT The Way She Took It. A
GREGORY Illustrated by Castaigne Story by L, ALLEN HARKER.

Reminiscences of one of the famous little bras-
series in the Latin Quarter of Paris.

—— e A~ B Ay
e “
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NEW BOOKS OF IMPORTANCE

Three Novels by the Author of
“CHRISTOPHER”

RICHARD PRYCE

“A writer with a gift for satire, a sense of humor, and a smooth mastery of the technique
of the modern novel, a capital analyst, also, of character, and, last but not least, an English-
man as thoroughly at home in the English country house and among its denizens as Mr.
Galsworthy himself.”—New York Tribune.

“Mr. Pryce’s work recalls the style of Octave Feuillet by its clearness, conciseness, and
brilliancy of touch. He is realistic in the true sense, and has steeped himself in the subtle
charm of London, which he reproduces rather than describes.”—London Athenaeum.

ELEMENTARY
JANE

is a charming idyll against
a vivid and effective back-
ground of music-hall and
lodging-house life in the
poorer quarters of Lon-

don.

Each $1.35 ne.

JEZEBEL

is a glorious compelling
character,a young English
girl, whose name leads her
into unusual situations, but
who finally takes her place
in the circle to which she
was born,

THE BURDEN
OF A WOMAN

is a powerful story in which
a woman of strength and
gentleness, bravely endur-
ing her own trouble, teach-
es fine moral distinctions
to the man who loves her.

Postage 12 cents.

OF PRESENT-DAY INTEREST

OUTDOOR AND NATURE

Psychology and Industrial Efficiency
By Hugo Miunsterberg. FProfessor Miinsterberg's latest
and most important contribution to the practical application
of psycholagy in the problems of every day life.  $r.50 net
Postage 13 cents.

Irish Plays and Playwrights

By Cornelius Weygandt. Follows the development of
Ireland’s real native drama and treats of many Irish dram-
atists of note.  Fz.oomet  Postage 1z cents,

»
Pan Germanism

By Roland G. Usher, A critical study of the German

schemes for the Conquest of the World. 1,75 wete  Post-

age 12 cents.

The Old Law and the New Order

By George W. Alzer. An irillp- srtant contribution to one
of the most discussed topics of the day by the author of
“Moral Overstrain.”  $r.25 #ef.  Postage 10 cents,

The American Child

By Elizabeth McCracken. An absorbing, stimulating
and instructive book which should find a place in every
home. $1.25 wed. Postage 8 cents.

READY DURING MARCH

My Boyhood and Youth

By John Muir. Written with the vividness and fascina-
tion so characteristic of Mr. Muir's books, this volume
will make a wide appeal. Illustrated. $z.00 met. Postage

14 cents,
In Beaver World

By Enos A. Mills. A fascinating book about one of the
most interesting animals in all nature. Illustrated. #$1.75
nef. Postage 13 cents,

California Coast Trails

By J. Smeaton Chase. The story of two journeys on
horseback in which the author covered practically the entire
coast line of California.  Fully illustrated. “$zoo aet
Postage 13 cents.

Sinopah the Indian Boy
By J. W. Schultz. A book of intense interest by the au-
thor of * With the Indians in the Rockies.” Illustrated.
$r.10 met. Postage 11 cents.

Field Days in California

By Bradford Torrey. The late Mr. Torrey’s experiences
and adventures while bird-gazing in California, teld with
his customary charm. Fully and handsomely illustrated
from photographs.  $1.50 #ef  Postage 12 cents.

Lieut. Hermenegild Wagner's

WITH THE VICTORIOUS BULGARIANS

Lieut. Wagner is called by the Zondon Spectator < that ablest of War Correspondents,” and the Zondon
Lall Mall Gazette says his dispatches “form by far the most brilliant piece of journalistic worle done in this
war, and one of the best ever performed in any war.”  Fully illustrated, $3.00 #ef.  Postave 19 cents,

BOSTON

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY

NEW YORK

—

—

In aus-u'eréﬁ_a-}f?msemems please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE o
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CECO00

THE OPINION OF AN EXPERT

HE item of manufacturing cost has a good deal to do with

quality of circulation. A publication which commands the
work of the best authors, which buys its illustrations from the
highest-priced artists, which has a large and well-paid staff, etc.,
must necessarily attract to itself a higher class of readers than a
publication which is cheaply thrown together. If advertisers are
not willing to consider such matters, the grade of paper used and
all the other details which go to distinguish between publications,
then they cannot have a clear idea as to ‘‘quality’’ and the esti-
mation of quality circulation becomes with them a matter of
guesswork.

More and more it will become a question in the advertising
world as to how circulation is secured. Does the subscriber take
the paper voluntarily, because he intends to read it thoroughly,
or does he take it, perchance, because a neighbor's little girl
comes around, because the price is so low and because he wants
to encourage the child? Man does not live by faith alone.
Neither can an advertiser exist by making quantity of circulation
a fetich and by ignoring the big vital facts back of the quantity.

BEBIEIAEIIDA BB

—Editorial from PRINTERS INK, January 9, 1913.

T BFACLOEIIE

D answering advertisements please menticn . S MAGAZINE
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: a inclair
The Combined Maze By May Sinclair
With broad, clear strokes Miss Sinclair has drawn the characters Qi’
this story of love, disillusion, hope, and fate in a London suburb. We
know them all: love and hate them, and sympathize with them as we do

with the people of Bennett's Five Towns,
Frontispiece. Post 8vo, Cloth, $I 35 net

New Leaf Mills ' The Mystery of the

By William Dean Howells B By Herman Whitaker
i e . arranca Author of " The Planter ™
T'his new novel by Mr. Howells is )
a ~,t01‘\ of American Countr Life .'I\ [a]ﬁf. Of J’_\Oi‘th(.‘l'n }_lIllCI-{ Z:lﬂ(l
shortly after the Mexican War, | Southern love, and hatred in our
. S = = ) PN ) e
“-hen hu‘skmg‘, b'].l'll I'dl")ll]“"‘, (llll“.— nearest L‘II‘HI (lf ]\nm ince —\I—{ X-
ll'l"‘-a. qp@]l]l]ir l]'l'lt(,h{‘w coon lllll'lt‘w | ltO—l't!UI!]lI]“ the stru: "’l(,“-: and
ﬁlld} 1)[[”5, and revivals were the | ac hievement of tw U\(H_INL_:-\]T}( rican
amusements of a homogeneous | € ngineers to devel lop a Mexican

self-sufficing community. gold and copper mine.
Crown 8ve, Cloth, $1.50 net [ Frontispiece. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25 net

By George K. Stiles

all elements which make

The Dragoman

The East and its mys- . .
L this novel of Egypt one
tery, the inner workings 4 .
T - ;2P ol extraordinary and fas-
of international  diplo- o :
2 inatinge interest.
macy, the mighty power cinating interest
Frontispiece. Post 8vo

of Mohammedanism, are
2! . GEORGE K.STILES £1.30 siet

The NeCCSS&t‘y Evil By Charles Rann Kennedy

Author of ""The Servant in the House™
More stirring than any novel. This play expresses just what every one
thinks in his heart about the social ¢ \1]—.1ml expresses 1t with direct-
ness, cleanness, and poetic elevation.
Crown 8vo, Cloth, $1.00 net

Woodrow Wilson's George W ashmg’ton =t
A new edition, at a popular price, of this Lyrlc

v ) - 5 1 — = For Singers,
biography of our first President. SN . i DlCthl‘l

32 Full-page Mlustrations — With a Preface by Madame Melba.

$2.00 net = BY Dora Duty Jones  uhorof o The ..

P Shows how to cultivate melodious speech tones as

e well as correct articulation and enunciation,  Invaluable
o to all students of singing and public speaking. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.25 net

—_— HARPER & BROTHERS

|

- In m.mumg advertisemenls ph.w mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN ID
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Jhe BRITANNIC

YEAR-BOOK
w1913

DIGEST and descriptive summary of Na-
tional and International Politics and Cur-
rent History in all Lands, of progress in all

the Arts and Sciences, Law and Social Economics,
Commerce and Industry, etc.

Yian soos READY MARCH 15
i Also covering in narrative form, by
authorities, the March of Events and
the Significant Movements and Issues
\? upon which attention has been centered.
World-wide in its sweep, written in a
readable style, indexed, accompanied by

The PBritannica Year-Book, bound in Full Limp blthgrapl]leS, Cl.nd i 1its treatment Of Sub'
Suede, 1,200 pages, printed on India s T
Paper; size, 9x6 x linches JeCl' matter

Unlike Any Year-Book, Annual or Almanac Published

There exists no annual which deals in detail with world activities as a whole, none whose scope is
broad enough to make it a recorder and an interpreter of events as well as an authoritative register of
the progress of the sciences. The Britannica Year-Book (1913) has been planned on lines much the
same as those of the Encyclopaedia Britannica itself, and its function is to do for the multifarious
activities of the world in any given year what the Encyclopaedia does for the whole body of human
knowledge as the product of 6,000 years of growth.

1,200 pages (900,000 words), of which 200 pages are devoted to the British Empire ; 200 to the United States
and possessions; 300 to other countries, and 500 to a valuable and unique series of original articles, sum-
marizing what has been done in individual sciences, and in special fields of investigation andexperience. The
volume is small enough to be carried in one’s pocket or slipped into a travelling bag.

An Index and an Interpreter of Our Complex Modern Life
UCH a book has come to be an absolute necessity, owing to the complexity of modern conditions of life
The morning newspaper gives the reader a more or less bewildering panora:ma of the world at large whilé
his daily work brings him into immediate relation with many novel forms of human activity, \\'ith' many
strange substances, ideas and processes. But events both at home and abroad crowd upon one another so
rapidly as to make it impossible to distinguish what is important from what is inconsequential, to sift the
essential and the vital from the vast mass of non-essentials. What the average man wants to kno‘w is things
that really count in the ever widening domain of the world’s busy life. To learn what happened last year in the
Philippines, to understand the political sitnation in Japan, to get an intelligent account of the last legislative
session at Albany, a connected story of the Home Rule agitation in Englaﬁd. or of the Balk-.mf“rkigh {Var
one is forced to rummage throngh the newspaper files of a big library, often with unsatisfactory results Tha:
publications of learned societies and the scientific journals cover another enormous field of i;n‘estiqm-ion in
technical language for technical men. Yet in this field greater results for the good of hurmmit),T and ,the
material advancement of the world are being achieved than in any other. )

The B_ritalmicu Vear-Book is designed to meet this need. It is all-embracing in its editorial plan and cosmo-
politan in its point of view. It deals, in an interesting way, with new events and additions to knowledge, with
Y

the existing state of things in every sphere, with substantial changes, real advances and essential progress
Tt is a distinct addition to the equipment of every worker, whether in the professions or in business ’

BE UP-TO-DA Tf'——/\:::f' abreast n?f R[‘.‘!{FL ]ls‘—-—-j;l_/;,u'l‘! ;-p,'”‘_y,_-r-'ll.r' wwnalh the Fiozole v of Tl .
tinguisked from what IS SAID T0O BE. =1 ) Auieege O aisar. 45 was: dise

In answering advert isements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Facts of the Whole World’s Restless Energies

HE Britannica Year-Book was compiled under the

I direction of the editor of the Encyclopaedia Brit-

annica, and it has drawn upon the exceptional

sources of knowledge utilized for the new 11th Edition

" of that work, issued 1910-11. The American section

has been in charge of the American editor of the Ency-
clopaedia Britannica. The hook includes:

(1) A Survey of the World’s Work

This is a “General” section (500 pages, 375,000 words)
dealing in detail with particular branches of knowledge.
The Britannica Year- Book thus constitutes a complete
record by specialist authorities of work done in 1912,
in all subjects and all spheres, in all countries, by the
chemist, the biologist, the anthropologist, the astron-
omer, the geographer,the explorer, the archaeologist,

the physician, the surgeon, the physical scientist, the

philosopher, the churches, the educator, the lawyer,
the engineer, the shipbuilder, the agriculturalist, the
politician, and social reformer, the dramatist, the
novelist, the musician, the architect, the inventor,
the painter and engraver, the sculptor, the sports-
man, the athlete and the traveller. No field of activity
has been overlocked to which the energy and creative
power of man have been devoted.

(2) Physical and Economic Progress
Another (or local) section is confined to descriptions

of countries, every country of the world having a
separate article, embracing: Population: vital statistics,

latest census returns. Agriculture: statistics, area of
arable lands, chief crops and yield, live stock, forestry,
etc. Industries and Manufacture: new industries,
mining and fisheries, statistics of production, etc.
Commerce: imports and exports, value of trade with
chief trading countries, tariffs, etc. Financial: revenue,
expenditure, debt, etc. Communications: railway
mileage, waterways, new harbors and docks, roads,
postal and telegraphic communications.

Political and Social Progress

Government and Administration. Army and
Navy. Education. Religion: religious bodies, eccle-
siastical movements. Charities and Social Legislation.
Law, Justice and Crime.

American States: FEach state and territory has a
separate article,the latest available information for popu-
lation,agriculture, mining, manufactures, transportation,
legislation (last session of Assembly), finance (latest
available statistics), education, history (a summary of
important events in the history and legislative develop-
ment of each state down through December, 1912).
There are special chapters on American Sport,
American Literature, Architecture, Dry Farming,
Art, Arts and Crafts, Medicine, Agriculture, etc.

Statistics Section: This is an appendix of 40 pages,
covering international statistics for the trade of the
world; also comparative production and consumption
of gold, silver and other principal metals, wheat
and all the cereals, tobacco, wine, beer, etc.

Orders in Advance of Publication at a Discount

The first printing will consist of 10,000 copies.

As the book will be bound in English-made leather, sub-

scriptions in advance of publication are invited, in order to determine the proportions in which the Year-Book
will be called for in the different styles of binding. A discount will, therefore, be allowed to subscribers who

order in advance, with remittance.

tion. At these prices the Britannica Year-Book is

the

cheapest work of the kind ever published, although it
contains more reading matter, and covers a much broader

field than any other.

PRE-PUBLICATION PRICE

{Postage paid to any point in the 1. 8.)

A Volume of 1,200 Pages, 1 Inch Thick, Printed

on Cambridge India Paper
Ordinary Cloth covers, dark green .
Full Flexible Sheepskin, dark green (
skins, without splitting) . ., . , ., a0 W W
Full Flexible Suede, dark gray, praver book style (gilt edges
and rounded corners, the covers having extreme limpness; a
particularly attractive and serviceable binding) . .
Full Flexible Morocco, dark red (made of imported Cape goat

skins, guaranteed free from minera) acid; gilt edges, backs
specially sewn) 5 a T i W W e w

English-made natural

« $1.75

225

3.00

3.50

The price will be increased fifty cents, for each binding, upon publica-

ORDER FORM (Good Until March 15)

. . N Ser, 6
Manager, Encyclopaedia Britannica, L O

116 West 32d Street, New Yark

Send me the PBritannica Year-Book (1913) (indicate
by x the binding desired).

D Bound in Cloth

I:] Full Flexible Sheep
|:] Full Flexible Suede
[:] Full Tlexible Maroceo

Name

{ maney order

I enclose 3 henic

for 2

Address

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Copr, Life Pub. Co.

i i ;|
i T3 A LS . o S )

: j POST NC BILLS I

i

l'_

o
."
* Hey, Jimmy ! Watch this one” i1 , 1
“  Special
3 Offer
. _Enclosed

~ find One Dol-
7 lar  (Canadian

7 $1.13, Foreign
Watch . 7/ $1.26). Send LiFE

Z e 7 for three months to

That Awful y
Number 1s
» 7 Openonly to new subseribers; no subseriptic
coming __,-"/ renewed at this rate. This order :n:1::lI(:ln,1:
ﬂfuf’c’k 27 / to us direct; not through an ogent or dealer.
LIFE, 54 West 31, New Yark
Oécy HI(IL' t'mpu[se <~ ONE YEAR $5.00, (GANADIAN $5.52, FOREIGN $6.04.)
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For Discriminating Readers

My Little Sister

An Intense Story by ELIZABETH ROBINS
REVIEWERS SAY:—
«Will he the most talked of hook of fiction of the season.”—N. T Tines,
« Takes instant place Deside the world’s most powerful stories.”—Phil. Press.
«If fhe test of a hook is the impression it makes, MY LITTLE SISTER will

be a huge success. For you will think about it—yon can’t get away from
that.”—N. Y. American.

g Jrtges, ST.E2T netls j’r;_-:,fafrjr T2e, vt

Until TheWeaker Vessel
the Day Break By E. F. BENSON

Author of ' Dodo,"" " The Climber," etc.
By W. L. GEORGE . Although E. F.

Jenson is widely
Author of ©* A Bed of Roses,”” etc. s

known as a clever member of a
What manner of men ave these  remarkable family,and the author
who come to our shores looking  ofadozenextremely clevernovels,
for a freedom they have never he has never vet done better work
found in their own country; amd  than that which has gone into the
not finding it at once hecome  writing of - The Weaker Vessel.”?
discontented, and preachers of A young girl possessing the latent
agitation and violence? For a  seeds of genius and of a noble
re l‘n(ll]\d,h]t-' story about a remark-  character comes, through a marri-
able individual of this kind, read  agewhich begins unhappily, to the
¢ Until the Day Break.” development of her best nature.

81.30 net, Postage 13e. extra SI.25 wet. Postage 13e. extra

The Life of the Spider

By J. H. FABRE, author of ‘“Insect Life,”" etc.
With an Appreciation of Fabre by Maurice Maeterlinck. Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos
American readers are heginning to appreciate the originality and charm of J. 1.
Fabre, the erudite scientist who writes like an essayvist, and whom Maeterlinel
calls —¢ one of the glories of the civilized world . . . one of the most profound
admirations of my life.” £1.50 net.  Postage L5e. crtra

To Be Published in March

Running Sands By REGINALD WRIGHT KAUFFMAN

Reveals a depth of insight into human nature, a grasp of the real farces of life, and a finish and mastery of
the novelist's art that make it a notable piece of work in modern American fiction.  $1.35 pet. Postage 13¢, extra

The Apple of Discord By HENRY C. ROWLAND

Bright and entertaining — a story of o summer colony’s mast unusual and picture nqlu_ TOMILOCES,
£1.25 net, Postage 120, catra

The Gloved Hand By BURTON E. STEVENSON
Fit companion detective story to *“The Holladay Cuse,” * The Marathon Mystery,” ete,, by the same
clever author, lustrated by Thomas Fogarly, #1.30 net. Postage 13¢. exfra.

Publishers DODD, MEAD & COMPANY New York
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VO

You may not need Vogue the whole year. But you do need
the next five numbers—now that the time for new Spring

clothes is at hand. In these

Vogue a complete guide to a Spring wardrobe of

uality, distinction, and correctness.

Vogue may be a luxury at other times, but these
five Spring Fashion Numbers coming at the mo-
ment when you are planning to spend hundreds
of dollars on the very things they describe is a
straightforward, self-supporting, business econ-
omy.

Remember, please, that Vogue for a whole year

five numbers you will find
individ-

would cost you but a tiny fraction of the waste on
a single ill-chosen hat or gown. And that any
one of these five numbers may possibly save you
a whole series of such expensive and mortifying
mistakes. Vogue's expert advice during these
weeks of planning, therefore, amounts practically
to Spring Clothes Insurance.

Here are the five special Spring Fashion Numbers that you ought to have to
secure this insurance, and the dates on which they will appear on the newsstands.

FORECAST OF SPRING FASHIONS

February 10th

The earliest authentic news of the Spring wode,

SPRING PATTERNS

February 25th

Working models for one's whole Spring and Sumimer wardrobe.,

DRESS MATERIALS AND TRIMMINGS

How the Spring models shall be developed.

SPRING MILLINERY

March 10th

March 25th

The newwest models i smart hats, vells, and coiffures.

SPRING FASHIONS
Tiie Last woord on Spring gowwus, wilsli

April 10th

v dengreriv, and aceessories.

You can get any one or all five of these numbers from your news-

dealer.

Order now—the very next time you pass the stand. Any

newsdealer will tell you that the increased demand for Vogue ‘
just now makes it probable that those who fail to reserve in

advance will be likely to miss
most.

printed below.
hand it to any newsdealer.

i the very numbers they want W
For your convenience, a handy memorandum blank is A
All you have to do is to check—tear off—and \?TL g

He will be glad to save your copies. .-\ .,\bl

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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99

ere IS The ANS

0 S T

in WEBSTERS  &*
_NEW .

INTERNATIONAL
DICTIONARY

The Merriam Webster

Even as you read this magazine you likely
i
i’

f.m”"m" question the meaning of some new word. A

il

0 un' %Mu seek the location of the Levant or the
.."'In ;
I'l;-'

Al
!';h|

I, friend asks: “What is white coal?”” You
) | pronunciation of jujutsu. Whowas
Often long for Uy ? i
Doten Jomg O i "L'ﬁﬂll'h : Becky Sharp! ' Is Honglkong a city
accurate answer. This ", or an island? ete.
NEW CREATION is an iy,
encyclopedia, equivalent in type "y,

matter to a 15 volume get. It answers — =
all kinds of questions with final authority.

|| INDIA PAPER EDITION: == '

Printed on thin, opaque, strong, expensive India
Paper imported for this edition. Has an excel-
lent printing surface resulting in remarkably
clear impressiong of type and illustrations,
What a satisfaction to own the new Merriam
Webster in a form go light and 8o convenient
to use! One half the thickness and weilfht of =5
the Regular Edition.., Weight only 7 lbs.

Size 123§ x 934 x 214 inches.

| REGULAR EDITION: muep

Printed on strong book paper of the highest qual- o=
ity. Weight 1434 Ibs. Size 123§ x 934 x 5 incher. Both
Editions are printed from the same plates and indexed,
400,000 Words. 6000 Illustrations. 2700 Pages.
The only dictionary with the new divided
page,—characterized as “A Stroke of Genius.”

WRITE for specimen pages, {llustrations, etc. FREE eet of pocket maps if you name this magazine.

G. & C. MERRIAM COMPANY, SPRINGFIELD, MASS., U.S. A.

N Y s s

= T
Fiction, narratives and travel,
historical and scientific matter
r_ y e e eac —— in prepared MSS., 25000

words minimum, receives our careful comsideration for BOOK
issue. Readings absolutely necessary, no charge.

Riding aﬂd Driving fOl’ women | toxburgh Pub. Co. (Ine), 61 Court street, Boston

¢ A thoroughly practical hand-book. . . . Cannot be too heartily recom-
mended. In its author one recognizes at once the thoroughly efficient
practical teacher. She knows and she knows why as well as how, explain-
ing both with unfailing clarity. . . . The illustrations are as practical as
the text.”"—New Vork Tribune.

e
Per Advt. in Scribner's
Send Sample pages, maps, etc.

Name

$4.00 net; by mail $4.28

/CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, Fifth Ave., New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



16 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Scribner Publications and Importations

Of any and all books mentioned on this or the next nine pages,
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS will be glad to give a more complete

description by letter or circular. SEE PAGES 17 TO 25

e = =

The Isle of Life

By Stephen French Whitman

Author of ‘“Predestined”’

This picture shows Ghirlaine Bellamy,
heroine of ** The Isle of Life.”

Stolen from her fiancé, by a man she
dreads, she looks seaward from the wild 1sland
off Sicily. There he holds her prisoner; intends,
if he cannot win her love, to lose her only
with his life. The story advances with a rush;:
a deserted villa becomes a fort; the captor—
a man of massive character, at first repellent,
always fascinating—its defender.

This romance will arrest attention: its ap-
peal goes far beyond the ordinary novel read-
ing public to such as are not generally counted
book readers at all. It is for sale everywhere.

81.35 net; by mail $1.45

WitCl'lillg Hill By E. W. Hornung

With this exciting volume, Mr. Hornung returns to the field in which he made his name in
*“Raffles " and “* The Amateur Cracksman ""— that of unusual crime done with an infinite clever-
ness. The hero is unlike the famous Raffles in being on the side of the law, but like him in being
an equally distinct individual. He and the narrator, forced into the parts of semi-detectives, pass
through a series of mysterious episodes that at least equal the Amateur Cracksman stories in the
qualities that made for intensity of interest. But they have a quality wanting in the Raffles
books which gives them a singular atmosphere of romance and mystery; their scene was the estate
near London of a celebrated and wicked Lord, which has just now been cut up into small
suburban lots; and the criminal acts committed are in a mysterious way due to the wild and vicious
character of the long dead owner of the land.

Hlustrated.  $1.25 net; by mail $1.35

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS ( @ ) FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering ad:'em.\'aﬁa;\‘_j)ﬂme mention SL'_RH%THR’.‘)‘_-_-U,-J(;_,lZg;ﬁ?_E
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{JSTBHE HEART The Great Novel of 1913

:{OF THE HILLS
On Sale Everywhere March 10th

E

bl 3» JOHN FOX 7

The Heart of the Hills
By JOHN FOX, Jr.

Author of
““The Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come,”’

““The Trail of the Lonesome Pine,”” etc.
First Edition 100,000 Copies

One of F,C. Yohn's
full-page illustrations

$1.35 net; by mail $1.45

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS [

In mr-su-'er!ng_ advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE
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The Penalty By Gouverneur Morris

Reduction from one of HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY'S many illustrations

It was but a question of time, and Gouverneur Morris, whose sparkling short stories have long
been laughed and gasped and wept over, would write his big novel.

Its scene is New York, but not the New York the average citizen knows, for he has so long
viewed it from one angle he cannot see it rightly or whole. It is that New York of which a great
newspaper, surveying the events of the day editorially, said: ““Every twenty-four hours brings forth
romances as strange, tragedies as terrible, comedies as bright, as those of the Ancient City of Bagdad.”

These three strands blend in the love story of the beautiful amateur sculptress, Barbara Ferris.
The characters are drawn from the shining city about Central Park and the murky one shadowed
by the piers of the East River bridges. Brave Harry West of the Secret Service, Bubbles the
street Arab, Dr. Ferris the surgeon, Blizzard the legless man, who has not been equalled as the per-
sonification of mysterious power and evil since Svengali, and charming Wilmot Allen, apparent ne’er-

do-well,— these and others, impelled by strong conflicting motives, act and react in a drama, swift,
tense, and sometimes sad, bu. lightened by delightful humor, which plays upon all the emotions of
the reader. $1.35 nel; by mail $1.46
Lore of Proserpine By Maurice Hewlett

Up to the writing of these stories and essays connected by this thread of personal experience,
Mr. Hewlett always refused to tell anything about himself. But in this volume he reveals in an
amazingly subtle, complete, and vivid manner, the gradual opening of his own rich and sensitive
personality. Some of these papers are almost directly biographical; others —fairy stories for
grown-ups perhaps — present the world as the author sees it, or life as he understands it.

$1.35 net; by mail §1.44

=\
(N
@} FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

=
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Sir Gilbert Parker’s Works—

Published in a Complete Definitive Set—

THE IMPERIAL EDITION—18 Volumes

Sold by Subscription at Moderate Price on Easy Payments
Esch volume contsing & SPECIAL PREFACE BY THE AUTHOR,

telling how, when,

and where its

contents were

written.

WA rRh CHEF) MCORAIRY SREEE! oymprt SOMmArnS SCNIMERD SCTBMEEL SCRNSERS STMmVIRD SOMMNERS MCRPAIR. MmmsfRR SCABNSS ACEIRMILD ICRINEFT oThan e

“Each volume in this edition has a photo-
gravure frontispiece, the work of such
artists as Castaigne, Keller, Chapman,
Becher, and others. The booksare
beautifully printed on fine pa-
per, with the author's initials
asawater-mark,andbound
in dark maroon cloth.”
—San Francisco

describe
a great row
of splendid
novelsand stories
in nouns and ad-
jectives is impossible.
But Sir Gilbert Parker
helps us here. His titles are
“the kernels™ of his novels.
“Every one of my bookshasalways

been reducible to its title.” Here Chronicle. ., S3
are a few: “Tales of the Far North,” 7 Chaslea
“A Romany of the Snows,” “ When Val- /" Scribner’s
mond Came to Pontiac,” “ The Trail of the Q-/ Sons

> 153-157 Fifth Ave.

Sword,” “The Seats of the Mighty,” “The
Pomp of the Lavilettes,” “ The Right of Way,”
“Mrs. Falchion,” “ The Battle of the Strong.” It is
true. Each by its sound and its sense carries a hint of
what is behind. Some have the ring of battle, some sug-
gest vast snow-choked solitudes, some have the sound of
sadness, some strike the clear note of old-time romance.

)

6& New York
Q -
Please send me in-
formation regarding
[1 ] Q./& special offer on ‘“The
{{'-" Imperial Edition of Gilbert
~  Parker's Works.”’

“The edition is worthy of companionship with the fine col-
lective editions of Kipling, Stevenson, and Meredith put forth by
the Messrs. Scribners. . . . His stories create characters in com-
Lparison with whom the dummies in the average novels of

the day are less than nothing.”"—The Outlook.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

==

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Olll' Vanishing Wlld Life: Its Extermination and Preservation

By William T. Hornaday, Sc.D. s——
Author of “ The American Natural History *’; Director of the New York Zoological Park

The danger of the disappearance of many forms of bird and beast, through slaughter by modern
hunting weapons, is set forth in this book with startling vividness. It is the first compre-
hensive work of its kind; a deliberate analysis of conditions so arranged and fortified by evidence
that this conclusion is inevitable:—either a complete and immediate reform in the protection of
wild life, or a gamelcss continent. llustrated. $1.50 net; by mail $1.64

S T L

AMERICAN DRAMA

Blashfeld, E. W.
Masques of Cupid, net, $3.50

Dargan, O, T.
Lords and Lovers and Other
Dramas, . . . nel 1.50
The Mortal Gods and Other
Dramas, . . . nef, 1.50
Semiramis, . . nef, 1.00
Davis, R. H.
Farces: “ The Galloper;”’
““The Dictator;”’  *‘ Miss
Civilization,”” . net, 1.50

Miss Civilization . net, .50

Tnl'n:('u:.t‘, Ridgcit)’
Abelard and Heloise, nes, 1.25

Van Dyke, Henry
House of Rimmon, nef,

1.00

Wendell, Barrett

Raleigh in Guiana; Rosamond
and a Christmas Mask,

nel, 1.50
Ibsen, Henrik
Prose Dramas. 6 vols.,
each, 1,25
Works. 13 vols., net, 16.00
Same, . net, 13.00
Symonds, J. A.

Shakespeare’s Predecessors in

the English Drama, net, 2.00

Vanbrugh, John

Best Plays, spec. net, 1.00

Webster, John

Dramatic Works. 4 vols.,

nel, 6.40
Webster, John, and Tourneur
Best Plays, spec. nef, 1.00

Wendell, Barrett

William Shakespeare, 1.75
Wycherley, William

Best Plays, spec. nel, 1.00

Plays

Plays by Bjornstjerne Bjornson

“The New System,” ““The Gauntlet,” “ Beyond Human Power "’
Translated, with an Introduction, by EDWIN BJORKMAN

These plays have never before been published in English, and are the
most important of Bjornson’s dramatic writings. Intensely modern in
their spirit, and treating of the social and even commercial problems
of to-day in their ethical aspects, they are restrained and almost
classical in form. *‘The Gauntlet™ deals with the question of a
similar moral standard for both sexes, *“ The New System ™ with the
distinction between personal and business morals, *“Beyond Human
Power’’ with the power of one man’s will over another.

Portrait.  31.50 net;
posipaid §1.65

Plays by August Strindberg
Translated from the Swedish by EDWIN BJORKMAN

. “No one can read a play of Strindberg's without receiving an intellectual
jolt. . . . The big, restless, cutting, probing spirit of the man who wrote it is a
stupendous human spectacle.”—The Dial.,

First Series

Conta:ining: “Creditors,”” ““ Pariah,”” “ Miss Julia,”” ““The Stronger,”’
and ““There Are Crimes and Crimes’’

Second Series

Containing: “‘The Dream Play,” “‘The Link,” and “‘The Dance of
Death,”” Parts I and II
Each Series $1.50 nel; by mail $1.65

Plays by Anton Tchekoff

Translated from the Russian by MARIAN FELL
1 2mo. $1.50 net; by mail §1.65
“Uncle Vanya,” ““Ivanoff,” ‘“‘The Sea-Gull,”” and “‘The Swan Song”’

Frontispiece.

Plays by John Galsworthy

Eontainipg: ““The Eldest Son,”” a domestic drama in three acts:
The Pigeon,” a fantasy in three acts; ““The Little Dream.”’ an
allegory in six scenes. -S!.,SO net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answer ing advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE
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- Art in Egypt -
By G. Maspero, Director-General of Antiquities in Egypt

A new volume in the General History of Art—a series in each of whose small
volumes is concentrated the knowledge and appreciation of a great authority
on the art of a particular country, The books exemplify one of the most
notable feats of literary compression on the part of the writers, and of manu-
facturing compression on the part of the publishers in the history of book-
making. The new volume follows and discusses throughout their entire
development each of the arts of the Egyptians.
Neﬂrfy 700 illustrations. $1.50 nel; 6_]) mail $1.65

Other Volumes. Each $1.50 net

Art in France, by Louis Hourticq, Inspector of Fine Arts in the City of Paris.
Art in Northern Italy, by Corrado Ricci, Director-General of Fine Arts and Antiguities of ltaly.
Art in Great Britain and Ireland, by Sir Walter Armstrong, Director of the National Gallery of lreland,

e Art Museums and Schools ——

PAINTING
Four Lectures by G. Stanley Hall, Kenyon Cox, Stockton s T
Axson, and Oliver S. Tonks School of Madrid, net,$2.00

Bode, W.
Great Masters of Dutch and
Flemish Painting  net, 2.00

Each of the several authors shows the vital interest that may be brought
into the study of a particular subject by the use of the art museum.
Stockton Axson shows how it may complement the study of English:

Kenyon Cox how it must be the very basis of an understanding of Bmﬁ:::fﬁi . . net 150

art; G. Stanley Hall how it will act to make history real; Oliver S. | puhardr, Jacob

Tonks how it will vivify the classics and instil the classic spirit. Cicerone; . . . net, 1.50
$1.00 nel; by’ mail $1.08 Champlin, J. D.

Cyclopedia of Painters and

e Helen Redeemed and Other Poems R—— Paintings, 4 vols., net, 20.00

Crowe, J. A., and Cavalcaselle. G. B.

B History of Painting in Italy,
By Maurice Hewlett 6 vols. (5 and 6 in Prep.),

o each, net, 6.00
Dimiee, L.
French Painting in the XVI

" Helen Redeemed ' is a splendid narrative poem of the awakening of
Helen's loyalty and love for her husband, and of the part she played

in destroying Troy. Several of the other longer poems, strikingly Century, nel, 2

original in conception and form, show a living sympathy with the | ¢ 4. £

Greek spirit and view-point: notably, the Argive women and Hyp- Painters of the School of

sipyle. The * Fourteen Sonnets’ are beautiful in form, idea, and Ferrara, . . . net, 2.00

feeling, and several of the brief visions called up in Epigrammata sus | Harrison, Birge

gest the Japanese in purity, delicacy, and vividness. Landscape Painting, nef, 1.50
$1.50 net; by mail $1.65 McKay, W. D.

Scottish School of Painting,

—— The Enjoyment of Poetry mmmm— |icco 20

Modern Painting,  net, 2.00
B}' Max Eastman The Work of John S. Sargent,

The poetic impulse in perception, in conversation, and in literature R.A.  With Introductory
is one and the same. It is the impulse to realize, The author dis- Note by Mrs. Meynell.
tinguishes this from the practical impulse, which is to achieve or | Sentenach, N. nel, 30.00
adapt oneself to an environment. He traces these two impulses and Painters of the School of
illustrates them in the very beginnings of experience, in the play of Sevill, . . . net, 2.00
children, in the origin and growth of language, in slang and profanity, | Turner, J. M. W.

in everyday conversation, and finally in books of poetry and science. Sketches and Drawings,

net, 4.00

$1.25 net; by mail §1.34

N\
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS @ | FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
S
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Join the SCBIBNER MUSIC CLUB

How would you like to possess on your piano or music cabinet
— responsive to your every mood and catering to your every
whim — a convenient ten-volume library of piano and of vocal
‘music, containing every conceivable kind of music such as
classic, modern, standard, operatic,
sacred, and dance compositions, ar-
ranged in such a way that you as
an average player can easily master
them? If your home piano is one
of the chief factors in recreational
enjoyment; if you are weary of ex-
pending money for unsatisfactorily-
arranged flimsy ‘ music folios,”
join the Scribner Music Club and
with one single purchase of ““ THE
IDEAL HOME MUSIC LIBRARY” obviate music ex-
pense for all time.
The publication by Charles Scribner’s Sons, on March
Ist, 1913, of “ The Ideal Home Music Library’” will mark a
memorable epoch in the history of the art. Conceived more
W than twelve years ago, and gradually worked out as a labor of
love, it fulfils in concrete form all the dreams that music lovers
have had of an ideal music library, and, most important of all,
the formation of the Scribner Music Club renders it possible
for members not only to purchase the entire collection at a
saving of 902¢ of standard sheet music prices, but also to pay
for it in convenient monthly remittances.

THE SCRIBNER MUSIC CLUB (CHARLES SCRIBNER'S

SONS

e = T R L ——"
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and Save 30% of Your Music Expense

How It CameTo Be and What It Is

NOT A “CUT AND DRIED ” WORK

Most musical collections are ““ cut and dried ”
in that they are bulky volumes of difficult
music put together without regard to their suit-
ability for use in the home. The method by
which The Ideal Home Music Library was
compiled stands out in sharp contrast.

HOW IT CAME TO BE

The idea of The Ideal Home Music Library
occurred to the compiler about twelve years
ago, and over ten years were spent in study-
ing the home music field and in gathering to-
gether the compositions which comprise its
contents, the challenge for each number being
the magic word *‘ melody,” and each one has
met this severest of tests.

WHAT “THE IDEAL LIBRARY” IS

The Ideal Home Music Library is exactly
what its name implies, a perfect compilation
of piano and of vocal music for use in the home,
It comprises ten (10) convenient volumes of
piano and of vocal music with a Practical
Guide to its use, the entire set housed in a
substantial case (illustrated on opposite page)
which may be placed on the piano or on the
music cabinet—a thing of beauty as well as
usefulness.

EVERY CONCEIVABLE KIND OF MUSIC

Among the more than one thousand piano
and vocal numbers, specially arranged for
home use, contained in The Ideal Home Music
Library will be found every conceivable kind of
music modern, standard, operatic,
sacred, sentimental, dance—in fact every
kind and class to appeal to every taste.

THE “ PRACTICAL GUIDE ”

Here again is at once a remarkable and an
absolutely exclusive feature. The Practical
Guide leads you through the 3,000 pages of
“The Ideal Home Music Library " just as a
“Baedeker ” conducts you .through Europe,
bringing out the strong points of each indi-
vidual volume and rendering intelligent use of
the music possible from the very start.

ITS SPHERE OF USEFULNESS

The usefulness of The Ideal Home Music
Library is absolutely without limit in every
home where music is a factor in the recrea-
tional plan. Every member of the family from
the lover of classic music to the five-year-old
nursery rhyme singer will find his particular
taste catered to by an abundance of just that
kind of music he prefers, and he will further
find that every number is readily performed.

How To Obtain Complete Information Free of Gharge

Within the limits of these pages, adequate description of this tremen-

" INFORMATION

dous work is obviously utterly impossible. Bearing this fact in mind

we have prepared a dainty little booklet entitled ** The Ideal Home

Music Library — How It Came To Be and What It Is,” which COUPON
we are desirous of placing in the hands of every home music SCRIBNER

lover. Its contents include a readable and interesting descrip- MUSIC CLUB

tion of the entire work; the complete contents list of each
volume; twenty :tctml music excerpts to try upon the
piano; and most important of all, full particulars of

THE SCRIBNER MUSIC CLUB plan of .
securing the work for a limited time ata -

" 153 Fifth Ave., New York City

Please send me free of charge
and without obligation on my
part, this booklet and details of

®ETHE IDEALZ 2
HOME MUSIC LIBRARY

‘th\ TG W’ETD BE

| - WH\T [TlS 1

: e : THE SCRIBNER MUSIC CLUB
special pre-publication price. 0% Saving Plan. -
Merely fill out this coupon and mail it.
Name = —
NEW YORK CITY . i
=. M. March '3
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Here is a way to make some money
and NOW is the time to
take advantage of this opportunity

Scribners easily leads all magazines in char-
acter and genuine Interest.

The inducements that it offers to man,
woman, boy, or girl who can secure subscrip-
tions for it are so varied, attractive, and liberal
that it is possible for all Scribners representa-
tives to easily make a lot of money.

Now 1s the time to begin. Some new
and especially interesting feature appears every
month.  Subscriptions may begin at any time.

Remember, Scribners pays liberal cash
commissions and gives extra cash prizes.

Send for booklet giving full particulars.

Sample copies, advertising matenal, etc.,
sent free.

Address Desk S—Scribner's Magazine,
155 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Scribners readers can confer a favor upon some friend by calling
attention to this page

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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- New Importations

Maximilian the Dreamer:

Holy Roman Emperor,
1459-1519
By Christopher Hare

Numerous illustrations $3.00 net
His letters here given reveal his character
vividly. The narrative of his life brings
those times wonderfully near: it is full of
action, drama, and romance.

Rose Bertin

The Creator of Fashion at the
Court of Marie Antoinette

By Emile Langlade
Adapted from the French by Dr. Angelo
A.S.Rappoport. With 25 illustrations
$£3.00 net
The creator of fashion at the Court of Marie
Antoinette was the beautiful Rose Bertin
whose curious influence and romantic life
are here recounted, and the telling of this
naturally entails the descriptions of the
singular eccentricities of dress in the last
days of the French Menarchy.

Composers in Love

and Marriage

By J. Cuthbert Hadden, author

of “Life of Chopin,” “Life of

Haydn,” etc.

Withmany illustrations. Sve. $3.00 net
Not one great personality in musical history
but figures in this engrossingly interesting
human document.

Portraits and Sketches
By Edmund Gosse /2mo.57.50 net

A volume of entertaining personal recollec-
tions and critical estimates of well-known
literary personages, including Swinburne,
Andrew Lang, Aubrey De Vere, and others,

The Stevenson Originals
By Eva Blantyre Simpson

With numerous illustrations

Thick | 2Zmo $2.50 net
A charming book on Robert Louis Steven-
son's heroes and heroines and their counter-
parts in real life.

The Insanity of Genius

And the General Inequality of Human
Faculty Physiologically Considered

By J. F. Nisbet

$1.50

I 2mo.

The Malay Peninsula. By Arnold
Wright and Thomas H. Reid.
With numerous illustrations and
map, £3.75 nel

Papua or British New Guinea.
By [. H. P. Murray, Lieutenant-
Governor of Papua. [lustrated.

$3.75 net

Correspondence of Sarah, Lady
Lyttelton, 1787-1870. Ldited
by her Great-granddaughter, the
Hon, Mrs. Hugh Wyndham. With
poriraits. Demy Svo. §3.75 nel

John Forster and His Friend-
l]!ip.!. By Richard Renton. 38

portraits and other illustrations.
$3.00 net

The New Life of Byron. By
Ethel Colburn Mayne.  With 24
illustrations.  In two _volumes.

Svo. $6.00 net

Jean Jacques Rousseau. By
Gerhard Gran, Professor of Litera-
ture in the University of Kris-
tiania. Authorized translation by
Mareia Hargis Janson. Sve. With
3 portraits. $3.50 net

The Cathedrals of England and
Wales. By Francis Bond, MA.
Large crown Svo. $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

Edinburgh. Picturesque Notes.
By Robert Louis Stevenson.
$3.50 net

——DBaedeker’s
Indispensable Guides

Alps, Eastern Spee. net, $3.00
Austria, including Hungary, Dal-
matia, Bosnia, pec. net, 3.00
Belgium and Holland, Spec. net, 1.80)
Berlin and Its Environs,
Spec. net, 90
France, Northern,  Spcc. net, 2.25
Fram:e, Southern,  Spec. net, 270
Germany, Northern, Spcc net, 2.40
Germany, Rhine from Rotterdam to
Constance, Spec. net, 2.4
Germany, Southern, 5;;u. net, 1.80
Great Brltatn. pec. net, 3,00
Gree Spec. net, 2,40
Ihly. Cenlral and Rome,
N.S;;lt net, 2.25
Italy, from Alps to Naples,
¥ e el 240

Italy, Northern, Spec. net, 2.40
Italy, Southern; Sicily,
Spec. net, .80
London and Its Environs, )
Spec. net, 1.80

Mediterranean, Seaports and Sea
Routes, Spec. net, 3.60
Norway, Sweden, and Denmark,
Spee. net, 2 40

Paris and Its Environs,

S cc. net, 1.8)
Spain and Portugal, Spu: net, 4,80
Switzerland, Spec. net, 2,40

ADVERTISER 25

Veiled Mysteries of Egypt

and the Religion of Islam
By S. H. Leeder

With numerous full-page illustrations.

8vo $3.75 net
A curiously interesting and intimate view
of the Egyptian people as they live in city,
village, and desert.

Latin America

By F. Garcia Calderon

With a Preface by Raymond Poincaire,
of the French Academy, President of the
French Republic

Translated by Bernard Miall
With map and illustrations.

§3.00 net
The Fighting Spirit of
Japan and Other Studies

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

In answering advertisements ts please mention SCRIBNERS

By E. J. Harrison

32 full-page illus. 8vo. $3.50 net
A phaseof Japanese life untouched by earlier
writers, and deeply significant in that the
nation's military genius is largely due to it,
is here brightly explained and discussed.

History of Painting in

Northern Italy
ByJ.A.Crowe and G.B.Cavalcaselle

New edition by Tancred Boreniue,
With numerous illustrations.  Three

volumes. 8Svo $18.00 net

The Art and Craft of

Garden Making
By Thomas H. Mawson

Fourth edition, much enlarged and entirely
rewritten and rearranged, with numerous
full-page illustrations, colored and in black-
and-white. $20.00 net

English Homes of the

Early Renaissance

Edited by H. Avray Tipping,
M.A., F.S.A.

With numerous illustrations of the archi-
tectural character, furniture, and adorn-
ments of Elizabethan and Jacobean houses,
with their gardens.
Folio

#15.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

MAGAZINE
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standing.

TO OUR READERS

With advancing standards of Education, and correspondingly greater demands
upon pupils preparing to enter higher institutions, the Private School becomes a
The need of special or individual training for those not capable
of adjusting themselves to a certain standard is generally recognized. The over-
bright scholar as well as one who fails to apply himself are equally concerned. For
both of these the Private School is indispensable.

Scribner’s Magazine makes special efforts to investigate all the schools adver-
tised in its pages, and our readers may, therefore, more safely rely upon their
It is, however, important that parents contemplating entering a son or
daughter in any of these schools should make personal investigation, and the
proper time to do this is while the schools are in operation, now.

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY

THE VELTIN SCHooOL
For Girls, College Preparatory and General Course. Num-
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class. Fireproof building
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West y4th Street,

THE GRAHAM SCHOOL
For Girls. Established in 1316, Resident and day pupils. Gen-
eral and college preparatory courses. Excellent primary and
intermediate departments. Unrivaled location overlooking River-
side Park and the Hudson.

42 Riverside Drive (at 76th St.), 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 sympathies, and is ahreast
of modern thought. Curriculum includes Psvchology, Ethics,
Economics, Sociology, Law, English, Living Languages, Music
and Art, New fireproof ten-story building equipped with every
appliance essential to safety and comfort. Basket-ball and
tennis court.
Mrs, Jessica Garretson Finch, A.B., LL.B., Principal,
61 East 77th Street, New York City.

MRS. HAZEN'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Hall-hour from Grand Central Station, New York.
Mrs, Jorn CunwNincHaM Hazen, Principal,
Pelham Manor, New York,

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Resident and Day Pupils. (s7th year.) Exclusive location.
Regular and Special Courses.  Music, Art, Elocution. Physical
culture.  Asthetic dancing. Outdoor life. City advantages
with delightful home life. 6oy Fifth Avenue, New York City.

A COUNTRY 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 35 acres, Music
and art. College preparation with certificate privilege, Advance
special course

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

MiSS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY SCHooOL
For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re-
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West
ssth Street.  Residence 26 West 55th Street.

THE HOLBROOK SCHoOOL

Situated on Briar Cliff, overlooking forty miles of the Hudson.
a7th year. Fitsbovsfor College. Ample equipment and grounds,
Individual care, Satisfactary references as to character necessary,
For catalogue address The Holbrook School, Ossining, N. Y.

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. 40 minutes from
New York City. For catalogue address Mrs, E. Russell Hougl-
ton, Principal, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. )

MRS, HELEN M. ScCoOVILLE'S HOME AND DaY
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

ire, Riding, Swimming,
Art, Home Economics.
. European travel classes,

16 riclug
venue, New York, N.

ELINOR COMSTOCK MuUsSIC ScHooOL

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

o Fifth

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY

A School for Girls 10 miles from New York. Healthful loca-
tion; spacious buildings. Excellent advantages in music and art.
General :mQ callege preparatory courses. Miss Miriam A. Bytel,
Frincipal, Garden City, Long Island, 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 . 5 e
Central Statin ork. (40 minutes from Grand

26 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE

RYE SEMINARY

A girls’ school, one hour from New York. Diploma for colleze
preparatory and general course.  Certificate privilege to Vassar,
Smith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantayges in
music. Physical training, riding and outdoor sports,

Mrs. Life, The Misses Sln\\l_ Principuls, Rye, New York.

MRS. DOW’'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

o
. 7 = P , art and riding the «
For circular address - ii} equipp r{] riding school. L moin A section noted for

Mrs. Mary E, Dow, Principal, its great natiral beauty and wonderful winter climate: twenty-two acres.
- o " T roy horkey, tenuis, basket kating, tobograning., The Bennett

Briarclifi Manor, New York. b rhesi i log Sent on request.

MIss May F. BEN F. 0. Box 402, MILLEROOK, NEW YORK

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY = MOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY
A successful school with a magnificent equipment, Special prae- Founded in x84 Prepares for college, scientific school
tical bu*jmeqs course for boys not going to eollege.  On Hudson Rationalized military system. M e training :
River Highlands near West Point. Separate department for boys HALL is for boys under 13, IMER CAMP 1u
under 14. For catalogue, address Mr. Brusie’s personal char,
Sebastian C. Jones, Supt., Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York. Charles Frederick Brusie, Box 5
OSSINING SCHoOOL PUTNAM HALL

For Girls. Suburban to New York,

46th year. Academic, Music, Art and Vassar Preparatory School for
College Pr:paramry Courses.  Certifi

te privileges, Post Graduate and Vassar College; Dr, Wm. A
special work. amore Hall, separate house for younger girls. r hoolk Dr. Talcott Williams, Director P
on request, I-'rmrl[\alb‘ Clara C. Fuller, Martha J. Naranore, Ossining-on- University. Certificateadmits to V
Hudson, New York. Ellen Clizbe Bartlett, A.BE., Principal, Box

SAINT AGNES SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Founded in 1870 by the Right Reverend William Croswell Doane,
Bishop of Albany. General and college preparatory courses, Cer-
tificate privileges. Music and art, arts and crafts, domestic science,
secretarial tramning. Physical training and pl.n ground work.
Miss Matilda Gray, Head of the School, Albany, New York,

C r|I|
Ad

-‘Jrndll-m
ngr colleg

PEEKSKILL ACADEMY
Soth year. New Buildings. Alumni Hall (boys
1o-13). Address J. C. Bucher, AM,, or C. A,
Robinson, Ph.D,, Principals. Peekskill, N. Y.

MOHEGAN LAKE ScHooL Mk CRER S Genaal
Thorough preparation for College, Technical School or Business. Aver.
age :mugl.l;efaflpupul.-, toa class, eﬁg’h' Modern buildings., Healthful loca- EQUIP d and administered for the !hm‘DUgh preparalmn of 150

bovs for college, technical schools, and higher business careers.

t Mohegan Lake, Physical culture and Athletics under competent
i Backie A 3 : Catalogue and _illustrated hooklets upon request. James C

Director, Booklet, - A. E, Linder, A.M., Chas. H. Smith, A.M.,

Box 61, Mohegan Lake, Westchester Colnty, New York, ' Mackenzie, Ph.D., Director, Dobbs Ferry-on-Hudson, New York.
IRVING SCHOOL EmMMA WILLARD SCHOOL
For Boys. "q miles Jmm New York, inthe beautiful, historic * Ir\'iug" For Girls. 1ooth year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new
COUNtEY. ars under present Head Master. New site and fiteproof 1.u|]11mm. the wift of Mrs. Russell Sage. FPreg v reneral
ildin all ¢ |l|.eg<:- and technical schools,  Individual and Special Courses. Certificate prl\]lc res. Music, Art, Elocy [romestic
Swimming Pool, New Gympasivm, |, M, Science.  Gymnasium wit mming pool. Catalogue on r St

Head '\[ l‘\tq.r, Fox gog, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York, Miss

THE CASTLE
Miss C. E. Mason's Suburban School for Girls: Upper School for girls 13 to2s; MANOR ScHoOOL
Lower School for girls 8 to 13, All departments. College [ For Girls. Eighteen miles from New York City. General and Col-
graduating and special courses. Certificate admits to leading coll lege Pl‘ep‘ll‘alﬂ!‘}’ Courses. Certificate Im"'[le"""“ Special advan-
New York City Ammex. E unu]-c"ll: class for study and travel. Tor gir tages in Music and Languages. For circular, address Miss Hull
and Miss Huntington, Principals, Larchmont Manor, New York.

1str
Furman, AM., “liza Kelias, Ph.B., Principal, Troy, New York,

ra’

lar
address Miss C, E. Mason, L1.M.,
Lack Bru\ Tarrytown-on- Hiidson, New Yok,

RIVERVIEW ACADEMY

78th year. A home for the better kind of hoys. Tt looks beyond MRS. MARSHALL'S SCHOOL
college entrance. Instruction is thorough, sane. Equipment 2
modern. Its influence makes for manhood. 76 years of consecu- For Little Girls. A boarding and day school for girls under
tive management. For catalogue address fifteen.  Briarcliff Manor, New York.

Joseph B. Bishee, A M., Box 703, Poughkeepsie, New York,

NEW JERSEY

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE PEDDIE INSTITUTE
Thorough preparation for college or business, Efficient faculty, comfort. An endowed 5(‘21100!. Strong leaCh.‘?rs 250 boys. Prepares for all
able buildings, healthful location, careful supervision of @ s, military colleges. Buf—‘mt‘Sb course. Music. Sixty acre campus, athletic
discipline that develops character, and o7 years of n training field, gymnasium, swimming pool. Rates, $400 to $s00. Lower

boys. For catalogue, write Rev. T. H. Landon, . Principal. school for bovs 11 to 14 vears. Fc rl\h—S&:\cnth < Se
Lieut.-Col. T. D. Landon, Lu!limmld‘mt-l-U"i'—'“f““’ 2N T Lﬁlatllogurlv‘:u\\ l‘w\\l:ttgrid AM. Jl-’rm , Box %‘(E Ific:g{{?sig\v;p,\l?
BLAIR ACADEMY MONTCLAIR ACADEMY

6sth year. T'repares for any college or technical school. Beautiful, l\eﬂ.lhfu'l.
location.  Fine buildings, ™ 100 cre campus,  Two gymnasinms,  Athletic
New Dormitory, with Jflcil eq ment for younger Loys, ready next ter

Has a distinct personality and method. Finee ulpment College
or business preparation.  Write for booklet " Your Boy and Our

Tlustrated catalogue on request.  John C. Sharpe, AM., L., Principal, Schaol,” with direct message to all bovs' parents.  Address
P. U. Box N, Blairstowi, New Jersey. John G. MacVicar, A.M., 22 Walden Place; Montclair, N, T.
DWIGHT SCHooL KENT PLACE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

For Girls, College preparatory and special courses, Certificates 20 miles from New York. Mrs, Paul, Miss Woodman, Principals.
accepted by leading colleges, "Limited number of pupils insures Hamilton W. Mabie, President of Board of Directors. College
individual attention, Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York. Preparatory and General Courses, Domestic Science. New school
Gymnasium. Tennis, niding, Address Box fio7.  Miss Creighton building. "Cottage for younger girls. Gyvmnasium. Circulars
and Miss Farrar, Pnnctpals. Englewood, N. J. on request.  Summit. New Jersev, )
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

PENNSYLVANIA

|—'_- ; l- =T '_ . Ty |
' The Misses Shipley’s School ‘
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College [

Instruction: Individual instruction of limited number of
pupils by specialists in all department An average of one
teacher o every six girls. Two resident French teachers.
Courses: Diploma in College Preparatory and Academic
Courses.  Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley,
Situation: In healthful suburb, with the special educa-
tional and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn
Mawr College

Building:
every improve

Specially designed  Colonial building, with
| appointment for homelike comfort.

Athletics: Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by resident
English Dhrector.  New gymnpasium in the autumn,

Younger Puapils: Iastroction and daily life varied to
suit the personality, health, and mental needs of each child.
For catalogue, address

| The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

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

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY
b phivsical, mental @
noanasters from th
ne of the most
ut modern.

1 Mann Irving, LL.

aral training for college or ]-u_nil_mss.
ties.  Locatedin the Cum-
ts of America.

Ciffers atho
Indder Christ
berland Valley,
nasinn,  LEaqui

Will

New gyme-

Write for o 4
., Ieadmaster, Mercersburg, Pa.

THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC.
For Girls. Anexcellent school, offering either Academic or College
Preparatory Courses. Beautiful and healthful location in the
mountains, On Main Line P, R. Gymnasium, Physical
training. For catalogue address L.

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

MISS MARSHALL'S SCHOOL
For Girls. Academic and Music Departments. College Prepara-
tory and Special Courses. Ideal location, New building. Com-
fortable home life and outdoor sports. For catalogue, address
Miss E. 5. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.
WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Resident and Day Pupils. City and country school. Attractive
home and social life. General, college preparatory, special and
high school graduate courses. Voice, piano, art, domestic science,
sewing. Basketball, tennis, and horseback riding. Miss S. Edna
Tohnston, A.B., Principal, Germantown, Philadel phia, Pa.

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of
to-day began to advertise in SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE years ago for pupils for to-day.
To-day these schools are advertising for to-
MOIToW.

O

Founded 1850,
opment of each pupil,

gontz Schoo

Securing individual and complete devel-
A unique and flexible adaptation of

Fot_‘_Young ]::?dies

both class and individual instruction in lanpuage, literature,
history, music, science, art, economics and domestic science.
Experienced faculty averaging one teacher to every five girls.
Advantages of exceptional social and home life, together with
carefully supervised physieal exercise, are marked features
of Ogontz School, The modernly equipped buildings are de-
lightfully situated in a beautiful suburban park of 65 acres.
20 minutes to Philadelphia, affording the exceptional educa-
tional advantages of the city, Catalog and views.
Miss ABEY A. SUTHERLAND, Prin., Ogontz School P. 0., Pa.

ILLINOIS

CONNECTICUT

L THE ELY ScHooOL
Ay fifh Year For Girls,

| ROCKFORD COLLEGE =~
| FOR WOMEN ———

ROCKFORD. ILL. A Country School for Girls,

First ronk. B. A, and B. S, Broad cultnre, with :
elective vocational courses that fit for life and for |
self-support. Faculty in close touch with the girls, ' A School for Girls, Founded by Mrs. Wi, ). Black
Chasen body of students.  Health and safety para- I year opens Tuesday, October 7th, 1013, o
mount, Pureair, pure arlesian water, fine campus, | Mrs:. W dhag Bh\_clkwpﬂiil‘ {)'T‘l,mf‘ess' =
New fire-proof dormitory, electric light, steam Few Miliard, Liichheld Ca; Cong,

Good table.  Cartalogue. - -

Greenwich, Connecticut.,

Miss Davies, Principal.
Washington, Connecticut.

INGLESIDE

School

liat Box 3.

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

INDIANA

THE EXTENT OF SCRIBNERS
<'|rc1T1]aT|rur'|IT'I he  character  of SCRIBNERS
readers—1The cost of SCRIBNERS service
make SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE of first ime
portance in school advertising, Especially in 1913,

ELMHURST
Only high grade non-sectarian country school for girls in the
Middle West, Number limited to twenty-fo
R. D). 6, Box z, Connersville, Ind. |
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MAS SACHUSETTS

Miss Hall’s Mount rox GIRLS

Boston
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Preparalory: ﬁn[shina 5C hGOI,
Advanced Elective Courses,

] 1 1le For high school duates.
In the Berkshire Hills, on College Cerifcate Privlege.
the Holmes Road to L.enox. | a P'f-;’;;‘anv“j,‘fli'\\5,‘:,1,‘“\'105“"3
I* L)i‘t\'~h\‘t_‘ acres. Onf.‘. [h(')“_ | Damestic Science, Nurse, new

Ciymnasium “1Ih swimming

sand feet above the sea level. | pool. ‘Directorob Athleties.
| Exrpplmna] opporlunities, with
a delightful home life.

Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal s 88 Summit Street
Write for
Pittsfield, Massachusetts New Year Book NEWTON, mass.

Rogers Hall School &

38 minutes from Boston. Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park
Thorough preparation for college.  Advanced Courses for Graduates of High Sch
Household Arts. Music. Arts and ( | arge grounds for all outdoor 5
perienced instrue incharge of allathletics, New Gymnasium and Swimmi
or catalogue address

Miss OLIVE 5. PARSONS, Principal, Lowell, Mass.

HOUSE IN THE PINES |
A schoal for girls. Intermediate and academic courses. Lan- |
guages—native teachers. Music, Household Arts.  Every atten- | AR
tion, not only to habits of stm‘lv but to each girl's health and | 11oth yvear. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal,
|
1

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN

happiness. Miss Cornish and Miss Hyde, Principals, Norton, Miss Laura A. knott, AN, Bradlord, Massachusctte.

Massachusetts (40 minutes from Boston).

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Founded by Mary A. Burpham in 1877, is continuing without | MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
interruption under the direction of Miss Helen E. Thompson For many vears known as “ The Burnham School.” 37th year
and Miss Martha C. Burnham. Preparatory, Graduating and apens September 18th, 1013, Correspondence should be addressed
Special Courses, Correspondence ghould be addressed to Miss to Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass,
Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass,

-HO-;Uﬁ.RD SEMINARY

For Girls and Young Ladies. Healthful and beautiful location, '
25 miles from Boston. 1\: ademic, College Preparatory and MiSs CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Special Courzes.  Two years’ course for High School graduates. General, Spe "" and College Preparatory Courses,

Diomestic Science.  Art and Music studios.  Miss Sarah E. The Fenway 28, Loston.
Laughton, A M., Principal, West Bridgewater, Massachusetts,

LASELL SEMINARY MISS GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL
Advanced work for High School graduates. Music, Art, House- s2d year, College preparatory and general courses.
hold Sciences.  Address G. M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal, vantages in Art, Music, Languages and Household Arts,

110 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Massachusetts, cordially we dcomed.  Send for catalogue.

20-31 i‘a:rncli‘)trcct corner Commonwealth Avenue, Boston,

ABBOT ACADEMY THE MITCHELL MILITARY BoYS' SCHoOOL

A School for Girls. Founded 1823, 23 miles from Boston ‘ For boys from eight tosixteen. A country school with every mod-
A S . 23 s fr stom.

< Miss Rartha Batlev ol e e ern equipment. Booklet upon request.  Alexander H, Mitche
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass. Head Master, Billerica, Massachusetts. (2o miles from Boston.)

WHEJ\TON COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOM EN WORCESTER ACADEMY
Educates for “ The Business of Being.a Woman.” A.B. degree, s
Healthful location. 17 buildings. 100 acres. Membership limited.
Liberal endowment. Also Wheaton Seminary courses supervised
by the College. Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., - ; b .

" Abercrof &
l"re51dent Nnrton, Mass. (30 miles from Boston). et nn: l-'fn

THE BEST MEDIUM for school advertising is

the one which has weight and influence in the | MISS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHooL

homes where the advantages of the Private School For Girls. General and College Preparatory Courses. Resident
are recognized, appreciated, and acted upon,  Such and day pupils. o

a medium builds up an institution by supplving it Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,

with students whe will be a credit to it. Box G, 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass,

VIRGINIA

SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE | HOLLINS COLLEGE

A College for Women, of the grade of Vassar, Wellesley, Smith and Bryn | For Young Women, Founded 1842. College, Elective and Pre-
Mawr, Four yeirs of collegiate and two years of prepar atory work are paratory Courses. Music, Art, etc. Lf'( ated in Vall ¥ Virginia.
given. On ﬂm:t‘;u:nlu Railroad south of Washington, Catalogue and oo acres. Seven miles north of Roanoke. Invigora wuntain
views sent on application to I X a
T al.\log ae address
D, Mary K. Benedict, Prest., Box 108, Sweet Briar, Va = -
98y Sweet Briar, Va, s Matty L. Cocke, President, Box 308, Hollins, Virginia,

In answering adverlisements please mention S( 'RIBNER'S MAGAZINE o



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

WASHINGTON, D. C.

MARYLAND

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Fireproof building. Accommodation for 100 boarding pupils. In
Cathedral Close of 40 acres. Unrivalled music, art and special
courses,.  Certificates to college. The Bnhup of Washington,
President Board of Trustees; Mrs. Barbour Walker, M.A. lnn,
Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C.

BRISTOL SCHOOL

1"-Jr 1
s' Collegia

Academic and t\w:n
¥ & m-nfiuul ling, &
nasiuem, swimmit ire, Psychology. Civ

by Merrill E. , ex-President Amhberst Lol]e;,e:
Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal, Miut wood PI, and 15th 5t., Washington, D, C,

stls,  French l\uJLILnLL

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

E‘iUNSTE)N_HJ\LL

A School for Girls. Established 1892, Preparatory and Academic

Courses. Two years Post-graduate and College work. Music,
Art, :md Expression. Bmldmg specially planned for the school,
Athletics, Mrs. Beverley R. Mason, Principal; Miss E. M.

Clark, LL. ‘\, e\ssmm!e. 1006 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C.

MARTHJ\ WASHINGTON SEMINARY
For Young Women. In finest residential section of National

Capital. Two years' course for High School graduates, general
and special courses. Domestic Science. Outdoor sports. #575-
$650. Edward W, Thompson, Principal

1601 Connecticut Ave., \\"z;shingtrm. D.C.

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY
For Young Women. The story of the school; its remarkable
equipment of 2o buildings; its training in homemaking; its study
of the Capital—can be told fully only in our catalogue. Address
Box 102, Forest Glen, Md. Washington (Suburbs), D, C

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL

(Episcopal.y A country school: 40 acres of grounds, Faculty
uf ape s in college prepartion. All the attractions of the Capital,
Advantages of inaugur: vear. Bishop of Washington President Board
Trus For catalogue address

| . Grepg, Headmaster, Box T, Mount St. Alban, Washington, D C,

WASHINGTON COLLEGE

For Girls and Your i Women., Located within National Capital
10 acres; choicest educational and social advantag
most beautiful home life,  Preparatory, Certifics
Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science.
F. Menefee, President, Washington, D, C,

park of
1 refined associations,
and College Courses.
Literature on request. Address

FAIRMONT
A Home School for Girls,

Literature on request. Washington, D. C.

FOREIGN

VILLA ST. GEORGES
Rue Borghese, Neuilly,

Paris. Mlle, Corniquet receives from ten te
Ve young ladies desirous of learning French usic, etc.  The Hous

wwated close the Bo toulogne and te modern. Special
professors are ched to the establishment. For I ectus apply as above
to Mlle. Cornig

LES CHARMETTES

Boisguillaume-les-Rouen, France. A limited number of yvoung ladies of

1 social standing are rece to complete their knowled ge ot 1.
. Singing, Dauc . Painting, Fencing, Ridir

S| in a healthy d t and stands in the centre of a l.u-- re wrle,

}'FOH]\L’\ us from Mme, Ceulemans d'Hombeeck,

TRAVEL

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND
A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notwre Dame to
train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnificent
buildings in” a beautiful park of 7o acres. Rowing, basketball, tennis,
hockey, Tnstructors all 5;\.;. lists. Regular and elective courses.  Music,
Art. Write for catalog.  Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland,

CAM P CHAM FLAI N, An IneaL SDM’MER Caure For Bovs
On Lake Champlain. Twentieth Year. July 1st to September 1st.

Every convenience for safety and comfort. Waterproof tents
with floors. Fleet of rowboats and canoes. Two Motor Boats,
I:shmg swimming, baseball, tennis, all land and water sports.
Trips to Adirondacks and Green Mountains. Leaders carefully
chosen and experienced college men. Tutoring, if desired. Large
Assembly and Dining Hall, with piano. First-class cooking. Camp
physician. No mu:qmtue:. or malaria, Long distance telephone.
Number limited. Entries received now. Waiting list later. Ref-
erences nqmr;d Booklet upon application.
. Clark Read, AM., Berkeley School, New York.

PASQUANEY NATURE CLUB FOR GIRLS
Newfound Lake, N. H. In the White Mountain region.
season. For particulars address )

Mrs. Hassan, Bristol, New Hampshire,

Ninth

camp OTTER Canapa, “HicHraxps oF Oxtarmo
5 5 amid surround-

iving, and that suit the
Land and water spor:s.
, Professor of Physical Training at

Eeal camp |1In
I‘ Young

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS, Moose Posp

Twelfth Season. Three separate cam (age to 21 I
Tilustrated Booklet address lgupioan 2

Mr, and Mrs, C, E, Cobb, Denmark, Maine.

THE THOMPSON-BALDASSERONI
SCHOOL OF TRAVEL FOR GIRLS
Sails in October with Principal for 13th sc
abroad,  Usual courses. Music n
eight countries. Mrs. Helen Scott, &

vear of travel and study
Extensive it tinerary through
ey, C “entral Ave, .» Dover, Iv. H,

MISCELLANEOUS

NO MORE
]m cure you, Re-
putation world-wide. %

Established 16 years, Trial lesson explaining Home In-
struction, with 200-page book, FREE, Apswer at onea
George r\ndrew Lewis, 12 Adelaide Street, Detroit, Mich,

30 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S M;iG.-'lZIN

CAMP WINONA FOR BOYS, Moose Poxp

(8 to 15 years of age.) Sixth Season, For Illustrated Booklet
address C, E. Cobb, Denmark Inn, Denmark, Maine.
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DRAMATIC ARTS

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Connected with
Mr. Charles
Frohman's

Empire Theatre

and Companies

AMERICAN
ACADEMY

OF
DRAMATIC ARTS

FOUNDED IN 1884

Franklin H Sargent
President
For Catalogue and Information, apply to

The Secretary, Rocom 150, Carnegie Hall, New York

SPECIAL

1the new profession
Tree Surgery =

Not overcrowded and offers splendid
and unusual opportunities to honor-
able young men. Ages 20to 28. Students must
have attended high school, be at least 5 foot 7 in
hieighth, physically sound and of good character.
After completing two years' course, good men
make $1,000 to £5,000 a year. Positions guaran-
teed to good men after graduation. Every city,
park, orchard and private estate needs an Expert
Tree Surgeon. Positions open also with established
companies or State and National Governments.
Specialattention to Fruit Growing, Tuitien moder-
ate, including first year's board. 'We pay salary
second year. Write promptly for full particulars.
Address the Secretary.

DAVEY INSTITUTE OF TREE SURGERY

Box 203

Kent, Ohio

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

THeE UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO
HOME

Correspondence-Study Dept.

offers 3560 class-room courses to non-resident
wtudents. One may thus do part work for a Bach-
elor's degree, Elementary couraes in many sub-
jecta, others for Teachers, Writera, Accountants,

ankers, Business Men, Ministers, Social Workers,
Ete. Begin any time,

U. of C. (Div. F) Chicago. III.

STUDY

20th Year

WANTED—SALESMEN ANDSALESWOMEN

Hundreds of good positions now open paying from $1,000.00 to
£5,000.00 a year. No former experience required to get one of them.
We will teach you to be a high grade Traveling Salesman or Sales-
woman by mailin eight weeks and assist you to secure a good position
where you can earn wages while you are learning Practical Sales-
manship. Write today for full particulars, and testimonials from hun-
dreds of men and women we have recently placed in good positions;
also list of good positions open. Address (nearest office) Dept, 125

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION

Chieago New York Kansas City Seattle MNew Orleans Toronto

THE BEST MACAZINE 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 alwavs 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
counl.

Is Largely
a Matter of U

You know that a fine job and a big salary
are not going to fall into your lap with no
effort on your part. You've got to be ready
by making yourself ready.

You can easily prepare yourself for a good
paying position through the help of the Inter-
national Correspondence Schools.  In your
spare time you can acquire training that will
qualify you for whatever occupation most
appeals to you., It doesn’'t matter where youn
live, what you do, what you earn, or what
schooling you have had—so long as you can
read and write the I. C. 5. way is open.

Just mark the coupon opposite the occupa-
tion you desire, and mail it teday. The
I. C. S. will send all the facts showing just
how I. C. S. training is adapted to YOUR
particular need. [t costs you nothing and
puts you under no obligation to find out how
the I. C. S. can help you.

Everymonthoverfourhundred salariesraised
are voluntarily reported by successful T, C. S.

students of all ages. You can join these men,

o e e e e

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

|
!
|
l
[
I
I
1
|
|
|

Box 922,

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

Salesmanship
Electrical Engineer
Elee. Lighting Supt.
Telephone Expert
Architect

Building Contractor
Arehiteetural Drafteman
Structural Engineer
Conerete Construction
Mechan. Engineer
Meehanical Draftsman
Civil Engineer

Mine Saperintendent
Stationary Engineer
Plumhbing & Steam Fitting
Gas Engines

Civil Service
Bookkeeping

4
I

Stenography & Typewriting I

Window Trimming
Show Card Writing
Lettering and Sign Palnting
Advertising
Commereial Ilustrating
Industrial Designing
Commercial Law
Antomobile Ronning
English Branches
Poultry Farming
Teacher Spanish
Agrienlture French
Chemist German

Name -

Present Occupation —

Btreet and No.

— State




32 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

It will pay you to place your next policy
in the Postal Life Insurance Company

Insurance in force

216050 000 1912—STATE DEPARTMENT AUDIT—1912 S50, 000

The triennial audit, just concluded, was a most exhaustive inquiry, made possible because
the Company eliminates all branch-offices and agents, conducting its business wnder one rogf—
from a single headquarters, the Home Office in New York. o )

The inquiry was made thorough because it was the first examination since the Postal absorbed
another, and a larger company, and also because the State Superintendent recognized that his
official report would be a practical certification of the Company to other State Superintendents:
the latter, mindful of the rigid New York requirements and of the strict supervision of its
Insurance Department, have agreed that @ company measuring up to New York State standards
wonld be accepted and accredited in other Stales.

The outcome is therefore flattering to the Postal Life,
and commends it to thoughtful insurers everywhere.

Superintendent Emmet, in
a memorandum filed with the
Examiners' Report December
16th,1912, calls special attention
to the writing of insurance by
mail as bringing the policy-
holders into communication
with the home office,and states
that the report shows a general
iniprovenent i the condition
of the Company. There is
merit, he furthermore states, in
the health-work of the Medical
Department, not only to the
Company and its policyholders
but 7o the general public as well.

Particular reference is made
to the absence oflitigation aris-
ing from questions with POS-
TALpolicyholders. He speaks
of the number of improvements
made in the handling of its busi-
ness, and points out that gains
have been made potwithstand-
ing the considerable expends-
diyes e 1912 for betlerient of
the Conipamy’s property.

The Chief Examiner of lile
companies in his statement
submitted to the Honorable
William Temple Emmet, Super-
intendent of Insurance, refers to
the fiok order of the Postal's
2is/s secured by the non-agency
method, and to the progress of
the Company in bringing its
organization to a Ligh standard
iciency. He adds that the
securing  business by
and correspondence
las nol increased pro rata, with
the new business written; the
business-getting  expense will
therefore, as contended by the
Company, decrease from year
to year. Healsoadds that part
of the cost of advertising should
be charzed to old business, as
continuecd publicity has a ten-
dency to keep up the confidence
of policvholdersand retainthem.

The examination covers many
pages of a printed document
on file at the State Department.

L
ik Remewal prinission  Divie
dends el Ofler-expense Savings
cuvered by the

2%

it
firther redu
sar adter the Nist,

Thus is the Company commended by the highest authorities 1o the public.
The official endorsements, the conduct of its business through publicity chan-
nels, and its operations subject to the United States postal authorities, carry
confidence to intending insurers, as well as to its own body of policyholders,

Total Assets and Liabilities

At the close of the examination the Company had over The Company's reserves : i 4
& i i : : : Lompany’s reserves and other assets are in ap
s_sq,llﬂo.[lno insurance in for ..-:.Hn- policy and other liabili- ‘p:'rm:d securities, including state, municipal r:aih-n;fd
ties were fully covered by statutory and departmental reserves  bonds « bonds and mortgages, real estate, policy oans accrued

amounting to $|0.;“29_.5|0-!0, with an excess or surplus to interest, deferred net-preminms, cash in bank and various
policvholders of $226,874.55. other items ecating $10,256,384.65.
Tnowriting the Company for particulars for yourself, please give: First, vour full name; Second, vour occu-

pation ; Third, the exact date of your birth. Also mention SCRIBNER'S for March
Lear in mind no agent will be sent to visit you. The POSTAL dispenses with ri'_::euH. and pays to you in

s e s x : gt : = -
cash or credits you in equivalent dividends, or paid-up insurance, the amount of Agency commissions

POSTAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

WM. R. MALONE, President Postal Life Building 35 NASSAU ST. NEW YORK

In answering adverlisemenis please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



MAGAZINE NOTES

The announced new novel by John Gals-
worthy will begin in the April number. The
title is “The Dark Flower” (The Love Life
of a Man), in three parts: Spring—Summer—
Autumn, S

Readers may look forward with especial
pleasure to the impressions of English friends
that will be given

speak in the warmest terms of her relations to
her husband and his family—of her good sense
and her goodness.”

Among other friends introduced to the
reader are Ruskin, Dean Stanley, Burne-
Jones, Browning, Thomas Carlyle, with whom
the author often took long walks and who be-
came one of his closest and most admired [riends.

Carlyle’s personal-

in the extracts from
Letters and Jour-
nals of Charles El-
iot Norton. The
first article will
appear in the April
number. Few men
have had so many
distinguished
friends, and these
impressions, writ-
ten in familiar and
intimate corre-
spondence, make
delightful reading
and give many new
side-lights on fa-
vorite authors. In
one of the first long
letters written to
his mother there is
a description of a -
visit to Charles
Dickens at his
Gadshill home and
of his conversation
with him on vari-
ous topics. “Ona
table in the window
lay the manuscript
of ‘David Copper-
field,) a perfect
specimen of most
careful work. The book shelves were full of
novels, poetry, history, not suggesting a library,
but simply individual taste.” Another of the
letters gives a most interesting impression of a
visit paid to George Henry Lewes and George
Eliot. “The walls of the dining-room in which
we sat after lunch were adorned with proof
impressions (possibly the original drawings, I
am not sure) of the illustrations to ‘Romola.’
. . . Every one who knows Mrs. Lewes well
seems attached to her, and those who know

John Galsworthy,

whose latest story will begin as a serial in the April
number of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.

ity has been much
discussed—these
letters give a new
idea of the humor
and charm of the
man and of his ca-
pacity for making
warm friendships.

R -

Price Collier’s ar-
ticles on “Germany
and the Germans
from an American
Point of View?”
have made very
much the same im-
pression as to their
spirit as the same
author’s comments
on England and the
English. Even the
Germans have rea-
lized that heisin in-
tent a fair-minded,
essentially a friend-
ly, observer. If
there is fault-find-
ing, there has been
an abundant ap-
preciation of Ger-
many’s great quali-
ties.

It is very likely that the one on “The Dis-
taff Side”” in this number, which discusses the
place of women in the empire, will be very
freely discussed in Berlin and other German
cities. In the next number ( April) he will
write of the German military and naval es-
tablishment, “Ohne Armee Kein Deutsch-
land.” The man in the street is very apt to
speak of Germany as a nation with a chip on
her shoulder, but Mr. Collier’s statement of
her political position is one that amply ac-

]
39
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counts for the need of a powerful army and
navy.

“ Political geography is the sufficient reason
for Germany's army and navy. Let us be
fair in these judgments and admit at once
that if Japan were where Mexico is, and Rus-
sia. where Canada is, and Germany separated
from us by a few hours’ steaming, certain
peace-mongers would have been hanged long
ago, and our cooing doves of peace would
have had molten tar mixed with their feathers.
As an TItalian proverb runs, ‘It is easy to
scoff at a bull from a window,” and we in-
dulge in not a little of such babyish effrontery
from our safe place in the world. Germany,
on the other hand, looks out upon the world
from no such safe window-seat; she is down in
the ring, and must be prepared at all hazards
to take care of herseli. The army is the Ger-
man's pride—they are made to feel that they
are the darlings of the fatherland by everybody
from the Emperor down.”

S S

The old Latin Quarter, on the farther side
of the Seine, the quarter of “Trilby,” has long
since passed away. Students in queer clothes
may be still seen wandering about the narrow
streets, but the old atmosphere has departed
with the old buildings and the coming of the
new boulevards. Some time later than the days
of Trilby, however, there were still here and
there places that kept alive the old tradition.
Among these was “ Clarisse’s little chop-house
in the Rue Jacob’—about which Eliot Greg-
ory has written for [the April number. He
recalls his own student days in Paris and the
associations of the little estaminet where many
famous people were wont to gather and discuss
art and literature and other things dear to the
heart of artists and their kin. Here came
Henry Murger, de Campleury, Courbet, Wag-
ner; here came also, to this “little one-eyed
brasserie in the Rue Jacob,” as the place was
also affectionately called, Carolus Duran, one
of the author’s teachers; Gounod, Sardou,
Robert Browning and his son the sculptor,
Daudet with whom the author had many
walks and falks, and the ill-fated Bastien-
Lepage and Marie Bashkirtseff—"in whose
Journal, published after her death, all the
world is to read the story of their friendship
and the long illness they passed through to-
gether.”

Mrs. Wharton's novel, “ The Custom of t!‘le
Country,” bids fair to be even more of a ht’:
erary sensation than “The House of Mirth.
In the April instalment of the story there is a
very pertinent discussion of the contrasting
attitudes of English and American men toward
women, especially in the home. Undine
Spragg’s efforts to break into society are
bringing her into association with some un-
usual people and making her life more and
more a complicated problem. -

Ye B

Already the steamship companies are pre-
paring for the South American travel that will
follow the opening of the Panama Canal. The
wonderful countries of our Latin-American
neighbors will be visited by thousands, and
no doubt the effect will be a more friendly and
better understanding on both sides. Ernest
Peixotto, the artist and writer, made an exten-
sive journey in South America last year, and the
first of his articles, describing the journey down
and some of the interesting places he visited,
will appear in the next number. “Down the
West Coast to Lima,” he went; ““following the
same track that we were taking, Pizarro,
nearly four hundred years ago, with his little
company had set out upon his conquest of
Peru. And that tall brig upon the horizon,

‘her tiering canvas in sheeted silver spread,’

might she not well be his caravel bound for
Gorgona or lonely Gallo or the verdant islands
of the Gulf of Guayaquil? The sun had now
set; the clouds parted, and the moon, hitherto
hidden, poured its pale radiance upon thke
calm Pacific.” The illustrations are from his
own drawings.
Vs W

There was an illustration in Mr. Paine’s
article, “Discovering America by Motor,”
showing a North Dakota farmer and his family,
with the caption, “where the old cars go.”
The old cars no doubt go all over the coun-
try, and North Dakota may get her share, but
it is a fact, as a loyal North Dakotan points
out, “that in the number of cars North Dakota
will compare favorably with any State in the
Union. The farmers of North Dakota who
own cars are well-to-do, and no old worn-out
machine goes with them. They want the best
that can be obtained for the money.”
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Billiards —The King

of Home Games |

Play on the World-Famous BRUNSWICK
Home Billiard or Pocket-Billiard Tables

Billiards holds the scepter of supremacy over all indoor games for the home. It affords the
delightful combination of physical exercise, mental relaxation, excitement and fun for young and
old.  Real billiards can only be played on a yea/ billiard table. You can now secure, in fome sizes,
the famous Brunswick tables, used exclusively by the billiard experts of the world. Iiqual in play-
O ing qualities to the standard tables.

8’ The Magnificent Brunswick
“BABY GRAND”>

This is the world’s finest Home Billiard Table. Genuine mahogany, inlaid design, highly
finished. (Celebrated Baby Monarch cushions. Vermont slate bed. Concealed drawer holds
complete playing equipment.

The Brunswick “* Baby Grand "’ is furnished either as a Carom or Pocket-Billiard Table or as
a combination Carom and Pocket-Billiard Table, as desired.

Our Brunswick ¢ Convertible V" DBilliard or Pocket-Billiard Tables serve also as Dining and
Library Tables or Davenports.

Over a Year to Pay! Full Playing Outfit Free!

Play while you pay! Our low prices and easy terms bring Brunswick Tables within reach of
all who love the game. Complete Playing Equipment and all accessories furnished free with each
table. Outfit includes cues, balls, bridge, rack, markers, rules and book, ** How to Play.”

Send Coupon for Beautiful Book, “Billiards—The Home Magnet”

The book accurately describes and illustrates i /il colors the many styles and sizes of Billiard and Pocket-
Billiard ‘l'ables designed for the home.  Gives special prices and full details of Easy-Payment Proposition.
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THE GARDENS OF THE BOSPHORUS
By H. G. Dwight

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRATILS Y THE AUTHOR AND OTHERS

HE Turk has never acquired
the reputation of his Arab
e{ and Persian cousins in the
] matter of gardens. Perhaps
4 it is that he belongs to a
younger race and has had
more conflicting traditions out of which to
evolve a style. Tor he is a man to whom a
garden is a necessity. He would never be
content like ourselves with a barelawn and a
potato patch. He is given to staying much
at home, he has a great love of flowers and
fresh air, the nature of his domestic ar-
rangements leads him to screen his private
life from observation. Hence it is that the
gardens of the Bosphorus are one of the
most characteristic features of that river-
like strait. They have, moreover, a definite
cachet of their own. This is largely pre-
scribed to them by the nature of the soil on
which they are laid out.  The banks of the
Bosphorus slope sharply back to a height
of some four hundred feet, and are broken
by valleys penetrating more gradually into
the rolling table-lands of Thrace and Asia
Minor. Few of their houses, therefore, do
not enjoy some view of the water and of the
opposite shore, rarely more than a mile or
two away. The gardens of the houses are
accordingly laid out with reference to those
views, and are determined in form by the
steepness of the hill-sides on which they lie.
They are terraces, that is, one or many ac-
cording to the size of the garden.

Italian gardens are often laid out on the
same principle.  And the analogy is carried
a step farther by the decorative part played
in Constantinople by the cypress and the
stone-pine. But the gardens of the Bos-
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phorus have really very little of an Italian
air. The smallest patch of ground in Ttaly
is more architectural than the largest Turk-
ish estate. Except in their mosques and
the dependencies thereof the Turks have
never been great putters together of stone
and mortar. They do put any amount of
stone and mortar together in retaining and
enclosing walls, but the result has little ar-
chitectural effect. They do not trim their
terraces with stone or marble balustrades,
while the lack of garden sculpture is with
them a matter into which religion enters.
In spite of their climbing terraces, there-
fore, they lean to the landscape school.
Shade, flowers, and seclusion are for them
the three treasures of a garden. To pick a
rose, to sit in an arbor, to see water framed
in trees, to take their kef, smoke their ciga-
rette, chat with their family or friends, with-
out being too closely spied upon, are the
advantages which the gardens of the Bos-
phorus provide them in great variety. And
a terrace ten feet long may be as enviable
as an estate reaching from the water’s edge
to the top of the hill, since it is the blue
panorama of the strait, with its busy boats
and its background of hills, that is the chief
ornament of the garden.

Those who have never visited Constan-
tinople sometimes imagine the Bosphorus
to be overhung by palms—I suppose be-
cause it washes the coast of Asia and flows
into the Mediterranean. They are accord-
ingly sadly disillusioned when they come to
it at the end of a winter in Egypt and Pal-
estine and encounter a snow-storm. As a
matter of fact the Bosphorus, which lies
in about the same latitude as Long Island

All rights reserved.

2609



A terrace ten feet long may be as envialle as an e

Sound, has in spite of its rapid current been
solidly frozen over two or three times in his-
tory. The last time was in February, 1621,
That winter, if I remember correctly, was
also severe for certain adventurers lately
come from England to Massachusetts Bay.
But if palms are as great a rarity in Con-
stantinople as in New York or Connecticut,
the trees that do grow there belong to a cli-
mate more like northern Italy. Most strik-
ing among them, and happily one of the
commonest, is the stone-pine. These are
often magnificent, marching along the edge
ol a terrace or the top of a hill with full con-
sciousness of their decorative value. The
cypress, perhaps even more common, in-
clines to raggedness rather than to slender-
ness or height. Other evergreens, including
the beautiful cedar of Lebanon, have been
domesticated in smaller numbers for orna-
mental purposes. The magnolia might
properly be classed among them, the mag-
nolia grandiflora of our Southern States,
since it keeps its glossy leaves all winter
long. Of the less tenacious brotherhood
the plane tree is easily king, often reaching
270
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a majestic girth and stature.
poplars, horse-chestnuts, acacias of various
sorts—1I am too little of a botanist to know
whether the curiously coiling umbrella tree
so popular for arbors be one of them—are

also characteristic. In the hill-side parks
that are the pride of the larger estates, decid-
uous trees predominate altogether—chest-
nuts, walnuts, limes, oaks, elms, beeches,
and sycamores. Among them is a graceful
tree of heart- shaped leaves and dark con-
torted branches with whose true title I
am unacquainted, but which is one of the
greatest ornaments of the Bosphorus. Tt is
popularly known as the Judas tree, after
some legend that makes it the tree on which
the traitorous apostle hanged himself. He
must then have heen of high descent, for
the blossoms, which took thereafter the stain
of his blood, have a decided violet tinge.
They cover the hranches so thickly before
the leaves are out that they paint whole hill-
sides of April with their magenta.

These bits of wood, so pleasantly green
in rainless summers, so warmly tawny in
the autumn, are perhaps the Jast fragments




Therapia enjoys some renown as the scene of combats between sea-marauders.

of vanished forests mentioned by the By-
zantine historians. Not that you would
suspect them of any great age, especially
when violets are out and nightingales are
busy among the branches. Neither are the
houses to which they belong of an enduring
architecture. A bit of marble in a deserted
garden sometimes excites more interest than
it should in an archaologically or romantic-
ally minded passer-by. But now and then a
monstrous plane tree, a stately file of pines,
has an air of saying to the nightingales:
“Nous avons bien passé parla.” And some-
times a Byzantine capital, a broken pillar
or stele, suddenly takes your thought back
to pre-T'urkish, even to pre-Roman springs.
1t can go back here, your thought, as far as
you please—as far at any rate as Jason and
the Argo, who sailed between these shores
in the dawn of legend.

The name of one of the Bosphorus vil-
lages—of two, in fact—still recalls the tran-
sit of those early voyagers. When they
returned from Colchis with Medea, that for-
midable passenger threw out poison upon
the Thracian shore; whence the name Phar-

makia, changed by the euphemism of the
Greeks to Therapia, or Healing. The place
which Therapia has long held in the hearts
of Constantinopolitans would seem to prove
that the latter was the truer name. While
Therapia enjoys some renown as the scene
of combats between sea-marauders of va-
rious nations, it is more celebrated as a
place of villeggiatura for the great Phanar-
iote families, who were interpreters of the
Porte and Princes of Moldavia and Wal-
lachia before the days of Balkan States. It
is still the favorite summer resort of Chris-
tian Constantinople. There are, to be sure,
reasons why it is better to look at Therapia
than to be in it. The view it commands
is the bleakest on the Bosphorus, and the
prevailing north wind, which keeps the strait
cooler in summer than Long Island Sound,
sometimes gets on one’s nerves. Neverthe-
less Therapia is an admirable centre for a
variety of pleasant excursions; there are de-
licious gardens in the clefts of its hills, and
from May till October the embassies impart
to it such gayety as the somewhat meagre
social resources of Constantinople afford.
271
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Constantinople is, I believe, the sole dip-
lomatic post to which summer residences
are attached. Each envoy also has a steam
launch, for keeping in touch with the Sub-
lime Porte, fifteen miles away, and a de-
spatch boat is detailed to each embassy
except the Persian. These dignities came
about very naturally, by reason of the epi-
demics and disorders which used to break
out in the city, the habit of Constantinople
to transport itself bodily to the Bosphorus
during the summer, and the generosity of
the sultans. The English, French, and
German governments all own beautiful es-
tates at Therapia, presented to them by dif-
ferent sultans, while the Russians are mag-
nificently established at an adjoining vil-
lage. Their great hill-side park is a perfect
wood, so dense in summer that the water is
scarcely visible from it. If I might choose
I would rather be the French ambassador
than any other. He occupies a charming
old red Turkish palace—or Greek rather,
since it once belonged to the famous Ypsi-
lantis—with jutting upper rooms supported
on curved wooden corbels. His garden is
not so large as some others, but more sapi-
ently laid out. A bridge leads from the
house to the first terrace, whose flowers
and trees irregularly follow the curve of the
hill-side. A formal avenue and steep wood-
paths mount to the grassy upper terrace,
commanding between noble pines and
beeches the mouth of the Black Sea. The
Italians also make villeggiatura at Thera-
pia, the Austrians and Persians being in-
stalled farther down the Bosphorus. Our
ambassador is the sole envoy of his rank
obliged to hunt up hired quarters, though
even some of the small legations occupy their
own summer homes. Should Congress ever
persuade itself that ambassadorial dignity
is a thing worthy to be upheld, or should
some sultan present us with one of the old
estates still available, I hope we shall build
an embassy in keeping, like the French,
with its surroundings, and not such a mon-
strosity as other Powers have put up.

There is rivalry between the gardens of
the upper, the middle, and the lower Bos-
phorus with regard to their advantages of
position. The upper Bosphorus is from
the European point of view the most desir-
able. The middle Bosphorus, however, is
chiefly favored by the Turks, and for most
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reasons Lam with them. The midsummer
meltem, often intensely irritating nearer the
mouth of the Black Sea, is here somewhat
tempered by the windings of the strait.
Then here the coasts of the two continents
approach each other most closely, are most
gracefully modelled and greenly wooded.
The Asiatic shore in particular, which op-
posite Therapia is forbidding enough, is
here a land of enchantment with its gar-
dens, its groves, its happy valleys, its tempt-
ing points and bays, its weathered wooden
villages, its ruined water-side castle of An-
adolu Hissar, its skyline of cypresses and
pines—and most so if seen from Europe in
a light of sunset or early morning. Yet
the spell is not broken if you enter it—
as strangers often do at the famous Sweet
Waters—and follow the curve of the shore,
sometimes along an open quay, sometimes
between garden walls and under garden
bridges, past grave old latticed wooden
houses of broad eaves and bracketed pro-
jections, or if you climb to hill-tops from
which you may behold the kingdoms of the
earth and the glory of them.

The most notable of these overlooks the
point of Candilli, the Beaconed. The crest
of the hill is the ruin of an old villa, on
a square terrace fringed by pines, whence
the discerning person who lived there com-
manded nearly the whole length of the
Bosphorus, with its successive basins and
narrows, from Therapia to the Sea of Mar-
mora. I know not of how antique a past
those pinesmay be a memento, or the broken
granite column at the fire signal station just
below; but there are other pines in Candilli,
and other abandoned terraces, to prove that
earlier generations appreciated that magnif-
lcent site. And we know that Sultan Mo-
hammed IV, who came to the throne in 1649,
often stayed there. His favorite wife, alady
almost as famous in Turkish history as Rox-
elana, wasa Greek, whose graceful Turkish
name may be less gracefully rendered as
Rosy Beverage of Spring. Discovering that
her lord spent more of his hours than she
found proper in the society of a Circassian
dancing girl, she caused a man slave of her
own to be educated in the terpsichorean art
and presented him to Mohammed. She
then asked one night as they sat at the edge
of the water that the two dancers perform
together for her amusement. The slaves ac-
cordingly danced on the terrace before their



The garden of the Russian embassy, Buyukdereh.

The WRussians are magnificently established.—Page 272,

imperial masters, nearer and nearer the
water, till the man, by a seemingly careless
thrust of his foot, tripped his companion
into the Bosphorus. She was immediately
carried away into the dark by the current,
here extremely swift; and the Sultana doubt-
less slept the more sweetly, knowing there
was one less dancer in the world. I pre-

sume the present imperial villa near the
boat landing is the scene of this little drama.
On a natural terrace higher up is a large
white structure begun by Abdul Hamid IT
for one of his daughters. Surprised by the
constitutional régime and wishing to curry
favor with it, the wily old man gave the un-
finished palace to the nation, for the first
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Turkish girls’ college.  “I built it for my
daughter,” he said; “I give it to my daugh-
ters.” They say the directress is to be an
American.

Several of the most enviable estates on
this stretch of the Bosphorus belong to the
vice-regal family of Fgypt. Not least en-
viable is the one above Anadolu Hissar
owned by a daughter of Ismail Pasha, the
Khedive under whom the Suez Canal was
dug. She made a romantic marriage in her
vouth with a handsome Circassian coach-
man in her father’s employ, now & pasha
of whom no one thinks the less for his hum-
ble origin.  The view from their hill-top is
almost equal to that of Candilli; but there
are certain cypress avenues on their hos-
pitable property, there is in particular an
abandoned garden on the point of a lovely
little bay, for which 1 sometimes think I
would give all the rest of the Bosphorus. A
villa on the other side of this most perfect
of bays used to helong to an undersecretary
of state, whose daughters, brought up like
Furopeans, gave Pierre Loti most of his
material for  Les Désenchantées.”

The beautiful wooded point of Chibouk-
lou, a little farther up, is crowned by the
chiteau recently built by the present Khe-
dive—or rather by workmen he imported
from France. Directly opposite, on the
soulthern point of Stenia Bay, is the im-
mense old tumble-down wooden vali of his
grandfather Ismail, who died there in exile.
The estate behind it is the largest and his-
torically one of the most interesting on the
Bosphorus. The name of the deep, narrow
bay is derived from that of the votive temple,
Sosthenia or Safety, built by the Argonauts
after their escape from King Amycus. A
temple of Hecate was also known there in
more authentic times, and a church dedi-
cated to the Archangel Michael by Con-
stantine the Great. In 1352 a great sea fight
took place in the bay between the Venetian
admiral Nicolo Pisani and the Genoese.
Emirghian, the next lower village, is named
aftera Persian general who surrendered Eri-
van to Sultan Mourad IV in 1635 and ended
hisdaysin pleasant captivity on this wooded
shore.  Mourad used often to visit his Pal-
ace of Feridoun, where, “in the design of
refreshing his vital spirits and of summoning
the warmth which awakens joy, it pleased ™
the Sultan “to give rein to the light courser
of the beverage of the sunrise,” as a discreet
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historian put that violent young man’s pro-
pensity to strong waters. It was after a
debauch here that he died, at the age of
twenty-eight, having beheaded a hundred
thousand of his people and having enter-
tained a bloody ambition that the house
of Osman should perish with himself. He
cave orders on his death-bed that the head
of his brother Ibrahim, the last surviving
male of his blood, should be brought to
him: but his courtiers took advantage of his
condition to dissemble their disobedience,
and the imperial family to-day springs from
that brother.

At Roumeli Hissar, still farther to the
south, is a neglected garden which belonged
1o Halim Pasha, brother of the spendthrift
Ismail. According to the custom of Islam
he would have been Khedive in turn if
Ismail had not bound the Turkish govern-
ment by a substantial quid pro quo to make
the vice-royalty hereditary to the eldest son
in his own family. And Halim Pasha’s
family later suffered the misfortune to be
nearly ruined by an English speculator. But
there is one spot in their park which must
have gone far to make up for their disin-
heritance. 1t is the brow of a bluff which
seems to drop sheer into the Bosphorus.
There an artful group of cypresses and one
gnarled olive frame the blue below; and
there on sunny afternoons, there most no-
tably on starry evenings, when shore lights
curve fantastically through the underlying
darkness and all land and water sounds have
some summer magic in them, an Antony
might dream away content the loss of Egypt.

Halim Pasha owned another splendid
garden on Bebek Bay, still farther south.
Next to his faded pink wooden vali in the
dignified old Turkish style, and likewise
linked by bridges across the public road to
a park that climbs the hill behind, is the
trim art nowvean villa of the actual Khe-
dive’s mother. This majestic old lady is
one of the most familiar figures on the Bos-
phorus.  Her annual approach and depart-
ure on her son’s big turbine-yacht Malrous-
sah are the signals for spring and autumn
to open their campaigns, while her skim-
ming mahogany steam-launch is an integral
partof summer. She is, moreover, a person
whom the poor of her neighborhood have
cause to bless. During the lenten month of
Ramazan she provides iftar, the sunset
breakfast of the day, for any who choose to



The grassy upper terrace of the French embassy, commanding between noble pines and beeches tlie mouth of

the Plack Sea.—

come to her door. So many choose to come
that during that month her grocery bills
must be quite appalling. And on occasions
of public rejoicing she literally keeps open
house—or open garden. She admits any
and all within her gates, offers them coffee,
ices, and cigarettes, and entertains them
with music,

The custom, for the rest, is common

ge 272

among the Turks on all occasions of festiv-
ity. I remember going one night to another
'rarfien in Bebek, not by invitation, but
};mec any one was free to go in order to
celebrate the Accession Day of his majesty
Abdul Hamid II. The garden belonged to
a younger brother of that personage, pop-
ul.lrlv known as Cowherd Solomon Esquire.
Turkish princes have no title other than
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The discerning person who lived there commanded nearly the whole length of the Bosphorus. —Page 272

that of the plainest commoner. A band was
playing in the garden, which is on the very
top of Bebek hill, and the Greeks of the vil-
lage were dancing in an open space between
the flower-beds, while a row of little princes
and princesses in big gilt arm-chairs looked
solemnly on. Beyond them a clump of
huge umbrella pines lifted themselves dark-
ly against the fairy scene of the illuminated
Bosphorus. Every other villa was outlined
in light, the water burned with the reflec-
tions of architectural designs or Arabic texts
of fire,and a faraway height behind Scutari,
garden of the Prince Youssouf Izzeddin who
is now heir-presumptive to the throne, was
one twinkling Field of the Cloth of Gold.
Suleiman Effendi was reported to be not too
strong in the head, but to make up for it by
possessing the Evil Eye and the greatest
understanding of cows of any man in Con-
stantinople. Of these he kept a large herd,
selling their milk like any commoner, and
when he wished to add to their number no
man dared refuse him. If he did the cow
in question was sure to die within the month,
by reason of the Evil Eye of the imperial
276
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milkman. Abdul Hamid caused this ec-
centric old gentleman much unhappiness
during his later years, tormenting him great-
ly with spies. Suleiman Effendi lived long
enough to see the last of the spies, however,
and also of Abdul Hamid. And he must
have been not altogether destitute of human
qualities, for his wife died of grief the day
after his death.

Bebek, the Apple of the Eye, has always
been a favorite resort of the masters of
Constantinople. Its pleasant public garden
probably belonged to the villas of Ahmet
I1I and Selim I.  Certain great plane trees
there may even have shaded the ancient
Chelz, where once stood a temple of Arte-
mis Dictynna. Somewhere in their vicin-
ity the boy emperor Alexius IT Comnenus
ended his unhappy days in 1183. Of his
imperial kinsman and murderer, Androni-
cus I, the grave Gibbon remarks that “his
genuine adventures might form the sub-
ject of a very singular romance.” This is
not the place to recount his amours with
four royal ladies, his wanderings in Europe,
Syria, and Asia Minor, his various captivi-



e

LAINE

There an artful group of cypresses and one gnarled olive frame the blue below.—Page 274

ties, and his final usurpation of the Byzan-
tine throne; but the charming wooded Imy
of Bebek reflected a scene of his tragic
end. Himself supplanted by Isaac Angel
us, he was taken there in chains and aban-
doned to the hatred of those whom he had
wronged. The indignities they first heaped
upon him were sharpened into torture. His
teeth were broken, a hand was cut off, one
eye was put out after the other. Paraded
through the city on a mangy camel, he was
pched with every kind of filth; and he was
eventually hanged head downward on the
Hippodrome, where he was at last released
from his agony by the sword of a compas-
sionate Latin.

The gardens of the lower Bosphorus are
in many ways less picturesque than those
nearer the Black Sea. The hills on which
they lie are lower, farther apart, and more
thickly covered with houses. With their
milder air, however, their more Mediter-
ranean light, and their glimpse into the
Sea of Marmora, they enjoy another, a su-
preme, advantage. The upper Bosphorus

—well, in other places you may see sharply
rising slopes terraced and wooded. Beside
the Nordfjord, the coast of Dalmatia, or
Lake Como, where would the Bosphorus
be? Butnowhere else may you behold the
silhouette of Stamhoul. And that, prick-
ing the sky above its busy harbor, is the
unparalleled ornament of the gardens of
the lower Bosphorus.

The garden of the Seraglio, on the point
of Stamboul itself, lacks that to be sure.
But the garden of the Seraglio has its su-
perb situation between the Marmora and
the Golden Horn, its crescent panorama of
cities, seas and islands, and its mementoes
of the past, to put it alone among the gar-
dens of the world. Acropolis of ancient By-
zantium, residence of Roman, Greek, and
Ottoman emperors for sixteen hundred
years, it carries a heavier weight of history
than any other garden in Europe. One
could make a book alone of the precious
things its triple walls enclose: the sarcoph-
agi of Sidon, one of the greatest archea-
ological finds of recent years; the column of
Claudius Gothicus, the oldest Roman mon-
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ument in the city; the church of St. Irene,
originally built by Constantine, whose sol-
emn mosaics look down as Justinian left
them on the battle-flags of a hundred fields,
the keys of conquered cities, the arms and
trophies of the martial period of the Turks;
the imperial Treasury, with its jewels, coins,
rare stuffs, gemmed furniture, the gifts and
spoil of kings, in vaults too dim and crowded
for their splendor to be seen; the sacred
relics of the Prophet—the green banner, the
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outline, which has only within a few years
heen opened to the public. I speak of the
garden of Yildiz, at Beshiktash, life-long
residence of the dethroned Sultan Abdul
Hamid II. The greatest of the imperial
gardens, it originally belonged to the palace
whose name has been corrupted by Euro-
peans into Cheragan. Cheragan or Chira’-
an, if T am not mistaken, fell to the im-
perial family during the reign of Ahmet
I11, who ascended the throne in 1703. It

A contrast in embassies,

sword, the bow, the stafl, the mantle, which
Selim I captured with Egypt in 1517 and
which constitute the credentials of the Sul-
tans to the Caliphate of Islam.  The struct-
ure in which these are preserved, its broad
eaves and crusting of Persian tiles reflected
in a pool bordered by lanterns to be lit on
hely nights, is one of the things that make
that garden incomparable.  Then there are
quaint kiosks and door-ways, there are white
cloisters, a little grassy and neglected, there
are black avenues ol cypress, into which the
sun looks with such an air of antique famil-
larity., . . .

Of all this every one has written who has
ever been to Constantinople.  But there is
another imperial garden, visible from this
one, and enjoying the view of its pinnacled

it st padace and the hoose hired by the American ambassacdor fior the cummer of gto,

was the property of his grand vizier and
brother-in-law, Ibrahim Pasha, by some
reports a renegade Armenian, famous in
Turkish annals for his liberal administra-
tion, for his many public buildings, and for
his introduction of printing into the Otto-
man Empire.  He also knew how to humor
the tastes of his splendor-loving master,
who delighted above all things in flowers,
women, and illuminations. From theirtime
dates the custom of illuminating the min-
arets for sacred anniversaries. Ibrahim Pa-
sha gave the Sultan one night a garden party
atwhich countless tortoises, with li;_:htsfast'-
ened to their shells, made a fantastic flicker
among the trees. In such waysdid the place
acquire its name of Chira’an, The Torches.
The culture of tulips under this congenial
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pair became as extravagant a rage as ever it
did in Holland. Indeed it was the Flem-
ing Auger Busbecq, ambassador of the Holy
Roman Empire to Suleiman the Magnificat,
who first carried tulips into the Low Coun-
tries from Constantinople. Under the Lat-
inized form of his name, Busbequius, he has
left a quaint memoir of his two embassies.
Sultan Ahmet had such an admiration for
flowers that he created at his court a Mas-
ter of them, whose credentials, ornamented
by gilt roses, ended thus: “We command
that all gardeners recognize for their chief
the bearer of this diploma; that they be in
his presence all eye like the narcissus, all
ear like the rose; that they have not ten
tongues like the lily; that they transform
not the pointed pistil of the tongue into the
thorn of the pomegranate, dyeing it in the
blood of inconvenient words.  Let them be
modest, and let them keep like the rosebud
theirlips closed. Let them not speak before
their time, like the blue hyacinth, which
scatters its perfume before men ask for it.
Finally, let them humbly incline themselves
before him like the violet; and let them not
show themselves recalcitrant.”

An unhappy omen seems always to have
clung about Chira’an. Ibrahim Pasha was
strangled by the Janissaries and his body
thrown out of the great gate of the Seraglio,
beside the beautiful fountain he put there;
while his master was deposed after a peace-
ful reign of twenty-seven years. The re-
cently existing palace was built in 1863 by
Sultan Abdul Aziz. He stumbled on the
threshold the first time he went into it, and
never would live in the house for which he
spent millions; but after his dethronement

he either committed suicide or was mur-
dered there. His successor, Mourad V, de-
throned in turn after a reign of three months,
lived in Chira’an for nearly thirty years.
Abdul Hamid is said to have kept his brother
so rigorously that the ladies of the family
were at one time obliged to dress themselves
in the curtains of the palace, and that the
so-called mad Sultan, deprived of books and
even of writing materials, taught his chil-
dren to read and write by means of char-
coal on the parquet floor. The imperial
prisoner occupied the central rooms in the
rear of the palace, the doors leading from
which were nailed up. When architects
were called after his death to put the palace
in order, they found a foot of water standing
on the marble floor of the state entrance,
at the north end; and street dogs, jump-
mg_, in and out of the broken windows, lived
in the throne-room above. Upon his own
dethronement Abdul Hamid begged to be
allowed to retire to this splendid residence.
It was presented instead to the nation by
Sultan Mohammed V for a Parliament
House. But after two months of occupancy
as such, it was mysteriously destroyed on
the 1gth of January, 1910, in broad daylight,
when all the deputies were there, by a fire
which left of the beautiful Palace of The
Torches no more than its blackened mar-
ble walls.

The park of the palace, on the other side
of the public road, came to bear the name
of Yildiz, the Star, from a kiosk Abdul
Mejid built there—whether for an oda-
lisque of that name, or for his mother, re-
port does not confirm. That kiosk at all
events was the nucleus of the mass of build-
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ings on top of the hill where his son Abdul
Hamid IT reigned for thirty-three years.
The place used to be of all the most im-
penetrable, a second Forbidden City. It
is now the first public park of Constan-
tinople. It is one of which any capital
might be proud, with its groves, its lawns,
its ponds, its April nwhtmgdle and its
superb outlook upon the minaret-guarded
gate of the Marmora. There are spots
of special interest in it too, like the Malta
Kiosk, where Mourad passed the first months
of his long captivity and where Midhat Pa-
sha, father of the Turkish constitution,
was tried for the murder of Abdul Aziz.
In the charming lower hall of this little
palace, almost filled by a marble basin
of goldfish, it is not easy to reconstitute
that drama so fateful for Turkey—which
did not end when Abdul Hamid received
from Arabia, in a box labelled “Old Jap-
anese Ivory,” the head of the murdered
patriot,

But the Palace of the Star has the quick-
er association with that long drama, the
strange man who played in it the master
part. It stands on the crest of the hill,
partly built out above the park on a gigantic
remining wall.  The medley of ]JU]I(lm;,'-,
in the fortified enclosure are chiefly of wood
and chiefly in the tawdriest European cot-
tage style. Among them is shown Abdul
Hamid's theatre, communicating by a
bridge with the farem. In this bonbon box
of red velvet the singers and variety actors
visiting the city used to be invited to per-
form—sometimes before a solitary spec-
tator. King Otto ol Bavaria would have
found no kinship with him, though. On
the wall a photograph of Arturo Stravolo,
an Italian transformationist, hangs beside
a large and bad portrait of Verdi. A small
fee now admits any one to the inmost close
which no man but the Sultan might enter at
his will—the frarem garden. It is like the
bird-house in a zoological garden.  Pigeons
flutter everywhere, water-fowl play in an
artificial canal winding fancifully among
the trees—row-bouats, a motor-hoat, and
even a small cutter are moored there—and
birds of gaudy plumage cackle in cages
against the wall. At one spot only does
a small kiosk, execrably furnished, give
access to the immense prospect the garden
might enjoy. Through the telescope on
the upper floor Abdul Hamid used to watch
the city he dared not enter.

The Gardens of the Bosphorus

His private apartments, overlooking one
side of this garden, give the most singular
picture of that singular man.  They are not
usually shown; but by a rare irony they
were opened a few weeks after their occu-
pant’s removal, for the benefit of the widows
and orphans with whom he filled Adana.
The dark crowded rooms were scarcely to
be distinguished in their use, so full were
they all of desks, screens, couches, weapons,
and pianos. In one of the least ambiguous,
where white chairs stood about a long din-
ing table, was shown the gilt Vienna 7é-
camier in which Abdul Hamid received the
notification of his dethronement. An or-
chestrion filled one end of the room, where
was also a piano. No less than four of
these instruments were in another apart-
ment. Farther on were the empty safes
where the old man hoarded his gold and his
famous jewels, a closet of ugly tiles that was
a mixture of Turkish frammam and Euro-
pean bath without the luxuries of either, a
perfectly appointed carpenter’s shop, and
a chamber that had more the air of a bed-
room than any other. For the sultan rare-
ly slept twice in the same place, or un-
dressed to do so. On a table were two of
the bullet-proof vests he wore at Selamlik.
A handsome case of arms stood by the door.
High on the walls hung some crude pictures
which he perhaps palmcd himself. Hewas
fond of playing with the brush. A canvas
somewhere else represented a hoat full of
priests standing, to whom a group of plump
pink sirens beckoned from an arsenic shore.
The officer in charge said that the faces
of the priests were those of Midhat Pasha
and other reformers.  'With all their oddity,
the rooms had a familiar air of habitation.
Things of use and of ornament were where
Abdul Hamid dropped them the night he
was taken away. Writing materials were
strewn on the desks. A photograph of the
German imperial family looked out of a
gold frame set with brilliants. In a corner
stood a table, a chair, and a footstool, all
with crystal legs, where the sultan sat in
thunder-storms. The whole place was full
of small human touches of the suspicious,
ignorant, lonely old man who lived there.
And east and west were strangely ]umblul
in his well-worn furniture, as they were in
his ancient empire—as they were in the
visitors inquisitively ultmp]mg the carpets
and fingering the helongings of the fallen
master of the house.
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e s ADAME NECKER writes
y{ of women: “Les femmes
tiennent la place de ces 1ég-
ers duvets qu'on introduit
¥ dans les caisses de porce-
laine; ou n’y fait point d’at-
tention, mais si on les retire, tout se brise.”
When one sees women and dogs har-
nessed together dragging carts about the
streets; when one sees women doing the
lighter work of sweeping up leaves and
collecting rubbish in the forests and on the
larger estates; doing the gardening work
in Saxony and other places; when one sees
them by the hundreds working bare-
legged in the beet-fields in Silesia and else-
where throughout Germany; when one
reads V]ele Weiber sind gut weil sie
nicht wissen wie Man es machen muss um
bése zu sein,” and “Der Mann nach
Freiheit streibt, das Weib nach Sitte,” two
phrases from the German classics, Lesqmg
and Goethe; when one recalls the shame-
less carelessness of Goethe’s treatment of
all women, including his own mother; of
how his love-poems were sometimes sent
by the same mail to the lady and to the
press, and the unrestrained worship of
Goethe by the German women of his day;
when one sees time and time again all over
Germany the women shouldered into the
street while the men keep to the sidewalk;
when one sees in the streets, railway car-
riages, and other public conveyances the
insulting staring to which every woman is
subjected if she have a trace of good looks,
one realizes that at any rate Madame
Necker was not writing of German women.
In the gallery at Dresden, where the
loveliest mother’s face in all the world
shines down upon you from Raphael’s can-
vas like a benediction, there is a small pict-
ure by Rubens, “The Judgment of Paris.”
VouL. LIII.—24

- f,?as.“
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The three goddesses—induilur formosa
est; exuitur ipsa forma est—have taken lit-
erally the compliment paid to a certain
beautiful customer by a renowned French
dress-maker: “Un rien et madame est
habillée!” They are coquettishly reveal-
ing their claims to the Eve-bitten fruit
which Paris holds in his hand. Paris and
his friend are in the most nonchalant of
attitudes. They could not be more indif-
ferent or more superior in appearance were
they dandies judging the class for coster-
monger's donkeys at a provincial horse-
show. The three most beautiful women
in the world are squirming and posturing
for praise and a decision before two as
sophisticated and sell-satisfied men as one
will ever see on canvas or off it.

The same subject is treated by a man of
the same breed, but of a later day, named
Feuerbach, and his picture hangs, I think,
in Breslau. Here again the supersuperi-
ority of the male is portrayed.

In the Church of Saint Sebaldus at
Nuremberg there is a delightful mural
painting which makes one merry even to
recall it. The subject is the Garden of
Eden. Adam and Eve are being lectured
by an elderly man in flowing robes with a
long white beard. His beard alone would
more than supply Adam and Eve with
the covering they lack. 1In an easy at-
titude, with neither haste nor anxiety, he
is pointing out to them the error of their
ways. He is as detached in manner as
though he were Professor Wundt, lectur-
ing to us at Leipsic on the fourth dimen-
sion of space. Adam is somewhat de-
jected and reclines upon the ground.
Eve, unabashed, with nothing on but the
apple which she is munching, is evidently
in a reckless mood. She looks like a child
of fifteen, with her hair down her back;
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the defiance of her attitude is that of a
naughty little girl. The world-old prob-
lem is under discussion, but with an air of
good humor and cheerfulness on the part
of the lecturer, as though there were still
time in the world, as though hurry were an
undiscovered human attribute, as though
possibly the world would still go on even
if the problem were lelt unsolved and this
first leafy parliament adjourned sine die.

They were so much wiser than are we!
They knew then that there would be other
sessions of congress, and that it was not
necessary to decide everything on that
spring day of the year One. But here again
in this picture it is the male attitude to-
ward the woman that is of chief inter-
est. Adam is plainly bored. What if the
woman has broken into the sanctuary of
knowledge,she will only be the bigger fool,
he seems to say. As for the professor in
the red robes, his easy, patronizing man-
ner is indicative enough of his mental top-
loftiness toward the woman question.
You can almost hear him say as he strokes
his beard: “ Kiiche, Kinder, Kirche!"

From the fields of Silesia, where the beet
industry is possible only because there are
hundreds of bare-legged girls and women
to single the beets, a process not possible
by machinery, at a wage of from twenty-
five to thirty cents a day, to these German
paintings with their illustrations of the
spiritual and moral attitude of the Ger-
man man toward the German woman, one
sees everywhere and among practically all
classes an attitude of condescension to-
ward women among the polite and pol-
ished; an attitude of carelessness border-
ing on contempt among the rude. Their
attitude is like that of the Jews who cry
in their synagogues, “ Thank God for not
having made me a woman!”

One can judge, not incorrectly, of the
status of women in a country by the man-
ners and habits of the men entirely dis-
sociated from their relations to women.
When one sees men equipped with small
mirrors and small brushes and combs,
which they use in all sorts of public places,
even in the streets, in the street-cars, in
ommnibuses, and in the theatres; when one
opens the door to a knock and finds a
gentleman, a small mirror in one hand and
a tiny brush in the other, preparing him-
self for his entrance into your hotel sit-
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ting-room, you are bound to think that
these persons are in the childhood days of
personal hygiene, as it cannot be denied
that they are, but also that their women
folk must be still in the Eryops age of
social sophistication not to put a stop to
such bucolic methods of grooming. Even
though the Eryops is a gigantic tadpole,
a hundred times older than the oldest re-
mains of man, this is hardly an exagger-
ation. In no other country in the cult-
ured group of nations is the animal man
<0 naively vain, so deliciously self-con-
scious, so untrained in the ways of the po-
lite world, so serenely oblivious, not mere-
ly of the rights of women but of the simple
courtesy of the strong to the weak. Itis
the only country I have visited where the
hands of the men are better cared for than
the hands of the women, and this is not a
pleasant commentary upon the question
of who does the rough work and who has
leisure for a meticulous toilet.

In the streets and public conveyances of
the cities, in the beer-gardens and restau-
rants in the country, in the summer and
winter resorts from the Baltic to the Black
Forest, from the Rhine to Bohemia, it is
ever the same. They seat themselves at
table first and have their napkins hanging
below their Adam’s apples before their
women are in their chairs; hundreds of
times have T seen their women arrive at
table after they were seated, not a dozen
times have I seen their masters rise to re-
ceive them; their preference for the inside
of the sidewalk is practically universal;
even officers in uniform, but this is of rare
occurrence, will take their places in a rail-
way carriage all smoking where two ladies
are sitting, and wait till requested before
throwing their cigars away, and what ci-
gars! and then by smiles and innuendoes
make the ladies so uncomfortable that
they are driven from the carriage.

The inconveniences and discomfort of
going about alone, for ladies in Germany,
I have heard not from a dozen, but in a
chorus {rom German ladies themselves.
I am reciting no grievances of my compa-
triots, for I have seen next to nothing of
Americans for a year or more, and I have
no personal complaints, for these soft ad-
venturers scent danger quickly, and give
the masters of the world. whether male or
female, a wide berth.
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These gross manners are the result of
two factors in German life that it is well
to keep in mind. They are a poor peo-
ple, only just emerging from poverty,
slavery, and disaster; poor not only in
possessions, but poor in the experience of
how to use them. They do not know how
to use their new freedom. They are as
awkward in this new world of theirs of
greater wealth and opportunity as un-
yoked oxen that have strayed into city
streets. The abject deference of the wom-
en, who know nothing better than these
parochial masters, adds to their sense of
their own importance. It is largely the
women themselves who make their men
insupportable.

The other factor is the rigid caste sys-
tem of their social habits. There is no
association between the officers, the nobil-
ity, the officials, the cultured classes, and
the middle and lower classes. The pub-
lic schools and universities are learning
shops; they do not train youths in char-
acter,manners,or in the ways of the world.
They do not play together, or work to-
gether, or amuse themselves together.
The creeds and codes, habits and manners
of the better classes are, therefore, not al-
lowed to percolate and permeate those
less experienced.

In Homburg one day I saw a tall, fine-
looking, elderly man step aside and off the
sidewalk to let two ladies pass. It was
for Germany a noticeable act. He turned
out to be a famous general then in waiting
upon the Emperor. There are not a few
such courtly gentlemen in Germany, not a
few whose knightliness compares with that
of any gentleman in the world. Alas for
the great bulk of the Germans, they never
come into contact with them, their ex-
ample is lost, their leaven of high breeding
and courtesy does not lighten the bour-
geois loaf! In America and in England
we are all threading our way in and out
among all classes. We are much more

- democratic. Men of every class are in
contact with men of every other, we play
together and work together, and conse-
quently the level of manners and habits is
higher. This state of things is less marked
in south Germany than in Prussia, but is
more or less true everywhere.

But how can this be possible, T hear it
replied, in that land where every officer

our own dignity or toward theirs,
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clacks his heels together with a report like
an exploding torpedo, ducks his head from
his rigid vertebre, and then bends to kiss
the lady’s hand; and where every civilian
of any standing does the same? T am not
writing of the nobility and of the corps of
officers in this connection. No doubt
there are black sheep among them, though
I have not met them. Of the many scores
of them whom I have met, whom I have
ridden with, dined with, romped with,
drunk with, travelled with, I have only to
say that they are as courteous, as unwill-
ing to offend or to take advantage, as are
brave men in other countries I know. I
am writing of the average man and wom-
an, of those who make up the bulk of
every population, of those upon whom it
depends whether a national life is healthy
or otherwise.

The very stiffness of these mannerisms,
the clacking of heels, the ducking of heads,
the kissing of hands, the countless grave
formalities among the men themselves,
are all indicative of social weakness. They
are afraid to walk without the crutches of
certain formula, of certain hard-and-fast
rules, of certain laws that they worship
and [all down before. Slavery is still upon
them. Escaped from a bodily master
they fly to the refuge of a moral and spirit-
ual one. These formalities are prescribed
forms which they wear as they wear uni-
forms; they are not the result of innate
consideration.

Uniform-wearing is a passion among the
Germans, and may be included as still
another indication of the universal desire
to take refuge behind forms, and laws,
and fixed customs, the universal desire to
shrink from depending upon their own
judgment and initiative. They will not
even bow or kiss a lady’s hand without a
prescription from a social physician whom
they trust.

The German officials are always offi-
cials, always addressed and addressing
others punctiliously by their titles. They
do not throw off officialdom outside their
duties and their offices as we do, but they
glory in it. We throw off our uniforms as
soon as may be; we feel hampered by
them. This leads to a fecling on the part
of the Germans that we are too free and
cagy, and not respectful enough toward
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feel, on the other hand, that it is a farce
to go to the every-day markets of life,
whether for daily food or for daily social
intercourse, with the bullion and certified
checks of our official dignity; we go rather
with the small change that jingles in all
pockets alike, and is ready to be handed
out for the frequent and unimportant buy-
ing and selling of the day and hour. We
look upon this grallatory attitude toward
life as artificial and hampering, and pre-
fer to walk among our neighbors as much
as possible upon our own feet.

I am not pretending to fix standards of
ctiquette. I can quite understand that
when we grab the hand of the German's
wife and shake it like a pump-handle in-
stead of bowing over it; that when we
nod cheerfully to him in the street with a
wave of the hand or a lifting of a cane or
umbrella instead of taking off our hat;
that when we fail to address both him and
his lady with the title belonging to them,
no matter how commonplace that title, we
shock his prejudices and his code of good
manners.

If there is a stranger, a lady, in the draw-
ing-room before dinner the German men
line up in single file and ask to be pre-
sented to her. If the lady is tall and
handsome and the party a large one, it
looks almost like an ovation. If you go
to dine at an officers’ mess the men think
it their duty to come up and ask to be pre-
sented to you. They wear their mourn-
ing bands on the forearm instead of the
upperarm; they wear their wedding-rings
on the fourth finger of the right hand;
many of them wear rather more conspicu-
ous jewelry than we consider to be in good
taste.

The sofa, too, plays a rdle in German
households and offices for which I have
sought in vain for an explanation. Not
even German archaology supplies a his-
torical ancestry for this sofa cult. It is
the place of honor. If you go to tea you
are enthroned on the sofa. Even if you
oo to an office, say of the police, or of the
manager of the city slaughter-house, or of
the hospital superintendent, you are ma-
nceuvred about till they get you on the
sofa, generally behind a table. T soon
discovered that this was the seat of honor.
Sofas have their place in life, I admit.
There are sofas that we all remember with
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tears, with tenderness, with reverence.
They have been the boards upon which we
first appeared in the role of lover perhaps;
or where we have fondled and comforted
a discouraged child; or where we have
pumped new ambitions and larger life into
a weaker brother; or where we have tossed
in the agony of grief or disappointment;
or where we have waited drearily and
alone the result of a consultation of moral
or physical life and death in the next
room. Indeed, this all reminds me that T
could write an essay on sofas that would
be poignant, touching, autobiographical,
luminous, as could most other men, but
this would not explain the position of the
sofa in Germany in the least. “Travels
on a Sofa”—I must do it one day, and
perhaps, with more serious study of the
subject, light may be thrown upon this
question of the sofa in Germany.

Even at large and rather formal dinner-
parties the host bows and drinks to his
guests, first one and then another. At the
end of the meal, in many households, it is
the custom to bow and kiss your hostess’s
hand and say “Mahlzeil,” a shortened
form of *“May the meal be blessed to you.”
You also shake hands with the other
guests and say “Mallzeil.” In some
smarter houses this is looked upon as old-
fashioned and is not done. I look upon it
as a charming custom, and think it a pity
that it should be done away with.

Young unmarried girls and women
courtesy to the elder women and kiss their
hands, also a custom I approve. On the
other hand, where a stalwart officer ap-
pears in a small drawing-room and seats
himself at the slender tea-table for a cup
of alternoon tea, holding his sword by his
side or between his legs, that seems to
me an unnecessary precaution, even when
Americans are present, for many of us
nowadays go about unarmed.

fxcept on official or formal occasions it
seems a matter of questionable good taste
to appear, say in a hotel restaurant, with
one’s breast hung with medals or with
orders on one’s coat or in the button-hole.
Let 'em find out what a big boy am I
without help from self-imposed placards,
seems to me to be perhaps the more mod-
est way. The method in vogue in Japan-
ese temples, where the worshippers jangle
a bell to call the attention of the gods to
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their prayers or offerings, seems out of
place where the god is merely the casual
man in the street, in a Berlin restaurant.
At more than one dinner the soup is
followed by a meat course, after which
comes the fish. This does not mean that
the dinners are not good. I fondly recall
a dish of sauerkraut boiled in white wine
and served in a pineapple. I may not
give names, but the dinners of Mr. and
Mrs. Fourth of December, of Mrs. Twen-
ty-first of January, of Mr. and Mrs. Thir-
tieth of January, and of Mr. and Mrs. Feb-
ruary First, and others rank very high in
my gastronomic calendar. Do not imag-
ine from what I have written that Lucul-
lus has left no disciples in Germany. I
could easily add a page to the list T have
mentioned, and because we look upon
some of these customs of the German as
absurd is no reason for forgetting that he
often, and from his stand-point rightly,
looks upon us as boors. I like the Ger-
mans and I pretend to have learned very
much from them. To sneer at superficial
differences is to lose all profit from inter-
course with other peoples.  Goethe is
right, “Uberall lernt man nur von dem,
den man liebt!” The argument is only
all on our side when we are impervious to
impressions and to other standards of
manners and morals than our own.

“Am ende hangen wir doch ab "
“Von Kreaturen die wir machten”

are two lines at least from the second part
of “Faust” that we can all understand.

It is sometimes thrown at us Americans
that we love a title, and that we are not
averse to the ornamentation of our names
with pseudo and attenuated ““Honor-
ables” and ““ Colonels” and ““ Judges”’ and
so on; and I am bound to admit the im-
peachment, for I blush at some of my be-
colonelled and becaptained friends, and
wonder at their rejoicing over such effem-
inate honorifics, especially those colonel-
cies born of clattering behind a civilian
governor, on a badly ridden horse. Which
may be compared with that most attenu-
ated title of all, that of a Texan who when
asked why he was called “colonel” re-
plied that he had married the widow of a
colonel!

I prefer “Esqr.” to “Mr.” merely be-
cause it makes it easier to assort the daily
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mail; “Mr.,” “Mrs.,” and “ Miss" are so
easily taken for one another on an enve-
lope; and particularly at Christmas time
these more distinctly legible titles avoid
the deplorable misdirection of the secrets
of Santa Claus; aside from that I am
happy to be addressed merely by my
name, like any other sovereign.

We are, too, somewhat over-excited
when foreign royalties appear among us.
“What wud ye do if ye were a king an’
come to this counthry?” asked Mr. Hen-
nessy.

“Well,” said Mr. Dooley, “ there’s wan
thing I wuddent do. I wuddent r-read
th® Declaration iv Independence. I'd be
afraid I'd die laughin’.”

In Germany not only are titles show-
ered upon the populace, but it is distinct-
ly and officially stated by what title the
office-holder shall be addressed.

In a case I know, a certain lady failed
to sign herself to one of the small officials
working upon her estate as, let us say, 1
remain very sincerely yours,” or its Ger-
man equivalent; whereupon the person
addressed wrote and demanded that com-
munications addressed to him should be
signed in the regulation manner. A law-
yer was consulted and it was found that a
similar case had been taken to the courts
and decided in favor of the recipient of
wounded vanity.

In hearty and manly opposition to this
attitude toward life is the example of Ad-
miral X. He had served long and gallant-
ly, and just before he retired a friend said
to him: “I hear that they're going to
knight you.” “By God, sir, not without
a court-martial!” was the prompt reply.
Indeed, things have come to such a pass in
England that the offer of a knighthood to
a gentleman of lineage, breeding, and real
distinction has been for years looked upon
as either a joke or an insult.

Not so among my German friends; they
have a ravenous appetite for these flimsy
tickets of passing commendation. At
many, many hospitable boards in Berlin I
have been present where no left breast was
barren of a medal, and where the only
medal won by participation in actual war-
fare, belonging to one of the guests, was
safely packed away in his house. And as
for the titles, there is no room in a small
volume like this to enumerate them all;
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and the womenfolk all carry the titles of
the husband, from Frau Ober-Postassist-
ent, Frau Regierungs Assessor, up to the
Chancellor’s lddy who, by the way, wears
a title in her mere face and bearing. Not
long ago I saw in a provincial sheet the
notice of the death of a woman of eighty,
who was gravely dignified by her bereaved
relatives as the rellct of a veterinary.

Upon a certain funicular at a moun-
tain resort, where the cars pass one an-
other up and down every twenty minutes,
the conductors salute one another stiffly
each time they pass.

Of the army of people with titles
of Ober-Regierungsrat, Geheimer Regie-
rungsrat, Wirklicher Geheimer Regie-
~ rungsrat, Wirklicher Geheimer Ober-Re-
gierungsrat, Wirklicher Geheimerat, who
also carries the additional title of ** Excel-
lenz” with his title; Referendar, Assessor,
Justizrat, Geheimer Justizrat, Gerichts-
Assessor, Amtsrichter, Amtsgerichtrat,
Oberamtsrichter, Landgerichtsdirector,
Amtsgerichtsprisident, Geheimer Finanz-
rat, Wirklicher Geheimer Ober Finanzrat,
Legationsrat, Wirklicher Geheimer Lega-
tionsrat, Vice Konsul, Konsul, General
Konsul, Commercienrat, Wirklichercom-
mercienrat, Staatsanwalt, Staatsanwalt-
schaftsrat, Herr Erster Staatsanwalt, where
the “Herr " is a legal part of the title; of
those who must be addressed as “ Excel-
lenz,” and in addition military and naval
tltiL'-:, and the horde of handles to names
of those in the railway, postal, telegraph,
street-cleaning, forestry, and other (lelmrt-
ments, one must merely throw up one’s
hands in despair and bow to the inevitable
disgrace of being quite unable to name this
Noah's-ark procession of petty dignitaries.

Inthe department of post and telegraph
a new order has gone forth issued during
the last few months by which, after pass-
ing certain examinations, the employees
may take the title of Ober-Postschaffner
and Ober-Leitungsaufseher. After thirty
years’ service the postman is dignified
with the title of Ober-Brieftriger. It is
difficult to understand the type of mind
which is flattered by such infantile honors.
At any rate, it is a cheap system of re-
wards, and so long as men will work for
such trumpery ends the state profits by
playing upon their childish vanity.

All the professions and all the trades,
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too, have their pharmacopceia of tags and
titles, and you will go far afield to find a
German woman who is not Frau Some-
thing-or-other Schmidt, or Fischer, or
Miiller. Every day one hears women
greeting one another as Frau Oberforst-
meister, Frau Superintendent, Frau Me-
dicinalrat, Frau Oberbergrat, Frau Apo-
thekar, Frau Stadt-Musikdirektor, Frau
Doktor Rechtsanwalt, Frau Geschifts-
fithrer, and the like. All these titles, too,
appear in the hotel registers and in all an-
nouncements in the newspapers. Even
when a man dies, his title follows him to
the grave, and even beyond it, in the
speech of those left behind.

These uniforms and titles and small
formalities do make, I admit, for orderli-
ness and rigidity, and perhaps for con-
tentment; since every man and woman
feels that though they are below some one
else on the ladder they are above others;
and every day and in every company
their vanity is lightly tickled by hearing
their importance, small though it be, pro-
claimed by the mention of their tltles

It pleases the foreigners to laugh and
sometimes to jeer at the universal sign of
“Verbolen” (forbidden) seen all over Ger-
many. They look upon it as the seal of an
autocratic and bureaucratic government.
It is nothing of the kind. The army, the
bureaucracy, the autocratic Kaiser at the
helm, and the landscape bestrewn with
“Verboten” and “Nicht gestaltet” (not al-
lowed), these are necessities in the case of
these people. They do not know instinc-
tively, or by training or experience, where
to expectorate and w hEl‘L not to; where to
smoke and where not to; wh&t to put
their feet on and what not to; where to
walk and where not to; when to stare and
when not to; when to be dignified and
when to laugh; and, least of all, how to
take a joke; how, when, or how much to
eat, drink, or bathe, or how to dress prop-
erly or appropriately. The Emperor is
almost the only man in Germany who
knows what chaff is and when to use it.

The more you know them, the longer
you live among them, the less you laugh
at “Verboten.” The trouble is not that
there are too many but that there are not
enough! When you see in flaring letters
in the street-cars, “In alighting the left
hand on the left-hand rail,” when you
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read on the bill of fare in the dining-car
brief instructions underlined as to how to
pour out your wine so that you will not
spill it on the table-cloth; when you see
the list of from ten to fifteen rules for pas-
sengers in railway carriages; when you see
everywhere where crowds go and come,
“Keep to the right”'; when you see hang-
ing on the railings of the canals that flow
through Berlin a life-buoy, and hanging
over it full instructions with diagrams for
the rescue of the drowning; when you see
over a post-box, “Aufschrift und Marke
nicht vergessen” (do not forget to stamp
and address your envelope); when you see
in the church entrances a tray with water
and sal velatile, and the countless other
directions and remedies and preventives
on every hand, you shrug your Saxon
shoulders and smile pityingly, if you do
not stand and stare and then laugh out-
right, as I was fool enough to do at first.
But you soon recover from this superficial
view of matters Teutonic. In onecab I
rode in I was cautioned not to expectorate,
not to put my feet on the cushions, not to
tap on the glass with stick or umbrella,
not to open the windows, but to ask the
driver to do it, and not to open the door
till the auto-taxi stopped; one hardly has
time to learn the rules before the journey
is over. In the days when everybody rode
a bicycle, each rider was obliged to pass
an examination in proficiency, paid a
small tax, and was given a number and a
license. Women who persisted in wearing
dangerous hat-pins have been ejected from
public vehicles. In a carriage on the Ba-
varian railroad, a husband who kissed
and petted his tired wife was complained
of by a fellow-passenger. The husband
was tried, judged guilty, and fined. There
was no question but that the woman was
his wife; thus there is no loop-hole left
for the legally curious, and thousands of
male Germans hug and kiss one another
on railway-station platforms who surely
ought to be fined and imprisoned or de-
ported or hanged! Shortly after leaving
Germany, I returned from a few weeks’
shooting in Scotland. We bundled out of
the train onto the station platformin Lon-
don. Dogs,gun-cases,cartridge-boxes,men
and maid servants, trunks, bags, baskets,
bunches of grouse, and the passengers
seemed in a chaotic huddle of confusion.

In Germany at least twenty policemen
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would have been needed to disentangle
us. I was so torpid from having been
long Teutonically cared for that I looked
on momentarily paralyzed. There was
no shouting, not a harsh word that I
heard; and as I was almost the last to get
away, I can vouch for it that in ten min-
utes each had his own and was off. I had
forgotten that such things could be done.
I had been so long steeped in enforced
orderliness that I had forgotten that real
orderliness is only born of individual self-
control. I forgot that I was back among
the free spirits who govern a quarter of
the habitable globe and who are making
America; and even if here and there one
or more, and they are often recently ar-
rived nnmlcrrants are intoxicated by free-
dom and shoot or steal like drunken men,
I realized that Tam still an Occidental bar-
barian, thank God, preferring liberty, even
though it is punctuated now and then with
shots and screams and thefts, to official
guardianship, even though I am thus
saved the shooting, the screaming, and
the thieving.

You read their history, you watch close-
ly their manners, you prowl about among
them, in their streets, their shops, their
houseb, their theatres; you accompany the
crowds on a holiday in the trains, in the
forests, in the summer resorts, at their con-
certs or their picnics, in their beer-gardens
and restaurants, and you soon see that the
orderliness is all forced upon them from
without, and not due to their own knowl-
edge of how to take care of themselves.
In a recent volume by a distinguished Ger-
man prison official he writes that, after a
careful study of the figures from 188z to
1910, he has discovered that one person
now living in every twelve in Germany has
been convicted of some offence. This does
not mean that the Germans are criminal
ordisorderly, but, on the contrary, it shows
how absurdly petty are the violations of
the law punished by fine or imprisonment.

Their whole history, from Charlemagne
down until the last fifty years, is a series
of going to pieces the moment the strong
hand of authority is taken away from
them. The German, and especially the
Prussian, policeman has become the great-
est official busybody in the world. No
German’s house is his castle. The police-
man enters at will and, backed by the au-
thorities, questions the householder about
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his religion, his servants, the attendance
of his children at school, the status of the
guests staying in his house, and about
many other matters besides. If one of
your children by reason of ill health is
taught at home, the authorities demand
the right to send an inspector every six
months to examine him or her, to be sure
that the child is properly taught. The po-
liceman is in attendance on the platformat
every public meeting armed with author-
ity to close the meeting if either speeches
or discussion seem to him unpatriotic, un-
lawful, or strife-breeding. Professors, pas-
tors, teachers are all muzzled by the state
and must preach and teach the state ortho-
doxyor go! A young professor of political
economy in Berlin only lately was warned
and has become strangely silent since.

The de-Germanizing of the German
abroad is in line with this, and a constant
source of annoyance to the powers that be.
Buda-Pesth was founded by Germans in
1241, and now not one-tenth of the popu-
lation is German. As the Franks became
French, as the Long Beards became Ttal-
ians, so the Germans become Americans
in America, English in England, Austrian
and Bohemian in Austria and Bohemia.
It has been a problem to prevent their be-
coming Poles where the state has settled
Germans for the distinct purpose of oust-
ing the Poles.

In China, in South America, and even
in Sumatra I have heard German officials
tell with indignation of how their com-
patriots rapidly took the local color, and
lost their German habits and customs and
point of view.

One of the half dozen best-known bank-
ers in Berlin has lamented to me that he
must change his people in South America
every few years, as they soon go to pieces
there. Army officers came home from
China indignant to find their compatriots
there speaking English and unwilling even
to speak German. Even aslong ago as the
time of the Thirty Years’ War a forgotten
chronicler, Adam Junghausvon derOhritz,
writes: “Further, it is a misfortune to the
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Germans that they take to imitating like
monkeys and fools. As soon as they come
among other soldiers, they must have
Spanish or other outlandish clothes. If
they could babble foreign languages a lit-
tle, they would associate themselves with
Spaniards and Italians.”

Bismarck knew these people and the
present Emperor knows these people bet-
ter than do you and I! Bismarck even
insisted upon using the German text, and
once returned a letter of congratulation
from an official body because it was written
in the Latin text. Even the Great Elector
must have recognized this weakness when
he said: “ Gedenke dass du bist ein Deut-
scher!” The present Kaiser lends his
whole social influence to keep the Germans
German. He will have the bill of fare in
German, he prefers the dreadful word
Mundtuch to napkin. His officers very
oftendemand that the bill of fare in a Ger-
man hotel shall be presented to themin Ger-
manand notin French. Andthey are quite
right to do so, and quite right to hang the
German world with the sign “Verboten';
quite right to distribute titles and medals
and orders, for the more they are uni-
formed and decorated and ticketed and
drilled, and taken care of, the better they
likeit and the more contented these people
are, Overorganization has brought this
about. Their theories have hardened intoa
veritable imprisonment of the will. They
have drifted away from Goethe's wise saying:
“That man alone attains to life and free-
dom who daily has to conquer them anew.”

Letme refer again just here to the social-
ist propaganda, which seems to the out-
sider so strong here in Germany. Even
this is far flabbier than it looks, as I have
attempted to explain elsewhere. In such
strong and out-and-out industrial cen-
tres as Essen, Duisburg-Miihlheim, Saar-
briicken, and Bochum, where a vigorous
fight has been made against socialism, the
following are the figures of the last elec-
tion in 1912 when the socialists largely in-
creased their vote throughout other parts
of Germany:

NATIONALLIBERAL | ZENTRUM SOCIALDEMOKRAT
Lw.n 25,037 42,832 40,503
Duisburg-Miihlheim. . ........ 33,034 31,550 34,187
Saarbriclen: . vaaeanaiees 25,108 24,228 4,157
Bochum .o 42,257 37,650 64,833
|
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I cite this example because it seems as
though the growth of socialism in Ger-
many were in direct contradiction to my
argument that they are a soft, an impres-
sionable, an amenable, and easily led and
governed people.

State socialism as thus far put into prac-
tice in Germany is, in a nutshell, the de-
cision on the part of the state or the rulers
that the individual is not competent to
spend his own money, to choose his own
calling, to use his own time as he will, or to
provide himself for his own future and for
the various emergencies of life.

They have been knocked about and
dragooned by their own rulers and, be it
said and emphasized, they have received
certain compensations and gained certain
advantages, if nothing else an orderliness,
safety, and care for the people by the
state unequalled elsewhere in the world.
But there is no gainsaying, on the other
hand, that they have lost the fruits that
are plucked by the nations of more indi-
vidualistic training.

They have clean streets, cheap music
and drama, and a veritable mesh of na-
tional education with interstices so small
that no one can escape, and they are cod-
dled in every direction; but they have no
stuff for colonizers, and they have been
not infrequently wofully lacking in stal-
wart statesmen.

To deprive the worker of his choice of
expenditure by taking all but a pittance in
taxation is a dangerous deprivation of
moral exercise. To be able to choose for
oneself is a vitally necessary appliance in
the moral gymnasium even if here and
there one chooses wrong. It is a curious
trend of thought of the day which pro-
poses to cure social evils always by weak-
ening rather than by strengthening the
individual.

Socialism is merely a moral form of put-
ting a sharper bit in humanity’s mouth;
when of course the highest aim, the opti-
mistic view, is to train people to go as fast
and straight and far as possible with the
least possible hampering of their natural
powers by legislation. ‘“Some men are by
nature free, others slaves,” writes Aris-
totle, but whether this ax10m can be ac-
cepted fully or not it is undoubtedly true
that you can first dragoon and then cod-
dle a whole people into a lack of independ-
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ence and a shrinking from the responsibil-
ities of freedom. We are drugging the
people ourselves just now with legislation
as a cure for the evils of industtialism, but
such legislation will only do what soporif-
ics can do, they numb the pain, but they
never bring health. What a forlorn phi-
losophy it is! Men take advantage, rob
and steal, we say, and to do away with
this we give up the fight for fair play and
orderliness and propose sweeping away
all the prizes of life, hoping thus to do
away with the highwaymcn of commerce
and finance. If there is no booty, there
will be no bandit, we say, forgetting alto-
gether the corollary that if there are no
prizes there will be no prizemen! Neither
God nor Nature gives anything to those
who do not struggle, and both God and
Nature appoint the stern task-master, Ne-
cessity, to see to it that we do struggle.
Now come the ignorant and the socialists,
demanding that the state step in and roll
back the very laws of creation by supply-
ing what is not earned from the surplus
of the strong. Who cannot see anarchy
looming ahead of this programme, for it is
surely a lunatic negation of all the laws
of God and Nature? They do not seem
to see either in America or in England
that state supervision carried too far
leads straight to the sanction of all the
demands of socialism and syndicalism.
Legislation was never intended to be the
father of a people, but their policeman.
Overlegislation, whether by an autocrat
or a democratic state, leads straight to
revolution, to Caesarism, or to slavery. In
Germany the state by giving much has
gained an appalling control over the mi-
nute details of human intercourse. I am
no philosophic adviser to the rich; it is as
the champion of the poor man that 1 de-
test socialism and all its works, for in the
end it only leads backward to slavery.
Every vote the working man gives to a
policy of wider state control is another
link for the chains that are meant for his
ankles, his wrists, and his neck. If the
state is to take care of me when I am sick
or old or unemployed, it must necessarily
deprive me of my liberty when I am well
and young and busy, and thus make my
very health a kind of sickness. A year in
Germany ought to cure any sensible work-
ing man of the notion that the state is a
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better guardian of his purse and his pow-
ers than he is himself. A distinguished
German publicist, criticising this over-
powering interference of the state, writes:
“ Mirist wohl bewusst dass diese Gedanken
einstweilen fromme Wiinsche bleiben wer-
den: die Schatten lihmender Miidig-
keit die iiber unserer Politik lagern, lassen
wenig Hoffnung auf frohliche Initiative.
Allein immer kann und wird es nicht so
bleiben.” (‘T am well aware that for the
time being these ideas will remain only
devout wishes; the shadows of paralyzing
lassitude that brood over our politics leave
little hope for buoyant initiative. Yet it
cannot and will not always be so!”") And
he ends with the ominous words: “ Reform
oder Revolution!”

One often hears the apostles of a cer-
tain kittenish humanitarianism talking
of the great good that would result if we
in America would provide light wines, and
beer and music, and parks and gardens
for our people. They see the crowds of
men and women and children flocking by
thousands to such resorts in Germany,
where they eat tons of cakes and Brid-
chens and jam, and where they drink gal-
lons of beer and wine, and where they sit
hour after hour apparently quite content.
Why, Lord love you, ladies and gentle-
men, our populace would never be con-
tent with such mild amusements! Fancy
“Silver Dollar” Sullivan or ““ Bath-house”
John attempting to cajole their cohorts in
such fashion!

It may be a pity that our people are not
thus easily amused, but, on the other hand,
it means simply that our energy, our vital-
ity, our national nervousness if you like,
will not be so easily satisfied. Our dis-
orderly nervousness, or nervous disorder-
liness, though it has been a tremendous
asset in keeping us bounding along indus-
trially and commercially, and though it
gives an exhilarating, champagne-like
flavor to our atmosphere, has cost us dear.
If you will have freedom, you will have
those who are ruined by it; just as, if you
will have social and political servitude,
you will have a stodgy, unindependent
populace.

Only one out of sixty perpetrators of
homicidal crime suffers the extreme penal-
ty attaching to such crimes in America.
We use as large an amount of habit-form-
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ing drugs per capita as are used in the
Chinese empire, so says Dr. Wright, who
was commissioned by the State Depart-
ment to gather facts on this subject. We
import and consume 500,000 pounds of
opium yearly, when 70,000 pounds, in-
cluding its derivatives and preparations,
should suffice for our medical needs. Inthe
year 1910 no less than 185,000 ounces of
cocaine were imported, manufactured, and
consumed, although 15,000 ounces would
supply every legitimate need. America
collected $340,000,000 from tariff taxes
in 1911, and $40,000,000 of this from to-
bacco and alcoholics.

My readers may look back to the title
of this chapter and ask: What has all this
to do with the status of women in Ger-
many? I have told you in these few pages
the whole secret. The men are not inde-
pendent; what can you expect of the
women! The men have, until very late-
Iy, had no surplus wealth or leisure, and
have now, to all appearance, little surplus
vitality orenergy. Germany is getting to
be a very tired-looking nation. One hears
almost as little laughter in Germany as in
Japan. Gayety and laughter are the bub-
bles and foam on the glass of life, proving
that it is charged with energy. Do not
believe me, although I have carefully
watched many thousands of Germans in
all parts of Germany taking their pleas-
ure and their ease; come over and see for
yoursell! These thousands at their sim-
ple recreations are not gay.

It is the men who must supply the lei-
sure, the independence, the setting, the
background for the women. All Europe
says that our women are spoiled, that they
are tyrants, that they treat us men badly,
that they flout us, do not do their duty by
us, and finally divorce us, We can afford
to let them say it! We have given our
women an independence that many of
them abuse, it is true. We perhaps give
them more than their share to spend, and
more of luxury than is good for them; and
all too many of the underbred among them
paint and bejewel and begown themselves
to imitate the lecherous barbarism of the
too free. But one of the greatest ladies
in Germany tells me, “I am never so flat-
tered as when I am taken for an Ameri-
can!” T can pay her no handsomer com-
pliment than to reply that she is worthy

—~



Germany and

of the mistake. Our women revive the
drooping dukedoms of England, and few
will maintain that some of them at least
are unsuited to the position. T have seen
them in Germany as Frau Griifin this or
that, and not only their appearance but
their house-keeping machinery, running
noiselessly and accurately, proves that
there is something more than dollars be-
hind them.

One of the rare human beings whom I
have known, who has at the same time the
characteristics of the generous comrade,
the good fellow, and the fine gentleman;
who in moral courage in time of terrible
strain or in physical courage when one's
back is to the wall, never quailed, is an
American woman; and thousands of my
countrymen will say the same.

You cannot produce this type without
freedom, without giving them opportu-
nity, and taking the risks that are inher-
ent in giving free scope to personal prow-
ess. But they are not the women whom
our blatant newspapers exploit, nor the
women who buy the British aristocracy to
launch them socially, nor the women who
pervade the continental hotels and res-
taurants, nor the women whom as a rule
the foreigner has the opportunity to meet.

They are the women who have helped us
to absorb the 21,000,000 aliens who have

entered America since the Civil War; the
women who stood behind us when we
fought out that war for four years, leaving
a million men on the fields of battle; the
women who in the realm of house- Leepmg,
to come down to practical levels, have
revolutionized these duties and turned a
drudgery into an art as have no other
women in the world. The best answer
the American can make to the luxurious
lawlessness of some of our women is to
point to the house-keeping and home-
making of his compatriots, not only at
home but right here in Germany.

The English attitude of women toward
men is somewhat that of comradeship, and
once married the man’s comfort is looked
after with some care; the American atti-
tude of women toward men, in the more
luxurious circles, is often, I admit, that
of a spoiled child toward a gift-bringing
uncle, and she permits him to worship her
along the lines of a restricted rubric; but
in Germany the subordination, the un-
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questioning and unthinking adulation, the
blind acceptance of inferiority have not
only softened the men but robbed the
women of even sufficient independence to
make them the helpmates that they try
to be. There have been women of so-
cial and even political influence: Bettina
von Arnhim, Caroline Schlegel, Charlotte
Stieglitz, Rahel V arnhagen, and lately
Frau Lebin, who seems to have been a
soothing adj Junct of the Foreign Office. It
is rather as admirers than as executives
that they shine. Their attitude toward
the great Goethe and his nonchalant po-
lygamy toward them is difficult for us to
understand and approve.
“The gentle Henrietta then,

And a third Mary next did reign,

And Joan and Jane and Andria;

And then a pretty Thomasine,

And then another Katherine,
And then a long et cetera.”

No real man is a misogynist, for not to
like women is not to be a man. There are,
however, many men, both in Germany
and out of it, who greatly dislike sham
women; that is, women who shirk their
functional responsibilities. This form of
dislike is a healthy instinct. Women are
given the greatest and most inspiring of
all tasks: to make men; and a woman who
cannot make a man, by giving birth to
one, or by developing one as son or hus-
band has failed more deplorably even
than a man who cannot make a living.
This task of theirs constitutes a supcrior—
ity impossible to deny or to overcome. A
woman, therefore, who craves man’s ac-
tivities and standards is as foolish as
though a wheat-field should long to be a
bakery. Most healthy-minded men hold
this view, though some of us may think
that German men overemphasize it.

The coarse sentimentality of the lower
classes has been noted, but it is not con-
fined to them. The premarital relations
of all but the most cultured and experi-
enced are marked by a mawkish sweet-
ness which is all the more noticeable in
contrast with the dull routine of saving
and slaving which follows. She begins by
being photographed sitting in her hero’s
lap, and ends by sitting on the less com-
fortable chair to darn his socks and to
tend his babies. There are women en-
throned, and who deserve to be, in Ger-
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many as in other countries; but taken in
the mass, speaking in hundreds of thou-
sands, it is not an inaccurate picture to say
that the women are not taken seriously
in Germany except as mothers and ser-
vants,

The census of 1910 shows that there are
32,040,166 men in Germany and 32,885,-
827 women, or 845,661 more women than
men. The number of men in proportion
to the number of women is steadily in-
creasing in Germany, showing that the
habits of the men are more and more femi-
nine, that the state provides for them and
protects them, and that the women take
good care of them.

In a virile state, where the men take
risks, where they play hazardous games,
where they travel and seek adventure,
where they emigrate to seek new oppor-
tunities, the women will greatly outnum-
ber the men. The German army, which
is in itself a school of hygiene for the man,
and where the death-rate is the lowest of
any army in Europe, and the many pro-
visions for the state care of the popula-
tion, all go to coddle the men and protect
them. The various forms of labor insur-
ance alone in Germany cost the state over
$250,000 a day, and if we include the
amount expended in compensation in all
its forms the yearly bill of the state for
the care of its sick, injured, and aged
amounts to nearly $170,000,000. No
wonder that between the care of a grand-
motherly state and the attentions of a sub-
servient womankind the male population
increases. I sometimes question whether
there is not something of the hot-house
culture about this male crop. Certainly
consumption and other diseases are very
wide-spread. A very detailed and careful
investigation of certain forms of weakness
is being made by our Rockefeller Insti-
tute at this time, and if I am not mis-
taken in the results of what these investi-
gations have thus far disclosed, it will be
found that Germany has her full share of
rottenness to deal with. To those who
care to corroborate these hints with facts
I recommend the reading of certain recent
numbérs of the hygienic Rundschau, a
German technical magazine of repute.

There is a lack of vitality and elastic-
ity, a stodgy, plodding way of working,
much indulgence in gregarious eating and
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drinking, and very mild forms of exercise
and holiday-making, comparatively little
sport, almost no game-playing where boys
and men hustle one another about as in
foot-ball and polo, and very long hours of
application, from the school-boy to the
ministers of state, all of which tend to
and do produce a physical lack of alert-
ness, vivacity, and audacity in the men of
practically all classes.

The way to see the people of a country
is to stand by the hour in the large indus-
trial towns and watch them as they go to
and from their work; to watch them flock-
ing in and out of railway stations, and at
work in large numbers in the fields of
Saxony, Silesia, and other parts of Prus-
sia; to spend hours, and I admit that they
are tedious hours, strolling through fac-
tories, ship-yards, mines, and offices, pay-
ing no attention to the talk of your guide,
but studying the faces and physique of the
men and women. Having done this, an
impartial observer is bound to remark that
industrial and commercial Germany is tak-
ing a tremendous toll for the rapid prog-
ress she has made. It may be no worse
here than elsewhere, but neither has the
problem of a healthy, happy, toiling pop-
ulation been satisfactorily solved here
though better than elsewhere. I have
heard the women and girls in factories
singing at their work, but the bird is no
less caged because it sings.

Men who ought to know better set an
example of long hours of confinement at
their work which is quite unnecessary.
They tell you with pride that they are at
it from eight or nine in the morning till
seven and often till later at night. That
is something that no sane man ought to be
proud of. On investigation you find that
in industrial and commercial circles, and
in the offices of the state, men take two
hours for Iuncheon and then return to
work till nightfall. Two hours in the
open air at the end of the day could be
managed easily, but they do not want it.
There is no vitality left for a game, for
exercise, for a bath, and a change.

They drug themselves with work, and
slip away to the theatre, to a concert, to a
Verein or circle, unwashed, ungroomed,
and physically torpid, and the great mass
of the population, high and low alike out-
side the army officers, look it.
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The army officer’s career is dependent
upon his mental and physical vigor. The
“cylinder " is quickly handed him and the
helmet taken away if he grows too fat and
too slow physically and mentally. There
is no nepotism, no favoritism, and on
reaching a certain rank he goes, if he falls
below the standard required, and conse-
quently he keeps hlmsell fit.  But a huge
bureaucracy, with its stupid promotions
by years and not by ability, with its gov-
ernment stroke, and its dangling pensions,
positively breeds lassitude, laziness, and
dulness. You may see it on every hand,
in government offices, in the railway and
postal services, where men are evidently
kept on not for their fitness but by the
tyranny of the system. High officials ad-
mit as much, In the little state of Prussia
the railways pay well and are well man-
aged, but they are clogged to a certain ex-
tent by inefficient and unnecessary em-
ployees, and were the system spread over
the United States the chaos in a dozen
years would be almost irreparable, and
even here the complaints are many and
vigorous. Probably onemaleover twenty-
five years of age out of every four is in
government employ. This alone would
account for the general air of lassitude
which is one of the most noticeable feat-
ures of German life. The Germans as a
whole are beginning to look tired. Itisa
German, not an Ttali: i or a Frenchman,
the phllosopher Nietzsche, who writes:
“Seit es Menschen giebt, hat der Mensch
sich zu wenig gefreut; das allein ist un-
sere Erbsiinde.” (** Ever since men have
cxisted, man has given himself too little
enjoyment; that only is our hereditary
sin.”’)

There has been a great change in the
status of women in the last twenty-five
years. The apophthegm of Pericles, or
rather of Thucydides, “That woman is
best who is least spoken of among men,
either for good or evil,” is not so rigidly
enforced. Incrcased “ealth throughout
Germany has left the German woman
more leisure from the drudgery of the
home. She is not so wholly absorbed by
the duties of nurse, cook, and house-maid
as she once was. But even to-day her
economics and her ability to keep her
house with little outside assistance are
amazing. Some of the most delightful
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meals T have taken have been in profes-
sional households where small incomes
made it necessary that wife and daughters
should do most of the work.

The German professor has his faults,
but in his own simple home, the work of
the day behind him, his family about him
at his well-filled but not luxurious board,
with some member of the family not un-
likely to be an accomplished musician
and with his own unrivalled store of learn-
ing at your service, when he raises his
glass to you, filled with his best, with a
smile and a hearty “ Prosit,” he is hard to
beat as a host, to my thinking. Perhaps
there is nothing like overindulgence to
male one crave simplicity, and no doubt
this accounts for the fact that the really
great ones of earth are satisfied and happy
with enough and abhor too much.

They tell me that the Dienstmiadchen is
no longer what she used to be, but to my
untutored eye her duties still seem to be as
comprehensive as those of a Sioux squaw,
and her performances unrivalled. As is
to be expected, Germany is not blessed
with trained servants. They are helpers
rather than professional servants. 1In the
scores of houses, public and private, where
I have been a guest only in one or two had
the servants more than an alphabetical
knowledge of what was due to one’s clothes
and shoes. The servants are rigidly pro-
tected by the state; they must have so
much time off, they cannot be dismissed
without weeks of warning, and they them-
selves carry books with their moral and
professional biographies therein, which are
always open to the inspection of the po-
lice; and they must all be insured.

In many towns, and cities too, there are
hospitals and bands of nurses who for a
small annual payment undertake to take
over and care for a sick servant. If the
doctor prescribes a “cure” for your ser-
vant, away she goes at the expense of the
state to be taken care of. Wages are very
small as compared with ours. Ten dol-
lars a month for a cook, five for a house-
maid, ten for a man-servant, forty to fifty
for a chauffeur, and of course more in the
larger and more luxurious establishments;
though a chef who serves dinners for for-
ty and fifty in an official household T
know is content with twenty dollars a
month. A nursery governess can be had
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for twelve, and a well-educated English
governess for twenty dollars a month.
Even these wages are higher than ten years
ago. Tobemoreexplicit, inasmall house-
hold where three servants are kept the
cook receives 3o marks, the maid-servant
25 marks, and the nursery governess 33
marks a month. In the household of an
official of some means the man-servant
receives 45 marks, the cook 3o marks,
and the maid-servant 30 marks a month.
When dinners or other entertainments are
given, outside help is called in. In the
houschold of a rich industrial, whose fam-
ily consists of himself, wife, and four chil-
dren, the man-servant receives 8o marks,
the chauffeur 200, the cook 45, the lady’s
maid 35, the house-maid 23, kitchen-maid
12, and the governess 30 marks a month.

I carry away with me delightful pict-
ures of German households, big, little,
and medium; and, though it does not fit
in nicely with my main argument, house-
holds whose mistresses were patterns of
what a chatelaine should be. But I must
leave that loop-hole for the critics, for Tam
trying only to tell the truth and to be fair,
and not to be scientific or to bolster up a
thesis.

I can see the big castle, centuries old,
with its rambling buildings winging away
from it on every side, and in the court-
yard its regal-looking mistress positively
garlanded with her dozen children. There
is no sign of the decadence of the aristoc-
racy here. We sit down twenty or more
every day at the family luncheon. Tutors
and governesses are at every turn. A
French abbé, as silken in manner and
speech as his own soutane, bowls over all
my prejudices of creed and custom, as T
watch him rule with the lightest of hands
and the sofltest of voices a brood of terma-
gant small boys; to turn from this to a
game of billiards, and from that to the
Merry Widow Waltz on the piano, that
we may dance. An aide-de-camp trained
in India and a French abbé, T am con-
vinced that these are the apotheosis of
luxury in a large household. My Protes-
tant brethren would, I amsure, throw their
prejudices to the winds could they spend
an evening with my friend, Monsieur
I'Abbé! Nor Erasmus, nor Luther, nor
Calvin would have had the heart to burn
bhim, He is just as good a fellow as we

Germany and the Germans

are, knows far more, can turn his hand to
anything from photography to the driving
of a stubborn pony, knows his world as
few know it, and yet is inviolably not of it.
I have chatted with Jesuit priests teach-
ing our Western Indians; I have travelled
with a preaching friar in Italy on his round
of sermonizing; I have seen them in South
America, in India, China, and Japan, and
I recognize and acclaim their self-denying
prowess, but no one of them was a more
dangerous missionary than my last-named
friend among them, Monsieur ’Abbé!

There was a profusion, there a hearti-
ness of welcome, a patriarchal attitude to-
ward the countless servants and satellites,
an acreage of roaming space in the build-
ings, that smacked of the feudalism back
to which both the castle and the family
dated. How many Englishmen or Amer-
icans who sniff at German civilization ever
see anything of the inside of German
homes? Very few, I should judge, from
the lame talk and writing on the subject.
Let us go from this medieval setting for
modern comfort to a smaller establish-
ment. Here a miniature Germania, with
blue eyes and golden hair, presides, look-
ing like a shalt of sunlight in front of you
as she leads the way about the paths of
her gloomy forest. In these, and in not a
few other houses, there is little luxury, no
waste, a certain Spartan air of training,
but abundance of what is necessary and a
cheery and frank welcome.

I sometimes think the Germans them-
selves lose much by their rather overde-
veloped tendency to meet not so often in
one another’s homes as in a neutral place:
a restaurant, a garden, a Verein or circle,
of which there is an interminable number.
You certainly get to know a man best and
at his best in his own home, and you never
get to know a wife and a mother out of
that environment; for a woman is even
more dependent than a man upon the
sympathetic atmosphere that frames her.
I should be, after my experience, and I
am, the last person in the world to say
that the Germans are not hospitable, but
there is much less visiting even among
themselves, and much less of constant re-
ception of strangers in their homes, than
with us. Habit, lack of wealth, lack of
trained servants, and a certain proud shy-
ness, and in some cases indifference and
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a lack of vitality which welcomes the
trouble of being host, account for this.
No doubt, too, the old habit of economy
remains even when there is no longer
the same necessity for it, and saving
and gayety do not go well together. In
Geldsachen hirt die Gemiithlichkeit auf. 1
should be sorry to spoil my picture by the
overemphasis of details. The reader will
not see what I have intended to paint, if
he gets only an impression of caution, of
economy, of sordidness and fatigue. No
nation that gives birth to an untrans-
latable word like Gemiithlichkeit can be
without that characteristic. The English
words‘“home” and “comfort,” the French
word “esprit,” and the German word Ge-
miithlichkeit have no exact equivalents in
other languages. This in itself is a sure
sign of a quality in the nation which bred
the word. The difficulty lies in the fact
that another language is another life.

The Germans are not cheerful as we are
cheerful; they are not happy as we are
happy; they are not free as we are [ree;
they are not polite as we are polite; they
are not contented as we are contented;
and no one for a moment who is even an
amateur observer and an amateur philolo-
gist combined would claim that the three
words love and amour and Liebe mean the
same thing. No word in the English lan-
guage is used so often from the pulpit as
the word love, but this cannot be said of
the use of amowr in France or of Liebe in
Germany. Nations pour themselves into
the tiny moulds of words and give us
statuettes of themselves. The Anglo-
Saxon, the Latin, and the Teuton have
filled these three words with a certain
vague philosophy of themselves, a hazy
composite photograph of themselves. No
one writer or painter, no one incident, no
one tragedy, no one day or year of history
has done this. To us, love is the coldest,
cleanest, as it is perhaps the most loyal
of the three. L'amour sounds to us se-
ductive, enticing, often indeed little more
than lust embroidered to make a cloak
for ennui. Liebe is to us friendly, soft,
childlike.

The nations of the earth, close as they
are together in these days, are worlds
apart in thought. Each builds its life in
words, and the words are as little alike as
in the days of Babel; and thus it comes
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about that we misunderstand one another.
We translate one another only into our
own language and understand one another
as little as before, because we only know
one another in translations, and the best
of the life of each nation remains and al-
ways will remain untranslatable. No one
has ever really translated the Greek lyrics
or the choruses of Aschylus, or the incom-
parable songs of Heine. Who could dream
of putting the best of Robert Louis Steven-
son into German, or Kipling’s rollicking
ballads of soldier life into Spanish, or
Walter Pater into Dutch, or Edgar Allan
Poeinto Russian! The one language com-
mon to us all, music, tells as many tales
as there are men to hear. Each melody
melts into the blackness or the brightness
of the listener’s soul and becomes a thou-
sund melodies instead of one. What does
the moaning monotony of a Korean love-
song mean to the Westerner, or what does
the Swan song mean to the Korean? Only
God knows—we can never translate one
nation into the language of another; our
best is only an interpretation, and we
must always meet the criticism that we
have failed with the reply that we had
never hoped to succeed. We are forever
explaining ourselves even in our own small
circles; how can we dare to suggest even
that we have made one people to speak
clearly in the language of another? The
best that we can do is to give a kindly, a
good-humored, and, at all times and above
all things, a charitable interpretation.

There is a world of good humor, of
cheerfulness, of contentment, of domestic
peace and happiness in Germany. There
are courtesy, politeness, even grand man-
ners here and there. But these words
mean one thing to them, another thing to
us, and it is that I am striving, feebly
enough to be sure, to make clear. May I
beg the reader and the student to follow
me with this peint clearly in mind? While
I am outlining with these painful details
that their ways are not as our ways, I am
not denouncing their ways, but merely
offering matter for consideration and com-
parison.

A nation is most often punished for its
faults by the exaggeration of its qualities,
and if, as it seems to me, Germany suffers
like the rest of us in this respect, it is none
of my doing. It will be my failure and the
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reader’s failure if we do not profit by
watching these qualities in ourselves and
in others festering into faults. Woman's
position and ambitions, the home, the
amusements, and the satisfactions of life,
are very different in Germany from ours.
I note these as facts, not as inferiorities.
I note, too, that in Germany, as elsewhere,
Hegel was profoundly right in his dictum,
that everything carried to its extreme be-
comes its contrary. Too much caution
may become a positive menace to safety;
too much orderliness may result in indi-
vidual incapacity for self-control; just as
liberty rots into license and demos de-
scends to a crown and sceptre and tyranny.
L am merely calling attention to this great
law of national development that the ex-
aggeration of even fine qualities is the
road to the punishment of our faults in
Germany as in every other nation under
the sun.

It isonly when you have had a peep into
a small farmer’s house in Saxony, into
the artisans’ houses in the busy Rhine
and Westphalia country; spent a night in
a peasant’s house and stable, for they are
under the same roof, in the mountains of
the South; and visited the greater estab-
lishments of the large land-holder and the
less pretentious houses of the gentleman
farmer, and the country houses, hig and
little, in all parts of Germany, that you get
anything of the real flavor of Germany.

If, as Burke says, it is impossible to in-
dict a whole nation, it is even more diffi-
cult to fit a peaple with a few discriminat-
ing and really enlightening adjectives.
One word I dare to apply to them all,
though T know well how different they are
in the north and south and east and west,
as diversified indeed as any nation in the
world, and that is the word patient. They
can stand longer, sit longer, eat longer,
drink longer, work longer hours, and
dream longer, and dawdle longer than any
people except the Orientals. The Em-
peror himself sets the example. He is an
indefatigable stander, if I may coin the
word, and on horseback he can apparently
spend the day and night without incon-
venience. Their patient quarry work in
archaology and in comparative philology
laid the foundations for the new history-
writing of Heeren and Mommsen; and
their scholarship to-day is still of the dig-
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ging kind. They seldom produce a Jebb,
a Jowett, a Verrall, and never that type of
scholar, wit and poet combined, a Lowell
or an Arthur Hugh Clough. Indeed, with
a suspicious self-consciousness the Ger-
man professional mind inclines to be con-
temptuous of any learning that is not un-
palatably dry. What men can read with
enjoyment cannot be learning, they main-
tain.

I have visited many hospitals, and on
one or two occasions been present at an
operation by a famous surgeon. It is evi-
dent from the bearing of patients, nurses,
and students that they are dealing with a
less highly strung population than ours.
Indeed, the surgeons who know both coun-
tries tell me that here in Germany they
have more endurance of this phlegmatic
kind. They suffer more like animals.
Their patience reaches down to the very
roots of their being.

On that delightful big fountain in that
paradise of fountains, Nuremberg, the
statues of the electors and citizens picture
men who were untroubled and cheerful,
slow-moving, contented, patient; while the
little figures on the guns are positively
jolly. The only mournful figure on the
whole fountain is a man with a book on
his knees teaching a child. He is pallid,
even in bronze, and his face is lined as he
muses over the problem that has stumped
the wisest of us: how to make a man by
stuffing a child with books! Tt cannot he
done, but we follow this will-o'-the-wisp
through the swamps of experience with
the pitiable enthusiasm of despair.

Only liberty can make a man, and she is
such a costly mistress that with our in-
creasing hordes of candidates for indepen-
dence we cannot afford her; so we go on
fooling them with mechanical education.
But even this figure is patient!

The Germans are patient even with
their food. What would become of them
without the goose, the pig, the calf, and
the duck, that meagre alimentary quar-
tette? The country is white with home-
raised geese, and yet they imported 8,337,-
708 in 1910, and 7,236,581 in 1911,

One of their most charming bits of clas-
sic art is the famous miniature statue of
the Gooseman; and the real name of the
great Gutenberg, who did more than any
other mortal to make it easy for the hu-
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man race to acquire the anserine mental
habits and the anserine moral character-
istics, was Gansfleisch.

The goose is really the national bird of
the German people. You eat tons of
goose, and then you sleep beneath the
feathers. The goose first nourishes you and
then protects your digestion. The extraor-
dinary make-up of the German bed must
be laid to the door of the guilty goose. The
pillows are so soft that your head is ever
sinking, never at rest. Instead of easily
applied blankets, that you can adapt to
the temperature, you are given a great
cloud of feathers, sewn in a balloon-like
bag, which floats upon you according to
your degree of restlessness, and leaves you
for the floor, when in stupid sleepiness you
endeavor to protect your whole person at
once with its flimsy and wanton formless-
ness. As a rule the bed is built up at the
head so that you are continually sliding
down, down under the goose feathers,
your nose and mouth are soon covered,
and who can breathe with his toes!

They accumulate comfort very slowly.
The wages are small and the satisfac-
tions are small. On the street-cars the
conductor is grateful for a tip of five pfen-
nigs, and his daily customers are handed
from the car-steps and respectfully saluted
in return for this tiny douceur. When
you dine or lunch at a friend’s house you
are expected to leave something in the ex-
pectant palm of his servant who sees you
out.

Women carry small parcels of food to
the theatre, to the tea and beer gardens,
and thus save the small additional ex-
pense. Many a time have I seen these
thrifty housewives pocket the sugar and
the zwiebacks and Bradchen left over. In
the hotels soap, paper, and common con-
veniences of the kind are taken, so I am
told—not, I maintain, as a theft, but as an
economy. We are in the habit of carrying
our small change loose in a trousers pock-
et, but the German almost without excep-
tion carries even his ten and five pfennig
pieces carefully in a purse. Outside many
of the big shops is placed a row of niches
where you may leave your unfinished ci-
gar till you return. The economy thus
illustrated shows a certain disregard of a
not altogether agreeable chance of inter-
changeability that might even be danger-
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ous tohealth. Ontheother hand,itisa wise
precaution that marks beer-glasses and
beer-jugs with a line to show just how much
beer you are entitled to, and thus puts the
foam-stealing vendor at your mercy.

The entertainments, dinners, luncheons,
teas, except among the small cosmopolitan
companies who do not count as examples
of German manners and customs, are very
prolonged affairs. There is much standing
about. Atteno’clock,having dined at half
past seven, beer, tea, coffee, sandwiches
are brought in, and you begin the gastro-
nomics over again on a smaller scale,
so to speak. There is no occasion when
eating and drinking are not part of the
programme. If you go to the play or the
opera you may eat and drink there; if you
go for a walk the goal is not a bath and
a rub-down but beer or chocolate and
cakes.

I am not sure that there is not some-
thing in the theory that their soil has less
iron in it, being so intensively cultivated,
and that our food is consequently stronger
than theirs; at all events, they eat more
frequently and more copiously than we do.
It seems to me that both the men and the
women show it in their faces and figures.
They are a heavy, puffy, tumbling lot
after forty, and with my prepossessions on
the subject I am inclined to put it down to
irregular eating, to too much eating of soft
and sweet food, too much drinking of fat-
tening beverages, and much, much too lit-
tle regular exercise, and to the fact that
they are still infants in the matter of per-
sonal hygiene. Dressing-gowns, slippers,
proper care of the teeth and hair, regular
ablutions, changing of clothes, all these
dozens of helps to health are patiently neg-
lected. Tt is just as troublesome to take
care of yourself, to groom your person, to
be regular in your habits, and restrained
and careful in your diet as to take proper
care of a horse or a dog. It showsa rather
high grade of persistent prowess in a man
just to keep himself fit, to keep himself in
working or playing health. Without the
drilling they receive in the army in these
matters, one wonders where this popula-
tion would be.

The doggedness, the patience of the
German is notable, but the alertness, vi-
vacity, the energy easily on tap, these are
lacking both among the men and the
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women, and, as it seems to me, for these
easily apparent reasons. There are more
rest-cures, rheumatism, heart, liver, kid-
ney, an@mic cures in Germ’mv and to
suit all purses, than in all Ancrlo Saxon-
dom combined, even if subject territories
are included. In Saxony dlom, which is
not renowned for its cures, the number of
visitors at Augustus Bad, Bad Elester,
Hermanus Bad, Schandau, and some seven
others has increased from 13,000 ten years
ago to 30,000 in 1gI10.

Between 19oo and 1gog while the pop-
ulation of Germany increased 15 per cent,
the days of sickness in the insurance funds
increased 59 per cent and the expendi-
ture g5 per cent. Some alterations were
made in the law between those years per-
mitting a certain extension of the days of
sickness, but an accurate percentage may
be taken between the years 19os and 19og.
During those years the population in-
creased by 7 per cent, the days of sickness
by 17 per cent, and the expenditure out of
the sick-funds. by 32 per cent. The total
cost of sickness insurance in 1000 was
S42 boa.ooo and in 1gog $83,040,000. Of
course, it is impossible to tell how many
pmple are sick by being paid for it, prob-
ably not a small number. We all have
mornings when we would turn over and
stick to our pillows if we were sure of pay-
ment for doing so. The German appar-
ently is the only person in the world who
is happy, egrescit miedendo. The Germans
keep going, we must all admit that, but at
a slower pace, with less energy to spare,
and with far less robust love of life.

I the men are patient, the women must
be more so, and they are. The marriage
service still reads: ** He shall be your ruler,
and you shall be his vassal.” The wom-
en are not only patient with all that re-
cjuires patience of the men, but they are
patient with the men besides, a heavy ad-
ditional burden from the %nwm.m point
of view. Beethoven writes: “Resigna-
tion! Welch’ elendes Hiilismittel! Und
doch bleibt es mir das einzige iibrige.”
( Rc:wndtu m! What a pitiful expedient !
And yet it is the only one I have left!")
They take resignation for granted as we
never do.

Some ten years ago only, was formed
the Women's Suffrage League in Ger-
many. It was necessary to organize in
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the free city of Hamburg, because women
were not allowed either to form or to join
political unions in Prussia! It is only
within a very few years that the girls’
higher schools have been 111creo,&.ed and
cared for in due proportion to the schools
provided for the higher education of the
boys. The first crn-la rowing club was or-
ganized at (..15‘:.1L1 in 1911, E\ en now as
I write there are protests and petitions
from the male masters against women
teachers in the higher positions of even
these schools. In the discussions as to the
proper subjects to be taught to the girls,
who in 1912 began attending the newly
constituted continuation schools for girls
in Berlin, there is a strong party who ar-
cue that all of them should be taught
only house-keeping and the duties per-
taining thereto. To the great majority
of German men, children and the kitchen
are and ought to be the sole preoccupa-
tions of women, with occasional church
attendance thrown in.

There have been enormous changes in
the place women hold in the German
world in the last thirty years. The Red
Cross organization of the women through-
out Germany is admirable and as com-
plete and efficient as the army that it is
intended to help; one can hardly say
more. There are many private charities
in Berlin and other cities, managed en-
tirely by women, and doing excellent and
sensible work; such as the kindergartens,
the Pestalozzi-Frobelhaus for example,
where four hundred children are taken
care of daily and fifteen thousand ten-
pfennig meals provided, besides classes
for the young women students under the
supervision of the Berliner Verein fiir
Volkserzichung, with courses in the ele-
ments of law and politics and other matters
likely to concern them in their activities
as teachers, nurses, or charity helpers, the
invalid-kitchens, the societies for looking
after young girls, the work in the Temper-
ance League, the Lette-Verein, one of the
most sane and sensible institutions in the
world for the training of girls and young
women, where they turn out some two
thousand girls a year trained in house-
wifely economy; the wonderful and piti-
ful colony at Bielefeld, founded by one of
Germany’s greatest organizers and saints,
Pastor Bodelschwing, and now carried on
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by his equally able son and aided largely
by the sympathy and resources of women.
Only another Saint Francis could have im-
agined, and produced, and loved into use-
fulness such an institution.

The summer colonies, called Garten-
lauben colonies, where the outlying and
unused land on the outskirts of the cities is
divided up into small parcels and rented
for a nominal sum to the poorer working
people of the city, constitute a most sen-
sible form of plulanthrupy You see them,

each named by its proprietor, with a flag
flying, with the light barriers dividing
them, and with the small huts erected as a
shelter, where flowers and fruits and vege-
tables are grown, often adding no small
amount to income, and in every case offer-
ing the soundest kind of work and recre-
ation. These colonies were started by a
woman in France, and the idea worked its
way through Belgium to Germany, and
they are now supported and helped by the
direct interest of the Empress. The wom-
an who put this scheme into operation
ought to have a monument! At Charlot-
tenburg, a suburb of Berlin, on a plot lent
by the city, there are thirteen of these
colonies divided into over a thousand
plots.

There are three-quarters of a million
women in Germany who are independent
owners and heads of establishments of
different kinds, and some ten million who
are bread-winners. Of the increase in the
number of women students I have writ-
ten in another chapter, and of their in-
creasing participation in the political,
economical, literary, and scholarly life of
the nation there are many examples. Once
or twice I have even heard them speak in
public, and speak well, while if my mem-
ory serves me, this was practically un-
known in my university days here. The
problem of domestic apprenticeship is also
being worked out by the women of Ger-
many. InMunich,in Frankfort-on-Main,
and elsewhere, this most difficult and deli-
cate question is being partially answered
at least. Girls are ‘1pprent1i.ed to families
needing them, under the supervision of a
committee of women. The girls and their
families agree to certain terms and the
families agree also to teach them house-
hold duties, give them proper food, eight
hours sleep, their Sunday out, and so
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on. The German women's societies who
have thus boldly tackled this problem are
plucky indeed and prove easily enough
that there is a large and growing bud}
of women in Germany who have minds
and wills of their own and great executive
ability.

Let me sugeest to some of our idle
women that they pay a visit to the Haus-
frauenbund at Frankfort and the Frauen-
verein-Arbeiterinnenheim at Munich be-
fore they pass judgment upon this chap-
ter. For I should be sorry to leave the im-
pression that all the women of Germany
are listless, oppressed, and without any
feeling of civic responsibility.

All these things have been accomplished
by women in Germany with far less sym-
pathy from the men than they receive in
America or in England, Cato wrote of
women's suffrage: “Pray what will they
not assail, if they carry their point? Call
to mind all the principles governing them
by which your ancestors have held the
presumption of womenin check, and made
them subject to their husbands. As
soon as they have begun to be your Equah
they will be yoursuperiors.” Itisan older
story than the unread realize, this of the
rights of women. The bulk of Germany's
male population still hold to Cato’s view,
It is not so much that they are antagonis-
tic, except in the case of the teachers,
where the women have become active
competitors; they are in their patient wav
impervious. Nor can it be said that any
very large number of the women them-
selves are eager for more rights; rather
are they becoming restless because they
receive so little consideration.

Their pleasures are simple and restrict-
ed: regular attendance at the theatre,
at concerts, an occasional dinner of an
anniversary at a restaurant, excursions
with the whole family to a beer restaurant
of a Sunday, and the endless meeting to-
gether for reading, sewing, and gossip—
no German woman apparently but what
belongs to a verein or circle, meeting, say,
once a week.

The women and the men are gregarious.
Ve soli is the motto of the race. They
love to take their pleasures in crowds, and
I am not sure that this does not dull the
enthusiasm for personal rights and grati-
fications and for individual supremacy and
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dignity. It is rare to find a German who
would subscribe to Andrew Marvell’s mi-
sogynist lines:

“Two paradises are in one
To live in Paradise alone.”

It is typical of this love of being togeth-
er that an independent member of the
Reichstag, owing allegiance to no party, is
called a Wilde, and this same word Wilde,
or wild man, is applied to the student at
the university who belongs to no corps or
association of students. This love of be-
ing together, of touching elbows on all
occasions, makes them more easily led
and ruled. They hate the isolation of in-
dependence and revolt.

Of the relations between men and wom-
en I long ago came to the conclusion that
this is a subject best left to the scien-
tific explorer. It is, however, open to the
casual observer to comment upon the
monstrous percentage of illegitimacy in
Berlin, twenty per cent, or one child out
of every five, born out of wedlock; four-
teen per cent in Bavaria; and ten per cent
for the whole empire. This alone tells a
sad tale of the attitude of the men and
women toward one another. There is a
long journey ahead of the women who pro-
pose to lift theirsisters on to a plane above
the animals in this respect. In the mat-
ter of divorce Prussia comes fourth in the
list of European nations. Norway, with
the cheapest and easiest, and at the same
time the wisest, divorce law in the world,
has almost the lowest percentage of di-
vorce. In 1g1o there were 390 divorces
out of 400,000 existing marriages, of which
14,600 had taken place that year. The
percentage is thus only about two and a
half per year. The total per 100,000 of
the population in Switzerland is 43; in
France 33; in Denmark 27; and in Prus-
sia 21.  In industrial Saxony there are 32
and in Catholic Bavaria 13. The number
of married people in Germany according
to the last census shows an increase, the
number of bachelors and widowed persons
a decrease. Since 1871 the number of
married persons has increased by 2 per
cent. The birth rate shows a proportional
decline, The problem that bothers all so-
cial economists is to the fore in Germany
as elsewhere, for the people between sixty
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and seventy years of age number 14.65 per
cent of the population, while the young
people under ten number only 11.12, and
those between twenty and thirty ro.93 per
cent. The birth rate therefore shows the
same tendency as in France, England, and
America. A recent 1nve5t1gat10n on a
small scale seems to show that bureau-
cracy has a certain influence here. Of
300 officials questioned, only 10, or 3%
per thousand, had more than two children.
It is not an impossible, but certainly a
laughable, outcome of state interference
carried too far, should it result in the
state’s becoming an incubator for the un-
fit, in a country where the pensions for
officers and employees of the state have
risen from 350,000,000 marks in 1goo to
111,000,000 marks in 1911.

Even in higher circles in Germany there
is a gushing idealism about the relations
of the sexes. In their songs and sayings,
as well as in their mythology, there is a
laudation of love that is overstimulating.
The lines of that inconsequential philos-
opher, that irresponsible moralist, that
dreamy Puritan, Emerson,

“Give all to love;

Obey thy heart;

Friends, kindred, days,
Estate, good fame,

Plans, credit and the Muse—
Nothing refuse,”

would be warmly praised in Germany.

“I could not love thee, dear, so much
Loved I not honour more,”

are lines more to our taste. Even love
should have a deal of toughness of fibre in
it to be worth much.

I must leave it to my readers to guess
what I think of the German woman; in-
deed, it is of little consequence what any
individual opinion is, if matter is given for
the formation of an opinion by others.
Truth cannot afford to be either gallant
or merciless. There are women in Ger-
many whom no man can know without
respect, without admiration, without af-
fection. There are the blue eyes, sunny
hair, peach-bloom complexions of the
north there are the dark-eyed, black-
han‘ed heavy-browed women of the Black
Forest; there is often a Quakerish elegance
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of figure and apparel to be seen on the
streets of the cities; and from time to
time one sees a real Germania, big of
frame, bold of brow, fearless of glance—
palet dea!

But we can none of us be quite sure of
the impartiality of our taste in such mat-
ters. Our baby fingers and our baby lips
were taught to love a certain type of
beauty. Our mothers wove a web of ad-
miration and devotion from which no real
man ever escapes; our maturer passions
lashed themselves to an image from which
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we can never wholly break away; our
sins and sorrows and adventures have
been drenched in the tears of eyes that
are like no other eyes; and consequently
the man who could pretend to cold neu-
trality would be a reprobate.

The German looks to Germany, the
Englishman to England, the Frenchman
to France, as do you and I to America
for

“The face that launched a thousand ships
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium.”

BENEVOLENT DESPOTISM

By Joseph Buckln Bishop

Secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commission

SWHERE,” asked a British
Al colonial governor who
was visiting a canal of-
id ficial on the Isthmus and
was examining with many
expressions of surprise
and approval the screened, wide-veran-
daed, airy dwelling in which he was re-
ceived—"“where did you get this type of
house?” The official replied that it was
the result of American ingenuity applied
to the needs of the situation. The needs
of the situation being novel, novel methods
of meeting them had been invented. The
demand was for a house suitable for life
in the tropics, and at the same time con-
structed and equipped in accordance with
the modern ideas of comfortable living
prevailing in the United States, and with
modern ideas in sanitary science. By
process of evolution, there was developed
a type of building which met the require-
ments of the situation in every respect.
What is true of the dwellings is true of
all features of the canal work on the Isth-
mus, from the dommatlng, autocratic gov-
ernment down to the housing and feed-
ing of the common laborers. All are the
results of a process of evolution, of the
application of American 111te1hgence and
ingenuity to the needs of the situation.
The nation was confronted with a task
not only unprecedented in magnitude but

unprecedented also in the conditions and
surroundings in which it must be per-
formed. Its own experience atforded no
light for guidance, and the experience of
other nations nothing except the dismal
warnings of disaster.

A clear conception of this situation at
the outset is necessary for a proper un-
derstanding of why there was built up in
the Canal Zone a system of control which
has been styled variously “paternalism,”
“modified socialism,” and * benevolent
despotism.” It was not the work of a
month or a year, but a gradual evolution,
the outgrowth of practical experience,
covering several years.

Congress, building better than it knew
perhaps, left the direction of the great
work entirely in the hands of President
Roosevelt. It empowered him, through
the law known as the Spooner Act, to
construct the canal through a commission
of seven members, selected in accordance
with certain requirements as to personnel.
In a separate act it conferred upon him all
the military, civil, and judicial powers, as
well as the power to make all rules and
regulations, necessary for the government
of the Canal Zone, which powers he was
to exercise throucrh such persons as he
might choose and in such manner as he
might direct. He was authorized to exer-
cise these powers till the expiration of
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the Fifty-eighth Congress; thatis, fromthe
date of the act, April 28, 1904, down to
March 4, 1905, when the Congress named
expired. That Congress went out of ex-
istence without taking further action in
the matter, thus leaving the President
without Congressional authority to con-
tinue the exercise of those powers which
it had conferred in the act of 1904, and
under which he had established a form of
government in the Canal Zone, using the
Canal Commission as a legislative body.
As he was directed to construct the canal,
as the maintenance of a government in
the Canal Zone was essential to such con-
struction, and as there was an existing
government bound by existing laws which
continued in effect, though the power to
make or to amend them had ceased, the
President decided that it was his duty,
under his constitutional obligation, to see
to it that the laws were enforced and that
the established government carried out
its functions as limited by legislative acts.

Through this failure of Congress to con-
tinue the legislation which it had enacted
at the outset, the government of the Canal
Zone, as well as the direction of the canal
work, passed entirely into the hands of
the President, and rule by Executive Or-
der, rather than through legislative action
by Congress or by the Canal Commis-
sion, was established over the canal work.
Nothing more beneficial to that work could
have happened. It substituted prompt
action in place of indefinite delay in all
matters of pressing importance. How val-
uable this was to the successful prosecu-
tion of the task will be made apparent as
this narrative proceeds.

When the Americans took possession of
the Canal Zone in the spring of 1goy, it
was virtually the universal belief in the
United States, and, indeed, throughout
the civilized world, that every person who
ventured to go to the Isthmus did so at
the peril of health and life. Scarcely had
a small force been assembled when the
outbreak of yellow-fever came in 1903,
confirming the universal dread and mak-
ing the task of assembling a competent
force more difficult than ever. The fact
that the pestilence had been checked and
overcome through the application of new-
ly discovered methods of suppressing it
commanded far less public attention than
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the fact that thirty-five American em-
ployees had died of it. The gloomy re-
ports of panic-stricken survivors who had
been able to get back to the United States,
and equally gloomy letters from their less
fortunate associates who remained behind
and were determined to get away at the
first opportunity, had a wide hearing and
intensified the original dread. These eye-
witnesses of pestilence in action, who had
seen their companions stricken at their
side, spoke with the awful authority that
terror alone can supply. They had es-
caped the supreme peril, but many of them
were the victims of malaria, with its debil-
itating and depressing effects, and were
sad examples of what the Isthmus climate
could do to the health of a sojourner from
the temperate zone.

It was evident that extraordinary in-
ducements must be offered to persuade
competent and satisfactory persons to en-
ter the canal service in the first place, and
other extraordinary inducements to per-
suacde them to remain there after arrival.
They must be given wages considerably in
advance of those paid at home. They must
be provided with living quarters that were
not merely satisfactory but to some ex-
tent attractive. They must be provided
also with a food supply similar to that to
which they had been accustomed. Quar-
ters and food must be [urnished also on
terms so low as not to offset the higher
wages. There were no suitable quarters
on the Isthmus, no food supply worth con-
sidering, and no supply of the ordinary
necessities of life that was at all adequate,
and what there was could be obtained only
at exorbitant prices.

In fact, the Isthmus was a barren land
sofarasitsability to supply the vital, press-
ing needs of the invading army of Ameri-
can canal workers was concerned. There
was noadequate base of supply nearer than
two thousand miles by water, and no com-
petent agent of supply and transportation
except the United States Government.
The canal force was precisely in the posi-
tion of any army in the field two thousand
miles from the base of supply. It had
been sent there by the government ; it was
to be paid by the government; it was to be
ruled by the government, and it must be
housed, fed, clothed, and cared for in all
respects by the government. There was
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no escape from this, for no other method
of care was possible. In due time it was
to become clear that, being an army in the
field, it must be ruled like an army; that
is, by autocratic power.

The first Canal Commission began its
efforts to assemble a force by authorizing
the payment of the same wages and sal-
aries that the French Canal Company had
paid, but it soon discovered that satisfac-
tory service could not be secured in that
way. Higher rates were offered, but the
response was still unsatisfactory. Special
inducements were added, one after anoth-
er, until an established system was de-
veloped which contained perquisites and
gratuities that, in number and value, far
exceeded anything of the kind bestowed
upon a working force elsewhere on the face
of the globe.

Inducements to enter the service in-
cluded salaries and wages from twenty-
five per cent to one hundred per cent
above those paid in similar employments
in the United States; free transportation
from the United States to the Isthmus
to all new employees and reduced trans-
portation for their families; free furnished
quarters, with free fuel, light, and water;
free hospital and medical service, and
thirty days of sick leave with pay each
year; six weeks’ vacation with pay each
year, with reduced transportation to and
from the United States for salaried em-
ployees and their families; privilege for
all employees to buy at commission com-
missaries’ provisions, clothing, and other
necessary supplies at final cost prices, and
to obtain meals at commission hotels,
mess-houses, and kitchens at like prices.

Like all other features of canal manage-
ment, these inducements were the result
of evolution. Quarters had to be supplied
because none existed. These had to be
equipped with furniture and household
articles, because employees could not be
expected to bring these from the United
States, and they could not be bought on
the Isthmus, even if employees had been
willing to go to that expense. Further-
more, if furnished by the government,
they were kept in that condition through
all changes of occupants. Being the prop-
erty of the government, they must be un-
der governmental supervision at all times,
both for maintenance and conformity to
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sanitary regulation, so that care and re-
pairs must be paid for by the govern-
ment. Fuel, water, and light must be sup-
plied by the government, because obtain-
able in no other way. They were a part
of the commission’s system of supply and
control, and the question of making occu-
pants pay for them was never seriously
considered.

In the evolution of a system of food sup-
ply an interesting experiment was made.
There had been on the Isthmus for sev-
eral years, when the canal work began, a
commissary store operated by the Pan-
ama Railroad Company for the benefit of
its employees. This was used for a time
by the commission as a base of supplies
for hotels and mess-houses in labor camps
and other settlements of employees, but
as the force grew in size it became evi-
dent that a more comprehensive system
must be devised, and, as the commission
had so many other pressing problems on
its hands, it was suggested by Mr. Wal-
lace, the first chief engineer, who had had
large experience in railway construction
camps in which employees were fed by a
private contractor, that the same method
might be advisable on the Isthmus. In
accordance with this suggestion, bids were
asked for in the summer of 1gos, and in
September of that year a contract was
awarded by the Panama Railroad Com-
pany to the lowest bhidder. When the
prices at which the contractor agreed to
furnish meals to employees were made
public on the Isthmus, they were seen to
be considerably higher than those hitherto
paid, and at once a vigorous protest was
made by the employees, and Mr. Stevens
sent a cable message to the Canal Com-
mission at Washington saying that if he
had that contract he would guarantee to
make a million dollars a year under it,
The contract was annulled by mutual con-
sent before being put into operation, and
no effort was made to obtain another,

During the period in which the matter
had been under discussion the conclu-
sion had been reached by Mr. Stevens and
his associates that the government could
turnish food at lower rates than were pos-
sible under a contract, for the simple
reason that the government did not seek
a profit on the business, while a profit
was the only inducement which led a con-
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tractor to undertakeit. Furthermore, the
government could obtain supplies at low-
er prices than a private contractor could,
and through its ownership of the Panama
Railroad Steamship Line could get lower
rates of transportation. This was the first
of several demonstrations destined to be
made, as the canal work advanced, of the
superior advantages possessed by the gov-
ernment over private operators or con-
tractors, both in the performance of the
work itself and in the care of those who
were engaged in it.

With the abandonment of the private-
contract plan of food supply, the com-
mission turned its attention to the en-
largement and perfecting of its existing
system. It had the steamers of the Pan-
ama Railroad Steamship Line equipped
with cold-storage facilities; established a
cold-storage plant at Cristobal; ordered
refrigerator cars for the Panama Railroad;
entered into large contracts for meat and
other food supplies; increased its hotels
and mess-houses along the line until there
was one in every settlement of employees,
and within a year had an unbroken line
of cold-storage provision supply between
the markets of New York, Chicago, and
New Orleans and the hotels, mess-houses,
and dwellings of the Canal Zone. Within
the same period, acting through the Pan-
ama Railroad, it took possession of and
enlarged its commissary, converting itinto
a large modern department store; opened
branch stores in all the larger line settle-
ments; established a bakery and alaundry,
and began the construction of warehouses
for the storing of provisions at Cristobal.
Later an ice-cream plant, coffee-roasting
plant, and other features were added.

During the most active years of canal
construction, when the force was at its
maximum, thegovernment,acting through
the commissary and subsistence depart-
ment of the Canal Commission, was hous-
ing, feeding, and, in large degree, cloth-
ing and providing with all necessities of
life, nearly sixty-five thousand persons.
This was about the number of employees
and their families or dependants. It main-
tained a central commissary or department
store and about twenty branch stores in
as many villages and settlements of the
Canal Zone. It operated the Hotel Tivoli,
a public hotel with modern facilities and

A Benevolent Despotism

accommodations for five hundred guests;
about twenty line hotels for American em-
ployees, and about the same number each
of mess-houses and kitchens for common
laborers. It did a business of about seven
million dollars annually, and was self-sus-
taining.

There is a steady diminution in the vol-
ume of business as the canal nears com-
pletion and the force is reduced, but the
system continues in operation unchanged
and will continue till the end. When the
canal is thrown open to commerce the
plant will be used by the government to
furnish supplies to the operating force,
the Isthmus military establishment, the
United States naval vessels, and all pass-
ing ships which desire to purchase them.

Every morning at 4 o’clock a supply
train starts across the Isthmus from Cris-
tobal, made up of refrigerator and ordina-
ry freight cars carrying ice, cold storage,
and other supplies. These are delivered
at the stations along the line between the
Atlantic and Pacific, and by the local
quartermasters are taken to the hotels,
mess-houses, and dwellings of the em-
ployees.

Prices in general have been and still
are lower than those prevailing in the
United States because supplies are pur-
chased on verylarge contracts,awarded on
open competitive bidding, and no profit
is sought by the government. The only
addition to the original wholesale cost is
the actual expense of transportation, han-
dling, and delivery. The business is man-
aged as closely as possible so as to make
both ends meet. Previous to January 1,
1912, whenever a profit resulted, which
was not always the outcome of a year’s
operations, it was turned into a sinking
fund to pay off the costof cold-storage and
other plants. This aggregated six hun-
dred and eighty-eight thousand dollars,
and was all paid off by the end of 1911.
Since that time, whenever a profit is
shown, the consumer is given either a re-
duction in prices or an improvement in
the quality of supplies.

The net resulting benefit has been that
the employees of the Canal Commission
have been obtaining during the past six
years their food and other supplies at prices
considerably lower than those prevailing
in the United States, and consequently
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have suffered less than their fellow coun-
trymen at home from the “high cost of
living.” This is especially true in the
item of beef and meats in general. While
the price of beef was soaring steadily up-
ward in 1911 and 1912 the canal employ-
ees were paying the same price that they
had paid during the preceding year. This
was partly due to the system of purchase
on large contracts, and partly to the abil-
ity of the subsistence department, through
its control of all supplies, to equalize prices
in such a way as to raise the lowest and
maintain the highest unchanged.

When the contract plan was under con-
sideration in 19os, the price of meals in
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hotels for American employees that was
named in the accepted contract was thirty
dollars a month, and that named for all
common laborers was forty cents a day
for three meals. Notwithstanding the ad-
vance in prices which has been in quite
steady progress since that time, the Canal
Commission has maintained its price, fixed
in 1903, of thirty cents a meal for Ameri-
can employees, and has improved the qual-
ity. The price for European laborers, who
are mainly Spaniards and Italians, is forty
cents a day for three meals, and for West
Indian laborers twenty-seven cents a day.
The ability to maintain these prices, while
increasing the quantity and improving the
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quality of the food, demonstrates clearly
the superior advantages possessed by the
government over the private contractor as
a caterer, and vindicates the judgment of
the Canal Commission in the course which
it adopted.

Following closely upon the decision in
regard to the supply of food and other
necessities, the Canal Commission took
up the question of labor supply. When
the Americans arrived on the Isthmus in
1904, there was no labor available except
that of West Indians. There was a force
of about seven hundred men, nominally
in employment by the reorganized French
company, but it was incompetent and in-
adequate.  To attempt to construct the
canal with West Indian labor alone was
to invite indefinite delay in the time of
completion. More efficient labor must
be sought elsewhere.  The first proposi-
tion was to secure Chinese. This was
viewed with so much favor that the com-
mission, in August, 1go6, asked for propo-
sals to furnish twenty-five hundred Chi-
nese laborers, for a period of not less than
two years, with privilege of increasing the
number to fifteen thousand. Four bids
were offered, two of which complied with
the terms specified and agreed to supply
the labor at prices very much lower than
those which the commission paid subse-
quently to other labor.  There was, how-
ever, a great outery raised in the United
States against the employment of Chinese,
and partly because of this and partly be-
cause of certain undesirable conditions
accompanying the bids, all were rejected
and the plan was abandoned.

The commission thereupon, in Octoher,
1gob, issued invitations for proposals to
have the work done by groups of con-
tractors, the work to be divided into two
or more sections, and each group of con-
tractors to be composed of men who had
achieved conspicuous success in their pro-
fession. The idea was to secure for the
canal the services of contractors who had
had experience in large railway construc-
tion work, and who would take to the
Isthmus their gangs of trained laborers.
The successful bidders were to be paid an
agreed percentage on the work done, the
government furnishing the capital.  Sev-
eral bids were received, but when they
were opened on January 1, 1907, none of
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them was found to be satisfactory, and a
call for new proposals was issued. Be-
fore answers to the second call were re-
ceived President Roosevelt decreed that
the plan should be abandoned.

In taking this action he proceeded in
accordance with the views of Mr. Stevens,
the chiefl engineer. When the plan was
first proposed, Mr. Stevens favored it as
offering the most available means of ob-
taining an efficient working force.  While
it was under discussion, however, certain
tentative arrangements for collecting a
force had been put in operation and had
proved successful. The chief of these was
the importation of laborers from northern
Spain. These became the nucleus of an
efficient force, and soon after the bids of
contractors had been opened Mr. Stevens
had become convinced that a force could
be assembled by the commission without
the aid of the railway contractors that
would be as efficient as any that they might
supply, and that withitsown force the gov-
ernment could do the work more cheaply
than would be possible under a contract
system.  Experience has fully justified
this opinion and the action of President
Roosevelt in accordance with it.

The working force which Mr. Stevens
began to assemble in 1906 grew steadily
and rapidly into a high condition of effi-
ciency that was maintained undiminished
during the entire period of active construc-
tion, and was surpassed by that of no
other labor force anywhere and equalled
by few. With this force at its command,
with the unlimited capital and credit of
the United States Government behind it,
and with the entire canal work and admin-
istration under a single, all-powerful head,
the commission was enabled to accom-
plish its task, not only more quickly and
more cheaply than would have been pos-
sible under a contract plan, but in a man-
ner so excellent in every part as to be be-
yond successful eriticism. So clearly was
the superiority of government operation
demonstrated that contractors who had
made bids for the work and who visited
the Isthmus a few years later, declared
frankly that not only was the work better
done than they could have doneit, but that
if they had been intrusted with the task
the outcome would have been failure and
financial ruin for themselves.



A Benevolent Despotism

Thus, by process of evolution through
practical experience, the government, act-
ing through the Canal Commission, hav-
ing been compelled through necessity to
provide living quarters for a canal force,
and through sound economic reasons hav-
ing been compelled to establish and op-
erate its own system of food and other
necessary supplies, was compelled next to
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majority of American employees became
discontented and depressed, lost interest
in their work, and had no other ambition
than to “get back to God’s country”
at the earliest opportunity. There were
abundant reasonsfor this. Life on the Isth-
mus was without relief or diversion of any
kind. There were no reputable places of
amusement, no clubs, libraries, or read-

assemble its own force of laborers and
take into its own hands the work of con-
struction.

After these problems had been solved
there remained still another that from
the outset had been pressing for solution.
This was to induce the Americans who
composed the clerical, subordinate engi-
neering, and skilled mechanical elements
of the force to remain in the service after
arrival. During the first two years the
annual changes in these occupations were
ninety per cent. It was clearly impossi-
ble to attain anything like efficiency under
such conditions or to hope for anything
approximating a permanent force. After
a few months on the Isthmus, the great

ing-rooms. The only distractions from
the constant dread of sickness and the
inevitable loneliness of existence in a land
not merely foreign but lacking in most of
the familiar comforts of modern civiliza-
tion, were vicious and degrading. It was
evident that means must be devised to
supply opportunities for amusement and
recreation, and early in 19o6 the second
Canal Commission, with the cordial co-
operation of President Roosevelt and Sec-
retary Taft, took up the question of pro-
viding them. Efforts in these directions
had been made by the employees them-
selves, but lack of adequate means had
prevented these from assuming more than
very modest dimensions.
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It was first thought
by the commission that
it would be sufficient to
build club-houses or
recreation buildings for
the employees and leave
to them the task of fur-
nishing and maintain-
ing them, but this was
found to be impracti-
cable because the fur-
nishing alone was far
beyond the means of the
employees.  Gradually
the commission enlarged
its benefits till finally it
provided for five of the
principal centres of
workers large buildings,
fully furnished, at a
total cost of $35,000
each. These contained
anassembly room,a bill-
iard and pool room,
reading-room, bowling
alleys, and other feat-
ures of similar insti-
tutions in the United
States. Smaller build-
ings, with less expensive
equipment,were erected
later at minor points.

The supreme value of
the direct system of
government through
Executive Order in the
canal work was demon-
strated when the ques-
tion of spending the
necessary money for the
erection and equipment
of these club-houses
came before the com-
mission. Doubt was
expressed as to whether
or not it was a proper
and lawful use of the
funds appropriated for
canal construction, If
they were to be erected
in time to be of service,
they should be author-
ized immediately and
work upon them should
be begun at the earliest
possible moment. De-
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lay for any length of time would be fa-
tal. The question was taken to President
Roosevelt and the situation was explained
to him. He directed that the expenditure
be authorized at once and erection be be-
gun, saying that if objections were raised
later and the propriety of the use of the

West Indian laborers'

money were questioned, he would appeal
to Congress for a special appropriation to
cover the cost. As a matter of fact, no
objection was ever made. If it had been
necessary to refer the question of expen-
diture to Congress for decision, indefinite
delay would have been the inevitable out-
come, with strong probability of an in-
adequate appropriation in the end, and in
the meantime the beneficial effect which
the club-houses began to exercise as soon
asopened, upon the contentment and well-
being of the force, and the resulting in-
crease in permanency and efficiency, would
have been lost.

By direction also of President Roose-
velt, the Young Men's Christian Associa-
tion, because of its large experience in
work of this kind in the United States,
was asked by the commission to under-
take the management of the clubs, under

the supervision of an advisory committee
appointed by the commission. The Inter-
national Committee of the Young Men’s
Christian Association sent trained workers
to the Isthmus for this duty. Their sal-
aries were paid by the commission with the
approval of President Roosevelt. For the

quarters at Cristobal.

large club-houses, libraries of six hundred
volumes each were purchased by the di-
rection of the President through the sec-
retary of war. All employees on the “gold
roll,” who were virtually all white Ameri-
cans, were eligible to membership on pay-
ment, at first, of one dollar a month,
subsequently ten dollars a year. The rev-
enues derived from this source and from
the sale of certain privileges in the club-
houses were placedina fund. It washoped
originally that the clubs would become
nearly if not quite self-sustaining, but this
was not realized. The revenues were used
to replenish worn-out and to purchase ad-
ditional equipment and todefray a portion
of the remaining expenses, but they were
far from adequate to meet all expenditures.
The larger club-houses cost the commis-
sion during the great part of the period of
canal construction about seven thousand
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dollars a year each for maintenance, in ad-
dition to the original outlay.

The club-houses were only one feature,
though a most valuable one, in the gen-
eral policy of making life more attractive
to the employees and of cultivating among
them at the same time a community spirit
in support of public morality and good
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ist, eight non-denominationalist, including
one Salvation Army. There were at that
time in the pay of the commission fifteen
chaplains, three Catholic, four Episcopal,
four Baptist, two Methodist, one Wes-
leyan, and one Presbyterian.

Another feature of the commission’s pol-
icy was encouragement to efforts on the

EBranch commissary at Gatun.

The Gatun Lake, now filling, in the distauce,

order. A no less valuable feature of this
policy was the work of organized religious
bodies, and to this hearty co-operation
and generous aid were given from the out-
set.  Two-story buildings were provided
in the chief labor centres, one story for
use as a church and the other as a lodge
or society room. All denominations were
treated on equal terms. Resident and vis-
iting chaplains were employed by the com-
mission to hold services, to visit the sick
in hospitals, and to perform other duties
within their calling. TIn 1910 there were
thirty-nine church buildings in the Canal
Zone, twenty-six of which were owned by
the commission, and all but two of which
were on sites owned by the United States
Government. Seven of these were Cath-
olic, thirteen Episcopalian, five Baptist,
two Wesleyan, one Seventh-Day Advent-

part of employees to develop among them-
selves amusements and other means of
recreation. When the employees organized
a band of music from their own member-
ship, the commission hired a leader and
voted to pay the players a small monthly
stipend, expending in this manner about
twelve thousand dollars a year. Through
this aid a very creditable musical organ-
ization was built up which gave regular
concerts on Sundays in the various villages
of the Canal Zone. Base-ball nines were
encouraged by the creation of parks with
suitable grounds and other aid, and all
forms of athletic sports received similar
support. The formation of women’s clubs
was encouraged and assisted in like man-
ner.

It was estimated officially, when the
canal force was at its maximum, that the
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cost to the commission of the various priv-
ileges or perquisites to employees, not
granted in similar employments in the
United States, aggregated over two and a
half million dollars a year; and that the av-
erage value of them to a married “ gold,”
or American, employee was about seven
hundred and fifty dollars a year; to a

al3

rant of original conditions on the Isthmus,
were unable to see that the end amply
justified the means. The fact that with
all the special inducements afforded the
annual change in the personnel of the ca-
nal “gold” force was at no time less than
fifty per cent per year furnished indubita-
ble evidence that without them nothing

Twpical camp for European laborers.

bachelor American employee about four
hundred and twenty-five dollars a yeuar;
to a married “silver,” or alien, employee
about fifty dollars a year, and to a bach-
elor alien employee about thirty dollars a
year.

Many persons, including members of
Congress, who visited the Isthmus during
the latter half of the construction period
regarded the expenditure for these various
objects as excessive, and, in some degree
at least, unwarranted. The same critics
considered the granting of free quarters,
fuel, light, and water, the payment of
high wages, and the bestowal of other
benefits upon employees as unnecessari-
ly generous treatment. They saw every-
where among employees contentment, en-
thusiasm, pride in their work, and the
resulting high efficiency, and, being igno-

like a permanent force could have been
maintained, Through their use, there was
built up gradually a Canal Zone commu-
nity, with its peculiar social activities
and interests, and with no inconsiderable
public spirit. It comprised about eight
thousand white Americans, of whom five
thousand were employees and three thou-
sand women and children. A more or-
derly community of like size could not
be found anywhere. While the annual
change was fully fifty per cent a year,
there was a permanent body of sufficient
size to preserve a continuing public sen-
timent.

The imperative necessity for single-
handed, autocratic control of the entire
enterprise was made apparent within a
few weeks after the first Canal Commis-
sion came into office in 19o4. It was an
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ting the commission’s
first annual report to
the President, Secretary
Taft declared that the
commission had shown
itself to be an unelas-
tic body and not well
adapted to canal work.
The President had
reached the same con-
clusion, and in sending
the report to Congress
he requested in the ac-
companying message
such legislation as
would allow him to select

General view, cold-storage
plint, Cristobal,

excellent body of seven
men, with special equip-
ment for the work, whose
selection had command-
ed general approval.
But it was a body of
seven executives, each of
strong individuality,
each accustomed to his
own exercise of leader-
ship, and most of them,
either by temperament
or confirmed habit, in-
capable of yielding to
the leadership of others.
This body selected a
chief engineer who was
subject entirely to its orders. One of its
members, while designated governor of the
Canal Zone by the President, was largely
under the control and direction of the
commission.

The inevitable developed almost imme-
diately. There was constant discord in the
commission, constant friction and lack of
co-ordination between the commission and
the chiefl engineer, and a similar state of
affairs between the commission and the
governor. Matters reached such a con-
dition of inaction and inefficiency that six
months after the commission was formed,
one of its members resigned, and another
advised the President of his intention to
doso, on the ground that progress through
such a body was impossible. In transmit-

* hog wallow,™

a smaller body, preferably one of three
persons.  The House passed a bill in ac-
cordance with this request, but it failed in
the Senate.

President Roosevelt thereupon request-
ed the members of the commission to re-
sign, and appointed an entirely new body,
with the exception of a single member of
the former one. This new commission
he reorganized in such a way as to make
it in reality a body of three members. By
Executive Order he constituted the chair-
man of the commission, the chief engineer,
and the governor of the Canal Zone, an
executive committee and centralized pow-
erin their hands. Each was to be supreme
in his own department, and the three were
to act for the entire commission. The four
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other members of the commission were
constituted an engineering committee, with
merely advisory functions.

This three-headed plan proved to be
more efficient than the full commission
plan had been, but it developed such an
amount of friction between the chairman
and chief engineer that before it had been
in operation a year the former resigned,
and the President, having become con-
vinced that a further concentration of
power was desirable, made the chief en-
gineer also chairman of the commission.
Before entering upon his duties in this
dual capacity the chiel engineer resigned,
and President Roosevelt decided to make
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reached the conclusion some time before
that the only satisfactory solution was one-
man control, issued, in January, 1908, an
Executive Order which, by placing vir-
tually supreme power in the hands of Colo-
nel Goethals, who was chairman of the
commission and chief engineer of the canal
work, made him also governor of the Canal
Zone. The members of the commission
who were heads of departments and divi-
sions became subordinate to him, and the
conmmission itsell mainly an advisory body.
The process of evolution through practical
experience had thusreached its logical and
final stage, passing through various exper-
imental stages of divided authority and
responsibility to the con-
centration of all author-
ity and responsibility in
one person, whose only
superior officer was the
President of the United
States, acting through
the secretary of war.
The period of highest
achievement in canal
construction dates from
the issuance of this
Executive Order.  Dur-
ing the three yearswhich
followed, 1908, 1gog, and
1910, one-hall of the en-
tire amount of excava-

Dinner-time on veranda of
commission hotel

a complete change and
put the work in the
hands of United States
Army engineers.

The third commisgion,
composed mainly of ar-
my engineers, entered
upon its duties with the
positions of chairman
and chief engineer con-
solidated in one person.
The executive commit-
tee of three had ceased
to exist and rule by
seven executives had
virtually been restored.
After a brief experience with this once re-
jected system, the President, who had

Reading-room in commission club-house at Culebra,

tion needed for the canal was accomplished,
and the whole work was carried forward
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with such impetus that the canal’s com-
pletion a year or more in advance of the
date fixed for it was assured. The force
was knitted into a compact, harmonious,
enthusiastic body whose zeal, efficiency,
and pride in the work commanded the
wonder and admiration of all observers.
When President Taft visited the Isthmus
in November, 1910, he was much impressed
by it, saying on the eve of his return to
Washington: “ The first thing that strikes
one is the fact that work is being done
apparently on every foot of the fifty miles
of the canal, and is being done under an
organization of men, plants, and material
that operates as economically and effec-
tively asif it were a machine with the hand
of Colonel Goethals in control of the lever
which sets and keeps the whole machine in
operation.”

As a matter of fact, the canal organiza-
tion was a machine with the hand of Colo-
nel Goethals on the controlling lever when
the President saw it in operation in 1910,
and it is so to-day—a huge, smoothly
working engine of the highest capacity
and efficiency. Its creation in the first
place and its successful operation subse-
quently are both due to the possession of
autocratic power by the man at the lever.
Without that power he could not have
set and kept the machine at *full speed
ahead,” with no fear of interference from
any quarter, accomplishing results which
in efficiency and economy are without
parallel in great construction work either
under private or governmental direction.
That this is a conservative statement can
be shown easily by a few citations from
the record.

In October, 1908, the Isthmian Canal
Commission made a carefully revised es-
timate of the total excavation and cost
of the canal.  This action had been made
necessary by an advance in the cost of
labor and in the prices of materials and
manufactured articles, and by changes in
the plan of the canal upon which the origi-
nal estimates had been based, the most
important of which were enlarging the
size of the locks and widening the chan-
nel through Culebra Cut from 200 to 300
feet at the bottom. This revised estimate
placed the total amount of excavation at
174,006,505 cubic yards, and the total
cost, including the $40,000,000 purchase
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price to the French Canal Company, the
$10,000,000 to the Panama Republic for
the Canal Zone, and loans to the Panama
Railroad Company, authorized by Con-
gress, exceeding $8,000,000, at $375,201,-
ooo. This estimate included an allow-
ance for about 8,000,000 cubic yards of
“glides’” or “breaks” in the banks of the
canal through the Culebra Cut.

Soon after this revision was made, a
great increase in the volume of slides and
breaks began, lasting through several
years, and bringing the amount of ma-
terial that had to be removed because of
them to about 21,000,000 cubic yards.
Because of these, and of other develop-
ments as the work advanced, a further
revision of excavation estimates was made
in August, 1912, and the total required for
the completion of the canal proper was
placed at 203,433,000 cubic yards, or 28,-
760,000 more than the estimate upon
which the final canal cost of $375,201,000
had been calculated.  Yet, because of the
efficiency and economy of operation which
the one-man-power canal machine had at-
tained, the commission will be able, even
with this considerable lump ol unantici-
pated extra work thrown in, to complete
its great task a full year or more ahead of
time, and with from $10,000,000 to $15,-
000,000 of its $375,000,000 of authorized
expenditure not needed and available for
auxiliary work.

An elaborate system of cost-keeping,
providing complete control over expendi-
tures for labor, material, and supplies, and
showing total unit costs for various parts
of the work, which has been in operation
since January 1, 1910, has been of great
use in promoting economy.

Surely if any form of government or
control was ever justified by results, that
in force in the Canal Zone for the past five
years has been. The great end sought
was the construction of the canal in the
shortest time, at the lowest price, and in
the best manner possible. Precisely this
accomplishment is assured. As the work
has advanced, hostile criticism, which
during the early years was abundant,
often reckless and not infrequently men-
dacious and malicious, has fallen gradu-
ually into total silence, and in its stead
there is a world-wide chorus of praise.
Not a shadow of scandal hovers over the
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task as the end approaches, nor is there
audible the faintest whisper of “graft” in
connection with it.

What is the proper definition of the
form of government under which this tri-
umph, which is bringing credit and hon-
or to the American name throughout the

|

same sense that the direction of every
great enterprise of similar character by
private individuals or corporations is au-
tocratic. Inadopting the one-man-power
system on the Isthmus, the United States
Government was doing simply what is
done in every great private engineering

Canal Commission club-house at Gatun, with band-stand adjoining.

world, has been achieved? Not “so-
cialism,” for there has been no suffrage
in the Canal Zone, and suffrage is the
foundation stone of the socialist creed.
Not “paternalism,” for what the United
States Government has been doing for the
canal workers, its great army of peace, is
nothing more than it does habitually for
an army of its soldiers either in the field or
in military posts. The canal colony was
merely a huge construction camp in a for-
eign land, doing a great piece of work for
its employer, the United States Govern-
ment, which, like other employers, must
provide for all needs of its workers. No
precedent is established by the acts of the
government in this respect on the Isth-
mus, except for procedure in other gov-
ernment work under like conditions here-
after.

It was an autocratic government in the

or construction project—select the right
man for the head of it and give him abso-
lute power to execute it without inter-
ference. No private enterprise, not even
a peanut stand on a street corner, could
be conducted successfully with seven ex-
ecutives of equal power, and very few
any better with three. The United States
Government tried both seven and three
with most unsatisfactory results, and was
fairly compelled to select one and give
him virtually despotic powers. 1t de-
pended upon the man whether his use of
those powers should lead to success and
national honor or to failure and national
disgrace, for it is upon the man and not
upon the system that success or failure
hinges in all cases. Happily in the case
of the canal the man was not wanting.
When in the spring of 1907 the deci-
sion was reached by President Roosevelt
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to turn the task of canal construction
over to the Engineering Corps of the
army there was no difference of opinion
in government circles as to the member
of that corps who should be selected as
chief engineer. By unanimous consent
George W. Goethals, then holding the
rank of major, was the man. He had won,
through his services in various kinds of
engineering work for the government, the
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in the past, that he was no longer a com-
mander in the United States Army, but
commander of the army of Panama, and
that every man who did his duty would
have no cause to complain of militarism.
He has kept that promise to the letter dur-
ing his leadership. From the first mo-
ment to the present time he has been an
engineer and an administrator rather than
a soldier. He has never been seen in uni-

Tsthmian Canal Commission band.

undisputed reputation of ablest engineer
in the army. He was selected chief engi-
neer as a matter of course. He entered
upon his new duties at a critical moment
in the canal work, for two civilian chief
engineers, one after the other, each after
serving less than a year, had abandoned
the task, their departure leaving the force
in a condition of great nervous uncertainty
about the future. It was a civilian force,
and the change from civil to military con-
trol was a hazardous proceeding, for it
might so aggravate existing uneasiness as
to create thorough demoralization.

But from the moment of his advent on
the Isthmus, Colonel Goethals showed
that he was indeed the man for the work.
He quieted the uneasiness of the force
about military leadership, or “milita-
rism,” by announcing at once that there
would be on the Isthmus no more mili-
tarism in the future than there had been

form, for he brought none to the Isthmus.
The final test in all cases has been efficien-
cy, and not a complaint of militarism has
been heard from any quarter.

A few months after Colonel Goethals
had entered upon his duties, President
Roosevelt, who had been keeping a close
and somewhat anxious watch upon the
situation on the Isthmus, wrote to a
friend, in a tone of visible relief: “ Evi-
dently Goethals is exactly the man for
the work. How fortunate we have been
to get him! I shall back him up on all
points.”

In order to “back him up on all points,”
the Executive Orderof January, 1908, was
issued, and under that Colonel Goethals
became the supreme ruler of the Canal
Zone, creating that unique form of gov-
ernment which is best described as “be-
nevolent despotism,” or “rule by a be-
nevolent despot,” what Carlyle declared
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to be the ideal form of government, pro-
vided an able and just man be secured as
despot. That the Canal Zone has had
such a despot for five years, a despot who
has not abused his great powers, but has
used them with justice and wisdom, is the
unanimous and enthusiastic verdict of the
great body of his subjects. No ruler any-
where has ever had under him a more
loyal, devoted, and contented people than
Colonel Goethals has had during his lead-
ership and will have to the end. They
have unbounded faith in his ability as an
engineer and like faith in his ability and
justice asa ruler. ‘‘He’s onto his job, and
he’s square,” is the terse way in which the
average canal worker puts it, and when
you come to think of it, that.is not a bad
definition of a benevolent despot.

My official relations with Colonel Goe-
thals forbid any analysis by me in this
place of his character and personal attri-
butes, for a subordinate cannot discuss
publicly the merits of his chief; but I may
be permitted to quote the estimate of a
keen observer who has had wide expe-
rience in the study of affairs and men, and
who, whatever else may be said of him,
has never been accused of too great leni-
ency in judgment or a tendency to over-
praise. Mr, Charles Francis Adams, of
Boston, who visited the Isthmus in 1917,
and made a careful study of the canal
work, said in a paper read after his return
before the Massachusetts Historical So-
ciety, of which he is president:

“In the course of a fairly long and some-
what varied life it has been my fortune to
be brought in contact with many men—
men prominent politically, and in admin-
istrative and professional work; generals
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in command of armies in active warfare;
executives in the direction of large enter-
prises; financiers; notables of the market-
place. The one thing in these contacts
which has always insensibly but most im-
pressed me has been the presence or ab-
sence inindividuals of that element known
as character. Whether there or not there,
the sense of its being there or not being
there is instinctive. If there, in the man
at the head, the thing permeates. You
are conscious of it in every part. The
individuality and character of Colonel
Goethals to-day permeate, and permeate
visibly, the entire zone; unconsciously
on his part, unconsciously on the part of
others, his influence is pervasive. Nor,
in expressing this opinion of Colonel Goe-
thals, do I for a moment wish to depre-
ciate, much less to ignore, the zeal and
fidelity shown by the heads of depart-
ments in the present canal organization.
One and all, so far as my brief stay af-
forded me opportunities of reaching an
opinion, were stamped by the same die,
Of some, of course, I saw but little; others
I did not meet at all; but indications of
the influence of Goethals were, I thought,
perceptible everywhere.  Quiet, reserved,
unassuming, known to every one engaged
on the work, but noticed, as he quietly
moved around, by no one, he gave the im-
pression of conscious because innate but
unobtrusive force.”

Tt is an interesting and suggestive fact
that the man who has won victory for his
country in the greatest campaign ever
conducted in the interest of world-wide
peace and progress should have been
trained by the government to serve his
country as a soldier in time of war.

THE ROCKET

By Louise Saunders Perkins

SKYWARD it storms, with a rain.of gold fire,
Roaring its song as it ploughs high and higher
Into the dark.

A bursting of stars!

A wild splendor of light!

Then—slowly down-drifting alone through the night
Fades the last spark,

Vor. LIIL.—z7



OLD PORTRAITS REVISITED

By Sarah N. Cleghorn

I

Tais lady’s pearly shoulders dawn
Above a liquid India lawn,

(Such as Sir Joshua loved to paint);
Encased in beaded mittens quaint,
Her hands lie folded on her knee;
Her head a little wearily

Leans back against the carven chair,
As overweighted with its hair;

She bends her eyes of clouded gray
Beyond the inlet, down the bay,

A hundred thousand miles away!

Such was my great-aunt Madeline;
"Twas thus she looked at seventeen.

1I

Tlder and more robust than she,

This portrait’s named Penelope.

—And fitly named, her carriage high

And amply sweeping skirts reply.
Although her shining braids are bare,

A shadowy cap seems resting there:

And in her hands, though clasped at ease,
1 can discern the shadowy keys.

Her portrait thus foretells her fate,—

One of those learned ladies great

Who ruled and blessed some broad estate.

11

Can this the “little sister” be,

So oft described, so tenderly,—

With boyish locks all backward drawn,

And beech-brown eyes shot through with fawn?
O painter! with what art hast thou

Portrayed the bronzed November bough,—

The very wind that billows full

Her winter dress of crimson wool!

Alas the treacherous rapids fleet,
The vine that tangled round her feet—
Alas the glassy pool below!
And was it sixty years ago,
Or late by twilight yesterday,
The searching farmers chanced this way .
Where, through the shallows amber-brown,
One like Ophelia floated down?

3zo
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HEART OF THE HILLS

BY JOHN FOX, JR.

TrivstraTion (FroxtisPiEce) vy F, C. Yous

NLIT
WRAY PENDLETON, hear-

DT, ing from a house servant of

By the death of Steve Hawn,
O hurried over to offer his help
and sympathy, and Martha
Hawn, too late for Jason’s
protest, let loose the fact that the respon-
sibility for that death lay between the
two. To her simple faith it was Jason's
aim that the intervening hand of God had
directed, but she did not know what the
law of this land might do to her boy, and
perhaps her motive was to shield him if
possible.  While she spoke, one of her
hands was hanging loosely at her side
and the other was clinched tightly at her
breast:

“What have you got there, mammy?"”
said Jason gently. She hesitated, and at
last held out her hand—in the palm lay a
misshapen bullet.

“Steve give me this—hit was the one
that got him, he said. He said mebbe you
boys could tell whichever one’s gun hit
come from.”

Both looked at the piece of battered,
blood-stained lead with fascinated horror
until Gray, with a queer little smile, took
it from her hand, for he knew, what Jason
did not, that the night before they had
used guns of a different calibre, and now
his heart and brain worked swiftly and to
a better purpose than he meant, or would
ever know.

“Come on, Jason, you and I will settle
the question right now.”

And, followed by mystified Jason, he
turned from the porch and started across
the yard. Standing in the porch, the
mother saw the two youths stop at the
fence, saw Gray raise his right hand high,
and then the piece of lead whizzed through
theair and dropped with hardly more than
the splash of a rain-drop in the centre of
the pond. The mother understood and

she gulped hard. For a moment the two
talked and she saw them clasp hands.
Then Gray turned toward home and Ja-
son came slowly back to the house. The
boy said nothing, the stony calm of the
mother’s face was unchanged—their eyes
met and that was all.

An hour later John Burnham came
over, told Jason to stay with his mother,
and went forthwith to town. Within a
few hours all was swiftly, quietly done,
and that night Jason started with his
mother and the body of Mavis's father
back to the hills. The railroad had al-
most reached the county-seat now, and at
the end of it old Jason Hawn and Mavis
were waiting in the misty dawn with two
saddled horses and a spring wagon. The
four met with a hand-shake, a grave “how-
dye,” and no further speech. And thus
old Jason and Martha Hawn jolted si-
lently ahead, and young Jason and Mavis
followed silently behind. Once or twice
Jason turned to look at her. She was in
black, and the whiteness of her face, un-
stained with tears, lent depth and dark-
ness to her eyes, but the eyes were never
turned toward him.

When they entered town there were
Hawns in front of one store and one hotel
on one side of the street. There were
Honeycutts in front of one store and one
hotel on the other side, and Jason saw the
lowering face of little Aaron, and tower-
ing in one group the huge frame of Babe
Honeycutt. Silently the Hawns fell in be-
hind on horsebaclk, and on foot, and grave-
ly the Honeycntts watched the procession
move through the town and up the wind-
ing road.

The pink-flecked cups of the laurel were
dropping to the ground, the woods were
starred with great white clusters of rho-
dodendron, wood-thrushes, unseen, poured
golden rills of music from every cool ra-
vine, air and sunlight were heavy with
the richnessof June, and every odor was a
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whisper, every sound a voice, and every
shaking leaf a friendly little beckoning
hand—all giving him welcome home.
The boy began to choke with memories,
but Mavis still gave no sign. Once she
turned her head when they passed her
little log school-house where was a little
group of her pupils who had not known
they were to have a holiday that day,
and whose faces turned awe-stricken when
they saw the reason, and sympathetic
when Mavis gave them a kindly little smile.
Up the creek there and over the up-sloping
green plain of the tree tops hung a cloud
of smoke from the mines. A few mo-
ments more and they emerged from an
arched opening of trees. The lightning-
rod of old Jason's house gleamed high
ahead, and on the sunny crest of a bare
little knoll above it were visible the tiny
homes builded over the dead in the grave-
yard of the Hawns. And up there, above
the murmuring sweep of the river, and
with many of his kin who had died in a
similar way, they laid slick Steve Hawn.
The old circuit-rider preached a short fu-
neral sermon, while Mavis and her moth-
er stood together, the woman dry-eyed,
much to the wonder of the clan, the girl
weeping silently at last, and Jason behind
them—solemn, watchful, and with his se-
cret working painfully in his heart. He
had forbade his mother to tell Mavis, and
perhaps he would never tell her himself;
for it might be best for her never to know
that her father had raised the little mound
under which his father slept but a few
yards away, and that in turn his hands,
perhaps, were lowering Steve Hawn into
his grave.

From the graveyard all went to old
Jason's house, for the old man insisted
that Martha Hawn must make her home
with him until young Jason came back
to the mountains for good. TUntil then
Mavis, too, would stay there with Jason's
mother, and with deep relief the boy saw
that the two women seemed drawn to
each other closer than ever now. In the
early afternoon old Jason limped ahead of
him to the barn to show his stock, and for
the first time Jason noticed how feeble his
grandfather was and how he had aged
during his last sick spell. His magnificent
old shoulders had drooped. his walk wus
shuffling, and even the leonine spirit of
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his bushy brows and deep-set eyes seemed
to have lost something of its old fire. But
that old fire blazed anew when the old man
told him about the threats and insults of
little Aaron Honeycutt and the story of
Mavis and Gray.

“Mavis in thar,” he rumbled, * stood
up fer him agin me—agin me. She lowed
thar wasn't a Hawn fitten to be kinfolks
o’ his even by marriage, less'n t'was you.”

“Me2”

“An’ she told me—me—to mind my
own business. Is that boy Gray comin’
back hyeh?”

“Yes, sir, if his father gets well, and
maybe he’ll come anyhow.”

“Well, that gal in thar is plum’ ioolish
about him, but I'm goin’ to let you take
keer o’ all that now.”

Jason answered nothing, for the mem-
ory of Gray’s worshipping face, when he
went down the walk with Marjorie at
Gray’s own home, came suddenly back
to him, and the fact that Mavis was yet
in love with Gray began to lie with sudden
heaviness on his mind and not lightly on
his heart.

“An’as ferlittle Aaron Honeycutt——"

Over the barn-yard gate loomed just
then the huge shoulders of Babe Honey-
cutt coming from the house where he had
gone to see his sister Martha. Jason
heard the shuffling of big feet and he
turned to see Babe coming toward him
fearlessly, his good-natured face in a wide
smile and his hand out-stretched. Old
Jason peered through his spectacles with
some surprise, and then grunted with much
satisfaction when they shook hands.

“Well, Jason, I'm glad you air begin-
nin’ to show some signs o’ good sense.
This feud business has got to stop—an’
now that you two air shakin’ hands hit
all lays betwixt you and little Aaron.”

Babe colored and hesitated.

“That’s jus’ whut I wanted to say to
Jason hyeh. Aaron’s drinkin’ a good deal
now. I hears as how he’s a-threatenin’
some, but ef Jason kind o’ keeps outen his
way an’ they git together when he's sober,
hit’ll be easy.”

“Yes,” said old Jason grimly, “but I
reckon you Honeycutts had better keep
Aaron outen his way a leetle, too.”

“T'm a-doin” all T can,” said Babe car-
nestly, and he slouched away.
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“Got yo’ gun, Jason?”

“NO-”

“Well, you kin have mine till you git
away again. I want all this feud busi-
ness stopped, but I hain’t goin’ to have
you shot down like a turkey at Christ-
mas by a fool boy who won’t hardly know
whut he’s doin’.”

Jason started for the house, but the old
man stayed at the stable to give directions
to a neighbor who had come to feed his
stock. It sickened the boy to think that
he must, perhaps, be drawn into the feud
again, but he would not be foolish enough
not to take all precaution against young
Aaron. At the yard-fence he stopped, see-
ing Mavis under an apple-tree with one
hand clutching a low bough and her tense
face lifted to the west. He could see that
the hand was clinched tightly, for even the
naked forearm was taut as a bowstring.
The sun was going down in the little gap,
and above it already one pale star was
swung and upon it her eyes seemed to be
fixed. She heard his step and he knew it,
for he saw her face flush, but without
looking around she turned into the house.
That night she seemed to avoid the chance
that he might speak to her alone, and the
boy found himself watching her covertly
and closely, for he recalled what Gray had
said about her. Indeed, some change had
taken place that was subtle and extraor-
dinary. He saw his mother deferring to
her—leaning on her unconsciously. And
old Jason, to the boy's amazement, was
less imperious when she was around, mod-
erated his sweeping judgments, looked
to her from under his heavy brows, ap-
parently for approval or to see that at
least he gave no offence—deferred to her
more than to any man or woman within
the boy’s memory. And Jason himself
felt the emanation from her of some new
power that was beginning to chain his
thoughts to her. All that night Mavis
was on his mind, and when he woke next
morning it was Mavis, Mavis still. She
was clear-eyed, calm, reserved when she
told him good-by, and once only she
smiled. Old Jason had brought out one
of his huge pistols, but Mavis took it from
his unresisting hands and Jason rode
away unarmed. It was just as well, for,
as his train started, a horse and a wild
youth came plunging down the river bank,
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splashed across, and with a yell charged
up to the station. Through the car-win-
dow Jason saw that it was little Aaron,
flushed of face and with a pistol in his
hand, looking for him. A sudden storm of
old instinets burst suddenly within him,
and had he been armed he would have
swung from the train and settled accounts
then and there. As it was, he sat still and
was borne away shaken with rage from
head to foot.

XLIII

CoMmMENCEMENT DAY was over. Jason
Hawn had made his last speech in college,
and his theme was “Kentucky.” 1In all
seriousness and innocence he had lashed
the commonwealth for lawlessness from
mountain-top to river-brimi, and his own
hills he had flayed mercilessly. In all seri-
ousness and innocence, when he was pack-
ing his bag three hours later in “ Heaven,”
he placed his big pistol on top of his
clothes so that when the lid was raised the
butt of it would be within an inch of his
right hand. On his way home he might
meet little Aaron on the train, and he did
not propose to be at Aaron’s mercy again,

While the band played, ushers with
canes wrapped with red, white, and blue
ribbons had carried him up notes of con-
gratulation, and among them was a card
from Marjorie and a bouquet from her
own garden. John Burnham’s eyes sought
his with pride and affection. The old
president, handing him his diploma, said
words that covered him with happy con-
fusion and brought a cheer from his fellow-
students, When he descended from the
platform Gray grasped his hand and Mar-
jorie with lips and eyes gave him ingenu-
ous congratulations, as though the things
that were between them had never been,

An hour later he drove with John Burn-
ham through soldiers in the streets and
past the Gatling-gun out into the country,
and was deposited at the mouth of the
lane. TFor the last time he went to the lit-
tle cottage that had been his mother’s
home and walked slowly around garden
and barn, taking farewell of everything
except memories that he could never lose.
Across the fields he went once more to
Colonel Pendleton’s, and there he found
Gray radiant, for his father was better,
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and the doctor, who was just leaving, said
that he might yet get well. And there was
little danger now from the night-riders,
for the county judge had arranged a sys-
tem of signals by bonfires through all the
country around the town. He had watch-
ers on top of the court-house, soldiers al-
ways ready, and motor-cars waiting be-
low to take them to any place of disturb-
ance if a bonfire blazed. So Gray said it
was not good-by for long, for when his
father was well enough he was coming
back to the hills. Again the old colonel
wished Jason well and patted him on the
arm affectionately when they shook hands,
and then Jason started for the twin-house
on the hill across the turnpike to tell Mar-
jorie and her mother good-by.

An hour later Gray [ound Marjorie seat-
ed on a grape-vine bench under honeyv-
suckles in her mother’s old-fashioned gar-
den, among flowers and bees. Jason had
just told her good-by. For the last time
he had felt the clasp of her hand, had seen
the tearsin hereyes, and now he was going
for thelast time through the fragrant fields
—his face set finally for the hills.

“Father is better, the county judge has
waked up, and there is no more danger
from the night-riders, and so T am going
back to the mountains now myself.”

“ Jason has just gone.”

“T know.”

“Back to Mavis?”

“TI don’t know.”

Marjorie smiled with faint mischief and
grew serious.

“I wonder if you have had the same ex-
perience, Gray, that I've had with Mavis
and Jason. There was never a time that 1
did not feel in both a mysterious some-
thing that always baffled me—a barrier
that I couldn’t pass, and knew I never
could pass. T've felt it with Mavis, even
when we were together in my own room
late at night, talking our hearts to each
other.”

“T know—TI've felt the same thing in
Jason always.”

“What is it?”

“T've heard John Burnham say it’s a
reserve, a reticence that all primitive peo-
ple have, especially mountaineers; a sort
of Indian-like stoicism, but less than the
Indian’s because the influences that pro-
duce it—isolation, loneliness, companion-
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ship with primitive wilds—have been a
shorter while at work.”

“That’s what attracted me,” said Mar-
jorie frankly, “and I couldn’t help always
trying to break it down—-but I never did.
Was—was that what attracted you?” she
asked naively.

“T don’t know—Dbut T felt it.”

“And did you try to break it down?”

“No; it broke me down.”

“Ah!” Marjorie looked very thought-
ful for a moment. They were getting peri-
lously near the old theme now, and Gray
was getting grim and Marjorie petulant.

And then suddenly:

“Gray, did you ever ask Mavis to mar-
ry you?r” '

Gray reddened furiously and turned his
face away. ;

“Yes,” he said firmly. When he looked
around again a hostile right shoulder was
pointing at him, and over the other shoul-
der the girl was gazing at—he knew not
what.

“Marjorie, you oughtn't to have asked
me that. I can't explain very well. I—"
He stumbled and stopped, for the girl had
turned astonished eyes upon him.

“Explain what?” she asked with de-
mure wonder. “It’s all right. I came
near asking Jason to marry me.”

“ Marjorie!” exploded Gray.

(4 “"elll"?

A negro boy burst down the path,
panting:

*Miss Marjorie, yo' mother says you
an’ Mr. Gray got to come right away.”

Both sprang to their feet, Gray white
and Marjorie’s mischievous face all quick
remorse and tenderness. Together they
went swiftly up the walk and out to the
stile where Gray’s horse and buggy were
hitched, and without a word Marjorie,
bareheaded as she was, climbed into the
buggy and they silently sped through the
fields.

Mrs. Pendleton met them at the door,
her face white and her hands clinched
tightly in front of her. Speechless with
distress, she motioned them toward the
door of the sick-room, and when the old
colonel saw them coming together, his
tired eyes showed such a leap of happi-
ness that Gray, knowing that he misun-
derstood, had not the heart to undeceive
him, and he looked helplessly to Marjorie.
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But that extraordinary young woman's
own eyes answered the glad light in the
colonel’s, and taking bewildered Gray by
the hand she dropped with him on one
knee by the bedside.

“Yes, Uncle Bob,” Gray heard her say
tenderly, “Gray’s not going back to the
mountains. He’s going to stay here with
us, for you and I need him.”

The old man laid a hand on the bright
head of each, his eyes lighting with the
happiness of his life’s wish fulfilled, and
chokingly he murmured:

“My children—Gray—Marjorie.” And
then his eyes rose above them to the woman
who had glided in like a shadow. “Mary
—Ilook here.”

She nodded, smiling tenderly, and Gray
felt Marjorie rising to her feet.

“Call us, mother,” she whispered.

Both saw her kneel, and then they were
alone in the big hallway, and Gray, still
dazed, was looking into Marjorie’s ey es.

“M &r]une——‘\rlar_] orie—do you

Her answer was a rush into his out-
stretched arms, and, locked fast, they
stood heart to heart until the door opened
behind them. Again hand in hand they
kneeled side by side with themother. The
colonel’s eyes dimmed suddenly with the
coming darkness, the smiling, pallid lips
moved, and both leaned close to hear.

“Gray—Marjorie—Mary.” His last
glance turned from them to her, rested
there, and then came the last whisper:

“OQur children.”

XLIV

Jasox did not meet young Aaron on the
train, though as he neared the county-seat
he kept a close watch, whenever the train
stopped at a station, on both doors of his
car, with his bag on the seat in front of
him unbuckled and unlocked. At the
last station was one Honeycutt lounging
about, but plainly evasive of him. There
was a little group of Hawns about the
Hawn store and hotel, and more Honey-
cutts and Hawns on the other side of the
street farther down, but little Aaron did
not appear. It seemed, as he learned a
few minutes later, that both factions were
in town for the meeting between Aaron
and him, and later still he learned that
young Honeycutt loped into town after
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Jason had started up the river and was
much badgered about his late arrival.
At the forks of the road Jason turned to-
ward the mines, for he had been casually
told by Arch Hawn that he would find his
mother up that way. The old circuit-
rider’s wife threw her arms around the
boy when he came to her porch, and she
smiled significantly when she told him
that his mother had walked over the spur
that morning to take a look at her old
home, and that Mavis had gone with her.

Jason slowly climbed the spur. To his
surprise he saw a spiral of smoke ascend-
ing on the other side, just where he once
used to see it, but he did not hurry, for it
might be coming from a miner's cabin
that had been built near the old place.
On top of the spur, however, he stopped—
bewildered. That smoke was coming out
of his mother’s old chimney. There was
a fence around the yard which was clear
of weeds. The barn was rebuilt, there was
a cow browsing near it, and near her were
three or four busily rooting pigs. And
stringing beans on the porch were his
mother—and Mavis Hawn. Jason shout-
ed his bewilderment, and the two women
lifted their eyes. A high, shrill, glad an-
swer came from his mother, who rose to
meet him, but Mavis sat where she was,
with idle hands.

“Mammy!" cried Jason, for there was
a rich color in the pallid face he had last
seen, she looked years younger, and she
was smiling. It was all the doing of Arch
Hawn—a generous impulse or an act of
justice long deferred.

'Wh), Jason!” said his mother. “Arch
is a-goin’ to gimme back the farm fer my
use as long as I live.

And Mavis had left the old circuit-rider
and come to live with her. The girl looked
quiet, placid, content—only, for amoment,
she sank the deep lights of her eyes deep
into his and the scrutiny seemed to bring
her peace, for she drew a long breath and
at him her eyes smiled. There was more
when later Mavis had strolled down to-
ward the barn to leave the two alone.

“Is Mavis goin’ to live with you all the
time?”’

“Hit looks like hit—she brought over
ever'thing she has.”

The mother smiled suddenly, looked to
see that the girl was out of sight, and then
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led the way into the house and up into the
attic, where she reached behind the rafters.

“Look hyeh,” she said, and she pulled
into sight the fishing-pole and the old bow
and arrow that Jason had given Mavis
years and years ago.

“She fotched 'em over when I wasn't
hyeh an’ i1id 'em.”

Slyly the mother watched her son's
face, and though Jason said nothing she
got her reward when she saw him color
faintly. She was too wise to say anything
more herself, nor did she show any con-
sciousness when the three were together
in the porch, nor make any move to leave
them alone. The two women went to
their work again, and while Mavis asked
nothing the mother plied Jason with
questions about Colonel and Mrs, Pen-
dleton and Marjorie and Gray, and had
him tell about his graduating speech and
Commencement Day. The gir]l listened
eagerly, though all the time her eyves were
fixed on her busy fingers, and when Jason
told that Gray would most likely come
back to the hills, now that his father
would get well, she did not even lift her
eyes and her face was calm as a star.

A little later Jason started back over
to the mines. From the corner of the yard
he saw the path he used to follow when
he was digging for his big seam of coal.
He passed his trysting-place with Mavis
on top of the spur, walled in now, as then,
with laurel and rhododendron. Again he
felt the same pang of sympathy when he
saw her own cabin on the other side, ten-
anted now by negro miners. Together
their feet had beat every road, foot-path,
trail, the rocky bed of every little creek
that interlaced in the great green cup of
the hills about him. So thatall thatday he
walked with memories and Mavis Hawn;
all that day it was good to think that his
mother's home was hers, that he would
find her there when his day’s work was
done, and that she would be lonesome no
more. Andit wasa comfort when he went
down the spur before sunset to see her in
the porch, to get her smile of welcome that
for all her calm sense of power seemed shy,
to see her moving around the house, help-
ing his mother in the kitchen and, after
the old way, waiting on him at the table.
Jason slept in the loft of his childhood that
night, and again he pulled out the old bow
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and arrow, handling them gently and look-
ing at them long. From his bed he could
look through the same little window out
on the night. The trees were full-leafed
and as still as though sculptured from the
hill of broken shadows and flecks of moon-
light that had paled on their way through
thin mists just rising. From the tree tops
came the high vibrant whir of toads, the
calls of katydids were echoing through
forest aisles, and from the ground crickets
chirped modestly upward. The peace and
freshness and wildness of it all! Ah, God,
it was good to be home again.

XLV

Next day Jason carried over to Mavis
and his mother the news of the death of
Colonel Pendleton, and while Mavis was
shocked she asked no question about
Gray. The next day a letter arrived from
Gray saying he would not come back to
the hills—and again Mavis was silent. A
week later Jason was made assistant
superintendent in Gray’s place by the
president of Morton Sander’s coal com-
pany, and this Jason knew was Gray’s do-
ing. He had refused to accept the stock
Gray had offered him, and Gray was thus
doing his best for him in another way.
Moreover, Jason was to be quartered in
Gray’s place at the superintendent’s lit-
tle cottage, far up the ravine in which
the boy had unearthed the great seam of
coal, a cottage that had been built under
Gray’s personal supervision and with a
iree rein, for it must have a visitors’ room
for any officer or stockholder who might
come that way, a sitting-room with a wood
fireplace, and Colonel Pendleton meant,
moreover, that his son should have all the
comiort possible. Jason dropped on the lit-
tle veranda under a canopy of moon-flow-
ers, exultant but quite overcome. How
glad and proud his mother would be—and
Mavis.  While he sat there Arch Hawn
rode by, his face lighted up with a humor-
ous knowing smile.

“How about it?” he shouted.

“D’youhave anything to do with this?”

“Oh, just a leetle.”

“Well, you won't be sorry.”

“Course not. What'd I tell ye, son?
Yougoinnowan’digit out. And say, Ja-
son—"" He pulled his horse in and spoke
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seriously: * Keep away from town till little
Aaron getsoverhisspree. Youdon’t know
it, but that boy is a fine feller when he’s so-
ber. Don’t youshoot first now. So long.”

The next day Jagon ran upon Babe Hon-
eycutt shambling up the creek. Babe was
fearless and cordial, and Jason had easily
guessed why.

“Babe, my mammy told you some-
thing.”

The giant hesitated, started to lie, but
nodded assent.

“You haven't told anybody else?”

“Nary a livin® soul.”

“Well, don't.”

Babe shuffled on, stopped, called Jason,
and came back close enough to whisper:

“I had all I could do yestiddy to keep
little Aaron from comin’ up hyeh to the
mines to look for ye.”

Then he shuffled away. Jason began
to get angry now. He had no intention
of shooting first or shooting at all except
to save his own lile, but he went straight-
way over the spur to get his pistol. Mavis
saw him buckling it on, he explained why,
and the girl sadly nodded assent.

Jason flung himself into his work now
with prodigous energy. He never went
to the county-seat, was never seen on the
river road on the Honeycutt side of the
ancient dead-line, and the tale-bearer son
each side proceeded to get busy again.
The Hawns heard that Jason had fled
from little Aaron the morning Jason had
gone back for his commencement in the
blue-grass. The Honeycutts heard that
Aaron had been afraid to meet Jason when
he returned to the county-seat. Old Ja-
son and old Aaron were cach cautioning
his grandson to put an end to the folly,
and each was warning his business repre-
sentative in town with commercial an-
nihilation if he should be discovered try-
ing to bring on the feud again. On the
first county-court day Jason had to go to
court, and the meeting came, The town
was full with members of both factions,
armed and ready for trouble. Jason had
ridden ahead of his grandfather that morn-
ing, and little Aaron had ridden ahead of
his.  Jason reached town first, and there
wasastirin the Honeycutt hotel and store.
Half an hour later there was a stir among
the Hawns, for little Aaron rode by. A
few minutes later Aaron came toward the
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Hawn store, in the middle of the street,
swaggering. Jason happened at that mo-
ment to be crossing the same street, and a
Hawn shouted warning.

Jason looked up and saw Aaron com-
ing. He stopped, turned, and waited until
Aaron reached for his gun. Then his own
flashed, and the two reports sounded as
one. One black lock was clipped from
Jason’s right temple, and a little patch
flew from the left shoulder of Aaron’s coat.
To Jason's surprise Aaron lowered his
weapon and began working at it savagely
with both hands, and while Jason waited
Aaron looked up.

“Shoot ahead,” he said sullenly, “it’s
a new gun and it won't work.”

But no shot came, and Aaron looked up
again, mystified and glaring, but Jason was
smiling and walking toward him.

“Aaron, there are two or three trifling
fellows on our side who hate you and are
afraid of you. You know that, don't
you?”

i &TE'S_‘,

“Well, the same thing is true about me of
two or three men on your side, isn’t it?”

il G

“They've been carrying tales from one
side to the other. I've never said any-
thing against you.”

Aaron, genuinely disbelieving, stared
questioningly for a moment—and be-
lieved.

“I've never said anything against you,
either.”

“I believe you. Well, do you see any
reason why we should be shooting each
other down to oblige a few cowards?”

“No, by God, I don't.”

“Well, I don't want to die and I don't
believe you do. There are a lot of things
I want to do and a lot that you want to
do. We want to help our own people and
our own mountains all we can, and thebest
thing we can do for them and for our-
selves is to stop this feud.”

“It’s the God's truth,” said Aaron sol-
emnly, but looking still alittle incredulous.

“You and I can do it.”

“You bet we can!”

“Let’s do it. 3hake hands.”

And thus, while the amazed factions
looked on, the two modern young moun-
taineers, eye to eye and hand gripping
hand, pledged death to the long warfare
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between their clans and a deathless friend-
ship between themselves. And a little
later a group of lounging Hawns and Hon-
eycutts in the porches of the two ancient
hostile hotels saw the two riding out of
town side by side, unarmed, and on their
way to bring old Aaron and old Jason to-
gether and make peace between them.

The coincidence was curious, but old
Aaron, who had started for town, met old
Jason coming out of a ravine only a mile
from town, for old Jason, with a sudden
twitch of memory, had turned to go up a
hollow where lived a Hawn he wanted to
see and was coming back to the main road
again. Both were dim-sighted, both wore
spectacles, both of their old nags were
going at a walk, making no noise in the
deep sand, and only when both horses
stopped did either ancient peer forward
and see the other.

“Well, by God,” quavered both in the
same voice. And each then forgot his
mission of peace, and began to climb,
grunting, from his horse, and each hitch-
ing it to the fence.

“This is the fust time in five year,
Jason Hawn, you an’ me come together,
an' you know whut I swore I'd do,”
cackled old Aaron.

Old Jason's voice was still deep.

“Well, you've got yo' chance now, you
old bag o’ bones! Them two boys o’ ours
air all right, but thar hain’t no manhood
left in this heyh war o’ ours. Hit’s just a
question of which hired feller gits the man
who hired the other feller. We'll fight the
ole way. You hain’t got a knife-—now?"

“Damn vo’ hide!” cried old Aaron.
“Do you reckon I need hit agin you?”
He reached in his pocket and tossed the
curved-bladed weapon into the bushes.

“Well,” mumbled old Jason, “I can
whoop you, fistan’ skull, right now, just as
T allers have done.”

Both were stumbling back into the
road now.

“You air just as big a liar as ever, Jase,
an’ I'm goin’ to prove it.”

And then the two tottering old giants
squared off, their big, knotted, heavily
veined fists revolving around each other
in the old-fashioned country way. Old
Jason first struck the air, was wheeled
around by the force of his own blow, and
got old Aaron’s fist in the middle of the
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back. Again the Hawn struck blindly as
he turned, and from old Aaron’s grunt he
knew he had got him in the stomach.
Then he felt a fist in his own stomach, and
old Aaron cackled triumphantly when he
heard the same telltale grunt.

“Oh, yes, dad-blast ye! Come on ag'in,
son.”

They clinched, and as they broke away
a blind sweep from old Jason knocked
Aaron's brass-rimmed spectacles from his
nose.

They fell far apart, and when old Jason
advanced again, peering forward, he saw
his enemy silently pawing the air with
his back toward him, and he kicked him.

“Here I am, you ole idgit!”

“Stop,” shouted old Aaron, “I've lost
my specs.”

“Whar?”

“T don't know,” and as he dropped to
his knees old Jason bent, too, to help him
find his missing eyes. Then they went at
it again—and the same cry came present-
ly from old Jason.

“Stop; T've lost mine!”

And both, being out of breath, sat
heavily down in the sand, old Jason feel-
ing blindly with his hands and old Aaron -
peering about him as far as he could see.
And thus young Jason and young Aaron
found them, and were utterly mystified
until the old men rose creakily and got
ready for battle again—when both spurred
forward with a shout of joy and threw
themselves from their horses.

“Go for him, grandpap!” shouted each,
and the two old men turned.

“Uncle Aaron,” shouted Jason, “T bet
you can lick him!”

“He can’t do it, Uncle Jason!" shouted
Aaron.

Each old man peered at his own grand-
son, dumfounded, Neither was armed,
both were helpless with laughter, and each
was urging on the oldest enemy of his clan
against his own grandfather. The face of
cach old man angered, and then both began
to grin sheepishly; for both were too keen-
witted not to know immediately that what
both really wished for had come to pass.

* Aaron,” said old Jason, ** the boys have
ketched us. T reckon we better call this
thing a draw.”

“All right " piped old Aaron, “we're a
couple o' ole fools anvhow.”
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So they shook hands. Each grandson
helped the other’s grandfather laughingly
on his horse. The four rode back toward
town, and thus old Jason and old Aaron,
side by side in front, and young Jason
and young Aaron, side by side behind, ap-
peared to the astonished eyes of Hawns
and Honeycutts on the main street of the
county-seat. Before the Honeycutt store
they stopped, and old Aaron called his
henchmen into the middle of the street and
spoke vigorous words that all the Honey-
cutts could hear. Then they rode to the
Hawn store, and old Jason called his
henchmen out and spoke like words that
all the Hawns could hear. And each old
man ended his discourse with a profane
dictum that sounded like the vicious snap
of a black-snake whip.

“By God, hit’s got to stop.”

Then turned the four again and rode
homeward, and for the first time in their
lives old Aaron and young Aaron darkened
the door of old Jason's house, and in there
the jug went round the four of them, and be-
tween the best of the old order and the best
of the new, final peace was cemented at last.

Jason reached the mines a little before
dusk, and the old circuit-rider lifted his
eyes heavenward that his long prayer had
been answered at last and the old woman
rocked silently back and forth—her old
eyes dimmed with tears.

Then Jason hurried over the hill and
took to his mother a peace she had not
known since her childhood and a joy that
she never dreamed would be hers while
she lived—that her boy was safe from
blood-oaths, a life of watchful terror and
constant fear of violent death. In Mavis's
eyes was deep content when the moon rose
on the three that night. Jason stayed a
while after his mother was gone within,
and, as they sat silently together, he sud-
denly took one of her hands in both his
own and kissed it, and then he was gone.
She watched him, and when his form was
lost in the shadows of the trees she lifted
that hand to her own lips.

XLNVT

WINTER came and passed swiftly.
Throughout it Jason was on the night
shift, and day for him was turned into
night. Throughout it Mavis taught her
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school, and she reached home just about the
time Jason was going to work, for school
hours are long in the hills, Meanwhile,
the railroad crept through the county-seat
up the river, and the branch line up the
Hawn creek to the mines was ready for it.
And just before the junction was made,
there was an event up that creek in which
Mavis shared proudly, for the work in
great part was Jason’s. Throughout the
winter, coke-ovenshad sprung up like great
beehives along each side of the creek, and
the battery of them was ready for firing.
Into each shavings and kindlings were first
thrust and then big sticks of wood. Jason
tied packing to the end of a pole, saturated
it with kerosene, lighted it, and handed it
to Mavis. Along the batteries men with
similar poles waited for her. The end of
the pole was a woolly ball of oily flames,
writhing like little snakes when she thrust
it into the first oven, and they leaped
greedily at the waiting feast and started
a tiny gluttonous roar within. With a
yell a grinning darky flourished another
mass of little flames at the next oven, and
down the line the balls of fire flashed in
the dusk and disappeared, and Mavis and
Jason and his mother stood back and
waited. Along came eager men throw-
ing wood and coal into the hungry maws
above them. Little black clouds began
to helch from them and from the earth
packed around, and over them arose white
clouds of steam. The swirling smoke
swooped down the sides of the batteries
and drove the watching three farther back.
Flames burst angrily from the oven doors
and leaped like yellow lightning up through
the belching smoke. Behind them was the
odor of the woods, fresh and damp and
cool, and the sound of the little creek in its
noisy way over rocks and stray fallen tim-
bers. Down from the mines came mules
with their drivers, their harness rattling as
they trotted past, and from the houses
poured women and children to see the first
flaming signs of a great industry. And
good cheer was in the air like wine, for
times were good and work and promise of
work a-plenty. Exultant, Jason felta hand
on his shoulder, and turned to find the big
superintendent smiling at him.

“You go on the day shift after this,”
he said. “Go to bed now.”

The boy s eyes glistened, for he had been
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working for forty-eight hours, and with
Mavis and his mother he walked up the
hill. At the cottage he went inside and
came out with a paper in his hand which
he handed to Mavis without a word.
Then he went back and with his clothes
on fell across the bed.

Mavis walked down the spur with her
step-mother home. She knew what it con-
tained, for two days before was the date
fixed for the wedding-day of Marjorie and
Gray Pendleton, and Gray had written
Jason and Marjorie had written her, beg-
ging them both to come. By the light of
a lamp she read the account, fulsome and
feminine, aloud: the line of carriages and
motor-cars sweeping from the pike-gate
between two rows of softly glowing, gently
swinging Japanese lanterns, up to the noble
old Southern home gleaming like a fairy
palace on the top of a little hill; the gay
gathering of the gentlefolk of the State;
the aisle made through them by two silk-
en white ribbons and leading to the rose-
canopied altar; the coming down that aisle
of the radiant bride with her flowers and
her bridesmaids with theirs, the eager wait-
ing of the young bridegroom, the bending
of two proud, sunny heads close together,
and the God-sealed union of their hearts
and lives. And then the silent coming of a
great gleaming motor-car, the showers of
rice, the showering chorus of gay good
wishes and good-bys, and then they shot
away in the night for some mysterious
bourne of the honey-moon. And behind
them the dance went on till dawn. The
paper dropped in Mavis’s lap, and Mar-
tha Hawn sighed and rose to get ready
for bed.

“My, but some folks is lucky."”

On the porch Mavis waited up a while
with no envy in her heart. The moon
was soaring over the crest of the Cumber-
land, and somewhere, doubtless, Marjorie
and Gray, too, had their eyes lifted to-
ward it. She looked toward the little gap
in the western hills. Gray’s star had gone
down.

“T'm so glad they're happy,” she whis-
pered.

The moon darkened just then, and be-
yond and over the dark spur flashed a new
light in the sky that ran up the mounting
clouds like climbing roses of flame. The
girl smiled happily. Under it tired Jason
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was asleep, but the light up there was tI_le
work of his hands below, and it hung in
the heavens like a pillar of fire.

XLVII

SiTTING on the porch next morning,
Mavis and Martha Hawn saw Jason come
striding down the spur.

“T'm taking a holiday to-day,” he said,
and there was a light in his eyes and a
¢quizzical smile on his face that puzzled Ma-
vis, but the mother was quick to under-
stand. It was Saturday, a holiday, too,
for Mavis, and a long one, for her school
had just closed that her children might do
planting in the fields. Without a word,
but still smiling to himself, Jason went
out on the back porch, got a hoe, and dis-
appeared behind the garden fence. He
came back presently with a tin can in his
hands and held it out to Mavis.

“Let’s go fishing,” he said.

While Mavis hesitated, the mother,
with an inward chuckle, went within and
emerged with the bow and arrow and the
old fishing-pole.

“Mebbe you'll need ’em,” she said
dryly.

Mavis turned scarlet and Jason, pre-
tending bewilderment, laughed happily.

“That’s just what we do need,"” he said,
with no further surprise, no question as to
how those old relics of their childhood
happened to be there. His mother’s di-
plomacy was crude, but he was grateful for
it, and he smiled at her understandingly.

So, like two children again, they set
off as long ago over the spur, down the
branch, across the road below the mines,
and down into the deep bowl, filled to the
brim with bush and tree, and to where
the same deep pool lay in deep shadows
asleep—Jason striding ahead and Mavis
his obedient shadow once more—only this
time Jason would look back every now
and then and smile. Nor did he drop her
pole on the ground and turn ungallantly
to his bow and arrow, but unwound the
line, baited her hook, cast it, and handed
her the pole. As of yore, he strung his
bow, which was a ridiculous plaything in
his hands now, and he pecred as of yore
Into every sunlit depth, but he turned
every little while to look at the quiet fig-
ure on the bank, not squatted with child-
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ish abandon, but seated, as a maiden
should, with her skirts drawn decorously
around her pretty ankles. And all the
while she felt him looking, and her face
turned into lovely rose, though her shin-
ing eyes never left the pool that mirrored
her below. Only her squeal was the same
when, as of yore, she flopped a glistening
chub on the bank, and another and an-
other. Nor did he tell her she was “skeer-
in’ the big uns’ and set her to work like a
little slave, but unhooked each fish and put
on another worm. And only was Jason
little Jason once more when at last he saw
the waving outlines of an unwary bass in
the depths below. Again Mavis saw him
crouch, saw again the arrow drawn to his
actually paling cheek, heard again the
rushing hiss through the air and the burn-
ing hiss into the water, and saw a bass
leap from the convulsed surface. Only
this time there was no headless arrow left
afloat,for,with a boyish yell, Jason dragged
his squirming captive in. This time Ja-
son gathered the twigs and built the fire
and helped to clean the fish. And when
all was ready, who should step forth with
a loud laugh of triumph from the bushes
but the same giant—Babe Honeycutt!

“Iseed you two comin’ down hyeh,” he
shouted. “Hitreminded me o’ ole times.
I been settin’ thar in the bushes an’ the
smell o’ them fish mighty nigh drove me
crazy. An’ this time, by the jumpin’ Je-
hosiphat, I'm a-goin’ to have my share.”

Babe did take his share, and over his
pipe grew reminiscent.

“I’m mighty glad you didn’t git me that
day, Jason,” he said, with another laugh,
“an’ I reckon you air, too, now that ”

He stopped in confusion, for Jason had
darted him a warning glance. So con-
fused was he, indeed, that he began to
feel suddenly very much in the way, and
he rose quickly, and with a knowing look
from one to the other melted with a loud
laugh into the bushes again.

“ Now, wasn’t that curious?” said Ja-
son, and Mavis nodded silently.

All the time they had been drifting
along the backward current of memories,
and perhaps it was that current that bore
them unconsciously along when they rose,
for unconsciously Jason went on toward
the river, until once more they stood on the
little knoll whence they had seen Gray

331

and Marjorie ride through the arched open-
ing of the trees. Hitherto speech had been
as sparse between them as it had been that
long-ago day, but here they looked sud-
denly into each other’s eyes, and each knew
the other’s thought.

‘“Are you sorry, Mavis?”

She flushed a little.

“Not now;” and then shyly,
your”

“Not now,” repeated Jason.

Back they went again, lapsing once
more into silence, until they came again
to the point where they had started to part
that day, and Mavis’s fear had led him
to take her down the dark ravine to her
home. The spirals of smoke were even ris-
ing on either side of the spur from Jason's
cottage and his mother’s home, and both
high above were melting into each other
and into the drowsy haze that veiled the
face of the mountain. Jason turned quick-
ly, and the subdued fire in his eyes made
the girl’s face burn and her eyes droop.

“Mavis,” he said huskily, “do you re-
member what I said that day right here?”

And then suddenly the woman became
the brave.

“Yes, Jasie,” she said, meeting his eyes
unflinchingly now; and with a throb of de-
sire to end his doubt and suffering quickly:
“And I remember what we both did—
once,”

She looked down toward the old cir-
cuit-rider’s house at the forks of the road,
and Jason’s hand and lip trembled and
his face was transfigured with unbeliev-
able happiness.

“Why, Mavis—I thought you—Gray
—Mavis, will you, will you?”

“Poor Jasie,” she said, and almost as a
mother to a child who had long suffered
she gently put both arms around his neck,
and as his arms crushed her to him lifted
her mouth to meet his.

“Are

Two hours it took Jason to go to town
and back, galloping all the way. And
then at sunset they walked together
through the old circuit-rider’s gate and to
the porch and stood before the old man
hand in hand.

“Me an’ Mavis hyeh want to git mar-
ried,” said Jason with a jesting smile,
and the old man’s memory was as quick
as his humor,
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“Have ye got a license? "’ he asked with
a serious pursing of his lips. “ You got to
have a license, an’ hit costs two dollars,
an’ you got to be a man.”

Jason smilingly pulled a paper from his
pocket, and Mavis interrupted:

“He's my man.”

“Well, he will be in a minute—come in
hyeh.”

The old circuit-rider’s wife met them at
the door and hugged them both, and when
they came out on the porch again there
was Jason's mother hurrying down the
spur and calling to them with a hali-
tearful laugh of triumph:

“T knowed it—oh, I knowed it.”

The news spread swiftly. Within half
an hour the big superintendent was tum-
bling his things from the cottage into the
road, for his own family was coming, he
explained to Jason’s mother, and he need-
ed a larger house anyway. And so Babe
Honeycutt swung twice down the spur
on the other side and up again with Ma-
vis’s worldly goods on his great shoulders,
while inside the cottage Martha Hawn
and the old circuit-rider’s wife were as
joyously busy as bees. On his last trip
Mavis and Jason followed, and on top of
the spur Babe stopped, cocked his ear, and
listened. Coming on a slow breeze up the
ravine from the river far below was the
long mellow blast of a horn.

“’T God,” laughed Babe triumphant-
ly, “ole Jason’s already heerd it."”

And, indeed, within half an hour word
came that the old man must have the in-
fare at his house that night, and already to
all who could hear he had blown welcome
on the wind.

So, at dusk, when Jason, on the circuit-
rider’s old nag, rode through camp with
Mavis on a pillion behind, in laughing
acceptance of the old pioneer custon,
women and children waved at them from
door-ways and the miners swung their
hats and cheered them as they passed.
There was an old-fashioned gathering at
the old Hawn home that night.  Old Aar-
on and young Aaron and many Honey-
cutts were there; the house was thronged,
fiddles played old tunes for nimble feet,
and Hawns and Honeycutts ate and drank
and made merry until the morning sun
fanned its flames above the sombre hills.

But before midnight Jason and Mavis
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fared forth pillion fashion again. Only,
Jason, too, rode sidewise every now and
then, that he might clasp her with one arm
and kiss her again and again under the
smiling old moon. Through the lights
and noise of the mighty industry that he
would direct, they passed and climbed on.

Soon only lights showed that their
orimy little working world was below.
Soon they stood on the porch of their own
little house. To them there the mighty
on-sweeping hills sent back their own
peace, God-guarded and never to be men-
aced by the hand of man. And there,
clasped in each other’s arms, their spirits
rushed together, and, with the spiral of
smoke from their own hearth-stones, went
upward.

NLVIII

GexrLy that following midsummer the
old president’s crutch thumped the side-
walk leading to the college. Between the
pillars of the gateway he paused, lifted
his undimmed keen blue eyes, and more
gently still the crutch thumped on the
gravelled road as he passed slowly on
under the trees. When he faced the first
deserted building he stopped quite still.
The campus was deserted and the build-
ings were as silent as tombs. That lone-
liness he had known many, many years;
but there was a poignant sorrow in it now
that was never there before, for only that
morning he had turned over the reins of
power into a pair of younger hands. The
young men and young women would come
again, but now they would be his no
longer. There would be the same eager
faces, dancing eyes, swift coming and go-
ing, but not for him. The same cries of
greeting, the tramp of many feet, shouts
from the playgrounds—but not for his
ears, The same struggle for supremacy
in the class-room—but not for his favor
and his rewarding hand. That hand had
all but upraised each building, brick by
brick and stone by stone. He had start-
ed alone, he had fought alone, and in spite
of his Scotch shrewdness, business sagac-
ity, indomitable pluck and patience, and
a nation-wide fame for scholarship, the
fight had been hard and long. He had
won, but the work was yet unfinished, and
it was his no longer. For a little while he
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stood there, and John Burnham, coming
from his class- -room with a little bag of
books, saw the still figure on crutches and
paused noiselessly on the steps. He saw
the old scholar’s sensitive mouth quiver
and his thin face wrenched with pain, and
he guessed the tragedy of farewell that
was taking place. He saw the old presi-
dent turn suddenly, limp toward the wil-
low trees, and Burnham knew that he
could not bear at that moment to pass
between those empty beloved halls. And
Burnham watched him move under the
willows along the edge of the quiet pond,
watched him slowly climbing a little hill
on the other side of the campus, and then
saw him wearily pass through his own
gate—home. He wished that the old
scholar could know how much better he
had builded than he knew; could know
what an exchange and clearing-house that
group of homely buildings was for the hu-
man wealth of the State. And he won-
dered if in the old thoroughbred’s heart
was the comfort that his spirit would live
on and on to help mould the lives of gen-
erations unborn, who might perhaps never
hear his name.

There was a youthful glad light in John
Burnham’s face when he turned his back
on the deserted college, for he, too, was
on his way at last to the hills—and Saint
Hilda. As he swept through the blue-
grass he almost smiled upon the passing
fields. The betterment of the tobacco
troubles was sure to come, and only that
summer the farmer was beginning to re-
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alize that in the end the seed of his blue-
grass would bring him a better return than
the leaf of his troublesome weed-king.
There were groaning harvests that sum-
mer and herds of sheep and hogs and fat
cattle. There was plenty of wheat and
rye and oats and barley and corn yet com-
ing out of the earth, and as woodland after
woodland reeled past his window he re-
alized that the trees were not yet all gone.
Perhaps after all his beloved Kentucky
would come back to her own, and there
was peace in his grateful heart.

Two nights later, sitting on the porch of
her little locr mhm he told Saint Hilda
about Gray and Marjorie, as she told him
about Mavis and Jason Hawn. Gray and
Jason had gone back,—each to his own,—
having learned at last what Mavis and
Marjorie without learning already knew,
that duty is to others rather than self, to
life rather than love. But John Burn-
ham now knew that in the dreams of each
girl another image would live always; just
as always Jason would see another’s eyes
misty with tears for him and feel the
comforting clutch of a little hand, while
in Gray's heart a woodthrush would sing
forever.

And, looking far ahead, both could see
strong young men hurrying up from the
laggard blue-grass into the lagging hills
and strong young men hurrying down from
them, and could hear the heart of the hills
beating as one with the heart of the blue-
grass, and both beating as one with the
heart of the world.

Exp

WINTER FLOWERS

By Ruth

Draper

So she stepped into her garden through the snow.
Though the cold wind blew without, there found she rest,

And sun, and warmth;

and as she passed each row,

She plucked for him the blossoms—all her best.

For she plucked them from the garden in her heart,

Where they grow in spite of

storm and stress and fears,

And their colors are her glances and her smiles,

And the dew-drops sparkling

on them are her tears,



MADAME ROBIN

By Perceval Gibbon

IrrusTrRATIONS BY N. €. WYETH

ROM her little café among
the palms of El Metallef,
Madame Robin was writing
a letter to her daughter at
school in France. She had
carried the materials of cor-

respondence to the open front of the café,

where the late afternoon light was best,
and sat now at one of her small tables, la-
boring to devise an epistle which should
possess the genteel flavor due to a young
lady whose education was proceeding at
an expensive convent. When she raised
her eves, shadowed with meditation, she
looked forth between the slender trunks of
the palms to the town of tents which housed
the French troops on that unstable fron-
tier of civilization, and beyond them to
the tumbled sand-hills which fringe the

Sahara. Behind her, at the back of the

room, Jana, the stumpy black handmaid

of the establishment, was squatted drow-
sily against the wall beside the coffee-
brazier.

Madame’s brows were clinched as il in
effort as she bent above her note-paper;
it is not easy to be reserved and judicious
when one’s impulse is to write “my dar-
ling, my little one,” all down the page; but
she was accustomed to subdue her im-
pulses. She was a woman of forty or
thereabouts, large and strong-bodied, with
a serious, worn, capable face, and the
manner of easy dignity which is part of a
Frenchwoman’s equipment. She had the
repose and adequacy which are the cachet
of those at home in their world, who nei-
ther fear it nor despise it. Her neat brown
hair matched her quiet brown eyes, and
the suns of north Africa, endured in a
score of camps, had likewise touched her
face with brown.

“T desire you,” she wrote carefully, “in
all things to take Madame the Superior
for your guide. She is, of course, a good
woman, a saint; that goes without say-
ing; and before she retired from the world

334

ECX

-
=

she was a countess. Therefore you cannot
do better than seek her advice about your
religious doubts and also about the new
frocks.”

The sound of footsteps gritting on the
dry earth made her look up; her lei-
sure was about to be interrupted by cus-
tomers. Two men were approaching the
café from opposite directions. Upon the
first, a bearded, sallow white man, she cast
a brief, indifferent glance; he was shabby,
commonplace, and a stranger, and black
Jana would minister to him. She saw the
gleam of his sidelong eyes under his hat as
he entered resting on her in sharp scru-
tiny, and turned her back to bestow her
little formal bow of greeting upon the other
arrival, a tall Arab, white-clad and mag-
nificent, who came stalking through the
palms like the ghost of a king. In Africa
one accepts what friends one can find, and
this was a friend dating from those early
days when madame, newly abandoned by
her husband, began herlone-hand struggle
for a livelihood. She even rose and went
herself to fetch his coffee and cigarettes.

The Arab murmured a word of thanks

in French as she poured the thick, treacly
coffee into the tiny cup before him. At the
other side of the room the shabby stranger
moved in his chair to watch the pair of
them past Jana’s thick black elbow.
_ “Ithought,” observed madame, linger-
g to make conversation in her best pro-
fessional manner, “I thought you had
already departed to the south.”

“I go to-morrow,” replied the Arab.

“You have a large party?” inquired
madame politely.

“Thirteen camels only," said the Arab.
He lit a cigarette from the blue packet she
had brought him. “But I am to meet a
caravan at the wells and thence we travel
on to Timbuctoo.”

“A long journey,” said madame, and
glanced out through the shadow-fret of
the trees to the yellow, broken shores of

1
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the great desert, the dead and empty heart
of Africa. She sighed upon a sudden turn
of thought. “Ah! If I were to travel, it is
not south I would go. No!”

The Arab’s thin, lofty face softened to a
smile of sympathy and understanding as
he looked up at her.

“You have had a letter—yes?—from
the little daughter in France? " he asked.

Madame shrugged. “Aletter, it istrue!”
she answered. “ But consider, monsieur:
she is now sixteen years old, and it is four-
teen years since 1 have seen her.”

Resignation as well as rebellion—those
main constituents of the French tempera-
ment—were in her tone and gesture. The
Arab nodded understandingly. From his
place at the farther side of the café, the
shabby stranger, with coffee and bmndy
before him on the table, looked on with
furtive intentness.

“Ah, well!” sighed madame, as though
to dismiss a matter which no talking could
mend, and carried the long-handled cop-
per pot back to its place.

Seated again at her table, she was slow
to resume her interrupted letter. She sat
with her brown, serious face propped on
her hand, gazing forth through the colon-
nade of palms to the sunshine beyond.
Her own words had touched to life mem-
ories she was used to avoid. But fourteen
years! That gives to think. While the
Arab, majestic in all his attitudes, smoked
dreamily over his coffee-cup, and the stran-
gersipped his brandy and stared at her still
profile, she took account of that elapsed
term of her life.

At the beginning of it there had been
a husband, a small shopkeeper in Algiers.
Concerning him she remembered most
poignantly the night when he had not come
home. It was early in the evening when
he went out, wearing his best clothes, and
turned in the door-way to give her a nod
of casual farewell. Her baby was ailing,
so that she lay awake most of the night,
wondering through the nervous hours at
his lateness. She saw the dawn lighten
through the blind of her window and heard
the street wake for the day, and still he
came not. He never came again. With
that nod at the door, he had taken leave
of his debts, his record, and his family, and
vanished into the intricacy of the world.

“He did not even kiss the child,” the
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deserted wife said when she knew the
truth. And upon that epitaph the inci-
dent of her married life closed.

The outcries of her husband’s defrauded
creditors and the dispersion of the few as-
sets he had left went on over her head;
she had the child to support and wasted
thought on nothing else. It was yet a
baby, barely two years old, a tiny, demure
armful of life with very soft fair hair and
a little mouth that drooped as though it
knew sadness. They made a gentle and
pretty picture, the big young mother with
the baby carried so easily on her arm; in
those days Madame Robin had still a cer-
tain softness and allurement. She was
strong also, and too young for despair; she
set about gaining a liv elihood vigorously,
and there was a while when the pair of
them were happy. Her muscles, her en-
ergy, and her honesty were at the service
of any one who would pay for them; she
would drive black servants or do their
work; she would wash, she would sew, she
would scrub.  She had a single room in a
dark house in the old town, and while she
was at work a vellow woman in the same
house gave perfunctory care to the child.
The good hours were those when she re-
turned at the day’s end, often weary and
stiff with her toil, and the door of her room
Shut out a “'(')Tlf_i ‘\\'ht‘l‘e wonmen “'ho dare
mothers may also be beasts of burden,
and she was alone with her baby.

Small matters make the joy of the poor;
but her joy was brief. There came that
hot, airless evening when she was met at
the door of the house by the yellow wom-
an who had explanations to make.

“It is not my fault,” she gabbled. She
was fat, and, as she shrugged, her in-
sufficient garment slipped off one bulging
shoulder. “Naturally, I cannot stay in all
day; for two francs a week, it is not to be
expected. T go out, therefore, to see my
sister, and when T return, the little one—
well, perhaps it is the heat.”

“Let me pass,” cried Madame Robin.

“But listen. It is, of course, not my
fault. For two francs a weck H

Madame Robin heard no more. Her el-
bow removed the yellow woman from her
path and she was racing up the dirty stone
stairs with terror in her heart.

In the yellow woman’s hot room, where
vague smells were forever discernible, the
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child was lying on the unmade bed staring
up at the ceiling. When Madame Robin
bent over it it still stared, with no sign of
recognizing her. The tiny face had a faint
flush, the small mouth drooped, the fore-
head was hot to the hand; but what ago-
nized the mother was some hint, some
vague and shadowy suggestion of remote-
ness, as though her baby, since she had seen
her last, had suffered and was changed by
suffering. She hung over the bed, calling
the child gently by name; the solemn baby
eyes remained empty and unresponsive.
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The fat yellow woman had followed her
up the stairs and now entered at her back.

“To strike a friend in the stomach just
because one is in a hurry—it is not ami-
able,” she was complaining. “For two
francs a week, that is not fair.”

Madame Robin turned to her desper-
ately.

“Have you seen a child like this before?
she asked. “Do you know what it is?”

The yellow woman came to the bedside,
still muttering aggrievedly, and looked
down on the sick child.
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“She was like that when I returned
from visiting my sister,” she said. “If
only it is not cholera!”™

Madame Robin, bent over the bed,
turned toward her a face which made the
foolish fat creature step back; it was as if
a beast-mother had turned at bay to fight
for the life of its young.

“It is not my fault!” she babbled fear-
fully.

The house of the only doctor Madame
Robin knew of stood in a garden, fenced
by a hedge of prickly pear, and as she ap-

proached it, carrying her child in her arms,
its windows were brilliant with lights. She
waited in the darkness and odorous sweet-
ness of the garden for the door to be opened
to her knock, and was aware that within
the house some one wags singing.

The man who opened the door was short
with her. “The doctor is not at home to-
night,” he said, and would have closed it
again but that she pressed forward ur-
gently.

“But my child is ill,” she cried. “Per-
haps it is—dying. Monsieur, I must see
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the doctor.” As she spoke, the music
ceased and there was a noise of applause.

“But I tell you the doctor is not at
home,” retorted the man angrily. “And
now there is another who comes,” he said,
looking past her to the rustling garden.
He shut the door in her face.

Madame Robin, stupefied, desperate,
was only aware of the other visitor when
he stood beside her. He was seen then as
a tall man in the white clothes of an Arab,
with a staff in his hand. He looked down
upon her as she hesitated.

“There is trouble?” he asked at last
in French.

“My child is ill,” she answered, “and
the doctor has gone out.”

From the interior of the house there
began another song, the words indistin-
guishable, the voice sweet and rich.

“He has not gone far, T think,” said
the Arab. He lifted his staff and com-
menced a thunderous drum on the door
that cut the song off short. The door
opened swiftly and the man who had spo-
ken to Madame Robin appeared again.

“Hey! What is this, then? " he cried.

“Enter, madame,” said the Arab to the
mother, and stood aside against the open
door to let her pass in.  The man-servant
with his mean, impotent face stared and
was helpless before his manner of grave
power. It was as though swollen and con-
sequential things were suddenly reduced
to due proportions—a servant became one
who serves, a doctor one who doctors, an
entrance a place one enters by,  Madame
Robin, with her silent child at her hosom,
had a momentary sense of being protected
and guarded, which was strange to her and
very comforting.

Then there was the doctor, in evening
clothes, with white gloves on, fussing into
the room where they waited.

‘“Here are two people whom your ser-
vant invites to die on your door-step,” said
the Arab gravely.

The doctor grunted; he was not dis-
posed to discuss that matter. “ What'is the
matter with you?’" he demanded. “You
are wounded?”

Madame Robin, with every faculty cen-
tred on the child in her arms, had not seen
that the Arab’s white garments were lib-
erally stained with red about the left side.
A man who insists upon his own way in

Madame Robin

the old town of Algiers may quickly have
need of a doctor. But the Arab waved
the doctor from him.

“Madame’s affair is pressing,” he said.

There is magic in the craft of a heal-
er. The doctor was big-bellied, a frothy,
ridiculous little man in his festive gar-
ments and white gloves; one would not
have trusted him with any commonplace
affair. But a life more precious than one’s
own—that is another matter. He bent
over the child, frowning thoughtfully, and
was at once mighty, the confidant of the
powers of life and death.

“It—it is not cholera?” ventured Ma-
dame Robin fearfully.

“Cholera—nonsense!” he snorted at
her. “Do not be a fool!” And she felt
that her heart bounded in relief and glad-
ness.

He gave her a prescription and various
orders, and took her address that he might
call and see the baby again next day.
Then, while she put the child’s clothes in
order, he attended to the Arab in a far
corner of the room.

She thought it not civil to look at what
went on, but listened with averted head
to the swish of a sponge in a basin and the
doctor’s grunts of disapproval as he bound
up a knife wound. Then there was whis-
pering and a chink of coins, and she roused
herself to get at her pocket where she had
nine francs.

“There is nothing—there is nothing,”
said the doctor. *“ Monsieur here has
arranged all that.”

She would have thanked the Arab; she
had never taken charity in her life, but a
mother can make light of little humilia-
tions—and of great ones, too, when there
is need; but he stood so royally impas-
sive, with so lofty a tranquillity of coun-
tenance, as though in contempt for such
trifles as coins, that she could only mur-
mur vaguely.

That was her first meeting with the
Arab who now sat smoking dreamily at
her back. Since then she had encoun-
tered him here and there in the shift-
ing arena of her days, while she learned
the art of living and earning money. By
train from the north, by camel from the
south, he would turn up, pause for a civil
word, and vanish again upon the endless
roads of Africa. There existed between
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Madame Robin

them a relationship of a kind which people
of a more formal civilization are apt to
miss, that of mere mutual humanity. 1In
all the fourteen years of their acquaint-
ance there had passed between them no
word of emotional quality or even of in-
timacy; they wereallies rather than friends.

The shabby stranger, still staring, saw
her move so that her hand for a while cov-
ered her eyes as she leaned.  She was liv-
ing again in memory that day of wind and
heat—wind like a blast from an open fur-
nace door, making the streets smoky with
dust and whipping the sea to froth—when
she bade farewell to her baby. The child
would never do well in Africa, the doctor
had decided; it must go to I'rance, to clean
air and milder skies; and a returning Sis-
ter of Mercy had been found to convey it
there. There was a vision of it in the good,
ugly Sister’s arms, looking over her blue-
clad shoulder with solemn, patient eyes
and its tiny grieved face.

“I will not fail to send the money for
her,” Madame Robin assured the Sister
over and over again. Tt was her way of
reminding herself that the child was still
hers, to labor for, to support, to love,
though not to enjoy.

The decks of the steamer were crowded
and a drunken man was making a dis-
turbance. There was nowhere a quiet
corner where a mother might have her
child to hersell to shed her torn soul in
tears at the parting. It had all been as
formal as a piece of business.

“Say adieu to maman,” the Sister bade
the baby.

“Adieu,” lisped the child.

“Adieu,” said Madame Robin. “Be
very good,” while her body quivered with
the anguish which no words could express.
And when at last she was obliged to go
ashore, the Sister at once carried the baby
below, out of the wind, and she felt as
though her child had been torn from her
with rude force and suddenness.

After that, what was there to remem-
ber? She had worked; she had cast her-
self direfully into toil, happy in some meas-
ure that from her labor and endurance
there distilled a slender result of money
that went across the water and main-
tained the baby. She had been a can-
teen-keeper, manageress of a small hotel,
tobacconist, wine-dealer, female warder
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in a jail. She had followed at the heels
of troops into new wild country; she had
seen battle, murder, and sudden death;
she was no longer liable to be mistaken as
to whether a disease was or was not chol-
era.  And now at last she had a business
—two cafés a hundred miles apart; she
was known and esteemed by the dusty,
hard-disciplined regiments who press for-
ever south; and the little daughter in
France, who cost most of her income to
maintain delicately and beautifully, never
gathered from her letters that for Madame
Robin she was all that made life endur-
able.

The Arab moved in his chair, dropped
his cigaretteinto his coffee-cup, and sighed.
Upon these signals of his desire to depart,
madame rose and went to take the coin
he laid on the table.

“Thank you,” she said, with her trained
air of having received conspicuous favors.
“And it is to-morrow you go? Bon voy-
age!”

“Thank you,” said the Arab, and went
forth, always majestic and deliberate.
Timbuctoo is far from El Metallef, and it
must be at least two years before they
would meet again, but it occurred to
neither of them that this was an occasion
for more elaborate farewells.

Madame picked up the empty coffee-
cup and carried it to the back of the café
for black Jana to wash. She looked per-
functorily at the other customer, who still
sat at his table, and noted that his eyes
were following her.

“Monsieur desires something?”’ she in-
quired, moving toward him.

He did not at once answer, but sat star-
ing at her without disguise. Under the
bagginess of his worn clothes he was lean
and a little bowed; a square beard hid
the lower part of his face and over it the
cheeks were high and sallow and the eyes
were shallow and mocking. He had the
cut of a man whose life had been shaped
in towns.

“T did not call,” he answered slowly.
“But now you are here '

“Yes?"” inquired madame.
brandy?”

He shook his head, still keeping his eyes
on her face. ‘‘Actually you do not re-
member me!” he said. It is the beard,
no doubt, but still Y

“More
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“Remember you!"
“Why

She paused. He had raised his head a
little, and the shadow of his hat-brim was
removed from his face. The dissipated,
tired features suddenly took on an aspect
which was familiar to her; it was as if a
ghost from the past had risen before her
eyes.

“Tiens ! said madame. There was a
weakness in her legs; she drew out a chair
and sat down opposite to him at the little
table.

The man smiled. “Yes,” he said. “It
is difficult to forget a husband—pas vr m' ?
And now I will have some more brandy!’

Madame was trying to think. Mechan-
ically she made a sign to Jana to bring a
bottle, but her mind was fumbling, grop-
ing about this strange emergency. As in
all other matters, the daughter in France
was the first consideration. How would
this touch her?

“It was just in time that T found you,”
the man was saying, with his glass in his
fingers. “If T had made a mistake and
you had proved to be some other Madame
Robin, I should not have been able to pay
for the coffee. It was as bad as that, you
see.”

He, at any rate, was not surprised or
startled. He was at his ease, drinking off
his cognac in a gulp and sighing with satis-
faction as he set his glass down.

“Tt is fourteen years since you left me,”
said madame dazedly. “Where have you
been?”’

“Oh, in many places,”
“Marseilles, Paris, London;
elled, I assure you. And now I am back
again. I hear you are doing well, That
is good, for T have not done well—I—and
I am in need of repose and nourishment.”

He had a glib fashion of speech; he pat-
tered like a showman or a beggar, and with
it he had tricks of manner, an airy cock of
the head, a humorous lift of the hrows,
while all the time his wary eyes were hard
and watchful.

“I have had to work very hard,”
madame.

“Me also,” he replied.
have 1 got for it?"

She considered him anew.
me and the little one,’
might have starved.

repeated madame.

he replied.
I have trav-

said
“And what
“You left

’ she said. “We
You cannot come

Madame Robin

now and say simply that you are my hus-
band.”

He was pouring out a fresh glass and
glanced up at her nmcklngly “It does
seem strange,” he agreed, “and yet it is
so. You will not drink a little glass with
me—no?”’

“You—you mean to stay?” she de-
manded.

He nodded. “For the present.”

“For the present?”

“Yes,” he said. ‘“Later, perhaps, I
shall sell the café and retire. This place
does not seem very amusing.”

“T see,” said madame, and sat back in
her chair.

She was a woman of business; she knew
how she stood. If his power to seize her
property as her husband was not absolute,
neither was her right to withhold it. She
was caught in a trap; he might yet strip
her of all she possessed and vanish again
to the streets of Europe.

“¥You must not sell the business,” she
said a little breathlessly. He leaned for-
ward to listen to her with quick ironic
politeness. “The little one—you have
forgotten her, then? She is at school—a
convent of the best—in France. She has
not suffered; it is I that have suffered for
fourteen vears to keep her, to make up a
dot for her. Tt costs much money, and if
you sell the business it brings it all to an
end. You shall not do it!”

By the brazier poor stupid Jana looked
up in surprise at her tones. The man to
whom she spoke frowned reflectively; he
was an adroit animal, who had learned in
a hard school the unwisdom of pushing a
winning game too far. But it was obvi-
ously good policy to secure the mastery
as soon as possible. He waved an easy
hand

“You excite yourself, my friend,” he
said. ““These are details. We can con-
sider them later.”

“No,” said madame. “There is noth-
ing to consider. T have not seen her for
fourteen years, and when T do see her, at
last, it will not be as a girl seeking employ-
ment. No—she is not as you and I, you
understand! She is a lady—very ﬂenlle
and fine and tender. Why” ind her
voice took on a boastful q uﬂ.llty—“I have
a bill here for her summer dresses which
comes to twelve hundred francs!”
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“That is too much,” said the man,
watching her. “It is more than I can af-
ford.”

“Ah!”  Madame sat back again, and a
dull flush rose in her face. The man won-
dered if he had gone too far—she took it
so quietly. She seemed to turn from a
subject which they had exhausted; but in
that moment she had seen clear and knew
her peril utterly. Her faculties were gath-
ered again to do battle for the one cause
that had claimed her through so many

ears.

“Well,” he said, yawning, “Tam weary.
If T were to lie down on a bed—eh?”

“Why not? " said madame in her pleas-
ant innkeeper’s voice.

There was but the one bedroom in the
place, her own. He glanced about it with
a slightly disparaging air and tossed his
hat to a chair.

“1t will do,” he remarked. “I shall
not undress. You will arrange the sup-
per, of course?”

“Of course,” agreed madame, still with
cheerful civility, and left him to his re-
pose. He smiled through a yawn as the
door closed at her back, displaying his
gapped yellow teeth like a beast of prey,
and turned to make a more particular sur-
vey of the room. The only thing that
interested him was an enlarged portrait
of a young girl which hung upon the wall,
the work of some costly photographer in
France. It was a three-quarter profile, an
effect of fair skin, bent head, and clasped
hands—pretty, fragile, virginal. But what
gained his attention was the look it had
of a girl delicately nurtured, expensively
equipped, to whom luxury was native.

“Tiens!” he said. “The little one!
To look at her one would imagine me a
millionaire.”

He shook his head in disapproval and
dropped back upon madame’s bed. In
two minutes he was asleep, confiding him-
self to slumber and defencelessness as
tranquilly as though in all the world he
were the sole dangerous creature.

It was some hours later when a hand on
his shoulder roused him abruptly, and he
started up on his elbow to find the room
lamp-lit and full of people. It was Jana
who had shaken him, and her meaningless
black mask, with its ivory grin, was close
to his face. Behind her madame, deco-

rous in her plain black dress, held thelamp;
and there were also the tall Arab he had
seen in the café in the afternoon and a
great negro, both white-clad and impas-
sive.

“But,” he stammered, staring, “but
what is thig?”

“You must get up,” said madame.
“These messieurs—she indicated the
Arab and the negro—‘“have come for
you.”

The two white-clad figures were waiting;
he looked on them nervously, bewildered;
they seemed to tower in the little room.

“For me? I do not understand!”

“They are going to take you away.”
Madame’s voice was grave; she had a
sense of assisting at a solemn scene.
“You see, there is the little one in France;
you must not behave badly to her again.”

“But—I am not going to behave badly.
What is all this?”

“But let me explain,” urged madame.
“When you left us before, T worked for her.
I was glad to do it; I bear you no malice
for that. But I am no longer so young
and strong, and if you sold the business
Tcould not do it again. For fourteen years
I have kept her safe, and it has not been
easy. For fourteen years T have worked
very hard and very anxiously for her; but
you are her father. Now it is your turn.”

He was staring up at her fearfully; he
still did not know what was going to hap-
pen, but there was that in the simple grav-
ity of her tone, in the mien of the two men,
and in Jana's dumb, hideous glee that
scared him.

“T was joking when I spoke of selling
the business,” he cried. “It was a joke,
I tell you. I would not do such a thing.”

Madame shook her head slowly, re-
gretfully., It was too late for him to hope
to be believed by her.

“Then what are you going to do with
me?”’ he quavered.

“This monsieur,” said madame, “‘starts
in the dawn with a caravan for the south,
for Timbuctoo. There you can do us no
harm; so he is taking you with him.”

“Eh?” He glanced incredulously from
one face to the other. “Timbuctoo—a
caravan! You mean—you mean—as a—
a slayve?”

With the lamp in her hand madame
gave the queerest apologetic little shrug,
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as though to decline so gross and unpleas-
ant a word.

“T am sorry,” she murmured. “They
have promiqed to be gentle with you.
Adieu, Henri!”

The man on the bed tried to spring up as
she passed the lamp to the tall Arab and
moved toward the door.

“T will not go!" he yelled. ““Help!
Help! This is a crime! I will not go!”

The door swung behind madame. Black
Jana, grinning like a demoniac, put her
vast hand over his mouth. She had been
a slave, too, in her time, and people had
not been gentle with her. He struggled
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the Mississippi Valley—a valley which

is well called the heart of America.
Her coureurs de bois opened its paths,
made by the buffalo and the red men. to the
shod feet of Europe. Her explorers planted
the water-sheds with slender, silent portage
traces that have multiplied into thousands
of noisy streets and tied indissolubly the
lakes of the North to the rivers of the
South, from which they were long ago sev-
ered by nature. Her one white sail above
Niagara marked the way of a mighty com-
merce. Her soldiers sowed the molten
seeds of tumultuous cities on the sites of
their forts, and her priests and friars con-
secrated with their faith and prayers forest
trail, portage path, ship’s sail, and leaden
plate.
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and tried to bite; but the great negro,
drawing a cord from under his bernous,
came forward, took him by the throat
with a gripe that strangled his outcries,
and bound his hands together. He went
out with them by the back way, bound
for slavery, Timbuctoo, and the great still-
ness.

Black Jana reported to her mistress in
the closed café.

“All gone,” she announced, with her face
alight.

Madame nodded absently. She was

finishing her weekly letter to the little
daughter in France.

HEART

THE NEW DEMOCRACY

But that is not all—a valley of new
cities like the old, of new paths for greater
commerce, of more altars to the same
God. The chief significance and import
of the addition of this valley to the maps
of the world—all, indeed, that makes it
significant—is that here was given (though
not of deliberate intent) a rich, wide, un-
touched field, distant, accessible only to
the hardiest, without a shadowing tradi-
tion or a restraining fence, in which men
of all races were to make attempt to live
together under rules of their own devis-
ing and enforcing. And as here the gov-
ernment of the people by the people was
to have even more literal interpretation
than in that Atlantic strip which had
traditions of property suffrage and church
privilege and class dlatmcuons 1 have
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called it “ The Valley of the New Demac-
racy.”

When the French explorers entered it
it was a valley of aboriginal, anarchic in-
dividualism, with little movable spots of
barbaric communistic timocracy, as Plato
would doubtless have classified those mi-
gratory, predatory kingdoms of Donna-
conna and the hundreds of his contempo-
rary red kings—communities governed hy
the warlike, restless spirit.

The French communities that grew in
the midst of those naked timocrats, whose
savagery they soothed by beads and cruci-
fixes and weapons, were the plantings of
absolutism paternalistic to the last de-
gree. One cannot easily imagine a social-
ism that would go further in its care than
did this affectionate, capricious, generous,
if unwise, as it now seems, government of
a village along the Saint Lawrence or the
Mississippi, from a palace by the Seine,
where a hard-working monarch issued
edicts “in the fulness of our power and
our certain knowledge.”

The ordinances preserved in the colo-
nial records furnish abundant proof of that
parental concern and restraint. They re-
late to the regulation of inns and mar-
kets, poaching, preservation of game, sale
of brandy, rent of pews, stray hogs, mad
dogs, matrimonial quarrels, fast driving,
wards and guardians, weights and meas-
ures, nuisances, observance of Sunday,
preservation of timber, and many other
matters.

One only I can cite here: an ordinance
of Intendant Bigot, issued with a view, we
are told, of “promoting agriculture and
protecting the morals of farmers” by keep-
ing them from the temptations of the
cities:  We prohibit and forbid you to re-
move to this town [Quebec]|, under any
pretext whatever, without our permission
in writing, on pain of being expelled and
sent back to your farms, your furniture
and goods confiscated, and a fine of filty
livres laid on you for the benefit of the
hospitals.”

Like Aneas, therefore, these filial emi-
grants, seeking new homes, not only car-
ried their lares el penales in their arms,
but also bore upon their shoulders their
father Anchises.

Succeeding savage individualism, this
benevolent despotism at its going gave
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the valley into the keeping of an individ-
ualism even purer and less restrained than
that which it succeeded, for the pioneer
sparse settlements made by the later mi-
grants, who came through the mountains,
were practically governed at first only
by the consciences or whims of the inhab-
itants instructed of parental command-
ments learned east of the mountains, and
by their love of forest and prairie neigh-
hors.

And when formal government came it
came of individual interest and neighbor-
ly love and of no abstract philosophical
theory or of protest against oligarchy; it
came from the application (voluntary for
the most part) of “older institutions and
ideas to the transforming influence of
land,” free land; and such has heen the
result, says Professor Turner, that funda-
mentally ““American democracy is the out-
come of the American people in dealing
with the West,” that is, the valley of the
French pioneers.

The democratical man, as Socrates is
made to define him in Plato’s Republic,
was one in whom the licentious and ex-
travagant desires have expelled the mod-
erate appetites and love of decorum which
he inherited from his oligarchical father,
“Such a man,” he adds, “lives a life of en-
joyment from day to day, guided by no
regulating principle, but turning from one
pleasure to another, just as fancy takes
him. All pleasures are in his eyes equally
good and equally deserving of cultiva-
tion. In short, his motto is * Liberty and
Equality.””

But the early “democratical man ' of the
Mississippi Valley, even if descended from
such oligarchic sires as Socrates gives im-
mediately to all democratical men, reached
his motto of “Liberty and Equality”
through no such sensual definition of life.

It is true that many of those first set-
tlers migrated from places where the op-
portunities seemed restricted or conven-
tions irksome or privileges unequal, but it
““was no licentious or extravagant desire”’
or flitting from pleasure to pleasure that
filled that valley with sober, pale-faced,
lean-featured men and tired, gentle women
who enjoyed the “liberty,” not of a choice
of pleasurable indulgences, but of inter-
minable struggles, the ** equality " of being
each on the same social, economic, and
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political footing as his neighbor. The se-
quent democracy was derived of neighbor-
liness and good-fellowship—the “natural
issue of their interests, their occupations,
and their manner of life,” and was not
constructed of any theory of an ideal state.
Nor were they frightened by the argu-
ments of Socrates, who found in the “ex-
travagant love of liberty” the preface to
tyranny. And they would not have been
frightened even if they had been familiar
with his doctrine of democracy. They
little dreamed that they were exemplify-
ing the theories of a French philosopher
or refuting those of a Greek philosopher.

Those primitive democratic and indi-
vidualistic conditions had not yet been
seriously changed when in that bit of the
valley which lies in the dim background of
my own memory there had developed a
form of government more stern and un-
caressing. There was not a pauper in all
the township for its stigmatizing care.
There was not an orphan who did not have
a home; there was not a person in prison;
there was only one insane person, and she
was cared for in her own home. The na-
tional government was represented by the
postmaster miles away; the state govern-
ment by the tax assessor, a neighbor who
came only once a year, if he came at all,
to inquire about one’s earthly belongings,
which could not then be concealed in any
way; and the local government by the
school-teacher, who was either a man in-
capacitated for able-bodied labor or an un-
married woman. The citizens made and
mended the public roads, looked after the
sick in a neighborly way, bought their chil-
dren’s school-hooks, and buried their own
dead. T can remember distinctly wonder-
ing what a “poor officer” was, for there
were no poor in that society where none
were rich.

It was a community of high social con-
sistency, promoted not by a conscious,
disinterested devotion to the common wel-
fare, but by the common, eagerly inter-
ested pursuit of the same individual wel-
fares, where there was room enough for
all.

Tt iswell contended in a recent and most
profound discussion of this subject that
this homogeneity of feeling was the most
promising and valuable characteristic of
that American democracy.
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And this homogeneity was, indeed, pro-
lific of mighty consequences.

First of all, it made it possible for the
United States to accept Napoleon’s prof-
fer of Louisiana.

Second, it compelled the War of 1812,
and so confirmed to the United States the
fruits of the purchase, demonstrating at
the same time that the ““abiding-place” of
the national spirit was in the West.

And third, that spirit of nationalism gave
into its hands the reins of action in the time
when nationality was in peril. Before the
end of the Civil War the West was repre-
sented in the national government by the
President, the Vice-President, the Chief-
Justice, the Speaker of the House, the Sec-
retary of the Treasury, the Postmaster-
General, the Attorney-General, the General
of the Army, and the Admiral of the Navy.
And it furnished, as Turner adds in sum-
mary, the “national hero, the flower of
frontier training and ideals.”

While the mere fact of office-holding
does not indicate the place or source of
power, it is noteworthy that of the Presi-
dents since the war, Grant, Hayes, Gar-
field, McKinley, Harrison, and Taft all
came from this valley. Cleveland went
over the edge of it when a young man to
Buffalo, and left it only to become Gov-
ernor and President ; Arthur, who succeed-
ed to the Presidency through the death of
President Garfield, and President Roose-
velt, who also came first to the Presidency
through the death of a President and was
afterward elected, were born in New York,
though the latter had a ranch in the
Far West, and seems rather to belong to
that region than the place of his birth,
Thus, of the elected Presidents there was
not one who had not a Western origin, ex-
perience, or association. The Chief-Jus-
tices since the war have been without ex-
ception men of Western residence if not
origin, and so, with few exceptions, have
been the Speakers of the House. And
practically all these Presidents, Chief-Jus-
tices, Speakers were pioneers or sons of
pioneers in that Valley of the New Demaoc-
racy, or, at any rate, were nurtured of its
natural fellowships, its one-man-as-good-
as-another institutions, and its unham-
pered ambitions.

It is not mere geographical and numer-
ical majorities that are connoted. It is
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the dominancy of the social, democratic,
national spirit of the valley—the suprem-
acy of the average, the useful man, his
power and self-sufficiency when standing
squarely, firmly upon the earth. Tt was
the secret of the great wrestler, Antaus,
the son of Terra, that he could not be
thrown, even by Hercules, so long as his
feet touched the earth. How intimately
filial to the earth and neighborly the Mid-
dle West pioneers were hasbeen suggested.
And it was the secret of their success that
they stood, every man in his own field, on
his own feet, and wrestled with his own
arms in primitive strength and virtue and
self-reliant ingenuity.

Democracy did not theorize much, and
when it did it stumbled. If it had in-
dulged freely in the abstractions of its
practices, it would doubtless have suffered
the fate of Anteeus, who was finally stran-
gled in mid-air by a giant who came over
the mountains.

As it was, this valley civilization apo-
theosized the average man. Mr. Herbert
Croly, in his “ Promise of American Life,”
makes this picture of him: “In that coun-
try [the very valley of which T am writing]
it was sheer waste to spend much energy
upon tasks which demanded skill, pro-
longed experience, high technical stand-
ards, or exclusive devotion. The cheaply
and easily made instrument was the effi-
cient instrument, because it was adapted
to a year or two of use and then for super-
session by a better instrument; and for
the service of such tools one man was as
likely to be as good as another. No spe-
cial equipment was required. The farmer
was required to be all kinds of a rough me-
chanic. The business man was merchant,
manufacturer and store-keeper. Almost
everybody was something of a politician.
The number of parts which a man of en-
ergy played in his time was astonishingly
large. Andrew Jackson was successively
a lawyer, judge, planter, merchant, gen-
eral, politician, and statesman; and he
played most of the parts with conspicuous
success. In such a society a man who per-
sisted in one job, and who applied the most
rigorous and exacting standards to his
work, was out of place and was really in-
efficient. His finished product did not
serve its temporary purpose much better
than did the current careless and hasty
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product, and his higher standards and pe-
culiar ways constituted an implied criti-
cism upon the easy methods of his neigh-
bors. He interfered with the rough good-
fellowship which naturally arises among a
group of men who submit good-naturedly
and uncritically to current standards.”

Is that what democracy, undefiled of
aristocratic conditions and traditions, has
produced? it will be asked. Has pure in-
dividualism in a virgin field, richer than
Ormuz—all other valleys—wrought of its
opportunity only this mediocre, all-round,
good-natured, profane, rough, energetic,
ingenious efficiency? Is that “social con-
sistency” colorless, insipid, the best wine
that the valley can offer of its early vin-
tages?

So it doubtless seems to one who has not
known intimately the rich, imaginative,
uncommercial, idealistic spirit which is
incorporate in every part of that good-
natured mediocrity with its standardized
successes; for there were other compan-
ionships than those that have been inti-
mated—companionships which did not in-
terfere with the rough frontier fellowships
that made democracy possible. It was
against that same dim background that
the wild geese when they flew over the
fields, squadrons of the sky, became to
some the cranes of Ihycus. It was there
that Horace literally sat by the plough and
sang as on the Sabine Farm. It was there
that Livy told his Old-World stories by
lamplight or at the noon hour. It was there
that Pythagoras explained his ancient and
immortal proposition; and it is there, to
this day, that the best in English letters
has widest circulation in America. It
would be trueof art and of the imaginative
expression of other languages, if only they
were within reach, as, indeed, they are
rapidly coming to be. At any rate, what
hasbeenwithin the aspiration and achieve-
ment of the people of that valley, as pre-
cursors, that is, explorers and prophets, as
producers who literally lead forth, and as
poets, the makers, the creators of society,
is adequate to disturb generalizations as
to the sacrifices which that democracy
has demanded to social consistency and
economic regularity.

But the wisdom “that cometh by lei-
sure” they have not yet learned. Such a
scene as I witnessed in the Amphitheatre
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Richelieu, at the Sorbonne, in Paris, is not
to be seen there. I saw that hall, seating a
thousand, filled in the early afternoon with
an audience markedly masculine listening
to a lecture on ancient Greek life, inter-
spersed with readings from the Homeric
epics. I cannot visualize a like scene in
that valley except in the atmosphere of a
woman's club or in a university where at-
tendance upon the lecture was required for
a degree or possibly at a Chautauqua. [
cannot visualizeit even with such a charm-
ing and amphyonic lecturer as he who
gathered weekly that great audience in the
busy hours of the day.

It is that want of appreciation of the
value of leisure and of its wisdoms, it is
that worship of what the son of Sirach
called the “wisdom of business," it is that
disposition not to listen to the voices of
the invisible multitude of spirits of the
past (who, after all, help to constitute a
nation no less than the multitude of spir-
its of the present and of the future), it is
that inability to credit disinterested, un-
productive purposes and pursuits and fit
them into the philosophy of perfectibility
based on material prosperity—it is all of
these that intimate the shortcomings of
that life of the valley of hurry.

I saw another great and, as it seemed,
non-university audience in that same am-
phitheatre in Paris listening a little after
mid-day to a lecture on Montesquieu, and
I had not sufficient imagination to pict-
ure such an audience, near the Stock Ex-
change of Chicago, for example, where men
take hardly time at that hour of day to
eat, much less to philosophize. They will
not pause to hear Montesquieu remind
them that *“democracy is virtue™ or to
hear Homer speak of virtue as the ancients
conceived it.

But, on the other hand, and there is an-
other side to it, they will give up private
business, eating and all, to stop a patent
dishonesty, to improve the mail service,
let us say, to discuss the smoke nuisance
that happens to be choking their throats,
or get rid of the beggar at the door,

They do not there adequately appreci-
ate the wonderful, indefatigable, disinter-
ested efforts of scholars, artists, poets in
the narrower sense—the wisdoms of seem-
ing idleness or leisure.  On the other hand,
I am sure that the poetry and prophecy
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of those who, again in the language of the
son of Sirach, are “building the fabric of
the world,” fail of appreciation in Paris,
New York, and Chicago partly because
of convention and wrongful representa-
tion and the obscuring of realities by the
smoke and noise.

I knew those frontier Antzans who,
with their feet on the prairie ground, faced
every emergency with a piece of fence
wire. They differed from their European
brothers in being more resourceful, more
energetic, and more hopeful. If it be true
that “out of a million well-established
Americans taken indiscriminately from all
occupations and conditions,” when com-
pared to a corresponding assortment of
Europeans, “a larger proportion of the
former will be leading alert, active, and
useful lives,” though they may not be
wiser or better men; that there will be a
“smaller amount of social wreckage” and
a ‘‘larger amount of wholesome and prof-
itable achievement”; it may be safely said
that if the Middle-West frontier Ameri-
cans had been under consideration the
proportion of alert achievement would
have been higher and the social wreckage
smaller—partly because of the encourage-
ment of the economic opportunity and
partly because of the influence of a caste-
less soclety.

11

THE advancing [rontier spent itself in
the arid desert. The pioneer came to ride
in his own automobile. The people began
to jostle one another in following their
common aspirations, where once there was
freedom for the energy, even the unscru-
pulous energy, of all. Time accentuated
differences till those who started together
were millions of dollars apart. Failures
had no kinder fields for new trials. De-
mocracy had now to govern not a puritan-
ical, industrious, sparsely settled Arcady,
but communities of conflicting dynamic
successes, static envies, and complaining
despairs,

1t met the new emergencies at first one
by one withno other programme than only
the most necessary restraints, for the dy-
namic encouragement of tariffs, and im-
proved transportation for the static, and
charity for the despairful, but still with
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an optimism born of a belief in destined
success.

To this has succeeded gradually a more
or less clearly defined policy of construc-
tive individualism under an increasingly
democratic and less representative con-
trol. The paternal absolutism of Louis
XIV has evolved into the paternal indi-
vidualism of a people who are constantly
struggling in imperfect speech to make
their will understood and by imperfect
machinery to get it done—and, as I be-
lieve, with increasingly disinterested pur-
pose. It is, however, 1 emphasize, the
paternalism of a highly individualized so-
ciety.

I described in an earlier article a fron-
tier community in that valley. See what
has come, in its stead, in the city into
which it has grown. The child coming
from the unknown, trailing clouds of glory,
creeps into the community as a vital sta-
tistic and becomes of immediate concern.
From obliging the nurse to take certain
precautions at its birth, the state follows
the new-comer through life, sees that he is
vaccinated, removes his tonsils and ade-
noids, even may furnish him with glasses
if he has bad vision; compels him to go to
school; prepares him not only for citizen-
ship, but for a trade or profession; pre-
vents the adulteration of his food, inspects
his milk, filters his water, stands by grocer
and butcher, and weighs his bread and
meat for him; cleans the street for him;
stations a policeman at his door; trans-
ports his letters of business and affection;
furnishes him with seeds; gives augur of
the weather, wind, and temperature; cares
for him if he is helpless; feeds him if he is
starving; shelters him if he is homeless;
nurses him in sickness; says a word over
him if he dies friendless, buries him in its
Potter’s field, and closes his account as a
vital statistic in the mortality column.

And there are many agencies of re-
straint or anxious care that stand in a
remoter circle, ready to come in when
emergencies require. I have before me
a report of legislation in the States alone
(that is, exclusive of national and munici-
pal legislation) for two years. I note here
a few characteristic and illustrative meas-
ures out of the thousands that have been
adopted. Theyrelate to the following sub-
jects: Health of women and children at
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work; employers’ liability; care of epilep-
tics, idiots, and insane; regulation of den-
tistry and chiropody; control of crickets,
grasshoppers, and rodents; exclusion of
the boll-weevil; the introduction of para-
sites, the quenching of fires, the burning
of débris in gardens, the destruction of
predatory fish, the prohibition of auto-
matic guns for hunting game; hazing in
schools, instruction as to tuberculosis and
its prevention; the demonstration of the
best methods of producing plants, cut
flowers, and vegetables under glass; the
establishment of trades-schools; the prac-
tice of embalming.

I present this brief but suggestive list as
intimating how far a democratic people
have gone in doing for themselves what
Louis NIV at Verzailles, in the “fulness
of power” and out of “certain knowl-
edge,” did for the trustful habitants of
Quebec and Montreal who were “ignorant
of their true interest.”

And, of course, with that increased pa-
ternalism has come of necessity an army
of public servants—governors and police-
men, street-cleaners and judges, teachers
and factory inspectors—till, as I have esti-
mated, in some communities one adult in
every thirty is a paid servant of the public,

Such paternalism is not peculiar to that
valley. I remember, years ago, when I
was following the legislation of an East-
ern State, that a bill was introduced fixing
the depth of a strawberry box, and an-
other obliging the vender of huckleberries
to put on the boxes a label in letters of a
certain height indicating that they were
picked in a certain way. And this pater-
nalism is even more marked in the old-age
pension provision in England, where the
“mother of parliaments,” as one has ex-
pressed it, has been put on the level of the
newest Western State inits parental solici-
tude. But nowhere else than in that val-
ley, doubtless, is that paternalism so thor-
oughly informed of the individualistic
spirit. Chesterton said of democracy that
it educated a man not because he was mis-
erable, but because he was so sublime, that
it “does not so much object to his being a
slave as to his not being a king.,” Indeed,
democracy is ever dreaming of a nation of
kings. And that characteristic is truer of
the democracy that came stark out of the
forests and out of the furrows than of
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the democracy which sprang from protest
against and terror of nominal kings.

The constitution devised east of the
mountains was made in fear of a system
which permitted an immediate and com-
plete expression of the will of the people.
The movement in American democracy
which is most conspicuous is the effort to
get that will accurately and immediately
expressed—that is, a movement toward
what might be called more democracy—
and that movement has had its rise and
strength in that valley, and beyond.

But that invisible multitude of yester-
day and to-morrow, whose mouths are
stopped with dust or who have not yet
found human embodiment, must find
voice in the multitude of to-day—the
multitude that inherits the yesterdays and
has in it the only promise of to-morrow.
There may be some question there as to its
being always the voice of God, but no one
thinks of any other (except to add to it
that of the woman). The “certain knowl-
edge’ and the “ fulness of power” of Louis
XIV have become the endowments of the
average man—and the average man is one-
half or two-thirds of all the voting men of
the community or nation, plus one. But
that average man, forgetful of the multi-
tude of yesterday, and ungrateful, hasnone
the less had wrought into his very fibre
and spirit the uncompromising individual-
ism, the unconventional neighborliness,
and the frontier fellowships of yesterday.
It is of these that he is consciously or un-
consciously instructed at every turn. And
he is now beginning to think more and
more of that other invisible multitude, the
nation of to-morrow.

It is deplored that the so-called individ-
uality developed in that valley is “simply
an unusual amount of individual energy
successfully spent in popular and remu-
nerative occupations,” that there is “not
the remotest conception of the individual-
ity which may reside in the gallant and ex-
clusive devotion to some disinterested and
perhaps unpopular moral, intellectual, or
technical purpose™ as has such illustrious
exhibition in France, for example. This
is, we are told, one of the sacrifices to so-
cial consistency which menaces the ful-
ness and intensity of American national
life. And the most serious problem is
to make a nation of independent kings
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who shall not exercise their independences
“perversely or irresponsibly.”

Men have been always prone to make
vocational pursuits the basis of social clas-
sification. In the Scripture record of man
he had not been seven generations in the
first inhabited valley of earth before his
descendants were divided into cattlemen,
musicians, and mechanics. For the record
runs that Lamech had three sons, Jabal,
Jubal, and Tubal—Jabal, who became the
father of those that live in tents and have
cattle; Jubal, the father of those that han-
dle the harp and the organ; and Tubal, the
father of those who work in brass and iron.
And we do not have to turn many pages to
discover the social distinctions that grew
out of the vocational. The first question
of that Western valley is, “Who is he?”
and the answer is one which will tell you
his occupation. No one who has not an
occupation of some regularity and recog-
nized practical usefulness is, as Mr. Croly
intimates, likely tohave much recognition.

On the other hand, within the limits of
approved occupations there is, except in
great centres, no marked social stratifica-
tion based on vocation as in Old-World
life and that of the New World more in-
timately touched by the Old. The manis
recognized for his worth.

In the midst of that valleyis a university
town, planted by a company of migrants
from an older State seventy-five yearsago,
who bought a township of land, founded a
college, and built their homes about on
the wild prairie. It has now twenty thou-
sand inhabitants and is an important rail-
road as well as educational centre. It was
nearly fifty years old when I entered it as
a student. That I studied Greek did not
keep me from knowing well a carpenter;
that in spare hours I learned a manual
trade and put into type my translation
of “Prometheus Bound” did not bar me
from the homes of the richest or the
most cultured. Once when a student, be-
cause of some little victory I was received
by the mayor and a committee of citizens,
but the men at the engines in the shops
and on the engines in the yards blew their
whistles. When I went back to that col-
lege as its president it was not remembered
against me that I had sawed wood or
driven a plough. I knew all the conduct-
ors and most of the engineers on the rail-
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roads. Tknew every merchant and nearly
every mechanic as well as every lawyer,
judge, and doctor. Men had, to be sure,
their preferential assucmtmna, but these
were personal and not determined of vo-
cation or class. A recent mayor of that
city of two colleges was once a cigar-
maker, and, I was assured by a professor
of theology in one of those colleges, the
best mayor it has had in years. He died
driving a small-pox patient to a pest-house.
I received, when in Paris, by the same
mail, a resolution of felicitation from a
Protestant body of which T had bheen a
member in that town, and a letter of like
felicitation from the parish priest of that
same city.

I do not know how better to illustrate
to those who are working at the problem
of democracy in other valleys how democ-
racy has wrought for itself in that valley
of neighborliness and resourcefulness and

plenty.
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Across the wonderful background of
that valley—a background filled with dim
epic figures that are now but the incarna-
tions of European longings, as rich in color
as that which lies more consciously back
of Greece and Rome or in the fields of
Gaul, the splendors of the court of Ver-
sailles shining through the sombre forests
and into the huts of the simple habitants,
the altar candles burning, the paths fra-
grant of an incense known to cathedral
aisles—across this, in the rather shadowy
suggestions of a matter-of-fact, drab de-
mocracy which is usually made to obscure
all that background with its smoke, there
passes the figure of him who was that
democracy incarnate.

“You may,"” said Alcibiades, speaking
of Socrates, ““imagine Brasidas and others
to have been like Achilles, or you may im-
agine Nestor and Antenor to have been
like Pericles; and the same may be said of
other famous men. But of this strange
being you will never be able to find any
likeness, however remote, either among
men that now are or who ever have been
—other than Silenus and the Satyrs, and
they represent in a figure not only him-

self, but his words. For his words are like
the images of Silenus which open. They
are ridiculous when you first hear them.

. . His talk is of pack-beasts and smiths
and cobblers and curriers. . . . But he
who opens the bust and sees what is with-
in will find they are the only words which
have a meaning in them and also the most
divine, abounding in fair images of virtue,
and of the widest comprehension, or rath-
er extending to the whole duty of a good
and honorable man.” ;

The twenty-three centuries since Soc-
rates do not furnish me with a fitter char-
acterization of this succinct embodiment
of democracy’s characteristics and spirit.
His image was as homely as that of Silenus
was bestial. His talk w as of ploughs and
boats, of rough men and of slaves. But
those who opened this image found in him
a likeness as of no other man, and in his
words & meaning that was of widest and
most ennobling comprehension.  And as
Crito said for all ages, after the sun that
was on the hill-tops when Socrates took the
poison had set and darkness had come,
“Of all the men of his time, he was the
wisest and justest and best,” so has the
poet of that Western democracy given to
all time this phrase, sung in the evening
of Lincoln's martyrdom, at the time when
the lilac bloomed and the great star early
drooped in the western sky and the thrush
sang solitary: “ The sweetest and wisest
soul of all my days and lands.”

We ask ourselves if he was the gift of
democracy. And we find ourselves an-
swering, his peculiar excellence could have
come of no other order of society. We
ask ourselves anxiously if democracy has
the unerring instinct to find such men to
embody its ideals, or did it take him only
for a talented rail-splitter—an average
man? But we have no certain answer to
this anxious questioning. What gives
most hope in new confusions and problems
unknown to his day is that the more
clearly his disinterestedness and forbear-
ance and magnanimity and humility are
rev ealed, the wider and deeper is the feel-
ing of admiration and love for his char-
acter—which, perhaps, assures us better
than anything else of the soundness and
nobility of its own ideals.
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NHE Carpathialefit New York,

Wi April 11, 1912, in fine, clear
weather, bound for Gibral-
tar and other Mediter-
ranean ports.

Saturday and Sunday
(r3th and 14th) it was very fine but cold
weather, and we had remarked that there
must be a lot of ice to the north'rd, as we
had then a light northerly breeze.

I turned in about midnight on Sunday,
and was just dropping off to sleep when 1
heard the chart-room door open (this door
leads directly into my cabin, near the head
of my bunk), and I thought to mysell:
“Who the dickens is this cheeky beggar
coming into my cabin without knocking?”
However, I very soon knew the reason. T
looked up and saw the first officer and the
Marconi operator; the first officer at once
informed me ‘*we have just received an
urgent distress message from the Titanic
that she had struck ice and required im-
mediate assistance.”

You can imagine T was very soon wide
awake, and, to say the least, somewhat
astonished. Tgaveordersto turn the ship
round, and jumped up getting hold of Mar-
coni operator by the sleeve, and asked:
“Are you sure it is the Titanic, and re-
quiresimmediate assistance?” Hereplied:
“Yes, sir.”  Again I asked: “Are you
absolutely certain?”  He again replied:
“Yes."” “Allright,” T said; “tell him we
are coming along as [ast as we can.”

I then went into the chart-room and
asked if he had given Tilanic’s position,
and then the operator gave me the posi-
tion on a slip of paper: * Lat. 41° 46" N.,
Long. 50° 14" W."

When in chart-room working out the
position and course, T saw the bo's'n’s
mate pass with the watch as they were
going to wash down the decks. T called
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him and told him to knock off all work,
and get all our boats ready for lowering,
and not to make any noise; also that the
men need not get excited, as we were going
to another vessel in distress.

I had already sent for chief engineer,
and on coming up told him to turn out an-
other watch of stokers, and make all speed
possible and not to spare anything, as we
were going up to Tilanic, she being in
trouble, having struck ice.

Chief engineer hurried away at once,
and T then sent for English doctor, pur-
ser, and chief steward.

These officers were soon in my cabin, and
I related the circumstances and gave fol-
lowing instructions:

English doctor, with assistants, to re-
main in first-class dining-room; Italian
doctor in second, and Hungarian doctor in
third-class dining-room, and to have sup-
ply of stimulants, restoratives, and every-
thing necessary.

Purser, with assistant purser and chief
steward to receive the people at the differ-
ent gangways, controlling our own stew-
ards in assisting the Titanic’s people to the
dining-rooms, ete. Also * get Christian
and surnames of survivors as soon as pos-
sible to send by wireless.

Inspector, steerage stewards, and mas-
ters-at-arms to control our own steerage
passengers and keep them out of third-
class dining-hall, also to keep them out of
the way, and off the deck, to prevent con-
fusion.

Chief steward, that all hands would be
called, and to have coffee, etc., ready to
serve out to our men. Have coffee, tea,
soup, etc., in each dining-room for res-
cued.  Have blankets near gangways, in
saloons and public rooms, and also some
handy for our own boats. To see all res-
cued cared for and immediate wants at-
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tended to, that my cabin and all officials’
cabins would be given up for accommo-
dation of rescued; smoke-rooms, libraries,
and dining-rooms, if necessary, to be util-

reported he had picked up a message from
Titanic to Olympic, asking the latter to
have all his boats ready. (But previous
to this the operator had received a mes-
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Captain Arthur H, Rostron.

ized as accommodation. All spare berths
in steerage to be used for 7'itanic’s third-
class, and to get all our own steerage pas-
sengers grouped together.

To all I strictly enjoined silence, order,
and strict discipline; also tostation a stew-
ard in each alleyway to reassure our own
passengers should they inquire about any
noise they might hear.

After receiving their instructions these
officers hurried away to make their prep-
arations.

I then went on to the bridge, and soon
after the Marconi operator came up and
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sage from Titanic, asking when we would
be up there. I told him toreply: “*About
four hours.” We did it in less than three
and a half hours.) T told the operator to
inform Titanic all our boats would be in
readiness, and also all preparations neces-
Sllry.

After the operator left T gave following
instructions to first officer:

Allhands to be called and get coffee, etc.

Prepare and swing out all boats; all
gangway doors to be opened.
~ Electric clusters at each gangway and
over the side,
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lapsible.

A Dblock—with line rove—hooked in
cach gangway.

A chair—slung—at cach gangway for
getting sick or wounded up.

Pilot ladders and side ladders at gang-
ways and over the side.

Cargo falls, with both ends clear and
bight secured, along ship’s side on deck,
for boat ropes or to help people up.

Heaving lines and gaskets distributed
about the decks and gangways, to he
handy for lashings, etc. Forward der-
ricks rigged and topped, and steam on
winches—to get mails on board or as re-
quired.

Pour oil down forward lavatories, both
sides, to quiet the sea.

Canvas ash-bags near the gangways to
haul the children up in.

Ordered company's rockets to be fired
from three aA. »., and every quarter of an
Liour, to reassure Titanic.

Also arranged as to how the officers
would work, should the situation require
the service of our boats.

About two thirty-five the doctor came
on the bridge and reported all my in-
structions carried out, and everything in
readiness.

T was talking to the doctor as to what
we might expect, and keeping at the same
time a shaip lookout, when quite suddenly
—and only for a couple of seconds—I saw
a green flare about a point on port bow.
1 remarked, “There’s his light, he must
be afloat still,”” as at one-thirty or so the
operator had reported to me that he had
received a message saying, “ Engine-room
filling.”  So, of course, I knew, on hearing
that, of the gravity of the situation.

All our men were quietly but busily
making preparations. It was a beautiful,
fine, clear night, very cold, and every star
in the heavens shining bright, the sea
quite calm and no wind. We were racing
along splendidly—attaining a maximum
speed of about seventeen knots—ourusual
speed being fourteen,

The chief engineer had been up to me
about one-thirty and reported all hands
were working below and doing all they
possibly could. 1t appears some of the
stokers cn being called—and knowing the
reason—had turned straight out of their
bunks and rushed below, not even taking
time to dress.
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Soon aiter seeing the green licht the
second officer reported an iceberg about
This berg

two points on the port bow.

Second ( Micer Lightoller’s boat,

we saw with the reflected light of a star—a
starbeam—on it.

From now on we were passing bergs on
either side, and had to alter course several
times to keep well clear of them. You
may depend on it, we were keyed up pretty
tight, and keeping a bright lookout. I
was also fully aware of our danger, know-
ing what had already occurred to the
Titanic. So it can be imagined I was
pretty anxious, thinking

reported all in readiness, enumerating all
the orders T had given.

Three-thirty-five or so I put the engines
on the “stand by,” so
that T should know the
engineers would be at the
engines for instant ac-
tion, if required.

About four a. wm. I
stopped the engines,
knowing we must be some-
where near the position,

A few minutes after
I saw an iceberg right
ahead, and immediately
the second officer reported
the same. We had seen
the green flare light low
down not long before, and
so knew it must be a boat.
I'hadintended taking the
boat on the port side, which was the lee
side if anything, but with the iceberg to
consider, I swung the ship round and made
to pick up the boat on the starboard side.

Another few minutes and the boat was
along-side; a hail came: “We have only
one seaman in the boat and cannot work
very well.” “All right,” I replied; “T'l
bring the ship along-side the boat.” We
got her along-side and found her to contain

of my own passengers
and crew and ship, as
well as those on the 77-
tanic. We had three and
a hall rushing, anxious
hours, and plenty to think
of and plenty to do in the
meantime in order to be
ready.

We started sending up
rockets at intervals of
about a quarter of an
hour, and when nearer
fired the company’s Ro-
man candles (night sig-
nals), to let them know it
was Carpathia. We saw
the green light at intervals, and what
with keeping a lookout for icebergs, ves-
sels’ lights, and the green light, we had to
keep our eyes skinned and no mistakes to
be made.

About three-thirty A. M. the purser and
chief steward came up to the bridge and

The canvas collapsible.

about twenty-five people, and in charge
of an officer.

Now comes the heart-rending part when
we knew for a certainty the Tifanic had
gone down; I sent word to the gangway
to ask the officer to come up to me on the
bridge when he came aboard. On coming



Boat coming along-side, and unloaded boat.

up to the bridge I shook hands and asked:
“The Titanic has gone down, I suppose?”
“Yes,” hereplied—but what a sad-hearted
“Yes" it was—" she went down about two-
thirty.” Daylight was just setting in, and
soon, in the early dawn, could be seen doz-
ensand dozens of icebergs, large and small,
all around us; here and there dotted about
the calm sea we could distinguish the other
boats, the boats being within a radius of
about four to five miles, I should think.
We also saw the iceberg we picked up
right ahead; this was about one-third of a
mile off our starboard beam. Looking aft

we saw a growler—a broken-off lump of
ice—about ten to fifteen feet high and
twenty-five feet long, a couple of hundred
yards off our port quarter.

Giving instructions to junior officer on
bridge to count the number of bergs about
two hundred feet high—and pointing out
several as a guide—he counted twenty-
five estimated at from two hundred to
two hundred and fifty, and dozens of bergs
from fifty to one hundred and fifty, feet
high.

From now on we were getting the re-
mainder of the boats along-side, and one’s

Near view of boat unloading,
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imagination fancied these people shiver-
ing for hours during that cold night in their
confined space. We manceuvred about to
reach the boats, and by eight o’clock had
all the boats along-side, and we were also
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found her to be the Californian. We sig-
nalled her and teld news of trouble, and
asked her to search round, as we were re-
turning to New York. It wasnow blowing
a moderate breeze and the sea getting up.

Bringing survivors on board.

in the immediate vicinity of the disaster.
I had arranged to hold a short service
whilst we were close to the spot—a short
prayer of thankfulness for those saved and
a short service for those lost.

This service was held in the first-class
dining-room whilst slowly cruising about.
From the deck we could see little to indi-
cate the terrible catastrophe of a few hours
previous. We saw little but bits of small
wreckage—some deck chairs, a few life-
belts and large quantities of cork; for all
the world just as one sees on the sea-shore,
merely a tide drift.

At eight o’clock we also saw a steamer
coming toward us out of theice-field. This
ice-field stretched as far as the eye could see
from northwest to southeast, and we soon

About eight-twenty or so all the people
were aboard, and by eight-forty-five all
the boats we could take, and then we pro-
ceeded to New York.

T had decided to return to New York,
as T considered New York the only port
possible under the circumstances.

We soon found our passage blocked
by a tremendous ice-field. Of course we
had seen this ice-field before, but did not
know how compact it was, nor the ex-
tent of it. In the field were many bergs
from one hundred to one hundred and
fifty feet high, and the general mass of
the ice perhaps six to twelve feet high.
We sailed round this ice-pack for nearly
four hours—quite fifty-six miles—before
we could set our course for New York. We
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also passed several large bergs clear of the
pack.

About noon we passed the Russian
steamer Burmalh, bound east. We saw
him attempt to cut through the ice-pack,
but he had to turn out again. And Idoen't
blame him, either.

We had been in wireless communication
with several steamers that were coming
up to assist, but I sent word we had ac-
counted for all the boats, and it was use-
less, as we had left the Californian search-
ing. They also were all a long distance
off.

Our own passengers began to arrive on
deck soon alter the first boat was along-
side.

It was quite remarkable the manner in
which every one behaved. There was
absolutely no excitement. Our own pas-
sengers did not seem to realize what was
happening or the catastrophe which had
occurred.

The Carpathia was stopped in mid-
Atlantic. The sun was just rising over
the horizon, chasing away the last shades
of night from a cloudless sky; beneath us
a calm sea with scarcely a ripple on its
gently heaving swell; everything perfectly

360

still—a perfect sunrise and a picture be-
fore us almost impossible to imagine either
as regards the color or the subject.

All around us were dozens and dozens
of icebergs, some comparatively close,
others far away on the horizon, towering
up like cathedral spires or assuming in
one’s fancy the forms of ships under full
sail. The sun shining on these ice pin-
nacles seemed to enhance their splendor
and belie the hidden truth. Dotted here
and there on the quiet sea were to be seen
the boats, some in groups of two or three,
others singly, pulling in toward a common
centre—the Carpathia.

Along-side were more boats more or less
filled with people, more people climbing
up the ship’s side, others being pulled up,
all having white life-belts on—no noise,
no hurry.

The whole might have been an early
morning improvised spectacular arrange-
ment for the benefit of our passengers, but
withal there was an atmosphere of inabil-
ity to grasp that which was before them:
as if it had been given them too suddenly,
and just as if they were looking on at
something most unusual, and yet with an
indefinable tragedy behind it all; some-
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The ice-field several hours later.

thing too great to realize. Inreality, our
passengers had a few minutes before been
asleep in their beds, and this sudden
experience of such a scene and its relative
meaning was almost beyond one’s com-
prehension. Can one wonder, with the
immensity of it all thrust on their hardly
awakened senses in such an unheard-of
and undreamt-of dramatic manner?

However, something of the true nature
soon seemed to strike our people. They
seemed to understand that they had a part
toplay, and that this was something which
was not meant for them to be merely as
an audience, but in which they could and
ought to act.

Our passengers mixed with the new ar-
rivals and tried to comfort and help them;
persuading them to take some nourishment
or stimulant, arguing with and pressing
on them the necessity for such a course.
Our doctors must have been relieved to
see our own passengers using their persua-
sion and common-sense so successfully.

Then they saw the survivors required
dry and warm clothing, so off they took
them to their cabins to fit them out with
everything they could do for them.

It was a most busy and stirring scene,

our people never overdoing it and showing
such excellent tact and sympathy, always
ready to help and ready at any moment to
do the right thing.

Our men gave up their cabins and the
ladies turned out of theirs—in many in-
stances to double up with other ladies, so
leaving their cabins for the use of the sur-
vivors. The ladies were very soon self-
appointed nursing sisters, getting some to
lie abed, others to rest on deck, and listen-
ing to the heart-breaking tales, and doing
all women can do to console and try to
brighten them up.

As many of the second and third class
people who came aboard were but poorly
clothed, blankets and sheets were requi-
sitioned, and many of the ladies started
in to make clothes, work seeming a relief
to their overwrought nerves. Some la-
dies—hoth survivors and our own—went
amongst the third-classand nursed, bathed,
and clothed and fed the children.

The cream of human kindness was surely
given with a free hand those three days
and a half, and through it all an almost
unnatural quietness and lack of all ex-
citement seemed to pervade the whole
ship.
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Our own doctors did all doctors could
do: rest and sleep seemed to be the most
desirable thing for those we had taken
aboard, and so everything possible was
done to induce sleep.

T was astonished and more than thank-
ful and pleased when Doctor McGee, on

The Rescue of the “Titanic”

Survivors

About four-thirty Monday afternoon
I received a wireless message from the
Olympic asking for information. I gave
the bare facts and also sent the official
messages to the Cunard Company, etc.
The names of the survivors were then
sent, and we continued in communication

The Califoraian arriving on the scene.

Tuesday morning, reported to me all the
survivors physically well.  The doctor had
hardly had a minute to himself—day or
night—since we commenced embarking
the people.

It seemed almost incredible that those
hundreds of people who had undergone
such trying experiences should not have
developed some physical trouble. 1 knew
it meant untiring attention on part of not
only the medical staff but every one, both
our own officers and men, and our pas-
sengers alzo, in attending to the people
immediately they arrived, and also the
preparations made for them on board.

I hardly think it good taste to attempt
to picture the sad, heart-rending appear-
ance of those ane]y tried people as it im-
pressed us, but I can say how bravely they
bore up under their agonizing trouble, and
how we one and all felt that we must get
them to New York safe and sound and do
all we possibly could to keep them from
further trouble or anxiety.

until about one o’clock Tuesday morning,
when we got out of range.

This was the first opportunity we had
had of sending any news of any kind
through to shore, as the other steamers
we had been in communication with ear-
lier in the day were all too far to the east-
ward. Tt was also the last until Wednes-
day afternoon—and we afterward learned
what an awful suspense the world was in
during those three days, as we had only
been able to send the formal official mes-
sages of disaster, with approximate num-
ber saved, and the names of the first and
second class passengers and crew.

Our wireless instrument was only a
short-distance one, limited to one hundred
and thirty miles—to about two hundred
and twenty under most favorable circum-
stances; also we only had one operator.

It was most difficult to get the names
even, and the continuous strain at the in-
strument, the conditions under which the
operator was working, and the constant
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interruptions made it anything but a sim-
ple matter.

I must again refer to the quiet, subdued
manner of every one on board during our
return to New York. )

We had several hours’ fog on Tuesday
morning early, and again it set in thick
Wednesday morning and continued foggy,
more or less, all the way to New York.

The dismal nerve-racking noise of the
whistle blowing every half-minute must
have been very distressing to the surviv-
ors especially, and one can quite under-
stand their suspense and agony of mind in
having gone through such a terrible ex-
perience on that fateful night, and then
the other terror of the sea-fog coming to
augment their mental suffering.

We had taken three' bodies from the
boats, and one man died during the fore-
noon of Monday, all four being buried
at four in the afternoon, Protestant and
Roman Catholic services being held over
them according to their religion.

At half-past eight Monday night, in
company with the purser and chief stew-
ard, I went all round the ship to inspect
the arrangements made for every one,
and found all that was possible to be done
was either done or being done. All the
public rooms were converted into sleeping
accommodations. Fortunately, we had
an ample supply of blankets and all spare
mattresses and pillows were served out,
every one having every attention given
them that was at our command.

Many of our own stewards were self-
appointed watchmen during the night,
remaining at their posts in readiness to
attend to any one requiring assistance,
and to give moral support—to the ladies
especially, who always found some one
ready to help or to cheer them.

In speaking of the loyalty and cheerful
willingness of every member of the crew,
officers and men, from the moment I gave
the first order to our arrival in New York
(and I know for a certainty that the
doctor, pursers, and stewards—even the
little bell-boys—had very little rest until
the Friday night, that is, the day we left
New York again), I must also mention
the assistance given by the stewards of
the Titanic who were saved; they all
turned to and assisted in every way they
could,

Vor. LIII.—31
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We heard of many great and noble
deeds of self-sacrifice performed by those
on the Titanic that night: tales of hero-
ism and bravery of men and women, of
men who had everything in this world to
live for, men who were sending away in
the boats those who were dearest on earth
to them, those in the boats leaving on
the ship those most dear to them in the
whole world. Men who had so much of
this world’s honors and riches yet at the
great test they showed the world they had
still greater gifts—the gift of great and
noble self-sacrifice and self-command.

Standing out equal to each or any, and
superbly noble, was that of a young girl.

A boat full of women and ready for low-
ering was found to be too full and the
order was given for some one to get out,
as it was considered unsafe. A young
lady—a girl, really—got up to leave the
boat; then some of the others tried to per-
suade her to remain. “No,” she said,
“you are married and have families; T'm
not, it doesn’t matter about me!”

This girl-woman, in the highest and no-
blest sense, got out of the boat and re-
turned to the deck of the ship. Those in
the boat were saved, the girl on deck
went down with the ship. From being in
a position to be saved she deliberately re-
turned to the uncertainty, and so gave her
life willingly that others might have a bet-
ter chance of being saved. There were
many incidents,—almost too numerous to
mention,—and incidents one does not care
to recall; but one case might be cited,
perhaps.

During dinner on Sunday evening a
wireless message was received by some of
cur passengers from relatives aboard the
Titanic. At four-thirty Monday morn-
ing, two of the relatives were brought
to the state-room of our passengers, who
were then in bed asleep and knew noth-
ing of what was taking place, such was
the irony of fate! The surprise—nay,
stupefaction—of our passengers so sud-
denly roused to hear such news can well
be imagined.

Wednesday afternoon about one o’clock
we were in wireless communication with
U.S. S. Chester; dense fog at the time, and
through her sent in the remainder of the
names of survivors, with corrections alsa,

We picked up Fire Island light ves-
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sel from its fog-horn about four o’'clock
Thursday afternoon, after which the
weather cleared considerably. About six
we stopped off Ambrose Channel light-
ship, and picked up our pilot. It was at
this time we got some idea of suspense
and excitement in the world. We were
met by several powerful tug-boats char-
tered by the press and full of press men,
anxious to get news. Naturally, T did not
care to have any of the passengers har-
assed by reporters seeking information; so
I decided not to allow any one on board
the Carpathia.

As we were going up Ambrose Channel,
the weather changed completely, and a
more dramatic ending to a tragic occur-
rence it would be hard to conceive.

It began to blow hard, rain came down
in torrents, and, to complete the finale,
we had continuous vivid lightning, and
heavy,rolling thunder. This weather con-
tinued until our arrival off the Cunard
dock.

It was astonishing how quiet—appar-
ently stolid—every one aboard was in
their loyalty. Seeing I refused to hold
any communication with the press-boats,
all the passengers seemed to take the
same view, and to all inquiries for news
or photographs, or even names, a tense
silence was maintained throughout.

Whilst we were stopped off the dock,
getting the Titanic’s boats away from the
ship, a press man did manage to get on
board, Tt was reported to me and I had
him brought on the bridge. T explained
my reasons for not allowing any one on
board, and that I could not allow the
passengers to be interviewed, and put him
on his honor not to leave the bridge under
eertain penalties. I must say he was a
gentleman.

What with the wind and rain, a pitch-
dark night, lightning and thunder, and
the photographers taking flashlight pict-
ures of the ship, and the explosion of the
lights, it was a scene never to be effaced
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from one’s memory. There were dozens
of tugs dodging about the ship, and the
lowering away of the Titanic’s boats (we
could not get into dock until all the 7%-
tanic's boats were away from the ship, as
seven of them were suspended in our dav-
its and six were on the forecastle head,
and so in the way of working the mooring
ropes), and these boats leaving the ship in
the blackness of the night with two of the
rescued crew in each boat and some of the
Titanic's officers in charge of them, it
brought back to one’s mind the manner in
which these same boats were last lowered
from that great and magnificent ship never
to reach New York.

1t did indeed seem a fitting final scene
to the most tragic and greatest marine
disaster in the history of the sea. At nine-
twenty we got into dock and the passen-
gers were now free to land. And so they
left us, after being aboard over three and
a half days—landed to meet their dear
ones and friends, and to feel once more
their poignant grief surging uppermost in
their minds. As they landed we all felt
such a relief as only those experience who
have for days been under a great strain
—keyed up to the highest pitch of anxi-
ety all the time. With such anxiety for
the safety of so many people placed in
my care under such heart-rending and
tragic circumstances, on their landing I
was thankful. With the people landed,
the work of the Carpathia was finished, so
far as the part we had taken in the catas-
trophe.

Of all the remarkable incidents in con-
nection with the whole history of the short
life of that magnificent creation of man,
not the least was the name of that never-
to-be-forgotten ship.

Looking in the dictionary one finds there
the definition of that ill-fated name, “T1-
TANIC: a race of people vainly striving to
overcome the forces of nature.” Could

anything be more unfortunate or tragic in
its significance?




THE SHEPHERD WHO WATCHED BY NIGHT

By Thomas Nelson Page

ILLUSTRATIONS BY PAvL JULIEN MEYLAN

i] guished or even perhaps dis-

& Sy tinctive about it except its
TV %gwﬁg;' trees and the tapering spire
g‘i}ﬁjé’\&é ofa church lifting above

= them. It was not unlike a
hundred other places that one sees as one
travels through the country. It called it-
self a town; but it was hardly more than a
village. One long street, now paved on
both sides, climbed the hill, where the old
post-road used to run in from the country
on one side and out again on the other,
passing a dingy, large house with white-
washed pillars, formerly known as the tav-
ern, but nowcallingitself “ TheInn.” This,
with two or three cross-streets and a short
street or two on either side of the main
street, constituted ‘“the town.” A num-
ber of good houses, and a few very good,
indeed, sat back in yards dignified by fine
trees. Three or four churches stood on
cerners, as far apart apparently as possi-
ble. Several of them were much newer
and fresher painted than the one with the
spire and cross; but this was the only old
one and was generally spoken of as “ The
Church,” as the rector was meant when
the people spoke of “ the preacher.” Ttsat
back from the street, in a sort of sordid
seclusion, and near it, yet more retired,
was an old mansion, also dilapidated, with
a wide porch, much decayed, and to the
side and a little behind it, an out-build-
ing or two, one of which was also occupied
asadwelling. Theformer was therectory,
and the smaller dwelling was where the old
woman lived who took care of the rectory,
cleaned up the two or three rooms which
the rector used since his wife’s death, and
furnished him his meals. It had begun
only as a temporary arrangement, but it
seemed to work well enough and had gone
on now for years and no one thought of
changing it. If an idea of change ever
entered the mind of any one, it was only
when the old woman’s grumbling floated
out into the town as to the tramps who

fe
7
A

i
A

would come and whom the preacher would
try to take care of. Then, indeed, discus-
sion would take place as to the utter im-
practicability of the old preacher and the
possibility of getting a younger and liver
man in his place. For the rest of the time
the people were hopeless. The old preach-
er was not only past his prime but his use-
fulness. Yet whatcould theydo? Noone
else wanted him, and they could not turn
him out. He was saddled on them for
life. They ran simply by the old propul-
sion; but the church was going down, they
said, and they were helpless. This had
been the case for years and now as the
year neared its close it was the same.

Suchwas the talk as they finished dress-
ing the church for Christmas and made
their way homeward—the few who still
took interest enough to help in this way.
They felt sorry for the old man, who had
been much in their way during the dress-
ing, but sorrier for themselves.

This had been a few days before Christ-
mas and now it was Christmas eve.

The old rector sat at his table trying
to write his Christmas sermon. He was
hopelessly behindhand withit. The table
was drawn up close to the worn stove,
but the little bare room was cold, and
now and then the old man blew on his fin-
gers to warm them, and pushed his feet
closer to the black hearth. Again and
again he took up his pen as if to write, and
as often laid it down again. The weather
was bitter and the coal would not burn.
There was little to burn. He wore his
old overcoat, to save fuel. Before him on
the table, amid a litter of other books and
papers, lay a worn Bible and prayer-book
open, and beside them a folded letter on
which his eye often rested. Outside, the
wind roared, shaking the doors, rattling the
windows, and whistling at the key-holes.
Now and then the sound of a passing ve-
hicle was borne in on the wind, and at in-
tervals came the voices of boys shouting
to each other as they ran by. The old
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man did not hear the former, but when the
boys shouted he listened till they had
ceased, his thoughts turned to the past
and to the two boys whom God had given
him and had then taken back to Himself.
His gray face wore a look of deep concern,
and, indeed, of dejection, and his eye wan-
dered once more to the folded letter on the
table. It was signed “A Friend,” and it
was this which was responsible for the un-
written Christmas sermon. It was what
the world calls an anonymous letter and,
though couched in kindly terms, it had
struck a dagger into the old man’s heart.
Yet he could not but say that in tone
and manner it was a kind act. Certainly
it had told the truth and if in tearing a
veil from his eyes it had stunned him, why
should he not face the truth!

He took the letter up again and reread
it, not that he needed to read it, for he
knew it by heart. Every sentence was
seared into his memory.

He reread it hoping to find some answer
to its plain, blunt, undeniable statements,
but he found none. It was all true, every
word, from the ominous beginning which
stated that the writer felt that he had “a
clear duty to perform,” down to the close
when with a protestation of good-will he
signed himself the old man’s friend.

“You must see, unless you are blind,”
ran the letter, ““ that your church is run-
ning down, and unless you get out and
let the congregation secure a new and
younger man, there will soon be no con-
gregation at all left. No men come to
church any longer and many women who
used to come now stay away. Youarea
good man, but you are a failure. Your
usefulness is past.” Yes, it was true, he
was a failure. His usefulness was past.
This was the reason doubtless that no
Christmas things had come this year—
they wanted to let him know. It pained
him to think it, and he siched.

“You spend your time fooling about a
lot of useless things,” continued the anon-
ymous friend, “visiting people who do not
come to church, and you have turned the
rectory into a harbor for tramps.

“You cannot preach any longer. You
are hopelessly behind the times. People
nowadays want no more doctrinal points
discussed; they want to hear live, up-to-
date, practical discourses on the vital
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problems of the day. Such as the Rev,
Dr. delivers. His church is full.”
This also was true. He was no longer
able to preach. He had felt something of
this himself. Now it came home to him
like a blow on the head, and a deeper pain
was the conviction which, long hovering
about his heart, now settled and took def-
inite shape, that he ought to get out. But
where could he go? He would have gone
long since if he had known where to go.
He could not go out and graze like an old
horse on the roadside. There was no pro-
vision made for such as he. No pensions
were provided by his church for old and
disabled clergymen, and the suggestion
made in the letter had no foundation in
his case: “You must or, at least, you
should have saved something in all this
time.”’

This sounded almost humorous and a
wintry little smile flickered for a moment
about the wrinkled mouth. His salary
had never been over six hundred dollars,
and there were so many to give to. Of
late, it had been less than this amount
and not all of this had been paid. The
smile died out and the old man’s face
grew grave again as he tried to figure out
what he could do. He thought of one or
two old friends to whom he could write.
Possibly, they might know some country
parish that would be willing to take him,
though it was a forlorn hope. If he could
but hold on till they invited him, it would
be easier, for he knew how difficult it was
for a clergyman out of a place to get acall.
People were so suspicious. Once out, he
was lost.

At the thought, a picture of a little
plot amid the trees in the small cemetery
on the hill near the town slipped into
his mind. Three little slabs stood there
above three mounds, one longer than the
others, They covered all that was mor-
tal of what he had loved best on earth.
The old man sighed and his face in the
dim light took on an expression very far
away. Hedrifted off into a reverie. Ab,
if they had only been left to him, the two
boys that God had sent him and had then
taken back to Himself, and the good wife
who had borne up so bravely till she had
sunk by the wayside! TIf he were only
with them! He used to be rebellious at
the neglect that left the drains so deadly,




He bent down, with the lantern held low, . . .
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but that was gone now. He leant forward
on his elbows and gradually slipped slowly
to his knees. He was on them a long
time, and when he tried to rise he was
quite stiff; but his face had grown tran-
quil. He had been in high converse with
the blessed of God and his mind had
cleared. He had placed everything in
God’s hands, and He had given him light.
He would wait until after Christmas and
then he would resign. But he would
announce it next day. The flock there
should have a new and younger and abler
shepherd. This would be glad tidings to
them.

He folded up the letter and put it away.
He no longer felt wounded by it. It was
of God's ordaining and was to be received
as a kindness, a ray of light to show him
the path of duty. He drew his paper to-
ward him and, taking up his pen, began to
write rapidly and firmly.  The doubt was
gone, the way was clear. His text had
come to his mind.

“And there were in the same country,
shepherds abiding in the field, kee ping watch
over their flock by night, and lo, the Angel
of the Lord came wupon them, and the glory
of the Lord shone round aboul them. And
they were sore afraid.  And the Angel said
unto them: Fear not, for behold, I bring
wnlo you good lidings of great jov, wihich
shall be to all people.  For unto you is born
this day in the City of David a Saviour
which is Christ the Lord. And this shall
be a sign unto you. You shall find the
Babe wrapped in swaddling clothes lying in
a manger.

Unfolding the story, he told of the dark-
ness that had settled over Israel under the
Roman sway and the formalism of the
Jewish hierarchy at the time of Christ’s
coming, drawing from it the lesson that
God still had shepherds watching over
His flocks in the night to whom He
vouchsafed to send His heavenly mes-
sengers.  On and on he wrote, picturing
the divine mission of the Redeemer and
His power to save souls, and dwelling on
Christmas as the ever recurrent reminder
of " the tender mercy of our God where-
by the Day Spring from on High hath
vigited us.”

Suddenly he came to a pause. Some-
thing troubled him. It came to him that
he had heard that a woman in the town
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was very sick and he had intended going
to see her. She had had a bad reputa-
tion; but he had heard that she had re-
formed. At any rate she was ill. He

_paused and deliberated. At the moment

the wind rattled the shutters. She did
not belong to his flock or, so far as he
knew, to any flock, and once when he had
stopped her on the street and spoken to
her of her evil life, she had insulted him.
She had told him that he had better look
after his own people instead of lecturing
her. He turned back to his paper, pen in
hand; but it was borne in on him that he
was writing of watching over the flock by
night and here he was neglecting one of his
Father's sheep. He laid aside his pen
and, rising, took down hisold hat and stick,
lit his lantern, turned down his lamp, and,
shufiling through the bare, narrow pas-
sage, let himsell out at the door. As he
came out on to the little porch to step
down to the walk, the wind struck him
fiercelyand he had somedifficulty in fasten-
ing the door with its loose lock; but this
done he pushed forward. The black trees
swayedand creaked above him in the wind,
and fine particles of snow stung his with-
ered cheeks.  He wondered if the shep-
herds in the fields ever had such a night as
this for their watch. He remembered to
have read that snow fell on the moun-
tains of Judea. It was a blustering walk.
The wind felt as if it would blow through
him. Yet he stumbled onward.

At length he reached the little house on
a back street in the worst part of the vil-
lage, where he had heard the sick woman
lived. A light glimmered dimly in an
upper window and his knocking finally
brought to the door a woman who looked
after her. She was not in a good humor
at being disturbed at that hour, for her
rest had been much broken of late; but she
was civil and invited him in.

In answer to his question of how her
patient was, she replied shortly: ‘“No
better; the doctor says she can’t last much
longer. Do you want to see her?” she
added presently.

The old rector said he did and she
waved toward the stair. “You can walk
up.”

As they climbed the stair she added:
“She said you'd come if you knew.” The
words made the old man warmer. And
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when she opened the door of the sick-room
and said, “Here's the preacher, as you
said,” the faint voice of the invalid mur-
muring, “T hoped you'd come,” made him
feel yet warmer.

He was still of some use even in this
parish.

Whatever her face had been in the past,
illness and suffering had refined it. He
stayed there long, for he found that she
needed him. She unburdened herself to
him. She was sorry she had been rude to
him that time. She had been a sinful
woman. She said she had tried of late to
live a good life, since that day he had
spoken to her, but she now found that she
had not. She had wanted to be a be-
liever and she had gone to hear him preach
one day after that, but now she did not
seem to believe anything.  They told her
that she must repent. She wanted to
repent, but she could not feel.  She was
in ‘the dark and she feared she was lost.
The old man had taken his seat by her
side, and he now held her hand andsoothed
her tenderly.

“Once, perhaps,” he said doubtfully,
“though God only knows that, but cer-
tainly no longer. Christ died for you.
You say vou wanted to change, that you
tried to ask God’s pardon and to live a
better life even before you fell ill. Do you
think you could want this as much as God
wanted it? He put the wish into your
heart. Do you think He would now let
you remain lost?  Why, He sent His Son
into the world to seek and to save the lost.
He has sent me to you to-night to tell you
that He has come to save you. It is not
you that can save yourself, but He, and if
you feel that it is dark about you, never
mind—the path is still there. One of the
old Fathers has said that God sometimes
puts His children to sleep in the dark.”

“But I have been— You don’t know
what I have been,” she murmured. The
old man laid his hand softly on her head.

“He not only forgave the Magdalen, for
her love of Him, but He vouchsafed to her
the first sight of His face after His resur-
rection.”

“I see,” she said simply.

A little later she dozed off, but pres-
ently roused up again. A bell was ring-
ing somewhere in the distance. It was
the ushering in of the Christmas morn.
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“What is that?”" she asked feebly.

He told her.

“T think if T were well, if I could ever
e good enough, T should like to join the
church,” she said. “I remember being
baptized—long ago.”

“You have joined it,” he replied.

Just then the nurse brought her a glass.

“What is that?’’ she asked feebly.

“A little wine.” She held up a bottle
in which a small quantity remained.

Tt seemed to the old preacher a sort of
answer to his thought. “Have you bread
here?”” he asked the young woman. She
went out and a moment later brought him
a piece of bread.

He had olten administered the carly
communion on Christimas morning, but
never remembered a celebration that had
seemed to him so real and satisfying. As
he thought of the saints departed this life
in the faith and fear of God, they appeared
to throng about him as never before, and
among them were the faces he had known
and loved best on earth.

It was toward morning when he left;
as he bade her good-by he knew he should
sce her no moere this side of Heaven.

As he came out into the night the snow
was falling, but the wind had died down
and he no longer felt cold. The street
was empty, but he no longer felt lonely.
He seemed to have got nearer to God's
throne.

Suddenly, as he neared his house, a
sound fell on his ears.  He stopped short
and listened. Could he have been mis-
taken? Could that have been a baby's
cry? There was no dwelling near but his
own, and on that side only the old and
unoccupied stable in the yard whence the
sound had seemed to come. A glance at
it showed that it was dark and he was
moving on again to the house when the
sound was repeated. This time there was
no doubt of it. A baby’s wail came clear
on the silence of the night from the unused
stable. A thought that it might be some
poor foundling flashed into his mind. The
old man turned and, stumbling across the
yard, went to the door.

“Who is here?” he asked of the dark.
There was no answer, but the child wailed
again and he entered the dark building,
asking again, “Who is here?” as he
groped his way forward. This time a
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voice almost inarticulate answered. Hold-
ing his dim little lantern above his head,
he made his way inside, peering into the
darkness, and presently, in a stall, on a lot
ofoldlitter, hedescried adark and shapeless
mass from which the sound came. Mov-
ing forward, he bent down, with the lan-
tern held low, and the dark mass gradu-
ally took shape as a woman’s form seated
on the straw. A patch of white, from
which a pair of eyes gazed up at him, be-
came a face and, below, a small bundle
clasped to her breast took on the lines of a
babe.

“What are you doing here?” he asked,
breathless with astonishment. She shook
her head wearily and her lips moved as if
to say, “I didn’t mean any harm.” But
no sound came. She only tried to fold
the babe more warmly in her shawl. He
took off his overcoat and wrapped it
around her. “Come,” he said firmly.
“You must come with me,” he added
kindly; then, as she did not rise, he put
out his hand to lift her, but, instead, sud-
denly set down the lantern and took the
babe gently into his arms. She let him
take the child, and rose slowly, her eyes
still on him. He motioned for her to take
the lantern and she did so. And they
came to the door. He turned up the walk,
the babe in his arms, and she going before
him with the lantern. The ground was
softly carpeted with snow, the wind had
died down, but the clouds had disap-
peared and the trees were all white, softly
gleaming, like dream-trees in a dream-
land. The old man shivered slightly,
but not now with cold. He felt as if he
had gone back and held once more in his
arms one of those babes he had given
back to God. He thought of the shep-
herds who watched by night on the Ju-
dean hills. “It must have been such a
night as this,” he thought.

As they reached his door he saw that
some one had been there in his absence.
A large box stood on the little porch and
beside it a basket filled with things. So
he had not been forgotten after all. The
milkman also had called and for his cus-
tomary small bottle of milk had left one of
double the usual size. When he let him-
self in at the door, he took the milk with
him. So the shepherds might have done,
he thought.

Vor. LIII.—33

It was long before he could get the fire
toburn; butin time this wasaccomplished;
the room grew warm and the milk was
warmed also. The baby was quieted and
was soon asleep in its mother’s lap. And
as the firelight fell from the open stove on
the child, in its mother’s arms before the
stove, the old man thought of a little pict-
ure he had once seen in a shop window.
He had wanted to buy it, but he had never
felt that he could gratify such a taste.
There were too many calls on him. Then,
as she appeared overcome with fatigue,
the old man put her with the child in the
only bed in the house that was ready for
an occupant and, returning to the little
living-room, ensconced himself in his
arm-chair by the stove. He had meant to
finish his sermon, but he was conscious
for the first time that he was very tired.
But he was also very happy. When he
awoke he found that it was quite late.
He had overslept and though his break-
fast had been set out for him, he had time
only to make his toiletand to go to church.
The mother and child were still asleep in
his room, the babe folded in her arm, and
he stopped only to gaze on them a mo-
ment and to set the rest of the milk and
his breakfast where the young mother
could find it on awaking. Then he went
to church, taking his half-finished sermon
in his worn case. He thought with some
dismay that it was unfinished, but the
memory of the poor woman and the
midnight communion, and of the young
mother and her babe, comforted him; so
he plodded on bravely. When he reached
the church it was nearly full. He had not
had such a congregation in a long time.
And they were all cheerful and happy.
The pang he had had as he remembered
that he was to announce his resignation
that day was renewed, but only for a sec-
ond. The thought of the babe and its
mother, warmed and fed in his little home,
drove it away. And soon he began the
service. He had never had such a ser-
vice. It all appeared to him to have a
new meaning. He felt nearer to the peo-
ple in the pews than he ever remembered
to have felt. They were more than ever
his flock and he more than ever their
shepherd. More, he felt nearer to man-
kind, and yet more near to those who had
gone before—the innumerable company
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of the redeemed. They were all about
him, clad all in white, glistering like the
sun. The heavens seemed full of them.
When he turned his eyes to the window,
the whole earth seemed white with them.
The singing sounded in his ears like the
choiring of angels. He was now in a maze.
He forgot the notice he had meant to give
and went straight into his sermon, stum-
bling a little as he climbed the steps to the
pulpit. He repeated the text and kept
siraight on. He told the story of the
shepherds in the fields watching their
flocks when the Angel of the Lord came
upon them, and told of the Babe in the
manger who was Christ the Lord. He
spoke for the shepherds. He pictured the
shepherds watching through the night
and made a plea for their loneliness and
the hardship of their lives.
very poor and ignorant. But they had
to watch the flock and God had chosen
them to be His messengers. The wise
men would come later, but now it was the
shepherds who first knew of the birth of
Christ the Lord. He was not reading as
was his wont. It was all out of his heart
and the eyes of all seemed to be on him—
of all in pews and of all that innumerable
host about him.

He was not altogether coherent, for he
at times appeared to confuse himself with
the shepherds. He spoke as if the mes-
sage had come to him, and after a while he
talked of some experiences he had had in
finding a child in a stable. He spoke as
though he had really seen it. ** And now,”
he said, “ this old shepherd must leave his
flock, the message has come for him.”

He paused and looked down at his ser-
mon and turned the leaves slowly, at first
carefully and then almost aimlessly. A
breath of wind blew in and a few leayves
slid off the desk and fluttered down to the
floor. “I have been in some fear lately,”
he said, “but God has appeared to make
the way plain. A friend has helped me,
and I thank him.” He looked around
and lost himself. I seem to have to come
to the end,” he said, smiling simply with a
soft, childish expression stealing over and
lighting up his wan face. “1I had some-
thing more I wanted to say, but I can't
find it and—I can’t remember. I seem
too tired to remember it. I am a very old

They were

man and you must bear with me, please,
while T try.” He quietly turned and
walked down the steps, holding on to the
railing.  As he stooped to pick up a loose
sheet from the floor he sank to his knees,
but he picked it up. ““Here it is,”” he said
with a tone of relief. I remember now.
It is that there were shepherds abiding in
the fields, keeping watch over their flocks
by night, and the light came upon them
and the glory of the Lord shone round
about them and they were sore afraid, and
the Angel said unto them:

“*Fear not, for behold, I bring unto vou
good tidings of great joy which shall be unto
all people; for unto vou is born this dav in
the City of David a Saviour which is Christ
the Lord.”

They reached him as he sank down
and, lifting him, placed him on a cushion
taken from a pew. He was babbling
softly of a babe in a stable and of the glory
of the Lord that shone round about them.
“Don’t you hear them singing?”” he said.
“You must sing too; we must all join
them.” At the suggestion of some one, a
woman's clear voice struck up,

“While shepherds watched their locks by night,”

and they sang it through as well as they
could for sobbing. But before the hymn
was ended the old shepherd had joined the
heavenly choir and gone away up into
Heaven.

As they laid him in the chamber on the
hill opening to the sunrise, the look in his
face showed that the name of that cham-
ber was Peace.

They talk of him still in his old parish,
of the good he did, and of his peaceful
death on the day that of all the year sig-
nified birth and life. Nothing was ever
known of the mother and babe. Only
there was a rumor that one had been seen
leaving the house during the morning and
passing out into the white-clad country.
And at the little inn in the town there was
vague wonder what had become of the
woman and her baby who applied for shel-
ter there that night before and was told
that there was no place for her there, and
that she had better go to the old preacher,
as he took in all the tramps.
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:m HE July sun enclosed in a
ring of fire the ilex grove of
a villa in thehillsnearSiena.
Below, by the roadside,
f Z?\( the long yellow house
seemed to waver in the
glare; but steep by steep, behind it, the
ilex-dusk mounted to the ledge where
Ralph Marvell, stretched on his back in
the scant grass, lay gazing up at a black
reticulation of branches between which
bits of sky gleamed with the hardness and
brilliancy of blue enamel.

Up there too the air was thick with
heat; but compared with the white fire
below it was a dim and tempered warmth,
like that of the churches in which he and
Undine sometimes took refuge at the
height of the torrid days.

Ralph loved the heavy Italian summer,
as he had loved the light spring days lead-
ing up to it: the long line of dancing days
that had drawn them on and on across the
landscape ever since they had left their
ship at Naples four months earlier. Four
months of beauty, changeful, inexhaust-
ible, weaving itself about him in shape
after shape of softness and mystery and
strength; and beside him, hand in hand
with hjm, embodying that spirit of shift-
ing magic, the radiant creature through
whose eyes he saw it. This was what their
hastened marriage had blessed them with,
giving them leisure, before summer came,
to penetrate to remote folds of the south-
ern mountains, to linger in the drowsy
shade of Sicilian orange-groves, and then,
travelling by slow stages to the Adriatic,
to reach the central hill-country where
even in July they might hope for a
breathable air.

To Ralph the Sienese air was not only
breathable but intoxicating. The sun,
treading the earth like a vintager, drew
from it heady fragrances, crushed out of
it new deep colours. All the values of the

temperate landscape were reversed: the
noon high-lights were white, but the
shadows had unimagined intensities of
colour. On the blackness of cork and ilex
lay the green and purple lustres, the cop-
pery iridescences of old bronze; and night
after night the skies were wine-blue and
bubbling with stars. Ralph said to him-
self thdt no one who had not seen Italy
thus prostrate beneath the sun knew what
secret treasures she could yield.

As he lay there in the grass, fragments
of past states of emotion, fugitive felici-
ties of thought and sensation, rose and
floated on the surface of his thoughts. It
was one of those moments when the accu-
mulated impressions of life converge on
throbbing heart and brain, elucidating,
enlacing each other, in a mysterious con-
fusion of beauty. He had had intuitions
of such a state l)efurt, of such mergings of
the personal with the general life that one
felt one’s self a mere wave on the wild
stream of being, and yet thrilled with a
sharper sense of individuality than can be
known in the mere bounds of the actual.
But now he knew the sensation in its ful-
ness, and with it came the releasing power
of language. Words were flashing through
the air like brilliant birds in the boughs
overhead; he had but to wave the magic
wand of expression to have them flutter
down to him. Only they were so beauti-
ful up there, weaving their fantastic flights
against the blue, that it was pleasanter,
for the moment, to watch them and let
the wand lie.

He stared up at the pattern they made
till his eyes ached with excess of light;
then he changed his position and looked
at his wife.

Undine, near by, leaned against a
anarled tree-trunk with the slightly con-
strained air of a person unused to sylvan
abandonments. Her beautiful back could
not adapt itself to the rugosities of the
tree, and she moved a little now and then
in the effort to find an easier position.
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But her expression was serene, and Ralph,
looking up at her through lids drowsy
with heat, thought her face had never
been more exquisite.

“You look as cool as a wave,” he said,
stretching out his arm to reach the hand
on her knee. She let him have it, and he
drew it closer, scrutinizing it as if it had
been a bit of precious porcelain or ivory.
Undine's hand was small and soft, a mere
featherweight, a puff-ball of a hand—not
quick and thrilling, not a speaking hand,
but one to be fondled and dressed in rings,
and to leave by its touch a rosy blur in the
brain. The fingers were short and taper-
ing, dimpled at the base, with nails as
smooth as rose-leaves. Ralph lifted them
one by one, like a child playing with the
keys of a piano, but they were inelastic
and did not spring back far—only far
enough to show the dimples.

He turned the hand over and traced
the course of its blue veins from the wrist
to the rounding of the palm below the
fingers; then he put a kiss in the warm
hollow between. The upper world had
vanished: his universe had shrunk to the
palm of a soft hand. But—there was no
sense of diminution. In the mystic depths
whence his passion grew, earthly dimen-
sions were ignored and the curve of beauty
was boundless enough to hold whatever
the imagination could pour intoit. Ralph
had never felt more convinced of his pow-
er to write a great poem, but now it was
Undine's hand which seemed to hold the
magic wand of expression.

She moved again uneasily, answering
his last words with a faint accent of re-
proach.

“I don't feel cool.
a breeze up here.”

He gave a laugh of indolent enjoyment.
“You poor darling! Wasn't it ever as
hot as this in Apex?”

Undine withdrew her hand with a slight
grimace. '

“Yes—but I didn’t marry you to go
back to Apex!"” '

Ralph laughed again; then he lifted
himself on his elbow and regained the

You said there'd be

hand. “I wonder what you did marry
me for, Undine?”

“Mercy! It's too hot for conun-
drums.”  She spoke without impatience,

but with a lassitude less joyous than his.
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“Do you really mind the heat so much?
We'll go, if you do.”

She sat up eagerly.
land, you mean?”’

“Well, I hadn’t taken such a long leap
as that. I only meant we might drive
back to Siena.”

She relapsed listlessly against her tree-
trunk. “Oh, Siena’s hotter than this.”

“We could go and sit in the cathedral—
it's always cool there at sunset.”

“We've sat in the cathedral at sunset
every day for a week.” .

“Well, what do you say to stopping at
Lecceto on the way? I haven’'t shown
you Lecceto yet; and the drive back by
moonlight would be glorious.”

This roused her to a slight show of in-
terest. ‘It might be nice—but where
could we get anything to eat?”

Ralph laughed again. “‘I don'’t believe
we could. You're so awfully practical.”

“Well, somebody’s got to be. And
the food in the hotel is too disgusting if
we're not on time.”

“T admit that the most digestible por-
tions have usually been appropriated by
the extremely good-looking cavalry-officer
who's so keen to know you.”

Undine's face brichtened. ““You know
he’s not a Count; he’s a Marquis. His
name’s Roviano; his palace in Rome is
in the guide-books, and he speaks English
beautifully. Céleste found out about him
from the head-waiter,” she said, with the
security of one who treats of recognized
values.

Marvell, sitting upright, reached lazily
across the grass for his hat. “That being
the case, there’s all the more reason for
rushing back to defend our share.” His
eyes absorbed in a last glance the glim-
mering submarine light of the ancient
grove, through which Undine’s figure
wavered white and nereid-like above him.

“You never looked your name more
than you do now,” he said, kneeling at
her side and putting his arm about her.
She smiled back a little vaguely, as if not
seizing his allusion, and being content to
let it drop into the store of unexplained
references which had once stimulated her
curiosity but now merely gave her leisure
to think of other things. But her smile
was no less lovely for its vagueness, and
indeed, to Ralph, as his lips pressed it,

“Go to Switzer-
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the loveliness was enhanced by the latent
doubt. He remembered afterward that
at that moment the cup of life seemed to
brim over.

“Come, dear—here or there—it's all
divine!” he said.

In the carriage, however, she remained
indifferent to the soft spell of the evening,
noticing only the heat and dust, and say-
ing, as they passed under the wooded
heights of Lecceto, that they might as well
have stopped there after all, since with
such a headache as she felt coming on she
didn’t care if she dined or not.

Ralph looked up yearningly at the great
walls overhead; but Undine’s mood was
hardly favourable to communion with
such scenes, and he made no attempt to
stop the carriage. Instead he presently
said: “If you're tired of Italy, we've got
the world to choose from.”

She made no answer for a moment;
then she said: “It’s the heat I'm tired of.
Don’t people generally come here ear-
lier?”

“Yes. That’s why I chose the sum-
mer: so that we could have it all to our-
selves.”

She tried to put a note of reasonable-
ness into her voice: “If you'd told me we
were going everywhere at the wrong time,
of course I could have arranged about my
clothes.”

Marvell laughed. “You poor darling!
Let us, by all means, go to the place where
the clothes will be right: they’re too beau-
tiful to be slighted in our scheme of life.”

Her lips hardened. “Iknow youdon’t
care how I look. But you didn't give
me time to order anything before we were
married, and I've got nothing but my last
winter’s things to wear.”

Ralph smiled. Even his subjugated
mind perceived the inconsistency of Un-
dine’s taxing him with having hastened
their marriage; but her variations on the
eternal feminine still enchanted him.

“We'll go wherever you please—you
make every place the one place,” he said,
with the caressing accent of one who hu-
mours an irresistible child.

“To Switzerland, then? Céleste says
St. Moritz is too heavenly,” exclaimed
Undine, who gathered her ideas of Eu-
rope chiefly from the conversation of her
experienced attendant.
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Her husband made a slight grimace.
“One can be cool short of the Engadine.
Why not go south again—say to Capri?”

“Capri? Isthat theisland we saw from
Naples where the artists go?” She drew
her brows together. “It would be simply
awful getting there in this heat.”

“Well, then, I know a little place in
Switzerland where one can still get away
from the crowd, and we can sit and look
at a green water-fall while I lie in wait
for adjectives.”

Mr. Spragg’s astonishment on learning
that his son-in-law contemplated main-
taining a household on the earnings of his
Muse was still matter for pleasantry be-
tween the pair; and one of the humours
of their first weeks together had consisted
in picturing themselves as a primeval
couple setting forth across a virgin con-
tinent and subsisting on the adjectives
which Ralph was to trap for his epic. On
this occasion, however, his wife did not
take up the jest, and he remained silent
while their carriage climbed the long dusty
hill to the Fontebranda gate. He had
seen her face droop as he suggested the
possibility of an escape from the crowds in
Switzerland, and it came to him, with the
sharpness of a knife-thrust, that a crowd
was what she wanted—that she was sick
to death of their solitude.

He sat motionless, staring ahead at the
red-brown walls and towers on the steep
above them. After all there was nothing
sudden in his discovery. For weeks it
had hung on the edge of consciousness,
but he had turned from it with the heart’s
instinctive clinging to the unrealities by
which it lives. Even now a hundred
qualifying reasons rushed to hisaid. They
told him 1t was not of himself that Undine
had wearied, but only of their present way
of life. He had said a moment before,
without conscious exaggeration, that her
presence made any place the one place;
yet with what grace would he have con-
sented to share in such a life as she was
leading before their marriage? And their
months of desultory wandering from one
remote Italian hill-top to another must
have seemed as purposeless to her as balls
and dinners would have been to him. An
imagination like his, peopled with such
varied images and associations, fed by
so many currents from the immemorial
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stream of human experience, could at first
hardly picture the bareness of the small
half-lit place in which his wife's spirit flut-
tered. Her mind was as destitute of
beauty and mystery as the prairie school-
house in which she had been educated;
and her ideals seemed to Ralph as pathetic
as the ornaments made of corks and cigar-
bands with which her infant hands had
been taught to adorn it. He was be-
ginning to understand this, and learning
to adapt himself to the narrow compass
of her experience. The task of opening
new windows in her mind, of dressing
her blank past with the rich tapestry of
romance and tradition, was inspiring
enough to give him infinite patience; and
he would not yet own to himself that the
pliancy and responsiveness he felt in her
were imitative rather than spontaneous.

Meanwhile he had no desire to sacrifice
her wishes to his, and it distressed him
that he dared not confess his real reason
for avoiding the Engadine. The truth
was that their funds were shrinking more
rapidly than he had expected. Mr.
Spragg, who, at first, had bluntly opposed
their hastened marriage on the ground
that he was not prepared, at such short
notice, to make the necessary provision
for his daughter, had shortly afterward
(probably, as Undine observed to Ralph,
in consequence of a lucky “turn” in the
Street) met their desires with all possible
“handsomeness,” bestowing on them a
wedding in conformity with Mrs. Spragg’s
ideals and up to the highest standard of
Mrs, Heeny's clippings, and promising
Undine an income sufficient to continue
a career so brilliantly begun. It was more
or less understood that Ralph, on their
return, should renounce the law and go
into some more immediately lucrative
business; but this seemed the smallest of
sacrifices to make for the privilege of call-
ing Undine his wife; and besides, he still
secretly hoped that, in the interval, his
real calling might declare itself in some
work which would justify his adopting the
life of letters.

Ralph had taken it for granted that
Undine's allowance, with the addition of
his own small income, was enouch to sut-
isfy their needs. His own were few, and
had always been easily kept within his
means; but his wife’s daily requirements,
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combined with her intermittent outbreaks
of extravagance, had thrown out all his
calculations, and they were already seri-
ously exceeding their income.

If any one had told him before his mar-
riage that he would find it difficult to tell
this to Undine he would have answered:
“Tt might be if she were marrying me for
my money—"; and during their first days
together it had seemed as though such a
question were the last likely to be raised
between them. But his marital education
had since made strides, and he was learn-
ing that a disregard for money may im-
ply not the willingness to get on without
it but merely a blind confidence that it
will somehow be provided. If Undine,
like the lilies of the field, took no care, it
was not because her wants were as few
hut because she assumed that care would
be taken for her by those whose privilege
it is to enable her sex to unite floral in-
souciance with Sheban elegance.

She had met her husband’s first note
of warning with the assurance that she
“didn’t mean to worry’; and Ralph felt
beneath the declaration the tacit assump-
tion that it was his business to do so for
her. He certainly wanted—poor bewil-
dered Ralph!—to guard her from this as
from all other cares; he wanted also, and
still more passionately after the topic had
once or twice recurred between them, to
guard himself from the risk of judging
where he still adored. These restraints
to frankness kept him silent during the
remainder of the drive, and when, alter
dinner, Undine again complained of her
headache, he let her go up to her room
and wandered out alone to renewed com-
munion with his problems.

They hung on him insistently as dark-
ness fell, and Siena, behind him, grew
vocal with that shrill diversity of sounds
that breaks, on summer nights, from
every cleft of the masonry in old Italian
towns. Then the moon rose, unfolding
depth by depth the lines of the antique
land below him; and Ralph, leaning
against an old brick parapet, and watch-
ing each silver-blue remoteness disclose
itself between the dark masses of the mid-
dle distance, felt his spirit enlarged and
pacified. For the first time, as his senses
thrilled to the deep touch of beauty, he
asked himself if out of these floating and
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fugitive vibrations he might not build
something concrete and stable, if even
such dull common cares as now oppressed
him might not become the motive power
of creation. If he could only, on the spot,
“do something " with all the accumulated
spoils of the last months—something that
should both put money into his pocket
and harmony into the rich confusion of
his spirit! “T'lIl write—I'll write: that
must be what the whole thing means,” he
said to himself, with a vague clutch at
some solution which should keep him
hanging a little longer half-way down the
steep of disenchantment.

He would have stayed on, heedless of
time, to trace the ramifications of his idea
in the complex beauty of the scene, but
for the stronger desire to make Undine
share in his mood. For the last few
months every thought and sensation had
been instantly transmuted into emotional
relationships with his wife and, though
the currents of communication between
them were neither deep nor numerous,
each fresh rush of feeling seemed to him
strong enough to clear a way to her heart.
This conviction now carried him straight,
and almost breathlessly, back to the inn;
but even as he knocked at Undine’s door
the subtle emanation of other influences
seemed to arrest and chill him.

His wife had put out the lamp, and sat
near a window in the moonlight, her head
propped on a listless hand. She turned as
Marvell entered; then, without speaking,
she looked away again.

He was used to this mute reception,
and had learned that it had no personal
significance, but was the result of an ex-
tremely simplified social code. Mr. and
Mrs. Spragg seldom spoke to each other
when they met, and words of greeting
seemed almost unknown to their domestic
vocabulary. Marvell had fancied, at first,
that his own warmth would call forth a
response from his wife, who had been so
quick to learn the forms of worldly inter-
course; but he soon saw that she regarded
intimacy as a pretext for escaping from
such forms into a blank absence of ex-
pression.

To-night, however, he felt another
meaning in her silence, and perceived that
she intended him to feel it. He met it by
silence, but of a different kind; letting his
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nearness speak for him, as he knelt beside
her and pressed his cheek to hers. She
seemed hardly aware of the gesture; but
to that also he was used. She had never
shown any repugnance to his tenderness,
but such response as it evoked was remote
and Ariel-like, suggesting, from the first,
not so much of the recoil of ignorance as of
the coolness of the element from which
she took her name.

As he pressed her to him she seemed to
grow less impassive. He felt her resign
herself to his arm like a tired child, and
held his breath, not daring to break the
spell.

At length he said in a whisper: “I've
just seen such a wonderful thing—I wish
you'd been with me!”

“What sort of a thing?” She turned
her head with a faint show of interest.

“A—I don’t know—a vision. . . It
came to me out there just now with the
moonrise.

“Avision?”” The interest in her voice
had flagged. “T never cared much about
spirits.  Mother used to try to drag me
to séances—but they always made me
sleepy.”

Ralph laughed. “I don't mean a dead
spirit but a living one! I saw the vision of
a book T mean to do. It came to me sud-
denly, magnificently, swooped down on
me as that big white moon swooped down
on the black landscape, tore at me like a
areat white eagle—like the bird of Jove!
After all, imagination was the eagle that
devoured Prometheus!”

She drew away abruptly, and the bright
moonlight showed him the apprehension
in her face. “You're not going to write a
book lhere?”

His arm slipped from her waist, and he
stood up and wandered away a step or
two. Then he turned and came back to
her. “Of course not here. Wherever you
want. The main point is that it's come to
me—no, that it's come back to me! For
it’s all these marvellous months, it's all
our happiness—it's the meaning of life
that I've found, and it’s you, dearest, you
who've given it to me!”

He dropped down beside her again, and
swept her eyes and hair with his kisses.
But she disengaged herself and he heard a
little sound like a sob in her throat.

“Undine—what’s the matter?”




“Nothing. . . I don’t know. . . [
suppose I'm homesick. . . that's all.”
She lifted her hands to her face.

“Homesick? My poor darling! You're
tired of travelling? You want to go back
to America ?”

“I don't know. . . I don’t like Eu-
rope . . « it's not what I expected, and I
think it’s all too dreadfully dreary!” The
words broke from her in a long wail of re-
bellion.

Marvell gazed at her perplexedly. It
seemed strange that such unguessed
thoughts should have been stirring in the
heart pressed to his. “It’s less beautiful
than you expected—or less amusing? Is
that it?" he asked.

“It's dirty and ugly—all the towns
we've been to are disgustingly dirty. I
loathe the smells and the beggars. I'm
sick and tired of the stufly rooms in the
hotels. I thought it would all be so
grand and splendid—but New York's
ever so much nicer!”

“Surely not New York in July?”

“I don't care—there are the roof-gar-
dens, anyhow; and there are always peo-
ple round. All these places seem as if
they were dead. It’s all like some awful
cemetery.”

A sense of compunction checked Mar-
vell’s laughter, and he drew her hands
down soothingly. “Don’t cry, dear—
don't! I see, I understand. You're
lonely and the heat has tired you out.
It is dull here; awfully dull; T've been
stupid not to feel it before. But we'll
start at once—we'll get out of it.”

She brightened instantly. “We'll go
up to Switzerland?”
“We’ll go up to Switzerland.” He had

a fleeting glimpse of the quiet place with
the green water-fall, where he might have
made tryst with his vision; then he
turned his mind {rom it and said: “We'll
go just wherever you want to. How soon
can you be ready to start?”

“Oh, to-morrow—the first thing to-mor-
row morning! I'llmake Céleste get up now
andpack. Can we go right through to St.
Moritz? I'drathersleep in the train than
in another of these awful places.”

She was on her [eet in a flash, her face
alight, her loose hair waving and floating
about her as though it rose on her happ‘}}
heart-beats.
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“Oh, Ralph, it's sweet of you, and I
love you!" she cried out, letting him catch
her to his breast.

XII

In the quiet place with the green
water-fall Ralph’s vision might have kept
faith with him; but how could he hope to
surprise it in the midsummer crowds of
St. Moritz?

Undine, at any rate, had found there
what she wanted; and when he was at her
side, and her radiant smile included him,
every other question was in abeyance,
But there were hours of solitary striding
over bare grassy slopes, face to face with
the ironic interrogation of sky and moun-
tains, when his besetting anxieties came
back, more persistent and importunate.
Sometimes they took the form of merely
material difficulties. How, for instance,
was he to meet the cost of their ruinous
suite at the Engadine Palace while he
awaited Mr. Spragg’s next remittance?
And once the hotel bills were paid, what
would be left for the journey back to
Paris, the looming expenses there, the
price of the passage to America? These
considerations would fling him back on
the thought of his projected book, which
was, after all, to be what the masterpieces
of literature had mostly been—a pot-
boiler. Well! Why not? Did not the wor-
shipper always heap the rarest essences
on the altar of his divinity? Ralph still
rejoiced in the thought of giving back to
Undine, in any form accessible to her im-
agination,something of the beauty of their
first months together. But even on his
solitary walks the vision eluded him; and
he could spare so few hours to its pursuit!

Undine's days were crowded, and it
was stiil a matter of course that where
she went he should follow. He had risen
visibly in her opinion since they had been
absorbed into the heterogeneous life of the
big hotels, and she had seen that his com-
mand of foreign tongues put him at an ad-
vantage even in circles where English was
generally spoken if not understood. Un-
dine herself, hampered by her lack of lan-
guages, was soon drawn into the group of
compatriots who struck the social pitch of
the hotel in which they annually congre-
gated. Their types were familiar enough
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to Ralph, who had taken their measure in
former wanderings, and come across their
duplicates in every scene of continental
idleness. Foremost among them was Mrs,
Harvey Shallum, a showy Parisianized
figure, with a small wax-featured husband
whose ultra-fashionable clothes seemed a
tribute to his wife’s importance rather
than the mark of personal preference.
Mr. Shallum, in fact, could not be said to
have any individual bent. Though he
conversed with a colourless fluency in the
principal European tongues he seldom ex-
ercised his gift except in intercourse with
hotel»manacrers and head-waiters; and
his long silences were broken only by re-
signed allusions to the enormities he had
suffered at the hands of this accomplished
but unscrupulous class.

Mrs. Shallum, though in command of
but a few verbs, all of which, on her lips,
became irregular, managed to express a
polyglot personality as vivid as her hus-
band’s was effaced. Her only idea of in-
tercourse with her kind was to organize
it into bands and subject it to frequent
and fatiguing displacements; and society
smiled at her for these exertions like an
infant vigorously rocked. She saw at
once Undine’s value as a factor in her
scheme, and the two formed an alliance
on which Ralph refrained from shedding
the cold light of depreciation. It was a
point of honour with him not to seem to
disdain any of Undine’s amusements: the
noisy interminable picnics, the hot pro-
miscuous balls, the concerts, bridge-par-
ties and theatricals which helped to dis-
guise the difference between the high Alps
and Paris or New York. He said to him-
self that there is always a Narcissus-ele-
ment in youth, and that what Undine
really enjoyed was the image of her own
charm mirrored in the admiration it
evoked. With her quick perceptions and
adaptabilities she would soon learn to care
more about the quality of the reflecting
surface; and meanwhile he did not wish to
throw on her pleasure the destructive
light of his maturer criticism.

The prompt appearance at their hotel
of the cavalry-officer from Siena was a
slight strain on Ralph’s philosophy; but
even after the handsome Marquis had
been introduced to Undine, and had
whirled her through an evening’s dances,
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her husband was not seriously disturbed.
His relation to his wife had grown closer
since they had come to St. Moritz, and in
the brief moments she could give him she
was now always gay and approachable.
Her fitful humours had vanished, and she
began to show qualities of comradeship
that seemed the promise of a deeper un-
derstanding. But this very promise made
him more subject to her moods, more fear-
ful of breaking the accord on which his
future hung. Least of all could he broach
the subject of money: he had too keen a
memory of the way her lips could narrow,
and her eyes turn from him as if he were a
stranger.

It was a different matter that one day
brought the look he feared to her face.
She had been in high good-humour all the
morning, and after luncheon had an-
nounced her intention of going on an ex-
cursion with Mrs, Shallum and three or
four of the young men who formed the
nucleus of their shifting circle. For the
first time she did not ask Ralph if he were
coming, and he felt no resentment at be-
ing left out. He was tired of these noisy
assaults on the high solitudes and the
prospect of a quiet afternoon turned his
thoughts to his book. Now if ever there
seemed a chance of recapturing the moon-
light vision. . .

He stood on the baleony of their apart-
ment looking down on the assembling
party. Mrs. Shallum was already on the
scene, screaming bilingually at various
windows in the long facade; and Undine
presently appeared, attended by the Mar-
chese Roviano and two young English
diplomatists. Slim and tall in her trim
Alpine dress, she made the ornate Mrs.
Shallum look like a piece of ambulant up-
holstery. The high air brightened her
cheeks and struck new lights from her
hair,and Ralph thought he had never seen
her so touched with morning freshness.
But the party was not yet Lomplete and
he felt a movement of annoyance when he
recognized, in the last person to join it, a
Russian lady of questionable fame whom
he had run across in his unmarried days,
and as to whom he had already given his
wife a word of warning. Knowing what
strange specimens from the depths slip
through the wide meshes of the watering-
place world, he had foreseen that U ndine
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would inevitably be brought in contact
with the Baroness Adelschein; but he had
not expected the latter to figure in their
intimate circle.

When the party had started he turned
back to his writing-table and tried to take
up his work; but he could not fix his
thoughts: they were far away,in Undine’s
wake. They had been but five months
married, and it seemed, after all, a little
soon for him to be dropped out of such ex-
cursions as unquestioningly as Harvey
Shallum. He smiled away this first
twinge of jealousy, but the sense of irri-
tation which it left in him found a pre-
text in his displeasure at Undine’s choice
of companions. Mrs. Shallum grated on
his taste, but she was as open to inspec-
tion as a shop-window, and he was sure
that time would teach his wife the cheap-
ness of what she had to show. Roviano
and the Englishmen were well enough
too: frankly bent on amusement, but well-
mannered and well-bred. Men, however,
took their tone from the women they were
with; and Ralph knew enough of Madame
Adelschein’s to guess its effect on her com-
panions. He knew also that Undine’s
gift of self-defense was offset by the in-
stinct of adapting herself to whatever
company she was in, of copying “the
others” in speech and gesture as closely
as she reflected them in dress; and he was
tormented by the thought of what her ig-
norance and her adaptability might expose
her to.

She came back late, flushed with her
long walk, her face all sparkle and mys-
tery, as he had seen it in the first days of
his courtship; and the look somehow re-
vived his irritated sense of having been
intentionally left out of the party.

“You've been gone forever. Was it the
Adelschein who made you all forget the
time?”’ he asked her, trying to take a jok-
ing tone.

Undine, as she dropped down on the
sofa and unpinned her walking-hat, shed
on him the light of her guileless gaze.

“I don't know: everybody was amus-
ing. The Marquis is awfully bright.”

Ralph scraped his idle quill against the
tray of the inkstand.

“I'd no idea you or Bertha Shallum
knew Madame Adelschein well enough to
take her off with you.” '
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Undine twirled her hat in her hands and
absently smoothed its tuft of glossy feath-
ers.

“T don’t see that you've got to know
people particularly well to go for a walk
with them. The Baroness is awfully
bright too.” )

She always gave her acquaintances
their titles, seeming not, in this respect,
to have noticed that a simpler form pre-
vailed.

“T don't dispute the interest of what
she says; but I've told you what decent
people think of what she does,” Ralph re-
torted, exasperated by what seemed a wil-
ful affectation of suddenly irritated igno-
rance.

She kept on him her candid gaze, in
which there was no shadow of offense.

“You mean they don’t want to go
round with her? You're mistaken: it’s
not true. She goes round with every-
body. She dined last night with the
Grand Duchess; Roviano told me so.”

This was not calculated to help Ralph
to a more tolerant view of the question.

“Does he also tell you what’s said of
her?”

“What's said of her?”  Undine's
limpid glance rebuked him. “Do you
mean that disgusting scandal? Do you

suppose I'd let him talk to me about such
things? I meant you're mistaken about
her social position. He says she goes
everywhere.”

Ralph laughed impatiently. ‘“No doubt
Roviano’s an authority; but it doesn’t
happen to be his business—or say his priv-
ilege—to choose your friends for you.”

Undine laughed also. “Well, I guess I
don’t need anybody to do that: I can do
it myself,” she said, with the good-hu-
moured brusqueness that was the habitual
note of the Spragg intercourse.

Ralph, pushing aside his papers, sat
down beside her and laid a caressing touch
on her shoulder. ‘““No, you can't, you
foolish child. You know nothing of this
society you're in; of its antecedents, its
rules, its conventions; and it’s my busi-
ness to look after you, and warn you when
you're on the wrong tack.”

“Mercy, what a solemn speech!” She
shrugged away his hand without ill-tem-
per. “T1don’t believe an American wom-
an needs to know such a lot about their
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old rules. They can see I mean to follow
my own, and if they don’t like it they
needn’t go with me.”

“Oh, they’ll go with you fast enough,
as you call it. They’ll be too charmed to.
The question is to what extent they'll
make you go with them, and where, if
you do, they’ll finally land you.”

She tossed her head back with the
movement she had learned in “speaking ”
school-pieces about freedom and the Brit-
ish tyrant.

“No one’s ever yet gone any farther
with me than I wanted!” she declared on
a clarion-note of defiance. She was really
exquisitely simple.

“T'm not sure Roviano hasn't, in vouch-
ing for Madame Adelschein. But he
probably thinks you know about her. To
him this isn’t ‘society’ any more than the
contents of an omnibus. Society, to all
these people, means the sanction of their
own special group and of the correspond-
ing groups elsewhere. The Adelschein
goes about in a place like this because it’s
nobody’s business to stop her; but the
women who tolerate her here would drop
her like a shot if she set foot on their own
territory.”

The thoughtful air with which Undine
heard him out made him fancy this argu-
ment had carried; and as he ended she
threw him a bright look.

“Well, that's easy enough: I can drop
her if she comes to New York."”

Ralph sat silent for a moment—then he
turned away from her and began to gather
up his scattered pages.

Undine, in the ensuing days, was no
less often with Madame Adelschein, and
Ralph suspected a challenge in her open
frequentation of the lady. But if chal-
lenge there were, he let it lie. Whether
his wife saw more or less of Madame Adel-
schein seemed no longer of much conse-
quence: she had so amply shown him her
ability to protect herself. The pang lay
in the completeness of the prooi—in the
perfect functioning of her instinct of self-
preservation. For the first time he was
face to face with his hovering dread: he
was judging where he still adored.

It was well for him that before long he
was roused from such thoughts by the ap-
proach of concrete cares. He had already
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begun to watch the post for his father-in-
law’s monthly remittance, without pre-
cisely knowing how, even with its aid, he
was to bridge the widening gulf of expense
between St. Moritz and New York. The
non-arrival of Mr. Spragg’s cheque opened
the door to graver apprehensions, and
these were abru ptly confirmed when, com-
ing in one afternoon, he found Undine
crying over a letter from her mother.

Her agitation made him fear that Mr.
Spragg was ill, and he drew her to him
soothingly; but she broke away with a
jerk of impatience,

“Oh, they're all well enough—but fa-
ther’slost a lot of money. He’s been spec-
ulating, and he can’t send us anything for
at least three months.”

Ralph murmured reassuringly: “As
long as there’s no one ill!"—hbut in reality
he was following her despairing gaze down
the long perspectiveof theirbarren quarter.

“Three months! Three months!” he
repeated.

Undine dried her eyes, and sat with set
lips and tapping foot while he hurried on
through Mrs. Spragg’s rambling pages.

“Your poor father! It's a hard knock
for him. I'msorry,” he said as he handed
back the letter.

For a moment she did not seem to hear;
then she murmured between her teeth:
“It’s hard for ws. I suppose now we'll
have to go right off home.”

He looked at her with wonder. “Go
home? If that were alll In any case I
should have to be back in a few weeks.”

“But we needn't have left here in Au-

.gust! TIt's the first place in Europe that

I've liked, and it’s just my luck to be
dragged away from it!”

He sat down by her with an impulse of
compunction. “I'm so awfully sorry,
dearest. It's my fault for persuading you
to marry a pauper.”

“It's father’s fault. Why on earth did
he go and speculate? There’s no use his
saying he's sorry now!” She sat brood-
ing for a moment and then suddenly took
her hushand’shand. “Couldn’t your peo-
ple do something—help us out just this
once, I mean?”

Marvell grew red to the forechead. It
was inconceivable to him that she should
make such a suggestion, and her doing
so struck at the very roots of pride.
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“T couldn't ask them—it's not possible.
My grandfather does as much as he can
for me, and my mother has nothing but
what he gives her.”

Undine seemed unconscious of his em-
barrassment. **He doesn’t give us nearly
as much as father does,” she said; and, as
Ralph remained speechless she went on
irritably: ** Couldn’t you ask your sister,
then? I must have some clothes to go
home in.”

His heart contracted as he looked at
her. What sinister change came over her
when her will was crossed? She seemed to
grow inaccessible, implacable—her eyes
were like the eyes of an enemy.

“T don't know—I'll see,”” he muttered,
rising and moving away from her. At
that moment the touch of her hand was
repugnant to him. Yes—he might ask
Laura, no doubt: and whatever she had
would be his for the asking. But the ne-
cessity was bitter to him, and Undine's
unconsciousness of the fact hurt him more
than her indifference to her father's mis-
fortune.

What hurt him most was the curious
fact that, for all her light irresponsibility,
it was always she who made the practical
suggestion, hit the nail of difhculty on the
head. No sentimental scruple made the
blow waver and deflected her resolute aim.
She had thought at once of Laura, and
Laura proved, in the event, his only, his
inevitable resource. His quick imagina-
tion forestalled his sister's wonder, and
made him wince under the sting of Henley
Fairford’s irony: Fairford, who at the
time of the marriage had sat silent and
pulled his moustache while every one else
talked and resisted, yet under whose si-
lence Ralph had felt a deeper protest than
under all the reasoning of the others. It
was no comfort to reflect that Fairford
would probably continue to say nothing!
—but necessity made light of these
twinges and Ralph set his teeth and
cabled to his sister.

Undine's chief surprise seemed to he
that the response, though immediate and
generous, did not enable them to stay on
at St. Moritz. But she apparently read,
in her hushand’s look, the uselessness of
this expectation, for, with one of the sud-
den changes of moad that still disarmed
and reconciled him, she aceepted the need
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of departure, and took leave philosoph-
ically of the Shallums and their band.
After all, Paris was ahead, and in Septem-
ber, as she had learned, one would have a
chance to see the new models undisturbed,
and surprise the secret councils of the
dress-makers.

Ralph was staggered by the tenacity
with which she held to her purpose. He
tried, when they reached Paris, to make
her see the necessity of starting for home
by the first steamer; but she complained
of fatigue and of feeling vaguely unwell,
and he could not but yield to her desire for
rest, The word, however, was to strike
him as strangely misapplied, for from the
day of their arrival she was in a state of
perpetual activity. She seemed to have
mastered her Paris as by divination, and
in the magic bounds between the Boule-
vards and the Place Vendome she moved
at once with supernatural ease.

“Of course,” she explained to him, “I
understand how little we've got to spend;
but I lefit New York without a rag, and it
was vou who made me countermand the
things I'd ordered, instead of having them
sent over after us. I wish now I hadn’t
listened to you—father'd have had to pay
for those before he lost his money. As it
is, it will be cheaper in the end for me to
pick up a few things here. The great ad-
vantage of going to the French dress-
makers is that they’ll wait twice as long
for their money as the people at home.
And they're all crazy to dress me—Bertha
Shallum will tell you so: she says no one
ever had such a chance! That’s why I was
willing to come to this stufly little hotel—
I wanted to save every scrap I could to
get a few decent things. And over here
they're accustomed to being bargained
with—you ought to see how I've beaten
them down! Have you any idea what a
dinner-dress costs in New York——?"

So it went on, obtusely, obstinately,
whenever he tried to sound the note of
abstinence. But on other themes she was
more than usually accessible and respon-
sive. Paris enchanted her, and they had
delightful hours at the theatres—the “lit-
tle 7 ones—amusing dinners at faghion-
able restaurants, and gay and desperate
evenings in haunts where she thrilled with
childish glee at the thought of what she
must so obviously be “taken for.” All
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these familiar diversions regained, for
Ralph, a fresh zest in her company. Her
innocence, her high spirits, her astounding
comments and credulities, renovated the
old Parisian adventure and flung a veil of
romance over its hackneyed scenes. Seen
through such a medium the future looked
less near and implacable, and Ralph, when
he had received a reassuring letter from
his sister, let his conscience sleep and
slipped forth on the high tide of pleasure.
After all, in New York amusements would
be fewer, and their life, for a time, per-
haps of necessity more quiet. Moreover,
his dim glimpses of Mr. Spragg’s past sug-
gested that the latter was likely to be on
his feet again at any moment, and aton-
ing by redoubled prodigalities for his in-
voluntary delay; and beyond all these
possibilities there was the book to be writ-
ten—the book on which Ralph was sure
he should get a real hold as soon as they
had settled down in New York.

Meanwhile the daily cost of living, and
the bills that could not be deferred, were
beginning to eat deep into Laura's sub-
sidy. Ralph’s anxieties returned, and his
situation was brought home to him with
a shock when, on going one day to the
steamship office to engage passages, he
learned that the price was that of the
“rush season,” and one of the conditions
immediate payment. At other times, he
was assured, the rules were easier; but in
September and October no exception could
be made.

As he walked homeward with this fresh
weight on his mind he caught sight of the
strolling figure of Peter Van Degen—Pe-
ter Jounging and luxuriating among the
seductions of the Boulevard with the dis-
gusting ease of a man whose wants are all
measured by money, and who always has
enough to indulge them.

His present sense of these advantages
revealed itself in the noisy affability of his
greeting to Ralph, and in his off-hand re-
quest that the latter should “look up
Clare,” who had come over with him to
get her winter finery.

“She’s motoring to Italy next week with
some of her long-haired friends—but I'm
off for the other side; going back on the
Sorceress.  She’s just been overhauled at
Greenock,and weought tohave agood spin
over, Better come with me, old man.”

The Sorceress was Van Degen’s steam-
yacht, most monstrous and complicated
of her kind: it was his habit, after his semi-
annual flights to Paris and London, to let
Clare return by steamer, and take a joy-
ous company back on his own boat, The
character of these parties made the invi-
tation thus tossed at him almost an of-
fense to Ralph; but reflecting that it was
probably a phrase distributed to every ac-
quaintance when Van Degen was in a
rosy mood, he answered: ““Much obliged,
my dear fellow; but Undine and I are
sailing at once.”

Peter’s glassy eyve grew livelier. “Ah,
to be sure—you're not over the honey-
moon yet, H-w's the bride? Stunning
as ever? My regards to her, please. I
suppose she's too deep in dress-making to
be called on?—bhut don’t you forget to
look up Clare!” He hurried on in pursuit
of a flitting petticoat and Ralph contin-
ued his weary walk home.

He prolonged it a little in order to put
off telling Undine of his plight; for he
could devise only one way of meeting the
cost of the voyage, and that was to take
it at once, and thus curtail their Parisian
expenses., He knew how unwelcome this
plan would be, and he shrank the more
from seeing Undine's face harden since, of
late, he had so basked in its brightness.

When at last he entered the little salon
she called “stuffy " he found her in con-
ference with a blond-bearded gentleman
who wore the red ribbon in his lapel, and
who, on Ralph's appearance—and at a
sign, as it appeared, from Mrs. Marvell—
swept into his note-case some small ob-
jects that had lain on the table between
them, and bowed himself out with a
“Madame—Monsieur” worthy of the
highest traditions.

Ralph looked after him appreciatively.
“Who's vour friend—an Ambassador or a
tailor?”’

Undine was rapidly slipping on her
rings, which, as he now observed, had also
been scattered over the table.

“Oh, it was only that jeweller I told
you about—the one Bertha Shallum goes
to."”

“A jeweller? Good heavens, my poor
girl!  You've not, at this moment, been
buying jewels?” The extravagance of
the idea struck a laugh from him,
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Undine’s face did not harden: it took
on, instead, an almost deprecating look.
“Of course not—what a ridiculous idea!
I only wanted a few old things re-set.
But I won’t let him do them if you'd
rather not.”

She came to him and sat down at his
side, laying her hand on his arm. He
took the hand up, looking at the deep
gleam of the sapphires in the old family
ring he had given her.

“You won't, at least, have that re-set?”
he said, smiling and twisting the ring
about on her finger; then he turned to
his thankless explanation. *‘Itisn’t that
I'd rather not have you do this or that,
darling; it’s simply that, f~r the moment,
we're in rather a tight place. I've just
been to see the steamer people, and our
passages will cost a good deal more than I
expected.”

He set forth his difficulty, explaining
that he must give an answer to the steam-
ship company on the morrow. Would
she consent to sail that very Saturday?
Or should they go a fortnight later in a
slow boat from Plymouth?

Undine frowned on both alternatives.
She was an indifferent sailor and shrank
from the possible “nastiness” of the
cheaper boat. She wanted to get the voy-
age over as quickly and luxuriously as pos-
sible—Bertha Shallum had told her that
in a “deck-suite” no one need be sea-sick
—but she wanted still more to have an-
other week or two of Paris; and it was
always hard to make her understand why
circumstances could not be bent to her
wishes.

“This week? But how on earth can I
be ready? Besides, we're dining at En-
ghien with the Shallums on Saturday, and
motoring to Chantilly with the Jim Dris-
colls on Sunday. Ican’timagine how you
thought we could go this week,” she re-
proached him.

But she still opposed the cheap steamer,
and after they had carried the question
on to Voisin’s, and there unprofitably
discussed it through a long luncheon, it
seemed no nearer a solution.

“Well, think it over—let me know this
evening,” Ralph said, proportioning the
waiter’s fee to a bill burdened by Un-
dine’s ruthless choice of primenrs.

His wife was off to join the newly-ar-
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rived Mrs. Shallum in a round of the rue
de la Paix; and he had seized the occasion
to give himself the treat of a classical per-
formance at the Francais. On their ar-
rival in Paris he had taken Undine to one
of these entertainments, but it left her too
weary and puzzled to encourage a renewal
of the attempt, and he had not found time
to return without her. He was glad now
to shed his cares in such an atmosphere.
The play was of the greatest, the acting
in the note of the vanishing grand man-
ner which lived in his first golden mem-
ories of the Parisian stage, and his prompt-
ness of surrender to such influences as
fresh as in his early days. Caught up in
the fiery chariot of art, he felt once more
the tug of its coursers in his muscles, and
the rush of their flight still throbbed in
him when he walked back late to the hotel.

XKIIT

HE had expected to find his wife still
out; but on the stairs he crossed Mrs,
Shallum, who threw at him from under
an immense hat-brim: ** VYes, she’s in, but
you'd better come and have tea with me
at the Nouveau Luxe. I don’t think
husbands are wanted!”

Ralph retorted that in that case it was
just the moment for them to appear; and
Mrs, Shallum swept on, erying back: “All
the same, I'll wait for you!”

In the sitting-room Ralph found Un-
dine, still in her hat and walking-dress,
seated behind a tea-table on the other side
of which, in an attitude of confidential
nearness, Peter Van Degen stretched his
lounging length.

He did not move on Ralph’s appear-
ance, no doubt thinking their kinship close
enough to make his nod and “Hullo!” a
sufficient greeting. Peter in intimacy was
given to miscalculations of the sort, and
Ralph’s first movement was to glance at
Undine and see how this instance affected
her. But her eyes gave out the vivid rays
that noise and banter always struck from
them; her face, at such moments, re-
minded Ralph of a theatre with all the
lustres blazing. That the illumination
should have been kindled by his cousin’s
hushand was not precisely agreeable to
Marvell, who thought Peter a bore in so-
ciety and an insufferable nuisance on
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closer terms. But he was growing accus-
tomed, in Undine, to a lack of discrimi-
nation that he preferred to characterize as
the tolerance of youth; and his own treat-
ment of Van Degen was always tempered
by his sympathy for Clare.

He therefore raised no objection to
Peter’s suggestion of an evening at a petif
thédire with the Harvey Shallums, and
joined in the laugh with which Undine
declared: “Oh, Ralph won’t go—he only
likes the theatres where they walk round
in bath-towels and talk poetry.—Isn’t
that what you've just been seeing?”’ she
added, with a turn of the neck that shed
her brightness on him.

“What? One of those five-barrelled
shows at the Frangais? Great Scott,
Ralph—no wonder your wife’s pining for
the Folies Bergere!”

“She needn’t, my dear fellow. We
never interfere with each other’s vices.”

Peter, unsolicited, was comfortably
lighting a cigarette. “Ah, there’s the
secret of domestic happiness. Marry
somebody who likes all the things you
don’t, and make love to somebody who
likes all the things you do.”

Undine laughed appreciatively. “Only
it dooms poor Ralph tosuch awful frumps.
Can’t you see the sort of woman who'd
love his sort of play?”

“Oh, I can see her fast enough—my
wife loves ’em,” said their visitor, rising
with a grin; while Ralph threw out: “So
don’t waste your pity on me!” and Un-
dine's amusement had the slight note of
asperity that any mention of Clare always
elicited.

“To-morrow night, then, at Paillard’s,”
Van Degen concluded, taking her hand.
“And about the other business—that’s a
go too? I leave it to you to settle the
date.”

The nod and laugh they exchanged
seemed to hint at depths of collusion from
which Ralph was pointedly excluded; and
he wondered how large a programme of
amusement they had already had time to
sketch out. He did not like the idea of
Undine’s being too conspicuously seen
with Van Degen, whose Parisian reputa-
tion was not fortified by the connections
that propped it up in New York. Buthe
did not want to be always interfering with
her pleasure, and he was still wondering

what he should say when, as the door
closed, she turned to him gaily.

“I'm so glad you've come! I've got
some news for you,” she said, with a light
touch on his arm.

Touch and tone were enough to dis-
perse his anxieties, and he answered that
the gladness was all his at finding her
in, when he had supposed her still en-
gaged, over a Nouveau Luxe tea-table, in
repairing the afternoon’s ravages.

“Oh, I didn't shop much—I didn’t
stay out long.” She slipped her arm
through his, her face kindling beneath his
eyes, “And what do you think I've been
doing? While you were sitting in your
stupid old theatre, worrying about the
money I was spending (oh, you needn’t
fib—I know you were!) I was saving
you hundreds and thousands. I've saved
you the price of our passage home!”

Ralph laughed in pure enjoyment of
her beauty. When she shone on him like
that what did it matter what nonsense
she talked?

“You wonderful woman—how did you
do it? By countermanding a tiara, I
suppose?”’

“You know I'm not such a fool as you
pretend!” She held him at arm’s length
with a nod of joyous mystery. “You'll
simply never guess! I've made Peter Van
Degen ask us to go home with him on the
Sorceress. What do you say to that?”

She flashed it out at him on a laugh of
triumph, without appearing to have a
doubt of the effect she would produce.

Ralph stared at her. ““The Sorceress?
You made him?”’

“Well, T managed it, I worked him
round to it! He's crazy about the idea
now—but I don’t think he’d thought of
it before he came.”

“I should say not!” Ralph ejacu-
lated. “He never would have had the
cheek to think of it.”

“Well, I've made him, anyhow!

ou ever know such luck?”

“Such luck?” He groaned at her ob-
stinate innocence. ‘“‘Haven’t I told you
enough about Van Degen? Do you sup-
pose for a moment T'll let you cross the
ocean on the Sorceress?”’

Undine gave an impatient shrug. “I
suppose you say that because your cousin
doesn't go on her.”

Did
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“If Clare doesn’t, it's because it’s no
place for decent women.”

“It's Clare’s fault if it isn’t. She’s al-
ways snubbed and despised him. Every-
bedy knows she's crazy about you, and
she makes him feel it. That’s why he
takes up with other women.”

She flung the words out on a gust of
anger that reddened her cheeks and
dropped her brows like a black bar above
her glowing eyes. Even in his recoil from
what she said Ralph felt the tempestuous
heat of her beauty. But for the first time
latent resentments rose in him, and he
gave her back wrath for wrath.

“Is that the precious stuff he tells
you?”

“Do you suppose I had to wait for him
to tellme? Everybody knows it—every-
body in New York knew she was wild
when you married. That's why she’s
always been so nasty to me. If you won't
go on the Sorceress they'll all say it’s be-
cause she was jealous of me and wouldn’t
let you.”

Ralph’s anger had already flickered
down to disgust. Undine was no longer
beautiful—her face seemed to have taken
the shape of her thoughts. He stood up
with an impatient laugh.

“Is that another of his charming argu-
ments? I don’t wonder they’re convine-
ing—" But as quickly as it had come,
the sneer dropped, yielding to a wave of
pity, the vague impulse to silence and
protect her. How could he have given
way to the provocation of her weakness,
when his business was to defend her from
it and lift her above it? He recalled his
old dreams of saving her from Van Degen-
ism—it was not thus that he had imagined
the rescue.

“Don’t let’s pay Peter the compliment
of squabbling over him,” he said, turn-
ing away to pour himself a cup of tea.
“His defense may be left to the ladies who
usually cross on the Sorceress.”

He sat down near Undine, and looked
at her with a smile. ‘‘No doubt he was
joking—and thought you were; but if
you really made him believe we might go
with him you'd better drop him a line in
the morning.”

Undine’s brow still gloomed.
won’t, then? You refuse?”

“Refuse? I don’t need to!

“You

You'd
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hardly care to succeed to half the chorus-
world of New York.”

“They won’t be on board with us, I
suppose!”’

“The echoes of their conversation will,
It's the only language Peter knows.”

“He told me he longed for the in-
fluence of a good woman—"" She checked
herself at her husband’s laugh.

“Well, tell him to apply again when
he's been under it a month or two. Mean-
while we'll stick to the liners.”

Ralph was beginning to learn that the
only road to her reason lay through her
vanity, and that if she could be made to
see Van Degen as an object of derision she
might renounce the idea of the Sorceress
of her own accord. But on this occasion
he had apparently miscalculated, for her
will hardened slowly under his joking op-
position, and she became not less formida-
ble as she grew more calm. He was used
to women who, in such cases, yielded as a
matter of course to masculine judgments:
if one pronounced a man “not decent”
the question was closed. But it was Un-
dine’s habit to refer such questions to per-
sonal motives, and he could see that she
still ascribed his opposition to the furtive
machinations of poor Clare. It was odi-
ous to him to have to prolong so trivial a
discussion, for the accent of recrimination
was the one he most dreaded on her lips.
But the moment came when he had to
take the brunt of it, averting his thoughts
as best he might from the glimpse it gave
of a world of mean familiarities, of reprisal
drawn from the vulgarest of vocabularies.
Certain retorts sped through the air like
the flight of household utensils, certain
charges rang out like accusations of tam-
pering with the groceries. He stiffened
himself against such comparisons, but
they stuck in his wounded imagination,
and left him thankful when Undine’s an-
ger at last yielded to a burst of tears. He
had held his own and gained his point.
The trip on the Sorceress was given up, and
a note of withdrawal despatched to Van
Degen, but at the same time Ralph cabled
his sister to ask if she could increase her
loan. For he had conquered only at the
cost of a concession: Undine was to stay
in Paris till October, and they were to sail
on a fast steamer, in a deck suite, like the
Harvey Shallums.



The Custom of the Country

Undine’s resentments always disap-
peared before any new distraction, and
she gave herself to the untroubled enjoy-
ment of her respite in Paris. The Shal-
lums were the centre of a like-minded
group, and in such hours as the ladies
could spare from their dress-makers the
restaurants shook with their hilarity and
the suburbs with the shriek of their mo-
tors. Van Degen had postponed his sail-
ing and was a frequent sharer in these di-
versions; but Ralph counted on New
York influences to detach him from Un-
dine’s train. It was becoming a part of
Ralph's system to influence her through
her social instincts where he had once
dreamed that he might appeal to other
sensibilities.

His worst moment came when he went
to see Clare Van Degen, who, on the eve
of departure, had summoned him to her
hotel. He found her less restless and
rattling than usual, with a look in her eyes
that reminded him of the days when she
had haunted his thoughts. The visit,
nevertheless, passed off without vain re-
turns to the past; but as he was leaving
she startled him by saying: “Don’t let
Peter make a goose of your wife.”

Ralph reddened, but laughed off his
annoyance.

“Oh, Undine's wonderfully able to de-
fend herself, even against such seductions
as Peter’s.”

Mrs. Van Degen looked down with a
smile and twisted the heavy bracelets on
her thin brown wrist. * His personal se-
ductions—yes. But as an inventor of
amusements he's inexhaustible; and Un-
dine likes to be amused.”

Ralph made no reply but showed no
annoyance. He simply took her hand
and kissed it, saying “ Goodbye™ as he
did so; and she turned from him without
audible farewell.

As the day of departure approached,
Undine’s absorption in her toilet almost
precluded the thought of amusement.
Early and late she was closeted with fitters
and packers—even the competent Céleste
not being trusted to handle such treasures
as now poured in—and Ralph cursed his
weakness in not restraining her, and then
went out to lose the memory of it in mu-
seums and galleries.

He could not rouse in her any scruple
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about incurring fresh debts, yet he knew
she was no longer unaware of the value of
money. She had learned to bargain, pare
down prices, evade fees, brow-beat her
small tradespeople, and wheedle conces-
sions from the great—not, as Ralph per-
ceived, from any effort to restrain her ex-
penses, but only to prolong and intensify
the pleasure of spending. Pained by the
trait, he tried to laugh her into a sense
of its unbecomingness. He told her once
that she had a miserly hand—showing her,
in proof, that, for all their softness, the
fingers would not bend back, or the pink
palm open. But she retorted a little
sharply that it was no wonder, since she’d
heard nothing talked of since their mar-
riage but economy; and this left him
without an answer. So the line of per-
veyors continued to mount the narrow
stairs to their apartment, and Ralph, in
the course of his frequent flights from it,
found himself always dodging the corners
of black glazed boxes and of swaying pyra-
mids of pasteboard; always lifting his hat
to sidling milliners’ girls, or effacing him-
self before slender zendeuses who floated
by in a mist of opopanax. He felt incom-
petent to pronounce on the needs to which
these visitors ministered; but the sight of
the blond-bearded jeweller among the as-
cending train gave him definite ground
for apprehension. Undine had assured
him that she had given up the idea of hav-
ing her ornaments re-set, and there had
been ample time for their return; but on
his questioning her she explained that
there had been delays and “bothers” in
getting the things back, and put him in
the wrong by asking ironically if he sup-
posed she was buying things “for pleas-
ure”’ when she knew as well as he that
there wasn't any money to pay for them.

But his thoughts were not all dark.
Undine's moods still infected him, and
when she was happy he felt an answering
lightness. Even when her amusements
were too primitive to be shared he could
enjoy their reflection in her face. Only,
as he looked back, he was struck by the
evanescence, the lack of substance, in
their moments of sympathy, and by the
permanent marks left by each breach be-
tween them. Yet he fancied that some
day the balance might be reversed, and
that as she acquired a finer sense of values
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depths still unstirred would find a voice
in her.

Something of this was in his mind when,
the alternoon before the day fixed for
their sailing, he came home to help her
with their last arrangements. She had
begged him, for the day, to leave her alone
in their cramped salon, into which belated
bundles were still pouring; and it was
nearly twilight when he ventured back.
The evening before she had seemed pale
and nervous, and at the last moment had
excused herself from dining with the Shal-
lums at a suburban restaurant. It was so
unlike her to miss any opportunity of
amusement that Ralph had been struck
and a little anxious. But with the arrival
of the packers, that morning, she was
afoot and in command again, and he with-
drew submissively, as Mr. Spragg, in the
early Apex days, might have fled from
the spring storm of “house-cleaning.”

Returning now, he found the little sit-
ting-room still in disorder. Every chair
was hidden under scattered dresses, tis-
sue-paper surged from the brim of yawn-
ing trunks and, prone among her heaped-
up finery, Undine lay with closed eyesupon
the sofa.

She raised her head with a start as he
entered, and then turned away from him.

Ralph bent over her. “What's the
matter, dear? Haven't the packers fin-
ished?"”

As he touched her the storm broke.
She flung herself face downward, and sob
on sob shook her prostrate body. The
violence of her weeping scattered her hair
upon her shoulders, and her hands, clench-
ing the arm of the sofa, pressed it away
from her as if any contact were insuffer-
able.

Ralph knelt down by her in alarm.
“Why, what's wrong, dear? What's hap-
pened?”’

Her fatigue of the previous evening
came back to him—a puzzled hunted look
in her eyes; and with the memory a vague
wonder revived. He had fancied himself
fairly disencumbered of the stock formu-
las about the hallowing effects of mother-
hood, and for the hardest of material rea-
sons, this was not the time he would have
chosen to put such sentiments to the test;
but the woman a man loves is always a
special case, and everything was different
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that befell Undine. If this was what had
befallen her it was wonderful and divine:
for the moment that was all he felt.

He laid a hand on her arm. “Darling,
do tell me what’s the matter.”

She wept on unheedingly and he waited
for her emotion to subside, more certain
every moment of his conjecture. He
shrank from the phrases considered ap-
propriate to the situation, but he wanted
to press her close and give her the depth
of his feeling in a long embrace.

Suddenly she sat upright and turned
her miserable face on him. “Why on
earth are you staring at me like that?
Anybody can see what’s the matter!”

He shrank at her tone, but managed to
get one of her hands in his; and they
stayed thus for a while in silence, eye to
eye.

}“Are you as sorry as all that?” he be-
gan at length, conscious of an uncontrol-
lable note of flatness in his voice.

“Sorry—sorry?  I'm—I'm—"  She
snatched her hand away, and began to sob
again.

“But, Undine—dearest—bye and bye
you’ll feel differently—I know you will!”

“Differently? Differently? When? In
a year? It fakes a year—a whole year
out of life! What do I care how I shall
feel in a year?”

In spite of himself Ralph felt the chill
of her tone strike in. This was more than
a revolt of the nerves: it was a settled, a
reasoned resentment. He found himself
groping for extenuations, evasions—any-
thing to put a little warmth into her!

“Perhaps, after all —who knows?
Perhaps, after all, it’s a mistake.”

There was no answering light in her
face. She turned her head from him
wearily.

“Don’t you think, dear,” he persisted,
“you may be mistaken?”

“Mistaken? How on earth can I be
mistaken?”’

Even in that moment of confused agi-
tation he was struck by the cold com-
petence of her tone, and wondered why
she was so sure.

“You mean you've asked—you’ve con-
sulted a doctor 27

The irony of it took him by the throat.
They were just the words he might have
spoken in some unhappy secret colloquy
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—the words he was speaking to his
wife!

Without answering him she repeated:
“T tell you I know I'm not mistaken.”

There was another long silence between
them. Undine lay still, her eyes shut,
drumming on the arm of the sofa with a
nervous hand. The other lay cold in her
husband’s clasp, and through it there grad-
ually stole to him the benumbing influ-
ence of the thoughts she was thinking:
the sense of the approach of illness, anx-
iety, expense, and of the general unneces-
sary disorganization of their lives.

“That's all you feel, then?” he asked
at length a little bitterly, as if to disguise
from himself the hateful fact that he
shared her feeling. He stood up and
moved away. “‘That’s all?” he repeated,
speaking to her across the width of the
room. ‘“Regret that you know you're
not mistaken?”’

“Why, what else do you expect me to
feel? I feel horribly ill, if that’s what
you want.”

He saw the sobs trembling up through
her again, and a fresh impulse of com-
passion drew him back to her side.

“My poor dear—poor girl. . . I'm so
sorry—so dreadfully sorry! T he w hispered
with his arms about her.

The senseless reiteration seemed to ex-
asperate her. He knew it by the quiver
that ran through her like the premonitory
ripple on smooth water before the com-
ing of the wind. Suddenly she turned
about on him and jumped to her feet.

“Sorry—you're sorry? You're sorry?
Why, what earthly difference will it make
to you?” She drew back a few steps and
lifted her slender arms from her sides.
“Look at me—see how I look—how I'm
going to look! You won’t hate yourself
more and more every morning when you
get up and see yourself in the glass! Vour
life’s going on just as usual! But what’s
mine going to be for months and months?
And just as I'd been to all this bother—
fagging myself to death about all these
things—"" her tragic gesture swept the
encumbered room—*just as I thought I
was going home to enjoy myself, and look
nice, and see people again, and have a
httle pleasure after all our worries—"’
With another burst of tears she dropped
back into her chair. “For all the good
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this rubbish will do me now! I loathe the
very sight of it!” she sobbed, and buried
her face in her hands.

X1V

It was one of the distinctions of Mr.
Claud Walsingham Popple that his stu-
dio was never too much encumbered with
the attributes of his art to permit the in-
stalling, in one of its deeply cushioned
corners, of an elaborately furnished tea-
table flanked by the most varied seduc-
tions in sandwiches and pastry.

Mr. Popple, like all great men, had at
first had his ups and downs; but his repu-
tation had been ptrmanentl} established
by the verdict of an enlightened patron of
the arts, who, returning from an excur-
sion into other fields of portraiture, had
given it as the final fruit of his experience
that Popple was the only man who could
“do pearls.” To a clientele for whom
this was of the first consequence it was
another of the artist's merits that he
always subordinated art to elegance, in
life as well as in his portraits. The
“messy” element of production was no
more visible in his expensively screened
and tapestried studio than its results were
perceptible in his painting; and it had
been frequently said, in praise of his work,
that he was the only artist who kept his
studio tidy enough for a lady to sit to him
in a new dress.

Mr. Popple, in fact, held that the per-
sonality of the artist should at all times
be dissembled behind that of the man.
It was his opinion that the essence of
good-breeding lay in tossing off a picture
as easily as you lit a cigarette. Ralph
Marvell had once said of him that when
he began a portrait he always turned back
his cuffs and said: “Ladies and gentle-
men, you can see there’s absolutely noth-
ing here;” and Mrs. Fairford supple-
mented the description by defining his
painting as “‘chafing-dish” art.

On a certain late afternoon of Decem-
ber, some four years after Mr. Popple’s
first meeting with Miss Undine Spragg of
Apex, even the symbolic chafing-dish had
been 5111u0gled out of sight; the only evi-
dence of its recent activity being the full-
length portrait of Mrs. Ralph Marvell,
who, from her lofty easel and her heavily
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garlanded frame, faced the doorway of
the studio with the air of having been in-
vited to “receive” for Mr. Popple.

The artist himself, in mouse-coloured
velveteen, had just turned away from the
picture to hover above the tea-cups; but
his place had been taken by the con-
siderably broader bulk of Mr. Peter Van
Degen, who, tightly moulded into a coat
of the latest cut, stood before the por-
trait in the attitude of a first arrival.

“Yes, it’s good—it’s damn good. Popp;
you've hit the hair off rippingly; but the
pearls ain’t big enough,” he pronounced.

A slight laugh sounded from the raised
dais behind the easel.

“Of course they’re not! But it's not
his fault, poor man; ke didn’t give them
to me!” Mrs. Ralph Marvell declared.
As she spoke she rose from a monumental
gilt arm-chair of pseudo-Venetian design
and swept her long draperies to Van
Degen’s side.

“He might, then—for the privilege of
painting you!”’ the latter rejoined, trans-
ferring his bulging stare from the coun-
terfeit to the original. His eyes rested
a moment on Mrs. Marvell's, in what
seemed a quick exchange of understand-
ing; then they passed on to a critical in-
spection of her person. She was dressed
for the sitting in something faint-hued
and shining, above which the shim curves
of her neck looked dead white in the cold
light of the studio; and her hair, all a
shadowless rosy gold, was starred with a
hard glitter of diamonds.

“The privilege of painting me? Mercy,
I have to pay for being painted! He'll
tell you he's giving me the picture—hut
what do you suppose all this cost?” she
cried, touching her shimmering dress.

Van Degen’s eye rested on her with
cold enjoyment. “Does the price come
higher than the dress?”

She ignored the allusion. “Of course
what they charge for is the cut

“What they cut away? That's what
they ought to charge for, ain't it, Popp?”

Undine took this with cool disdain, but
Mr. Popple's sensibilities were offended.

“My dear Peter—really—the artist,
you understand, sees all this as a pure
question of colour, of pattern; and it's a
point of honour with the man to steel
himself against the personal seduction.”
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Mr. Van Degen received this protest
with a sound of almost vulgar derision,
but Undine thrilled agreeably under the
glance which her portrayer cast on her.
She was flattered by Van Degen’s notice,
and thought his impertinence witty; but
she glowed inwardly at Mr. Popple’s elo-
cquence. After more than three years of
social experience she still thought he
“spoke beautifully,” like the hero of a
novel, and she ascribed to jealousy the
lack of seriousness with which her hus-
band's friend regarded him. His con-
versation struck her as extremely intel-
lectual, and his eagerness to have her
share his thoughts was in flattering con-
trast to her husband’s growing tendency
to keep his to himself. Popple’s homage
seemed the subtlest proof of what Ralph
could have made of her if he had “really
understood” her. It was but another
step to ascribe all her past mistakes to the
lack of such understanding; and the sat-
isfaction derived from this thought had
once impelled her to tell the artist that he
alone knew how to rouse her “higher
self.” He had assured her that the mem-
ory of her words would thereafter hallow
hislife; and as he gave her to understand
that it had been stained by the darkest
errors she was moved at the thought of
the purifying influence she exerted.

Thus it was that a man should talk to a
true woman—but how few whom she had
known possessed the secret! Ralph, in
the first months of their marriage, had
been eloquent too, had even gone the
length of quoting poetry; but his elo-
cuence disconcerted her by its baffling
twists and strange allusions (she always
scented ridicule in the unknown), and the
poets he quoted were esoteric and ab-
struse. Mr. Popple’s rhetoric was drawn
from more familiar sources, and abounded
in favourite phrases, and in moving remi-
niscences of the Fifth Reader. He was
moreover as literary as he was artistic;
possessing an unequalled acquaintance
with contemporary fiction, and dipping
even into the lighter type of memoirs in
which the old acquaintances of history
are served up in the disguise of “A Royal
Sorceress” or “Passion in a Palace.”
The easy mastery with which Mr. Popple
discussed the novel of the day, especially
in relation to the emotions of its hero and
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heroine, gave Undine a stimulating sense
of intellectual activity, and contrasted
strikingly with Marvell's flippant esti-
mate of such works. “Passion,” the ar-
tist gave her to understand, would have
been the dominant note of his life, had it
not been held in check by a sentiment of
exalted chivalry, and by the sense that a
nature of such emotional intensity must
always be “ridden on the curb.”

Van Degen was helping himself from
the tray of iced cocktails which stood near
the tea-table, and Popple, turning to Un-
dine, took up in an undertone the thread
of his discourse. But why, he asked,
why allude before others to feelings so
few could understand? The average man
—lucky devil!'—(with a compassionate
glance at their companion’s back) the
average man knew nothing of the fieree
conflict between the lower and higher
natures; and even the woman whose
eyes had kindled it—how much did ske
guess of its violence? Did she know—
Popple recklessly asked—how often the
artist was forgotten in the man—how
often the man would take the bit between
his teeth, were it not that the look in her
eyes recalled some sacred memory, some
lesson learned perhaps beside his mother’s
knee?

“I say, Popp—was that where you
learned to mix this drink? Because it
does the old lady credit,” Van Degen
called out, smacking his lips; while the
artist, dashing a nervous hand through
his hair, muttered: “Hang it, Peter—is
nothing sacred to you?”

It was agreeable to Undine to feel her-
self capable of inspiring such emotions.
She would have been fatigued by the ne-
cessity of maintaining her own talk on
Popple’s level, but she liked to listen to
him, and especially to have others over-
hear what he was saying to her.

Her feeling for Van Degen was different.
There was more similarity of tastes be-
tween them, though his manner flattered
her vanity less than Popple’s. She felt
the strength of Van Degen’s contempt for
everything he did not understand or
could not buy: that was the only kind of
“exclusiveness’’ that impressed her. And
he was still to her, as in her inexperienced
days, the master of the mundane science
she had once imagined that Ralph Marvell
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possessed. During the three years since
h.er marriage she had learned to make dis-
tinctions unknown to her girlish cate-
gories. She had discovered that she had
given herself to the exclusive and the
dowdy when the future belonged to the
showy and the promiscuous; that she was
in the case of those who have cast in their
lot with a fallen cause, or—to use an
analogy more within her range—who have
hired an opera box on the wrong night.
It was all confusing and exasperating.
Apex ideals had been based on the myth
of “old families” ruling New York from
a throne of Revolutionary tradition, with
the new millionaires paying them feudal
allegiance. But experience had long
since proved the delusiveness of the sim-
ile. " Mrs. Marvell’s classification of the
world into the visited and the unvisited
was as obsolete as a medizval cosmog-
ony. Some of those whom Washington
Square would have called unvisited were
the centre of social systems far outside its
ken, and as indifferent to its opinions as
the constellations to the reckoning of the
astronomers; and all these systems joy-
ously revolved about their central sun of
gold.

There were moments after Undine’s re-
turn to New York when the sense of hav-
ing blundered became almost unendur-
able, when she was tempted to class her
marriage with the hateful early mis-
takes from the memory of which she had
hoped it would free her. Since it was
never her habit to accuse herself of such
mistakes it was inevitable that she should
gradually come to lay the blame on Ralph.
She found a poignant pleasure at this
stage of her career, in the question:
“What does a young girl know of life?”
And the poignancy was deepened by the
fact that each of the friends to whom she
addressed the question seemed convinced
that—had the privilege been his—he
would have known how to spare her the
disenchantment it implied.

The conviction of having blundered
was never more present to her than when,
on this particular afternoon, the guests
whom Mr. Popple had invited to view her
completed portrait began to assemble
before it.

Some of the principal figures of Un-
dine’s group had rallied for the occasion,
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and almost all were in exasperating en-
joyment of privileges for which she
longed. There was young Jim Driscoll,
heir-apparent of the house, with his short
stout mistrustful wife, who hated society,
but went everywhere lest it might be
thought she had been left out; the “ beau-
tiful Mrs. Beringer,” a lovely aimless
being, who kept (as Laura Fairford said)
a home for stray opinions, and could never
quite tell them apart; little Dicky Bowles,
whom every one invited because he was
understood to “say things” if one didn’t;
the Harvey Shallums, fresh from Paris,
and dragging in their wake a bewildered
nobleman designated as ‘‘the Count,”
who offered cautious conversational
bribes, like an explorer trying beads on
savages; and, behind these more salient
types, the usual filling in of those who
are seen everywhere because they have
learned to catch the social eye. Such a
company was one to flatter the artist as
much as his sitter, so completely did it
represent that unanimity of opinion which
constitutes social strength. Not one of
the number was troubled by any per-
sonal theory of art: all they asked of a
portrait was that the costume should be
sufficiently “life-like,” and the face not
too much so; and a long course of train-
ing in idealizing flesh and realizing dress-
fabrics had enabled Mr. Popple to meet
both demands satisfactorily.

“Hang it,” Peter Van Degen pro-
nounced, standing before the easel in an
attitude of inspired interpretation, ‘the
great thing in a man’s portrait is to catch
the likeness—we all know that; but with
a woman'’s it’s different—a woman’s pict-
ure has got to be pleasing first of all.
Who wants it about if it isn’t? Those big
chaps who blow about what they call
realism—how do their portraits look in a
drawing-room? Do you suppose they
ever ask themselves that? T/hey don’t
care—they’re not going to live with the
things! And what do they know of draw-
ing-rooms, anyhow? There’s where old
Popp has the pull over ’em—/ne knows
how we live and what we want.”

This was received by the artist with a
deprecating murmur, and by his public
with general expressions of approval.

“Happily in this case,” Popple began
(‘““as in that of so many of my sitters,” he
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hastily put in) “there has been no need to
idealize—nature herself has outdone the
artist’s dream.”

Undine, radiantly challenging compari-
son with her portrait, glanced up at it
with a smile of conscious merit, which
deepened as young Jim Driscoll, turning
to his wife, declared: “By Jove, Mamie,
you must be done exactly like that for
the new music-room.”

The lady addressed turned a cautious
eye upon the picture.

“How big is it? For our house it
would have to be a good deal bigger,”
she objected; and Popple, fired by the
thought of such a dimensional opportu-
nity, rejoined that it would be the occasion
of all others to “work in”" a marble por-
tico and a court-train: he had just done
Mrs. Lycurgus Ambler in a court-train
and feathers, and as that was for Buffalo
of course the pictures needn’t clash.

“Well, it would have to be a good deal
bigger than Mrs. Ambler’s,” Mrs. Dris-
coll insisted; and on Popple’s suggestion
that in that case he might “work in”
Driscoll, in court-dress also—(*‘You've
been presented, of courser Well, you
will be,—you’ll kave to, if I do the picture
—which will then make a lovely memen-
to")—Van Degen turned aside to mur-
mur to Undine: “Pure bluff, you know
—Jim couldn’t pay for a photograph.
Old Driscoll’'s high and dry since the
Ararat investigation.”

She threw him a puzzled glance, having
no time, in her crowded existence, to fol-
low the perturbations of Wall Street save
as they affected the hospitality of Fifth
Avenue.

“You mean they’ve lost their money?
Won't they give their fancy ball, then?”

Van Degen shrugged. “Nobody knows
how it's coming out. That queer chap
Elmer Moffatt threatens to give old Dris-
coll a fancy ball—says he’s going to dress
him in stripes! It seems he knows too
much about the Apex street-railways.”

Undine paled a little. Though she had
already tried on her costume for the Dris-
coll ball her disappointment at Van De-
gen’s announcement was effaced by the
mention of Moffatt’s name. She had not
had the curiosity to follow the reports of
the “Ararat Trust Investigation,” but
once or twice lately, in the snatches of
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smoking-room talk, she had been sur-
prised by a vague allusion to Elmer Mof-
fatt, as to an erratic financial influence,
half ridiculed, yet already half redoubt-
able. Was it possible that the redoubt-
able element had prevailed at last? That
the time had come when Elmer Moffatt
—the Elmer Moffatt of Apex!—could,
even for a moment, cause consternation
in the Driscoll camp? He had always
said that he “saw things big"': but no one
had ever believed he was destined to
carry them out on the same scale. Yet
apparently in those idle Apex days, while
he seemed to be “loafing and fooling,” as
her father called it, he had really been
storing up his weapons of aggression:
there had been something, after all, in the
effect of loose-drifting power she had al-
ways felt in him. Her heart beat faster
at the thought, and she longed to question
Van Degen; but she was afraid of show-
ing her agitation, and turned back to the
group about the picture.

Mrs. Driscoll was still presenting ob-
jections in a tone of small mild obstinacy.
“Oh, it's a likeness, of course—I can see
that; but there's one thing I must say,
Mr. Popple. It looks like a last year’s
dress.”

The attention of the ladies instantly
rallied to the picture, and the artist paled
under such a menace to his reputation.

“It doesn’t look like a last year’s face,
anyhow—that's what makes them all
wild,” Van Degen murmured, with a
glance at Undine.

She gave it back in a quick smile. She
had already forgotten about Moffatt.
Any triumph in which she shared left a
glow in her veins, and the success of the
picture obscured all other impressions.
She saw herself throning in a central
panel at the spring exhibition, haloed
with the admiration of the crowd that
pushed about the picture, repeating her
name; and she decided to stop on the
way home and telephone her press-agent
to “place” a paragraph about Popple’s
tea.

But in the hall, as she drew on her long
fur cloak, her thoughts reverted to the
Driscoll fancy ball. What a blow if it
were given up after she had taken so
much trouble about her dress! She was to
go as the Empress Josephine, after the
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Prudhon portrait in the Louvre. The
dress was already fitted and partly em-
broidered, and she foresaw the difficulty
of persuading the dress-maker to take it
back.

“Why so pale and sad, fair cousin?
What’s up?” Van Degen asked, as they
emerged from the lift in which they had
descended alone from the studio.

She answered listlessly: “I don’t know
—I'm tired of posing. And it was so
frightfully hot.”

“Yes. Popple always keeps his place
at low-neck temperature, as if the por-
traits might catch cold.” Van Degen
glanced at his watch. “Where are you
off to?”

“West End Avenue, of course—if I
can find a cab to take me there.”

It was not the least of Undine’s griev-
ances that she was still living in the house
which represented Mr. Spragg’s first real-
estate venture in New York. It had
been understood, at the time of her mar-
riage, that the young couple were to be
established within the sacred precincts
of fashion; but on their return from the
honeymoon the still untenanted house in
West End Avenue had been placed at
their disposal, and in view of Mr. Spragg’s
financial embarrassment even Undine had
seen the folly of refusing to inhabit it.
That first winter, moreover, her exile had
not weighed on her: while she awaited
her boy’s birth she was glad to be out of
sight of Fifth Avenue, and to take her
hateful compulsory exercise where no
familiar eye could fall on her. And the
next year of course her father would give
them a better house.

But the next year rents grew formidable
in the Fifth Avenue quarter, and mean-
while little Paul Marvell, from his beau-
tiful pink cradle, was already interfering
with his mother’s plans. Ralph, alarmed
by the fresh rush of expenses, sided with
his father-in-law in urging Undine to re-
sign herseif to West End Avenue; and
thus after three years she was still sub-
mitting to the incessant pin-pricks in-
flicted by the incongruity between her so-
cial and geographical situation—the need
of having to give a west side address
to her tradesmen, and the deeper irrita-
tion of hearing her friends say: “Do let
me give you a lift home, dear—oh, I'd
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I'm afraid there isn't time to

11

forgotten!
go so far

It was bad enough to have no motor of
her own, to be avowedly dependent on
“lifts,” openly and unconcealably in
quest of them, and perpetually plotting
to provoke their suggestion (she did so
hate to be seen in a cab!); but to miss
them, as often as not, because of the re-
moteness and eccentricity of her desti-
nation, gave the last intensity to her sense
of being ““out of things."”

Van Degen looked out at the long
snow-piled street, down which the lamps
were beginning to put their dreary yel-
low splashes.

“Of course you won't get a cab on a
night like this. I've got the open car,
but you'd better turn up your collar and
jump in with me. T'll run you out to the
High Bridge and give you a breath of air
before dinner.”

Undine hesitated. The offer was tempt-
ing, for her triumph in the studio had
left her tired and nervous—she was be-
ginning to learn that success may be as
fatiguing as failure. Moreover she was
going to a big dinner that evening, and
the fresh air would give her the eyes and
colour the occasion demanded; but in the
back of her mind there lingered the vague
sense of a forgotten engagement. As she
tried to recall it she felt Van Degen rais-
ing the fur collar about her chin.

“Have you got anything you can put
over your head? That lace thing? Is it
warm enough? Come along, then.” He
pushed her through the swinging doors,
adding with a laugh, as they reached the
pavement: “You're not afraid of being
seen with me, are you? It’s all right at
this hour—Ralph’s still swinging on a
strap in the elevated.”

The winter twilight was deliciously
cold, and as they swept through Central
Park, and gathered impetus for their
northward flight along the darkening
Boulevard, Undine felt the rush of phys-
ical joy that drowns scruples and silences
memory. Her scruples, indeed, were not
serious; but she was aware that Ralph dis-
liked her being too much with Van Degen,
and it was her way to get what she wanted
without more “fuss” than could be
helped. Moreover, she knew it was a
mistake to make herself too accessible to

The Custom of the Country

a man of Van Degen’s kind: her impa-
tience to enjoy was curbed by an in-
stinct for holding off, for biding her time,
that resembled the patient skill with
which her father had conducted the sale
of his “bad’’ real estate in the Pure Water
Move days. But now and then youth
had its way—she could not always resist
the present pleasure. And it was amus-
ing, too, to be “talked about” with Peter
Van Degen, who was noted for not caring
for “nice women.” There was irresist-
ible flattery in the thought of triumphing
over meretricious charms: it ennobled
her in her own eyes to influence such a
man for good.

Nevertheless, as the motor flew on
through the icy twilight, present cares be-
gan once more to overtake her. She could
not shake off the thought of the useless
fancy-dress which symbolized the other
crowding expenses she had not dared con-
fess to her husband. Van Degen caught
the sigh on her lips, and bent down, low-
ering the speed of the motor.

“What'’s the matter? Isn’t every-
thing all right?”

His friendly tone made her suddenly
feel that she could confide in him, and
though she began by murmuring that it
was “nothing” she did so with the con-
scious purpose of being persuaded to con-
fess. And in the event his extraordinary
“niceness” seemed to justify her and to
prove, when the deed was done, that she
had been right in trusting her instinct
rather than in following the counsels of
prudence. Heretofore she had never,
with Van Degen, gone beyond the vaguest
hint of material *bothers”—as towhich
dissimulation seemed vain while one lived
in West End Avenue! But now that the
confession of a definite worry had been
wrung from her she felt the injustice of
the view generally taken of poor Peter.
For he had been neither too enterprising
nor too cautious (though people said of
him that “Peter didn’t care to part”); he
had just laughed away, in bluff brotherly
fashion, the gnawing thought of the fancy
dress, had assured her he'd give a ball
himself rather than miss seeing her wear
it, and had added: “Oh, hang waiting
for the bill—won’t a couple of thou’ cover
the whole business?” in a tone that made
her feel what a small matter money was
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to any one who took the larger view of
life.

The whole incident passed off so easily
that within a few minutes she had set-
tled down—under his *“ Everything jolly
again now?’—to untroubled enjoyment
of the hour. Peace of mind, she said to
herself, was all she needed to make her
happy—and that was just what Ralph
had never given her! At the thought she
seemed to see his face before her, with the
sharp lines of care between the eyes: it
was almost like a part of his “nagging”
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that he should thrust himself in at such a
moment! She tried to shut her eyes to
the face; but a moment later it was re-
placed by another, a small odd likeness of
itself; and suddenly, with a cry of com-
punction, she started up from her nest of
furs.

“Mercy! Tt’s the boy's birthday—I
was to take him to his grandmother’s at
four. She was to have a cake with can-
dles, and Ralph was to come up town for
it. I knew there was something I'd for-

1

gotten!

(To be continued.)

THE OLD REMAIN

By Madison Cawein

THE old remain, the young are gone.
The farm dreams lonely on the hill:
From early eve to early dawn

A cry goes with the whippoorwill,
“The old remain, the young are gone.”

Where run the roads they wander on?

The young, whose hearts romped shouting here;
Whose feet thrilled rapture through this lawn,
Where sadness walks now all the year.—

The old remain, the young are gone.

To what far glory are they drawn?
And do they weary of the quest?
And serve they now a king or pawn
There in the cities of unrest?—

The old remain, the young are gone.

They found the life here gray and wan,

Too kind, too poor, too full of peace;

The great mad world of brain and brawn
Called to their young hearts without cease.—
The old remain, the young are gone.

They leit us to our Avalon,

The ancient fields, the house and trees,
Where we at sunset and at dawn

May sit with dreams and memories.—
The old remain, the young are gone.

Dear Heart, draw near and lean upon

My heart, and gaze no more through tears:
We have our Jove, our work well done,

To help us face the wistful years—

The old remain, the young are gone.



Expatriates

-THE POINT OF VIEW -

OING abroad is largely a process
of getting new points of view; and,

generally speaking, the more one
gets the better. Not that the traveller’s
old convictions necessarily suffer by com-
parison with his new sympathies, but that
he no longer regards the former as
exclusively reasonable, and there-
‘fore, perhaps, more nearly appre-
hends the many-sided truth of the world
than before he set sail. He learns to con-
sider himself at fault if he remains blind.
Blind—that is it. A trip abroad opens eyes
in all sortsof unexpected and unlikely places,
and the universe discloses an amazing va-
riety of new aspects in consequence.

But few of us can read quite all the mean-
ings that are suggested to us on our travels.
There is the Expatriate: some of us struggle
in vain to get his point of view.

How many of him there are—or, more ac-
curately, how many of her! Multitude al-
ways makes for respect, and it seems that
there must be something in a cause which so
many people support with such assurance.
Such nice people, too! Often enough the
very cream of our civilization. They breed
a double despair in their critics: despair over
the loss of them to their country, and despair
of convicting them of sin. It is no light
matter to bring to the bar of judgment these
cultured, thoughtful, sensitive, intelligent
persons.

Can it he that the love of country is one
of the primitive, narrow emotions, proper
to a state of barbarism, but now in gradual
process of evolving away? Thus the critic
takes counsel with his own heart, trying to
bring himself to the bar instead of the
charming American-Roman lady with whom
he has just been talking., We are all of us
citizens of the world nowadays; our national
and individual efforts are all toward unity,
tolerance, mutual concession; we are break-
ing down state barriers as fast as we can.
Perhaps it logically follows that, as we cease
to consider the claim of one country as per se
paramount to all others, so its supreme im-
portance must suffer in our hearts as well as
in our minds, and we must hold ourselves
free to distribute our local affection or to
bestow it arbitrarily.
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The charming American-Roman lady had
smiled when the critic had ventured to ques-
tion her on the matter of homesickness.

“Wait,” she had answered. **You prob-
ably haven't been over here quite long
enough yet to understand. Of course, you
are not going home this summer; and may
we not hope to have you with us in Rome
another winter?”

The critic had not been so barbarous as to
v*ter aloud the “Not on your life!” with
,/hich his mind had echoed; but he had said
very promptly and firmly:

“On the contrary, I expect to sail week
after next.”

The lady had shaken her head then, still
smiling, and had given an almost impercep-
tible shrug of her dainty shoulders; and the
critic had come away, feeling crude but un-
convinced.

For six months he had revelled in Ttaly,
giving himself over heart and soul to the spell
of that magicalland. He had dreamed under
stone pines and cypresses, studied the august
significance of ruins, climbed the steep, pict-
uresque streets of hill towns, worshipped in
silent churches, held his breath before pict-
ures and statues that thrilled him with the
present touch of eternity. In particular, he
had so steeped himselfl in the atmosphere of
Rome that he seemed a humble part of the
grand old city. He could almost defy any
one to love Rome better than he. He had
had a wonderful winter, not only renewing
his life, but increasing it; and he could never
be grateful enough for the experience.

And yet there had never been a day of the
six months when his heart had not leaped at
the mention of a west-bound steamer, and
he had frequently caught himself counting
the weeks till his own homeward sailing in
the spring. He had been at a loss to account
for this emotion—he was so truly and deeply
enjoying his Italian sojourn; but there was
no denying it, it was as inevitable as the re-
sponse of the ear to a strain of music. Home!
home! That could always claim him, even
in the midst of the Roman Campagna, most
beautiful spot on earth. As the spring came
on, he had grown restless, definitely ill at ease.
There was a vital lack somewhere in his
environment. What was it? Not beauty,




New Dreams
ior Old
Memories

The Point of View

charm, inspiration, significance, material for
thought; not life, abounding life—but hold!
Was he perfectly sure of that last item in his
catalogue? Life wasthe very thing which he
had seemed to be obtaining most securely
from his trip abroad; and yet, when he scru-
tinized it, he lost his hold upon it.
Life—whose life? Why, here in Rome,
Julius Casar’s and Marcus Aurelius’s and
Hildebrand’s. Garibaldi’s, and Cavour’s,
and Victor Emmanuel’s. Glorious lives,
every one of them, noble, inspiring. The
traveller had held his little cup to their
abcunding fountain, and they had filled it
generously. What was the matter, then?
Why was he not contentedly grateful for the
priceless gift? Because the laws of nature
demand that a cup which is full shall over-
flow, because the very condition of fulness
is overflowing. Life is no such simple affair
that Marcus Aurelius can bestow it on any
one. He could save it in the old days, and
he can still renew it; but the action which
makes it living indeed is beyond his control.
Nor yet is action enough to achieve the ful-
ness of life; there must be a profound reaction
among many people, giving and taking to-
gether, before a convincing result can ensue.

O the expatriates giver If they do,
D the argument against them loses one
of its strongest points. Do they
contribute vitally to the life of Italy, or
France, or England? How can they do
so? Giving implies a simultaneous posses-
sion of a certain good on the one
hand, and on the other a need for
that same good; and people of the
expatriate type carry coals to Newcastle.
The things which they have to give are pre-
cisely the things which Europe has given
them: a feeling for beauty, a historic sense,
an appreciation of the finer, more spiritual
aspectsof life. If some of their practical, en-
ergetic, stay-at-home brothers should come
and apply their keen wits to the solution of
Europe’s material problems, there might be
a real contribution. But practical brothers
are those who find * New York good enough
forthem,” and who speedily pine and languish
in the nonchalant atmosphere of Italy. The
racial difference tells, too; it is a real barrier.
Few people can so identify themselves with
the interests of a foreign country that they
can serve them from the inside. The hue of
tradition must be dyed in the wool.
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No, it hardly seems likely that American
expatriates will contribute profoundly to the
civilizations of Phidias and Michael Angelo.
Even if giving were their concern, they have
nothing to give. But giving is not their con-
cern.  They live in Europe because they like
it, because their money goes farther there,
because life is easier, not because they have
found a field for usefulness. With all their
charms and graces, they are rather a selfish lot.

How useful they might be at home! It
is the realization of this possibility that stirs
the hearts of their observers. Almost more
useful than any other class of American citi-
zen.  For America’s great need is precisely
for the good which the expatriate carries so
securely in his little cup. Beauty and fine-
ness and leisure, thought, gentleness, patience,
asthetic standards—the lack of these things
cries out from all branches of our young civil-
ization. We have had enough of commercial
success, of material luxury, of the hard wrest-
ing of dollars from one another. The excit-
ing but fruitless game palls at last; we should
like to turn our attention to something more
enduringly worth while. But how can we
do this unless we are taught? And who will
teach us when those who know turn their
backs on us and go over-seas?

In spite of all efforts to understand, in
spite of all concessions, the irrepressible ver-
dict is against the expatriates. Nor do they
mend matters by the plea of humility: “1do
not flatter myself that America loses anything
in me.”  Forsuch a confessionreally implies
humiliation rather than humility. What is
a man doing with his life that he should hold
it worthless? Nothing, of course; and that
is a trade of which a person may well think
twice before he boasts.

Perhaps the expatriate honestly thinksthat
unless he can do something great and telling
in the cause of sweetness and light, his in-
fluence will count for little. But that is un-
commonly stupid in him; for, better than
most people, he ought to know that this partic-
ular cause depends more on little things than
on great, prospers best in obscurity and un-
consciousness. What we need is not so much
writers and speakers to urge beauty upon us,
as beautiful, common lives, shaping them-
selves in serenity among us. The force of
example is incalculable; and the leaven of
thought works insidious, silent transforma-
tions.

1t is hard to see how any one can fail to



feel the allurement of the unparalleled op-
portunity which America offers to dreams.
New dreams instead of old memories. Is it
not more interesting to create an atmos-
phere for the former than to accept the
ready-made atmosphere of the latter? VYes,
even when the memories are precious be-
yond price.

The present writer was wandering lately
through the gray and thought-hushed streets
of Assisi.  Up and down, in and out, every-
where the footsteps of Saint Francis led me,
and his gentle spirit brooded over every
nook and corner of his little town. I found
it very good to be there, where 1 seemed to
meet him at every turn; and I was inclined
io envy the citizens of Assisi who have the
privilege of living in such a holy atmosphere,
in such security of peace. It was largely
with the desire of talking to one of them
that I entered a little embroidery shop.
But the woman who waited on me did not
look as happy about her unquestioned se-
renity as I had expected. The eyes under-
neath her clear, childlike forehead were wist-
ful, and her sweet mouth had a plaintive
turn. She greeted me pleasantly, eagerly,
but she had little to say for herself as I dal-
lied among her quaint cross-stitch bags and
table-covers. The hush of the little gray
town had evidently invaded her spirit. It
was only when she perceived that my ad-
miration for her wares was outrunning the
present resources of my pocket-book that
she ventured a statement to the effect that
she sometimes filled orders from England.

“Oh,” Ireplied, with that instant warmth
of denial which always amuses me when I
am taken for an Englishwoman (as a matter
of fact I like the English exceedingly), “but
I am an American!”

“An American!”

It is hard to convey the intensity of in-
terest and wonder which informed this ex-
clamation, and which lighted the wistful
eyes, making them more wistful than ever.
Nor is it possible to describe the tone in
which, after a short pause, the woman said,
“Beata Lei!”  She murmured the words
half under her breath, speaking as much to
hersell as to me, and her look was wide and
remote. She seemed to be seeing visions
in me and through me, and to be hailing
something which 1 did not apprehend. 1
shall never forget her expression, nor ever
cease pondering upon it.

The Point of View

“Beata Leil” In our day and country
we might translate that “Lucky you!”
But of course “beata’ means more than
lucky, especially from the lips of a Francis-
can. It can mean so much that America,
hearing it, must bow her head, thrilled with
hreathless humility. The tide of life has
receded from the little gray town on the side
of the hill. Tt ebbed with the passing of
those dear holy ones who, seven hundred
years ago, filled the whole Umbrian region
so brimming full that its waters of refresh-
ment spread far and wide, Assisi’s mission
is now one of passivity, of guarding mem-
ories for the sake of pilgrims. Life can be
carried on only in terms of the current
age; and the current age turned loose in
Assisi would make short work of the foot-
prints of Saint Francis. Therefore there is
nothing for it but that Assisi shall forego its
right to share the enterprise of the twentieth
century, and shall devote itself to cherishing
the memory of the thirteenth. The attitude
is profoundly moving. But noble conduct
does not always make for cheerfulness,
though it does always make for peace; and
the pensiveness of the little town is inevita-
ble. No wonder it catches its breath with
wistful admiration when it hears of a coun-
try where the tide is climbing fast, where
every effort is toward the future, where the
present is quick and active, where no dreams
are finished but all may be coming true!

“Beata Lei!” Ah, truly we might be
blessed among nations if we only would.
The hope of Saint Francis, the dream of the
church, the ecstatic vision of Saint Catherine,
all the old desire of the striving world might
approach fulfilment with us if we cared to
have it so. But we need the help each one
of the other. Let our expatriates come back
and cast in their lot with us, and we shall see
if the home of beauty and of holiness be
over-seads.

“Beata Lei!” It rings in my ears with
far more of urgency than of congratulation.
We must make it good, must we not? The
old world has dreamed and striven, achiev-
ing much but also failing largely. Now it is
our turn. The dreams are there, the same
Christ vision which no age has ever realized,
but to which it is the world’s great business
constantly to approximate. The torch of
life is in our hands. Why should we not
run farther with it than any nation has run
before?  But we must all run together.
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THE ESSENTLAL PRINCIPLES OF JAPANESE
PAINTING

Hissei Ryo no gotoku.

(The brush-stroke’s strength is that of a dragon.)

HE essentialideas or cardinal pointsun-
derlying Japanese art are the strength
of the brush-stroke, the play of the

black color, the sentiment of the thing de-
picted, the spiritual manifestation.
This is, of course, a very in-

torial, crudely represented objects; the seal
characters (fen) were supposed to resemble
the ravaging tracks of the book-worm; the
rei forms recalled the sentiment of carvings
on metal or stone; the so suggested grass-
fashioned characters; gvo approached a run-
ning hand; and the kai was the standard
manner more or less acquired by all.  To re-
produce these different styles a sentiment in
the writer corresponding to the nature of the

characters executed and in-

complete statement, however, - .

for the bare enumeration of
such fundamental art prin-
ciples leaves untouched a great
deal that is important in con-
nection with the subject.
Though fundamentally cor-
rect, it fails to state sufficiently
the distinctive features of Jap-
anese painting.  We must be-
gin any real consideration of
Japanese art by going back
to the earlier Chinese art of
writing.

voked at the time of writing
was considered requisite.
Thus, in the seal characters
the brush must move with the
deliberation of a boring insect
devouring a leaf; in the rei sho
style the writer must feel the
brush to be a graving tool and
what he writes to be engraved
on stone or metal (this difficult
manner is practised by some
professional writers almost to
the exclusion or neglect of
other styles);in the grass char-
acters the feeling or sentiment

Chinese characters long pre-
ceded the art of painting, and
they have always been a spe-
cial cult with the learned of that
country. Two thousand years ago the se-
cret of manufacturing proper brushes, a suit-
able pigment, and a special kind of paper had
been discovered there, and an elaborate sys-
tem of writing devised. This included the
ancient forms called ko mon; the seal char-
acters, or fesr sho (sho meaning wriling); the
formal fashioning, rei sho; the flowing grace-
ful manner, so sho; a rapid style called gvo
sho; and the standard kai sho. The Chinese
believe and claim that all their characters
and ideographs had a divine origin; hence
the art of skilfully writing them has always
commanded their greatest reverence. These
wonderful and ingenious symbols perfected
into an elaborate and complicated system
were written according to a code rigorously
insisted upon.

The earliest characters (ko mon) being pic-

Vor. LIII.—35

by the lat

A specimen of Chinese writing

scribe.

accompanying the brush-
stroke must be easy, gentle,

cmperor's i %
curving, and flowing; and so
on for the other styles men-
tioned. The late distinguished Iwaya Ichi

Roku was a master of all styles,

The characters when written are invested
with living strength or vital force. To that
end the brush-stroke is executed according
to fixed rules, and the flow and color of the
ink are also the subject of regulation. There
is a rule determining the order of the strokes
composing the characters, some of which
have a score and over of lines, each line hay-
ing its proper place as well as fixed sequence
in which it must be written; this aids much
in investing the stroke with the brush
strength insisted upon.

1t is difficult for us to appreciate the great
importance the Chinese have always at-
tached to their writing art; they have fairly
worshipped these who were most proficient
therein, Ogishi, the greatest of the Chi-
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nese professionals, was said to transfer such
force, such energy and vigor into the char-
acters he wrote that they were helieved to be
endowed with life. Again, so thoroughly is
the writer’s nature reflected in his characters
through the peculiarities or idiosyncrasies of
his brush-stroke, the color of the pigment,and
other indicia that the Chinese de-
cline to possess the writings of a
thus disclosed unworthy man.
When painting came into ex-
istence in China the principles
governing the manipulation of
the brush and the strength of its
stroke, so essential in writing,
were naturally adopted, made
applicable to and became char-
acteristic of the painting art. As
the lines composing the char-
acters were written in a fixed and
regular order, so now the com-
ponent lines of painted objects
were similarly executed. Even
the forms of the written symbols
were invoked by the artist to pro-
duce pictorial effects.  Thus, the
disposition of the leaves on the
drooping branches of the summer
willow-tree is happily recalled in
the stroke form of the Chinese
character hitsiu, meaning ‘' pos-
itively "'; another character mean-
ing ““the heart” is similarly sug-
gestive for painting the lowers of
the orchid plant. Many illustra-

jin, which applied to composition.

——er
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The art of Chinese painting was elabo-
rated by introducing various formulas of
Chinese philosophy, such as the male and
female principle, or contrast, called In Yo;
the law of heaven, earth, and man, or fen chi
Rules
were devised also for ledges and ridges, and
a system of dots was introduced
for shrubbery, trees, near and
distant effects, etc.

When colors came to be used
there were invented eight dis-
tinctive ways of applying them,
Many Eastern artists use colors
sparingly, and others do not use
them at all; the most critical art
connoisseurs prefer the uncolored
painting, because the ink picture
discloses more successfully that
which is individual and subtle in
the work.

The arts of writing and paint-
ing were brought to Japan from
China fifteen hundred years ago
and with them were introduced
all the foregoing essential ideas
and characteristic principles.

In time there developed in Ja-
pan specialschools of painting dif-
fering in methods of composition
and execution as well as in the
selection of subjects, but retain-
ing the above four fundamental
principles. Thus we have the
Buddhist school of Kaneoka, with

—

tions of this interesting principle
applied to flowers, trees, rocks,
etc., might be given.

The ink pigment used in writ-
ing was, like the writing-brush and its tech-
nique, employed at the very beginning of
painting, and every canon governing its uses
in thewriting art equally applied in the paint-
ing of pictures. And to the artist’s use of
the ink without other color, when art first
originated in China, is doubtless to be at-
tributed the preference of the connoisseur
for what the Chinese call boku gwa, or ink
painting, the accepted name for which in
Japanese is sumi e.

From the dependence of the art of paint-
ing upon the earlier art of writing it can be
understood that the art worth of a Chinese
painting has always been judged and deter-
mined by applying to it those fundamental
rules which govern Chinese writing.

A bird flying:

its religious scenes and saints; the
Tosa school, whose subjects are
preferably court scenes and court
nobles, colors being used freely;
the Kano school, devoted to Chinese scenery
and Chinese sages, with color employed
sparingly; the Okyo school, whose subjects
are birds, flowers, and landscapes painted
with or without colors; and the well-known
Ukiyo E school.

In a Kano landscape the exact form of ob-
jects is of small importance compared with
the sentiment the artist aims to suggest, like,
for instance, the cheerful aspect of a spring
shower, the drowsiness of a summer after-
noon, the loneliness of snow scenery, or the
violence of a winter gale. Such sentiment,
called kokoromochi, the Kano artist secures
by subordinating in his picture the forms
of trees, people, or animals to the expres-
sion of the whole scene, and he does this by

By Bairel.
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feeling the nature of what he depicts and
conveying it into his work through the
magic of the brush-stroke, through the skil-
ful way in which the pigment is applied
with its contrasts of light and shade, sheen
and shimmer, and through the manner in
which the ink is made to flow and float
in translucent waves over the surface.

Okyo,after athorough
apprenticeship in the
Kano school, concluded
that better results were
achieved through more
realism and lessidealism,
and instead of studying
nature from the impres-
sionistic or @sthetic side,
he and his followers care-
fully sketched and accu-
rately reproduced birds,
flowers, etc. The Okyo
school of landscape paint-
ing, while superior in per-
spective,lacks that large-
nessof treatment and
charming sentiment of
revery found in the work
of the old painters of
China and the Kano
painters in Japan.

A Japanese painting
not only impresses us
withits vital brush force,
invigorating what it
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of the Samurai class. Having all their ma-
terial needs provided, they painted from a
pure love of art, at their leisure, and only
when the spirit moved them.

The use of the black pigment, or ink, is a
distinguishing feature in all Japanese paint-
ing, in which, as in Chinese painting, it is
always employed whether other colors be

additionally introduced

or not. The best hrush
effects are secured with
it.

The secret of the man-
ufacture of the fine Chi-
nese ink-sticks or cakes
of the Ming period islost,
but an excellent substi-
tute therefor is made in
Japan, compounded of
thesoot of certainplants,
with deer-horn glue and
other ingredients. The
same picce of Chinese or
Japanese ink moistened
and rubbed upon the
stone 1o yield the black
pigment will differ in in-
tensity of tone according
to the strength and man-
ner of the person pro-
ducing it. The best re-
sults are obtained when
a young girl prepares the
ink, herstrength and skill
being considered exactly

touches and suggesting
the very nature of the
thing depicted: it also
reflects the spirit of the
artist at the time he ex-
ecutes it; so that such painting if done for
money or other compensation or from sordid
motives is thought to disclose this blemish in
the character of the brush-stroke, the color
of the ink, and the manner in which the sub-
jectis presented, and the painting loses much
of its @sthetic value. There is no imagina-
tion about this: it is a canon of art and a
conviction as well among all Oriental paint-
ers. The great artists of Japan rarely sold
their paintings, and those who did were
given a special name to distinguish them.
Many of the greatest artists were Buddhist
priests who, cultivating the highest ideals,
lived in monasteries or were nominally at-
tached to the households of daimyos or other
dignitaries; or they were military retainers

An original painting of a badger made for the
author by Nochizuki Kimpo, the greatest
living Japanese painter of furred animals,

requisite.  And it is a
singular fact that this
same ink applied upon
paper or silk will differ
fundamentally in color, in light and shade,
in contrasts, in flow, and in spread, ac-
cording to the differing skill of each artist
using it.

In painting on Chinese paper the brush,
charged and nicely balanced with water and
ink, must be applied rapidly and dexter-
ously, because of the quick response of that
material. Thus the artist produces those
marvellous effects of sunlight and shade
characteristic of good ink paintings and
termed boku shoku. This means literally the
color of the ink, but it refers to its striking
contrasts, to produce whichis an art of su-
preme difficulty. The manner in which the
ink is brushed in is so personal to the artist
that a trained eye will detect spurious work
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attributed to him wholly by the way the ink
has been laid on or applied.  Just as in writ-
ing Chinese characters, so in painting the
artist discloses himsell in his work-—such
latent, subtle, potent qualities inhere in the
color of the ink and the character of the
brush-stroke. 1In this connection it may be
of interest to add that Japanese augurs will
undertake to answer all questions put by
any one who will first make for their inspec-
tion a single stroke of the brush charged with
the black pigment.

To outline briefly the peculiar methods of
the Japanese artist: he uses neither oils, can-
vas, card-board, nor Whatman paper, but
employs, instead, painting-silk or absorb-
ent paper, with ink applied with a well-
watered brush, with or without other colors,
There is a fixed sequence in the strokes of his
painted objects and an established order in
which these objects are introduced into the
composition. The artist rarely outlines: he
prefers to paint without defining bounda-
ries; this charming manner is known as bok-
ketsu.  He paints upon the matting floor
seated on his heels; he makes no tentative
strokes—he knows in advance what is
needed and paints from a well-stored and
trained memory; he never retouches—a
stroke once made can neither be recalled nor
concealed; he paints with the greatest free-
dom of the arm, with the brush held per-
pendicularly, and with a stroke vigor “like
the movements of a dragon,” and he invests
each stroke with a sentiment corresponding
to the very nature of the thing painted. Nor
must he hesitate or delay in the act, else the
psvchological moment would be gone. He
never sketches casts or living models, and
Buddhist influence has always prohibited
the nude in art.  In painting robes or other
garments there are eighteen different ways
of executing the lines thercol.  In sketching
from nature he interprets it not photograph-
ically but @sthetically and omits unessential
details,  He paints no shadows nor con-
ceals in chiarg-oscuro anything he paints.
Finally, he seeks for repose or [reedom [rom
all care as the ideal condition under which to
pursue his art.

Nor can it be insisted upon too strongly
that the chief charm of a Japanese painting
lics in the inspired strength and character
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of the brush-stroke, which conveys a deep
if unsyllabled sentiment, not only corre-
sponding with the emotions of the artist
when producing the work, but also enabling
us to see with his eyes and feel with his
soul.  Through the magic of such stroke is
reproduced the very nature of the thing
represented—the hardness of stone, the
mirrored reflections of silk, the fierceness of
the tiger's eye and the cruel curving of his
claw, the overpowering force of the ocean
waves, the grace of budding flowers, the
rapid flight of birds, the contained vigor of
the falcon’s beak, the cataract with its roar.
And how is this attained ?  Through the
artist’s training, by virtue of which he is
made to feel at the moment he paints the
nature of what he depicts. A student of
Japanese art at every stage of his work is
admonished to observe this leading princi-
ple, technically called sei do, or living move-
ment.

How can such essential ideas and methods
of Japanese art be successfully transplanted
into or influence Western painting? They
arc so clearly the ideals, ways of thinking
and doing identified with the national life,
habits, and sentiment of the East, having
little or nothing in common with the West,
that, il introduced into or combined with our
art, the results would be undesirable and un-
fortunate.

Japanese painting would seem to have no
more in common with Western art ideas,
methods, and teachings than the Japanese
language has in common with Aryan tongues.
Perhaps Western art might borrow from the
artists somewhat of the style of Japanese
composition—that is, their way of present-
ing a subject—but nothing beyond this.

It is said that Whistler as a painter was
influenced by Japanese art.  In some of his
landscapes the composition may have been
suggested by Hiroshige prints which he imi-
tated, but that hardly justifies the statement
that Whistler as a painter was influenced by
the essential principles of the art of Japan.

Some of our artistic posters, decoration
schemes, and book covers are in the manner
of Ukiyo E prints; but Japanese prints have
few of the essential characteristics of the
highest Japanese art, and they are not con-
sidered by Japanese artists to be at all char-
acteristic of fapanese painting.

Hengy I'. Bowik.
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HE best of attention
and service for the man
who carries a HOWARD

Watch—not on account of
the watch, but because he is
likely to be that kind of a man.

The possession of a HOWARD
undoubtedly does suggest a man who
appreciates quality and is quite able to
know whether he is getting it or not; a

man who respects HOWARD history ;
and withal, the practical man of orderly
mind who expects to have things done
on time,

A Howarp Watch is always worth what
you pay for it.

The price of each watch is fixed at the
factory and a printed ticket attached—from
the 17-jewel (dfouble yoller) in a Crescent Extra
or Boss Extra gold-filled case at $40 to the
23-jewel at $150 —and the Epwarp HowAaRrD
model at $350,

Mot every jeweler can sell you a HOWARD WATCH. Find the HOWARD jeweler
in your town and talk to him. He is a good man to know,
Admiral Sigsbee has written a little book, '"The Log of the HOWARD Watch,”
giving the record of his own HOWARD in the U. 5. Navy. You'll enjoy
it.. Drop us a post card, Dept. No. K, and we'll send you a copy.

E. HOWARD WATCH WORKS
Boston, Mass.

e T R S P
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What kind of music
_ do you ike best?

The Victor-Victrola
will bring your kind

A8 7~ P> of music right into
Vlclor-throlalV $15 y ur home .

Oak

Your kind of music—the kind you like best—sung

and played asyou have probably neverheard it before.
Your kind of music perfectly rendered by the

world’s ¢ greatest artists whenever y ou th to hLElI it.

You don t have to wait until you
feel you can afford a $100 or $200

"

instrument—any V ictrola you choose

as the instrument for your home will §
play every record in the Victor cata- |
log, and will give you almost as perfect |

music as the Victrola X VI, the instru-
ment by which the value of all musical
instruments is measured.

Any Victordealer in any city in thew orld
will gladly demonstrate the Victor-Victrola
to you and play any music you wish to hear.

Victor Talking Machine Co.
Camden, N. J., U.5. A.

y Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal
" Canadian Distri ibutors

Always use Victor
Machines with
Victor Records and
Victor Needles—

the combinalion. i

There is no other
way to get the un-
equaled Victor tone.

New icto ecords re on sale at all dealers on tl'u: 28th of each month.

e mﬁ......:

Victor-Victrola /] XVI, $200
Mahogany or Y8 quartered oalk
Other styles §] $15 to $150

“Tn answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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One of Our Three Woodworking Factories

L. B. Woodwork

Library Bureau card and filing natural beauty of the wood and
cabinets combine the features of possesses a toughness which will
artistic design, selected quality of withstand years of hard use.
materials, painstaking workmanship,
and scientific construction.

In workmanship; every operation
is made under rigid inspection by

In design; they are free from workmen of long training. =
dust—catching ornamentation. The In construction; 36 years of study
plain classical lines make them har- and development in the niceties of
monize with any type of office or manufacture have earned for us our
furniture. _ reputation for quality and construc-

In material; every piece of lum- tion which has become standard the
ber used is of the highest grade and World over. Every L. B. Cabinet is
carefully selected for color, grain and ™ade in our own factory.
figure. All hardware is solid cast Call at any of our forty sales
bronze. The finish preserves the offices and convince yourself.

Library Bureau

Founded in 1876
Manufacturing Distributors of
Card and Filing Systems Office, Library and Bank Equipment
Unit Cabinets of Wood and Steel for Cards and Filing

Boston New York Chicago Philadelphi
43 Federal Street 316 Broadway 41 S. Wabash Avenue 910 Ch:estnupt.slt‘:'eﬂ

Salesrooms in leading cities in the United States, Canada, Great Britain and France

T T

.

|

A

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



The astronomer, by the power of his
telescope, becomes a reporter of the
movements of a hundred worlds
greater than ours, and the student of
celestial activities millions of miles
away.

He points his instrument at any
spot in the heavens, and his sight
goes rushing through space to dis-
cover and inspect a star hitherto
unknown.

_Up to the power of his lenses, his
vision sweeps the universe.

As the telescope may be focused
upon any star, so the telephone may

The Telesc0pe of Speec

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 41

be focused upon any person within
the range of its carrying power.

Your voice may be directed any-
where in the Bell System, and it will
be carried across country at light-
ning speed, to be recognized and
answered.

The telescope is for a very limited
class, the astronomers. The telephone
is for everyone.

At the telescope you may see, but
cannot be seen. At the telephone you
may speak and be spoken to, you
may hear and be heard. By means of
the Bell System this responsive ser-
vice is extended to the whole nation.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

One Policy

.

One System

Universal Service

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The finishing-touch

to one’s toilet is a slight application of “4711” Eau de Co-
logne. Discreet in aroma—refreshing in its effect. No toilet
table is complete without it. Has been before the public contin-
uously for one hundred and twenty years. That means merit.

Insist on “Forty-seven-eleven” — Avoid substitutes, — Sold Everywhere.
4 oz, bottles, 55¢; other sizes, plain and wicker, 85¢ to $ 3.00.

Ferd. Miilhens, No. 4711 Glockengasse, Cologne o/R, Ger.

U.S.Branch — Milhens & Kropff, New York.
House Founded 1792.

L) poarme

Send for free 10-day trial tube and acid-test papers. Prove how Pebeco preserves your
teeth from their greatest enemy, acid mouth. LEHN & FINK, 116 William St., New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 43

Meat is High,
but not “Everything”
"I'm sorry, Ma’am, but everything's high now, and we can'’t sell steak any cheaper."

The butcher’s statement is not quite correct.
Everything isn’t high, for

sells at the old low price, 10 cents a package. A big and delicious
Jell-O dessert costs only a dime.

That ten-cent dessert can be made in a minute and will serve
SIX persons.

In every package there is a little book full of recipes for making
themostdaintyand beautiful dishes for dinner,luncheonandsupper.

There are seven fine flavors of Jell-O: Strawberry, Raspberry,
Lemon, Orange, Cherry, Peach, Chocolate.

At all grocers’, 10 cents each.

Marion Harland, Mrs. Rorer and other famous cooks have furnished recipes
for the new Jell-O Recipe Book, which is printed in splendid colors. Ask us
for ** The Six Cooks’’ book. It is free.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD CO., Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Can.

The name JeLL-O is on every package in big red letters. 1f it isn’t
there, it isn't JELL-O.

In answering adverlisenents .Ph'asc mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE
SMOOTHEST A&7
TOBACCO e

In this uncertain world
all things are smooth to LO d¢;l;|sz
“the man on the inside.” 0::',3’"" y 873:5 }

gt ehhyorse Ftusoo 3. humidor jars

EDNGRESS Hoyle up-to-date
8\, SENT FORISC IN STAMPS

nm'mr. CARDS

Tl(USh lmlcr.lm
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EACH MAN HAS AN APTITUDE BORN WITH HIM TO DO

EASILY SOME FEAT IMPOSSIBLE TO ANY OTHER.
—EMERSON.

Clem Studebaker—and his brothers—laid a
founclation o‘E -energy and integ‘rity. sixty‘
vears ago, which has diven a lastmg 1mpetus
to a great work. The modern Studebaker
organization, whose products travel to the
ends of the eart]: holds loyally to the
1deals of its founder, and the enduring impress
of those time tried qualltxes ‘born with him”
appears today in Studebaker harness, wagons,
carriages and automobiles.

THE

STUDEBAKER CORPORATION
SOUTH BEND, IND. : : DETROIT, MICH.
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No-Rim-Cut Tires

—_

2,000,000

Tested Out

One year ago — in our 13th year — we announced that
one million Goodyear tires had then gone into use.

Just one year later —in our 14th year —we have
reached the two million mark.

Twelve years to reach the first million. Then that
one million sold another in a single year.

Think what that means, Mr. Tire Buyer.

These are days of odometers. Men are measuring up
tire mileage. They are comparing costs.

Names and claims mean nothing to them. Only mile-
age figures count — only lower upkeeps.

It was under these conditions, mark you, that a million
Goodyears—enough to equip 250,000 cars—went to users
in one year.

And it happened, also, after hundreds of thousands
had tried No-Rim-Cut tires.

Who do you think is mistaken — the men who bought
these million tires, or the men who haven’t tried them?

I

—
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10% Oversize

You'll Be Lonesome
If You Don’t Come In

Nearly half of all the new cars this year will
op out with Goodyear tires.

Nearly half of all the Show cars had Good-
year equipment this year.

And far more cars are now running on Good-
years than on any other make of tirc.

That's today’s condition.

jut here's another story.  The demand for
Goodyears is six times larger than two years
ago. It is doubling about once in cight
months.

How long will it be before non-users com-
bined find themselves in a minority ?

Facts That Men Find
Irresistible

Men in these days don't want tires that rim-
cut. For 23 per cent of all old-type tires found
their fate in that way.

No-Rim-Cut tires can’t rim-cut. And we
control the only way to make satisfactory tires
of this type,

10 per cent oversize, under average con-
ditions, adds 25 per cent to the tire milcage.
Men get that oversize in No-Rim-Cut tires,
and they are bound to have it.

Then the Goodyear Non-Skid is a double-
thick tread, immensely tough and enduring.

The blocks are deep-cut, and they insurc a
bulldog grip.

They meet at the base, so the strains are
distributed the same as with smooth-tread
tircs.  That means a long-lived tire.

Men Can See

Men can see these advantages. And the mile-
age ficures in their tests tell amazing storics.

Men tell these facts to others, and muany
thousands every month join the Goodyecar
ranks.

Now we invite your inspection.

Write for the Goodyear Tire Book—14th-
year edition. It tells all known ways to econo-

mize on tires.

No-Rim-Cut Tires
With or Without Non-Skid Treads

AKRON, OHIO

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, 072

(aTom

|
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Locomobile Sixes Lead in Comfort, Beauty and Equipment

IN addition to a chassis construction admittedly the best in America, 1913 Locomobile six

cylinder cars are far and away the most comfortable, beautiful and luxuriously finished.

It is easy to get in and out of the Locomobile; easy to ride in it for long distances without
getting tired; easy to become enthusiastic over its beautiful lines, careful finish and charming
appointments. Every modern convenience is found in 1913 Locomobiles in its highest form.
In economy of operation no other high-grade sixes are their equal.

I

Comfort: Locomobile easy-riding chassis and Locomobile Ten-inch Upholstery; a combination that
absorbs the jolts from the roughest roads.

Beauty: Smooth side bodies with easy entrance and exit, and graceful cowl front, solid mahogany
rail, hinges concealed, door handles inside and clear running boards. Fabrics all of richest guality
obtainable; leather and cloths specially imported.

Equipment: Simplest, most powerful and best installed Electric Starter, operated by foot pedal.
Rotates motor even if it stops on dead center. Works every time. No strength or skill required.
Removable pedal prevents unauthorized starting. Most costly and efficient Electric Lighting System;
consumes least power and provides most light at lowest speed. The only installation of its kind. The
best Electric Motor Starter and the finest Electric Lighting System are combined only in the Locomobile.
The combination of mechanical features found only in the Locomobile gives our car the highest standing in
engineering circles. Disc clutch, four speeds, bronze engine bed, bronze gear case, seven bearing crank shaft.
Prices of Little Six Models, $4,400 and up. Prices of Big Six Models, $5,100 and up
Send for catalog describing 1913 models
The Z

L bl C an f Am . BRANCHES
ocomobile Lomparlny o €rica New York Chicago Boston Philadelphia
Atlanta Washington St. Louis Baltimore
! . Offices and'WDrks Pittsburgh San Francisco Los Angeles
15 Main Street, Bridgeport, Conn. Oakland Minneapolis

It
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GENUINE
DUNLOP (=) TIRES

are the premier automobile tires of the world

Easiest tire

The most

flexible tire [ on the

Guaranteed

on the market

not to to put on
Fits any ?'I'm-cuf or take
Q.D.Rim off

It is in no sense a new fire.

The Hartford Rubber Works practically introduced it into this country
more than ten years ago, and it has always been one of the standard Hartford
{(now United States) tires.

No other tire has ever been imitated so widely as has this tire, and yet in no
other tire has the original principle been so firmly adhered to.

The illustration on this page is of the genuine Dunlop Tire—as made exclusively
by the United States Tire Company.

As an indication of the growth in favor which this Dunlop type of tire has
enjoyed, it may be stated that the United States Tire Company has actually taken

o More than a 600% Increase in Sales
in Less than a Year's Time

So insistent has the demand become for this tire (in the face of the most
strenuous competition on the part of other tires of a similar type), that we have
been obliged to add immensely increased facilities for its manufacture during 1913.

From now on the United States Tire Company will undertake to supply all
the genuine Dunlop Tires demanded by the trade. Bear in mind—this tire is the
only tire possessing all the merits of the genuine Dunlop Tire.

UNITED STATES TIRE COMPANY, NEW YORK

Makers of the Famous Nobby and Chain, Tread Tires
(Made in three styles, including the Dunlop)

THEY represent what thousands of motorists regard as the ideal fype of tire.
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Look Beneath the Motor Truck

ATCH the axles of the giant motor truck as it rumbles by,
over the rough roadway.
It swerves about other vehicles, bumps across car-tracks, jolts over
cobblestones.  The great load bears with grinding force first to one side, then
to the other.

Truck tires are solid, truck loads are heavy. Engine and transmission are
attached solidly to the frame and ride smoothly on the powerful springs, but the
axles and their bearings get every bit of the tremendous pound and vibration.

A five-ton truck feself weighs about 8,000 11y 3 load And thiz is only what the axles and hoarmga meet under
10,000 more. The whole of this immense weight is LliJ]rUIh d Ydeal conditions. What about emergencies? Tareless dri-
by the =pindles of the front and rear axles. ving, overloading, the hundred and one rrfrrmrd'mury

In Timken- ]){“.,kt Axles (sizes for S-ton work) the front stresses that the truck must meet and meet every day.
rllu |1I are 255 inches, the rear spindles 325 inches, in These emergencies are inevitable in motor-truck service.

They must be anticipated in truck axle and bearing
d for a proper factor of safety decrees that the design.
shi |II not be smaller or lighter, VYears of actual From long expericnce, minutely tabulated, Timken
bt they need not be heavier. engineers have discovered the points in axles where extra
ears of expericnce and the toncentration of an  strengtl is ireal. ."\1111 Timken engineers are backed by
1 lll}., miFation on axle-boilding can develop the  two great oro: anizations of men whose whole hearts = in the
ke axle spindles that are good enough  work of building the he -t pos In axles and bearings for use
relul-car service, in motor trucks and pleasure cars.
rest, too, on th arings thut it over the nxle Look then beneath the Yoaded truck as it goes about the
shindles—twa bearings= on each spindle, eight in all. And in streets; watch the axles at work, think of the bea |r1ug-§]:1cl:]Lﬂ
a Timken-Detroit \\lc these are Timken Tapered Roller  in the hubs, and vou will gain a new appreciation of the in-
Bearings, that carry the lowld along their whole length, not  tricate problem of good truck axle and bearing con-
on mere points as ball bearings must, struction.

And mereweighti=sn'tall i'teven half. Hammoer Llows Get the whole interesting story of '-.x'lc;::, and bearings by

¢ Lo jolting over tou and sidle pressure when cor- \vrinnL to either l,],lr”_ below for the |1,1;LL|| Primers,

crs are turned ofter il \\,LrghL I'hic bearings are  E-5"0On the Care and Character of Bearings,' and E-6*'0n
constantly meeting ull of them at once, the Anatomy of Automobile Axles.”

THE TIMKEN-DETROIT AXLE CO., DETROIT, MICH.
THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING CO., CANTON, OHIO
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The NewIdeain
Motoring

OTH men and women are now buying Detroit
Electric Clear Vision Broughams for all of their
town car driving— utv and Suburban It is suitable
for every occasion, ‘“‘dress-up,” business or shopping.

With it you secure all of the advantages of electricity—not two or three-
and the luxury of the most expensive limousine without the expense of a chauffeur.
It is just the right size for easy handling in congested trafhic, and is so easily
controlled that anyone can drive it with perfect safety.

[L requires no more care in winter than in summer. All
you have to do at any time is to get in and go. The new
seating arrangement is unique—no one is ever compelled to
ride backward.

The pleasure of sight-seeing is multiplied many times
because the occupants can see conveniently in every direction.

HE

~=* L[ FCTRIC
SOCIETY'S TOWN CAR

Why not buy the car that most
nearly meets all of your needs?

Hlus trated catalogue sent upon request
showing eight different models ranging in
price from 35 ;o0 Ladies’ Victoria and the
$1000 Clear Vision Brougham to the $3000
Limousine.

Anderson Electric Car
Company
Detroit, Mich., U. S. A.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



ra

~ AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

ABO UT 75% of present
expenditures for op-
erating cars goes for tires.

That this ratio of cost is
extremely excessive has
been positively demons-
strated by Vacuum Cup
Tires. |

First: Because they are much
the heaviest tires of the rated
sizes manufactured.

Second: Their composition re-
presents not only the toughest
state to which rubber has been:.
developed, but is absolutely
oilproof - immune from the
growing evil of ““oil disease.”

And third: The heavy suction
exerting vacuum cup knobs,
guaranteed to prevent skidding
on wet or greasy pavements,
are in addition to a tread of
regular thickness, furnishing a great excess wearing capacity.

Each casing carries a definite printed guarantee of 4,000 miles

PE NN SY LVANIA
VACUUM CUPYTIRES

At your regular dealers, or write us.

PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER COMPANY, Jeannette, Pa.

Pittsburgh . . 505 Liberty Avenue BRANCHES Kanstﬁ City, Mo. 514 E. 15th Street

Cleveland ., . 1837 Euclid Avenue Chicago . . 1004 Michigan Avenue Omaha . . . . 21585, 20th Street

Detroit . . 254 Jefferson Avenue Minncapolis . , , 34 S, 8th Street Seattle . . . , . Armour Building
Pennsylvania Rubber Company of New York

New York City, 1700 Broadway Boston . 149 Berkeley Street Dallas . 411 S. Ervay Street
Pennsylvania Rubber Company of California §ar[rancisco, 512.14 Mission st.
An Independent Company with an independent selling policy.

In answering advertisemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINT



AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

)

il

0 00 00 00 0 0

A, O, ", O 0,

O, 0 0 0 00,00 0000 00 A, 0, 0 0 A

s g S T

Oakland

"THE CAR WlﬂTI‘l A CONSCIENCE"

The Greyhound Six-Sixty

Building a Reliable Car

HE good motor car is not built in a minute,

a day, nor a month. It requires years.

The building of a reliable car demands
brains, experience and ample resources, and
it takes a harmonious combination of these
three to produce a worthy product, and one
by which a manufacturer can build a lasting
reputation. Oakland cars have been good
cars for years. The reputation of the Com-
pany is good.

Oaklands for 1913

The Greyhound 6-60—Two, four, five and
seven passenger bodies. Unit power plant,
130-inch wheelbase, 10-inch upholstery.
Price for all models, equipped with Delco
electric lighting, ignition and starting sys-
tem, $2550; with Deaco electric lighting and
ignition system and air self-starter, $2400.

Model 42—Four and five passenger tour-
ing cars and three passenger roadster.

Oakland Motor Car Company, 126 Oakland Blv’d, Pontiac, Mich.

1'nit power plant, 116-inch wheelbase, 10-
inch upholstery. Price for all models with
Delco system, $1750; with Deaco system,
$1600.

Model 35—Five passenger touring car:
unit power plant, 112-inch wheelbase, stor-
age battery for electric lighting, nickel
trimmings, $1075. Three passenger road-
ster, $1000.
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Builoing, Furnishing

STERMOOR

We have samples of ticking for you—and a
FREE BOOK that tells how the Ostermoor is
built of airy, interlacing sheets, of great elas-
ticity; closed in the tick by hand, and never

mats, loses shape nor gets
lumpy.

Perfectly dry,
non-absorb-

Soft, and pure as
no re-making nor
necessary.

proof,
can be;
re-stuffing

BY ABRAM LINWOOD URBAN

A book that every lover of nature,
every landscape architect, every prac-
tical gardener, and every lover of good
books will desire to possess. A book that
will grace any library. Teems with valuable
suggestions, pleasurable reading and food for

pared to form new friendships with plants and flowers;
to know your old favorites more intimately.

r gardens, illustrated with
Handsomely

Written by a practical worker amo

actual photographs from the author's own home.

printed and bound.

Send $1._—:r; for a numbered copy of Author's
Limited Edition, prepaid.

THOMAS MEEHAN & SONS
America’s Pioneer Nurserymen
Box 62, Germantown, Pa.

TREES 0
PLANTS

serious thought; sending you into your garden pre- |

HORSFORD’S
Cold Weather Plants

and Flower Seeds that grow,

Be sure and get Horsford’s
free ecatalogue before buy-
ing plants or seeds. You
save money and get better
stock. A long list of the
best kinds to select fram,
all tried in cold Vermont.
Plants, shrubs, trees, v ines,
wild flowers, hardy ferns.

F. H. HORSFORD,
Charlotte, Vermont.

4 |

sized Ostermoor Mattress to #y=on

FREE TRIAL

ent, guaranteed vermin-

burlap, fully protected. Shipped, ex-
press paid, day order is received, Get
the FREE TRIAL or Free Book now.

OSTERMOOR & C0.,108 E!izabeth St., New York

Canadian Agency: Alasks Feather &

i

]

MATTRESS S{E

“Built-Not Stuffed’’

We will ship you a handsome, full-

15,

: 2 : F
receipt of %15. The money will be Mlltruae:dsnizllaﬂwble
placed to your credit gnd will be re- |, ~ , Ticking,
turned without question 45 Ibs, = = 316.00
if you are dissatisfied at |Satin Finish Tic
z, 45 Ibs, - = 16,
end of 30 days, Mattres- Mﬁ?éiigdﬁn 140,50
ses packed in leatherette paper and Twills, 45 Ihs. « 18,00

Special Hotel bt} le,
501

bs. R
Extra Thu,lc Frcrlch
Edge, 60 Ibs. = 30.00

Express prepaid, Mat-
tresses in two parts, S0c
cxtra, Smaller sizes cost
$1 less each size.

Down Co., Ltd., Montreal.

HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Eear the seript name of
. Stewart Hartshorn on label.
Get " Improved,” no tacks required.

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers

BILLIARDS

AT HOME

Have your own Burrowes Billiard and Pocl Table. A few cents per
day will buyit. No special billiard room needed, Write for particulars.

THE E. T. BURROWES CO., 156 Free St., Porlland Me.

Moth Proof Red Cedar Cbest

On 15 Days’ Free Tnal Write
for 64
Page
Clata-
0g
Book,
“Story
of Red

A PIEDMONT
Southern Red Cedar Chest

"
& Cedar
shipped direct from factory to i
home at factory ;ru:es F‘oréi Y::;a:d POStpald Free

Mo more beautiful or usetul 1 or birthday gift. Pays for |tae|f in
every home. Protects furs ;md woolens from moths, mice, dust and
damp. Write for illustrated catalog and particulars of special offer.
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO., Dept. 66, Statesville, N.C.
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The risk of fire that makes the home of inflammable con- |
struction a constant menace to the lives of the family,is an =
important reasonwhy you should specify foryour newhome

NATCO-HOLLOW-TILE |

The home built of Natco throughout—walls, partitions, floors and roof—
represents the best in modern residence construction. Architects build
this kind of home for themselves. The increase in cost over perishable
types is a mere detail when balanced against the advantages gamed—
low upkeep cost, fire safety, permanence and superior investment value.

To build your outer walls alone of Natco Hollow Tile gives you a house far more “liveable ™
than if constructed on any of the clder lines, The blankers of dead air formed by the
hollows in the blocks insulate the interior against sudden and extreme weather changes.

i
‘1
:
Q
& Natco Hollow Tile is precisely the same material—the same company’s product—which has
: made fireproof the greatest business and pubiic structures in the world. For over twenty
years this company has inspired and developed Fireproof Construction. The standards it
has created set the seal of superiority upon its product. The word “Natco” stamped on
every block is our guarantee for your protection.
2

Read up this form of construction belore you go shead with your buildingspecifications. Drop a line for
our 64-page handbook, *“Fireproof Houses.'’ Coniains 80 photographs ol residences and other [
moderate-sized buildings where Natco has been used for exterior wall consiruciion at costs between |
$4,000 and 5100,000, also a few complete drawings and floor plans. An inva luable puide 1o
the prospeclive builder. Mailed anywhere for 20 cents in postage. Worite for it today.

NATIONAL FIRE - PRODFING - COMPANY

Organized 1889 Dept. D PITTSBURGH, PA. Offices in All Principal Cities |

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIB NER'S MAGAZINE
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LEAVENS FURNITURE jﬂ]j

Is distinguished from the *“ordinary’ by
three predominating features:

First—Its solid construction, withstanding  the
most strenuous usage,

Second—The simple artistic lines of the designs,
conformmg with ideas of the most discrim-
inating.

Third—Custom finishes to suit the individual
taste and harmonize with the surroundings.

No home furnished ‘with “Leavens
inade'’ furniture can be criticised for
‘lack of good taste or refinement.

Moderate prices prevail on our entire
stock. Careful shipments made, insuring
safe delivery.

Send for full set of over 200 illustrations

1 T
WILLIAM LEAVENS & CO., Mfrs., 32 Canal Street Boston, Mass.

Burpee’s Seeds

are the best it is possible to produce! If you love flowers,
you have a rare freat on pages 111 and 112 of BURPEE'S
ANNUAL FOR 1913, where we siriee to describe and
picture in nine colors the amazing beauty of the

New Afrtccm Daisies }.c 1y 42 aee” the

yi

annuals that have been “created” in a decade!
.\ru{n.\'-e_ n bloom, they carpet'the ground with bright,
-like flowers and are easily grown everywhere, Per

large, 1
pkt. 10 cis

Cr[mson Ray Cosmos B l:ll'pl_(-_' s distinet novel-

of 1o1z—three times
as many petals as the old Cosmos and :tar like, " Per, pkt. 10 cts,

Burbank’s Rainbow Corn J:uuifu! = 2
a4, as

easily grown as field corn.  Per pkt. 10 cts.

2 (11 Lo - 3 g

Burpee s ‘“ Airy-Fairy’’ Morning
untless flowers, ivory white; flushed rosy pink, re-
Glory main fully expanded until afternoon.  Per pkt. 10 cts,
we will send ALL THE ABOVE
For 25 cts. re it ten cent packet e 2
Tmproved IMPERIAL C tENS,—Burdank's New Fire AMIE h |

CHSCHOL Fordhook Finest Mixed Granoirrora PHiox
and the charm new Lt [1 ANK Porpies,

ANT ANNUALS, costing eighty cents separately—
LY 25 cts, ! fvest seed of each all g
o orn_farims in Pennsylvanie, New Jerscy and California.

Burpee S Annual

] m

and ALSO ome

h of A

\]

“The Leading American Seed ' —ths

1601 1913 is better than eve re. It s
\ll 1]\] E upon application,  Shall we send you a copy? ||
: “]". TODAY saving that you saw our offer in SCRIBNER
INE, A P stal card will do

W. ATLEE BURPEE & CO. ! Mouse (bravely, after a few drops) —Where's that

cat that was looking for me ?
Seed Growers, Philadelphia

yagres for

st 2

In answer s.u ¢ adverlisements please ‘mention SCRIBNER'S MA GAZINE
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GheRight Paint /6r
White Houses

HEN architecture or surroundings
dictate a white exterior, it is un-

5 °
WlSdom wise to seek individuality by any
: scheme of harmonizing or contrasting

Don’t be in a hurry when you select colors. The charm of many homes lies inthe
your refrigerator. Danger lurks in the simplicity and good taste of a white exterior
stagnant, soggy air and zine linings of ice in pleasing contrast with grass and foliage,
boxes built on incorrect principles. Find When white is your choice you would
out about the always dry, sweet and clean not allow your painter to tint it with black

or blue or yellow, and you should not per-

: C mit any white paint to be used which
already has a tinge of foreign color. Often

paint that, by itself. seems white, will be

; 1
! found sewveral shades darker when com-
Refrigerators el B e

designed to protect_the health of the family.
The MecCray patented system of refrigeration c A R TE R
constantly floods the provision chambers with a The White

cold, dry current of lively air. Foods keep de-

‘| liciously cool, fresh, sweet and untainted by —
odors. Easi];y cleaned linings of opal glass, Wh’te Lead

enamel, porcelain or odorless white wood. - is guaranteed strictly pure. and has all the
chE_raysareﬂuali;Yrefrig?jraglrs. Fi&-lestexa;'nlﬂeél good qualities that have made white lead
of cabinet work with perfectly fitting doors, selecte ; s idely used white pigment. But
woods, superior insulation and fine finish. Chosen tae Most WICetne - PIg : r
by the U.S.Pure Food Laboratories and installed in the more than this, it is so white that it has
most luxurious institutions and private residences. | established a new standard of whiteness
A wide range of stock sizes offers a choice to suit for white paint, given new beauty to deli-
the smallest or largest family. Built-in-McCrays are 4 cate tints and added life and brilliancy to
designed as a part of the house and become a per- colors mixed with it,
manent feature for convenience and saving of steps. 3 . T .
Outside icing door may be added to any McCray thus For use as white paint it is thinned
| keeping theiceman out of the house. i with pure linseed oil. To produce any
Write for our free baok““How ] shade or tint desired, tinting colors are
to Use a Refrigerator’’ an : added, It is always mixed fresh to vour
arey ol tha. following catdlaxs: . ler by the painter, exactly to suit the
No. 80—Regular sizes for No. 69—For Grocers. order by P ! s 1y ]
Residences. No. 60— For Meat Marketa. surface to be painted. In either white or
0. 78—For Florists. % . ~ol C White Lead and ling
No. 49—For Hotels, Clubs, | No. A. H.—Euilt-to-order colors, pure Carter ite Lead and linseed
| Institutions. for Residences. oil paintgives the maximum ofservice at the
McCRAY REFRIGERATOR CO. minimum of cost,and nevercracks or scales. | |
o = d. If you have any painting that should be done this
| 589 Lake Street Kendallville, In Spring, write now for ‘‘Pure Paint,'' a brief text- |

book on house painting, with six harmonions color
schemes for modern houses, Free on request |

If white paint iz likely to be ueed, let us send |
vou a sample tube of Carter with which you may
compare Carter with any other paipt you might
consider using, Alsofree, |

Carter White Lead Co.

12073 S. Peoria Street, Chicago, 1.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

Salesrooms in the following cities: )
Chicago, 158 No, Wabash Ave. New York, 251 W. 42nd St ji"lrh"-
adalphin, 206 So, 11th St. ~ Boston, 52 Commercial St. Em.e
1815 Euelid Ave. iroit, 239 Michigan Ave.  Miligoulee
and Sycamore Sts. Minneapolis, 103 No. 6th St. St }‘.U
No. Third Ave.  New Orieans, 226 Baronne St.  Sen Fra
Geary and Stockton Sts. Wasfirnpton, 611 ' 5t., N. W. Lou
643 o, Fourth Ave.  Biftsburgh, 114 Market St.  Colu n:nbzﬂ.)ra &
Main St, Atlanfa, Ga., 82 Marietta St. Cincinnaty, 303 E. 4th 5t
Indianapols, 1116 Prospect St.

For branch salesrooms in other cities see your local phone directary.

—r—
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\\\\{ Pisno

; One of the three great
\\\ Pianos of the World , _

‘b‘

frrmit ) J_

PRICES - REGUL LAR | _' TyLES-$. 550 “"°$1500

“ How old are you: 2!

“T am six now."”
“ My, but you hold your age well,”

'CRAFTSMAN HOUSE PLANS

o ey — e RN -.—_._._ e

T

ER

TH]S isa Craltsman huu-ae ~durable, beautiful and convenient, with no useless partitions, anaste space,

no over-decoration. We design homns of this character lor CRAFTSMAN subscribers. Write for booklet,
““Craftsman Service for Homebuilders.”' You will be surprised at the extent of our service. We aid in buying the
lot, linancing, home planning, landscape problems, and in every phase of homebuilding. Buy THE CRAFTS-
MAN at yvour news stand., Write for booklet to— THE CRAFTSMAN, Room 461, 41 West 34th Street, New York City.

“In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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PIANOS

The tone, touch and magnificent wearing
ualities of the VOSE Piano are explained by the ex-
ﬁum patented features, the high-grade material
and superb workmanship that enter into their
construction, The VOSE is an ideal Piano for the home.
Over 70,000 sold. Delivered in the United States free
charse Satisfaction guaranteed. Libera
n]luwa.nce for old plﬂnm and tlme paymenls nccepled
E— If you are interested in pianos, let us send you
ou:bcaum’ully illustrated catalog that gives full information,

VOSE & SONS PIAND CO., Boylston St., BOSTON, MASS.

“T helieve T caught the leitmotif just then.”

——TThese are Floral Master-
pieces— Luther Burbank’s

1913 Original Gladioli Creations

Only 50 sets of twelve of these extraordinary bulbs.

Suppose you could collect one, two, thres or four of the m

L paints
il or four or n\(, of tulr finest diar

J|ll‘.i|| the world. You

P
Thete is nothin .;, 5 u:,rlrl so0 fine in .|||I;,—-(...|.. ng as beauriful
as I urilnrl.ul' u-le Jd
"h

The opipuo numl\ NS is mow yours,
but as ther nly g ¢ to make sure.
7 1|n‘.‘iE'| A ially rich in scarlet, salmon, and crim-

ud muost desired in all colle ns:  The Aowers

arkable for their size and su wce as they are

California at .m)' seasun, B I-..-m in Summer,

Prices: Each Per 10 Prices:
r. Radioe 7. Elegance
2. Opaline 8. Signae.
3. Esthetic g, Gigantic | 14
4. Graceful 10, Harmonious anly
5. Symmetry 11. Conquest A in
& Pinnacle 12, Dazzling ] cet,

Six first named kinds plus Gigantic for $20.00—7 bulbs,
first named kinds plus Gigantic and Harmonions $30.00—

tur —312
y |Inl| ar nnin_r we \»lH send you uwpon request Tuther
uctions ** How to Plant and Kaise Flowers"—warth the

wants the people of a
and splen: s new flower
original creations ave within the re

Send for our 1913 Seed and
Nursery Catalogue at once

The Luther
Burbank Co.

countries to enjoy the beauty
tic ow for the first tim
of all. None genuine withou

Sale Distributer of Burbank’s
Horticultural Productions

801 Exposition Building
San Francisco

Easy to Have |
Beautiful Floorsf):

A rag and a can of Old English
Floor Wax are all you need, and if you
follow directions you can get that soft.
lustre which has made “0ld English ',
finish famous for centuries.

Convince yourself a e o

The A. 5. BOYLE €O, & ¥
1925 W, 81b 5t., Cigginmati, 0. & .,

: -\_\‘v' My Dealer 15

T
0ld English Floor Wax never gets sucky, e B
doesn't show scratches. Is most’ eco- et The
nomical because it spreads farther e BeS:Barle
and wears longer. Send for +° send Booklet
Free Sample and Boo = :“ffﬁ':ﬁ‘-‘“:’yf-"g]'ﬁ
** Beautiful Floors, Their Finish 48d Care” ..0° English Floor Wax

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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subscription price, §

M. L. KEITH. 456 McKnight Bldg., MINNEAPOLIS, ?\'[h\'.\'-.

$92§9—6ur Price
for Next 30 Days

We now offer the Edwards ¢ Steelcote”
Garage (1913 Model), direct-from-factory, for
$92.50. But to protect ourselves from advancing prices
of steel, we set a time limit upon the offer. We guar-
antee this record price for 3o days only. Just now we
can save you $35 or more.,

Edwards Fireproof Steel Garage
Quickly Set Up Any Place

An artistic, fireproof steel structure for private use.
Gives abzolute protection from sneak thieves, joy riders,
fire, lightning, accidents, carelessness, ete. Saves $20 to 30
monthly in garage rent.  Saves fme, work, woryy and troubiy.
Comes ready to set up, All parts cat and fitted. Simple, com-
plete directions furnished. Absolutely rust-proof, ‘Jcn'.uts and
seams permanently tight. Practically indestructible.  Locks
securely. Ample room for largest car and all eguipment
Made by one of the largest makirs of portable fireproof bLuildings.

‘rumpt &
{o1) .

= Action guaran
- sent tod

643-693
Eggleston
Avenue,
Cincinnati,
hio

ARE you looking

for a novelty
in flowers or vege-
tables? Or a new
Rose which de-

lighted you last summer? Or perennials

which are not kept in stock by the aver-

age dealer? Nine times out of ten

““You Can Get Them at Dreer’s”

The Diamond Jubilee Edition of Dreer’s Garden
Book describes and offers ncarly five thousand
gpecies and varieties of Seeds, Plants and Bulbs
which ineclude really everything worth growing
in thig country. Many of the sorts are illus-
trated, and practical cultural notes on flowers
and vegetables make this book of greater value
than any half dozen books on gardening,
Mailed free to anyone mentioning this publication

DREER'S CARDINAL CLIMEER is the most
beautiful, brilliant and distinct annual climber ever
introduced. 1t is a strong, rapid grower, with deeply
lacinated foliage and covered with brilliant red flow-
ers, which make it a blaze of glory from mid-July
till frost, 2 cents per packet. DREER'S GARDEN
BOOK free with each order.

HENRYA DREER?: Aot ios

HOO:...
S

uction
Sweeper
A vacuum clea

ver

. and ale P
il 5 '_-_‘-] : Made in
easily attached BWEERES various sizes
Dustiessly removes L =
kinds of dirt. P
nil restores ¢
deaier

The Hoover Suchion Sweeper Co.

New Berln,

Ohia

Our Sc-paze monthly muacazine. KEITH'S ** On Home
Building, ™" for o yvear and your choice of anv of KEITH'S
imous $1 Plan Books piving 5, costs) ete. All for

7 il e

vViews

b
e Bl
%

Ao BREo0 L | seh e

BEATRAND . FARAR
WTIHALENG, PERRETL FANLA

Will you plant a hardy garden this
Spring?

Do it. [ will help you to make it the
dearest material possession of vour
home. It will repay you a thousand
times. A little desire, a little ground,
a little care, and the wonderful color
and beauty of the Iris, the Peony,
the Delphinium, the Poppy, and the
charm and magic of the most won=-
derful flowers of nature are yours.
You need have no fear of failure. |
have given years of study to the
hardy plants. I livewith them, know
them, love them and will save you
all but the joy of their blooming.

Write to me about your garden. Tell
me your troubles, your aims—and |
will send you my new book—**Farr’s
Hardy Plants” which is just pub-
lished and is free. You will read it
from cover to cover, NOW is just the
time. Spring will be here tomorrow,.

BERTRAND H. FARR

WYOMISSING NURSERIES, 109 GARFIELD AVE.
WYOMISSING, PA,

In us:.\'a;r'r!ng adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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NORTH AMERICAN
REVIEW

Edited by GEORGE HARVEY

For MARCH (on news-stands February 28)

Public Ownership in France
PAUL LEROY-BEAULIEU

American Libraries and the
Investigator
HERBERT PUTNAM
The Commercial Awakening
of the Moros and Pagans
Major J. F. FINLEY, U. S. A.

The Presidency of the
French Republic

JAMES W. GARNER
What is Socialism?—III

A. MAURICE LOW

Trust Regulation—III
ALBERT FINK

Chaos of British Politics
SYDNEY BROOKS

To and In Granada
WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS

Henri Bergson—A Criticism
C. DELISLE BURNS

On request we shall be pleased to
send a copy of this issue gratis

$4.00 the year; 35 cents the copy

The North American Review Publishing Co.

Franklin Square, New York City

—

BY LOVES

CUTICURA
SOAP

No other keeps the skin and
scalp so clean and clear, so
sweet and healthy. Used
with Cuticura Ointment, it
soothes irritations which
often prevent sleep and if
neglected become chronic
disfigurements. Millions of
mothers use these pure,
sweet and gentle emollients
for every purpose of the
toilet, bath and nursery.

For samp leqq'[h' “Cuticura.” De 11 13
||| ”| Boston. Cuticura .‘~ ap and Ointment are
sold by druggists and dealers every ‘.!.1- TR,

Ky TENDER- FACED MEN
B B e chtina s, ploamrs 1ot
stead of a torture. Liberal sumple [ree.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Economical
hf.tlrlhou : Cel Y
Refreshmg 4 Flavored

N D JF!'s

CUBES

THE VERY THING FOR
MOTOR PARTIES

Result Instantaneous. Occupy
little space—so easy to prepare.

SOUP SQUARES

18 VARIETIES
Six plates of Soup for
TEN CENTS

Nothing to add but Hot Water.

MEYER & LANGE, Sole Agents
New York

CONSOMME

Nothing required but Hot Water.

18]

_ | —By Marion Harland—

up and step-lively requlres supe-
rior physical equ1pment in the
individual follower —and it takes

: something to make it. ’

takes front rank where food value is
studied. Its ingredients help to trans-
form waste into solid substance, makes
mere mortal into superman, with robust
appetite, ruddy cheeks, flashing eyes,
and all the “go” that comes with health

THE present-day Gospel of hurry-

. and strength. The goodness of Evans’ Ale

is reflected in the physical condition and
elastic step of 1h05e who drink it.

(_h e r tles from Neares r.f_'(uef
8 i @l Aoe l
C.H.EVANS & \0\"-, HUDSON,N.Y.

Breakfast, Luncheon, Tea,. . . . .$L75
Common-Sense in the Household,. . 1.50

Same (KitchenEd.), . . . . . . 150
Cottage Kitchen, . . . . . . . . 100
Dinner Year Book. . . . . . . . —
National Cook-Book . . . . . . . L50

\CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
153-157 Fifth Avenue
NEW YORK

Rich, Unusual Tasty Things from Many Lands.

For a two-cent stamp we will send our palatable g
color booklet giving full particulars as well as many
suggestions for menus and a host of distinctive,
rare recipes, Address - =
CRESCA COMPANY Importers, 345 Greenwich St.,N.Y, Zwd=

62 _fn'_Lm.'{.T('r.'.".*'ulg-' adverlisements pff‘;l’._\'(? mention SCRIBNER'S JI AGAZINE



FOOD PRODUCTS

W‘mwﬂ‘ ‘}'ﬁd)""’knnﬂ' g.wg ke :1r
BT et i Piosemy 4 402

""\Wv

The quality of the gues

character of the greeting.

Have the “tang” of the Orient.

exquisite quality to the very last.

DWINELL-WRIGHT COMPANY, Principal Coflee Roasters,

makes the character of the meetmg
The quality of coffee and tea served often determines the

White House Coffee and Tea

The finest coffee and tea ever marketed. Always in the “all-tin” cans that preserve the
Sold by over 25,000 dealers in the United States. Never
sold in bulk. Buy of reputable merchants. See that label is unbroken when it reaches you;
then you are sure to get it exactly as we pack it in our sunlit factory.

BOSTON—CHICAGO

BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER

“In Uric Acid Diathesis, Gout, Rheumatism,
Lithaemia, and the Like, Its Action Is
Prompt and Lasting”

George Ben Johnston, M.D., LL.D., Richmond, Va., Ex-Pres-
ident Southern Surgical and Gynecological Association, Ex-Pres-
ident Virginia Medical Society, and Professor of Gynecology and
Abdominal Surgery, Medical College of Virginia: “If I were
'ilsked what mineral water has the widest range ofUusefuir{esj

would unhesi- In Uric Aa

tatingly answer Buﬂalo th]“a water Diathesis,Gout,
Rheumatism, Lithemia, and the like, its beneficial effects are
prompt and lasting. . . . Almost any case of Pyelitis and
Cystitis will be alleviated by it, and many cured. I have had
evidence of the undoubted Disintegrating, Solvent and elimi-
nating powers of this water in Renal Calculus, and have known
its long continued use to permanently break up the gravel-
forming habit.”

 BUEFALO LiTriA SPRiNGS WATER (2

In Uric Acid Diathesis,

etc.

Jno. V. Shoemaker, M.D. LL.D.,,
Professor of Materia Medica and
Therapeutics in the Medico-Chirurgical
College of Philadelphia, etc., in the New
York Medical Journal, June 22, 1899:
“The BUFFALO LITHIA WATER
is doubly efficient in Rheumatism and
Gout. It dissolves Uric Acid and
Phosphatic Sediments, as well as other
products difficult of elimination, while
at the same time it exerts a moderately
stimulant effect upon the renal cells,
and thereby facilitates the swift re-
moval of insoluble materials from the
body. Without such action insoluble
substances will precipitate in the
kidneys and bladder. The intense
suffering produced by Stone, together
with consecutive pyelitis and cystitis,
are avoided by prompt elimination.”

Medical testimony on
request.

For sale by general Drug
and Mineral Water trade.

() BUFFALO LITHIA

~ SPRINGS. VIRGINIA

In answering advertisements . please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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DAVEY
TREE EXPERTS

SAVE
THENATIONS TREES

JOHN DAVEY
Father of Tree Surger,

COPYRICHT 1912

This tree split apart because it had a weak crotch—
such a disaster COULD HAVE BEEN prevented by a
Davey Tree Expert.

Davey Tree Experts are employed by the U. S. Gov-
ernment, by many of the states, by a large number
of cities, and by the Canadian Government.

More than two-thirds of the trees in America
have weak crotches and are liable to be split
apart by the first high wind. Such trees are
structurally weak—they are bound to split apart
sooner or later. It may be five or ten years, or
it might be only five or ten days.

The untrained eye can seldom detect a weak
crotch— DAVEY EXPERTS are trainea to
detect them and to prevent disastrous splitting.

We will gladly have one of our experts ex-
amine your trees without charge and report
on their exact condition.

Splitting branches are a source of danger to other trees,
to buile wnd a |_<.11~.I il menace to life. 1t costs ten

times as mu 3 e a tree alter splitting apart as it
would to have =\\u‘l that tree agai inst splitting.

If your trees need no attention, you want to know it;
1f lhey do need treatment, you ought to know it.
Don't employ unskilled labor, it is always expensive.
Let us examine your trees now, Write for booklet K.

THE DAVEY TREE EXPEHT CU., KENT, 0.
HRANCIT OFFICE: 5 Filth Ave. N rk, M. ¥.
¢ Bl 46, 1 New i

‘““Free from
disagreeable

TASTE and ODOR”?

because it’s pure.
Not an emulsion.

b}

Peter Moller’s
Cod

.
Liver

L]
Oil

Easily digested —does not “stick to

the tongue ”—does not “repeat.” Bottled
by Peter Moller in his own factory at the

Norway fisheries.

Sold by druggists everywhere—
never in bulk— sold only in flat
oval bottles bearing the name of

Schieffelin & Co., New York Sole Agents
R :

and FISH. You like
to go CAMPING—

then surely you will enjoy the
National Sportsman Maga-
zine, with its 160 richly illus-
trated pages full to overflow-
ing with interesting stories
and wvaluable information about
guns, fishing tackle, camp out-
fits—the best places to go for fish
and game, and a thousand and
one valuable “*How to’" hints
for sportsmen. The National
Sportsman is just like a big
camp-fire in the woods where
thousands of good fellows gather
once a month and spin strring
yarns about their experiences
with rod, dog, rifle and gun
Think of it—twelve round-trips
to the woods for a $1.00 bill

SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER

Just to show you what it's
like, we will send you the
National Sportsman Maga-
zine for three monthsand
your choice of a hand-
some National Sportsman
Brotherhood emblem in
the form of a Lapel But-
ton, a Scarf Pin, ora
Watch Fob, as here
shown, on receiptof 23¢.
in stamps or coin. Don't
delay—jain our great big
Hunting, Fishing, Camp-
ing, Nature-loving National
Sportsman Brotherhood to-day-

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN MAGAZINE
49 Federal St., Boston, Mass.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ALe dernier 61y o lawmode”

/& We offer to the discriminating woman
-of Fashion

) The Cammeyer DeauvilleSmrade Fumnp

[ . In Gun Metal Calf Patent Leather

Tan Russia Calf Black Satin
‘White Buckskin Gray Suede

SPRING AHD SUMMER CATALOGUEHOW READY
Cammeyer

Stamped on a

hoe means

Six Dollas {:Standard  Merit
Six. Dollars --:IfjthAve.atZI]thS@,eN.lY.

THOSE HOME-MADE EASTER HATS.

THE WELL DRESSED MAN

Must have every smallest detail of his

apparel perfect in taste and of the best
quallty. For evening dress wear, the

Krementz Bodkin-Clutch
Studs and Vest Buttons

(with Cuff Links to Match)
appeal to the most fastidious because of their
J perfect finish and simplicity of operation.
THEY GO IN LIKE A NEEDLE

without marring  the
stiffest shirt front, and

HOLD LIKE AN ANCHOR

At the jeweler's you'll find many

beautiful styles besides this one, that

is made of the finest mother-of-pearl,
mounted in platinum.

Booklet, showing many designs, on request

KREMENTZ & CO.

107 Chestnut St. = = Newark, N. J.
Largest Manufacturers
of High Grade Jewelry in the World.

Wire.—No; somehow or other, it doesn’t look right yet.

——
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A refreshingly new idea in the home magazine
field has been instituted by

American Homes and Gardens

A new Department devoted to the interest of
collectors of Antiques, Curios, Old China, Old
Furniture, Rugs, Silver, Jewelry, Prints and En-
gravings, Carvings, Books and Bindings, Auto-
graphs, Old Glass, Miniatures, Old Laces, Pewter,
Bronzes, Coins and Medals, etc. This will be

known as

THE COLLECTORS’ DEPARTMENT

This means that not only everyone who has a collecting
hobby will turn with interest to AMERICAN
HOMES, but that everyone interested in objects
connected with family history will seek the service
of this magazine which supplies information on ap-
plication to «// its readers whether subscribers or not on
subjects connected with collecting.

MUNN & CO., Inc.

Publishers
361 Broadway
New York

If you are interested in antigues and curigs fill out the blank below

THE EDITOR THE COLLECTORS® DEPARTMENT

AMERICAN HOMES AND GARDENS
MUNN & 0., INC., PUBLISHERS
36l BROADW AY, NEH" YORK

I am interested tn Collecting, especially in the following subjects:

~ In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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for Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
« Used while you slecp.” Colds, Catarrh.

A simple, safe and effective treatment, avoiding drugs,

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop-
ing Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet,

For Sale by All Druggists

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irri-
tated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresolene, They can’t harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 1oc. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., New York

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

“T dare ye to come outside.”

"KODAK"

Is our Registered and
common-law Trade-
Mark and cannot be
righttfully applied ex-
cept to goods of our

manufacture.

If a dealer tries to sell
you a camera or films,
or other goods not of our
manufacture, under the
Kodak name, you can
be sure that he has an
inferior article that he is
trying to market on the

Kodak re pu tation.

If it isn’t an Eastman,
it isn’t a Kodak.

EASTMAN KODAK CO.,
ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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What

You Should Weigh

You can, I know it, because T have
reduced 25,000 women and have
built up as many more—scientific-
ally, naturally, without drugs, in the
IH'Il\'.':.L"\' of their own TOOs; [ can
build up your vitality—at the same
time T strengthen your heart action;
can teach yon how to breathe, to
stand, walls and relieve such ailments
as mervousness, torpid liver, constipa-
tion, indigestion, etc.

One pupil writes: *1 weich 83 s less,
awmil 1 have cained wonderfully |

Another says: ' lasi
ponnids, this May I weich 12
WELL.™
Write to-day for my free hoollet.
SUSANNA COCROFT, Dept. 3
624 Michigan Boul., Chicago
£ i * 4Nl L Mt cleney,

Avithor Hrvwth i Eilemee, 1

weighed 100
i,oaml ob! 1 feel S0

feir.

You Can Weigh| g

ALL

he writes.

BOOK

UTING MAGAZINE
1145 WEST 30TH ST NEW YORK

“Empery” is a tale of Love and
Battle in Rupert’s Land. The Hud-
son’s Bay Company makes war on
the Northwest Fur Company’s posts
and Bruce Dunvegan fights for the
love of Desirée Lazard. The author
1s Samuel A. White, a Canadian and
no stranger in the land of which
It is a story of stirring
action filled with the crackling vigor
of the winter woods and the brood-
ing peace of Northern Summers.

STORES

FOUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY !
3 Yachting

In Thrilling Moments Like Thi

Your camera—your lenses—must not fail

you, Ifyou wish to g lind!ly record in-

cidents in real life . not as the ;

eye sees them— but as they
actually appen- use

A Goerz Lens takes pictures that are worth
maoney, because they show in clearest, sharpest
detail, incidents which the eye itsclf is not quick

enough to grasp, A Goerz Lens mayv be fitted to the

amera you now have,
Our Book on “"Lenses and Cameras'’

will be sent for the askng
€. P. Goerz American Optical Co. , 5234 E 34@_&!-. Hew Yark

Siuty-seven years practice before the Patent Office.
QOur handbooks on Patents, Trade-Marks, ete., sent Y
Ml free. Patents procured through Munn & Co. receive |
free notice in the Seientific American.

il MUNN & COQ. 353Broadway.N.Y,

23 o
b Dhun't rlek eheap, filmey devires,
wimming Bell, inc., 309 Broadway, New York

O

$1.25 NET

O-UTIN-G HANDBOOKS
122 S. MICHIGAN AVE.CHICAGO

In answering advertisements pr’ﬂ:g.;‘ﬂ“mmh’a"m}_,\'t__'R]f_{_‘\!j_g‘;{’__\‘ MAGAZINE



Safeguard Your Money

YOU deposit your money with a bank known

to you for solidity and conservatism. Do
you use the same judgment in making permanent
investments—buying bonds ?

Commercial Banking is specialized work—requires ex-
perience and expert knowledge. Investment Banking is
even more intricate—requires knowledge of values, laws,
conditions; information gained by many years’ experience.

The many millions of high class bonds sold yearly by
us to thousands of cautious investors is the result of twenty-
five years of aggressive business; confidence in our judg-
ment and ability to select good securities at proper values.
A convertible market is assured you through our large
distributing organization.

WE OWN FIFTY DIFFERENT ISSUES OF BONDS FOR YOUR
SELECTION, INCLUDING : Yielding

Municipal Bonds of large cities . . . 410% to 4.75%/

County Bonds . . . .

District Bonds (School, Road, Drainage) 4.60"; to 5.50"
First Mortgage Railroad Bonds 5% to 5.40";
Public Utility Bonds . 5 G 5% to 5.60";
Other well secured First Mortgage Bonds 512" to 6",

Address nearest office, Department B.
WILLIAM R. COMPTON COMPANY

33 Wall Street 408 Olive Street
NEW YORK ST. LOUIS

111 West Monroe Street
CHICAGO

5 -

B <amid LE__

“What kind of music are you going to have in
yDl‘Jr new church, Deacon White? "
“Organic.”

—_——

4559 to 4.75% |

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

New Illustrated
Booklet Ready

Write for it

{ Sending for this Booklet will not
place you under the slightest obliga-
tion, but it may be worth a good
deal of money to you.

q If you have $100, $500 or
$1000 to invest from time to time
where it must yield you a fixed, known
income, you should have this Booklet.

to-day

q Every investor will find it interest-
ing—some more than others. The
conservative investor particularly
will be interested in this Company's

6%
GOLD MORTGAGE
BONDS

Denominations: $100, $500, $1000

Protected by Trust Mortgage
Interest Payable Semi-Annually

( Thoroughly secured by the actual
ownership of millions of dollars’ worth
of high-class, improved, income-pro-
ducing citly property — located on
Manhattan Island, New York City,
the most valuable and most produc-
tive area of its size in the world.

( Be sure to ask for Booklet 53

NEW YORK REAL ESTATE
SEcUuRITY Co.

Assets over $14,000,000
Capital Stock $3,9250,000

42 Broadway New York

 In answering advertisements please meition SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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LATHES

For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
Expevimental and Hepaic Work, ete,

Lathe Catalogue Free,

W.F. &Jno. Barnes Co.

528 Diuby St., Roclkford, 111,

SECURED OR FEE
RETURNED, Freeopinion
1~. to ]latc:lt&i::!lt}, Guile Hook,
List

of  Invenilons “unl.ed
and 100 Mechanical Movements free to any address. I'-‘ﬂcms
secured by us advertised free in World's Progress. 5.|||||Jl(: copy fres,

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., Washington, D, €

The Garage Beantiful, Price $150 Cash OUTDOORS IN WINTER

GILT EDGE investment that will

add three times its cost to the value
of your property, double the efficiency of
your car and cut your repair bills to a
vanishing point.

525 Down and $10 Monthly

for fourteen months, or $150 Cash, will purchase an

Receives liberal atten-
tion in this series of prac-
tical books. Some of the
subjects now ready are:

OUTDOOR PHOTO-
GRAPHY — Julian A.
Dimock. A common-
sense guide designed es-
pecially for beginners.

PACKING AND POR-

Amerlcan THE NEW TEXT- TAGING—Dillon Wal-
BOOKS _FOR OUT- Jace. Coverswholerange

SeCtiOIlal Garage T NORIAND of wilderness transpor-

tation and equipment,

Built with walls of American Pressed Steel, Includes snowshoes and toboggan.
heavily galvanized and stamped to repre- .
sent brickwork, concrete or wood siding. T%Si?eﬁ??f?ﬁ?ﬁi?ﬁagozﬁah a:llc‘i
Painted three coats to harmonize with your birds. Many illustrations.
c1ele ce. _<" ents 1 e ich-orade

residence I |t]"ﬂl:|'l s IIPI'_‘]ll.LIL-I hl_a ) Dll’lflf WING AND TRAP SHOOTING—Charles
panel doors, casement windows, glass, Askins. Only modern manual in existence
hardware, closet, work-bench, etc. Two dealing with shotgun shooting.
men can erect in two hours, and it will last Pikoliss o Yookstoia or disset a0
a lifetime. Write for Cataloy G2 cents a copy. Postage extra, 5 cents. Send
AMERICAN SECTIONAL GARAGE COMPANY fexfres Outing Handbook Catslogue.

General Offices: OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY
215-219 Stevens Building, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 31":3;'1&:?&?:’;95:»\; voaxw""slﬂ tulcmcmﬁ&gl‘i?&lz

THE NEW HOSTESS OF TO-DAY > 'Xteo

This complete exposition of the arts of cooking and serving comprises the substance of
Mrs. LARNED'S famous book, *“ The New Hostess of To-Day,” for years the recognized
authority on its subject. But it is a much larger book than that, containing a large pro-
portion of new matter, and the old matter in new and more detailed form. It is actually,if
not technically, a new book. The main headings under which its information is grouped are:

Dinners and Luncheons, Breakfasts, Evening Collations, Five o'Clock Functions, Chafing-Dish Creations, Some
Beginnings, Soups, Fish and Fish Entrées, Entrées of Meats and Poultry, Pigce de Résistance, Vegetables and
Vegetable Entrées, Sauces for Fish, Meats and = Vegetables, Game, Eggs and Cheese, Desserts,
Pudding Sauces, Frozen Creams, Ices and Frappés, )\ Cakes, Some Accessories, Hot Beverages and Cold
Drinks, Breads, Rolls, Biscuits, Preserves and ﬁPLck]es Sandwiches, Chafing-Dish Cookery.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S SONS _'-/ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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B iful

eautiful Estate Near Boston FOR SALE
Situated in Chestnut Hill, one of Boston's loveliest suburhbs, six miles from the State Hous=, Grounds are beauti-
fully laid out in lawns and gardens. House contains Baronial Hall, Louis XV. reception-room, hilliard-room,
smoking-room, dining-room and library, all finished in rarz woods. Specially designed electrical fixtures; modern
plumbing; nine master's bed-rooms, boudoir, six bath-rooms; hot water system of heating; air coaling plant;
stable, carriage house, garage, gardener's cottage. The most complete and beautiful estate for sale near Boston

at the present time. For photographs and full particulars apply to Terms lo suil,

JAMES D. GABLER?_3II West Forty-third Street, New York City

‘“.._ - o,

é‘ ‘ Built like Government Torpedo Boats, of tough, puncture-proof, galvanized steel plates,
joined tozetherthat aleak s impossible, The Mulling Steel Boatsure guarantesd s
ing waterlo o, warping, dr ing
Ferro2 L\L]L Light, pow wmer, start like automobile s
one mancontrol, neverstal ently under wuter, Beautiful illustrated book, froe.

THE W. H. MUI.I.!NS co., Wurld'l Largest Boat Builders, 110 Franklin St., Salem, Ohio
TEEL ROW BOATS AND CEDAR CANOES

S0 sncur\el ¥
mn

COMMAND D ADMIRATION

Y Many business men s oth edge Book Form Cards

Our Smart
Card in
Case

sy admire my writes

one of our Customers. ink of the effe wh el has on the opinion of ¥ ective
customer.  Peerless Patent Book Form (': =t a new standard of bus rd per-
fection. Send for a ‘-:llnl)ll boold, detach  the iy e, and you will see why they

command attention and compel admiration, You will be = onished hen you see their smooth
edges. 51 yvears of _-m.-(-f-_-a.l'ul. progressive experience in des 1z and engraving
assures you of the guality and distinetiveness you have always wanted in your ecards.
THE JOHN B. WIGGINS CO., Sole Manufacturers
Engravers, Die Embossers, Plate Printers S50-52 E. Adams St., Chicago

- HONEY AND
Always use HINDS aimonn” CREAM
Relieves at once, qumk!y heals, makes clear, velvety skin. Complexions are greatly improved by
its use. Soothes infants” skin troubles. Men who shave prefer it.—Ils not greasy; cannot grow

Iy harmless. At all dealers. In bottles 50c., Cold Cream 25c¢. K
{l';::ilai‘;s:ll-l'l:z S:Inn;rtﬁmllle and Tube A.S. HINDS, 73 West Street, Portland, Maine ﬂ

e

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Iravel ResortsTours

CLARK'S /T O
TOURS
e 5 TO EUROPE

du

De

ﬂ"1

TO EUROPE

March 15 (Auto), 22; April 26 and frequently
after. North Cape June 1o. Little Groups with
exceptional leadership.  Japan Cherry Blossom
Tour, March 22. TIMES BUILDING, NEW YORK

SAR@I2N Q)

%52 29505 A @B

EUROPE AND ORIENT

m sznd Vear. Limited Parties. Comfort and Leisure
: T mgh Sightseeing,  Expert Guidance,  Strictly

irst-class Special Tours for Private Parties,
]’J\I\]“‘ TOURS - = Glens Falls, N. Y.

SEND FOR DAY BY DAY ITINERARIES

Potter Tours Co ({! 175 Fifth Ave., Nngork

RAYMOND-WHITCOMB TOURS

Comfort and Convenience without a Crowd
EUROPE Italy, Switzerland, Germany, Apr. 12, May
June 7 and = Sps 4 P gal, Apr. Grand
‘mmmer N ‘ape, R rand Swiss, British
1sles, and other T 1 rture \Tq\r July. Lecture
Club Tonr, Lec sby |‘]|»~u ?”'I]J'-hLLl Europeans, June =8,
PRIVATE PAHTIE Itineraries and estimates sub-
part of Furope. Efficient con-

dL,.L| ors furm-.l.u_._i. \urum-.nhile Tours.

ROUND THE WORLD. Tours in July, Sept., Oet.,
Nov., and Dec.  Booklet ready.

AUTOMORBILE TOURS

June 12, English Lakes, Wales, Shakespearean Coun-
. Ibeu m, New Farest, Brittany, Chateau Country,
iera, Black Forest.

June =6, Brittany, Chatean Country, Alps, Riviera,
PBavarian Hig zhlands, Tyrol, Shakespearean Country,
Devon, New Forest

Other Tours, June 10, 25, July 3 and 8.

Which booklet may we send you?

RAYMDND & WHITCOMB COMPANY

ton St., Boston a25 Fifth Ave., New York
I]m| 632 5, Mich Eoulew \rr] Chicago

FUROPE

At Moderate Cost
Attractive Spring Mediterranean Trips and many others.
Efficient management. Small parties.

THE PILGRIM TOURS
106 Washington 5t., Boston
Ravmonnp & Waitcome Co., Agents
BOSTON NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA CHICAGO

For 10¢ postage

|
‘W Our Information Bureau in New York

will send you a special Selectlon of profusely

illustrated booklets called “ Parcel No. 2,”

with full particulars of Railroads, points of inter-

est, etc. Enables you to easily plan a delightful

holiday in thisWonderful Land of Lakes and Alps.
Send 10 cents for our ' Parcel No. 2"

OFFICIAL INFORMATION BUREAU OF SWITZERLAND
241 Fifth Avenue, New York

Tour  Around nher. Bermuda,

LTHOUSE’S "SR
FOREIGN
Dielightful Toeurs rope, Me I.I: erranean, and the
Orient, British Jgl 3 | Hupsin Special
Povnmn, Weet Indien. ¢ mlreh emiivis Itineraries. At- uu Rs
tractive Prices, Bend for 1ustrated Booklets,
ALTHOUSE TOURS COMPANY, 1336 Walnut St., Phila.

Parties sailing L\r_r:, month
J3 ry o July. Best
| agement

t]ue

T T T TR “
THE TEMPLE TOURS 8 BEACON ST BOSTON, MASS

KUGLER’S ssaxns
TOURS (18th Year)

CONTINENTAL EUROPE, SCANDINAVIA, BRITISH ISLES
Small parties, superior accommaodations, many delightful feat-

ures.  Special tours ]J]'mm_d on request.  Send Jor fonr book.
KUGLER TOURS - - 9 E 4th Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

TOPHAM TOURS

mean small, select partiesand the highest grade of European travel,
We make thorough sightseeing a pleasure. Write for Booklet B.
TOPHAM TOURS, - - 305 S. Rebecca St., Pittsburgh, Pa.

EUROPE

“ravel {}ithoutTrouble”

70 Spring and Summer Tours

With Personal Escort and at fully Inclusive

Fares. The series culllpn‘«&'-‘- Tours de Luxe,
long and short Vacation Tours, and a spécial
series at popular prices, covering all parts of the
Continent from THE MEDITERRANEAN
TO THE ARCTIC, Early departures include
tours via the Mediterranean Route. Other special
features are Midnight Sun and Russia Tours and a
Summer Tour to the Orient,

JAPAN IN CHERRY BLOSSOM SEASON

Tours leave San Francisco March 1 and 15.
Send for Program desired.,

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

NEW YORK: 245 Bro: ul\\ 1\ 261 Fifth Ave,
BOST
CHIE
LA A nth

llll ||\|1| 65 Yong \.‘-l o o

Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Over the World
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Hamburg-American Line
_Cruises

o //";gf ¢

A & Ay d ‘okohama
e l‘tf R Wagasani
4 '1\;,,

= Hambur Hanglian,
(] geang

Pefanila

Around the World

THROUGH THE PANAMA CANAL

A delightful and comprehensive Cruise arranged for Jan. 1914

Write for full information

Summer |The Panama Canal
Cruises | and West Indies -

e th
To the Land of the Seit: :er:ll‘;l.cl.’: !fom
Midnight Sun, Iceland, | LAST THREE CRUISES
Spitzbergen, North March 11 by
Cape, Norway, Scotland, S5.5. Victoria Luise
Orkney and Faroe 28 Days $175 ::d
Islands March 29 by 5.5. Moltke

> April 10 b
From Hamburg durmg 5.5. Victoria L):lise

Duration of each cruise
June, July and |16 Days $145
August Also weekly

HH i [ ”
by S.S. Victoria Luise, sailings by “Prinz '
steamers of our h

Bismarck, Meteor Atlas Service

Write for beautifully illustrated
books, stating cruise

Hamburg - American Line

41-45 Broadway New York

Boston Philadelphia Pittshurgh Chicago
St. Louis San Francisco

Iu-_answerfﬂg adverliserients please mention S 'f\’ffs’.\':’-_'fFTU,11;;'_1/.’2-_\'!,'- o
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LAUSANNE
Hotel Cecil

UGAN

The Most Beautiful

Resort in
South Switzerland

FINE EXCURSION CENTRE. MILD CLI-
MATE. STEAMBOATS. MOUNTAIN
RAILWAYS. SEVENTY HOTELS AND
BOARDING HOUSES WITH 4,500 BEDS.
NO FOGGY DAYS. SOUTHERN FLORA.
IDEAL PLACE OF RESIDENCE ALL
THE YEAR ROUND.

Skating Rink, Tennis First-Class Hotel

GOlf, Kursaa.l J. SUMSER, General Manager

Issued in $10,
$20, 850 and ; . 1
$100. . A Dol

You can pay your passage out

with these “A.B.A." Cheques. You can use them in any part of the
civilized world for your traveling expenses, without the necessity
of converting them into foreign money., And you can pay your
United States customs duties with them on your return.

They are SAFE TO CARRY, because they are useless to a thief
without your signature and may be replaced if lost or stolen.

Issued in $10, $20, $50 and $100, each cheque engraved with its
exact foreign money yalue. 50,000 banks have agreed to cash them
without a personal introduction. Your signature identifies you.

“A.B.A.” Cheques

Get then‘_l 8?.‘ your Bank. Ask for booklet. If vour bank is not vel
supplied wilh ' A.B.A Chegues, write for tnformalion as lo where they
can be oblained in your vicinily,

BANKERS TRUST COMPANY New York City

In (iusu-cw'ng advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Now —is the time to
visit California

Her beauty, her brilliant city life, her joyous sunshine, her fascinat-
ing haze of history—all draw you on. People nevertire of re-discovering
California and never will. She is an old, old land, yet ever young.
Go there. Refresh mind and body. Sece that your tickets read

Southern Pacific
Sunset Route

New Orleans to Los Angeles and San Francisco

Sunset Express Sunset Limited Sunset Mail
Daily Train de Luxe, Weekly Daily

This route offers a remarkable service of comfort and enjoyment,
The country it traverses is delightful. Oil burning locomotives do
away with smoke and cinders. Rock-ballasted, dust-
free road bed. Electric block safety-signals. A
genial climate all the way. These combined advan-
o tages make this the natural winter route.

Ask for attractive and helpful bookhs, sent free.

L. H. NUTTING, General Eastern Passenger Agent

Ronln 1, 366 Broadway
1158 Broadway (Franklin Street) 1 Broadway
(27th Street) NEW YORK (Bowling Green) o5
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Ceatures

abound in the vast domain
which nature provided and
Uncle Sam has set aside “for
the benefit and enjoyment of
the people.”

Yellowstone
National Park

@Season 1913 will be June 15 to Sept.
15. The way to go to the Yellowstone
is via the Original and Northern En-
trance --- Gardiner Gateway ---reached
only by the

Northern Pacific Ry

@You should surely go this summer.
Sumptuous hotels, or enjoyable camps,
and the 143 miles of coaching over gov-
ernment kept boulevards, will re-
fresh, rejuvenate and re-create you.
The cost is moderate and you will
always remember it with keenest

pleasure. Excursion fares in effect

for the Park trip by itself or
in connection with Pacific Coast
trips. May I send you our
literature?

@Just drop a postal to

A.M. CLELAND
General Passenger Agent
St. Paul, Minn.

Pictures at the left show:

1—Pelicans on “'Molly Island"’—Vel-
towstone Lake.

2—The graceful elk.

3—Giant tree gnawed by beaver.

4—The famous geyser hole “‘fishing
cone,"” in Yellowstone Lake.

5-—Hungrybears haunt hotel refuse heaps.

Panama-Pacific International Exposition
San Francisco---1915

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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RAILWAY

Premier Carrier of the South

Summer Sports
in a
Winterless Land

Don’t wait until June
for the thrill of out-door

sport, the warmth of summer sun-
shine. Go now to the famous winter
resorts of the South and Southeast.
There, you'll ind invigorating diver-
sion and snappy play from dawn to
dusk. Golf, polo, tennis, riding,
motoring, canoeing, fishing and
motorboating by day. Dancing, band
concerts and social pleasures by night.

Palatial Hotels, Comfortable Boarding
Houses and Private Cottages at

Aiken, Augusta, Brunswick,
Columbia, Summerville,
Florida, Savannah, Atlanta,
Birmingham and New Orleans

The seazon's at its height at Asheville,
Hendersonville, Tryon, Waynesville, Bre-
vard, Hot Springs, N. C., and other famous
rezorts in the “Land of the 8ky."”

LOW FARES---EXCELLENT HOTELS
Fortickets, lterature and information apply toany
agent of Southern Railway or Connecting Lines.
New York Office, 264 Fiith Ave,

Philadelphia Ofiice, 8258 Chesinut St.
Washington Oifice, 705 Fifteenth Si., NV,
Tansas Uity Qifice. Roard of Trade Bldg.

HKoston Ofi‘ee, 332 Washinglon St
Chicagn Giiice, 56 West Adams St
St Lonis Offiee, 719 0live St

Southern Railway Syetem embraces territory
offering unusually” attractive and remunerative
pluces for investment in agriculture, fruit calture,
farming and manufacturing.

In answering advertisements please menlion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



OIWHERE-T Fureaiy

— IfC To New York e T E I
W Pa;?x'::issi:e H‘:tel Rate Dugman $ Muml Tnu

2 IN EUROP 24525 d: Lond
CLENDENIN ‘%ﬁe‘i‘ ].gugar;t. i London, all g?}ther Tf)?l‘l‘ﬂ Cg;llhr’)]gnt;::

salact, homelike, ambcal. it ! " | | slmume.r and nter; Tth season, Espe-
i | ot l;l;;l;!r?nl‘rr;dlrr?r-lﬁo:r tonta: Iban'sluflo: ; cially adapted for ladies traveling alon

two persons, $2.00 daily. Write for Also cars for hire anywhere in Furope,
Booklet H., with fine map of city. ¥ Hates, itineraries, testimounials, 389 Fifth
“DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA ; Ave., N.Y.C. Eup'n Auto Road Maps g1,
HOTEL DRISCOLL i Y VY HEALTH RESORTS

Faces U.8.Capitol. Tour-
ists’ Favorite. Near
Union Station. Amidst
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- Fits-U Eyeglasses

offer the most becoming and most comfortable way of
correctly fitting your eyes that eighty years’ experience
has developed.

You will find Fits-U Eyeglasses at your opticians.
= There is a little mark on the bridge by which you can
= identify them. It looks like this:

= Write for ‘““The Glass of Fashion.”” Address Dept. C

= American Optical Company, Southbridge, Mass.

— Largest makers of spectacles, eyeglasses and lenses in the world

BRI

= New York Chicago San Francisco London
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“The Most for the Money”

Every advertiser naturally tries to get the best
possible results for his outlay.

But what does ‘‘most for the money’
mean ¢

The most circulation may often mean the least
advantage to the advertiser—unless ‘‘ most’’ has
some better qualification.

The ‘““most’’ that the New York City Surface
Cars offer to advertisers is a daily circulation of
over 1,800,000, covering Manhattan and the Bronx
thoroughly, and every unit of which circulation
has the utmost confidence in every card displayed
in the cars.

It is the confidence in connection with the
quantity that truly counts for ‘‘most,”” and no

medium can assure both to the advertiser better
than the New York City Surface Cars.

We’re always open to prove this to you, in any
way you wish,

We have the exclusive control of all the adver-
tising space in all the

New York City Surface Cars.  Fifth Ave. and Riverside Buses

bl

really

Study the Cards—We have a Standard

New York City Car
Advertising Company

225 Fifth Avenue Telephone 4680 Madison
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GUARANTEED
PLUMBING
FIXTURES

R e A R S

HE home bu11der knows that when “Standard” Plumbing
fixtures are installed in his bathroom, they represent the

highest sanitary experience and skill—that better equipment

could not be bought.

They make the bathroom modern and

beautiful and assure a Aealthful home. ‘Standard” fixtures should
be specified always in preference tc all others because of their

unquestioned superiority.

Genuine “Stapdard” fixtures for the Home
and for Schools, Office Buildings, Public
Institutions, etc., are identified by the
Green and Gold Label, with the exception
of one brand of baths bearing the Red and
Black Label, which, while of the first
quality of manufacture, have a slightly
thinner enameling, and thus meet the re-

Standard Sanitary Mfa. Co.

quirements of those who demand ‘Standard”
quality at less expense. All “Standard” fix-
tures, with care, will last a lifetime. And
no fixture is genuine wunless it bears the
guaraniee label. In order to avoid sub-
stitution of inferior ﬁxtures specify ‘Standard”
goods in writing (not vcrbally and make
sure that you get ‘them.

Dept.C PITTSBURGH, PA.

New York . 35 West 315t Street  Cincinnati . 633 Walnut Street  Hamilton, Can., 20-28 Jackson St. W,

Chicago . 900 S. Michigan Ave. Nashville 315 Tenth Avenue, So. London . 57-60 Holborn Viaduct,E.C,

Philadelphia . 1215 Walnut Street NewOrleans, Baronne & St.JosephSts. Houston, Tex, . Preston and Smith Sts.

Toronto, Can. 59 Richmond St. E.  Montreal, Can. . 215 Coristine Bldg. Washington, D.C, . . Southern Bldg.

Pittsburgh . 106 Federal Street  Boston John Hancock Bldg. Toledo, Ohio 311-321 Erie Street

St. Louis . 100 N. Fourth Street  Louisville 319-23 W. Main Street Fort Worth, Tex. . Front and Jones Sts,
648 Huron Road, S.E.

Cleveland
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Sixteen years of unchanged unit
construction tell why Goodrich

Tires are the best for your car

ORTY-THREE years of successful rubber manufactur-
ing are in Goodrich Tires We made the original Ameri-
can clincher automobile tires. That was sixteen years

ago, when automobile tire-making began. The twenty-seven
years of rubber experience that had preceded were erystalized
in our principle of Unit Construction. ;
- This principle demonstrated its soundness from the start,
and Goodrich Tires always have been and always will be so
made. You know what you are getting in Goodrich Tires—
they are a protection to your automobile, and they give you
comfort and mileage.

Goodrict ..k, [TEes

Best in the Long Run

Made as a Unit

Unit Construction means just what
it says—each Goodrich Tire js made
as a unit. The unit idea prevails in
the placing of the layers of fine rubber-
impregnated fabrie which build up the
backbone of the tire, and in the fin-
ishing with the thick, tough tread of
the purest rubber which is compounded
in a way our forty-three years ot knowl-
edge of rubber makes us know will
resist road wear.

The result is a unit tire which is
bound to give both resistance and re-
siliency, as both tire users and auto-
mobile makers testify by their choice.

Each layer of fabric, each strip of
rubber—every part of a Goodrich Tire,
is placed. just as accurate knowledge
of the demands to bhe made upon it
demonstrates is best.

Users’ Opinions a Unit

Goodrieh Tire users are a unit in
recommending them. Over a million
Goodrich Tires did not satisfy the
complete demand in 1912. Our in-
creased factory facilities will enable
us to take care of the much greater
demand in 1913, Makers of 175,000
of the 400,000 new automobiles which
will be marketed in 1918 have already
contracted for Goodrich Tires.

Fully half the automobile output of
1914 will go from maker to buyer
with Goodrich Tires as the original
specified equipment.

This overwhelming verdict of auto-
mobile makers and owners is the most
tremendously convineing argument
you can desire for the advantage to
yvou, as a tire user, in Goodrich Unit
Construction.

N5y e5oast0s relww= Loy =po=]= 252
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Cured as a Unit

The eritical point in making a tire is the curing—the vul-
canizing. 'To be perfectly cured, rubber requires just so
much heat—once.

Goodrich Tires are cured as a unit. Body and tread are
cured together in our vuleanizers under proper heat. The rub-
ber impregnation of the fabric strips, the break.rv strips, side
strips and the thick, tough tread, in this most particular oper-
ation, literally become one tire—a unit.

This is the secret of the non-stripping of Goodrich treads.
Our unit curing converts the built-up tire into an integral
structure, strong, full of life. We wouldn’t cure the tire twice.
any more than you would bake a pie twice.

b
M

Wear as a Unit

Goodrich Tires wear uniformly. Curing them as
units unifies their strength as'well as their buoyancy.
The thick, tough tread—extra heavy and extra
strong—because of the unit curing, is perfect at
every point. One inch wears the same as another.

25
3

—

The Goodrich unit construction gives the same
dependable staunchness to the body of the tire—
the inside. Body and tread are one—they cannot
come apart—they hold and wear together:

&

NS

This is what the tire user wants.

For all these reasons you owe it to yourself
and your car to buy only Goodrich Tires

as
o

If you are an experienced automobilist you krow immediately
the value to you of the verdict of the makers of nearly half the
1918 output of cars.

If you are not, their decision, coupled with that of hundreds

S el

of thousands of experienced motorists, is worth even more to
vou. Don’t get your tire knowledge from future experience.
T Benefit now by the experience and judgment of all this majority ﬂl}
Goudrich of makers and tire users, and begin with Goodrich Tires. 93
onte
l_:;:':f Goodrich dealers and service stations everywhere. ?Ii‘]:
tour (7
FREE . The B. F. Goodrich Company b
: 93
- AT Akron, Ohio .

?ﬁ
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COPYRIGHT 1813 BY THE PROCTER & EAMBLE CO. CINCINHATI

'y F you should ask one of those dear old ladies whose looks
belie their years the secret of her soft, smooth, clear, healthy

skin, do not be surprised if she says, ‘‘Ivory Soap.”’
Know what Ivory Soap is and what it does and you will realize that | |
its continuous use is the best beautifier for any skin no matter how | |
delicate. _ . |
his is what Ivory Soap is: Ivory Soap is pure, mild, free from alkali 1

and of the highest quality. It contains nothing that can irritate or
roughen the skin.

This is what Ivory Soap does: Ivory Soap lathers freely and rinses
easily, producing that sweet, glowing, refreshing cleanliness which is
Nature’s best aid in keeping the skin healthy and beautiful.

Is it not then natural that youthful looks tarry where Ivory Soap
is used?

IVORY SOAP ................. 99%% PURE |

- g |

g
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Kranich & Bach

Ultra - Quality PIANOS
and PLAYER PIANOS

These Superb instruments—the finest that
human hands can fashion—make their ap-
peal only to persons of fine tastes whose 1n-
telligence impels them to exercise common
sense and a sane apprecia- -

: tion of mercantile values in
making a purchase of any high-class article.

Kranich & Bach Prices Represent True Values—
Reasonable Partial Payments for Prudent Buyers

The most beautiful and instructive Piano Catalog ever publiched and an amusing
storiette—'* Mascagni and the Organ Grinder,” free on request.

KRANICH & BACH
237 East 23rd Street, New York

THE SCRIBNER PRESS



Absolutely Pure

The only haking powder
made from Royal Grape
Cream of Tartar

NoAlum,No Lime Phosphate

It lets in :

The Sunshine

to quit Coffee

and use

Instant
Postum

“There’s a Reason”

Instant Postum requires no boil-
ing—made at the table “quick as a
wink,"”

Sold by grocers everywhere.

Postum Cereal Co., Lid., Battle Creek, Mich., U. 5, A,
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont,

 BAKER'S
cocoa

The Cocoa of
High Ruality

“ purity and whole-
someness, its deli-
cious natural flavor,
and its perfect
assimilation by the
digestive organs.

As there are many inferior
imilalions, consumers should
be sure lo gel the genuine with
our trade-mark on package.

Woalter Baker &, Co. Ltd.

| Established1780 DORCHESTER, MASS.

Registered
U. 8. Pat, Off,

The Advantages of Drinking

L. E. Waterman Co., 173 Broadway, New York "

From the Best Dealers




	Front Cover
	Contents
	Advertising Index
	Front Advertisements
	Frontispiece
	The Gardens of the Bosphorus by H. G. Dwight
	The False Note by Fletcher C. Ransom
	Germany and the Germans from an American Point of View by Price Collier
	A Benevolent Despotism by Joseph Bucklin Bishop
	The Rocket by Louise Saunder Perkins
	Old Portraits Revisited by Sarah N. Cleghorn
	The Heart of the Hills by John Fox, Jr.
	Winter Flowers by Ruth Draper
	Madame Robin by Perceval Gibbon
	The French in the Heart of America by John Finley
	The Rescue of the "Titanic" Survivors by Captain Arthur H. Rostron
	The Shepherd Who Watched by Night by Thomas Nelson Page
	The Custom of the Country by Edith Wharton
	The Old Remain by Madison Cawein
	The Point of View
	The Field of Art by Henry P. Bowie
	Back Advertisements
	Back Cover



