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Three household problems—with one answer 
Suppose you must clean 

grimy floors, or dirty shelves, 
or a dingy kitchen. H o w can 
you freshen them up with a 
quick cleaner that won'/ waste? 

Answer—Use SAP O L I O . 
(It cleans economically.) 

Suppose you have a drawer 
full of kitchen knives, forks 
and spoons that demand quick 
scouring. H o w can you re
move the dullness and rust? 

Answer—Use SAPOLIO. 
(It scours thoroughly.) 

Suppose you wish to polish 
tins, and thoroughly remove 
grease from your enamelled 
utensils and crockery without 
marring the smooth surfaces. 
What should you do? 

Answer—Use S A P O L I O . 
(Itpolishes brilliantly. Its suds 
thoroughly remove grease.) 

Y o u rub just the amount of 
Sapolio you need on a damp 
rag. N o t a particle scatters 
or wastes. 

O u r Spotless T o w n booklet w i l l be mailed upon request. 

Enoch Morgan's Sons Company Sole Manufacturers New York City 

T o ga in the votes of Spotless T o w n , the M a y o r beamed at M r s . B r o w n . 
H e r candid w a y shut off debate: she p r o m p t l y f lashed her candidate . 
A s he reflects, of course he'll k n o w 
She m u s t have used 

SAPOLIO 
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F i c t i o n N u m b e r 
The Fiction Number of Scribner's Magazine has led the 
field of special summer issues for twenty-four years. It was 
the first in the field. It has carried each year more great 
stories by great writers than any other magazine—more 
stories that have been the talk of the English-speaking wor ld-
more stories that will live. For this reason the Fiction 
Number of Scribner's Magazine holds the place of first impor
tance among all other summer issues of all other magazines. It 
outsells all our other issues of the year by from ten to twenty 
thousand copies. It is always worth reading. Its life is 
everlasting. It is a most desirable number to be identified 
with. 

THE ANNOUNCEMENTS OF SCHOOLS 

in this number are most complete. You may depend on 
these schools. Scribner's is always glad to be of service in 
locating just the right school. It is always desirable, 
however, to communicate direct with the Principal to get his 
own opinion of the fitness of his institution for the proper 
development of your children. 
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Bedroom in Early English Style by W . & J . Sloane 

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

T h e wide appreciation accorded the fine, hand'made Furniture 
produced by us during the past few years has suggested to us the 
establishment of a Special Division for Bedroom Furniture, which 
will be opened about the middle of September. 

In this Division there will be shown the most complete display of 
artistic Bedroom and Boudoir Furniture ever assembled. Every 
piece in the collection will be made in strict conformity with the 
high standards of design, workmanship and quality which have 
given to Sloane Furniture the reputation of being the finest produced 
in this or any other age. 

T h e prices will range from what properly may be termed "popular" 
to the usual cost of the best, while the extraordinary diversity of 
styles in both Furniture and Decorations will afford advantages in 
making selections never before available. 

W . &. J . S L O A N E 
Interior Decorators - Furniture M a k e r s 

Fabrics and F l o o r Cover ings 

F I F T H A V E . A N D F O R T Y ^ S E V E N T H S T . . N E W Y O R K 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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September 
Four Articles by Theodore Roosevelt 

In the September issue will appear an article by M r . Roosevelt on 

The Life History of the 
African Lion 

Fully Illustrated 

the first of four articles on the Life Histories of the Great African Animals— 
The Elephant, The Rhino and the Hippo, The Buffalo and Giant Eland. 
Of these articles he says: "This and the following articles are in no sense hunting 
articles. I have elsewhere described the chase of the big game. Far more interesting 
than the chase itself is the observation, the study of the life histories of the strange 
and wonderful creatures of the wilderness. These articles represent an attempt to 
present the life histories of the most interesting among the beasts of the African jungles; 
they are based mainly on first-hand observation, but are also in part based on the 
cumulative observations of many other men." 

Daybreak in the Grand Canyon—A Poem by Henry van 
Dyke, Minister to the Netherlands 

The Romantic Founding of Washington, by Thomas 
Nelson Page, Ambassador to Italy 
T h e little known and eventful story of how the National Capital came to be bui l t on the shores 
of the Potomac. 

A Gallic Victory, by Maarten Maartens 
A highly romant ic story of the Franco -German War with a remarkable series of i l lustrations by 
Castaigne. . 

Stories — Anna Lipinsky's Star Flag, a patriotic story, by 
Barry Benefield; a humorous sea-story, The Battle-Cruise 
of the Svend Foyn, by James B. Connolly. Illustrated 

Mural Painting in America 
by E . H . Blashfield 
Illustrations from photographs and sketches of 
the author's work. 

The Progressive Ideal in 
School Management 
by Francis E . Leupp 
T h e M o d e r n Gir l s ' School and Its Methods . 
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S C R I B N E R 

T H E O D O R E R O O S E V E L T 
wi l l contribute to Scribner's 
Magazine the accoun t of the 

t r ip w h i c h he w i l l take i n the ea r ly 
m o n t h s of 1 9 1 4 in to the Para
g u a y a n and Braz i l i an in t e r io r ,where 
he expects to t r ave l b y canoe and 
o n foot t h r o u g h the great S o u t h 
A m e r i c a n t rop ica l forest. H i s expe-
r iences ,observat ions of the c o u n t r y , 
thepeople,and the a n i m a l l ife w i l l ap
pear sole ly i n Scribner's Magazine. 

Important 
Announcement 
for Next Year 
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PUT THESE BOOKS ON YOUR VACATION LIST 

For Reading Aloud 

D A D D Y - L O N G - L E G S 
B y J E A N W E B S T E R 

Life says : " Mothers and daughters, whether of the old school or the new, as well as 
some fathers and most sons, are recommended to read Jean Webster's delightfully spark
ling and spontaneous little love story. . . . 
" Nobody's funny-bone and nobody's heartstrings are guaranteed while in its company." 

Droll pictures. Price $ 1 . 0 0 net, postage 8 cents 

For Men Specially, but Wide-Awake Women Will Enjoy It Too 

Z O N E P O L I C E M A N 88 
A C l o s e - R a n g e S tudy of the Panama C a n a l and Its W o r k e r s . B y H A R R Y A . F R A N C K , 

A u t h o r of " A V a g a b o n d J o u r n e y A r o u n d the W o r l d " 
" Just such a rollicking account of new and eagerly desired experiences as the late George 
Borup gave to an appreciative circle of readers in his North Polar narrative." 
" It is like nothing else of its kind. . . . A l l of the government publications combined, all 
the books of tourists and travelers put together, do not give such a picture of Panama as this 
one." Illustrations that make the scenes andpeople very real. Price $2.00 net, postage 12 cents 

J A C K L O N D O N ' S G R E A T B O O K S 
Smoke Bellew 

'• If Jack L o n d o n had written no other book of 
A l a s k a experiences than this , his fame as a word-
wizard and delineator of strong characters would 
have been certainly fixed."—Out West. 

Price $i-Jo net, postage 12 cents 

The Night-Born 
" Eve ry story of the ten has a viri le tang warranted 
to hold almost any man's interest." 

Price $/.2j net, postage 11 cents 

The Abysmal Brute 
" J a c k L o n d o n is undoubtedly supreme as a wr i ter 
of men's stories. . . . A n d this b ig , t h r i l l i n g story 
of the pr ize-r ing is in his best v e i n . " 

Price $i.oo net, postage 7 cents 

COMING IN AUGUST 
John Barleycorn 

"Jack London's own story of'his life and of his experi
ences with alcohol—a great,dramatic,powerful story." 

T H E W O M A N IN B L A C K 
B y E D M U N D C . B E N T L E Y 

" A detective story of unusual or iginal i ty and ingenui ty ." " The best detective story of the century ." " T o l d 
with a rare d is t inc t ion ." P r i c e ^ t _ 2 S net,postage n cents 

H A R L E T T E 
B y M A R I O N P O L K A N G E L L O T T I , A u t h o r of " T h e B u r g u n d i a n " 

A tale told wi th full appreciation of the simple dignity of historic l egend ; to ld , too, in a dramatic and 
human way. " The creation of Harlette is the author's master s t roke." Price 73 cents net,postage 7 cents 

T H E S C A R L E T R I D E R 
B y B E R T H A R U N K L E , A u t h o r of " T h e H e l m e t of N a v a r r e " 

" A worthy successor to ' The Helmet of Navarre ' . . . it bears the same spiri t of romance and of adventure ." 
" It is not a story of one adventure, but of many ; and each chapter rouses one wi th a new situation or a 
novel so lu t ion . " Frontispiece in color. Price $/.jjnet, postage 12 cents 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

For the Many 
Who Enjoy a Story 
of Absorbing Mystery 

For Lovers of 
Romance 

For All Who Love a Story 
for the Story's Sake 

T H E CENTURY CO. Union Square N E W Y O R K 
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"The White 
Linen Nurse 
was so tired 
that her noble 
expression 
ached." 

T H E A U G U S T C E N T U R Y 

wil l have the first chapters (a l o n g instal
ment) of " T h e White L inen Nurse," the new 
novel by Eleanor Hallowell Abbott, author 
of "Mol ly Make-Believe,"—the most auda
ciously brilliant fiction feature of the year. 

Among other features in the August Century 

T H E FIRST V O Y A G E O V E R 
By T H E O D O R E D R E I S E R , author 
of " Jennie Gerhardt," etc. The 
observations and impressions of a 
naively sophisticated traveler at forty. 

IF C A N A D A W E R E T O AN
N E X T H E U N I T E D S T A T E S 
By J A M E S D A V E N P O R T W H E L P -
L E Y , an authority on trade. 

B R I T I S H U N C O M M U N I C A -
TIVENESS 

By A . C . B E N S O N , author of " From 
a College Window." 

A M E R I C A N M A K E R S O F 
T H E N E W J A P A N i 
By W I L L I A M E L L I O T G R I F F I S , 
author of " T h e Japanese Nation in 
Evolution." 

The August Century will be for sale on all news-stands July 22. Price 35 cents 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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A n g e l I s l a n d 

B y I n e z H a y n e s G i l l m o r e 

A Thrilling; Romance in T h e A m e r i c a n M a g a z i n e 

of Shipwrecked Men and Flying Women 

Five men are shipwrecked on a deserted, tropical island. 
To them come five winged women—miraculously out of the air. 

They are of another world—these free women—yet they are 
divinely human. No less real are they than the shipwrecked 
men, who are types of our modern civilization. 

The fierce attraction, the longing to capture, the struggle, the 
right and wrong of the old, old clash between man and woman, 
are woven into a romance of profound significance. 

It is a l l romance—full of action,full of life,full of a rare imagina
tion, symbolism and power that make it a great story—and more. 

"Angel Island" tells of a wooing that is unparalleled i n 

romance. It deals with the great sex problem of our day 

— t h e F e m i n i s t Movement . It does so with dignity, 

with absorbing interest and with i l luminating frankness. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Publishers of The American Magazine 
wish to express their appreciation of the increasing regard of the 
reader as reflected i n the sales of the magazine since the beginning 
of the year. The Augus t F i c t i o n Number , which is now on the 
stands, is as worthy of the attention of the reader as any magazine, 
published anywhere, at any time. Here is a glimpse of the inside: 

"Tres Jolie" 
By John Taintor Foote. A whirlwind 
story of a thoroughbred race horse 
and a real horse race—the Kentucky 
Derby. 

Finnegan 
By John A. Moroso. A thrilling ac
count of a fire in a city skyscraper, 
with pictures in f u l l co lor by 
Frank E . Schoonover. 

Behind the Beyond 
By Stephen Leacock. The funniest 
"Problem Play" you've ever read— 
in "Three Acts and Two Drinks." 

"The Making 
of a Big Leaguer." The story of one of 
the great ball players of the country, 
told by himself to Hugh S. Fullerton. 

Arnold Bennett 
in one of four articles on "Interesting 
People," tells of a great editor who 
is also a great letter-writer and ad
mirer of Samuel Butler. 

David Grayson 
in this month's "Friendly Road" is 
"Caught Up Into Life," with his 
gentle humor and his naive charm. 

"Homeburg's 
Two Four-Hundredths" shows up 
society in a small town, and gives the 
reader George Fitch at his very best. 

A.B.Frost, James MontgomeryFlagg, 
the brothers K o l b and Wil l iam 
Hawley Smith are a few of the 
others whose work makes notable 

The August Fict ion Number of the 

A m e r i c a n Magaz ine 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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SUMMER FICTION 
THE OLD ADAM: 
An Adventure 

By Arnold Bennett 
A new novel by this past-master in true and humourous 
knowledge of the heart relations which exist between a 
man and the woman he has married. A very kindly and 
graphic story to which the new interest of an American 
perspective is added. Net, SI.35 

EL DORADO: 
A Scarlet Pimpernel Book 

By Baroness Orczy 
Baroness Orczy's best story. Its hero is her romantic 
and most successful character, the daring Scarlet 
Pimpernel. The rescue which he undertakes in E L 
D O R A D O beats all his previous quests in the dash and 
fascinating danger of its adventure. Net, $1.35 

FORTITUDE: 
The Education of an Adventurer 

By Hugh Walpole 
"It is not life that matters, but the courage you bring to 
it"—a book full of fighting quality, romance and that kind 
of iife-knowledge that equips to meet failure with the 
smile that compels success. Big in conception, big in 
execution, and magnificent in theme. Net, $1.40 

: A t A l l B o o k s e l l e r s : 

G E O R G E H . D O R A N C O M P A N Y , N e w Y o r k 
Publishers in America forHodder & S t o u g h t o n 

L A D D I E 
a true blue story 

By G e n e Stra t ton-Porter 
Author of ' ' F r e c k l e s , " " T h e Harvester,* 

of the L i m b e r l o s t , " etc. 
" A G i r l 

A love story of Indiana, genuine and true 
to life. It is close to the heart of man and 
of nature. It is a wholesome, clean story 
and not a line of it has ever appeared in any 
magazine. If you read " Freckles " or 
" The Harvester " or " A Gir l of the Limber-
lost " you will not want to miss this. 

Published August 17th. First Printing 
150,000 

Very beautiful ly i l lustrated and decorated 
Net $ 1 . 3 5 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, Garden City, New York 

T h e famous author of 
The Mississippi Bub
ble a n d Fifty-Four-
Forty or Fight wi l l 
favor us wi th a dash
ing J u l y novel . 

It is called 

THE 

L A D Y 
AND THE 

PIRATE 
By EMERSON 

HOUGH 

T h e novel repre
sents a distinct depar
ture from all M r . Hough ' s 
previous work. In it for 
the first time this famous 
author has given free rein 
to h i shumor , and it proves 
refreshing, wholesome, de
lightful. T h e action takes 
place in a boat taken b y 
a pirate crew (two lovable 
boys a n d a retired man) 
down the Miss i s s ipp i 
to the Gul f , a n d a 
fair captive w h o m the m a n 
loves and who is not wholly 
averse to her capt iv i ty . T h e story 
is unique. 

I l lustrated. $ 1 . 2 5 net 

New York THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY Indianapolis 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

N O T E W O R T H Y N O V E L S F O R V A C A T I O N D A Y S 

O U T I N G P U B L I S H I N G C O M P A N Y 

" E M P E R Y " 
By Samuel A. White 

f *U„ . *. * . i « n ; A i r T . . . 
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Three Distinctive Novels 
F O U R T H P R I N T I N G O F 

SYLVIA 
" T h i s is the best novel M r . Sinclair has yet 

written—so much so that it stands in a class by 
itself."—New York Times. 

"A remarkable story from many points of v iew, 
so powerful that it w i l l rank among the profoundest 
moral forces of the day."—Minneapolis Tribune. 

" A good love story buttressed by a great, live 
issue of social ethics."—Chicago Record-Herald. 

"A stroke of genius! "—Book News Monthly. 
" N o Amer ican fictionist in his day has pro

duced a more trenchant and highly vitalized cri t icism 
and por t rayal 'of the social order ."—Philadelphia 
North American. 

" A book to be read by every young woman in 
the land."—Indianapolis News. 

413 Pages Cloth, $1.20 Net Postage, 14 cent* 

Written in the Sand 
S E C O N D P R I N T I N G B y G . R . D U V A L 

" Or ig ina l in its daring, persistent in its fasci
nation, searching in its analysis of life. A re
markable piece of fiction."—Boston Globe. 

" Desert-born impulses and strange, peri lous 
situations conspire in the narrative to arouse and 
enchain interest ."—Philadelphia North American. 
325 Pages Cloth, $1.20 Net Postage, 14 cents 

The Mystery of 31, New Inn 
T H I R D P R I N T I N G B y R. A U S T I N F R E E M A N 

" Rare ly does one find a book of this type more 
interesting. It compels the interest of the reader 
from the first and chains h im to the pages of the 
book unt i l the mystery is solved."—Boston Globe. 

332 Pages Illustrated Cloth, $1.20 Net Postage, 14c 

G R E A T CASES OF FAMOUS D E T E C T I V E S 
A t A H Booksellers, or Mailed on Receipt of Price and Postage 

Publishers THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY Philadelphia 

L Allen Harker 
Author of 

' ' Concerning Paul and Fiammetta," " Master and 
M a i d , " ' ' Miss Esperance and Mr. Wycherly," etc. 

has written 

The Ffolliots of 
Redmarley 

A New Nove l Just Ready 

There have been few families made up of more amus
ing and delightful people, young and old, than the 
Ffolliots, and Mrs. Harker, at the same time that she 
tells inimitably about the adventures and scrapes of 
the children of the family, has written a love story 
with a hero—a boy who works his own way up from 
the shop to Parliament—with a most powerful and at 
the same time attractive personality, and an unusu
al figure in modern ^ = s = = ^ fiction. 

C H A R L E S 
S C R I B N E R ' S 
S O N S 

F I F T H A V E . 
A T 4 8 t h S T . 
N E W Y O R K 

The 
Scarlet Rider 

By BERTHA RUNKLE 
Author of "The Helmet of Navarre" 

The story of winsome Let-
tice, and her lovers, and of a 
mysterious Scarlet R i d e r -
reckless, gallant, baffling. 
Just the absorbing romance 
for vacation days. 

Price S1.35 net, postage 12 cents 

A T Y O U R B O O K S E L L E R S 

Published by 

T H E C E N T U R Y C O 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

By UPTON 
SINCLAIR 

N O W 
R E A D Y 

By George Barton 
75 Cents, Postpaid 
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The next best thing 
to going 

to New York 

is to have New York brought to you! Not the hot, 
noisy, disagreeable side of a great city in Summer, 
but the cool, dainty, attractive side—the little shops 
and big stores as they display the first suggestions of 
the new models and materials for the coming Fall . 

V O G U E 
is the one magazine in the world that can do this 
for you. Y o u may go away to the mountains or 
the sea-shore, you may tour the country, you may 
go abroad — but Vogue takes no vacation. G o 
where you will, so long as Vogue goes with you, 
you will never get out of touch with what is newest 
and best among people of taste and discrimination. 

In the Summer, therefore, more than any other 
time you will need your Vogue. During the Sea
son—when you are in the city to observe and judge 
for yourself—Vogue is almost a luxury; but when 
you are out of touch with what is going on, Vogue 
becomes a necessity. 

T h e Outdoor-Life number is now on sale. 
This copy above all others you will need right at 
this season. A n d while you are getting it, be sure 
to arrange for the next three numbers. Your news
dealer will be glad to reserve them for you. 

V O G U E 
F O U R F O R T Y - T H R E E F O U R T H A V E N U E 

N E W Y O R K C I T Y 
Conde* Nast, Publisher 

25 cents a number 
Twice a month 

$4.00 a year 
24 numbers 

A U G U S T 
P L A Y - D A Y N U M B E R 

Its articles a n d p h o t o p ic tures t h r o b 
w i t h the lure of the m o u n t a i n s a n d sea
shore. It is re freshing a n d i n s p i r i n g . 

Fox Terrier Vic and Her Family 
Big Game Fish Gossip 
Fighting the Bird Butchers of the 

Feather Trade 
Transcontinental Motor Trails 
Air-Castles and Bass 
Camera Aid to Vacation Fun 
Mystery of the Eel 
An Angling Duel and a Girl 
A Record Wolf Killing 
Shooting Up a Rookery 
Hunting for the Mountain 
Dramatic Polo Moments 
The Record Makers 
Family Cares of the Moose Mother 

Outdoor World 
£r R E C R E A T I O N 

stands for recreation, wi ld life protect ion, 
conservation, c lean sport a n d fair play. 

F O R S A L E A T N E W S - S T A N D S 
25c. a copy $2.50 a year 

Send 10c. i n stamps or coin a n d we wi l l m a i l 
you a sample copy, i n c l u d i n g the beaut i fu l ar t 
pr int , " A S U M M E R E V E N I N G , " reproduced f r o m 
the famous pa in t ing by H . S. T u k e , R . A . , wi th 
our special " get acquainted " subscript ion offer. 

Outdoor W o r l d P u b l i s h i n g C o m p a n y 
8 Duane Street New Y o r k , N . Y . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

V, 
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W H I T I N G 
P A P E R S 
for F i n e C o r r e 
spondence or Gen
eral Business Uses 
are America 's Best. 
They have given 
satisfaction to a 
multitude of users 
for nearly half a 
century. They are 
made in tints and 
surfaces to suit al l 
tastes. Y o u can get 
them at any first-
class stationer's. 

W H I T I N G ' S 
O R G A N D I E 

G L A C E 
is the most widely 
popular of al l fine 
w r i t i n g p a p e r s , 
because it is unr i 
valled in the per
fection of its color, 
texture and surface. 
I t is made in sizes 
and shapes suitable 
for every social 
requirement. A s k 
y o u r d e a l e r f o r 
Organdie Glace. 

500,000 Subscribers Wanted by 
1915 O U R 

E X P O S I T I O N 
Y E A R 

A R E Y O U 
W I T H 

U S ? 

O V E R L A N D M O N T H L Y 
A n Illustrated Magazine of the West 

S A N F R A N C I S C O 

1 5 C A C O P Y 

F O U N D E D B Y B R E T H A R T E 

$ 1 . 5 0 A Y E A R 

S W A P your S P A R E TIME for this M O T O R B O A T £ 55*6 
and one other valuable articles which you can obtain without spending a cent. Full-particulars, samples and a copy 
of our new 64-page book of PRIZE OFFERS mailed on receipt of a 2-cent stamp to cover postage. 
N A T I O N A L SPORTSMAN M A G A Z I N E , 49 Federal Street, BOSTON* MASS. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

WHITING PAPER COMPANY 
Ne-ui York Philadelphia Chicago 

When you think of writing think of Whiting 
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S C R I B N E R 
AUGUST, 1913 

B o o k N e w s 

FOUR PAGES 

Maurice Hewlett 
Demonstrates that Beautiful Natures 

A r e Sometimes Covered by 
Sordid Exteriors 

In " T h e Soul at the Window," One 
Chapter of His 

Lore of Proserpine 
he tells how he saw from his win
dow this strange change in a young 
woman who stood in a back window 
opposite: 

"Breathless I watched her, the drab 
of my daily observation radiant now; 
then as I watched she stretched out 
her arms . . . and dropped slowly out 
of my sight. . . . As we may see a 
pigeon or chough high on the verge of 
a sea cliff float out into the blue leagues 
of the air and drift motionless and 
light, or descend to the sea less by 
gravity than at will, so did she." 

$1.35 net; by mail $ 1.45 

Theodore Roosevelt 
Urgently Recommends 

Problems of Power 
A Study of International Politics 

from Sadowa to Kirk-Kil isse 

By William Morton 
Fullerton 

T o " Every Educated and Thought
ful Man " 

He says in an article on the book: 
"Every American with any interest 
in the future of his country ought to be 
familiar with the facts which M r . F u l 
lerton sets forth; because he clearly 
shows that it is impossible for us much 
longer to blind ourselves to the fact 
that we have international relations, 
and that we have no choice save to 
perform our international duties." 

$2.25 net 

John Fox, Jr. 
Brings the People of the Mountain 

and Meadow into Conflict in 

The Heart of the 
Hills 

His Latest and Best Novel 

Political Strife Gives Fervor to the 
Narrative. It Reaches Its C l i 

max in This Incident 

"The real fight was now on, every 
soul knew it, and the crisis was at 
hand. 

" A n d next morning it came, when 
the same bold figure was taking the 
same way to the Capitol. A rifle 
cracked, a little puff of smoke floated 
from a window of a State building, 
and on the brick flagging the autocrat 
sank into a heap. . . . 

" M e n picked him up, the building 
emptied, and all hurried after the 
throng gathering around the wounded 
man. There was the jostling of 
bodies, rushing of feet, the crowding 
of cursing men to the common centre 
of excitement. A negro pushed against 
a white man. The white man pulled 
his pistol, shot him dead, and hardly a 
look was turned that way. The doors 
of the old hotel closed on the wounded 
man, his friends went wild, and chaos 
followed. It was a mountain trick, 
they cried, and a mountaineer had 
turned it." 

Illustrated 
$1.35 net; by mail J 1.45 

Henry James's 
Autobiographical W o r k 

A Small Boy and 
Others 

Originated in His Intention to C o l 
lect Particulars of the Early 

Life of Wi l l i am James 

Fortunately, in recalling these, 'as
pects began to multiply and images to 
swarm" in his memory; "to knock at 
the door of the past was in a word to 
see it open tome quite wide—to see the 
world within begin to 'compose' with 
a grace of its own round the primary 
figure, see it people itself vividly and 
insistently. Such then is the circle of 
my commemoration and so much 
these free and copious notes a labor of 
love and loyalty. We were, to my 
sense, the blest group of us, such a 
company of characters and such a 
picture of differences, and withal, so 
fused and united and interlocked, that 
each of us, to that fond fancy, pleads 
for commemoration." 

$2.50 net; by mail $2.66 

James S. Wadsworth 
of Geneseo 

Volunteer General , U . S. A . 

The Record of a Distinguished Sol
dier and Publicist, Sprung from 

a L o n g Line of Leading M e n 

By Henry Greenleaf 
Pearson 

It is, as the author says, "the story 
of the land-owner and agriculturist 
who in the mid-decades of the nine
teenth century was beloved by tenants 
and townsmen, of the citizen who pub
licly championed in western New York 
the unpopular cause of antislavery, of 
the volunteer soldier who threw him
self heart and soul into the war for 
union and freedom—sacrificing his life 
on the field of battle." 

$4.00 net; postage extra 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S , F I F T H A V E N U E A T 4 8 t h S T R E E T , N . Y . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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James Huneker 
Contemns the Use of " the Artis t ic 

Temperament" as a Disguise 
for " Dissipation " and ' \ V u l - : 

garity " in His 

Pathos of Distance 
A Book of a Thousand and One 

Moments 

We quote from "The Artist and His 
Wife," one paper of it: 

"Hawked about the market place 
instead of reposing in the holy of 
holies, this temperament has become 
a byword. . . . It is a synonym for 
'nerves.' A true artist can get along 
without it, keeping within the sanc
tuary of his soul the ideal that is the 
mainspring of his work. 

"The true artist temperament, in 
reality, is the perception and appre
ciation of beauty, whether in pigment, 
form, tone, words, or in nature. It 
may exist coevally with a strong re
ligious sense. It adds new values to 
gray everyday life. But its possessor 
does not parade this personal quality 
as an excuse for license. That he 
leaves to the third-rate artisan, to the 
charlatan, to the vicious, who shield 
their actions behind a too torrid tem
perament." 

$2.00 net; b\> mail$2.19 

T h e L a n d of the Spir i t 
Title of a New Book of Fiction 

By 

Thomas Nelson Page 
Stands for a Whole Realm of 

Thought and Feeling opened Up 
by a Deepening Note in our 

National Life 

Says M r . Page: 
"Possibly the most notable one 

change in our national life in the last 
decades is the deepening of its note. 
Whereas formerly attention was given 
largely to things of the surface, of late 
the mind has been directed more to 
those things which lie beneath. A 
whole realm has been opened up for 
consideration and for work. . . . ' 

"These stories have been brought 
together under their present title as in 
some sort reflecting glimpses of this 
new Land of the Spirit." 

$1.20 net; by mail $1.30 

Frances Nimmo 
Greene 

Presents a True " Man of Act ion " 
in Her Romance of the A l a 

bama Mountains 

The Right of the 
Strongest 

Readier to Lose the Woman He 
Loves than Abandon His Great 

Commercial Undertaking 
Though He Has to 

Force It through 
with Rifles 

"He ought to have known himself 
well enough to realize that he did not 
care for the wealth which he had 
already accumulated; that he even 
despised the sordid power which it 
bought him among his own. He 
ought to have known himself well 
enough to realize that that force which 
made him, and others like him, often 
brave even conscience for the sake of 
gigantic achievement, was the same 
force that had sent Columbus follow
ing the setting sun across trackless 
ocean to blaze a way for all that host 
of big, brave men that were to follow 
and slay and seize and build! 

" A n d oh, the glory of that building! 
The building of huge and powerful 
cities, the building of colossal for
tunes, the building of gigantic busi
ness schemes, the building of vast polit
ical influences! What matter the cost 
in money, in men, and in the char
acters of men!" 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.45 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS 

L. Allen Harker 
Author of " M r . Wycherly 's Wards , " 

etc., Gives a Charming Picture 
of an English Country 

Family in 

The Ffolliots of 
Redmarley 

A Pretty Romance Enlivened by the 
Escapades of a Group of Mis

chievous Girls and Boys 

Mrs. Harker made her first reputa
tion by writing about children;—the 
checkered careers of " Fuzz," " Buzz," 
" Ger," and " the Kitten " as here re
counted will increase it. But these 
are only incidents in the love story 
of Mary Ffolliot, an athletic young 
English girl. To ld with a grace and 
simplicity peculiar to the writer, it 
forms a delightful summer book. 

$1.25 net; by mail $1.37 

The Isle of Life 
Glowing Romance 

By Stephen French 
Whitman 

Turns upon the Abduction of an 
American Gi r l and the Fight of 

the Strange Hero to Keep 
Her Prisoner on a 

W i l d Mediterra
nean Island 

These sentences, which the hero 
writes to his valet, suggest the des
perate situation in which he stands: 

" G o to Tunis. A t the Poste Res-
tante you will find a dummy letter 
addressed to Boris Bashkirtseff. 
Identify yourself as this individual 
and take it up. 

"From Tunis send me some cloth
ing suitable for rural wear, and a sim
ilar outfit for a lady, tall and rather 
slender. Stout shoes for a narrow 
foot. Best to send several sizes. 
Pack with these things the Mauser 
automatic, the rifle-stock, and about 
twenty clips of cartridges." 

$1.35 net; it, mail $1.45 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Admiral Von Tirpitz 
The Bismarck of German Naval 

Policy, Say the Authors of 

German Sea Power 
Its Rise and Its Progress 

Archibald Hurd and 
Henry Castle 

" If Admiral Tirpitz were to be 
asked how he induced the parties who 
had been so obdurate to his predeces
sor's demands to pass his own so much 
more expensive projects, he, too, 
might have replied: ' I smiled at them.' 
Completely breaking with the tradi
tion of schoolmasterly superiority, he 
was all complacency and urbanity to 
the ignorant mediocrities who had it 
in their power to frustrate his designs. 
His beaming rubicund countenance 
was ever the brightest and most ingra
tiating feature in the debates on his 
bills and estimates. His good humor 
was inexhaustible, his courtesy unflag
ging, his patience undisconcertible. 
He knew exactly what he wanted, and 
thought only of that. His mind was 
not clouded, like those of so many of 
his ministerial colleagues, by religious 
or political prejudices." 

$3.50 net 

T h e Journal of Jasper 
Danckaerts 

Describes the Adventurous Wander
ings in America from 1679-1680 

of the Author and Another 
Agent of the Labadist 

Religious Sect 

A New Volume of 

OriginalNarratives of 
Early American 

History 
Danckaerts and his companion 

Sluyter came from Holland to find a 
region suitable for a Labadist colony. 
After most interesting wanderings de
scribed in this journal with utmost 
simplicity and earnestness, through 
New Jersey, New York, Massachu
setts, etc., they hit upon a location in 
Maryland. 

$3.00 net; by mail $3.31 

The Battle of 
Gettysburg 

Recounted Mainly in the Victor's 
O w n Letters, Orders, and Re

ports and in the Narrative 
of Captain Meade, 

His Son, in 

T h e Life and Letters 
of George Gordon 

Meade 
Compiled and Edited by 

His Grandson. 

No man can read this first-hand 
narrative without a thrill of the ex
citement and a sense of the gravity 
of the Gettysburg campaign. One of 
the most significant letters in the two 
volumes is that a part of which follows: 

" T o Mrs. George G . Meade: 

"Headquarters Army of the Potomac, 
June 29, 1863. 

"It has pleased Almighty God to 
place me in the trying position that 
for some time past we have been talk
ing about. Yesterday morning, at 3 
A. M . , I was aroused from my sleep 
by an officer from Washington enter
ing my tent and, after waking me up, 
saying he had come to give me trouble. 
A t first I thought that it was either to 
relieve or arrest me, and promptly re
plied to him that my conscience was 
clear, void of offence toward any man. 
1 was prepared for his bad news. He 
then handed me a communication to 
read, which I found was an order re
lieving Hooker from the command and 
assigning me to it." 

2 vols. $7.50 net; expressage extra 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 

Price Collier 
Struck by the Dominance of O n e 

Personality in A l l Departments 
of G e r m a n Li fe . In His 

Germany and the 
Germans 

He Shows H o w the Kaiser Confronts 
Y o u at Every T u r n 

" T h e casual observer of life in E n g 
land would find himself forced to write 
of sport, even as in India he would 
write of caste, as in America he would 
note the undue emphasis laid upon 
politics. In Germany, wherever he 
turns, whether it be to look at the army, 
to inquire about the navy, to study the 
constitution or to disentangle the web 
of present-day political strife, to read 
the figures of commercial and indus
trial progress or the results of social 
legislation, to look on at the Germans 
at play during their yachting week at 
Kiel or their rowing contests at Frank
fort, he finds himself face to face with 
the Emperor." 

$1.50 net; by mail $1.65 

Max Eastman's 
Eloquent Expression of Splendid 

Ideas in 

Enjoyment of Poetry 
Recalls Francis Thompson's 

"She l l ey" 

In his final chapter he suggests a 
wider appreciation of the genuinely 
poetic from the growing freedom of 
spirit. 

"So far from being past, or on the 
wane, this wisdom of the soul of 
poetry looks for the first time joyfully 
into the future. M a n is now return
ing to his rights as an animal. He 
has now learned that morals are not 
meant for a scourge and a dry med
icine, and that joy is its own reason. 
Existence was not perpetrated in mal
ice or benevolence, but simply is, and 
the end of our thinking is that here we 
are, and what can we make of it? We 
have a planet to act upon, a sense of 
the drama. We will not squat and 
argue, nor balk and try to justify G o d . 
but we will make with high hearts of 
abandon our entrance and our exit be
fore the congregation of the stars." 

$1.25 net; by mail $1.35 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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Frederic C. Howe 
Finds the Greatest Lessons for Us in 

Administration of the German 
Cities; Gives in His 

European Cities at 
Work 

This Summary of What He Goes on 
to Explain 

"The Police, Health and Sanitary 

Departments are vigilant and efficient. 

Education is in close touch with the 

home. The workman goes to the city 

pawnshop to make a loan and to the 

city savings bank to deposit his wages. 

If he desires to own a home, he bor

rows from the city mortgage bank or 

invests in one of the co-operative 

building associations with which the 

city is identified. When sick he goes 

to the city physician, a city hospital, 

sanitarium, or convalescent home. 

His insurance against old age, sickness, 

invalidity, or accident is partly man

aged by the city. He bathes in the 

municipal bathhouses. In the even

ing he goes to the Tonhalle, to the palm 

garden, or to the exposition hall, where 

he hears the best of music for an insig

nificant sum. The parks and water

ways offer clean, healthful amusement. 

Art galleries and museums, streets and 

palaces, opera houses and theatres all 

relieve the tedium of life of rich and 

poor and are supplied by the commu

nity itself. " 

$1.75 net; by mail $1.87 

Witching Hill 
Contains a String of Mysterious E p i 

sodes Whose Explanation Lies 
Without the Physical W o r l d 

E. W. Hornung 
Shows a Possible Telepathic Inspira

tion of Crime 

One of the young heroes represents 
a company that is exploiting the prop
erty of the dead Lord Mulcaster— 
a vicious eighteenth-century noble
man who once owned the land. He 
is responsible for the peace of the com
munity. Unaccountable fires, rob
beries and murders happen, and he 
endeavors to trace out their causes. 
Al l this makes thrilling reading and a 
singular element of occult influence 
adds a peculiar interest that distin
guishes the book, to its advantage, 
from M r . Hornung's earlier ones, and 
makes you wonder. Is it not conceiv
able that a powerful mind, subcon
sciously brooding on the scenes of its 
wickedness, may act upon the weaker 
minds it touches with great suggestive 
force? 

$1.25 net; by mail $1.35 

Mrs. Reginald 
de Koven's 

Exhaustive Research Marks as De
finitive Her 

Life and Letters of 
John Paul Jones 

The Need of Such a W o r k E x 
plained in Preface 

"The fame of Paul Jones has been 
the sport of romance and the plaything 
of tradition ever since the early days 
of his glorious association with Amer
ica's struggle for independence. Bring
ing terror to the simple natives of the 
stricken British coasts by his descents 
upon their unprotected ports, hero of 
well-nigh impossible exploits and of 
battles fought by moonlight under the 
lee of their headlands, his name passed 
into the domain of romantic legend. . . . 

"No one of the ten biographies of 
Jones which have been written may 
properly be called adequate, as no one 
of them was prepared with a complete 
and comprehensive knowledge of the 
existing material." 

2 vols. $5.00 net; postage extra 

Francis Thompson's 
Works 

Issued in a Collected Edition 
May Make Popular a Poetic Genius 

Critics Long A g o Recognized 

The edition is in three volumes— 
Poems two, Prose one. The poems 
of course include " The Hound of 
Heaven," " Sister Songs," etc., " New 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 

Poems," and some others never before 
published. The most famous work 
of prose, the essay " Shelley," is in 
the other volume with " Health and 
Happiness," etc., a number of new 
creative papers, and a collection of 
literary and critical articles. Al l the 
volumes have notes, facsimiles, man
uscripts, and frontispieces. 

The Set $5.50 net. Poems, 2 vols., 
$3.50 net; Prose, 1 vol., $2.00 net 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

N E W Y O R K C I T Y A N D V I C I N I T Y 

2 2 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

T H E G R A H A M S C H O O L 
For Girls. Established in 1S16. Resident and day pupils. Gen
eral and college preparatory courses. Unrivaled location over
looking Riverside Park and the Hudson. Howard D . Miner , 
Principal; M a r y Josephine White, Assistant Principal. 

42 Riverside Drive (at 76th St.), New York Ci ty . 

T H E F I N C H S C H O O L 
A boarding and day school for girls from sixteen to twenty years 
of age, corresponding to college, which develops individuality, 
cultivates the human interests and sympathies, and is abreast 
of modern thought. Curriculum includes Psychology, Ethics, 
Economics, Sociology, Law, English, L iv ing Languages, Music 
and Art . New fireproof ten-story building equipped with every 
appliance essential to safety and comfort. Basket-ball and 
tennis court. 

M r s . Jessica Finch Cosgrave, A . B . , L L . B . , Principal , 
61 East 77th Street, New York Ci ty . 

T H E K N O X S C H O O L 
Formerly at Briarcliff Manor . Country School for Girls. 50 min
utes from New York Ci ty . 

M r s . Russell Houghton, Principal, 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York . 

H E A T H C O T E H A L L 
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 and Draw
ing. Healthful outdoor life. 40 minutes from Grand Central 
Station. Scarsdale, New York . 

M I S S B A N G S A N D M I S S W H I T O N 
The only Country School for Girls in New York Ci ty . A private 
school park of 35 acres. Twenty-third year. " A Real School." 
Certificate admits to colleges. Advanced special courses. U n 
equalled advantages in music. 

Riverdale Avenue, Ci ty of New York . 

C O L L E G I A T E S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
A College Preparatory School with strong Primary and Junior 
Grades. Modern school building. Large gymnasium. 275th year 
begins Sept. 30. 241-243 West 77th St., between Broadway and 
West E n d Avenue, New York, N . Y . A . F . Warren, Headmaster. 

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

T H E H O L B R O O K S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
" A school that is better than the catalogue." 500 ft. elevation, 
commanding a 40-mile view of the Hudson. 30 miles from New 
York . Complete equipment. A l l sports. College preparatory. 
Character references required. Catalogue on request. 

Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

T H E V E L T I N S C H O O L 
For Girls . College Preparatory and General Course. N u m 
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class. Fireproof bui lding 
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West 74th Street. 

S T . P A U L ' S S C H O O L 
Healthfully located in beautiful Garden C i t y , Long Island, 18 
miles from New York . Buildings completely equipped. G y m 
nasium, swimming pool, fine athletic fields. Prepares for any 
College or scientific school. Competent master at the head of 
each department. 

A L O W E R S C H O O L F O R Y O U N G E R B O Y S 
For information and Catalog address 

Walter R . Marsh , Headmaster, Box 10, Garden C i t y , L . I. 

T H E G A R D N E R S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Resident and Day Pupils. (57th year.) Exclusive location. 
Regular and Special Courses. Music , Art , Elocution. Physical 
culture. .(Esthetic dancing. Outdoor life. Ci ty advantages 
with delightful home life. Catalog F on request. 

607 Fifth Avenue, N e w Y o r k Ci ty . 

E L I N O R C O M S T O C K M U S I C S C H O O L 
M i s s C o m s t o c k , a p u p i l o f E e s c h e t i z k y , e s t a b l i s h e d a b o a r d i n g - a n d d a y 
s c h o o l i n 1910 w h e r e e n v i r o n m e n t i s a n i n c e n t i v e t o s e r i o u s w o r k a n d w h e r e 
a m u s i c a l e d u c a t i o n m a y b e p e r f e c t e d . E n g l i s h L i t e r a t u r e , 1 - r e n c h , P s y 
c h o l o g y , H i s t o r y o f A r t a n d C l a s s i c D a n c i n g . P r e p a r a t i o n f o r C o n c e r t s 
a n d O p e r a s . E l i n o r C o m s t o c k , P r i n c i p a l , 1000 M a d i s o n A v e . , N . Y . 

M R S . I S A B E L D . C O A T E S 
wil l receive in her home a l imited number of Gir ls who wish to 
study A r t , Music , Languages. Students may select their own 
masters. Circulars on application. 

300 West 85th Street, New Y'ork C i t y . 

C A T H E D R A L S C H O O L O F S A I N T M A R Y 
A School for Gi r l s , 19 miles from New Y o r k . Healthful loca
tion; spacious buildings. Excellent advantages in music and art. 
General and college preparatory courses. Miss M i r i a m A . By tc l , 
Principal , Garden Ci ty , Long Island, New Y o r k . 

B R A N T W O O D H A L L S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
28 minutes from New Y o r k . In Lawrence Park, known for beauty 
and health. M u c h outdoor life. Modern attractive buildings. 
Gymnasium with swimming pool. Mus ic , A r t , General and Pre
paratory Courses. Certificate privileges. Bronxvi l le , N . Y . 

T H E S E M P L E B O A R D I N G A N D D A Y S C H O O L 
For Gir l s . Bui ld ing directly opposite Central Park . Regular and 
Special Courses. Languages, M u s i c , Ar t , etc. Social recreation 
Out-of-door sports. Foreign travel. M r s . T . Darrington Semple 
1 nncipal , 241 Central Park West, corner 84th Street, New York 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
N E W Y O R K C I T Y A N D V I C I N I T Y ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

Horace Mann School 
Teachers College, Columbia University. 

For boys and girls. 75 instructors. Kindergarten, Elementary, 
H i g h , uffering unrivaled advantages to residents of Greater N e w 
York. N e w athletic field. 

Afternoon study-hours. Affiliated activities in music, athletics, 
dramatics and public speaking. Physical education building open 
on Saturday. Special attention to college preparation. 

" F o r t h e f i r s t t i m e a c h i l d m a y e n t e r t h e k i n d e r g a r t e n a n d g o f o r w a r d , i n 
u n b r o k e n c o u r s e , u n t i l h e p a s s e s o u t i n t o t h e w o r l d w i t h t h e h i g h e s t h o n o r s o l 
a m o d e r n u n i v e r s i t y . " — P r e s i d e n t Butter of Columbia University. 

P u p i l s a d m i t t e d as v a c a n c i e s o c c u r . T e r m b e g i n s S e p t , 2 2 n d . F o r i n f o r m a 
t i o n a d d r e s s 

S A M U E L T . D U T T O N , Sunt. , 
B r o a d w a y a n d 130tl i Street, N e w Y o r k , N . V . 

M R S . H A Z E N ' S S U B U R B A N S C H O O L 

F O R G I R L S 
Half-hour from Grand Central Station, New York . 
Combined Advantages of Ci ty and Country. 

Mrs . J O H N CUNNINGHAM H A Z E N , Principal, 

Pelham Manor, New York . 

T H E B E S T M E D I U M 
for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence 
in the homes where the advantages of the Private^ School are 
recognized, appreciated and acted upon. Such a medium builds 
up an institution by supplying it with students who wi l l be a 
credit to it. 

M r s . H e l e n M . S c o v i l l e ' s 
S C H O O L F O R GIRLS 2042 F I F T H A V E N U E 
REOPENS OCTOBER 1st 
I n d i v i d u a l a t t en t ion i n r egu la r , 

RESIDENT AND BAY PUPIIS 
s p e c i a l , o r p o s t g r a d u a t e 

w o r k . A r t , M u s i c , 
D r a m a t i c E x 
p r e s s i o n , D a n c 
i n g , S o c i o l o g y , 
H o m e E c o n o m i c s . 
Bes t use o f c i t y 
a d v a n t a g e s . R i d 
i n g , S w i m m i n g , 
T e n n i s , W o o d 
L o r e , W a l k T a l k s , 
S l i d e I l l u s t r a 
t i o n s . H o m e 
c a r e a n d s o c i a l 
p r i v i l e g e s . E u 
r o p e a n t r a v e l . 

C O M S T O C K S C H O O L 
A School for Young Ladies. 52 East 72nd Street. One block from 
Fifth Avenue and Central Park. Regular and special courses. 
Music, Art , Languages, and Domestic Science. Unusual oppor
tunities for social life and the advantages of New York . 
Miss Lyd i a Day , Principal; Miss Fanny C. Neale. Vice-Principal . 

T H E M I S S E S R A Y S O N ' S 

Boarding and Day School for Gir ls . Special facilities for weekly 
resident pupils. Re-opens October 2nd. 

164, 166, 168 West 75th Street, New York C i t y . 

N E W Y O R K S T A T E 

W A L L C O U R T 
Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls. (Formerly The Wells School.) 
Thorough preparation for any college. General academic and 
special courses. Esthet ic dancing, boating, tennis, hockey, track 
work. Booklet. Address Miss Anna R. Goldsmith, A . B . , Pr in
cipal, Aurora, Lake Cayuga, N . Y . 

M A C K E N Z I E S C H O O L 

Careful preparation for higher business careers, college, and schools 
of engineering. Catalogue on request. 

Dobbs-Ferry-on-Hudson, New York . 

"One of the best preparatory institutions in the 
c o u n t r y . "—Pres iden t Schurman of Cornel l , 

T h e success of its graduates, both i n college and b u s i 
ness life, has kept Cascadi l la in the front rank of prepara
tory schools for more than 40 years. Cascad i l l a offers a 
thorough scholastic t raining, congenial l i v i n g and social 
arrangements and unsurpassed opportunit ies for physical 
development. The equipment is extensive and up to date. 
A wel l -chosen site ove r look ing L a k e Cayuga w i t h i n the 
shadow of Cornel l—one of beauty and health. Sma l l 
classes. 

Prepares boys for a l l colleges and business life. Cer t i f i 
cate privilege. Ath le t ic field, recreation bui lding, thoroughly 
eouipped gymnasium. N a v y outfit of r o w i n g machines, 
shells, etc. Registration 1912-13 from 24 states and 7 
foreign countries. Fa rm of 150 acres. T e r m s $675 to 
$775. W r i t e for catalogue. A d d r e s s 

C . V . P A R S E L L , A . M . . P r i n c i p a l . I thaca. New Y o r k . 

The Castle Miss C. E. Mason's 
Suburban School 

For Girls and Young Women 
T a r r y t o w n - o n - H u d s o n , N . Y . 

Upper School for girls 13 to 25. L o w e r School 8 
to 13. Certificate admits to leading colleges. 
College Preparatory, Graduating and 
Special Courses in Art , Music, Elocution, ^ 
Languages, Literature, Science, Nature 
Study, Handicrafts and Domestic Sci
ence. New Y o r k City Annex. European 
class for travel and study. 
A thoroughly modern school with one 
teacher to three pupils, and offer-
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
N E W Y O R K S T A T E ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

Glen Eden 
A Boarding School for Girls 

IN T H E HIGHLANDS 
POUGHKEEPSIE, N E W YORK 

Academic, College Preparatory and Finish
ing Courses. Music, Art, Elocution, Domes
tic Science. Outdoor life a specialty. Horse
back riding, coasting, skating, games, danc
ing, physical culture. Sight-seeing in New 
York City. No entrance examinations. Ideal 
climate. Three buildings; twelve acres. 
Select, limited membership. Refined home 
life; training in morals and manners. For 
illustrated booklet address the Director, 

D R . F R E D E R I C M A R T I N T O W N S E N D 

T E R M S : • • $600 a year 

R Y E S E M I N A R Y 
A girls' school, one hour from New York . Diploma for college 
preparatory and general course. Certificate privilege to Vassar, 
Smith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantages in 
music. Physical training, riding and outdoor sports. 

M r s . Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye, New York . 

S T . A G N E S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Founded by the R t . Rev. W i l l i a m Croswell Doane, 1870. 
General and college preparatory courses. Certificate privileges. 
Special course for advanced pupils. Music and Ar t . New ath
letic field on grounds. 

Miss Ma t i l da Gray, Head of School. Albany, New York . 

Emma Willard School 
For Girls 

On the hills 400 ft. above the city of Troy . F o u r beautiful new, 
fireproof buildings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Campus 30 
acres. Tennis courts, hockey, basketball. Gymnasium, with 
swimming pool, bowling alleys. Resident nurse. A broad 
variety of work, including college preparation and courses 
for girls not going to college. Special advantages in Music 
and Art . Practical courses in Domestic Science. Certificate 
admits to Wellesley, Smith, Vassar and Mt. Holyoke Colleges. 

Illustrated catalogue on request. 
Miss E L I Z A K E L L A S , Ph.B. , Principal , 

Troy, N . TT._ 

100th 
Y e a r 

W e make a special study of 
the young boy problem as 
well as those relating to the education of 
older students. We take a limited number of young boys 
from 7 years of age upward, giving them an individual and 
uninterrupted training in education, character and discipline 
up to college preparatory. Our instructors are specially 
trained. Located in the country on the Hudson, 25 miles 
from New York, 600 ft. elevation. Three large, fully equipped 
buildings; another will be ready this coming term. A sep
arate house for younger boys. Al l sports, gymnasium and 
athletic field. Illustrated catalogue on request. 

Repton School 
Box C-9, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York . 

S O M E S S C H O O L F O R Y O U N G B O Y S 
A homelike school for boys 8 to 16. We train our boys to be 
active, energetic students, straightforward and manly. Number 
of pupils l imited. Individual instruction. Abundant means for 
exercise and recreation. Terms S500-S600. Catalog on request. 
Albert Somes, A . M . , Aurora-on-Cayuga, N . Y . 

P U T N A M H A L L 
V a s s a r P r e p a r a t o r y . S c h o o l f o r g i r l s . R e f e r s t o D r . l a m e s M . T a y l o r , P r e s . 
V a s s a r C o l l e g e : D r . W i n . A r n o l d S h a n k l i n , P r e s . ' W e s l e y a n U n i v e r s i t y ; 
D r . T a l c o t t W i l l i a m s , D i r e c t o r P u l i t z e r S c h o o l o f J o u r n a l i s m , C o l u m b i a 
University. C e r t i f i c a t e a d m i t s t o V a s s a r a n d o t h e r l e a d i n g c o l l e g e s . A d d r e s s 
E l l e n C l i z b e B a r t l e t t , A . B . , P r i n c i p a l , B o x 807 , P o u g h k e e p s i e . N e w Y o r k . 

M O H E G A N 

M o h e g a n L a k e S c h o o l 
Sttli year. BOJ 8 1 , Nohegan Lake. Westchester Co.. N. V . 

T h o r o u g h p r e p a r a t i o n f o r C o l l e g e , T e c h n i c a l S c h o o l o r B u s i n e s s . 
A v e r a g e n u m b e r o f b o v s i n a c l a s s , e i g h t . M o d e r n b u i l d i n g s E x c e p 
I n i t i a l l y h e a l t h f u l l o c a t i o n o n L a k e M o h e g a n i n t h e h e a r t o f t h e H i g h 
l a n d s o f t h e H u d s o n , f o u r m i l e s f r o m P e e k s k i l l . b y t r o l l e y . P h y s i c a l 
C u l t u r e a n d A t h l e t i c s u n d e r c o m p e t e n t D i r e c t o r . R e l e r e n c e s a s t o 
c h a r a c t e r o f a p p l i c a n t s r e q u i r e d . I l l u s t r a t e d b o o k l e t o n r e q u e s t . 
A . E . I . I M i n ; . A . M . , C 1 1 A 8 , 1 1 . S M I T H , A . M . , P r i n c i p a l s 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
N E W Y O R K S T A T E ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

1836 1913 

R I V E R V I E W 
is a home for the development of 
the better kind of boys. C J T h e in
struction is thorough, the life sane, 
the equipment modern—that is why 
its influence makes for manhood. 
Scientific development of the body 
under trained directors. <J Riverview 
is looking beyond the college entrance 
examinations. <J Seventy-seven years 
of consecutive management have given 
the school an exceptional knowledge 
of Boys, These are a few of the 
things that make this school a positive 
influence for a better manhood. 
For catalogue, address 

C . C . G A I N E S , M . A . . L L . D . . Pr in . , Box 705 

R I V E R V I E W A C A D E M Y 
P O U G H K E E P S I E , N . Y . 

I R V I N G 
S C H O O L 

{New South, Hall) 
F O R B O Y S 

T a r r y t o w n - o n - H u d s o n , N e w Y o r k 
T w e n t y - f i v e mi l e s f r o m N e w Y o r k , i n the beau
t i f u l , h i s t o r i c " I r v i n g ' " c o u n t r y . 76th yea r . 
T w e n t y - t w o yea r s u n d e r p resen t H e a d Mas te r . 
N e w site a n d b u i l d i n g s , 1904. P r e p a r e s fo r a l l 
co l leges a n d t e c h n i c a l schoo l s . I n d i v i d u a l as 
w e l l as class i n s t r u c t i o n . A t h l e t i c F i e l d , S w i m 
m i n g P o o l . N e w G y m n a s i u m r e a d y th i s f a l l . 

Summer Camp 
B a n t a m L a k e , L i t c h f i e l d H i l l s , C o n n . 

1100 f e e t a l t i t u d e . A d d r e s s 

J . M . F U R M A N , A . M . . H e a d Master , Box 903 

Mount Pleasant Academy 
Founded 1814. A splendid combination of school and home where character is the real goal. Gives bovs 
a thorough preparation for college or business. Situated in the most beautiful part of the Hudson River 
country, 31 miles from New York. Extensively equipped. Sound, reasonable military system. Manual 
Tra in ing Courses. Many social advantages. Physical Culture. Large Gymnasium. Mount Pleasant 
H a l l for boys under 13. S U M M E R C A M P in the Berkshires under M r . Brusie's personal charge, for boys 
under 15. For rate, without extras, write to 
C H A R L E S F R E D E R I C K B R U S I K , B o x 508, O s s i n i n g - o n - H u d s o n , N e w Y o r k . 

C H A P P A Q U A M O U N T A I N I N S T I T U T E 
A F r i e n d s ' S c h o o l f o r G i r l s ( w i t h s e p a r a t e d e p a r t m e n t s for b o t h s e x e s u n d e r 
14 y e a r s , i n c a r e o f H o m e M o t h e r ) . 4 3 r d y e a r . N e w b u i l d i n g s , 70 a c r e s , 
500 ft. a l t i t u d e ; $ 3 0 0 t o $ 3 7 5 . P r i m a r y , P r e p a r a t o r y , C o m m e r c i a l , M a n u a l 
T r a i n i n g - , D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e a n d M u s i c D e p a r t m e n t . A d d r e s s 

B o x T , V a l h a l l a , N e w Y o r k . 125 m i l e s f r o m N e w Y o r k . ) 

M R S . M A R S H A L L ' S S C H O O L F O R L I T T L E G I R L S 

A boarding and day school for girls under fifteen. 
Br ia rc l i f f Manor , New York . 

M A N L I U S S C H O O L S 
M a n l i u s , IN. Y . 

Beautiful and Healthful Country Location 
S e n d for cata logue . W M . V E R B E C K , P r e s i d e n t , B o x G Verbeck Hall 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

N E W Y O R K S T A T E ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

Mrs. Dow's School for Girls 
For circular address 

Mrs. Mary E.Dow, Principal, 
B r i a r c l i f T Manor , N . Y 

New York 
Military Academy 

C o r n w a l l - o n - Hudson 
N e w Academic Bui ld ing , Barracks, Mess H a l l and Gymna
sium, comprising the most complete F i r e p r o o f Mi l i t a ry 
School establishment in the Uni ted States. Beautiful loca
tion in the Hudson River Highlands, four miles from West 
Point. Certificates accepted by all colleges. Practical Com
mercial Course with shops, laboratories, etc. S u m m e r 
Session. Special course and training for West Point can
didates. Regular A r m y officer and equipment from W a r 
Department. Infantry, C a v a l r y and Cadet Band (special 
rates to good musicians). Separate department for Y o u n g 
B o y s , f o r catalogue address The Commandant. 

M A N O R S C H O O L 
For Gir ls . Eighteen miles from New York Ci ty . General and C o l 
lege Preparatory Courses. Certificate privileges. Special advan
tages in Music and Languages. For circular, address Miss H u l l 
and Miss Huntington, Principals, Larchmont Manor, New York . 

P E E K S K I L L 
A C A D E M Y 

Founded 1833 
Peekskill, New York 

Recent phenomenal growth due to: 
*J Loya l ty and enthusiasm of A l u m n i , 
Students and Facul ty . 
<j| New buildings representing $ l 2 5 , 0 0 0 , 
inc luding A l u m n i H a l l , the home of the 

Jun io r School for young boys (10 to 13). 
<I A d m i s s i o n of only one kind of boy and maintenance ot 
highest standards of scholarship . 

Not a single failure in college. 
Address J . C. BUCHER, A.M. , or C. « . ROBINSON, PH.D., Principals 

Oi ler s a 
q u i c k a n d 

t h o r o u g h p r e p a 
r a t i o n for col lege. 

D e v e l o p s s t r o n g 
bodies , clear, act ive 

minds and c lean.manly 
habits. Cert if icates g i v e n 

students w i t h an h o n o r a 
ble r ecord . F i r m , yet k i n d l y , 

d i sc ip l ine . Da i ly ins t ruc t ion i n 
mili tary science. G r a d e d g y m 

nastic t ra in ing. E v e r y boy must 
take some exerc ise . G y m n a s i u m , 

s w i m m i n g poo l , athletic f ie ld of five 
acres, tennis, golf. $500 a year cove r s a l l 

expenses. Junior Hall, a separate s choo l 
' for boys under 13. F o r catalogue, address 
REV. WILLIAM ADDISON RANNEY, A . M.. Po. B., PRIN. 

T H E M I S S E S M E T C A L F ' S B O A R D I N G A N D D A Y 
S C H O O L 
For Girls. College preparation and Physical Culture. A depart
ment for Girls under twelve. Moderate rates. 

Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N e w Y o r k . 

M A S S A C H U S E T T S 

T H E B U R N H A M S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Founded by M a r y A . Burnham in 1877, is continuing without 
interruption under the direction of Miss Helen E . Thompson 
and Miss Mar tha C. Burnham. Preparatory, Graduating and 
Special Courses. Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss Helen E . Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass. 

M I S S C A P E N ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
For many years known as " T h e Burnham School ." 37th year 
opens September 18th, 1913. Correspondence should be addressed 
to Miss B . T . Capen, Principal , Northampton, Mass . 

SEA 
PINES 

H O M E S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Dist inct ive ly Devoted to D e v e l o p i n g Persona l i t i e s 

G e n u i n e h a p p y h o m e l i f e ; p e r s o n a l at tent ion a n d care . G r o w i n g g i r l s i n s p i r e d b y wholesome a n d 
beautiful ideals o f useful w o m a n h o o d . T h e C a p e c l i m a t e is e x c e p t i o n a l l y f a v o r a b l e f o r 
a n o u t d o o r l i f e , w i n c h we m a k e attract ive a n d r e f i n i n g . O n e h u n d r e d acres; p i n e eroves 1000 
feet of seashore, ponies . H y g i e n e and morals are o b s e r v e d e spec ia l l y for results in hea l th charac ter 
a n d e d u c a t i o n G y m n a s t i c s , M u s i c , H a n d i w o r k , D o m e s t i c A r t s . French, G e r m a n , S p a n i s h - nat ive 
teachers. A l l branches o f s tudy u n d e r patient a n d enthusiast ic ins tructors . A d d r e s s 
Rev.Thomas B i c k f o r d , M i s s Faith B i c k f o r d , Principals, P . O . Box G , Brewster Cape C o d M a s s 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
M A S S A C H U S E T T S ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

WORCESTER 
A C A D E M Y 8

y°* 
160 boys prepared in last 4 years for 31 different colleges and pro
fessional schools. Alumni in 43 states and 15 foreign countries. 
Enrollment represents 25 states and 10 foreign countries. Classical 
and scientific courses for general education. Faculty of 20 experi
enced men. Standards of scholarship the highest. School spirit 
broad and democratic. Only boys of high character admitted. Schol
arship aid for worthy boys. Organized play gives boys graded 
physical training. Equipment unusually complete. Catalogue. 
D.YV.A1>ercroiubie,LL.I>*» 9? P r o v i d e n c e St., Worces ter ,Mass . 

M i s s C H U R C H ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Resident and day pupils. General, College Preparatory and 
Domestic Science Courses. Advanced work for older girls. 

Schoolhouse, 6 Gloucester Street, ( i 3 „ „ , n*„ 
Residence, 4oi Beacon Street, f Boston, Mass. 

R O C K R I D G E H A L L S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
The fall term begins Wednesday, Sept. 17th, 1913. For entrance 
requirements, address the Principal, 

D r . G . S. White, Wellesley Hi l l s , Massachusetts. 

D A N F O R T H S C H O O L 
The country life school for boys. Estate of 200 acres. 22 miles 
from Boston. 

James Chester Flagg, A . B . , Master, Box S, Framingham, Mass, 

Lasell Seminary 
For Young Women 

Auburndale, Mass. Ten Miles from Boston 

H o m e m a k i n g i n a l l i ts phases is t h o r o l y t augh t 
at L a s e l l . T h e p r i n c i p l e s of h y g i e n e a n d san i t a 
t ion , the sc ience o f foods, m a r k e t i n g , c o o k i n g , the 
art of en t e r t a in ing , house f u r n i s h i n g , a n d m a n a g e 
ment , s ewing , d r e s s m a k i n g a n d m i l l i n e r y are s tud
i e d i n a p r a c t i c a l way u n d e r the s u p e r v i s i o n o f 
competen t teachers. 

R e g u l a r co l lege p r e p a r a t o r y a n d spec i a l courses , 
i n c l u d i n g art a n d e l o c u t i o n . M u s i c facu l ty o f ten 
teachers, o r g a n , p i a n o , v i o l i n a n d vo ice . 
T e n n i s , b o a t i n g , s w i m m i n g , r i d i n g a n d o ther 
sports are e n c o u r a g e d . B e a u t i f u l s u b u r b a n l o c a 
t ion . A d d r e s s 

G . M . W I N S L O W , P h . D . . Pr inc ipa l , 
1 1 0 W o o d l a n d R o a d 

D E A N A C A D E M Y 

Young men and young women find here a home-like atmosphere, 
thorough and efficient training in every department of a broad 
culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit. Liberal endowment 
permits liberal terms, $300 per year. Special Course in Domestic 
Science. For catalogue and information address 

Arthur W . Peirce, L i t t . D . , Principal , Frankl in , Mass . 

W A L N U T H I L L S C H O O L 

A College Preparatory School for Girls. Seventeen miles from 
Boston. For ty Acres. Athletic Fields. Four Buildings. G y m 
nasium. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, Na t ick , Mass. 

P E R R Y K I N D E R G A R T E N N O R M A L S C H O O L 

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

U P P E R 
A N D L O W E R 

S C H O O L 

BATHING BEACH A N D B O A T S . M A I N E N T R A N C E IN B A C K G R O U N D . 

P O W D E R POINT S C H O O L 
S i x t e e n a c r e s . L a r g e a t h l e t i c f i e l d . O u t d o o r r u n n i n g t r a c k . A l l l a n d a n d w a t e r s p o r t s 
c a r e f u l l y s u p e r v i s e d . S u m m e r C a m p i n t h e M a i n e w o o d s . C o l l e g e p r e p a r a t o r y a n d 
g e n e r a l c o u r s e s . I n d i v i d u a l r e s p o n s i b i l i t y d e v e l o p e d . A d d r e s s 
H E N R Y P . M O U L T O N , Jr., D i r e c t o r , o r R A L P H K. B E A R C E , A . M . , H e a d m a s t e r 

4 5 K i n g C a e s a r R o a d , D u x b u r y , M a s s . 
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R O G E R S 
Hall School 

F o r t H i l l P a r k F O R G I R L S 

Miss O L I V E S. P A R S O N S , Princ ipal 
L o w e l l , Mass. 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
M A S S A C H U S E T T S ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

The Weston School 
For Girls 

43 St. James St., Roxbury, Boston, Mass. 

S i t u a t e d o n a quiet h i l l t o p street, w i t h l a r g e g r o u n d s 
for o u t d o o r spor ts . 
S p e c i a l courses i n h o u s e h o l d sc iences a n d hand ic ra f t s , 
i n c l u d i n g s e w i n g , d r e s s m a k i n g , c o o k i n g , h o u s e h o l d 
b u y i n g , d e c o r a t i o n , soc i a l cus toms a n d c o m p l e t e h o m e 
m a n a g e m e n t . C o l l e g e p r e p a r a t o r y a n d gene ra l courses . 
F i t s g i r l s for l i fe as w e l l as for e x a m i n a t i o n s . 

Mrs. Elisabeth Mathews-Richardson, A.B., Principal. 

W A L T H A M S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
A moderate priced Country School. 20 minutes from Boston. 
Primary to college. Household arts. Earnest work and whole
some play. Outdoor sports. 6 buildings—fireproof dormitories. 
54th year. Address 

George B . Beaman, P h . D . , Principal , Waltham, Massachusetts. 

R E S T H A V E N 

A School for Girls. 130 acres in woodland and farm. College 
preparatory and specialized courses. Number limited. Out
door games all the year. Address 

Miss C. R . Seabury, Mendon, Mass. 

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y F O R Y O U N G W O M E N 
m t h year opens Sept. 17th. Thi r ty miles from Boston. Address 
the Principal , 

Miss Laura A . Knot t , A . M . , Bradford, Massachusetts. 

S T . A N D R E W ' S S C H O O L 
Extensive grounds and woodlands. Tennis courts, ball field, 
canoeing. Constant and careful attention to the individual boy. 

Thomas H . Eckfeldt, Headmaster, Box O, Concord, Mass. 

L E S L E Y N O R M A L S C H O O L F O R K l N D E R G A R T N E R S 
A N D G R A D E T E A C H E R S 
Courses given by Harvard educators. Prepares for kindergarten, 
playground, first, second and third grades. A limited number of 
resident pupils. M r s . Ed i t h Lesley Wolfard, Principal, 29 Everett 
Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts. 

M I S S H A L L ' S S C H O O L 
For Gir ls . Miss M i r a H . H a l l , Principal , Pittsfield, Mass. 

H O W A R D S E M I N A R Y 
A Real Country School for Girls. 25 miles from Boston. 10 acres 
for outdoor sports. College certificate. T w o years' course for 
high school graduates. Domestic Science. Ar t and Music studios. 
Miss Sarah E . Laughton, A . M . , Principal, West Bridgewater, 
Massachusetts. 

T H E C A M B R I D G E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Primary, General and College Preparatory Courses. Na t ive 
teachers in modern languages. A r t Department. New Residence 
adjoins Playground and School House. Tennis, basketball and 
gymnastics. Resident and day pupils. Address Mis s Ru th Colt . 
Headmistress, 36 Concord Avenue, Cambridge, Massachusetts. 

W l L B R A H A M A C A D E M Y 
Fits Boys for Life and for College Work. 
Remodelled Rich H a l l , one of the most convenient, comfortable 
and complete dormitory homes in N e w England. 
Gaylord W . Douglass, Headmaster, Wi lbraham, Massachusetts. 

M I S S M C C L I N T O C K ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
General and College Preparatory Courses. 
Resident and day pupils. 

Miss M a r y Law McCl in tock , Principal , 
4 Arl ington Street, Boston, Mass. 

C U S H I N G A C A D E M Y . 
Endowment permits all the advantages of a high-priced school 
for $300 a year. College certificate. Mus ic . Six buildings. New-
Dormitory. Laboratories. Athletic field. Gymnas ium. Co-edu
cational. Write for illustrated booklet. H . S. Cowel l , A . M . , 
Principal , Ashburnham, Massachusetts. 

M I S S C H A M B E R L A Y N E ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
General, Special, and College Preparatory Courses. 
The Fenway 28, Boston. 

M I S S G U I L D A N D M I S S E V A N S ' S C H O O L 
32d year. College preparatory and general courses. Special ad
vantages in Ar t , Mus ic , Languages and Household Ar ts . Visitors 
cordially welcomed. Send for catalogue. 

29-31 Fairfield Street, corner Commonwealth Avenue, Boston. 

W O R C E S T E R D O M E S T I C S C I E N C E S C H O O L 
One and two year Normal and H o m e - M a k i n g Courses. Trains for 
teachers of cookery, sewing, matrons, dietitians, housekeepers. 
The only school devoted solely to Normal Domestic Science train
ing. Graduates occupy exceptional positions. Address 

M r s . F . A . Wethered, 97 Institute Road , Worcester, Mass . 

T E N A C R E 
A school for twenty-five young girls. Preparatory to D a n a H a l l . 
Terms $850. 

Miss Helen Temple Cooke, D a n a H a l l , Wellesley, Mass . 

M I S S F A U L K N E R ' S 
H O U S E O F E D U C A T I O N 

For the Training of Gentlewomen. 
Dedham, Massachusetts. 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N 
Educates for the home or the profession of teaching. A . B . degree. 
Healthful location. 17 buildings. 100 acres. Membership l imited. 
Liberal endowment. Also Wheaton Seminary courses supervised 
by the College. Catalog. Rev. Samuel V . Cole, D . D . , L L . D . , 
President, Norton, Mass . (30 miles from BOSTON). 

A B B O T A C A D E M Y 
A School for Gir l s . Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston. 
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Pr incipal , Andover, Mass . 

A L L E N S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
West Newton, Mass. 

A school where boys are made self-reliant. 
Strong traditions. Max imum preparation for all colleges and sci
entific schools. Teacher for every six boys. Music. M a n u a l Tra in 
ing. Drawing. Modern equipment. Six buildings. Gymnasium. 
Swimming Pool. Athletic Field. Junior School for younger boys. 

Send for illustrated catalogue. 

H O U S E I N T H E P I N E S 
N o r t o n , Mass. 40 m i n u t e s f r o m B o s t o n 

MISS C O R N I S H and MISS H Y D E , Principals 

28 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIB.X ER'S MAG A 7.1 Mi? 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
M A S S A C H U S E T T S ( c o n t i n u e d ) 

Mount 
Ida 

School 
Write for 

New Year Book 

F O R GIRLS 
6 miles from 

B o s t o n 
Preparatory: finishing school. 
Advanced Elective Courses. 

For high school graduates. 
College Certificate Privilege. 

High School graduation not 
necessary for entrance. 

Piano, Voice , Viol in, Pipe 
Organ, with Noted M e n . 

Domestic Science, Gymnasium 
with swimming pool. 

Exceptional opportunities, with 
a delightful home life. 

88 Summit Street 

NEWTON, mass 

Quincy Mansion School 
FOR GIRLS 

Wollaston, Massachusetts 

I n historic Quincy. Beautifully located six miles 
from Boston. Attract ive estate, . imple grounds 
for outdoor recreation. Ar t i f i c i a l lake for boat
ing and skating. Three fine bui ldings. Large 
l ibrary. Gymnas ium. Special and graduate 
courses of study. Advantages in A r t , M u s i c 
and Languages. Domestic Science. College 
preparation and certificate. Large corps of ex
perienced teachers. P'or Year Book address 

M r s . H O R A C E M . W I L L A R D , P r i n c i p a l 

The MacDuffie School 
For Girls 

Springfield, Mass. 
Pr inc ipa l s : 

J o h n M a c D u f f i e (Harvard) 
M r s . J o h n M a c D u f f i e (Radcliffe) 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A 

Beechwood 
A Cultural and Practical School 

W e seek to discover the natural aptitudes of 
our students and have the departments to 
develop them. O u r aim is a woman of cul
ture who can successfully do the practical. 
College Preparatory; College Departments; Con
servatory of Music ; Art , Arts and Crafts, Ora
tory. Courses in Domestic Arts and Sciences, 
Secretaryship, Normal Gymnastics, Normal 
Kindergarten as electives. Unusual buildings. 
Rooms with private bath. Swimming pool, 
athletic field ; new gymnasium. Healthful 

cafcuolue to country life. Moderate terms. 
H . H . R E A S E R . P h . D „ Pres ident Jenkfnfown, Peitna. 
Rev. D. R. K E R R , D . D . . L L . D . , Asso. (23 minutes from Philadelphia) 

Preparatory S c h o o l F o r B o y s 
A t h o r o u g h l y e f f i c i e n t h o m e s c h o o l f o r b o y s . 
E l e v e n m i l e s f r o m P h i l a d e l p h i a i n a r e s i d e n t i a l a n d c o l l e g e s u b u r b , 

w i t h o u t s a l o o n s o r f a c t o r i e s . U n q u a l i f i e d l y e n d o r s e d b y i t s n e i g h b o r s . 
S p e c i a l a d v a n t a g e s o f c o l l e g e e n v i r o n m e n t . 

R e m a r k a b l e h e a l t h r e c o r d for t w e n t y y e a r s due t o p e r f e c t e d w a t e r 
and s e w a g e s y s t e m s , s a n i t a r y , m o d e m b u i l d i n g s , and w h o l e s o m e r e g 
u l a t i o n o f e x e r c i s e and h a b i t s . A m p l e p r o v i s i o n for i n d o o r and out
d o o r a t h l e t i c s u n d e r f a c u l t y s u p e r v i s i o n . 

U n u s u a l l y a d e q u a t e p r e p a r a t i o n f o r c o l l e g e . I n s t r u c t o r s o f s u c c e s s 
f u l e x p e r i e n c e and c u l t u r e . " U n i t System" of p r o m o t i o n by s u b j e c t . 

A u n i q u e record i n the p r o p e r l y b a l a n c e d d e v e l o p m e n t of b o y s , m e n 
t a l l y , m o r a l l y , p h y s i c a l l y , s o c i a l l y . 

J u n i o r S c h o o l for s m a l l e r b o y s , w i t h s e p a r a t e d o r m i t o r y . F o r d e 
t a i l e d i n f o r m a t i o n a d d r e s s A r t h u r H . T o m l i n s o n . S w a r t h m o r e . P a . 

The Birmingham School 
Founded 1853 (Inc.) FOR GIRLS Birmingham, Pa. 

Beautifully situated in a high, healthy, mountain 
region, noted for its tonic air. Picturesque sur

roundings. Six comfortable, home-like build
ings. Constant care given to development 

of character, and special attention to social 
training. Ideally equipped to exemplify 
its motto—'"Sound Mind in a Sound 
Body." Six buildings, 100 acres of park 
land. Academic and College Preparatory 
Courses. Music, Domestic Science. Gym

nasium, Athletic Field, competent Phys
ical Director. Easily accessible via P. 

R.R.on main line between Philadelphia and 
Pittsburgh. Rllustrated catalogue on request. 
A . K . G R I E R , President, Box H 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 29 

young 
Women 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A ( c o n t i n u e d ) 

Prepares for Bryn M a w r , 
Smith, Vassar and W e l 
lesley Colleges. A l s o 
strong general course with 
diploma. 
Exclusive possession for 
the entire year of the fire
proof stone building and 
extensive grounds makes possible many 
improvements before the opening of the 
next school year. 

Jane L . Brownell, A . M , Head o f the School. 
Elizabeth Forrest Johns o n . A . B . , A s s o c i a t e Head of the School 

F o r catalogue address 
T h e B a l d w i n Schoo l , P . O. B o x F . B r y n M a w r , P a . 

S P R I N G S I D E 

Boarding and Day School for Gir ls . Mrs . Chapman and Miss 
Jones, Principals, Chestnut H i l l , Philadelphia. 

Ogontz School 
F o r Y o u n g L a d i e s 

Founded 1850 
Securing i n d i v i d u a l and 
complete development of 
each pupil. A unique and 
flexible adaptation of both 
class and i n d i v i d u a l in
struction in language, litera
ture, history, music, science, 
art, economics and domes
tic s c i e n c e. Experienced 
faculty, a v e r a g i n g one 
teacher to every five girls. 
Advantages of exceptional 

social and home life, together with carefully supervised physical 
exercise, are marked features 
e q u i p p e d buildings, delight
fully situated in a beautiful 
suburban park of 65 acres. 20 
minutes to P h i l a d e l p h i a , 
affording the exceptional edu
cational advantages of the city. 
For catalog and views address 
M i s s A B B Y A . S U T H E R L A N D 

Principal 
Ogontz School P . O . 

Penna. 

S O U T H W I N G — M A I N B U I L D I N G 

S W I M M I N G P O O L 

Wilson College 
F O R W O M E N 

Main Hall 

B e a u t i f u l s i t u a t i o n i n t h e C u m b e r l a n d V a l l e y ; e x t e n s i v e c a m p u s , w a t e r 
s u p p l y a p p r o v e d b y t h e S l a t e B o a r d o f H e a l t h ; c a r e f u l provision f o r t h e 
h e a l t h o f t h e s t u d e n t s ; a g o o d s o c i a l a t m o s p h e r e , a s t r o n g f a c u l t y , h i g h 
i n t e l l e c t u a l s t a n d a r d s ; s o l i d a n d t h o r o u g h w o r k . C o u r s e s l e a d t o t h e 
B . A . d e g r e e . A g o o d d e p a r t m e n t o f m u s i c . S t r o n g r e l i g i o u s i n f l u e n c e . 
C a t a l o g u e a n d b o o k o f v i e w s s e n t o n r e q u e s t . 
A n n a Jane M c K e a g , P h . D . , L L . D . , President, Chambersburg , P a . 

Franklin ^ Marshall Academy 
Founded 1787. Lancaster. Pa . 

m Main Building 

A n excellent record in preparing boys for college and technical 
schools. Beautiful, elevated grounds. Fine, modern, sanitary 
dormitories. Good school life. Laboratory, gymnasium, ath
letic field. Remarkable health record. Terms moderate. Per
sonal inspection invited. Send today for catalogue. 
Thaddeus G . H e l m , A . M . , and E d w i n M . H a r t m a n , A . M . , P r i n s . 

M A P L E W O O D , N E A R P H I L A D E L P H I A 
Self supporting and non-sectarian. 51st successful year. Wakes 
up boys to duties of life. College preparatory and business. 
Limited to 40 boys. H igh moral tone. N o tobacco. N o hazing. 
Thorough instruction. Small classes. Ideal home life. Hea l th 
first consideration. Good table. Our own milk and vegetables. 
Manua l training. Fine gymnasium. A l l sports. Terms $400 
Boys under 12 years, $350. Special care to small boys. Elevated 
location. Booklet. J . C . Shortlidge, A . B . , Harvard , Pr incipal 
Box 68, Concordville, Del . Co. , Pa 

P E N N H A L L 
S c h o o l f o r G i r l s . C o l l e g e P r e p a r a t o r y . M o d e m L a n g u a g e , M u s i c . A r t 
a n d D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e C o u r s e s . C e r t i f i c a t e p r i v i l e g e s . A l l o u t d o o r s p o r t s . 
R o o m s w i t h p r i v a t e b a t h . H o t e l G l a d s t o n e , C h e l s e a . A t l a n t i c C i t y N I 

. o c c u p i e d b y s c h o o l d u r i n g M a y e a c h y e a r . R a t e s , $4=5. C a t a l o g u e a n d 
VieWS. AHrl.BCC A d d r e s s 

F r a n k S . M a g i l l , A . M . , P r i n . , B o x B , C h a m b e r s b u r g , P e n n s y l v a n i a . 

PENNSYLVANIA 

OUR 
AIM: 

The % 
develop
ment 

of 
character 
to secure 
greatest 
efficiency 

C H E S T E R , P A . 
W e t ra in f rom the g round up, endeavor
i n g to secure the highest order o f effi
c iency , phys ica l , m e n t a l , m o r a l . H a l j -

: its of order and obedience are formed 
Alertnessand power of control are de- . 

veloped, result
ing in sturdy, 

watchful ,wel l 
e q u i p p e d 

manhood. 

C o u r s e s 
.'•*• l e n d i n g to 
•I* d e g r e e s i a 

CIVIL 
ENGINEERING, 
CHEMISTRY 
AND ARTS 

Also Preparatom 
Courses ol Study 

Catalogue can 
be secured of 

30 
C O L . C H A R L E S E . H V A T T . P r e s i d e n t 
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Girls B R Y N MAWR 
P E N N A 

Baldwin School 

Military College 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
P E N N S Y L V A N I A ( c o n t i n u e d ) 

Miss Marshall's School 
F O R G I R L S 

A s choo l of m a n y advantages . S i t ua t ed i n 
P h i l a d e l p h i a ' s mos t beau t i fu l s u b u r b . C o l 
l ege P r e p a r a t o r y , G e n e r a l a n d S p e c i a l 
C o u r s e s . M u s i c , A r t , E l o c u t i o n . Super 
v i sed A t h l e t i c s o n the spacious school 
g rounds . C a t a l o g u e . 

M I S S E . S. M A R S H A L L 
O a k Lane , Philadelphia, Pa. 

Entrance to one of the Schoot Eititdings 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N 
M a n y elective courses leading to degrees. Special attention given 
to preparation for professional work in Teaching, Social Service 
and Music. 

D I L W O R T H H A L L 
A preparatory school for boarding and day students which pre
pares for all colleges and has full certificate rights Fal l term opens 
September 16th, i g i 3 . Address for literature or further informa
tion, H . D . Lindsay, D . D . , President, 

Woodland Road, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

B E T H L E H E M P R E P A R A T O R Y S C H O O L 

Prepares for Harvard, Yale, Princeton, Lehigh, Cornell, etc. 1450 
boys prepared for college in 35 years. Large grounds. New 
buildings; gymnasium, swimming pool, athletic fields. Summer 
session. Catalogue. 

H . S. Foering, B.S. , Headmaster, Bethlehem, Pa . 

T H E 

M I S S E S S H I P L E Y S 
S C H O O L 

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College 
Instruction : Individual instruction of limited num
ber of pupils by specialists in all departments. A n aver
age of one teacher to every six girls. T w o resident 
French teachers. 
Courses : Diploma in College Preparatory and A c a 
demic Courses. Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith and 
Wellesley. 
Situation: In healthful suburb, with the special edu
cational and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn 
M a w r College. 
Building : Specially designed Colonial building, with 
every appointment for homelike comfort. N e w class rooms 
in the autumn. 
Athletics: Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by resi
dent English Director. New gymnasium in process of 
construction. 
Younger Pupils : Instruction and daily life varied to 
suit the personality, health and mental needs of each child. 

For catalogue, address 
The Secretary, Box J , B r y n Mawr, Pa. 

admits 

Walnut Lane School 
For Girls- 56th Y e a r . I n t h e h e a r t o f 
b e a u t i f u l , h i s t o r i c G e r m a n t o w n . C u l t u r a l a d 
v a n t a g e s o f t h e c i t y c o m b i n e d w i t h t h e h e a l t h 
o f t h e c o u n t r y . G e n e r a ) c o u r s e . S p e c i a l 
c o u r s e s f o r H i g h S c h o o l g r a d u a t e s . C e r t i f i c a t e 

W e l l e s l e y , V a s s a r , S m i t h , M t . H o l y o k e . 
M u s i c , A r t , E l o c u t i o n , D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e , S e w i n g . O n e 
r e s i d e n t t e a c h e r f o r e v e r y t h r e e r e s i d e n t p u p i l s . E x c e p t i o n a l s o c i a l l i f e 
w i t h i n d i v i d u a l c a r e . P h y s i c a l c u l t u r e , t e n n i s , b a s k e t b a l l , r i d i n g . 

Miss S. E D N A J O H N S T O N . A . B . , Prin., Germantown, Philadelphia 
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WM. MANN IRVINE. LL.D. . Headmas le r , Box 104 i 
I 

M e r c e r s b u r g , P e n n a . 
Mercersburg Academy 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

Miss Cowles* School 
( H i g h l a n d H a l l ) , H o l l i d a y s b u r g , P a . 

Miss Emma Milton Cowles, A . B . , Head of School. 
P r e p a r e s fur B r y n M a w r , 
W e l l e s l e y , S m i t h , M t . 
H o l y o k e a n d V a s s a r . 
C e r t i f i c a t e p r i v i l e g e s . 
A l s o s t r o n g g e n e r a l 
c o u r s e , M u s i c , A r t , 
D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e . 
H e a l t h f u l l o c a t i o n , i n 
h e a r t o f A l l e g h a n y 
M o u n t a i n s . P u r e s p r i n g 
w a t e r . S t o n e b u i l d i n g , 
m o d e r n i m p r o v e m e n t s — 
a l l r o o m s c o n n e c t w i t h 
b a t h . G y m n a s i u m , 
s w i m m i n g p o o l a n d 
n e w s l e e p i n g p o r c h . 

R e s i d e n t p h y s i c a l d i r e c t o r a n d s p e c i a l i s t s i n a l l d e p a r t m e n t s . 

F o r c a t a l o g u e a d d r e s s T H E S E C R E T A R Y . 

H I G H L A N D H A L L 

M i s s S A Y W A R D ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
In suburb of Philadelphia. College preparatory and special courses. 
Certificate admits to leading colleges. Music department. Physical 
training, outdoor sports, horseback riding, swimming. Grounds 
and building to be enlarged. Develops character, mind and body. 

Miss S. Janet Say ward, Principal , Overbrook, Pennsylvania. 

S T . L U K E ' S S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
A " home-school" for college or business preparation. A limited 
number of pupils, large grounds, new buildings, healthful situation, 
supervised athletics, experienced teachers are essentials of our 
success. Send for illustrated catalogue. Charles Henry Strout, 
A . M . , Headmaster, Wayne, Pa. (14 miles from Philadelphia.) 

M I S S H A R T ' S T R A I N I N G S C H O O L F O R 
K l N D E R G A R T N E R S 

3600 Walnut Street, Philadelphia. Junior, Senior, Graduate and 
Normal Trainers ' Courses. Five practice Kindergartens. Opens 
Oct. 1st, 1913- For particulars address } 

Miss Caroline M . C . Hart , The Pines, Rutledge, P a . 

W Y O M I N G S E M I N A R Y 
College Preparation, Business, Domestic Science, Mus ic , Elocu
tion. Co-educational. Fine buildings. 6gth year opens Sept. 17th. 
Catalogue. L . L . Sprague, D . D . , President, Kingston, Penna. 

T H E M I S S E S K I R K ' S C O L L E G E P R E P A R A T O R Y 
S C H O O L 

P r e p a r e s f o r B r y n M a w r a n d o t h e r c o l l e g e s . C e r t i f i c a t e p r i v i l e g e s . N u m b e r 
o f p u p i l s l i m i t e d . S p e c i a l s c h e d u l e a r r a n g e d f o r e a c h . P e r c e n t a g e o f p u p i l s 
w h o h a v e e n t e r e d B r y n M a w r C o l l e g e u n u s u a l l y l a r g e . G y m n a s t i c s , o u t d o o r 
s p o r t s . 15 th y e a r o p e n s O c t o b e r 2 , 1913 . B r y n M a w r , P a . 

P E R K I O M E N S E M I N A R Y 
High-Grade Academy. Co-educational. Smal l classes. Honor 
M e n in leading colleges. Music , Elocut ion, Domestic Science, 
Agriculture. Strongly moral. N o profanity, liquor, tobacco, or 
hazing. $350.00 to $400.00. Catalogue free. 

Rev. O . S. Kriebel , D . D . , Pr inc ipa l , Box 106, Pennsburg, Pa . 

N E W J E R S E Y 

A 
S c h o o l 

f o r 
B o y s 

Montclair 
Academy 
Invites correspondence or, better, a personal visit 

from those desiring the best 
Situated on the Orange Mountains, 13 miles from N e w Y o r k . 
Complete modern equipment, including Gymnasium, Swimming 
Pool and Athletic Fie ld . A teacher for every nine boys, mak ing 
possible individual attention. Certificate accepted by al l colleges 
admitting on certificate. Also offers a practical course for boys not 
going to college. References required from al l applicants for ad
mission to the school. 

I l l u s t r a t e d c a t a l o g u e a n d c o p y o f " Y o u r B o y a n d O u r 
S c n o o l , " w h i c h w i l l i n t e r e s t y o u n o m a t t e r w h e r e y o u r b o y i s 
e d u c a t e d , o n r e q u e s t . A d d r e s s 

JOHN G. MacVICAR, Headmaster, Box 22, Montclair, N. J . 

Centenary 
Collegiate 
Institute 

F O P Girls 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

FOR BOYS. Essex Fells, N. J. 
Located in the h i l l s , a region of exceptional health-

fulness, 22 miles f rom N e w Y o r k . In material 
equipment the school is thoroughly modern and 
complete. I t offers preparation for a l l colleges and 
scientific schools. T h e student body is large enough 
for strong athletic and other organizations, but small 
enough so that i n d i v i d u a l attention can be g iven to 
the mental , mora l and physical development of 
every pupi l . Large g y m n a s i u m , and extensive 
grounds for athletics and sports. Address : 

J. R. CAMPBELL, Principal 

KINGSLEY 
SCHOOL 

DWIGHT SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS. E N G L E W O O D , NEW J E R S E Y 

M i s s CREIGHTON and M i s s FARRAR, Pr inc ipa ls 
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For 
Girls 

Jonathan M . M e e k e r , P h . D . , D . D . , Pr incipal , Box S 
Hackettstown, N . J . 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
N E W J E R S E Y ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

Blair Academy 

Blairstown, New Jersey 
A v e r y l i b e r a l l y e n d o w e d s c h o o l o n b e a u t i f u l h i g h l a n d s , i n a h e a l t h 
f u l , i n v i g o r a t i n g a t m o s p h e r e . C o u r s e s p r e p a r a t o r y t o a n y c o l l e g e o r 
t e c h n i c a l s c h o o l . M a g n i f i c e n t s t o n e b u i l d i n g s t h o r o u g h l y e q u i p p e d . 
100-ac re c a m p u s . B e a u t i f u l l a k e . T w o g y m n a s i u m s , sv> m i m i n g 
p o o l , q u a r t e r - m i l e r u n n i n g t r a c k . A t h l e t i c field. T u i t i o n . $ 3 5 0 . So 
m i l e s f r o m N e w Y o r k . 65 th y e a r . N e w D o r m i t o r y , w i t h i d e a l e q u i p 
m e n t for y o u n g e r b o y s . C a t a l o g u e o n r e q u e s t . 

JOHN C . S H A R P E , A . M . , D . D . , P R I N C I P A L . P . 0 . Box N . 

Carlton Academy 
SUMMIT, NEW J E R S E Y 

A b o a r d i n g schoo l for boys unde r C a t h o l i c 
auspices , w i t h l a y m e n as teachers. A c o u n 
t ry s choo l i n the J e r s ey h i l l s , 2 1 m i l e s f rom 
N e w Y o r k . Seven-ac re c a m p u s , beaut i fu l 
res idence a n d schoo l b u i l d i n g s , a m p l e p ro 
v i s i o n for ou tdoor sports . S m a l l classes a n d 
i n d i v i d u a l t r a i n i n g i n study a n d athle t ics . 
P repa re s for a l l colleges" o r for business . 

C a t a l o g u e o n request. 
CHARLES H . SCHULTZ, A . M . , Headmaster . 

P R I N C E T O N P R E P A R A T O R Y S C H O O L 
College preparatory school for boys over fourteen. Rapid prog
ress possible because of limited number of pupils (60) and free
dom from rigid class organization. Excellent equipment and facil
ities in the way of buildings and grounds. Special attention given 
to Athletics and moral welfare. 40th year. Personal inspection 
invited. For year book, address 

J . B . Fine, Headmaster, Princeton, New Jersey. 

M O R R I S T O W N S C H O O L 
C o l l e g e P r e p a r a t o r y B o a r d i n g S c h o o l f o r B o y s . S m a l l c l a s s e s . S u p e r v i s e d 
s p o r t s ; n e w g y m n a s i u m . L o w e r S c h o o l for b o y s 10 t o 14. 
A d v i s o r y B o a r d — P r e s i d e n t H i b b e n , P r i n c e t o n ; D e a n H u r l b u t , H a r v a r d ; 
R e v . A n s o n P h e l p s S t o k e s , J r . , S e c r e t a r y of Y a l e ; P r o f e s s o r H a l l o c k , 
C o l u m b i a ; P r e s i d e n t P r i t c h e t t , C a r n e g i e F o u n d a t i o n . 

M o r r i s to Will N e w Jersey . 

Bordentown 
Military Institute 

Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N . J . 

29th Y e a r 
P u r p o s e : Our purpose is the individual de
velopment of the boy's-character and schol
arship for the work of the world i l l college, 
scientific school or business. 
F a c u l t y : A large, sympathetic, efficient 
body of experienced instructors. 
I n s t r u c t i o n : Thorough in method and 
result, but flexible enough to suit the individ
ual needs of each boy. 
L o c a t i o n : Healthful location on the Dela
ware, halfway between Philadelphia and 
New York. Remarkable health record. N o 
malaria. 
School F i f e : H i g h standard of social and 
moral student life. Supervised athletics, 
wholesome food, carefully regulated daily 
program of work and recreation, and partial 
student government in military organiza
tion and dril l produce sound bodies, capa
ble minds and cheerful dispositions. 

For catalogue, address 
Rev. T . H . L A N D O N , A . M . , D . D . , Principal . 

Col . T . D . L A N D O N , 
J j Commandant. 

S T . M A R Y ' S H A L L F O R G I R L S 
General and College Preparatory Courses. Exceptional ad
vantages in Music and Art . Domestic Science Course. Special 
attention given to Physical Culture and Outdoor Sports, also 
Aesthetic Dancing and Horseback Riding. New Building with 
fine dining hall and gymnasium. Mrs . Fearnley, Principal , 
Burlington, N . J . , 18 miles from Philadelphia. 

K E N T P L A C E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Mrs . Paul, Miss Woodman, Principals. Hamil ton W . Mabie , 
President of Board of Directors. College Preparatory and Gen
eral Courses, Domestic Science. New school building. Gymna
sium. In the Jersey Hi l l s , 20 miles from New York . Circulars 
on request. Summit, New Jersey. 

WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 
No saloons or factories in the town W E N O N A H , N E W J E R S E Y 

(10 m i l e s f r o m P h i l a d e l p h i a ) 

R i g h t h e r e y o u r b o y w i l l h a v e e v e r y o p p o r t u n i t y 
— e v e r y h e l p — t o b r o a d e n i n t o f u l l - p o w e r e d , se l f -
r e l i a n t m a n h o o d . W e h a v e t h e n e c e s s a r y b u i l d 
i n g s a n d e q u i p m e n t ; a f a c u l t y o f s p e c i a l i s t s ; t h o r 
o u g h s t u d y c o u r s e s o f u n u s u a l i n t e r e s t ; b o d y - b u i l d 
i n g , c h a r a c t e r - f o r m i n g m i l i t a r y t r a i n i n g . U . S . A r m y 
O f f i c e r d e t a i l e d . W e e x c e l i n a t h l e t i c s . A n u m 
b e r o f o u r t e a m s w e r e u n d e f e a t e d d u r i n g 1911-12. 
1-ine b i g g y m . a n d a t h l e t i c field. B a s e b a l l , f o o t b a l l , 
b a s k e t b a l l , t r a c k , t e n n i s , u n d e r c o m p e t e n t c o a c h . 
W h y n o t c o m e a n d s e e f o r y o u r s e l f ? O r w r i t e 
for c a t a l o g o f f a c t s a n d p i c t u r e s . C o r r e s p o n d w i t h 

D r . C . H . L O R E N C E , P r e s i d e n t 
C L A Y T O N A . S N Y D E R , P h . B . , S u p l . 

B o x 4 0 0 W e n o n a h , N . J . 

A real, live school for active boys 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
N E W J E R S E Y ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

IN choosing a school for your boy you place 
* character and scholarship foremost in your 
requirements. So do we in selecting boys for 

OUR AIM IS: '' The Best Boys' School in America'' 
IT W e h a v e a n e n d o w e d s c h o o l w i t h a n e n v i a b l e r e c o r d i n fitting b o y s 
f o r c o l l e g e a n d f o r l i f e ; a s t r o n g f a c u l t y o f l o n g e x p e r i e n c e h e r e ; 
s p l e n d i d e n t h u s i a s m a m o n g o u r 250 b o y s . 
H L o c a t i o n n i n e m i l e s f r o m P r i n c e t o n ; r e g i o n u n s u r p a s s e d t o r h e a l t h . 
M o d e r n e q u i p m e n t . N e w fire-proof d o r m i t o r y . S i x t y - a c r e c a m p u s , 
a t h l e t i c field, g y m n a s i u m w i t h i n d o o r , t r a c k a n d s w i m m i n g p o o l . 
L a b o r a t o r i e s , l i b r a r y , o b s e r v a t o r y , m u s e u m ' . / S u m m e r c a m p . 1 
1 W e p r e p a r e f o r ' a l l c o l l e g e s a n d e n g i n e e r i n g s c h o o l s . T h o r o u g h 
b u s i n e s s c o u r s e . M u s i c a l C l u b s . 
H R a t e s $ 4 0 0 t o $ 5 0 0 . L o w e r s c h o o l f o r b o y s n t o r j y e a r s . F o r t y -
e i g h t h y e a r o p e n s S e p t . 2 4 t h , 1913 . C a t a l o g u e a n d b o o k l e t s s e n t 
o n r e q u e s t . 

It. W. SWETLAND, A.M., lleaclinnstpr, Box 8-C, HIglitstown, N. J . 

T H E P E N N I N G T O N S C H O O L 
Governor W O O D R O W W I L S O N said: " D u r i n g the past twenty-five 
years I have kept more or less in touch with Pennington. I con
sider it one of the best Preparatory Schools in the state." Pre
pares for a l l American colleges and technical schools. M e n 
teachers. N e w Gymnasium. Strong moral and religious atmos
phere jun ior House for boys 10 to 14- House mother. Year ly 
rate $400 to $600. W h y pay more? Investigation solicited. 76th 
year begins Sept. 24. Wri te Frank M a c D a m e l , A . M . , D . D . , 
Headmaster, Box 300, Pennington, N . J . 

M i s s B E A R D ' S S C H O O L 
For Gi r l s . A country school, 13 miles from New York Ci ty . C o l 
lege preparatory and special courses. M u s i c , Art , and Domestic 
Science. Illustrated catalogue on request. Address 

Mis s Lucie C Beard , Orange, N . J . 

S U M M I T A C A D E M Y 
A Preparatory School for boys, near N e w Y o r k , in a beautiful 
suburb noted for healthfulness. E igh t resident pupils received 
into the Principal 's family. Home comforts and refinements. 
A l l outdoor sports. James Heard, A . M . , P r inc ipa l , Summit , N . J . 

V I R G I N I A 

M A R Y B A L D W I N S E M I N A R Y F O R 
Y O U N G L A D I E S 

Term begins Sept. n t h , 1913. Located in Shenandoah Valley of 
Virginia . Unsurpassed climate, beautiful grounds and modern 
appointments. Students from 34 States. Terms Moderate. Pupils 
enter any time. Send for catalogue. 

Miss E . C . Weimar, Principal, Staunton, Virginia . 

Sweet Briar College 
S w e e t B r i a r , Va. 

T h i s co l l ege for w o m e n offers o p p o r t u n i t i e s 
equal to those of a n y of the h i g h e r i n s t i t u t ions 
of l e a r n i n g . It is loca ted i n the foo th i l l s of 
the B l u e R i d g e M o u n t a i n s , o n an estate o f 
3000 acres. H e a l t h c o n d i t i o n s unsurpassed. 
The college course given is equal to that given by 
the best colleges in the country; there is also a two-
year preparatory course, corresponding to the 
last two years of a high school. Sweet Briar is 
on the main line of the Southern Railway, south 
of Washington. Eighth year opens Sept. 23,1913. 
For catalogue and book of views, address 

D r . M A R Y K . B E N E D I C T , Box 108 

A D M I N I S T R A T I O N 
B U H J U M G 

S T U A R T H A L L 
(Formerly The Virg in ia Female Institute.) A Church School for 
Girls in the Blue Ridge Mounta ins . Dip loma for general and 
music courses. College preparation. Founded 1S43. 

M a r i a Pendleton D u v a l , Pr incipal , Staunton, V i rg in i a . 

THE ONLY HISTORIC NON-SECTARIAN SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS IN VIRGINIA. 

" W E NAVE TRAINED GIRLS FOR HALF < C E N T U R Y . " 
Ideal climate. U n u s u a l broadening and ref in
ing influences. Socia l tra ining and develop
ment of manners and character. H o m e life. 
Preparatory or College o r F in i sh ing Courses. 
Music, A r t , Express ion, Domestic Science. 
Special courses for one, two, or three years. 
Registered J u n i o r College. Resident nurse. 
Students f r o m 20 States, C a n a d a and Central 
Amer ica . F ive buildings, wi th gymnas ium. 
Tennis, basketball. Steam heat, electric lights. 
Catalogue. Address A r t h u r Kyle Davis, A M , 

211 College Place. Petersburg Va. 

Randolph-Macon Academy 
For Boys and Young Men Front Royal, Va. 

A branch of the Randolph-Macon System. Libera l gifts 
make unusual advantages possible. Equipment cost $100 -
000. Prepares for College or Scientific Schools. G y m n a 
sium, physical culture and outdoor sports. Terms $2 so 
22d session opens September 23, 1913. For catalogue and 
illustrated pamphlet, address 

C H A R L E S L . M E L T O N , A . M . , P r i n c i p a l , B o i 408 , Fron t R o y a l , V a . 
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Peddie Institute 

Southern Female College 
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STAUNTON 
Military Academy 

A n Ideal Home School for M a n l y Boys 
380 Boys from 45 States last session. 
Largest Private Academy in the United 
States. Boys from to to 20 years old 
for the Universities, Government Acad-
emies, or Business. 
i ,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing moun
tain air of the famous, proverbially healthful and beau
tiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring 
waters. High moral tone. Parental discipline. Military 
training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine, 
shady lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming 
pool and athletic park. A l l manly sports encouraged. Da i ly 
drills and exercises in open air. Boys from homes of culture 
and refinement only desired. Personal, individual instruction by 
our tutorial system. Standards and traditions high. Academy 
fifty-three years old. New $150,000 barracks, full equipment, 
absolutely fire-proof. Charges $360. Handsome catalogue free. Address 

C A P T A I N W M . G. K A B L E , Ph. D., Principal, Staunton, Va. 

Hollins College 
F O R Y O U N G W O M E N rounded 1842 

College Course (4 years), College Preparatory (2 years), 

Music, Ar t , etc. O n an estate of 700 acres i n the beau

tiful Val ley of Virg in ia , 7 miles north of Roanoke. 

Buildings equipped for 250 students and 35 officers and 

teachers. F o r catalogue and views address 

Miss M A T T Y L . C O C K E , President, Box 308, Hollins, Virg in ia . 

Virginia College 
F o r W o m e n -

One of the leading 

Extensive campus. 

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

R O A N O K E , V A . 

Schools in the South. M o d e m buildings. 

Located in the Valley of Virginia, famed for 

health and beauty 

of scenery. E l e c -

t i v e , P r e p a r a 

tory a n d C o l 

l e g e Courses . 

M u s i c , A r t , E x 

press ion , D o -

mes t i c Science. 

S u p e r v i s e d ath

letics. S t u d e n t s 

from 32 States. For 

catalogue address 

CHATHAM 
FOR G I R L S C H A T H A M , V A . 

O n M a i n L i n e S o u t h e r n R . R . 
R l . Rev. A. M. RANDOLPH, !).!>., LL . I)., E p i s c o p a l V i s i t o r 

R e v , C . ORLANDO PUl'DKN, R e c t o r 
O f f e r s a t h o r o u g h e d u c a t i o n a t m o d e r a t e c o s t . B e a u t i f u l a n d 
h e a l t h f u l l o c a t i o n . T e n - a c r e c a m p u s . M o d e r n b u i l d i n g s a n d 
e q u i p m e n t . A t h l e t i c s . G y m n a s i u m . C o l l e g e P r e p a r a t o r y , ' ' L i t 
e r a r y , M u s i c , A r t , E x p r e s s i o n a n d B u s i n e s s C o u r s e s . C e r t i f i c a t e 
a d m i t s t o a l l l e a d i n g C o l l e g e s . C a t a l o g u e a n d v i e w s 011 r e q u e s t . 

Mrs. E l i z a b e t h May Willis, B.P., Principal, Box 10 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 35 

E p i s c o p a l 
I n s t i t u t e 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

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

F o r Young W o m e n 
L o c a t e d i n t h e finest residential s e c t i o n o f t h e N a t i o n a l C a p i t a l , o v e r 

l o o k i n g - D u p o n t C i r c l e . D e l i g h t f u l s c h o o l l i f e c o m b i n e d w i t h W a s h i n g t o n 
a d v a n t a g e s . Two years' course for High School graduates. 
G e n e r a l a n d S p e c i a l C o u r s e s . D e p a r t m e n t o f Domestic Science. 
M u s i c , E l o c u t i o n , A r t s a n d C r a f t s , M o d e r n L a n g u a g e s . Outdoor 
sports. S i g h t - s e e i n g e a c h w e e k . 

H O W A R D W . T H O M P S O N , P R I N . , 1 6 0 1 C O N N E C T I C U T A V E . . W A S H I N G T O N , D C 

N a t i o n a l C a t h e d r a l S c h o o l 
A Suburban School 

o n M o u n t S t . A l b a n , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 
A great school for boys, offering exceptional advan

tages in the preparation for colleges and for business. 
Students have unusual opportunity to hear and know men 
prominent in public life. Kemarkably healthful location; 
magnificent grounds; 45 acres; f ine athletic field: large gym
nasium. Modern buildings. The Bishop of Washington 

(Episcopal) President Board of Trustees. Send today for cata
logue. Address £ . L . GREGG, Headmaster, Box 102. 

H A M I L T O N S C H O O L 

For Gir l s and Young Ladies. For particulars and catalog apply to 
Mrs . Phoebe Hamil ton Seabrook, Principal, 823-25 Fifteenth St., 
McPherson Square, Washington, D . C. 

Bristol School 
For Girls Washington, D. C. 
H a s the o n l y r e a l l y f i r e p r o o f schoo l b u i l d i n g i n W a s h 
i n g t o n , is the o n l y s c h o o l w i t h its o w n s w i m m i n g p o o l 
a n d its o w n g y m n a s i u m l a r g e e n o u g h for i n d o o r regu
la t ion basketbal l . E x c e p t i o n a l o p p o r t u n i t i e s for 
p h y s i c a l d e v e l o p m e n t . 
T h e three connected buildings stand in their own park of 
three acres on the Heights, in the most healthful and finest 
residential section of the city. T h e property is valued at 
$250,000.00. 
Preparatory, Academic and two-years' Collegiate Courses. 
Elective Courses. Conversational French a specialty. 
Scholarly work. Literature, Psychology, Civics by M e r r i l l 
E . Gates, P h . D . , I . L . I i . L . H . D . , ex-Pres. Amhers t College. 
A l l advantages of the CapitaL 

M I S S A L I C E A . B R I S T O L , Pr inc ipa l 

F O R G I R L S 
Mr. St. A l b a n , Washington, D . C. 

W i t h i n t h e C a t h e d r a l C l o s e o f 40 a c r e s . F i r e p r o o f b u i l d i n g . A c c o m 
m o d a t i o n f o r 100 b o a r d i n g p u p i l s . S i n g l e a n d d o u b l e r o o m s . C e r t i f i c a t e 
a d m i t s t o C o l l e g e . S p e c i a l C o u r s e s . M u s i c a n d A r t . 

T H E B I S H O P O F W A S H I N G T O N , 
President Board of Trustees. 

J E S S I E C. M c D O N A L D , M.S., Pr inc ipa l . 
H E L E N L . W E B S T E R , P h . D . , Academic Head . 

W I L S O N - G R E E N E S C H O O L O F M U S I C 
Only Exclusive Home Music School for Young Ladies in Washing
ton. Voice, Piano, Languages, Physical Culture, Dramatic Ar t , 
Opera, Concert, Oratorio. Ideal location, special social advantages. 
Catalog. Thos. Evans Greene, M r s . Wilson-Greene, Principals, 
2647 Connecticut Ave. , Washington, D . C . 

A n Ideal School for Girls and Young W o m e n 
L o c a t e d i n a c h a r m i n g p a r k o f t e n a c r e s . S u r r o u n d e d b y a n d w i t h i n 
e a s y r e a c h of t h e m a n y a n d v a r i e d e d u c a t i o n a l i n s t i t u t i o n s f o r w h i c h 
W a s h i n g t o n i s f a m e d . 

C u l t u r e d i n s t r u c t o r s : d e l i g h t f u l h o m e l i f e ; r e f i n e d a s s o c i a t i o n s : s o c i a l 
a d v a n t a g e s w h o l e s o m e . P r e p a r a t o r y , C e r t i f i c a t e a n d C o l l e g e C o u r s e s . 
M u s i c . A r t , E l o c u t i o n a n d D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e . L i t e r a t u r e 011 r e q u e s t . 
A d d r e s s 

F . M E N E F E E , P r e s i d e n t , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

WASHINGTON, D. C . 
Regular and Special Courses. Music , Art, Expression. 
Travel Class. Golf. Tennis, Cross Country Tramping, 
Horseback Riding. Catalogue on request. 

T H E C O L O N I A L S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

W e l l b a l a n c e d c o u r s e s f o r h i g h s c h o o l p u p i l s . C o l l e g e p r e p a r a t i o n . A d -
v a u c e d s t u d i e s f o r h i g h s c h o o l a n d s e m i n a r y g r a d u a t e s i n c l u d i n g t h r e e y e a r s 
w o r k o l c o l l e g e g r a d e i n E n g l i s h , H i s t o r y , S c i e n c e a n d L a n g u a g e s . M u s i c . 
A r t . E x p r e s s i o n ; H o m e E c o n o m i c s . O p e n a i r s p o r t s a n d a t h l e t i c s . 

M i s s C h a r l o t t e C r i t t e n d e n E v e r e t t , P r i n c i p a l , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

Rates for S c h o o l a n d 
C o l l e g e A d v e r t i s i n g i n 
S c r i b n e r ' s M a g a z i n e 

1 page 
% page 
V* page 

$ 2 5 0 . 0 0 
1 2 5 . 0 0 

6 2 . 5 0 

page 
i n c h 
i n c h 

$ 3 1 . 2 5 
1 7 . 5 0 

8 . 7 5 
T i m e d i s c o u n t s : 10% o n y e a r l y o r d e r s . io96 f o r s i x m o n t h s . 

S e v e n l i n e s m i n i m u m s p a c e a c c e p t e d . 

T h e e x t e n t o f S C R I B N E R S c i r c u l a t i o n - T h e c h a r a c t e r o f S C R I B N E R S 
r e a d e r s - T h e c o s t o f S C R I B N E R S M - r v n c m a k e SCR11IM R s 1 , \ , | N E 
o l first i m p o r t a n c e i n s c h o o l a d v e r t i s i n g . " 3 M A > - ' A ' - 1 - ^ 1 -
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

W A S H I N G T O N , D. C. ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

For Girls 
Washington, 

D. C. 
(Suburbs) 

A l l the 
attractive 

features of 
the large and 

the small school 

National Park Seminary 

M I S S M A D E I R A ' S S C H O O L 
For Gir ls . College preparatory with certificate privilege to Vassar, 
Smith and Wellesley. Complete academic course for pupils not 
going to college. T w o years' advanced course for High School 
graduates. Music and art. Gymnasium and athletics. 
Miss Lucy Madeira , A . B . ( Vassar), 1326 19th St.,Washington, D . C . 

C H E V Y C H A S E S E M I N A R Y 
A home school, preparatory and finishing, for young ladies. L i t 
erature, Music, Ar t , Elocution and Domestic Science. Campus 
of eleven acres for outdoor sports. Healthful location in Washing
ton's "Suburb Beautiful." Artesian water. 

M r . and Mrs . S. N . Barker, Principals, Washington, D . C . 

G U N S T O N H A L L 
A School for Gir ls . Established 1802. Preparatory and Academic 
Courses. Two years Post-graduate and College work. Music , 
Art, and Expression. Bui ld ing specially planned for the school. 
Athletics. Mrs . Beverley R . Mason, Pr incipal ; Mi s s E . M . 
Clark, L L . A . , Associate, 1906 Florida Ave., Washington, D . C . 

B E L C O U R T S E M I N A R Y 
H o m e a n d D a y S c h o o l f o r G i r l s . U n e x c e l l e d l o c a t i o n . C o u r s e l e a d i n g t o 
d i p l o m a , c o l l e g e p r e p a r a t o r y , a n d s p e c i a l c o u r s e s . C e r t i f i c a t e a d m i t s 
t o c o l l e g e . E x c e p t i o n a l o p p o r t u n i t i e s i n M u s i c , A r t , E x p r e s s i o n , a n d 
L a n g u a g e s . S o c i a l a n d e d u c a t i o n a l a d v a n t a g e s o f t h e C a p i t a ! . O u t d o o r 
s p o r t s . A d d r e s s M r s . M . B . S o m e r v e l l , P r i n c i p a l , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

I LL INOIS 

W e s t e r n Military 
Academy 

ALTON, ILL. 
A preparatory school not excelled by any similar institution any
where. Location, near St. Louis, unsurpassed in healthfulness, 

and quiet seclusion. Prepares boys for 
Rated "Class A " by the War Depart
ed by Colleges and Universities. 

beauty, accessibility 
college or business, 
ment. Work accept 
Ten modern build 
and erected for sch 
Large D r i l l H a l l , 
Recreation Room, 
and new Swimming 
Poo l . S t r o n g in 
athletics. Tui t ion 
$500- 35th year 
begins Sept. 17th. 
E a r l y correspon
dence advisable. 
C o l . A. M . J a c k s o n , 
A. M . , Supt . , Box 77 

A Boy's Whole Time 
A t L a k e F o r e s t A c a d e m y i s filled w i t h i n s p i r i n g w o r k 
a n d w h o l e s o m e r e c r e a t i o n . O u r g r a d u a t e s s u c c e e d . 
P r e p a r a t i o n f o r a n y C o l l e g e , U n i v e r s i t y o r T e c h n i c a l 
S c h o o l . H o u s e S y s t e m . N o n - M i l i t a r y . B e a u t i f u l 
l o c a t i o n o n L a k e M i c h i g a n , 28 m i l e s f r o m C h i c a g o . 

W r i t e for c a t a l o g u e . 

Headmaster, Box 108 
L A K E FOREST A C A D E M Y , Lake Forest, Illinois 

Monticello Seminary 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 3? 

Address the R E G I S T R A R , N A T I O N A L P A R K S E M I N A R Y , B o x 1 02 , F o r e s t C l e n , M a r y l a n d . 

MISS MARTINA C. ERICKSON, Principal, Godfrey, Illinois. 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
I L L I N O I S ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

Sixty-fifth Yem 

R O C K F O R D C O L L E G E 
F O R W O M E N 

R O C K F O R D , I L L . 

B . A . and B . S. Broad culture, with elective 
vocational courses that fit for life and for self-
support. Faculty in close touch with the girls. 
Chosen body of students. Health and safety para
mount. Pure air, pure artesian water, fine campus. 
New fire-proof dormitory, electric light, steam 
heat. Good table. Catalogue. Box 3. 

J U L I A H . G U L L I V E R , P H . D . , L L . D . , P R E S . 

T H E M I C H A E L R E E S E H O S P I T A L T R A I N -

I N G S C H O O L F O R N U R S E S 
O f f e r s a t h r e e y e a r c o u r s e o f s t u d y a n d p r a c t i c e i n n u r s i n g t o w e l l q u a l i f i e d 
y o u n g w o m e n . G r a d u a t e s e l i g i b l e f o r S t a t e R e g i s t r a t i o n . T u i t i o n f ree . 
$ 8 . 0 0 a m o n t h a l l o w e d t o c o v e r e x p e n s e o f u n i f o r m s a n d t e x t b o o k s . T h e 
h o s p i t a l h a s l a r g e s u r g i c a l a n d m e d i c a l d e p a r t m e n t s , a s e p a r a t e b u i l d i n g 
r e c e n t l y o p e n e d for t h e c a r e o f c h i l d r e n , a l s o l a r g e o b s t e t r i c a l s e r v i c e . 
O p p o r t u n i t y w i l l b e g i v e n i n t h e t h i r d y e a r f o r s p e c i a l t r a i n i n g i n t h e S o c i a l 
S e r v i c e d e p a r t m e n t . F a l l t e r m b e g i n s O c t o b e r i s t . F o r c i r c u l a r a n d p a r 
t i c u l a r s , a d d r e s s t h e S U P E R I N T E N D E N T O F T H E T R A I N I N G S C H O O L , 
M I C H A E L R E E S E H O S P I T A L , C H I C A G O , I I I . 

M O R G A N P A R K A C A D E M Y 
K n o w n (o r C h a r a c t e r B u i l d i n g . A n o t a b l e r e c o r d f o r fitting b o y s , t h r o u g h 
p e r s o n a l a t t e n t i o n , l o r C o l l e g e , T e c h n i c a l S c h o o l , B u s i n e s s . H o m e i n f l u 
e n c e s , w i t h m i l i t a r y f e a t u r e s . C h o s e n m e n t e a c h e r s l i v e , w o r k , a n d ea t w i t h 
t h e b o y s . H e a l t h f u l l y l o c a t e d , 14 m i l e s f r o m C h i c a g o . F r e e i l l u s t r a t e d 
c a t a l o g a n d " R e s u l t s w i t h B o y s . " A R e a l S c h o o l for R e a l B o y s ! 

B o x 2 0 5 , M o r g a n P a r k , I l l i n o i s . 

GIRTON SCHOOL 

I L L I N O I S W O M A N ' S C O L L E G E 

A Standard College—One of the Best. F u l l College and Prepara
tory Courses. Special advantages in Mus ic , A r t , Expression, 
Home Economics. Students from 26 states. Wr i te for catalogue. 
Address The Registrar, Box H , Jacksonville, 111. 

T O D D S E M I N A R Y F O R B O Y S 
1000 fee t a b o v e t h e s e a . A b s o l u t e l y h e a l t h f u l . 6 6 y e a r s o f s u c c e s s f u l t r a i n i n g -
o f b o y s 7 t o 16 y e a r s o l d . E v e r y g r a d u a t e h a s p r o v e d h i m s e l f a m a n . H i g h l y 
c o m m e n d e d b y m o t h e r s . O u r i d e a l — " F o r E v e r y T o d d B o y a G o o d C i t i 
z e n . " W r i t e f o r b o o k a n d i n f o r m a t i o n a b o u t N o r t h e r n S u m m e r C a m p . 
N o b l e H i l l , P r i n c i p a l , W o o d s t o c k , I I I . ( i h o u r f r o m C h i c a g o . ) 

N O R T H W E S T E R N M I L I T A R Y A N D N A V A L A C A D E M Y 
Highland Park, 111., and Lake Geneva, Wis . A select school with 
a high standard of Academic work, supplemented by the phys
ical, moral and social benefits of a M i l i t a r y and N a v a l life. 
Limi ted enrollment. References required. Catalogue. Address 
Col . R . P. Davidson, Superintendent, Lake Geneva, Wis . 

C O N N E C T I C U T 

The Taconic School 
FOR GIRLS 

Lakeville, Connecticut 
O v e r l o o k i n g a B e a u t i f u l L a k e i n the B e r k s h i r e H i l l s 

Girls taught how to study. Thorough college prep
aration. Music , Ar t , Literature, Domestic Science. 
N e w gymnasium. Tennis, basketball and boating. 
Winter sports. Catalogue on request. 

MISS L I L I A N D I X O N , A . B . , Principal 

MISS C A T H A R I N E B U R R O W E S , A . B . , 

Associate Principal 

T H E G A T E W A Y 

A School for Girls of all ages. Mis s Alice E . Reynolds, P r inc ipa l , 
St. Ronan Terrace, New Haven , Connecticut. 

INGLESIDE 

A School for Gi r l s . The Misses Tewksbury, Principals, 
New Mi l fo rd , Litchfield County, Connecticut. 

T H E P H E L P S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

College Preparatory and Elective courses. Intermediate depart
ment. Music , Ar t . Resident teacher in charge of gymnasium 
and outdoor life. Tennis, Basket Ba l l , Rid ing . For catalogue 
address The Misses Peck, Principals, Wallingford, Connecticut. 

S A L I S B U R Y S C H O O L 

A school for 6 5 boys. In the Berkshire Hi l l s , iSo acres. Modern 
buildings. New gymnasium. $850.00. Address 

Rev. Geo . E . Quai le , M . A . , Salisbury, Conn . 

RUMSEY HALL C O R N W A L L 

C O N N . 
A s c h o o l f o r b o y s . S i t u a t e d i n t h e m o s t b e a u t i f u l s e c t i o n o f C o n -
i i c c t i c u t . P u r e s t m o u n t a i n a i r . R u r a l s u r r o u n d i n g s p a r t i c u l a r l y 
a d a p t e d t o o u t - o f - d o o r l i f e f r o m S e p t . t o J u n e . F o o t b a l l , c o a s t i n g . 
S k a t i n g , b a s e b a l l a n d field s p o r t s i n s e a s o n , u n d e r c o m p e t e n t i n 
s t r u c t o r s . I r e p a r e s s p e c i a l l y f o r s e c o n d a r y s c h o o l s . T h e s y m p a t h e t i c 
i n f l u e n c e s o t a h o m e a n d a d i s c i p l i n e f o r m a t i v e o f m a n l y c i i a r a c t e i a t 

h e i m p r e s s i o n a b l e a g e . N o p u n i s h m e n t e x c e p t t h a t w h i c h t o u c h e s 
t h e p r i d e o t t h e b o y - r 7 , r merit system in its essence. W o m e n t o 

1 W . £|' e T s - M , e " t o o o v e l ° P I h e s t r o n g e r b e n t s o f b o y h o o d . 
P r i c e . $ 8 0 0 . F o r c a t a l o g u e a d d r e s s 

L O U I S 11. S C H U T T B . M . A . , Headmaster , l iox H 
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W I N N E T K A , I L L . , Chicago's Oldest S u b u r b 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

C O N N E C T I C U T ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

S A I N T 
M A R G A R E T S 

S C H O O L 
Waterbury , Conn . 

g I T U A T E D in an attractive and healthful N e w England town with all the advanta 
of a country school. Outdoor sports, Gymnasium. Modern equipment. 

There is a happy spirit of good-fellowship between teacher and pupil. College Entrance 
Certificate. General Courses. Household Arts and Crafts. Special advantages in 
Music , Literature and Science. 
Thirty-ninth year opens Sept. 17, 1913. For information address 

M i s s E M I L Y G A R D N E R M U N R O , A . M . , P r i n c i p a l 

M I S S H O W E A N D M I S S M A R O T ' S S C H O O L 
For girls desiring general, advanced and college preparatory 
courses. Unusual advantages in Modern Languages, Music, Ar t 
and Physical Training. Thir ty acres. Mansion house and cottages. 
A l l outdoor sports. Circular on request. Thompson, Conn. 

T H E C A T H A R I N E A I K E N S C H O O L FOR G l R L S 
Number limited. 45 minutes from New York . College certificate. 
General courses. A l l outdoor sports. Address Mrs . Harriet 
Beecher Scoville Devan ( A . B . Wellesley), Pr in . , Stamford, Conn. 

T H E C H O A T E S C H O O L " ~ 
A N e w England Preparatory School, with a Lower School for 
young boys. A catalogue wil l be sent upon application, with 
addresses of those who know intimately the School's work and 
character. George C. St. John, Headmaster, Wallingford, 
Connecticut. 

OHIO 

* OHIO MILITARY 
INSTITUTE 

Organization. E igh ty years' success in the 
academic, mi l i ta ry , physical and moral educa
tion of boys. Separate department for boys 
under 14 years. 
Advantages, Certificate admits to colleges. 
On ly recommended boys accepted. 
Location. Picturesque suburb of Cincinnati 
-—center of art and music. Write for catalog to 

A . M . H E N S H A W , Superintendent, Box 24, College H i l l , Ohio 

T H E B A R T H O L O M E W - C L I F T O N S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
A n attractive home department. Prepares for the best colleges. 
Advanced course for High School Graduates. Music , Art , 
Languages, Travel Classes and Domestic Science. Miss E . A" 
E ly , A . M . , and Miss M . F . Smith, Principals, Box S, Evanswood, 
Clifton, Cincinnati , Ohio. 

H A R C O U R T P L A C E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
College Preparation and Advanced Courses in Languages, Liter
ature, History, Expression and Music . Summer travel class in 
Europe. Winter vacation cruise to Panama. Address 

Miss Merwin , Principal , Gambier, Ohio. 

G L E N D A L E C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N A N D G I R L S 
One of the most beautifully located and healthful surroundings in 
America. Every condition for thorough courses and liberal culti
vation. Ar t , Music, Expression, Household Science. Terms 
moderate. Miss R. J . DeVore, President, Glendale, Ohio (subur
ban to Cincinnati). 

G E O R G I A 
L U C Y C O B B I N S T I T U T E 

School for Gir ls . Established 1858. College Preparatory and 
General Courses. Exceptional advantages in Music , Art , Oratory 
and Domestic Science. Gymnasium, swimming pool, tennis and 
basketball courts. For catalog address 

Misses Gerdine and Brumby, Prins., Box 354E, Athens, Ga . 

V E R M O N T 
T H E V E R M O N T A C A D E M Y F O R B O Y S 

An idea] school for wholesome training and thorough education. 
Special attention to life in the open. Certificate to colleges. 
Lower school for younger boys. Terms, $400-8500. 
George B . Lawson, A . M . , D . D . , Principal , Saxtons River, Vermont. 

T H E E L Y S C H O O L 
For Gir ls . In the country. One hour from New York C i t y . 

E l y Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

T H E C U R T I S S C H O O L F O R Y O U N G B O Y S 
39th year. 2 hours from New York. A wholesome life in the foot
hills of the Berkshires. Constant and careful attention to indi
vidual development. Separate room for each boy. 50 acres. 
Gymnasium. Terms $700. Booklet. 

Frederick S. Curtis, Principal, Brookfield Center, Conn. 

N E W H A M P S H I R E 

T H E P H I L L I P S E X E T E R A C A D E M Y 
Unusual opportunities for boys of exceptional character and 
ability. 133rd year opens Sept. 17th, 1913. Catalogue and 
views. Address 

Harlan P . Amen, Principal, Exeter, New Hampshire. 

N E W H A M P S H I R E , West Lebanon, on the Con
necticut River, 4 miles from Dartmouth College, 

- •• . . . j TO miles above summer 
home of Pres. Wilson. 

R O C K L A N D 

M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 

The word Rockland stands for strength in char
acter, mind and muscle. W e place a premium on 
hard study. The scholarship records of our boys here 
and at college are our just pride. Our ball teams 
have been champions for three years. W e encourage 
every legitimate game and sport 

N o compromise with anything that can do a boy 
moral or physical harm. 

W e are endorsed by Seth Low, Ex-Govs . Pres-
cott and Turtle, E x - U . S. Sen. J . W . Patterson, 
Dr . C. C. Rounds and others. During the summer 
f lease address „ 

E L M E R E . F R E N C H , A . M . 
Rockland Park Camps, Enfield, N H . 

Holderness School 
F O R B O Y S P L Y M O U T H , N . H . 

P r e p a r e s f o r C o l l e g e s a n d T e c h n i c a l S c h o o l s . R a n k s w i t h t h e 
h i g h e s t g r a d e s c h o o l s o l" N e w E n g l a n d , y e t t h e t u i t i o n i s m o d e r 
a t e . I n d i v i d u a l i n f l u e n c e s a n d i n s t r u c t i o n . N e w g y m n a s i u m . 
A t h l e t i c f i e l d , r u n n i n g t r a c k . 3 4 t h y e a r . 

R e v . L O R I N W E B S T E R , L . H . D . , R e c t o r 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

I N D I A N A 

C u l v e r 
develops 
the best 
in the 
best boys 

Because we l imi t our enrollment 
we must, to a certain extent, select from 
the large list of applicants for admission. 

P h y s i c a l l y , m e n t a l l y a n d p s y c h o l o g i c a l l y 
we endeavor to choose the boys who w i l l re
spond most r ead i ly to the i n d i v i d u a l a t ten t ion 
g iven t h e m . 
P r o b a b l y i t is th is fact that accounts for " the 
C u l v e r s p i r i t " — t h e tone, self-possession a n d self-con
t r o l w h i c h are par t of the C u l v e r boy's na tu re w h e n 
he leaves. 
C u l v e r has for seven years been des ignated 
b y the W a r D e p a r t m e n t as " a d i s t i n g u i s h e d i n s t i t u 
t i o n o f the U n i t e d S ta t e s . " 
E n r o l l m e n t for next season now be ing made. 
W r i t e for the C u l v e r ca ta log before choos ing y o u r 
son's school . 

A d d r e s s : The Superintendent's Office, 

CULVER M i l i t a r y A c a d e m y 
Culver, I n d i a n a 

N E B R A S K A 
B R O W N E L L H A L L 

Fiftieth Year. College Preparation. Certificate right to Smith, 
Vassar and Wellesley. Advanced Courses for High School Gradu
ates. Household Arts, Music. 

Miss Euphemia Johnson, Principal , Omaha, Neb. 

C O L O R A D O 
B R O A D M O O R S C H O O L 

For Girls. Ideal location 6200 feet above sea-level. Perfect c l i 
mate. A l l outdoor sports, horseback riding, and mountain climb
ing. Special, General, and College Preparatory Courses. Nat ive 
teachers of French and German. Catalogue. 

A . H . Ewing, A . B . , B . D . , Headmaster, Colorado Springs, C o l . 

T U D O R H A L L S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Day School, 160 pupils; Boarding pupils 30. Certificate aclmils 
to Vassar Wellesley, Smith, Cornel l , M t . Holyoke . Academic 
courses for pupils not going to college. Mus ic , Ar t Voice Culture, 
Household Science. Nat ive French and German Teachers. Bible 
study in all departments. r2th year opens September 24th. 

Miss Fredonia Al len . P h . B . (Cornell), Pr incipal , 
1560 N . Mer id ian St., Indianapolis, Ind. 

N O T R E D A M E 
" W o r l d Famed . " The Univers i ty includes the Colleges of Clas
sics, Letters, His tory , Economics, Journal ism, Architecture, Law, 
Biology, Chemistry, Pharmacy, and Engineering ( C i v i l , Mechan
ical Electrical , M i n i n g , and Chemical) . Board and Tuit ion, 
$400.00 a year. Preparatory School for boys over thirteen, 
$400.00. Pr imary School for boys under thirteen, $250.00. For 
Catalogue address (specifying department): 

The Dean, Notre Dame, Indiana. 

E L M H U R S T 
Only high grade non-sectarian country school for girls in the 
Middle West. Number l imited to twenty-four. 

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

C A L I F O R N I A 

M i l l s College 
Suburbs of Oakland, California 

The only Woman ' s College on the 
Pacific Coast. Chartered 1885. N e a r 
two great universities. Ideal climate 
throughout the year. Entrance and 
graduation requirements equivalent to 
those of Stanford Univers i ty and U n i 
versity of California. Laboratories for 
science with modern equipment. E x 
cellent opportunities fur home eco
nomics, l ibrary study, music and art. 
Modern gymnasium. Special care for 
health of students; out-door life. 
Christ ian influences; undenomina
tional. President Lue l l a C l a y Carson, 
A . M . , L L . D . For catalogue address 
Registrar, 

M i l l s College P . O . , Cal i fornia . 

G I R L S ' C O L L E G I A T E S C H O O L . " C A S A D E ROSAS " 
Twenty-second year begins September 25th. Accredited at leading 
colleges. Mus ic , art, gymnasium, domestic science. Beautiful 
buildings, fine equipment. L imi ted number of resident pupils. 
Miss Parsons and Miss Dennen, Principals, 

Adams and Hoover Streets, Los Angeles, California. 

R H O D E I S L A N D 
M O S E S B R O W N S C H O O L 

Upper School—Thorough preparation for college and technical 
school. Athletic fields and gymnasium with swimming pool. 
Lower School—Special home care and training of younger boys. 
Graded classes. Outdoor sports. Catalog. 

Scth K . Gifford, Ph .D . , Principal, Providence, R . I. 

L I N C O L N S C H O O L . INCORPORATED. Providence, R . I . 
F o r G i r l s . E s t a b l i s h e d 1884. A c i t y s c h o o l w i t h c o u n t r y s p o r t s . C o l l e g e 
P r e p a r a t o r y a n d G e n e r a l C o u r s e s . M u s i c , A r t , D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e . N e w 
f i r e p r o o f b u i l d i n g ; u n d e r c o n s t r u c t i o n . L a r g e g r o u n d s . B a s k e t b a l l , 
h o c k e y , t e n n i s , s k a t i n g , a - s t h e t i c d a n c i n g . 

F o r i l l u s t r a t e d c i r c u l a r , a d d r e s s M i s s F r a n c e s L u c a s , P r i n c i p a l . 

R A R E combination of town and country life for girls. A new school bui lding in the residential part of 
city; 75-acre farm, 15 minutes away, in the country. Automobile transportation. T h e school w i l l a im to 

maintain its high standard 111 college preparation. It prepares for Bryn M a w r , Radcliffe, and Board Exami 
nations and gives certificates for Vassar, Wellesley and Smith. A Scientific Course, inc luding Domestic Science, 
Horticulture and Agriculture, wi l l be especially emphasized for girls not going to college. These courses wi l l be 
worked out in the gardens and especially equipped laboratories at the farm. Greenhouses are to be provided for 
winter work. Unusual Ar t Courses at the School Studio and at the farm. Athlet ics and country sports. Address 

M i s s M . C . W H E E L E R , P r i n c i p a l , P r o v i d e n c e , I t . I . 

40 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

M i s s Wheeler's T o w n and Country School* 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
M A R Y L A N D 

T H O M A S S T O C K H A M B A K E R , P H . D . , D I R E C T O R , P O R T D E P O S I T , M A R Y L A N D 

M I S S O U R I 
C O T T E Y C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N 

J u n i o r C o l l e g e a c c r e d i t e d b y M i s s o u r i U n i v e r s i t y . C h a r a c t e r - b u i l d i n g e m 
p h a s i z e d . D o m e s t i c S c i e n c e w i t h d i p l o m a . M u s i c ( B . M . d e g r e e ) . A r t , 
E x p r e s s i o n , a n d B u s i n e s s C o u r s e s . I d e a l C h r i s t i a n h o m e . O u t d o o r s p o r t s . 
R e a s o n a b l e r a t e s . F o r c a t a l o g u e a d d r e s s 

M r s . V . A . C . S t o c k a r d , P r e s i d e n t a n d F o u n d e r , N e v a d a , M i s s o u r i . 

H O S M E R H A L L 
A School for Girls. Academic and college preparatory courses, 
with certificate privileges to Smith, Vassar, Wellesley and other 
colleges. Four Years Domestic Science Course. Music and art. 
30th year. Catalogue on request. Miss M c N a i r , Principal, 4286 
Washington Boulevard, St. Louis, Missouri . 

L I N D E N W O O D - J U N I O R C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N 
Established 1831. Fu l ly accredited by the University of Missouri. 
Two years' university work. Music and Ar t . Regular Domestic 
Science course with diploma. Preparatory Department. Only 
50 minutes from St. Louis. Terms $350 per year. 

George Frederic Ayres, P h . D . , Pres., Box 282, St. Charles, M o . 

T H E G I R L S ' L A T I N S C H O O L 
Admits to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, Goucher and M t . Holyoke. 
A faculty of experienced, college-trained, Christian women. A 
healthful, happy home in a charming city. 24th year. Catalog. 
Miss Wilmot, A . B . , Headmistress, Baltimore, M d . 

M O U N T D E S A L E S A C A D E M Y O F T H E V I S I T A T I O N 
offers to young ladies thorough courses in English, Science, Mus ic , 
Ar t , Languages and Commerce. Conducted by the Sisters cf the 
Visitation. Modern buildings. Extensive and attractive campus 
overlooking the Bay. Illustrated catalogue on application. 

Catonsville (near Baltimore), Mary land . Established 1852. 

T H E G I L M A N S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
Accommodations for 60 boarding boys. Complete modern plant. 
Seventy acres of land. Prepares for all colleges. Wri te for catalog. 
Dr . John M . T . Finney, President Board of Trustees. Frank W . 
Pine, Headmaster, Roland Park, Baltimore County, M d . 

1853 Maryland College for Women 1913 

M u s i c H A L L G O R D O N H A I . I . C E N T R E H A L L G R A C E H A L L 

T h e m o s t i d e a l C o l l e g e i n t h e c o u n t r y in Size, a v o i d i n g t h e s t r a i n o f 
g r e a t n u m b e r s ; H i s t o r y , o f 60 s u c c e s s f u l y e a r s ; Locat ion , s u b u r b s o f 
B a l t i m o r e , n e a r W a s h i n g t o n , 500 f t . e l e v a t i o n ; S t r e n g t h o f i t s v a r i o u s 
c o u r s e s o f s t u d y l e a d i n g t o d e g r e e s ; n e w fireproof b u i l d i n g s ; p r i v a t e 
b a t h s ; s w i m m i n g p o o l . G y m n a s i u m , F i e l d S p o r t s . T w o a n d three-year 
courses for H i g h School graduates; Super ior Music Conservatory; Graduate 
Schools of Domestic Science and Elocut ion; N o n - s e c t a r i a n ; e l e v a t i n g h o m e 
l i f e . F o r c a t a l o g u e a n d v i e w b o o k a d d r e s s 

C H A R L E S W . G A L L A G H E R , D . D . , B o x G , L u t h e r v i l l e , M d . 
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Notre Dame of Maryland 
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NOTRE DAME of Maryland 
A College for W o m e n 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

M A I N E 

M U S I C , D R A M A T I C , A N D A P P L I E D A R T S 

Zhc Institute of Musical Art 
ot tbe City of New York 

F R A N K D A M R O S C H , D i r e c t o r 
J n t o i l f s t o r r r s p o n l i r n t r o r p e r s o n a ! a p p l i c a t i o n f r o m t i i o s r t i r e i r i n i j 

t |>e b e e t i n m u s i c a l e f i u c a t i o n 

A N E N D O W E D S C H O O L O F M U S I C 
Conducted solely in the interests of higher musical education. It provides students of 
natural ability and earnest purpose a thorough, comprehensive education in music wi th
out going abroad. 

T h e O p e r a t i c D e p a r t m e n t is c a r r i e d on i n close a f f i l i a t i o n w i t h 
the M e t r o p o l i t a n O p e r a H o u s e 

The Institute commands the services, in all departments, of teachers of the highest ex
cellence, whose private terms would be prohibitive to most students. Tu i t ion fees are 
moderate and uniform. Applicat ion should be made previous to October 1st to insure 
consideration. Catalogue and full information on request. Address 

B o x 627, 120 C l a r e m o n t A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

S C H O O L O F T H E M U S E U M O F F I N E 
A R T S 

38th year begins Sept. 29th. Instructors: Department of Drawing 
and Painting—Frank W . Benson, Visiting Instructor. P . L . Hale 
F . A . Bosley, W . James, L . P . Thompson, R . McLe l l an , A . K . 
Cross; Department of Modeling—B.L. Pratt ; Department of Design 
— H . El l io t t . H . H . Clark, G . J . Hunt . SCHOLARSHIPS—Paige and 
Cummings Foreign Scholarships, Helen Hamblen, Gardner, and 
Ten School Scholarships. Write for circular. Address 

Alice F . Brooks, Manager, Boston, Massachusetts. 

AMERICAN 
ACADEMY 

D R A M A T I C ARTS 
FOUNDED IN 1884 

Connected with 
Mr. Charles 
Frohman's 

Empire Theatre 
and Companies 

Franklin H . Sargent 
President 

ue and Information, apply to For Catalo, 
T h e Secretary, R o o m 150, Carneg ie H a l l , N e w Y o r k 

N E W Y O R K C O L L E G E O F M U S I C 

Directors: Car l He in , August Fraemcke. Thorough instruc
tion in all branches of music by 40 eminent instructors. Send 
for Catalogue, Dept. L . 

128, 130 East 58th Street, N e w Y o r k Ci ty . 

E M E R S O N C O L L E G E O F O R A T O R Y 

Largest School of Oratory, Literature and Pedagogy 
ni Amer ica . Summer Sessions. 33rd year opens 
Sept. 23rd. Address H a r r y Seymour Ross, Dean, 
Huntington Chambers, Boston. 

T H E B E S T M E D I U M 

for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence 
in the homes where the advantages of the Private School arc 
recognized, appreciated and acted upon. Such a medium builds 
up an institution by supplying it wi th students who wi l l be a 
credit to it. 
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M I C H I G A N C O L L E G E O F M I N E S 
F . W . M c N a i r , President. Located in the L a k e Superior 
district. Mines and mills accessible for college work. Fo r Year 
Book and Booklet of Views apply to President or Secretary, 
Houghton, Mich igan . 

T H E L I G G E T T S C H O O L 

Formerly the Detroit Home and Day School. Established 1878. 
Equipment modern. Twenty-five received in School Fami ly . 

T h e Misses Liggett, Principals, Detroit, Mich igan . 

G E R M A N Y 

B E R L I N S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
( T H E W i L L A R D S C H O O L . ) 28th y e a r . G e r m a n , F r e n c h , A r t , M u s i c , H i s 
t o r y , L i t e r a t u r e , F o r e i g n T r a v e l . C e r t i f i c a t e a d m i t s t o S m i t h , V a s s a r a n d 
W e l l e s l e y . C u l t i v a t e d G e r m a n h o m e . C i r c u l a r , a d d r e s s M i s s A l i c e H . 
L u c e , P h . D . ( H e i d e l b e r g ) , 27 L u i t p o l d s t r a s s e , B e r l i n , G e r m a n y ; A m e r i c a n 
a d d r e s s 383 B r o a d w a y , W i n t e r H i l l , B o s t o n . 

M I C H I G A N 

T E N N E S S E E 

W A R D - B E L M O N T 
Uniting and continuing Belmont College for Young Women (24th 
Year) , and Ward Seminary for Young Ladies (49th Year) . Opens 
Sept. 25th. Academic, College Preparatory, Music , Ar t , Expression. 
Domestic Science. Physical Education. Apply today. Registration 
limited. Jennie Taylor Masson, Registrar, Nashville, Tenn. 

W A Y N F L E T E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Two acres for outdoor sports. Outdoor classrooms and sleeping 
porches, if desired. Separate residence and school building. Cer
tificate to college. Domestic Science. L imi ted number allows 
personal care. Wri te for booklet. 

Mi s s Crisfield, Miss Lowel l , Principals, Portland, Maine . 

A B B O T T 
FARMINGTON. MAINE 

A 
H o m e S c h o o l 

for B o y s 

T w e l f t h Y e a r 
o p e n s 

S e p t e m b e r 2 4 

G E O R G E D . C H U R C H , Headmaster . 



S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S 

T h e Trained M a n 
N e v e r W o r r i e s 

W h e n the chiefs put their heads together to hire or " f i re ,"—the trained 
man doesn't worry. H e knows that there is always a place for h im. 

Y o u can look your job and every man in the face if you posses 
the t raining so much in demand everywhere today. The Internationa 
Correspondence Schools wi l l go to you in your spare 
time, wherever you live, and wi l l t rain you to become 
an expert in your chosen line of work. Such a t raining 
w i l l forever take you off the " anx ious" seat. 

It costs you nothing to find out how the I. C . S. 
can help you. M a r k the coupon opposite 

the occupation for which you 
have a n a t u r a l 

ik ing, mai l the 
coupon today, 

and the I . C . S. 
w i l l send 
you facts 

showing 
how you 

can earn more 
money in the oc
cupation of your 

own choice. 
Mark the 

coupon NOW. 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

E x p l 
I can 

Box 923, S C B A N T O N , P A , 
Iain, without further obligat ion on my part, howl 
qualify for the posit ion before which I mark X . 

S a l e s m a n s h i p 
E l e c t r i c a l E n g i n e e r 
E l e c . L i g h t i n g : S u p t . 
T e l e p h o n e E x p e r t 
A r c h i t e c t 
B u i l d i n g : C o n t r a c t o r 
Architectural Draftsman 
S t r u c t u r a l E n g i n e e r 
Concrete Construction 
M e d i a n . E n g i n e e r 
Mechanical Draftsman 
C i v i l E n g i n e e r 
Mine Snperintendent 
S t a t i o n a r y E n g i n e e r 
Plumbing & Steam Fitting 
G a s E n g i n e s 

C i v i l S e r v i c e 
B o o k k e e p i n g 
S t e n o g r a p h y & T y p e w r i t i n g 
W i n d o w T r i m m i n g 
S h o w C a r d W r i t i n g 
Lettering: and Sign Fainting 
A d v e r t i s i n g 
Commercial Illnstrating 
I n d u s t r i a l D e s i g n i n g 
C o m m e r c i a l L a w 
Antomobile Rnnning 
E n g l i s h B r a n c h e s 
P o u l t r y F a r m i n g 
T e a c h e r Spanish 
Ag-ricnitiire French 
Chemist German 

N a m e -

Present Occupation-

Street and No. 

|Oi ty_ 

T H E B E S T M E D I U M 
for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence 
in the, homes where the advantages of the Private School are 
recognized, appreciated and acted upon. Such a medium builds 
up an institution by supplying it with students who will be a 
credit to it. 

F O R E I G N S T U D Y A N D T R A V E L 

C H A T E A U D E S O I S Y 
A School for Girls. 45 minutes from Paris. Buil t 1650. Modern 
equipment. 12-acrepark. French home life. Languages, Music. 
General courses. University credit. Moderate tuition. Address 
Miss Davis, T 3 6 0 Kenwood Park Place, Chicago, 111., or Directeur 
Williamson de Visme, Soisy-sous-Etiolles, S-et-O, France. 

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

Thorough preparation for any college or school. Speaking German. 
Individual instruction. Travel . Entrance exams, of Harvard, Vale, 
Princeton, and Board held at the School. Circular, address 

Leslie D . Bissell, Ph .D . , Konradstrasse 14, Munich , Germany. 

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

S a i l s i n O c t o b e r w i t h P r i n c i p a l f o r 13 th s c h o o l y e a r o l t r a v e l a n d s t u d y 
a b r o a d . U s u a l c o u r s e s . M u s i c n o e x t r a . E x t e n s i v e i t i n e r a r y t h r o u g h 
e i g h t c o u n t r i e s . M r s . H e l e n S c o t t . S e c ' y , C e n t r a l A v e . , D o v e r , N . H . 

A L O H A T O U R F O R Y O U N G L A D I E S 
Seven interesting months in Europe, with opportunities for study
ing the life, customs and languages. Party of 12 and three 
companion-teachers. French and German taught free. $1300. 
Send for folder. M r . and Mrs . E . L . Gulick, Aloha Camp for 
Girls, Lyme Road, Hanover, New Hampshire. 

T H E F R A N C E S E . D E V E R E L L S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
9 R u e d e C h a i l l o t ( C h a m p s - E l y s c e s ) , P a r i s . S i t u a t e d i n m o s t e x c l u s i v e r e s i 
d e n c e s e c t i o n o f P a r i s . A l l c l a s s e s i n F r e n c h a n d t a u g h t b y p r o f e s s o r s h o l d 
i n g U n i v e r s i t y d e g r e e s . S e a s o n b o x at O p e r a . A r t l e c t u r e s i n g r e a t g a l l e r i e s . 
S p e c i a l t r i p s t o v a r i o u s c o u n t r i e s C h r i s t m a s a n d E a s t e r H o l i d a y s . F o r e i g n 
c o r r e s p o n d e n t . M i l e . D e v i l l e . C h a b r o l , 82 r u e V a n e a u , P a r i s , F r a n c e . F o r 
c a t a l o g u e a d d r e s s M r s . G . J . D e v e r e l l , l o q C e d a r S t . , L a p e e r , M i c h i g a n . 

M R . S A R G E N T ' S T R A V E L S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
10th Year—Round the World—5th Time. 
College Preparatory and Commercial-Business Courses. A l l 
advantages of travel without interruption of school work. The 
Illustrated Booklet tells how. 

Porter E . Sargent, Room 8rr , so Congress Street, Boston. 

M R S . C O O P E R H A R T M A N ' S T R A V E L C L A S S E S 

October to June in Paris, M u n i c h and Florence. Languages, 
Art , Music and English studies. Class sailing in early October 
now forming. Apply to M r s . Reubena K . Statton, Sec'y, 

Hotel Vermont, Burlington, Vermont. 

M I S S M A Y ' S T R A V E L S C H O O L 

For girls. Three months' residence, Paris. Three months in 
Florentine Vi l l a . T w o months' travel. French, Italian, History, 
Art, Literature, oth year. Address for booklet, 

Miss Edi th M a y , 7 Denton Road, Wellesley, Mass. 

F O R E I G N S T U D Y A N D T R A V E L F O R G I R L S 
Vil la du Roule School, Paris, France. Principals. Miss Margue
rite Gibson, Miss Anna Seaborn. A l l classes i n French. Trave l 
in France, Africa, Sicily, I taly. Winter sports in Switzerland 
For circular address Miss Seaborn, care of Miss Euphemia Holden 
60 Broadway, New York Ci ty . 

T H E M A C H A R G L E I P Z I G S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
Leipzig, Germany. 
Thorough individual training in German private school of highest 
character. German home. German tutors. American supervision 
Extended travel. For catalogue, address 

G . M . Jarvis, Business Manager, Cooperstown, N . Y . 
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44 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

This is an Old Story to 
White Owners 

H E Y know that long ago White foresight 

protected their car investment from undue 

depreciation, the resu l t of obsolete design. 

Because W H I T E Cars were the first to possess 

all the fundamental features of advanced con

struction, such as: 

LEFT SIDE DRIVE RIGHT HAND CONTROL 

ELECTRICAL STARTING AND LIGHTING 

ECONOMICAL LONG STROKE, SMALL BORE MOTOR 

FOUR SPEED SELECTIVE TRANSMISSION 

MONOBLOC CYLINDERS POWER AIR PUMP 

SINGLE IGNITION CONCEALED DOOR FITTINGS 

White owners have their investment secured 

for years to come. 

Those who do not own White Cars 
Should know that to purchase a car that does 

not have every one of these important features 

is to own a car that is already practically obsolete. 
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T H E W H I T E C O M P A N Y 
C L E V E L A N D 
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On another page wil l be found an impor
tant announcement concerning Colonel Roose
velt's coming contributions to the Magazine. 

The first of his four articles on the Life His
tories of the Great African Animals will appear 
in the September number. It will give the 
" L i f e History of the African L i o n . " There 
has been much discussion among hunters as 
to the most dangerous 
game to hunt. Colonel 
Roosevelt gives the 
first place to the lion. 

"Tak ing the aver
age of individuals and 
the average of sur
r o u n d i n g c i r c u m 
stances, I consider the 
lion more dangerous 
to the hunter than 
any other game. The 
leopard is an even 
greater adept at hid
ing, is even quicker 
and more reckless in 
its charge, and is 
smaller and more diffi
cult to hit; therefore 
I consider that a fight
ing leopard is a trifle 
more likely than a 
lion to get home when 
it charges; but it is so 
much smaller and less 
powerful that it is far 
less likely to ki l l its 
antagonist—very few hunters have been killed, 
although many have been mauled by leopards 
—and a few good dogs will not only stop but 
themselves k i l l a leopard, so that with dogs it 
can be hunted with entire impunity." 

Thomas Nelson Page, the new ambassador 
to Italy, has long been a resident of Washing
ton, and no one has a greater appreciation of 
its beauty and of the traditions and history of 
its beginnings. Congress long debated over 
the location of the national capital, and a num
ber of places were thought of before it was 
finally decided to locate on the shores of the 
Potomac. In September M r . Page will tell the 

little known but eventful story of " T h e Ro
mantic Founding of Washington." 

" It has, indeed, ever appeared to me strange 
that Americans know so little of and care so 
little for the capital of their own country. 
Nature, prodigal of gracious slope and curve 
and tone, has endowed it with perhaps more 
charm than any other national capital—at least, 

than any large Euro
pean capital—and its 
founders laid it off on 
a generous plan which 
has left the opportu
nity of furthering what 
Nature presented in 
a way to appeal to the 
pride of our people. 
Yet how large a pro
portion of Americans 
turn their eyes and 
their steps, not to
ward its majestic 
buildings, but to some 
foreign capital with 
its gaudy shops and 
c o m m e r c i a l allure
ments, returning with 
an alien's ideas on 
many subjects and 
boasting of beauties 
which are not com
parable to those of our 
own Capital C i t y . " 

Edwin Howland Blashfield, generally looked 
upon as the foremost mural painter of 
America, will contribute an article to the 
September number on "Modern Mura l Paint
ing." There is hardly an important public 
building in the country that has not some wall 
decorations either already in place or in pros
pect. Mura l art has kept pace with all the 
other arts and our painters in this field are now 
among the best in the world. M r . Blashfield 
will tell of the great progress we have made 
in the suitable ornamentation of our buildings, 
and describe the various processes that go to 
the designing and completion of these great wall 
paintings. The article wi l l be illustrated with 
a number of the artist's preliminary drawings 
as well as completed decorations. 
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Thomas Nelson Page, Ambassador to Italy 
F r o m a p h o t o g r a p h , c o p y r i g h t i g r 3 , b y B r o w n E r o s . 
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One of the most notable poems that the 
Magazine has published wil l be "Daybreak in 
the Grand Canyon," by Henry van Dyke , the 
new minister to the Netherlands. It wil l fill 
several pages in the September number. M a n y 
have attempted to convey an impression of 
the overwhelming grandeur and inspiration 
of the great chasm. N o one has so well suc
ceeded as the author of this noble poem. It 
wi l l be read by thousands who have stood 
on the brink at E l Tovar or who have followed 
one of the trails down 
to the edge of the 
river—and by all who 
have ever read of or 
thought of v i s i t i n g 
the Canyon. 

That the publishers 
were justified in think
ing the Panama Canal 
a subject of wide and 
absorbing public in
terest has been made 
manifest by the re
markable demand for 
the Panama Number. 
Many thousands will 
keep it, with its won
derful colored pictures 
and a r t i c l e s , as a 
complete and historic 
record of the greatest 
engineering achieve
ment in the history 
of man. " S C R I B N E R ' S 

for July takes up the nearly completed Pan
ama Canal and does it thoroughly." 

"V* 

That modern educational ideals and meth
ods are very different from the old ones, of 
say some fifteen or twenty years ago, goes 
almost without saying. To define the differ
ences and to point out wherein they show an 
advance over the older methods is the object 
of Francis E . Leupp's article in the September 
number. 

" N e w conditions call for new policies and 
new measures. Hard as it may be for old-
fashioned people to face the fact, the child of 
to-day is not the child of a generation ago. 
The blood of a hundred forceful ancestors 
united in his veins is not nearly so powerful a 
factor in his making as the environment amid 

which he finds himself as soon as he begins to 
think. We can almost measure his normality 
by the degree to which his conduct is swayed 
by the social instinct. F rom the day he be
gins to play with other children, their pref
erences weigh more with h im than all the 
admonitions of his elders." 

He takes a typical modern school for girls 
and tells in detail the changed point of view 
with regard to both pupil and parent. There 
seem to be more individuali ty, more inde

pendence, more de
fined and thoroughly 
systematized ways of 
discipline and teach
ing. The article will 
be especially timely 
in anticipation of the 
beginning of another 
school year. 

«>» Ty* 

M r s . W h a r t o n ' s 
" T h e Custom of'the 
Coun t ry" continues 
to be the centre of 
interest among cur
r e n t n o v e l s . T h e 
New York Times has 
had several editorials 
about the h e r o i n e , 
Undine Spragg, the 
most recent one say
i n g : " W h e n one 
picks up S C R I B N E R ' S 

these days his first 
impulse is to learn 

what Undine Spragg has been doing." 

The other serial in the Magazine, John 
Galsworthy's " T h e Dark F lower" (The Love 
Life of a Man) , is attracting as much atten
tion in a different way. The Continent, of 
Chicago, one of the widest read and most con
servative papers in the West, speaks of it in 
the following terms: 

" I n S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E two noteworthy 
stories are running serially—John Galsworthy's 
'The Dark Flower: The Love Life of a M a n , ' 
a n d M r s . Wharton's 'The Custom of the Coun
try. ' The former, in our judgment, may not 
prove to be the biggest thing M r . Galsworthy 
has done, but it is l ikely to prove the most 
beautiful; it is the poetry of prose writing, and 
the most poignant of human studies." 

Henry van Dyke , Minister to the Netherlands 
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We two walked once beneath the moon-
Yellow it hung, and large and low— 

And listened to the tender tune 
Of nightingales,—Here lies Pierrot' 

Drawn by Fred Pegram, 

-"Here Lies Pierrot" 



S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
V O L . L I V A U G U S T , 1913 N O . 2 

THE man with the gold-headed cane 
had been headed for the cottage, 
but espying the boy he changed his 

course. He crept to within a few paces of 
the lad before he hailed: "Hel lo , little 
boy! I ' l l bet I know who your papa is." 

The boy looked casually around. See
ing that it was a stranger, he faced about 
and stood respectfully erect. 

" M r . Welkie's little boy, aren't you?" 
"Yes , sir. But I 'm'most five." 
"Oh-h, I see—a big boy now. But 

what have you got there?" 
The boy held it up. 
" Oh-h, a steam-ship! What are you go

ing to do with i t ? " 

S O N N I E - B O Y ' S P E O P L E 

By James B. Connolly 

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

V O L . L I V . — 1 4 145 

Copyright, 1913, by Charles Scribner's Sons. A l l rights reserved. 

The boy looked sidewise out to where in 
the bay a fleet of battle-ships were lying to 
anchor. 

"Load it with sugar and pineapples and 
ship 'em to the States, are you?" 

" B u t it's a gun-ship. See—where the 
turrets V the fighting-tops will be when 
papa makes them." 

" O h ! and so you don't want to be a 
great merchant?" 

" I want to be a fighter on a big gun-
ship." 

" Well, if ever you do, little man, I ' l l bet 
you'll be a game one, too. Is your papa 
home?" 

" N o , sir, but Aunt Marie is." 
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" A n d is Aunt Marie busy, do you 
think?" 

" I don't know, sir, but she's making a 
battle-flag for my gun-ship." 

"That so? I think I will call on Aunt 
Marie, then." 

Swinging his cane and advancing lei
surely, the stranger headed for the 
screened veranda door. 

Marie Welkie, because of having to 
keep an eye on her nephew from the ve
randa, could not avoid noticing the 
stranger. The clothing, the jewelry, the 
air of assurance had disturbed and half-
amused her; but the kindly tone with the 
boy, the parting pat of his head, were 
more pleasing. She answered his knock 
herself. 

" Good-evening—Miss Welkie? " That 
Southern "good-evening" in the middle 
of the afternoon likewise pleased her. 

"Mis s Welkie, yes." 
" I ' m M r . Necker." From a gold-

mounted case he drew out a card. " I ' m 
looking for your brother." 

" H e won't be home for some time yet. 
But won't you step in, M r . Necker, from 
out of the sun?" 

"Thank you. It is warm, isn't it? 
Warmer than ordinary?" 

" N o , I shouldn't say so. It's usually 
hot here." 

"Then it must be hot here when it is 
hot. It wasn't so bad out in the Gulf. I 
just got in—from Key West. Not many 
passengers come here, Miss Welkie?" 

"Only somebody especially interested 
in the works, usually from Washington. 
Do you mind if I go ahead with this en
sign for my nephew, M r . Necker?" She 
held up a partly finished American ensign. 
Above the top of it the visitor could see 
part of the very white forehead and a 
front of dark straight hair. " I promised 
to have it ready for him surely by morn
ing, and after my brother gets home there 
probably won't be much spare time. But 
were you the only passenger for here, M r . 
Necker?" 

"There was one other. He got off at 
the new fortification landing. Twenty-
nine or thirty perhaps he was—a well-
made, easy-moving kind." His voice was 
casual, but his gaze was keen enough. It 
never left her face. " A tall man came 
running down to meet him," he resumed. 

"They seemed terribly glad to see each 
other." 

"That must have been my brother to 
meet—Mr. Balfe, was it?—your fellow-
passenger." 

He hesitated a moment. " M r . Balfe— 
yes, that was it. The captain—or was it 
the captain?—said that there was a M r . 
Balfe who went on special missions for the 
government, but whether this was the M r . 
Balfe or not he could not say." 

She sewed serenely on. " I 've heard 
that that steamer captain is developing 
into a great gossiper. Our M r . Balfe is my 
brother's dearest friend and godfather 
to my brother's boy—the boy you were 
speaking to on the beach—and if he ever 
found himself in this part of the world 
without calling on us, I don't know what 
my brother would think." 

This time Miss Welkie looked up, and 
Necker smiled with her. Also he peered 
smilingly through the veranda vine. " So 
that is your brother's boy out there? 
Well, well! And a fine boy, too. A beau
tifully shaped head. Bright, I ' l l bet!" 

"Natural ly"—with a tender smile— 
"we think so." 

" I ' l l bet he is. And of course your 
brother is laying great plans to assure his 
future?" 

" I ' m afraid you are not well acquainted 
with my brother, M r . Necker." 

" Not personally, Miss Welkie, but surely 
he won't neglect his own child's future? " 

" I ' m afraid that would not be his way 
of looking at i t ." 

" A n d his way is a fine way, no doubt, 
Miss Welkie—if a man had only himself 
to think of. But can, or should, his fam-
ily " 

" H i s family? Young Greg and I are 
his family, M r . Necker, and I 'm sure we're 
not worrying about the future." Her 
head bent lower to her sewing, but not too 
low for Necker to see the little smile, half 
of humor, half of something else, hovering 
on her lips. 

"Because you're too young—and too 
unselfish." 

This time her head came up and the 
smile developed into a soft laugh. " N o , 
no, nothing quite so fine as that, nor quite 
so awfully young. A t twenty-three " 

Necker tried to meet her eyes; but the 
eyes were not for him, nor for the boy on 
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the beach this time, nor for the brave war
ships at anchor. Her eyes were for some
thing farther away. Necker, twisting in 
his chair, could distinguish through the 

" A n d of course your brother is laying great plans to assure his future? "—Page 146. 

haze the fortification walls on the other 
side of the little bay. 

There was another little smile hovering. 
Necker waited hopefully. She, catching 
his eye, flushed and returned to her sew
ing. "We're all very happy here," she 
added after a moment, and, still flushing, 
resumed her needle. 

Presently he pointed his cane at the boy 
on the beach. " A great deal of your 
brother in him, isn't there? " 

"Very much. Our older friends back 
home say that it is like Greg—that is my 
brother—being born all over." 

" A fine boy, yes, Miss Welkie, and 
ought to be a great man some day. But 
I ' l l be running along now, Miss Welkie." 

" Y o u won't wait for him? He will be 
glad to see you, I know." 

"Thank you; but after a man's been 
out there under that sun all day is no 
time for a friend to bother him. And I am 
a friend of your brother's, believe me, 

to clean up and eat and smoke, and a chat 
with his friend, I ' l l drop in for a little talk, 
and in that little talk, Miss Welkie, I hope 
you won't be against me, for I mean it for 
his best. So until eight o'clock to-night, 
Miss Welkie—adios." Necker, swishing 
his gold-headed cane, strolled leisurely 
away. 

" I wonder what he wants of Greg," mur
mured Marie Welkie. And until his pea-
green suit was lost to sight she speculated 
on his probable errand. 

B y and by her eyes, now less specula
tive, detected the smudge against the con
crete walls across the bay. She took down 
a pair of glasses from the wall. It was the 
tow-boat leaving the wharf. Thereafter 
the glasses took the place of her sewing; 
and they were still to her eyes when a 
sharp " Auntie!" came to her ears. ' ' 'Ten-
tion, auntie! Colors!" warned the voice. 
Lowering the glasses, Marie came obe
diently to attention. 

Miss Welkie. It is because I am a friend 
and an admirer of his that I 'm here." 

" B u t you will return later?" 
" I will , thank you. After he's had time 
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The sun was cutting the edge of the sea. 
The last level light lay on the long, slow, 
swelling waters like a rolling, flaming car
pet, and in that flaming path the gray war
ships bobbed to anchor; and on the quar
ter-deck of every ship a red-coated band 
was drawn up, and from the jack-staff of 
every ship an American ensign was slowly 
dropping down. The boy stood with his 
back to her, but Marie knew how his 
heart was thumping, and she knew the 
light that would be on his face. 

" 0 say! can you see—" came the burst
ing notes over the gently heaving bay. 
Marie could feel that young Greg was 
ready to burst; but she could not detect a 
move, not a quiver, out of him until the 
last note of the last bugle had ceased to re
echo. Then he saluted reverently, exe
cuted an about-face and called out excit
edly, "Auntie, auntie, there's papa now! 
Look!" 

Marie pretended to see for the first time 
the tow-boat which, a hundred yards or so 
down the beach, was making a landing. 
"Sure enough, Greg!" 

" A n d somebody else!" 
" N o , is there?" 
"Why , don't you see—godfather, aun

tie! 0 papa! Godfather!" He was off. 
When he returned he was clinging on 

the one hand to a tall, brown, lean-cheeked 
and rather slender man of thirty-four or 
five, in dusty corduroy coat and trousers, 
mud-caked shoes and leggings, khaki shirt 
and a hard-looking, low-blocked Panama 
hat; and on the other hand to a man also 
sun-tanned, but less tall and not so lean— 
a muscular, active man who may have 
lived the thirty years which Necker as
cribed to him, but who surely did not look 
it now. A t sight of Marie Welkie step
ping down from the screened veranda he 
bounded like sixteen years across the 
beach. "Marie Welkie—at last!" 

"Andie Balfe!" She took his hands 
within hers and drew them up in front of 
her bosom. The smile which Necker had 
so wanted to see again was there now, and 
now not to vanish in a moment. Balfe 
brushed her finger-tips with his lips. 

" H o w far this time, Andie?" 
"From half the world around, Mar ie . " 
" A n d are you glad?" 
" And I would come it twice again to see 

your dear eyes smile." 

" Could eyes be made so dull as not to 
light to your poetic touch, Andie?" And 
then, in a low voice, "Wai t for the sun
set." She stood upon her toes for her 
brother's kiss. "Another hard, hot day 
Greg?" 

" N o , no, a fine day, Marie. Pedro"— 
he motioned to the negro at their rear— 
"put M r . Balfe's suit-case in the corner 
of the veranda there. That'll be all 
to-night, except to see that M r . Balfe's 
trunks come up from the tow-boat." 

He paused on the veranda steps to get a 
view of the bay. As he stood there in si
lence, the lively notes of a dozen buglers 
came sharply to them. He still held the 
boy's hand. 

"Mess call, papa?" 
" Getting so you know them all, aren't 

you, Sonnie-Boy? One minute from now 
ten thousand husky lads out there will be 
doing awful things to the commissary 
grub. But look there! Andie, did any of 
your kings or presidents ever offer you 
sights more gorgeous than that to view 
from their palace walls?" 

It was the afterglow of the sunset, a 
red-and-orange glory fading into the blue-
black velvet of a Caribbean twilight. 

"It 's by way of greeting to the far 
traveller. This may be the last place on 
earth here, Andie, but we warrant our 
sunsets to be the best on the market. But 
let's go inside and make ready to eat. 
What do you say, Sonnie-Boy?" 

" B u t , papa, you said that when god
father came you would have the Little 
M e n sing you a song for the steam-engine 
he sent me from Japan!" 

"That 's right, I did. But where is 
i t ? " 

"Righ t here, papa. Look! 'Lightning' 
I've named i t ." 

" A fine name for it, too. Well, let me 
see. How was it? Oh, yes! Lunch-time 
to-day it was, and your papa was smok
ing his cigar and looking out to sea all by 
himself. It was very quiet, with all the 
donkey-engines stopped and the men eat
ing inside the walls. On the bluff beyond 
the fort I was sitting, with my feet hang
ing over the edge, and the mango-tree I've 
told you so often about was shading me 
from the sun. The wind was blowing just 
a wee mite, and every time the wind would 
blow and the tree would wave a mango 
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would drop into the bay. Plump! it 
would go into the ocean below, and every 
time, a mango dropped down a Lit t le M a n 
in a green coat popped up." 

" A l l wet, papa?" 
"Shiny wet, Sonnie-Boy, and blowing 

their cheeks out like blub-blubs." 
"What 's blub-blubs, papa?" 
" A blub-blub is a fat little fish who 

takes big long gulps deep down in the 
ocean and then comes to the top o' the 
water, and, when he sees anybody watch
ing him, puffs out his cheeks and goes— 
blub-blub! like that." 

" L i k e men sometimes, papa?" 
"Just like. Well , by 'n ' by there were 

twelve o' the Li t t le M e n in green coats, 
and they sat under the mango-tree all in a 
row and looked at me, and the one at the 
head o' the row puts up one finger, with 
his head to one side and his little round 
eye rolling out at me, and he says: ' D i d 
Sonnie-Boy's godfather send him that 
steam-engine from Japan yet, what you 
told us about? 'Cause if he did, we have a 
fine pome about it. ' 

" ' Y e s , he did send him a fine steam-
engine from Japan,' I said, 'and you 
go on and let me hear your pome, and 
if it's a good pome I ' l l give you all a 
fine ripe mango to eat.' And so they all 
puffs out their fat little cheeks and they 
begins: 

" ' Godfather bought h i m an engine red and black; 
I t wobbles sl ightly and the wheels don't 

track " ' 

" B u t it don't, papa, 'n ' the wheels do 
track." 

" B u t that's what they said. 

" ' B u t Sonnie-Boy felt prouder than England 's 
queen 

W h e n i t puffed real smoke and sure-enough 
s t eam. ' " 

" B u t it's a king in England, papa." 
" I know, but that's the way the little 

green men told me. Some things they 
don't know yet, they're so little. 

" ' H e named it L igh tn ing 'cause of its speed, 
A n d the 'casional spills he d id not heed. 
A l l b ig roads had accidents, people knew, 
There was danger when the whistle b l e w . ' " 

"It 's true 'bout th' accidents, isn't it, 
papa?" 

V O L . L I V . — 1 5 

"Nothing truer. Now let me see. What 
else? Oh, yes: 

" ' T h e L igh tn ing Express is coming back; 
Clear the way there, people, off the track! 
Or Sonnie-Boy's engine red and black 
W i l l knock you down and hit y o u whack! ' 

How's that?" 
"That 's great, papa. And did they 

have a band with them?" 
" N o . No band, but one little six-toed 

fellow—I 'most forgot him—was playing 
on a hook-a-zoo. That's a sausage-shaped 
thing, with things like rabbit's ears on it. 
The music comes out of the ears." 

" A n d what kind of music, papa?" 
" O h , like a jews-harp something, only 

being bigger 'twas louder. Zoo-zoo, zoo-
zoo-zoo it went." 

" I like those little green men, papa, but 
where was the little blue men to-day, did 
they say?" 

" O h , they'd gone to a wedding, the 
hook-a-zoo player said." 

"They know everything, don't they, 
papa?" 

"M-m-most everything." 
" A n d will the Little M e n tell me things 

when I 'm a big man, papa? " 
" I f they don't, I won't let them have 

any more mangoes." 
" A n ' what the bugle men play 'n ' what 

the flags say when they hoists them up in 
the air on the big gun-ships, papa?" 

" I f you're a good boy, they wil l . And 
now what d'y' say if .we go in and you tell 
Diana your papa wrants some hot water 
out the kettle. And while you're doing 
that and auntie and godfather are talking 
things over to themselves, I ' l l be laying 
out my razor and my soap 'n ' things all 
ready to shave. There you are, there's 
the boy!" 

It was after dinner on Welkie's veranda. 
The two friends had been smoking for 
some time in silence. Young Greg had 
just left with his aunt to go to bed. Balfe 
was thinking what a pity it was the boy's 
mother had not lived to see him now. He 
turned in his chair. "What would you do 
without him, Greg?" 

Welkie understood what his friend had 
in mind. " It would be like the days hav
ing no sunrise. I 'd be groping in the dark, 
and almost no reason for me to keep on 
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groping. Splashed in concrete and slaked 
in lime, from head to toe steaming under 
that eternal sun, five hundred spiggities 
and not half enough foremen to keep 'em 
jumping, I find myself saying to myself, 
'What in God's name is the use?' and 
then I ' l l see a picture of his shining face 
running to meet me on the beach, and, 
Andie, it's like the trade-wind setting in 
afresh. The men look around to see 
what I 'm whistling about. But"—Welkie 
sniffed and stood up—"get i t ? " 

Balfe caught a faint breath, the faintest 
tang borne up on the wings of the gentlest 
of breezes. 

Welkie went inside. Presently he re
turned with bottles and glasses. "When 
a little breeze stirs, as it sometimes does of 
a hot night here, and there's beer in the 
ice-box and the ice not all melted, life's 
'most worth living. T ry some, Andie— 
from God's country. And one of these 
Porto Ric ' cigars. Everybody'll be smok
ing 'em soon, and then we poor chaps '11 
have to be paying New York prices for 
'em, which means we'll have to make a 
new discovery somewhere." 

"Wai t , Greg—I almost forgot." Balfe 
stepped to his suit-case, took out a box of 
cigars, and handed it to Welkie. "F rom 
K e y West. Hernando Cabada. When I 
told him I was going to see you, he sat 
down and rolled out that boxful, which 
took him three hours, and gave them to 
me for you. ' For my friend, Mis-ter Wel-
keey-ay,' he said." 

" Good old Hernando!" Welkie opened 
the box. Balfe took one, Welkie took one; 
they lit up. 

" A h - h — " Welkie woofed a great gob 
of smoke toward the veranda roof. " A n 
die, you won't have to make any chemical 
analysis of the ashes of these cigars to 
prove they're good. There is an artist— 
Hernando—and more. I used to drop in 
to see him after a hot day. He would let 
me roll out a cigar for myself in one of his 
precious moulds, and we'd sit and talk of 
a heap of things. ' Some day, Hernando,' 
I 'd say, 'along will come some people and 
offer you such a price for your name that I 
reckon you won't be able to resist.' ' N o , 
no, my friend,' he would say. 'Fo r my 
nam' there shall be only my cigar. I shall 
mak' the good, fine cigar—until I shall 
die. And for the sam'—one pr-r-ice.' 

How'd you come to run into him, A n 
die?" 

" I 'd heard about him and you. I sus
pected, too, that he could verify a few 
things about the construction company." 

" But why the facts? " 
"Oh-h— And so they have been after 

you again?" 
Welkie nodded. 
" A n d offering more money than ever?" 
Welkie nodded. 
They smoked on. Again Balfe half-

turned in his chair. " I haven't seen you, 
Andie, since the President sent for you 
that time. How did you find h im?" 

"Fine . And I tell you, Andie, it heart
ened me to think that a man with all he's 
got to tend to would stop to spend an hour 
with an obscure engineer." 

"You ' re not too obscure, Greg. What 
did he have to say?" 

" Oh-h—said he wanted me to do a piece 
of special work, and he wanted me because 
several people, in whose judgment he had 
confidence, reckoned I was the man for 
the job. Y o u were one of 'em, Andie, 
he told me, and I 'm thanking you for i t . " 

" I ' m not sure that you ought to thank 
me, Greg. Wi th that big company you 
would be wealthy in a few years, but the 
trouble is, Greg, when I 'm on the job I 'm 
as bad as you, only in a different and more 
selfish way. I know only one road then, 
and once I set out I 'd brush aside any
thing for the one thing, Greg." 

" O f course, when it's for the flag." 
"Would you?" 
"Cou ld I do anything else?" 
"The boy too?" 
" Where would he come into it, Andie? " 
" Y o u don't think that your feeling for 

the lad and your work could ever clash? " 
" H o w could they ever clash, Andie?" 
" I don't know, Greg. I hope not." He 

relit his neglected cigar. " B u t what else 
did the President have to say?" 

" He said it was a bit of emergency work 
he wanted me for, that only the remnant 
of a small appropriation was available for 
it, and that if I took it I would be pitiably 
paid; but that he wished me to do it, be
cause some day, and that not too far away, 
it might have to stand the test not of 
friends but of enemies. Also he said— 
let me see " 

'' That for foreign policy's sake it would 
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have to be done quietly, without advertis
ing, as a bit of departmental work?" 

"That 's i t . " 
" A n d that you would get no great repu

tation out of it, that your very report 
would remain a supplementary paper 
buried in governmental files?" 

"That was i t . " 
" D i d it strike you that the conditions 

were hard, Greg?" 
" N o t after he explained things. A n d 

so when the construction people said to 
me later, ' You're crazy, man! Look the 
two propositions in the eye!' I said, ' I've 
looked one of 'em at least in the eye and 
I'm passing the other up—and the other 
is yours. '" 

" L o r d , Greg! whether you're the best 
or the worst concrete man in the world is 
a small matter—you're a great man. A n d 
if some day—" Balfe let his front chair-
legs come down bang and bounded to his 
feet. 

"Greg"—it was Marie who had re
turned—" I don't know how I ever forgot, 
but I never thought t i l l a moment ago— 
there was a M r . Necker here to see you 
this evening." 

" W e l l , you don't often forget, Marie. 
Must be the sight of those battle-ships. 
Necker? I don't know any Necker. Y o u 
know him, Andie?" 

" I was trying to guess coming over on 
the boat. I was still guessing when he 
got off. I could guess, Greg, who he is, 
but it would be only a guess." 

" He didn't leave any message, Marie? " 
" None, except to say that he would call 

again at eight. He seemed to know some
thing of you and to be friendly." 

" H e must be a friendly soul to come 
to this place to see anybody. Well , when 
he comes we'll know. How'd you leave 
Sonnie-Boy?" 

"He's waiting for you to say good
night." 

" I ' l l go up to h im." He went inside. 
Marie picked up her ensign. Balfe 

placed a chair for her at the little work-
table, and himself took the chair on the 
other side of the table. 

" A great jov for you also—young Greg, 
Mar ie?" 

" I f you could hold him and feel his 
little heart against yours when he's say
ing 'Good-night, auntie,' after he's said 

his prayers! His prayers and the 'Star-
Spangled Banner' are his great set pieces." 

" A n d between you and Greg it's safe to 
say he's got both letter-perfect." 

" A n d spirit-perfect, we're hoping. But 
I must get on with this ensign for h im." 

"Pret ty good size, isn't it, for a toy 
ship?" 

" But it's a battle-flag. He ' l l have none 
but battle-flags. There, I 'm up to the 
stars." 

" You're never far from them. Let me 
make a stretching-frame of my fingers and 
square this end." 

" D o . Not quite so tight. A n d now— 
those new stars come in so fast!—how 
many now?" 

"Forty-six." 
"M-m—four eights and two sevens?" 
"Four eights and two sevens." 
She sewed rapidly, and without looking 

up, until she had completed the first row. 
"There—there's one of the eights. Now 
you can breathe again, Andie." 

Balfe sat back. "What did you make 
of M r . Necker, Mar ie?" 

She too sat back. " I wonder what I 
did make of him? He was very curious 
about you." 

"That 's interesting." 
"Yes . He asked questions and I 

couldn't quite lie to him, and yet I 
couldn't see why he should expect me to 
tell him all about you. And so"—she 
paused and the little half-smile was hov
ering around again. 

" A n d so?" 
" A n d so I did not attempt to check his 

imagination." She repeated the conver
sation of the afternoon. " I meant to 
speak of it at dinner, Andie, to you and 
Greg, but I forgot." 

"Here's a far traveller—" He paused. 
She looked up, and quickly looked down. 

"—who gives thanks that you forgot, 
Marie, in that first glad hour M r . Necker 
and his—well, his possible mission." 

" Y o u know something of him, then, 
Andie?" 

" I ' m still guessing. But I 'm wonder
ing now if you said to yourself when he 
had gone: 'After all, what will Greg get 
out of this government work? Is it fair 
to himself to refuse those great offers and 
stick down here? A n d what will it mean 
to young Greg? '" 
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Marie Welkie let the ensign drop onto 
the table. " M y very thoughts in words, 
Andie. And while we're speaking of it , 
will Greg ever get the recognition due 
him, Andie?" 

"Surely—some day." 
"Dear me, that some day! After he is 

dead, I suppose. Y o u men are the ideal
ists! But being only a woman, Andie 
Balfe, I don't want to wait that long to 
see my brother rewarded." 

" A n d being only a man, Marie Welkie, 
I also want to see my friend rewarded 
before he's laid away." 

" B u t will he ever?" 
"Who could answer that? But I 

stopped off in Washington on my way, 
Marie, and had a long talk with a man 
who is fine enough to appreciate the 
dreams of idealists and yet sufficiently hu
man to allow for most human weaknesses. 
We discussed Greg and his work. The 
construction people were mentioned. He 
asked me if I thought Greg would go with 
them. ' A n d if he does, M r . President, 
can he be blamed?' was my answer." 

" A n d how did he take i t ? " 
" He leaned back in his chair and looked 

through his glasses with his eyebrows 
drawn together, in that way you'd think 
he was scowling if you didn't know him. 
After a moment he said: ' I should be 
sorry, but if he does, no professional or 
legal—no, nor moral—obligations can hold 
h im. ' " 

"There! Greg does not even get credit 
for " 

" Wait. 'Bu t will he?' he continued. I 
said that I did not think so. 'What 
makes you think he won't?' 'Because I 
know him, sir. But , ' I went on, 'don't 
you think, M r . President, that by this 
time he should have a word of encourage
ment or appreciation?' And that led to 
quite a talk." 

"About Greg, Andie?" 
"Greg and his work, Mar ie . " 
She leaned her elbows on the table and 

from between her palms smiled across at 
him. "When you use that tone, Andie, I 
know that all women should stay silent. 
But could—couldn't a little sister to the 
man in the case be given just a little 
hint?" 

" T o the little sister—Oh, much! To her 
I can say that I have reason to think that 

something is on its way to her brother 
which will be very pleasing to her and to 
him." 

" F o r which, my lord, thy servant 
thanks thee. You're so specific! If the 
paymaster is not lost crossing the Gulf, 
Greg will also probably get his pay next 
month." 

Eight bells echoed from the fleet. 
"Eight o'clock, and somebody walking 
the beach! It couldn't be, Andie—it 
couldn't be that M r . Necker " 

Balfe gravely shook his head. 
" B u t , Andie," she whispered, "there was 

the most friendly expression in his eye!" 
" I f there's a living man, Marie"—he 

bent over also to whisper—"who could 
hold speech with you for ten seconds 
without a more than friendly gleam—" 
A knock on the veranda door interrupted. 

It was Necker. " H o w do you do again, 
Miss Welkie?" To her his bow was ap
preciative, deferential. To Balfe he nod
ded in a not unfriendly fashion. 

" I 'm glad to see you again, M r . Necker. 
Come in, please. I will call my brother." 
She pressed a button on the veranda wall. 
"That will bring him right down, M r . 
Necker. And now I 'm leaving you with 
M r . Balfe. Diana our cook's little boy 
has a fever " 

"Fever, Mar ie?" 
" O h , don't worry, Andie, if you're 

thinking of danger. It's only malaria. 
And it's only a step or two, and you must 
stay with M r . Necker." 

Balfe held the door open for her. She 
paused in the doorway. " I ' l l be back in 
half an hour." 

" H a l f an hour! Time is no bounding 
youth, Marie Welkie." 

"Come for me, then—oh, when you 
please," she whispered, and passed swiftly 
out. 

Necker was examining the shelf of books 
above the work-table. "Keats? Keats? 
Oh-h, poetry! Montaigne. Montaigne? 
Oh, yes!" He took it down. " H - m , in 
French!" and put it back. One after the 
other he read the titles. "Elizabethan 
Verse. E-u-r-i-p-i-d-e-s. Dante. H - m . " 

Balfe by now had turned from the 
screen door. Necker pointed to the shelf. 
" N o t a book for a practical man in the 
whole lot, and"—he held up the ensign— 
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"this! Isn't that the dreamer through 
and through?" 

" B u t you and I, not being dreamers, 
consider how thankful we should be." 

Necker stared in surprise, and then he 
smiled. " N o w , now, I 'm meaning no 
harm to your friend. I guess you don't 

" How can he afford 'em? I offered old 
Cabada a dollar, a dollar and a half, and 
finally two dollars apiece for a thousand 
of 'em, coming through K e y West the 
other day—and couldn't get 'em. Nor 
could all the pull I had in the place get 
'em for me. He wasn't going to make any 

" A n d wil l the Little M e n tell me things when I 'm a big man, papa?"—Page 149. 

know what I 'm after, though I ' l l bet I can 
guess what you're after." 

Balfe, fairly meeting Necker's eye, had 
to smile; and when Necker saw Balfe 
smile he winked. " Y o u don't s'pose you 
could come down here to this God-for
saken hole, do you, without somebody 
getting curious?" 

" I suppose it was too much to expect. 
Have a smoke?" 

"Thanks." Necker's tone was polite, 
but it was a most negligent glance that 
he gave the box of cigars. There was no 
name on the box. Balfe, with unsmiling 
mien, pointed out two small letters on 
the cover. " H . C. , M r . Necker." 

" H . C . ? " 
" Hernando Cabada, K e y West." 
" O-ho! How'd you ever manage to get 

hold of a box of them?" 
"They're Welkie's." 

V O L . L I V — 1 6 

more that week, he said. He's a queer 
one. He's got all those Socialist chaps 
going the other way. For why should 
he work four, five, six hours a day, he said, 
when he could make all he wanted in one 
or two ? Sells cigars to people he likes for 
fifteen dollars a hundred, but wouldn't 
sell to me at any price. I had to take my 
hat off to him—he stuck. Now, how do 
you dope a chap like that?" 

" H o w do you?" 
"Don ' t know the real values in life. 

Maybe a bit soft up top, besides." He lit 
up and drew several deep inhalations. 
"M-m—this is a smoke for a man!" He 
picked up the box gently. " I f I thought 
Welkie'd take it, I 'd offer more than a 
good price for the rest of that box. B u t " 
—suspicion was growing in his eyes—" how 
does it happen—d'y' s'pose somebody's 
been here ahead of me after a l l?" 
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"He's coming downstairs now—ask 
him," smiled Balfe. 

Welkie stepped into the veranda. " I 
was in my work-room when the buzzer 
told me you had come in, M r . Necker, 
but on the way down I couldn't help look
ing in on young Greg. I 'm glad to see 
you." 

" I ' m glad to meet you, M r . Welkie. 
And to get right down to business, I 'm 
the new president of the Gulf Construc
tion Company, and I want to talk a few 
things over with you." 

"Surely." 
"Greg"—Balfe had opened the door— 

"how far up the beach to your cook's 
shack?" 

" Oh, for Marie? A hundred yards that 
side." 

" I ' l l look in there. Good-night, M r . 
Necker." 

" Don't hurry away on my account, M r . 
Balfe. I 'd like you, or any friend of M r . 
Welkie and his family, to hear what I have 
to say. It's a straight open-and-shut 
proposition I've got." 

" Then we'll try to be back to hear some 
of it. Good-by for a while, then." The 
door closed behind him. 

"Let 's sit down, M r . Necker." 
" Thanks. And Jiow did you leave that 

boy of yours?" 
" I n his little bed, with his pillow 

jammed up close to his window-screen, 
singing the ' Star-Spangled Banner' to 
himself and looking out on the lights of 
the fleet. He's afraid they'll steam away 
before he's seen his fill of them, and to
night he's not going to sleep til l he hears 
taps, he says." 

" It must be a great thing to have a boy 
like him, and to plan for his future and to 
look forward to what he'll be when he's 
grown up." 

Welkie looked his interrogation. 
"Surely. A boy of brains he'll be. I 

don't have to look at a man or a boy 
twice. Brains and will power. Y o u could 
make a great career for him, Welkie— 
a great engineer, say, if he was started 
right. But, of course, you'll be in a po
sition by and by to see that he gets the 
start." ' 

"Started right? What does he want, 
when he has health and brains and a 
heart?" 

" A l l fine, but he'll need more than that 
these days." 

"Are these days so different?" 
"Different, man! Why, the older a 

country is, the more civilized it is, the 
more education means, the more social 
position counts, the more money counts," 

" H o w much more?" 
" A heap more. Listen. Your father 

on twenty-five hundred a year, say, could 
put his children through college, couldn't 
he? On twenty-five hundred a year to
day a man with a family has to battle to 
keep out of the tenement districts. A 
dozen years from now, if you're getting 
no more money than you're getting now, 
y'ou'll be wondering if you won't have to 
take that boy out of school and put him 
to-work. Isn't that so? " 

Welkie made no answer. 
" A l l right. But before I go any far

ther, let me say that I want you, M r . 
Welkie, for our new job." 

"What 's wrong with the man you've 
got?" 

" H e won't do. You're the one man we 
want, and if there's money enough in our 
strong-box, we're going to get you. And 
now that I've got that off, let me show 
you where it is for your higher—I say 
your higher, not alone your moneyed— 
interests to come with us, M r . Welkie. 
There's that boy of yours—you'd surely 
like to see him a great man?" 

" I surely wouldn't dislike i t ." 
" Good. Then give him a chance. Get 

rid first of the notion that a poor boy has 
as good a chance as another. He hasn't. 
I know that all our old school-books told 
us different—along with some other queer 
things. No wonder. Nine times out of 
ten they were got up by men born poor 
and intended for children born poor. It is 
a fine old myth in this country that only 
the poor boy ever gets anywhere. As a 
matter of fact, the poor boys outnumber 
the comfortably born boys ten to one, yet 
run behind in actual success. Even his
tory '11 tell you that. Alexander—son of 
a king. Caesar? Frederick the Great? 
Oh, loads of 'em! Y o u don't seem to think 
much of that?" 

" N o t a great deal," smiled Welkie. 
" I f you're going to call the long roll of 
history, it looks to me like it's a mistake 
to name only three, or twenty-three, or 



Sonnie-Boy's People 155 

thirty-three men. Y o u cast your eye 
along that little book-shelf there and '' 

" O h , I've been looking them over— 
Dante and Michael Angelo and Homer 
and Shakespeare and that knight-errant 
Spaniard and the rest of 'em. But I 'm 
not talking of poets and 
philosophers and the like. 
I 'm talking of the men 
who bossed the job when 
they were alive." 

" B u t how about those 
who bossed it after they 
were dead?" 

"Bu t , damn it, Wel
kie, I 'm talking of men 
of action." 

" M e n of action or— 
ditch-diggers?" 

"Wha t ! " 
"That 's what I call 

most of 'em, Necker — 
ditch-diggers. If y o u r 
m a n of a c t i o n hasn't 
himself thought out what 
he's doing, that's what he 
looks like to me—a ditch-
digger, or at best a fore
man of d i t c h - d i g g e r s . 
And a ditch-digger, a good 
ditch-digger, ought to be 
respected—until he thinks 
he's the who le works. 
Those kings of yours may 
have bossed the world, 
N e c k e r , but, so long's 
we're a r g u i n g it, who 
bossed them?" 

" Y o u mean that the 
man who bosses the world 
for thirty or forty years 
isn't quite a man?" 

"Surely he's quite a man; but the 
man who bosses men's minds a thousand 
years after he's dead—he's the real one. 
And that kind of a man, so far's I know 
things, Necker, never lived too comfort
ably on earth. He can't. I tell you, 
Necker, you can't be born into a fat life 
without being born with a fat soul, too." 

" A n d are you intending to stint your
self in the expectation of running things 
after you're dead, Welkie?" 

Welkie noted the half-ironical smile, 
but he answered simply, evenly, "It 's 
not in me; but I 'd live even a sparer life 

"Good-by, Welkie. I hope you get your 
reward some dav, though I doubt 

i t ."—Page 158. 

than I do, if I thought anybody after me 
had a chance." 

"You're a hard man to argue with, 
Welkie, and I 'm not going to argue with 
you—not on things dead and gone. 
You're too well posted for me. But sup

pose it was that way once, 
is it that way to-day? 
I ' l l bring it right home 
to you. Here's the over
powering figure in public 
life, Roosevelt, a man you 
think a lot of probably— 
was he born in poverty? " 

" N o , but I notice he 
cut away from his com
fortable quarters about 
as soon as his upbringing 
'd let him." 

"Wai t . In f inance 
who? Morgan? Al l right. 
Son of a millionaire finan
cier, wasn't he? " 

" But if you're going to 
bring in money " 

" I know. What of the 
Carnegies and the Rocke
fellers? you're going to 
say. There's where you 
think you've got me, but 
you haven't; for I've al
ways said that being born 
in poverty fits a man to 
make money above 
all things, because he's 
brought up to value it 
out of all proportion to 
e v e r y t h i n g else. But 
where are they after they 
get it? America's full of 
millionaires who came up 
out of nothing, but who 

had to work so hard getting started that 
they'd nothing left in 'em or didn't know 
anything but money when they got to 
where they could stop to look around. If 
they had any genius to start with, dt 
was dried out of 'em trying to get going. 
But except in money-making you mustn't 
handicap a boy. Hitch any two-mile trot
ter to an ice-wagon and where will he 
finish? Y o u overweight your boy going 
off and he will be handicapped out of the 
race, too. But can I have another one of 
those cigars?" 

"He lp yourself." 
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"Thanks. I wish I had your pull with 
old Cabada. Now, Welkie, I 'm only try
ing to show you where you ought to cast 
aside certain outworn traditions and face 
actual present-day truths. Now listen. 
You probably don't believe I 'm a villain, 
Welkie, and you know I represent a pow
erful corporation—reputable even if pow
erful. Yes. Well, this work of ours is 
good, useful work—don't you think we 
can fairly claim that?" 

"Beautiful work—beautiful." 
" Good. Then wouldn't you like to see 

that work growing under your hand—ten 
thousand men driving night and day, and 
that concrete structure reaching out, as 
you've planned it, in long white stretches 
to the sea?" 

"It 's certainly a fine prospect." 
"Then why not do it? What's the use, 

Welkie? You're the best man in the 
country for us and we're the best concern 
for you. We offer you the biggest job in 
sight. What d'y' say? You've been turn
ing us down, but think it over now." 

Welkie shook his head. 
" W h y not?" 
"Because—but they are coming back." 
Necker could see the hands of Balfe and 

Miss Welkie unclasping in the half-dark
ness as they entered. He touched Welkie 
on the arm. " W h y not tell Miss Welkie 
and M r . Balfe what it is I 'm after?" 

" B u t I 'm doing work here that I've 
got to finish, and they know that." 

" I know you are, but consider this. 
And would you listen also, Miss Welkie ? 
What does the government pay you here, 
Welkie? I know of course, but I 'm ask
ing." 

"Two hundred a month and this 
house." 

" A n d I 'm offering you two thousand! 
And—listen to this, please, Miss Welkie. 
In place of a mosquito-infested shoe-box 
of a shack in a God-forsaken hole, we'll 
give you and your brother a fine concrete 
house on a breezy hill in God's own coun
try—a real home, Miss Welkie, with great 
halls and wide verandas and sun-lighted 
rooms through which the sea breezes will 
blow at night so you can sleep in peace. 
A mansion, Miss Welkie, with billiard and 
music rooms, where you can receive your 
friends in the style a lady should, or a 
man of your brother's ability should. A 

place to be proud of, Miss Welkie—palm-
studded, clean-clipped lawn rolling down 
to the sea. A n d a sea—I'll bet you know 
it, M r . Balfe—a blue-and-green sea roll
ing down over to coral reefs as white as 
dogs' teeth, a shore-front that needs only 
building up to be as pretty as anything in 
your swell Mediterranean places. What 
d'y' say, Welkie? A n d here's the con
tract now, all ready for you, and pay be
gins to-day." 

"It 's alluring, it surely is. But I must 
finish here." 

" B u t you'll soon be done here. A few 
weeks more, they told me in Washington. 
What are you going to do then? " 

" I hadn't thought." 
" Well , why not think of it now? Con

sider your boy, what it will mean to him 
some day. Why not ask Miss Welkie?" 

Welkie turned gravely to his sister. 
"What do you say to that fine house with 
the grand dining-room, and the music-
room, and a jasmine-twined pergola to 
sit out under of a night — and watch the 
moon roll up from the shining sea? I 
know the house—it's all that M r . Necker 
says it is." 

" A n d mahogany, Miss Welkie, and all 
kinds of beautiful linen for the table. 
Imagine that, with cut glass and silver 
and the electric candles gleaming over it 
of a night." 

" I would dearly love to preside at the 
head of that table, M r . Necker, but M r . 
Balfe was speaking of something that 
perhaps my brother should hear about 
first." 

"What 's that, Andie?" 
" L e t it wait, Greg." 
" Better now. What is it? " 
" Y o u may not like i t . " 
"Maybe not, but we may as well have 

it now, Andie." 
" I was to tell you that after this work 

is done there's another job waiting you 
on the west coast, just as important, just 
as needful of your supervision, and no 
more reward to it than this." 

"Whee-eu!" whistled Necker. "The 
steamer captain had him right." 

"Then I 'm afraid"—Welkie turned to 
Necker—"it's off between us." 

"Don ' t say that yet. Wait t i l l you 
hear. What are you working for? Leav
ing the money end out of it, which I know 
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you don't care for and never will care for, 
what are you getting? Y o u want recog
nition? And prestige? Do you get them? 
Not a bit. Who really knows of this 
work? A few engineers who keep tabs on 
everything, yes. Who else? Nobody. 
The government, for good reasons of 
their own, don't want it mentioned in the 
press. Why, it's hardly mentioned in the 
engineering journals." 

"Even so. It will go down in the 
records that I did i t ." 

" W i l l it? Look here. I've been wait
ing for that." From his inside coat-pocket 
Necker drew out several type-written 
sheets. " M i n d you, I didn't want to pro
duce this, but I 'm forced to. M y first 
interests are my company's. There is a 
copy of the last official report on this work. 
Read what that says. The credit is given 
you see, to whom? To you? No, no. Not 
a mention of you except as a civilian en
gineer who assisted." 

" B u t how did you get hold of this?" 
Welkie held the papers, but without show
ing any inclination to read them. 

"Does how I got hold of it matter?" 
"That 's right, it doesn't matter, A n 

die." Welkie offered the papers to Balfe. 
Balfe waved them back. " I saw the 

original of that report in Washington. 
What M r . Necker says is so." 

"There!" Necker brought his fist 
down on the table. "The man of all 
others to bear me out." He stepped close 
to Balfe. " I couldn't place you for a 
while. Thanks for that." 

" Don't hurry your credit slip," snapped 
Balfe with his eyes on Welkie. 

Welkie silently passed the papers back 
to Necker. 

" Y o u believe me now, M r . Welkie?" 
" I don't know's I doubted you, M r . 

Necker. It caught me just a mite below 
the belt, and I had to spar for wind." 

" B u t it wasn't I who hit you below the 
belt, remember. Neither did I want to 
destroy your illusions, but I did want to 
show you the facts—the truth, not the 
glittering romance, of life. Now they're 
offering you another job. Wi l l you, or 
somebody else, get the credit for that? 
You? No, sir! You ' l l get neither money 
nor reputation out of it. Wi th us you'd 
get both." 

"Probably that's so." Welkie spoke 

slowly. " B u t people in general will credit 
me with loyalty at least." 

" Wi l l they? Even where they know of 
your work, will they? When a man turns 
down an offer like ours, people in gen
eral will give him credit for little besides 
simple innocence. I 'm telling you they'll 
be more likely to think you are con
trolled by some queer primitive instinct 
which will not allow you to properly value 
things. I ' l l leave it to your friend. What 
do you say to that, M r . Balfe?" 

" I think you're a good deal right." 
"There! Your own friend agrees with 

me!" exclaimed Necker. 
" Y o u don't think that, Andie?" Wel

kie, puzzled, stared at Balfe. 
"What I mean, Greg, and what M r . 

Necker very well understands me to 
mean, is that surely there are hordes of 
people who never will believe that any 
man did anything without a selfish mo
tive." 

"That don't seem right, Andie." 
" N o , it doesn't, but it's so, Greg. B u t " 

—he set his jaw at Necker—"what if 
they do think so? Let them. Let them 
ride hog-back through the mud if they 
will . Oceans of other people, oceans, will 
still be looking up to men like Greg Wel
kie here." He rested his hand on his 
friend's shoulder. " Y o u stick to your 
aeroplaning in the high air, Greg." 

" And chance a fall?' ' suggested Necker. 
" A n d chance a fa l l ! " snapped Balfe. 

" B u t there are no falls if the machine is 
built right and the aviator doesn't ride to 
applause." 

Marie Welkie's hand reached out and 
pressed one of Balfe's. He held it. "It 's 
all right—he's a rock," he whispered. 

" I must say, Welkie"—Necker fixed 
his eyes on the floor and spoke slowly— 
"that the government in this case seems 
to be represented by a man of picturesque 
speech, a man with imagination. I can 
only handle facts, and in a matter-of-fact 
way. I ask you to consider this: you 
have a boy, and there is Miss Welkie, a 
lovely, cultured woman, and"—he jerked 
his head suddenly up—"but what's the 
use? Here's a contract, needing only 
your signature, and here's a check, need
ing only my signature. I said two thou
sand a month. Suppose we make it 
three? Here's pen and ink, and remem-
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ber your boy is looking out on the battle
ships from his little bed upstairs." 

"You ' re right, Necker, he is in his lit
tle bed upstairs and I've got to think of 
him." He turned to Balfe. "The Presi
dent, Andie, just naturally expects me to 
tackle this new job? " 

" I think he does, Greg." 
"Then there's only one answer left, 

M r . Necker. N o . " 
"Wai t again. Welkie, you've a God-

given genius for concrete work. I came 
here to get you and I—sign now and I ' l l 
make it four thousand." 

" N o . " 
"No? Why,look here! Here's a check. 

See—I'm signing it in blank. I 'm leaving 
it to you to fill it in for what you please. 
For what you please for your first year 
for us, and the contract to run five years 
at the same rate. Remember, you'be 
trimmed once and you're likely to be 
trimmed again." 

" L e t them trim me and keep on trim
ming me! The work is here and I did it. 
They know it and I know it. If nobody 
but myself and my God know, we know. 
And no official or unofficial crookedness 
can wipe it out." 

" B u t that little fellow upstairs with 
his face against the screen?" 

"It 's that little fellow I 'm thinking of. 
He ' l l never have to explain why his father 
reneged on a job he was trusted to do." 

" B u t you haven't promised anybody 
in writing?" 

" N o . " 
" A n d , as I make it out, you haven't 

even given your word?" 
" N o . " 
" Then what right has anybody to " 
" H e don't need to have any right. He 

just thinks I 'm the kind of a man he can 
count on, and, in a show-down, that's the 
kind of a man I reckon I want him to think 
I am." 

"Then it is finally no?" 
" N o . " 
" N o ? " 
" N o . And let that be the end of the 

noes." 
Necker smoked thoughtfully. Then, 

slowly gathering up his papers, he said, 
" I ' m licked, Welkie; but I would like to 
know what licked me. It might save me 
from making the same mistake again." 

" W h y , I don't know's I know what you 
mean; but there is one thing, Necker: if 
it ever happens that a nation which don't 
like us comes steaming up here to get hold 
of this base, to batter it to pieces, say, 
she won't. No. A n d why? Because it's 
no haphazard mixture of water and sand. 
It's a good job, and if I 'm no more than 
a lump of clay in my grave, I want to 
be able to roll over and say"—a flame 
seemed to shoot from his eyes—"'You 
sons o' guns, you can't get in, because 
what you've come to take was built right, 
and 'twas me built it, by G o d ! ' " 

Necker studied him. " W e l l , if that 
isn't throwing a halo around your work, 
I don't know what is. I've met that be
fore, too. But you've got more than that 
—what is i t ? " 

" If I have, I don't know i t ." He paused. 
" I know," whispered Marie in Balfe's 

ear—"the flag!" 
" B u t if there's anything else there, it 

must've been born in me, and so that's no 
credit. But if there is anything else there, 
I want my boy to have it, too." 

Necker picked up his hat and cane. 
" H e ' l l have it, never fear, Welkie, and the 
more surely because he won't know it 
either. I 'm off. Do you mind if I take 
another of Cabada's cigars?" 

"Surely. Help yourself. F i l l your case." 
"Thanks." He lit up. "These are a 

smoke. I wish he'd let me have some, but 
he's like you something—he's only to be 
got at from the inside, and I guess I 'm not 
on the inside. Good-by, Welkie. I hope 
you get your reward some day, though I 
doubt it. Good-by, M r . Balfe. You're 
the first of your kind I ever met. You 
fooled me, but I ' l l be ready for you next 
time. Good-by, Miss Welkie. I forgot 
to say"—he smiled slyly—"there was a 
sixty-horse-power French car and a fifty-
foot motor-launch went with that house. 
Good-by." 

The pebbly beach crunched under 
Necker's receding feet. "Dear me," 
sighed Marie, "don't you feel half-sorry 
for him, Andie?" 

"Just about half. I ' l l bet he plays a 
good game of poker. But, Greg"—Balfe 
drew a square white envelope from an in
ner coat-pocket—"I was given a letter 
the other day to give you—in case you 
were still on the job here." 
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" O n the job? Where else could I be?" 
He had taken the envelope and was about 
to rip it carelessly open, when his eye 

H e took the letter from his sister. " L o o k here, Sonnie-Boy. Here's a man says 
your papa is the greatest man ever was in his l ine."—Page 160. 

caught the embossed blue lettering on the 
corner: 

T H E W H I T E H O U S E 

He held it up in bewilderment. " N o t 
from the President, Andie?" 

" W h y not? Read i t ." 
Slowly Welkie read it. He took it over 

to the light at the little table and read it 
again. He dropped it on the table and 
gazed through the screen at the lights of 

"Is it very private, Andie?" whispered 
Marie. 

" N o , no." 
"Then I 'm going to read i t ." 
She read it. " W h y , Andie!" she 

gasped, and, crowding to the light, she 
also read it again. Her face was alight 
when she looked up at last. "Andie , 
Andie, isn't it splendid! If M r . Necker 
could only hear this: 

" ' I t is a fine thing in these days of ma-

the fleet. After a time he said in a low 
tone, " I must tell Sonnie-Boy," and, turn
ing, went inside the house. 
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terialism that a man of your genius can 
set aside the allurements of money and 
fame, and exile yourself to a region where 
certain hardship and probable disease 
await you; and this only that your coun
try may be served.' 

" A n d the rest of it! O Greg!" 
Welkie was back with his boy in his 

arms. He took the letter from his sister. 
"Look here, Sonnie-Boy, what do you 
think? Here's a man says your papa is 
the greatest man ever was in his line. 
Years from now you'll look at that letter 
and perhaps you'll be proud of your papa. 
Your papa's boasting now, Sonnie-Boy, 
but only you and your auntie and god
father can hear him, and they'll never tell. 
So that's all right. 'Our papa was as 
good as anybody in his line'—a great man 
said so. What do you say, little four-and-
a-half, you'll be a good man, too, in your 
line some day, won't you?" 

" Can I be a fighter, papa, on a big gun-
ship?" 

"Wel l , if you're bound to go that way, 
I don't see who's to stop you, Sonnie-Boy. 
But if you are, whether it's a sword to 
your hip or a lanyard to your neck, here's 
hoping you'll never go over the side of 
your ship without"—he picked the en
sign up—"you leave your colors flying 
over her. And now we'll go back to 
bed, Sonnie-Boy, and this time we'll go 
to sleep." In the doorway he stopped. 
" What do you reckon Necker would say 
to that letter, Andie?" 

Balfe smiled. " H e ' d probably say, 
' Welkie, you ought to publish that letter— 
capitalize it, ' and think you were four 
kinds of a fool if you didn't." 

"Wel l , I won't publish it or capital
ize it. I 'm going to frame it and hang it 
at the foot of your bed, Sonnie-Boy, where 
you'll see it mornings when you wake." 

Facing each other across the little work-
table were Marie Welkie and Andie Balfe. 
She had said: " Y o u surely have been my 
brother's friend, and, if you were not al
ready so successful, I could wish a great 
reward for you." 

He laid one hand of his gently down on 
hers. "Wish the reward then, Marie. 
Do, dear, wish it, for I 'm not successful. 
I played hard at my game, because play
ing it made me forget other things. A l 

most anybody playing a game long enough 
becomes half-expert at it . But successful? 
No, no, dear. So far I seem to have 
travelled only unending roads through 
bleak countries; and I 'm dreading to go 
back to them alone." 

Beyond the veranda screen the fire
flies were flashing; farther out, the little 
green-and-red side-lights of the steaming 
launches, like other colored fire-flies, were 
sliding by; to the mastheads of the battle
ships the red-and-white signal-lights were 
winking and glowing. The night was 
alive with colorful things—closing her 
eyes, Marie could hear the lapping of lit
tle waves over pebbles, the challenging 
hail of a sailor on watch, the music of a 
far ship's band. She bent her head to 
hear it better—the sweetly faint cadence 
of that far-away band. 

" A n d when was it you began to think 
of me, Andie?" 

"Since those first days, Marie, when 
your brother and I bunked together in the 
old S. A . M . construction camp. He used 
to read me letters of yours from home. 
Y o u were only a little girl then, and it was 
years before I saw you; but I knew what 
you looked like even before I stole your 
photograph ' ' 

"Stole?" 
" I did. Greg dropped it one day. I 

found it—and never gave it back. There 
it is—after nine years." 

She laughed when she saw it. " Why, I 
can't make out to see what I looked like 
then, Andie!" 

" I know what you looked like. I've 
kissed the face away, dear, but I know. 
In nine years, Marie, I never shifted from 
one coat to another without shifting your 
photograph, too. If anything had hap
pened to me, they would have found your 
photograph on me with your address 
on the back. 'Then, ' I used to say to 
myself, 'She'll know. And Greg won't 
mind my stealing i t . ' " He laid it face 
up between them on the table. "The 
miles you've travelled with me, dear heart, 
and never knew! Back in the days of 
the construction camp they used to find 
sketches of a girl's head in my note-books, 
a beautiful head badly done—drawn 
from that photograph. But after I met 
you " 

" And after you met me, Andie? " 
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"Then I needed no photograph, though 
look and look at it I surely did. Steamers 
in western seas, battle-ships in eastern 
waters, balustrades of palaces—wherever 
it might be I was whirling with this old 
earth around, I've had your face to look 
at. And when I couldn't see for the dark
ness—rolled up in my rubber poncho, in 
no more romantic a place than the muck 
of a swamp, I've looked up through the 
swaying branches—or in the lee of a windy 
hill, it might be, with no more to hinder 
than the clear air, I've looked up and 
marked your face in the swirling clouds: 
your nose, your chin, the lips so shyly 
smiling. And if through the clouds a pair of 
stars would break, I 'd mark them for your 
shining eyes, Marie ." 

"Poetry again, Andie!" She was laugh
ing, but also she was melting under his 
eyes. 

" If that's poetry, then I 'm losing respect 
for it. It's a weak thing, Marie, and " 

" Sh-h—if somebody should be walking 
on the beach!" 

"Le t them, sweetheart. It's a fine 
night for a walk, and what harm is truth? " 

" But I don't want all the world to hear, 
Andie. For my poor heart was aching, 
too, Andie, and now it wants it all to it
self, Andie mine." 

It was taps on the battle-fleet. Over 
the mellowing, detaining waters of the 
bay the long-drawn bugles echoed. Good
night, good-ni-i-ght, g-o-o-d-n-i-g-h-t— 
they said, and gently, softly, whisperingly 
died away. 

"He's asleep at last." Welkie was 
standing in the door. " A n d I don't know 
but we'd all better be getting to sleep, 
too. For to-morrow morning, you know, 
we— Wha-at!" 

Welkie's friend was standing before 
him. "Shunt care for the morrow, Greg. 
Greater things than have happened are 
happening around you. The dream of 
years has come to pass. And we—we, 
Greg " 

He looked to her, and tremulous, vivid, 
she came, and with her at his side he was 
himself again. " Marie is to take me for 
Sonnie-Boy's uncle, and, Greg, we want 
your blessing." 



THE moon's ashine; by many a lane 
Walk wistful lovers to and fro; 
It must be like old days again; 
How they do love! Here lies Pierrot. 

She loved me once, did Columbine. 
It sets my dusty heart aglow 
Merely to lie and dream how fine 
Her semblance was,—Here lies Pierrot! 

Her perfumed presence, silks and lace, 
D i d madden men and wrought them woe; 
For me alone her witching grace. ^ 
Where is she now? Here lies Pierrot. 
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We two walked once beneath the moon— 
Yellow it hung, and large and low— 
And listened to the tender tune 
Of nightingales,—Here lies Pierrot! 

Our foolish vows of passion shook 
The very stars, they trembled so. 
How it comes back, her soft, shy look, 
Now I am dead! Here lies Pierrot! 

These other men and maids, who stroll 
Through moonlit poplar trees arow, 
Does each play the enchanted role 
We phantoms played ? Here lies Pierrot! 

O joy, that I remember yet 
Sweet follies of the long ago! 
Dear heaven, I would not quite forget! 
The moon's ashine; Here lies Pierrot! 
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T H E O L D O R D E R C H A N G E S 

By Katharine Holland Brown 

I L L U S T R A T I O N BY F . C . Y O H N 

G W E N D O L E N , my daugh
ter-in-law, and Isabel, my 
granddaughter, were in the 
library, threshing out the 
one u n e s c a p a b l e topic, 
when I stopped in to din

ner. I had attended two receptions that 
afternoon, then driven down to Gramercy 
Park to our needle-work guild. There
fore, I had already enjoyed four consecu
tive impassioned hours of equal suffrage. 
Considering that I shall be seventy-seven 
my next birthday, I ought, with Saint 
Paul, to be enduring in all things. But I 
must say it was harrowing to find my own 
kin still striving on that trampled field. 

" O h , join the League, Isabel, if you 
must." Gwendolen's sweet, vague eyes 
clouded. She drooped and gathered her 
Chantilly scarf closer around her slender 
bare shoulders. " B u t why share its ac
tivities? Fairs and processions are so 
common! Don' t you say so, mother?" 

"Then why join the League at a l l?" I 
countered. 

" Worthy logic, granny." Isabel turned 
from the fire, where she was drying her 
splashed riding-habit, and gave me an ap
proving slap with a large sinewy young 
hand. " Y o u won't see me sit back and 
let everybody else do the work and gather 
in all the glory. A n d think, mother. Mrs . 
Stuyvesant Jones and both the Misses 
Prendergast are box-holders. Margaretta 
Bogardus will lead the mounted parade. 
Mrs . Sands says she'll sell 'Votes for 
Women. '" 

" M r s . Sands? Not Mrs . Sutphen 
Sands!" Gwendolen sat up, quite erect. 
" W e l l , of course—if you want a booth at 
the fair, Isabel, I do not object. Though 
all this agitation is a mere fad of the day. 
Don't you think so, mother?" 

" I t has lasted several days," said I. 
"Yes . They talked about it 'way back 

before the war. Didn ' t they, granny? 
Only they called i t ' women's rights.' And 
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they sent petitions to Congress. A n d 
wore bloomers. Hor r id ! " Isabel scraped 
the last mud from her divided skirt and 
dipped absently into the large silver box 
on the mantel. 

"Yes , they talked about it a good deal." 
" W e l l , it was a waste of time then. As 

it is now—(Isabel, put down that ciga
rette ! Don't you know how granny loathes 
the mere idea!)—no real lady desires the 
ballot. I 'm sure I never wanted any more 
rights than Charles Edward wanted to 
give me. And I've been a very contented 
woman." Gwendolen turned the matched 
sapphires on her finger with a patient 
sigh. " B u t few women really know when 
they are well off." 

" You bet they don't. Especially when 
they're scrubbing office floors. Or run
ning a machine in a sweat-shop. Or hus
tling plates in a quick-lunch." 

Gwendolen jumped. So did I. 
"Peter Wentworth! Where did you 

drop from?" 
"I 've been here on the lounge an hour, 

mother. Listening to you and sis settle 
our national problems. Let me take your 
wraps, granny. Whew7, observe the nifty 
l id ! I ' l l wager, Mrs . Frederic D . Went
worth, that you blew in half your pay en
velope for it, down on Grand Street." 

Peter is my eldest grandson. I can 
never look at him without a twinge of 
resentment toward Charles Edward and 
Gwendolen, because they did not name 
him for his grandfather. For he is the 
breathing image of Frederic Wentworth 
as a young man. To be sure, he is not 
quite so distinguished in manner. But 
that will come with time. He is a great 
hulking silent boy, with thatched black 
hair, and dark heavy-lidded eyes, and 
shoulders as broad as the everlasting hills. 
His jaw is set square and hard, with the 
precise little cleft that I used to tease 
Frederic about. His eyes have Frederic's 
rare gleam of fun. His voice rings with 
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Frederic's steady deep tones. And even 
Charles Edward admits, with shamefaced 
pride, that he has inherited all his grand
father's genius as an engineer. He is 
barely twenty-six, yet they talk of giving 
him the whole South American branch 
next year. As a rule, he is as communica
tive as one of his own concrete pillars. 
But to-night his tongue was loosed. 

"So you eavesdropped?" teased Is
abel. 

"Yes . Now I 'm going to put in my 
little oar. Y o u think you're a suffragist, 
don't you, sis? Bless your heart, you're 
plunging into the fray with all the high-
souled fervor that you'd plunge into a 
bridge tournament. And you, mother, 
you think you're an anti. You've got 
about as much stern womanly conviction 
in your nice fluffy topknot as a six-weeks' 
gosling." 

" W h y , Peter " 
"Are all your friends like that? Are 

all you earnest workers hiking into line 
because Mrs . Sutphen Sands is driving 
the band-wagon? And, mother, do all 
you antis base your opposition on the un
assailable truth that you yourselves own 
meek, well-trained providers like dad? 
Oh, you guileless Pharisees! Even if you 
don't give two cents for the franchise, why 
can't you remember the other woman?" 

"What other woman, my son?" 
"The woman who doesn't ride in the 

band-wagon. The woman who rides in 
the trolley-cars. And hangs to a strap." 
Peter's stolid young face grew grim. His 
hard jaw clinched. "The woman who 
sews all day, nine stories up in a fire-trap 
loft, while her babies are playing down in 
the gutter. The woman who is standing 
behind a counter and earning almost half 
enough to keep body and soul together." 

" W e l l , Peter! Why can't you men re
form our economic abuses? " 

" W e could. But—we don't." Peter 
picked up Gwendolen's delicate arm and 
twisted her bangles. His level eyes looked 
past her, darkening. " B u t if girls like 
you and sis would once set to work, there's 
nothing you couldn't do. Or challenge us 
into doing. Go get your vote, mother. 
Then get busy. You protected women 
owe the suffrage to your own selves. But 
you owe it ten times over to the other 
woman." 

Then Peter came to himself. He stood 
up, turning scarlet to his thatched black 
hair. 

" Really, son, you sound quite convin
cing!" 

" Yes, you're a valuable convert." Isa
bel's eyes danced. " Y o u should have 
marched in the martyr squad last spring." 

Whereat Isabel ducked. But Peter 
merely eyed her. Then 

" I ' m going to march with the martyrs 
next Apr i l all right. Going to be flag-
bearer. There, now." 

And with that bomb-shell Peter stalked 
from the room and banged the door. 

" W e l l , mother! W i l l you hear that!" 
Isabel stared. 

"Settlement ideals, as usual. Such emo
tional rubbish as Peter is always bringing 
home!" Gwendolen frowned. 

Out of business hours Peter's two in
terests in life are his troop of small Goths 
and Vandals down at Norwich House, and 
his racing automobile. His grandfather, 
too, was devoted to his Sunday-school 
class of village boys, with this difference 
—that Frederic taught his charges Watts's 
hymns, while Peter teaches his jiu-jutsu. 
But it works out to much the same end. 

Suddenly Isabel laughed out. 
"Settlement ideals? Never, mother. 

Some girl has been talking suffrage to 
Peter, that's all. Didn ' t you notice how 
pat it reeled out? A l l our compelling ar
guments, all our tenderest tear-starters, a 
little mussy from being packed tight in 
Peter's infant mind, yet spun off smooth 
as ticker tape." 

"You ' re too absurd, Isabel." Gwen
dolen looked ruffled. "Peter has never 
looked at any gi r l . " 

"The girl may have looked at Peter. 
Anyway, Peter never built that starry 
pile. Wonder if it was Margaretta Bo-
gardus?" 

"Margaretta Bogardus? That great 
noisy, red-cheeked creature! Wi th her 
dogs and her horses and her fencing 
bouts!" Poor Gwendolen's maternal 
feathers bristled. " Isabel, how can you!" 

" Because solemn-eyed overgrown babes 
like Peter are Margaretta's natural prey. 
Won't Peter catch it at dinner! Wait and 
see!" 

However, Peter sat through dinner, 
panoplied in unconcern. Not one of Isa-
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bel's gibes could pierce that stodgy mail. 
For my part, I felt more like hugging 
Peter than heckling him. I dare say I 'm 
chicken-hearted. Bu t I can never look 
at Peter, the great insolent, magnificent 
young brute, without seeing the soft little 
puppy armful that he was, only a year or 
so ago. A n d then I see the taciturn mid
dle-aged citizen that he will be in a year or 
so to come. A n d it makes me ache to keep 
him big and insolent and stodgy as long as 
I can. 

" I say, granny!" 
I had just stepped into my limousine 

when Peter's shoulders loomed at the door. 
" I say, granny," he spoke with a queer 

nervous stammer, " I—I'm going uptown, 
too. Mayn ' t I steal a ride?" 

" T o be sure." 
Peter's big body plunged in. 
" Y o u don't care if we speed? H i t her 

up, Smith. It's almost nine." 
Peter's idea of Paradise, I am assured, 

is a world where speed laws are unknown. 
"Theatre, Peter?" 
" N o . Not the theatre. It's— Look 

here, granny. Y o u haven't anything 
doing to-night? Come along with me. 
That's a good g i r l . " 

"Come along where?" 
"Over to Aberdeen H a l l . " Again that 

odd nervous stammer. "It 's tremendous
ly interesting. Cross my heart. A n d 
there's one speaker—I mean, one speech 
—I want you to hear. Come, now." 

One moment my weary flesh rebelled 
at three more hours of equal suffrage. 
Then—to be frank, I stand with Gwen
dolen concerning Margaretta Bogardus. 
For all her blue blood and her athletic 
prowess, that estimable young rail-splitter 
does not appeal to me. Could I but see, 
with my own eyes, whether Margaretta's 
stalwart charms had cast the spell! 

I shrank into Aberdeen Ha l l in Peter's 
wake, feeling a spy in camp. But I all but 
forgot Peter in the glowing pageant of the 
meeting itself. 

The great hall was thronged. Tier on 
tier they rose, faces on crowding faces. 
Faces elate, perplexed, dulled with uncer
tainty, shining with glad belief. The high 
enthusiasm of that hour thrilled even my 
staid old pulses. For it went with the 
swing, the verve, the passion that is the 
very flaming essence of to-day's victorious 

youth. Yet I felt a curious pang, as I 
often do, to see the grave, majestic re
forms, that my own youth held in such 
reverence, go frisking past at a quickstep, 
the long-metre attitude put by for rag
time. The old order changeth. Perhaps 
it is as well. 

So I sat there in that gay, friendly 
crowd. We who are old will go drifting 
back. . . . I looked again on my first 
glimpse of equal suffrage. Fifty years ago. 
And it seems yesterday. 

I was a royally consequential young wife 
in those days, mistress of the finest frame 
house and the most prosperous farm in all 
Saline County, Kansas. I had four chil
dren; even my own Spartan judgment 
confessed them the most magnificent chil
dren eye ever beheld. And I had Fred
eric. What more of right or privilege, 
what more of glory and honor, could mor
tal woman ask? So it was in kind conde
scension that I had opened my shuttered 
parlor and bidden my neighbors to meet 
the three pilgrim women who had come 
among us "from the East," bringing their 
new bewildering message. 

They were women of prestige in their 
own community. One was the sister of a 
famous clergyman, one a teacher, the third 
a lecturer of repute. They came as bound 
upon the ministries of angels. But, alas! to 
our amused superior young eyes, they 
came as angels unawares. They were old 
maids, poor souls. They were straggling 
about the country on a daft quixotic 
quest. Worst of all, their raiment shocked 
us to horrified mirth. For the whelming 
tide of their brave dream had swallowed 
up all sense of humor and fitness, and they 
were garbed to make angels weep, in limp 
flabby cutaways and neat frilled bloom
ers—oh, pitiful!—and cruder than any 
caricature. 

From our walled firesides we listened to 
these lone prophetesses, crying their tale 
down the gray windy road. We heard 
Elizabeth Lyman and her pounding argu
ments that the franchise would widen our 
own horizon, blandly unmoved. Why 
need we look past our own doors? Were 
not our babies thriving, our men con
tented? We heard Rebecca Lowe's plea 
for a woman's share in the interests of her 
men with tranquil scorn. Could anything 
be more tedious than "men-folks' t a lk" 
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of crops and politics? Better the chatter 
of our looms, the drama of our own 
hearths. And between us there rose a 
curious barrier—a barrier built up of their 
angry fervor, of our cold unconcern. 

A t last their leader rose again. Her thin 
hands shook. Her haggard face was flam
ing. 

" C a n nothing stir you?" shecried. She 
stood there, ungainly, tragic, in her dread
ful clothes: a woman denied, yet som
brely, terribly, the woman. " I f you will 
not rouse yourselves for your own sakes, 
for your men's sakes, for your children— 
then, in heaven's name, for what cause 
will you awaken? " 

Suddenly there was a rustle across the 
room. Miranda Porter sat there. M i 
randa was the youngest of us all, a slip of a 
girl, not yet twenty-four. Yet she had her 
three children, and her old grandmother, 
and her big half-broken farm, all on her 
frail little shoulders. David, her husband, 
had been thrown from his horse and killed 
early that spring. And on Miranda lay 
the whole burden of life. 

Now she stood up, painfully abashed, 
but quivering with eagerness. 

" M a y I be excused, please, ma'am?" 
She bobbed a scared courtesy to Elizabeth 
Lyman, like a little girl to her school
mistress. " I—I think I hear my baby 
crying. And I 'm anxious to see if my lit
tle boy got home safe from school. It's so 
far—so many dreadful things happen— 
good-day, ma'am." 

Trembling, she snatched up her shabby 
reticule and fled. I watched her go, her 
curly head bent, her long starched skirts 
brushing through the weeds. And I knew 
by that trembling flight that all her sense
less, merciless mother-terrors were lashing 
her on. 

Lucia Cabell, our eldest, made apology. 
- "She was right sorry to go, Miss L y 

man. But her husband is dead, and she's 
always so fretty about her children. It's 
hard for her, too. The school is so far for 
the little ones, and our trustees won't 
build, bad's we need it. They say it costs 
too much. Then her taxes are heavy, too. 
It's hard for a woman alone." 

" I see." 
Elizabeth Lyman looked at us a long 

minute. Her face grew bitter with scorn. 
" So you, you cherished women, do not 

care for a man's weapons. Your own man 
will fight for you. But yonder goes one of 
the lonely souls who must be man and 
woman, father and mother. And you will 
deny her the right to work toward bring
ing the school to her children. Y o u will 
hold her hands from helping to build the 
laws that shall shield her babies, that shall 
save their tiny heritage. Oh, will you 
never waken? W i l l you never look past 
your own warm sunlit lives into the cloud, 
the night, where they walk, your sisters, 
alone?" 

We looked at each other furtively. We 
felt foolish and i l l at ease. It was outland
ish that this dignified woman should rant 
at us like any play-actor. I told Frederic 
so, that night, across our supper-table. 
But Frederic looked back at me, a little 
sober. 

" W e l l , I don't know, dear." He stooped 
and hoisted little sleepy, sticky Charles 
Edward into his arms. The firelight shone 
on his grave, clear-cut face, his pondering 
eyes. " Maybe she was right. Life is too 
hard on the woman that's left alone. If I 
thought " 

Then I mind how his face grew dark, as 
if some vast strange shadow drifted by. 
" I f I thought that would ever happen to 
you, my girl " 

I wouldn't let him say it. I didn't dare. 
I jumped up and kissed him and scolded 
him and plagued him till he looked sheep
ish enough. But not a year after, I'd 
waken sobbing in my sleep, and wonder if 
Frederic had known. If that shadow on 
his heart could have foretold how soon, 
how bitterly soon, it was to be. . . . That 
I, like little Miranda, must put away my 
joy, and with all my woe and all my 
mother-terrors clamoring in my breast I 
must walk that desolate road, alone! 

I wrenched my mind from that black 
groove, So many years ago. . . . But 
there are scars that all the years of our in
terminable women's lives can never heal. 

I looked around the wide brilliant hall. 
Mrs . Sands was just closing her address, 
a crisp, gay challenge. Peter, level eyes 
half-shut, sat in bored patience. Then 
came a ripple of applause. Margaretta 
Bogardus, brawny, apple-cheeked, strode 
beaming to the front. I looked sharply at 
Peter. Y o u never can tell. 
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" Gee, this is slow," grieved Peter. He 
slumped forlornly in his chair. "S'pose 
you haven't a cocktail in your carriage-
bag, granny?" 

I didn't have a cocktail, but I did have 
a peppermint, which I smuggled into 
Peter's hand, much as I used to smuggle 
peppermints into Peter's father's little fat 
paw when the church-pew grew too hot 
and squirmy to endure. A n d I felt very 
kindly toward Margaretta Bogardus. But 
as she strode beaming off, Peter grasped 
my arm. His eyes blazed into mine. 

"Granny! Look! Quick!" 
Up the platform came a little, slender, 

fair girl in convent-gray. Her amber-gold 
hair was parted and wreathed in thick, soft 
braids around her little head. Beneath 
those golden bands her white small face 
shone grave and sweet, with the clear grav
ity of a child. On that great stage she 
seemed as blossom-frail, as slight, as an 
anemone in the wind. Yet she moved 
with a lovely stateliness, and she held her 
head like a girl-queen. 

From behind came a breeze of whis
pers. 

"Mis s Millicent Hamilton, you know. 
That wonderful young English girl . . . 
perfect devotee of the cause. . . . Yes, 
isn't she just like a little flower! And 
those eyes! Like gray stars " 

I looked at Peter. 
Peter sat rigid as a statue of steel. His 

face was perfectly white. His iron fin
gers gripped along his chair. He hardly 
breathed. Peter's whole soul was fixed on 
that little fair face. His eyes clung burn
ing on those gray, clear, burning eyes. 

The girl was speaking now. Through 
that great hall her voice rose bell-like, 
strangely stern. Here was no airy logic, 
no bumptious gayety. For she was a 
throw-back, if ever there was one. A l l the 
hot urging will of the old leaders was upon 
her. A l l their bold commanding spirit 
flared out high and keen. And her last 
words rang on my ear with a piercing 
thrill. 

"Listen. If you women of fortune, you 
who know leisure and comfort and ease, 
will not lift your hand to widen your own 
lives, yet will you not lift your hand for 
the other woman? Though you your
selves cannot feel the harshness of the un
shielded life, can you not know what the 

other woman feels? The woman who 
makes her own way, who faces pain and 
poverty and defeat. The woman who 
walks alone." 

In that hush I turned to Peter. 
Peter's dark face was luminous. His 

big hand clutched shaking on my own. 
" O h , wasn't she glorious! Hasn't she 

got 'em all lashed to the mast, though! 
And what she says is not just for suffrage, 
granny. To remember the other fellow, 
to give him a show—it strikes home every
where. It's the whole thing." 

" Y e s . " I looked at my grandson's 
tense, glowing face. And I felt a queer 
exultant thrill of fellowship with this 
hurtling younger generation, these lordly 
young charioteers, who, even in the 
flushed triumph of their race, can turn to 
share their triumph with the other fellow. 
"Yes , Peter. It's the whole thing." 

We rose and were swept into the crowd. 
Suddenly Peter bent and spoke in a whis
per. 

" Granny! She—she's coming this way. 
Oh, granny, listen. Mayn ' t I bring her up 
and present her? And—oh, granny, won't 
you hop down off your perch and honey up 
to her? You're a good mixer. You know 
you are. I ' l l do anything, anything " 

"Hur ry , Peter! She's almost at the 
door." 

Miss Hamilton stood before me, docile, 
serene. She listened to my praises with 
aloof calm. She had not a lift of her 
lashes for poor Peter, hovering near. She 
was beautiful in her reverence to my gray 
hairs. But it was to old age, mind you; 
never my grandson's grandmother. 1 
purred and I beamed. 

" I must hear you speak again, Miss 
Hamilton. I shall give myself the pleas
ure of attending all your meetings." 

"Thank you." Again that frosty little 
obeisance. 

" A n d may I send you my card? W i l l 
you spend an afternoon with me? " Oh, I 
knew I was plastering on my hospitality. 
But Peter's black eyes were entreating me 
above that j^ellow head. And his suppli
cating grip still ached on my arm. 

Wi th decorous gratitude she spoke her 
thanks. She did not promise to come. 
She bowed and turned to go. I caught 
Peter's eye. That piteous appeal carried 
me past all bounds. 
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" And—it is quite damp to-night. M a y 
I take you home in my car? " 

This was too much. Miss Hamilton 
put the intrusive old lady in her place, 
gently but with despatch. She thanked 
Mrs. Wentworth. She begged to wish her 
a pleasant evening. Cold and sweet as a 
March anemone she went away. 

Peter's crestfallen eyes followed that re
gal little head. 

"Was I too urgent, Peter, dear? " 
"Too urgent? Granny, you duck! You 

got my wireless every time. And you 
played up to beat the band. No. She's 
always like that. Just as gracious and 
approachable as a ladylike young iceberg. 
In the whole three months since she came 
to America " 

"Three months! Have you known her 
so long? " 

"Yes . Feels like three centuries at 
that. Met her at one of the Settlement's 
Saturday-night dances. Went dippy the 
first glimpse. I've been under foot ever 
since. Has she noticed me? No more 
than any other door-mat. And I—oh, 
granny, I just worship her. Sometimes 
it's all I can do not to knock in her silly 
head. And throw her over my shoulder. 
And run." 

We were back in the limousine. Peter's 
mighty arm was gripping me tight. 
Peter's black head was close to my cheek. 
I twisted one hand loose and I pulled. 

Peter's head came down on my bony 
little shoulder with a thud and a smoth
ered gulp. 

" I ' d like to shake her soundly myself," 
said I, with gloom. It is sad to own that 
my first impulse was to avenge that gulp. 
And my second was to follow up that little 
proud aloof figure and take her small un
willing hand and beg her to go with me. I 
am a very old woman and, very like, a sen
timental one. Butjit has been my privi
lege to know many lovely and gracious 
spirits, and even my dim old eyes could 
not mistake the pure courage of that lifted 
face, the sweetness of that brave young 
mouth. 

"Never you mind, Peter precious," said 
I, cuddling the young behemoth much as 
if Peter had been seven and Miss M i l l i -
cent Hamilton a far and radiant red engine 
on the toyshop shelf. "Just you trust 
grandmother. Grandmother will see!" 

" Y o u won't cheep, granny?" 
" N o t one cheep." 
But I promised in the dismal conviction 

that Peter's secret was written on his face. 
Too true. Not a week and I was sum
moned to a distraught parental council. 

"What ' s all this nonsense about Peter, 
mother?'' Thus Charles Edward, harassed 
and anxious-eyed. 

"What about Peter?" 
" Why, this young English girl that the 

boy is so mad over. A Socialist agitator, 
or some such clap-trap. Peter tells me 
you met her and admired her. Swears 
he'll marry her. Though he admits she 
won't look at him " 

"Admits it? He glories in i t ! " wailed 
poor Gwendolen. " H e says she's so far 
above him, he doesn't dare to hope. He 
says she's the most beautiful woman the 
world has ever seen, and the sweetest, and 
the wisest. He says she's an angel—and 
she a suffragette!" 

"Tears will spot that velvet, Gwendo
len," said I. " Yes, she's a suffragette. A 
very good speaker, too." 

" Horrid, underbred creature! How can 
you speak so calmly, mother! Where did 
she come from, anyway?" 

" The Countess of Radleigh brought her 
over, I hear." 

"The Countess of Radleigh?" 
"Yes . They met at Cowes " 
"Where?" 
" A t the cup races. Miss Hamilton is 

Lady Carmichael's grandniece. She is an 
orphan, so she makes her home for the 
most part with Lady Carmichael. She 
was staying aboard her yacht at the 
time." 

" O h ! " Gwendolen wiped her eyes re
flectively. " I suppose— Perhaps Isa
bel and I ought to cal l ." 

" I dare say you might. But I doubt 
if she returns it. Englishwomen of her 
class view us as amusing aborigines, you 
know. That's why she's so indifferent to
ward Peter." 

" 'Indifferent! '" Gwendolen went to 
outraged fragments once more. "Indif
ferent to Peter! Think of it! The snob
bish little simpleton! Oh, mother, you 
don't know how terrible it is. To think 
that my son, my own darling boy, loves 
another woman!" 

"Yes , Gwendolen. I know." 
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H ' m . Didn ' t I cry for three solid days 
when Charles Edward fell in love with 
Gwendolen? 

" O f course, if she's the right g i r l " — 
Charles Edward came in wearily. " I ' d 
rather see him take a wife in his own coun
try. However, I 'd be glad to see Peter 
settled. If you'll just get a line on her, 
mother " 

" But / sha'n't be glad!" sobbed Gwen
dolen. " I won't give Peter up to any
body. Oh, mother, Peter is so ridiculously 
fond of you! If you'd just reason with 
him '" 

Well ! I fled that mournful conclave, 
feeling more thankful than ever that I had 
a home of my own to flee to. To walk into 
its peaceful silence after that tempest-hour 
was like land after stormy seas. 

Eliza brought my tea to my west bal
cony. I sat where I could look in on the 
crayon portrait of Frederic that hangs 
above my piano. It's an unspeakably aw
ful daub, but Charles Edward had it "en
larged" for me with the first ten dollars he 
ever earned, and I love every smoochy 
inch. 

" O n my word, Frederic, I see no way 
out," said I. "Charles Edward can be 
won over. He wants Peter's marriage to 
be happy. Gwendolen is already won. 
She wants Peter's marriage to be smart. 
But Millicent herself, the little cold, im
perial thing! I dare say she has a string 
of heirs apparent dangling this minute. 
What chance has our poor stodgy Peter, 
pray?" 

Frederic looked sympathetic. But sym
pathy is not encouragement. 

"The old ways are changed, indeed," I 
thought. " In my day, if a young gentle
man honored us with his regard, we did 
not prance gayly forth and snatch him 
from the parent stem, like Margaretta 
Bogardus. Neither did we spurn him like 
dust beneath our feet. Instead, we be
haved with maidenly reserve " 

I stole a guilty peep at Frederic. There 
was a twinkle in his eye. 

" O h , well, leave it to time," I said has
tily. I felt myself turning pink. "T ime 
brings a l l . " 

Time brought nothing. In March I 
went to my Asheville place and left Peter 
still enacting the pensive door-mat. I had 
done my best. I had not stopped with 

mere overtures to Miss Millicent. As 
Peter sadly owned, I had played the whole 
blooming symphony. I had sat through 
her speeches; I had sent her books; I had 
even lured her, a reluctant little guest of 
honor, to one or two dinners. She was as 
cold, as remote, as any princess in her tow
er. Yet once my chance question brought 
a shy allusion to her girlhood; an irides
cent glint or so of the years spent in her 
grandaunt's house; the sumptuous back
ground of that life, that broad many-
colored tapestry of society, art, finance, 
world-politics, royal sports; the careless, 
fitful kindnesses showered upon her, the 
spasmodic interest, the streaky affection. 
Then, flashing gold, her own swift awak
ening, that past this world of opulent con
tent there lay another world, where women 
older than her white-haired grandaunt sat 
fumbling over their needles in icy base
ments, where girls younger than she must 
walk the black streets, for all their slaving 
toil would not earn their bread. And then 
the passion of her, the fire, the pleading! 
I looked, and I marvelled that all that 
pity, all that courage, all that boundless 
heart for service, could lie within that lit
tle frail shape of rose and snow. Yes, it is 
different to-day. When I was a girl we 
were taught never to show our feelings. 
Emotion was a thing to shun. But oh, 
this young generation that shouts its defi
ance from the house-tops, that dares leap 
down into the trench and fight shoulder to 
shoulder! How it can brand our prudent 
old counsels with shame! 

No. . I did not gain one inch for Peter. 
And to my keen old eyes, as well as to 
Peter's blind enchanted young ones, she 
grew every day lovelier, more desirable, 
and farther, higher on the toyshop shelf. 

"Nothing doing, granny." Thus Peter, 
a gaunt, disheartened Peter, when I re
turned. " Guess I don't qualify, that's all . 
She's put in the whole solid season, work
ing for the League. I've occupied the 
same period, trying to make a dent on her 
field of vision. Nary dent. I 'm a mere 
primrose by the river's brim. Yellow 
primrose at that. Nary devoirs, either, 
though I've tried 'em all, from motoring 
to movies. Just now she's so rapt in the 
League's final campaign that she doesn't 
even stumble when she steps on me." 

"Has Gwendolen " 
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" Mother's been a perfect lady. Called 
on her and fell in love at first sight. 
Sis spoons all over her. Dad heard her 
speak, just once. Since then she's had 
him roped and tied. Sort of runs in the 
family." 

" I know. Don't look so limp, Peter. 
Maybe " 

Maybe is a poor word to conjure with. 
As weeks went by, I felt the tug of Peter's 
misery more and more. When you are 
young, your children's hurts stab deep. 
But when you're past seventy, you just 
can't live and stand it. You have so little 
time to see them happy in. 

Peter came to me again and again. I 
was hissoleoutlet,forCharles Edward had 
gone to California and taken Gwendolen 
and Isabel with him. With every day he 
grew more disconsolate. Even the dis
covery of two new fistic geniuses among 
his small pagans at the Settlement could 
give him but a moment's cheer. A t last, 
one dripping raw Apri l evening he banged 
in, despair incarnate. 

" Says she's going back to England the 
day after the League round-up closes." 
Peter stood wringing a lace curtain into 
knots. His dark face was thunderous. 
"Says she doesn't know whether she'll 
permit me to come to Surrey or not. 
Changed her mind three times since Tues
day. Little mutt! For two cents I 'd quit 
grovelling and try a half a brick." 

"She speaks to-night. You might try 
the brick after the meeting," said I. 

Darkly musing, Peter put on my cloak. 
Suddenly he grasped my shoulders and 
swung me round. His eyes bored deep 
into my own. 

"Listen, granny. Were you ever—in 
all your life, were you ever such a hopeless, 
footless loon as I am now?" 

I gasped. 
"Y—yes , Peter. I was. Once." 
" W e l l . Now, granny, give it to me 

straight. Was it worth while?" 
"Yes , Peter. Ten thousand times worth 

while." 
His hard fingers loosened. His face 

dropped into lines of steel. 
"Thank you, granny. That settles it. 

M e for the half a brick!" 

Peter himself drove my brougham that 
night. Peter is the most skilful driver I 

have ever seen. How the calamity ever 
happened—how that strong, quick-witted 
boy could make such a hideous blunder, 
only the Fates can know. 

We were crossing Forty-second Street, 
inch by inch, for there was a tangle of 
cabs and taxis ahead, an impatient string 
of trolley-cars behind, and an uncounted 
throng of foot-passengers everywhere. 
The traffic officer had just signalled us 
ahead when through the air tore the fierce 
siren scream of the hook-and-ladder. I 
jumped and gasped. 

" 'Apres vous, mon cher Gaston, '" re
marked Peter, amused. He backed swiftly 
against the curb. Twenty other cars were 
doing the same thing. Not ten feet away 
a flurried chauffeur, trying to back, lost 
control. His big car plunged at us head
long. 

"Lobster!" hissed Peter. Wi th a roar 
we shot careening across the avenue, bare
ly in time, as the runaway grazed our 
tires. Then, as Peter swung about to back 
again, we skidded. Skidded like a cannon 
ball, straight into that crossing full of hur
rying, excited people. Skidded straight 
for one figure, a little slim figure in gray. 

"Oh, L o r d ! " 
We crashed back against the curb. Peter 

crashed out through the brougham door. 
Sick with terror, I stared at that little 
prostrate shape. In the flaring light I saw 
that white, small face, that braided amber 
hair. 

Then T came to my wits. I sprang out 
and caught Millicent from Peter's arms 
and commanded the traffic man to help me 
carry her to my car. Between an uncon
scious girl, a maniac grandson, and a dis
abled automobile, it was an agitating fif
teen minutes. When, at last, we had laid 
Millicent on the divan in my own room, 
where she looked, the darling, like a lovely 
little girl asleep; when my shaking old 
hands had felt her all over and found no 
broken bones; when, after untold ages, 
she had lifted those silken lashes and given 
us a faint reassuring smile—then Peter 
and I sat down with one accord and put 
our arms around each other and cried like 
two children. Then 

" O h , my dear, my dear! Y o u must not 
dream of i t ! " 

" B u t assuredly, Mrs . Wentworth. M y 
speech comes the last of all. They are 



The Old Order Changes 173 

depending upon me. I must go at once. 
Is my gown quite tidy, please?" 

Go she did, the little wretch. Always 
smiling, always frosty-sweet, she said 
good-night and went away, a wabbly little 
anemone, her face whiter than chalk, and 
a blue bump on the back of her stubborn 
head the size of a door-knob. Peter went 
with her, hovering by like a panic-smitten 
Shanghai hen. I stayed at home. Some
how I didn't care for further amusement 
that night. I was not unprepared for 
Peter's hopeless face the next day. 

" T a l k about half a brick! When knock
ing her down with a sixty-horse-power car 
didn't make any impression! Yes, I put 
it up to her, granny. I couldn't wait any 
longer. A n d she went the astounding 
length of saying that she valued me as a 
friend. Say, granny, if I bring you that 
half a brick, will you sew it up in a pillow
case for me? Then I ' l l tie it round my 
neck. And pike up to the ferry slip. And 
jump in . " 

For all her inhuman treatment of Peter, 
Millicent quite softened toward me. She 
even came, at my supplication, and stayed 
a week. That time was a delight. Hour 
by hour, I saw deeper into that earnest 
young heart, that white young spirit. And 
being a very old woman, and a shameless
ly sentimental one, I began to plot and to 
scheme. But all my plans slid through 
the sieve of the Danaides. For only the 
high Fates could have entwined that flaw
less web. 

First, like a bolt from the pale spring 
sky, came a volley of cablegrams from 
Orizco, Brazil . Then two commanding 
detonations from Charles Edward at Pas
adena. Up to my door rushed Peter, his 
hands full of yellow envelopes, dismayed, 
aghast, exultant. 

" Granny! Look at all this! That pin-
headed supervising engineer of ours has 
bilged on his concrete work! That big 
government bridge, you know. Been 
sneaking in inferior iron and pocketing 
the difference. The purp! Of course, the 
whole Committee of Inspection is down on 
us like a falling house. Father wires me, 
'Go down at once. Take full charge'— 
—do you get that I" He swelled. " M e for 
the spot-light! Can't you see your Peter 
in a frock-coat, doing the chesty-cordial to 
all those peeved tan-colored potentates? 

Wasn't it corking of dad to send me, 
though! B—but " 

Then all that upblown glory vanished. 
He stared at me with desperate eyes. 

" But—Mill icent! Father wants me to 
sail at five to-day. On the Adria. He 
wired 'em for my passage. Yet—this very 
day! I ' l l have to stay in Brazil six 
months. More likely a year. Long be
fore I come back Millicent will be off and 
away. I ' l l never have another chance. 
Never in this world." 

We looked at each other miserably. 
" Listen, granny. The Irenaic sails Sat

urday morning. Would I be a cheat if I 
stayed over? Would dad think " 

"Is the bridge-work stopped, Peter?" 
"Stopped dead. Certain sure." 
"Then two days can't make nor break 

that bridge. But two days may—oh, 
hurry and cancel your passage, Peter. 
R u n ! " 

From my aerie balcony I watched his car 
whirl away. I drew a breath of relief. 
For Millicent was coming to luncheon. 
And it was close on the hour. 

Millicent came. She was a little silent 
to-day, a little grave and pale. I watched 
her. And while I meditated, the Fates 
came by, amused, benign, and let me 
weave a corner of their web with my own 
daring old hands. 

" M y grandson, Peter, had just left the 
house when you came." 

" A h ? " languidly interested. 
" Yes. He was in a great hurry. He is 

going away." 
"Real ly! " Not quite so languid now. 
I hardened my sinful old heart. 
"Yes . A t five to-day. His father 

wired for his passage. To South America. 
For a year." 

" A t five o'clock! A year!" 
I looked up quickly. 
Millicent 's gray eyes were wide and 

dark. Every trace of color had vanished 
from her face. She stood up, trembling 
from head to foot. Then without another 
word she wilted into a little soft heap. 

I do not care to dwell on the time that 
followed. It was thirty terrible minutes 
before El iza and I could coax back even a 
flicker of life to that little white wrist. 
When at last I knew that Peter's grand
mother had not murdered Peter's sweet
heart I wilted too, and El iza put me to 
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bed with much more petting than my evil 
courses deserved. 

A t six o'clock Eliza brought my tea. 
" H o w is Miss Millicent, E l iza?" 

- " M i s s Millicent would get up, ma'am. 
Though she looks like wax. Sitting on the 
balcony in the twilight, she is, this half-
hour." 

I put down my cup. One might as well 
dip deep in perfidy. 

"Thank you, Eliza. Give me the tele
phone, please. 

"Is that you, Peter, dear?" 
"Yes . I want you. A t once. Y o u can 

make it in eight minutes? No, nothing 
has happened. Not yet. Don't ring, 
Peter. Let yourself in with your key. Go 
directly to the little west balcony. And 
then, if you can't do the rest for yourself— 
if you ask me one more silly question, I ' l l 
box your ears." 

I lay and quaked till I heard Peter's 
step. Then I lay and quaked some more. 

After hours and hours I must have for
gotten and stopped quaking; for I was 
aware of a gleam in my room, like the 
first light of dawn. Then a cheek like an 
anemone to mine, and two clinging arms, 
and a wild young heart beating against 
my own. 

" O h , you darling traitor! Oh, you 
knew, you knew!" That sobbing rapt
urous whisper! " A n d will you try and 
love me, too? Just a very, very little, 
granny?" 

" I ' l l make an effort," I whispered back, 
very softly, for fear I 'd break the crystal 
of the miracle. For it seemed to me that 
I was holding all my own youth in my old 
arms. And all its joy, and all its misty 
dreams. 

The next day flashed by in diamond mo
ments. But Peter must tear himself away 
that afternoon for a flying trip to Boston, 
and Millicent went still earlier, to work 
like a little Turk at the League Bazaar. I, 
elate conspirator, had one more thread to 
weave in my secret web. 

"When do you return, Peter?" 
"F ive sharp, Thursday. A t five-eight, 

I ' l l be up here to hug you two girls. Both 
at once." 

"Five? That is very convenient. The 
Reverend Doctor Pennington is coming to 
call. He will be glad to see you." 

"What!" 

"The Reverend Doctor Pennington. 
He will expect " 

" A w , granny! Keep him in here and 
let Millicent and me have the library. 
Think, only two days more with my girl. 
Then a solid year without her!" 

"Doctor Pennington is your spiritual 
adviser, Peter. In Charles Edward's ab
sence he stands almost in loco parentis." 

Peter kicked the rug and muttered 
something unseemly, not to say impious. 

"Moreover," then I took the young 
dolt firmly by the ear and unrolled my 
web. "Moreover, Millicent 's work for 
the League ends Thursday night. But 
her great-aunt is shooting tigers in Upper 
Burma, so the child will spend a very 
lonely spring. Moreover, I 'm told that 
Orizco is really quite a civilized " 

"Granny!" 
From Peter's lips issued a volcanic gasp. 

A light of almost human intelligence 
flamed across his face. 

"Granny!" It was a gulp of pure ec
stasy. " Granny, I always said you were a 
pippin, a peach. But, granny, you—you 
dead game old sport!" 

He swooped down, caught me out of my 
chair, kissed me violently in one eye, then 
hurled me back in my chair and fled. His 
parting whoop of delight rang down the 
corridors. 

I sat there feeling scared and shamed 
and triumphant, all in a breath. One min
ute, and Peter came racing back again. 

"Say, but granny!" He was frowning 
and intent. " Y o u — y o u know Millicent 
ought to have things. Oh, I 'm a softy, all 
right. But—I wish she could wear your 
wedding dress, granny. She'd love it, I 
know." 

" But I wore it for best for only twelve 
years after we were married, Peter. It 
was made over three times. It's a silk 
quilt now. Besides, it was hung in triple 
flounces. Each flounce was eight yards 
around. That's twenty-four feet. Have 
you any idea how a twenty-four-foot gown 
would look to-day, Peter?" 

" I suppose it might look out of date," 
Peter agreed reluctantly. Then his hard 
young mouth twitched. A slow abashed 
crimson burned to his thatched black hair. 

"Lis ten, granny. Won't you sprint 
downtown and blow yourself on some war 
paint and feathers for her? Then tell her 
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it's your own present to her, see? Go as 
far as you like, and then some. I ' l l square 
up later. Get her a flossy white dress, and 
some swell hats, and all the flub-dubs. I 
want her to have the whole works, don't 
you see? Before—" He swallowed 
hard. "Well—she hasn't any money of 
her own, you know. Just the tiny allow
ance her grandaunt gives her. I don't 
want her to feel as if—as if she'd stepped 
down, taking me. Y o u savez?" 

I looked up at Frederic's portrait. 
Didn't I always say that Peter should 
have been named for Frederic? I swal
lowed hard, too. 

" I see, Peter. I ' l l do my very best. A 
good travelling suit, and some pretty din
ner gowns, and so on. Just leave it to me." 

Peter eyed me a minute. Then he spoke 
out. And he gave me the most exquisite 
compliment that the heart of any flatterer 
man since Adam has ever put into words. 

" Y o u may take it from me, Mrs . Fred
eric D . Wentworth," he spoke with slow 
finality, " my reverend grandfather had to 
step lively to get you. That's a cinch. 
And that's a l l . " 

Whereat I cuffed him severely and sent 
him away. I did not look at Frederic's 
portrait again. It made me feel too de
ceiving. When I remember—but why 
shatter Peter's illusions? 

Oh, that orgy of shopping! I haven't 
known such pure delight, such a sense of 
wealth and grandeur, since that Apr i l 
morning in '61, when Frederic and I went 
to town to expend my hoarded forty-five 
dollars on my wedding outfit, clothes, 
shoes, and all, and squandered every cop
per of that forty-five dollars on one celes
tial lilac bonnet instead. A n d late that 
afternoon came Millicent, tired, but radi-

- ant. 
" Y o u sent for me? But I mustn't stay, 

granny, dear. There is so much to do at 
the Bazaar. Think, it comes Thursday 
night and this is Wednesday!" 

" I know. But there is a great deal to 
do here. Look." 

Then her eyes fell on the heap of cob
web on the bed. 

" W h y , granny " 
" I ' l l have to keep you right here." M y 

arms were around her now, my cheek to 
that little startled face. " F o r you and 
Peter will be married to-morrow. And 

sail for South America on Saturday. And , 
Millicent, this is your wedding-dress. 
Haven't you time to look it over, dear?" 

A h , well. Even the noblest, sternest 
toiler of that sisterhood must turn aside 
to look on her own wedding-gown! 

Thursday came, still and rare, all dim 
spring sunshine and winds that told of 
violets. A t five o'clock came the Rever
end Doctor Pennington. A t five-thirty 
came Peter, glorious as a young emperor, 
though whiter than the gardenia in his 
coat. As the chimes rang six, I stood and 
looked on my children and knew them 
mine no longer. For now they were each 
other's, for all the worlds to come. 

Then Millicent was in my arms again. 
But her deep eyes shone past me and clung 
to Peter's watching eyes. And her lovely 
face turned white as pearl, then rose-pink, 
as an anemone flushes when you turn it to 
the wind. 

" O h , granny!" Her whisper trembled 
close. " Isn't he splendid? Isn't he won
derful?" 

" T o be sure, you blessed lamb," said I. 
"They always are." 

"You're staying with me a little longer, 
children?" 

" W e ought to help at the League a 
while, granny. The Bazaar comes to
night, you know." 

" Well. I should think that on the very 
evening of your wedding you might be 
excused." 

" B u t we promised. They need all the 
help they can get, dear. I 'm to sel l ' Votes 
for Women,' and Peter is to be barker for 
the Old Masters' Booth." 

"Barker?" 
"Yes . Spieler, granny. Puller-in." 
" O h ! But afterward?" 
Two faces turned to me, blank. 
" I hadn't thought," muttered Peter 

helplessly. " I didn't half believe you could 
put it across, granny." 

"Thinking you might be somewhat 
absent-minded, Peter, I telephoned to 
Irvington and told Bracken to have the 
house in readiness for you. Go up in my 
car after the fair. Please do not hug me 
both at once." 

Of all the preposterous doings! To go 
straight back to that uproarious Bazaar 
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and work all evening! Just because they 
had given their promise! The ways of to
day are different, indeed. In my time it 
was thought most improper for a bride to 
appear in public from the day of her wed
ding until the following Sabbath. Then 
she would trail forth demurely, to bewitch 
us all with her most ravishing finery. Yet 
I had heard them with a strange splendid 
pride. The old order changes. But the 
old steadfastness and faith, the loyal heart 
of service, will never change. And that is 
well. 

It was late twilight. I crept out on my 
balcony to watch my children as far as my 
eyes could see. We who are old will go 
drifting back. . . . It was more than 
fifty years ago that Frederic and I stood 
up before the hearth in my father's cabin, 
while a gentle old circuit-rider made us 
man and wife. Like Peter and Millicent, 
we had a simple wedding. No guests, 
no bridesmaids, no attendants, only my 
youngest step-brother, little tow-headed 
Thomas. He was very sulky and jealous 
at Frederic, the little dear, and he held 
tight to my hand and stuck his tongue out 
at Frederic, all through the ceremony. 
Then at moonrise we climbed into our own 
wagon and drove away, up through the 
beech woods to our own cabin. It was 
June and the trees were thick-leaved and 
dusky-silver, so that the road was paved 
with dancing shadows, and the wild honey
suckle floated out to us, magic-sweet, and 
the smell of the dew-wet fields and the 
young corn was sweeter still. And all the 
winds of romance blew to us through those 
shadowy aisles as we went up that dim 
white road of dream. 

Yet, as I caught my last glimpse of M i l -
licent's little gray figure, of Peter's im

perial pride, I knew that all those high, 
clear winds were calling in their ears. A n d 
I knew that that mystic cry would echo 
still, while Millicent sold "Votes for Wom
en," and Peter barked dutifully at the 
Booth of Old Masters. A n d past the crash 
of the orchestra they would hear the black
bird's whistle, the sigh of the breeze in the 
pines. And the flag-draped walls would 
be as the dark beech forest, climbing its 
moonlit hills. A n d the faces that crowded 
round them would be no more than the 
shadows that frolicked in the young corn. 
For they would walk through that shoul
dering crowd, alone with the stars and the 
wind and the dream. 

Then I looked back. Above me, in the 
dusk, hung Frederic's dauby crayon. But 
Frederic's own smile gleamed down to me 
from the dull canvas. A n d then, in the 
midst of my joy, a great wild terror and 
pity leaped in my heart. And all my 
memories rose dark before my eyes. And 
I began to plead, trembling. 

" O h , let them have what we two had, 
what we two knew! Let them know hap
piness together. Let them know weariness, 
and failure, and grief. Give them what 
we two were given, work and laughter, 
tears and contentment. Give them " 

Then I looked again at that pictured 
face. The comrade of my youth, my 
man, my beloved, so long, so long away. 
And my heart broke within me with one 
prayer, one cry. 

" O h , give them what we were not 
given! Give them what we were denied! 
They have shown compassion. They have 
spent of their youth for others' needs. 
Show compassion upon them. Let it not 
be that one of them shall know the lonely 
road. Mercifully vouchsafe that they 
may grow old—together!" 
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T H I N G S O F T H E P A S T 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY H O W A R D G I L E S 

O X F O R D W I T H A F O R E I G N E R 

IN order to understand E n g 
land, one ought to explain, 
to try and show it, to a for
eigner. O n l y , of course, one 
couldn't . T h i s idea haunts 
me every time I write to a 

French or I tal ian or Ge rman friend from 
England ; it has formulated itself i n my 
mind while showing M a d a m e de C h 
over Oxford . I don't suppose I was able 
to make her see the hang of the various 
things, their significance i n the past and 
the present; but trying to do so, I felt I was 
getting some sort of idea of it myself. Fo r 
Oxford is astonishingly significant, explan
atory, of one whole side at least, of Engl i sh 
character and life. 

Of course Oxford explains Eng l and be
cause you need Eng l and to explain Oxford . 
A place l ike Kno le , for instance, wi th its 
brocaded and tapestried King's Room, its 
great grass avenue, the bits of oak wood 
with deer (even a white, legendary looking 
stag!) framed in between the window mul -
lions, its whole orderly romance and un
ostentatious magnificence explains, for-in
stance, such a college as Magda len . It is, 
indeed, Magda len College transported into 
the heart of K e n t ; or, rather, an Oxford 
College is merely the great Eng l i sh manor-
house transported by its magnificent found
ers from the country into the suburbs of a 
walled mediaeval town. Oxford Colleges 
are a series of monastic cells (like the little 
dwelling-places composing a Carthusian 
monastery), where poor clients and sons of 
retainers or the needier cadets of great fam
ilies could study, tacked on to an establish
ment similar to that from which the great 
lord, or k ing , or cardinal , himself jousted 
or hunted. T h e dining-halls, one feels, 
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were really meant for pages and men-at-
arms, not for dons and scholars. A n d at 
Magda len there is actually the deer-park, 
ready to hunt in . 

Corresponding to this are the college 
splendors; the wonderful plate, for in 
stance, at Jesus College, which I naturally 
had exhibited to the utterly puzzled eyes of 
my French friend, wondering what such 
things could have to do wi th educational 
arrangements: a punch-bowl, for instance, 
given in the early eighteenth century by a 
Sir W . W . W y n n ; a punch-bowl as large as 
a small bath, silver-gilt, wi th spoon al l of 
one piece, of the size of the largest cup; 
beautiful, enormous tankards of most deli
cate hinge and handle decoration. Such 
household details, the perfection of plate, of 
panelling and wainscoting designs of the 
seventeenth and eighteenth century, seem 
to answer to that aristocratic domestic 
quality which comes but in the earlier E n g 
l ish bird-cage perpendicular architecture, 
as of colleges and manor-houses. 

T h e n I took my French lady over some 
college gardens; i n one of them we could 
hear the voices of choristers from the neigh
boring college chapel. Across the back of 
the gabled college and its buttressed hal l a 
great cedar stretches, its few branches l ike 
blackish ostrich feathers against the v iv id 
green of the carefully mowed and rolled 
grass. There was a twitter of birds and a 
smell of sun-warmed cedar wood; and those 
dead-in-tune, unaccentuated anthems and 
responses from the chapel completed the 
impression of decorous leisure. There is, 
to me, always a little flat and insipid about 
this exquisite, swept and garnished old E n g 
land of privilege and tradition, just as there 
is apt to be something as of desolation and 
garlicky horror about the picturesqueness 
of Italy. T h e beauty and suggestiveness of 
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England is a little l ike the voices of those 
college choirs: it is overwhite, lacking light 
and shade, a trifle sugary at times, and in 
humanly warbl ing in timbre. 

T h e n , s o m e h o w , 
we got to the Univer
sity M u s e u m of Casts; 
the halls full of blunt, 
blurred plaster g o d s 
and heroes, their sur
face t h i c k e n e d with 
paint or oi l and patched 
with inevitable planes 
of soot. T h i s is what 
scholarly institutions, 
have made of all Greek 
t h i n g s : A n t i q u i t y -
broken and stained and 
d a m a g e d inevitably; 
but which might at 
least have been stained 
and broken like the 
figures which have re
mained on the Parthe
non, or the statues in 
the groves of Roman 
villas, made almost in
to organic things by 
the mere action of the 
centuries. B u t soot 
and dust and caster's 
seams in a museum! 
Is not Oxford a cen
tre of classical teach
ing, of what are called 
the Humanit ies? 

T h e n we went to the 
top of the Sheldonian, 
and I showed Madame 
de C h the view on 
old roofs (purple slate, 
o r a n g e t i l e , g r e e n 
lead) among the great 
tree-tufts; towers and 
steeples set all round, and the incredible little 
forest of fronded pinnacles; and, rising sheer 
beyond it a l l , the bright green hill-sides, dot
ted wi th toy-looking white-and-red houses, 
so small among their big trees and hedges. 
I wondered whether my French friend felt 
the charm and oddity of this picture-book 
(Walter Crane!) view, so dapper, unlikely, 
exquisite, venerable, and at the same time 
somehow chi ldish; so utterly without the 
haggard, tragic quality of similar tower-
views i n L a t i n countries, say that of Venice 

Where poor clients and sons of retainers or the needier 
cadets of great families could study.—Page 177. 

from the belfry of Santa M a r i a de l l ' Or to ; 
nothing, in this Oxford view, of the etching; 
something almost Japanese in the neat
ness of the details, the bright, clean simplic

ity of the washes of 
color. 

"Qu'est-ce q u ' o n 
leur enseigne?" sud
denly i n q u i r e d my 
French friend, fixing 
h er long-handled eye
glass on the inscrip
tions over the Gothic 
doors of the Schools. 
" S c h o l a Theologian," 
' ' Schol a Metaphysi 
c s , " " S c h o l a M u s i 
cs:." She evidently 
couldn't take these as 
an adequate answer. 
B u t I found it difficult 
to furnish one on the 
spur of the moment, 
so we went on to the 
hal l where the vice-
c h a n c e l l o r thrones 
above the oaken stalls 
and b e n c h e s of the 
other d i g n i t a r i e s ; 
wi th , alongside, the lit
tle tr ibunal with oak
en dock where under
graduates are tried. 

" W h a t a different 
thing an Englishman 
must become," mused 
my f r i e n d ; "being 
brought up among all 
these things, al l these 
marks of O ld -Wor ld 
p r i v i l e g e , tradition, 
and O l d - W o r l d deco
r u m and refinement." 
B u t she e v i d e n t l y 

couldn't understand how i n the world all 
those things still came to be there, and a 
young modern, the son of modern bour
geois, brought up among them all . 

I wish I could have shown Madame de 
C h Ewelme, to which I was myself 
taken for the first time only a few days 
later. It made me understand Oxford , and 
indeed Eng land , a little better, through a 
series of feelings of surprise, of mingled de
light, amusement, and the respect one has 
before anything very old , traditional, un-
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reasoned, every instance of the world's au
tomatic, unlogical ways. Firs t there was 
the surprise, having left the motor at the 
door of a flowery little inn, of finding, on 
the road, a two-storeyed Gothic house, brick 
with black corners, and fine carved stone 
windows and big coats-of-arms held by 
angels; and issuing from this unl ikely place 
the voices of school children at their lessons. 
It was founded—by a daughter or niece of 
Chaucer—to be a school; and a school, 
with the little girls ' hats and umbrellas 
hanging i n the hal l , it stil l is. Such a grad
ual transformation (as distinguished from 
the phenomenon of stagnation shown by a 
convent wh ich st i l l is a convent) of a thing 
keeping its original use, but adapting it, is 
possible only i n this most conservative, be

cause originally most modern, of countries. 
Beh ind the school, uphi l l , among gardens, 
is the almshouse, wi th a cloister where the 
old people keep their flowers; and at the top, 
sunk into the little h i l l among the limes and 
elms, l ike a sitting hen, is the beautiful 
church where lies, carved i n alabaster, the 
great lady who founded the whole place: 
A l i c i a ducissa (of Suffolk) under a carved 
canopy, wi th angels and saints. Bu t as 
if these were not state enough she has 
ly ing like a great crown above her head 
another canopy still , and little angels hold
ing her pi l low. These angels are different 
from any I have ever seen, not draped, but 
feathered, their very feminine l imbs cov
ered wi th tight-fitting scales of plumes and 
long-feathered wings; little coat-tails of 
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feather growing out of their hips in addition 
to those from their shoulders. They lie 
caressingly round the lady's pi l low, their 
sweet women's faces and delicate bare feet 
close to her head. Such would have been 
Ti tan ia and her crew—bird women, no big
ger than one's hand 
or than a thrush. 
Underneath l i e s , 
a l r e a d y as i n 
F r e n c h Renais
sance w o r k , but 
decently hidden in 
darkness, a half-
fleshed c o r p s e — 
Al ic ia : (ducissoe), 
no doubt. 

From the church
yard l i m e s y o u 
iook over the little 
brick village em
bowered in orch
ards and a spur of 
the Chilter.:s, pale 
grass and juniper. 

T h e Regius Pro
fessor of Medicine, 
at this moment an 
American, has the 
gift of this church 
and the charge of 
this almshouse. 

A C O U N T R Y T O W N 

Abingdon— dear 
little, as M . says, 
" F a l s t a f f i a n " 
town of small pink-
a n d - r e d g a b l e d 
houses, not without a sprinkling of small 
Georgian ones with Grecian porches — at
torney's or doctor's once, no doubt, the 
"town-residence" of the gentry, when the 
fogs made country houses unendurable and 
brought a desire for company and cards. 
Th i s little town is only two long-crossing 
streets, l ike a village, fields immediately 
behind, willows and water visible through 
open house doors. 

T h e Bridge—the grassy, sedgy Thames 
between v iv id lawns, with cricket and mer
ry-go-rounds; that holiday-looking E n g 
lish river-life, fitly framing this sleepy, pros
perous town of the past. 

T h e Church with one or two delicate bits 

" Schula Metaphysicae." These marks of Old-Wor ld 
privilege-—Page 178. 

of carving, niches, etc., on the outside, and 
a churchyard like a garden. 

A n d the Almshouses! T h e Queen Anne 
ones — orange brick wi th black corners, 
flowery little enclosures and a lovely glass 
roof lantern, vaguely l ike something off an 

old s a i l i n g ship 
(or am I thinking 
of the V e n e t i a n 
galley lanterns?); 
but is there not 
o f t e n a reminis
cence of ships in 
the c h a r m i n g 
things—bow win
dows, s u n - d i a l s , 
wea the r - vanes , 
and these specially 
national Wren lan
terns—of Engl ish 
architecture ? 

T h e other, older 
Almshouses, with 
wooden porch clois-
t e r s ( i n h a b i t e d 
o n l y by magnif
icent cats, doubt
less e n c h a n t e d 
former burgesses, 
those whose por
traits i n ruffs and 
furs hang in the 
c o u n c i l - r o o m ) . 
H o w un touched 
by time! Mater i 
ally and morally, 
what continuity! 

I n a n o t h e r 
charming church 
(perpendicular and 

like a banqueting-room) they had just put 
down on to the tomb of a worthy and his 
wife, of about 1600, forty-eight loaves of 
white bread to be distributed every Sunday 
to the poor. These loaves, wi th their fresh 
smell, on that tomb, seemed an epitome of 
this singular conservative country, or rather 
of England 's conservative, traditional side, 
polar to its Black-country newness and dev
astation. 

H a d tea in a typical inn and drove home 
among pale fields of oats, bordered with 
great hemlocks and magnificent green um
bels of cow parsley—mists, as in autumn, 
rising, vei l ing; and on the road bands of 
Radley boys, i n rowing and bathing clothes, 



A n English Writer's Notes on England 181 

walking and bicycl ing back from the river, 
sturdy, clean, happy. 

A C A S T L E I N D E V O N S H I R E 

T h i s castle, from below, its russet walls 
and dense green knoll against the sere h i l l 
sides a n d red
d e n i n g moor 
land, has none of 
the fine aggress
iveness of similar 
foreign places; it 
is merely on the 
defensive, aloof 
and melancholy. 
Walked on the 
leads, and look
ing over the bat
t l e m e n t s , this 
morning, a sad 
gray day, suiting 
it a l l . T h e mud
dy Channel , of 
delicate rose col
or under its lilac 
cloud banks and 
its opposite lilac 
shores, but crest
ed with white— 
wild, yet enclosed 
w i t h the addi
tional sadness of 
l imitation. Close 
below, over the 
great flat cedar 
t o p s a n d y e w 
hedges, the sere 
park sloping to 
the moors. A n d at night, from my window, 
over the dense trees, enclosed by the pro
jecting towers, a strip of sea, lit by a watery-
moon. 

Notice the odd contrast of the southern 
plants, growing luxuriant ly . T h e great 
myrtles, flowering magnolias, verbenas, nay 
even a lemon tree wi th fruit, spaliered 
against the castle walls. A n d round the 
thatched cottages the same southern growth. 
A n d yet, how northern the sea, how bleak 
the hil ls! 

A long gallery room, out of which opens 
K i n g Charles's R o o m , wi th hiding-place i n 
wal l six feet thick. T h e gallery hung wi th 
stamped leather and pictures life-size, Span
ish most probably, periwigged M a r k A n -

A churchyard like a garden.—Page 180. 

tony impersonated by Charles II, and for 
asp-stung Cleopatra a Hampton Court blond 
Catherine of Braganza; colossal bogy fig
ures, bogies for al l their sheen of gold and 
silver, and dints and lines of leather tool
ing. O n stairs and in halls, ladies and 
effeminate curled cavaliers and powdered 

beaux; so polite, 
soft, g l i b , a n d 
p l e a s e d w i t h 
themselves. 

F r o m dining-
r o o m w i n d o w , 
view sheer down, 
somewhat as of 
E ton from W i n d 
sor C a s t l e — o f 
little town, the 
Cas t l e a l w a y s 
call it town — of 
D . Straight v i l 
lage street, rose-
roan r o a d (the 
s t one and s o i l 
here is a l l red, 
m a k i n g t h e 
muddy sea that 
charming co lo r 
and striping the 
h i l l s b r i g h t e r 
than their heath
er), enclosed by 
little old houses, 
sloping upward 
toward the moor 
with church and 
great media:val 
c i r c u l a r pent
house of w o o l 

market; a little picture such as one looks 
down on from Dii rer ' s castles. 

In the village church very fine and bold 
carved screens wi th undercut vine frieze 
and little conventionalized spruce-fir panels. 
Here sleep generations of L . ' s and M . ' s , 
lords of D . A seneschal of N o r m a n d y i n 
plate armor ( " one of my people was Senes
chal of Honfleur under Henry I V , " says 
mine host, " and wrote for food and wine to 
D . " ) , wi th his lady in horned coif;—her 
little dog has been broken, his face quite 
obliterated to a mere stone bal l . Alabaster, 
these tombs, from an island up Bris to l 
Channel ; lying like a great whale i n mid-
water. Another tomb, late sixteenth or 
early seventeenth century, an elaborate, 
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them, pious and even ritualistic, should men
tion a certain book, written by a rather ag
gressive agnostic. " It leaves one with good 
and liberal thoughts," she says, very simply. 

A n d it seems to 
me that her knight
ly ances tors are 
speaking through 
her mouth. 

Return ing late-
ish, the p i n k i s h 
sea under mottled, 
windy sky, the jut
ting headlands of 
Minehead toward 
the A t l a n t i c and 
the castle: in its 
nest of l e a v e s , 
against its long, low 
moorland slopes, 
just as in Turner ' s 
sketch of i t . 

pil lared Pal ladian erection: a bearded man 
and farthingaled woman stretched out; an
other woman also lying dead, but by her, 
her st i l l- l iving husband, ruffed and cloaked, 
kneeling in prayer. 
" I don't l ike those 
sort of t o m b s , " 
remarks M i s s L . 
shyly; "they seem 
p o m p o u s , some
how." Bu t t h i s 
image of a l iv ing 
man. , k n e e l i n g 
among his beloved 
dead ones, should 
surely make us for
give all pomposi
ties of architecture 
and heraldry; at 
least so it seemed 
to me. Bu t his de
scendant shook her 
h e a d doubtfully. 
Humi l i t y in death 
for those glorious 
in life? N a y , why 
wait for d e a t h ? 
W e can be humble 
in life, for a l l the 
Domesday books 
a n d c a n o p i e d 
knightly ancestors, 
aspire to unnoticed 
virtues and every
day duties. But 
perhaps that itself 
is dignity and heroism; and the praying 
ancestor in cloak and ruff, kneeling by the 
dead wife cut out of alabaster, has surely 
not prayed in vain. 

Speaking at breakfast about the book of 
family history they had lent me, I happen 
to say how inconceivable such a book tell
ing of the same family, settled between the 
same walls for over eight hundred years, 
would seem to some of my French friends, 
who do not even know the name of the 
former occupants of the great mediaeval 
castles of their neighborhood in Touraine, 
Normandy , or Gascony. " B u t very soon 
it w i l l be like that in E n g l a n d , " answers 
the lady of the house quite simply. ' ' Places 
wi l l have to be sold ." Yet they are L i b 
erals, Gladstonians even. It bears out my 
impression of O l d - W o r l d and chivalrous 
humbleness in these people, that one of 

A C A T H E D R A L 

T O W N 

I have come to 
this cathedral town 
for that very char
acteristically Br i t 
ish (or should I say 
C h u r c h - o f - E n g -
land ?) solemnity, a 
"Mus ica l Festival." 

Architecturally 
speaking, and com

pared with the French Gothic buildings, of 
which it is but an unskilful adaptation, the 
cathedral itself is a mere disappointment. 
But the charm of the place! T h e discreet pict-
uresqueness, the moderate, gentle romance 
of this great pile, of a l l these ins and outs 
of roan wal l , pinnacle and tower, set down 
in that great l awn of deepest, softest turf 
screened by those noble, skirted trees, sur
rounded by those delightful dapper Queen 
Anne and Georgian houses, wi th their swept 
and garnished floweriness. Cows—discreet, 
ecclesiastical cows — feeding i n that en
closed sacerdotal meadow, cut by clean 
little channels, among old garden walls 
overtopped by great blackened cedar; the 
whole enclosed by the T u d o r gateways 
leading into the town. N a y , this swept and 
garnished place of ease and rest and priv
ilege, encloses even its little view of distant 

A typical inn. 
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sharp chalk down, of distant high-lying 
beechwood. 

Service was going on when I first came 
on my way from the station, with the 
usual English prohibition to walk or look 
about one, the usual necessity of being 
afterward taken round by the verger; 
the usual impression of being conducted 
over God's Mansion by the housekeeper 
or butler. 

A beautiful church wi l l become for our fancy . . . the organism which produces great music. 
Durham Cathedral.—Page 188. 

On the other hand, the charm of that 
close, of that bit of park-land hard by the 
great gray cathedral, where dainty little 
white-dressed and white-bonneted babies 
are rolled in their perambulators or dancing 
round the mulberry bush! What a strange, 
smooth country of privilege and secure 
legal possession this England is! The very 
past becomes a pleasant ornament of gen
tlemanly privacy. 
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Pending the beginning of the " F e s t i v a l , " 
preparations for which are making it impos
sible to see the inside of the cathedral as a 
whole, I have been studying Engl i sh his
tory (the genuine history, not the sort one 
gets i n books) in the tombs, which are as 
numerous and suggestive, though not so 
glorious, as those i n Westminster Abbey , 
which delighted the fancy of Charles L a m b . 
Here are a few of them. 

Firs t we have John Jones, alderman, 
" thr ice mayor of this city, burgess of the 
Parl iament at the time of the Gunpowder 
Treason, Registrar to eight several succeed
ing Bishops of this diocese." T h i s worthy, 
or at least the upper half of h im, is clapped 
into the wal l under a Cor inthian entabla
ture: a " K i n g of Spades," wi th peaky 
nose, turning-up eyebrows and brushed-up 
forelock, cheeks painted apple red; dressed 
in red furred gown and stiff ruff divided by 
his hard pointed beard, and altogether ex
traordinarily l ike some superior barn-door 
fowl. One skinny hand holds a folded let
ter; the other, wi th thumb marking the 
place, a book. A t either corner of the 
tomb is an elaborate inkstand in relief, 
pens, pounce, al l complete, even to a knife 
or eraser of odd shape. A n d , behind each 
of the black Corinthian columns, i n l ieu of 
pilasters, is a series of pigeon-holes, duly 
docketted 1581-1590, 1600-1610, 1620-
1630. T w o pigeon-holes remain unlabelled; 
are their papers perhaps blank, destined to 
be filled up by the writer in some other life ? 
For round his effigy runs the text: " A n d I 
heard a voice from heaven saying unto 
me: Wr i t e . " It is true the text continues 
"Blessed are the dead which die in the 
L o r d . " Bu t one feels that this latter phrase 
is only, so to speak, so much copy by which 
the worthy is to show his penmanship, and 
that, in the face of so much paper, ink, 
pounce, and red tape, of such grasping of 
document and book, the real injunction 
from heaven was l imited to the bare fact of 
writ ing. 

Proceeding, as the guide books have it 
(and as the verger insists), to the L a d y 
Chapel, I meet a pathetic Mary -Queen-
of-Scots'-looking lady, wife of Johannis 
Wi l l i ams , Armiger, ly ing in full starched 
dress, a tiny, weeny hand-swaddled baby 
by her side. But she stares into space, 
listlessly holding a book. 

Next door a portly D r . Sacheverel-like 

court preacher, Johannes Powel l . O f 
two freestone naked cherubs by his side, 
one clasps a broken co lumn, the other 
weeps three large stone tears! Opposite a 
James I ruffed lady, leaning on draped 
priedieu, head on hand, so weary of life 
and starch, near to faint, and holding her 
embroidered and gilt-edged handkerchief. 
L i k e a l l old tombstones, these in this cathe
dral teach us that among this robust Bri t 
ish people of the sixteenth and seventeenth 
century, fecundity is a great fact; hence 
the many tombs wi th four, five, six daugh
ters and sons tapering away from the fruit
ful parents; nay, the two wives wi th the 
efficient husband between, flouting Christ 's 
poor remark about the place where there is 
no marrying nor giving in marriage. In a 
delicate fifteenth-century chapel out of the 
L a d y Chapel a wooden tablet, inscribed and 
illustrated in color, wi th an old graybeard 
in prayer before an altar, his highly quar
tered coat-of-arms alongside, states that 
Thomas F i t z w i l l i a m , E s q . , not only had six 
children himself, but his son-in-law had 
twenty-one by two wives, although the 
daughter of Thomas F i t zwi l l i am only con
tributed part, being the second wife; still 
the connection was evidently honorable. 

A m o n g al l this self-sufficient prose of the 
past, one is startled, as by a ghost, by the 
tomb of the M u r d e r e d K i n g . Its elaborate 
thorn-carved canopy and rai l ing make it 
into a veritable shrine, part of which is a 
small table or ledge for the pious to place 
their offerings upon—wax lights, no doubt, 
and flowers. T h e hero of Marlowe 's play 
looks indeed a sort of royal flower, untimely 
cut, l ike Shakespeare's R i c h a r d I I : a beau
tiful, young, barely bearded person in 
^ (wi - femin ine robes, infinitely feeble, and 
very decent and dignified, for once, in 
death. One understands that the brutal 
end of such a helpless creature should have 
turned h im, in people's imagination, into 
an emblem of suffering legitimacv, almost 
sanctity. So reverent and tender is the re
bound of horror, the second phase of wrath
ful contempt. 

Compared wi th any Continental church, 
how utterly undemocratic is such a cathe
dra l ! H o w utterly is the poor man ex
cluded, how utterly the private prayer pro
scribed ! T h i s cathedral, divided by a dozen 

•1 

iron rails, where the congregation may not 
penetrate, save on payment, beyond the 
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How these little valleys of the Cotswolds make one understand what was meant by Merry England ! - P a g e 192. 
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nave; where the dean has a private pew, 
wi th a carpet and mirror , l ike the dressing-
room of an actress; where the families enter 
by pass-keys as into their store-rooms, and 
show it you as they might their dairy and 
still-room, this cathedral is fitly set down, 

The Swan Inn. Who shall say the loveliness of this place! — Page 190. 

not in a market-place, but in a private gar
den, railed and provided with padlocks, 
where the levitical dogs and bicycles are 
aired. N o r is this modern. One sees that 
the fourteenth century arrangements, the 
stone screens and private cage-chapels, 
testify to the self-same spirit. T h e monks 
of this abbey must have been aristocratic 
club-men, barely al lowing the townsfolk a 
glimpse of the church; not, as in Italy, 
hiding their cloistered persons at the ex
treme end of the bui ld ing, behind narrow 
gratings and altar-pieces, but boldly cut
ting the church in two and appropriating 
the greater and more important half, the 
transepts even, and all the chapels. 

A n d now for the " M u s i c a l F e s t i v a l " it
self. M y impressions, rather than mu
sical, are, so to speak, sociological. T h e y 
are mainly of two things, constantly com
bined, namely, of a practicality unchecked 
by aesthetic reverence (exemplified in the 
"wipe your feet" of Westminster Abbey) 
and of that extraordinary tendency to ap

propriate, to make and treat things as pr i 
vate property, whether of individual or 
group of individuals. These two impres
sions are brought home by the first revela
tion of what this M u s i c a l Fest ival is: mar
quees, built up against the cathedral, and 

men with rosettes collecting tickets; and 
the nave, the serious N o r m a n nave with its 
elephant columns, converted into a hideous 
concert-room of most banal glaring gas, 
and closed; the whole transepts and choir 
blocked by a frightful wooden tribune, 
crammed with men in cutaway coats and 
women in every variety of High-Street pink, 
blue, and white mil l inery; al l for the giving 
of what is ostensibly a great charity concert 
by the dean and chapter, who provide 
lunch and tea in tents on their lawns a l l 
round the buildings. T h e M i d d l e Ages, 
you w i l l say, had its Feasts of Fools , its mir
acle plays (Spain still has) at the very altar, 
and whole towns ate their meals and trans
acted business, and perhaps slept, in the 
great cathedrals. Doubtless: but that was 
because God ' s house was man's house, open 
for everything, open always, open for every 
beggar. Here, on the contrary, it is a small 
corporation which turns its house into a 
concert-room, closing it except on payment, 
then closing it altogether at other times; 
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and, during services, shutting the rites away 
•—in what ? in the invisible chancel become 
a sort of vast family pew, surrounded by 
places for hanging coats, keeping books, 
etc., etc. One is relieved to think that such 
concerts, however fine, cannot be given at 
Amiens or Notre Dame; that when they 
were given, with Sixtine choirs or ducal 
chapels, i n St. Peter's or St. M a r k ' s , al l the 
setting aside of purple and gold-latticed 
places for Pope or Senate could not prevent 
the most tattered vagabond in Rome, the 
filthiest boatman in Venice, from entering 
the body of the church and listening with 
the rest. 

After the first performance, having bor
rowed a private family key, I went to listen 
i n the triforium, clambering up the narrow 
tower stairs. Here was what I had wanted: 
the ineffable charm of music in a church, of 
a band and choir utterly hidden from sight, 
so that the music seemed, as it ought, to 
embody itself, not in human beings (least of 
all smug laymen and laywomen not disci
plined into impersonality), but in the archi
tecture. Fo r music of al l things seems re
motest from the biped which produces i t ; 
and it is only when a singer has grace of 
gesture, beauty, or fervor of face, that we 
feel it otherwise than unnatural, desecrat
ing, to associate the two together. Short of 
one or two exceptional personalities of sing
ers who are also marvellous actors, music 
should be made to consort only with archi
tecture. A beautiful church wi l l become 
for our fancy, as easily as a finely shaped 
fiddle or double bass, the creature, the or
ganism which produces great music. It is 
an enormous credit to Eng land (so enor
mous indeed that I cannot but suspect in it 
much that is purely accidental), not merelv 
that Eng land accepted Hande l during his 
lifetime, as France accepted L u l l i , G luck , 
and Cherubini , but that it has, i n a way 
quite unparalleled (more so than Germany 
for Beethoven, Mozar t , or Bach) , kept his 
memory alive as a national institution. 
These great Hande l performances are al
ready recorded by Burney and M o u n t E d g -
comb in the 70's and 8o's of the eighteenth 
century; Pacchierotti 's and Rubinel l i ' s ver
sions of / know that my Redeemer and He 
was Despised being compared already to the 
versions of singers more nearly Handel ' s 
contemporaries. It certainly does that dis
gusting Eng land of Hogar th great credit; 

and one imagines it must have been due to 
its snobbish, obsequious imi ta t ion of what 
I should cal l the England of Reynolds—that 
privilege-born flower of grace and s im
plicity of which some trace seems even now 
to remain. Bu t it is marvellous that the 
great ghost of Hande l should have sat as 
domestic cat by the hearth of the Great 
Br i t a i n of 1830-1860; of Dickens , Thack 
eray, and the inconceivable historical paint
ers and genre painters, their contempora
ries. One would have imagined that the 
period which failed to recognize Turner 
would not have recognized h im. O f course 
I cannot help suspecting some accident in 
it a l l , and that Hande l , through a series of 
misinterpretations, got credited wi th a cer
tain smug quality grateful to the Engl i sh 
bourgeois; and this suspicion seems justi
fied by the extraordinary fact of England 
having found as pendant, as fellow-supporter 
to this l ion, the unicorn—half-stag, half-
greyhound—Mendelssohn, whose works 
seem to follow Handel ' s , at this festival, 
for instance, l ike a necessary shadow. I 
fear this must be partly explained by the 
fact that, l ike my friend E . S., dear old little 
" M i s s y , " the Br i t i sh public attaches some 
special honor to what she called oratorical 
music. 

T h e three days' " M u s i c a l F e s t i v a l " are 
over. T h i s little corner—where for six 
days which have seemed endless, I have 
been uncomfortable and lonely—takes for 
me, now I am leaving it, a certain pathetic 
charm. T h e house I am in is one of those 
red brick Georgian ones which, although 
mere boxes or doll 's houses, have yet the 
shapeliness of proport ion; a fine wooden 
stairs under a wide window inside, an iron 
arch (with empty lantern r ing) , and rail ing 
enclosing a microscopic garden, and big, 
handsome stone vases over the lilac bushes. 
Opposite and alongside, crooked also, an 
old beam house and an old high-pitched 
one painted orange yellow. Beyond, the 
yellowing l imes; above, the cathedral tower 
and N o r m a n pinnacles; a constant sound 
of rooks, great peacefulness, broken only 
by occasional pianos. 

T H E C O T S W O L D S 

Every country has its Inland, its places 
str iking one as hidden in that country's 
heart; but these Cotswolds have struck 
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my fancy as being the deep-hidden nu
cleus of Eng land . Perhaps it would be 
different if I had reached these places by 
rai l , followed the valleys, instead of rush
ing up a n d d o w n 
these long low slopes, 
associating them with 
l o n g s t r e t c h e s of 
empty roads across 
pale pas tu res , and 
with the tempest of 
the motor's swiftness. 
The fascination lies 
in this, that this re
mote c o u n t r y of 
crushed down hills 
and silted shallow val-
l e y s , so b l e a k a n d 
empty, holds the traces 
of our oldest historic 
Eng land : of our great 
M i d d l e Ages, as dif
ferent from those of 
the Continent as these 
low hills and wide va l 
leys are different from 
the hills and valleys 
of other countries. I 
mean those villages, 
Chipping Hampton , 
Stowe - on - the - W o l d , 
Houghton-on-the-Hill, 
which, wi th their one 
street of lovely stone 
c o t t a g e s , of small 
m a n o r - h o u s e , and 
grammar school, their 
l a r g e and dignified 
church of the times 
of the Edwards and 
H e n r y s , are really 
small towns, unwalled, 
untowered, safe in the 
remoteness of our Is l
and and of its innermost, oldest hills. 
Towns which, wi th their wool-stapling bur
gesses, represent the life of Eng l and in 
Proissart days, explain the policy and power 
which went wi th Burgundy and Flanders 
against France, and fought Crecy and Agin-
court. W i t h their fine gray stone still fresh, 
they have also a certain knight ly air suit
able to such memories; they are Gothic , 
and their houses have the shapes and or
naments of El izabethan houses and Oxford 
Colleges. 

Keyhaven, looking toward " T h e Marina. ' 

M y earliest impression of the Cotswolds 
is of the large village or little town of Pains-
wick: high, bleak hill-sides, pasture wi th 
stone hedges, and beech-woods visibly yel

lowing and rustling in 
the cold wind which 
sweeps the veil of ra in 
i n the wide valleys 
below. It cons i s t s 
mainly of handsome 
gabled stone houses, 
with well-cut lintels 
and string c o u r s e s 
and slate roofs, of six
teenth or seventeenth 
century. T h e church
yard, set wi th rows 
and rows of rounded 
yews, is full of tomb
stones, or, more strict
ly , m o n u m e n t s , of 
that same fine gray 
stone, dating from the 
end of seventeenth to 
middle of eighteenth 
century, so f a r as 
inscriptions r e m a i n 
uneffaced to tel l : sar
cophagi, big voluted 
boxes, sort of Dioge
nes lanterns, and classic 
tripods, ornamented 
with the most beauti
ful L o u i s X I V and 
Lou i s X V scroll work 
—cherub heads and 
f r u i t , like the verv 
finest c o n t e m p o r a r y 
silver or French carv
ing; curves certain, 
delicate, distinguished, 
and carved with i n 
finite sk i l l . T h e odd 
p a r t is that t he se 

tombs, fit for the greatest personages, are 
none of them of gentry but of yeomen and 
cloth weavers who worked in the old water-
power mills between this place and Stroud, 
some of which still remain. These graves 
give a curious suggestion of an Old-World 
life, of manual labor united wi th wealth 
and refinement, such as we read about i n 
M a r y Wi lk in s . A delightful, bracing neigh
borhood, and with a suggestion of breath
able life. 

Soon after that we went by train to Ci ren-
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cester, and bicycled thence to Gloucester 
across a high-lying pasture country, some
where by the place where the Thames rises, 
down onto the R o m a n road, returning again 
by a fine moon. T h e delight of the dry, 
bright air up there, the sense, after so much 
stifling in cold damp, of being high up, i n a 
country of stone, not mere loam; the deli
cate fresh grass, the tufts of beechwood 
strained upon rocky quarries here and 
there of yellowing stone, stone walls alter
nately among w i l d hedges, and all the 
houses and cottages, wi th string courses 
and lintels, of fine gray stone, sometimes 
washed pink. T h e place where a great 
river might take its rise, and where one can 
live i n the full sense. For , l ike water, we, 
too, require rock, to filter us and make us 
clean, to give us current and eddy. N o clay 
valleys w i l l do! A s the long twilight died 
into the faint moonlight through a thin 
vei l of c loud, the places—villages, stone 
hunting inns wi th great stone stables and 
far-stretching barns, the hill-sides tufted 
wi th trees asleep under the moon—seemed 
higher up perhaps even than they are. A 
country where one draws breath. 

A t Cirencester we saw a really charming 
church of fifteenth or sixteenth century, ab
solutely without transept or choir, or, in 
fact, anything of the church shape; a great 
dining-hall , you might say, wi th wide 
white windows on two levels and on all 
sides, and carved timber roof carried on 
slender clustered stone shafts: wonderfully 
light, bright, and airy. It is in this that 
Engl i sh architects tr iumphed, and to this 
[which is merely the glorified T u d o r manor-
house hal l , where you sit between walls of 
mullioned glass on either side, as at Losely, 
or at Knole] that Engl i sh architecture con
stantly tended—the expression of the quite 
unreligious Eng land of Chaucer, nay of 
Shakespeare, very bright, free, and not 
without romance: an outdoor people ask
ing, in a damp climate, to have the il lusion 
of being in the open air, seeing trees wave 
through the two windows, through the 
whole thickness of a house or church. 

Another time we got among the Cots-
wolds by motor, and from the Oxford side. 
Y o u begin to rise soon out of Oxford and 
between Eynsham and Whitney, after cross
ing a lovely flush river (the Windrush ?) get 
on to the great wide, high-lying pastures and 
reaped fields, ly ing open, scanty hedged and 

separated by walls of pale, loose stones, to 
the winds of heaven. Such fresh and soli
tary places utterly bare of inhabitants and 
habitations; at most, along the R o m a n 
road, where it is fringed while wi th thin 
beeches, an old inn ; or here and there a 
flock of sheep, marked blue, wi th their little 
house on wheels planted on the stubble or a 
great machine whi r l ing the sheaves; or 
a man, solitary under that wide round, 
windy, cloudy heaven, ploughing. 

A n d once we met a drove of ponies for 
sale; the men, gypsies perhaps, jokingly 
offering this motoring party a beautiful lit
tle beast and a t iny race-horse colt. 

A s we rush past i n the w i n d along those 
high places we barely see, hidden among 
the willows of the shallow valleys, gray 
stone roofs and old turreted church towers. 
T o one of these we descend from the long 
flat h i l l tops, Colne St. Denis (pronounced 
Colne Deans). A n d i n a tiny hollow, under 
immense trees, limes and walnuts, are a 
few beautiful gray-stone gabled houses, and 
a little o ld church, surrounded by green 
sward; and, oh, such a divine little stream ! 
shallow, rapid , pel lucid, w i th long stream
ing weeds—the Colne. I n this tiny place, 
hidden between those solitary wide up
lands, l ived M 's grandfather for fifty 

years. W e find his and his brother's tombs, 
and the vicarage where her father was born. 
What a Wordswor th ian life (the diary of D . 
Wordsworth, which M . ' s aunt has been 
reading us out loud, makes one realize it, or 
White 's " Selborne " ) ! that of the clergyman 
of such a spot, st i l l miles out of the reach of 
rai lways—a clergyman who died in 1826. 

W e followed the little Colne along its shal
low duct between the wolds, over bridges 
and past gabled cottages and little manor-
houses of fine gray stone, to B ibu ry , where 
we had tea at a hunting inn , the Swan. 
W h o shall say the loveliness of this place! 
T h e sloping wolds enclosing a little world, 
peaceful and romantic, remote beyond 
words, a reach of that rap id river wi th long 
weeds waving, green l ike church glass, in 
its pel lucid waters; b ig limes and walnut 
trees, a bit of meadow flowery l ike a swamp, 
gardens and orchards wi th great box and 
yew hedges, gabled stone cottages with 
roses on them, big stone-roofed steadings 
and, by the little Gothic church, a Tudor 
manor-house, tiny, perfect. 

T h e gray stone, the stone tiles, faintly 
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weathered wi th yellow lichen, give this 
place, and all the villages and little towers 
of this wonderful part of Gloucestershire, 
an air at once of venerable prosperity and 

The cliffs of the Isle of Wight, and the dangerous corner by the Needles. — Page 192. 

of a certain austeritv, of art scorning mere 
picturesqueness, as in certain stone villages 
of Touraine. 

It rained heavily at B i b u r y and we had to 
shelter under a great walnut tree on the t r i 
angular village green. 

The life of this once prosperous part of 
the world , of the staplers who produced the 
wool sold to Flanders, has sheltered and 
hidden itself along the valleys of the Colne 
and Windrush , of other tributaries, doubt
less, of the upper Thames . It reaches its 
acme at Bur ford , on to wh ich we descended 

ret-windowed, and wi th pinnacles, plung
ing from the ploughed fields and pastures 
down to the lush, wil lowy Windrush . A n d 
at the town's end, by the river, having 
pushed open a cranky wooden door in a 
wal l , you find yourself before a wonderful 
little El izabethan manor-house, r ichly and 
delicately carved; its chapel alongside; a l l 
utterly dismantled, ruined, empty upon its 
lawn and beneath its great trees. I never 
thought it possible to see a house i n such 
condition out of Italy. T h e delicate stucco 
ceilings fallen i n , the Queen Anne staircase 

from the wolds, returning. T h i s , for a town 
is what B i b u r y and the various Colnes, St. 
Denis or Roger, are as villages. A wide 
street of fine stone houses, gabled and tur-
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broken, holes yawning in the fine panelled 
rooms; the very grates torn out and ly ing 
about, among heaps of rubbish and rags 
and rotting apples. W e were shown over 
by a chi ld , ragged as out of a L o n d o n slum. 
T h e house was 
built by S i r L a u -
rence Tansfield, 
C h a n c e l l o r of 
the Exchequer 
of Queen E l i z a 
beth, who lies, 
cut out of paint
ed a l a b a s t e r , 
side by side wi th 
his ruffed dame, 
under a painted 
R e n a i s s a n c e 
canopy in B u r -
ford c h u r c h . 
There is some
thing a l m o s t 
drol l in the con
trast be tween 
the preservation 
of the tomb and 
the ru in of that 
h o u s e g i v e n 
over to ghosts 
and owls. 

The church is 
decidedly beau
tiful, of four
teenth or ea r ly 
f i f t e e n t h cen
tury work, like 
a l l these small 
O x f o r d s h i r e 
churches and like those between Bedford 
and Cambridge. Wha t a time of splendid 
prosperity and sense of beauty, that period, 
barely interrupted by the Wars of the Roses, 
going from Chaucer to Shakespeare! A n d 
how these little valleys of the Cotswolds 
make one understand what was meant by 
M e r r y Eng land! 

P L A C E S F O R S T E V E N S O N 

I felt just a little afraid when I started 
on this visit to the South-Western Coast. 
T h e name of the house I was going to, 
" T h e M a r i n a , " had conjured up a dreary 
vision of rows of semi-detached houses facing 
the sea, and a beach not without asphalt 
walks and band-stands. I began to be re-

The other principal house is the " Gun Inn ," owned by " Old 
Smith."—Page 193. 

assured already dur ing the dark drive (re
assuringly protracting itself!) from the sta
tion, as I noticed the tortuousness of the 
lanes, the slope of the fields, and the sig
nificant fact that the trees were kneaded, 

so to speak, by 
the winds into 
r o u n d , s h o r n 
clumps, or, in the 
r o u g h hedges, 
bent, made to 
thrust forward 
across the road, 
by the w i n d ' s 
violence. 

A n d even in 
the night I u n 
d e r s t o o d m y 
m i s t a k e , a n d 
was happy when 
we stopped in 
no village, but 
among hedges, 
a l i g h t - h o u s e 
flashing oppo
site; a n d got 
down in an old-
fashioned yard, 
g r e a t h i g h -
pitched r o o f s 
running down to 
i t ; while against 
the s t a r l i g h t 
there printed it
self a little ter
race with eigh
teenth - century 
rai l , the terrace 

from which the r ich smuggler, or even re
tired Stevensonian buccaneer, could watch 
the marshes of the Solent, the cliffs of the 
Isle of Wight , and the dangerous corner by 
the Needles. . . . 

T h e little house is ful l of strange cup
boards i n the thickness of the walls and in 
the panelling, Farmer Barker ' s wife, an 
old lady over eighty, says it is a "smug
gler's cab in . " It is painted faint rose over 
the pale br ick picked out wi th black; and 
the side against the road is weather-tiled; 
the high-pitched roofs are orange. T o the 
back great r icks ; and the first day a thresh
ing machine was mak ing what to me must 
always be a pleasant noise; the men pitch
forking the great bundles up and down. 
F r o m the windows, behind trees, a glint of 
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a voyage into the adventuresome past. 

sea, a corner of marsh, and the coastguards' 
mast and flag. 

The other pr inc ipa l house is the " G u n 
Inn ," owned by " O l d S m i t h , " who has the 
reputation of a " terr ible m a n , " and looks 
any amount a smuggler. Opposite, appa
rently across the marsh only, the long low 
buildings of Hurs t Castle; and every now 
and then, masts—white sails passing be
yond. 

Yesterday after dinner we went out to see 
the naval (torpedo?) practice. T h e moon 
was almost full s t i l l , high, surrounded by a 
cold luminous sky. O n the other side the 
long white beams of the searchlight lay 
across the water, ruffled and made ragged 
presently by the smoke of the guns. Every 
now and then came their great du l l thud, 
through the constant yelping, yapping clat
ter of some part of the machinery (perhaps 
electric) from Hurs t , l ike bark ing of dis
tant dogs; and in between shrieked sea
gulls and squealed curlews. 

Another Stevensonian impression along 
that coast is that of Topsham, where a 
great south country estuary narrows to a 
river, and to which we got by bicycle and 
ferry-boat. It is a shipping town, important 
in seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, its 
houses a l l spread along the water edge 
of that t ime; nice red Queen Anne , wi th 
delicate pi l lared porches and iron-wrought 
gates, gabled earlier ones, a l l slated and 
tarred over the slate, and most wi th some 
unusual thing in the way of high-perched 
attic and zazebo of every shape, telling of 

the well-to-do skippers' wish to see, and 
habit of l iv ing surrounded by glass. Per
fectly clean, and, though absolutely quiet, 
prosperous and spick and span like a ship; 
in the windows always the cage wi th the 
parrot. A little place, wi th its wooden pier 
into the river, its street along the water, its 
nautical variety of bui lding, and a certain 
O l d - W o r l d silence, whence treasure-find
ers might well start—start even now for a 
voyage into the adventuresome past. We 
ferried over the estuary there. F r o m the 
towing-path by the ship canal opposite— 
such lovely bluish water flush wi th the 
green fields—Topsham looks quite impos
ing, spread out along the water, gables and 
bow-windows and old cedars; not a fish
ing village, but a happy resting-place for 
successful Robinson Crusoes. The re
flected light off the water making its white 
and pink walls, its straight lines and point
ed black roofs, bril l iant in the ca lm eve
ning. W e recrossed the estuary, now very 
wide, at a funny place called Star Cross, 
a sort of minor Topsham I fancy, where 
in the twilight one could guess at s im
ilar skippers' houses, and a long row of 
yews or cypresses, clipped into toy-box 
shape, stood along the water. A serene 
sky, and water strewn with pale blue reflec
tions. Opposite, the light of the river 
mouth; i n front just distinguishable the 
sea bar, wi th sailing boats r iding behind it. 

A n d to close it, came a charming last i m 
pression of this O l d - W o r l d part of England , 
which makes one wonder, for a moment, 
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whether there exists any modern England 
at ali. The hunting-inn, where we amused 
ourselves with old, old bound volumes of 
Punch and a collection of old English songs, 
Dibdin's and Arne's, Tom Bowling, and 
the rest, when the motor had broken down 
in the middle of the New Forest. Dear lit
tle market-town of Romsey also, with Nor
man abbey surrounded by low red-brick 
houses and colossal trees; and the dear old 
currier's shop where we bought such very 
English hunting-gloves, shaped, you would 
think, with a hedger's scissors and sewn 
with a skewer, but aristocratically long in 
the wrist and tapering in the fingers. The 
reaping machines with their big horses in 

the wide fields by the sea; the cottage gar
dens of phlox and mallows; the jungle-
stream mimicking primeval forests with its 
blackberries and hips and haws; the old-
fashioned house among rustling ilexes, with 
its view of the sea-marsh bounded by the 
pale cliffs of Yarmouth. Above all, that lit
tle church, shapely, pathetic, among its big 
trees and eighteenth-century graves, with 
chiming clock. Those chimes, that lit
tle tune preceding hours and half hours, 
whether they sound from a tower or from 
the bird-cage clock in an anteroom, are for 
me the voice of this peaceful, prosperous, 
modestly picturesque and lovely old English 
country. 

" H I M S E L F H E C A N N O T S A V E " 

By M . A . DeWolfe Howe 

T H E taunt is now the very wreath of praise 
For brows most worthy to be garlanded; 

Others he saved—and, crowned with deathless bays, 
The serving myriads follow where he led. 

Renouncing what the heart hath cherished most, 
Superbly impotent themselves to save, 

Conquered on every hand, a conquering host— 
They throng his footsteps, even to the grave. 

For others keep your scorn and pitying tears; 
Spend them on those who save themselves alone! 

A l l the poor salvage of their troubled years 
Stands at the last unenvied—all their own. 
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T H E D A R K F L O W E R 
( T H E L O V E L I F E O F A M A N ) 

P A R T I I — S U M M E R — ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

B Y J O H N G A L S W O R T H Y 
X V I 

AT her cottage Olive stood 
often by the river. 

What lay b e n e a t h all 
that bright water—what 
strange, deep, swaying life, 
so far below the ruffling of 

wind, and the shadows of the willow-trees? 
Was love down there too? Love between 
sentient things, where it was almost dark; 
or had all passion climbed up to rustle 
with the reeds, and float with the water 
flowers in the sunlight? Was there color? 
Or had color been drowned? N o scent and 
no music; but movement there would be, 
for all the dim groping things bending one 
way to the current—movement, no less 
than in the aspen leaves never quite still, 
and the winged droves of the clouds. A n d 
if it were dark down there, it was dark, 
too, above the water; and hearts ached, 
and eyes just as much searched for that 
which did not come. 

To watch it always flowing by to the 
sea; never looking back, never swaying 
this way or that; drifting along, quiet 
as fate—dark, or glamourous with the gold 
and moonlight of these beautiful days and 
nights, when every flower in her garden, 
in the fields, and along the river-banks, 
seemed full of the sweetest life; when dog-
roses starred the lanes, and in the wood 
the bracken was nearly a foot high. 

She was not alone there, though she 
would much rather have been; two days 
after she left London, her uncle and aunt 
had joined her. It was from Cramier 
they had received their invitation. He 
himself had not yet been down. 

Every night, having parted from Mrs . 
Ercott and gone up the wide shallow 
stairs to her room, she would sit down 
at the window to write to Lennan, one 
candle beside her—one pale flame for 
comrade, as it might be his spirit. E v -

V O L . L I V . — 1 9 

ery evening she poured out to him her 
thoughts, and ended always: "Have pa
tience!" She was still waiting for cour
age to pass that dark hedge of impalpable 
doubts and fears and scruples, of a dread 
that she could not make articulate even 
to herself. Having finished, she would 
lean out into the night. The colonel, 
his black figure cloaked against the dew, 
would be pacing up and down the lawn, 
with his good-night cigar, whose fiery 
spark she could just discern; and beyond, 
her ghostly dove-house; and beyond, the 
river—flowing. Then she would clasp 
herself close—afraid to stretch out her 
arms, lest she should be seen. 

Each morning she rose early, dressed, 
and slipped away to the village to post 
her letter. From the woods across the 
river wild pigeons would be calling—as 
though love itself pleaded with her afresh 
each day. She was back well before break
fast, to go up to her room and come 
down again as if for the first time. And 
the colonel, meeting her on the stairs, or 
in the hall, would say: " A h ! my dear; 
just beaten you! Slept well?" While 
her lips touched his cheek, slanted at the 
proper angle for uncles, he never dreamed 
that she had been three miles already 
through the dew. 

Now that she was in the throes of an 
indecision, whose ending, one way or the 
other, must be so tremendous—now that 
she was in the very swirl—she let no sign 
at all escape her; the colonel and even his 
wife were deceived into thinking that 
after all no great harm had been done. 
It was grateful to them to think so be
cause of that stewardship at Monte Carlo, 
of which they could not render too good 
account. The warm, sleepy days, with a 
little croquet and a little paddling on the 
river and much sitting out of doors, when 
the colonel would read aloud from Tenny
son, were very pleasant. To him—if not 
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to Mrs . Ercott—it was especially jolly to 
be out of town 'this confounded crowded 
time of year.' And so the days of early 
June went by, each finer than the last. 

A n d then Cramier came down, without 
warning, on a Friday evening. It was 
hot in London . . . the session dull . . . 
the Jubilee turning everything upside 
down. . . . They were lucky to be out 
of town! A silent dinner—that! 

Mrs . Ercott noted that he drank wine 
like water, and for minutes at a time 
fixed his eyes, that looked heavy as if 
he had not been sleeping, not on his 
wife's face, but on her neck. If Olive 
really disliked and feared him—as John 
would have it—she disguised her feelings 
very well! For so pale a woman she was 
looking brilliant, that night. The sun had 
caught her cheeks, perhaps. That black 
low-cut frock suited her, with the old 
Milanese-point lace matching her skin so 
well, and one rose, of a strange purple-red 
hue, at her breast. Her eyes were really 
sometimes like black velvet. It suited 
pale women to have those eyes, that 
looked so black at night! She was talk
ing too and laughing more than usual. 
One would have said: A wife, delighted to 
welcome her husband! A n d yet there 
was something—something in the air, in 
the feel of things—the lowering fixity of 
that man's eyes, or—thunder coming, 
after all this heat! Surely the night was 
unnaturally still and dark, hardly a 
breath of air, and so many moths out 
there, passing the beam of light, like little 
pale spirits crossing a river! Mrs . Ercott 
smiled, pleased at that image. Moths! 
M e n were like moths; there were women 
from whom they could not keep away. 
Yes, there was something about Olive 
that drew men to her. Not meretricious 
—to do her justice, not that at a l l ; but 
something soft, and—fatal; like one of 
these candle-flames to the poor moths. 
John's eyes were never quite as she knew 
them, when he was looking at Olive; and 
Robert Cramier's—what a queer, drugged 
look they had! As for that other poor 
young fellow—she had never forgotten his 
face when they came on him in the park! 

And when after dinner they sat on the 
veranda, they were all more silent still, 
just watching, it seemed, the smoke of 
their cigarettes, rising quite straight, as 

though wind had been withdrawn from 
the world. The colonel twice endeavored 
to speak about the moon: It ought to be 
up by now! It was going to be full! 

And then Cramier said: " P u t on that 
scarf thing, Olive, and come round the 
garden with me." 

Mrs . Ercott admitted now that what 
the colonel said was true. Just one gleam 
of eyes, turned quickly this way and that, 
as a bird looks for escape; and then she 
had got up and quietly gone with him 
down the path, t i l l their silent figures 
were lost to sight. 

Disturbed to the heart, Mrs . Ercott rose 
and went over to her husband's chair. He 
was frowning, and staring at his evening 
shoe balanced on a single toe. He looked 
up at her and put out his hand. Mrs . Er
cott gave it a squeeze; she wanted comfort. 

The colonel spoke: 
"It 's heavy to-night, Dol ly . I don't 

like the feel of i t . " 

X V I I 

T H E Y had passed without a single word 
spoken, down through the laurels and 
guelder-roses to the river-bank; then he 
had turned to the right, and gone along 
it, past the dove-house to the yew-trees. 
There he had stopped, in the pitch dark
ness of that foliage. It seemed to her 
dreadfully stil l ; if only there had been 
the faintest breeze, the faintest lisping of 
reeds on the water, one bird to make a 
sound; but nothing, nothing save his 
breathing, deep, irregular, with a quiver 
in it. What had he brought her here for? 
To show her how utterly she was his? 
Was he never going to speak, never going 
to say whatever it was he had in mind to 
say? If only he would not touch her! 

Then he moved, and a stone dislodged 
fell with a splash into the water. She 
could not help a little gasp. How black 
the river looked! But slowly, beyond 
the dim shape of the giant poplar, a shiver 
of light stole outward across the black
ness from the far bank—the moon, whose 
rim she could now see rising, of a thick 
gold like a coin, above the woods. Her 
heart went out to that warm light. A t all 
events, there was one friendly inhabitant 
of this darkness. 

Suddenly she felt his hands on her 
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waist. She did not move, her heart beat 
too furiously; but a sort of prayer flut
tered up from it against her lips. In the 
grip of those heavy hands was such quiv
ering force! 

His voice sounded very husky and 
strange: "Ol ive , this can't go on. I suf
fer. M y God! I suffer!" 

A pang went through her, a sort of sur
prise. Suffer! She might wish him dead, 
but she did not want him to suffer—God 
knew! A n d yet, gripped by those hands, 
she could not say: I am sorry! 

He made a sound that was almost a 
groan, and dropped on his knees. Feel
ing herself still held fast, she tried to push 
his forehead back from her waist. It was 
fiery hot; and she heard him mutter: 
"Havemercy! Love me a l i t t le!" Butthe 
clutch of his hands, never still on the thin 
silk of her dress, turned her faint. She 
tried to writhe away, but could not; stood 
still again, and at last found her voice. 

" C a n I make myself love? N o one 
ever could since the world began. Get 
up, please. Let me go!" 

But he was pulling her down to him so 
that she was forced onto her knees on the 
grass with her face close to his. A low 
moaning was coming from him. It was 
horrible—so horrible! A n d he went on 
pleading, the words all confused; not look
ing in her face. It seemed to her that it 
would never end, that she would never 
get free of that grip, away from that stam
mering, whispering voice. She stayed by 
instinct utterly still, closing her eyes. 
Then she felt his gaze for the first time 
that evening on her face, and realized 
that he had not dared to look until her 
eyes were closed, for fear of reading what 
was in them. She said very gently: 

"Please let me go. I think I 'm going 
to faint." 

He relaxed the grip of his arms; she 
sank down and stayed unmoving on the 
grass. After such utter stillness that she 
hardly knew whether he were there or not, 
she felt his hot hand on her bare shoulder. 
Was it all to begin again? She shrank 
down lower still, and a little moan es
caped her. He let her go suddenly, and, 
when she looked up, was gone. 

She got to her feet trembling, and 
moved quickly from under the yew-trees. 
She tried to think—tried to understand 

exactly what this portended for her, for 
him, for her lover. But she could not. 
There was around her thoughts the same 
breathless darkness that brooded over this 
night. A h ! but to the night had been 
given that pale-gold moon-ray, to herself 
nothing, no faintest gleam; as well try to 
pierce below the dark surface of that water! 

She passed her hands over her face, and 
hair, and dress. How long had it lasted? 
How long had she been out here? And 
she began slowly moving back toward the 
house. Thank God! She had not yielded 
to fear or pity, not uttered falsities, not 
pretended she could love him and be
trayed her heart. That would have been 
the one unbearable thing to have been 
left remembering! She stood long look
ing down, as if trying to see the future 
in her dim flower-beds; then, bracing her
self, hurried to the house. No one was 
on the veranda, no one in the drawing-
room. She looked at the clock. Nearly 
eleven. Ringing for the servant to shut 
the windows, she stole up to her room. 
Had her husband gone away as he had 
come? Or would she presently again be 
face to face with that dread, the nerve of 
which never stopped aching now, dread 
of the night when he was near. She de
termined not to go to bed, and, drawing a 
long chair to the window, wrapped her
self in a gown, and lay back. 

Strange that in her life, with all the 
faces seen, and people known, she had not 
loved one til l she met Mark Lennan! She 
had even been sure that love would never 
come to her; had not wanted it—very 
much; had thought to go on well enough, 
and pass out at the end, never having 
known, or much cared to know, full sum
mer. Love had taken its revenge on her 
now for all slighted love offered in the 
past; for the one hated love that had to
night been on its knees to her. They said 
it must always come once to every man 
and woman—this witchery, this dark 
sweet feeling, springing up, who knew how 
or why? She had not believed, but now 
she knew. And whatever might be com
ing, she would not have it different. 
Since all things changed, she must change 
and get old and be no longer pretty for 
him to look at, but this in her heart could 
not change. She felt sure of that. It was 
as if something said: This is forever, be-
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yond life, beyond death, this is forever! 
He will be dust, and you dust, but your 
love will live! Somewhere—in the woods, 
among the flowers, or down in the dark 
water, it will haunt! For it only you 
have lived! . . . Then she noticed that 
a slender silvery-winged thing, unlike any 
moth she had ever seen, had settled on 
her gown, close to her neck. It seemed 
to be sleeping, so delicate and drowsy, 
having come in from the breathless dark, 
thinking perhaps that her whiteness was a 
light. What dim memory did it rouse; 
something of him, something he had done 
•—in darkness, on a night like this. A h ! 
yes; that evening after Gorbio, the little 
owl-moth on her knee! He had touched 
her when he took that cosey, wan, velvet-
eyed thing off her! 

She leaned out for air. What a night! 
—whose stars were hiding in the sheer 
heavy warmth; whose small, round, gold
en moon had no transparency! A night 
like a black pansy with a little gold heart. 
And silent! For, of the trees that whis
pered so much at night, not even the 
aspens had voice. The unstirring air had 
a dream-solidity against her cheeks. But 
in all the stillness, what sentiency, what 
passion—as in her heart! Could she not 
draw him to her from those woods, from 
that dark gleaming river, draw him from 
the flowers and trees and the passion-
mood of the sky—draw him up to her 
waiting here, so that she was no more this 
craving creature, but one with him and 
the night! A n d she let her head droop 
down on her hands. 

A l l night long she stayed there at the 
window. Sometimes dozing in the chair; 
once waking with a start, fancying that 
her husband was bending over her. Had 
he been—and stolen away? A n d the 
dawn came; dew-gray, filmy, and wistful, 
woven round each black tree, and round 
the white dove-cot, and fallen scarf-like 
along the river. A n d the chirrupings of 
birds stirred among leaves as yet invisible. 

She slept then. 

X V I I I 

W H E N she awoke once more, in day
light, smiling, Cramier was standing be
side her chair. His face, dark and bitter, 
had the sodden look of a man very tired. 

" S o ! " he said: "Sleeping this way 
doesn't spoil your dreams. Don' t let me 
disturb them. I am just going back to 
town." 

Like a frightened bird, she stayed, not 
stirring, gazing at his back as he leaned in 
the window, t i l l , turning round on her 
again, he said: 

" But remember this: What I can't have 
no one else shall! D o you understand? 
N o one else!" A n d he bent down close, 
repeating: " D o you understand—you 
bad wife!" 

Four years' submission to a touch she 
shrank from; one long effort not to shrink! 
Bad wife! Not if he killed her would she 
answer now! 

" D o you hear?" he said once more. 
" Y o u had better make up your mind to 
that. For I mean i t . " 

He had gripped the arms of her chair, 
t i l l she could feel it quiver beneath her. 
Would he drive his fist into her face that 
she managed to keep still smiling? But 
there only passed into his eyes an expres
sion which she could not read. 

" W e l l , " he said, " y o u know!" and 
walked heavily toward the door. 

The moment he had gone she sprang up. 
Yes, she was a bad wife! A wife who had 
reached the end of her tether. A wife 
who hated instead of loving. A wife in 
prison! A bad wife! Martyrdom, then, 
for the sake of a faith in her that was lost 
already, could be but folly. If she seemed 
bad and false to him, there was no longer 
reason to pretend to be otherwise. No 
longer would she, in the words of the old 
song, ' sit and sigh—pulling bracken, pull
ing bracken.' N o more would she starve 
for want of love, and watch the nights 
throb and ache, as last night had throbbed 
and ached, with the passion that she might 
not satisfy. 

A n d while she was dressing she won
dered why she did not look tired. She 
hurried. T o get out quickly! To send 
her lover word at once to hasten to her 
while it was safe—that she might tell him 
she was coming to him out of prison! She 
would telegraph for him to come that 
evening with a boat, opposite the tall pop
lar. She and her aunt and uncle were to 
go to dinner at the rectory, but she would 
plead headache at the last minute. When 
the Ercotts had gone she would slip out, 
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and he and she would row over to the 
wood, and be together for two hours of 
happiness. A n d they must make a clear 
plan, too; for to-morrow they would begin 
their life together. Bu t it would not be 
safe to send that message from the v i l 
lage; she must go down and over the 
bridge to the post-office on the other side, 
where they did not know her. It was too 
late now before breakfast. Better af
ter, when she could slip away knowing for 
certain that her husband had gone. It 
would still not be too late for her tele
gram—Lennan never left his rooms ti l l 
the mid-day post which brought her let
ters. 

She finished dressing, and knowing that 
she must show no trace of excitement, sat 
quite still for several minutes, forcing her
self into languor. Then she went down. 
Her husband had breakfasted and gone. 
A t everything she did, and every word she 
spoke, she was now smiling with a sort of 
wonder, as if she were watching a self 
that she had abandoned, like an old gar
ment, perform for her amusement. It 
even gave her no feeling of remorse to 
think she was going to do what would be 
so painful to the good colonel. He was 
dear to her—but it did not matter. She 
was past all that. Nothing mattered, 
nothing in the world! It amused her to 
believe that her uncle and aunt misread 
her last night's walk in the dark garden, 
misread her languor and serenity. A n d 
at the first moment possible she flew out, 
and slipped away under cover of the yew-
trees, toward the river. Passing the spot 
where her husband had dragged her down 
to him on her knees in the grass, she felt 
a sort of surprise that she could ever 
have been so terrified. What was he? The 
past—nothing! A n d she flew on. She 
noted carefully the river-bank opposite 
the tall poplar. It would be quite easy 
to get down from there into a boat. But 
they would not stay in that dark back
water. They would go over to the far 
side into those woods from which last 
night the moon had risen, those woods 
from which the pigeons mocked her every 
morning, those woods so full of summer. 
Coming back, no one would see her land
ing; for it would be pitch-dark in the 
backwater. A n d , while she hurried, she 
looked back across her shoulder, marking 

where the water entered it, and ceased 
to be bright. A dragon-fly brushed her 
cheek; she saw it vanish where the sun
light failed. How suddenly its happy 
flight was quenched in that dark shade, 
as a candle-flame blown out. The tree 
growth there was too thick—the queer 
stumps and snags had uncanny shapes, as 
of monstrous creatures, whose eyes seemed 
to peer out at you. She shivered. She 
had seen those monsters with their peer
ing eyes somewhere, before! A h ! In her 
dream at Monte Carlo of that bull-face 
staring from the banks, while she drifted 
by, unable to cry out. N o ! The back
water was not a happy place—they would 
not stay there a single minute. A n d 
more swiftly than ever she flew on along 
the path. Soon she had crossed the 
bridge, sent off her message, and returned. 
But there were ten hours to get through 
before eight o'clock, and she did not 
hurry now. She wanted this day of sum
mer to herself alone, a day of dreaming 
t i l l he came; this day for which all her 
life t i l l now had been shaping her—the 
day of love. Fate was very wonderful! 
If she had ever loved before; if she had 
known joy in her marriage—she could 
never have been feeling what she was feel
ing now, what she well knew she would 
never feel again. She crossed a new-
mown hay-field and, finding a bank, threw 
herself down on her back among its uncut 
grasses. Far away at the other end men 
were scything. It was all very beautiful— 
the soft clouds floating; the clover stalks 
pushing themselves against her palms, 
and stems of the tall couch-grass cool to 
her cheeks; the little blue butterflies; a 
lark, invisible; the scent of the ripe hay; 
and the gold-fairy arrows of the sun on her 
face and limbs. To grow and reach the 
hour of summer; all must do that! That 
was the meaning of life! She had no more 
doubts and fears. She had no more 
dread, no bitterness, and no remorse for 
what she was going to do. She was doing 
it because she must. . . . As well may 
the grass stay its ripening because it shall 
be cut down! . . . She had, instead, a 
sense of something blessed and uplifting. 
Whatever Power had made her heart, had 
placed within i t this love. Whatever it 
was, whoever it was, could not be angry 
with her! 
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A wild bee settled on her arm, and she 
held it up between her and the sun, so 
that she might enjoy its dusky glamour. 
It would not sting her—not to-day! The 
little blue butterflies, too, kept alighting 
on her, who lay there so still. A n d the 
love-songs of the wood pigeons never 
ceased, nor the faint swish of scything. 

A t last she rose to make her way home. 
A telegram had come saying simply: 
"Yes . " She read it with an unmoved face, 
having resorted again to her mask of lan
guor. Toward tea-time she confessed to 
headache, and said she would lie down. 
U p there in her room she spent those three 
hours writing—writing as best she could 
all she had passed through in thought and 
feeling, before making her decision. It 
seemed to her that she owed it to herself 
to tell her lover how she had come to what 
she had never thought to come to. She 
put what she had written in an envelope, 
and sealed it. She would give it to him, 
that he might read and understand, when 
she had shown him with all of her how she 
loved him. It would pass the time for 
him, until to-morrow—until they set out 
on their new life together. For, to-night 
they would make their plans, and to-mor
row start. 

A t half-past seven she sent word that 
her headache was too bad to allow her to 
go out. This brought a visit from Mrs . 
Ercott: The colonel and she were so dis
tressed; but perhaps Olive was wise not 
to exert herself! And presently the colo
nel himself spoke, lugubriously through 
the door: Not well enough to come? N o 
fun without her! But she mustn't on 
any account strain herself! No , no! 

Her heart smote her at that. He was 
always so good to her. 

A t last, watching from the corridor, she 
saw them sally forth down the drive—the 
colonel a little in advance, carrying his 
vife's evening shoes. How nice he looked 
-—with his brown face, and his gray mous
tache; so upright, and concerned with 
what he had in hand! 

There was no languor in her now. She 
had dressed in white, and took a long dark 
silk cloak with a hood. Then listening 
carefully to make sure no servant was 
about, she slipped downstairs and out. 
It was just eight, and the sun still glis
tened on the dove-cot. She kept away 
from that lest the bitds should come flut

tering about her, and betray her by coo
ing. Passing her flower-beds she plucked 
some dark clove pinks—he had once told 
her they were his favorite flower. When 
she had nearly reached the tow-path, she 
stopped affrighted. Surely something 
had moved, something heavy, with a 
sound of broken branches. Was it the 
memory of last night come on her again; 
or was some one there? She came back a 
few steps. There, in the meadow beyond, 
she saw a cow brushing against the hedge. 
Foolish, her alarm! And , stealing along 
the grass, out onto the tow-path, she went 
swiftly toward the poplar. . . . 

X I X 

A H U N D R E D times in these days of her 
absence Lennan had been on the point of 
going down, against her orders, just to pass 
the house, just to feel himself within reach 
of her, to catch a glimpse of her, perhaps, 
from afar. If his body haunted London, 
his spirit had passed down onto that river 
where he had drifted that once already, 
reconnoitring. A hundred times—by day 
in fancy, and by night in dreams—pulling 
himself along by the boughs, he stole down 
that dim backwater, t i l l the dark yews 
and the pale dove-cot came into view. 

He had indeed crossed the Rubicon. 
He thought now only of fulfilment. She 
was wasting cruelly away! Why should 
he leave her where she was? Leave her 
to profane herself and all womanhood in 
the arms of a man she hated? 

A n d on that day of mid-June, when he 
received her telegram, i t was as if he had 
been handed the key of Paradise. 

Would she—could she mean to come 
away with him that very night? He 
would prepare for everything. He had so 
often in mind faced this crisis in his affairs 
that, now it had come, it only meant trans
lating into action what had been carefully 
thought out. He packed, supplied him
self liberally with money, and wrote a 
long letter to his guardian. It would hurt 
the old man—Gordy was over seventy 
now—but that could not be helped. 

After telling how it had all come about, 
he went on thus: " I know that to many 
people, and perhaps to you, Gordy, it 
will seem very wrong, but it does not to 
us, and that is the simple truth. Every
body has his own views on such things, 
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I suppose; and as I would not—on my 
honor, Gordy—ever have held or wished 
to hold, or ever wil l hold in marriage or 
out of marriage, any woman who does not 
love me, so I do not think it is acting as I 
would resent others acting toward me, to 
take away from such unhappiness this 
lady for whom I would die at any minute. 
I do not mean to say that pity has any
thing to do with i t—I thought so at first, 
but I know now that it is all swallowed up 
in the most mighty feeling I have ever had 
or ever shall have. I am not a bit afraid 
of our consciences. If God is Universal 
Truth He cannot look hardly upon us for 
being true to ourselves. A n d as to peo
ple, we shall just hold up our heads; I 
think that they generally take you at your 
own valuation. But anyway, society 
does not much matter to us. We shan't 
want those who don't want us—you may 
be sure. I hope he will divorce her 
quickly—there is nobody much to be hurt 
by that except you and Cis; but if he 
doesn't—some men won't—it can't be 
helped. I don't think she has anything, 
but with my six hundred, and what I can 
make, even if we have to live abroad, we 
shall be all right for money. Y o u have 
been awfully good to me always, Gordy, 
and I am very grieved to hurt you, and 
still more sorry if you think I am being 
ungrateful; but when one feels as I do— 
body and soul and spirit—there isn't any 
question; there wouldn't be if death it
self stood in the way. If you receive this, 
we shall be gone together; I wil l write to 
you from wherever we pitch our tent, and 
of course I shall write to Cicely. But will 
you please tell Mrs . Doone and Sylvia, 
and give them my love if they still care to 
have it. Good-by, dear Gordy. I be
lieve you would have done the same, if 
you had been I. Always your affection
ate Mark . " 

In all those preparations he forgot noth
ing, employing every minute of the few 
hours in a sort of methodic exaltation. 
Just before setting out he took the damp 
cloths off his 'bull-man.' Into the face 
of the monster there had come of late a 
hungry, yearning look. The artist in him 
had done his work that unconscious jus
tice; against his will had set down the 
truth. A n d , wondering whether he would 
ever work at it again, he re-damped the 
cloths and wrapped it carefully. 

He did not go to her village but to one 
five or six miles down the river—it was 
safer, and the row would steady him. 
Hiring a skiff, he pulled up stream. He 
travelled very slowly to ki l l time, keep
ing under the far bank. A n d as he pulled 
his very heart seemed parched with ner
vousness. Was it real that he was going 
to her, or only some fantastic trick of fate, 
a dream from which he would wake to 
find himself alone again? He passed the 
dove-cot at last, and kept on t i l l he could 
round into the backwater and steal up 
under cover to the poplar. He arrived a 
few minutes before eight o'clock, turned 
the boat, and waited close beneath the 
bank, holding to a branch, and standing so 
that he could see the path. If a man 
could die from longing and anxiety, surely 
Lennan must have died then! 

A l l wind had failed, and the day was 
fallen into a wonderful still evening. 
Gnats were dancing in the sparse strips of 
sunlight that slanted across the dark wa
ter, now that the sun was low. From the 
fields, bereft of workers, came the scent 
of hay and the heavy scent of meadow
sweet; the musky odor of the back
water was confused with them into one 
brooding perfume. No one passed. And 
sounds were few and far to that wistful 
listener, for birds did not sing just there. 
How still and warm was the air, yet 
seemed to vibrate against his cheeks as 
though about to break into flame. That 
fancy came to him vividly while he stood 
waiting—a vision of heat simmering in 
little pale red flames. On the thick reeds 
some large, slow, dusky flies were still feed
ing, and now and then a moor-hen a few 
yards away splashed a little, or uttered a 
sharp, shrill note. When she came—if 
she did come!—they would not stay here, 
in this dark earthy backwater; he would 
take her over to the other side, away to 
the woods! But as the minutes passed, 
his heart sank, and sank. Then it leaped 
up. Some one was coming—in white, 
with bare head, and something blue or 
black flung over her arm. It was she! 
N o one else walked like that! She came 
very quickly. And he noticed that her 
hair looked like little wings on either side 
of her brow, as if her face were a white 
bird with dark wings, flying to Love! She 
was carrying something in her hand. Now 
she was close, so close that he could see 
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her lips parted, and her eyes, love-lighted 
•—that light like n o t h i n g s in the world 
but darkness wild with dew and starlight. 
She held some flowers down to him, and 
he buried his face in them. What they 
were he did not see, but their scent seemed 
to reach his very heart, and awaken the 
memory of something past, forgotten. 
He felt her hands rest on his shoulders, 
and lifted her down into the boat. Then, 
seizing the branches, snapping them in 
his haste, he dragged the skiff along 
through the sluggish water, the gnats 
dancing in his face. She seemed to know 
where he was taking her, and neither he 
nor she spoke a single word, while he 
pulled out into the open, and over to the 
far bank. 

There was but one field between them 
and the wood—a field of young wheat, 
with a hedge of thorn and alder. A n d 
close to that hedge they set out, their 
hands clasped. They had nothing to say 
yet—like children saving up. She had 
put on her cloak to hide her dress, and its 
silk swished against the blades of the 
wheat. What had moved her to put on 
this blue cloak? Blue of the sky, and 
flowers, of birds' wings, and the black-
burning blue of the night! The hue of all 
holy things! A n d how still it was in the 
late gleam of the sun! Not one little 
sound of beast or bird or tree; not one bee 
humming! A n d not much color—only 
the starry-white hemlocks and globe-
campion flowers, and the low-flying gla
mour of the last warm light on the wheat. 

X X 

. . . N o w over wood and river the 
evening drew in fast. A n d first the swal
lows, that had looked as if they would 
never stay their hunting, ceased; and the 
light, that had seemed fastened above the 
world, slowly, for all its last brightenings, 
fell wingless and dusky. 

The moon would not rise t i l l ten! A n d 
all things waited. The creatures of night 
were slow to come forth after that long 
bright summer's day, watching for the 
shades of the trees to sink deeper and 
deeper into the now chalk-white water; 
watching for the chalk-white face of the 
sky to be masked with velvet. The very 
black-plumed trees themselves seemed to 
wait in suspense for the grape-bloom of 

night. A l l things stared, wan in that 
hour of passing day—all things had eyes 
wistful and unblessed. In those moments 
glamour was so dead that it was as if 
meaning had abandoned the earth. But 
not for long. Winged with darkness, it 
stole back; not the soul of meaning that 
had gone, but a witch-like, brooding spir
it harboring in the black trees, in the 
high dark spears of the rushes, and on 
the grim-snouted snags that lurked along 
the river-bank. Then the owls came out, 
and night-flying things. A n d in the wood 
there began some cruel bird-tragedy— 
some dark pursuit in the twilight above 
the bracken; the piercing shrieks of a 
creature into whom talons have again and 
again gone home; and mingled with them, 
hoarse raging cries of triumph. Many 
minutes they lasted, those noises of the 
night, sound-emblems of all the cruelty in 
the heart of Nature; t i l l at last death ap
peased that savagery. . . . A n d any soul 
abroad, that pitied fugitives, might once 
more listen, and not weep. . . . 

Then a nightingale began to give forth 
its long liquid gurgling; a corn-crake 
churred in the young wheat. And again 
the night brooded, in the silent tops of the 
trees, in the more silent depths of the 
water. It sent out at long intervals a 
sigh or murmur, a tiny scuttling splash, 
an owl's hunting cry. A n d its breath was 
still hot and charged with heavy odor, 
for no dew was falling. . . . 

X X I 

I T was past ten when they came out 
from the wood. She had wanted to wait 
for the moon to rise; not a gold coin of a 
moon as last night, but ivory pale, and 
with a gleaming radiance level over the 
fern, and covering the lower boughs, as it 
were, with a drift of white blossom. 

Through the wicket-gate they passed 
once more beside the moon-colored wheat, 
which seemed of a different world from 
that world in which they had walked 
but an hour and a half ago. 

A n d in Lennan's heart was a feeling 
such as a man's heart can only know once 
in all his life—such humble gratitude, and 
praise, and adoration of her who had given 
him her al l . There should be nothing 
for her now but joy—like the joy of this 
last hour. She should never know less 
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happiness! A n d , kneeling down before 
her at the water's edge, he kissed her dress, 
and hands, and feet. 

Then they got into the boat. 
The smile of the moonlight glided over 

each ripple, and reed, and closing water-
li ly; over her face, where the hood had 
fallen back from her loosened hair; over 
one hand trailing the water, and the other 
touching the flowers at her breast. 

And to-morrow she would be his—for
ever! 

She said just above her breath: 
"Row, my dear love; it's late!" And 

dipping his sculls he shot the skiff into 
the darkness of the backwater. 

What happened then he never knew, 
never clearly—in all those after years. A 
vision of her white form risen to its feet, 
bending forward like a creature caught 
that cannot tell which way to spring; a 
crashing shock, his head striking some
thing hard. A n d then—nothing! A n d 
then—an awful, awful struggle with roots 
and weeds and slime, a desperate agony 
of groping in that pitchy blackness, among 
tree stumps, in dead water that seemed to 
have no bottom—he and that other, who 
had leaped at them in the dark with his 
boat, like a murdering beast; a night
mare search more horrible than words 
could tell, t i l l in a patch of moonlight on 
the bank they laid her, who for all their 
efforts never stirred. . . . A l l white she 
lay there, and they two at her head and 
feet—like some dark creatures of the 
woods and waters crouching over that 
which with their hunting they had slain. 

How long they stayed there, not once 
looking at each other, not once speaking, 

not once ceasing to touch with their hands 
that dead thing—he never knew. How 
long in the summer night, with its moon
light and its shadows quivering round 
them, and the night wind talking in the 
reeds! And then that most enduring of all 
sentient things had moved in him again; 
he once more felt. . . . 

Dead? It was not natural! Never 
again to touch those eyes that had loved 
him with their light! Never again to kiss 
her lips! Frozen—like moonlight to the 
earth, with one dark flower still clinging at 
her breast. Thrown out on the bank like 
a plucked water-lily! Dead? . . . Not dead! 
Alive in the night—alive to him—some
where! Not on this dim bank, in this 
hideous backwater, with that poor dark 
being who had destroyed her! Out there 
on the river—in that wood of their happi
ness—somewhere alive! . . . And , stag
gering up past Cramier, who had. never 
moved, he got into his boat, and like one 
demented pulled out into the stream. 

But once there in the tide, he fell 
huddled forward, motionless above his 
oars. . . . 

And the moonlight flooded his dark 
skiff drifting down. And the moonlight 
effaced the ripples on the water that had 
stolen away her spirit, mingled it with the 
white beauty and the shadows, to be for
ever part of the stillness and the passion 
of a summer night; to hover and float and 
listen to the reeds rustling, and the whis
pering woods; to be one with the endless 
dream —that spirit passing out, as all 
might wish to pass, in the hour of happi
ness. 

(To be continued.) 
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By Thomas Nelson Page 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y W A L T E R B I G G S 

W H A T a storm!" exclaimed 
the captain as he opened 
the front door to let the 
rector out, and a blast of 
wind and snow nearly 
swept them from their 

feet. "It 's a regular blizzard! You 'd 
better give it up and take my advice and 
spend the night." 

" O h , no! thank you. I ' l l make it all 
right," said the rector resolutely. "The 
houses will shelter me somewhat, and I 
must get home. I want to go over my ser
mon again. Y o u must give me my re
venge next time. Good-night." 

" W e l l , if you will go I must shut the 
door to keep the snow out. Good-night; 
you are an obstinate man," said the cap
tain, and he pushed the door to and the 
rector heard him turn the key as he de
scended the steps and plunged into the 
storm. 

It was a bitter night. Had the rector 
known how bad it would be, he might not 
have left his own fireside, even as lonely 
as it was and as tempting as was a supper 
at the captain's with the weekly three 
games of chess afterward. But it had 
looked earlier in the day as if the snow, 
which had threatened so long and had 
been falling fitfully all day, might end. So 
the rector, yielding to the temptation and 
following his habit of years, had banked 
his fire and, turning the key in his front 
door, had plodded through the snow, and 
now, having had his supper and his three 
games of chess, had to pay for his pleasure 
by facing the storm in his walk home. 

It was, indeed, a regular blizzard. The 
blast appeared to rage from every direc
tion; the snow, already over knee-deep, 
drove in sheets of fine particles that stung 
the face like shot; the wind shrieked and 
howled through the empty streets and 
piled the snow in banks against the fences. 
Again and again, as he wheeled about to 
try to get his breath, the rector repented 
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of his obstinacy, and oftener than once he 
thought of turning back, but the memory 
of the captain's parting speech at the one 
end and of his unfinished sermon at the 
other made him press on. He was, per
haps, a little over half-way home when 
he stumbled over something lying in his 
path, almost covered by the snow. Re
covering himself, he stooped and discov
ered that it was a man. A t first he was 
not sure that he was not dead; but as he 
felt him to see, the man began to mumble 
something about the cold, and the rector 
discovered that he was only drunk and 
half frozen. A little further tugging at 
him disclosed the fact that he was an old 
negro, by name Thomas Jefferson, one of 
the well-known characters in the village, 
and as well known for being a drunkard 
as for his pompous and, indeed, courtly 
manners. He prided himself on having 
belonged to a gentleman who had set him 
free and then had taken him in the army 
as his body-servant. After the war he had 
remained with his master t i l l the latter's 
death, and he was one of the few colored 
men in that section who during the period 
of Reconstruction had stood with the 
whites. This the members of his race de
clared was due to his "contrariness," but 
Thomas asserted that it was because he 
was " a gentleman" and always "associ
ated with gentlemens." B y reason of his 
good manners he was very popular, and he 
could have had all the work he wanted; 
but as soon as he got any money he spent 
it for liquor, so that gradually he found it 
difficult to get regular employment and 
was dependent on such odd jobs as he 
picked up, and for the rest he lived on the 
charity of those who had known him in his 
better days. 

When he found what he had on his 
hands the rector was much puzzled what 
to do. The storm was so terrific and the 
snow fell so fast that as he let the man go 
he was almost covered again in an instant. 
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Every one was abed at that hour—not a 
light shone on the street—even the bar of 
the dive-keeper was closed and dark, in 
the certainty that no custom would come 
on such a night. If the rector attempted 
to return to the captain's for help, he 
knew that before he got back the old man 
would be past help. His own house was 
not very far off and there was nothing to 
do but to try by himself to get the man 
there. B y dint of pulling and tugging he 
finally got him to sit up, but he was so 
drunk that he was almost, if not quite, 
helpless, and as the storm enshrouded 
them in its icy sheet the thought crossed 
the rector's mind that possibly, if he tried 
to carry him, it would be the end of them 
both. This made no difference in his re
solve. It struck him as a quite imperson
al reflection. He wa's beginning to feel 
strangely numb and drowsy. B y an effort 
he aroused himself and began once more 
to try to get the man to his feet. 

" Get up, Thomas," he called to him in 
an authoritative tone. "Ge t up; don't 
you hear me?" 

The tone or something roused the old 
fellow from his stupor. 

" Who's dis pullin' me 'bout dis away? " 
he muttered. 

"It is I ; don't you know me? M r . 
Shepherd?" 

"Is dat you,doctor?" mumbled the old 
fellow. It was a title he always gave the 
rector. " I cert'n'y is glad to see you. 
For Gord's sake doan' lef me—I'se mos' 
froze to death." 

" I won't leave you, but you must get 
up and come with me instantly or you will 
freeze to death and I shall too," said the 
rector. " Y o u must help me." 

"Yes , suh, I ' l l come. I'se a gent'man," 
muttered the old negro. "Is you got a 
drink 'bout you? Jus' a mouf-ful to warm 
me up?" 

" N o , I haven't, but if you get up and 
come home with me I ' l l get you a drink." 
He recalled a little that he kept for medi
cine. 

"Yes , suh, to be sho. I ' l l go wid you," 
said Thomas. " I doan' remember ever 
seein' you drunk befo'." A n d he made 
such an effort to rise that by dint of 
much lifting the rector finally got him to 
his feet, and then, throwing his arm about 
him, partly supporting and partly carry

ing him bodily, with much stumbling and 
staggering, the rector started homeward 
with his burden. 

Once, when the old negro showed signs 
of sinking to the ground, the rector said: 
" Y o u must help me, T o m . " It seemed 
to arouse him, for he said: "Yes , suh, I ' l l 
help you." 

It was a terrific struggle and it often ap
peared to the clergyman as if he must give 
up—as if every atom of his force was gone, 
but he knew that if the negro ever went 
down again he himself was too exhausted 
to get him again on his feet, and that that 
would be the end of them both. So, with 
mingled entreaties and commands to his 
companion, and with earnest appeals for 
strength to the Giver of all strength, stag
gering and stumbling forward, he finally 
got his burden to his house, and with a last 
effort forced the door open and, plunging 
in, sank with him to the floor in almost as 
complete a stupor as that which the negro 
was in. It was some time before he was 
able to rise, but he knew that his task was 
but half done, and, crawling to his feet, he 
set to work to get his fire to burning. He 
spent the rest of the night trying to keep the 
old man alive; but he succeeded. It was 
the first time that he had ever given liquor 
to a drunkard, and he thought with some 
compunction of himself, the chief apostle 
of temperance in the village, pouring whis
key down a drunken negro's throat; but 
he reflected that he was using it as medi
cine, even though his patient showed a sat
isfaction at the draughts not wholly com
patible with that theory. 

Toward morning the old negro, whom he 
had covered up on a sofa near the fire, was 
sufficiently recovered for the rector to feel 
that he was past all danger, and he himself 
lay down on two chairs and fell asleep. He 
was aroused some hours later by hearing 
his servant's voice in an altercation with 
some one. The woman had a shrewish 
temper and an accent like a saw, and she 
took the best care of the rector she was 
capable of. She was now demanding with 
vigor what old Tom was doing "on the 
doctor's sofa"? A t the moment that 
the rector opened his eyes, old Tom—to 
speak exactly—was not on the sofa. The 
abigail's attack had brought him to his 
feet and he was engaged in trying to 
appease her suspicions. He was replying 
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with great dignity: "Don ' t talk so loud, 
ooman. E f you wake him up you'l l see 
what I'se doin'. E f t hadn' been for me 
you wouldn' 'a ' had no doctor. E f I hadn' 
picked him up in de snow las' night and 
fotched him home he wouldn' be heah 
now, I can tell you." 

"Picked him up? You? Where was 
he? What was the matter wid him? " de
manded the woman. 

" I ain' say nuttin' was de matter wid 
him," said Tom. " I say I pick' him up 
and brung him home, dat's what I say, 
and dyah he now." He spoke with an 
earnestness which carried conviction. The 
rector remained still, afraid of the twinges 
which he knew the first movement would 
bring. 

" I declare!" exclaimed the woman in a 
low voice. " I wonder what was the mat
ter with him? " 

" I doan' know what was de matter wid 
him," said Tom. " I jes' know I had to 
help him home like he ax me to do. I 
know what folks would 'a' said was de 
matter wid me ef I had been dat away." 
His voice took on a cajoling accent. " Y o u 
ain' got a little drap you could gi' me, is 
you? I give him de las' drap I had to git 
him to come home. Dat wuz de limbercs' 
leg' man I ever see in my life." 

The woman was still expressing her as
tonishment when the rector sat up. His 
attitude and his first steps as he got to his 
feet might have appeared to give some 
color to Tom's explanation of his presence, 
but in a few minutes he was all right and 
he soon straightened out the situation. 
He gave Tom a homily on intemperance, 
with which that pliant person volubly 
agreed, after which Tom was sent to the 
kitchen to get some breakfast. 

It was the following summer and a hot 
sultry afternoon. 

The rector stood at his gate looking out 
over the landscape before him and medi
tating on the past. To the right rose the 
little church embowered in maples and 
elms where he had tried to preach the gos
pel for so many years; to both right and 
left ran the rough, cobbled street with its 
uneven sidewalks rising in undulations 
where the roots of the trees that shaded 
them rose in ridges and lifted the old 
bricks from their places, and on either 

side ranged the old houses back in their 
yards, which gave the village its chief dis
tinction. 

It was late Sunday evening and every
thing was quiet; only the locusts in the 
trees shrilled their insistent, sawing note. 
The street was quite deserted and only the 
summer haze hung over the roadway. The 
clergyman felt a wave of desperate loneli
ness sweep over him. A doubt cast its 
shadow over him like a cloud. What had 
he accomplished? A l l his life he had given 
to the service of his Master as he saw it; 
but how little fruit he had reaped! He 
had worked faithfully—had ridden and 
walked in the cold and the heat, sometimes 
t i l l he had almost dropped. Yet, that 
Sunday afternoon at his service only a 
half-dozen people had attended. They 
had all gone home'now and the zeal that 
had supported him had worn off. One 
thing came to him at the moment and 
gave him pleasure. It was curious how it 
came to him that broiling afternoon. Per
haps it was the contrast. It was the mem
ory of his rescue of old Tom that bitter 
winter night. From this day the old ne
gro had from time to time called on him, 
asserting a sort of claim to his aid in vir
tue of that night's experience; but if he 
gave him money the old fellow spent it in 
drink, and so he had had to stop employ
ing him. A n d now he had not seen him 
for some weeks, though he had heard that 
he had lately been taken up on a charge of 
drunkenness. The rector's conscience re
proached him for having thrown him off. 
Perhaps, had he not done so, he might 
have saved him from this last ignominy. 

A t this moment, as he gazed up the 
street, a figure came in sight, walking to
ward him, and the clergyman recognized 
old Thomas himself. He was walking 
straight and rapidly, and as he drew near
er it was evident that he wanted to speak 
to him. He took off his hat while at some 
distance from him. He was a striking-
looking figure, even in his rags, with his 
white beard and shining bald head, as he 
came up with quite a military stride, his 
old hat in his hand. His shirt was clean. 
He bowed with something approaching a 
flourish. 

"Good evenin', doctor." 
The old clergyman greeted him cor

dially. 



B y dint of pull ing and tugging he finally got him to sit up.—Page 205. 

"Doctor, I hope I finds you well, suh?" 
"Yes , thank you, and I am glad to see 

you—well," said the rector pleasantly. 
"Yes , suh, toller'ble only—jus' toller-

'ble, thankee, suh! Doctor, I want to see 
you a minute about a little matter." 

"Certainly, Thomas," said the clergy
man, steeling his heart against the pro
spective request for a little loan and re
solving to substitute for it a little lecture. 
Thomas studied the seamed palm of his 
hand as if it were a map, and presently 
looked up. 

"Wel l , doctor, I'se been thinking lately 
about a little matter. I wonders if I was 
to come up heah some evenin' and git you 
to let me draw a bucket of water from dat 
well o' yours, if you'd sprinkle a little of it 
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over me and offer one o' them prayers you 
says—when you—" He slowly made a 
shadowy sign of the cross. 

The old clergyman's face sobered and 
his eyes opened wide. 

" D o you mean—? Have you ever been 
baptized? " he asked. 

" N o , suh! Dat's what I'se aimin' at. 
I wants to git you to baptize me—to gi ' 
me as much of a baptism as you think I 'd 
be wuth. You knows me an' you knows 
jes' what I is ." 

" Why, yes, Thomas. I think—I might," 
said the rector, reflecting. " But you know 
if I did that I 'd have to ask you some 
questions and you'd have to answer them 
in the sight of God." 

"Yes , suh—dat's so—dat's what I al-
207 
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lows to do." He wras evidently awaiting 
further instruction and he was undoubt
edly sincere. 

" I 'd have to ask you, Thomas, if you'd 
renounce all the pomps and glory of the 
world. No—no, I would not ask you about 
the pomps," said the rector as he glanced 
at the old fellow's rags. " I would not be 
such a fool as that. But I 'd have to ask 
you if you'd renounce the devil and all his 
works?" 

" Yes, suh," said Thomas. " Dat what 
I wants to do. I'se pretty ole an' feeble 
dese days an' I doan' know dat I'se ex
actly in a condition to meek a enemy of 
anybody, but I wants to do it ef I jes' ken 
git a little help, and I'se heard dat Gord 
will help you ef you ax him enough—ef 
you wrastles wid him, and dat's what I 
aims to do." 

" H e w i l l , " said the rector. 
" Yes, suh! I b'lieve He w i l l , " said the 

old man with deep sincerity. " I cert'n'y 
means to wrastle wid H i m . " 

" B u t there is another thing, Thomas," 
said the rector slowly. " Y o u know you 
are given to—to—you know you get 
drunk very often." 

"Yes , suh! yes, suh!" said the old man 
sadly. "Dat ' s my failin'—dat's my 
weakness, and dat's what I'se come to 
see you 'bout, 'cause ef it hadn' been for 
you, maybe, I wouldn' be heah at a l l . " 

"Possibly," the rector nodded gravely. 
' ' Well, you see, suh! H i t was dis away. 

I was a gent'man, jes' like you is. Y o u 
didn' know de cap'n—my cap'n—de one 
I used to b'longst to and whose body-ser
vant I wuz, but you see he was one o' de 
young bloods, and de young bloods used 
to julep it considerable—yes, suh, dee cer
t 'n'y did," he added with a nod as if he 
were corroborating a statement made by 
some one else, "and I use' to be wid 'em-— 
and I got into dat way myself—an' pres
ently it got a kind o' undholt on me. And 
it gits away wid me. Dat's de trufe. But 
I'se been tryin'—yes, suh—you mayn't 
b'lieve it, but I has been trying—and I 
ain' been very successful tryin' it by my
self. A n ' I been thinkin' dat I 'd try to 
git Gord to gi' me a little l i f to'ds it. A n ' 
dat's de reason I wants you to gi ' me a 
little sprinklin', so's I kin ax H i m right an' 
sort o' hold out to H i m dat I b 'longs to 
H i m . Y o u mayn't b'lieve it, but I ain' 

been drunk in two weeks—well, not ad-
zactly two weeks, but hard on i t , " he cor
rected with careful exactitude. " A n ' I'se 
had de money too. Look heah." He 
took a rolled-up rag from his pocket and, 
unwrapping it with great ceremony, dis
played with much pride a crumpled dollar-
bi l l . 

The rector smiled. 
" W h y don't you go and get your colored 

preacher to baptize you?" he asked. 
"No,suh—notme,"saidThomas. "I'se 

a gent'man, raised wid gent'mens, and as 
I done lived wid 'em, so I wants to die wid 
'em. I ain' never had no special use for 
water—nerr for drinkin', nerr for washin'. 
I doan' keer 'bout dese colored folks' re
ligion—too much hollerin' and jumpin' 
an' shoutin'—an' dat sort doan' keep you 
from drinkin'. I wants de kind to help 
me wid my weakness." He gave a nod of 
self-approval and continued: " I always 
voted wid de gent'mens tell dese new 
white folks wouldn't let de niggers vote— 
yes, suh—I'll get you to help me." 

"What made you think of this step?" 
" W e l l , suh," said the old fellow, ponder

ing a little, "h i t was sort o' like de win'—hit 
blows whar it listeth, you know, and hit's 
hard to tell whar hit comes from. Hi t was 
kind o' like dat. De win' dat night in de 
snow what blowed you to whar I wuz, or 
blowed us togerr, whichever way 'twuz, 
done de fust part. I been gittin' drunk so 
much—an' not as often at dat as I han
kers for it—an' de devil wuz too strong fo' 
me. He beat me cle'r an' I got so low 
dee even put me in de calaboose—an' I 
thought if I had got dat away and couldn' 
do no mo' for myself dan dat, I 'd better 
tu'n to de Lord and ax H i m ef He wouldn' 
he'p me. I knows He's stronger den de 
devil ef I ain ' ." 

" A n d you will renounce the devil and 
all the sinful desires of the flesh and not 
follow nor be led by them?" said the 
rector. 

"Yes , suh, by Gord's help I w i l l , " said 
the old man solemnly. 

" I ' l l do i t ," said the rector. "Come 
back here at this hour next Sunday and 
I ' l l baptize you if you have kept sober 
meantime." 

" Yes, suh, I ' l l be heah by Gord's help," 
said Thomas. "Thank you, suh." He 
took the rector's outstretched hand and, 
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turning, strode back up the silent street. 
The rector, leaning on his gate, watched 
him t i l l he was out of sight and then 
turned back to his house, his countenance 
soft with inward happiness. 

The rector, leaning on his gate, watched him till he was out of sight. 

The following Sunday evening about 
sunset the little church where the rector 
preached was open, and standing in the 
door was the rector and his friend with 
whom he had played chess that winter 
night on which he had rescued old Tom 
in the snow-storm. The captain was a 
gentleman with a kindly face and, like the 
rector, was on the shady slope of life. 
They were looking up the street, the rec
tor somewhat anxiously, the captain some
what quizzically. 

" I don't think so," mused the rector, 
a little more doubtfully than before. 

A t this moment the subject of their 
discussion appeared in the distance. He 
walked perfectly straight. He wore a long 
black coat of a past generation and a 
beaver hat much battered and certainly 
older than the coat. His white shirt was 
to be remarked as far off as he was visi
ble. His trousers only were not in key, 
being the old ragged pair he usually wore. 

He approached slowly, not hastening in 

" H e won't come," said the captain. 
" I think he w i l l , " said the rector, 

though somewhat doubtfully. 
" He is probably in his favorite gutter in 

the old stable of J im Bottler's doggery." 

Thomas's Baptism 
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the least, even when he caught sight of the 
two gentlemen awaiting him. And when 
he came up to them he wore an expression 
of deep solemnity. He took off his hat. 

" Good evenin', gent'mens—good even-
in ' , doctor—good evenin', cap'n." He 
bowed to each. Each shook hands with 
him. "Good evening, Thomas." 

" Well, Thomas, we are ready for you," 
said the rector. "The captain here is go
ing to stand as witness and sponsor for 
you." 

The old man turned and bowed to the 
captain. 

" I thank you, suh," he said simply and 
turned back to the rector. 

" Well, come in ; we are ready for you," 
said the rector. 

"Yes , suh, fact is, I wuz afeard I 'd be a 
little late; but I didn' had a weddin' gar
ment, an' I come near axin' you to gi ' me 
a pyah o' yo' ole britches so I could come 
mo' like a gent'man." He looked down 
at his ragged trousers ruefully. 

" O h , the clothes make no difference; 
it is the heart," said the rector. 

They went in, the rector first, the cap
tain next, and Thomas following humbly 
behind. 

They walked up straight to the font in 
which the rector had placed a little silver 
bowl which had an association for him, 
going years back to the time when he had 
christened his own children, all now grown 
and gone or flown. Now he took three 
prayer-books and, handing one to the cap
tain, found the place in the other two. 
One of them he handed to Thomas who in
stinctively had fallen into his place. His 
eye rested for a moment on the silver bowl 
in the font and a gleam of satisfaction 
flitted over his face. 

"Take this," said the rector, "but I will 
ask you the questions and you will repeat 
after me the answers." 

Thomas bowed. "Yes , suh." 

The rector instantly began the service 
for the baptism of those of riper years. 

It was a strange-looking group, the two 
gentlemen with the old negro—not the 
least striking-looking of the three—and 
the ceremony was never more solemnly 
performed. Nor since the time when 
Philip baptized the Ambassador of the 
Ethiopian queen, Candace, was ever a 
more impressive looking negro brought 
into the church. 

When the rector got to the question 
about renouncing " a l l the sinful desires of 
the flesh and not following nor being led 
by them," the new convert repeated the 
answer and added an interpolation: " And 
my weakness," he said solemnly, " I re
nounces dat too, an' by Gord's help I ' l l 
beat i t ." 

When it was all done, the rector said a 
few simple words to his convert about 
following the precepts which he had just 
heard, and urged him to rely for aid on 
H i m who alone could aid him. 

"Yes , suh, dat's what I aims to do," 
said Thomas, "and I wants to tell you, 
suh, dat from dis time I means to fetch 
whiskey very gently." He gazed about 
him with dignity and then turned to his 
friends. "We 's all three gent'mens and 
all Democrats, and ef you ken, I 'd like 
you to gi' me a pyah o' yo' ole britches 
so I ken go to church to hear you preach. 
I thinks ef I could go and set in de gallery 
an' heah you preach ev'y Sunday, it 
would keep me straight all the week." 

" Y o u shall have them, Thomas," said 
the rector, "but you mustn't depend on 
my preaching to keep you straight." 

" N o , suh," said Thomas, " I knows 
dere's a heap o' diff'rence 'twixt preachin' 
an' practisin'. I ain' never quite got my 
mind straight 'bout dat night y i t . " 

"Which night?" asked the rector. 
" D a t night you axed me to help you 

home." 
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T H E M E A N P I - R A Y T E 

By Hugh Johnson 
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G A R V E N was haled to head
quarters from the guerilla 
warfare in the north to an
swer court-martial charges 
for water-curing Filipinos. 
There was c o n s i d e r a b l e 

curiosity about him, for he was fresh from 
West Point and the rumors concerning 
his atrocities were alarming. He seemed 
marked for destruction. 

He came, a pink-faced Virginia boy, 
attended by a villainous-enough looking 
body-servant named Quantrel. It was im
possible to look into Garven's round blue 
eyes and believe the tales of cold cruelty 
that came so nonchalantly from his seem
ing-innocent and slightly drooping mouth. 

"Water-cure 'em? 'Course I did. I 
don't believe in this parlor war," he said 
frankly, and proceeded to confide the hor
rific details of a private inquisition he had 
held that resulted in the summary hanging 
of five priests. 

Five Filipino priests! The unctuous lit
tle padres, unqualified from Rome, were 
often the chief inciters to rebellion, but to 
have laid hands on one of them was as 
much as a man's commission was worth, 
and to have hanged five of them—well, we 
simply counted Garven lost. 

It would no doubt have shocked the 
irascible author of "Firs t Colonial Fam
ilies of Virginia" into an early decline to 
have heard his son tracing an ancestry 
back to the ill-famed if redoubtable Cap
tain K i d d , but that is what Garven loved 
to do, and Quantrel strove to bear him out. 

" Dat boy's jes' a nach'r'l bohn pi-rayte 
—he's use to practise it when he wahn't so 
high, en he ain't changed none sense ettal." 

The court of inquiry arrived from M a 
nila, and it behooved Garven to sing a low 
song. But he swaggered about head
quarters, clanking his sabre, his slouch hat 
(at defiance to all uniform regulations) 
turned up at the brim and pinned back 
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with crossed sabres, his sleeves rolled up, 
and his sword clanking. He had no mus
tache, but he had formed a swash-buck
ling habit of fidgeting with his upper lip. 
The court was not pleased. 

It consisted of a choleric colonel, a dys
peptic major, and an anaemic and myop
ic captain. Fifty native witnesses were 
brought down from the north before it. 
As each took his seat, he bobbed, smirked 
and smiled at Garven with a sweet defer
ence that was puzzling. 

"He's got 'em all intimidated," bawled 
the colonel. 

"Significant bit of corroborative evi
dence," piped the captain, and the major 
rubbed his pudgy hands with glee, and 
scowled at Garven, who sat with inflated 
chest and frowning visage, in what he after
ward termed "sullen and defiant silence." 

The court was unable to establish a cor
pus delicti for any one of the five hanged 
priests. It failed to adduce evidence of 

H e had no mustache, but he had formed a habit 
of fidgeting with his upper l ip. 

H e joyfully learned to lean in approved style 
against the lamp-post.—Page 216. 

their names, their habitat, or the fact of 
their existence. During the attempt the 
colonel of our regiment, after one agonized 
glance from Garven's baby face to the in
quisitors' fierce ones, emitted a strange 
sound and hurriedly left the dignity of 
the court-room. There had not been 
disclosed direct proof of a single case of 
"water-cure," and at the close of the fruit
less proceedings the choleric colonel ad
dressed Garven. 

" Young man—you're clever. You have 
managed to conceal evidence of your atroc
ities. But I warn you that I shall make 
it my business to see that sooner or later 
these black crimes against the laws of war 
are brought home to you. Every circum
stance characterizes your methods as those 
of a cruel and remorseless robber-baron of 
the Dark Ages. I advise you to change 
your ways." 

After that Freddie had his arms tat
tooed. 

The choleric colonel went back to M a -
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nila threatening to give Garven "enough 
rope to hang himself," so we understood 
the order that came at once sending the 
boy to an outlandish outpost in Samar, in 
command of forty fierce little Macabebe 
scouts. His authority would be almost ab
solute, and his duty lay in coping with the 
deviltries of the pulajane fanatics in an 
atrocious station where he would not see 
a white man for weeks on end. We pitied 
the boy, but he swaggered out at the head 
of his very irregular infantry to all appear
ances as pleased as Punch. Some one 
asked him his intended course and his an
swer showed no change of heart. 

"Loot , " he whispered; " I ' l l make one 
end of that island a howling wilderness, 
and I ' l l leave it with my pockets filled. 
You ' l l see. Those little devils will come 
to cross themselves when they mention my 
name." 

I I 

W E wondered what his administration 
would be, and first rumors were far from 
reassuring. The steamer left him, his 
Macabebes, and a pile of stores on a slimy 
sand-spit, between a sluggish estuary and 
a gloomy sea. In a huddle of stilted grass 
shacks consisted the seat of his kingdom. 
A range of forbidding mountains rose 
abruptly from the tidal plain a mile 
in-shore, and all between was rank jun
gle. Some naked natives left their grass 
nets and eyed proceedings suspiciously 
from the beach—then scurried into the 
jungle. 

Late in the afternoon a shot sounded 
from the brush. Garven dashed toward 
the smoke and emerged dragging behind 
him a weazened-up old man and a Tower 
musket of uncertain date, the shock of 
whose discharge had prevented the firer's 
escape by knocking him over. That night 
the natives skulked back to the village and 
at dawn Garven surrounded it. A t ten he 
held an enforced mass-meeting. 

On a raised and decked chair, on either 
side of which—like halberdiers—stood an 
armed scout, here, with Quantrel at his 
feet, sat Garven. He had taken liberties 
with his uniform. He wore a red silk sash 
and a crimson head-kerchief. The prison
er was haled before him and interrogated 
through an interpreter. 

V O L . L I V . — 2 1 

Hilario Ignacio San Quentin y Buen 
Viaje wore no clothing worth mentioning, 
but as past presidente and father of the 
incumbent he was a citizen of importance. 
He had fired from the clearest of motives, 
fear and resentment of an invasion that he 
did not understand. Garven ordered him 
to dig his grave and himself told off a firing-
squad. This was too much for the on
lookers, who stood by with bulging eyes. 
The son approached on bended knees and 
the whole populace extended supplicating 
hands. Garven sat enveloped in silent 
majesty. A l l this was entrancing beyond 
the brightest dreams of his fancy. Wi ld 
horses could not have dragged from him 
the word to fire at this defenceless old 
man, but he revelled in the imagined ruth
less cruelty of doing it. A t last he turned 
to Quantrel and said as slowly as solemn-
ly: 

" Remand the prisoner to custody, pend
ing my decision." 

The natives were little more than chil
dren, if savage children, and the daily 
levees were no longer enforced; their gro
tesque formality only awed and pleased 
the people. Garven dispensed justice and 
all the intricate features of administration 
before the eyes of men. He was the state 
and he was infinitely more, for he was 
called upon to settle women's disputes and 
the quarrels of children. It was by no 
means mummery. These people had been 
trained to an administration of bribes and 
graft, and weeks passed before they began 
to comprehend what Garven's court of 
clean, human sympathy and justice meant. 
Power of life and death and more were his. 

A woman tried to buy out of limbo her 
renegade husband—first with the gift of a 
pony, then with pearls, and finally at the 
morning levee, she placed on Garven's 
hand the hand of her own daughter, a 
comely, slender girl at whom Quantrel 
leered and the crowd grinned. They did 
not understand Garven's anger, his swift 
blow in the face of Quantrel, nor his long 
harangue to them, but they did know that 
their young comandante exacted no trib
ute and they said that his justice moved 
in straight lines. 

His task was a man's task, and he brought 
to it the clean ability of a good man. His 
life was marked by a savage loneliness that 
hurt with a slow and dreadful ache, and 
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yet he was like a whimsical, humorous boy 
with a box of lead soldiers. 

Among his people there was a squat 
little man with shoulders of enormous 
breadth and a bull neck of strength, whose 
flat nose turned up at the end with a sug
gestive quirk. In the church had been 
found an old Dutch helmet and this, minus 
a visor, looked like a policeman's hat. 
Quantrel cut a star of heroic size from a 
kerosene can and Garven whittled a club 
and embellished it with a cord. A blue 
soldier's coat completed the outfit. Quan
trel called Miguel Calumpit and invested 
him. He, dumb with fear and wonder
ment, was caused to kneel. Garven tapped 
him sharply on the shoulder with the club. 

" I dub you Pat Casey. Rise, Pat 
Casey, copper of Ulut Tubig and protec
tor of the poor." 

The copper of Ulut was as Adam from 
hips to big prehensile toes—above, he was 
resplendent. He joyfully learned to strut 
pompously, to twirl his club, and to lean 
in approved style against the lamp-post 
that Garven had set up for that purpose. 

There was also the skipper and the 
barge of state. The barge was rendered 
necessary by the fact that Velasquez, the 
only other town in Garven's district, was 
situated three miles up the estuary and ac
cessible only by water. Garven visited it 
daily and often spent the night. The 
barge was almost as big as a canal-boat. 
A canopy of native cloth enclosed a cush
ioned couch at the stern, and tapestry of 
the same gaudy material festooned the 
bulwarks and trailed into the water. 

The skipper's equipment was a yacht
ing cap, glassless spectacles—and not a 
stitch else. It was his duty to stand on a 
raised poop, scan the horizon through two 
beer-bottles lashed together, and deliver 
himself of such nautical phrases as Gar
ven could remember and the skipper learn 
(without the faintest sense of their mean
ing, but in the gravest conception of their 
and his importance), such as: " L a n d ho! 
on the stabbord bow," and "Por t the 
helm, ye dirty lubbers," and "Thar she 
blows and spumes and sputters." 

Simeon San Quentin, whose name, 
through Quantrel's pronunciation, had 
been shortened to Old Canteen, remained 
the state prisoner, though he spent the 
majority of his time squatted some place 

near Garven's chair, watching the boy in 
a sort of puzzled, paternal, and admiring 
silence. 

Quantrel, probably for reasons of his 
own, always affected to believe implicitly 
in the genuineness of his master's blood-
thirstiness, and he used to urge the execu
tion of the suspended sentence. 

" W e l l , Marse Fred," came to be his 
morning greeting, "gwine shoot 01' Can
teen to-day, suh?" 

In this state of affairs it happened, at a 
particularly Garvenesque moment, that 
the boy did actually play a game of Dou
ble Pedro with his servant for the life of 
Old Canteen. 

I l l 

T H E board of inquiry had not lost sight 
of Garven, and no such sleazy account 
as this of his government of Ulut Tubig 
reached Mani la . According to their in
formation, the man was a maniac obsessed 
with the most sinister hallucinations: 

He caused the natives to demean them
selves before him with genuflections. 

He humiliated and outraged them by 
forcing them to wear outlandish costumes 
in gratification of his paranoiac fancies. 

He sold pardons at the price of the 
daughters of men whom he had impris
oned without cause. 

He had executed numbers of the leading 
citizens before open graves which he had 
forced them to dig. 

He was aided, abetted, and counselled 
by a vicious negro with whom he each 
day played at cards for the life of some 
victim whom he had marked for destruc
tion. 

He had kept the headman of the town, 
one Simeon San Quentin, in prison for 
weeks to whet a self-denied appetite for 
blood that he was soon to gratify. 

He revelled in his atrocities and styled 
himself A l i Baba, and his men the Forty 
Thieves, and he had looted, burned, and 
murdered until the region of Ulut Tubig 
was a fire-blackened and blood-stained 
wilderness. 

This was all told with such circumstance 
of verity, such corroboration in apparent 
fact, that Garven's name was bruited 
about Mani la in hush-voiced awe. The 
court made preparation to visit Ulut Tu-



The Mean Pi-Rayte 217 

big. The choleric colonel roared about 
the club like a lion, the dyspeptic major 
preserved a scowling and saturnine si
lence, and the myopic captain rubbed his 
thin hands in glee. The three embarked, 
but they were joined at the last moment 
by our own colonel, who insisted on being 
in at what he termed the death. He was 
non-committal, but not greatly perturbed 
by what he had heard. 

Down in Ulut Tubig the dull routine of 
daily sameness showed unmistakable signs 
of breaking. The town itself, ever som
nolent on its sand-spit, did not awaken, 
but the people at Velasquez were beset 
with fears. Papa Pablo had appeared in 
the near hills, and the red cross of the 
Pulajanes had been seen on more than one 
occasion at dusk on the outskirts of the 
village. Papa Pablo worked in the dark 
—very few people had ever seen him, yet 
his followers took no discount in ferocity 
from the mad Mahommedans of Moro-
land. Already two companies of Ameri
cans had been massacred in the interior, 
and Garven's people at Velasquez were 
afraid to tell him of their fears. Finally 
Quentin came to him with alarming news. 
Papa Pablo himself was to be in Velas
quez on the second morning following. 

A plan evolved in Garven's mind and 
caused his heart to beat high with hope. 
He would go to Velasquez on the morrow 
with his usual patrol, eight Macabebes, 
Quantrel, and, in addition, Quentin. He 
would remain overnight as he often did. 
In the morning he would go for a stroll 
with Quentin, who would indicate the 
house. A t a signal, that house would be 
rushed and the island rid at one stroke of 
its great disturbing element. 

The scheme seemed feasible and easy of 
execution. It worked at the beginning 
with but one hitch. A n hour after the 
barge of state arrived in Velasquez, a na
tive of Garven's household paddled madly 
up to the bamboo dock in a sampan. 

"Dere hev ar-r-ive," he reported excit
edly; "one gr-reat beeg offishee-a/—with 
ee-gul on da shouldaire—who bellow all 
same bool carabou—he plainty dam mad, 
I theenk—one sour fat man—weeth leaf 
on shouldaire—one capitan wheech wear 
theeck glass on da nose—one small dar-rk 
man—also weeth ee-gul. He say leetul 
but laff mooch—without noise and mooch 

shake da stoomach. He say: 'Geev com
pliment to 'teniente of col-o-we//' He 
say: ' Send barge of staeet for party I'" 

Garven had a very clear idea of what 
had happened. He had no desire to see 
his plan frustrated, but second thought 
told him that the arrival of four unarmed 
officers would scarcely deter Papa Pablo 
and might serve to whet his curiosity. 
The barge of state got under way with the 
skipper, unusually vociferous and excited 
by the gravity of the occasion, at her 
helm. Garven hurried into the village to 
try to obtain accommodation for so many 
unexpected guests. 

The court had been met not without 
ceremony, in spite of Garven's absence, 
for the copper of Ulut and protector of the 
poor had been on hand, swelling with im
portance and wreathed in smiles, to greet 
it. He had been promoted a few days be
fore. Sergeant's chevrons, upsidedown, 
adorned his sleeves, and sergeant's stripes, 
generously wide, were permanently paint
ed on his bare legs. He twirled his club 
in a drum-major's salute. He had ac
quired no little English of a double-ac
cented variety. 

" D a leftenant weel be sorry to mees 
yez," he said. "He's off to Velasquez on 
a matther av eemportance." 

" Y o u r name?" bawled the colonel of 
the court. 

"Pa t Casey, yer Honor," said the cop
per, like a child answering catechism. 

The major made a note. The captain 
shook his head sadly. 

" A l l true," he squeaked, "every word 
of it—outrageous—atrocious " 

Our colonel only kept his mouth hidden 
and his face turned. Then the barge ar
rived and mouth-hiding and face-turning 
were of no avail. The skipper, innocent 
of clothing, save his cap, grave and de
liberate as a British justice, and puffed 
with self-importance, warped his vessel in 
with a flow of sea-English that would have 
done credit to a New Bedford whaler, and 
then piped the party overside. Our colonel 
made the sounds of a frightened guinea-
fowl, but the other colonel seemed to take 
it all as a personal affront. He paced the 
barge of state like a caged tiger, mum
bling, puffing, growling, and champing his 
jaws. When our colonel had recovered 
poise, he ventured one timid suggestion: 



218 The Mean Pi-Rayte 

" A l l I ask is, Fenner, don't mutilate the 
boy, and this, in the name of his aged and 
loving mother." 

Fenner only snorted. 
Quantrel, not Garven, met them at 

Velasquez. 
"Where's the lieutenant?" bawled the 

colonel. "Where's Lieutenant Garven?" 
Quantrel's eyes bulged from his head. 

He had never seen such wrath. 
"Yassuh—yassuh — he's jes uptown, 

sah. He didn't hahdly expect so many 
gemmuns on such shoht notice, sah. 
Yessuh—yessuh—he's seekin' lodgin' fo' 
de night. He tol ' me to con due' de gem
muns to deyr quatahs." 

Nothing was ever more punctual to 
schedule than the arrival of Fenner's 
court of inquiry in the heart of Velasquez, 
and the well-planned Pulajane attack on 
the Americans. 

Scantly clad brown men, their faces 
aflame with unearthly passions, seemed 
to teem by tens and twenties like demons 
from the earth. In the minds of the little 
garrison, that first alarmed moment will 
forever remain as a fragmentary picture of 
a rabble of onrushing savages, with paint
ed faces and crimson-crossed shirts, bran
dishing aloft the brightly flashing blades 
of every wicked form of knife known to 
armament. Behind them smokeandflame 
leaped from a dozen flimsy buildings, and 
the air was instantly filled with the roar of 
a small lantaka that had been mounted 
in a blind window. 

Garven's men had had about thirty 
seconds' warning and the rush did not take 
them with quite that surprise that would 
have been their doom. They fell slowly 
back, firing their Krag carbines as rapidly 
as the nickelled bolts would work, and 
Garven himself, drawn sabre in one hand, 
heavy service Colt in the other, rushed 
forward to their help. The Pulajanes had 
hardly expected this and for an instant 
the stinging fire halted them. 

But a cadaverous figure in a long white 
robe was lifted by shoulders clear above 
their heads. A crimson cross adorned the 
robe from neck to hem, and in one long 
and withered arm was held aloft a black 
crucifix. The figure—it scarcely seemed 
human—spoke three words in an hyster
ical scream. The mob for a moment 
paused to cast awed eyes upward to the 

sinister labarum above them, and rushed 
forward again screaming. 

The frightened court and our own thor
oughly solicitous colonel closed in in a lit
tle group behind Garven, who in this 
frantic crisis showed himself a cool and 
able soldier. 

He knew that in the closed streets of the 
village, with such a meagre fire as his some 
rush was certain to reach home, and the 
company was sure of destruction, and he 
was hastening their backward steps to the 
open road and the shore. The yapping 
crowd was ever just before them like a 
running fire, and, like jets from such a 
fire, frenzied units rushed out; their bolos 
clashed on the carbine barrels and their 
dying hands bore down the guns, making 
gaps in the brave little line. 

A t last Garven gained the open, and not 
a valiant one of his little men but bore 
the slashed and crimson mark of heroism. 
They deployed slightly and their concen
trated fire stopped the rabble just where 
the street debouched. Close behind, lay 
the barge and safety. The Pulajanes, un
able to face fire in the open, took to the 
houses, and aside from some futile arrows 
falling short, the danger was over. 

The blood from a scalp wound squarely 
down the part of his hair, streaked Gar
ven's face as he stood tallying the number 
of his little command. He was panting 
and excited, but suddenly he turned upon 
Quantrel, who was already almost para
lyzed with fright. 

" Where's Old Canteen? " Garven asked 
accusingly. " Didn ' t I tell you to care for 
h im?" 

Quantrel fell to his knees. 
" O h no, Marse Freddie—oh no, Marse 

Freddie—oh no " 
Garven grasped his shoulder and shook 

him fiercely. 
"Where is he?" 
Quantrel could only blubber and plead. 
"Stop that damned yammering or I ' l l 

blow your head off. Where is he? " 
Garven was a sight to inspire fright and 

he inspired it. 
" O h , Marse Freddie—dem Pollyjannies 

done clop ' im ober de head wid a cheese-
knife, an' I lef him in de cabin," 

"Cab in? — what cabin? You're ly
ing." 

" O h no, Marse Freddie, dey didn't clop 
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' im ober de head, but he hid an' I run off 
an' lef him dere." 

"What cabin? I asked what cabin?" 
" De fuhstest one, Marse Freddie, wha' 

you eat." 
Garven did not hesitate. He spoke a 

word to his sergeant and the patrol started 

astonishment that his words could not ex
press. 

"You ' re at perfect liberty to accom
pany us, sir—or you may remain here, as 
you choose." 

" Y o u will do nothing of the kind," ex
ploded the colonel, with a little of his re-

It was his duty to scan the horizon through two beer-bottles lashed 
together.—Page 216. 

unhesitatingly forward. Colonel Fenner 
interfered. 

"Young man, you're not going back 
into that hole—you can't." 

" I brought a prisoner here, sir," said 
Garven shortly, " a helpless old man that 
these people have reason to hate. I have 
no intention of leaving him." 

" B u t you propose leaving us here— 
unprotected?" 

The colonel's voice showed a frightened 

turning bluster. "The idea is preposterous 
—abandoning three field-officers of the 
American army to go to the rescue of a 
common tao. I order you to embark." 

" I must refuse to recognize your author
ity, sir, until you produce it. This is my 
station and I command it. Quentin is one 
of my people and I am going—unless"— 
he turned to our colonel with deference— 
" m y colonel wishes otherwise. There's 
very little danger to you, Colonel Fenner." 



A cadaverous figure was lifted clear above their heads. In one long and withered 
arm was held aloft a black crucifix. —Page 218. 

Fenner stormed at our colonel. 
"What have you to say to this insubor

dinate young man, Fredericks?" 
" W e l l , " said our colonel evenly, "he's 

right—it's his discretion." 
Without waiting for more, Garven, at 

the head of his small patrol, plunged back 
into what was now the crackling flames of 
all that was left of the barrio of Velasquez. 

It was a move totally unexpected by the 
Pulajanes. He entered by a street par
allel to that by which he had emerged, and 
the fire had driven them toward another 
flank and scattered them. 

He did not meet resistance until he had 
found the half-conscious Quentin and be
gun a retreat, and then he encountered 
a naked-chested little fanatic who rushed 
upon him with a four-foot kampilan. 
Garven had only his sabre then, and after 
six deadly parries and cuts, one of which 
resulted in a wound in his own shoulder, 
Garven stretched the man upon the 
ground. He would not have sold the 
experience of that breast-to-breast sword-
play for all the gems of Ophir. 

But there is no discounting Garven's 
act in going back into burning Velasquez 
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to the rescue of Simeon San Quentin. 
Unnecessary from any but the most al
truistic conception of duty, made in the 
face of what was in fact the most deadly 
danger, and against the advice and even 
unauthorized command of his superiors, 
it was a medal-of-honor act, pure, un
questioned, and simple, and that is the 
way it is gazetted at this hour in every 
copy of the Army Register. But there was 
still more unlooked-for evidence to appear 
before Colonel Fenner's court. 

The rumor fled ahead to Ulut that Gar
ven had been killed. It flashed to every 
stilted hut in a space of minutes, and it 
dropped on the excited little community 
like a pall. The entire population filtered 
through the streets to the water-front, and 
there, from a pile-head, the son of Quentin 
detailed to the crowd the doleful news in a 
tearful little speech. In the outskirts a 
Malay woman raised her voice in the weird 
native death-wail, and at once other wom
en joined it. It was this sound that was 
the first to reach the barge of state as it 
rounded the elbow of Ulut Tubig, and it 
was this assemblage that crowded close to 
the rail as the skipper warped in the gaudy 
craft. 

The officers came from the shelter of 
the canopy and disembarked, seniors first, 

which brought the choleric colonel into 
sight—then Garven's colonel, the major, 
and the captain. 

The people waited with bated breath. 
Then there arose and stood on the rail 
a sight that they thought belied their 
eyes. 

Garven's forehead was bound by a rak
ish bandage, bloody enough for even him. 
The left shoulder of his loose white shirt 
was seamed with an ensanguined slash. 
His face was powder-marked and streaked 
with red. 

The hush still lasted for a breathless 
second, and then all Ulut Tubig rent the 
air with one ripping, howling paean of re
joicing, which no doubt sickened Garven 
to the heart. 

It is given to few officers to realize so 
quickly upon the reason for their straps, 
to fewer still to gain the coveted bit of 
bronze that adorns the breasts of only the 
bravest. But neither of these thoughts 
gave place in Garven's mind to the tin
gling delight of his colonel's words and his 
colonel's twinkling eyes as he pressed the 
boy's hands with fervor: 

" B y Gad, Garven, do you know what 
you look like? Well , you look just like a 
damned'pirate." 

And at last he did. 

T H E R I V E R 

B y S a r a T e a s d a l e 

I C A M E from the sunny valleys 
And sought for the open sea, 

For I thought in its gray expanses 
M y peace would come to me. 

I came at last to the ocean 
And found it wild and black, 

And I cried to the windless valleys, 
" B e kind and take me back!" 

But the thirsty tide ran inland, 
And the salt waves drank of me, 

And I who was fresh as the rainfall 
A m bitter as the sea. 



WOOD 
LADIES 
B y P e r c e v a l G i b b o n 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY F L O R E N C E E . STORER 

THE pine-trees of the wood 
joined their branches into 
a dome of intricate groin-
ings over the floor of ferns 
where the children sat, 
sunk to the neck in a foam 
of t ender green. The 

sunbeams that slanted in made shivering 
patches of gold about them. Joyce, the 
elder of the pair, was trying to explain 
why she had wished to come here from 
the glooms of the lesser wood beyond. 

" I wasn't 'zactly frightened," she said. 
" I knew there wasn't any lions or rob
bers, or anything like that. But " 

"Tramps?" suggested Joan. 
" N o ! Y o u know I don't mind tramps, 

Joan. But as we was going along under 
all those dark bushes where it was so 
quiet, I kept feeling as if there was— 
something—behind me. I looked round 
and there wasn't anything, but—well, it 
felt as if there was." 

Joyce's small face was knit and intent 
with the effort to convey her meaning. 

She was a slim erect child, as near seven 
years of age as makes no matter, with 
eyes that were going to be gray, but had 
not yet ceased to be blue. Joan, who was a 
bare five, a mere huge baby, was trying to 
root up a fern that grew between her feet. 

" I know," she said, tugging mightily. 
The fern gave suddenly, and Joan fell 
over on her back, with her stout legs stick
ing up stiffly. In this posture she con
tinued the conversation undisturbed. " I 
know, Joy. It was wood-ladies!" 

" Wood-ladies!" Joyce frowned in faint 
perplexity as Joan rolled right side up 
again. Wood-ladies were dim inhabitants 
of the woods, beings of the order of fairies 
and angels and even vaguer, for there 
was nothing about them in the story
books. Joyce, who felt that she was get
ting on in years, was willing to be scepti
cal about them, but could not always 
manage it. In the nursery, with the hard 
clean linoleum underfoot and the barred 
window looking out on the lawn and the 
road, it was easy; she occasionally shocked 
Joan, and sometimes herself, by the l i 
cense of her speech on such matters; but it 
was a different affair when one came to 
the gate at the end of the garden, and 
passed as through a dream portal from 
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the sunshine and frank sky to the cathe
dral shadows and great whispering aisles 
of the wood. There the dimness was like 
the shadow of a presence; as babies they 
had been aware of it, and answered their 
own questions by inventing wood-ladies 
to float among the trunks and people the 
still green chambers. Now, neither of 
them could remember how they had first 
learned of wood-ladies. 

"Wood-ladies," repeated Joyce, and 
turned with a little shiver to look across 
the ferns to where the pines ended and 
the lesser wood, dense with undergrowth, 
broke at their edge like a wave on a steep 
beach. It was there, in a tunnel of a path 
that writhed beneath overarching bushes, 
that she had been troubled with the sense 
of unseen companions. Joan, her fat hands 
struggling with another fern, followed her 
glance. 

"That 's where they are," she said cas
ually. "They like being in the dark." 

"Joan!" Joyce spoke earnestly. "Say 
truly—truly, mind!—do you think there 
is wood-ladies at all? " 

"'Course there is," replied Joan cheer
fully. "Fairies in fields and angels in 
heaven and dragons in caves and wood-
ladies in woods." 

" B u t , " objected Joyce, "nobody ever 
sees them." 

Joan lifted her round baby face, plump, 
serene, bright with innocence, and gazed 
across at the tangled trees beyond the ferns. 
She wore the countenance with which she 
was wont to win games, and Joyce thrilled 
nervously at her certainty. Her eyes, 
which were brown, seemed to seek ex
pertly; then she nodded. 

"There's one now," she said, and fell to 
work with her fern again. 

Joyce, crouching among the broad green 
leaves, looked tensely, dread and curi
osity—the child's avid curiosity for the 
supernatural—alight in her face. In the 
wood a breath of wind stirred the leaves; 
the shadows and the fretted lights shifted 
and swung; all was vague movement and 
change. Was it a bough that bent and 
sprang back or a flicker of draperies, dim 
and green, shrouding a tenuous form that 
passed like a smoke-wreath? She stared 
with wide eyes, and it seemed to her that 
for an instant she saw the figure turn and 
the pallor of a face, with a mist of hair 

about it, sway toward her. There was an 
impression of eyes, large and tender, of an 
infinite grace and fragility, of a coloring 
that merged into the greens and browns 
of the wood; and as she drew her breath 
it was all no more. The trees, the lights 
and shades, the stir of branches were as be
fore, but something was gone from them. 

"Joan," she cried, hesitating. 
" Y e s , " said Joan, without looking up. 

" W h a t ? " 
The sound of words had broken a spell. 

Joyce was no longer sure that she had 
seen anything. 

" I thought, just now, I could see some
thing," she said. " But I s'pose I didn't." 

" I did," remarked Joan. 
Joyce crawled through the crisp ferns 

t i l l she was close to Joan, sitting solid and 
untroubled and busy upon the ground, 
with broken stems and leaves all round 
her. 

"Joan," she begged. " B e nice. You're 
trying to frighten me, aren't you?" 

" I 'm not," protested Joan. " I did see 
a wood-lady. Wood-ladies doesn't hurt 
you; wood-ladies are nice. You're a cow
ard, Joyce." 

" I can't help i t ," said Joyce, sighing. 
" But I won't go into the dark parts of the 
wood any more." 

" Coward," repeated Joan absently, but 
with a certain relish. 

" Y o u wouldn't like to go there by your
self," cried Joyce. " If I wasn't with you, 
you'd be a coward too. Y o u know you 
would." 

She stopped, for Joan had swept her lap 
free of debris and was rising to her feet. 
Joan, for all her plumpness and infantile 
softness, had a certain deliberate dignity 
when she was put upon her mettle. She 
eyed her sister with a calm and very gall
ing superiority. 

" I ' m going there now," she answered; 
" a l l by mineself." 

" G o , then," retorted Joyce angrily. 
Without a further word, Joan turned her 

back and began to plough her way across 
the ferns toward the dark wood. Joyce, 
watching her, saw her go, at first with 
wrath, for she had been stung, and then 
with compunction. The plump baby was 
so small in the brooding solemnity of the 
pines, thrusting indefatigably along, buried 
to the waist in ferns. Her sleek brown 
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head had a devoted 
look; the whole of 
her seemed to go 
with so sturdy an in
nocence toward those 
peopled and uncan
ny glooms. J o y c e 
rose to her knees to 
call her back. 

" Joan!" she cried. 
The baby t u r n e d . 
"Joan! Comeback; 
come back an' be 
friends!" 

Joan, maintaining 
her offing, r e p l i e d 
only with a gesture. 
It was a gesture they 
had l e a r n e d from 
the boot-and-knife 
b o y , and they had 
once been spanked 
for practising it on 

the piano-tuner. The boot-and-knife boy 
called it "cocking a snook," and it con
sisted in raising a thumb to one's nose 
and spreading the fingers out. It was de
fiance and insult in tabloid form. Then 
she turned and plodded on. The opaque 
wall of the wood was before her and over 
her, but she knew its breach. She ducked 
her head under a droop of branches, 
squirmed through, was visible still for 
some seconds as a gleam of blue frock, 
and then the ghostly shadows received 
her and she was gone. The wood closed 
behind her like a lid. 

Joyce, squatting in her place, blinked a 
little breathlessly to shift from her senses 
an oppression of alarm, and settled down 
to wait for her. A t least it was true that 
nothing ever happened to Joan; even 
when she fell into a water-butt she suf
fered no damage; and the wood was a 
place to which they came every day. 

" Besides," she considered, enumerating 

It seemed to her that she saw the figure turn and the pallor of a face, with a mist of hair about it, sway 
toward her. —Page 224. 
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her resources of comfort; "besides, there 
can't be such things as wood-ladies really." 

But Joan was a long time gone. The 
'dome of pines took on an uncanny still-
iness; the moving patches of sun seemed 
ifurtive and unnatural; the ferns swayed 
without noise. In the midst of it, pa
tient and nervous, sat Joyce, watching 
always that spot in 
the bushes where a 
blue overall and a 
b r o w n head had 
disappeared. T h e 
undernote of alarm 
which s t i r r e d her 
senses died down; a 
child finds it hard 
to spin out a mood; 
she simply sat, half-
d r e a m i n g in the 
peace of the morn
ing, half - watching 
the wood . Time 
slipped by her and 
p r e s e n t l y t h e r e 
came mother, smil
ing and s e e k i n g 
t h r o u g h the trees 
for her babies. 

" I s n ' t there a 
clock inside you that 
tells you when it's 
l u n c h - t i m e ? " 
a s k e d m o t h e r . 
" You're ever so late. 
Where's Joan?" 

Joyce rose among the ferns, delicate 
and elfin, with a shy perplexity on her 
face. It was difficult to speak even to 
mother about wood-ladies without a pre
tence of scepticism. 

" I forgot about lunch," she said, taking 
the slim cool hand which mother held out 
to her. "Joan's in there." She nodded 
at the bushes. 

" Is she? " said mother, and called aloud 
in her singing-voice, that was so clear to 
hear in the spaces of the wood. "Joan! 
Joan!" 

A cheeky bird answered with a whistle 
and mother called again. 

" She said," explained Joyce—" she said 
she saw a wood-lady and then she went in 
there to show me she wasn't afraid." 

"What's a wood-lady, chick?" asked 
mother. "The rascal!" she said, smiling, 

when Joyce had explained as best she 
could. " W e ' l l have to go and look for 
her." 

They went hand in hand, and mother 
showed herself clever in parting a path 
among the bushes. She managed so that 
no bough sprang back to strike Joyce and 
without tearing or soiling her own soft 

white d ress ; one 
c o u l d guess tha t 
when she had been 
a little girl she, too, 
had had a wood to 
play in. They cut 
down by the Secret 
Pond, where the old 
r h o d o d e n d r o n s 
were, and out to the 
edge of the fields; 
a n d w h e n t h e y 
p a u s e d m o t h e r 
would lift her head 
and call again, and 
her voice rang in the 
wood like a bell. By 
the pond, which was 
a black water with 
steep banks , she 
paused and showed 
a serious face; but 
there were no marks 
of shoes on its clay 
slopes, and she shook 
her head and went 
on. But to all the 
calling there was no 

answer, no distant cheery bellow to guide 
them to Joan. 

" I wish she wouldn't play these tricks," 
said mother. " I don't like them a bit." 

" I expect she's hiding," said Joyce. 
"There aren't wood-ladies really, are 
there, mother?" 

"There's nothing worse in these woods 
than a rather naughty baby," mother re
plied. " W e ' l l go back by the path and 
call her again." 

Joyce knew that the hand which held 
hers tightened as they went and there 
was still no answer to mother's calling. 
She could not have told what it was that 
made her suddenly breathless; the wood 
about her turned desolate; an oppression 
of distress and bewilderment burdened 
them both. "Joan, Joan!" called mother 
in her strong beautiful contralto, swelling 
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the word forth in powerful music, and when 
she ceased the silence was like a taunt. 
It was not as if Joan were there and failed 
to answer; it was as if there were no longer 
any Joan anywhere. They came at last to 
the space of sparse trees which bordered 
their garden. 

"We mustn't be silly about this," said 
mother, speaking as much to herself as to 
Joyce. "Nothing can have happened to 
her. And you must have lunch, chick." 

"Without waiting for Joan?" asked 
Joyce. 

"Yes. The gardener and the boot-boy 
must look for Joan," said mother, opening 
the gate. 

The dining-room looked very secure and 
home-like, with its big window and its 
cheerful table spread for lunch. Joyce's 
place faced the window, so that she could 
see the lawn and the hedge bounding the 
kitchen garden; and when mother had 
served her with food, she was left alone to 
eat it. Presently the gardener and the 
boot-boy passed the window, each carry
ing a hedge-stake and looking warlike. 
There reached her a murmur of voices; 
the gardener was mumbling something 
about tramps. 

"Oh , I don't think so," replied mother's 
voice. 

Mother came in presently and sat down, 
but did not eat anything. Joyce asked 
her why. 

" Oh, I shall have some lunch when Joan 
comes," answered mother. " I sha'n't be 
hungry till then. W i l l you have some 
more, my pet?" 

When Joyce had finished, they went out 
again to the wood to meet Joan when she 
was brought back in custody. Mother 
walked quite slowly, looking all the time as 
if she would like to run. Joyce held her 
hand and sometimes glanced up at her 
face, so full of wonder and a sort of resent
ful doubt, as though circumstances were 
playing an unmannerly trick on her. A t 
the gate they came across the boot-boy. 

" I bin all acrost that way," said the 
boot-boy, pointing with his stumpy black 
forefinger, "and then acrost that way, an' 
Mister Jenks"—Jenks was the gardener 
—'"e've gone about in rings, 'e 'ave. 
And there ain't sign nor token, mum—not 
a sign there ain't." 

From beyond him sounded the voice of 

the gardener, thrashing among the trees. 
"Mis s Joan!" he roared. " H i ! Miss 
Jo-an! You're a-frightin' your ma prop
er. Where are ye, then?" 

"She must be hiding," said mother. 
" You must go on looking, Walter. You 
must go on looking till you find her." 

"Yes , 'm," said Walter. " I f she's in 
there, us'll find her, soon or late." 

He ran off, and presently his voice was 
joined to Jenks's, calling Joan—calling, 
calling, and getting no answer. 

Mother took Joyce's hand again. 
" Come," she said. " We'll walk round 

by the path, and you must tell me again 
how it all happened. D i d you really see 
something when Joan told you to look?" 

" I expect I didn't," replied Joyce dole
fully. " But Joan's always saying there's 
a fairy or something in the shadows and I 
always think I see them for a moment." 

"I t couldn't have been a live woman— 
or a man—that you saw? " 

"Oh , no!" Joyce was positive of that. 
Mother's hand tightened on hers under
standing^ and they went on in silence til l 
they met Jenks. 

Jenks was an oldish man with bushy 
gray whiskers who never wrore a coat, 
and now he was wet to the loins with mud 
and water. 

"That there ol' pond," he explained. 
"I 've been an' took a look at her. 
Tromped through her proper, I did, an' 
I ' l l go bail there ain't so much as a dead 
cat in all the mud of her. Thish yer's a 
mistry, mum, an' no mistake." 

Mother stared at him. " I can't bear 
this," she said suddenly. " Y o u must go 
on searching, Jenks, and Walter must go 
on his bicycle to the police-station at once. 
Call him, please!" 

" Walter!" roared Jenks obediently. 
"Coming!" answered the boot-boy and 

burst forth from the bushes. In swift, 
clear words, which no stupidity could mis
take or forget, mother gave him his orders, 
spoken in a tone that meant urgency. 
Walter went flying to execute them. 

"Oh , mother, where do you think Joan 
can be?" begged Joyce when Jenks had 
gone off to resume his search. 

" I don't know," said mother. " It's all 
so absurd." 

" I f there was wood-ladies, they wouldn't 
hurt a baby like Joan," suggested Joyce. 
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" O h , who could hurt her!'' cried mother, 
and fell to calling again. Her voice, of 
which each accent was music, alternated 
with the harsh roars of Jenks. 

Walter on his bicycle must have hur
ried, in spite of his permanently punct
ured front tire, for it was a very short 
time before bells rang 
in the steep lane from 
the road and Superin
tendent Farrow him
self wheeled his ma
chine in at the gate, 
massive and self-pos
sessed, a b l u e - c l a d 
minis ter of comfort. 
He heard mother's tale, 
which embodied that 
of Joyce, with a half-
smile lu rk ing in his 
mustache and his big 
chin c r e a s e d back 
aga ins t his c o l l a r . 
Then he nodded, exact
ly as if he saw through 
the whole business and 
could find Joan in a 
minu te or two, and 
propped his b i c y c l e 
against the fence. 

" I u n d e r s t a n d , 
then," he said, "that 
the little girl's been 
missing for rather more 
than an hour. In that 
case, she can't have got 
far. I sent a couple o' 
constables round the 
roads be'ind the wood before I started, an' 
now I ' l l just 'ave a look through the wood 
myself." 

"Thank you," said mother. " I don't 
know why I'm so nervous, but " 

"Very natural, ma'am," said the big 
superintendent comfortingly, and went 
with them to the wood. 

It was rather thrilling to go with him 
and watch him. Joyce and mother had 
to show him the place from which Joan 
had started and the spot at which she had 
disappeared. He looked at them hard, 
frowning a little and nodding to himself, 
and went stalking mightily among the 
ferns. "I t was 'ere she went?" he in
quired, as he reached the dark path, and 
being assured that it was, he thrust in 

Jenks was an oldish man with bushy gray 
whiskers who never wore a coat. 
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and commenced his search. The pond 
seemed to give him ideas, which old Jenks 
disposed of, and he marched on ti l l he 
came out to the edge of the fields, where 
the hay was yet uncut. Joan could not 
have crossed them without leaving a track 
in the tall grass as clear as a cart-rut. 

" We 'ave to consider 
the possibilities of the 
matter," said the su
perintendent. " A s -
sumin' that the wood 
'as been t h o r o u g h l y 
searched, where did she 
get out of i t ? " 

" Searched! "growled 
old Jenks. " T h e r e 
ain't a inch as I 'aven't 
searched an' seen—not 
a inch." 

"The k i d n a p p i n ' 
the'ry," went on the 
superintendent, ignor
ing him and turning to 
mother, " I don't in
cline to. 'Owever, we 
must go to work in or
der, an' I ' l l 'ave my 
men up 'ere and make 
sure of the wood. A l l 
gypsies an' tramps will 
be stopped and inter
rogated. I don't think 
there's no cause for you 
to feel anxious, ma'am. 
I 'ope to 'ave some news 
for you in the course 
of the afternoon." 

They watched him free-wheel down the 
lane and shoot round the corner. 

"Oh , dear," said mother then; "why 
doesn't the baby come? I wish daddy 
weren't away." 

Now that the police had entered the af
fair, Joyce felt that there remained noth
ing to be done. Uniformed authority 
was in charge of events; it could not fail to 
find Joan. She had a vision of the police 
at work, stopping straggling families of 
tramps on distant by-roads, looking into 
the contents of their dreadful bundles, 
flashing the official bull's-eye lantern into 
the mysterious interior of gypsy caravans, 
and making ragged men and slatternly 
women give an account of their wander
ings. N o limits to which they would not 
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go; how could they fail? She wished 
their success seemed as inevitable to her 
mother as it did to her. 

"They're sure to bring her back, 
mother," she repeated. 

"Oh , chick," said mother, " I keep tell
ing myself so. But I wish—I wish " 

"What, mother?" 
" I wish," said mother, in a sudden 

burst of speech, as if she were confessing 
something that troubled her—" I wish you 
hadn't seen that wood-lady." 

The tall young constables and the plump 
fatherly sergeant an
noyed o l d J e n k s by 
searching the wood as 
t h o u g h he had done 
nothing. It was a real 
search this time. Each 
of them took a part of 

tile ground and went over it as though he 
were looking for a needle which had been 
lost, and no less than three of them trod 
every inch of the bottom of the Secret 
Pond. They took shovels and opened up 
an old fox's earth; and a sad-looking man 
in shabby plain clothes arrived and 
walked about smoking a pipe—a detec
tive! Up from the village, too, came the 
big young curate and the squire's two 
sons, civil and sympathetic and eager to 
be helpful; they all thought it natural that 
mother should be anxious, but refused to 
credit for an instant that anything could 
have happened to Joan. 

"That baby!'' urged the curate. ' ' Why, 
my dear lady, Joan is better known here
abouts than King George himself. No 
one could take her a mile without having 
to answer questions. I don't know what's 

H e went stalking mightily among the ferns. " I t was 'ere she went? " he inqu i red . -Page 228. 
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keeping her, but you may be sure she's all 
right." 

"'Course she is," chorused the others, 
swinging their sticks light-heartedly. 
"'Course she's all right." 

"Get her for me, then," said mother. 
" I don't want to be silly and you're aw
fully good . But I 
m u s t have her; I 
must have her. I — 
I want her." 

The squire's sons 
t u r n e d as if on an 
order and went to
ward the wood. The 
curate l i n g e r e d a 
moment. He was a 
huge youth, an ath
lete and a gentleman, 
and his hard, clean
shaven face could be 
kind and serious. 

"We're sure to get 
her," he said, in lower 
tones . " A n d y o u 
must h e l p us with 
your faith and cour
age. Can you?" 

M o t h e r ' s h a n d 
tightened on that of 
Joyce. 

" W e are doing our 
best," she said, and 
smiled — she smiled! 
The curate nodded 
and went his way to 
the wood. 

A little later in the 
afternoon came Colo
nel Warden, the lord 
and master of all the 
police in the county, a gay, trim soldier 
whom the children knew and liked. With 
him, in his big automobile, were more 
policemen and a pair of queer liver-colored 
dogs, all baggy skin and bleary eyes— 
blood-hounds! Joyce felt that this really 
must settle it. Actual living blood-hounds 
would be more than a match for Joan. 
Colonel Warden was sure of it too. 

" Saves time," he was telling mother, in 
his high snappy voice. " Shows us which 
way she's gone, you know. Best hounds 
in the country, these two; never known 
'em fail yet." 

The dogs were limp and quiet as he 

led them through the wood, strange un
gainly mechanisms which a whiff of a scent 
could set in motion. A pinafore which 
Joan had worn at breakfast was served to 
them for an indication of the work they had 
to do; they snuffed at it languidly for some 
seconds. Then the colonel unleashed them. 

T h e y s m e l l e d 
round and about like 
any other dogs for a 
while, ti l l one of them 
lifted his great head 
and u t t e r e d a long 
moaning cry. Then, 
noses down, the men 
running behind them, 
they set off across the 
ferns. Mother, s t i l l 
holding Joyce's hand, 
followed. The hounds 
made a straight line 
for the wood at the 
point at which Joan 
had entered it, slid in 
like frogs into water, 
while the men dodged 
and c ra shed after 
them. J o y c e and 
mother came up with 
them at a place where 
the bushes s tood 
back, enclosing a lit
tle quiet space of turf 
that lay open to the 
sky. T h e hounds 
were here, one lying 
down and scratching 
h imse l f , the other 
nosing casually and 
clearly without inter
est about him. 

"Dash it a l l , " the colonel was saying; 
"she can't—she simply can't have been 
kidnapped in a balloon." 

They tried the hounds again and again, 
always with the same result. They ran 
their line to the same spot unhesitatingly, 
and then gave up as though the scent 
went no further. Nothing could induce 
them to hunt beyond it. 

" I can't understand this," said Colo
nel Warden, dragging at his mustache. 
"This is queer." He stood glancing 
around him as though the shrubs and 
trees had suddenly become enemies. 

The search was still going on when the 

Best hounds in the country, these two. 



time came for Joyce to go to bed. It had 
spread from the wood across the fields, re
inforced by scores of sturdy volunteers, and 
automobiles had puffed away to thread the 
mesh of little lanes that covered the coun
try-side. Joyce found it all terribly excit
ing. Fear for Joan she felt not at all. 

'' I know inside myself,'' she told mother, 
" right down deep in the middle of me, that 
Joan's all right." 

" Bless you, my chick,'' said poor mother. 
" I wish I could feel like that. Go to bed 
now, like a good gir l ." 

There was discomfort in the sight of 
Joan's railed cot standing empty in the 
night nursery, but Joyce was tired and 
had scarcely begun to be touched by 
it before she was asleep. She had a no
tion that during the night mother came 
in more than once, and she had a vague 
dream, too, all about Joan and wood-
ladies, of which she could not remember 
much when she woke up. Joan was al
ways dressed first in the morning, being 
the younger of the pair, but now there 
was no Joan and nurse was very gentle 

with Joyce and looked tired and as if she 
had been crying. 

Mother was not to be seen that morn
ing; she had been up all night, " t i l l she 
broke down, poor thing," said nurse, and 
Joyce was bidden to amuse herself quietly 
in the nursery. But mother was about 
again at lunch-time when Joyce went down 
to the dining-room. She was very pale 
and her eyes looked black and deep, and 
somehow she seemed suddenly smaller 
and younger, more nearly Joyce's age, 
than ever before. They kissed each other 
and the child would have tried to com
fort. 

" N o , " said mother, shaking her head. 
" N o , dear. Don't let's be sorry for each 
other yet. It would be like giving up 
hope. And we haven't done that, have 
we?" 

"I haven't," said Joyce. " I know it's 
all right." 

After lunch—again mother said she 
wouldn't be hungry till Joan came home 
—they went out together. There were 
no searches now in the wood and the gar-
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In a moment she was kneeling on the ground with her arms round the baby. 

den was empty; the police had left no 
inch unscanned and they were away, 
combing the country-side and spreading 
terror among the tramps. The sun was 
strong upon the lawn and the smell of the 
roses was heavy on the air; across the 
hedge the land rolled away to clear per
spectives of peace and beauty. 

"Let 's walk up and down," suggested 
mother. " Anything's better than sitting 
still. And don't talk, chick—not just now." 

They paced the length of the lawn, from 
the cedar to the gate which led to the 
wood, perhaps a dozen times, hand in 
hand and in silence. It was while their 
backs were turned to the wood that they 
heard the gate click, and faced about to 
see who was coming. A blue-sleeved arm 
thrust the gate open and there advanced 
into the sunlight, coming forth from the 
shadow as from a doorway—Joan! Her 
round baby face, with the sleek brown 
hair over it, the massive infantile body, 
the sturdy bare legs, confronted them se
renely. Mother uttered a deep sigh—it 
sounded like that—and in a moment she 
was kneeling on the ground with her arms 
round the baby. 
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"Joan, Joan," she said, over and over 
again. " M y little, little baby!" 

Joan struggled in her embrace till she 
got an arm free and then rubbed her eyes 
drowsily. 

" H a l l o ! " she said. 
" B u t where have you been?" cried 

mother. "Baby-gir l , where have you 
been all this time?" 

Joan made a motion of her head and 
her free arm toward the wood, the wood 
which had been searched a dozen times 
over like a pocket. " I n there," she an
swered carelessly. " W i v the wood-ladies. 
I 'm hungry!" 

" M y darling!" said mother, and picked 
her up and carried her into the house. 

In the dining-room, with mother at her 
side and Joyce opposite to her, Joan fell 
to her food in her customary workman
like fashion, and between helpings an
swered questions in a fashion which only 
served to darken the mystery of her ab
sence. 

" B u t there aren't any wood-ladies 
really, darling," remonstrated mother. 

"There is," said Joan. "There's lots. 
They wanted to keep me but I wouldn't 
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stay. So I corned home, 'cause I was 
hungry." 

" B u t , " began mother, "where did they 
take you to?" she asked. 

" I don't know," said Joan. "The one 
what I went to speak to gave me her hand 
and tooked me to where there was more 
of them. It was a place in the wood wiv 
grass to sit on and bushes all round, and 
they gave me dead flowers to play wiv. 
Howwid old dead flowers!" 

" Yes? " said mother. "What else? " 
"There was anuvver little girl there," 

went on Joan. " N o t a wood-lady, but a 
girl like me, what they'd tooked from 
somewhere. She was wearing a greeny 
sort of dress like they was, and they 
wanted me to put one on too. But I 
wouldn't." 

" W h y wouldn't you?" asked Joyce. 
"'Cause I didn't want to be a wood-

lady," replied Joan. 
"Listen to me, darling," said mother. 

"Didn ' t these people whom you call 
wood-ladies take you away out of the 

In the dining-room, with mother at her side, Joan fell to her food in her customary fash ion . -Page 232. 

wood? We searched the whole wood, 
you know, and you weren't there at a l l . " 

" I was," said Joan. " I was there all 
the time an' I heard Walter an' Jenks 
calling. I cocked a snook at them an' 
the wood-ladies laughed like leaves rus
tling." 

" B u t where did you sleep last night?" 
" I didn't sleep," said Joan, grasping 

her spoon anew. " I'se very sleepy now." 
She was asleep as soon as they laid her 

in bed, and mother and Joyce looked at 
each other across her cot, above her rosy 
and unconscious face. 

" God help us," said mother, in a whis
per. " What is the truth of this? " 

There was never any answer, any hint 
of a solution, save Joan's. And she, as 
soon as she discovered that her experi
ences amounted to an adventure, began 
to embroider them, and now she does not 
even know herself. She has reached the 
age of seven, and it is long since she has 
believed in anything so childish as wood-
ladies. 



T H E P A G A N 

By Gordon Arthur Smith 

I I. L U S T R A T I O N S B Y A L O N Z 0 K I M B A LL 

W H E N M a x i m e Ta i l l andy , 
senior partner of the firm 
of Taillandy, Mason & Co., 
had settled himself com
fortably in his bed to die he 

1 summoned to him Peter 
Mason, the son of the junior partner. 
Previously, devout Catholic that he was, 
he had summoned a priest. Peter was 
an American lawyer in his thirties whom 
the firm employed to extricate it from 
legal entanglements, both in New York 
and in Paris, for the company was inter
national and not averse from making 
money on both sides of the Atlantic. 

Maxime Taillandy, having lived hon
estly though successfully for threescore 
years and ten, was not afraid to die. If 
he regretted anything it was perhaps the 
fact that he was dying in the midst of 
the firm's most prosperous year; since the 
firm was to him as a babe to its mother— 
it had been born of his brain and fed by 
his hands; he had tended it in its illnesses 
and had rejoiced in its health. 

Thus it followed that his daughter, 
Marthe, although she kept his house and 
shared his meals, was almost a stranger to 
him, while Peter Mason, on the contrary, 
inasmuch as he was intimately connected 
with the firm and its fortunes, stood well-
nigh as his son. 

"Peter," said Taillandy, from his huge, 
canopied bed, " I have several things to 
say before I become silent forever. God 
has granted me a long life and a prosper
ous one, and a clear brain at the last. 
Also, I am dying at home and I shall 
breathe with my last breath the air of my 
beautiful France. For all this I am thank
ful. Nevertheless, few of us can leave 
this pleasant world without an anxious 
thought or two for the future of the per
sons and things that have been dear to us." 

The old man paused, and Peter, finding 
no reply, nodded sympathetically. 

"Peter," Taillandy went on after a lit
tle, " I once had a son. Y o u d id not know 
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that, did you? Few do. He was not 
like me—on the contrary, where I was 
black he was white, and where I was white 
he was black. Between us we could have 
made a chess-board of virtues and vices, 
and never have found ourselves on the 
same square. His virtues were his moth
er's—whom may the saints cherish in 
heaven! The poetry that she thought 
and dreamed he wrote down with pen and 
ink; the love of the beautiful that God 
deals sparingly to his creatures God gave 
in abundance to him. Tempestuous he 
was, yet gentle; self-indulgent, yet in
spired. There—perhaps you have guessed 
his name. Six years ago it was one of the 
greatest in France." 

Peter hesitated. 
" N o t Ferdinand Tail landy?" he said. 
"Himself," replied the old man. 
Peter was not compelled to strain his 

memory, for, unbidden, the names of two 
great poems came to his lips and he ut
tered them aloud. 

" Le Triomphe de l'Amour and Le Tom-
beau de l'Amour," he said. 

" Y e s , " answered Taillandy, and his 
voice was full of bitterness; "they well-
nigh tell a story, those two titles, do they 
not? What is this love but a serpent that 
we clasp to our breasts only to have it 
sting us? It was the usual tale; so com
monplace that we have come to shrug and 
to smile when it is told us. He fell in love 
with a beautiful girl—ah, but she was 
beautiful, and gentle—and I think she 
loved him after her fashion. Her great
grandfather had been brave with Bona
parte and had been made a baron. M y 
son's great-grandfather, you see, was a 
peasant of Dijon and he, too, had fought 
under Bonaparte; but an Austrian had 
split his skull with a sabre at Austerlitz 
before the little Corsican could reward 
him. And so we are not of the nobility. 
Her parents opposed the match, for they 
were seeking more than my son had to 
offer. She gave him. up without a struggle. 
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and scarce a tear, and he—his tears are all 
in that last poem of his, in every line, in 
every word!" 

The old man choked and stopped. 
Peter waited quietly. 

" I have not seen my son for six years," 
Taillandy continued, "but I believe that 
he is alive. When he left us he said that 
he was going to see if life was not some
thing better than an ill-natured practical 
joke on man. Let me see—he was then 
thirty-one years old. Now he would be 
thirty-seven; just your age, Peter." 

" Y o u have not corresponded with him? 
He has written no one?" asked Peter. 

" N o t for six years—six years," he re
peated slowly. " S i x years is a long time, 
Peter; it seems a lifetime when one has 
but six days or six hours left to l ive." 

" A h , " said Peter, "but you are not as 
near the end as that" — and then he 
stopped, for he saw that his encourage
ment was useless. A spasm of pain had 
shaken the old man's body, and dimly the 
spark of life shone in his eyes. That he 
had more to say was evident. The nurse 
poured a stimulant into a glass and held 
it to his lips. He continued haltingly, 
with great effort: 

" Y o u must find my son, Peter. I have 
left him all my fortune; all but enough to 
keep Marthe comfortably. If you can't 
find him within a year—if he is dead— 
it all goes to you. Y o u are to marry 
Marthe and become a member of the firm. 
It is in my wi l l—I will it so. Y o u under
stand? That is a l l . " 

His head fell back on the pillow, but his 
lips still moved. Peter leaned close to hear 
his last words. 

"Peter—they are cheating us on those 
silks from Lyons—the last ones—low 
quality " 

And so he died. 

I I 

A F T E R Taillandy's funeral a perturbed 
conference was held in his dark, echoing 
house in the rue de Grenelle. Maitre 
Baresse, Taillandy's personal lawyer, was 
explaining to those directly concerned the 
terms of the wil l . Tension was in the air. 
Even Maitre Baresse had permitted him
self to express a regret that the document 
should be so quixotic. 

V O L . L I V . — 2 3 

" I t is a little of the Middle Ages," was 
the phrase he had used. 

His audience consisted of but two peo
ple, Marthe Taillandy and Peter Mason, 
and of the two Peter was the more con
fused, for Marthe was blessed with a 
temperament that enabled her to believe 
that everything was invariably for the 
best. A t twenty-four she had the sturdy 
cheerfulness that is the dowry of every 
normal Frenchwoman. 

"Thus ," concluded Maitre Baresse, 
"you perceive that in any case Mi le . 
Marthe receives the house and an annuity 
of twenty-five thousand francs. Mon
sieur Mason is to be paid the sum of sixty 
thousand francs at once to meet the ex
penses he will incur during the year in the 
search for young Monsieur Ferdinand Tai l 
landy, whom I may designate as the heir to 
the residue of his father's fortune of twelve 
million francs. Should, however, the heir 
not be found or not present properly and 
in due form his claim within one year, the 
aforesaid twelve millions go to Monsieur 
Mason, but upon a condition: that he first 
marry Mile . Marthe and enter as a part
ner into the firm of Taillandy, Mason & 
Co. M a y I remark, Monsieur Mason," 
the little old lawyer continued, peering at 
the American through watery eyes, "may 
I remark that this clause, especially, in
dicates either the remarkable trust re
posed in you by the late Monsieur Tai l 
landy or else the lamentable condition of 
his brain preceding his death?" 

" Y o u may so remark," returned Peter 
dryly. 

Maitre Baresse cleared his throat and 
resumed. "There is a final clause," he 
said, "which applies only in case Mon
sieur Ferdinand Taillandy should not be 
found and in case no marriage should be 
arranged between Monsieur Mason and 
Mile . Marthe, as mentioned before. In 
such circumstances the twelve million 
francs go entirely and unreservedly to 
Mi le . Marthe. Have I made myself 
clear? I trust so. First, Monsieur Fer
dinand; then, if Monsieur Ferdinand be 
not found, Monsieur Mason on condition 
that he marries Mi le . Marthe " 

"Poor Peter," said Marthe, speaking for 
the first time since the lawyer had held the 
floor. "Poor Peter, what a price father 
is making you pay to become his heir." 
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"Nonsense," said Peter, flushing. 
"There is no question of that. Your 
brother is certainly alive, and it remains 
but to find him. Your brother once 
found, the will is reasonable and precise." 

" Y e s , " said Marthe, "the complica
tions would arise only upon failure to find 
him." 

"There shall be no such failure," said 
Peter sturdily. 

" I felicitate you, monsieur, on your 
generous attitude," said Maitre Baresse, 
rising painfully to his feet. " It remains 
for me now but to bid you au revoir and 
bonne chance. This has been a very sad af
fair for all of us—especially for you, Mi le . 
Marthe—and the added factor of this— 
er—fanciful testament is not the least of 
the disturbing elements. If I can be of 
any further assistance—my card. A l 
low me. Good day." 

"Thank heaven!" said Peter, when the 
door had closed behind the back of the 
lawyer's shiny coat. "Thank heaven, we 
are rid of him. Now, Marthe, perhaps 
you and I can come to some conclusions. 
Have you any proposal to make?" 

"That , " said marthe, smiling, " is for 
you to do if you want the twelve mill ion." 

Peter's face became very serious. 
"Has it occurred to you," he said, 

"that the conditions of this will are most 
annoying?" 

" W h y ? " asked Marthe. 
" Suppose," said Peter, " that we do not 

find your brother within a year." 
"Suppose we do not," replied Marthe; 

"what then?" 
"Then ," said Peter, "why then the 

twelve million is to go to me " 
" N o t unless you marry me first," cor

rected Marthe smoothly. 
"Just so," said Peter; "you see the 

difficulty?" 
"The difficulty!" echoed Marthe. 

"What difficulty? Don't you want to 
marry me? Wouldn't you marry me for 
twelve million francs?" 

Peter blushed mightily. 
" Y o u know I want to marry you, 

Marthe," he said. " I have told you that 
often enough, long before I was offered 
twelve million to do it. That is just the 
difficulty—that from now on I am being 
offered twelve million to do i t ." 

" I see," said Marthe. " Y o u mean that 

you feel you are being bribed. I should 
hate to have you stop proposing, Pe
ter; but perhaps," she continued, visibly 
amused, "perhaps father knew what was 
best." 

"It 's monstrous," Peter cried. " O f 
course your father did it for the sake of 
the firm. I know that he wanted the com
pany that bore his name to grow, to ex
pand, to advance—to live long after he 
and his children and their children had 
ceased to live. But me—why did he 
choose me? He leaves me in such a po
sition that I cannot ask you to marry 
me without apparently reaching for the 
twelve mill ion." 

" I f my brother is not found and if I 
should refuse to marry you," said Marthe, 
" why, then, the money is mine, is it not? " 

"Certainly," said Peter. 
Marthe laughed. 
" H o w amusing," she said. " Don't you 

see that in such a case I could not refuse 
any offer of marriage you might make to 
me without appearing to be greedy for the 
twelve million for myself?" 

Peter stared. 
" B y the gods," he said slowly, "that's 

true. I had not thought of that." 
"So you see, Peter," she continued, 

"there is only one solution, we must 
find my brother Ferdinand. Otherwise I 
should feel honor-bound to marry you." 

" Y e s , " said Peter, "we must. Other
wise I should feel honor-bound not to ask 
you." 

III 

A L L the usual machinery employed in 
tracing lost persons was at once put into 
motion: advertisements in most of the 
papers of France and in many foreign 
ones; rewards for news of the missing 
man; a corps of detectives who promised 
much, hinted much, speculated much, sus
pected much, and accomplished nothing. 

Thus, with no progress to report, winter 
melted to spring and spring warmed to 
summer and autumn was upon them. In 
the end it remained for luck and Peter, 
abetted by a suggestion from Marthe, to 
hit upon the one clew that was obtained. 

The suggestion emanated from Marthe 
in this wise. It was a bronze October 
day, and she and Peter were walking 
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together in the Avenue du Bois. Often 
they had dared this, for Marthe had no 
one to elude but a myopic spinster aunt; 
and Peter, being an American, thought 
nothing of conventions. 

It was October, I have said, and cold, 
with a sharp little breeze that whipped 
Marthe's skirts about in a lively fashion, 
and roused bright color to her cheeks, and 
drove reluctant clouds pell-mell across a 
serene sky like fat, rollicking white pup
pies. Peter did not fail to observe that 
Marthe looked very charming in the wind. 

"Peter," said she, half-way to the Bois, 
"we are not progressing. Something rad
ical must be done." 

"Righ t , " said Peter; "but what?" 
" I have been thinking," replied Marthe, 

" of the places my brother used to frequent 
before he left us. Every true French
man, you know, has his cafe, and I seem to 
remember that Ferdinand's was called the 
Lilas and was on the Boulevard du Mont-
parnasse. Is it not just possible that there 
you might meet some of his old-time cro
nies who could give you some hint?" 

" It is worth trying, ' ' said Peter. " What 
sort of folk go there? " 

"Artists and writers in embryo, and 
men with dreams or ambitions or both." 

" I have both," said Peter. And he 
went. 

He went not only once but several 
times, and each time he came away empty-
handed; which was not strange. Still he 
persevered, for the little cafe came to 
exert a certain fascination over him. It 
seemed to him to be the Ararat of a world 
flooded with lost illusions. Here, as Mar 
the had indicated, was genius in embryo 
and youth to whom no tradition was too 
sacred to be shattered. One day he was 
rewarded. 

He had seated himself at a marble-
topped table, where the smoke was thick
est, ordered a vermouth a I'eau, and started 
to look about him. On his right ecarte 
was being played by two and watched by 
half a dozen unkempt, bearded artists. On 
his left it was backgammon. The odor of 
French tobacco was everywhere. Oppo
site, across the narrow room, he noticed a 
gaunt, sallow young fellow with some
thing of the glint of genius in his eyes and 
a toothpick in his mouth. He was ha
ranguing a group of painters and writers, 

using many superlatives and a liberal al
lowance of gesture; and his audience ex
pressed their approval as often as he 
paused for applause. Soon his voice rose 
above the ordinary murmur of conversa
tion, and his fist banged the clattering 
table-top as he emphasized his climax. 

"C'est du chigue," he cried; "c'est du 
chique! A l l — a l l of it is a fraud! A l l of 
it is gilded papier-mache. Literature and 
art, too, I tell you, are ruined by your 
realists, your naturalists, your symbol
ists. Y o u here, Baptiste, you that call 
yourself a realist, what good have you 
accomplished; what can you point to? 
Double species of idiot, you have studied 
the dirt in the streets when you might have 
been studying the stars in the skies; you 
have wallowed in filth—realistic filth, if 
you will—when you should have been 
seeking nymphs in the glades and listen
ing to the pipes of Pan. What we must 
do to save ourselves is to revert. To ro
manticism? N o ; too sickly sweet. To 
classicism? No, not quite; too artificial, 
too severe. To paganism? Yes! a thou
sand times, yes! There and only there do 
we see Beauty naked but unashamed. 
The worship of Beauty, of beauty in the 
sky, in the hills, in the waters, in the 
trees, in the eyes of women, and in the 
hearts of men. Gautier approached it in 
'Mi le , de Maupin ' ; an Englishman, Swin
burne, came nearer; and one of us, I tell 
you, one of us was almost at the goal when 
his light was extinguished. Yes, Ferdi
nand Taillandy, had he stayed with us, 
would have been the leader of the greatest 
school of literature the world has known." 

There was a moment of silence succeed
ing this grandiloquent oration, and then 
Peter's right-hand neighbor, he who was 
playing at ecarte, said with sincerity and 
real feeling: "Ce pauvre Ferdinand! We 
miss him much, we who knew and loved 
him." 

It was Peter's opportunity; a better he 
could not have wished for. Turning to his 
neighbor he said in his excellent French: 
"Monsieur, you will pardon, I trust, the 
interruption of a stranger, but I read in 
the earnestness of your tone a true regard 
for Ferdinand Taillandy." 

" B u t , yes," said the other, " y o u have 
reason to say it, monsieur." 

" I myself," said Peter, "while not one 



of his family, share their interest and anx
iety with regard to his whereabouts; for 
his father, dying, employed his last breath 
to urge me to bring back his son into the 
world. Y o u have doubtless seen the 
advertisements and the rewards. They 
have been useless, all useless. It is eight 
months that we have been seeking him in 
vain, and I no longer know what to do or 
where to turn; so I came in here to-day, 
knowing that here he also had been ac
customed to come and hoping to meet 
some one of his friends who might help 
me. A m I to be disappointed? Is there 
nothing you can tell me?" 

The man shook his head sadly. 
" N o , monsieur," he said, " I am afraid 

I can tell you nothing. None of us here 
know anything that could be of help to 
you. But stop! Have you seen Germaine 
D ' A r c y , of the Theatre des Capucines? 
No? Eh Men, it is just possible that if 
you approached her tactfully and delicate
ly she could tell you more than any one 
else in Paris. She used to come here with 
him often toward the last, when he was 
desperate, you know. I believe she is the 
only person in the city who knows where 
he disappeared to." 

"Germaine D ' A r c y ? " repeated Peter. 
" Y e s , " said the other dryly; "her name 

describes her. When Taillandy first knew 
her she was a couturiere and was called 
Ziz i ; but you had best not remind her of 
those days: 'autre temps, autres mceurs."' 

" I understand," said Peter gratefully; 
"you mean she has prospered since then?" 

"Exac t ly , " replied the other; "she has 
triumphed completely. But she has for
gotten us, her old friends, and her father 
is still a floor-walker at the Bon-Marche." 

Peter thanked him profusely, paid his 
check, and left. 

" Wel l , " he said to himself, as he blinked 
in the bright sunlight outside, " i t seems 
as though the great paganist school of 
literature might recover its leader after 
al l ; for to-morrow I hitch my wagon to a 
star—of the Theatre des Capucines." 

I V 

M L L E . G E R M A I N E . D ' A R C Y was ac
customed to see her name in twelve-inch 
letters on the Paris bill-boards. She 
was one of a score of artistes (the term is 

flattering) who have risen to glory by 
means of a taking face and a speaking leg. 
She could not act nor sing nor dance. 
Dance?—she could not have bent to fasten 
her slipper, but she possessed what the 
French call la ligne. Also she had been 
frequently photographed; she had worn 
the right clothes at Chantil ly and at Long-
champs, and she had advertised and rec
ommended every known toilet article but 
a safety razor. Nevertheless, or perhaps 
therefore, Germaine D ' A r c y was nobody's 
fool. 

Peter, not being to that manner born, 
was somewhat at a loss how he might best 
approach her. Finally, abandoning bet
ter but more complicated methods of at
tack, he presented himself at the Theatre 
des Capucines after the evening perform
ance and, having scribbled " Crazy Ameri
can Mil l ionai re" on his card, sent it back 
to Mi le . D 'Arcy . After an impressive in
terval he was admitted to the presence of 
the Queen. 

Germaine was seated at her dressing-
table, clad in yellow silk and much white 
lace. She was removing her stage make
up, and Peter was vouchsafed only a view 
of her back as she leaned toward her mir
ror, patting her face with tapering, white 
fingers—fingers so patrician as to be con
stant negations of her plebeian birth. 

" G i v e yourself the pain to sit down," 
she said without turning. " I shall be 
ready suddenly. Y o u see I speak the 
English." 

" Astoundingly," said Peter, and seated 
himself gingerly on an inefficient Empire 
chair. 

A neat maid appeared, silks rustled, 
laces flounced, slim arms clutched the air, 
a thousand hooks clicked merrily, and 
Germaine arose, dressed, radiant, and 
smiling. She held out her left hand, 
heavy with pearls, and said brightly: 
"Supper?" 

" A h , " said Peter gallantly, "do god
desses eat? How banal!" 

"Dancing gives me the appetite," she 
replied with a smile that did credit to her 
dentifrice. 

Since she considered supper inevitable, 
Peter took her to the Abbaye, a small res
taurant in the Place Pigalle, all green and 
white and electric-light color. Crowds 
were seated at the tables along the ban-
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guettes and in the middle of the room; 
white shoulders and whiter shirt-fronts 
gleamed through tobacco smoke; more 
crowds at the entrance waiting for tables; 
waiters jostling indiscriminately; fantas
tically dressed dancing girls, brandish
ing silken legs and singing to castanets; 
frantic, red-coated Hungarian musicians, 
pounding and scraping at delirious strings, 
and an all-pervading odor of smoke, of 
champagne, and of expensive perfumes. 

Peter smiled grimly. 
"Th i s , " said he to himself, " is not quite 

the place I should have chosen for my pur
pose, and yet ? " 

Mi le . Germaine D ' A r c y obtained a ta
ble immediately. M r . Peter Mason might 
have emptied his pockets in vain bribes; 
for the rule at the Abbaye is " N o favorit
ism except to the favorites." 

If the lady beside him entertained any 
curiosity as to Peter or as to his mo
tives in presenting himself, she did not 
choose to betray it. Their conversation at 
first dwelt mainly on what they should eat 
and drink. Germaine ordered fastidiously 
and superciliously, choosing by instinct or 
by experience the more expensive dishes, 
and Peter could not but note, with some 
amusement, that she ate enormously and 
with little skill. Her Junoesque eyes trav
elled incessantly about the room, and she 
bowed and smiled to several celebrities. 
Princes and poets bowed low in return. 
The more recognition she received the 
more condescending did her manner to
ward Peter become, until in some mysteri
ous way she managed to convey to him 
the feeling that she considered him social
ly her inferior. With pains she named to 
him her acquaintances: the Prince of Be-
ringen-Schonberg; the Conte Montalbi; 
Rene de Coucy, the famous young dram
atist; the Marquis de la Croix-Argentin; 
Henri Saint-Giseaux, who made the cham
pagne they were drinking, and so forth, et 
cetera. 

A t length, from being overbored, Pe
ter became vexed. He played his ace of 
trumps and waited to take the trick. 

" B y the way," he said in French, lazily 
and casually; " b y the way, Zizi , what do 
you hear from our friend Ferdinand Tai l 
landy?" 

A large slice of a large pear, half-way to 
Germaine's mouth, never reached its des

tination; and Germaine's doll-like eyes 
narrowed with suspicion not unmixed with 
anger. She directed one sharp glance 
at Peter and then kept her eyes from his 
face. Her reply, when it came, was con
cise. 

" M o n Dieu ," she said, "you certainly 
are a crazy American millionaire." 

" A m I not?" said Peter smoothly; and 
then, after a silence: " D o you never re
gret those days of the Lilas—sans princes 
et sans pedes?" 

For a brief moment Germaine's rouge 
was superfluous. 

" Why did you not tell me at once that 
you were one of us—that you knew Fer
dinand?" 

" Because," said Peter," I knew better." 
" Y o u think I would have refused to see 

you, refused to talk with you? " 
" I do," said Peter. 
Germaine nodded her head slowly. 
" Y o u were right," she said. "Neverthe

less, I was very fond of Ferdinand; he was 
different from these others. He was a 
great poet and yet he had a chic—he was 
presentable. I have met but few clever 
men who dress themselves well. It is 
strange, is it not?" 

"Wrinkles in the brow and in the 
clothes go hand in hand," said Peter. 

" W h a t ? " said Germaine. " O h , never 
mind; do not explain it. What was I say
ing? Oh, yes—ce pauvre Ferdinand. He 
would not have enjoyed it here. He liked 
better the Lilas, where every one was a 
friend. Do you remember the way he 
used to pound on the table for my beer? 
' Garqon, une brune pour cette petite blonde!' 
I always drank dark beer, you see, and my 
hair was quite golden then. But you?—I 
do not remember you. D i d you go there 
often?" 

" N o , " said Peter, " I have been there 
very seldom; but I am very anxious to help 
Ferdinand. Y o u know, of course, that 
there is twelve million francs waiting for 
him to claim?" 

" Y e s , " replied Germaine; " I have 
heard." 

" W e l l , he has not appeared to claim it. 
We have been searching for him for eight 
—nearly nine months now. We do not 
know if he is alive. Can you help us? " 

Germaine was silent. 
" I f he wants the twelve mill ion," she 
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said at length, " why does he not come for
ward and claim it? He must have seen 
your advertisements." 

" Y e s , " replied Peter, " i f he is alive. 
But is he alive?" 

" I do not know—how should I know? " 
she said quickly. Then, apparently veer
ing, she added: "Yes , he is alive. A t 
least, he was two weeks ago." 

Peter was at some pains not to betray 

his pleasure. " A n d where is he, then?" 
he asked. 

" O h , " Germaine continued, " I will tell 
you all I know because I hope it will bene
fit him. Only I do not want you to think 
that you have been exceptionally clever; 
that would be a mistake. No, I tell you 
of my own free will . Also, will you order 
me a peche Melba ? I have a little hunger 
still. Yes, Ferdinand is of the sort who 

241 
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should have money. For six years, now, 
he has lived on nothing—almost nothing. 
He has written to me once every month 
during those six years. I don't know 
why; perhaps he likes me. Never has he 
allowed me to write to him; never has 
he given me an address. But I have fol
lowed him by the post-marks on the en
velopes. Wherever he goes he walks, and 
in those six years he has been to Austria, 
to Germany, to Greece, to Italy, and just 
now to Spain. He is writing an epic; I do 
not know what that is, but I think it is 
poetry. He is sometimes very droll. He 
says he is seeking the gods in their own 
haunts—in the forests, he means, and in 
the streams, and the oceans. Constantly he 
is talking about these gods and goddesses: 
Jupiter and Neptune, and, of course, 
that marble one in the Louvre—in the 
Musee, I mean, not in the Grand Magazin. 
Especially, though, he mentions one wom
an—Diana. ' Some day,' he says,' I, too, 
like Actaeon, shall surprise her bathing.' 
He is like that. Often I cannot under
stand what he means. Now he is walk
ing from Spain along through France by 
the Mediterranean. The last letter I re
ceived, two weeks ago, was from Mar
seilles. B y now he should be in the R i 
viera. Y o u might find him there. That 
is all I know—all I can tell you." 

" I am very, very grateful," said Peter. 
"Won ' t you have another peach?" 

" N o , " said Germaine; " I am complct. 
I hope you will find him. He deserves to be 
rich, and it may help him with his epic." 

" I t may," said Peter. " A n d now," he 
went on ," there is one thing more, if you will 
pardon me for mentioning money in your 
presence. A substantial reward has been 
offered for information leading to the dis
covery of Ferdinand. This, of course, will 
be yours if I succeed now in tracing him." 

" How much is it? " asked Germaine. 
"Twenty thousand francs." 
She smiled abstractedly, playing with 

the rings on her hands. 
" Mon Dieu," she replied, with a shrug; 

" I have that much on my little finger." 

V 

P E T E R went to Monte Carlo. What per
haps was strange was that Marthe and her 
myopic aunt went, too. 

" I can be useful," Marthe declared, 
" in detecting impostors. Y o u have never 
seen Ferdinand; I have." 

The myopic aunt went apparently be
cause she had to; but inwardly she had a 
longing to play the red and double. She 
had never gambled before. 

During the first month of their stay 
Peter saw a score of Ferdinand Taillandys, 
none of whom, however, finally proved sat
isfactory. A t first he was cautious and dis
creet, employing many circumlocutions in 
snaring his prey; but later, becoming reck
less, he startled several honest, God-fear
ing people by asking them point-blank if 
they were not the missing poet. One or 
two, who had heard of the waiting fort
une, acknowledged that they were, and it 
remained for Marthe to assure them of 
their mistake. 

The end of the year brought with it the 
anniversary of old Taillandy's death, and 
his son was still at large. It was actually 
on the last day of the term that Peter be
lieved that he had finally discovered the 
elusive heir. It happened thus: 

Peter, after a hasty glance through the 
gambling-rooms, had gone out to the 
sunny terrace behind the Casino to smoke 
in peace a long cigar. He settled himself 
on a bench and blinked happily in the sun
light. The air came fresh and salt off the 
sea, which rose beneath him, a mass of 
gleaming lazulite, to meet the sky at the 
unbroken bow of the horizon. Peter sat 
back and enjoyed it, and tainted the breeze 
with his cigar. 

Then some one spoke at his elbow. 
"Leisure for meditation," some one 

said, " is the greatest gift the gods have to 
bestow. Y o u , monsieur, I perceive, are 
unusually blessed." 

Peter turned to find that a shabby-
looking person, having appropriated the 
other half of the bench, was sprawling 
luxuriously in his seat, his long, lean legs 
stretched out straight in front of him and 
a cigarette held debonairly in a pair of 
nicotine-stained fingers. He was dressed 
in an ill-fitting, much-patched brown suit, 
which hung on his lank frame in baggy 
folds and creases. His left hand was 
thrust deep in his trousers pocket, and his 
coat, being thus thrown back, revealed 
a blue corduroy waistcoat held together 
precariously by occasional vermilion but-
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tons. H i s cravat , of green s i lk , was kno t 
ted a round a low, soft col lar , immacu la te 
l y whi te . A gray felt hat was perched 
jaun t i ly on one side of his head, a n d 
through a jagged hole i n its c rown Pe te r 
could see a tangle of ha i r , b lack as an 
Indian 's , one lock of w h i c h hung down 
straight over his r igh t eyebrow. 

" Y o u are regarding m y hat w i t h i l l - con
cealed admi ra t ion , I perceive. Doubt less 
you are amazed at such excessive vent i la 
tion, w h i c h , though not s t r i c t ly fashion
able, is excellent for the hair . M e n wear 
hats i n order to remove them for women. 
I know no women , so I compromise . " 

Peter regarded the m a n b l a n k l y . H e 
was speaking excellent E n g l i s h , w i t h 
scarcely enough F r e n c h accent to p roc la im 
his na t ional i ty . H i s l inen , his hands, a n d 
his speech argued for his refinement, and a 
glance at his face confirmed i t . A th in , 
delicate nose; a pa i r of b r o w n eyes, ra ther 
dul l and listless, a n d h in t i ng at suffering 
undergone; heavy , b l ack brows; a sensi
tive mouth , cu rved c rookedly i n an amused 
smile, which d i sp layed his regular, whi te 
teeth; a narrow, po in ted ch in project ing 
somewhat l ike that of the notorious P u n c h 
— a l l set i n a t h i n , d r a w n face, h igh as to 
cheek-bones, and bronzed as dark as an 
Arab 's . 

Peter checked his first impulse to rise 
and leave. L a t e r he was exceedingly g lad 
that he h a d done so. H e m u r m u r e d 
something to the effect that , since i t was 
his first t r ip to M o n t e C a r l o , he was tak
ing advantage of a leisure hour to admire 
the v iew f rom the terrace. T h e other 
stopped h i m w i t h a m o t i o n of his hand. 

" W h y e x p l a i n ? " he said. " Y o u A n g l o -
Saxons are curious people; y o u ac tua l ly 
are ashamed to be i d l e — p h y s i c a l l y idle, I 
mean. Does i t never occur to y o u that 
th inking is a p ra i sewor thy occupat ion? 
' M a n is of the earth, bu t his thoughts are 
with the stars. ' D i d not y o u r C a r l y l e say 
that? A h , there was a m a n who knew 
how to t h i n k ! " 

" A r e y o u fond of C a r l y l e ' s w o r k ? " 
asked p rac t i ca l Peter , amazed. 

" A m I fond of C a r l y l e ' s w o r k ! " the 
other echoed. " I s one fond of the 'Odys 
sey' of H o m e r , the ' H e r m e s ' of Praxi te les , 
or the ' T r i s t a n ' of Wagner? Y o u have i l l -
chosen y o u r verb . C a r l y l e was a m a n of 
beautiful m i n d , of beaut i ful thoughts, jus t 
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as were H o m e r and Praxi te les and W a g 
ner. I do not mean b y that that they 
saw every th ing the color of roses; rather do 
I mean that they saw the t ru th and that 
the gods gave them the power to reveal 
i ts beau ty . " 

" I see," said Peter vaguely. 
" Y e s , " the other continued, " t h e beau

t y of t ru th and the t ru th of B e a u t y ; they 
are two strings that have been m u c h fid
d led on, but they are s t i l l a-tune. P o o r 
Beauty—she is becoming a shy goddess 
since the days of t h i s — " and he waved a 
contemptuous hand toward the Cas ino . 

" S u r e l y , " said Peter , " there is beauty 
spread lav i sh ly enough before us even 
here. W h a t of the sea? " 

" T r u l y , " said the other, " there is beau
t y i n the sea. A r e not half a hundred 
Nereids there to keep i t smiling? B u t 
one's soul must be i n tune if the chords 
are to r ing true. D o y o u know what i t is 
to be out of tune w i t h beauty? I t is to 
have fai th , hope, happiness, ambi t ion , 
and love turn to gray ashes i n your heart. 
Six years ago that happened to me in a 
day. T h e senses that the gods give to 
poets i n their fullest perfection were torn 
from me. T h e sun coming up i n the 
morn ing , yonder i n the east, t ra i l ing its 
delicate, golden-edged clouds l ike a gyp 
sy's vei ls ; the surge of the sea, the voices 
of the birds, the eternal song of N a t u r e ; 
the scent of the roses c l imbing smi l ing ly 
about the stucco wal ls—the three senses 
on wh ich m y very existence had depended, 
sight, hearing, and smell , were powerless 
to qu icken m y heart. T h a t was six years 
ago. M y m i n d l ay para lyzed and m y 
soul l ay dead. Poe t ry—bah! I crucified 
m y ta lent ." 

H e paused and a soft l and breeze, bear
ing the sound of v iol ins from the p laza , 
s t i rred the palms and the plane-trees i n 
the groves behind them. F r o m below 
rose the incessant wash of the sea. 

W h e n he spoke again a l l the bitterness 
had left his voice. 

" A t first," he said, " I l i ved i n a dream. 
A n i m a l - l i k e , I shunned the cities and 
sought the open to breathe. G r a d u a l l y 
N a t u r e drew me to her and soothed me. 
I rested i n the groves where the D r y a d s 
p l ayed ; I ba thed i n the streams of the 
N a i a d s ; I hunted i n the forests of A r t e m i s 
and P a n p layed to me on his pipes. A n d 
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one day I d rank of the spr ing of the C a -
menae and, behold, they gave me back m y 
gift. Is there not an epic there?—some
th ing regained that is perhaps greater 
t han pa rad i se?" 

A t the ment ion of the epic Peter 's 
suspicions were t ransmuted to cer ta in ty . 
H i s pulses pounded w i l d l y w i t h excite
ment. 

" D o y o u never read the newspapers?" 
he cr ied. 

T h e poet regarded h i m quizz ica l ly . 
" I a m sorry I have bored y o u , " he said, 

and rose as though to move away. 
" N o , n o , " said Peter ; " I must ask y o u 

to pa rdon me. Y o u misunders tand ." 
" Y o u asked me if I ever read the news

papers, d i d y o u not? I fai l to see any 
relevance, bu t if y o u desire an answer; 
no, I do no t . " 

"I d i d not in t end to be rude," said 
Peter hur r i ed ly ; " indeed , I have the keen
est interest i n a l l that y o u have been te l l 
ing me. M a y I add that I th ink I know 
your name? A r e y o u not F e r d i n a n d T a i l -
l a n d y ? " 

"I a m , " said the other; " a n d what 
then?" 

" T h e n , " cried Peter t r i u m p h a n t l y ; 
" then, m a y I shake your hand? Y o u are 
the m a n I have been looking for for twelve 
months . " 

" Y o u m a y shake m y hand w i t h pleas
ure ," said the poet, " i f that w i l l console 
y o u for hav ing wasted a year of your life. 
I a m scarcely wor th i t . " 

" M y dear m a n , " exclaimed Peter , " y o u 
are wor th twelve m i l l i o n . " 

" T w e l v e m i l l i o n w h a t ? " asked the 
other. 

" F r a n c s , " said Peter . 
T h e poet shrugged his shoulders and 

asked for further enlightenment. Peter 
was ten minutes explaining, while the 
other l istened unmoved. 

" W h a t should I do w i t h twelve m i l l i o n 
f rancs?" he inqui red at the end. " S u p 
pose I refuse them; what becomes of them 
t h e n ? " 

" T h e n , " said Peter, embarrassed," they 
go to me on certain condi t ions ." 

" I n that case," said the poet, " y o u 
w o u l d appear to be an honest man . Y o u 
are ac tua l ly pleased to have found me and 
to lose a fortune thereby. I congratulate 
y o u and I congratulate myself, for D i o g 

enes w o u l d have envied me exceedingly. 
I t is a del ight to k n o w tha t the vi r tues 
s t i l l exist among mor ta l s who l ive i n cities. 
A n d now, m y f r i end , " he c o n t i n u e d , " what 
is i t y o u wish me to do? Y o u wish me 
first, I take i t , to see m y sister. Where is 
she?" 

" A t the H o t e l de P a r i s , " sa id Peter . 
" A h , y e s , " mused the other ; " p u r p l e 

and fine l inen. Y o u perceive how impos
sible i t w o u l d be for me? I wear clothes 
because the l aw requires i t , a n d I prize m y 
l ibe r ty ; bu t y o u see wha t they are ? " 

" T h a t , " sa id Pe te r has t i ly , " i s the 
least of diff icul t ies ," a n d he pressed a 
bank-note i n to the other 's hand . 

" A f t e r a l l , i t is yours , y o u see," he ex
p la ined ; " a n d i n M o n t e C a r l o y o u can at 
least find clothes. E v e r y t h i n g is for sale 
i n M o n t e C a r l o . " 

T h e poet hesi tated a whi le , and then 
thrust the note in to a pocket of his ragged 
coat. 

" Y o u are r i g h t , " he sa id ; " i n M o n t e 
C a r l o every th ing is for sale ." A n d he 
added b i t t e r l y : " E v e r y t h i n g — e v e n a 
man's f reedom." 

Peter, burs t ing w i t h his discovery, 
sought M a r t h e w i l d l y about the hotel and 
the gambling-rooms, to find her at last, in 
company w i t h the m y o p i c aunt , sipping 
citronnades th rough hygienic straws on the 
terrace of the Cafe de Pa r i s . 

" H e is f o u n d , " cr ied Pe te r from afar, 
wav ing his hat. " There is no mis take this 
t ime . " 

" B r a v o ! " sa id M a r t h e cool ly , for the 
same tale h a d been to ld before. 

" I a m so so r ry , " sa id the m y o p i c aunt, 
peering at Pe te r th rough half an inch of 
glass lorgnon. 

" H e is c h a r m i n g , " said Peter , torrential 
w i t h news. " H e is cu l t iva ted , refined, 
unwor ld ly , in te l lec tual " 

" D i d y o u give h i m any money? " asked 
M a r t h e p rac t i ca l ly . Several of the self-
acknowledged Ferd inands that Peter had 
discovered h a d received a n d spent con
siderable sums, bor rowed f rom h i m on 
var ious pretexts, before M a r t h e had had a 
chance to d i sc la im relat ionship w i t h them. 
Peter hesi tated a n d blushed. 

" Y o u see," he said , " h e was not very 
wel l dressed and, as he is to meet us here, 
I thought " 

" M u c h ? " asked M a r t h e , smi l ing . 
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" H e d i d n ' t wan t to accept i t , " said 
Peter, " b u t I forced a thousand francs on 
h i m for clothes a n d things, y o u k n o w . " 

" M o n D i e u , " exc la imed the m y o p i c 
aunt, " a thousand francs! T h a t is more 
than I have w o n on the red i n four weeks ." 

" B u t , " con t inued Peter , " the re is no 
doubt this t ime—he h a d absolute proofs; 
and he t o ld me a l l about himself before I 
hinted tha t I was look ing for h i m . " 

" W h a t d i d he te l l y o u ? " asked M a r t h e , 
s t i l l unconvinced . 

" T h a t he was w r i t i n g a great epic poem; 
that he h a d been l i v i n g away f rom the 
wor ld for a long t ime ; a n d then he t a lked 
a lot about those pagan gods of his, y o u 
know. O h , he is genuine, r ight enough." 

" W e l l , " sa id M a r t h e , w i t h a sigh, " I 
hope so, since this is the last day of the 
year. If he is not found to-day a l l that 
money is yours , Pe te r dear; that is, i f y o u 
can make up y o u r m i n d to m a r r y me . " 

" S u c h a s h a m e , " said the m y o p i c aunt ; 
" b u t then, we w i l l hope he is on ly another 
impostor ." 

" I hope no such t h i n g , " retor ted Peter 
s turdi ly , " a n d I a m sure he is no t . " 

" H o w t r u l y generous of y o u , " sighed 
the myopic aunt . " A n d now I t h ink that 
I shall leave y o u for a whi le . I feel that 
red is w inn ing . H o w soon do y o u expect 
this person? I n an hour? W e l l , I m a y 
be back ." 

"Bonne chance," sa id M a r t h e . 
" I t ' s that awful z e r o — " said the m y 

opic aunt, shak ing her head ; and she col 
lected her sack a n d her gloves and her 
parasol, and headed for the siren wheel . 

" A n d now, M a r t h e , " sa id Pe te r ; " n o w 
that your brother is found, we are free. 
I am very g l a d ; do y o u k n o w how glad , 
M a r t h e ? " 

" Y e s , " said M a r t h e , p l a y i n g nervous ly 
wi th the straws i n her glass. " Y e s , I 
know." 

" I f we h a d not found h i m , " Peter went 
on, " i t w o u l d have been horr ib le . A s i t 
is, I dare to te l l y o u once more how m u c h I 
love y o u , M a r t h e , a n d I can ask y o u to 
marry me w i t h a clear conscience. M a r t h e , 
wi l l y o u be m y wife? " 

" P e t e r , " sa id M a r t h e s lowly , " I w o u l d 
be y o u r wife i f y o u r conscience were as 
black as the ace of spades. B u t y o u must 
not t h ink tha t I do not appreciate how un
selfish y o u have been. A n d Peter , dear, 

I t h ink that father perhaps knew best— 
perhaps he was testing y o u . I f he was 
y o u have won y o u r degree summa cum 
laude," and she gave h i m her hand across 
the table. 

" G o d bless y o u , " said Peter , kiss ing her 
finger-tips. A n interested waiter , count
ing his gains, forgot his figures a n d was 
forced to begin again. N o one else no
t iced them. 

A s the afternoon advanced the tables 
about them filled r ap id ly w i t h tea-drink
ing E n g l i s h and beer-dr inking Germans ; a 
red-coated orchestra appeared, to d rown 
at in tervals the babel of tongues; laughter 
mixed mer r i ly w i t h the t inkle of glasses; 
waiters sprang in to life w i t h f ly ing nap
k ins , and the air rose w a r m from the 
ground, sweet w i t h the scent of the neigh
bor ing flower-beds. S lowly the sun moved 
down the sky toward the west and the 
red roofs of M o n a c o . A n d s t i l l no T a i l -
l andy . 

Peter glanced nervously at his wa tch . 
H a l f past four. 

" H e is la te ," he said. 
" Y e s , dear," said M a r t h e ; " i t takes 

t ime to spend a thousand francs. B u t , 
doubtless, when he comes he w i l l be ve ry 
beaut i fu l . " 

A t five o 'clock, l ike them of D a r i e n , they 
gazed at each other wi th a w i l d surmise. 
I n v a i n d i d M a r t h e str ive to keep her 
laughter down. I t rang free and un
ashamed; and soon Peter jo ined her rather 
ho l lowly . 

" N e v e r m i n d , Pe ter , " said M a r t h e ; " i t 
is on ly another T a i l l a n d y unmasked. A n d 
i t is the last impostor we shall meet ." 

" Y e s , " replied Peter g r i m l y ; " t h e last 
one ." 

" A n d Peter , dear, i t is not going to 
change any th ing between y o u and me. I 
w i l l not a l low i t to. T e l l me that that 
conscience of yours is quiet. Y o u d i d your 
best, Pe te r . " 

" Y e s , " said Peter ; " I d i d m y best." 
" A n d y o u deserve to w i n , " she said. 
" I t h i n k , " said Peter softly, " t h a t I 

have won a sa int ." 
" Y o u have , " said M a r t h e ; " b u t y o u r 

saint is filled w i t h a ve ry ear th ly love for 
this beaut i ful w o r l d and—for y o u . " 

D o w n the steps of the Cas ino and across 
the sun-swept p laza came the m y o p i c 
aunt . 
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" W e l l , " she demanded, peering about 
her, "whe re is h e ? " 

" H e d i d not come ," said M a r t h e . 
T h e m y o p i c aunt reached her chair w i t h 

a sigh. " H e d i d not come, hein? W e l l , 
nei ther d i d r e d . " 

V I 

A S H O R T half-hour later, about half past 
five, when the long, waver ing shadows 
were merged in to the neut ra l t in t of dusk 
a n d the bronze sun h a d died beh ind M o 
naco, the impostor stepped caut ious ly 
a long the terrace where Peter h a d taken 
leave of h i m last. H e was dressed as be
fore—no better; but now he carr ied over 
his shoulder a ro l l of b lankets and a knap 
sack was strapped to his back. H e was 
accoutred l ike a F r e n c h soldier on the 
march . 

H e paused b y the terrace ra i l ing to 
glance at the quiet harbor below. A l 
ready, beh ind h i m , the l ights were l i t i n 
the Cas ino , a n d i n the Cafe de Pa r i s the 
orchestra was p l ay ing to the last lo i ter ing 
guests. I t was the hour of t rans i t ion ; 
the l u l l between the gaye ty of the after
noon and that of the evening, when good, 
fever-fearing people seek four walls and a 
roof. 

B u t the shabby impostor , ev ident ly fear
less, rested his lean arms on the balus
trade and breathed long and deep of the 
soft, sweet air, borne to h i m on the breeze 
f rom the sea's scented islands. F a r be
neath h i m lights flashed out b y the harbor-
side and, vaguely, he could trace the s i l 
ve ry lines of a yach t r id ing smooth ly to 
the ground swell . 

" M o n t e C a r l o , " he said a loud, " y o u 
are a beautiful dream c i t y ; y o u are the 
devi l ' s g i lded wonder land. Here men w i t h 
lustful hands have bu i l t a temple to the 
god called G o l d , and here d a i l y they come 
to worship . I , too, might have knel t i n 
those aisles and bowed m y head beneath 
the g i lded dome. S ing , O muse, of F e r d i 
nand T a i l l a n d y ' s sacrifice! A n d yet was i t 
a sacrifice w o r t h y the singing? T h e y t r ied 
to tempt me w i t h their gold . ' T w e l v e 

m i l l i o n francs, ' they cr ied, a n d wai ted for 
me to dress myse l f appropr ia te ly to re
ceive i t . T w e l v e m i l l i o n francs! B a h ! 
T w e l v e m i l l i o n burdens—twelve mi l l i on 
fetters to b i n d me to their wor ld . Fe rd i 
nand , y o u d i d we l l to escape them and y o u 
are r icher than they ; for have y o u not the 
s k y and the sea a n d the hi l l s and the sun 
upon them, a n d twelve m i l l i o n stars to 
l ight y o u r w a y b y night? " 

H e tu rned his back to the sea to face 
the mounta ins sh in ing snow-crowned 
against the unquie t sky . O n the pa th to 
L a T u r b i e a few l ights d i m m e d and glowed 
smal l as fireflies. T h e hush of evening 
hung about h i m l ike a heavy perfume, a l l -
pervading , compel l ing . 

O f a sudden, th rough the dusk, came a 
figure i n whi te . I t was the m y o p i c aunt, 
feeling her w a y a long the terrace path . 
She was wr ing ing her hands a n d making 
great l amenta t ion , for she h a d lost much 
gold . A s she drew near, distress resolved 
itself in to words, and , heedless of who 
migh t hear, she compla ined to the stars. 

T h e shabby poet tu rned w i t h a quiet 
smile on his l ips . P l a c i n g his knapsack on 
the balustrade, he ran his lean fingers 
swif t ly through his pockets and drew out 
a thousand-franc note. H e presented i t 
w i t h a low bow. 

" M y poor, good w o m a n , " he said, " i t 
is p l a in that y o u are i n distress. Y o u have 
lost every th ing . I g ive y o u this the more 
freely because I , on the contrary , have all 
of this wonderful wor ld . M a y i t buy for 
y o u the happiness of a moment , for b y re
nouncing i t I shal l ga in the happiness of 
the years ." 

H e thrust the note in to her hand. She 
stopped, groped for her lorgnon, desisted, 
and mechanica l ly closed her fingers on the 
piece of paper. Before she cou ld speak he 
left her. 

H e turned and , s l inging his sack once 
more across his shoulders, stretched out 
his arms as though reaching for his free
dom. 

" I w i l l be true to the gods," he said, 
and went up toward the hi l l s where they 
were meet ing the night . 



T H E B I R D I N T H E B U S H 

B y Kathar ine Fu l le r ton Gerould 

W H E N R h o d a G l a v e came 
d o w n in to the l ib ra ry , she 
found tha t her husband had 
gone out. I t seemed odd, 
u n t i l she remembered that 
H a y s t h o r p e , their guest, 

had an inordinate appeti te for midn igh t 
air. E v i d e n t l y he h a d persuaded R o l a n d 
to jo in h i m , and they w o u l d be s t ro l l ing , 
Heaven knew how far, i n the dusk and 
chi l l of the deserted elm-shaded streets. 
M r s . G lave gathered her pale draperies 
about her w i t h a l i t t l e disgusted gesture, 
as if to leave the r o o m that h a d disap
pointed her. T h e smooth s i lk , w o r n to 
limpness, s t i l l at its la t ter end hung grace
fully. R h o d a G l a v e a lways wore a dress 
forever, u n t i l i t seemed to be a k i n d of 
uniform. Once i n five years, when she 
appeared i n something new, y o u felt as if 
the leopard h a d changed his spots. T h e n 
you got used to her i n that—e da capo. 

R o l a n d Glave ' s l i b r a ry , i n wh ich his 
wife now stood, was i n its qua l i t y not 
unlike his wife's dress. I t looked m u c h 
worn, used to the last shred; bu t i n the 
composition of its elements a h igh stand
ard had prevai led . E v i d e n t l y the Glaves 
couldn't pu t up w i t h b a d things; they 
would go wi thout , or they w o u l d wear 
their possessions to bi ts , bu t they wouldn ' t 
compromise b e y o n d the bounds of de
cency. N o t h i n g was pa tched, bu t every
thing was ve ry , v e r y t h i n . A s imi lar rec
ord was wr i t t en on R h o d a Glave ' s face 
for any one to r ead—al l i n noble phrases of 
resignation and m i r t h . She h a d h a d her 
day—like the frock, l i ke the room—but 
she had lasted better. T h e p l a y of her 
features was not over. H e r chestnut ha i r 
sprang v i v i d l y up f rom her forehead; the 
hand that he ld her short s i lken t r a in was 
firm and whi te . She he ld her head h i g h — 
would a lways h o l d i t h igh , one w o u l d have 
surmised. She h a d the look of a woman 
who has p repa id the impor tuna te piper. 

R h o d a G lave ' s gesture of disgust was 
only inc ip ient . She let her soft, shabby 
draperies fa l l , a n d stood for an ins tant be

fore a faded chair in to wh ich presently she 
sank. H e r firm fingers rested on a book, 
bu t she d i d not take i t up. Instead, she 
arranged herself s lowly i n a comfortable 
posi t ion, then clasped her hands behind 
her head and stared before her in to the 
half-dead fire. Relaxed , but poised—a 
typ ica l atti tude—she began to th ink. . . . 

G o o d o ld Hays thorpe! H e had been a 
classmate of Roland ' s , and his half-mel
ancholy, half -cynical presence, his slight 
l imp , his comfortable, safe income that he 
had never t r ied to increase, though w i t h 
his relations i t wou ld have been so easy, 
had been famil iar facts of a l l her marr ied 
life. H e had loya l ly taken her over, as 
she had loya l ly taken h i m . H e wasn' t 
there very often—he was usual ly wander
ing about the earth—but whenever he was 
she found h i m welcome. Vei l s dropped 
away when he came. O h , she liked H a y s 
thorpe. H e gave them bo th the re-
quickened sense of their own br i l l i an t be
ginning . Wha teve r else he was cynica l 
about, he was never cynica l about them. 
H e took their romance delicately forgrant-
ed; and admi t ted that, peerless though 
R o l a n d might be among men, he h a d 
been well mated i n his bride. O h , for 
Hays thorpe , R h o d a reflected, they might 
have been a constel lat ion! I t was some
th ing to be fixed for one pa i r of eyes i n 
the v i v i d firmament. Y e s , Hays thorpe 
h a d been wonderful ; and he might wa lk 
R o l a n d as far as he l iked—she wou ld not 
compla in ; though this wife of fifteen years' 
s tanding, the mother of four chi ldren, s t i l l 
found no use for her fine eyes compara
ble w i t h that of resting on her husband's 
face. She d idn ' t grudge any th ing to 
Hays thorpe , bu t i t wasn ' t to be expected 
that she should prefer hav ing her rare late-
evening moments bereft of their l u m i 
nary . She wanted R o l a n d in—she a l 
ways wanted h i m i n . A roof existed, to 
her m i n d , to shelter h i m , and a roof not 
thus occupied hadn ' t m u c h d igni ty . B y 
the way , the actual roof of the k i t chen 
had leaked i n yesterday's ra in—they must 
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see the p lumber . R h o d a smi led to herself 
at the imagery life imposed. P lumber s 
and constellat ions! 

W h y d idn ' t they come back? T h i s pro
longed s t ro l l—slow, of course, to h u m o r 
Hays thorpe ' s l imp—was l ike the o l d l av 
ish days before the ch i ldren came, when 
t ime, if i t was money, was at least golden 
and not mere sl ippery change. R o l a n d 
h a d been po t -bo i l ing even then, bu t b o i l 
ing the po t wasn ' t so b a d if on ly y o u d idn ' t 
have to b o i l i t a l l the t i m e — a n d st ir , s t ir , 
s t i r , as i t bo i led , u n t i l y o u r a r m ached. 
Of course, R o l a n d hadn ' t i t i n h i m to do 
any th ing wi thou t a cachet of its o w n ; bu t 
the fact remained that he reviewed other 
men's books, passed judgment on other 
men's policies, worked at other men's be
hests for whatever they decided to g ive 
h i m . H i s reputa t ion was, i n its way , 
unique; b u t he h a d never h a d t ime to 
s tamp his impression home on the w o r l d 
at large—the wor ld that pays . H e was a 
genius, poor dar l ing, bu t a genius-of-all-
work. T h e th ing he d i d best was the 
th ing for w h i c h he got no pay at a l l : he 
ta lked superla t ively. 

A f t e r college R o l a n d G l a v e h a d flung 
a l l his t i n y inheri tance in to a traveller 's 
purse, and h a d gone round the wor ld . H e 
had gone w i t h modern speed and comfort; 
yet he seemed to have swung out to the 
hor izon i n a glorious galleon, to have 
searched the seas to the sound of music, 
and to have brought home r i ch argosies of 
anecdote and fable. R h o d a remembered 
the v i v i d months after his re turn, when 
they had fallen i n love w i t h each other. 
H i s ta lk was i n the grand manner, voild 
tout; and if he was as poor as he was 
adored, what d i d i t mat ter ? There was 
no fatal fleck of egotism on his br i l l iance. 
H e h a d done whatever dignified, i l l -pay ing 
th ing came to hand , done i t fa i thful ly , 
cheerfully, and a l i t t le whimsica l ly ; T h e y 
hadn ' t been able to p luck the flowers of 
his talent, because they had always needed 
the f rui t ; bu t they h a d never been sordid, 
a n d they h a d never consented for a mo
ment to believe that the gl i t ter ing m a 
terial chance migh tn ' t come. If i t hadn ' t 
been for the c h i l d r e n — R h o d a caught her 
breath as the last log fell down to a s h e s -
well , if i t hadn ' t been for their chi ldren, 
they w o u l d have enough to renew the cup 
of adventure, to keep i t a lways b r i m m i n g 

a n d b u b b l i n g at their l ips . T h e y were 
wel l off for two. T h e y weren' t we l l off for 
s ix ; a n d if a n y t h i n g connected w i t h their 
marr iage cou ld have been sordid—it 
cou ldn ' t !—i t w o u l d have been the fees 
for specialists a n d the absurd ly monoto
nous w a y i n w h i c h each c h i l d managed to 
combine its parents ' poorest features. 
T h e y h a d been too m u c h i n love not to 
want ch i ld ren ; for each of them not pr i 
v a t e l y and passionately to desire increase 
f rom that other fairest creature. N o , 
there h a d n e v e r — R h o d a reiterated vehe
m e n t l y to herself—since the wor ld began 
been bu t one w a y . E v e n poor, du l l , l i t t le 
s t ammer ing S t a n t o n — t h e i r on ly boy— 
was i n the ant ique t r ad i t i on . I t was cer
t a i n ly v e r y m u c h i n the ant ique tradi t ion 
( R h o d a was apt to frame her sentiment 
i n i r o n y : apples of gold i n pictures of 
si lver) tha t y o u r ch i ldren should repro
duce their ancestors rather than their 
parents. P o o r l i t t le S tan ton! H o w they 
h a d hovered over his cradle, and how reso
lu te ly , du r ing the years, h a d each refused 
to pu t in to words the wonder that dai ly 
grew! H o w cou ld S tan ton be Roland 's 
boy? H o w cou ld he be Rhoda ' s son? 
T h e doctors a l l shook their heads over 
h im—fel t his back , looked i n his throat, 
d i d a l l the things that cost so much . A n d 
s t i l l S t an ton peered and stammered, and 
reacted to life w i t h a s imp l i c i t y that had 
i n i t no th ing i d y l l i c . Jus t a dear, pathet
ica l ly d u l l , a n d mys te r ious ly a i l ing chi ld . 
. . . A n d the l i t t le g i r l s : they were well-
mannered—of course! bu t they might have 
been anybody ' s ch i ldren . N o one, Rhoda 
thought as she sat wa i t i ng for the two 
men, w o u l d ever have taken them for R o 
l and Glave ' s . C h i n i n hand , for a change, 
she reflected on the o d d usury of romance. 
" I t ' s w o r t h eve ry th ing , " she said si lently; 
" and that is p r o b a b l y w h y i t charges you 
a hundred per cent ." 

A n d then she heard Hays thorpe ' s un
even step and her husband's voice. Near
l y two ; what had they been ta lk ing of? 
She rose to greet them. N o t ime to-night 
to pu t the prob lem of S tan ton . R o l a n d 
w o u l d be t i red, and she knew as well as 
he wha t a p i le of books h a d to be got 
through w i t h on the morrow. B u t Hays -
thorpe was not to be b l amed ever; and the 
new p rob lem about S tan ton could wait . 
Strange, p i t i fu l l i t t le S t an ton ! 
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" R h o d a ! " G lave ' s fine R o m a n features 
(small wonder that H a y s t h o r p e mocked 
h i m w i t h " P e t r o n i u s A r b i t e r " ! ) grew 
gravely br ight . " D i d y o u s tay up for 
us? I thought y o u w o u l d have been 
asleep long s ince ." 

" I finished Peggy ' s dress for the b i r th 
day par ty , and y o u k n o w wha t a duffer I 
am at sewing. T h e n I came down for 
conversation, and wa i t ed up for sheer 
curiosity to see wha t Geoffrey h a d done 
with y o u . " E v e n to H a y s t h o r p e she 
couldn't , just then, men t ion S tan ton as 
a problem. 

" T h e most ex t raord inary th ings ! " 
Glave exclaimed. " H a v e n ' t y o u , H a y s 
thorpe?" 

" A p p a r e n t l y . " H a y s t h o r p e stood b y 
the fire; bu t neither its w a r m t h nor exer
cise i n the night air brought any tinge 
into his colorless face. H i s pa l lor was 
natural—the pa l lor a lmost of alabaster, 
beneath his smooth fair hair . H e had , 
too, save for his in t imates , a marble man
ner; so that , altogether, a w o r l d g iven to 
stupid epithets could not be m u c h b lamed 
for cal l ing h i m cold . " A p p a r e n t l y , R h o 
da. I 've s tar t led h i m , at a l l events, in to 
tremendous f o r m . " 

" F o r m ! Y o u s tar t led me in to sheer 
del i r ium. I mus t have been a spectacle! 
Rhoda , dear, w h y d i d y o u s tay away a l l 
the evening?" 

" I wai ted as long as I cou ld , and when 
R h o d a d idn ' t c o m e — " H a y s t h o r p e began 
apologetically. 

" I t was real ly m y last minu te for 
Peggy's dress," sighed R h o d a . She knew 
from Ro land ' s look that he h a d genuinely 
missed her; tha t whatever H a y s t h o r p e 
had impar t ed was something he hadn ' t 
wanted to taste alone. She d idn ' t l ike 
missing R o l a n d himself " i n tremendous 
form." H e was so good ; no one could 
know so wel l as she how good he was. 
H e would ta lk y o u in to the mids t of the 
Pleiades, whisk y o u up to the verge of 
Saturn. She knew. F i f teen years of 
marriage—marriage w h i c h is happiness 
in the form of the fugue!—had taught her 
patience bu t h a d whet ted her appeti te. 
Peggy's dress seemed l ike the finger of 
Fate . T h e ch i ld ren (bless them!) took so 
much t ime—wasted so m u c h , if i t came 
to that. W h a t e v e r they d i d , they seemed 
to do w i t h a h a p p y eye on eterni ty. 

" I must go to bed n o w , " said R h o d a ; 
" b u t y o u might tel l me i n three words ." 

" O h , three w o r d s ! " protested H a y s 
thorpe. " L o o k how long i t 's taken me. 
B u t . . . how wou ld ' L i b e r t y , E q u a l i t y , 
F r a t e r n i t y ' d o ? " 

' " L i b e r t y , E q u a l i t y , F r a t e r n i t y , ' " she 
repeated. " O h , if i t ' s jus t another epi
gram you 've been pol ishing on R o 
l and " 

" L e t i t go at ' L i b e r t y , ' " sang out 
Glave . " Geoffrey has chartered a yacht 
for the Hesperides, and puts us i n com
m a n d w i t h the kiddies for cargo. He ' s 
off to C i m m e r i a himself ." 

Hays thorpe left the fire, l imped across 
to R h o d a , and took her hands i n his. 

" I t ' s on ly that i t 's been m y luck, m y 
dear, to put h i m and adventure together 
i n a phrase that to ld . T h e Great Person 
l iked the phrase, and has always been in 
pr iva te moments a serious admirer of R o 
land's . W h y not make one of the pr ivate 
moments publ ic? I suggested i t . H e 
caught on l ike wildfire. I answered for our 
boy up to the h i l t . . . . Y o u see, I do 
sometimes dine out w i t h m y relatives. A n d 
now y o u two have really only to decide." 

" W h a t is i t ? " H e r cleverness seemed 
al l to have deserted her. She beat wi ld ly 
i n a br ight fog of conjecture. 

" A perfectly good, though natura l ly 
ve ry smal l , d ip lomat ic post. M i n i s t e r to 
Something-or-other w i t h a love ly cl imate, 
where y o u can afford twenty servants and 
pick your food, i n courses, off the trees. 
N o t a th ing for G lave to do, really, but 
produce masterpieces, and now and then 
practise his impeccable Spanish on digni
taries. W h a t price that, madame I'am-
bassadrice ?" H e smiled at her impas
sive face; then, as he bent to kiss her 
hand, whispered, " L o o k at h i m . " 

She d i d look at G lave , and caught her 
breath. N e v e r bu t once before had she 
seen that l ight i n his eyes—the eyes of a 
m a n who stands face to face w i t h For tune , 
breasting her smile. Fif teen years before 
she had caught her breath i n the same 
way . A l l these years she had thought of 
i t as a l ight that passes w i t h y o u t h . B u t 
. . . even Hays thorpe ' s colorless face re
flected i t now w i t h a faint lunar glow. 

She could not speak, ye t every instant 
that she delayed, she knew, w o u l d make 
her reply, when i t came, more inadequate. 
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A t last she gave i t up . " D e a r Geoffrey," 
she murmured , l ay ing her hand on his a r m 
for an instant . T h e n she s tood before her 
husband. H i m she d i d not touch—for a l l 
Hays thorpe , their c o m m o n tensi ty could 
mel t on ly into a s t ra in ing embrace. She 
flung her head back—del ibera te ly ; she 
was sure she smiled. " I t is H e s p e r i a ! " 
she cr ied. " B u t I can ' t say things to
night. W e ' l l t a lk a l l day to-morrow. 
A n d there, y o u dears, are your whiskey 
and y o u r soda. Y o u unders t and?" 

T h e y d i d understand, their faces as
sured her, and she fled. T h e y d idn ' t , 
poor darl ings, bu t she w o u l d go q u i c k l y 
to her own room a n d l ight her bale-fires 
there, if need be. 

I n spite of Rhoda ' s gal lant prophecy, 
all the next day couldn ' t , of course, go i n 
talk. There were the chi ldren 's lessons— 
next year they hoped to afford a school for 
Peggy and J u l i a at least, bu t this year 
S tan ton had eaten up, m o n t h b y mon th , 
the f luctuat ing balance; there was the 
b i r thday par ty , for wh ich they h a d to be 
dressed and to which they had to be taken; 
there was the fatal p lumber—two of h i m , 
as a lways, to upset the k i t chen and de
moral ize the cook. O n Ro land ' s side, 
there were the books that couldn ' t wai t , 
and that h a d to be looked at, at least, be
fore they could be reviewed. N o t un t i l 
evening—and even then R o l a n d was s t i l l 
i n the l ib ra ry t ack l ing the last of the hys
terical g roup—could she sit down w i t h 
Hays thorpe and beg for details. 

" R o l a n d and I haven ' t dared to beg in , " 
she explained. " E v e r y t h i n g wou ld have 
gone b y the board if we had once s tar ted 
on—'Hespe r i a . ' I t 's had to wa i t—but 
here we are." 

" C o u l d n ' t he chuck the trash for one 
day? Espec ia l ly now that " 

R h o d a smiled. " I ' m afraid not even 
now. A n d m y trash cer ta inly couldn ' t 
be chucked. Bes ides—" She hesitated. 
T h e y must seem ungrateful . Of course, 
R o l a n d w o u l d have chucked any th ing for 
a day, if she h a d asked h i m to. If she 
could only expla in to Hays tho rpe that her 
delaying, so easily made to seem of ne
cessity, was half cowardice, half sheer 
aching mercy for R o l a n d and the v i s ion 
in wh ich , for a few hours, he was wa lk ing . 
She knew—she read i t i n his every gesture 
—that i t wasn' t so bad even to wri te re

views of inferior novels w i t h a pen perhaps 
destined to trace his own masterpiece some 
day, i n Hesper ia . H o w m u c h , she won
dered, could she, i n l oya l t y , say to H a y s 
thorpe? I t wasn ' t l o y a l , of course, to say 
any th ing to h i m that hadn ' t first been 
said, or i m p l i e d , to R o l a n d . T h e whole 
question was: how m u c h h a d R o l a n d in 
ferred f rom her few hesi ta t ing phrases? 
Perhaps every th ing . If they could only 
find a w a y out! Perhaps she was morb id ; 
too m u c h g iven to scenting frustration in 
every new w i n d that blew. I t was a l i t t le 
her habi t to read life too personal ly; to 
believe supers t i t iously that because she 
had h a d so m u c h , she couldn ' t , i n mere 
mathemat ics , have any more. Fa te didn ' t 
give y o u R o l a n d and Hesper ia , she rea
soned. She d i d not stop to ask whether 
Fa t e couldn ' t perhaps give R o l a n d both 
Hesper ia and her. T h a t w o u l d have been 
s tup id jugg l ing ; modesty aside, she knew 
what she meant to R o l a n d . Besides, it 
was a lways too easy to see h i m as doomed 
b y his ve ry beauty. Y e t i t wasn' t a mo
ment for supers t i t ion; i t was a moment 
for a l l the humor one had. 

" I t 's ha rd to take life at its w o r d , " she 
threw out, as she groped. 

" O h , if ever two people p l ayed fair with 
life, i t ' s y o u . Y o u needn't be afraid, 
R h o d a . " 

H i s face was a l l kindness. H e didn ' t 
th ink them ungrateful . H e trusted them. 
D e a r H a y s t h o r p e ! 

" Y o u haven ' t h a d any t ime, really, 
have you? " he went on . " I kept R o l a n d 
up un t i l three, I confess. I have ' to go to
morrow, y o u k n o w . " 

R h o d a wavered. " O n l y five minutes 
—whi l e he was shaving . H e couldn ' t say 
m u c h ! " She laughed. " A n d the chil
dren have been about. W e can' t talk 
about i t before them. T h e y wou ld be
g in to pack their l i t t le t runks—and that 
would be a mess to clear u p ! " S t i l l she 
wavered, but her resolve was beginning to 
harden. She went on, i n another tone. 
She heard, herself, that her tone had 
changed. I t reassured her. 

" I said to h i m that we must think 
hard . T h e chi ldren , I mean. . . . Of 
course there couldn ' t be any question for 
R o l a n d or me. I t is l i b e r t y . " 

" I ' v e always thought , y o u k n o w , " said 
H a y s t h o r p e s lowly , " t h a t R o l a n d had 
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more than one s t r ing to his bow. H e ' s 
got so m u c h h i s to ry and pol i t ics and so
ciology s towed away. W e n d e l l realized 
that. H e h a d read the ' C o n t e m p o r a r y 
Essays . ' I t ' s a l i t t le place, bu t i n these 
days even l i t t l e places are impor t an t— 
any th ing m a y happen over night , w i t h 
J apan and G e r m a n y going such a pace. 
If he made good—and that 's on ly a ques
t ion of oppor tun i ty—he w o u l d be i n the 
direct l ine for some of the better places. 
I don' t mean the biggest capi tals—the re
treats for superannuated mi l l iona i res— 
but the impor t an t m ino r posts ." 

" O h , I know, I k n o w ! " H a d n ' t she 
spent the hours f rom two to seven that 
morning t h i n k i n g of the magnificent 
chance i t w o u l d be for her magnificent 
mate? She cou ld have bel ieved diplo
macy invented i n the d a w n of t ime for 
the sake of being just if ied i n the twent ie th 
century b y R o l a n d G l a v e . There was no 
l imi t to R h o d a ' s determinis t ic power to 
read a l l h i s to ry i n the l igh t of her special 
revelation. 

" Of course y o u k n o w , m y dear. B u t I 
couldn' t help say ing i t . A n d I th ink R o 
land himself feels that . G a d ! If y o u 
could have heard h i m ta lk last n ight out 
in the open—he oughtn ' t to be sacrificed 
as he has been a l l these years. Wherever 
he is, he's real ly at the top ; bu t he ought 
to be so v i s i b l y at the top that fools have 
to crane their necks. I don ' t k n o w what 
The Cosmic Review w i l l do wi thou t h i m , 
but I ' d j o l l y wel l l i ke to see. D i d n ' t even 
have the sense to give h i m the editorship 
when o ld What ' s -h i s -name d i e d ! " 

" Y o u can ' t b l ame them. H e would 
have r u n i t in to the ground, y o u know. 
T h i n k of the articles he wou ldn ' t have 
p r i n t e d ! " R h o d a fell in to the o ld laugh
ing tolerance for a moment . The Cosmic 
might have been an an t -h i l l and they 
good-natured strollers. 

Hays tho rpe smi led absent ly. H e seemed 
to be t h ink ing . " D o y o u real ly mean i t 
seriously about the chi ldren? Is i t their 
dreadful l i t t l e educat ion that 's wor ry ing 
y o u ? " 

"Geoff rey , how can y o u ? " She spoke 
l igh t ly , bu t her eyes were fixed, as if on 
a great i n c o m i n g wave. " I sha 'n ' t wor ry 
about their educat ion so long as they have 
the pr ivi lege of l i v i n g under their father's 
roof. A n d y o u don ' t need to be t o ld that 

i t ' s m u c h better luck for dear l i t t le girls 
w i t h no par t icular brains to be the daugh
ters of a U n i t e d States minis ter anywhere, 
than to go even to the schools we can ' t af
fo rd . " 

" S t a n t o n , t hen?" 
T h e great incoming wave had broken 

now i n spray a l l about her. She had to 
struggle to keep her footing. T o run was 
impossible. Q u i c k l y she decided. I t 
would have to be said to-morrow, if not 
to-night; and perhaps Geoffrey could 
make i t easier for R o l a n d if he knew. 
Y e t she b lamed herself b i t t e r ly both for 
her cowardice and her mercy, that had 
somehow caused her to let Hays thorpe 
have the fact i n its c rud i ty before she had 
done more than h in t i t to R o l a n d . She 
would go to R o l a n d at once, of course; 
and then he and Hays thorpe could have 
i t out. T h e morrow, she knew, would 
br ing her the old routine; since, though 
w i t h such good excuse, she had funked i t 
a l l day, there was no hope now of the 
proper sequence. B u t the v io la ted eti
quette—never before v io la ted b y her—of 
the supreme human relation seemed to her 
monstrous. T h e not ion of tel l ing even 
Geoffrey first! 

" L i s t e n , Geoffrey. R o l a n d , y o u know, 
h a d been away for a week before he 
joined y o u i n town and brought y o u down. 
Otherwise I shouldn' t be doing this ugly 
thing. I t is ugly—perhaps I had better 
go to h i m now." She rose unsteadily. 

Haysthorpe ' s hand pushed her gently 
back into her chair. " Y o u ' r e incapable 
of doing anyth ing ugly, R h o d a . Some
thing's t roubl ing y o u that y o u haven ' t 
yet let R o l a n d in on. Tha t ' s i t , isn ' t it? " 

She nodded. 
" Something y o u ' d have to tel l me, any

way? " 
" O h , yes, at once." 
" I t ' s a l l r ight , m y dear g i r l . T e l l me 

now, whi le Ro land ' s finishing, and then 
go straight to h i m . It 's I , w i t h m y prop
osi t ion, that have somehow made the 
th ing so ha rd to te l l h i m — I can see that . 
O r y o u ' d have dragged h i m off yesterday, 
the minute we got i n . " 

She nodded again. " O h , yesterday, I 
thought i t cou ld w a i t . " She added bi t 
t e r ly : " I thought i t h a d better wai t u n t i l 
y o u h a d gone. A n d now i t comes to m y 
tel l ing y o u first!" 
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Hays tho rpe leaned forward, moving into 
the l ight . H i s tense face gleamed at her. 

' ' L i s t e n , R h o d a . Y o u shal l do whatever 
y o u th ink is r ight—of course. B u t re
member th is : neither one of us gives a fig 
for the other compared w i t h R o l a n d . I ' d 
chuck y o u as y o u ' d chuck me, any day, 
for h i m . W e l l , then, we can ' t be doing 
any th ing ve ry dreadful. A n d I rather 
th ink , y o u know, since y o u have to tel l 
me anyhow, y o u ' d better tel l me now. 
There 's so l i t t le t ime. Between us, we 
might go over the ground and th ink of 
some way out—something to make i t 
easier for h i m . H e ' l l need i t , R h o d a — 
he ' l l need i t . A n d y o u need to te l l . I 
can see that , y o u poor dear." N o trace 
of the marble manner now. 

" I t m a y seem to y o u sordid—unreason
able ," she began. " Y o u ' v e no ch i ld ren . " 

H e showed her a whi te grimace. " N o , 
thank G o d ! " 

" I t ' s noth ing to thank G o d for, Geof
frey." T h e wave had ebbed now, and she 
s tood firm upon the sands. " Q u i t e the 
con t ra ry , " she pursued resolutely. " O n l y 
I know wha t poor dar l ing l i t t le S tanton 
must seem to y o u , set beside R o l a n d . " 
( " A n d to m e " were the words that fo l 
lowed i n her voiceless heart.) " B u t 
Stanton is there; and whi le R o l a n d was 
off shooting last week, D r . T u c k sent for 
me. H e doesn't k n o w ; he can ' t promise 
or prophesy; bu t the chances are that 
Stanton w i l l have to have a bad opera
tion—perhaps two or three, i n the next 
years. I t ' s a l l ve ry compl ica ted and ob
scure—Roland w i l l have to see D r . T u c k , 
and make out more than I could—but 
everything depends on his being set 
straight. H e ' l l have to be watched, and 
at the first sign of certain symptoms he ' l l 
have to be rushed off to Moor fe ld t . He ' s 
at a cr i t ical age apparently. 'There ' s 
nothing to do but wai t , ' D r . T u c k sa id; 
' you ' r e very fortunate to be near N e w 
Y o r k , where Moor fe ld t could have h i m at 
once.' A n d for a long t ime—even if every
th ing comes r ight—he w i l l be very , ve ry 
delicate. A n d y o u see"—al l her misery 
was i n her c r y — " S t a n t o n must have his 
chance." 

Hays thorpe h a d risen whi le she was 
speaking, and as she finished he stood 
w i t h his back to her, looking out through 
the dark window. 

" W h a t about R o l a n d ' s chance? " h e said 
t h i ck ly . 

" Y o u ask me t h a t ? " 
" I was asking Omnisc ience , R h o d a , not 

y o u . " 
F o r a moment there was silence, silence 

qui te unbroken b y any rep ly f rom O m n i 
science. A t last H a y s t h o r p e tu rned back 
to her. " H a v e y o u to ld R o l a n d any
t h i n g ? " 

" O n l y that , i n this connect ion, I was 
worr ied about S tan ton . D r . T u c k sent 
for me qui te unexpectedly. R o l a n d could 
hard ly guess—except that , of course, we 've 
a lways had to wor ry about S tan ton . A n d 
n o w , " she sa id after a l i t t l e pause, " I 
th ink I must go to R o l a n d . P o o r dar
l i n g ! " 

" W a i t ! " Hays tho rpe ' s h a n d shot up. 
" B e f o r e y o u go I wan t y o u to th ink. 
Y o u needn't, jus t because you ' re a mother, 
m i n d m y asking y o u to th ink . Y o u ' r e 
the best woman I ' ve ever k n o w n — i f that 
is any comfort to y o u for what I ' m going 
to say. Are you sure you are right? I 
love Stanton, too—always have loved the 
l i t t le beggar since I stood beside h i m at 
the chris tening font. I ' d love any son 
of y o u two. B u t if i t ' s between h i m and 
R o l a n d , Ro l and ' s w o r t h twice Stanton— 
wor th a hundred t imes Stanton, either to 
me or i n the open marke t . A n d this 
strikes me as being Ro land ' s last b ig 
chance. I don ' t suggest your doing any
th ing b ru t a l or bad . B u t couldn ' t y o u 
leave S tan ton here? I sn ' t there any one 
who w o u l d love the boy a n d see h i m 
through ? G o d knows I ' d do i t myself if 
I were up to i t . " 

" N o one is up to that , Geoffrey, except 
his father and his mother . Stanton's not 
o ld enough to unders tand the s i tuat ion, 
bu t he's o ld enough to have his heart 
broken. A n d they can break ours from 
the day they 're b o r n ! " She b i t back the 
emot ion that surged up and phrased itself. 
" T h e r e isn ' t any one, Geoffrey, and he 
isn ' t strong enough for school. Jus t as 
a p rac t ica l proposi t ion i t 's impossible. 
There 's no quest ion bu t that R o l a n d wi l l 
see i t in the same w a y . " 

" I s T u c k sure of saving the b o y ? " 
She shook her head. " N o — h e ' s not 

sure of any th ing except that i t w i l l take 
a l l that any of us can do to give h i m just 
a fighting chance." 
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" W o u l d y o u let R o l a n d go on ahead for 
a t ime wi thou t y o u ? " 

She looked at h i m gravely . " I shal l 
propose that to h i m , of course. B u t I 
doubt if we cou ld afford i t . " 

H i s sternness mel ted. " R h o d a , " he 
cried, "please unders tand! I ' m a beast 
to pu t y o u on the rack l i ke this, bu t I 
just can ' t help fighting to get out of the 
net. H e r e is one of the best minds of our 
t ime—we b o t h k n o w tha t—and since i t 
has come to m a t u r i t y i t has never h a d 
freedom. I t i sn ' t for myself I want R o 
land a great m a n ; i t 's for the wor ld . L e t 
clods mate and go under for the sake of 
their offspring. I defy anybody ' s off
spring—even his own!—to be so impor
tant as R o l a n d G l a v e . Y o u th ink I wish 
i l l to poor l i t t le S t an ton—I don ' t . B u t I 
don' t wish to see R o l a n d despoiled for 
Stanton's p rob lemat i ca l sake. I don ' t 
see what the w o r l d gets out of that . T h e 
b i rd i n the h a n d is w o r t h a l l four i n the 
bush, if i t comes.to that . A n d y o u k n o w 
as wel l as I do tha t this is p rac t i ca l ly a 
question of R o l a n d ' s future. I t ' s because 
the day's so late, a n d i t ' s a l l so damnab ly 
important , that I ' m behav ing l ike this. 
T o have R o l a n d go under because he 
mayn ' t l ive anywhere bu t on some special
ist's front s toop! . . . I love y o u both , 
and this th ing is m a k i n g me sick enough to 
die. W h a t i t 's do ing to y o u I don ' t even 
dare to th ink , m y poor dear R h o d a ! " 

R h o d a G l a v e h a d covered her face w i t h 
her hand . " I have sa id a l l that over to 
myself so m a n y t imes i n the last years, 
Geoffrey, that I can ' t even feel the i m 
pulse to tel l y o u not to apologize, to tel l 
you that I unders tand. C o u l d a w o m a n 
be Ro land ' s wife a n d not feel as y o u do 
about i t? Y o u are b i t te r against me 

H e shook his head. " I am not . " 
She went on, s t i l l ho ld ing her hand over 

her eyes. " Y o u are b i t te r against me, 
Geoffrey, because y o u believe that every 
mother is jus t a lioness c rouching beside 
her cubs. Y o u t h i n k I ' m fol lowing some 
brainless ins t inc t . I t ' s a th ing you 've 
never faced for yourself, and so y o u fal l 
back on a l l the o ld fables. I couldn ' t ex
p la in to y o u , if I w o u l d , how mis taken 
y o u are about me—and I wou ldn ' t if I 
could. I don ' t unders tand any better 
than y o u wha t N a t u r e is up t o — w i t h her 
birds i n the bush . I k n o w that S tan ton 

isn ' t equal to R o l a n d — n o t even w i t h 
Peggy and J u l i a and M a r i a n th rown i n . 
I t seems to me that I must know i t better 
even than y o u do. B u t i t somehow 
doesn't change a n y t h i n g . " 

She let her hand fa l l , and rose. " I am 
going to R o l a n d now. I shal l tell h i m as 
briefly as possible what D r . T u c k to ld me, 
and that I 've had to let y o u know. T h e n 
I shall send h i m straight to y o u . " She 
looked Hays tho rpe between the eyes. " I 
give y o u m y word , and I sha 'n ' t be induced 
to break i t . Y o u can count on me. If 
there is any way under heaven i n which 
y o u can work on R o l a n d to make h i m go, 
I shal l th ink y o u the better m a n for t ry ing 
i t . " 

She moved to the door. A s she passed 
his chair, she bent over and touched his 
forehead w i t h her fingers. " W e don' t 
understand any better than y o u do, 
Geoffrey," she murmured . " T h e only 
difference between us is that we accept i t 
and y o u don ' t . " 

" Y o u absolutely speak for h i m ? " H e 
detained her one more instant. 

" I won ' t touch h i m , Geoffrey. I give 
h i m to you . Y o u have m y word . B u t I 
k n o w . " She closed the door softly behind 
her. 

I t was a rel ief—could not be otherwise 
—when Geoffrey, his whi te face looking 
strangely gray and ghastly as he came out 
into the sunless afternoon, l imped down 
the walk to his cab. A l l three showed the 
s t rain of the sleepless night and the dreary 
morn ing w i t h the pitiless convent ion of its 
routine, i n which the ski l fu l silences and 
the tactful chatter, before chi ldren and 
servants, had been interrupt ions that d id 
not help. R h o d a G l a v e had kept her 
word to Hays thorpe . R o l a n d had come 
to h i m ten minutes after she left. U p 
stairs i n her own room R h o d a , watch i n 
hand, gave them an interminable hour. 
She dreaded going down to them as, she 
believed, she h a d never dreaded any th ing 
before; yet no hour had ever seemed so 
long. I t was l ike br inging the weight of 
S tan ton in to the wor ld again, she thought ; 
on ly this t ime w i t h knowledge instead of 
hope. Before she went d o w n she looked 
i n the mir ror , smoothed her hair , cooled 
her temples w i t h eau-de-cologne, pow
dered the deep blue circles under her eyes, 
l i f ted her head h igh , smiled courage at her 
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own b lu r red reflection—performed a l l the 
pathet ic v a i n r i t ua l of feminine prepara
t ion . A moment later, wi thou t knock ing , 
she entered the room. 

Immedia te ly Glave ' s a rm was about her 
and Glave ' s smile was ful l upon her face; 
though he finished his sentence to H a y s 
thorpe before he spoke to her. E v e n 
then i t was only " S i t down, dear—here," 
and he went on t a lk ing as if she had been 
there from the beginning. She rejoiced 
i n the w a r m t h of his perfect inclusion of 
her i n himself, as if i t had been fear of sep
arat ion that numbed her. She had been 
sure, as she to ld Geoffrey; but there was 
unspeakable comfort i n feeling sure there 
b y his side, i n watching h i m feel as she 
felt, react as she reacted—in only hav ing 
to l isten, as i t were, to hear herself speak 
w i t h Ro land ' s golden tongue. T h a t had 
been the supreme symbo l to her always of 
their marriage—her joy of l is tening to h i m 
as to her own inmost convict ions phrased 
b y a god. A n d now, though the mat ter 
was so sad—though the god was phras
ing their doom—her mated self was once 
more at peace. She d i d not need H a y s ; 

thorpe's haggard " H e sees i t as y o u do, 
R h o d a , " to f ind a l l her p i t y spending itself 
on poor Geoffrey, who w i t h rage unspeak
able had seen his miracle fai l before his 
eyes. H e was l ike—her weary bu t irre
pressible fancy to ld her—a Jacobi te noble 
pleading w i t h Pretenders. 

T h e ta lk had gone on for hours; and a l 
ways D r . T u c k recurred l ike some dev i l 
out of the machine. T h e y couldn ' t get 
away from the fact; they couldn ' t get 
away from the s i tuat ion. B y midn igh t 
they seemed to Rhoda ' s t i red b ra in petr i 
fied into a symbol ic group: Geoffrey hoarse 
w i t h the amount of bi t ter common-sense 
he had ta lked, she and R o l a n d fixed for a l l 
t ime i n some mytho log ica l a t t i tude of 
parenthood—something for archaeologists 
to interpret . I t wasn ' t that they d idn ' t 
long to be del ivered from their L a o k o o n -
esque posture; they dealt i n figures, i n 
probabil i t ies , i n symptoms, i n metaphors, 
i n every k n o w n language, whi le S tan ton— 
li t t le , f rustrat ing S tan ton , the frai l fruit 
of their flesh, the goal of their desire— 
slept ignorant ly above. E a c h prac t ica l 
suggestion of Haysthorpe 's—somet imes 
fantastic i n its conception of concrete 
possibi l i t ies—brought to R h o d a an unreal 

hope that died as soon as she tu rned the 
eye of reason on i t . O n c e — w i t h a qu ick 
first look, as of an accomplice , at H a y s 
thorpe—she asked q u i e t l y : " C o u l d y o u 
perhaps go wi thou t me, R o l a n d , leaving 
me to follow when I could? " 

She h a d p roved herself a w o m a n of her 
w o r d ; w h i c h was her sole compensat ion 
for the accent of his ' ' R h o d a ! N e v e r ! ' ' 

A s for G l a v e , he h a d perhaps never 
heard so m a n y superlatives l av i shed upon 
himself as i n that hour. H a y s t h o r p e let 
h i m have i t s t ra igh t—al l the praise that 
he had garnered du r ing the years from 
others, and kept i n his l o y a l inar t icula te 
heart, poured for th i n a golden stream. 
G l a v e flushed beneath i t , a n d caught 
helplessly at R h o d a ' s hand . Y e t he 
might have felt some just ice i n i t , some 
belated compensat ion for incommensur
ate rewards; for he on ly said, " E v e n so, 
Geoffrey, the s i tua t ion isn ' t changed. If 
y o u give 'hostages to F o r t u n e ' — w e l l , 
you 've y o u r d u t y to y o u r hostages. A s k 
any a rmy m a n . " A n d once, when Geof
frey was t reat ing the b lack future i n the 
epic manner, he turned to R h o d a almost 
w i t h amusement. " M y dear, does he 
th ink we don ' t k n o w that? " 

So i t h a d gone, through hours, un t i l 
Geoffrey, b roken and beaten, took his 
candle and went to his room. R h o d a , 
as he stood in the door, pu t her hands on 
his shoulders. "Geof f rey , Geoffrey," she 
whispered, " R o l a n d ' s above everyth ing; 
bu t do y o u th ink this is easy for m e ? " 

" I th ink i t w i l l k i l l y o u , i n the end," 
he answered. " Y o u don ' t , either of you , 
seem to see wha t I ' m pleading for—the 
su rv iva l of the fittest. Y o u treat me l ike 
a blasphemer." 

F o r the first and last t ime i n her life 
R h o d a G l a v e bent and kissed Geoffrey 
Hays thorpe ' s cheek. ' ' N o , Geoffrey dear, 
n o , " she said. " W e love y o u more than 
we ever loved y o u before." 

If i t was a relief when Geoffrey went, i t 
was s t i l l more of a relief when night closed 
i n , when the y o u n g voices were s t i l l , and 
R o l a n d G lave and his wife were left alone. 
T h e y h a d m u c h to go over ; m u c h sep
arate ta lk on the par t of each w i t h H a y s 
thorpe to be recounted; m u c h sad and 
quiet discussion of the meagre, authori ta
t ive words of D r . T u c k ; m u c h qu ick p lan
ning of the te r r i fy ingly expensive future; 
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m u c h tender, a ton ing ment ion of Stan
ton himself . T h e l i t t le girls were for
got ten—Hesper ia w o u l d have done wel l 
enough for t hem! B o t h knew tha t b i t te r 
reactions w o u l d come; G l a v e braced h i m 
self, i n the in tervals , to the sub-editorship 
that his sensitive independence h a d long 
refused; R h o d a saw, i n the silent i n 
stants, whi te hospi ta l cots a n d the cheer
ful masks of nurses. . . . B o t h c lung to 
the slight exal ta t ion left them, made con
scious afresh of the numbered years. A t 
the end R h o d a drew near to her hus
band. 

" I was g lad , i n a way , to have Geoffrey 
say i t to m e , " she said. " I ' v e so often 
felt i t w i thou t dar ing to say i t . N a t u r e is 
a terrible fu tur i s t—and I ' m not. N o t h i n g 
is wor th your chance to me. I t seems 
like madness to g ive i t up . M y b ra in 
can't just i fy us. Once i t seemed the 
most beautiful th ing i n the w o r l d for y o u 
to be repeated i n h u m a n form. N o w I 

know y o u can' t be. I n a thousand years 
noth ing w i l l happen so good as y o u . 
We ' r e not even gambl ing . B u t i t 's the 
way we chose. . . . " 

" I t ' s the way we chose," he repeated 
f i rmly . 

" T h e w o r l d won ' t thank us ," she went 
on. " W h a t w i l l , I w o n d e r ? " N o t the 
deaf generations, she thought to herself, 
to which we al l sacrifice. 

" N o t Geoffrey," she heard G lave say
ing. " H e w i l l never understand. B u t 
he w i l l always love us just the same. 
H e ' l l have to. W e haven ' t answered h i m . 
L i f e has answered h i m . C a l l i t G o d , if 
y o u must. . . . I ' m awful ly t i r ed . " 

" T i r e d , m y d a r l i n g ? " H e r drooping 
head rose w i t h the o ld quick gesture. 

" N o t really t ired, m y own. N o , never 
really t i r e d ! " 

T h e y clasped each other, so ut ter ly at 
one that even Hesper ia seemed a mere 
t r ick of the sunlight upon the sea. 

L O V E O F L I F E 

B y T e r t i u s v a n D y k e 

L O V E you not the tal l trees spreading wide their branches, 
Cool ing wi th their green shade the sunny days of June? 
L o v e you not the little b i rd lost among the leaflets, 
D r e a m i l y repeating a quaint, brief tune? 

Is there not a joy i n the waste windy places; 
Is there not a song by the long dusty way? 
Is there not a glory i n the sudden hour of struggle; 
Is there not a peace i n the long quiet day? 

L o v e you not the meadows with the deep lush grasses; 
L o v e you not the cloud-flocks noiseless in their flight? 
L o v e you not the cool w i n d that stirs to meet the sunrise; 
L o v e you not the stillness of the w a r m summer night? 

H a v e you never wept wi th a grief that slowly passes, 
H a v e you never laughed when a joy goes running by? 
K n o w you not the peace of rest that follows l abor?— 
Y o u have not learnt to live, then; how can you dare to die 
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B O O K I I I 

X X X 

A F E W days after her decisive 
c o n v e r s a t i o n w i t h R a y 
m o n d de Chel les , U n d i n e , 
emerging f rom the doors of 
the N o u v e a u L u x e , where 
she h a d been to ca l l on the 

newly-a r r ived M r s . H o m e r B r a n n e y , once 
more found herself face to face w i t h E l 
mer M o f f a t t . 

T h i s t ime there was no mis t ak ing his 
eagerness to be recognized. H e stopped 
short as they met , and she read i n his eyes 
so frank an appreciat ion of her charms that 
she too stopped, ho ld ing out her hand . 

" I ' m g lad you ' re going to speak to me , " 
she said , and Mof fa t t reddened at the 
a l lus ion. 

" W e l l , I ve ry nearly d idn ' t . W h a t have 
y o u done to yourself? I d idn ' t know y o u . 
Y o u look about as o l d as y o u d i d when I 
first landed at A p e x — r e m e m b e r ? " 

H e turned back and began to wa lk at 
her side i n the di rect ion of the C h a m p s 
Elysees. 

" S a y — t h i s is a l l r i g h t ! " he exc la imed; 
and she saw that his glance h a d left her 
and was ranging across the wide s i lvery 
square ahead of them to the congregated 
domes a n d spires beyond the r iver . 

" D o you l ike Par is? " she asked, vaguely 
wonder ing wha t theatres he h a d been to. 

" I t beats eve ry th ing . " H e seemed to 
breathe i n deeply the impression of foun
tains, sculpture, leafy avenues and long-
d rawn archi tec tura l distances fading in to 
the afternoon haze. 

" I suppose y o u ' v e been to that o l d 
church over there? " he went on, his gold-
topped st ick po in t ing toward the towers 
of N o t r e D a m e . 

" O h , of course; when I used to sightsee. 
H a v e y o u never been to Pa r i s before?" 
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" N o , this is m y first look- round . I 
came across i n M a r c h . " 

" I n M a r c h ? " she echoed ina t ten t ive ly . 
I t never occurred to her tha t other peo
ple 's l ives went on when they were out 
of her range of v i s ion , a n d she t r ied i n 
v a i n to remember wha t she h a d last heard 
of Mof fa t t . " W a s n ' t tha t a b a d t ime to 
leave W a l l S t r ee t ? " 

" W e l l , so-so. F a c t is, I was p layed 
ou t : needed a change." N o t h i n g i n his 
robust mien confirmed the statement, and 
he d i d not seem inc l ined to develop i t . 
" I presume you ' re settled here n o w ? " he 
went on . " I saw b y the papers " 

" Y e s , " she in te r rup ted ; adding , after 
a momen t : " I t was a l l a mis take from the 
first." 

" W e l l , I never thought he was your 
f o r m , " sa id Mof fa t t . 

H i s eyes h a d come back to her, and 
the look i n t hem s t ruck her as something 
she migh t use to her advantage; bu t the 
next moment he h a d glanced away w i t h 
a furrowed brow, and she h a d the sense 
tha t she h a d not w h o l l y fixed his atten
t ion . 

" I l ive at the other end of Par i s . W h y 
not come back and have tea w i t h m e ? " 
she suggested, half m o v e d b y a desire to 
k n o w more of his affairs, and half b y the 
thought tha t a t a lk w i t h h i m might help 
to shed some l igh t on hers. 

I n the open taxi-cab w h i c h they pres
ent ly p i c k e d up he seemed to recover his 
sense of wel l -being, a n d leaned back, his 
hands on the knob of his s t ick, w i t h the 
a i r of a m a n pleasant ly aware of his p r iv 
ileges. " T h i s Pa r i s is a thunder ing good 
p lace ," he repeated once or twice , as they 
ro l led on th rough the crush a n d gl i t ter of 
the afternoon; a n d when they had de
scended at Und ine ' s door, and he stood in 
her d rawing- room, and looked out on the 
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horse-chestnut trees round ing their green 
domes under the ba lcony , his sat isfact ion 
cu lmina ted i n the comment : " I guess this 
lays out W e s t E n d A v e n u e ! " 

H i s eyes met U n d i n e ' s w i t h their o l d 
twink le , a n d their expression encouraged 
her to m u r m u r : " O f course there are 
times when I ' m v e r y l o n e l y . " 

She seated herself beh ind the tea-table, 
pu l l ing off her long gloves, a n d he stood 
at a l i t t le distance, l ook ing d o w n on her 
w i t h a queer comic t w i t c h of his elastic 
mouth . " W e l l , I guess i t ' s o n ly when 
y o u want to be , " he said , grasping a ly re -
backed chair b y i ts g i l t cords, a n d s i t t ing 
down astride of i t , his l igh t grey trousers 
stretching somewhat too t i g h t l y over 
his p l u m p thighs. U n d i n e was perfect ly 
aware tha t he was a vu lga r over-dressed 
man, w i t h a red crease of fat above his 
collar a n d an impuden t swaggering eye; 
yet she l i k e d to see h i m there, a n d was 
conscious tha t he s t i r red the fibres of a 
self she h a d forgotten bu t h a d not ceased 
to understand. 

She h a d fancied her a v o w a l of loneliness 
might ca l l for th some sent imenta l phrase; 
but though M o f f a t t was so c lear ly pleased 
to be w i t h her she s t i l l saw that she was 
not the centre of his thoughts , and the dis
covery i r r i t a t ed her. 

" I don ' t suppose you've k n o w n what i t 
is to be lonely since y o u ' v e been i n E u 
rope?" she cont inued as she he ld out his 
tea-cup. 

" O h , " he sa id jocosely, " I don ' t a l 
ways go r o u n d w i t h a g u i d e " ; a n d she re
joined on the same no te : " T h e n perhaps 
I shall see something of y o u . " 

" W h y , there's no th ing w o u l d sui t me 
better; bu t the fact is , I ' m p robab ly sa i l 
ing next week ." 

" O h , are you? I ' m so r ry . " There 
was no th ing feigned i n her regret. 

" A n y t h i n g I can do for y o u across the 
p o n d ? " 

She hesi tated. " There ' s something y o u 
can do for me r ight off." 

H e looked at her more a t ten t ive ly , as 
if his prac t i sed eye h a d passed th rough 
the surface of her beau ty to wha t m igh t 
be going o n beh ind i t . " D o y o u want 
m y blessing a g a i n ? " he asked w i t h sud
den i rony . 

U n d i n e opened her eyes w i t h a t rustful 
look. " Y e s — I d o . " 

" W e l l — I ' l l be d a m n e d ! " said M o f f a t t 
ga i ly . 

" Y o u ' v e a lways been so awful ly n i ce , " 
she began; and he leaned back, grasping 
bo th sides of the chair-back, a n d shak ing 
i t a l i t t le w i t h his laugh. 

H e kept i n the same a t t i tude whi le she 
proceeded to unfold her case, l i s tening to 
her w i t h the a i r of sober concentra t ion 
that his fr ivolous face took on at any seri
ous demand on his a t tent ion. W h e n she 
h a d ended he kept the same look du r ing 
an in te rva l of silent pondering. " Is i t the 
fellow who was over at N i c e w i t h y o u that 
d a y ? " he then asked. 

She looked at h i m w i t h surprise. 
" H o w d i d y o u k n o w ? " 

" W h y , I l i ked his looks , " said Mof fa t t 
s imply . 

H e got up and strolled toward the w i n 
dow. O n the way he stopped before a 
table covered w i t h showy trifles, and after 
looking at them for a moment singled out 
a d i m o ld b rown and golden book wh ich 
de Chelles had given her. H e examined 
i t l ingeringly, as though i t touched the 
spring of some choked-up sensibi l i ty for 
wh ich he h a d no language. " S a y — " he 
began: i t was the usual prelude to his en
thusiasms; but he l a id the book down a n d 
turned back to Und ine . 

" T h e n y o u th ink if y o u h a d the cash 
y o u could fix i t up a l l r ight w i t h the 
P o p e ? " 

H e r heart began to beat. She remem
bered that he had once pu t a job i n 
R a l p h ' s way , and h a d let her unders tand 
that he had done i t pa r t ly for her sake. 

" W e l l , " he cont inued, relapsing in to 
hyperbole, " I wish I could send the o l d 
gentleman m y cheque tomorrow morn
i n g : bu t the fact is I ' m h igh and d r y . " 
H e looked at her w i t h a sudden o d d i n 
tensity. " I f I wasn't, I dunno bu t 
w h a t — " T h e phrase was lost i n his fa
mi l i a r whist le . " Tha t ' s an awful ly fetch
ing w a y y o u do your ha i r , " he said. 

I t was a disappointment to U n d i n e to 
hear that his affairs were not prospering, 
for she knew that i n his w o r l d " p u l l " a n d 
solvency were closely related, a n d tha t 
such support as she had hoped he migh t 
give her wou ld be contingent on his o w n 
s i tuat ion. B u t she had again a fleeting 
sense of his mysterious power of accom
pl ish ing things i n the teeth of advers i ty ; 
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and she answered: " W h a t I want is y o u r 
adv i ce . " 

H e turned away from her and wan
dered across the room, his hands in his 
pockets. O n her ornate w r i t i n g desk he 
saw a photograph of P a u l , br ight-cur led 
and sturdy-legged, in a m a n l y reefer, a n d 
bent over i t w i t h a m u r m u r of approva l . 
" S a y — w h a t a fellow! G o t h i m w i t h 
y o u ? " 

U n d i n e coloured. " N o — " she began; 
and seeing his look of surprise, she em
barked on her usual explanat ion. " I 
can ' t te l l y o u how I miss h i m , " she end
ed, w i t h a r ing of t ru th that carr ied 
convic t ion to her own ears if not to M o f -
fatt 's . 

" W h y don ' t y o u get h i m back, t h e n ? " 
" W h y , I " 
Mof fa t t h a d p i cked up the frame and 

was look ing at the photograph more 
closely. " P a n t s ! " he chuckled . " I de
c l a r e ! " 

H e turned back to Und ine . " W h o does 
he belong to, a n y h o w ? " 

" Be long to? " She repeated the words 
as though she ha rd ly followed them. 

" W h o got h i m when y o u were d i 
vorced? D i d y o u ? " 

" O h , I got eve ry th ing , " she said, her 
ins t inc t of self-defense on the alert. 

" So I thought . " H e stood before her, 
s tout ly planted on his short legs, and speak
ing w i t h an aggressive energy. " W e l l , I 
k n o w what I ' d do if he was m i n e . " 

" I f he was y o u r s ? " 
" A n d y o u t r ied to get h i m away from 

me. F i g h t y o u to a f inish! If i t cost me 
down to m y last dol lar I w o u l d . " 

T h e conversat ion seemed to be wander
ing from the point , and she answered, 
w i t h a touch of impat ience: " I t wou ldn ' t 
cost y o u a n y t h i n g l ike that. I haven ' t 
got a dol lar to fight back w i t h . " 

" W e l l , y o u a in ' t got to fight. Y o u r de
cree gave h i m to y o u , d idn ' t i t? W h y 
don ' t y o u send r ight over and get h im? 
T h a t ' s wha t I ' d do if I was y o u . " 

U n d i n e looked up q u i c k l y . " B u t I ' m 
awfu l ly poor ; I can' t afford to have h i m 
here." 

" Y o u couldn ' t , up to now; bu t now 
you ' re going to get marr ied . Y o u ' r e go
ing to be able to give h i m a home and a 
father's care—and the foreign languages. 
T h a t ' s what I ' d say if I was y o u . . . H i s 

father takes considerable stock i n h i m , 
don ' t h e ? " 

She coloured, a denia l on her l i p s ; but 
she cou ld not shape i t . " W e ' r e bo th 
awful ly fond of h i m of course. . . H i s 
fa ther 'd never give h i m u p ! " 

" J u s t so ." Mof fa t t ' s face h a d grown 
as sharp as glass. " Y o u ' v e got the M a r -
vells runn ing . A l l y o u ' v e got to do's to 
sit t ight and wai t for their cheque." H e 
dropped back to his equestr ian seat on 
the lyre-backed chair . 

U n d i n e s tood up a n d m o v e d uneasi ly 
t oward the w indow. She seemed to see 
her l i t t le boy as though he were i n the 
room w i t h her; she d i d not unders tand 
how she could have l i v e d so long w i t h 
out h i m . . . She s tood for a long t ime 
wi thout speaking, feeling beh ind her the 
concentrated i rony of Mof fa t t ' s silent 
gaze. 

" Y o u couldn ' t l end me the money— 
manage to borrow i t for me, I mean? " she 
finally turned back to ask. 

H e laughed. " I f I cou ld manage to 
borrow any money at this par t i cu la r m i n -
u te—wel l , I ' d have to lend every dol lar of 
i t to E l m e r Mof fa t t , Esqu i r e . I ' m stone-
broke, if y o u want to k n o w . A n d wanted 
for an Inves t iga t ion too. T h a t ' s w h y I 've 
been over here i m p r o v i n g m y m i n d . " 

" W h y , I thought y o u were going home 
next w e e k ? " 

H e gr inned. " I a m , because I 've 
found out there's a pa r ty wants me to 
stay away worse than the courts want me 
back. M a k i n g the t r ip just for m y p r i 
va te satisfaction—there won ' t be any 
money i n i t , I ' m a f ra id . " 

Leaden d isappoin tment descended on 
U n d i n e . She h a d felt almost sure of 
Mof fa t t ' s he lp ing her, a n d for an instant 
she wondered if some long-smouldering 
jealousy h a d f lamed up under its cold 
cinders. B u t another look at his face de
nied her this sl ight solace; and his evident 
indifference was the last b low to her pride. 
T h e twinge i t gave her p rompted her to 
ask: " D o n ' t y o u ever mean to get mar
r i e d ? " 

Mof fa t t gave her a qu ick look. " W h y , 
I shouldn ' t wonder—one of these days. 
M i l l i o n a i r e s a lways collect something; but 
I 've got to collect m y mi l l ions first." 

H e spoke cool ly a n d half-humorously, 
a n d before he h a d ended she h a d lost a l l 
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interest i n his reply . H e seemed to be 
aware of the fact, for he s tood up a n d 
held out his hand . 

" W e l l , so long, M r s . M a r v e l l . I t ' s 
been u n c o m m o n l y pleasant to see y o u ; 

a n d y o u ' d better th ink over wha t I ' ve 
s a id . " 

She let her hand fal l i n his sadly. 
" Y o u ' v e never h a d a c h i l d , " she an
swered. 

B O O K I V 

X X X I 

N E A R L Y two years h a d passed since 
R a l p h M a r v e l l , w a k i n g f rom his long 
sleep i n the hot summer l ight of W a s h i n g 
ton Square, h a d found that the face of life 
was changed for h i m . 

I n the in t e rva l he h a d g radua l ly 
adapted himself to the new order of 
things; bu t the months of adapta t ion h a d 
been a t ime of such darkness a n d con
fusion that , f rom the vantage-ground of 
his recovered l u c i d i t y , he could not ye t 
dist inguish the stages b y w h i c h he h a d 
worked his w a y out ; a n d even now his 
footing was not secure. 

H i s first effort h a d been to readjust his 
values—to take an i nven to ry of them, 
and reclassify them, so that one at least 
might be made to appear as impor t an t as 
those he had lost : otherwise there cou ld 
be no imaginable reason w h y he should go 
on l i v i n g . H e appl ied himself doggedly to 
this a t tempt ; bu t whenever he thought he 
had found a reason that his m i n d cou ld 
rest i n , i t gave w a y under h i m , and the o l d 
struggle for a foothold began" again. H i s 
two reasons for l i v i n g were his boy and his 
book. T h e boy was i ncomparab ly the 
stronger argument, ye t the less serviceable 
in filling the v o i d . R a l p h felt his son a l l 
the while , and a l l th rough his other feel
ings; bu t he cou ld not t h i n k about h i m 
act ively and cont inuous ly , cou ld not for
ever exercise his eager e m p t y dissatisfied 
mind on the re la t ive ly s imple prob lem of 
clothing, educat ing a n d amusing a l i t t le 
boy of six. Y e t P a u l ' s existence was the 
all-sufficient reason for his o w n ; and he 
turned again, w i t h a £ ind of co ld fervour, 
to his abandoned l i t e ra ry dream. M a t e 
rial needs obl iged h i m to go on w i t h his 
regular business; but , the day 's work over, 
he was now possessed of a leisure as bare 
and as b l ank as an unfurnished house, ye t 
that was at least his o w n to furnish as he 
pleased. 

M e a n w h i l e he was beginning to show a 
V O L . I V . — 2 6 

presentable face to the wor ld , and to be 
once more treated l ike a m a n i n whose case 
no one is pa r t i cu la r ly interested. H i s 
men friends ceased to say: " H a l l o , o ld 
chap, I never saw y o u look ing fitter!" and 
elderly ladies no longer to ld h i m they were 
sure he kept too m u c h to himself, and 
urged h i m to drop i n any afternoon for a 
quiet ta lk . People left h i m to his sorrow 
as a m a n is left to an incurable habi t , 
an unfortunate t ie: they ignored i t , and 
looked over its head if they happened to 
catch a gl impse of i t at his elbow. 

These glimpses were g iven to them 
more and more rarely. T h e smothered 
springs of life were bubb l ing up i n R a l p h , 
and there were days when he was g lad to 
wake and see the sun in his window, a n d 
when he began to p l an his book, and to 
fancy that the p lanning real ly interested 
h i m . H e could even keep up the delusion 
for several days—for intervals each t ime 
appreciably longer—before i t shrivel led 
up again i n a scorching blast of disen
chantment . T h e worst of i t was that he 
could never tel l when these hot gusts of 
anguish wou ld overtake h i m . T h e y came 
sometimes just when he felt most secure, 
when he was saying to himself: " A f t e r a l l , 
things are real ly wor th w h i l e — " some
times even when he was s i t t ing w i t h Clare 
V a n Degen, listening to her voice, watching 
her hands, and indolent ly turn ing over i n 
his m i n d the opening chapters of his book. 

" Y o u ought to w r i t e " ; they h a d one 
and a l l said i t to h i m from the first; and he 
was half-disposed to th ink he migh t have 
begun sooner if he had not been urged 
on b y their watchful fondness. E v e r y 
body wanted h i m to wr i te—everybody 
h a d decided that he ought to, that he 
would , that he must be persuaded to; a n d 
the incessant impercept ible pressure of 
encouragement—the assumption of those 
about h i m that because i t w o u l d be good 
for h i m to wri te he must na tu ra l ly be 
able to—acted on his restive nerves as a 
stronger deterrent than d isapproval . 
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E v e n C la re h a d fallen into the same 
mis take ; and one day, as he sat t a lk ing 
w i t h her on the verandah of L a u r a F a i r -
ford's l i t t l e house on the Sound—-where 
they now most frequently m e t — R a l p h 
h a d ha l f - impat ien t ly rejoined: " O h , i f y o u 
t h i n k i t ' s l i terature I need ! " 

Ins t an t ly he h a d seen her face change, 
and the speaking hands tremble a l i t t le on 
her knee. B u t she achieved the feat of 
not answering h i m , or tu rn ing her steady 
eyes f rom the s t r ip of dancing mid- sum
mer water at the foot of L a u r a ' s l a w n . 
R a l p h leaned a l i t t le nearer, a n d for an 
ins tant his hand imagined the flutter of 
hers. B u t instead of c lasping i t he drew 
back, and r is ing from his chair wandered 
away to the other end of the verandah. . . 
N o , decidedly, he d idn ' t feel as C la re felt. 
If he loved her—as he sometimes thought 
he d i d — i t was not i n the same way . H e 
h a d a great tenderness for her, he was 
more near ly happy w i t h her than w i t h any 
one else; he l i ked to sit and ta lk w i t h her, 
and wa tch her face and her hands, a n d 
he wished there were some way—some 
different w a y — o f le t t ing her know i t ; 
bu t he could not conceive that tender
ness and desire could ever again be one 
for h i m : such a not ion as that seemed a 
par t of the monstrous sent imental muddle 
on w h i c h his life had gone aground. 

" I shal l wr i t e—of course I shall wr i te 
some d a y , " he said, tu rn ing back to his 
seat. " I ' v e h a d a novel i n the back of 
m y head for years; and now's the t ime to 
p u l l i t ou t . " 

H e ha rd ly knew wha t he was say ing; 
bu t before the end of the sentence he knew 
that C la re h a d understood what he meant 
to convey, and he felt henceforth com
m i t t e d to le t t ing her ta lk to h i m as m u c h 
as she pleased about his book. H e h i m 
self, i n consequence, took to t h ink ing 
about i t more consecut ively; and just as 
his friends began to forget they h a d ever 
urged h i m to wri te , he sat down i n earnest 
to begin. 

T h e v i s ion that had come to h i m had no 
likeness to any of his earlier imaginings. 
T w o or three subjects had haunted h i m , 
p leading for expression, dur ing the first 
years of his marr iage; bu t these now 
seemed either too l y r i c a l or too tragic. 
H e no longer saw life on the heroic scale: 
he wanted to do something i n w h i c h men 

should look no bigger than the insects 
they were. H e con t r ived i n the course 
of t ime to reduce one of his o l d subjects 
to these dimensions, a n d he after nights of 
brooding made a dash at i t , a n d wrote an 
opening chapter tha t s t ruck h i m as not 
too bad . I n the exhi la ra t ion of this first 
a t tempt he spent some pleasant evenings 
revis ing and po l i sh ing his w o r k ; a n d grad
ua l l y a feeling of au tho r i t y a n d impor
tance developed i n h i m . I n the morn ing , 
when he woke, ins tead of his hab i tua l 
sense of lassitude, he felt an eagerness to 
be up and doing, a n d a conv ic t i on that his 
i n d i v i d u a l task was a necessary par t of the 
wor ld ' s machinery . H e kept his secret 
w i t h the beginner 's deadly fear of losing 
his ho ld on his Half-real creations i f he let 
i n any outer l ight on t h e m ; bu t he went 
about w i t h a more assured step, shrank 
less f rom meet ing and t a l k i n g w i t h his 
friends, and even began to dine out again, 
a n d to laugh at some of the jokes he 
heard. 

L a u r a F a i r f o r d , to get P a u l away from 
town, h a d gone ear ly to the coun t ry ; and 
R a l p h , who went d o w n to her every Sat
urday , usua l ly found Cla re V a n Degen 
there. Since his d ivorce he h a d never 
entered his cousin's p innac led palace; and 
Cla re h a d never asked h i m w h y he stayed 
away. T h i s m u t u a l silence h a d been 
their sole a l lus ion to V a n Degen 's share 
i n the catastrophe, though R a l p h had 
spoken f rank ly of its other aspects. T h e y 
ta lked, however, most often of impersonal 
subjects—books, pictures, p lays , or what
ever the w o r l d that interested them was 
do ing—and she showed no desire to draw 
h i m back to his own affairs. She was 
again s tay ing late i n town—to have a pre
text, as he guessed, for coming down on 
Sundays to the Fa i r fo rds '—and they often 
made the t r ip together i n her motor ; but 
he h a d not ye t spoken to her of hav ing 
begun his book. One M a y evening, how
ever, as they sat alone i n the verandah, he 
suddenly t o ld her tha t he was wr i t ing . 
A s he spoke his heart beat l ike a boy 's ; 
but" once the words were out they gave 
h i m a feeling of self-confidence, a n d he be
gan to sketch his p l an , and then to go in to 
i ts details. C la r e l is tened in ten t ly , de
v o u t l y , her eyes bu rn ing on h i m through 
the dusk l ike the stars deepening above 
the garden trees; and when she got up to 
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go i n he fol lowed her w i t h a new sense of 
reassurance. 

T h e dinner that evening was unusua l ly 
pleasant. Char les B o w e n , jus t back from 
his usual spr ing travels, h a d come straight 
down to his friends f rom the steamer; and 
the fund of impressions he brought w i t h 
h i m gave R a l p h a desire to be up a n d 
wandering. A n d w h y no t—when the book 
was done? H e smi led across the table at 
Clare. 

" N e x t summer y o u ' l l have to charter a 
yacht , and take us a l l off to the ^Egean. 
W e can' t have B o w e n condescending to 
us about the out-of-the-way places he's 
been seeing." 

Was i t real ly he who was speaking, a n d 
his cousin who was sending h i m back 
her dusky smile? W e l l — w h y not, again? 
The seasons renewed themselves, a n d he 
too was p u t t i n g out a new growth . " M y 
book—my b o o k — m y book , " kept repeat
ing itself under a l l his thoughts, as U n 
dine's name h a d once perpetual ly mur 
mured there. T h a t n ight as he went up 
to bed he said to himself that he was act
ual ly ceasing to t h ink about his wife. . . 

O n the w a y up , L a u r a cal led h i m to her 
room, and pu t t i ng her a r m about h i m 
gave h i m a kiss. 

" Y o u look so we l l , dea r ! " 
" B u t w h y shouldn ' t I ? " he answered 

gaily, as if r i d i cu l ing her absurd fancy 
that he had ever looked otherwise. P a u l 
was sleeping beh ind the next door, a n d 
the sense of the boy 's nearness gave h i m a 
warmer glow. H i s l i t t le w o r l d was round
ing itself out again , a n d once more he felt 
himself safe a n d at peace i n its circle. 

H i s sister looked as if she h a d some
thing more to say ; bu t she merely bade 
h i m a fond good night , a n d he went up 
whis t l ing to h is room. 

T h e next morn ing he was to take a 
walk w i t h C la r e , a n d whi le he lounged 
about the d rawing- room, w a i t i n g for her 
to come down , a servant entered w i t h the 
Sunday papers. R a l p h p i c k e d one up, 
and was absent ly unfo ld ing i t when his 
eye fell on his o w n name: a sight he had 
been spared since the last echoes of his 
divorce h a d subsided. H i s impulse was 
to fling the paper down , to h u r l i t as far 
from h i m as he c o u l d ; bu t a g r i m fascina
t ion t ightened his h o l d a n d drew his eyes 
back to the ha ted head-line. " N e w Y o r k 

B e a u t y Weds F rench N o b l e m a n . M r s . 
U n d i n e M a r v e l l Confident Pope W i l l 
A n n u l Previous M a r r i a g e . M r s . M a r v e l l 
T a l k s A b o u t H e r Case . " 

There i t was before h i m i n a l l its long-
d rawn horror—an " i n t e r v i e w " — a n " i n 
t e r v i e w " of Undine ' s about her coming 
marriage! A h , she ta lked about her case 
indeed! H e r confidences filled the greater 
par t of a co lumn, and the only detai l she 
seemed to have omi t ted was the name of 
her future husband, who was referred to 
b y herself as " m y fiance" and b y the i n 
terviewer as " t h e C o u n t , " or " a p romi 
nent scion of the F r e n c h n o b i l i t y . " 

R a l p h was s t i l l reading when he heard 
Lau ra ' s step behind h i m . H e threw the 
paper aside and their eyes met. 

" I s this what y o u wanted to tell me 
last night? " 

" L a s t night?—Is i t i n the papers?" 
" W h o to ld you? B o w e n , I suppose? 

W h a t else has he hea rd?" 
" O h , R a l p h , what does i t matter— 

what can i t possibly m a t t e r ? " 
" W h o ' s the man? D i d he tel l y o u 

that? " R a l p h insisted. H e saw her grow
ing agi tat ion. " W h y can ' t y o u answer? 
Is i t any one I k n o w ? " 

" H e was to ld i n Par i s i t was his friend 
Chel les ." 

" C h e l l e s ? " R a l p h laughed, and his 
laugh sounded i n his own ears l ike an 
echo of the dreary m i r t h w i t h which he 
had filled M r . Spragg's office the day he 
had learned that U n d i n e intended to d i 
vorce h i m . B u t now his wra th was sea
soned w i t h a wholesome i rony . T h e fact 
of his wife's hav ing reached another stage 
i n her ascent fell in to its place as a par t of 
the huge human buffoonery. 

"Bes ide s , " L a u r a went on, " i t ' s a l l per
fect nonsense, of course. H o w in the 
wor ld can she have her marriage an
n u l l e d ? " 

R a l p h pondered: this pu t the mat te r 
i n another l ight . " W i t h a great deal of 
money I suppose she m i g h t . " 

" W e l l , she cer ta inly won ' t get that 
from Chelles. H e ' s far from r ich , Char les 
tells me . " L a u r a wai ted , watch ing h i m , 
before she r i sked : " T h a t ' s wha t con
vinces me she wou ldn ' t have h i m if she 
c o u l d . " 

" H i s not being r i c h ? " R a l p h shrugged. 
" T h e r e m a y be other inducements . B u t 
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she won ' t be ab le - to manage i t . " H e 
heard himself speaking quite collectedly. 
H a d U n d i n e at last lost her power of 
w o u n d i n g h im? 

C la re came i n , dressed for their wa lk , 
a n d under L a u r a ' s anxious eyes he p i cked 
up the newspaper again and held i t out 
w i t h a careless: " L o o k at t h i s ! " 

H i s cousin's glance flew down the col 
u m n , and he saw the t remor of her lashes 
as she read. T h e n she l i f ted her head. 
" B u t y o u ' l l be free!" H e r face was as 
v i v i d as a flower. 

" F r e e ? I ' m free now, as far as that 
goes!" 

" O h , bu t i t w i l l go so m u c h farther 
when she has another name—when she's a 
different person altogether! T h e n y o u ' l l 
real ly have P a u l to yourself ." 

" P a u l ? " L a u r a intervened w i t h a ner
vous laugh. " B u t there's never been the 
least doubt about his hav ing P a u l ! " 

T h e y heard the boy 's laughter on the 
l a w n , and she went out to j o in h i m . 
R a l p h was s t i l l look ing a t 'h is cousin. 

" Y o u ' r e g lad , t h e n ? " came from h i m 
i n v o l u n t a r i l y ; a n d she start led h i m b y 
burs t ing in to tears. H e bent over and 
kissed her on the cheek. 

X X X I I 

R A L P H , as the days passed, felt that 
C la re was r igh t : if U n d i n e mar r ied again 
he w o u l d possess himself more completely, 
be more definitely r i d of his past. A n d 
he d i d not doubt that she w o u l d gain her 
end : he knew her v io lent desires and her 
co ld tenaci ty . I f she had failed to capt
ure V a n Degen i t was p robab ly because 
she lacked experience of that par t icular 
type of man , of his huge immedia te wants 
and feeble vac i l l a t ing purposes; most of 
a l l , because she had not yet measured the 
strength of the social considerations that 
restrained h i m . I t was a mis take she was 
not l i k e l y to repeat, and her failure had 
p robab ly a useful p re l imina ry to success. 
I t was a long t ime since R a l p h h a d del ib
erately a l lowed himself to th ink of her, 
a n d as he d i d so the overwhelming fact of 
her beauty became present to h i m again, 
no longer as an element of his being bu t 
as a power dispassionately est imated. 
H e said to himself : " A n y man who can 
feel at a l l w i l l feel i t as I d i d " ; and the 

conv ic t ion grew i n h i m that R a y m o n d de 
Chelles , of w h o m he h a d formed an idea 
th rough Bowen ' s t a lk , was not the m a n 
to give her up , even i f she fai led to obta in 
the release his re l igion exacted. 

M e a n w h i l e R a l p h was aware of a grad
ua l l y increasing sense of freedom and se
c u r i t y — g r a d u a l l y beginning to feel himself 
freer and l ighter . U n d i n e ' s act , b y cut
t ing the last l i n k between them, seemed 
to have g iven h i m back to himself ; and 
the mere fact tha t he cou ld consider his 
case i n a l l i ts bearings, i m p a r t i a l l y and 
i ron ica l ly , showed h i m the distance he had 
t ravel led , the extent to w h i c h he had 
renewed himself . H e h a d been moved, 
too, b y Clare ' s c r y of j o y at his release. 
T h o u g h the nature of his feeling for her 
had not changed he was aware of a new 
qua l i t y i n their fr iendship. W h e n he 
went back to his book again his sense of 
power h a d lost i ts asperi ty, a n d the spec
tacle of life seemed less l ike a witless 
dangl ing of l i m p dolls . H e was wel l on 
i n his second chapter now. 

T h i s l ightness of m o o d was s t i l l on 
h i m when , re turn ing one afternoon to 
Wash ing ton Square, ful l of projects for a 
long evening's work , he found his mother 
awai t ing h i m w i t h a strange face. H e 
fol lowed her in to the drawing-room, and 
she explained that there h a d been a tele
phone message she d idn ' t understand— 
something perfectly c razy about P a u l — 
of course i t was a l l a mis take . . . 

R a l p h ' s first thought was of an acci
dent, a n d his heart contracted. " D i d 
L a u r a te lephone?" 

M r s . M a r v e l l reassured h i m . " N o , 
no; not L a u r a . I t seemed to be a mes
sage from M r s . Spragg: something about 
sending some one here to fetch h i m — a 
queer name l ike H e e n y — t o fetch h i m to a 
steamer on Sa turday . I was to be sure to 
have his things packed . . . bu t of course 
i t ' s a l l a misunders tanding. . . " She 
seated herself w i t h an uncer ta in laugh, 
and looked up at R a l p h as though entreat
ing h i m to re turn the reassurance she had 
g iven h i m . 

" O f course, of course," he echoed. 
H e made his mother repeat her state

ment ; bu t the unforeseen a lways flurried 
her, a n d she was confused and inaccurate. 
She d idn ' t ac tua l ly k n o w who h a d tele
phoned : the voice hadn ' t sounded like 
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M r s . Spragg's . . . A woman ' s vo ice ; yes 
—oh, not a l ady ' s ! A n d there was cer
ta in ly something about a steamer . . . bu t 
he knew how the telephone bewildered 
her . . . a n d she was sure she was get t ing 
a l i t t le deaf. H a d n ' t he better ca l l up the 
M a l i b r a n ? Of course i t was a l l a mis
t a k e — b u t . . . we l l , perhaps he had bet
ter go there himself. . . 

She fol lowed h i m in to the ha l l , wa tch 
ing h i m w i t h tender, anxious eyes. A s 
he reached the door, a let ter c l inked i n 
the box, a n d he saw his name on an 
ordinary look ing business envelope. H e 
turned the door-handle, paused again, a n d 
stooped to take out the letter. H e read 
on one corner the address of the f i rm of 
lawyers who h a d represented U n d i n e i n 
the divorce proceedings and as he tore 
open the envelope his son's name star ted 
out at h i m . 

M r s . M a r v e l l ' s c ry broke the silence. 
" R a l p h — R a l p h — i s i t a n y t h i n g she's 
done?" 

H e stared. " N o t h i n g — i t ' s noth ing . 
What ' s the day of the week? " he asked. 

"Wednesday . W h y , w h a t — ? " She sud
denly seemed to unders tand. " I t ' s not 
that? She's not going to take h i m away 
from u s ? " 

R a l p h dropped in to a chair , c rumpl ing 
the letter i n his hand . H e h a d been i n a 
dream, poor foo l—a d ream about his 
chi ld! H e sat s tar ing at the type-wr i t ten 
phrases that spun themselves out before 
h im. " M y cl ient 's circumstances now 
happi ly pe rmi t t i ng . . . be ing at last i n a 
position to offer her son a home . . . long 
separation . . . a mother ' s feelings . . . 
every social a n d educat ional advantage " 
. . . and then, at the end, the poisoned 
dart that s t ruck h i m speechless: " T h e 
courts hav ing awarded her the sole cus
tody . . . " 

The sole cus tody! B u t that meant 
that P a u l was hers, hers on ly , hers for 
always: tha t his father h a d no more 
claim on h i m than any casual stranger in 
the street! A n d he, R a l p h M a r v e l l , a 
sane man , y o u n g , able-bodied, i n ful l pos
session of his wi t s , h a d assisted at the per
petration of this abominab le wrong, h a d 
passively forfeited his r ight to the flesh of 
his flesh, the b lood of his be ing! B u t i t 
couldn' t be—of course i t cou ldn ' t be. 
The preposterousness of i t p roved that i t 

wasn ' t true. There was a mis take some
where, of course; a mis take his own l aw
yer w o u l d ins tan t ly rectify. I f a h a m 
mer hadn ' t been d r u m m i n g i n his head he 
could have recalled the terms of the de
cree—but for the moment a l l the details 
of the agonizing episode seemed wrapped 
i n a dense fog of uncer ta inty . 

T o escape his mother 's silent anguish 
of interrogat ion he stood up a n d sa id : 
" I ' l l see M r . Spragg—of course i t ' s a l l a 
mis take . " B ut as he spoke some sleeping 
memory st irred, and he knew i t was not a 
mistake. I n a flash he retravelled the 
hateful months dur ing the divorce pro
ceedings, remembering his incomprehensi
ble lassitude, his acquiescence i n his fam
i l y ' s determinat ion to ignore the whole 
episode, and his gradual lapse in to the 
same state of abject apathy. H e recalled 
a l l the o ld fami ly catch-words, the ful l and 
elaborate vocabulary of evasion: " d e l i 
cacy , " " p r i d e , " "personal d i g n i t y , " "p re 
ferring not to know about such t h i n g s " ; 
M r s . M a r v e l l ' s : " A l l I ask is that y o u 
won ' t ment ion the subject to your grand
father," M r . Dagonet ' s : "Spa re your 
mother , R a l p h , whatever happens," and 
even Lau ra ' s terrified: " O f course, for 
Pau l ' s sake, there must be no scandal . " 

F o r Pau l ' s sake! A n d i t was because, 
for Pau l ' s sake, there must be no scandal , 
that he, Pau l ' s father, h a d tamely ab
stained from defending his r ights and 
contesting his wife's charges, and h a d 
thus handed the ch i ld over to her keep
ing ! 

A s his cab whi r led h i m up F i f t h A v e 
nue, R a l p h ' s whole body throbbed w i t h 
rage against the influences that h a d re
duced h i m to such weakness. T h e n , 
gradual ly , he saw that the weakness was 
innate i n h i m . H e had been eloquent 
enough, i n his free y o u t h , against the con
ventions of his class; yet , when the mo
ment came to show his contempt for 
them, they had myster iously mastered 
h i m , deflecting his course l ike some 
hidden heredi tary fa i l ing. A s he looked 
back i t seemed to h i m that even his great 
disaster had been convent ional ized a n d 
sent imental ized b y this inher i ted a t t i 
tude: that the thoughts he h a d thought 
about i t were on ly those of generations of 
Dagonets , and that there had been noth
ing real and his own i n his life bu t the 
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foolish passion he h a d been t r y i n g so ha rd 
to t h ink out of existence. 

H a l f w a y to the M a l i b r a n he changed 
his d i rec t ion, a n d drove to the house of 
the l awyer he h a d consul ted at the t ime 
of his d ivorce . T h e l awyer h a d not yet 
come up town , and R a l p h had a half hour 
of b i t te r medi ta t ion before the sound of a 
la tch-key brought h i m to his feet. T h e 
v i s i t d i d not last long. H i s host, after an 
affable greeting, l istened wi thou t surprise 
to wha t he had to say, and when he 
h a d ended reminded h i m w i t h somewhat 
i ronic precision that , at the t ime of the 
divorce, he h a d asked for neither advice 
nor in fo rmat ion—had s i m p l y declared 
tha t he wanted to " t u r n his back on the 
whole bus iness" ( R a l p h recognized the 
phrase as one of his grandfather 's) , and, 
on hearing tha t i n that case he h a d o n l y 
to absta in f rom act ion, and was i n no need 
of legal services, h a d gone away wi thou t 
further enquiries. 

" Y o u led me to infer y o u had y o u r 
reasons—" the sl ighted counsellor con
c luded; and, i n reply to R a l p h ' s breath
less ques t ion: " W h y , y o u see, the case is 
closed, and I don ' t exact ly know on what 
g round y o u can re-open it—unless, of 
course, y o u can b r ing evidence showing 
that the i r regular i ty of the mother 's life is 
such . . . " 

"She ' s going to m a r r y aga in , " R a l p h 
interposed. 

" Indeed? W e l l , that in itself can hard
l y be described as irregular. I n fact, i n 
certain circumstances i t migh t be con
strued as an advantage to the c h i l d . " 

" T h e n I ' m power less?" 
" W h y — u n l e s s there's an ul ter ior mo

t ive—through wh ich pressure might be 
brought to bear ." 

" Y o u mean that the first th ing to do is 
to f ind out what she's up to? " 

"P rec i s e ly . Of course, if i t should 
prove to be a genuine case of maternal 
feeling, I won ' t conceal from y o u that 
the out look 's bad. A t most, y o u could 
p robab ly arrange to see the ch i ld at stated 
in te rva ls . " 

T o see the ch i ld at stated in tervals! 
R a l p h d i m l y wondered how a sane m a n 
could sit there, look ing responsible and 
efficient, and ta lk such rubbish . . . A s 
he got up to go the lawyer detained h i m 
to a d d : " O f course there's no immedia te 

cause for a l a rm . I t w i l l t ake t ime to 
enforce the p rov i s ion of the D a k o t a de
cree i n N e w Y o r k , a n d t i l l i t ' s done y o u r 
boy can ' t be t aken f rom y o u . B u t there's 
sure to be a lot of nas ty ta lk i n the papers; 
a n d you ' re bound to lose i n the end . " 

R a l p h thanked h i m a n d left. 
H e sped n o r t h w a r d again to the M a l i -

b ran , where he learned tha t M r . a n d M r s . 
Spragg were at dinner . H e sent his name 
down to the subterranean, a n d M r . 
Spragg's s tooping figure present ly ap
peared between the l i m p portieres of the 
" A d a m " wr i t i ng - room. H e h a d grown 
older a n d heavier, as i f illness instead of 
hea l th h a d pu t more flesh on his bones, 
a n d there were greyish t ints i n the hollows 
of his sal low face. 

" W h a t ' s this about P a u l ? " R a l p h ex
c la imed. " M y mother ' s h a d a message 
we can ' t make ou t . " 

M r . Spragg sat d o w n , w i t h the effect 
of immers ing his sp ina l c o l u m n i n the 
depths of the a rmcha i r he selected. H e 
crossed his legs, a n d swung one foot to 
a n d fro i n i ts h igh w r i n k l e d boot w i t h 
elastic sides. 

" D i d n ' t y o u get a l e t t e r ? " he asked. 
" F r o m m y — f r o m Und ine ' s lawyers? 

Y e s . " R a l p h he ld i t out . " I t ' s queer 
reading. She hasn ' t h i ther to shown any 
par t i cu la r desire to have P a u l w i t h her ." 

M r . Spragg, adjus t ing his glasses, read 
the letter s lowly , restored i t to the en
velope and handed i t back. " M y daugh
ter has i n t ima ted that she wishes these 
gentlemen to act for her. I haven ' t re
ceived any add i t iona l ins t ruct ions from 
her ," he then said, w i t h none of the curt-
ness of tone tha t his stiff legal vocabu
la ry imp l i ed . 

" B u t the first commun ica t i on I re
ceived was f rom you—at least from 
M r s . Spragg ." 

M r . Spragg drew his beard through his 
hand . " T h e ladies are apt to be a trifle 
hasty. I believe M r s . Spragg h a d a let
ter yesterday ins t ruc t ing her to select a 
reliable escort for P a u l ; a n d I suppose she 
though t——" 

" O h , this is a l l too preposterous!" 
R a l p h burst out, spr inging f rom his seat. 
" Y o u don ' t for a moment imagine, do 
y o u — a n y of you—tha t I ' m going to de
l iver up m y son l ike a bale of goods i n 
answer to any ins t ruct ions i n God ' s 
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w o r l d ? — O h , yes, I k n o w — I let h i m go— 
I abandoned m y r ight to h i m . . . bu t I 
d idn ' t k n o w wha t I was doing . . . I was 
sick w i t h grief a n d misery. M y people 
were awful ly b roken up over the whole 
business, a n d I wan ted to spare them. I 
wanted, above a l l , to spare m y boy , when 
he grew up. I f I ' d contested the case y o u 
know wha t the result w o u l d have been. 
I let i t go b y defaul t—I made no condi
t ions—al l I wan ted was to keep P a u l , and 
never to let h i m hear a w o r d against his 
mo the r ! " 

M r . Spragg received this passionate 
appeal i n a silence tha t i m p l i e d not so 
much disdain or indifference, as the to ta l 
inab i l i ty to deal ve rba l ly w i t h emot ional 
crises. A t length he said, a faint un 
steadiness i n his usua l ly c a l m tones: " I 
presume at the t ime i t was opt iona l w i t h 
y o u to demand P a u l ' s cus tody . " 

" O h , yes—it was o p t i o n a l , " R a l p h 
sneered. 

M r . Spragg looked at h i m compassion
ately. " I ' m sorry y o u d idn ' t do i t , " he 
said. 

X X X I I I 

T H E upshot of R a l p h ' s v i s i t was that 
M r . Spragg, after considerable delibera
t ion, agreed, pending farther negotiations 
between the opposing lawyers , to under
take that no a t tempt should be made to 
remove P a u l f rom his father's custody. 
Nevertheless, he professed to th ink i t 
quite na tu ra l tha t U n d i n e , on the point 
of m a k i n g a marr iage w h i c h w o u l d put 
i t i n her power to g ive her c h i l d a suit
able home, should seize the oppor tun i ty 
to assert her c l a i m on h i m . I t was more 
disconcerting to R a l p h to learn that M r s . 
Spragg, for once depar t ing f rom her a t t i 
tude of passive abstent ion, h a d eagerly 
abetted her daughter 's move ; he. h a d 
somehow felt tha t Und ine ' s desertion of 
the c h i l d h a d established a k i n d of mute 
understanding between himself a n d M r s . 
Spragg. 

" I thought M r s . Spragg at least wou ld 
know there's no ear th ly use t r y ing to take 
P a u l f rom m e , " he said w i t h a desperate 
awkwardness of ent rea ty ; a n d M r . Spragg 
start led h i m b y r e p l y i n g : " I presume his 
g randma th inks he ' l l belong to her more if 
we keep h i m i n the f a m i l y . " 

R a l p h , ab rup t ly awakened from his 
dream of recovered peace, found himself 
confronted on every side b y indifference 
or hos t i l i t y : i t was as though the June 
fields i n wh ich his boy was p l ay ing had 
suddenly opened to engulph h i m . M r s . 
M a r v e l l ' s fears and tremors were almost 
harder to bear than the Spraggs' antag
on i sm; and for the next few days R a l p h 
wandered about miserably, dreading some 
fresh communica t ion from Undine ' s law
yers, ye t racked b y the s t ra in of hearing 
no th ing more from them. M r . Spragg 
had agreed to cable his daughter, asking 
her to await a letter before enforcing her 
demands; but on the four th day after 
R a l p h ' s v is i t to the M a l i b r a n a telephone 
message summoned h i m to his father-in-
law's office. 

H a l f an hour later their ta lk was over 
and he stood once more on the landing 
outside M r . Spragg's door. Undine ' s an
swer had come and Pau l ' s fate was sealed. 
H i s mother refused to give h i m up, re
fused to await the a r r iva l of her lawyer 's 
letter, and reiterated, i n more peremptory 
language, her demand that the ch i ld , in 
M r s . Heeny ' s care, should be despatched 
immedia te ly to Par i s . 

M r . Spragg, i n face of R a l p h ' s en
treaties, remained pacific but remote. I t 
was clear that, though he had no wish to 
quarrel w i t h R a l p h , he saw no reason for 
resisting Undine . " I guess she's got the 
law on her s ide," he said; and i n response 
to Ra lph ' s passionate remonstrances he 
added fa ta l i s t ica l ly : " I presume y o u ' l l 
have to leave the mat ter to m y daughter ." 

R a l p h had gone to the office resolved to 
control his temper and ho ld himself alert 
for any shred of informat ion he might 
glean; but i t soon became clear that M r . 
Spragg knew as l i t t le as himself of U n 
dine's projects, or of the stage her plans 
had reached. A l l she had apparent ly 
vouchsafed her parent was the statement 
that she intended to re-marry, and the 
command to send P a u l over ; and R a l p h 
reflected that his own betrothal to her had 
probably been announced to M r . Spragg 
i n the same oracular fashion. 

T h e thought brought w i t h i t an over
whe lming sense of the past. One b y one 
the details of that incredible moment re
v i v e d , and he felt i n his veins the glow 
of rapture w i t h wh ich he h a d first ap-
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proached the d ingy threshold he was now 
leaving . There came back to h i m w i t h 
pecul iar v iv idness the m e m o r y of his 
rushing up to M r . Spragg's office to con
sult h i m about a necklace for U n d i n e . 
R a l p h recalled the inc ident because his 
eager appeal for advice h a d been received 
b y M r . Spragg w i t h the ve ry phrase he 
h a d just used: " I presume y o u ' l l have to 
leave the mat te r to m y daughter ." 

R a l p h saw h i m s louching i n his revo lv
ing chair , swung sideways from the u n t i d y 
desk, his legs stretched out, his hands i n 
his pockets, his jaws engaged on the phan 
t o m too thp ick ; and, i n a corner of the 
office, the business-like figure of a midd le -
sized red-faced young m a n who seemed to 
have been in ter rupted i n the act of say ing 
something disagreeable. 

" W h y , i t mus t have been then that I 
first saw M o f f a t t , " R a l p h reflected; a n d 
the thought suggested the memory of 
other, subsequent meetings i n the same 
bu i ld ing , and of frequent ascents to M o f 
fatt 's office dur ing the ardent weeks of 
their mysterious and remunerat ive " d e a l . " 

R a l p h wondered if Moffa t t ' s office was 
s t i l l i n the A r a r a t ; a n d on the way out he 
paused before the b lack tablet affixed to 
the marble panel l ing of the vest ibule a n d 
sought and found the name i n i ts fami l ia r 
place. 

T h e next moment his whole m i n d was 
again absorbed i n his own cares. N o w 
that he had learned the imminence of 
Pau l ' s danger, and fu t i l i t y of pleading for 
delay, a thousand fantastic projects were 
contending i n his head. T o get the boy 
away—tha t seemed the first th ing to do : 
to pu t h i m out of reach, and then invoke 
the law, get the case re-opened, and car ry 
the fight f rom court to court t i l l his 
r ights should be recognized. I t w o u l d 
cost a lo t of money—wel l , the money 
w o u l d have to be found. T h e first step 
was to secure the boy 's temporary safety; 
after that, the question of ways and means 
w o u l d have to be considered. . . H a d 
there ever been a t ime, R a l p h wondered, 
when that question hadn ' t been at the 
root of a l l the others? 

H e had promised to report the result of 
his v i s i t to C la re V a n Degen , and half an 
hour later he was i n her drawing- room. 
I t was the first t ime he had entered i t 
since his d ivorce ; bu t V a n Degen was 

tarpon-f ishing i n C a l i f o r n i a — a n d besides, 
he had to see C la re . H i s one relief was i n 
t a l k i n g to her, i n fever ishly t u rn ing over 
w i t h her every poss ib i l i ty of de lay a n d 
obs t ruc t ion ; a n d he was surprised at the 
intel l igence a n d energy she brought to 
the discussion of these questions. I t was 
as i f she h a d never before felt s t rongly 
enough about a n y t h i n g to p u t her heart 
or her brains i n to i t ; bu t now every th ing 
i n her was at work for h i m . 

She l is tened i n t en t l y to wha t he t o ld 
her; then she sa id at once: " Y o u te l l me i t 
w i l l cost a great dea l ; bu t w h y take i t to 
the courts at a l l? W h y not give the money 
to U n d i n e instead of to y o u r l a w y e r s ? " 

R a l p h gave her a surprised glance, and 
she con t inued : " W h y do y o u suppose 
she's suddenly made up her m i n d she 
must have P a u l ? " 

H e shrugged impa t i en t l y . " T h a t ' s 
comprehensible enough to a n y one who 
knows her. She wants h i m because he ' l l 
give her the appearance of respectabi l i ty . 
H i s bod i ly presence w i l l p rove , as no mere 
assertions can , tha t a l l the rights are on 
her side a n d the ' w r o n g s ' on m i n e . " 

C la re considered. " Y e s ; that 's the 
obvious answer. B u t shal l I te l l y o u 
wha t I th ink , m y dear? Y o u and I are 
bo th comple te ly out-of-date. I don ' t be
l ieve U n d i n e cares a s t raw for ' the ap
pearance of respectabi l i ty . ' W h a t she 
wants is the money for her annu lmen t . " 

R a l p h looked at her i n wonder . " D o n ' t 
y o u see? " she hur r ied on . " I t ' s her on ly 
hope—her last chance. She's m u c h too 
clever to burden herself w i t h the ch i ld 
mere ly to annoy y o u . W h a t she wants 
is to make y o u b u y h i m back from her." 
She s tood up a n d came to h i m w i t h out
stretched hands. " P e r h a p s I can be of 
use at l a s t ! " 

" Y o u ? " H e summoned up a haggard 
smile . " A s if y o u weren ' t a lways—lett ing 
me load y o u w i t h m y beast ly bothers!" 

" O h , i f o n l y I ' ve h i t on the w a y out of 
this one! T h e n there wou ldn ' t be any 
others l e f t ! " H e r eyes fol lowed h i m i n 
ten t ly as he tu rned away a n d stood star
ing out at the long su l t ry prospect of 
F i f t h A v e n u e . A s he s tood there, turn
ing over her conjecture, i ts p robab i l i t y 
became more and more apparent . I t pu t 
in to logical re la t ion a l l the incoherences 
of Und ine ' s recent conduct , completed 
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and denned her anew as i f a sharp l ine 
had been d r a w n about her fading image. 

" I f i t ' s that , I shal l soon k n o w , " he 
said, t u rn ing back in to the room. H i s 
course h a d in s t an t ly become p la in . H e 
had on ly to resist a n d U n d i n e w o u l d have 
to show her hand . S imul taneous ly w i t h 
this thought there sprang up i n his m i n d 
the remembrance of the au tum n after
noon i n Pa r i s when, on the eve of sai l ing, 
he h a d come home a n d found her, among 
her half -packed finery, desperately be
wai l ing her coming motherhood. 

Clare ' s touch was on his a rm. " If I ' m 
r igh t—you will let me h e l p ? " 

H e l a i d his hand on hers wi thou t speak
ing , a n d she went o n : 

" I t w i l l t ake a lo t of money : a l l these 
law-suits do. Besides, she 'd be ashamed 
to sell h i m cheap. Y o u must be ready to 
give her a n y t h i n g she wants . A n d I 've 
got a lo t saved up—money of m y own, I 
mean. . . " 

" Y o u r o w n ? " H e looked at her ten
der ly and cur iously , no t ing the rare b lush 
under her b rown sk in . 

" M y very own. W h y shouldn ' t y o u 
believe me? I 've been hoarding up m y 
scrap of an income for years, t h i n k i n g that 
some day I ' d find I couldn ' t s tand this 
any longer. . . " H e r gesture embraced 
their sumptuous setting. " B u t now I 
know I shall never budge. There are 
the chi ldren; and besides, things are 
easier for me s ince—" she paused em
barrassed. 

" Y e s , yes; I k n o w . " H e felt l ike com
plet ing her phrase: " S i n c e m y wife has 
furnished y o u w i t h the means of pu t t ing 
pressure on your husband"—but he s im
p l y repeated: " I k n o w . " 

" A n d y o u will let me h e l p ? " -
" O h , we must get at the facts first." 

H e caught her hands in his, g lowing w i t h 
energy. " A s y o u say, when Paul ' s safe 
there won ' t be another bother l e f t ! " 

T H E H I L L - B O R N 

B y M a x w e l l S t r u t h e r s B u r t 

Y o u who are born of the hi l ls , 
H i l l - b r e d , lover of hi l ls , 
T h o u g h the wor ld m a y not treat y o u aright, 
T h o u g h y o u r soul be aweary w i t h i l l s , 
T h i s y o u w i l l know above other men 
I n the hi l ls y o u w i l l find your peace again. 

Y o u who were nursed on the heights, 
H i l l - b r e d , lover of skies, 
T h o u g h your love and your hope and your heart, 
T h o u g h y o u r trust be hur t t i l l i t dies, 
T h i s y o u w i l l k n o w above other men 
I n the hi l ls y o u w i l l find your fa i th again. 

Y o u who are brave f rom the winds, 
H i l l - b r e d , lover of winds , 
T h o u g h the G o d w h o m y o u knew seems d i m , 
Seems lost i n a mis t that bl inds, 
T h i s y o u w i l l k n o w above other men, 
I n the hi l l s y o u w i l l find your G o d again. 

( T o b e c o n t i n u e d . ) 



-THE POINT OF VIEW 

West Point 
and 
Annapolis 

IN the A p r i l number of S C R I B N E R ' S , under 
" T h e Point of V i e w , " the article con
cerning West Point appeals to me as 

somewhat misleading. In fact, I believe the 
general public is under a decidedly wrong 
impression regarding the examinations for 

entrance to West Point and A n 
napolis. That " the mental re
quirements for admission are 

perfectly simple and perfectly elementary," 
and that " i t is known that they have been 
kept perfectly elementary from the begin
ning in order to comply with the demand 
that the regions in which the available 
schooling was but elementary should have a 
fair chance with the regions i n which it was 
further advanced," are opinions held by the 
uninitiated everywhere. 

When I was about sixteen years of age, I 
was promised an appointment to the N a v a l 
Academy. F r o m what information I gath
ered relative to the entrance examinations, 
I felt supremely confident of my abil i ty to 
pass them easily. To-day hundreds of boys 
acquire the same k ind of information and 
are possessed of the same idea. Then they 
fail . B u t lucki ly for me, a change in party 
control in my district deprived me of the 
appointment. Experience as a teacher has 
convinced me that I should have failed 
miserably, despite the fact that I had gone 
through a reputable high-school, and that 
with a grade each year high enough to re
lieve me of all examinations excepting one. 

Inasmuch as the entrance examinations 
to both West Point and Annapolis are in 
progress as I write, the topic is timely, and 
the blame for the many failures should be 
placed where it belongs—on the secondary 
schools of the country, on the misleading i n 
formation given out relative to the exami
nations, and on the severity of the exami
nations. Let me quote a few questions from 
recent examinations. Ar i thmet ic : " I f 112 
lbs. of copper be drawn into 1 mile of wire, 
find the area of the cross section, the spe
cific gravi ty of copper being 8.96." " A 
passenger train running 45 miles per hour 
overtakes a freight train 1% times as long, 
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running 27 miles per hour, and passes it in 
25 seconds. H o w long would the passenger 
t rain take to pass a platform 165 yards long?" 
" Fo r ty pounds T r o y of standard gold, con
taining alloy, are minted into 1,869 sov
ereigns. F i n d the number of grains of pure 
gold in a sovereign; and also the value of a 
light-weight sovereign that contains one 
grain less of pure gold than it should, stand
ard gold being worth £3, 17 sh., 9 d. per 
T r o y ounce." These questions counted 
one-half of one whole question out of five 
or six questions to the entire examination. 
E v e n the mechanical work in these exami
nations generally consists of intricate prob
lems that seldom yield a simple answer. 

Algebra: " I f a carriage wheel 14?^ ft. in 
circumference takes one second longer to re
volve, the rate of the carriage wi l l be reduced 
2 yi miles per hour. F i n d the original rate 
of the carriage." " If one cu. i n . a luminum 
weighs .092 lb. , and one of copper weighs 
.31 lb. , find the percentage of composition 
by weight of a mixture of the two weighing 
.276 lb . to the cubic i nch . " "Solve y2 + 
2xy—2oy+9»2—92X + 244=o for y; and 
show that y w i l l have real values only when 
the value of x lies between 3 and 6. For 
what values of x w i l l the equation be a 
perfect square?" 

World 's history (this subject was elim
inated this year as a requirement for Annap
olis): " G i v e the principal events in the 
history of Egyp t . Name the characters 
that played the leading parts in the history 
of Greece from 1100 B . C . to 146 B . C. 
What d id each do? Give a brief outline of 
the main events i n the history of the R o 
man Republ ic . " This was the first question 
in an examination containing four given in 
1906. 

N o w you wi l l note that the questions are 
really elementary; but are they perfectly 
simple? Le t h im who thinks so sit down and 
work them out; and by the time he has fin
ished he wi l l very l ike ly take his hat off to 
the boys that have passed them wi th a good 
mark. A n d let h im remember that he 
hasn't a l l the time he wants to work them 
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out—for Annapolis , three hours are given for 
each of the mathematics subjects, and two 
for history; for West Point , four hours are 
given for each of the mathematics subjects, 
but their work is generally more advanced. 

Then there is another thing to keep in 
mind. T o enter West Point or Annapolis 
a boy has to make a passing grade in every 
subject. H e cannot enter wi th one or two 
or three conditions, as he can enter college. 
Neither has he the privilege of re-examina
tion in the subjects in which he has failed. 
He has one tr ial to make good, and then he 
must make absolutely good. 

I A M not wri t ing this to criticise the au
thorities at either insti tution. On the 
contrary, I believe that the United States 

Government has a right to expect a l i t t le 
more from the boys whom it educates, and 
to whom at the same time it pays a salary 

equal to that earned by the average 
college graduate the first year out of 
college. A n d further than this, what 

college graduate has a splendid life position, 
with his old age cared for, guaranteed h im 
immediately after graduating, as the West 
Point or the Annapolis boy has? For what 
is given by the government something on the 
part of the aspiring boy must be given in 
return—and that something is a little-above-
the-average abi l i ty , and the most earnest 
effort, and even sacrifice, in preparing to 
enter the academy. 

Very few boys are able to enter either 
institution without making special prepara
tion. B y special preparation, I mean that 
given by some reputable school that makes 
a specialty of preparing boys for the acad
emies. The necessity for this appears i n 
several ways. I n geography, history, and 
grammar, subjects essentially very easy, the 
boy has very l ikely had his training scat
tered over several years i n grammar school 
and four years in high school. Thus he 
forgets a vast amount of essential details— 
and it is a question whether he ever got 
them with sufficient thoroughness. I n a l l 
these subjects a boy needs review and 
instruction under a guiding hand familiar 
with the requirements. In geometry espe
cially the boy's public-school training is to
tal ly inadequate. I have yet to learn of a 
secondary school's teaching a boy to find the 
side of a pentadecagon, pentagon, or dodec-

agon inscribed in a circle of radius r. Y e t 
in nearly every examination for West Point 
or Annapolis it is required that the candi
date compute the side and area of four 
or five regular polygons. Especial ly for 
Annapolis, the geometry examination con
sists almost entirely of original work, prob
lem work that is fairly easy, but very un
usual. I believe it to be the most sensible 
k ind of geometry—the k ind that every 
school ought to teach, but does not. A n d in 
all the other mathematics subjects the ele
mentary school* training in this country 
lacks that thoroughness and wide range that 
are necessary to the candidate's equipment. 
The course in the high-school or academy 
usually touches the high places only, and the 
student knows only the problems and methods 
given in the one text-book assigned to him. He 
learns those mechanically, or by heart, with
out really understanding the subject as a 
whole. Our teachers, in their daily work 
and in their examinations, fail to see the ad
vantage in giving students questions taken 
from other books than those used in the 
classroom. Thus they neglect the only sure 
way to find out whether the student knows 
the subject or only the book. 

When one considers this last-mentioned 
fact, and then the fact that the candidate 
for Annapolis or West Point has to pass ex
aminations made from this book and that 
book, from here and there and everywhere, 
he wi l l understand more clearly why so 
many fail . To pass, a boy must have in the 
various subjects a knowledge above the 
average; or he must have abil i ty to think 
and to reason clearly and quickly, far above 
that possessed by the average boy. 

There is a certain distinction that at
taches to the cadet at West Point and the 
midshipman at Annapolis that is earned, for 
I believe that the boys that pass the en
trance examinations and have the abil i ty to 
pursue the course inside to a successful con
clusion have accomplished more than the 
majority of our college men accomplish: 
they have passed their entrance requirements 
and have completed their four years' work 
without a failure in any subject. It is not 
that the majority of college men could not do 
that, but it is a fact that they do not do it. 

In conclusion, let me say that what is 
needed is an awakening among the candi
dates for West Point and Annapolis as to the 
actual requirements, and then a more de-

What They 
Give and 
Expect 
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termined effort on their part to acquire the 
training necessary to enter the academies. 
We shall overlook entirely what an improved 
public-school system might do for them. 
They are offered an exceptional opportunity 
for an honorable career, and why should not 
they make the same sacrifices, if necessary, 
to enter the government schools as the 
same class of boys do to go through college? 
M a n y of them do, and they are the ones 
that succeed. 

T 
T H E R E has been a story told of a cer

tain artist who, finding himself una
ble to go away one summer for any 

sort of change, bought a French Baedeker 
of N e w Y o r k , and proceeded to " see" his 
native town from a Frenchman's point of 
view. The incident, vouched for as authen

tic, is certainly suggestive. The 
average American, fleeing to E u 
rope, and often knowing less of his 

own country than of Egyp t or India, has 
never been able to repel successfully the 
attack of the foreigner who inwardly attr ib
utes the small account which the Amer i 
can tourist appears to make of America as 
a place of travel to a form of colonialism, a 
confession of provincial i ty. B u t the for
eigner is by no means always right. The 
American tourist goes to Europe pr imar i ly 
because Europe means so great a change; 
and travelling in his own country does not 
mean a change in any radical sense, but only 
a repetition of familiar impressions. A na
tive of almost any European country can, 
within two or three hours, plunge his brain 
into the refreshing currents of a new en
vironment, a different speech, a moving pan
orama of faces that have different features 
and a different expression. The American 
must travel far to change the physiognomy 
of his surroundings. Bu t now scientists— 
explaining a fact which people have always 
acted on without knowing that they knew 
i t—tel l us that the brain wearies and sickens, 
becomes actually attacked by a sort of poison 
of fatigue, if it is forced for too long at a 
time into contact wi th the same things. N o 
American tourist in Europe need therefore 
assume henceforth the apologetic attitude. 
Science has elucidated h i m to himself, and 
what was once a bl ind instinct has been 
recognized as a dignified necessity. I t is a 
psychological "case." 

B u t even while this is so, i t is borne in 
upon us from various directions that the 
Amer ican tourist might very well get more 
fresh food, more change, for his brain wi th
out leaving his own lati tude than he has 
hitherto been conscious of. There are signs 
that we are beginning slowly to awaken to 
the t ruth that the N o r t h American Cont i 
nent holds elements of interest as deep and 
as full of elusive suggestiveness as the most 
imaginative traveller could desire. Our 
historic sense, which for so long was satisfied 
wi th Pur i t an and Cavalier , and made pa
thetically so much of colonial fireplaces and 
seventeenth-century pewter mugs, fastens 
on a vaster field indeed when it follows the 
ethnological and archaeological research of 
recent years. A well-known composer has 
been pointing out the eagerness wi th which 
many of the more serious American song
writers are turning for inspiration to the 
vanishing records of native Indian music. 
This musical interest has been greatly af
fected b y the newer researches of the 
ethnologist, d id the composers only know 
i t . So long as the American Indian was 
conceived of as unrelated to any other race 
— a conviction to which many ethnologists 
s t i l l obstinately, almost angrily, cling—so 
long was he without appreciable appeal 
to the historic imagination. Conceive of 
h im as having affiliations, however obscure 
and unverified, with remote, unknown, pre
historic civil izations, and his value changes. 
L e t the American traveller follow the In
dian traces and relics from Mexico to Can
ada, from the Yumas to the Hurons, with his 
mind set in this direction, and he can become 
steeped, for the time, in a change of ideas 
complete enough to cure any case of brain
fag. -

We have largely exploited the habitant of 
the Canadian woods and the Creole of New 
Orleans, but innumerable foot-tracks of a 
great thwarted L a t i n c ivi l iza t ion are i m 
printed half-way across and into the heart 
of the Continent, and have never yet been 
sympathetically traced. W h y not, laying 
aside a certain national hauteur, search out 
the less visible streams that lie behind our 
life, and have gone to make it? There is 
nothing, for a change, l ike seeing what the 
other fellow's idea was about i t a l l . 

Once have the in tu i t ion for the unbeaten 
track and there are reservoirs of refreshment 
for t ired brains in a l l the corners of the world. 

Imaginative 
Travelling 



CHARDIN 

A R T , " said Chardin, " i s an island of 
which I have but skirted the coast-

L l ine ." W h y , then, has he counted 
so many ardent admirers, so many extrava
gant friends? "Ant ic ipa t ion of the Impres
sionists." Yes, if you like the phrase; but 
one does not always love the anticipators. 
"Dis t inc t ion of the highest and finest order 
in rendering mediocri ty." Yes, but not al l 
of us love the George Moores and Arnold 
Bennetts who, in our own day, have been 
crowned for their little successes in a paral
lel l i terary effort. Moreover, Chardin is 
no typical cosmopolitan. Though Frederick 
the Great bought his work for the Bagatelle, 
and the K i n g of Sweden was another pur
chaser, though to-day one finds ten can
vases of this the greatest of little masters in 
the collection of a Philadelphia lawyer, the 
painter himself did no such travelling as his 
paintings; his voyage, like de Maistre 's , was 
around his own chamber. 

V O L LIV.—27 

Jean-Baptiste-Simeon Chardin was a 
painter of the eighteenth century—but he 
was neither courtier, Anglomaniac, nor revo
lutionary. The son of the king's bi l l iard-
table maker, he was elected to the R o y a l 
Academy in 1728 as " a painter of ani
mals and fruits." One knows from this 
restrained class of subjects, later enlarged, 
that he was a petit bourgeois; though his 
attainment of reality without sordidness, 
his exquisiteness in the handling of acces
sories, might suggest to the more precious 
k ind of psychologist that he was an aristo
crat, rather—wilfully selecting such homely 
themes as had for him an ini t ial strangeness 
bordering upon romance itself. Y e t this 
would be a superficial inference; for it is 
obvious, not only that the painter of the 
" M o r n i n g Toi le t te" cherishes, but also that 
he has long lived with, his subjects. Cha
teaubriand sometimes wore a red bandanna 
handkerchief in privacy. Tolstoi assumed 
cobbler's costume. L o t i at Rochefort sleeps 
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in a bedroom modelled on Breton peasant 
architecture, has a- checked cotton bed
spread, wears wooden shoes. A l l of this is 
theatricality—theatricality that is flawlessly 
reflected in the writings of these three nota
bles. B u t there is no melodrama in the 
art of Chardin . He left all that to the other 
men of his century: to Rousseau, writer and 
f o u n d l i n g -
home moralist; 
to Boucher and 
Fragonard and 
G r e u z e , gal
lants and sen
timentalists in 
paint. Greuze 
it w a s w h o 
c o u n s e l l e d : 
" I f you can't 
be true, be piq
uant." Chardin 
alone realized 
(to paraphrase 
W . M . Hunt) 
that beauty is 
that little some
thing which, fill
ing the whole 
world, may be 
glimpsed even 

in a leg of mutton; realized (before Rodin) 
that there is little or nothing ugly in art but 
that which is without character—without 
exterior or interior truth; realized, finally, 
what some followers of Rod in do not, that 
of a beautiful and an ugly conception, both 
of them honest, the beautiful is the worthier 
achievement. 

A little bourgeois of the St. Sulpice quar
ter of Paris—a quiet quarter relatively un
changed since the eighteenth century—we 
have no proof that he ever left the environs 
of his birthplace. Chardin made home the 
subject of his art—the French home. That 
is one reason why he is so national a painter. 
A Parisian born, he is, in his painting, less 
obviously Parisian than many a provincial. 
Watteau, in the seventeenth century, shared 
the life of comedians, and portrayed actors 
and mountebanks—you know his Gilles; in 
the nineteenth century, Degas is by no 
means the first great man to hold the mir
ror up to foot-lights. Bu t Chardin was 
Frenchman before he was Parisian; and 
painted home. N o r did he make this home 
a theatre, as even his imitators did not fail 
to do. 

Still L i f e . 

In the art co l l ec t ion of M r . J o h n G. J o h n s o n , P h i l a d e l p h i a , P a . 

In America, the " m a n in the street" has 
it dinned into his ears that the French lan
guage affords no word for "home." Small 
wonder if he concludes that France, which 
surely shaped its language, contains no 
homes. This delusion is fortified by the cir
cumstances that the French stage of to-day 
treats of little but home-breaking, and that 

few foreigners 
in France are 
g r a n t e d the 
opportunity to 
see for them
selves the mod
est g rac ious-
ness of family 
life. As a mat
ter of fact, the 
F r e n c h m a n 
has, if no direct 
word for home, 
severa l excel
lent phrases to 
c h o o s e from 
when he wishes 
to express its 
idea. Is he at 
home? T h e n 
he is chez lui. 
( H o m e is so 

much a part of h im that one requires the 
personal pronoun to name it!) Does he 
wish to conjure up an image of his habita
tion? He wi l l then use one of the most 
beautiful words in his language, the word 
foyer, which the dictionary equivalent, 
"hearth," scarcely suffices to translate. For 
the word " hearth " evokes only a picture of 
several square feet before the fireplace— 
warm or cold as chance wi l l have it. Foyer 
connotes not only the hearth-stone, but the 
chairs drawn up about i t ; in those chairs the 
wife and children, without whose presence 
home is an echoing mockery. 

Chardin, the French eighteenth-century 
painter, not only did his work at home and 
found his models there, but gave the central 
plane to its real centre, the wife. He paints 
fish with fervor, onions with gusto, monkeys 
wi th humor; he also does his own portrait in 
pastel, the portrait of a man resigned to the 
ravages of years, serene in spite of suffer
ings. The pamphlets of his own age charge 
Chardin with indolence, and certainly the 
restricted subject-matter of the painter 
strongly suggests, if not quite that, at least 
a certain deficiency in adventurousness, if 
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not in curiosity itself. The painter seems to 
have taken a deeper interest in repeating an 
old performance, with improvements in mi 
nute detail, than in attacking new prob-

L a B e n e d i c i t e . 

Property of the Metropolitan Museum of Art. 

lems, addressing untried themes. Most men, 
butchers or statesmen or cabmen or finan
ciers, are called out of doors by their occupa
tions; their centre of act ivi ty lies outside the 
family circle. They return to their circle 
(whether as members or as almost stran
gers), but they return. Whereas the wife (in 
Chardin's bourgeois milieu of the eighteenth 
century) remains: and Chardin too remains, 
and paints her and all her home-keeping 
paraphernalia. 

N o t that Chardin imported woman into 
French painting. H e found her already 
enthroned there, as in the salon itself; for 
(to quote Gaston Maugras) the novels, en
gravings, letters, furniture, paintings, sculpt
ures of the Regency, al l repeat a drama of 

querading shepherdess or aspiring Marianne, 
but M m e . Chardin. 

In the French family of the middle class, 
such as our painter's, the wife is not only 
the natural centre; she is the dominant fig
ure. She is not only the woman, that is, the 
producer of men—she is also the director of 
her own man. A n d this has been essentially 
true even where the man has stayed at home, 
as do concierges, hotelliers, and small shop
keepers. A l l who travel know how true this 
is in L a t i n countries. The man smokes by 
the fireplace, or behind the counter; the 
goodwife orders h im here and there, and is 
the ruling member of the l i t t le partnership, 
which she makes really profitable. W h o 
wastes time discussing the price of his room 

T h e F i e l d of A r t 

voluptuousness, in which woman plays the 
leading role; her stage, drawing-room or 
bosquet. Chardin shifts the scene from 
salon to kitchen, and his woman is no mas-
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with the French landlady's amiable, ineffi
cient spouse? 

Chardin, then, paints the housewife at her 
tasks—scrubbing the copper t i l l it shines as 
only a good housekeeper (or a Chardin) can 
makei t ; peelingpotatoesfordinner; waiting, 
before she serves the soup, unt i l her child 
has finished saying the simple little blessing. 
Chardin's work is it
self a blessing. In an 
age when the air was 
thick with intrigue and 
febrile with decay he 
paints the French fam
i ly and its persistently 
wholesome surround
ings, that have defied 
generations of deca
dence to do their worst. 
It is a delusion to call 
h im a "mere"pain ter 
of st i l l life: he is the 
master whose nature 
morte is a resurrection. 
There is more genuine 
i n t e r e s t , more sug
gestion of the reali
ties, in an uncooked 
breakfast, painted by 
C h a r d i n , than in a 
melodrama staged by 
a brother painter. 

That Chardin is no one's " p u p i l " is self-
evident. To what extent he echoes the Dutch 
genre painters, and thus links Vermeer of Delft 
andTarbel l of Boston,U. S. A . , is a subject for 
the professional art critic, along with the 
painter's mastery of a modest palette, the cool 
refreshment of his backgrounds, the magic of 
his whites that are not whites, his discrimina
ting realism. In 1880 a Br i t i sh critic could 
write, " Chardin is not known in E n g l a n d " ; 
in the painter's lifetime Hogarth falsely 
boasted that " France hath not produced one 
remarkably good colorist"—but meantime 
Diderot waxed enthusiastic over his peaches, 
" that invite the hand "; while his scenes from 
domestic life, in which figures as well as ac
cessories play their due part, were favorite 
subjects of contemporary engravers—Laurent 
Cars, Lepicie, Surugue, L e Bas. Ye t Char
din is not the most " l i t e r a r y " painter of his 
teeming century, any more than he is the most 
modish. He reports what he sees at hand, 
but does not go out of his way to preach ser
mons or tell stories. Neither is he a painter 
wi th a social thesis or democratic preten-

C h i l d with C a g e . 

In the art collection of Mr. John G. Johnson, Philadelphia, Pa. 

sions like M i l l e t . A l l this militates against 
one k ind of popularity, for the public ap
plauds bumptiousness; but there are some 
of us who think that, in painting at least, 
the reporter who loves his theme is prefera
ble to orator or preacher or tale-bearer. To 
such as hold this view, Chardin's low-pitched 
appeal is very strong. Certainly it is always 

a gentle magic: never 
insistent, never raccro-
cheuse. Chardin is not 
the painter to pluck 
you by the sleeve; his 
calm mas te rp ieces , 
hung in a shop window, 
would draw no crowd. 
He did not, in his own 
lifetime, draw crowds 
—only the family. 

A n d in the family 
we sti l l enjoy h im— 
pastels and al l . H i s 
c a n v a s e s , some of 
them, hang in the L o u 
vre. They would as 
appropriately hang in 
y o u r l iving-room — 
and, though they no 
longer can be had for 
five and eight dollars 
apiece (prices recorded 
by the G o n c o u r t s ) , 

perhaps you can afford one of the engrav
ings that were multiplied in his own day and 
issued at a couple of francs apiece, engrav
ings that have hung on the walls of bour
geois households, for all the world like those 
they reflected. The obvious detraction is 
that Chardin lacked imagination, just as he 
lacked the business instinct and the spirit 
of adventure. Ye t , however local this art
ist is in types or settings or spirit, he is never 
a foreigner, whether we know him through 
the medium of pigment or through black and 
white. He demands no interpreter, like some 
of our contemporaries, who cry to heaven, 
but cry confusedly; he speaks a language 
understood. Chardin's career was far from 
romantic, though he married twice; we must 
look to h im for uprightness in all the rela
tions of life, including his metier, rather than 
for showiness of deed or word. No t a heroic 
painter, as painter, and long undervalued (as 
he undervalues himself); merely a painter 
of the undistinguished persons and minor 
incidents that go to make life tolerable. 

W A R R E N B A R T O N B L A K E . 
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watches which shall also 
be reliable is fraught with 
many fine mechanical dif
ficulties. 

That we offer a thin 
watch at all announces 
that we have conquered 
these difficulties, for never 
does a Waltham watch go 
out without possessing as 
its m a i n g l o r y instru
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T h e "Colonial A " watch 
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their doorways and upon their 
temple wal l s the s y m b o l of super
natural protect ion; a w i n g e d disk. 
It typified the light and power 
of the sun, brought d o w n from on 
high by the w ings of a b i rd . 

Mediaeval Europe , in a more practi
cal manner, sought protection behind 
the solid masonry of castle wal l s . 

In Amer ica we have approached 
the ideal of the Egypt ians . F rank l in 
drew electricity from the clouds and 
Bell harnessed it to the telephone. 

Today the telephone is a means 
of protection more potent than the 
sun disk fetish and more practical 
than castle wal l s . 

The B e l l Sys tem has carried the 
telephone wi re s everywhere through

out the land, so that al l the people 
are bound together for the safety 
and freedom of each. 

T h i s telephone protection, w i th 
electric speed, reaches the most 
isolated homes. Such ease of com
munication makes us a homogeneous 
people and thus fosters and protects 
our national ideals and poli t ical 
rights. 
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Brandeis Attacks Price-cutting 
Favors Price-maintenance 

Under Competitive Conditions 

"Price-cuttingof the one-priced, 
trade-marked article eliminates 
the small dealer, and ultimately 
ruins the market for the article." 

"Encourage price-maintenance 
under proper conditions of com
petition, and you will aid in pre
serving the small dealer against 
cap i ta l i s t i c c o m b i n a t i o n s . " 

" T h e most intolerable of mo
nopolies are those where the 
price is not a matter of common 
knowledge, and where the dis
crimination in prices is used op
pressively to annul competition." 

Q CHnedinst, Washington, D. C. 

L o u i s D . B r a n d e i s 

I t t akes courage of the h ighes t order to s t a n d f i r m aga ins t u n e d u c a t e d p u b l i c op in ion 
— f o r the p u b l i c ' s good . 

L o u i s D . B r a n d e i s , the e m i n e n t l a w y e r , has neve r t a k e n a s tep i n the interest of 
a l l the people t h a t w i l l arouse greater c o m m e n t t h a n the f o l l o w i n g a r t i c l e . 

M a n y people w h o h a v e no t s t u d i e d the sub jec t are aga ins t p r ice -main tenance . 
T h e consumer t h i n k s i t a dev ice to m a k e h i m p a y m o r e ; the m e r c h a n t feels tha t 
w h e n he b u y s the goods of the m a n u f a c t u r e r t h e y are h i s , a n d t h a t i t is an infringe
m e n t of h is r i gh t s to e s t ab l i sh h is se l l ing p r i ce . 

C a r e f u l s t u d y of the subject , howeve r , shows t h a t the same p r i ce everywhere is 
for the best in teres ts of the b u y i n g p u b l i c , the i n d e p e n d e n t dealer a n d the independent 
m a n u f a c t u r e r . 

P r i c e - c u t t i n g o n ar t ic les of i n d i v i d u a l i t y , M r . B r a n d e i s m a i n t a i n s , w o u l d enable 
m e n c o n t r o l l i n g vas t c o m b i n a t i o n s of c a p i t a l to w i n l o c a l m a r k e t s one b y one, and 
create monopo l i e s o n the th ings we eat a n d wear , t h e n raise the pr ices h igher than 
before. 

T h i s a r t i c l e is p u b l i s h e d b y a n u m b e r of the l e a d i n g magaz ines i n the belief that 
b y g i v i n g w i d e p u b l i c i t y to the v i e w s of M r . B r a n d e i s , the r ea l in terests of the 
e n t e r p r i s i n g i n d i v i d u a l m a n u f a c t u r e r , the s m a l l dealer , a n d the p u b l i c w i l l be served. 
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Price-maintenance Encourages Individual Enterprise 
By L O U I S D . B R A N D E I S 

THE American people are wisely determined 
to restrict the existence and operation 
of private monopolies. The recent efforts 
that have been made to limit the right of 

a manufacturer to maintain the price at which 
his article should be sold to the consumer have 
been inspired by a motive that is good — the de
sire for free competition—but they have been 
misdirected. If successful, they will result in the 
very thing that they seek to curb—monopoly. 

Price-maintenance—the trade policy by which 
an individual manufacturer of a trade-marked 
article insures that article reaching all consumers 
at the same price—instead of being part of the 
trust movement is one of the strongest forces of 
the progressive movement which favors individual 
enterprise. 

The Article 
with Individuality 

T H E R E is no justification in fixing the retail 
price of an article without individuality. Such 

articles do not carry the guarantee of value that 
identifies them with the reputation of the man 
who made them. But the independent manufac
turer of an article that bears his name or trade
mark says in effect: 
"That which I create, in which I embody my ex

perience, to which 1 give my reputation, is my 
own proper ty. By my own effort I have created 
a product valuable not only to myself but to the 
consumer, for I have endowed this specific article 
with qualities which the consumer desires and 
which the consumer may confidently rely upon 
receiving when he purchases my article in the 
original package. It is essential that consumers 
should have confidence in the fairness of my price 
as well as in the quality of my product. To be 
able to buy such an article with those qualities 
is quite as much of value to the purchaser as it 
is of value to the maker to find customers for i t ." 

The Distinction Drawn 
T H E R E is no improper restraint of trade when 
an independent manufacturer in a competitive 

business settles the price at which the article he 
makes shall be sold to the consumer. There is 
dangerous restraint of trade when prices are fixed 
on a common article of trade by a monopoly or 
combination of manufacturers. 

The independent manufacturer may not arbi
trarily establish the price at which his article is 
to be sold to the consumer. If he would succeed 
he must adjust it to active and potential competi
tion and various other influences that are beyond 
his control. There is no danger of profits being 
too large as long as the field of competition is 
kept open; as long as the incentive to effort is 
preserved; and the oppor tun i ty of individual 
development is kept untrammeled. And in any 
branch of trade in which such competit ive con

ditions exist we may safely allow a manufacturer 
to maintain the price at which his article may be 
sold to the consumer. 

Price-maintenance Encourages 
Competition 

C O M P E T I T I O N is encouraged, not suppressed, 
by permitting each of a dozen manufacturers 

of safety razors or breakfast foods to maintain 
the price at which his article is to be sold to the 
consumer. 

By permitting price-maintenance each maker 
is enabled to pursue his business under conditions 
deemed by him most favorable for the widest dis
tribution of his product at a fair price. He may 
open up a new sphere of merchandising which 
would have been impossible without price pro
tection. The whole world can be drawn into the 
field. Every dealer, every small stationer, every 
small druggist, every small hardware man can be 
made a, purveyor of the article, and it becomes 
available to the public in the shortest time and 
the easiest manner. • 

Price-cutting of the one-priced trade-marked 
article is frequently used as a puller-in to tempt 
customers who may buy other goods of unfamiliar 
value at high prices. It tends to eliminate the 
small dealer who is a necessary and convenient 
factor for the widest distribution; and ultimately, 
by discrediting the sale of the article at a fair 
price, it ruins the market for it. 

Abolish Monopoly but not 
Price-maintenance 

OUR efforts, therefore, should be directed not 
to abolishing price-maintenance by the indi

vidual competitive manufacturer, but to abolish
ing monopoly, the source of real oppression in 
fixed prices. The resolution adopted by the Na
tional Federation of Retail Merchants at itsannual 
convention draws clearly the distinction pointed 
out above. The resolution declared that the fixing 
of retail prices in and of itself is an aid to com
petition; among other reasons, because it prevents 
the extension of the trust and chain stores into 
fields not now occupied by them. But the reso
lution also expresses the united voice of the retail
ers against monopoly and against those combina
tions to restrain trade against which the Sherman 
law is specifically directed. 

Manufacturers and retailers are getting this 
distinction clearly in their minds, and it must soon 
be generally recognized by the public. What is 
needed is clear thinking and effective educational 
work which will make the distinction clear to the 
whole people. Only in this way can there be 
preserved to the independent manufacturer his 
most potent weapon against monopoly—the privi
lege of making public and making permanent the 
price at which his product may be sold in every 
State in the Union. 
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The Captivat ing Power of Feminine Personali ty 
W o m e n rival the charms of the Li ly , the Rose and all fairest 

blooms of the garden. T o her irresistible sway add the soft, allur

ing appeal of her sisters, the flowers, breathed so exquisitely in 

Coeur de jeannette 
( H E A R T O F *y J E A N N E T T E ) 

She wins greater admiration through this exquisite perfume— 

an alluring creation of H O U B I G A N T , P A R I S . 

Send for sample bottle, 20c. Coeur de Jeannelte in 2-oz. 

bottle, at Leading Dealers, $3.15. J -oz. bottle, $2. 00 

P A R K & T I L F O R D . Sole Agents in U . S. and Canada. 225 Fifth Avenue, N E W Y O R K 

Start each m o r n i n g w i t h 

" M u m " 
and keep the freshness and sweet
ness of a we l l -ba thed s k i n a l l day. 

" M u m " deodor izes the excre

tions w i t h o u t affect ing the pores , 

takes all odor 
out of perspiration 

and prevents a l l b o d i l y odors . U n -

scented — stainless — e c o n o m i c a l . 

25c at drug- and department-stores. If 
your dealer hasn't " M u m , " send us his name 
and 25 cents and we'll send it postpaid. 

" M u m " M f g C o 1106 Chestnut Street Philadelphia 

O U T I N G 
When Sailors Were Sailors 

A True Story of the Old 

Square-Rigger Days 

Camping 
Canoeing 

Fishing 

Keeley 
Cure 

For Liquor and Drug Users 
A scientific treatment which has cured half a 
million in the past thirty-three years, and the one 
treatment which has stood the severe test of time. 
Administered by medical experts, at the Keeley 
Institutes only. For full particulars write 

To the Following Keeley Institutes: 
H o t S p r i n g s , A r k . 

A t l n n t a , G a . 

D w i g h t , in. 
M a r i o n , h i d . 

D e s M o i n e s , l a . 
C r a b O r c h a r d , K y . 

P o r t l a n d , M e . 
O m a h a , N e b . 
M a n c h e s t e r . N . H . 
Buffalo, N . Y . 
Greensboro , N . C . 
C o l u m b u s , O h i o . 

O k l a h o m a C i t y , O k l a : , 918 N. Sti les St . 
P h i l a d e l p h i a , P a . , 812 N . B r o a d St. 
P i t t s b u r g h , P a . , 4246 F i f t h A v e . 
D a l l a s , T e x . 
Salt P a k e C i t y , U t a h . 
Seattle , W a s h . 

W a u k e s h a , W i s . 
W i n n i p e g , M a n i t o b a . 
G u a t e m a l a C i t y , Guatemala . 
P u e b l a , M e x i c o . 
L o n d o n , E n g l a n d . 
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Finding the 
Stars of 
Baseball 

Dogs 
That Think 
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Florida Water 
"THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME 

In World-wide Use for 
Over a Century. 

PROB A B L Y y o u r grand
mother used i t ; surely 

your mother does. Possibly 
you use it yourself, and know 
how cooling and refreshing 
it is in the Bath and Basin, 
how reviving on the Hand
kerchief, how t r u l y indis
pensable i n the Bath-room 
and on the Dressing-table. If 
you do not,—try it and see 
what you are missing. :: :: 

Ask Your Druggist for It. 
Accept no Substitute1 

0 

Sample size mailed for six cents in stamps. 
Ask for our booklet, "Health and Beauty." 

Lanman & Kemp, 135 water St., New York 

Send for 
TRIAL BOTTLE 

2 0 < 

L A T H E S 
F o r Gunsmiths, Tool .Makers, 

Exper imenta l mul lEepair Work, elc. 

Lathe Catalogue Free, 

W. F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
5 3 8 R u b y St . . R o e k f o n l , 111. 

DONT TRAVEL 

W I T H O U T 

CUTICURA 
SOAP 

A n d O i n t m e n t . T h e y d o so m u c h 
to a l l a y i r r i t a t i o n , redness a n d 
roughness of the face a n d h a n d s , 
r e m o v e d u s t a n d g r i m e a n d k e e p 
the s k i n soft a n d c lear u n d e r 
a l l c o n d i t i o n s o f exposure . T h e y 
are e q u a l l y v a l u a b l e fo r a l l p u r 
poses of the to i l e t , b a t h a n d 
n u r s e r y f r o m i n f a n c y to age. 

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment are sold 
throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest 
depot for free sample of each with 32-page book: 
Newbery, 27, Charterhouse Sq. , London; R . Towns 
& Co. , Sydney, N . S. W . ; Lennon, L t d . , Cape T o w n : 
Muller , Maclean & Co. , Calcutta and Bombay; 
Potter D r u g & C h e m . Corp . , Boston, U . S. A . 

e3~Men who shave and shampoo with Cuticura 
Soap will find it best for skin and scalp. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

You have never 
seen anything like 

this before 

FlowerDrops 
$1 . 50 at dealers or by mad. S e n d c h e c k , stamps, 
money order. 3 odors: Lily of the Valley, Rose, 
Violet. Money back if not pleased. Send 2 0 c . sil
ver or stamps for trial bottle with long glass stop-
oer. Please mention name of dealer. Address 
P a u l R i e g e r , 178-lst St . , S a n F r a n c i s c o 

Maker of High Grade Perfumes 
Paris New York San Francisco 

Murray & Lanman's 

Rieger's 



Food Products 

D O T T I E . — M y goodness, Gran'pa! Do you haf to buy chewing-gum for all of them? 
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T H E 
MONKS' 
F A M O U S 
C O R D I A L 

H A S S T O O D 
T H E T E S T 
O F A G E S 

A N D I S S T I L L 
T H E F I N E S T 
CORDIAL E X T A N T 

A t first-class W i n e M e r c h a n t s , G r o c e r s , H o t e l s , Cafes . 
Batjer & C o . , 45 B r o a d w a y , N e w Y o r k , N . Y.> 

Sole A g e n t s for the U n i t e d States. 

CHARTREUSE 
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BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS W A T E R 
Challenges comparison with any other known mineral 

water in the world on its record of results 

D R . R O B E R T S B A R T H O L O W , Professor Emeritus of Mate r i a M e d i c a , Genera l T h e r a 
peutics, etc., Jefferson M e d i c a l Col lege, Ph i l ade lph ia , said, in "Prac t i ca l Treatise on 
Mate r i a M e d i c a and Therapeut ics ," 1899, that Buffalo L i th i a Water "contains w e l l -
defined traces of l i th ia and is alkal ine. It has been used wi th great advantage in 
gouty, rheumatic and renal affections." 

D R . G E O R G E B E N J O H N S T O N , R i chmond , V a . , ex-President Southern Surgical and 
Gyneco log ica l Associa t ion , ex-President M e d i c a l Society of Vi rg in ia , and Professor 
of Gyneco logy and A b d o m i n a l Surgery, M e d i c a l Col lege of Vi rg in ia , says: " W h e n 
l i thia is indicated, I prescribe Buffalo L i th i a Wate r in preference to the salts of 
l i thia , because it is therapeutically superior to laboratory preparations of l i thia, 
l i th ia tablets, etc. 

E D W A R D M . EIDHERR , M . D . , P h . D . , C h . D . , P h . G . , Univers i ty of Vienna , Chicago , 
111. , declares: " 1 have found Buffalo L i th ia Wa te r of undoubted service in the 
treatment of U r i c A c i d Grave l , Chron ic Rheumat ism and Gout . " 

Voluminous Medical Testimony on Request 
For Sale by the General Drug and Mineral Water Trade 

BUFFALO LiTHIA 
SPRINGS. VIRGINIA 

" There's the car, dear. Shall we take it ? " 
" No; let's wait for one with a higher step! " 

IT IS rea l ly w o n d e r f u l w h a t a great 
a m o u n t of pleasure , benefit , a n d 

comfor t a s u p p l y of 

E v a n s ' 
Ale 

w i l l b r i n g t o a n o u t i n g . I t m a k e s t h e 
s p e l l o f v a c a t i o n t i m e d o u b l y a l l u r 
i n g a n d r i c h i n m e m o r i e s . T h o s e 
w h o p i n t h e i r f a i t h t o i t c o m e b a c k 
w i t h b r i g h t e y e s , r u d d y c o l o r , a n d 
v i g o r o u s s t r i d e . E V A N S ' A L E b r i n g s 
o u t t h e b e s t t h e r e i s i n a n o u t i n g 
a n d p u t s i t i n t o t h e v a c a t i o n i s t . 

Take it with you wherever you go; drink it wherever you are. 
A substantial, sustaining, and satisfying leverage. 

In Splits and Regular Size Bottles 
Apply to nearest dealer or write to 

C. H . E V A N S & SONS, Established 1786, H U D S O N , N . V . 
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BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS WATER 



TravelResortsTours 

T H E C L A R K P A R T I E S 
offer the acme of tour
ist service. That's been 
proven. Delightful small 
m e m b e r s h i p tours leave 
in the Fall. Write for de
tails. F R A N K C. C L A R K 
T I M E S B L D G . , N E W Y O R K 

ROUND 
THE 

WORLD 

R A Y M O N D - W H I T C O M B 
TOURS OF LUXURY • 

R O U N D T H E W O R L D 
Small parties, private in character. The highest 

travel plane. Exceptional in every way. 
Departures September to January. 

S o u t h A m e r i c a 
Four wonderful Tours leaving in October. January and 

February. 
Ask for the book of Tours in which you are interested. 

R A Y M O N D & W H I T C O M B C O . 
Boston New York Philadelphia San Francisco 

NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 
E U R O P E , M e d i t e r r a n e a n , 
E g y p t , I n d i a , C e y l o n , 

_ J a v a , C h i n a , J a p a n , 
P h i l i p p i n e s a n d H a w a i i . 
S t a r t a n y t i m e , a n y p l a c e , 
e i t h e r d i r e c t i o n . T i c k e t s 
g o o d t w o y e a r s . 

T R A V E L E R S ' C H E C K S G O O D 
A L L O V E R T H E W O R L D 

Write for our 
"Round the World Booklet" 

O E L R I C H S & C O . , General Agents 
5 Broadway, New York 

H . Claussenius & Co. , Chicago 
Central National Bank, St. Lou i s 
Robert Capelle, San Francisco 
Alloway & Champion, Winn ipeg 

C L A R K S Q R I E N T C R U I S E 
by sumptuous " R o t t e r d a m , " 24,170 t o n s ; 16th annual Feb. 2; 
64 days, S400 up, including hotels, guides, drives, shore trips; 
Stop-overs. F . C . C L A R K , Times Building, New York. 

R O U N D T H E W O R L D 
Three and a half to five and a half months. Inclusive rates, 

$1390 to $1985 
Departures November, January, and February. Delightful routes. 

First class throughout. Ask for Program. 

P I L G R I M T O U R S 
R A Y M O N D & W H I T C O M B C O . . A g t s . 

Boston New York Philadelphia San Francisco 

R O U N D T H E W O R L D 
Six months leisurely travel de Luxe. Limited private 
tours leave Westbound Sept. I T ; Eastbound Oct. 18, Nov. 
8, 29; Southbound (the Antipodes) Oct. 28. S P E C I A L 
SHORT TOURS Westbound Oct. 4 ; Eastbound 
Jan. 10, 1914. Send for illustrated program N o . 8. 

S O U T H A M E R I C A 
Complete Tours of South America, including Panama 
Canal, leave New York N o v . 29, Jan. 24. Program 26. 

T H O S . C O O K & S O N , 
245 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, or Boston, Philadelphia, 
Chicago, Montreal, Toronto, San Francisco, Los Angeles 

F R E I B U R G I . B . 
(Black Forest) 

The Most Beautiful City of Germany 
Situated on the T r u n k line from Frankfort to Switzer
land. 
The gate to the idyllic Black Forest and terminal of the 
romantic Hollental Railway. 
Tour ing center; summer and winter sports. Favorite 
residence city; world-famed University; fine preparatory 
schools, celebrated Cathedral, excellent theater, opera, 
etc. Many well-kept hotels and pensions. 
Illustrated booklet from Verkehrs Verein, Freiburg i. B. 
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AMERICAN BANKERS 
A S S O C I A T I O N 

TRAVELERS' CHEQUES 

Emergency Money 
A safe kind to carry 

K e e p a f e w o f these " A . B . A . " C h e q u e s i n y o u r 
pocke tbook a n d y o u w i l l n e v e r be caugh t s h o r t for 
w a n t o f c a s h . 
They are as good as actual money and much safer. A thiet 
cannot use them without your signature and they may be 
replaced if lost or stolen. 

" A . B . A . Cheques" 
Hotels everywhere accept them in payment of bills. You 
can pay railway and steamship fares and make purchases with 
them. 50,000 banks have agreed to cash them at sight; no 
introduction needed, your counter-signature identifies you. 

G e t t h e m at y o u r B a n k 
If your bank is not yet supplied with "A.B.A." Cheques, write 
for information as to where they can be obtained in your vicinity. 
B A N K E R S T R U S T C O M P A N Y New York City 

" C R A F T S M A N " 
H O U S E S FOR 25 CENTS 

Our new book is the greatest " buy " 
a homebuilder can make. It is 
beautifully printed and bound, size 
8 x i o , showing our best C r a i t s m a n 

Houses, with plans, pictures of ex
teriors, interiors and details ( 1 2 0 
i l lustrations). 
The pages are filled with inspiration for the 
man who wants a real home. Order direct. 

T H E C R A F T S M A N , 
Room 783, 41 West 34th St., New York 

J. M. Efficiency Be
gins Where Lami
nated Springs Fail 
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Here is proof 
that will convince 
any man on earth: 
Diagrammatic records made by the car of 
Earle L . Ovington, the famous aviator, on 
Boston's finest boulevard—Commonwealth 
Avenue—prove more convincingly than 
volumes of generalizations the fact that 

you n e e d J . M . equipment on YOUF car 

not only as protection against jolting" 
on rough roadways, but also for contin
uous service on the best city streets. 

W e have prepared an interesting booklet giving the full 
results of the noteworthy Ovington experiments on shock 
absorption — conducted with scientific accuracy over roads 
of various sorts. T h e facts contained therein: should be 
known to every well-informed motorist. 

Send your name and address — a postal will do — and a 
copy will immediately be forwarded, postpaid. 

The J . M . S H O C K A B S O R B E R C O . , Inc. 
2 0 9 S o u t h 17th Street , P h i l a d e l p h i a , P a . 

Branches in New York , Chicago, Cincinnati , Buffalo, Rochester, 
Atlantic City, Cleveland, St. Louis , Boston, Pittsburgh, Baltimore, 
Washington, Hartford, Los Angeles, San Francisco, Jacksonville, 
Syracuse, Providence, Er ie , Seattle, Portland, Ore . , Orlando, F l a . 

Branches in every civilized country 



58 TRA VEL-RESORTS-TOURS 

W H E R E - T O - G O a BEACON ST. BOSTON. 

N E W Y O R K 

(A) 103 W a v e r l y PI . 6th 
A v e . & W a s h i n g t o n S q . 

P a r k . New«fc h o m e l i k e . T e m p e r a n c e H o t e l . 
R o o m w i t h bath , $1.50; w i t h meals , $3. 
D o u b l e R o o m w i t h b a t h , meals for t w o , $ 5 . 

C O M F O R T W I T H O U T E X T R A V A G A N C E 

HOTEL WOODSTOCK 
F O R T Y - T H I R D S T R E E T N E A R 

TIMES SQ., NEW YORK 
H O M E L I K E A T M O S P H E R E . C O U R T E O U S 

A T T E N T I O N . M O D E R A T E P R I C E S 

PROSPECT H O U S E ^ 
• / S H E L T E R I S L A N D HEIGHTSr -JCQU L O N G I S L A N D - N . Y . 

Golf.Tennisyacntingdathing.Sarage, 
Delightful Climate.PureWater. 
Country andShore Combined Bdok LET 

B O S T O N M A S S . 
M O T E L P U R I T A N , 

Commonwealth Ave, Jf.i 
Jj'iTHE DISTINCTIVE* 
U .BOSTON HOUSE' 
ftp'1: Write for dttradive 
.•'I*) booklet with fluide to 
imf Boston and vicinity ArLDSIEIID 

C H I C A G O ILL. 

I N T E R V A L E — W H I T E M T S . N.H. 

I N T E R V A L E H O U S E . ^ 5 0 ^ A S U M M E R H O M E O F R E 

FINEMENT A N O R E S T W L T H A M U S E M E N T . A L L IMPROVEMENTS, 

G R A N D SCENERY, CARRIAGE S GARAGE LIVERIES. FINE ROADS.ALL 

SPORTS. ORCHESTRA, EXCELLENT TABLE Booklet; H . S M U D & E T T . 

A T L A N T I C C ITY N . J . 

M A R L B O R O U ( r H -
B L E N H E I M . 

A b o v e i l lustrat ion snows but onesec t ionof 
this magnificent and sumptuously fitted 
house—the O p e n A i r P l a z a a n d E n c l o s e d 
Solar iums overlook the Board-walk a n d the 
Ocean . T h e env ironment , conven ienceand 
comforts of the M a r l b o r o u g h - B l e n h e i m a n d 
the invigorat ing c l imate at A t l a n t i c C i t y 
make this the ideal place for a S u m m e r 
so journ . A l w a y s open. W r i t e for hand
somely i l lus trated booklet. J o s i a h "White & 
Sons C o m p a n y , Propr ie tors a n d Directors .* 

A T L A N T I C C I T Y , N . J . 
H o t e l a n d S a n a t o r i u m . 

N e w stone, br ick & steel bu i ld ing . A l w a y s 
open , a lways ready , always busy. T a b l e 
and at tendance unsurpassed.* 

DISTRICT O F C O L U M B I A 
H O T E L D R I S C O L L 
F a c e s U . S . C a p i t o l . T o u r 
ists' F a v o r i t e . N e a r 
U n i o n Stat ion . A m i d s t 
Show Places . G a r a g e . 
Baths gratis. M u s i c . 
A m e r . $ 2 . 5 0 . E u r . g l u p . 
Book le t . Souven ir C a r d . 

C A N A D A 

S E E V A N C O U V E R 

B R I T I S H C O L U M B I A 
" Scenery o( Switzerland ;" climate without extremes, 

pleasant waters, snow-capped mountains, rich valleys, 
ttupendous resources. Costs no more to IOUIC via Van
couver. Write for literature 

PROGRESS CLUB. 801 B, VANCOUVER, B. C 

H E A L T H R E S O R T S 

COME TO BATTLE CREEK 
Trte BatdeCreeKSanitarium affords the most abundant 
facilities for rest.recrealion and health improvement The 
unique diet sysfem, physical culture classes, interesting 
health lectures, swimmmq.qolf. lennis.molorinq.boatinq. 
and a hundred other attractive features Ml each day's pro
gram with usetul entertainment. Guests have the combined 
advantages to be derived from favorable climatic conditions, 
home like surroundings.scienhfic methods.and daily medi
cal supervision. W R I T E F O R P R O S P E C T U S — 
T H E S A N I T A R I U M - B A T T L E CREEK.MICH.Box 109 

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

Superb Location on Spot Pond-Middlese* Fells.7 Miles from 
Boston. Expert Physicians.66Trained Nurses.AII Baths. Electri-

I cai Dietetic and HydrotherapeuticTreatments.Physical Culture.I 
I Battle Creek Met hods. Address Melrose.Mass. Box 99. Book let 

S E A T T L E W A S H . 
"12 s tor i e so f solid com
fort ." concrete , steel & 

marble . A t center o f th ings . Eng l i sh s r i l l . 
A u t o Bus . R o o m s $1 up . W i t h bath $2 up. 

T h o r o u g h l y m o d e r n . 
K i r e p r o o r . H e a r t o f theatr ica l & shopping 
d i s tr ic t . A u t o . B u s . f ree . Rates $1.00 up. 

W O L F W Y O M I N G 
R o u g h i n g It W i t h C o m 
for t . F a l l Season best o f 

t n e year l o r r i d i n g , n s n i n g , c a m p i n g a n d h e a l t h f u l 
outdoor life. 

N O T A S A N I T A R I U M 
Rates , i n c l u d i n g use of Saddle -horses , $25 per week. 
List for A u g u s t comple te . S e n d enquir i e s at once 
for September or October visits . A d d r e s s 

E A T O N B R O T H E R S , Wol f , W y o m i n g . 

G R A H A M ' S E U R O P E A N T O U R S 
T H E I D E A L W A X . 

S e n d for Book le t . 
J.P.Graham Idea l T o u r s , B o x 1065X. Pittsburg-

T H I S B 1 R E . V I a p p e a r v m o n t h l y 
i n ? b i g A m e r i c a n m a g a z i n e s . C o m 
b i n e d c i r c u l a t i o n i i , 5 0 0 , 0 0 0 c o p i e s . 

E d i t h . — Is anything the matter with me to
day, Ethel ? 

E t h e l . — No, dear. Why? 
Edi th .— I have walked three blocks and no 

one has looked at me. 
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: CHICAGO BEACH HOTEL 

hVdtvd on ike Lake Start I 
; ' Chicago. 

If Coming To New York 
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? 

CLENDENING 

THE COLONIAL 
: G H 1 CLEMEN5.M1CH. 

NEW ENGLAND SANITARIUM 

Hotel Savoy. 

G E O R G I A N H O T E L . 

E A T O N S ' R A N C H 

Galen Hal l . 

Atlantic City. 

Hotel Earle, 
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M O T H - P R O O F C E D A R C H E S T 
ON FREE TRIAl-NO MONEY DOWN 

RED CEDAR 
CROMWELL 

Quick ly pays for itself b y sav ing storage charges . P r o t 
furs, feathers, fabrics from moths , mice , dust a n d dampness , 
and lasts for generations. A superb gift. H a n d s o m e piece o f furniture, ex
quisitely made . M a n y other s ty les—all at factory prices . W r i t e for Catalog. 
T h e E . T . B U R R O W E S C O . 291 South St., Portland, Maine 

P A T E N T S 
S E C U R E D O R F E E 
R E T U R N E D . F r e e o p i n i o n 
as to patentabi l i ty . Guide Itook, 
Lis t of Inventions Wanted, 

a n d ioo M e c h a n i c a l M o v e m e n t s free to a n y address . Patents 
secured b y us advert ised free in W o r l d ' s Progres s . S a m p l e c op y free. 
V I C T O R J . E V A N S & C O . , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

Sixty-seven years practice before the Patent Office. 
Our handbooks on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent 
free. Patents procured through Munn & Co. receive 
free notice in the S c i e n t i f i c A m e r i c a n . 

353 Broadway, N. Y., 
and Washington, D. C. 

THAT HOUSE YOU ARE GOING TO BUILD 
will require much thought in the planning. 
Doubtless you are open to expert sugges
tions. Here they are for you in 

INEXPENSIVE HOMES OF INDIVIDUALITY 
a book that contains photographs and floor 
plans of the best homes of moderate size 
being built to-day, with an invaluable dis
cussion, by authorities, on style and costs. 
A mine of information and suggestion. Just 
send 50 cents for the important August and 
September numbers of 

HOUSE & GARDEN 
the magazine that is filled with help and in
spiration for the country home, and we'll 
send you the book as well, with our com
pliments. 

McBRIDE, NAST & C O . 
UNION S Q U A R E N E W Y O R K CITY 

For Every Occasion W h e r e 

Glassware-is Used 

N o 393 S A L A D B O W L 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Heisey's Glassware 

Newark, Ohio 

BURROWES CHEST 

MUNN & CO. 



August is Coming 

But all the year round Life 
n e v e r f a i l s—unless y o u forge t t o b u y 
i t a t t h e news - s t ands . Y o u k n o w 
y o u c a n b e c o m e a r e g u l a r s u b s c r i b e r 
b y d o i n g w h a t the c o u p o n says . 

T E N C E N T S 
E V E R Y T U E S D A Y 

E V E R Y W H E R E 

Pro-Suffrage Number 
Favorable to W o m a n Suffrage 

C o m i n g in the F a l l 

Soldier's Number} Celebrating our A r m y 
Sailor's Number J and N a v y 

Humorous Number 
W e l l , possibly 

Miniature Life Number Two now ready 
Sent on receipt of two-cent stamp 

E n c l o s e d 
find One Dol

lar (Canadian 
$ 1 . 1 3 , F o r e i g n 

$ 1 . 2 6 ) . Send L I F E 
for three months to 

Open only to new subscribers: no subscription 
renewed at this rate. T h i s order must come 

to us direct; not through an agent or dealer. 

L I F E , S 4 Wes t 3 1 , N e w Y o r k 6 

ONE YEAR $5.00. (CANADIAN $5.52, FOREIGN $6.04.) 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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AUTOMOBILES-PARTS AND ACCESSORIES 

Literally, 
You Ride on the Bearings! 

THE actual size of the bearings is small; they are hidden 
away in the hubs of the wheels; good bearings need scarcely 

a thought. Yet they support the entire weight of the motorcar— 
whether a l ight runabout or a heavily loaded truck. 

E v e r y r o l l e r i n a T i m k e n B e a r i n g (average s ize for p leasure ca r ) r e v o l v e s 3 .59 t i m e s 
dur ing each r e v o l u t i o n o f t h e w h e e l , t w o t h o u s a n d a n d t h i r t e e n t i m e s each m i l e o f t r a v e l . 

I n 153,618 m i l e s c o v e r e d b y N . W . C u r s o n ' s c a r , i n a n d o u t o f S a c r a m e n t o , each 
4 / 10-inch r o l l e r has t u r n e d 309,229,008 t imes . Y e t h i s T i m k e n B e a r i n g s are s t i l l g i v i n g 
perfect s e rv i ce . 

Curson's mileage record is extra long. Few would 
care to drive that far. Yet you do want to know 
that the bearings will stand up and give satisfactory 
service for the life-time of your car. Because cars 
today are being built for years of work. 

Timken Tapered Roller Bearings have many 
records of long, severe service. In every part of the 
land motor car enthusiasts will tell you of the satis
faction they give 

Timken Bearings keep transmission, driving shaft, 
axle shafts, driving and differential gears, working 
with that smooth, "sweet," quiet uniformity that 
delights the "motor-wise" owner. 

They withstand tremendous shocks, end-thrusts 
and stresses which would otherwise rack the entire 
vehicle as it bumps over a stone, drops into a rut, 
or swings rapidly 'round a corner. 

Timken Tapered Roller Bearings do these things 
not only when they are new, but during the entire 
life of the car. 

Get the whole interesting story of axles and 
bearings in greater detail by writing for the Timken 
Primers, E-3 " O n the Care and Character of 
Bearings," and E-4 "On the Anatomy of Automobile 
Axles." Sent free, postpaid, from either address 
below. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Timken Roller Bearing Co . , Canton, Ohio 
The Timken-Detroit Axle C o , Detroit, Mich. 
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Peter's satisfies 
that salt-air appetite 

A day out of doors makes y o u r appeti te k e e n . Y o u 
feel a c r a v i n g for s o m e t h i n g to eat. 
See h o w c o m p l e t e l y a cake of Pe te r ' s M i l k C h o c o l a t e 
satisfies this l o n g i n g . Tas te the perfect choco la te flavor 
of this i n d e s c r i b a b l y del ic ious, b l e n d of finest choco la te 

and r ichest m i l k . 

In Pe te r ' s y o u w i l l find the Idea l food 
and candy c o m b i n e d . 

Pe te r ' s is the original M i l k C h o c o l a t e , 
and the most d e l i c i o u s . . . 

'High as the A Ifis in Quality " 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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AUTOMOBILES-PARTS AND ACCESSORIES 

Right Drive Models — Left Drive Models 
The O N L Y car offering choice of drive. O n both, 
control of the change gear lever is by the Right 
Hand, the safest and most natural arrangement. 

One very good reason is that the spare tires and 
rims are carried at the rear of the car instead of 
at the side. 

Th i s arrangement balances the weight perfectly so that a l l springs act equa l ly 
and the result is a f i rm, smooth r id ing car. 

W h e n the tires are carried at the side, as i n other cars, the over-hanging 
weight makes it necessary to put stronger springs on that side of the car, thus 
interfering w i t h the fullest development of easy r i d ing and m a k i n g i t impos
sible to secure as nice a balance as when the tires are carried at the rear. 

Test the L o c o m o b i l e for easy r i d ing against any other car under any and a l l 
conditions. Y o u w i l l find it more restful and more luxur ious than any other. 

S I X C Y L I N D E R " 3 8 " R i g h t D r i v e M o d e l s a n d L e f t D r i v e M o d e l s 
M O D E L S : " 4 8 " L e f t D r i v e M o d e l s a n d R i g h t D r i v e M o d e l s 

1914 advance folder mailed on application 

The Locomobile Company of America, Bridgeport, Conn. 
Motor Cars and Motor Trucks 

R » » H r m ? « New York Chicago Philadelphia Boston Washington Baltimore San Francisco 
o M n t r i B O . g t _ Louis Atlanta Pittsburg- Minneapolis Bridgeport Los Angeles Oakland 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Why is the 
Locomobile the easiest 
riding of all cars ? 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

TO the man 
about to go 

on his vacation: 

YOU are l o o k i n g fo rward to a comple te 
change—play instead of w o r k , count ry 
instead of ci ty, ou tdoor life instead of 

indoor . B u t to m a k e y o u r pleasure real ly 
comple te there are a few necessary h o m e 
comforts w h i c h y o u shou ld take w i t h y o u . 

Probably the most important of these is Ivory Soap. 

Its copious lather will feel better than ever when, you 
take your morning plunge. Its refreshing, soothing 
mildness and purity will be appreciated when you come 

i n tired and sunburned after a day on the water. Its 
safe, sure cleansing qualities will be turned to good 
account when you must attend to the clothes or the 
dishes. A n d the fact that it floats wil l be not the least o f 5 

its advantages where bath tub or basin is river or lake. 

(Each person should take tivo cakes of Ivory Soap for each iveek 
of the vacation. This tviU be sufficient for all purposes.) 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Shel f 
in your pantry 

Just imagine for a m i n u t e that 
you had a wonderful restaurant i n your 

ki tchen. A restaurant famed for its master 
chefs—famed for serving none but the finest, choicest 

foods the country produces—and ready to serve you 
anything you wished for—at a minute's notice. 

T h a t ' s wha t i t means to have 
a L i b b y She l f i n y o u r pan t ry . 
I t ' s convenience personif ied. 

F o l k s drop i n sud-
\ den ly at d inne r t ime , 

t h e cook forgets to 
c o m e b a c k , or t h e 
f a m i l y g rows f i n i cky 
— n o b o t h e r — j u s t 

order f rom that 

L i b b y " r e s t a u r a n t " i n the p a n t r y 
the ex t ra dishes y o u wan t . 

The re on t h e L i b b y S h e l f 
y o u ' l l find no end of del ic ious 
foods—foods as tasty a n d de l igh t 
fu l as any ever cooked i n 5'our k i t c h 
en, foods of superb flavor—and 
best of a l l , ready to serve. 

See y o u r grocer today 
and start y o u r L i b b y Shel f . 

Libby, McNeill & Libby 
C h i c a g o , ILL. 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 



THE owner o f a P i erce -Arrow 
C a r comes as near Having' a 

car built to o r d e r as it is possible 
to come without losing any o f tbe 
efficiency that Has been put into 
the P ierce-Arrow. T b e i n d i v i d 
uality o f tbe owner can be ex
p r e s s e d i n c o l o r a n d u p h o l 
stery, giving' b i m free play for 

bis o w n taste i n a car upon 
tbe r e a l l y magnif icent 

P i e r c e - A r r o w 
c h a s s i s 
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