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nationally advertised in the better magazines. There
is & double guarantee on all such products: the manufacturer’s
belief in his own goods, or he could not use magazines—the
publisher’s belief in the product advertised, or he would not
accept the advertising. These facts are so well known in the
commercial world that no better phrase has been found to
convey general belief in an article than ‘‘ Nationally
advertised in the better magazines.”’

The advertisements in SCRIBNER'S are always worth your
careful attention. They will interest you. They will be of
real service to you and give you a knowledge of the best busi-
ness houses and their products. We recommend our adver-
tisers unreservedly. They will pay particular attention to your
correspondence if you mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.

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.

Schools and Colleges

See pages . 24b to 35
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Bedroom Suite, Lous XV, White and Grey Enameled

A New Special Division for
Bedroom Furniture and Decorations

The extensive collection of beautnful hand-made Furniture now in
our Division of Decoration and Furniture will be augmented by a
Special Section devoted exclusively to Furnishings for the Bedroom
and Boudoir, which will be opened Monday, September fifteenth.

These displays will constitute the most complete exposition of
Bedroom Furniture and Decorations ever shown—obviating the usual
difficulty of finding an uate selection of such Furnishings in any
single establishment. In addition to the handsome Bedroom Sets in
hard woods, there will be shown many beautiful enameled sets in
various colorings, which are individual and highly artistic in design
and possess distinctive features of their own.

For those whose expenditure is limited, as well as for those to whom
cost is a matter of no consideration, ample scope for the expression
of personal taste in making selections is provided.

W. & J. SLOANE

Interior Decorators . Furniture Makers
Fabrics and Floor Coverings

FIFTH AVE. AND FORTY-SEVENTH ST., NEW YORK
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Scribner’s Magazine
for October

The African Efephuant.

Its Life History narrated by

Theodore Roosevelt

With Pictures of Living Elephants and a Drawing
by Philip R. Goodwin

““ 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.”

The New Republic: Some Impressions of a Portuguese
Tour, by Charles Lincoln Freeston, F.R.G.S. R0 Al

This picturesque country is off the beaten track for tourists.

The Man Behind the Bars, | Pictures by A. B. Frost
b},r WinifIEd LDUiSE THYIGI’ and Gﬂ} Rose accompanying an article on

A first-hand record, by one who has helped Trﬂut"fiﬁhiﬂg IHNDrmand}"

them, of the human side of prisoners, and of
the effects of prison life.

The New Revolt Against Broadway, by John Corbin ,

Why Drama Leagues help to improve The Theatre

GOOd By Katharine Fullerton Gerould
. Barry Benefield
Short Stories Simeon Strunsky

The Two Great Novels of the Year coninued

The Custom of the Country, by Mrs. Wharton

The Dark Flower (The Love Life of a Man), by John
Galsworthy
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ERIVAN RUG, SIZE 14" 11" » 12' 3"

This rug 15 a reproduction of an Antique Persian rug of the
XVl Century, the property of the Maesby House, Sweden

UNUSUAL ORIENTAL RUGS

When assembling our stock of Eastern Rugs, we keep constantly
before us the Sloane essentials of Quality, Merit and Individualiry.

As a consequence, we are able to offer a collection of Antique and
Maodern Oriental Rugs of great interest, containing many unusual sizes
and color effects, admirably adapted to the prevailing decorative
demands.

QOur facilities for weaving rugs of special designs are unequalled.

We would welcome an opportunity to advise you in detail regarding
your particular requirements,

Owur reasonable prices should prove attractive.

W. & J. SLOANE

FIFTH AVE. AND FORTY-SEVENTH ST., NEVW YORK
SAN FRANCISCO WASHINGTON, D. C.

Dircel Isporters of Fastern Rugs through Our Own Represenialives in

PERSIA TURKEY INDIA CHINA TRANSECAUCASIA
Meshed Constanlinog = Amrilaar Frkr'n T.i.ﬁ'l't
Kullanabad Smygrno Bonshay Tientsin Kerki
Tobree= Chefon and Take

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Spirit of The Century

Leadership is retained in magazines, as elsewhere, by
a strong grasp of present-day conditions. The newly
appointed editorial head of THE CENTURY MAGAZINE,
in his salutatory in the September issue, says:
“There 15 no escaping the fact that civilization,
like the river tumbling and swirling between two
lakes, is passing turbulently from the old convention
of the last several generations to the unknown, almost
unguessable convention of the not distant future.
The feminist movement, the uprising of labor, the
surging of innumerable socialistic currents, can mean
nothing else than the certain readjustment of social
levels. The demand of the people for the heritage of
the bosses is not short of revolution. The rebellious
din of frantic impressionistic groups is nothing if not
strenuous protest against a frozen art. The changed
Sabbath and the tempered sermon mark the coldly
critical appraisement of religious creeds. And science,
meantime, straining and sweating under the lash

of progress, is passing from wonder unto wonder.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The September Century

“ Love by Lightning,” a fresh, poignant story by
Maria T. Daviess (author of * The Melting of
Molly ") leads the fiction of the September
CextTury. The eagerly awaited second part—
with synopsis of the first — of Eleanor Hallowell
Abbott’s “ The White Linen Nurse ”; a profound
study, * Life After Death,” by Maeterlinck; “The
Mind of the Juryman,” with a sidelight on
woman suffrage, by Prof. Hugo Munsterberg;
“A Visit to Whistler,” by Maria Torrilhon Buel;
Theodore Dreiser's “ An Uncommercial Traveler
in London,” and the continuation of Mrs. Bur
nett's “T. Tembarom,” with a generous array
of art and poetry — all contribute to the making
of a splendid, typical issue of ThHE CENTURY.

In answering advertisemenis please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Judgment
House
By Sir Gilbert Parker

*Had Gilbert Parker never written the ad

mirable novels that have won lim fame,
s latest, * The Judgment House,” must at
once have placed him i the lead among

the present writers of fiction.”
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duced in a very long time, which is saying
a great deal."—Seattle Fost-futelligencer.
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By Zane Grey
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Do you still Want to Know?
—
TEN year old boy persuaded his mother to let him leave a
volume of the new Encyclopadia Britannica on a chair by his
bed so that he could go on looking at it the next morning just as
soon as he woke up.

He is not an exceptional boy. He would rather have a bicycle
than a book. He would rather catch pollywogs in the swamp than
read about butterflies in the encyclopadia. But he is like all
children in wanting to know.

_q.']_}':-'. Prof. Leao Wiener of ]T.'un'.":r-l, father of Mo “1-||-':-.'|_ Ti i yeehia " like this was ever macle.
a “just ordinary bov ' that astonished the Tt cost $1,500000t0 produce.  Britannica spells
world with hig intellectual achievements: authority. It is the recognized court of last ap-

“ My children are being trained for final re- peal.  Can you afford to risk acquiring misinfor-
sults: they are tramned not for marks, but for Mmation or to et your son of your daughter
[IOWeT. Not =5 as to be able to parmot back acquire at !

T'."!ml. }_hr_.:r. ]‘.-.'.J".'ij‘. 1i”1 .I;;L-:Ilr:t';!-ll-! ,._1.:'\,1: stimulated to "'.'u-:ur body grows till you are 1[|'“.1_},_ Nobady
learn ll'."-‘-_T" ti-.-l-- 1 l~1'-.T-|‘-k- L . has found out when the tind stops growing.
The Britannica trains for power. ILstimu- How it grows depends largely on the food
lates you to teach wnl:l':-l.lf_. The appetite for it pets, "It i= a mean sort of poverty f"

Britannica reading grows with what it feeds on.  that starves the mind to feed the /"

You do not need to be a bov to be interested  body,” =aid Henry Clay., Let us e
in this work. The remarkable thing is that boys  show you what the Britannica S
are interested in it. It shows that the word eni-  has to offer you and your - _E‘x"-" I "ox
cyclopedia does not tell what this work is. family. = AR

A REMARKABLE BOOK scnt frec for the asking—a de- e

seriptive progpectus interesting for itself, larger than maost

books (160 pages, 250,000 words), and more richly illustrated,

- - - f.-r'
The Encyclopaedia Britannica _:
120 West 32nd Street, New York .~

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Trial Subscription Coupon

Gentlemen: Please enter the
name below for a three
months' trial subscription to
your magazine, The enclosed
twenty-iive cents (235¢) is in
full payment therelor,

fho [T b S T R
Street. ..

City , .,

5 og-13

ARPER'S Bazar is a
distinctive publication
for the woman who prides herself
on keeping in touch with the most
recent fashionable developments. Tis
merit iz best seen in the exquisite quality
of its make-up.

Beautiful paper, perfeet typography,
and all the infinite resources of brush,
pencil and camera make the Barar a
veritable magazine de luxe,

But we must not leave the impression
that it iz only a beautiful magazine.
Harper’s Bazar appeals frankly to the
women who must keep au courant with
the smart world.

Every detail of society’s doings is faith-
fully chronicled. No item of interest is
overlooked.

Consider the September issne —where
could you find a more notable group of
personages in any magazine 7

Mrs. Townsend Ashmore, Mrs. John

Hays Hammond, John Wanamaker, Mrs.
Clifford Harmon, Frederick Townsend
Martin, as well as Lillie Hamilton French,
Francis Avmar Mathews, Lady Dulf Gordon,
Elinor Glyn, the Countess of Warwick,
Robert W, Chamhers, Charles Dana Gibson
—and many others just as eminent.

Discriminating women of taste and
refinement everywhere regard Harper's
Bazar as *‘le dernier cri” in distinciive

publications.

See that you do not miss the op-
portunity of getting a trial sub-
seription given you in the
coupon opposite,

me = T
. iy -

{‘,.?_‘I-.:.'_ :

=

i -

3 rl
= =
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Hall
Caine’s
Masterpiece of Fiction
“The Woman
Thou (Gavest Me

Being the Story of Mary O’ Neill

DD you know this powerful story is Hall Caine's first novel in four

years? It is on the presses in eleven European languages and in

Japanese. A leading magazine paid $25,000 for the serial rights, and

have offered the author $100,000 for his next four vears’ work. The
offices of the magazine have already received 5,000 applications for the book.
These facts should convince vou of the world-wide interest and discussion
which the story is arousing.

You have not read recently anything so startling as the revelations of
Mary O' Neill. Hall Caine’s imaginative genius has arranged them into a novel
of most absorbing interest—the story of a great love, which every one will read
with deep emotion.

We believe Mary O'Neill is a real woman, but regardless of that there are
Mary O'Neills in every community, hers is the very heart of every woman. It
is a book that will strike to the core of every heart.

It contains the greatest analysis of the modern marriage ever written.
Hall Caine's conclusions, drawn from a close observation of real conditions,
are grippingly convincing.

It is unquestionably Hall Caine’s finest achievement, and deals with the
great everlasting human problem, the greatest of human problems, the place
of woman in the scheme of the world,—the story of a woman's life in its most
human, most intimate, most poignant phases.

It is a book you should not miss reading, as it will take its place with the
great classics in literature.

Price, $1.35 net. Postpaid, $1.50

This is one of those vital stories of real life that will be talked abontf among all
cI 158¢5 of pcu_plf Order a copy at once and be one of the first readers,

—eee

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY p¥RXisting

———
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Important Announcement

As announced in The Outlook of June 28, Theodore
Roosevelt will leave New York in the first week of October
for a visit to Argentina, Brazil, and Chili. He goes in
response to an invitation from a group of influential
South American citizens to deliver addresses or lectures on
social, political, and industrial questions of international
interest. It gives The Outlook great satisfaction to be able
to announce that while he is delivering these speeches in
South America Mr. Roosevelt, as a member of its staff, will
contribute to The Outlook articles on the political, social,
and industrial life of the South Americans as he sees it,
and will on his return resume his place in its editorial
councils, where his wide knowledge, sound judgment, and
human sympathy have formed a contribution to The
Outlook not less valuable than the articles which appear
in The Outlook under his own name. The articles on
South America which Mr. Roosevelt will contribute to
The Outlook will not only contain his impressions of
that great country and its people, but will suggest, as
the result of his personal observation, the ways and
means by which the friendly relations of the people of the
United States and the people of South America, social,
commercial, and political, may be strengthened and cemented.

Distinguished South Americans with whom The
Outlook has been in correspondence about this trip
consider that these articles, which will appear solely in
The Outlook, will be the most important contribution
that has yet been made for the information of the
civilized world regarding the wonderful political
development of the South American people.

The Outlook

287 Fourth Avenue New York
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Inspirational Number

SEFTEMBER
Entertaining, inspiring, Turing
articles, stories and photo-pictures,

HNew Fields for the Camping Public.
The Winning of the “ Co-Co."

The Woman who Fishes.

The Foe of Outdeor Life.

Katrina Takes to the Open.

A Day with the Snipe.

Climbing for Elk.

An Adveniure in Contentment.
That Moolie Moose.

The Judge Advertises for Pickerel.
The Outdoor Balkans.

The Gun that Makes Amends.

A Corner in Ruffed Grouse.

Some Siill Honting Impressions.
Outdoor Men and Women.

Around the World with a Camera.
The World's Tennis Championship.

Qutdcor World
& RECREATION

Stands for recreatiom, wild-life protection,
conservation, clean sport and fair play.

FOR SALE AT NEWS-STANDS
28c. m copy $£2.80 o year

Send 10c. in stumps or coin and we will
mail you (as long as they last) a specimen
copy of the July number, together with our
special * get nequainted *° offer.

- Duitdoor World Publishing Company
H [Duane Street MNew York, N. Y.

Standing Opportunity
to Buy the Best Books
at Low Prices

The (0 volumes in Everyman’s
Library eover the whale Geld of lit-
crature and inclode praciically every
ane of the better known elassics; Be-
cause these books sell constantly in
great numbers they may be bouwght
at prices remarkably laow for well
printed, firmly and uniformly bound
boaks, i liet of specimen tilles an
this page shows the kind of hooks in
Everyman's.

You can own your favorite book in
Evcrviman's ediizon for about what
twa magasines would eost.

Hooks that fif £he hand, the imapd,
the mind and purse of Every dan,

The puhfizhens in fulflling the original
iment of Everyman'e Library are posting cut

Bl pages fo a volume—the bei
ihing of 8 kind ever ofeoed,  1n fuar dif
fFerent bindings at E1lL 00,
£5.40, E7.00 and $4.20
Separme volumes

per ket

A Few of the Forty
New Volumes
These will ghe yo

e ol the kil of 1
ik Everyiman s Lobrary

Livy's History of Roane,
Tr. By

ol
Atk amsl Dhem
Vistan, by Walt
n
sray"s Poems and

i Thesaaras, 2 vols,
Kevised and with Aaddis

Divins

P v wprder aniey o fieie
[ r _frag pi, Alioee cWe

'_'.

L

* deseriptive

may also be boaghl.

SOLDy BY DEALERS
or if Mo Dealer Can
Supply Yoa
SOLD BY MAIL

Fxaminean Freryman's
Violume at yout ook stote,
Kote the wondertul book
vaius for the money, Ak
for & comglete g of &40
yulames,

Write for
Dicacriptive Boaklet

Wik it we pend 2 com-
pleae List of thkes and other
informazion worth whilc
to cvery porson Wh resds
grnd Dok, Use coupon,
E.P.DUTTON & CO.
GE1 Fiftl Ave,, N. Y. City
E. P. Datton & Co, are

atso publichers of the
Temple Ehakespeare

=

nullm&.l:n:

'
- . 6E1 Fifth Avenue

1 e
A o §
%" Fleaze send me

Everyman's  Library

o plete hist of titles,

In answering adverlisements ‘m'fn_n'e sention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

Mew York City

your

booklet of

and



14 SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Countryside Magazine
SUBURBAN LIFE

HE call of the countryside was never stronger than today. From the city to
the country is the present trend of population, as our cities become more and
more impossible for family life. For nine years Susurpan Lieg, The Countryside

Magazine, has filled an important place in magazine literature in thatit has provided
a periodical devoted to the needs of those who love the country for the country’s sake,
and who recognize that a home means more than a house with a 25-foot front lot.

It 1s quite generally conceded to be the best printed magazine in Ameriea, and its
tllustrations and color work are the finest obtainable,

Half-Price Trial Offer

The price of SusvrBan Lirg, The Countryside Magazine, is 25 cents a copy
and $3.00 a vear, but in order to introduce it to the readers of this magazine,
many of whom have never seen 1t, we will enter your order for

Four Months for 50 Cents

This offer is made with the understanding that it may be with-
w» drawn any time at our pleasure after 3o days, so if you desire to
obtain a four-months' subscription to this beautiful marazine at
one-half price, representing only about the cost of the paper
and postage, it would be well for you to fill out this coupon
and send 1t to us by return mail.

5.
The "
Subwsrban
Fresa
33 Fourth Ave.
New York City
|'-.| the encloeed so
cepty, please sen:
.'::',6

THE SUBURBAN PRESS

Circulation Department, 334 Foorth Avenue, New York, N. Y.




SCRIBNER

Important

Announcement
for Next Year

G HEODORE ROOSEVELT
" ¥ will contribute to Scribner’s
N4 Magazine the account of the
trip which he will take in the early
months of 1914 into the Para-
guayanand Brazilianinterior,where
he expects to travel by canoe and
on foot through the great South
American tropical forest. His expe-
riences,observationsof the country,
the people,and the animal life will ap-
pear solely in Scribner’s Magagzine.
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Y our Funny-bone!

Canyou findit? Don’ttry. Let Georgedoit -
George Fitch. He’s an expert at it—author
of “The 4:11 Train.” Catch it in the Septem-
ber number of The American Magazine.
1t will take youback to a “Homeburg “of your
own, and you'll live over again that delicious

moment when the world rolls into your town
once 2 day. Most trains are “wasted,” but
the 4:11—well, it’s a real train,

Also in September is “Lucky Baldwin,”
guilty of every crime in the calendar, and
“Lucky” beczuse he never wore a stripe.
Can a down-and-out “come back"? Peter
Clark Macfarlane says “yes”!l—and "“Lucky
Baldwin" bears him out. The answer is in-
spiring. It is the first of a series of splendidly
human papers on “Those Who Have Come

Back.” Read it if you know what it is to
fail. Read it if you would learn what it is
to struggle against yourself—and win.

David Grayson is in the September num-
ber, and Walter Frichard Eaton: also
Hugh Fullerton (at the bat), James Mont-
gomery Flagg and “ Angel Island.” And.
by the way, that Train! Don't miss it—it’s
the 4:11—round trip 15 cents—any news-
stand—the September number of

(#e American Magazine

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Aﬁfumn -Mﬂlin-ery Number
VOGUE

Nowon Sale ﬁll Newa‘stamls

T =

- —

Gleaming like a great shop window set in the heart of Paris —a window
filled with the choicest Auntumn creations of the most notable designers —
is this newest number—the first of Vogue's great Autumn fashion series.

In it you will find the characteristic touch of each Parisian master milliner—the verve of
Carlier, the fire and dash of Paul Poiret, the subtle witchery of Georgette and Alphonsine.

But you will want this Millinery Number of Yogue not alone for the pleasure of look-
ing through its pages. It i3 a straight business investment that will pay for itsell o
hundred times over,

[ Soon, now, you will pay 520, 340, $60 for a Fall hat. For this $20, $40, $&0
yvou receive a few dollars” worth of felt, velvet, ribbons, trimmings —all the
rest of your money will go for style and correctness. Unless your choice
is correct, your money is worse than wasted,

Pay 23 cenls for the Vogue Millinery Number and insure yoursel§ against wasting a single
penny of your Autumn hat money.  In your home, far from the confusion of the milliner,
Vogue will spread before vou not a few hats from your local stores but a splendid display
[ of new models from the greatest designers in the world, Buy your copy to-day—and at
| | the same time ask the newsdealer 1o reserre for you a copy of the

! : Forecast of Fall Fashions Number
! {lut September Tihi

This t=sue 1= ope of the mogt waluable of the whole VAT, Tt iedls what each great cou-
turier—Worth, Faguin, Doucet, Direcoll, Poiret, Francis i3 planning for the new season

VOGUE, 443 Fourth Avenue, New York
Conds MNust, Publisher

25 cents & number
Fwiceé a month

o

S4 2 year
24 mumbers

In m'l;.v-wfrfug aduvertisements please menlion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SEPTEMBER, 1913

FOUR PAGES

Panic in Wall Street

One of the Stirring Events of

Frank H. Spearman’s

Mew MNovel of Love and Business

Merrilie Dawes

On Sale in September at All Bookstores

Mr. Spearman’s hrat great success
was = Whispering  Smith"—a tale of
action pure and simple. But he sces
there is romance enough in the feld of

| business—the modern field of conflict

for daring spirits and great minds—if
a writer has skill to present it.

In “Merrilie Dawes,” as indeed to
some degree in “Robert Kimberly,"”
the characters develop mainly through
the events of business:—battles of
financial interests became as vivid as
those of armies, and large business

schemes constantly loom in the back-
ground.

“Merrilie Dawes” is the central

ChﬂT&ELﬂl. WI'IE‘FI h&ldi}" A woman Fl'H: |

is suddenly left alane in the world with
a great fortune in her hands. Then
the storm of panic breaks in Mew York.
She bnds herself in the centre of a ter-
rific strugele trying to save the for-
tune of the man she loves.

MMustrated in color
E1.35 net: by mail $1.45

Wellington

The Leading Figure in the Second
and Final Volume of the

Diary of Frances,
Lady Shelley

Scott, Peel, and Many Other Great
Men and Women Described

The volume is full of anecdotes
gathered from the writer's experience
of society between the years 1817 and
1873. Forinstance, Wellington states
in one case that Waterloo was won by
the British alone. He says: " Bona-
parte had calculated that, iselated as
we were, it would be impossible for us

| to hold out until the Prussians came

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, FIFTH AVENUE AT 48th STREET, N.Y.

up. He regarded their coming up in
time as wery doubtful. “Blucher's
chief merit in that affair,’ sad Wel-
lington, 'consisted in avoiding an
engagement with Grouchy’s inferior
force,

In answering advertisements plruesr mention SCRIBNER'S

I‘Il' h|-|1n| il:l mind the ﬂ“--:rll[_l-q;-r- |

¥

Shelley

| Tamced, ]..l _.

tant object of joining the English in
order that the Prussians might profit
by their victory.' . . . He drew a
plan of the battle of Orthes, on the
knee of his breeches, with an eager-
ness and intentness which were quite

delightful.”
I”u.:.frnfrn’. $ 3.50 net

Mrs. Reginald
de Koven

| Sums up in this Paragraph the Naval

Achievéments She Recounts in
Her Exhaustive and Original

Life and Letters of
John Paul Jones

“In 1775 Paul Jones armed and em- I

barked in the first American ship of
war. In the Rewvolution he had
twenty-three battles and eleven ren-
contres b!.r BCR, made seven descents
in Britain and her colonies, took of her
navy two ships of equal and two of
superior force, many store ships and
others, constrained her to fortify her
ports, suffer the Irish velunteers, de-
sist from the cruel burning in America
and exchange as prisoners of war
Armerican citizens taken on the ocean
and cast into the prisons of England
as traitors, pirates and felons,”

2 vols. $5.00 nef; expressage extra

Maurice Hewlett

I Reveals His Own Nature through |

the Stories that Constitute

The Lore

of Proserpine

Thread of Autobiography Runs
through the Book

Az a boy, he says: "I could be with-
in my own little entity a dozen differ-
ent people in a day, and live a life
thronged with these companions or
rivali. Alone and apart, what worlds
I inhabited! At nine years old |
knew Nelsen's ardour and We Alesley’s
phlegm: 1 had Mapeleon's egotism,
Galahad's purity, Lancelot's passion,
Tristram’s melancholy. 1 reasoned like
Socrates and made Phacdo weep; |
persuaded like Saint Paul and saw the
throng on Marshill sway to my words.
I waz by turns Don Juan and Den

Quixote, Temn Jones and Mr. All-

worthy, Hamlet and his uncle, young
Shandy and his father.”

F1.35 nel ;

by mail §1.45

' MAGAZINE
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L. Allen Harker ‘

Takes a Young Statesman for Hero
of Her Novel of English
Country Life

The Ffolliots of
Redmarley

Has the CQualities of Her * Miss |
Esperance and Mr. Wycherly,” |
but a Larger Theme

The story begins in the hero's child-
hood and he thus defines beauty upon
seeing Mrs. Ffolliot, the mother of the
girl he later strives to marry:—

“Beauty is tall and has a pleasant
sounding voice and you want to come
@5 near as you can.  ¥ou want to look
at her all the time because you don't
see it often. Beauty i most pretty
to look at and veu don't seem to see
anyone else when it's there. She
smells nice, a walty smell like tobaceo

lants not pipes in the evening. When
E:aut:.r looks at wou you feel glad
and funny and she smiles at you and
looks with her eyes. She is different
to aunts and people’s wives. Taller
and quite a different shape, Beauty
:'IsH giﬁemnt_- E. A Gallup, Class

$1.25 net; by mail §1.35

Francis Thompson's
p

Poeiry and Prose
In the First Complete Edition

The Collected Works
of Francis Thompson

Franciz Thompson was a poet of no
narrow gauge, vet these final lines from
“To a Snow-Flake'" suggest the ex-
quisite delicacy of his thought and
eXpression:

*Who hammered you, wreught you?

From argentine vapor?—

'God was my shaper.

Passing surmisal.

He hammered, He wrought me,

From curled silver vapor,

To lust of his mind:—

Thou couldst not have thought me!

So purely, so palely,

Tinily, surely,

Mightily frailly,

]nsculp-:d and embossed,

With his hammer of wind,

And his graver of frost.'"”

The Sel, 3 volumes, $5.50 nel |

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S

THE PANAMA
GATEWAY

JOSEFH BICELTN BISHOR

Joseph Bucklin
Bishop

Secretary of the Isthmian Canal
Commission, Gives the Entire
History of the Canal in

The

Panama Gateway

The Authoritative Story of the Canal
from Conception through Ex-
ecution, Told in a Popular
but Exact Manner

Mr. Bishop had these three great
advantages in writing this book:—his
carcer as a journalist Atted him to
order the great body of information
and present it engagingly: his place
az Secretary to the Commission made
him for more than seven years a spec.
tator of the Canal's construction, and
gave him information unattainable by
any other; his presence on the scene
gave him the chance to get the finest
pictures. Therefare, he has wntten
the authoritative history of the Canal
in a manner to bring out its * human
interest,” from De Lesseps upward;
and no one can ever equal it in knowl-
edge and accuracy.

Beautifully ilfusirated with the finest
Panama pholographs, elc.,
i the world

£2.50 net; by mail $2.69

SONS

Meade's Estimate
of Grant

One of the Many Striking Examples
of the Great General's Fair-
ness and Judgment in

The Life and Letters
of George Gordon
Meade

" Crant is not a striking man, 1s very
reticent, has never mixed with the

| world and has but little manner, in-

deed is somewhat ill at ease in _lhl:
presence of strangers, hence a first im-

| pression is never favorable. He has

natural gualities of a high order and is
a man whom, the more you see and
know him, the better vou like him.
He puts me in mind of old Taylor, and
sometimes | fancy he models himself
on old Zac. . . .

“(irant is not a mighty genius, but
he is & good soldier, of great force of
character, honest and upright."

2 vols. 5.?.5!1'} nel ; expressage exfra

Jasper Danckaerts

Formed Poor Opinion of New York
When He Visited It in 1680, [ts
Commercial Instinct Then Well
Developed, as the Agent for
the Labadist Sect Shows
by this Comment in the

Journal of Jasper
Danckaerts

New Yolume of
“ Original Narratives of Early
American History™
Just Qut

“The people in this city, who are
almost all traders in all articles, when-
ever they sec an Indian enter the house
who they know has any money, they
immediately set about getting hold of
hirn, giving him rum to drink, whereby
he 15 soon caught and becomes half a
fool, 1F he should then buy a.nJ.l'Lhi.ng
he is doubly cheated in the wares and
in the price.  He is then urged to huy
maore drink. which they now make half
water, and if he cannot drink it they
drink it themselves. They do not rest
until they have cajoled him out of all
his money or most of it.”

$3.00 net; pastpaid $3.30

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements p!case_mmi:'-:?u._ﬁ{,"j‘i’ IBNER'S MAGAZINE




James Huneker

Contemns the Use of * the Artistic
Temperament ™ as a Disguise
for ** Dissipation " and * Vul-
garity " in His

Pathos of Distance

A Book of a Thousand and One
Moments

We quote from “ The Artist and His
Wife," one paper af 1t:

“Hawked about the market place
instead of reposing in the holy of
holies, this temperament has become
a bywerd. . . . It is & 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, tome, words, or in mature. It
may exist coevally with a strong re-
ligious sense. It adds new values to
gray everyday life, But its possessor

as an excuse for license. That he
leaves to the third-rate artisan, to the
chn.rlnla.n, to the Vi:l.'i-uue. who shield
their actions behind a too torrid tem-
perament.”

$2.00 net ; by mail 2,19

Frederic C. Howe

Shows the City is the Hope Not the
Despair of Civilization in

European Cities at
Work

A Study of Municipal Achievements
Possible for American Cities

He describes the control of the great
factors of city life, such as transpor-
tation, the land an which the city is
built, the open spaces in which the
city breathes, and the houses in which
people live. It is along these lines
that the European cities have made
the most rapid advance in recent
years. [t is in these directions that
they have pushed the idea of munic-
ipal administration far in advance
of American cities,

$1.75 net; by mail §1.87

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

does not parade this personal quality |

SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

| Charles Scribmecs 5oms

Frances Nimmo
Greene

Presents o True * Man of Action ™
in Her Romance of the Ala-
bama Mountains

The Right of the
- Strongest

Loves than Abandon His Great
Commercial Undertaking
Though He Has to
Force Tt 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 ameong his own.

rru}ugh to realize that that foree whick
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 Lo follow
and slay and seize and build!

" And oh, the glory of that building!
The building of huge and powerful
cities, the bulding of colossal far-
tunes, the 'nuilding 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 el ;

by mail £71.45

Readier to Lose the Woman He |

He |

ought to have known himsell well |

In

Studies in Love
and Terror

' Mrs. Belloc Lowndes

Shows Men and Women in
Life's Great Crises

Thete are five stories, The two
that make the deepest impression arc
*The Child * and * The Woman from
Purgatory.” Both express the power
of a moral idea upon persons of
apparently crdinary natures. In the
second of these 2 woman appears
after her death, and the proof of the
story is that its improbable character
takes nothing from its effect in the
reading. " The Child "' deals with an
intensely poignant situation that arises
| from ** the eternal triangle.”’

' $1.25 net; by mail $1.35
|

The Isle of Life

Glowing Romance

By Stephen French
Whitman

Turms upon the Abduction of an
American Girl and the Fight of
the Strange Hero 1o Keep
Her Prisoner on a
Wild Mediterra-
nean sland

These sentences, which the hera
writes to his valet, sugmest the des-
perate situation in which he stands:

“Go to Tunis.
tante you will find a dummy letter
addressed 1o Boris  Bashkirtsef.
Identify yourself as this individuaal
and take it up.

“Fram Tunis send me some cloth-
ing suitable for rural wear, and a sim-
tlar outht for & lady, tall and rather
slender. Stout shoes for a narrow
foot. Best to send several sizes.
Pack with these things the Mauser
automatic, the riflesstock, and about
twenty clips of cartridges."”

S1.35 net; by mail $1.45

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Price Collier

Thinks Germany Over-Disciplined ;
German Society too Rigid; Lines
of Class and Caste too Sharply

The Heart of the Hills

A Great American Novel

By John Fox, Jr.

| el

[ As the English See It MG.M Drawn. In His

| Comment Taken ﬁ Germﬂ“}’ a_“d thE
from T. P. 'Connor’s Weekly G
“Rarely have | read a book which ermans

has this power Uf l'.ﬂ'dtihi vividly new NELSON He thus Graphically States this Idea
almnﬁphu:re so insistent as the latest LLOYD

novel of Mr. John Fox, Jr. Mr. Fox | “It is an impossible suggestion, 1
made thousands of admiring readers know, but if the upper and lower
with ‘The Little Shepherd of King- Fro houses of the empire, or of Prussia,
dom Came.” and kept them with his | * = l'! could meet in a match at baseball or

golf or cricket: of the army could play
the eivil service: if the newspaper cor-
respondents could play the under-sec- |
retaries: if they could all be induced |

subsequent works. There is no going
back from frst standards in “The |
Heart of the Hills'—freshness and |
cleanness and, above all, a pen of

Nelson Lloyd’s

beauty when nature is to be described,

who never disappoint.”
fllus. $1.35 net; by mail §1.45

Henry James’

Descriptions of London in the
Fifties Typical of His Auto-
biographical Book

A Small Boy and
Others

Suggests the Verisimilitude of
Dickens’s Characters

ance of type. We found

notes of which were the postman in
their frock-coats of military red and
their black beaver hats; the milk-
women, in hats that often emulated
these, in little shawls and strange,

short, full frocks, revealing enormous

boots, with their pails swung from
their shoulders on wooden yokes, . . |
The rangs of character on the other
hand reached rather dreadfully down:
there were embodied and exemplified
‘horrors” in the streets beside which
any present exhibition iz pale . . .
figures reminding me of George Cruik-
shank’s Artful Dodger and his Bill
Stkes, only with the bigger brutality of
life . . . and culminating far to the
west in the vivid picture, framed by
the cab-window, of a woman reeling
backward as a man felled her to the
ground with a blow in the face.”

| $2.50 net; by mail $2.75

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

keep Mr. Fox in the rank of authers

| He says in one place: " The London
people had for themselves an exuber-
it i par-
ticular a world of costume, often of
very odd costume, the most intimate

New Novel

. David Malcolm

A Love Story that Begins in Child-
hood and Develops in the Varied
Scenes of New York, Italy, and
Greece,  Vivid Pictures of
| Society, Newspaper Lile,
| and Ewropean War

The main held of this romance is
Mew York; but it opens and closes in
that valley which “The Soldier of the
Va"t:.'" and others of Mr. |-h5ﬂd'$
novels have made as dear to many as
some familiar countryside. The hero
is a war-correspondent; the heroine a
ﬂmng woman he meets in childhood

v singular chance. She, for her
wealth and charm, has become the
weapon of social ambition: is put

young millionaire though she prefers
Maleolm, The conflict of these mo-

and peopled with sympathetic char-
acters, especially a certain lovable
vagabond-philosopher. a sart of soldier
of fortune, who curiously encounters
Malcalm on a battlefield. to influence
the whole course of his career.

$7.35 nel; by mail §1.44

under pressure to marry a certain wild |

tives gives a story alive with action |

occasionally to throw off their mental
and moral uniforms and to meet
merely as men, a current of fresh air
would blow through Germany that she
would never after permit to be shut
out.”

51.50 net; by mail $1.65

' Thomas Nelson Page

Gives Touching Picture of the Fote
of an Aristocratic Southern Family
Ruined by the War in the
Story of

The Land of the Spirit

Called “ The 04d Planters® "
The old colonel, his wife and daugh-

ter, are driven to keep a rickety hotel, |

the resort of commercial travellers.

And Mr. Page with his marvellously |

delicate touch throws out all the hu-
mor and pathos of the situation:—the
effect upon them of contact with these
slangy, rough young men, and the re-
verse,  You pity the old colonel whose
will has gone with his traditional life,
and admire the grace and steadfast-
ness of the lady.

57.20 net; postpaid $1.33

Mary Johnston

Noted Writer, Charmed with
Enjoyment of Poetry
By
Max Eastman

e

She says: 1 have fnished ‘Enjoy-

ment of Poetry. And now that [
have read it | am going forthwith to
read it again. This book seems to
me the sane and simple truth about
poetry, well and strongly and beau-
tifully put.”

$1.25 net; by mail §1.35

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Coming Numbers

l Ushering in the Autumn

WAR NUMBER
Will Universal Prace come in one hundred years ?
Great men all over the world will answer this ques-

tionin this number. THREE HUNDRED DOL-
LARS offered [or the best article on War.,  See cur-
rent issues.

PRO-SUFFRAGE NUMBER
This number, coming in September, is all in favor
of Woman Suffrage. Presents the Suffrage side,

HUMOROUS NUMBER
We are still struggling to get enough material to
wrint this number. The outlook is dubious, but
* While there is Life there's hope,™

ARMY NUMBER
Celebrating the Boys in Khaki.

NAVY NUMBER
Celebrating the Bovs in Blue.

1..
B
&
E
YES, FREE & fnd One Dok
lag  {Canadian
$1.13, Foreign
$1.26). Send LiFe

for three months to

Miniature Life Wumber 2 is just out. Send
a two-cent stamp with yvour distin-
guished nameand superior address,
and we will mail you a copy

free. The M.L.isapock-
et edition of the larger
Life, saturated
with wit and

humor.
EVERY TUESDAY Printed ¥ i
i in cols 3
EVERYWHERE Fho *F'_
TEN CENTS S Open only to new subscribers: no subscription

renewed at this rate. This order
to us direct ; not through an AgEnt oF dr:;:tr.cnme

OBEY THAT IMPULSE LIFE, 54 West 315t Street, New York A
One Year, §5.00. (Canadian §5.52, Foreign §6.04.)
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““The Most Profoundly Interesting Novel of the Times”’

THEINSIDE OF THECUP

By WINST'DN CHURCH.’LL, Auvthor of * H;{.I[rarzf Carvel, ™
“Mr. Crewe's Career,”

Mr.
WINSTON
CHURCH-
ILL’'S

Crisis,” " Coniston, "

" The Cr-:r.ssmg, “The

./] Mﬂﬂaﬁfﬂ Cﬁfﬂﬁffﬂlh

WYWhat Leading Reviewers say:

IN LONDON

Abounds in thoughiful delin
presents certmmn salicnt Aspecls of oy life with fidel-
ny and resiramnt, while the interwoven love story
offers, in its refined and spiritual intensity, a refresh-
me contrast to much that is overheated in the fiction
of the day.” — ke Fimes { Londor )

IN BOSTON
" Bigger and broader-than anvthing Mr. Church-
ill has yet written . . . this navel is destined 1o be of
importance among thinking people , |, worth reading
for its pure English, for the enjoyvment of a story well-
Il..-|||. fiar what it |\.'i|i'||l'.—|. amd a careless world 11115]|I
do well 1o learn whiat it teaches Hastow trlnde,

IN PHILADELPHIA

 Oine of the most thonghtiul, best conceived books
of Mr. Churchill's caresr . . . @ kce-:-lllg. analyiical
presentation of American social problems . ., of
absorbing interest as a record of confemporary
thought | . . a purposeful book."”
— J"ii-r."..'.-.l".-a:!i&-.'..' .’"'.'u-J.r.-.r.'f ?'.-.-’.g--.r.,r-}.-

aptton Of eharaclier,

IN NEW YORK

lhose who are interested in preseni-day  cur-
rents of thought will read (his book with profound
mnterest and will be thankiful that Me. Churchill was
moved to o write af The stage setring and the
actors are typical of American present-day civiliza-
tion. "— Fike Newe YVark Fimes.

IN CHICAGO

“Indubitably s author's greatest achievement

spper sincenty lends it conviction ., . . strength,
'~Irl||_'| ¥, trae  prealness .|-'.\|-_|!l.'|:|l.:l' of con-
sITuc Ill.ln [[ 15 not affen that a novelist can a4t once
induce thought and challenge and disarm contro-
versy., —LChicage Kevord-flerald,

IN SAN FRANCISCO

A fine picce of work, F:'"Il"“'"""a.'-'; with conviction

+ 4 It is* Robert Elsmere * from a new angle, writ-
ten with the virility that we have learned to associate
with Mr. Churchill."— Fde Arponani,

flustrated. Cloth. $1.50 net

iz OTHER IMPORTANT NEW MACMILLAN NOVELS +:

e e

MRS. WATTS' NEW NOVEL
VAN CLEVE

By MARY 5. WATTS, Author of " Nathan Burke,” " The
Legacy,  ele.

A modern story of soand American life developed around
Al interestiy NS 'p-ll,.l e |||"'||||L. in the intemsity of s real-
jum, as this talented author's previoos notable novels of
historic import

chd'r l.'mrrb-. X7 35 nef

MR. HERRICK'S NEW NOVEL
HIS GREAT ADVENTURE

By ROBERT HF.RH-‘CF\’. Author of " Together,” “The
Healer, One Woman's Life,”" ele

" More widely based than the wark of any sther American
novelist of his generation ' Mr. Hemick's new book justi-
fies Mr. W. I, Howells® characterization Peaple of cume
Pcl]mg inTCrEst, rapuﬂ action, a well-warked.our plor, develop
in all that the title implies.

Ready J’IPHI“.‘P-

F1.35 net

JACK LONDON'S NEW NOVEL
THE VALLEY OF THE MOON

By JACK L ﬂ\ﬂﬂ\ with frantispiece in colora by
Gaprge Harpar.

A love story in Mr [ul'-] n's most powerful style, strik-
ingly conirasted -.~|.'ﬂ|:l-' i ind of modern econamic
conditions.  The herg, n, is ong of Mr Loadon's anlors
metable big men

Rlnn'y lhnr”y.

E1.35 net
MISS NETHERSOLE'S NEW NOVEL
WILSAM

By MIS5 5. C. NETHERSOLE

* Wiss Methersole has more L||1‘-|‘||" “Ill:- Gearge Eliot than
any of the great Vicin '’ |'1x||| 15 wone ._.;I |;j|_= mast
human stories we have ev T l.-.-‘ Glokes,

* Few of the recent
worth reading as * Wil
thing that has lately been produced in E

S TR

Cloth. EI.35 net

|-c'L|'|

Published at
64- EE Ft{'tll Ave,

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY e

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

| THE GRAHAM SCHOOL

THE VELTIN ScHOOL Far Girls, Established in 1816, Resident u_mllﬂiyﬂ;pipx Gen-
For Girls, College Preparatwory and General Coorse. Mum- eral and college preparatory courses,  Unriva Lo Ovier-
her of pupils limited to twelve in each class.  Fireproof building loeking Ri'l'tml'lf Park. ﬂllél the Hudson. Howard D Mincr,
thoroughly equipped, 160 and 163 West ryth Street Principal; Mary Josephine White, Assistant Principal.

42 Riverside Drive (at pith 563, New York City.

; T L HOOL FOR BOYS
THE SEMPLE BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL Tf: ’tul;“tr??“bic than the catalogue.” soo ft. elevation
gm- l_}ilr?. Bml-lil;u-:tirccrly uﬂ:-ﬁs@lt E«-mral Park. !{L-u:ular and cﬁmfn;.?-::‘]ingﬂ J,.:-mi.lec:lewarg e Elusmilﬁdfmm ol
"pm_'gu_ "OMETEEE, anguages, Muset, Aok, edc. scial recred lioh. r = 2 i il & ¥
Cmt-of -door sporte, Forcigm teavel.  Mes T, Darringlon Semple, Eﬁgu[:;"; J:é;cﬂu:mirr‘:d F‘JLE‘E&":‘ nﬁ:‘ r;g:hp:"’m ary
Principal, sar Central Park Wesk, comer Hath Street, New York 'n ining-on-Eudsar, Nﬂ-ﬂ' York.

THE FINCH SCHOOL
MRS. HAZEN'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL A boarding and day school for girls from sixteen to tweaty years

of . O d o college, which dewel individaality,
FOR GIRLS ﬂﬁﬁﬁi ’F@Zﬁmﬂf E'r::r:c-u.:%“nn: s 'i{[i'j,‘i?*h.ﬂ‘ﬂ iy ,E’f:&
A . e e Tiow A modern t. Curriculum inelu sychology, Ethics,
[—!:dh.]u;.ur[mm Grand h.u.l._ml 5L.1I|_|:n.|'|.. New Yok, Economics, Sociokogy, Law, English, Living Languages, Music
Combined Advantages of City and Coontry, and Art, MNew freprool ten-story building equipped with eve
Mre, Joux Cossmoaas Hazen, Primcipal, applinnee  essential to saféty and comfbort Eluiﬂ.l:a.l,l na
Pelbam Manor, New York. tennis court.

Mrz, Jessica Finch Cosgrave, A0, LL.B, Principal,
61 East 77th Street, New York City.

MISS BANGS AND MISS WHITON
The only Country School for Girls in New York City. A private

COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOoR Boys
A College Preparatory School with strong Primary and Junior

school park of 35 acres, Twenty-third year. “A Heal School,

IR ol i ; AT s, 5 Girades. Modern school building. Large gympasium. 275th vear
:;ﬂl?;ft:;ﬁ:::::L;t-sl,uin“r:}'lul-:-ﬁ;ﬁ' Advanced special courses. Un heging Sept. 3o, 341-343 West. T7th St hetwess. Bicadmay
Riverilale Avenue. City of New York West End Avenue, New York, N. V. A, F. Warren, Headmister,

MRS. ISABEL D. COATES
will receive In ber home a limited nomber of Girls who wish 1o

M|SS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL

: e T iy o Ll Rt For Girls.  Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re-
niggrﬁhni.‘:ir:-ul:s:fm U;nr:;?::lmn.m nts may select their own moved from 6 West 43th Street bo new firepros buil g 35 Wit
300 West S5th Street, New York Ciny, sgth Strecl.  Residence o Weal syth Street,
CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY THE KNOX SCHOOL
A Scheod for Giels, 19 miles from New York. Healthiul la- Formerly at Briarcliff Monor, Country School for Girls, 50 min-

tien; spacious buildings. Excelleot advantages in music and art. utes from New York City,
General and eollege preparatory courdes, Mups Miriam A, Byeel,

’ M i3 o il Tiach
Principal, Garden City, Long Isinnd, New York. . Russell Houghton, Principal,

lurrytown-on-Hudson, New York.

BRANTWOOD HALL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS HEATHCOTE HALL
28 minules from New York, In Lawrence Park, known for |'.r:|.|.t_l.| The MIH%"“ Lockwood's E“II{'I-[iHiE School for Girls, A COMLBLTY
aml health.  Much outdosr fife.  Modern attractive buiblings. schoal with all the advaniages of the meiropolis. Faculty of
Gymnasiom with swimming pool.  Music, Art, General and Pre- sxteen instructors.  Superior opportunities for Music and Draw-
paratory Courses,  Certificate privileges,  Bronxville, N, Y. Eﬁw:nulrﬂ@l:siﬂ:ﬂl,d;‘:wI‘Tf.rk-w minutes from (Grand Central
THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS H'E:?'ﬂ:: HI:NN SCHOO
Resident and Day Pupils. {(grth year) Exclusive location. ol Teachers College, Columbia University.  For Boys and Girls.
Ecgualar and Special Courses. ‘.":Il.lﬁic.. Art, Elocution,  Physical J“é'f]!”!;:.' Physieal Education Building open on E.mﬂ;uy, New
culture.  Esthetic dancng.  Cutdoor life,  City advantages | Mhieticfield. Afternoon study-hours, Opens Monday, Sept, 2ind,

onenid e e i P Ao Now ok | O e sty me iy M R
v o ¥ = dway and raoth Sk, New York.

24b ~ In answerin £ advertisements jgféﬁsf “mention SCRI BNER'S MAGAZ INE




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY (conTinueD)

MAS. HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRALS

Reopers Ocioher 5t Resident and tay pupilk,  Individos] attention in
rejrular, spocial, or postgmaduare. work, . At dMusio, Tvamatic Expression,
Thancing, Sociokogy, 1 A i s Rid-

by Sl
l"l’ll.*;.l'r

Fish Avenue,

mgSwrmming, Te

care and social priviigpes, peam travel

THE FROEBEL LEAGUE OF NEW YORK
A Treaining Schaol for Kindergartners, offering unusial spportuni-
ties of Iocation and {n.r.utty, Mothers' classes, Nurmses' closses,
and specinl courses.  Model Kindergarten and Primary Depari-
ment.  For information npply to Mrs, Morion B, B, Langaettel,
Director, 112 East Fist Hreck, New York.

CoMmSTOCK ScHooL
A Echool for Young Ladies, 52 East 7zed Strect. One block [rom
Fifth Avenue and Cenrtral Park. ]:l'.l.'guirl.r and special courses,
Music, Art, Languages, and Domestic Sclence. Unusual oppor-
tunities for socil Life and the advantages of New York,

Miss Lydia Day, Principal; Miss Fanny C. Neale, Viee-Principal.

THE MISSES RAYSON'S
Loarding and Day School for Gicls.  Special facilities for weekly
resident pupils.  Re-opens October snd
wig, 16, 168 West 75th Street, New Yaork Ciiy.

HAMILTON INSTITUTE FOR GIRLS

Six resident pupils, Every advantage of city life with thers'
cumpnnimhﬂ?aml care.  College certificates, i s
fGar West End Aveoue, at Bgth Street,

ELinOR CoOMSTOCK MUusSIC SCHoOL

Biiss Comsiock, a pupil of Leschebzky. established a boardisg and day
sihebol in 100 where envimnment 15 an mcentive to serous work aod whese
a-musical educatlon may be perfected.  English Literature, French, Pea
chelogy, Himory of Art aod Classic Dancing.  Prépaniticn foe Coscorts
and Uperd,  Elisos Comnptock;, Priiclpal, Teeo Madison Ave,, N, ¥,

Healthfully located in beautiful Garden City,
Long Island, 18 miles from New York. Buildings
completely equipped. Gymnasium, swimming
pool, fine athletic fields. Prepares for any College
or scientific school. Competent master at the
head of each department.

A Lower School for Younger Boys

For information and Catalog address
WALTER R. MARSH, Headmasier, Box 10, Garden City. L. L

MiSs McFEE'S BOARDING AND Day SCHooOL
Farr girls desiring the wnrivalled advantages of this Metropalia for broad
general cufture,  Attractive ¢ fistory. Literature, Art; Poys
chologry ol Ecomomics, . Music [che wctorst, Falntng, Las-
guages, Elovetion, Dancing.  Terms $rooe. tiak studemds Seen o,
Dlomalds McFee, A, Pl tgs Weik jab Soet, New York,

NEW YORK STATE

CHAPPAGUA MOUNTAIN INSTITUTE
A Friends' Schecl far Giels (with separats

14 years, in care of Home Matherh.  a3ed ypsr, b
altitude: $300 to $375 nary. Prepamator
Tumestic 3clence and Music Depanment,
Hox T, Valhalla, New York, 2 mlles feous Hew Yirk.)

MAS. MAREHALL'S SCHOOL FOR LITTLE GIALS

A boarding and day school for girtls under fifteen,
Eriarchiff Manor, New York.,

RYE SEMINARY

A gaels’ school, one howr from New Vork, Diploma for college
preparatory and general course.  Certificate privilege to Vaszar,
Fm:lh, 'i.'l-'rl|:==.ky and Mount Holvoke, Unuswal advantages in
mushe.  Fhysical Lraiming, riding and outdoor sports.

Mrz. Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Bye, New York,

ST. AGNES SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Fuunded by the Ri. Rev. Willam Croswell Doane, 1870,
General and college preparatory courses. Cerlificate privileges.
Specinl codrse for advanced pupils. Music and Art.  New ath-
letic feld on grounds,

Miz= Matilda Gy, Head af Schwsol. Albany, New Yok,

CASCADILLA SCHOOL FOR BOYS

A Fitta School for Cornell.  Presicdent Schurman pronounces it
“{ime of fhe best preparatory insfilutions is the counfry.”  Athletic
field,  Recreation building and boat houze.  Gymnasium; rowing
shells. Farm of 150 ocres, Teorms $675 to §775. Send for Catalogue.

C. V., Parell, A M. Principal, Ithoca, New Yo

IAVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS
=% miles from New Yark, o the beawtibal, historie ** lreving "
cear. g3 ywars winder pretemt Hend Master
repares for all colleges azull tax i Individual
Ashletie Field, Swimming Pool. - New Gymnasium, |, M, Furms
Hesd Mastsr, Box g, Tarylowo-on-Hudwm, New Vork

Cuirditry.
Kew site amil eldi

WALLCOURT
Miss Groldsmith’s School for Girls.  {Formerly The Wells Schaal.)
Thorough preparation for any college,  General academic and
specil courses,  /Esthetic dancing, hoating, tennis, hockey, track
work. Booklet.  Address Miss Anna B, Goldsmith, A8, Prin-
cipal, Aurora, Lake Cayuga, N, Y.

ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL

For Manly Boys. 5
tary drill,  Faremia

clal npipirturities for quick eolloge pregaration,. $ili-
disciplime.  Gymuashum, Swimming pool.  Ashletic
eld. ly sports encoursged. Jumior Hall, a separate school for
Lays wndir 53, Cataloguns,  Bev, W. A Hoopey, AGM,., PSR, Procipal,
O::illhlununﬂud&u:l. Mew York.

PUuTHAM HALL
Vassar Freparatory School for ghls.  Kelers bo D, Jemes M, Tayvlor. Pres,
Vassar College: Lir. W, Armold Shanklin, Pres, Wesleyan Universn:
I, Tabcotr Williams, Thcactor Paldzer Scheal of Toormallsm. Colamlsia
Ulsrivessity, Cemificats adnuits i ":'Ju--\.'ll amd oihier lepding colleges, Address
Elien Clizke Bartlert, AIL, Principal, Box fuy, Poughleecpsiv, New Yerk.

THE MISSES METCALF'S BOARDING AND DAY
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
College preparation and physical culture, A depariment for gids
under twelve, Moderate rates,
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York.,

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL

Thorough preparaiion for College, Technfcsl Schoul or Duskness. Aver-
agie b=y of pu a clasg, erpht,  Nlodsrn | wa. Heslthife] Joca-
tiom Gn Moliggan Pl [u re amd At 5 umiber com

EHres Bookled, ALE. 1 re A ML, Chie: H, M. Prlrici

Hox 51, Mokegan Fake, Westchester Coa

v, Mew York.

MACHENZIE SCHOOL
Careful preparation for higher business careers, college, and schools
of enzineering.  Catalogwe on request.
Dobbs-Ferry-on-Hudson, New York.

SOMES SCHOOL
A homelike =chool for boys 8 to 16, We tmain our boys to e
achive, energetic students, straighilorward and manly. Number
of pupils limited. Individual instroction.  Abundant means for
exercise and recreation. Terms $soo-$6co.  Catalogue.

Albert Somes, A M., Aurcra-on-Cayuga, New York.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE (conTiNuED)

FOUNDED 1814.

y lor college
River country,
reasonalle il

Thorough preparation
part of the IHudson
|.'-.||Ii!l|_'ll.:-.|. Sound,
Many social advantages.

il
ary

Berkshires,

SUMMER CAMP in the

enables the sch
For rale, s0ilf

Cadat privaie
of 1814

A '-.|:|:'||-:|l'| combination of school and home
or business,
miles
.-\-_'l'.-".l"l'l'l.
Physical Culture,

Mount Pleasant Hall for Boys under 13

under
to care for Bovs during the entiré year,
it BXLFAS, Write Lo

CHARLES FREDERICK BRUSIE,

Mount Pleasant Academy

Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y.
where character is the real goal
Situated in the most beaotiful
from New Yaork. Extensively
Munual Training Courses.
Large (]}'::1||i..-\.ill'|'|'|.

Me. Brosie's persomal charge,

Cadeat allicer

Box 508 of 1813

Manlius Schools

MANLIUS, M. ¥.

Beawtiful and Healthful Country Location

SI;. .luEm s S-:Imal i

from & to 14 Waschful

Send today for catalogue

WM. VERBECK, President. Box G.

New York
Military Academy

Cnrnwall-nn-“ udson

wrivaf Bilar;
I LJIIIrlII s

]'l int
mercial C
!-rsu fiavmi.

] .Il.u_l;n-l:d
irse with shops, s
Special course and training fr i West Point can-
Kegular Army officer and equipment from War
artment.  Inf Fy (nl:llr}' -lI Uadet BEand {special
rales B0 good Separnte r|:- ;r1|ncr|' for Youme
Boys. For catalogue address The Commandant

REPTON SCHOOL
Foe loyva up 1o 16,
miles from New York
pymmasium and athletic feld.
attentiom.

A ecountry school i the Westchester hills, "i
Complete modern equipment, incl
Limited pumber and |:||I|1.|.|1u 1
Tllustrated catalopue on Fequest,

Box C-g, Tarrviown-on-Hudaon, MNew York.

PEEMSHILL ACADEMY
Caollege Preparatory

Junior Schaal.
Peckskill, New York.

B1st ycar. and  Business

Courses,

DREW SEMIMNARY FOR YOUNG WOMEN

Gath year. An efficient school of maderate prices. Ome teacher
to ench fve pupils.  Certibicates accepted by the leading coliepes.
Mew York City advantages.

Rl'.lhl 1 .E.DL FOrrow, A 1'-'[ .1,

¢ Box 111, Carmel, New York.

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Suburban to New York. gfth Year.
College Preparatory Courses.  Cortificate privil Post Gradu-
ate and special work. Sepurte house for younger girls.  Year book

on pequest.  Principals, Clara C. Fullee, Martha J. NMaramaore,

U-‘-lr'lrl.: an-Hudzon, N, ¥

EII MaA WILLARD SCcHOOL

Academic, Music, Art and

For {Girls. rocth year. the lsills, Four new
heeprool |J|I dings, |I|-r A Mrs w LeEmeeal
and Special Conrses. Cern |:|-|'r.ltl: Dhimnestlc
Sciunce. Cympasbam with

Ew <1
Blgs Elisa hl.||d-!. Ph.B.. I:r|m.||-.1:. Loy, New YViork

CHRIST C_HUHCH ScHooL

Kingstom-an-the-Helson, New York

b= I d sk,

I 1 L Terma $z:0

f rll:lu._ the &
sirr, B

o0 -
winaner. For Cata

R

ani u
anEalon sldms; K .:u. 1. M

tor, Kimprston, M. V.

Miss C. E. Mason's
Suburban
School
For Girls

and
Young
Women

Tarryiown-
on-Hudson
New York

The Castle’

« L1.M,, Lock Box 707

In

Mrs. Dows School For Cirs

For circular address

Mrs. Mary E.Dow, Principal,
Briarcliff Manor, NY;

un.'.':L'E'u;;_mf:'r'rr."-.:'n.'r:r!.} please mention SCRIBNER'S M AGAZINE




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE (ConTiNUED)

A

Hi\'crﬁ'[ﬂ"r\-' combines hiberal courses; prepanng defi-
!||:|l. foar the I|,J|S|.I:||||I.-|I|||||ﬂ. Erv h]' the
Coliege ilrllr'um:n. Board, by the Hegents of |:'|I VErsily
of M. . and by the Academies at Annapolis and West
Faoimt, with $|||,{I 1l advantages for post-gradoate vocational
studies and traimng for business. Al teaching 15 done I:-f
FLeil a,[ high characrer, who are drawn from our besi
versities, colleges and normal schools, and not anly ||n-:||-.:r-
stand, but lve, associate and work with their l'!l]'\llj!. Les-
Bhkreers of ||-.|I:.|.|.sl| reputation,  Specialisrs in spors and games,
gymnastics, calisthemics, music, elocation, handicrafts, count-
ing-house and secretanal training {through the celebrated

Fasimpm-Gaines Schools, Fosfhkeepsie, and New York, N, ¥, all

DIVERVIEW ACADEMY

T
seen from an

RIVERVIEW ACADEMY, Box 705, Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

&(Jrop/a ne.

under the same management.  Wrdte for thede rafal
three connected buildings stan
||||-I- of & beaoriful, shaded campus of ten acres of grove and

1 mmanding hill everlooking the Hod o
E--rl..l-l,,- r'l ched dormitorics, sonny, ottract
raoms, well equipped laboratories, large, expensively op
gvimnasinm, fine athletic feld  Through required re
and exercise the system of scientific physical culture reaches
every student.  §3M covers board and duitien from Sepd. do June.
Young men of exceptional worthiness and capahility may pay
part of their expenses in services. Special terms to good mnsi-
cinns Poughkeepsie is only two hours from New York, .l.nd is
famed for health and beauty of scenery.  For catalogue address

il XL} The

MASSACHUSETTS

HowWARD SEMINARY
A Real Country School [or Girls
for outdoor sports.  College certilicate, Two years” course for
high schood graduates. Diomsestic Science, Al and Music studios,
Mi=s Sarah E. Laughton, A.M., Principal, West Bridgewaier,
Mazsachusetts,

2% miles from Boston. 10 acres

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRALS
Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877, is continuing witbout
interruption umnder the direction of Miss Helen E. Thompson
and M= Marthn O, Burnbam. Peeparatoiy, liruliuﬂ.l:ir.'lg and
Special Courses.  Correspondence should be addressed to

Mis=a Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass,

ABBOT ACADEMY

A School for Girls, Founded 1828, 23 miles from Bostom,
Address Mess Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass.

MisS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS
For mony wears known as " The Burnham Schoal.”  37th wear

opena September 18h. 1913, Correspondence should be addressed
to Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Morthampton, Mass.

Erean el
whis

il || . | (58
nn 1:-1:|1]m:l| Ill't'
fecl of ses H :,-e-n-.
and ed E
b s, ‘.ll brauches

TR
Hygiene

HDME SCHDOL F‘OR GIRLS

ﬂ:-ll inctivel

Dlﬂuleﬁ LET] Duti-luplnﬁ Prrsnnnlulns

ler pati 1 & nsiy 3
Rev Thums Bickioid, Miss Faith Bickiord, I-*rlu.rumlt. I’H Bax G- B;n_-qsqgr f_..pp Codd, Mass.,
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS (conTinuED)

FOR GIRLS

miles from
Boston

Preparatory : finishing school.
Sidvanced Elective Coarses.
Far high schoal graduates
College Certificate Privibege
High Schoal graduaton not

miECEsss enirance,
iana, nme \l'mhn Pipe
wan, with Mated Men,
ﬁymnawm

Eh‘ll!'u lii'lmn"ng pnu| H
CNO01 || ==z

Write for B8 Summit Street

New Year Book HEWTU‘N, MASS.

Mount
Ida

TENACRE
A schood for twenty-live young girls.
Terms 850,
Mizs Helen Tempde Cooke, Dana Hall, Welletley, Mas:

Preparatory o Dana Hall, |

MISS FAULKNER'S |
HousSE oF EDUCATION
For the Trainine of Gentlewomen.
Diedham, Massachusetis,

WHEATOMN COLLEGE FOR WOMERN
Educates for the bome or the profewsion of teaching, A B. degree,
Healthiul location, 17 baildings. 100 acres. Membership limived.,
Liberal endowment. - Also Wheaton Seminary courses supervised
by the College. Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, DD, LL.D.,
President, Norton, Mass. {50 miles from BosTon), |

- |
CUSHING ACADEMY

Endowment permits all the advaniages of a .||h|h-'m:.|.-d schoul

for §aooa year, College certificate,  Music.  Six bui l'].ngl- Mew
]_Inrurm;drrr'l. Laboratomes- Athletic field, Gymnasium,. Co-pdu-
cational.  Write for illustrated booklet. + 5. Cowell, AN,
Principal, Ashburnham, Massachusetts, |
MiIsSS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS |
{j:nurﬂi. ‘1||r_'|_|.|'|l and Collepe 1'.'|_'_|’}.1|'r|||'|r Vv Conarses 1
Tlee Fenway 28, Hoston. |

MiISS GUILD AND MISS EvanNs' SCHOOL
a3d year, Collepe preparatory and geperal courses.  Special ad. [
vaatares in Art. Music, Languages and Household Arts, Visitors |
cordially welcomed.  Send for catalogue. |
31 Fairfield Street, corner Commonwealth Avenue, Boston, |

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY
Fits Bovs for Life and for Coffege Wark.
Eemodelled Rich Hall, one of the most convenient
and complete dormitory homes in MNew E ru.l.lnll
Gaybord W. Ul.-ulJ_-.'\.w Headmaster, Wil rrahain, Massachussiis,

comfortalile

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEMN |
rerth year opens Sept. 17ih. Thirty miles from Boston.  Addres
the l'r|n|:||.l_u| .

Miss Eaura A. Koodt,

AM. Bradiord, Massachudeits,

RoGERS HALL ScHOoOL FOR GIRLS i
Lowell, Massachuseits 2B minntes from  Bosion.,
Country sports.  New gymnonsium and swimming puoal
For catalogue and views, address

% Mlisa Cilive Parsons, BA., Principal
DANFORTH SCHOOL
I'he country life school [or bovs. Estate of 200 acres, 22 miles
traan Hos!
Jamees € ||' ster Flagg. AB., Master, Box 5, Framingham, Mass

2 In answering advertisemenis please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE

Miss Hall’s

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

In the Berkshire Hills, on
the Holmes Road to Lenox.
Forty-five acres. One thou-
sand feet above the sea level.

Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal
Pittsfield, Massachusetts

QuiNcY MANSION SCHOOL

Far (irks, In historic Quincy.  Attractive estate, 6 miles from

Beston, Ample grounds, Outdoor sports.  Special and gradu-
ate courses.  Advantages io Music, Art, Liﬂ]:uhfﬂ- Diamestic
Science. College preparation. and certilicate, ri. Horace M.

Willard, }"r|n|:|,|:.:1.| Wollaston [OQuincy), Massachusetts.

THE WESTON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A cliy school with country advantages.  TFits girls for Life as well
as for examinations  Mrs. Elissheth Maothews.Richardson, AL,
l'rim‘i[lui. 4% &L junu.'ﬁ Street, Roxbury, Boston, Massachusetis.

ST. ANDREW'S SCHOOL
Extensive grounds and woodiands. Tennis courts, ball field,
cupoeing.  Constant and careful attention to the individual boy.

Themas H. Eckleldr, Headmaster, Box O, Concord, Mass.

L[SL!\" NOHHAL ScHOoOL FOR KIHD!HGAHTN ERS
AMD GRADE TEACHERS
Courses given by Harvard educators. PTI‘DB.I'C'S for kindesgarten,
playground, first, second and third grades. A hmited number of
r-r:nis ot pupils. Mrs, Edith Lesley Woliaed, Principal, 29 Everett
Strect, Cambridge, Massachusetts,

WALTHAM SCHOOL FOR GIALS

A meoderate priced Country School. 20 minutes from Hoston.

I"rl.m.'l.ra' to college.  Househbold arls. E_u'ng.-m wu:_k and whale
some play. Cuidoor sports. & buildings—fireproof dormitories.
gqth year. Addres

George B, Beaman, PhD., Principal, Waltham, Massachusetts.

RESTHAVEN
A School for Girls. 130 acres in woodland and farm.
preparatory and  specinlized courses. Numbser Lmited,

door games. afl the vear,  Addness
Mlizs (.

College

Clut-~

K. Seabury, Mendon, Mass,

Ko raw east winids. Thees
| ral Cowraes

s ¥ 1il
o Dufhe (Hary, b,

HOUSE IN THE PINES
"'-:Hh-llﬂ for girls, Intermediate and academic courses. Lane
mative e achers.  Musie, Hoasebold Arts. Ewvery atten-

ondy to hohits of study, but 1o each girl"s health and
Miss Cornish and Miss Hyde, Principals, Norton,

chusze ||- L rl'-lllul-.-s from Boston).

= selbteliant. Prepa m—..... fiur
I5, Teacher fisr every & L,
. 6 bwiildings  Gymn
Atk I|| Field  Junine ol
Woesr Newinn, Miass,

Fianusl
. Gl
FUNZEEr beys,

Citalogie

PERRY KINDERGARTEN MORMAL SCHOOL

Prepares for Kindergarten, Primary and Plavgeound poaitions.
Mrs. Annie Mossley Perry Principal, 18 Humtington Avenue,
Boaton, Massachusetia



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS

WALNUT HILL ECHOOL

A College Preparatory School for Girls.  Seventeen miles from
Boston,  Forty Acres.  Athletic Ficlds Faur Ii1||Ili|.r|{.s Ly
nasium.  Mist Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, Natick, Mass.

ROCHRIDGE HALL SCHOOL FOR BoYs

The {all term begins Wednesday, Sepl. a7th, 1913,
Tl"'IIIrL‘ ments, address the Principal,

Dr. G. 5 White, Wellesley Hills, Massachusetis,

For entrance

POWDER POINT SCHOOL FOR Bovys

Land and water sports Athletic helds, Runping Trock. 5 mod-
eTa 'I.-.u_|.'||.||r|.|_- S ] acres. _."'Eummr'r camp in  AMaime. ﬁu'lirgc
or business preparation, Upper and Lower Schools.  Addoess

Henry P Moulton, Jr., Ddrector, or Ralph K. Bearce, AM.,
Headmaster, 45 King Caesar Road, Duxhury, Massachusetts

MISS MCCLINTOCH S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
General and College Preparatory Courses,
Resident and day papils,
Mis Mary Liw MeClintock, Proncipal,
4 Arlingpton Street, Boston, Mass,

(CONTINUED|

Lasell Seminary

Auburndale, Massachusetts.
: i il

Ten Miles from Baston

Courses in Language, Literatura, Science, Music and
Art, with thoro instruction in the theory pod proctice
of Household Economics,  Trainingis given in the Ariof
Entartaining, House Furnishing and  Management,
Marketing. Cooking, Dressmaking and Millinery., Ten-
nis;, HBoating, Swimming, Riding aond other sporis are
encouraged.  Address

C. M. WINSLOW, Ph, D.; Principal 110 Weodland Rasd

PENNSYLVANIA

MISS SAYWARD'S SCHI:IDL FOH G1F|LE

boor ap
s Dlevelops character, mind and t
Miss 5 lanet Sayward, T'mn I-| pal, Uverbrook; Penmeyivans.

WYOMING SEMINARY
College Preparation, Business, Tromestic Science, Music, Elocu-
teon, Co-educational, Fine buildings. _vl'lgtl:yul_.l_rug:s-em Sept. 17th.
Catalopue. Lo L. Sprague, D D, Precident, Kingston, Penna

PERKWIOMEN SEMINARY
High-Grade Academy. Co-cducational. Small classes.  Honor
Men in leading colleges. Music, Elocution, Domestic Science,

Agriculture.  Strongly moral, Na umtnml:..llqu{wr. tobacoo, oF
bazing. S_; go.oo fo fyoo.oo. i."amlngue free,
Rev. (U5 Kaelsl, DD, Principal. Box 1c6, Pennsburg., Pa.

Miss HaRT'S TRAINING SCHOOL FOR KINDER-
GARTHNERS
z6io0 Walnut Street, Philadelphia,  Junior, Senior, Graduate and
Jormal Trainers" Courses.  Five praclice l\ll:llJLIldnl':l.ll.- L
f}._1nh|:r pst, 1pri. Demand for graduntes, For yparticuls
a.rj.l.n._-\a }n.i|55 err::.Ilnr M. C. Hart, 'The Pines, J".'ulhd-ut Pa.

PENNSYLVANIA COLLEGE FOR WDM EM

My elective courses beading to de BTEES. ‘-pui.u'l altention priv en
[T}) ;:.r:_;n.-r..l_.u_'-u. for professional work in Teachiug, Social Service
cod Muric.

DILWORTH HaLL
a pre veatory school for boarding and day students which pre-
e !u:.r all colbeges and has full certificate rights.  Fall term opens
pu-mher viith, rori.  Address for literatuore or further infermas
. b, Lindisay, D1, President,
Weaadland Road, Pittsburgh. Pa

College

oI I."ETLH1 FPA.
We train fronm Ehe ground up endegvor-
g b gecirs the bhighest ordee of -
pleacy, physical, montal, moral, Fal

1
degreed in

ouR JR—Iﬁl'rudvr ILIIin lIiH'\.lII"IEH' tlrv:' In il -J'I'I
rinees and pover of conteol nre de-
AlM: o - ; vilopeed, Teell- D.;"Lhﬁ
The Lk in BLaLedy ENGINEE
Tavelan- ritebfnl,w .-ﬁ CREMISTRY
Pk o AHD ARTS
of Alza Prisarsian
character Courses of Slody
fo secure
greatest Catalogue can
efficrency. be secured of

'I]‘H TT, President.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY
Ters a th i
Unider
beerland
tasium,

P collegee o 1 usduess,

T b .
'|'| |-||= for cad l_.l..‘rl_-g,- Fos 104
: \'qull Irwimee, 11 Ik leadkmaster, Mercersburg. .

PENMN HALL
Schisil e Giels, Cuollege Preparalory,
amdl Thamest s s, dutn (il
Faugmes with e Lagh, ezl
occupied by *\.- hi I alwring Fodtes, }4.
apewn,  Address

Frank 4. Blliagridl,

Hatbe] 1
May e

AML,

Clay, M. 1.
Catahigue aind

year

Friv., Hox B Chambersbiorg, Pennsylvasda.

TE-EC HISSEE KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY

Feepares |--r 1-rl.|| Mawr and other calleges
I g

Cemlfcate privileges. ™
1 |

EyHITiR,

ST. Lu HE'E EEHQDL FOR BoYs
A *' home-school * for college or business preparation,

Foiin year a.||r|.- Cindr

A limited
oumber of papils, large grounds, sew baildings, bealthful situation,

supervised athletics, experienced teachers are essentials of our
success.  Send for Jl.lll:'!-'l.l.'d'll.ll. l.-h'l..l.l.':ll..ul._ Charles ]EiL:rLrjv "\-.‘mul
_AM., Headmaster, Wayne, F'a. {14 miles from Philadelphia.)

MAPLEWOOD, Near PROADELFEIA
Seld ":'-I.LI.I[.I'}HiiI.: and modi-secianian. 5=t sweeessful vear, Wakes
np boys to duoties of life. Collepe preparalory and business.
Limited to 40 boys. High moral tone, No tobacco, No hazing.
Thorough Instruction. - Small classes. ldeal bome life. Health
first conzideration.  Good table. i
Manual I'.r.|.|:n.|r|g. Fine pymmnasium, All sports
Boys under 12 years, §350.  Special care to small boys
Incation, . Booklet. J. C. "'mutlli-ﬁ,-:. A B., Harvard,
Hox 68, Concordville, Tiel, Co, P

(77e Baldwin Sc‘
f or Girls sonmawe]

4 i et fr Iirvn Mawr,
Viaesar nmd 1I.1I.i_-'.||-‘1--._-..|-
".|-\.|--I|-- gz
diplema, Exclusive possession
for the entire year of the fire-
proof stone butldimg and ex-
TEN=IVE !_:1ll|.illi'|‘- |||i|,.|\,l‘_'.‘|- 'Ilil‘-"-'i::'ll_'
befure

Our own milk and vegetables,
Terma $aoo.
Elcvated

Principal

I.LI.iI]'l.

L Eg -+

eeperal conrse with

ANy i
NEXT year.
Jans L. Brownell, &, M., Head of the Behool
Elizabeth Torreat Johfiien, A, B., Amocints Hoad of Echool,
Foa caralogae address
The Baldwin Bcheol, 1% b Box Fy Brym Mawr, I"s.

S MAGAZINE o

OVEINENLS



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

PENNSYLVANIA (conTIiNUED)

p— “<!|| The Misses Shipley’s School
|‘ O g Ontz SChO 01 Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College

Instroetion: Indiwidual instrugtion of Limted humb'_::' af
_—— - . spils by specilists in all departments.  An average of ome
] For Young Ladies ﬁ_;ﬁl'hn ::-p i:;—r}- gix girls '}'wn resident French teachers,

Founded 1850 Conrses: Diplomi in [:Zu-l'le!:e_ Preparatory and Academic
Eecuring in dividual aml Coursss, Lertihcate admits bo \'ﬂﬁﬁf._mlfh. and THE]IE"JEI-
eomplete development  of Situation: In healthiul suburb, with the special educa-
ench rl.'.pl.l A unbgue and tiomal and social epportunities of situation opposite ' Hryn
fexibite adaptation of both Mlawe College.
clazs and individual in- | Bullding: Specially designed [_'.-J_..r-.i:ul building, with
stmiction in linguage, literas every improved appointment for homelike comiort. |
ture, hlsles\r}'l :rnu.-u-:'g. CHOCE, Athletigs: Supervised, indoors and it oars, by resident
art, snoniis ai - English Director. New gymnasium in the autumn.
tiescience. Experienced ; ity P ITr fad
faculty. averaging one Younger Pupila: Instruction and daiy life vaned o
ll:'.kl.'hl'!" to every five girk guit the personalily, health, and mental needs of each child

SOLITIE WING = MAIN DUILOING Advaniages af w;._—..-l-.rj.mi] For catalogue, adidress

social and home life, together with enrefully supervised physical
cxercise, are marked features of Ogonta School. adernly
etiuin]‘uul huildings, delight- = 3

fully situnted in n beautifol

zatbiirban fa the af b3 Ailped.  do
minutes o Philadelphia,
:lrinnli:n-; the |'x\ce~|1:'ir|n:|.| erlu-
catinal uli\'u.nl:lge.-i ol the ciny.
For catalog amd views address

The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

BEECHWOOD, A CULTURAL AND PRAC-
TICAL SCHOOL FOR YOUNG WOMEN

| {23 Minutes from Philadelphin.) Has » twofold aim: to discover
and develop each pupil's aptitade for some defnite Life-work; and
to seek culture throogh academic and social training.  College

R A TRITHHELATEE [ Prepartory; College Departments: Conscrvatory of Music; Art,
Principal | Arta and Crafts, Oratory. Courses in Domestic Arts and Sciences,

Ogontr School P. O. : Secretaryship, Normal Gymmastics, Normal Klnl'jl!'rli;-!-l'li‘-:l'l. 1%
Pesng, AR R RSB || electives.  Swimmi pod. M. H, Reaser, Ph.D., President:

] Rev. [ K. Kere, DD, LL.D., Associate, Jenkintown, Pa.

MISE MARSHALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A schoal of many advantages, situated fn Philadelphia’s most
beautiful suburb. College preparatory, general and special eouraes,
Music, Art, Elocution. Supervised athletics on the spacious
school prounds.  Catalogue.

MI5S COWLES® SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
{Hiphland HslLy mimnd Milten Cowhes, A B Head of Schosl,
kmpes. 1 £ i gx s
amil Donpesiic Scienc
and Sleeping Torch,

H Al (a3
Besident Fhysical IFrecior,

The Sectetary, Hollldaysiung, Peunsylvania, Miss E. 5. Marshall, Principal, Oak Lane, Philadelphis, a1
THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC. . SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY SCHOOL FOR BOYS

For Girls.  An excellent school affering either Academic or College & tharoagh) Elcvin riles. rats Thil

Preparatory Courses.  Beautiful and healthiul |location in _thr I""-;i- Al g S T twenty ye

mountaing. On Main Line P, B R, Gymnasium, Physical Athietics o

trauning.  For catalogue address ; e pary

A. R. Grier, President, Box H, Birmingham. Pa, e3, Swarlhane

FRAMKLIN AND MARSHALL ACADEMY WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Founded 1787, Enters aboot jo bovs to colleges each wear, In beautiful, listoric Germantown, City and country advan-

Modern dormitories.  Laboratores, gymnasoum, athlegic hebd. tages. General and College Prepartory courses.  Special courses

$125,000 in recenl improvements,  Good health record.  Terms for High School graduntes. Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Sci-

moderate. Catalog, T, G, Helm, A.M.; E, M. Hartman, &5, ence, Sewing. Physical culture, baskes-hall, tennis, riding. Miss 5.

Principals, Lancaster, Pennsylvania. Edna Jobhmsicn, A.B., Principal, Germantown, P]ii.'ludiﬁpllin, a.

WILSON COLLEGE FOR WOMERN

the Ciadni T banil Valley., Exte

THE BEST MEDIUM

P g farewad for school advertising is the ome which has weight and influcnce
v imtellectual in the homes where the advantages of the Private School are
egree. Good recognized, appreciated, and acted upon,  Such & mediam Lailds
up an nstitotion by supplyiog it with students who will be a
credit do it

Ieenistiful situa

NEW JERSEY

CENTENARY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE FOR GIRLS
Possesses every advantage offered by any similar school regardless
rl_l price, i erlificate privileges. Musc, Home Economics, Art,
I]'..illrl"-*-'ldﬂ_. k':.nh'l.'u: Preparntory d general finishine courses.
I'wo years' college eourses for H School graduates.  Catalogue.
Jonathan M. Meeker, Ph.Dx.. Prin . Box 5, Haclettstown, N, 1

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS MONTCLAIR ACADEMY FOR BOYS
College preparatory and rpecial courses.  Cerlificates aocepted by O the 1)
paliner coll: Limiteil ne or of puplls issures individual
attention.  Spacious groonds,  Soburban io New Yock., Gymon-
sy, Denmag, redic Adldress Hox 6oy, Miss Creighion and
Mi=a Farriar, I."rIIJLL]};I.'.., l'.:llgll:'.t..-nl. Mew Jersey =

£l elevition, 13 miles fruen New Yok

Ed

MISS BEARD'S SCHOOL
For Girls, A eouniry school, 13 miles fram New York City. Cal-

MORRISTOWN SCHOOL

Colleyge Preparatory Bosrdling  Schol fop By Srnall classes, Supervise]

[ A 14
Adviary o 1 D Hurlbug, Harvand légre preparatory and special o 1
L of Whie; Doms Kernal Gi . 3 P specil courses.  Music, Art, and Domet<
Presadent e el i e e X s inl Sedence.  llustrated catalogue on request, _.-.,:,1.;],:,_‘;3
Murristown, New [ersdy [ Miss Lucie C, Beard, Oranpge, N. J.

= In answering udi'_urm'mrrcm.x_pfmsa mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NMEW JERSEY (comTinueED)

ln‘ choosing a school for your boy you place
character and scholarship foremost in your
rcqum:mems So do we in s:hdlng boys for [

Bordentown
Military Institute

. - Bordentown-on-the-Diclaware, N. ].

| 20th YVear

'l,'l-li.ll|.|'lilI efficient
my Gl e e i@

. W. h“r'l'l ANIE, &M, Wepkmasier, Box 0-C, lighisiown, N &

[II'\1I11!tIfH:I. il'-_ln-_lh-.-l
| tr =it the jm

—JNGSLF j =
scﬂ001_3w4w

1olesome d, carel
FOR BOYS. Essex Felis,N.J. | || ' t:“,:.E::..*.i?: =
Located in the hills, a region of exceptional healih- kiU ioe
fu!nl:s:, 22 miles from New York, In material
equipment the school is thoroughly modern and
complete. It offers preparation for all colleges and
scientific schools. Thestudent body islarge enough
for strong athletic and other organizations, but small
enough o that individual attention can be given to
the mental, moral and physical development of
every pupil. ILarge pvmnasium, and extensive
grounds for athletics and sports.  Address:
J. R. CAMPBELL, Principal

THE PENNINGTON EEH oL

Crovernor Woobzow WiLs ||I:~ said; “During the past twenty-Gve

vears, 1 bave kepl mote o less 1 I wch with Penmi I com-

ST. MARY'S HALL FOR GIHLE’ sider it one of the best Pregaratory Schosls in the state”  Pre-
fn eral and  College Preparatory pares. for all American -:'ﬂ-lh ges and technical schools Men

Exceptional  ad-

ges in Music and Art, - Thor wence Course.  Special teachers. New Gymoasium, Strong moral z2nd religious ptmos-

given to Phys Culture and Crogdoor Sports, also phere.  Junior House for boys 10 to 14, House mather. Yearly

Dancng and Horsel JLP Eiding. New Building with :..'.l. $400 Lo $6oo. Why pay moref Investigntion solicited. s6ih

ning hall and L Mrs. Fearnley, Frncipal, ar beging Sept. 25, Write Frank MacDaniel, AM., DD,
Burdingrtem, M. J., 18 miles from I|||.n'_l.||: hig. | |r. admaster, Hox 300, Peonington, N, J

SUMMIT ACADEMY

A I'n‘puuhuy Schoal for Lu'_;':'-_ near New Yook, in a beautiful
suburh moted for bealibfulness. Eight resident pupils received

Ivy HALL inta the Principals family. Home comiorts and refincments.
MiSS MACDONALD ane MISS FINN'S All outdoar sgorts. James Heard, AM.. Principal, Summit, M. J.
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS ‘ R\\\m\\\\\m\\\\\m\m\\%\\\\\\m\\\'\\\\w

v amd  finizhing  courses,

0 Wenealty, Stk i Wenonah Mll.“ﬂl'y Al:atlemy
-3 Cxceptional advantages

ALLESIE . Ll |III.. basket-ball and other oui- W-:nu-nh N. J. 10 miles from Phila,

doar sports. : E A Rea]. Lnre Schnnl for Aclive Boys
Bridpeton, N, 1. (near Philadelphia) |

and year bool They descritug

No =aloons
or factories
io the town

1_|1.1.pe||--,|r e HULTZ, .1. U Flaalr

dutailed, W will b glad to
i vou s e school

BLAIR ACADEMY
Yery liberally endowed, 65th wvear. S miles from New York,
Prepares for any college or technical sehool.  Beautilul, eoltbial
location.  Fine buildings.  1eo-acre campus,  Two gymnpasiums
IMusteated catalogue oo request.  John C. Sharpe, AM., DLD,
I':rlm'lpul P, (. Box N, Blairstown, New Jersey.

: Correzpaonsd with
v Or. CH. L

bk C . smﬁ:fﬁ' Loy

Mil?.‘ﬂ'mﬂnnh, s

SR

" n answering advertisemients please mention SC 4"1”1""- ER'S MAGAZINE 2
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' SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

For Girls

Washington,
D.C

iSuburbs)

Nat

A Dmlor College with Preporatory Department and two years of
crllegkate wiork, Ratinnal conres of gread range. Opportindlics
for social development, intimate tewchi and companionships.
The gchool life of the girl & preparation for the real bie of the
wonzn, Specialists in Musie, Art, Elocution, Domestic Scienca,

Address the RECISTRAR, MATIONAL PARK

WASHINGTON, D. C.

All the
attractive
features of
the large and
the small school

ry

Arts and Crafls, Seeretarial hranches, Library Methods,

Fusiness Law. Modern Gymnasivm=—indoor nwd open-air aparts,
Bowling, Swimming, Riding. Democracy of life and consideration
for the individunl, Descriptive iflustrated volume, malied Lo
parents interested in the chobee of a school for their daugmm

SEMINARY, Box 102, Forssl Clen, Maryland.
- = 3 =

A ey e

S EMINAR
For Young aner!

Located in the fissst reshdential s ihi
|

]
Dieparmeent of Th
Crals, Modern Liaega

S,
tuidoor

5 W
LERLE o

ENWARD W.TH

QoL
ch Residence: Ll
Hew 5

1. SWITKITE

:--:- Meredll E. €
Bdiee Alsce A, Hal
WILSON-GREENE SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Hn|,'.' Exclusive Home Music School for Young Ladies in Washing-
ton, Yoice, Piano, Languagess, Physica] Culture, Dramatic Art,
{pera, Concert, Oratorio,  Tdeal location, special social advantages.
Catalog.  Thos, Evans Greene, Mrs. Wilson-Uireene, FPrincipals;
gy Connecticul Ave, Washington, D C.

FAIRMONT, A HOME SCHOOL FOR GIALS

A city school ofering country sports.  Literature on request,
Washington, I3, C.

L ScHooL FoR G

THE COLOMIA
well edd ol
1

IRLS

Huiwsg
Charlotke Critke

ik, L il

it 1 s
silen Ewedett, I'rincigal, W

GUNSTON HALL : ;
A School for Girls. Established 1802, Preparatory and Academic
Coorses,  Two years Post-graduate and College work,  Music,
Art. and Expression.  Building specially planned for the school,
Athletics.  Mrs. Beverley B, Mason, Principal;  Miss E. Al
Clark, LL A, Associnte, 1po8 Florida Ave., Washington, D, €

BELCOURT SEMINARY
Iome amil Diay Scheol for Girds, - Usnexcelled location. Course Jeading 1o
. college prep: gpecanl courses. Certificate admits
bepe, Exceptional nities in Mosic, Art, _J':l|.lr|:$$:u:|. and
languages,  Socisl and edis il advantages of the Capital, Chetdaos
sports.  Adidress M, M, B Sancecvedl, Principal, Wazhimgton, [, C,

MiSS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL !
For Girls. College preparatory with certificate privilege to Vassar,
Smith and Wellesley. Complete academic course for pupils not

puing o college. Twno years’ advanced course for High School

gradunies,  Mosic and act.  Gymoasium amd athletics,

| Mizs Lucy Madeira, AB.iVaszar), p1a6 roth 5t Washington, ¥ C.

CHEVY CHASE SEMINARY 1 ;
A home sehoal, preparatory and fnishing, for young ladies.  Lit-
eratuee, Music, Art, Elocution and IMmestic Science. Campus
of eleven acres for outdoor sports. Healthiul location in Washing-
ton's * Suburb Beantiful.” Artesian water:

Mr. and Mrs, 5. N. Barker, Principals, Washington, D. C

ORAL SCHOOL FOR Boys

I FEE Froands,
g AL |

MNATIONAL CATHE
A

HamiLToN SCcHOoOL

For Girts and Young Ladies. For particulars and catalog apply ta
Mr. Phoebe Hamilton Seabrook, Principal, 823-15 Fifteenth St.,
McPherson Square, Washington, D. C.

WASHINGTON COLLEGE

| Youmg W
C

Located within National Capital ¢ park of

ancial advantages s refined acsaelatans,
Ceettlicare and College Courses,
L 18 L Heratune oo reqoest.  Adidbies

NI._TIIJNII. pﬂ:THEBﬂﬁL 'SE-HDGL FOR GIRLS
Fireproof building.  Accommodation for roo boarding pupils, In
Catbedrml Clese of 4o acres.  Uncivalled music, art mf special
courges.  Certificaies to college.  ‘The Bishop of Wazhington,
President Board of Trusiees; Jessic C. McDonald, M.5., Principal,
Mount 5t Alban, Washington, [, C.

MisES HoWE AND MISS MARAT'S SCHoOL
For gits desiring general, advanced and college preparatary
cogrses. Unusual advantages in Modern Languages, BMusic, Art
and Physical Training, Thirty acres, Mansion bouse and cottapes.
All outdoor sports,  Circalar on request.  Thompson, Coon.

THE CURTIS EC-_HQQL FOR YOUNG BOYS
juth year. 2 hours feom New York, A wholesome life in Ul foat-

CTICUT

THE ELY ScHooOL

For Girls,  In the countey. lI'_hm- hour [rom New York Clty.
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut.

 STAMFORD PREPARATORY SCHOOL

hills of the Berkshires. Constant and careful attention o indi-
vidual development. Separate room lor each bov. 5o acres,
Gymnasiom. Terms §roo.  Hooklet

Fredenck 5. Curtis, Principal, Brookficld Center, Conn

an

In answering advertisements please mention SCEIBN ER

5o minutes from New York, We not only teach our
boys—we live with them, Cerlificate privilege.
Boys of the higheat charcter only are received.
Cottge svstem.  Supervised Athletics.  Catalog.
Alfred C, Robjent, Director, Stambord, Conneclicut.

'S MAGAZINE




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

CONNECTICUT

THE TACONIC SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Overlooking a heu.uul’ul lnke in the Berkshire Hills. Girls taught
how Lo sty MNaow gymnusium.  Miss Lilinn Dixom, A B., Prin-
cnpal Hlﬂ |:J[|.1.1.I!|nc Burrowes, f!..H., Assoctnte Principal.
Lakewille, Conn.

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL

College Preparmtory and Dhploms Courses,  Thiny-ninth year.
Modern equipment.  Miss Emily Gardoer Munm, AL, Principal,
Waterbury, Connecticut,

THE GATEWAY
A School for Girls of all ages: Misa Alice E, Reyvoolds, Principal,
St Bonan Tercace, New Haven, Connecticut

INGLESIDE
A School for (Girls, The Misses Tewksbary, Principals,

New Miliord, Litchfield County, Connecticut,

(CONTINUED)

THE CHOATE SCHOOL
A NWew England Preparntory School, with & Lower Schoal for

young biys A catalogues will be sent upon apgdcation, withi
Iresses of these who know intimately the School's work and
George 0 St John, Headmaster, Wallingford,

(8 |I.| ACIECT,
Lemnecticnt

RUMSEY HALL = N E
A hame school for voung boys in the Litchiield Hills. Particolar
atiention to the [oemation of manly character. Athletics and
pymnasium under supervision, Three hours from New York.
Address Louis H. Schutte, M.A., Headmaster,
H.u:-t . Carnwall, Litehfield € punty, Connecticul.

THE FHELFE EcHnaL FoR GIRLS
College Preparatory and Elective courses,  Intermediate depart=
ment.  Music, Art, Besident teacher in change of gymnasium
and outdoor life. Tennia. Basket Hall, Riding. For EJ1-_=I-|'!H-1'-IE'
address The Misses Peck. Principals, Wallineford, Conmecticut.

SALISBURY SCcHOOL
A schoal for fig hovs, In the Beckshire Hills, 185 acres,
buildings, New gymnagium.  £5co.00. .'l.l|'|.r-;"'-.ﬂ_
Eev. Geo, E. Quaile, MA., Salistury,

Mixdern

Con.

THE CATHARINE AIKEN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Number limited. 435 minutes from New York. College certificate.
Geoeral courses. Al ocutdoor sparts.  Address Mrs. Harret
Beocher Scoville Dievan (A.B. Wellesley), Frin., Stamlord, Conn.

ILLI NDI =]

Sivdp-fifth Fear

- ROCKFORD COLLEGE
FOR WOMEN

ROCKEFORD, ILL.

| B. A, and B. 5. Broad eulture, with elective
vocalional courses that fic for life and for self-
support. Faculty in close touch with the pirls
Chosen body of students, Health and safety para-
mount. Pureair, pure artesian water, fine campus.
Mew firecproof dormitory, eleéctric light, steam
heat. Good table, Catalogue, Box 3

JULIA H. GULLIVER, PuD.. LLD. Pres

THE MICHAEL REESE HOSPITAL TRAIN-
ING SCHOOL FOR MURSES
Offers & thnne year course of stely and practice in nening o well qualified
voung women,  Crmlua cligats 3 .
$8.00 a month allowed to cover axpmse of
hospetal. has large surgical aml meedical depagisents, o sopsinibe
rzcently openel fie |:I|r~ came of chibdren, alin ferge obstesrical - sercice
Oppertunity will be griven is S thinl year for special tmiluing in the Soclal
5.“1-":; depamment.  Fall term |||,-|1l1||'\- Ugialeer 451 For lar aeed par-
ticubars, acliress b THE TRAINING SCEOGL,
SUICHAEL RERSE HOSMITAL,

SUMBRINTERDENT OF
CRICAGD, TLL.

GIRTON SCcHoOL FOR GIALS
Ideally locabed Chicage sulmirhan schaol
andl i oy Arl, Bl
Training W g 411 “alll EWLIIT
Special |.'rr'1\-r|r||.|"l| for B :

Francis King Cooke.

general

& THEpAnorT,
Cek

MORGAN FAHH‘. ACADE M"r‘
Emnown for Character I
pesomal attentl
e, wilth m

I ca-lhhl I

1BEh, 3Gt

A& detlgbinfisl Yoeme rchool
3 Cnllege
accegibed
wxd Ialsoras
FENTTS

ELates mcd-

iy lwiclimyg
(A=
archery r

e, Muske ol .-'Lll Exiri,

Miss Murting U, Erfckson, Prinelpal, Godfrer, 111,

ILLINOIS WOMAN'S COLLEGE
A Standard College—Cine of the Best.  Full College and Prepara.
tory Courses,  Special advantages in Music, Art, Expresason,
Home Economics.  Students from =6 states, Write fac catalogue,
Address The 'Ilu:'-'r';isir:rr Bax ]-]I }:(kg.m'j]_lg. HL

ToDD EEMIHAHT FD'Fl BO"FS
gkl IR TS i

FERRAY HaLL
Coldlege Prey
arcepiexd |

NGHTHWESTEHN MILITAH'{' AND NAH'AL ACADEMY
Highland Parck, 1Nl and Lake Geneva, Wik, A select school with
u high standurd of Academic work, qum lemented by the phys-
ical, maoral and socinl benefits of o Military and ‘H.uu[ life

:::I;en.'lg:";ud. i 5:“,_:_' Flnss. " Limited enrollment.  Relerences n,:]:u'in-d Catalopue. Address
Col. B, P, Davidson, Superintendent, Lake Geneva, Wis.
-

CALIFORNIA

GIALS' COLLEGIATE SCHODL, " Casa ni Rosas
Twenty-second vear begina September 25th, Accredited at leading
colleges, Music, art, gymnpasium, domestic science.  Beautiful
buildings.  Limited number of resident pupils. Advanced courses
for high school graduates. Miss Parzons and Miss Dheonen,
Principals, Adams and Hoover Streets, Los Angeles. California.

OHIO

GLENDALE GOLLEGE FOA WOMEN AND GIRLS
Do of the most beawtifully boeatecd and healthful surroundines in

America.  Every condition for thorough courses and liberal caltia
vation.  Art, Music, Expression, Houschold Science. Terms
moderate.  Miss R. J. DeVore, President, Glendale, Obio (aubur-

ban to Cinciomati)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

VIRGINIA

il beautiful Valle
rental discipline

lawns, expensively
agedl, - Daily drills
desired,

Charges §360

Academy [ifiy-lhree years old,
Hundsome catalopue free,

CAPTAIN WM, G. KABLE, Ph, Iy, Principal,

. Staunton Military Academy

An Ideal Home Schocl for Manly Boys

380 Boys From 45 States last session. Largest Private Academy in United States.
Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for the Liniverasities,
Government Academies or Business

1, fsa feel abiove sea-bevel: pure, dry, bracing mountain
» of the Shenandoak.
Military iraining develops nhedience,
l.|| iped h}'mnbum swimming paool, athletic park.
d exercises in opem air.
Per=onal, individuzl instruction by our teiorial sysiem.
Mew $i5oo000 harmcks

aif of the rmous |l|‘|'rl.i_:'|‘|}ll|}’ hf.LLI.II{I.I.F
SpripE wibers. H_J!I'I maral tone,  Pas
hiexlth, m.j_nl:,, CATTHIZE, Fine ‘:-ha.'li}
Al manly sporks emcour-
homes of culture and refinement only
Standarids and traditions high
absolutely  fire-proof.

Pure miner:

Boys {rom

full equipment
Address

mamunton, Vi

'ﬂﬁﬂ'l" EALDWIN SEMINAHT FI:IH TOUNG LADIES

Term begins Sept. 1tih, 113, Located in Shenandoals Valley of
Virpinia, Unsurpass d elintate, Beatiful s ufids and maoddcen
appainkmenis. Stadenis from 34 Siates Terms Moderate. Pupils
enter any time.  Send for catalogue,

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

Virginia College

ROANOKE, VA.
Sehaals i the Saith.  Moadera |.'-|.1||-|J:|1'_:..'\..
Located i the WValley of Virginia, famed for
e bicalth and braoty
Eliw-
tiwve, Proparn
tory anud Caol-
lege Conrsies,
Mua=ic, Art, Ex=
presslon, IV o-
mestic Seience,
supervised ath-
letics.  Btuodents
from 52 States. For
catalopue addres
MATTIE V. HABRRKIS, President, Kawnoke, Vi
Mrs. Gevtrode Harris Boatwrizght, Vice-Fres,

For Women.
One of the leading
Extensive CIMLs

o sCenery.

STUART HALL
(Formerly The Virginia Female Institute ] A Church School for
Girks in the Elue Ridge Mountains, [.l;[ lomn for geoeral and
music courses,  College ||1'l.p.||.l.I:|l.lrl Founded 1843.
Mana Pendicton Duval, Principal, Staunton, Virginia.
RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY FOR BOYS
A Bparon ofF THE Rawporea-Macoy Svires, In the "|.':|||E_I\.I [
Virgin I-|.|u|]:.|n¢-|l||: coat Bron oo, l..rl,r el r-u.k_l: fales
$. 5o 4 vear. Prepares for College or "\-Lu.ull'u. Sehoola.  Gymna-
-.|u.r-"| and Athletics. zznd Session opens Sepd. 2ied.  Address
Ceras. L. Merros, AM., Prncipsl, Box _'IZIF- l'r-::-ﬂl:__ﬂ"!_}'JL_‘r'J.

HOLLINS, A COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN ]
Frounded 18z2. College, Elective and Preparatory Courses,  Music,
Art, ete. On an estate of 700 acres in Ir_'m_r:il:ul Vallew r._ll 'L':lf;:-nl.:l..
7 miles north of Boaooke, In\-‘i;urul:ug mountain climaie.
Far catalogue address

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

SWEET EHIHH‘ COLLEGE
A Collegre
Mawr, F
given,
ViEWs SEiN

i Vassar. Weliesd
¥ years ol |
of Waghingtos

Smith and Eryn

(515
Eie_ B ict, Prest., Box sof; Sweet Briar, Va.

EOUTHEHH FEMALE COLLEGE

gist Yiedf. 1~-u|-.1-
ulerle, S

Seleoal dne il

‘-'._ am Heas, Fle

Arthar Koy

K ‘II haree Nike.

.I'.-l..-'l."-'. cge Flace, Pelersbung, Vi

INDIANA

ELMHURST
Oaly high grade non-acctarian country school for girls in the
Middle West. Ouatdoor sleeping and study. Health, Eficiency.
lelenls, Number limited ta twentv-four.
B, Boz 2, Connersville, Indiann,

Admission to Culver means
that a boy has possibilities

the limited
heavy

of
and

Because
ment

enroll-
bist of -appli-
it i il-\.l'\-"ill:r_' i
| to b b nn unisy

n admitting

Afier i

s of indiv

prassession and =

Il|l, s

fidress

The Superintendent’s Difice,

ULVER_ Military Academy

Culver, Indiana

In answering advertisements please

MOTRE DAME

The University inclodes
tory, Economics,

Y Worth Famen "

the Colleges of Classics, Letiers, His-
rnllnm Architecture, Law, Biology, Chem
istry, Pharmacy, and Engineecing ( Civil, Mechanical, Elrtirm:]
Mining, and E'I'.--nuu.'-l “Board amid 'l‘uilmn_ $400.05 a year.
Preparatory Schaal for bays over thirteen, $400.00.
Primary Schoal [or boys wnder thirteen, §2 50,00,
address [2pecilying depariment:

he Liean

Foar talogue

Nuotre Thame, Indiana,

TUDOR HALL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Day School. tho pupils; Hoarding pupils, 10, Certificate adimits
¥ Weltesley, Smith, Cornell, Mi. Holvoke, Academic
3 for pup ks net g -.unllu,.‘n Musie, Art, Voice Culture,
H-.-u sehold Science.  Native French ond German Teg achers, Bible
study in _II-<|||rIrm mid.  rath year opens | .,|.|:.mfl:-{~r 24th
Mizz Fredonia Allen, PhoB. {Cornell), Procipal,
p5ie N, Meridian St., Indiznapoliz; Tnd.

THE EE‘ET MEDIUM
for siclvsd adve riising I,. the ome which has
-} T ul the
II||| acted gy

weight wod influence

Private School ars
Such o medium builds
students who will be a

TeE -||{!1|.:||] Appreci
up &N institugon
credit to i

by sapplving it with

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MARYLAND

NI]TRE DAME of Haryland

A Uolllege Tor Wasmmiaen

LY 1
i awr

MOUNT DE SALES
ACADEMY OF THE VISITATION

A sa:]-:'-:tls-choo'l for wvoung ladiez, uader ihe direction of the Sisters
of the Visitation, and located at Catonsville, asuburh of Baltimore,
Md. Clssical, Scientific and Commercinl Courses.  Music, A
and Languapges, Modern building: with every comfort and con-
venience,  Extensive campus owverlooking the Bay affords all out-
doos diveraons.  Accessible l!l:.' electric car.  Send for 1Hustraied

Catalogue. ) d
Cotonsville inear Baltimore). Marviand. Established 1852
THE GIRLES" LATIN SCHOOL
Admits to Vassir, Wellesley, Smith, Goucher and Mt Holvoke
A faculty of experienced, college-trained, Chrstion women, A
healthiul, bappy bome in & charming city.  24th year, Catalog.
Mizs Wilmot, A.B., Headmestress, Elul!l‘llnnm ".ld

THE GILMAN SCHOOL FOR 3015
Aecommodatians {or to boarding boys, O ormplete madern plant
Seventy acres of land. Prepares for u.{| colleges. Write forcatalog,
Dr. John M. T. Finpey, President Board of Trustees,  Frapk W
FPine, Headmaster, Roland Park, Baltimore County, Md.

' DLDFI[LDE "_5!: HOOL FOR GIALS

dTeh Y. vaT. W Fwr F

b, [eaw whur
L harge of ki
Fhysical o s baack

Misg Anmas, MoCulloh aind Hes. J Bk I, Lalenc g, Baltinsrg |

TFF T TP PR R

The Tome School

An Endvwed Preparatory Sclivol
@ Ttz unusual resolts are doe
faculty which can be secured |

to the best

To the carelu]l sepervision of the
lives of the stulents;
T the most genercgs pravision for
their health and comfort,
is known st the most hea '.||1.- €T
dowed school In America, It claims
oprition  as a  school where the  highess
standards of scholarship and character are
maintained
qn U i
1-.-.n:h|r:5; and offers ar
curriculum.
A completely equipped Loter
Jor Little Bayps.
flinstvatedd Frosperfus o Regorsd
Thomas Steckham Baker, Ph. Db, Porr Depl-' it Ad.

alt

red-

R T L e S R B T (I

efficient
CELEnSive

...I||.l:||1:.:;|| and
unusually

Imgsie

SCfroed

PR T gy

L b A L0 RS LT Tk L

-M,ﬁ,ﬂ'ﬂ..ﬂﬂp COLLEGE FOR WOMEN—1B53-18913 .
Baltmore suburhs '|'|.L|."I:|I‘|I1'EI.'II new fireproof 'L.m]rj_mb; Large
Domestie Science and Aris.

CAM[HS. Full musical equipmeni;
ri peorgan. For High Scheal graduates, twoand three vear course=,
eading to degrees LitH. and AR MWon-sectarian.  Charles

Wesley Giallagher, DrIh, Prosude ot J.imc G, Lutherville, Md.

MISSOURI

HOoOSMER HALL -
A School for (rirds.  Academic and college preparsiory courses
with certificate privileges o Smath, W AEsaT, Welleslcy and url'n_r
calleges.  Four Years Domestic Seience Course.  Music and art.
joth year. Catalogue on request.  Miss MclNair, Principal, 280
Washington Boulevard, St Louis, Missoun

VERMONT L

THE VERMONT ACADEMY FOR BOYS
An ideal schoal for wl training and thorough education.
Special attendion to life i the open.  Certificate 1o colleges.
Lower school for vounger bovs.  Terms Byoo-Fyoo
George By Lawson, ALM., DLLL, Principal, Saxtons River, Vermont.

TENNESSEE

WARD-BELMONT
Uniting and continuing Belmont College for Young Women (24th
¥ear), and fard Semunary for Y oung Ladies {4gth Year}. I)prns
Sept. asth. Academic, College Preparatory, .?i.[l_*-a. Art, Expression,
Duesestic Science, Physical Education. Apply today, Registration

limited tnuit']'ﬂlor IMasson, Rl‘ﬁiitlilr. Hox K, anhvilk,’rrﬁ |

B
s -

e | MICHIGAN

THE LIGGETT SCHODL
Formerly the Detroit Home and Day School,  Estabilished 1878,
Equipment modern. Twenty-five recived in School Family.
The Misses Liggett, Princpals, Detrait, Michipan.

RHODE ISLAND

MOSES BROWN SCcHOOL
Upper School—Thorough preparation for college and technical
schiool.  Athletic felds and gympasium with swimming pocl
Lower School—Special bome care and ifraining of younger {-uy:..
Graded classes.  Outdoor sports,  Catalog
_Seth K. Gifford. Ph.D, Principal, Providence, E. 1

},1 RARE

city: 73-acre

s high standard in college preparsti

and gpives cerifcates for Vassar,

culture and Agricalture, will be expecia
oul in the gardens and e secially e
Art Courses at the School Swdio an

Miss M. O,

farm, 15

mngies ﬂ.'\l‘u'il._'.'. imn

-Miss Wheeler's Town an and Cnuntl'}‘ Schoul

combination of town and ecountey life for girs
the country
It prepares for By
'I-ehu ley and Smith,
S .:|r|_|',|||;1f,|.-.c_|] for girls pot gaing to
uipped laboratories at the farm
al the. farm

WHEELER, FPrincipal, Providence, K. 1.

LIHCQLN EGH'DQI.. IncokroraTen,  Providence, B, I
. FEekal I 1Fsy
i |:|r|i l. I
ler
Erleti
a] adrs ular

A mew schon] building in the residential part of
Automubile rransportatio 1 erhool mamntains
Mawr, Radchffe, and B Examinations,
A Scientific Course, including Domestic Science, Hots
college,  These caonrzes will be worked
Greenhouses for winter work,  Upusual
Address

Athletics i country sporis

In answering advertisenents please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 33



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

.HAINE

—
—_—— _—

A
Home School
for Boys

Collegg Preparatory,  Buosiness
Courses. Separate gymnasiom,

athletic field, Manunl training.

villuge.  Twition oo

B D | I Unusual equipment. Three homes.
Separate echoolhouse. Thres tennis

FARMINGTON, MAINE

Location makes a strong appeal to those familiar with the beaunful surro

Tl;re Ifth fear
opens
September 24

courts. 3o acres.  Exhilarating cli-

mate.  Winter sports:

undings and whelesome influences of this New England
GEORGE Iy, CHURCH, Headmaster,

' Waynflete School for Girls

Portland, Mainec.,
Two acres for outdoor sports, Gmlllmrﬂnss_mnms
and slecping porches, if :[:--5!n~f]. Separate residence
and school building, Certificate to college.  Domes-
tie Scienee,  Limited number allows personal eare,
Write for hooklet,
Miss Crisfield, Mizz Lowell, Principals.

NEW HAMPSHIRE

ROCKLAND MILITARY ACADEMY

than £

beokes free.
lnns] Park Ca

HOLDERNESS SCcHOOL
For Boys,  Prepares for Colleges and Technical Schools.  Ranks
with the highest grade schools of New England, yet by reason of
endowment the tuition is moderate, New gympasium.,  34th year,
Bev. Lorin Webster, L.H.I., Bector, Plymouth, M. H

GERMANY

BERLIN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
(Tex Wirarn Sceoov. 28th wear. OGerman, Fremch, Art,
Music, History, Literature, Foreign Travel, Certifcate admits |
to Smith, Vassar and Wellesley,  Cultivated German home,  Cir-
calar, nddress Miss Alice H. Luce, Ph.D, (Heidelberz), 27 Luit-
wldsirasse, Berlin, Germany; American address 1835 Broadway,
Winter Hill, Boston.

FOREIGN STUDY AND TRAVEL

CHATEAU DE S0ISY i
A School for Girls. 45 minutes from Pars.  Buoilt 1656, Modern
equipment. 12-acre park, French home life. Languages, Music
General courses.  University credit. Moderate tuition.  Address
Mis= Diovis, 1360 Keawosd Park Place, Chicago, 111, or Directeur
Willinmson de Visme, Suis}'-'SJ'.l!.I&-Eli{I"l.‘ﬁ. Seet-(), Franee,

THE ColT SCHOOL FOR AMERICAN BoYS
Thorough preparation for any college or school. Speaking German.
Individual instruction. Travel Entrance cxams. of Harvard, Yale,
Princeton, and Board held at the Schoal. * Circular, addres
Leslie I, Bissell, Ph.D)., Konradstrasse 14, Munich, Germany,

THE THOMPSON-BALDASSERONI
ScHoOL oF TRAVEL FOR GIRLS
Sails in October with Prngipal for 2k scheal vear of travel amnd. stud
Usual courses,  Mosic no extra, Extimsiva itineriry Uirough
Mis, Melen Scott, Sec'y, Central Ave., Dover, . H

abraad
elght counires.

MRS, CODFER HARTMAN'S TRAVEL CLASSES

Octolber to Jusie in Pads, Munich and Florenee La.ng'u:gra
Art, Music and English smudics, Class sailing in early Octaber
now forming. Apply to Mrs Eeubenn K St:ﬁ;ﬂn_!ir-r."_'p,

otel Vermont, !11|r||.r||g|:u|1. Yermont,

FORICIGN STUDY AND TRAVEL FOR GIRLS
Villa du Roule School, Paris, France, Principals, Miss Margoe.
rite Gibson, Miss Anna Seaborn.  All classes in French.  Travel
in France, Africa, & Italy. Winter sports in Switzerland.
For circular wildress Mis Seabom, care of Miss Euphemia Holden,
6 Broadway, New York City,

MR 5._‘ RGENT'S TRAVEL SCHOOL FOR BoYS
toth Year—Round the World—sth Time,
Collepe Prepamtory  anmd smmercial-Business Courmes. Al
advantages of travel without inte rrupition of school work. The
Mustrated Booklet tells how

P'orter E. Sargent, Room 811, 50 Congress Street, Boston.

~ MUSIC, DRAMATIC, AND APPLIED ARTS
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Charles L. Freeston, F.E.G.5., so well known
for hiz books on motoring in the Alps and Pyre-
nees, recently made a trip to Portugal expressly
for ScripnER's Macazisg, and will tell about
it in the October number. Portugal is less
known to the touring public than any Euro-
pean country which is not remote or semi-
civilized. The country is of unusual interest
at this time because there are every few days
rumors of another revolution which threatens
the new republic. The author says: “Let me
say at once, therefore, as a considered opinion,
and in a word, that Portugal is veritably the
most interesting country in Europe, if by in-
teresting be implied the presentation of a lik-
eral array of delightful and unheralded sur-
prizses.” Mr. Freeston does not recommend
Portugal for motoring. The roads are * good
in parts.” The chiel towns have garages and
cars can Le hired.

Y %

Theodore Roosevelt's life-histories of cer-
tain big African animals are really what the
historians call a deseription of “ manners and

customs"' when reierring to a sirange people,
Mr. Roosevelt considers this phase of his out-
door study more interesting than the chase
itself. In October he describes the elephant.
He observed the elephant, alone and in herds,
from Mount Kenia to the Lado, and found
*wide individual and local variation in habits.”
They seem to be at home in all kinds of ground,
and “climb astonishingly well.” They swim
broad rivers but sometimes get mired. They
spend the major part of their time eating—
both grazing and browsing, and are fond of
making inroads on the fields of the natives
destroying their beans and corn and melons.
Colonel Roosevelt found the African elephant
very interesting because “they have such ve-
ried feelings, such a wide range of intelligent
appreciation.”

b e

The question of prisons and the treatment
of priscners is very much to the fore by reason
of the Sing Sing Report and subsequent revolt.
The papers on “The Man Behind the Bars,”
which Miss Taylor will contribute to the Mag-

n
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azine, beginning in October, are founded on
her direct personal ohservations for a score of
years. She has in that time become a friend
to many prisoners and has corresponded with
them freely. These papers reveal the pris-
oner on his very human side. Miss Taylor
looked for what was good and hopeful, and
found it,

*“It was a great experience,’”’ she says, “an
overwhelming experience when first T realized
the meaning of prison life. T seemed to be
taken right into the heart of it at once. The
monstrous unnaturalness of it all appalled me.
The great gangs of creatures in stripes moving
in the lock-step like huge serpents were all so
unhuman., Their dumb silence—for even the
eves of a prisoner must be dumb—was oppress-
ive as a nightmare. The hopeless misery of
the men there for life, already entombed, how-
ever long the years might stretch out hefore
them, and the wild entreaty in the eyes of those
dying in the hospital—for the eyes of the dying
break all bonds—these things haunted my
dreams long afterward. Later T learned that
even_in prison there are lights among the shad-
ows; and that sunny hearts may still have
their gleams of sunshine breaking through the
darkness of their fate; but my first impression
was one of unmitigated gloom. When 1 ex-
pressed something of this to the warden his
response was, ‘ 'Yes, every life here represents a
tragedy—a tragedy if the man is guilty, and
scarcely less a tragedy if he is innocent.™"

Y %

“New York, Chicago, Boston, Philadelphia,
and many other centres have drama leagues,
the object of which is to co-operate with the
managers in making good plays succeed.
Already the movement has more than justified
itself. Out of the despair of the manager has
risen a hope for art-loving playgoers.  Whether
or not the automobile public continues in its
devation to the ‘movies,” the people who are
behind the drama-leazue movement foresee a
time when an increasing number of good plays
will be offered to the patronage of the intelligent
public not only in the big cities but in the one-
night stands.” Thus John Corbin explains
in the October number a movement in which
Chicago has led for the betterment of not only
the theatre but the theatre audience. The
New York League, which has recently been suc-
cessfully organized, requires a guarantee that
the members will actually support the plays
recommended by the committee. Coneretely
it imposes a yearly membership fee of forty
dollars. For this it gives ample return. The
member receives the bulleting of the leapue,

free admission to two or three “conferences™
on dramatic subjects of the hour, and a pair
of seats on the forward part of the floor to
each of ten productions recommended by the
committee as artistically worthy of support,
whether or not they bid fair to prove popular.
This means a saving of ten dollars in the course
of the season over the prices charged by the
ticket agencies,

N

A. B. Frost, the well-known artist, who has
lived abroad for many years, will reappear as
illustrator of a number of articles in forthcom-
ing issues of the Magazine. They describe
Trout-fishing in Normandy, Coarse Fishing,
Chamois Hunting. Mr. and Mrs. Guy Rose
co-operate with Mr. Frost in pictures and
text.

e B

Paul W. Bartlett, the American sculptor
whose works will be described in the Field of
Art for October, was born in New Haven,
and began sculpture when very young under
Frémiet, exhibiting at the Salon at the age of
14. One of the minor commissions recently
offered him is for a memorial for the grave of
Edgar Allan Poe’s mother in the old ceme-
tery in Richmond, Virginia, which adjoins the
church in which Patrick Henry made his
famous speech. Mrs. Poe was buried as a
pauper in the public lot in a remote corner
of the cemetery. Her grave has been located
and a delegation composed of graduates and
a professor of the University of Virginia, and
some representatives of the Raven Society,
have asked Mr. Bartlett to aid in creating a
suitable memorial. The monument of Poe is
in Baltimore.

%= %

~ The writers of the short stories in the
October number have made their first appear-
ancen fiction in ScrisNER'S MAGAZINE. Mrs.
Gerould is the wife of a professor at Princeton
and first appeared in the Magazine with ** Vain
Oblations.”  Barry Benefield is a young man
who has had newspaper experience in New
York and whose stories have appeared in this
Magazine for several vears. He comes from
Louisiana and many of his stories have a
Southern setting, Simeon Strunsky is con-
nected with the New Vork Evening Post, where
he contributes literary articles and a page in
their Saturday magazine entitled ** Post Im-
pressions, "
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DAYBREAK IN THE GRAND CANYON

OF ARIZONA®
By Henry van Dyke

Waat makes the lingering Night so cling to thee?
Thou wvast, profound, primeval hiding-place

Of ancient secrets,—gray and ghostly guli

Cleft in the green of this high forest land,

And crowded in the dark with giant forms!

Art thou a grave, a prison, or a shrine?

A stillness deeper than the dearth of sound
Broods over thee: a living silence breathes
Perpetual incense from thy dim abyss,

The Morning-stars that sang above the bower

Of Eden, passing over thee, are dumb

With trembling bright amazement; and the Dawn
Steals through the glimmering pines with naked feet,
Her hand upon her lips, to look on thee

She peers into thy depths with silent prayer

For light, more light, to part thy purple veil,

0 Earth, swift-rolling Earth, reveal, reveal!

Turn to the East, and show upon thy hreast
The mightiest marvel in the realm of Time!

* Copyright, gy, by Henry van Dylke

Capyright, 1913, by Charles Scriboer’s Sons, Al rights reserved.
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276 Daybreak in the Grand Canyon of Arizona

"Tis done,—the morning miracle of light,—
The resurrection of the world of hues
That die with dark, and daily rise again
With every rising of the splendid Sun!

Be still, my heart! Now Nature holds her breath
Ta see the vital flood of radiance leap

Across the chasm: and crest the farthest rim
Of alabaster with a glistening white

Rampart of pearl; and flowing down by walls
Of changeful opal, deepen into gold

Of topaz, rosy gold of tourmaline,

Crimson of garnet, green and gray of jade,
Purple of amethyst, and ruby red,

Beryl, and sard, and royal porphyry;

Until the cataract of color breaks

Upon the blackness of the granite floor.

How far below! And all between is cleft
And carved into a hundred curving miles

Of wnimagined architecture! Tombs,
Temples, and colonnades are neighbored there
By [ortresses that Titans might defend,

And amphitheatres where Gods might strive,
Cathedrals, buttressed with unnumbered tiers
Of ruddy rock, liit to the sapphire sky

A single spire of marble pure as snow;

And huge aérial palaces arise

Like mountains built of unconsuming flame.
Along the weathered walls, or standing far
In riven valleys where no foot may tread,
Are lonely pillars, and tall monuments

Of perished aons and forgotten things.

My sight is bafiled by the close array

Of countless forms: my vision reels and swims
Above them, like a bird in whirling winds.

Yet no confusion fills yon awful chasm;

But spacious order and a sense of peace

Are wide diffused. For every shape that looms
Majestic in the throng, is set apart

From all the others by its far-flung shade,—
Blue, blue, as if a mountain-lake were there,

How still it is! Dear God, I hardly dare
To breathe, for fear the fathomless abyss
Will draw me down into eternal sleep.
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What force has formed this masterpiece of awe?
What hands have wrought these wonders in the waste?
O river, gleaming in the narrow rift

Of gloom that cleaves the valley’s nether deep,
Fierce Colorado, prisoned by thy teil,

And blindly teiling still to reach the sea,—

Thy waters, gathered from the snows and springs
Amid the Utah hills, have carved this road

Of glory to the Californian Guli.

But now, O sunken stream, thy splendor lozt,
"T'wixt iron walls thou rollest turbid waves,

Too far away to make their fury heard!

At sight of thee, thou sullen laboring slave
Of gravitation,—yellow torrent poured

From distant mountains by no will of thine,
Through thrice a hundred centuries of slow
Fallings and liftings of the crust of Earth,—
At sight of thee my spirit sinks and fails.
Art thou alone the Maker? Is the blind
And thoughtless power that drew thee dumbly down
To cut this gash across the layered globe,
The sole creative cause of all T see?

Are force and matter all? The rest a dream?

Then is thy gorge a canyon of despair,

A prison for the soul of man, a grave

Of all his dearest daring hopes! The world
Wherein we live and move is meaningless,

Wo spirit here to answer to our own!

The stars without a guide! The chance-born Earth
Adrift in space, no Captain on the ship!
Nothing in all the universe to prove

Eternal wisdom and eternal love!

And man, the latest accident of Time,—

Who thinks he loves, and longs to understand,
Who wainly sufiers, and in vain is brave,

Who dupes hiz heart with immortality,—

Man is a living lie,—a hitter jest

Upon himself,—a conscious grain of sand

Lost in & desert of unconsciousness,

Thirsting for God and mocked by his own thirst.

Spirit of Beauty, mother of delight,

Thou fairest offspring of Omnipotence,

Inhabiting this lofty lone abode!

Speak to my heart again and set me free

From all these doubts that darken earth and heaven!
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Pasanexa,

Who sent thee forth into the wilderness

To bless and comfort all who see thy face?
Who elad thee in this more than royal robe
Of rainbows? Whao designed these jewelled thrones
For thee, and wrought these glittering palaces?
Who gave thee power upon the soul of man
To lift him up through wonder into joy?

Gad! let the radiant cliffs bear witness! God,
Let all the shining pillars signal—Gaod!

He only, on the mystic loom of light,

Hath woven webs of loveliness to clothe

His most majestic works: and He alone

Hath delicately wrought the cactus-flower

To star the desert floor with rosy bloom,

() Beauty, handiwork of the Most High,
Where'er thou art He tells his Love to man,
And lo, the day breaks, and the shadows flee!

How [ar bevond all language and all art

In thy wild splendor, Canyon Marvellous,
The secret of thy stillness lies unveiled

In wordless worship! This is holy ground,—
No grave, no prison, but a shrine thou art.
Garden of Temples filled with Silent Praise,
If God were blind thy Beauty could not bel

Fl'lrlﬂr-:rf_'l' 24—, 19 I3
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AFRICAN LION
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

This and the following articles are in
no sense hunting articles, 1 have else-
where 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 arti-
cles 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 cumula-
tive observations of many other men.

THEODORE ROOSEVELT.

THEODORE

ROOSEVELT

Goopwiy

HE lion is common throughout all
T the portions of East Africa which we
visited except on the high, wet pla-
teaus and in the dense forests; we did not
come across it in Uganda, but it was found
in the Lado and less commonly along the
White Nile to the Sobat.  There are geo-
graphical varieties; but the presence or
absence of the mane, and its color—hlack,
tawny, or mixed—represent individual
and not specific or subspecific variation;
black and yellow maned lions come from
the same litter, and the fulness of the
mane may vary greatly among males from
the same litter, although it is apt to be
heaviest where the climate is cold.
279
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The first completed group of the lions shot by M. Roosevelt,

Tir the United Srares Museum, Washington, Th

The litters are certainly born at vari-
ous times, Judging by the cubs we saw,
one litter must have been produced by a
lioness on the Kapiti Plains in January,
and another on the upper Guaso Nyiro of
the north about the first of June, and
in each there were in the immediate neigh-
borhood of the litters of comparatively
young cubs—three or four months old—
other young lions probably three or four
months older, This must mean that in
East Africa litters may be born at almost
any season of the year. The lying-in
place of the lioness is sometimes in a cave,
sometimes in thick brush or long grass.
Normally the cubs remain where they
were born for a few weeks, the mother
leaving them to hunt and returning
sometimes after an absence of forty-eight
hours; but they make no noise even when
left thus long.  If game is abundant they
may keep Lo the original lair {or several
months, but if game is scarce, or for ather
reasans, the lioness may shift her quar-
ters when her young ones are not much big-
ger than tom-cats, and the family may then
be zeen travelling long distances, until an-
other suitable place for a lair is reached,
When the cubs are three months old ar so,
they habitually travel with the mother;
then, instead of the lioness eating her fill

280

at a kill, and afterward returning to the
cubs, the latter run up to the kill and feed
at it with their mother. 1 found flesh and
hair in the stomachs of two cubs; for they
begin to eat flesh long before they stop
suckling. While still very young they try,
in clumsy fashion, to kill birds and small
animals. By the time they are four or
five months old they sometimes endeavor
to assist the mother when she has pulled
down some game which is not formida-
ble, but has not killed it outright before
they come up; and soon afterward they
begin to try regularly to help her in kill-
ing, and they speedily begin to help her
in hunting and to attempt to hunt for
themselves. Evidently in their first at-
tempts they claw and bite their prey
everywhere; for [ have found carcasses of
zebra and hartebeest thus killed by family
parties which were scarred all over.
Lions are sometimes monogamous and
sometimes polygamous, and there is much
variety in the way they conduct their fam-
ily life. It is a common thing for an old
male to be found alone, and it is no less
common for two adult males to be found
in company, living and hunting together;
the two famous man-eaters of Tsavo,
which for a time put a complete stop to
the building of the Uganda railroad, were
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Frant view of Roosevell group shown on opposite page

in the latter category. A lion-and a lion-
ess are often found together, and in such
case a strong attachment may be shown
between them and the union be appar-
ently permanent; at least this would seem
to be the case from the fact that such pairs
will often remain together just before the
birth of the cubs and while the latter are
very little, the lion lying up during the
day in the neighborhood of his mate and
her litter. But it is a frequent thing to
find a party of lions consisting of one old
male, of two or three or four females, and
of the cubs of some of the latter; and these
parties are well known to the Wakamba
and 'Wdorobo hunters, and tneir associa-
tion is permanent, so that these cases evi-
dently afford instances of polygamy. Two
or three lionesses 2ometimes live in com-
panionship, with perhaps the cubs of one
or more of them, and a single lioness may
be found either by herself or with the cubs
of one litter, or of two litters.  On one oc-
casion I found a lioness associating with a
voung male, not yet quite fully grown but
already much bigger than she was, and a
couple of young cubs, perhaps two or three
months old; now, from information given
me by the natives, I am inclined to think
{although, of course, I am not certain],
that the young male was one of her cubs

of a former litter, and the father of the
cubsthat were with them. Finally,it may
happen that lions join temporarily in
larger parties, which may contain two or
three adult males, several females, and
voung animals of various ages; but T am
inclined to believe that theze associations
are short-lived, being due to peculiar con-
ditions, such as great local abundance of
game—Ifor lions often hunt together in or-
der to profit by mutual support.

Lions ar¢ noisy animals where they
have not been much molested; but, for
some reason or other, i they are so hunted
that their numbers are much thinned, the
survivors seem to roar less frequently than
formerly. The roaring is done at night;
but once in the Lado T heard a lion roar
after sunrise, There iz no grander sound
in nature than the roaring of a troop of
lions. The old male besins and the
others chime in, at first with low moans,
that grow louder and louder until the full-
lunged roaring can literally be heard for
miles; then the roars gradually die away
into gasping grunts. The volume of
sound is extraordinary and can not possi-
bly be mistaken for any other noise if rea-
sonably close; but of course if far enough
distant it becomes only partially audible,
and may then resemble the booming of an
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ostrich heard near by; and in thick cover
the grunt or growl of a lion, indistinctly
heard, may be mistaken for the grunt of a
buffale or the occasional growl—I know
no other word to describe the sound—of
an elephant, a beast which sometimes
utters the queerest and most unexpected
noises, It has been asserted that the lion
never roars when hungry, because to do so
would frighten his prey, and that his roar-
ing is a sign that he is full fed; this sounds
plausible; and yet as a matter of fact I
doubt if it is true.  Unquestionably, after
i successful chase lions roar freely; 1 have
most often heard them between midnight
and morning. But I have also heard reg-
ular roaring—not mere moaning, or the
panting noise occasionally indulged in by
a hungry questing beast—soon after dark,
and this was persevered in at intervals for
an hour or so.  Tam inclined to think that
generally lions are silent until they have
killed, but that occasionally, whether as
signals to one another or from mere pride
and overbearing insolence, they roar at
intervals on their way through the dark-
ness from their resting-place to their hunt-
ing-field. Of course, when they reach the
actual place where they are to hunt they
become quiet; unless they deliberately try
to stampede the animals by roaring, or un-
less several are hunting together, spread
out around a herd of zebra or antelope,
when one may roar or grunt to scare the
animals toward the others. Ordinarily
lions make no sound that can alarm their
preyv; vet even when actually hunting an
occasional hungry lion may utter a kind of
sizrh or moan—an eerie sound when heard
close by in the pitchy darkness. On rare
occasions a lioness deprived of her cubs or
one of a pair of lions whose mate has been
shot will roar savagely after nightfall, per-
haps in the neighborhood where the loss
occurred, perhaps while travelling about.
Old males may roar again and again in
answer to one another as if challenging;
and if one party begins to roar it will often
bring an answer from any lion within hear-
ing. At bay a lion utters a continuous
growling, broken by muttered roars; and he
grunts loudly as he charges.  When dis-
turbed a lion grunts as he gallops away,

Lions do not go into heavy forest, al-
though they make their day lairs along
the edges. They like to lie up for the day
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in patches of jungle which horder on open
plains, in bushes in open scrub, in clumps
of reeds, in any thick bit of cover in the
open thorn forests which are so plentiful in
much of the game country; and perhaps
especially in a strip of cover along a river,
or one of the dense masses of brush and
trees, of small extent, which are found
along the watercourses. They also lie in
tall grass. Occasionally they lie, through-
out the day, right out in the open, on a
mound or the side of an ant-hill, or under a
low bush or tree that does not shield them
from sight. If the grass is very tall they
find it easy to get close to their prey and
to evade human observation; and where
the brush is thick or the open forest fairly
continuous it is almost a chance if one
comes on them. If much molested they
become strictly nocturnal; otherwise, un-
der more natural conditions, although
they spend most of the day sleeping, they
may sometimes be seen leisurely strolling
in the open, and they often return to their
resting-places alter sunrise, and leave them
Lefore sunset—although even under such
circumstances it is only exceptionally that
they hunt except under cover of darkness,
Once we came on a big male lion in mid-
alternoon walking back across the open
plain to a zebra he had killed on the pre-
vious night; and once, at the same time of
day, we came on a lioness leading her cubs
back to the carcass of a wildebeest, also
slain over night. On another afternoon
we came across a lion and lioness gazing
intently at an old bull wildebeest which
was returning their stare, very much on
the alert, at a distance of sixty vards,
Except when resting, and in the breed-
ing-season, the whole career of a lion may
be summed up in the single word, rapine.
For all the creatures of the wilderness,
save the full-grown elephant, rhinoceros,
and hippopotamus, he is the terror that
stalks by night. His prowess is extraor-
dinary. His tactics are stealth, surprise,
and sudden overwhelming fury of attack.
Oceasionally he hunts by day, but in the
great majority of cases by night; and the
darker the night the bolder he is and
the mare to be feared. 1f an animal passes
close to his resting-place in the daytime
he will often attack it; and in wild regions
he may if hungry begin to hunt early in
the afternoon or continue to hunt late in
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the morning; but that this is not common
seems to me to be shown by the fact that
if lions are abroad in the daytime the
game does not seem especially disturbed
by their proximity; hartebeests, zebra,
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marauders if they believe themselves safe;
their moments of mad and panic terror
are only when the foe actually charges, es-
pecially if he has been hitherto unseen,
Animals of the open plain, which trust in

Head of male lion in Roosevelt group,

and gazelle will keep a watch on a lion
thus moving by, afid will not go very near
it, but show no special alarm or excite-
ment. Where game swarms, and beasts
of prey are abundant, and, therciore, often
seen, the animals that are preved on are
so constantly exposed to assault that al-
though always on the watch and often
very nervous if they suspect the presence
of a lion or leopard without being able to
place it exactly, they yet grow to reckon
their chances with coolness if the creature
they dread can be seen, and show a curi-
ous indifference to the presence of the

their speed, seem unconcerned about the
presence of a lion if far enough from him
to avoid his first rush. Animals of the
bush are even more confident in his pres-
ence, or at least this is true of the smaller
ones, which are adepts at dodging and
twisting through the bushes and among
the tree-trunks. Once we found a reed-
buck lying up in a large patch of reeds
which also contained a lioness: the two
animals were spending the day in peace-
ful rest not fifty yards apart, On an-
other occasion we found a bushbuck at
home in a thick bit of jungle, by a small
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river, which jungle contained a quantity
of lion-dens, although only one lion was at
home at the time. This lion made off
along a dim trail, passing by the bushbuck
within ten yards; but these ten yards
were filled with small tree-trunks, tough,
close-growing bushes, and vines, and the
bushbuck, although much on the alert,
evidently did not think it worth while to
move.

The lion's coloration, taken as a whole,
is undoubtedly concealing. Considering
all conditions, white is probably the most
conspicuous of all colors, and next to white
among mammals comes black; while a
countershaded yellow dun or dull gray is
probably the least conspicuous, the most
concealing, Town-dwellers, or unobserv-
ant persons, are sometimes surprised to
learn that even at nmight a black animal
is ordinarily and taking the average of
all conditions (although not always) more
easily made out than a dull-gray or khaki-
colored one; but all Western cowhoys know
that on the average a white horse is most
conspicuous at night, a pied horse next,
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and then a black horse ; while the claybanks
or yellow duns, or the dull grays, are
the hardest to see. In the old days,
while night-herding on the Weztern cattle
ranches, there would, of course, be nights
when 1 could see nothing, or when all the
animals looked alike until I was within
arm’s length of them; but on the average
the colors of the horses and cattle were
conspicuous in the order above given.
Donkeys, gray and countershaded, were
the hardest of all animals to see, even
harder than the only less invisible dun
horses; at the time 1 attributed their
greater invisibility purely to their inferior
size, my attention not having been drawn
to the question of countershading, which
may have some effect.

The lion's general coloration, then, is
concealing, as concealing as the general
body color of an eland, oryx, roan ante-
lope or buck of the big gazelle. The body
coats of all these animals havea concealing
value in their ordinary surroundings. As
regards the antelopes mentioned, their hab-
its, and in particular their habitual con-
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spicuous uprightness of attitude, are such
that the concealing quality of their coals
is of no consequence. When they stand in
their ordinary attitudes the countersha-
ding has prabably some little effect in in-
creasing the concealing quality of their
coloration; nevertheless they never seek
to conceal themselves and never profit by
concealment.  But, unlike the big grass-
eaters of the open plains which always
stand upright, the lion invariably squats
and crouches when secking to clude ob-
servation, so that in its case the effect
of the countershading disappears at all
critical moments, and is doubtless entirely
nepligible as an element in the beast’s
concealment,  But this is not all.  Even
with a lioness the black-tipped ears are
revealing, and so iz the seemingly in-
voluntary waving of the black-tipped tail.
The male lion has some strongly revealing
bodily attributes. His mane is conspicu-
ous, and when it is black it has a highly
revealing quality, Yet the black-maned
lions are generally beastsin high condition;
apparently neither the presence of this
highly revealing black mane in some
males, nor the absence of all mane in the
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females, has any effect one way or the
other in helping or hampering the animal
against its prey. Therefore, neither the
revealing quality of the black mane, nor
the concealing quality caused by its ab-
sence has any effect as a survival factor.
The slightest reflection will convince every
one of the truth of this statement; but
very few seem to perceive 1ts apparent
meaning; for it is difficult to account for
this evident fact except by the admission
that the lion’s coloration is really a wholly
minor, and probably a wholly negligible,
element in enabling it to approach its prey
unperceived, —in other words, that the un-
doubtedly concealing quality of the lion’s
caloration is of interest chiefly as a color-
istic fact, and plays little real part and
probably no part at all in the animal’s suc-
cess in life,

The lion sometimes liez in wait at a
drinking-place, especially in seasons of
drought when the water-holes are few in
number, and when the game is obliged by
thirst to come to each of them, But of
the numercus kills we came across; sev-
eral hundred in number all told, only a
few were by the drinking-places. The
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great majority were out on the plains.
Evidently the lion far more frequently
kills his game by stalking, still-hunting, or
driving on the plains than by lying in wait
at a watering-place.  Unguestionably a
party of lions will sometimes drive game;
they spread out and those to one side, by
grunting, or merely by their smell, stam-
pede the game so that those on the other
side may catch it. Ordinarily, however,
the lion crouches motionless as his prey
grazes toward him, or himsell crawls to-
ward it, with almost inconceivable noise-
lesspess. and stealth, The darker the
night the bolder the lion; under the bright
moonlight a lion is apt to be somewhat
cautious, whereas there is almost no hmat
to its daring in black, stormy weather.
No matter how pitch-dark the night, the
lion seems to have no dificulty in seizing
his prey in such manner as to insure its
well-nigh instant death. Exeept full-
grown elephant, rhinoceros, and hippo-
potamus, there is no animal in Aflrica
which the lion does not attack, and it
preys on the yvoung of all three creatures
and in altogether exceptional instances
parties of lions have been known to at-
tack and master nearly {ull-grown cows
or half-grown young bulls of all three of
them. The girafie is occasionally killed.
In parts of Africa the buffalo is a common
prey; but where other game 13 plentiful
lions prefer to avoid combat with such
formidable quarry, and they rarely attack
a buffalo bull in Tull vigor unless several
of themaretogether. On Heatley's ranch
near Nairobi lions semetimes laid up in a
big papyrus bed which sheltered a herd
of buffalo; but zebra and hartebeest and
other buck swarmed near by, and during
our stay the lions never meddled with the
buffalo except on one occasion when a lion
and a lioness together killed a young cow
which they found by itself. At Meru
Boma T met a visiting district commis-
sioner, Mr. Pizott, who a few months pre-
viously had found the remains of a big
buffalo bull which had been attacked and
overpowered by a party of lions: the
struggle had been terrific; and near by lay
the body of a lioness, her flank ripped open
by one of the buffalo’s horns. A full-
grown male lion, however; will kill a cow
buffalo single-handed, and when sharp-set
by hunger has even been known to kill a
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full-grown bull, usually after a hard strug-
gle. OFf course, in such a case the lion owes
his success to surprise, the attack being
delivered with terrific rapidity, and the
quarry taken completely unawares. Even
a cow buffalo if on her guard would have a
zood chance of beating off a lion, and a
bull would almost certainly do so.  But if
the lion can bound on his victim, fixing
the claws of one fore paw on its face or
muzzle, while the other holds it by the
shoulder and the great fangs tear at the
neck, feeling for the bone, he is very apt to
win. Insuch a case the buffalo is so ham-
pered that it can not exert its full strength,
and with its head twisted to one zide there
iz a fair chance of its breaking its neck in
one of its headlong plunges; and unless it
can shake off the lion, sooner or later the
latter's teeth meet through the spinal mar-
row and the fight is over. When several
lions attack jointly they apparently inter-
fere with one another, or else embolden
one another, so much that the guarry is
less scientifically seized, and is usually
clawed and hitten all over. Probahbly
lions occasionally strike heavy blows with
their massive, powerful forearms; but this
is certainly not common; personally I
hive never known it to be done; ordinarily
the claws are merely used to hold the ani-
mal and the killing is done with the teeth.
Thick brush, and to an even greater de-
gree long grass, favor a lion's attack, en-
abling him to make his rush so close up
that the prey has little chance of escape;
but on a bare plain the game may get just
the second’s time necessary to escape, and
if it is a big, powerful, even though unwar-
like animal, like an eland, it may wrench
itself free from a bad hold, where its head
or neck has not been seized, and escape.
The great majority of the kills that I saw
were zebras and hartebeests; but 1 also
came on the carcasses of eland, wilde-
heest, oryx, waterbuck, warthog, kob,
impalla, and gazelle, which had fallen vie-
tims. Usually it was impossible to tell
just how the killing had been done; twice
I found zebras with the big fang marks on
the back of the neck : 1 fu.““d a harttbefﬁt
which had been seized by the throat; sev-
eral animals showed claw marks on their
Iqtes: 4 young waterbuck cow had been
bitten through the head—I think, but, of
course, can not be certain, that this was
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Cowboys with Buffale Jones roping a lioness.

the way she was killed. With none of
these game, not even the plucky oryx and
wildebeest, did T find the slightest evi-
dence of resistance or of anything in the
nature of a fight. The oryx is said at
times to defend itzelf against the lion; but,
although along the Guaso Nyiro of the
north I came on a number of oryx killed, I
never saw one instance in which there had
been more than the usual scuffle. Evi-
dently the surprise had been complete, and
the sudden rush and immense strength
and ferocity of the assailant had left no
time for resistance. Young and clumsy
lions, or very old and weak lions with poor
teeth, may occasionally meet with misad-
ventures in lackling a big zebra or ante-
lope; but in East and Middle Africa, of the
animals habitually preyed on by [ull-
grown lions in their prime, only the buffalo
are dangerous to them. Lions kill cam-
els, horses, donkeys, cattle, sheep, goats,
and tame ostriches; but where zebra and
hartebeest swarm, as in much of East
Africa, they find it so easy to catch them
that as a rule they do not seriously inter-
fere with the flocks and herds of the na-
tives and settlers. But even under these
circumstances an occasional lon will take
to cagile-kil]ing and to ravaging the flocks
a o

of tame ostriches. Ordinarily in killing
their prey lions keep their hind feet on the
ground ; but in one case where a horse was
killed the lion leaped on its back; the hool-
prints showed that the horse had run for
sixty yards or so before falling and dur-
ing this distance not a paw of the lion had
touched earth. The marks on the dead
horse showed that the lion’s hind claws
had dug deep into the haunches, while the
fore paws grasped the shoulders, and the
teeth bit into the neck until the bone was
crushed.

Man-eating lions have always been
fairly common in East Africa. The most
noted, but far from exceptional, case was
that of the two man-eaters which for a
time stopped the building of the Uganda
railroad by their ravages among the work-
men; until they were finally shot by the
engineer in charge, Mr. (afterward Colo-
nel) Patterson.  Another lion, after kill-
ing several men around a station on the
railroad, carried off and ate the superin-
tendent of the division; the latter had
come down in his private car, which was
run on a siding, and he sat up at a window
that night to watch for the lion: but he
fell asleep and the lion climbed on the
platiorm, entered the car by the door, and
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carried off hiz would-be slaver through
the window. In the summer of 1900 a
couple of man-eating lions took to in.
festing the Masai villagez on the plain
around the head waters of the Guaso Ny-
irop west of Kenia, and by their ravages
forced the Masai to abandon the dis-
trict, and the native travel routes across
it were also temporarily closed. A few
weeks later I was hunting in the dis-
trict; we kept the thorn boma round our
camp closed at night, with a fire burning
and askaris on guard, and were not me-
lested. Neur Machakos-boma a white
traveller was taken out of his tent by a
man-eater one night, a good many vears
apo; a grew=ome feature of the incident
was that on its first attempt the lion was
driven off, after having seized and
wounded its victim; the wounds of the lat-
ter were dressed, and he was again put to
Eed, but soon after he had been left alone
the lion again forced his way into the tent
and this time carried the man off and ate
him. Ewery wvear in East Africa natives
are carried off from their villages or from
hunting-camps by man-eating lions.  Oc-
casionally one hears of man-eating leop-
ards, which usually confine themselves to
women and children, and there are man-
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eating hyenas; but the true man-eaters of
Africa are lions and erocodiles.  As has
long been known, man-eating lions are fre-
quently very old individuals, males or fe-
males, which have lost many teeth, and
are growing too feeble to catch game,
whereas they find it easy to master man,
whao is the feeblest of all animals of his
size, and the one whose senses are dullest,
and who has no natural weapons,  But it
is a mistake to think that all man-eaters
are old and feeble animals.  Where lions
are much hunted it iz doubtless true that
they grow so wary of man that only the
dire want produced by utter feebleness
can make them think of preying on him;
but where they are less molested their nat-
ural ferocity and boldness make it always
possible that under favorable conditions
a hungry lion, not hitherto a man-eater,
will be tempted to kill and devour a man,
and will then take to man-killing as a
steady pursuit. Many noted man-eaters
—those killed by Mr. Patterson, for in-
stance—have been full-grown male lions
in the prime of life and vigor. Tt is worth
noting, by the way, that Mr. Patterson
states that in advancing to the attack on
the railway camps the lions always roared
loudly to one another until within a mile
28g
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or s0, but were absolutely silent during
the hour that preceded the actual seizure
of some unfortunate man.  The attack of
a man-eater is always delivered at night,
and is practically always by surprise; but,
if the first attack fails. a bold hon will
sometimes persevere and do his best to
seize another victim. Even a man-eater
thoroughly realizes that men are danger-
ous; he is no more apt to make a hard fight
when himself hunted than is any other
liom of like vigor, and when he is the hunt-
er he always retires with his victim, as
soon a5 he has caupght it, out of reach of
vengeance, although he may only go for a
distance of a few hundred yards, being
confident in the shelter yielded by a dark
night, This is entirely unlike the lion's
conduct with other prey; if a zebra or
hartebeest is LI|||:’|, the lion h[;l}':-: on the
gpot with his victim, and may eat it where
200
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it has fallen or drag it a few yards to a
more convenient spot.  Save in very wild
places the lion leaves its prey at or before
dawn, and may then travel some miles to
its resting-place; it will probably come
back the second night, unless it has been
maolested or has had its suspicions aroused.
Lions feast on any dead animal they find,
from an elephant to a dikdik, and even
eat carrion. When they kill game of any
size they first neatly disembowel the body,
usually burying the entrails, and then
either eat the heart, lungs, and brisket, or
else begin straightway at the hind quarters.
Sometimes, however, they do not disem-
bowel the prey.  They feed greedily, bolt-
ing strips of the hairy hide with their meat:
but in one case T heard from an eye-witness
of a lion's striking a dead zebra's body
with its spread paws, and clawing off big
patches of hide before beginning its feast.
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Except man, the lion has few or no regu-
lar enemies in his prime.  He will get out
of the way of either an elephant or rhi-
noceros, and a herd of cow elephants with
calves will charge any lion they find lurk-
ing in their neighborhood, and would un-
doubtedly kill it if it could not get into
cover. Very probably a buffalo herd
might, under exceptional circumstances,
behave in the same way. Hyenas hang
around lions to eet the offal of any beasts
the latter slay; and it is no uncommon
thing to find the body of a hyena which
has itself been slain by a lion when it has
incautiously or over-boldly ventured too
near the killer’s feast. Ordinarily a vig-
orous lion has nothing tofear from hyenas,
and pays no heed to them; but hyenas
are powerful brutes and, in spite of being
normally abject cowards, they possess a
latent ferocity which, when they are in
sufficient numbers, at times renders them
foes to be feared.  Once Donaldson Smith,
watching from a thotn boma at night, saw
a regular pitched battle between several
lions and a big mob of hyenas, in which
the latter got rather the best of it. On
one gccasion, while lying near an clephant
carcass, with Carl Akeley, 1 heard the hy-
enas which had been feeding on it through-
out the night become roused to a fury of
noisy defiance by a lion which approached
the dead clephant a little before dawn,
uttering the moaning sighs so character-
istic of a hungry lion; the hyenas yelled,
screeched, growled, laughed, and cackled,
and apparently actually bluffed the lion,
which did not venture to come to close
quarters. DMoreover, I am inclined to
think that very old and fecble or badly
wounded lions find their normal ends in
the maws of hyenas, On one occasion
Lord Delamere and one of his Somalis
were desperately wounded by a lion he
had attacked. They had to camp di-
rectly where the accident had occurred,
and the lion, also very badly wounded, lay
i the bushes but a couple of hundred
yards away. Soon after nightfall the
hyenas began to gather round the wound-
ed lion, and eventually attacked it; the
lion roared and fought fiercely, and a long
battle ensued, but in the end he was over-
come and caten. The hunting dogs, or
wild hounds, also attack lions, and are
much bolder in doing so than are the hy-
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enas, Mr. Paul Rainey saw a small pack of
them harrying a big lion, which was skulk-
ing off in much alarm; whether the wild
hounds ever actually kill a lien I can not
say, but they certainly sometimes harass
and cow them, and force them to slink off
in terror.  Lions have been known to eat
leopards. With the other man-caters, the
crocodiles, relalions are more equal.  Un-
fuestionably, lions have on rare occasions
beenseized, dragoed under, and drowned by
big crocodiles; a big hungry crocodile ac-
customed to seizing animals while they are
drinking at the water's edge would seize a
lion as soon as an ox.  But the lion also at
times kills crocodiles, catching them while
they are lyine on the shore. A trustwor-
thy elephant-hunter whom I know writes
that in the neighborhood of Lake Rudolf
he found a number of skeletons of croco-
diles which had evidently been killed by
lions, and the natives assured him that at
this point lions frequently pounced on and
ate crocodiles. Doubtless the lion, like
other animals, varies in character and
habits from place to place, and if by any
chance a single lion in some particular lo-
cality learns how to prey on an animal not
ordinarily attacked, other lions may read-
ily learn to follow his example. At any
rate, it sometimes happens that lions in
ome district as compared with those in an-
other district have entirely different cus-
toms as to what game they prey on; as 1
have said above, in some places they make
bufialo their special quarry, whereas in
others they never molest the formidable
wild cattle if zebra and hartebeest are to
be obtained. This is like the American
erizzly bears, which in some localities
feast on carrion, and in others attack cattle
at times, and kill game; whereas in yet
other localities they never kill anything
larger than a gopher, and pay no attention
to the carcass of a dead animal,

It is unsafe with any animal, and espe-
cially with an animal of such high and
varied development as a lion, to try to lay
down invariable rules. Speaking gener-
ally, lions are bold and dangerous to men
at night, and exactly in proportion to the
darkness of the night; in black and stormy
nights a lion's daring is sometimes almost
incredible.  Even where there are no con-
firmed man-eaters a solitary man is never
safe after nightfall if walking through a
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country where lions are numerous; if one
is encountered, it will probably get out of
the way, but there is always the chance
that it will attack. For instance, in pho-
tographing lions with the flash-light at
night, there is always danger in going out
to reset the flash-light; if a lion is in the
immediate neighborhood, it is always pos-
sible that it may charge. Mr., Coolidge,
of Boston, iz one among several men [
have known who have had such experi-
ences:. In daytime there is usually no
danger whatever in meeting unwounde
and unharassed lions, unless they are ac-
tually stumbled on in thick cover; they
may growl or stand and stare ominously,
but if unmolested they will almost always
retire. But two of the friends I met in
Africa, Mr. Percival the game-ranger and
Mr. Harold Hill, have had uncomfortable
times with lions which they met in broad
day and which followed them although
without actually venturing to attack.®
When hunted the lion certainly stands
high in the category of dangerous game.
There has been endless discussion and
endless variety of opinion, among experi-
enced hunters, as to which animal is the
most dangerous. Nor is this discussion
confined to African game; the same diver-
sity of opinion as to the relative danger of
hunting on foot the tiger, the Indian ele-
phant, and the various wild oxen, such as
the buffalo, obtains among men who have
hunted in Asia; and this is likewise true
when we consider the grizzly bear and jag-
uvar. Enough attention is not paid te
the wide differences of character among
individual animals of the same species—
just as among individual men; and, more-
over, the surroundings under which one
kind of animal is dangerous may be the
very surroundings under which another,
normally more dangerous, would be less
dangerous. On a level open plain a fight-
ing buffalo bull, or even a fighting tusker
—elephant—would be rather more dan-
perous than a lion or leopard, because
harder to stop—at least the buffalo would
certainly be harder to kill, turn, or stop
than either of the big cats, and the tusker
very much harder to kill or cripple, al-
though perhaps easier tostoporturn.  On
the other hand, the buffale would be less
apt to charge than the elephant, and very
* See * Africon Game Trails,” p. 68,
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much Jess apt to charge than either the
lion or leopard. In most kinds of cover,
however, the lion or leopard would from
every standpoint be more dangerous than
the buffalo or elephant, unless it was cover
that would not hamper either of these big
animals and would hamper anything
smaller. ‘There is thus every allowance
to be made for changed conditions, and
for the wide wvariation of temperament
among individuals. Moreover, there can
be no doubt that in certain localities all
the animals of a given species show an
unusual development of certain traits,
compared to the aggrepate of individu-
als dwelling in another locality; and so in
one locality the buffaloes, elephants, rhi-
nos, leopards, or lions may be much more
dangerous than in another locality.
Taking the average of individuals and
the average of surrounding circumstances,
I consider the lion more dangerous to the
hunter than any other game. The leop-
ard is an even greater adept at hiding, is
even quicker and more reckless in its
chatge, and is smaller and more difficult to
hit; therefore 1 consider that a fighting
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 kill 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 kill a leopard, so that with
dogs it can be hunted with entire impu-
mity. Under many, perhaps most, con-
ditions, a fighting bull buffalo offers a
rather harder proposition than a fichting
lion, because the huge massive creature is
far more difficult to stop when he does
charge, and because he usually shows the
most vindictive and ferocious resolution
when after being wounded he finally
makes up his mind to fight; but under
ordinary circumstances a buffalo is not
nearly as apt to charge as a lion, and is
far more easily seen and far less quick in
his movements, and in most cover is
more easily evaded: zo that on an aver-
age I do not consider that the buffalo is as
dangerous.  Elephant are much more apt
to charge than buffalo: a herd will charge
under circumstances when even lions
would slink quietly off; and in conse-
fuence to hunt them seems to me about
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as dangerous as to hunt buffalo; but the
actual charge of a single elephant does
not seem as dangerous as the actual charpe
of a lion or buffalo. The rhinoceros I
regard as on the average much less danger-
ous than lion, leopard, elephant, or buf-
fale; in [act as only about as dangerous
as, or very little more dangerous than, the
grizzly bear. But it must be remembered
that these are only my personal views;
and while I believe that they are shared
by the majority of the big-pame hunters
most competent to speak on the subject, I
am well aware that many equally experi-
enced and observing hunters are on rec-
ord as expressing widely different views,
Good authority can be produced for the
statement that the bulfalo, or the elephant,
or even the rhinoceres, is the most dan-
gerous, and the lion or the leopard the
least dangerous; and different observers
have arranged the five animals in every
conceivable order, as adversaries, The
truth is that in this matter there is such
wide individual variation, both among the
hunters and the hunted, that every gen-
eral statement must be made with full
knowledge of the many exceptions that
exist thereto. There are circumstances
or occasions under which the chase of
cach of the five animals—six including
the white rhinoceros—may be very dan-
gerous: while under other conditions a
number of each kind may be killed with
the minimum of risk. They are the only
kinds of African game the chase of which
can ever be properly described as dan-
gerous. A hippopotamus, however, will
sometimes charge a boat, both unpro-
voked and when it has been wounded ; and,
of course, many other animals in Africa,
as elsewhere, will show fight, if cornered
and rashly approached too close. The
roan antelope when wounded will charge
savagely from some little distance, and is
then more dangerous than any American
animal except the grizzly bear, and more
dangerous than any European animal
whatever; the sable is almost as danger-
ous; then comes the oryx; then the wilde-
beest or gnu.  Probably none of the deer
of northern lands are as dangerous as any
of these. The bushbuck, in spite of its
small size, and the koodoo, waterbuck,
hartebeest, and also the zebra and wart-
hog, will turn at bay, but I consider them
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as formidable only in the sense that a bull
moose or wapiti is formidable; that is, un-
der all normal conditions the element of
danger in their chase is entirely negligible.
Eland and giraffe are exceptionally mild-
tempered; yet the giraffe will drive both
the big zebra and the oryx from a water-
hole, although giving way to rhinoceros
and elephant.

The chase of the lion, if fairly followed,
is an enthralling but certainly a danger-
ous pastime. Of course, a few lions may
be killed under such circumstances that
the hunter is practically in no danger what-
ever; and in certain forms of hunting lions,
such as sitting in a tree or a high thorn
zariba and waiting for them to approach a
carcass or a tethered domestic ammal, the
element of danger is eliminated. More-
over, the experience of Mr. Paul Rainey,
who,in company with Mr. Heller, took to
Africa a pack of American bear hounds
and fighting dogs, and by their aid killed
about sixty lions, shows that with thor-
oughly trained dogs of the right temper
lions and leopards can be pursued by good
hunters with the minimum of risk and al-
most the certainty of success. But the
man who on foot or on horseback, with-
out dogs, follows lHon-hunting as asteady
pursuit, will not kill many of them with-
out being viciously and resolutely charged,
and if he persists long enough his life will
he put in jeopardy. During the last
twenty years scores of white hunters have
been killed by lions, elephants, buffaloes,
and rhinos in East and Middle Africa: and
the lions have killed much mere than half
of the total number. Except Mr. Rainey,
who worked with dogs, Lord Delamere
has killed more lions than any other
man I know—AhOfty-three; he was badly
mauled on one occasion, and has now
given up hunting them, stating that no
man can count on killing more than fifty
lions without himsell being killed or fa-
tally injured. Kermit and I killed only
seventeen lions between us, two being
cubs and two not much more than half-
grown; and thirteen full-grown lions are
too few to permit of [ree peneralization as
to their ighting capacity. Three of these
thirteen lions—two big-maned males and
a lioness—charped with the utmost reso-
lution from a distance of nearly two hun-
dred yards when wounded and brought to
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bay by the pursuing horsemen; three
others (all male lions) were at bay and
were about to charge—one had begun
to trot forward—when killed; five were
killed or disabled under circumstances
that gave them no opportunity to charge;
two (both lonesses) were killed close up,
after being wounded, under circumstances
which seemed to invite a charge, yvet they
made no effort to charge.  Only one other
lion was shot by any other member of our
party, a lioness killed by Alden Loring; she
charged with the utmost resolution when
mortally wounded, and died while still
charging. This short experience taken
by itself would tend to show that a full-
grown male lion is rather more apt to
charge, and iz rather more résolute in
charging, than is likely to be the case with
a full-grown lioness (save where the latter
has young cubs); but it is impossible to
generalize on such insufficient data. Tarl-
ton, who was with me, a noted lion-hunter
of long experience, was inclined to think
that on the average the lioness was a little
more apt than the lion to charge. TProb-
ably the difference in this respect between
the sexes is not great, while the amount of
variations among the individuals of each
sex is very great indeed. A beginner
might readily kill three or four lions with-
out danger; and he might be charged and
killed by the first one he attacked. TIf the
sport is persevered in, theman who achieves
success must possess coolness, wariness,
resolution, and reasonable skill with the
rifle; and now and then he will need to
show all these qualities.

Lions can be hunted in many ways,
aside from lying in wait for them at night
and from hunting them with dogs. The
three most satisfactory ways are to trail
them in the early morning, just after they
have begun their return to their day lairs,
to drive them out of thick cover by a line
of beaters toward the previously stationed
hunter, and to gallop them down on horse-
back, usually after having roused them
from the shelter of some patch of bush,
trees, reeds, or long grass in which they
have been lying. Often, moreover, espe-
cially just after sunrise or before sunset,
alert and energetic hunters will stumble
on them by accident, or run across them
when they are just ending or beginning
their night rambles. There is luck in all
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hunting; but more in lion-hunting without
dogs than in the chase of any other big
animal of the regions where it dwells except
the leopard, for the lion is far harder to
find and see than any of the big grass-
eaters that live under similar conditions.
One man may never see a lion in a year's
hunting; another in the same time may
come across acouple of score,

In both tracking and driving the hunter
is, of course, on foot. Tracking can only
occasionally be employed with lions, as
their spoor is so much more difficult to fol-
low than that of heofed animals, and as
they are experts at hiding and skulking.
But it can occasionally be employed in the
early morning when the dew is heavy on
the grass; andin long grass it often pays to
follow a band of lions for some time, as
they make fairly distinct trails, and fre-
quently move slowly off before the hunter,
grunting now and then. A shot at an un-
wounded animal under these conditions is
not very dangerous, for the animal has
not been harassed or injured, and rarely
charges until hit, while the shot is usually
taken at a distance that ought to enable
the shooter to kill or cripple his game.
Drriving is [ollowed in the usual fashion, a
rocky hill, a valley of long grass, a reed-
bed, a fringe of trees, or a patch of scrub
being beaten through by a line of shouting
natives. The lion rarely charges back at
the beaters, although it is always well to
have a man with a rifle accompany them.
The hunter himself, in these cases, is very
rarely charged before shooting, for the
lion has not been baited and does not feel
that it is cornered. But of course, as the
hunter is on the ground, perhaps seventy
or eighty yards from the lion, it behooves
him to use straight powder.

Riding lions, as it is termed, that is run-
ning them on horseback until they turn to
bay, and then shooting them on foot, isa
more exhilarating, a less fatiguing, and, on
the whole, a more dangerous sport.  Usu-
ally two or more mounted hunters go out
together. They may spy a lion in the
open, or they may rouse him from his day
lair. 1In either event they run him hard
over the open plains, until he comes to
bay—either in the bare open or in a bush.
When he is thus brought to bay he is far
more apt to charge than is the case with an
unwounded lion shot by a man on foot.
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In any such case, and of course especially
in the case of a wounded lion or of one
suddenly surprised at very close quarters,
if the lion is approached oo close it may
charge without any warning. If a man
on horseback gallops too close behind a
fleeing lion it may whip round and charge
him without a moment's pause. But
when brought to bay, and when the hunt-
er is some distance off, the lion usually
spends some little time in threatening and
in working itself up to the final pitch
of fury. It stands erect, the head held
lower than the shoulders, the tail lashing
from side to side, and all the time it growls
hoarsely, the lips drawn down over the
teeth like those of an angry bear, or, more
rarely, drawn back in a prodigious snarl.
When just on the point of charging, the
tail is usually thrown stifily up two or three
times, and if it changes its course during
the charpge the tail is slewed to one side
like a rudder., The animal may break
into a gallop at once, or it may begin by
trotting with the tail erect. ©One of the
lionezses that charged us came on with oc-
casional great bounds; but all the other
lions galloped like huge dogs.  The pace
is very rapid for one or two hundred
yards; a horse which is standing but a
hundred yards distant may be canght be-
fore it has time to gel into a full gallop.
Usually the lion, when it does charge,
charges with the ulmost determination;
and, as T have said, it is more apt to charge
when brought to bay on horseback than
in other kinds of hunting; but it is also
comparatively easy to kill under these
conditions, for it advances from some dis-
tance in open country upon a man fully
prepared and expectant. Moreover, it is
much more easily killed or erippled than
is the case with the heavier kinds of dan-
gerous game. A fair shot, who is cool-
headed and has a good rifle, ought under
these conditions to be reasonably certain
of stopping the lion before it can get to
close quarters. Occasionally, if a man
stands stock-still, even with an empty
gun, a lion after running straight at him
will at the last moment swerve; this is
not ordinarily true, however; but if of
two men together one runs when the lion
is close it will usually seize the runner.
When it comes to close quarters it may
rear and strike with its fore paws, but far
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more often it runs in on all fours, like a
dog, knocks the man down as it seizes
him, and then lies on him, using the claws
to hold him and doing the killing with
its great fangs. If it seizes him by the
throat or head he is killed instantly; but
in the hurly-burly of the mellay the beast
seems to lose somewhat of its “instinct
for the jugular’ and bites repeatedly at
any part that is nearest—arm, leg, side,
or chest. In consequence, if help is at
hand, the lion can usually be killed or
driven off before it has killed the man; al-
though the latter may die of his wounds
later. While in East Africa we met
many more men who had been badly
hitten and clawed by lions, but who had
recovered, than we heard of men who
had been killed by them or who had died
of their wounds. The wounds should
be cauterized at once, to avoid blood-
poisoning, as the lion's teeth and claws
often seem to contiin some poisonous ele-
ment, perhaps minute particles of dead
matter. Moreover, the lion often bites
deep, and with closed jaws pulls the
muscle loose irom the bone, thus caus-
ing the deep-scated tears which become
sources of corruption.  Finally, the shock
of the bite is tremendous, the full muscu-
lar power of the great jaws being brought
into play. Many men die from the
shock. On the other hand, it s0 numhbs
them that at the moment little pain is felt.
I saw a dozen men who had been hitten.
One, on whom the lion had lain for some
time while biting him had suffered much;
all the others assured me that at the time,
and for several minutes afterward, they
did not suffer at all.  The process of heal-
ing is long and painful. Most of the men
who are not killed outright but who die
from lion wounds die from blood-poisoning
several days after being mauled, and not
directly irom the mauling.

The hunter should never o near a lion
until it is dead, and even when it is on the
point of death he should not stand near
nor approach its head from in front; for a
lion at its last gasp will summon all its
energies for one final attack, flinging itseli
on the man who has thus incautiously
approached it, especially if it can see
him, and spending its last dying moments
in biting him. Necessarily, lion-hunting
has elements of danger, if legitimately fol-
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lowed; for a slight deviation in aim—pos-
sible enough to any marksman when the
target is coming onat a gallop—may mean
a mauling; but most accidents occur be-
cause of some bit of carelessness or reck-
lessness, some lack of caution or prepara-
tion, of the kind that ordinarily brings no
retribution but which it is always possi-
ble will invite disaster,

The fault may lic in the over-eagerness
and ignorance of a beginner; it may be due
to lack of nerve or timidity—and some-
times vanity will induce timid men to ven-
ture into a field for which they are totally
unfit; or the mischance may occur to a
keen, experienced hunter whose skill, har-
dihood, and prowess have hnally led him
to feel an unwarranted contempt for the
game. This last was the canse of the la-
mented death of George Grey, the brother
of Sir Edward Grey the British Minister
of Foreign Affairs, who was killed by a
lion the year after I left East Africa, while
out hunting with Sir Alired Pease and Mr.
Harold Hill, the two men in whose com-
pany T killed my first six lions, and not
more than half a mile from where my first
big male lion was killed. We had met
George Grey in Africa and again in Lon-
don; he was a singularly fine type of man,
very modest, utterly fearless, as hard as
nails, and probably as good a man in a se-
rious emergency as was to be found in all
Africa. Shortly after Kermit killed his
two bongo, a cow and a yearling, Grey
killed a bongo bull, which he gave us to
complete our group for the National Mu-
seum. He had done much hunting of
dangerous game and was so fearless and
possessed such prowess that he underesti-
mated their dangerous qualities; elephants
he held in someslight respect, but we heard
him say that he did not regard buffalo as
more dangerous than tame cattle, and he
cared but little for lion and nothing for
rhinoceros.

Pease, who was out with him, is an ex-
ceptionally good hunter, a fine rider and
shot, very hardy and cool. He has killed
very many lions, a number of them under
circumstances of great hazard; and beine a
close observer he has been struck by the
wide variety of conduct among them, and
the occasional great danger from them ; and
he combines to an unusual degree extreme
boldness with very good judrment. After
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I left him, in East Africa, he wrote descri-
hing twa lion-hunts in which he had ’Eﬂ.kﬂﬂ
part, Harold Hill and his brother Clifford
being along.  In one a lioness literally be-
haved like a cur; she got into a thicket and
would not go out until he fired buckshot
into it, and even then, although slightly
wounded, she ran like a rabbit and was
killed like one. In the other hunt a big-
maned lion fought with savage ferocity,
charging the mounted men again and
again, almost escaping, and finally being
killed in full charge at the distance of a
few feet by the rifles of his three pursuers.
Pease then went back to England, but re-
turned to Mombasa early in 19171 in com-
pany with George Grey, who went with
him expressly to try riding lions on the
Kapiti plains. The fatal hunt occurred
on the zgth of January.

I donot entirely agree with Pease about
the rifles proper to use for lions. He ex-
plicitly states that even a ro-bore, re-
mforced by a powerful goo-cordite, both
hitting a charging lion at short range in the
head hut missing the brain, failed to stop
him for even a moment. Surely this shows
that even the most powerful rifles may do
no maore than lighter ones, under the very
—and only—circumstances when the big
rifles are supposed to be superior. A
Springfield with the pointed bullet, or a
Winchester 405 with a soft-nosed bullet
could not have done any worse than the
two big rifles in the above instance, and I
believe they would have done better: at
any rate, even at close range they are al-
most if not quite as good as the very heavy
rifles, and at all ordinary ranges are far
superior. Personally T regard the mere
fact of a rifle being & magazine gun as con-
clusively establishing its superiority over a
double barrel for lion-hunting, if both are
good modern weapons. While T was in
East Africa o Mr, Williams, a friend of My,
McMillan, was badly bitten by a lion,
because with his two barrels he slightly
wounded it at a distance, and was seized
hefore he could reload; whereas if he had
been nsing a magazine rifle he would prob-
ably have stopped his assailant.

The experiences of the two cowboys,
Loveless and Means, who with Buffalo
Jones roped the lioness, south of Kijabe,
a few months after [ was there, shows that
a lion can not catch a really good horse,
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already at full speed, even if it has only a
few yards' start. Doubtless a lion can
catch an ordinary African hunting pony
which jsstanding or has to wheel when the
lion starts, if it is under a hundred yards
off. But the cow-punchers with Jones
were riding big American cow horses of
the best type, fast, agile, and thoroughly
trained. The lioness was at bay under a
bush, and the punchers kept riding by her
at a run, throwing the rope; the bush
always prevented the noose going over the
lioness, and she would charge at full speed
{as the photos show); she was only the
length of the rope behind when she started,
and gained for the first fifteen or twenty
yards, but never quite succeeded in catch-
ing the horse. Only the best and coolest
riclers, on the hest horses, could have per-
formed the feat, however. The lioness
finally became cowed, crouched in a donga,
and was roped, thanks to the nerve of
Jones and the extreme skill of the cow-
puncher who did the actual roping.

Light, agile men, who keep some dis-
tance from the lion when he is at bay, can
leap on their horses and ride off after
shooting, if the lion charges.  Personally,
I was too old and stiff to try this, and on
the occasions when 1 was riding and dis-
mounted to shoot at the lion, 1 left the
horse, advanced as close as I thought the
lion would stand without charging, and
then trusted to straight powder and my
repeating rifle. I stopped one lion while
in full charge, another as it began its
charpe but while it was only trotting, and
another just as, I believe, it was about to
charge; and T killed a wounded lioness in
tallish grass, which ought to have charged
but did not, and at eight yards merely
wounded a lioness, which I ought to have
killed outright, but which galloped away
instead of charging, so that a minute or
two later I got an even closer shot and
bagged her. Thus I personally met with
no adventures and neither did Kermmt,
although when in company with Leslie
Tarlton he one afternoon galloped a party
of eleven lionz and killed five; one of them,
a lioness, charged with fierce determina-
tion,

I do not regard marksmanship as the
most important quality in the chase of
dangerous game; but it is very important,
and of course no man has a right to follow
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dangerous game at all unless he is a good
shot, while if he is a really first-class game-
shot his task is very much simplified.
Pease, Delamere, Tarlton are all of them
excellent shots.  Stewart Edward White
in his trip to East Africa in ror1, during
the course of which he killed a dozen lions
with his little Springfield rifle, was with
my old friend and hunting companion
Cuninghame; and Cuninghame wrote me
that of all the hunters, of every descrip-
tion, whom he had ever seen in Africa
White was the best shot. Among other
noted lion-hunters, Selous, Akeley, Sti-
gand, Rainey are all good shots. Of the
above, Delamere and Stigand have been
mauled by lions; Akeley was mauled by a
leopard and nearly killed by an elephant.
Mrs. Akeley and Mrs. McMillan—whose
hushand is among the successful lion-
hunters—have both of them killed lions to
their own rifles.

Occasionally lions are killed with the
rifle, where the conditions are such as to
imply high prowess on the part of the
hunter, and the running of grave danger.
Normally, however, of course, lion-hunting
with a modern rifle does not mean danger
of the kind incurred by coming to close
quarters. Such a feal as that of Jones,
Means; and Loveless in roping the lioness
implies: much greater daring, skill, and
risk than is normally attendant upon
shooting a lion. The same is true of kill-
ing a lion with spears, after the fashion of
the Masai and Nandi. In this kind of
hunting, however, much depends on the
type of spear. It happens that the long,
very heavy, narrow spear-heads of the
East African cattle-owning foot-nomads
are much better suited for this particular
sport than the light spears of the equally
fearless and gallant Zulus to the south of
them and Somalis to the north of them.
In Somaliland the lions subsist largely,
and often mainly, on the flocks and herds
of the Somalis, and frequently become
man-eaters; but the Somalis only attack
them under exceptional circumstances,
for their spears, formidable enough against
men, are too light for lions and the danger
to the lives of the hunters in the contest
is very oreat. The Zulus also ring and
kill lions with their spears, in the Nandi
and Masai fashion, but their spears are
for this purpose much inferior, and in the
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feht men are far more often killed and
mauled than is the case in middle East
Africa, 1 saw the Nandi spearmen kill
a big-maned lion; he mauled two of their
number; but a couple of days previously
they had killed two lions without getting
a scratch. Akeley saw ten lions thus
killed and only one man wus hurt. Men
are rarely killed in these contests. This is
because the Nandi and Masai spears are
siv heavy that they drive right through
the lion, and into his life, from any angle;
the first spear T saw driven into the big-
maned lion above mentioned entered at
his left shoulder and came out through his
right flank near the hip. In consequence,
a single spear will not infrequently kill a
lion. For lighter and more agile foes the
spear is too heavy and slow, and for this

A Threnody

reason the Nandi and Masai find the leop-
ard more formidable than the lion in this
kind of hunting. The Masai or Nandi
spear is made of soft iron and is given a
fine saw edge by 1#'hq:-ttm,[., on & stone.
This is a most effective cutting edge, being
so sharp that it cuts its way through the
toughest hide.

Among the horse-owning tribes of
northern Africa there are a few in which
it is customary to kill not only the lion
but the elephant, rhinoceros, and buffalo
from horsehack with the spear or sword;
some using one weapon, some the other.
Of course the spears and swords used in
guch hunts are not dull and blunt like or-
dinary cavalry sabres kept in metal scab-
bards; they have fine, carefully guarded
points and razor edges.

A THRENODY

IN MEMORY OF THE EARTHQUAKE THAT DESTROYED MESSINA

By Louis V. Ledoux

Wair thou,

oreat Muse,

the dear Sicilian land!

Now greater gm‘f is thine 1h.J.:1 when of old
Young Adon in the Cyprian's arms lay cold,
And Daphnis’ years were told.

Take thou the lyre from Time's enfecbled hand:
Hushed is the music of Empedocles,

Of splendid Pindar, pure Simonides,

Bion and Moschus and Theocritus,

And those who unto us

Nameless, yet live as human memories.

Hushed is the last of all that laurelled band,
Hushed, or en Charon's strand

Urging in vain petition dolorous,

To pass where Puan, his bayish p:pin-n done,

Stands wistful, while the I'l}]‘.l'I[Jh*- by fear made bold,
Cling with their long lithe arms aboul his knees,
Wail thou, great Muse! or loose from Acheron

SOMme W urlh} bearer of the singing bough

Whose

midness whirls me now

On melting wings too near the southern sun.

Yet why for aught on earth should grief he loud,
Since all that is, is born to pass away ?
Hero and maiden to the urn are vowed,
Amd beauty saves not when the debt falls due;
Apollo with the darker pods has died,
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And Geea at the last shall be as they.

O Helen of the soul! O golden isle!

By beauty doomed, by beauty sanctified,

Thou too canst not abide,

But like all else shalt last a little while—

A little longer than the falling spray—

Then pass as planet dust or gaseous clowd,

To build new cosmos, gnawed by new decay.
Earth's senseless atoms ever clasp and whirl,

Unclasp again to form in mazes new;

And ever an the white lifi stands some girl

With dead eyes gazing on the sailless Lilue.

Earth’s roses die, but still the rose lives on,

The song survives the swilt Leucadian leap—

A dream of immortality is ours.

Where golden Daphnis in the morning shone,

Fresh sprung from Helicon,

New shepherds singing lead their careless sheep

Above the sraves of Athens, Carthage, Rome,

Vandals and Saracens, and Northern Powers

That filled their destined hours,

And fed in turn the rich Sicilian loam,

Building; like coral inzects from the deep,

Enchanted islands that till earth is gone,

Swept back to chaos in the atom swirl,

Shall be the seeker's light, the spirit’s home,
Though Etna crumble and the dark seas rise

Sowing the uplands with their sterile brine,

Still shall the soul descry with wistful eyes

Sicilian headlands bright with flower and fruit;

Still shall she hear, though all earth’s hips be mute,

Sicilian music in the morning skies.

Yea, deep within the heart of man it lies,

This visioned island bright with old romance,

A race inherilance

Of rest and joy and faith in things divine,

That shall endure awhile through change and chance,

And have the meaning of a childhood shrine,

Remembered when the faith of childhood dies.
Now fails the song, and down the lonely ways

The last low echoes die upon the breeze,

I lay my lyre upon the moveless knees

Of her who by the hollow roadway stays,

In anguish waiting for her children slain

That shall not come again

With springtime, leading the new lambs to graze,

They come no more; but while o’er hill and plain

The twilight darkens, and the evening rose

Aloft on Etna glows,

Silent she sits amid the sodden leas,

With eves that level on the ocean haze

Their unohserving stare, as seaward gaze

The eyes of stolid carvatides.
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' was in the days of the
great war, now half-forgot-
ten. Mo, not forgotten.
Unknown to the young:
nearer than yesternight to
< the old.

I am of the old. T remember the war
as the fiercest fever of my youth. We
were neutral, squeezed between the two
contending parties. My foreign cousins
fought on both sides.

One of these, a few months afterward,
related the following episode. He was
bronzed: he was scarred: he was glorious!
I sat at his feet. 1 wonder, can I still
eatch, in this revival, some reminiscence
of the thrill in his voice, of the flash in
his eyer

The thing happened when the acknowl-
edged fichting wasover. There was peace.
Ii the stupid vanquished had only ac-
cepted it. The treaty of Frankfort had
been signed.  The ceded provinces were an-
nexed. The army of occupation gathered
toward the new castern frontier, waiting
for the war-indemnity to be paid. There
should, perhaps, have been silence; the
silence of resignation or, at worst, of de-
spair, But there was not. All through
the yet occupied zone about the lost
provinces was a murmur of murderous
hate.

And a tumult of scarce subsiding strife.
Az the waves eddy wearily and angrily
down, under foam and wreckage, when
the storm iz spent, The clouds, exhausted,
drooping, with no more strength to beat
the breakers, disentangle their gloom
round a chilly returning sun.

The smitten and bedrageled of the tem-
pest, sullenly staggering to their feet,
turned their hacks on the watery rays.
Hid their faces for shame, from the East,
where the orb of peace rose over the glit-
ter of Prussian helmets in the French
towns with the new German flags.
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“Not peace,” they whispered. “War
to the end. The sun is blood-red.”

They were powerless, these down-trod-
den of the invasion. They whispered.
Over yonder, at Tours, at Bordeaux, their
unshackled brethren might yell.

It was at Féry-le-Coultinois, in the very
thick of concentrating repression. The
victorious armies, rolling back from the
humiliated capital, heaped themselves up
between Paris and Metz, daily expecting
the payment of the first two milliards, as
agreed.  Féry-le-Coultinois lies in Seine-
et-Marne, thirteen miles from Proving, the
home of * Provence” roses.  The hamlet,
embowered in vineyards and gardens, de-
pends largely, as does the townlet, on the
culture of blooms for the famous shaving-
soap, Like most of these localities within
hail of the metropalis, it is, under ordinary
circumstances, almost unpleasingly pros-
perous, living in animal comfort, by bread,
—und such good bread, too!—alone,

The “hread alone” includes fragrant
sausages, creamy omelets, sparkling wines,
as the German soldiers discovered. And
in the hour of their coming there was
every emaotion to be had for the taking
which can stir the spiritual life of man.
Hate, heroism, love, hope, fear—prayer,
hourly, to gods and devils, to help man in
whatever he was combining, red-hot,
right or wrong.

There were thousands of them every-
where, the “square-heads,” the *“bi-
globes™ (Pickelhauben), the barbarians!
They spoke loud: they drank deep: they
did little harm. Beyond ruining the coun-
try and destroying its inhabitants, inter-
nationally, they did little private harm.
How could they? Was there not peace?
somebody had signed something last month
at Frankfort, permitting the Ogre Bis
marck to swallow many hundred thousand
French men, women, and little children.
He must digest them. And we must pay
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five milliards, Two, at once; then the
robbers will leave Seine-et-Marne.  Nowus
sommes frakis.

Meanwhile—feel it or not—the sun of
peace shines. It is June, the month of
roses,  June, 1871, summer after the fear-
ful ice-bound winter of the siege. A sum-
mer of renewed rose-cathering for the
shaving-soap, of threats, and perhaps even
a little laughter, as the “‘bi-plobes" sit
burnishing their arms.

Féry-le-Coultinois is a tiny place, hard-
Iy hurtable by the clamor and clang of in-
vasion. Accident brought it into promi-
nence. A general, whoe ought perhaps
to have established himself at Rheims or
Troyes, was attracted, in passing, to its
beautiful little chiteau, and chose to re-
main there. Nat, of course, the command-
er-in-chief, the great Manteuffel, some
lesser Teufel. A “bon diable,” on the
whole, as the orderly inhahitants found,
to their rather ungraceful surprise.

Till the business began of the “franc-
tireur=." O course, we all admit now, in
placid dissertations, that that never should
have been, Tt was bad enough in the tus-
ele of defeat: in the choke of the conguer-
or's grip at your throat—but now that
the fight was over, now that the assailant
lay prone and had received quarter, now
there could be no excuse for a blow in the
dark.

Explain that, if you can, to the bruised
man on his back.,  Get him to understand
that a shot fired in a blue coat is heroism
and a shot fired in a blue Mouse homicide.
All the difference between the gallows ancd
the cross. He remembers only that his
brother is slaughtered and his father's
farm-house burnt; Tell him that these
two events were diplomatically legalized
by gentlemen who get photographed in
big leather chairs,

Before the peace there had been no
case= of “puerilla™ shooting near Féry.
Now, suddenly, a couple of German sol-
diers came back from an evening walk
and complained that they had been fired
al behind a wall. General von Erell, at
the chiteau, frowned. They had not at-
tempted to steal poultry? Not played the
human fox amongst half-unwilling human
geese?

Perhaps it was the return of summer
heat, perhaps the certainty of humilia-
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tion and despoilment. The tired victors,
delayed on foreign soil, felt the hate of
the peasantry smouldering, like sulphur
springs, about their feet. It flashed out,
here and there.

A young officer was found dead in a
coppice, shot through the back.

A placard was posted up at the mairie
stating plainly that any Frenchman found
anywhere at any time with any weapon
upon him would be hanged. Signed Von
Krell. It was quite clear. Every villager
could read, and none misunderstand, it,
All endeavor to discover the murderer of
the German proved [ruitless.  Workmen
passing near had not even heard the shot!

“Which is impossible,” said the general
to the gardener at the chiteau. The
swarthy Frenchman made noreply. The
general turned on hisheel. " You may tell
every one s0,"" he added abruptly.  * And
that I shall certainly carry out my threat.”

Said the pardener in his own pleasant
home, all scented with its trellis of rose,
and freshness of frifures: © 1 shall certainly
keep my tongue tranquil. What think
youz"

“Let there be doing, not talking,” said
his dark wife. Yet none had talked more
than she: since July she had only paused
to sleep.. Had they left her to arrange
matters, there would have been no war:
the Germans would have been conguered
without one. And now, since the loved
provinces were lost, her talk had almost
become a scream.  She was the most patri-
otic of Frenchwomen, the worst hereaved,
herself an Alsatian, named Schimmer (pro-
nounced She-mare), from Roeschling.

For ten years she had been married to
Armand Gadraux, the clever gardener at
the chiteau. They had no children. His
brother Jules lived with them.

Poor Jules. Hewasafool. Atleastso
his sister-in-law frequently told every one,
including himself. Most people were far
slower to helieve her than he.

The husband was a strong, lean, sinewy
creature, rather quarrelsome, rather boast-
ful, well worth his wage. The brother
was delicate; without being sickly—small-
featured, thoughtiul-eyed, tired. Neither
of the men talked much—they had little
opportunity—but Jules would sit reading
in zilence for hours.

* Wasting his time, {or he has read them
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before,” said Marguerite. " Heknows that
she gets him, or not—thenwhy read again? "'

“Let him do as he likes: does he not pay
his ‘pension'? " replied Armand.

“He pays—true. But it saddens me to
gee any one act unwisely.” Wherehy she
meant: nct otherwise than she would. She
must often have been—pleasantly—sad.

Jules paid.  He earned a sufficient lve-
lihood by working for provincial jewellers.
He was a good enameller.  And, especial-
ly, he had zreat taste in the designing of
small trinkets. In his free hours he did
work of his own that way. The good
wives, the shy sweethearts of the country-
side brought him old bits of silver—a
broken spoon, a battered jug—odd stones
or colored beads: these he fashioned into
new-fangled ornaments, imitations—often
wonderfully beautiful —of flowers. He was
a genius, in his own little way. For the
ladies of the chiiteau, now safely housed
in Brusselz, he had once shapeda spray
of hawthorn which the great Dalize had
admired.

Armand, the gardener, had been away,
to the war, in active service, He had not
seen much fighting, by the Loire, but a
cooking-pot had fallen on his foot and dis-
abled him, He came back, to boast widely
of this Prussian bullet, showing the clean
hole through the hoot.

Jules had, of course, not been called on
to serve. “So he stayed at home and
idled, like a girl,” =aid his sister-in-law,
unaware of his fruitless excursion to Prov-
ins to volunteer, and unappreciative of his
increased activity in his little workshop,
half the night.

“Thou?—what dost thou for thy coun-
try? " eried Marguerite, ** Thoudost noth-
ing. See Armand: he limps! Heshould
have had the cross of honor! Was it not
in assisting a greal, fat officer? Had thy
burden been less heavy, thou hadst not
been wounded—eh, Armand?”

" Assuredly,” said Armand, who had
dropped the cooking-pot. and often told
the story.

Jules bent in silence to his enamelling,
He considered that his brother's path
nowadays was also by no means a path—
figuratively=—of roses. The Teutons ate
his fruit and picked his flowers. They
did worse things, innocently : for instance,
they flung the fruit-stones among the flow-
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er-beds.  Armand had long ruled his own
“proprietors” with a rod, pickled in salt.
He gazed in sneering silence after the clank-
ing conquerors, a cherry-stone, extracted
from a rose-bud, upon his open palm.

“1, for one!” cried Marguerite. “I
would prowl in the woods at nightfall! 1
would—what is your word?—pot them!
So would Armand, did he not limp!"

“Yes," said Jules, at his work. He knew
the little-known truth about his brother's
wound, knew that Armand had indeed
“potted” himself,

“Ah, the dirty pigs! Do we not treat
the wild hogs s0?” screamed the wife,

“Surely. And so the hogs treat us.™

“Thou carest not! It is not fhy coun-
try they have taken!" Marguerite burst
into tears, A loud uproar of deep-throated
laughter came echoing from the terrace.
Ha! ha! ha!—it struck against the quiet
white and green of the old chiteau, crashed
along the tall-roofed out-houses and died
away across the sunlit rose-fields and
vines,

“Ah, the pigs! They laugh, and my
Alsace weeps.”  She busied herself, sob-
bing, with her admirable cookery, in the
brightly burnished kitchen, all sweet per-
fumes and savory smells.  She bent out of
the window, where Jules sat doubled up
over his paints and bits of silver against
the trellis: the bees hummed around him
in sunlight and Aowers.

“What makest thou?” she said. ‘““Ah,
the arms of Alsatia! What, then, is the
use of that? For the square-heads, per-
chance? "

The pale man turned brown-red at last.
“No,” he said.  “No, by God!"

She was always satishied, for the mo-
ment, when she had angered him. It was
a temptation to him: as long as he looked
offended, she left him in peace.  After the
noonday meal he forgave her, overhis cof-
fee: he told that he had received a com-
mission, from Rheims, for a small design
of the arms of the lost provinces, enamelled
on gilver shields, A souvenir, studs or pins.
Every one spoke of the lost provinces.
Already the Strassburg statue in Paris had
received its sad tribute of wreaths,

“Clest mon pays: 1 will wear it ev-
erywhere, in buttons,” said Marguerite.
“Thou must make the buttons for noth-
ing." She took her shawl for her dﬂll}"
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quest of news in the village. "It will be pery work, Jules? That is pretty! And it

thy poor little bit of patriotism,” she brings thee money. Tant micur.”

said. “It brings in a little money,” said Jules.
Jules worked on into the warm fall of the  * Tan! micux, The Prussians have not

summer evening. It wasdusk when Pierre, yet discovered who killed their licutenant.

the garde-chasse, sat down by his side. ~ They never will. Till they are told.”
“Well?"” said Pierre. * At thy trum- Jules was silent,

Yor. LIV.—30 393
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“What say they here of that deed?”

“ My brother and his wife?
it was well done.”

“They are right, There have been
many such in other parts.
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“But not murder,” said Jules.

“Ah, bah! Look at my captain, He
was liberated on parole, yet he went back
and fought, in Paris. He fell in a sortie,
He is a martyr of France!”

* Huld bere thy cigarette, " he said: and he o

passes a peasant in a blouse. The peas-
ant turns, Pang!"

“WYes, "zaid Jules. It is natural the Prus-
sian should kill such a peasant, il he can.™

“Possible. Thou art not a good French-
man to say so "—the garde-chasse flashed
a black look from hiz black eyes, * War
iz war.”

“I am no judge. T understand noth-
ing of what now happens. I ama manef
peace,” said Jules,

“Excellent. Thou art but a poor crea-
ture,” teplied the keeper. “I, like thy
brother, T have seen the war. And bet-
ter than he—the Prussian bullet, eh?"
Pierre slapped his neighbor on the knee.
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“Thou hurtest me," said Jules,
“Ha, coward, thou dreadest pain?"’
“Useless pain, yes."

“WatT! Twill tell thee news. Inafew
days T go to Paris, I am sorry the little
lawyer, Thiers, has made peace there. I
would gladly have fought some more, on
the Federals® side or his!"

“Hush!” The worker glanced round.

“Pooh—art thou fearsome! 1 am not
afraid, least of all with thee, 1know thou
keepest secrets. [ will tell thee one, for
I am bursting to tell it! If not thee, I
would tell the Prussians!™ he whispered.
“1 will tell thee why I go to Paris. It
was I that shot the square-head; what
sayest thou now?”

1 say, why?"" answered Jules.

“ Because he came after Anastasie. She
is 4 woman; one never can know,”

“I would not say thou didst wrong,”
answered Jules.

“But I would have done it without: he
was a Prussian!”

“Be content thou hadst a reason.
is thy sweetheart,” reasoned Jules.

She
To

him a sweetheart was a sacred thing: he
had none.

“1 go, then, to Paris, till all this is over.
The Prussians will not be here long,  As
soon as the first payment is paid they
must fall back."

Jules laid down his bit of silver. * Five
milliards! Tt is cnormous!™ he said, *ls
there so much money in the world?"

“Psha! We will raise fifty to fight them
afresh.”

“No, no!
Paris?
sought,”

The garde-chasse lighted a cigarette.

“Thou wilt take money for me to the
government. It is simple. We must all
make work of patriotism, as the news-
paper says,”

“Tiens, thou art a brave!
give my twenty francs.”

“*That 1s good. That is much. Thou
hast a future. A home.” Jules leaned
back against the trellis, in the mellow
night. He added slowly: “I have only
myself.”  And he extinguished his lamp,
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Listen. Thou art going to
Then at last T have found what 1

I too will
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Slowly he loosened his vest and cotton
shirt. He extracted a little bag, untying
the string. “Hold here thy cigarette,”
he said; and he counted the hank-notes an
the table, amongst his paints,

“Four thousand! Thou
cried his friend.

* France needs fvemilliards, " said Jules.
He would say nothing more at first,
“Hist!" he exclaimed, ** T hear the others.
Put away the money. Take it to the
Government. To Monsieur Thiers. Say

art mad!"”

itisfor France. From—anartist. Tknow
thou art homest, Pierre, T would thou
hadst not killed the Prussian! Perhaps

he had a sweetheart at home."

“ He should not have sought for one here
then!" answered Pierre. He slipped away,
as the gardener and Marguerite came up.
Murguerite was talking.

“Wehavenews!"” she cried to her broth-
er-in-law. ' Great news. The Prussians
are going, The first instalment is to be
aid!"

“Already? TIs= it possible? So much?
Ah, the brave people to give it!"

“It 1sn't given; it is loaned,” replied
Marguerite with scorn.  * But thou dost
not understand such things, Yes, the
Prussians are to go in a few days. To-
morrow already a great Somebody passes,
a prince. He iz to sleep at the chiteau;
there is to be a feast.”

“Terquisitions have been made,” said
Armand darkly, *forarms.  Two men in
whose houses were still guns have heen
locked up.™

“Hear the Germans shouling!' said
Muarguerite,

“They shout far into the night,” said
Jules.  “They are happy. They drink.”

“The red blood of Alsace,” said Mar-
onerite,

Armand grinned, behind her back.
“The wine of the cellar,” he said.

They sat listening in silence to the
songs and bursts of merriment. The =i-
lent stars plittered above,

It was late before the noise subsided.
It was early when the bustle began again,

The garden was immediately invaded.
Orders came which the gardener could not
resist, Greenery and floral decorations
were required in abundance. " They will
go, but they will leave us a ruin,” swore
Armand,
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Worse and worse as the afternoon wore
on. Statues of nymphs stood here and
there in the French garden. Armand had
to look on whilst great laughing sons of
the Fatherland hauled them away. The
marble ladies were ignominiously dragged
to the other =ide, in the shrubbery, and
disappeared behind a hoarding.  * Per-
holen !

The general, superintending everything,
stopped, as he had sometimes done before,
for a moment's talk with the quietly work-
ing Jules.

“T am going to leave,” he said, “in a
day or two. Now, bethink you! Make
me something pretty, as a memento of
Féry."

Jules looked up. “1 would rather not,"
he said. * Pleasel™

“As a present to my daughter. Come,
they tell me you make something out of
nothing!  The maire showed me a carved
cherry-stone in silver on his chain,”

“1 would rather not,”" explained Jules
in much agitation, I could not think of
anything good. 1t would not do.”

“An artist’s humor?”" said the general
haughtily. “Very well, I shall not ask
yvou again,”

The gardener appeared at the window,
* Monsieur le (GGénéral,” he said with angry
servility.  “ The statues?™

“Ah, the statues? You will see, A hit-
tle surprise to-night. A glorification of
Germany.  In vour brother’s line. 1too
am an artist.” The general clanked away.
'8 death,” said, this time, both the broth-
ers.

Marguerite spoiled it by a long kyrielle
of imprecation, adjuration, and reproach.
According to her, apparently, God could
easily have saved France by ten men of
Féry-le-Coultinois; only the ten men
failed him.

“One maid of Lorraine was enough,”
said Jules, halli to himself. “But, of
course, she was a maid,”  Marpuerite did
not listen,

A dead weight was on the place, in spite
of all the commotion, in the sultry sum-
mer heat. The prince, a serene highness,
arrived with his suite and more soldiers.
Every barn for miles round was packed.
As night fell, a glorious June night, myr-
iads of lights awoke all over the chiteau
and 1ts gardens. Tables were =et out






308

under the flags and illuminations for a
couple of hundred officers. Everything
was requisitioned to meet the inevitable
demand. The house could be put right
again, but the gardens — flowers, fruit,
lawns, designs—were a wreck. It is for
this thou didst sacrifice thy foot!” wept
Marguerite.  She turned madly on Jules.
“Go, coward, and kill them!" she cried.

“1 go to see the illuminations,” an-
swered Jules. “Come ve too.” And they
did.

There were banners and colored lamps
in abundance about the terrace where the
great people sat.  There was much pop-
ping of champagne corks and, toward the
end, louder revelry than had ever been be-
fore. The servants of the estate gathered
by the shrubbery. “The place is ruined:
let us save what we can!™ said Armand,
the head gardener, picking up a hit of
marble, the chipped nose—an unfortunate
mishap!—of a nymph.

A rocket rose into the pale night; then a
sheaf of them—the fireworks began, The
military music broke into “Heil Dir im
Sicgeskranz!"—the whole brilliant com-
pany clashed toits feet. The tumult of its
triumph roared on high.

Hoch! A fierce search-light, a blazing
white bar, tore [rom Lhe height of the chii-
tean straight down into the black heart of
the shrubbery opposite, piercing its lau-
relled alley and calling forth into sudden
iay its further end. The hoarding was
down; the trophy stood out.

On a pedestal of rock rose a female fig-
ure—a statue—with two smaller at her
feet. These two smaller wore the head-
dress, universally recognizable, of Alsace,
the wide bow, and Lorraine, the full cap.
From the shoulders of the central god-
dess a protecting mantle swept broadly
round the lesser nymphs at her base. But
the mantle which half an hour ago had
been the banner of the brand-new empire
had somehow changed into the tricolor,
and the helmet of Germania had given
wity to the cap of the no less brand-new
republic. Also,—most noticeable!—the
date which glittered huge in gilt letters at
the foot had become prophetic, 1881,

In the horrid lull, after the fanfares and
the hurrahs, his Serene Highness said very
loud: “How now?" “Ei, was?™ 15 whal
his Serene Highness said in hisown tongue,
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“Yes, the thing has gone wrong,” re-
plied the general quietly—a gentleman,
Baron von Krell. He called an orderly,
bade them turn off the light, strike up
music, and bring the brothers Gadrauy.
“These men must be punished,” he said,
hoarse with vexation. * The thing is too
public. We can not let it pass.”

His Serene Highness, a connection and
friend of the Emperor, bit his lip under
hiz big mustache.

“Which of you has done this?" de-
manded the general. Two soldiers had
thrust forward Armand.

“T1" said the gardener. He had drunk;
he was in his most quarrelsome and boast-
ful mood. His fist closed over the chipped
noze in his pocket,

“You? Where is your brother?” con-
tinued the general, sceptically.  “ I doubt
vour wit and vour courage,” he added,
with a sneer.

“T!" answered the new hero, tapping
his breast.

“Really? Perhaps it was also you who
murdered the leutenant? ™

*“It was 1! T am proud of it!" cried
Armand,

The wife pressed forward,  “Excellen-
cy, it is a lie! 1 can prove it!"

“The man is drunk,” said the prince.

The general lost his temper.  *That is
a pity. We shall have to wait till to-
morrow to hang him,"

The general’s secretary leaned forward,

“*We are leaving in a day or two. As
he has confessed—even if he didn't fire the
shot—it would be just as well to hang
somebody,”

“"Humph!™ said the general. At that
moment two more soldiers brought Jules,
The general seized gladly at a diversion.

““Ha, this is the man 1 was telling your
highness of. You saw the mayor's bre-
loque, the carved cherry-stone, and the
inkstand, the speckled duck’s egg, in your
bedroom. He is an artist—he makes
something out of nothing.”

“ A republic of an empire,” said theprince.

*“No, that, as we heard, was his brother,
Here, you, what's your name, your broth-
er has confessed to various crimes. To-
morrow morning he will be hanged.”

* Excellency!" shrieked the man’s wife.

“Excellency, you will wait! To-mor-
row he will be different,” implored Jules.
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He looked round at all the faces flushed
with wine.

*“1 will give you a faint chance of sa-
vinghim. Mind, I know what Tsay., You
would not make anything for me: T said
I should not ask you again; but vl must
fashion something beautiful—quite beau-
tiful—for his highness here. The most
beautiful thing you ever made, or your
brother dies!™

“We know you are inventive,” said his
highness slowly.

The general pushed across a silver spoon
from his plate. “ You can have that to
make it out of.”

*“And that,"” said the prince, drawing a
long white hair from his mustache.

“Take him away. The prince leaves
to-morrow at ten.””

It was near midnizht. The three were
locked into their cottage, the woman load-
ly lamenting.  Jules sat in his little work-
shop, a German soldier at his door.

Jules Gadraux strove to realize his situ-
ation. He did not find the task easy. In
a foreign invasion native life has a greatly
lessened value: a citizen lies dead before
he dreamed it, just because he ot in a
congueror’s way. It is all very well to
say now that the thing wisn't so serious;
it might be very serious indeed. There
could be no use in confessing Lo the inso-
lent change of the group which, of course,
was entirely his idea; Armand's excul-
pation required the betrayal of Pierre.
Nothing seemed left but to wait and work.
All night he toyed with his tools. In vain.
He could think of nothing. Nothing good
enough. Once or twice he started an idea
and abandoned it, his hands hopeless in his
lap. The woman's occasional sobbing dis-
turbed him. And the presence of the un-
willing sentry before the door.

“They will hang him," the sergeant had
declared in broken French, “As an ex-
ample. Serve him right."”

“The scoundrels! The murderers! The
robbers!” Tt was as if his sister-in-law’s
spirit, deserting her, had entered into Jules.

* God '—for an idea!” said, between his
teeth, the mild-faced artist. Suddenly it
came to him, the idea: the face lightened
in the blaze of the sun. He kicked away
the silver spoon they had given him; he
snatched at a trifle or two lying around
him. The idea had come with fresh
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sight of the Napoleonic emblem he had
been gazing at, till blinded with tears he
no longer beheld it.  The dream of days
when France was preat and victorious.
He had dashed away the tears. He held
the little silver eagle in his hand.

“Ready?"” He looked up from his
feverish exertion: the sweat stood out on
his brow. *Ina moment! One moment!"
he said. They hurried him. *The prince
was breakfasting on the terrace. The
prince was leaving at ten!” “One mo-
ment!" he pleaded. * Ready!" He stood
before the uniformed Prussians—his high-
ness, the general—by the coffee-table,
white and silver, on the shining terrace, in
the brilliant morn,

He looked round in vain for his brother.
The guard fell back. He stood alone.

“We know who shot the lieutenant,”
said the general. *He has written. He
has escaped.”

Jules made no reply.

* Are you glad—say?"’

“1It was not right to shoot, but he had
his reasons,” said Jules, red.

“And we know who insulted us last
night."

“1f you know, you can punish,” said
Jules, white.

“I can punish, and I can pardon,” re-
plied the general, in the best of spirits, {or
the prince had brought him the good ti-
dings of his immediate recall.

The prince finished his coffee,

“¥ou can earn your own pardon,’ said
the general.  “It is in vour hand. What
have you brought?”’

Jules laid the trinket on the table—on
the white cloth, under the glittering sky.

The little eagle wore the Germanic for-
tress-crown: in its beak it held the white
hair of the Teuton mustache; from one
end of that hair hung the small shield of
Alsatia, from the other end the small
shield of Lorraine.

Jules Gadraux stood very still. The
prince looked at the general; the general
looked at the prince. Both looked straight
out at Jules Gadraux. Then both burst
into laughter that rolled out to the laugh-
ing landscape as only honest laughter can.

“Wou area brave man,” said Von Krell,
“and you are a dreamer. Brave deeds
find their reward. And dreams seldom
come true.”



ANNA

By Barry

TLLUSTRATIS

EOM the kitchen behind the
1-’5" tailor-shop Anna Lipinsky
heard, and recognized the
meaning of, the huge thick
buzzing, as of a million bees,
out in Kishinev's streets;
and then there came to her the sound of
battering on doors, of smashing windows,
and of screams. Running forward into
the shop, she saw her widowed son drag-
ging Levi in from the sidewalk. Picking
up the baby, she ran back to the kitchen
and hid him in a cupboard. Then she
hurried out again Lo implore Isaiah to stay
indoors and not to fight the rioting Rus-
sian mob; the shop was empty,

The next morning =ome neighbors
brought in her big son’s body, the skull
gaping red beneath the black hair. Two
months later the little old woman and
Levi, with many other fugitives from
Kishinev, were in the steerage of a trans-
atlantic liner bound for New York, where
her nephew Amos lived. With his letter
sending her passage money he had in-
cluded a post-card showing the American
flag, which she was already beginning to
worship.

As the liner, one night, moved into the
harbor with a slowness Anna Lipinsky
felt was designedly reverential, a curtain
of fog lifted suddenly from between the
ship and her city of asylum—a god’s gi-
gantic handful of glittering stars. She
suspected that this was but the starred
corner of 4 tremendous flag, the rest of
which would come clear with the mom-
ing's light. In her arms she raised Levi
to see 1t the better, and when he held out
his hands to it, she turned him quickly
against her flat breast and kissed him.,

“How is it, Mrs. Lipinsky," asked an-
other woman in Yiddish, “that vou laugh
with your mouth, and cry with your
eyes?"

The next morning she and Levi were at
Ellis Island. Omnbuildings, on little boats
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and big ships in the harbor, she saw, with
glad confidence, that same flag of stars
and of red, white, and blue. Amops had
written of safety and freedom and justice
here; she had faith that what he had
promized was all true, that somehow they
all came from this ever-present flag, that
nothing apposed to them could thrive un-
der its three colors of wrath and mercy
and hope.

Amos was at Ellis Tsland to stand spon-
sor for her and Levi, so that presently they
were on one of those tiny ferry-boats that
transport s0 many thousands every year
across to the immigrants’ heaven. But
Anna Lipinsky was certain in her own
mind that her passage through to New
York had been =0 smooth because she had
shown to every official standing in her
path the post-card of the glowing flag.

Her nephew having a large family of his
own, she and Levi, after a few weeks, were
set up in an Orchard Street home of one
room and a kitchen. The factory in
which Amos worked as a cutter of men’s
sarments gave her vests to stitch, a tall
pile, twice a week, which she carried on
her back from West Twenty-eighth Street
to be sewed at home on a rented machine,
Though he was only two, Levi received his
first lessons in pulling out basting-threads.

In the neighborhood all about Anna
Lipinsky were people speaking her lan-
guage, eating her own kind of food, think-
ing her own kind of thoughts. Here it
was safe to live, easy to live, good to live,
and she sang even louder than the machine
rattled. Sticking out of her one street
window, waving over the multitudes that
passed daily beneath it, was a flag of stars
and stripes, her flag now, surely stronger
than any hated Russian ikon; her flag,
mystic emblem of marvellous power to
which everything splendid here was due,
even the goodness and prosperity of Amos,

When Leviwas five he was stricken with
the measles. A doctor came, then a nurse,
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both speaking her tongue. The case heing
too far advanced for removal to a hospital,
the Lipinsky home was quarantined. It
wias not necessary to warn the grand-

Though the nurse and the doctor, on
their visits, were cheerful as well as tender,
yet she told hersell that they were really
as frightened as she; for her sake they

It her arms she raised Levi 0o see it the better.—Page 110

maother not to go outside; un]_' an over-
powering force could have dragoed her
from Levi's bedside. She recognized this
diseaze. In Russia it killed many chil-
dren. Levi was getting thin and wealk,
his waxy white skin was all spotted red,
his |]Lll;l:L eyes looked at her too ]Fi_!.i.
Anna Lipinsky was filled with dread.

were acting. She loved them for it, but
something must be done more than they
could do.  What that was came suddenly
to her one midnight; and the nurse and
the doctor, on their next day’s trip, found
lying across the sick boy the flag that had
hung from the window: nor would the
ferocious little woman suffer it to be re-
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moved. Anna Lipinsky was grateful to
them for their kind intentions, but there
wis no doubt in her mind as to what
power she owed her deliverance from a
hideous terror when Levi was well again,

Nothing happened to dim her [aith;
much happened to verify it; nothing could
have increased it. That flag of white
stars—she liked most to think of the
stars in it—could even transform sol-
diers. She remembered the szcoldiers of
Kishinev.

she had, onherarrival, judged the police
Lo be a kind of soldiery. On her early
trips to and from West Twenty-eighth
Street, with piles of stitched and un-
stitched wvests, she had taken desperate
pains to walk widely around any police-
man she passed, turning her head away
from him, lest he think her staring, and
be offended, and kick and ecurse at her.
Then one shrieking day in January, as
she attempted a detour through a crowd
around a traffic squad policeman at Fifth
Avenue and Twenty-third Street, the wind
from around the Flatiron Building gave
her a twist, her feet slipped in the snowy
slush, and the little old woman was down,
two lines of vehicles rushing at her.

Afterward she never could tell Amos
and her Orchard Street neighbors just
what happened, but in a moment she was
raised up, and saw that she and the police-
man were alone there in the middle of the
street, the two lines of traffic stilled by his
uplifted hand. e helped her across to
the curh, gave her bundle into her hands,
the traffic roared on. And so szoldiers
could be like that—if they lived under the
flag of stars, Passing them henceforth,
she ducked her head rapidly in their direc-
tion, smiling with the most exquisite con-
hdent amiability.

When Levi was seven, autumn having
come with its fervor of opening schools in
the East Side, Anna Lipinsky's neighbors
said to send him out to learn.  Following
the lead of Rachel Mishkin, she started
for a school three blocks away, There,
said Mrs. Mishkin, Levi should learn to
read and write, and maybe in time he
should “ make it to be™ a doctor, idol of
the East Side, highest-priced of husbands,
far ahead of rabbis.  Such things had hap-
pened. For nothing, not a cent, rushed
on Mrs. Mishkin, should they teach Levi
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all things.  Also they should lend him the
books to study in. It was hard to believe
all this, but Anna Lipinsky had faith that
it was true.

They came in sight of a building that
Rachel Mishkin said was the school.
Around it was a great crowd of clamoring
children and many women, struggling to
ret inside the doors. The little grand-
mother was overawed by the huge, splen-
did building, Rachel Mishkin must have
made o mistake. Somewhere there might
be a building where they gave what she
had told of, but not here. Anna Lipin-
sky had picked up a word that fitted this
house—" swell "; much moneys must to he
paid if you should to get over inside off of
it. She held back on the sidewalk oppo-
site the main entrance, and her friend,
caught in the crowd, went on, Levi—
already as tall as his grandmother; he was
roing to be big like his father—pressed
herarm and pointed up.  Anna Lipinsky,
dragging her student, hurled herself across
the street and into the contest for en-
trance. She had no doubts now. Above
the building she had seen her flag of white
SLATE.

In time she and Levi found out about
the parks, where in the summer there was
iree music, some of which recalled Russia
to her, making her cry deliciously, in a
kind of reluctant homesickness. Amos
showed them two recreation piers, where,
on hot nights when there was no stitching
to be done at home, Anna Lipinsky sat on
i comfortable bench, now watching Levi
playing riotously with other children, now
relaxing all her muscles and listening to
the water lapping coolly against the bulk-
heads, or leisurely tracing the course of
the golden-eyed boats sliding along and
across the river with their hidden bells oc-
casionally tinkling softly. At a free bath-
house on the edge of the river he learned
how toswim. At a high, handsome build-
ing, called a settlement house, he twisted
and sang and laughed on poles and rings
and trapeze; insisting at least once a week
that his grandmother feel the lump at the
upper end of his doubled-up arm, that she
might know with what marvellous rapidity
his muscle was growing.  She reported an
Increase at every inspection,

For all the great joy that came to Anna
Lipinsky she credited the flag of white
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stars that flew everywhere. She was so
grateful that it often made her ery to think
of the debt she owed. It was at first
heavy on her heart that she saw no way to
pay; she would not have considered wor-
ship payment even if she had known that
she was worshipping.  But since all things
seemed possible here, it might be that some-
time she and Levi could pay their debt to
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cluded ameong her Russian and Yiddish
songs to him this one:

" Pitty keck, pitty keck, baker min,
S 1 will pit it as fas’ as T kin,
Roll it an” roll it an” mark it mit T,
ARi— Lt

The last words had escaped her hy
the time she had reached home, and she

Something must Le done geeee than they cold do.

the white stars. Then her faith extended
so far as that, and she worried no more.

From the beginning she thought it only
fair that she fit herself as best she could
for New York, which she helieved to he
all of America. She was glad that the new
language was hard for her to learn; learn-
ing it, therefore, she could serve the flag
more.  Onece, passing up Fourth Avenue,
she had seen a woman she was sure was an
American, sitting on a basement step sing-
ing to a baby. She had waited nearby to
catch some of it; and after that, so long
as Levi could by any stretch of imagina-
tion be considered a baby, she had in-

e maclnight

What that was came suddenly 1o her
—Page 11

never did hear that dear lost line sung
again,

Whenever she could afford it Anna Li-
pinsky bought a new flag. The one hang-
ing from the second-floor window had to
be replaced at least once a year at what-
ever cost, though it always hurt her to
throw away the old one, no matter how
much the wind and rain had soiled and
tattered it.  After eight or nine years the
walls of the one living-room were covered
with flags, woven into patterns of squares
and circles and gorpeous diamonds.  On
the iron spike holding the thread on her
machine she tied a tiny silk flag, that she
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might have her colors ever before her as
she worked.

Sometimes, going to and from Twenty-
eighth Street, she encountered one of
those many parades that pass annually
along Fifth Avenue, always carrying al or
near the front of it, whether as a matter of
lovalty or of convention, Anna Lipinsky's
flag of blessings. Whenever that hap-
pened, however hard-pressed she was for
time, she got hack into the safety of a door-
way, et down her bhundle, and bowing her
white-clothed head, repeated the syna-
gogue prayver that sounded most reveren-
tial to her: and then stood watching the
worshipped colors until her old eyes could
see them no more,

When Levi was twenly-one his grand-
mother was, as nearly as she could remem-
ber, sixty:-five. Still she was stitching
garments in the Orchard Street room,
though for the sake of variely she now
mive hersell to coals instead of vests,
Fartly through the aid of Amos, who had
risen to be a floor foreman in the garment
factory, partly through the aid of a man
at the settlement house, and somewhat
with the help of money he earned himself
in the vacation months, Levi had entered
and got half-way through a medical school ;
and Anna Lipinsky's days at the machine
would be over in two more vears, he told
her, for then he would Le a doctor.  There
would be other changes {or her, too, when
heshould fimally be done with school. Anna
Lipinsky loved him for his threats of how he
would tear her from the machine, of how
he meant to move to another home of four
or five rooms, forgetting to take along the
machine, even if she did own il now; but
she always shook her head, smiling.

“Na, na, my king, T tell you so sooner
1 shall pet a tire on,” she promised. * So
sooner 1 shall see a litle painfulness hy
muzkles off of legs an’ arms, I stop. But
my meskine is old friends by me, Levi.
Should it be that we leave behind old
[riends so sooner we shall move to swell
houses?  Also, she shall to keep me com-
p'ny the whiles you shall go doctorin' by
the far blocks; the whiles, also, my dia-
mond one, you shall go lookin’ fer some
swithearts. Na, na, Levi, it shall not be
that we leave behind one old friends.”

Meanwhile Anna Lipinsky went on with
her work, Beneath the prescribed wig of
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her religion her thin hair was white; the
gray and brown coloring of her eyes was
running together; the wrinkles in her fore-
head, vellow as leather, were deep and dis-
tinct: but her gnarled little hands yet
held the cut-out cloth and lining firm and
straight beneath the leaping needle, and
her feet could keep the treadle whirring,
with no single twinge of a painfulness hy
“ muzkles off of legs.”  5till, on Saturdays
and Wednesdays, she trotted to Twenty-
gighth Street with her pile of finished gar-
ments, waiting to collect her pay. Until
he swas sixteen, and when school did not
interfere, she had Levi tocarry the bundles;
after that she would not sufier him to de-
mean his grand figure by carrying a pack
through the streets, if she could help it.
Often she couldn’t.

On a Saturday in May, when Levi came
home at noon to eat, she vowed that she
had already tuken her garments to the
factory and made her collection, showing
him money to prove her fib, lest he search
for and find the hidden pack and hurry
off with it. The afternoon being holiday
for him, she insisted that he go out and
walk around, and get a hig appetite for
Saturday's third meal.

“It is—how you spick it, boy?—
spring,” she said eagerly. “ Flowers come
by the air now. Maybe you shall to find
some swithearts an’ to go look fer flowers.
Go,"”

Having cleared the way, Anna Lipin-
sky slipped out with her heavy burden
of thick coats; for the garment-worker’s
hands are in winter when her body is in
summer. She zettled her weekly account,
passed a word with Amos, and started
back home. At Fifth Avenueand Twenty-
third Street she beamed upon and bowed
at the soldier of the crossing.

Anna Lipinsky hesitated in front of the
Flatiron Building. There were two clear
hours before her,  Madizon Square Park,
across the street, was in its young clean
green.  Through the trees she could see the
fountain spouting silver, banked around
with flowered rows of red and white and
gold. There were empty henches, too;
and she scampered across the street, al-
most gigeling at the frolic in her old legs.

After she had sat a few moments look-
ing around her she saw why the benches
were empty. At the other end of the park
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there was some kind of & meeting. There excitement, or to sit still for the thrill
was a platform with men and women onit, of the sun and flowers. After a while,
surrounded by a growing crowd of people through the lower branches of the trees,

shie tied & tiny silk Aag, that she might have her colors éver before her as she worked
-Page 113

Oy the dron spike o oo

standing on the ground. She judged that  her eyes caught a glimpse of a flag’s end
the meeting had not begun vet, for shehad  hanging down from a pole at one side
heard no shoutine. She was undecided of the platform. She hastened to the
whether to join the crowd for the thrill of  meeting.
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There was a close-packed ring of several
hundred people around the platform, and
a man had begun talking in a language she
did not understand, !:ﬁ standing back a
few feet from the edge of the audience she
could see the spes lker. and also her flag of
white stiars, i fine big one, hanging there at
the side, She gathered from talk near her
that this wasastrike meeting of some kind,
though she understood only vaguely what
sirikes were. Presently everybody wasap-
plauding; she beat her hands together—
she was enjoying the thrill of excitement,

ju,n'l with blazing eyves and an hysterical
voice spoke in Luf_,l:bh out of which Anna
Lipinsky was able to get considerable
meaning.  Then 4 man poured out a del-
uge of delightful Yiddish., But the old
woman was becoming more and more pusz-
zled; she was having a good time, while
almost everybody else was evidently get-
ting angry. Onmly two or three men in
blue, like her soldiers of the crossing, walk-
ing around the crowd, were unaffected ore
way ot the other,

People near her said that at the end of
the meeting Manheim and Zurov, the an-
archists, would say something, The talk-
ers expecled stirring things from then;
they hoped that the police could not
understand their German and Yiddish.
Anna Lipinsky waited anxiously to hear
the anarchists.  She thought she was he-
ginming to see the meaning of the meeting
now. It had something to do with plots
and protests against the Czar and the Cos.
siacks. Her heart had always been warm
toward the anarchists: the Czar and the
Cossacks were against the people, the an-
archists were against the Czar and the Cos-
sacks. But Manheim and Zurov were far
away from home, Then it occurred to her
that they were here to enlist the influence
of the white stars; she had faith that they
could reach across bigger seas than she
had traversed.

If the Czar and the Cossacks were ma-
king everybody to get a mad on, she would
to get a mad on too. The speaking con-
tinued, and she hissed and moaned and
stamped her feet with the best of them.
No one was more furious than she. The
soldiers of the crossing were getting un-
easy. She wondered why; surely they

could not be in favor of the Czar and the
Cossacks.

Manheim, whom she had not under-
stood, finished, and the audience welled,
“urov! Zurov!” A swarthy little man
with huge black eyes set in the extreme
edges of his face, leaped from a chair and
rushed forward. He seized the wabbly
speaker’s stand with both hands, as if he
meant to wrestle to the death with it
He opened his mouth, his passionate Yid-
dish was music to Anna Lipinsky. She
held her breath, His Yiddish was 20 heau-
tiful that she listened most to the flow
of his languapge, taking little account of
the meaning of his words, knowing only
that with h]-_-. marvellous tonzue he was
stabbing “Little Czars" "the city’s
Cossacks"'—"hypocrisy "—" injustice”™—
Yslavery.”

He pointed at the Hag on the pole at the
corner of the platform. Anna Lipinsky
strained her ears to catch and translate
his utmost meaning while he praised that.

“Hypoerisy!™ he bellowed, and the
crowd hizssed.  *That dirty rag is the em-
blem of hypocrisy. the begetter of hypoc-
risy. It promised us freedom and justice;
it gives us injustice and slavery. Tts evil
influence seems Lo reach evervbody. Your
committee plan a meeting in protest of the
laws and officers for which it stands, and
vet your committee, to fool the police,
go Lo great trouble to let it wave over the
speeches denouncing it.  Bah!™

Anna Lipinsky was patting at her mouth
with her hand,  She could not take in the
full meaning of all his words, but they
were not in praise. She could see that,
No, Zurov, Gott blast him and his: chil-
dren, and his children’s children—Zurov
was attacking her flag. Now and then she
reiched out her crooked fingers at him in
mute menace.  She seemed to be smother-
ing. The tears were blinding her eyes.
She lifted her apron to dry and clear
them.

“Down with the thing!" she heard Zu-
rov shout. When she could see, he had the
flag in his hands, rolling it into a wad.
He threw it on the floor and began stamp-
ing on 1t.

The crowd was dead silent for a second.
Anna Ii]'-in'-.ky screamed and threw her-
sell against the outside edge of it. Ina
moment it seemed as if hell had broken
loose all around her. There were shrieks
and hisses and curses and applause, join-
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She seemed 1 be smothering.  The tears were Winding her eyes.—FPags 14
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ing in a hoarse clamor; it was a mob, and
she was in the midst of it, fighting forward.
The white stars must be raised from the
dirt. Everybody else seemed to want to
push up closer to the platform; the lines
ahead of her stretched tighter.

Now and then she stopped in sheer ex-
haustion. Above the hideous din she
could hear the voice of Zurov bellowing.
Gott! Shall no mans to choke him! Her
fingers closed around an imaginary throat.
It Hashed upon her that there was more
room between legs than between bodies,
so0 bending low she went nuzzling her
white-clothed head through the tangle of
moving legs.

A knee struck her temple, she straight-
ened up to save herself from the trampling
feet. She was dazed, bruised, breathless;
it seemed that she could go no farther for-
ward., She looked to see if the flag had
been lifted. She did not see it. Zuroy
was still talking. She went down and
scrambiled forward again.

The nearer she got to the platform, the
harder it was to move forward. There
was some struggle going on up in front
of her, which was swaving the packed moh
heavily on its multitude of legs. Sud-
denly Anna Lipinsky felt hersell dizzy, she
was going to fall; she caught hold of a
man's legs for support. Reaching down,
he seized her and flung her back.

“Damn you!" he howled, in the frantic
fury of panic. “ What are veu up to, you
old devil?"

He had lifted her from the earth. The
jam into which he had hurled her was too
dense to permit her feet to touch the
ground. Her arms were pinioned against
her sides. She floated helplessly on a
wave of the mob, her head bare of cloth
and wig, her white hair strageling over her
forehead. Groaning, she struggled with
the final strength of desperation; she could
not free herself. And the flag was still
down. The feet trampling it were on her
heart.

Up near the platform the fighting she
had felt was going on more fiercely. From
ker elevated position she measured the ter-
rible distance yet for her to go. Scream-
ing “Dog!" indiscriminately at the mob
around her, she tried to throw herseli for-
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ward and free. A sidewise movement of
the men before and behind her twisted her
around as if she were between two rollers,
Now she could not even see the platform,
She believed that her legs were breaking
under the pressure.

Then she was twisted around ence again,
face forward. A man was climbing on the
platform, snatched at by a dozen hands.
Hut he was going forward.  She could see
his back. He was standing up now. He
was surrounded. He was fighting. Zurov
went down. Then three more.  Through
the mess of men she saw the flash of white
and red and blue.. She saw two hands
holding the flag against the pole, fumbling
to tie it.  The hands came down; the flag
was firm.  She saw the white stars. Anna
Lipinsky screamed, and around her there
rose a tremendous © Hurrah!™  She beat
her hands apainst the back of a man in
frant of her, and cried through her tears,
50, Gaott, so!”

“The police! ™ somebody was shouting,
The crushing pressure against her weak-
ened. The edge of the mob was breaking
up, men were leaping down from the plat-
form. The rush carried her into the mid-
dle of the park, leaving her there on her
own legs.  She could not stand; she stap-
rered to a bench.

She would wait awhile, anvhow, and
watch. Somebody else might try to pull
down the flag. Presently there was no
ane near 1t except six or seven blue soldiers
of the crossing. It was safe with them.
she walked, slowly, unsteadily, up to the
platform to get a good view of the flag be-
fore going home.  She could see that the
stamping feet had soiled, had torn it. But
it had been raised, and then they all had
shouted “Hurrah!"” Down, they hissed
it; lifted, they applauded it. She wished
that it had been she that had served it.
But a man did make it to rise; Gott,
a mans did make it to rize off of dirty
feets.

Anna Lipinsky started home, stopping
often to rest.  She did not notice her bare
head and aching body. She felt guilty.
She wished she could have served the
white stars.  She did not know until that
night that the man who had lifted the flag
was Levi.
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WASHINGTON

By Thomas Nelson Page

%ﬁl‘-‘:“«'i"’-"#iﬁ]ﬁ Babel down a certain

' i Tomance appears to attach
to the rising of capitals.

On through the years in
which, to the music of Apol-
lo's lute, great ‘Ilion, like
a4 mist, rose into towers’'; on through
those when Dido encircled the Bursa with
the Bull's Hide; and those in which Rome
sprang on her Seven Hills above the She-
wolf’s Den—down to the founding of
Washington, hovers something of this ro-
mance.

The capitals of most countries are the
especial pride of their people. It is not
gty with us—at least, it has not been so in
the past. Happily, it appears as though
this condition were changing. It has, in-
deed, 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 per-
haps 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
opportunity of furthering what Nature
presented in a way to appeal to the pride
of our people. Yet how large a propor-
tion of Americans turn their eyes and
their steps, not toward its majestic build-
ings, but to some foreign capital with its
gaudy shops and commercial allurements,
returning with an alien’s ideas on many
subjects and boasting of beauties which
are not comparable to those of our own
Capital City.

Not long since, in a club in our chief
commercial city, a group of gentlemen
were discussing foreign cities with the fa-
miliarity of regular habitués, and a pro-
vincial visitor from a small territory on the
banks of the Potomac suggested that in
the spring at least Washington might vie
with any capital that he had ever seen.

“T have mever been to Washington,
said a member of the club who was an
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annual visitor to nearly every European
capital and had, indeed, a familiarity with
them second only to his familiarity with
his native city.

“You mean that you have never visited
Washington?"

“No! 1 have passed through Wash-
ington frequently, going back and forth
to Florida, or some other Southern win-
ter resort; but 1 have never spent an hour
there,"

“Come with me to-night, man, and see
the: most beautiful city in the world!™
exclaimed his guest, gathering courage,

But he did not come.

Washington — with its noble buildings;
its charming parks; its sunlit stretches
and shady avenues; its majestic monu-
ment—the most majestic on earth—now
bathed in the sunzhine, now reflecting the
moonlight, now towering amid the clouds
—meant nothing to him. Washington,
with its charming society, its cosmopoli-
tan flavor, its interesting circles, social,
political, scientific, artistic, diplomatic,
meant nothing to him. Why was it?

“I have never been able to read a his-
tory of the United States,” said one not
long since. “Tt is so dull.” TIs this the
answer? Has the history of Washington
been too dull to interest our people?
“Happy that people whose annals are
dull!™

Washington has a unique life; though
how long 1t will remain so no one can tell,
Fresh with the beauty of yvouth, situated
at the pleasant mean between the ex-
tremes of heat and cold, possessing a cli-
mate which throughout the greater por-
tion of the year admits of the only proper
life—life in the open air—with sunshine
as sparkling and skies as Dlue as Italy's, it
presents to those who wish them politi-
cal, scientific, and social life, and spon it
will offer a literary and artistic life, which,
second to none in the New World, may
possibly, in no long time, be equal to that
of any in the whole world. In Washing-

g
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ton one may, according to taste, hear dis-
cussed the most advanced theories of sci-
ence in every field, the political news of
every country; and enjoy a society as
simple, cultured, and refined—or, if one
prefers it, as pretentious, as empty and
diverting—as in any capital of the globe.

It has a social life, if not as brilliant,
at least as agreeable, as that of any other
national capital.

Commerce, we are assured by those in-
terested in it, covers as wide, if not as ex=
tensive a field, as in any other metropolis,
and we are promised soon an increase of
manufacture, so that those who love it
need not despair of having in time substi-
tuted for our present pure and uncon-
taminated air as filthy an atmosphere as
that of the greatest manufacturing city
in the country. As to the spirit which
produces this, we already have this in
abundance.

In fiact, Washington naturally demands
consideration from every standpoint.
Historically, politically, and socially it 15
a field for the investigator, the student,
the lounger. And he will be hard to
please who can not find in its various and
diverse activities as many varied objects
of pursuit as he will find in the varied
scenes amid its elegant avenues, lined
with trees of every kind and variety.

Crossing the Potomac in a railway
train not long ago, as it reached the
Washington =ide with its broad, green
park along the river bathed in the sun-
shine, with the White House beyond on
one side, and the noble dome of the Capi-
tol on the other, while above the whole
towered the great shaft of Washington,
i splendid bar of snow-white marble
reaching to the heavens, a traveller ex-
claimed to the strangers about him,
“What a wonderful city this will be fifty
yvears from now! Think what the peaple
who will come here then will see.”

“What a wonder{ul city it is now!" ex-
claimed another. “Think what we see.
You may travel the world over and see
nathing like this. More splendid cities,
pechaps, but none se beautiful and so
charming.”

And he was right, Fifty years ago trav-
ellers from shroad returned home with
lurid accounts of slave-auctions and high-
waymen; with impressions of mud-holes
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and squalor and medizval barbarism.
Travellers from all over the world go home
to-day with impressions of a Capital City
set ina park; still unfinished, yet endowed
by nature with beauties which centuries of
care would not equal, and beginning to
show the greatness which, designed by the
founders of its plan, has, though often re-
tarded by folly, been promoted from time
to time by the [ar-sightedness of some of
the great statesmen and by the genius of
some of the great artists of our genera-
tion. Yet evén fifty yvears ago the place
must have had a beauty of its own, a
heauty of trees and gracious slopes, which
must have appealed to those who, unlike
Mammon, were willing to lift their eyes
from the pavements to the skies.

The Capitol and the White House, the
Treasury and the old Patent Office, stood
then as now gleaming in the sunshine,
with their beautiful proportions speaking
of the genius of a race of architect-artists
whose successors had not yet appeared;
the gracious mansions lying in the part of
the city to the southwest of the White
House and crowning the heights of George-
town, amid their noble groves, must al-
ready have given Washington a charm
which made it worthy to be the capital
of the nation; while below, the Potomac,
on its course to the sea, as though rest-
ing from the turmoil of its rapids, spread
in a silvery lake which has no counter-
part in the precinets of any capital of the
world.

In the carly summer of 1733 the Conti-
nental Congress sat in the city of Phila-
delphia, happy in the belief that the war
was over; that America was free; that a
new government based upon representa-
tion of the people had been established,
as they believed for all time, and that
peace had come to spread its beneficent
blessings on the land they had made so
many sacrifices for, Their presence in Phil-
adelphia was a satisfactory proof of their
triumph; for out of that city in which
the Liberty Bell had first rung its peal
of joy at the Declaration of Freedom they
had been hunted by the British, breathing
threatenings and slaughter against the trai-
tors, and for a period, little more than fu-
gitives, had been fain to hold their sessions
wherever they could assemble beyond the
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dunger of British bayonets and possibly
British halters.

In April, 1783, while the temper of the
troops was in a state of exasperation, a
seditious hand-bill was distributed among
those quartered at Newburgh, setting forth
their wrongs in vivid terms and calling on
them to assert their rights. So threaten-
ing hecame the situation that Washing-
ton felt himself called on to address the
troops and hotly repudiate the idea that a
soldier could have written so inflamma-
tory and unsoldierly a paper.

The author, however, was a soldier,
Major John Armﬁtmng, who later took
much pride in his achievement. But the
storm passed al the time, and the troops
returned to their duty, and Washington
continued his labors on their behalf,

The existence of the army without pay,
and without prospect of pay, was such
as to cause grave embarrassment to the
country. Provisional articles of peace
had been adopted, but a definitive treaty
had not yet been zigned, and the question
was raised whether the army should be
disbanded, or whether the commander-
in-chief should be authorized to grant fur-
loughs to the men enlisted to serve during
the war, Onthe 26th of May, 1783, the
latter course was determined on by Con-
gress; but the situation was an unhappy
one. Mr. Madison, in writing to a {riend,
gaid: “ Without money thereis some reason
to surmise that it may be as difficult to
disband an army as it has been to raise
one."™

Little came of it at the moment, for the
people thought that the war was over
and had plun,qcc! into politics—thestrug-
gle had begun between the States and the
Federal Government. Most of the vet-
erans had gone home with only their fur-
loughs to show for their service, and their
places had been uupl}]wd in part by the
new Pennsylvania levies. Such was tke
situation when, the war having ceased,
the Congress in Philadelphia, having sent
out a notification of the cessation of hos-
tilities, set about preparing for peace.
It all had to do with the history of Wash-
ington city ; for the location of the capital
there was in some sort due fo a mutiny.

The Congress had already begun to dis-
cuss the advisability of establishing for

* Rives's “Life and Times of Madison." vol. I, 1. 380,
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themselves a permanent place of resi-
dence. The States of Maryland and New
York, in contemplation of this, had passed
acts offering Lo cede respectively to Con-
gress, for its permanent residence, the city
of Annapolis and the town of Kingston.
And on the 4th of June, Congress had en-
tered an order setting the fourth Monday
in October for the consideration of these
offers, and so notified the executives of
New York and Maryland, FPhiladelphia
was not behindhand with her claims and
inducements, Surely they must have
thought that peace had come to ahide.
From Lhis dream they were rudely awa-
kened.

One pleasant summer morning (June
157), a letter was received by Congress
from Colonel E. Butler, stationed at
Lancaster, Pa., stating that a detachment
of about eighty mutineers had broken
bounds and were marching on Philadel-
phia to arouse the troops in the barracks
there and demand their pay at the hands
of Congress. This was serious, for the
troops in the barracks at Philadelphia
needed no arousing—they were already on
the verge of mutiny, and had a few days
before, on the 13th of June, addressed,
through a board of non-commiszioned
officers, an insolent letter to the Congress,
setting forth their claims and demanding
a satisfactory answer in the course of the
day, with a threat otherwise of taking
measures to right themselves,  Still, that
the situation could be handled readily no
one doubted.

On June 2r the Lancaster mutineers,
with their numbers augmented by those
from the Philadelphia barracks, “pre-
sented themselves drawn up in the street
before the State House where Congress
was assembled.”

Mr. Madisen, in his diary of the pro-
ceedings of Congress, has given an ac-
count of the occurrence.  He says: “The
Executive Council of the State, sitting
under the same roof, was called on for
the proper interposition. President Dick-
inson came in and explained the diffi-
culty under actual circumstances of bring-
ing out the militia of the place for the
suppression of the mutiny. He thought
that, without some outrages on persons or
property, the militia could not be relied on.
General St. Clair, then in Philadelphia,
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wis sent for, and was desired to use his
interposition in order to prevail on the
troops to return to the barracks. His re-
purt Fave no encouragement,

“In this posture of things, it was pro-
posed that Congress should adjourn, It
was proposed by Mr, Hamilton that Gen-
eral 5t. Clair, in concert with the Execu-
tive Council of the State; should take
order for terminating the mutiny. Mr.
Feed moved that the general should en-
deavor to withdraw the troops by assur-
ing them of the disposition of the Con-
gress to do them justice,

“It was hnally agreed that the Con-
gress should remain until the usual hour
of adjournment, but without taking any
step in relation to the alleged grievances
of the soldiers, or any other business
whatever. In the meantime the soldiers
remained in their positions without offer-
ing any violence; individuals only occa-
sionally offering offensive words, and
wantonly pointing their muskets to the
windows of the Hall of Congress. No
danger from premeditated violence was
expected; but it was observed that spir-
itous drink, from the tippling houses ad-
joining, began to be liberally served out
to the soldiers, and might lead Lo hasty
excesses.  None were committed, how-
ever; and about three o'clock, the usual
hour, Congress adjourned—the soldiers
(though in some instances offering a
mock resistance) permitting the members
to pass through their ranks. They soon
afterwards retired to the barracks,”™*

In the evening of the same day the
Congress reassembled in their hall and
passed resolutions expressive of their sense
of the “gross insult which had been of-
fered to the authority of the United
States.”

It was not until the 24th that Wash-
ington, who was at Newburzh, received
the letter of the president of Congress,
communicating to him the situation. He
took immediate action and replied to it
as follows:

“It was not until three o'clock this
afterncon that I had the first information
of the infamous and outrageous n]utiny of
a part of the Pennsvivania troops, It

* This simiple roeerd gives little ides of the anxiety which
must have Glled the breasts of the members of Conggres durs

ing thode bong hours, while they watchel the mutioeers be-
Tow their windows.
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was then that I received your Excel-
lency's letter of the 215t by your express;
and, agreeably to your request contained
in it, I instantly ordered out three regi-
ments of infantry and a detachment of
artillery to be put in motion as soon as
possible,  This corps, which you will ob-
serve by the return is a large proportion
of our whole corps, will consist of 1,500
effectives. As all the troops which com-
posed this gallant little army, az well
those who are furloughed as those whao
remain in service; are men of fidelity, I
could not have occasion to make any
choice of the corps.

“While T suffer most poiznant distress
in ohserving that a handful of men, con-
temptible in numbers, and equally so in
point of service (if the veteran troops
from the southward have not been se-
duced by their example), and who are not
worthy to be called soldiers, should dis-
grace themselves and their country, as
the Pennsvlvania mutineers have done,
by insulting the sovereign authority of
the United States, and that of their own,
I feel an inexpressible satisfaction that
their behaviour cannot stain the name
of American soldierv. . . . For when we
consider that these Pennsylvania levies,
who have now mutinied, are recruits and
soldiers of a day, who have not borne the
heat and burden of the War, and who
have, in reality, very few hardships to
complain of; and when we, al the same
time, recolleet those soldiers whe have
lately been furloughed from this Army are
the veterans who have patiently borne
the hunger, nakedness, and cold; whe
have suffered and bled without a murmur,
and who, with perfect good order have
retired to their homes without a settle-
ment of their accounts, or a farthing of
money in their pockets: we shall be as
much astonizhed at the virtues of the lat-
ter, as we are struck with the horror and
detestation at the proceedings of the
former; and every candid mind, without
indulging ill-grounded prejudices, will
undoubtedly make the proper discrimi-
nation.”

The Congress, on the summons of the
president, met at Princeton on the joth
of June, and on the following day, on a
report of a committee consisting of Mr
Hamilton, Mr, Ellsworth, and Mr, Bland,
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to whom was referred a motion of Mr.
Hamilton, resolved that Major-General
Howe, who had been placed in command
of the detachment of fifteen hundred men
sent by Washington for the suppression
of the disorders in Philadelphia, should be
directed tomarch “intoPennsylvaniawith
such part of his force as he should deem
necessary to put an effectual end to the
late mutiny and to apprehend and bring
to trial all such persons belonging to the
former as had been principally active in
1k

This service was promptly and satis-
factorily performed. The mutineers im-
mediately submitted. Two of the ser-
geants were tried by court martial and
condemned to death; but it appearing
that they had been seduced by two of
their subaltern officers of very bad char-
acter, who had made their escape on the
approach of General Howe's detachment,
they were pardoned by Congress.*

In consequence of the conditions which
had forced them to abandon Philadelphia
so hastily in June, 1583, Congress deter-
mined that they would select a seat of
government which would be under their
exclusive jurisdiction, and where their
authority and protection, instead of be-
ing confided to the nefficient or indiffer-
ent powers of a municipality or even of a
State, should be secured by instrumen-
talities directly under their own contral,

Much discussion relating to the proper
location of the seat of government had
already taken place, and at least one con-
clusion had been reached—that its loca-
tion should be removed [rom any city or
growing town whose importance as a mart
of commerce might interfere with the con-
venience, endanger the safety, or over-
shadow the dignity of the national capital.

As soon as it was known that the Con-
gress would select a permanent home for
the government and build there a capi-
tal city, there was what might almost be
termed a scramble for the honor of hav-
ing the capital. Some idea may be had
of the rivalry from that which exists to-
day whenever a greal exposition is pro-
posed, and, although at that time the
slowness of diffusing information and the
difficulty of travelling confined the move-
ment within narrower bounds than in

* Rives's * Lile and Times of Madisun,” vol. I, p- 428
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later years, the spirit was the same, and
every effort was made and every artifice
was tried which is employed to-day un-
der similar circumstances.

More than twenty places competed for
the honor—among them some whose sug-
gestion to-day would appear ridiculous.
Up and down the great rivers places that
were mere villages put in their claims, and
some places that could nol even boast a
village began to aspire to the honor,

New York, Philadelphia, and Balti-
more were the principal contestants; but
were really not in the running. Fhila-
delphia had, of course, lost her chance
when she showed herself unable to with-
stand a mob and protect the Congress;
New York, through her refusal of the
power to regulate trade in her greal port
and her laying duties on the exports of
her neighbors, had alienated the good will
of those by whom the question was to be
decided ; moreover, the experience on the
occasion of the Philadelphia mutiny had
gatisfied the members that a large city
failed to offer the security necessary for
the proper exercise of their functions in
freedom. Thus,; although the cities made
tempting offers of public buildings, they
were not accepted.®* Tt was, as stated,
agreed on all hands that the requisite
conditions for the location were—freedom
from ocutside influences, a central posi-
tion offering convenience or accessibility,
and agreeable surroundings; and this
principle was readily accepted by all;
but as soon as the claims of a special place
were urged the utmost opposition broke
forth. Ewery thirty miles of variation
meant 4 day's ride for the members,
North or South, and the clash of conflict-
ing interests at times became so bitter
that it was suppested that it might dis-
rupt the country. The Virginians, now
united, named the banks of the Potomae
as the most fitting place, and later, when
Baltimore was declined, were backed by
Maryland. New York, with strong in-
dorsements from the eastward, proposed
an island on the northeastern bank of the
Hudson River. But all these were re-
jected.

So many geographical interests and as-
pirations were brought into competition

* Mew York, in 1706, some ten years later, had about
ao,003 population; Philadelphia bad about s50.000; while
Baltimore boasted af e, 006,
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that a very sharp contest quickly arose.
The competition, however, at length nar-
rowed down to that between two re-
gions: one, the banks of the Delaware;
and the other, the banks of the Potomac.

After the decision in favor of the banks
of the Delaware had been made, the rep-
resentatives of the Eastern and Southern
sStates alike conceived an apprehension
that the Middle States would acquire
such an influence as would give them the
“entire direction of the National con-
cerns.’’ This feeling was directed particu-
larly against Pennsylvania, and with a
view to “promote the mutual confidence
and affection of the States,” Mr. Gerry,
of Massachusetts, proposed a plan for the
alternate residence of Congress in two
places and moved that “suitable build-
ings for the accommodation of Congress
be erected on the banks of the Potomac
near its lower Falls as well as on the
banks of the Delaware near its Falls, as
had been determined upon by a previous
vote,'*

Thizs proposition of a dual capital
“met the acceptance of Congress,"” but
owing to the practical inconveniences of
such an arrangement was never carried
out. It was finally rescinded at the end
of December, 1784.

Having meanwhile disposed, as they
supposed finally, of the question of their
permanent residence, the Congress ar-
ranged, “in the same spirit of geographi-
cal compromize, "' by providing that, until
the buildings to be erected on the banks
of the Delaware and the Potomac should
be prepared for their reception, their
residence should be aliernately, at equal
periods of not more than one year and not
less than six months, in Trenton and An-
napolis, and that Congress be adjourned
on the fourth day of November to meet
at Annapolis on the 26th day of the same
month.7

On December 23, after a full debate,
Congress passed an ordinance creating a
commission to lay out a district on the
Delaware River near Lamberton for the
Federal city.d It was moved to substi-
tute “Georgetown on the Potomac’ as
the site of the Federal town: but only Vir-
ginia appears to have voted for this, On
% " Rives's “ Life am] Times of Madisan,"” vol. T, p. 480

P Bives's “Life and Times of Madison,” val. 1, p, 4n3,
{ Journals of Congress, December zo-23, 1784
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the 8th of February, 17835, the ap!:n-uint-
ment of commissioners to select a site for
the Federal town was the order of the day,
On the roth, Philip Schuyler, Dickinson,
and Morriz were chosen commissioners.

The commissioners were directed to se-
lect a tract of land not more than three
and not less than two miles square on the
banks of the Delaware, purchase it, and
there lay out a Federal city.

To meet the expected expenditures of
the purchase of the land and the erection
of the buildings, the commissioners were
empowered to draw upon the board of
treasury for $100,000. This does not ap-
pear to us a wholly munificent sum, and
yet at that time it was assailed, both
in pamphlets and in the press, with great
hitterness as a piece of extravagance,

This location on the Delaware was, in-
deed, later so energetically assailed that
nothing ever came of it, and it appeared
afterward that the commissioners never
entered on their duties, There were, as
has been zaid, some men of intelligence,
who were wholly sceptical of the chances
for success of the American plan of gov-
ernment, and were ready to magnify
every difiiculty that arose,

By 1787, when the constitutional con-
vention assembled, the idea of a separate
seat for the Federal Government had be-
come sufficiently established in the pub-
lic mind for Madison to move, withoul
opposition, a resolution that among the
enumerated powers of Congress should
be the right to “exercise exclusively leg-
islative authority at the seat of the gen-
eral government and over a district not
exceeding square miles, the consent
of the State or States comprising the
same having first been obtained.” This
was presently modified in form to read
that * Congressz should exercise exclusive
legistation in all cases whatsoever over
said district (not to exceed ten miles
stuare) as may by cession of particular
States and the acceptance of Congress be-
come the zeat of Government of the
United States.” On the adoption of this
resolution Trenton and Annapolis were
both formally offered to the government;
and both were promptly declined. Con-
gress had had experience with both and
preferred to fly to ills that they knew not
of rather than endure the ills they had.
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The view held by most was that “any
city or place where a State government
might be fixed” should be excluded.

Maryland and Virginia agreed through
their representatives in Congress to cede
a district ten miles square, within their
horders, which Congress might occupy as
a permanent seat of government. Vir-
rinia requested the co-operation of Mary-
land in inducing Congress to accept the
grant, and pledged hersell to furnish a
sum, not to exceed $120,000 for the public
buildings necessary, provided Maryland
would raise at least two-fifths of that
sum. Mr. Monroe, in pursuance of this
idea, offered a resolution that Maryland
and Virginia should pay for the first pub-
lic buildings, provided that Georgetown
was selected. Pennsylvania and Mary-
land engaged to guarantee the clear navi-
gation of the Susquehanna, if a district in
that region was selected. Delaware and
Maryland were to agree to open water com-
munication between the Delaware River
and the Chesapeake Bay. On the other
hand, New York and Philadelphia offered
their public buildings, should the Congress
make the selection within their borders,
and Baltimore, not to be outdone, opened a
subscription for new public buildings as a
lure to the Government to come to her,
However, none of these drew the prize.

On September 27, 1780, Germantown,
Pa., came within an ace of bearing off the
palm. That day a motion to place the
capital within a district ten miles square
at Germantown, Pa., pazsed both Houses
of Congress, and the matter appeared
to be settled, The House of Representa-
tives, however, had adopted an amend-
ment to the original bill providing for the
continuance of the Pennsylvania laws
in force in the district to be ceded to
the United States until Congress should
otherwise provide. This required the bill
to be sent back to the Senate and made
it mecessary to have recourse to a com-
mittee of conference. The session was
to be closed in forty-eight hours and be-
fore the matter could be arranged the ses-
sion ended; and when the Congress recon-
vened the following January, in New
York, sufficient oppozition had been mus-
tered against the selection as formerly
agreed upon to defeat it, and the battle
had to be fought all over again.
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On the last day of May, in the second
session of the First Congress, Pierce But-
ler, of South Carolina, introduced a bill
in the Senate to establish the seat of
government on the eastern bank of the
Potomiac, A select committee to which
this bill was referred reported it favor-
ably; hut it was rejected by a vote of fif-
teen to nine.  Wilmington and Baltimore
were then proposed, but were promptly
rejected.

Curiously enough, Germantown, the
place which had been formerly decided
upon, does not appear to have been even
thought of now. That it ever had been
decided on was due rather to a coup.
That it was now dropped from considera-
tion was due to new forces which had in-
tervened. Chief of these forces was that
which eventually led to the location of
the seat of government at its present seat,
the presence of Thomas Jefferson.

When the second session of the First
Congress began, the Federalists were in
complete power. To the great name of
Washington, with all that it implied, was
added the ability of the new secretary of
the treasury. The other party, later to
to be known as the Republican party, had
not yet found a head, but Jefferson was
on the way home from France to become
the secretary of foreign affairs and the
head of this party. The treasury was,
under the existing conditions then, pos-
sibly the most important department of
the government, and Alexander Hamilton
immediately began to make his ability
and power felt. He planned to assume
the debts of the States, amounting to
something like $21,000,000, and to fund
the whole debt.* He outlined three alter-
native methods of meeting thisdebt, which
embraced both funding and assumption.

The plan instantly gave a value to pa-
per which had hitherto been considered
substantially worthless. Many of the
original holders of settlements and certii-
icates had parted with them and they were
largely owned and held now by specula-
tors, Madison moved to discriminate be-
tween the original holders of settlements
and certificates and speculative holders
who had bought them for a few cents on
the dollar,

* The forcign debt amounted to $11,710.378 and the do-
mestic debl was$42.4 :4.935,“':|lh'|.i1|: State debt=$a1, 000,000,
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The battle was long and bitter, Party
spirit was engendered and soon arose to a
high point. The Northern States were
mainly the creditor States and in favor of
assumption. The Southern States were
opposed to it.

The question of slavery was unexpect-
edly injected into the contest through
a memorial to Congress on the part of
the Quakers praying for the abolition of
slavery. It emphasized the sectional is-
sue. The funding bill, though nol pop-
ular, was able to command a majority,
but assumption was held to be a matter as
purely sectional as the location of the seat
of government or the emancipation of
slaves. New England and the Middle
States, except Pennsylvania, were for the
measure; the Southern States opposed it.*

After a discussion of several weeks the
Federalists were able to force a report
to the House containing a recommenda-
tion of assumption. Before it could be
acted on, however, the representatives
of North Carolina had arrived and a mo-
tion to recommit the report was carried by
the vote of 20 to 27.

In retaliation, therefore, the funding
resolution was also recommitted. On the
r2th of April the resolution to assume
wis thrown out by a striet party vote of
31 o 2q.

The Federalizts, now firmly banded to-
gether, opposed every measure looking
toward funding, and threatened the ex-
istence of the Union unless the assump-
tion bill should be passed. Pennsylva-
nia now held the balance of power. Of
the twelve delegations in Congress, hers
alone was divided. Five of her delegates
were for assumption and three were
against it.

It appears that, in this state of the
case, a deal was entered upon whereby the
assumption hill was to be voted down
with the aid of Pennsylvania and the seat
of government was to be removed to
Philadelphia for fifteen years and then to
be fixed on the banks of the Potomac,

When the bill to remove the seat of
government to Philadelphia came up, the
plan having become known, the oppo-
nents of the measure rallied and Phila-
delphia was stricken out as the seat of

* McMaster's “History of the People of the United
States,” vel. 1, p. 570
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government and Baltimore was substi-
tuted by a majority of two. This de-
stroyed the chances of Philadelphia as, by
the rules of the House, that city could not
again be inserted.

The Pennsylvanians and their friends
retaliated by throwing out the alterna-
tives from the funding bill, and offering
the creditors simply four per cent and
daring the assumptionists to reject.

The assumptionists, the Eastern men,
met the challenge and the supply bill
was lost. i

They further threatened plainly the ex-
istence of the Union and declared them-
selves ready to secede unless the State
debts were assumed.

The battle finally resolved itself into a
deal between Jefferson and Hamilton,
whereby Hamilton agreed to the conten-
tion of the Southerners, in consideration
of Jefferson’s bringing enough votes to his
aid to carry through the funding bill for
the assumption of the State war debts by
the Federal Government.

As the pazsage of this bill lay at the
very foundation of Hamilton's financial
system, the adoption of the measure was
essential to his success. He had counted
on the vote of Pennsylvania; but the
Pennsylvanians were, in the first place,
sore over the abandonment of Philadel-
phia, and felt additionally grieved that
Germantown, which had so narrowly es-
caped being the capital, should have failed
of the prize. They had not yet aban-
doned hope; but they were not to be
counted on for Hamilton's purposzes. In
this state of the caze Jefferson came on
the scene,  His account of the deal is in-
teresting. He “landed" the capital city;
but it was at a high price and one which
might easily have destroyed him. Ham-
ilton by the deal established his power;
Jefferson came near sacrificing his.

He always resented, as he says, having
been made by Hamilton to “heold the
candle for him,” He states in his “Ana”
that Hamilton got hold of him one eve-
ning just after his return from France,
when he was ignorant of the situation,
and so filled him with apprehension that
the very Union was imperilled by the line
of cleavage which had been drawn as to
the funding bill, between the North and
the South, that he induced him to use his
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influence with certain delexates Lo recon-
sider their opposition to the funding bill
and to vote with Hamilton's party and
carry the measure through,

To employ his own words, Hamilton,
he says, “painted pathetically the tem-
per into which the legislation had been
wrought; the dispust of those who were
called the creditor States; the danger of
the secession of their members, and the
separation of the States.” He urped
that, though this question was not of Jef-
ferson’s department, yet a common duty
should make it & common concern; that the
President was the centre on which all ad-
ministrative questions ultimately rested,
and that all should rally around him and
support with joint efforts measures ap-
proved by him, and that, the question
having been lost by a small majority only,
it was probable that an appeal from Jei-
ferson to the judgment and dizcretion of
some of his friends might effect a change
in the vote, and the machine of the gov-
ernment, now suspended, would again be
put in operation. “I told him,” says
Jefferson, “that T was really a stranger
to the whole subject; that not having yet
informed myself az to the system of -
nance adopted, T knew not how far this
wis 4 necessary sequence; that undoubt-
edly, if its rejection meant a dissolution
of our Union at this incipient stage, 1
should deem that the most unfortunate
of all conzequences, to avert which all
partial and temporary evils should be
vielded. I proposed to him, however, to
dine with me the next day, and I would
invite another friend or two, bring them
into conference topether, and [ thought
it impossible that reasonable men, con-
sulting together coolly, could fail, by
some mutual sacrifices of opinions, to
form a compromise which was to save
the Union. The discussion took place.
I could take no part in it but an ex-
hortatory one, because 1 was a stranger
to the circumstances which should gov-
ern it. But it was finally agreed that,
whatever importance had been attached
to the rejection of this proposition, the
preservation of the Union and the con-
cord of the States was more important,
and that therefore the vote of rejection
would better be rescinded, to effect which
some members should change their votes,
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But it was observed that this pill would
be particularly bitter to the Southern
States, and that some concomitant meas-
ure should be adopted to sweeten it a
little to them. There had before been
propositions to fix the seat of govern-
ment either at Philadelphia or at George-
town on the Potomac, and it was thought
that by giving it to Philadelphia for ten
vears, and to Georgetown permanently
afterwards, this might, as an anodyne,
calm in some degree the ferment which
might be excited by the other measure
alone. So two of the Potomac members
(White and Lee, but White with a re-
vulsion of stomach almiost convulsive)
arreed to change their votes, and Hamil-
ton Lo carry the other point.”

Hamilton, in pursuance of the agree-
ment, did “carry the other point,” and
the national capital—the * Federal City,"”
as it was termed, was finally fixed on the
north bank of the Potomac,

Whether or not so able and astute
g man as Mr, Jefferson could properly
avail himsell of the excuse of ignorance in
such a case may be left to the reader’s in-
dividual views.

The State of North Caroling came in-
to the Union just in time to cast her
five votes for the Potomac site. Ewven
g0 it was a close graze. The votes stood
in the House of Representatives 32 to 2,
and in the Senate 14 to 12, 1L was, as
has been sugrested, the first illustration
of the solid South against the New Eng-
land States and the Middie States.

The feeling engendered by the con-
test was long in being appeased. Fisher
Ames had declared that the animosities
rrowing out of the question might split
the Union, and disappointed members
loudly asserted that they would rather
not attend the sessions than po so far.
Every form of attack was resorted to.
Lampooners exhausted their wit on it.
The spot on the Potomac was described
as 4 “howling, malarious wilderness,"
which in fact it was, and for a long time
the marshes and frog-ponds of the capi-
tal city were the subjects of derision.
Yet the decision of Cangress, while un-
popular for a time, was soon regarded
with reasonable indifference by the gen-
eral public and eventually was acquiesced

*Randelph’s “Life of Jeflerson,™ vol. 111, pp. 448=0.
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in, with more or less grace, by all but the
intractable malcontents.  Although from
time to time efiorts were renewed to re-
verse the decision and change the loca-
tion to some place [arther north, they
alwavs failed.

There were, of course, other considera-
tions than those conveyed in the deal be-
tween Hamilton and Jefferson which led
to the selection of the Potomac site.  But
probably the most potent reasons were
the [acts that this was really the most cen-
tral and proper location and that Wash-
ington must have favored it.

Az in all other public questions, so in
this, the name and influence of Washing-
ton carried the day, and the region was
finally agreed upon within a little over
six weeks of the adoption of the Consti-
tution by the last of the thirteen States,
and within six months the exact spot was
chosen.  Other commissioners had dallied
and fooled about the business, and finally
Congress, worried by the delay and the
bickering, placed the matter in Wash-
ington's hands, with three commission-
ers to act under him.

Human nature was the same then as it
is to-day, and it was recognized that, as
soon as it was known that a particular
sile had been selected, the owners of the
lands would be likely to put up the price
on the government, and hold them up
for a sum far bevond their value. Quite
wide latitude was, therefore, given the
President in zelecting a site, by the act
of July 16, 1700, accepting the grants of
ten miles square from the States of Mary-
land and Virginia,

He was authorized to appoint and, by
supplving vacancies, to keep in appoint-
ment as long as might be necessary, three
commissioners, any two of whom should,
under his direction, survey and by proper
metes and bounds define and limit a
district or territory not exceeding ten
miles square on the river Potomac at a
point between the mouths of the Eastern
Branch and the Conococheague (a stream
which enters the Potomac at Williams-
port, Maryland), which, when defined and
located, should be accepted for the per-
manent seat of government of the United
States. The said commissioners, or any
two of them, were to have power to pur-
chase or accept any quantity of land on
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the southern side of the river within the
said district, as the President sh-:i-uld
deem proper for the use of the United
States, and there, prior to the first M?n-
day in December in 1800, should provide
suitable buildings for the accommoda-
tion of the Congress and for the Presi-
dent and for the public offices of the gov-
ernment of the United States. And it
was further provided that on the first
Monday in December, 1800, the seat of
government of the United Stales should,
by virtue of this act, be transferred to
the district aforesaid. The President was
authorized and requested to accept grants
of money for defraying the expenses of
such purchases and buildings; and it was
provided that the necessary expenses of
the removal from Philadelphia to the
new seat of government should be de-
frayed out of the duties on imposts and
t{:]magu.

With characteristic promptness Wash-
ington proceeded to carry out his in-
structions about laying off the Federal
city and district and making the neces-
sary preparations to receive and house
the government properly at the terminag-
tion of the period during which its site
wis to be in Philadelphia.

Eeluctant to relinquish such a prize,
and hopeful that something would occur
to prevent the removal of the seat of gov-
ernment, the authorities of Philadelphia
set to work to spend a large sum of mon-
ey in the erection of public buildings, in-
cluding a presidential mansion for Wash-
ington himself, After the mansion was
erected Washington declined to occupy
it, assigning as his reason that it was
impossible for him to furnish such a
mansion in a suitable style, and he con-
tinued to live in the house which he al-
ready occupied. It is possible, though
there is no record of the fact, that he felt
that, if he should become installed in the
new grand presidential mansion thus pro-
vided, it might be an additional clamp to
fix the seat of government in the city of
Fhiladelphia, while his ardent wishes for
the establishment lay quite in another
direction, on the banks of the Potomac
River, Washington therefore pursued his
course without deviation. :

In a short time Washington, who was
already perhaps more familiar than any
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other one person with the region lying
along the Potomac, for he had person-
ally explored it to the sources of the
river, had appointed his commissioners,
and on the 24th day of January, 1701,
he issued a proclamation declaring that,
after duly examining and weighing the
advantages and disadvantages of the sit-
uations within the limits to which he was
restricted, he had selected the location
of the district for the permanent seat of
covernment of the United States,

His three commissioners were two gen-
tlemen from Maryland, Thomas Johnzon
and Daniel Carroll, and one from Virginia,
David Stuart. It is a commentary on the
times that, although a furious quarrel arose
later between these commissioners and cer-
tain purchasers of lots in the city, in which
charges of partiality were made by the
latter against the former, notwithstanding
the fact that one of these commissioners,
Dianiel Carroll, was an uncle of one of the
chief owners of lands embraced in the new
city limits, and another, David Stuart,
was the grandson of Mrs. Washington, no
exception was ever taken on this account
to their appointment.

Washington went about the work with
his usual care and began by laying down
lines of experiment, beginning “at the
Court House in Alexandria in Virginia,"”
and following courses which he himself
determined.

Fortunately for the country, the men
who were to have most to do with the
planning of the Federal city were men of
large idens. Washington, Jeflerson, and
Madison saw the future of this country
with eyes in which it loomed large.

In laying out the city it was decided to
do 20 on a large plan, with a view to
the future greatness of the capital of the
nation. Washington himself believed, as
he wrote his friend Mr. Fairfax, that in a
century, should the country keep united,
“it would produce a city, though not as
large as London, vet with o magnitude in-
ferior to few others in Europe.”

Next to him in the work of planning
came his secretary of state, Jefierson,
also a man of large ideas and of famili-
arity with the eapitals of Europe, some
of which he had viewed with eves already
holding the vision of the new capital in
all its magnificence.
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In the actual work of planning and
surveying the city they secured the serv-
ices of two able engineers and survey-
ors, The first of these was Major Andrew
Ellicott, an American engineer officer of
much distinction and experience, who in
1784 had run the boundary line between
Virginia and Pennsylvania, and who, after
the Federal city was laid out, was com-
missioned by the President to settle by
survey the boundary dispute between the
States of New York and Pennsylvania and
todecide in whichState lay the town of Erie.

The other surveyor was the young and
talented French engineer officer who had
left the French army to come to America
in 1777, at the age of twentv-two, and
take service in the Revolutionary War,
and had been commissioned captain of

engineers, His name was Pierre Charles
L'Enfant. He was one of the most pic-

turesque characters evolved in this pic-
turesque period. He was indebted to Jef-
ferson for his employment in the service
which has given him his distinction and
on which forever will rest hisfame. Such
is the fickleness of foriune that for the
best part of a century he lay in an un-
marked grave in a country graveyard, his
name almost forgotten; and then sud-
denly the light of fame was turned upon
him and to him has been given the credit
of being the almost sole author of the
splendid plan on which the national capi-
ital is laid out.

That he was a pan of grand ideas and
of extraordinary gifts is certainly true,
but it is far from troe that to him alone is
due the magnificence of the plan of the
capital of the United States. Much of
this great conception was due to Wash-
ington; much, especially in those matters
of grand detail which makes Washington
city unique among the cities of the coun-
try, if not of the world, is due to the uni-
versal genius of Thomas Jefferson. To
the first commizsioners and to Andrew
Ellicott was owing the soundness and ac-
curacy of the plan; to L'Enfant was prob-
ably due its beauty and taste and har-
monious grandeur, They all touched at
different points, and to their joint influ-
ence exerted then and reasserted over o
hundred years later we owe to-day the al-
most romantic beauty of what has so well
been termed this Capital of Capitals.



THE BATTLE-CRUISE OF THE SVEND FOYN

By James B. Connolly

ItLUsTRATIONS BY C. W,

e g 1 this time 1 had drif ted

'-‘i_-f ' ”‘]:':I!E:f down South America way,
' %’w and was master of a com-
e

B bLination whaling and seal-
ing steamer sailing out of
Punta 'renas for the firm
& Co.

of Amundsen
Punta Arenas, if you don’t happen to
know, is at the tip end of Patagonia, in

the Magellan Straits. It is now a highly
respectable place under the Chilian flag,
but there waz a time it wasn't. All kinds
of human wreckage used to drift onto the
west coast of South America in those
days, and when the Chilian Government
couldn't take care of them any other way
they would ship them down through the
straits to Punta ‘renas. At the time 1
was there most of the bad ones had been
run out, but e¢very now and then a few of
the old crew would pop up and worry peo-
ple into thinking Punta 'renas must still
be a hard place, which it wasn't.

Mr. Amundsen lived in a big house up
on the plaza where the band-stand was,
with a fine open-air veranda in front and
a glassed-in conservatory on the side, and
aft of the house a garden with a water-
fall modelled after something he had left
behind him in Norway., He designed
the waterfall himself, and over the grand
piano in the front room looking out on the
plaza was an oil-painting of it—a whale
of a painting, done by a stranded Scandi-
navian who told Mr. Amundsen he'd zeen
that identical waterfall in Norway many
a time, which perhaps he had.

We didn't like Mr. Amundsen any the
less because of his collection of old sagas
which he used to spin out for hours on
end, Whoppers, some of them were, but
we, his whaling and sealing captains, we'd
sit there and never let om, eating thin
Norwegian bread and goats’ cheese and
dried chips of ptarmigan with Trond-
hjem beer, and none of us but would have
sat longer any time, so that after he got

o
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through there was a chance to hear his
daughter Hilda play the grand piano—
and sing, maybe, while she played. And
I tell you, the thought of that One old
Norwegian and Hilda after months of
banging around to the west’ard of Cape
Horn in a little whaling steamer—it was
surely like coming home to be home-
bound then.

Norwegian songs they were, and I,
American-born, and only half Scandina-
vian by blood, was probably the one man
coming to Amundsen’s who didn't know
every word of them by heart, But not
much of the sentiment of them I missed
at that, because in other days I'd cruised
off Norway, too, and knew the places the
songs told about—the high-running fjords
and the little white lighthouses; the fish
drying on the rocks and the night sun
floating just above the edge of the gray
sea; and, again, the long black night of
winter and the dead piled up to wait till
they could be buried when the snow went
in the spring,

But if shore time in Punta 'renas was
holiday time, wet days, hard days at sea
have their time, too; and Mr. Amundsen
and Hilda and Punta 'renas were now a
long way behind me. T was whaling and
sealing in the South Pacific, and had been
doing pretty well, but nothing record-
breaking till one day 1 picked up a lot of
ambergris,

Now I could have stocked a million dol-
lars in a regular way and nobody pay
any great attention; but the tale of that
find went through half the South Pacific,
A dozen whaling and sealing masters
boarded me in one month to see if it was
so, and after I'd told them the story of
it about forty-five times, I began to see
mysclf telling it to old Amundsen and
Hilda in the big front room looking out
on the plaza, her father and I having a
late supper of flat bread and the goats’
cheese and the dried ptarmigan chips with
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Trondhjem beer, and Hilda playing softly
on the pianowith an eve and an ear mayhbe
sidewize now and again to me.

And now we were truly homeward
bound in old Magellan Straits, with the
hills back of Punta “renas in sight from our
masthead, when we spied a Norwegian
bark with a deck-load of lumber ashore

Aol

bay beyond the spit. The boat we had
COme 1IN was gone.

Well, we weren't worrying about the
boat, only we had to take the time to lash
together twenty or thirty pine planks and
some scantling from the bark’s deck-load
of lumber and raft curselves around the

spit and into the little bay to get to our

I was whnling and senling in the Santh Pacific, snd bad beesn doting pretty well —Page 130
EF =33

on the spit of Pouvenir Bay, which is on
the southerly, the Terra del Fuego shore
of the straits. Her ensign was upside
down in her rigoing, and I headed in to
see if we could help her out. T thought
it was queer no one showed up aboard her
to answer when [ hailed, but no matter—
1 moored my steamer just inside the spit
and put off with half a dozen men in a
boat dnd went abward,

Nobody on her deck, nobody in her
below for'ard. T went aft and dropped
into her cabin, my men behind me, and we
were peeking here and there Lo see what
it was could be wrong, when slap! on goes
the cabin hatch over our heads. Then
we hear the padlock slipped on and the
key turned. We are prisoners, without
even a peek at who it was did it.

We heard them going off. Without
waiting any longer, I began slashing away
with my pocket-knife, the only knife
among us, and by and by I had cut our
way through the cabin; but that took a
lot of time. From the bark’s deck, when
we were clear, there was nothing in sight
excepl our own steamer to anchor in the
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steamer,  Everything about her looked
all right, except thut none of the crew
were in sight when we paddled alongside.
I hurried over the rail to see what was the
matter. It didn’t take long to see,  The
hatches were off her hold and our seal-
gking and our ambergris gone from be-
low. A fortune it was, pone—s-st'—like
that,

Looking further, we found the rest of
the crew nicely locked up in the fo'c’s’le.
They didn’t know what had happened,
except that some men had come rowing
in from the direction of the lumber bark
in our boat, and one of them had sung
out in English and another in Norwegian
that they were the crew of the bark, with a
message {rom me,

My crew, of course, said come aboard.
But no sooner aboard than the strangers
out with revolvers, back my men into the
fo'c’s'le, and lock them in. That was all
they know about that, except that they
had heard the noise of the hurrying of our
cargo out of the hold, and then the sound
of a steamer making fast alongside and
of shifting our cargo to her deck and of
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her moving away. And then all quiet
till we came back.

Well, whoever did it must have had us
timed pretty well. They must have had
a gang hid in the lumber bark and a steam-
er hid somewhere in the straits near by
waiting for us. It looked as if there was
nothing for us to do but take our loss and
keep on for Punta 'renas, but first 1 went
to the masthead and had o look out.

Opposite Pouvenir Bay the Straits of
Magellan are at their widest. From the
crow's-nest there was a good stretch of
sea to look at. To the west'ard was a
touch of smoke, which might be the
steamer which looted us; surely she didn’t
go to the east’ard, for there it was open
water with nothing in sight. To the
northward, toward Patagonia, of course
she would not po, because Punta ‘renas
was there. But I had a look that way,
and as T looked T could see what looked
like an open boat heading our way; and |
wondered who she would be and what
she would be aiter in a place like Terra
del Fuezo.

They came skipping on at a great clip
for an open boat. They were running
her to a long main-sheet, but keeping a
tight hand on the sheet. As they drew
nearer T see she was white-painted, and
pretty soon 1 see she was too big to be
anything but a war-ship’s sailing cutter,
and soon again I made out that they were
a crew of American naval officers and
blugjackets,

They went out of their way some to
sweep under the stern of the bark, and I
noticed they all took a look up at her and
back at her, wondering, as T thought,
how she came to go ashore.  They held
on for the inside of the bay and ran
straight up onto a little reach of pebbly
beach; and no sooner grounded than most
of them went tearing across the spit with
rifles and shot-guns, 1 see what they
were now—it was a hunting party.

Without wasting a second they began
to blaze away at the wild ducks as they
came swooping down from the west, In
that country the wild game don’t know
what a man looks like, and as it was late
in the alternoon, with the ducks coming
back for the night from the west'ard, the
shooting was good, Swooping along the
shore they came, across the mouth of the
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bay, flock after flock so close-set and low-
flying that they didn't need guns. They
could have sat on the beach and hove
up stones or driftwood and killed ‘em as
they went kiting by, sixty miles or more
an hour to the east'ard.

After twenty minutes or so they must
have thought that kind of shooting was
too easy, for part of them went off into
the brush and the others came back to
the spit of beach and, with some kin-
dlings from their boat and some drift wood
and brush, started a fire. It was a north
wind, and I could zmell the ducks cooking
and the coffee making, and 1 couldn't hold
off any longer. 1 rowed mysell over in
our second boat.  The senior line officer
of the party, a lieutenant, invited me to
join them, which I did, and pretty soon I
was eating broiled duck and drinking real
American coffee, with bacon and eggs,
and forgetting my troubles.

After supper we sat around and talked,
and they told me what had happened to
the lumber bark. She had been lured
inshore by false lights the night before
and boarded by a gang under Red Dick,
who had cleaned her out of stores and
what money they had, and had driven the
crew off in the morning after beating up
most of them by way of diverting him-
self, Then the bark’s captain and his
crew rowed across the Straits of Punta
Arenas in their quarter-boat looking for
satisfaction, Nobody there could do
anything for them, because nothing less
than a war-ship could have overcome Red
Dick, and there was no Chilean war-ship
nearer than Valparaiso, and that was six
days' steaming away.

“But how did that lumber captain
know it was Red Dick?” I asked at this
proant.

“He didn’t know,” answered the officer
who'd been talking. *But when he de-
scribed him everyhody in Punta Arenas
said it was Red Dick. But aren’t you an
American? "

I said I was and told them my expe-
rience, and they all said what a pity my
ship wasn't under the American flag so
they could put it up to their captain, and
be sure he would send a party after Red
Dick. And they would all like nothing
better than to join that party, and an
easy matter all ‘round, as their ship was
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to be hanging around the straits for an-
other week,

By this time the others of the party,
who'd gone into the brush for wild geese,

penter’s mate on the old Missalama. We
kept eving each other, and by and by he
remembered, and we stood up and shook
hands across the fire. In half 2 minute

We had 1o lash woge
this spit

were coming back. They didn't get any
geese, because geese, wild geese anyway,
aren't pear =0 foolish as a lot of people
think. They were hungry and sat right
down to supper.

Among them, as 1 looked, was one 1
knew for Peter Lawson, an old shipmate.
A warrant officer I saw he was now, but
when 1 knew him he was a chief car-

iF bwenty or thirty pine planks
wd into the litte bay s get to our steumer.—Pags 330

and eaft oerzelves arcund

we were talking of old days in the navy.
By this time it was late day, with the
sun going down below the hills on the
other side of Pouvenir Bay. 1 rememhber
it went down red as the heart of the fire
we were sitting by. Through the little
thin whiffs of the smoke of the fire it
looked like that—all hot eolor and no
flame. Nothing to that, of course, only
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pictures like that do start your brain to
going. The little bay was there at our
feet and the wide straits off to our elbow,
and the water of that bay was smooth
green where it shoaled on the pebbly spit;
but the straits, as far as we could see
them, were one long roll of tossing ridges
and scooping hollows, and they were all
black except where the williwaws, cutting
across the tide, would whip the ridges to a
marble-white.

[ saw the sun set red through the thin
blue smoke of the fire, and almost in line
with the sun and the smoke was the
strunded bark with her deck-load of lum-
ber. A little farther off was my own little
Svend Fovn. 1t was coming on dark by
then and I could see them making ready
the anchor light on the Svend Fovn. And
it was coming colder, too, for the broad,
warm north wind had changed to a thin,
little icy wind from the south,

And now the fiery red reflection of the
sun was gone from above the hills across
the bay, and when that went all warmth
went with it. Everybody drew nearer to
the fire, except the two apprentice boys
who were cleaning up the mess gear in
witter made hot at a little ire of their own.
One of them was singing to himself, little
jiggly, rag-time songs, while he wiped the
dishes:

Oh-h, ahm gwine down to Macon town

Ter buy mah "Liza Jane a gown—

Ah feel g0 happy' '’ ah don' know why,
Mah bai-bie, mah hon-ic!

Every time he stacked up a few plates he
would stop to roll a few more cake-walk
sleps.

“1 wizh I was feeling as good as you!"”
I zaid to mysell while T watched him.

And watching him, I got to thinking
of Hilda in the big front room in what was
home for me—and of having to tell her
what a failure my cruise had been. It did
set me to thinking,

All at once it came to me, and * I've pot
it!" I said, not knowing T said it out loud
until I saw that everybody around the
fire was looking at me; and at last Peter
Lawson said, “ What's it you got?"

And I told them what T had in mind,
and they all thought it was a great scheme
—if I could carry it out. And the lieu-
tenant in charge of the party said, * And
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we'll help you; but not to-night—the first
thing in the morning after a good night’s
sleep.” )

We had a good sleep that night, sleep-
ing till sunrize on the pebbly beach with
the main-sail of the sailing cutter for a
tent over us. And in the morning the
first thing after breakfast T pulled the
lumber bark off the beach and moored her
in the bay. That was so she wouldn't
break up and go to picces the first gale of
wind came along: and as after that sery-
ice T figured her owners wouldn't call it
stealing, 1 helped myself to a few thou-
sand feet of lumber off her deck, and we
all set to work to make the Szend Foyn
overinto what her builder back in Norway
certainly never intended her for.

First, we built up her topsides to make
a superstructure, and then added the
other things a first-class battle-ship ought
to have. The Svend Fovn had two masts
and one smoke-stack, The two masts
wereall right. We had only toset iighting-
tops around them, but she would be a
poor class of a battle-ship with only one
smoke-stack: So we pave her two more.
We painted her lower sides white and her
topsides yellow-brown, and for turrets we
had one to each end with what was in-
tended for 12-inch gun-muzzles sticking
oul of them. And we allowed the ends of
what looked like twelve 7-inch black boys
to peek through the sides of what we
called her pun-deck, Two of those 7-inch
muzzles were real muzeles, that is, black-
tarred woudd like the others, but they were
hollow so we could train a homb-lance
whaling-gun through them, one to each
side. When we got that far they said 1
would have to name her, and 1 called her
the Cape Horn, and there being no flag
that any of us had ever heard of for Terra
del Fuego, we made one for her out of
three pieces of green, red, and purple
cloth, and broke it out to her main-peak.

And when that little round-bowed, fat-
sterned whaler waddled out of Pouvenir
Bay thut afternoon there wasn't a thing
that one lieutenant, one ensign, one doc-
lor, & warrant carpenter, and sixteen en-
listed men of the United States Navy
could see she was shy of, excepl a wire-
less outfit, and we soon fived that by
stringing 4 stretch of old wire between her
mists, with half a dozen old barrel hoops



The Battle-Cruise of the Svend Foyn

for a wireless plant; and for fear there was
anybody of Red Dick’s party who knew
battle-ships only from pictures, T had the
stokers keep feeding her fires with whale-
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dred tons. Even if she wasn't too big a
steamer to be loafing there, I knew her of
old.  Red Dick was handy. | took a look
around to the north’ard, and at the other

X
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The strangers oot with revolvers, binck mv men into (e fo'c's’le, and lock
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oil. After that, with the clouds of smoke
belching out of her, T felt sure nobody
could doubt us—especially at a distance.

We gave three whistles and dipped the
ensign to our navy friends, and for the
rest of that day and night, and all next
day and night, we steamed through the
straits toward the Pacific. And on the
second morning we turned north and ran
in among the izlands off the Chilean coast;
and pretty soon we ran into the place |
wias bound for—a bottle-shaped passage
with a narrow inlet to each end and the
Andes Mountains coming down to the
water, And laying to moorings there was
a cargo steamer of perhaps hiteen hun-
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enid of the passage and jam in to the high
rocks was a whaling steamer about our
own tonnaze, | alzo knew her of old.

I might as well say now that Red Dick
and I weren’t strangers, We used to be
sort of friends, but not since the day we
walked up the long timber pier in Punta
'renas together and met Hilda with her
father. She was straight from school in
Norway then and "twas the first time we'd
seen her, We looked out together on the
wonderful straits and "twas me she walked
home with.

But that was a vear back and it was
other husiness now. 1 had now to make
an impression, and right away, to back
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up our looks, So we cut loose and gave over us, thlt'}' quit. Two boats Ell']t_lr[)pfl:é
them, port and starboard, one after the over her side and !wnd.;-ri F:Er a hit o
other, twenty-one whaling bombs in good  beach, and twenty men scurried off and
regulation style. They made a terrible lost themselves in holes between the rocks,

W painted her lower sides white and her topsides yellow-brown, and for turrets we
had ane to each end. —Pags 334

racket against the Andes Mountains, which
come down here to the water's edge,
And Red Dick’s gang must have thought
we were some awiul power, for there was
soon greatl doings on the deck of the wha-
ling steamer. Smoke began to come out
of her and pretty soon she began 1o move;
but when we bore down, with a preat
white wave ahead of us and rolls of smoke

We shot a few bombs over their heads just
to let them know we were a rich nation
with ammunition to spare, The echoes
coming back sounded like a battle-fleet
saluting port in foreign waters.

We boarded Red Dick's steamer, and
there were our scalskins and ambergris.
There were also four or five thousand
other fine sealskins which weren't ours
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but which we took along, knowing they
weren't Red Dick’s. Andwith Red Dick’s
steamer in charge of six of my crew behind
us, we started back the way we came. In

—
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but not making great headway. The lit-
tle old Svend Fovn was never any wonder
for steaming. At her best she could do
perhaps ten miles an hour. Now, with

e

' Iwas me she walloerl

steaming past the cargo steamer we count-
ed four long glasses levelled at us.

The first likely place we came to we
hauled to and shifted Red Dick's cargo
to the Svend Foyn. By this time, with the
ambergris back and five thousand extra
sealsking below, all hands were willing to
take a moderate chance on almost any-
thing. We swung away for the straits,
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all her battle-ship top-gear and with the
wind ahead, she was doing perhaps six,

It began to breeze up, but nothing for
us Lo worry over until we saw a steamer's
smoke coming up astern. We were then
clear of the coast islands and into the
straits, with wind and sea fighting each
other,

I had another good look at the steamer



Fed Dick leaned vver the ©

coming up astern, and took my prize crew
off Red Dick’s whaler and turned her
adrift. T hated to. Not alone the prize-
money, but to see a gomd ship go to loss
any time is bad. T did it in hopes that the
careo steamer coming upon us would stop
te get her, and while they were petting
her—what with the pale and the dark
coming—we would be able to slip away.,
But they didn’t stop. Perhaps the little
whaler was too close in to the cliffs for
the big steamer to have a chance in the
tide that was running. They let her
pile up against the cliffs, and came on and
ranged up abreast of us. Red Dick was
on her bridge. She came 30 close to us
that I could almost have jumped aboard.
It was blowing pretty hard at the time,
but she was making easy weather of it
a-pood sea boat:. We weren't. The willi-
waws, which are what they call the hard
sqjualls off the high hills down there, were
having a great time with our battle-ship
topsides.  She was something of a roller
on her own account at any time, the
Stend Fown, but now she rolled her wood-
en turrets under, and every once in a while
her bridpe.

Red Diick leaned over the bridge rail
and laughed. He looked the Svend Foyn's
top-gear over and laughed again, “ Blank
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widge rail and lnughed,

shells and wooden zuns!™ he called out,
“Fine! Any more left?"”

“0h," T said, “not all blanks and not
all wooden, and a few left—yes."

“80?" he says, and gives an order. A
man pullz a tarpaulin off a long needle-
gun amidships. “Got anything like that
in your battery? " he calls out.

I looked it over as if I was interested.
At the same time I made a sign to my
mate behind me. T'd long before this
loaded my two whaling bomb-lance guns,
but this time I put in them the lances,
which were of steel, weirhed eighty l}I}L]I'liJ.‘i,
and were four and a half feet long—not a
bad little projectile at all.

“What's it for?” I called out, pointing
to his needle-gun.

“What's it for?” he mimics.
d’ y' think it's for?”

I shook my head.

“What

“1 could mever

guess,”
“Well, you will soon.  You know me?”
“1do. And you know mer"”

“1 know you and I'll take no chances
with you. I'm going to heave you a line
and take you in tow.”

“I don’t remember flying any signals
for a tow."

“No? Well, I think you'd be better
off for a tow, Take my line.”
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*We don’t want your line.”

*“Take my line or I'll blow a few holes
in you, and while you're on your way to
the bottom of the straits—all hands of
you—I'll ram you to make sure.”

*You're foolish to sink us,” 1 says, “till
you take off the ambergris and the seal-
skins,” 4

He began to get mad. “Take my line
or take a shell from this gun. Which is
it?"” he vells.

His gun was trained on our midship
topsides. I couldn’t see where he was
going to sink us, leastwise not with one
shot, s0 “ Come aboard with your shell!™
I called out, and he did. I didn’t look to
see what damage the shell did in passing,
but it went clear through our pine top-
sides, one side and out the other.

I'd already passed the word to my mate,
and wh-r-oo! went the 4l2-foot bomb-
lance from the inside of one of our make-
believe +¢-inch rifles. The lance tore
through just above the water-line of the
cargo steamer. The bomb exploded inside
her hull. Through the hole the sea rushed,
and from her deck below came whoops of
surprise.

I rolled the little fal Svend Foyn around.
She near capsized in turning, especially as
Red Dick let me have two more from his
needle-gun while we were coming around.
One of them burst inside, but didn't kil
anybody. Around came the Stend Foyn.

“Her water-line!”" I yelled, and we let
her have it. And again we gave it to her.
They both went home.

Red Dick quit laughing, He ran down
from the bridge and out of sight helow.
Pretty soon through her sides, as we heard
him and his gang yelling, came the ends
of blankets and mattresses, to keep the
sea oot of the haoles we'd made.

And while they are at that we give them
another. And that settled it. Five min-
utes before, I had an idea we might have
to go to the bottom—=s-sst! like that. And
now Red Dick and his cargo steamer were
belting through the tide rips toward the
Terra del Fuego shore, to find a bay, Isup-
pose, and a bit of a beach to haul up and
patch things. And I couldn’t help think-
ing as he went that he'd lost a desperate
reputation about as easy as any ever 1
heard of; but T might as well also say now
that I'd been shipmates with Red Dicl,
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and I always did believe he was a good
deal of a bluff. But my crew didn’t think
that. There was great rejoicing amony
them, and I let them rejoice so long as
they didn’t stop setting things to rights.

We were shook up some—our bridge
loosened up, our wireless hoops hanging
droopy, our two fake smoke-stacks lying
over on their sides, and the for'ard turret
with some dents in it; but bow first, and
in peace and quict, we steamed on. And
we were still steaming in peace and quict
when we made Punta Arenas.

And steaming in I thought T might as
well do it in style. Here we were, a vic-
torious battle-ship entering a foreign port,
and so T hoisted our international code—
spelling it out that we were the Cape Horn
of the Terra del Fuegan navy, and asking
permission to anchor., The captain of
the American battle-ship was standing on
hiz bridge us we steamed down the line,
with a man in our chains heaving the lead,
my mate on the fore-bridge and mysell on
the after-bridge, a quartermaster to the
wheel, and the second mate spying busy
as could be through a long glass; and not
alone the captain, but the nine hundred
and odd officers and men of the American
battle-ship, roared in review of us. The
other shipz in port didn't know what to
make of us.

We came around and dropped our
young anchor, splash! and saluted the port
—twentyv-one guns from our bomb-lance
things.

Our lieutenant of the hunting party
seemed o e officer of the deck on the real
battle=ship. *How'd you come out? ™ he
hails.

“We met the enemy and their loot is
ours,"" 1 answers,

“Captain Fenton presents his compli-
ments and would like to have you come
aboard,” he hails.

And T went aboard, sitting in the stern-
sheets of my second boat, with the red,
zreen, and purple flag trailing astern and
cight men to the oars.  And they gave me
two bosun’s pipes with four side-boys and
two long ruffles from the drums as I came
over the side, and in the captain’s cabin I
told him what the officers of the hunting
party couldn’t tell him already. And he
thought it the best story he'd heard in a
long time.
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I thought it was a pretty good story my-
self, and told it again to Mr. Amundsen
on the same long pier where I had first
met him with Hilda, and he said the blood
of the old vikings must be in my veins,
and uncorked four solid hours of the old
sagas, finishing up in the big front room
with flat bread and goats’ cheeseand dried
ptarmigan chips and Trondhjem 'huu.r.

By and by I got a chance to tell it to
Hilda—that and a little more while T was
telling it. The band, a fine band, too, were
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playing their Sund ay-night concert out in
the plaza. I remember how the music
made pictures in my brain while I talked,
though I never could remember what they
played.

However, that’s no matter. Hilda says
I told the story right that night. And
T've told it many a time since—to her
and the children when I'm home from
sea. They are good children, who believe
everything that is told them—even the
sagas of their grandfather,
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(rHE LOVE LIFE OF A MAN)

PART I1II—AUTUMN

BY JOHN GALSWORTHY

I

open door of his dressing-
g{ room, and stood watching
his wife asleep, Fate still
waited for an answer.

A low fire was burning—one of those
fires that throw faint shadows everywhere,
and once and again glow so that some oh-
ject shines for a moment, some shape is
clearly seen.  The curtains were not quite
drawn, and a plane-tree branch, with leaves
still hanging, which had kept them com-
pany all the fifteen years they had lived
there, was moving darkly in the wind,
now touching the glass with a frail tap, as
though asking of him, who had been roam-
ing in that wind so many hours, to let
it in.  Unfailing comrades those London
plane-trees!

He had not dared hope Sylvia would be
asleep. It was merciful she was, which-
ever way the issue went—that issue so
cruel! Her face was turned toward the
fire, and one hand rested beneath her
cheek. 5o she often slept. Even when
life seemed all at sea, its landmarks lost,
one still did what was customary. Poor
tender-hearted thing—she had not slept
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since he told her. How long ago was
that? Years? Just forty-eight hours! She
looked like a girl lying there, with her flax-
en hair, and her touching candor even in
sleep.  For she was not so greatly changed
from what she had been that summer of
Cicely’s martiage down at Hayle, twenty-
eight years ago. It was a face that did
not grow old. There had been till now no
special reason why it should. Thought—
strong feeling — suffering — those were
what changed faces; Sylvia had never
thought deeply, never suffered much—till
now.  And was it for him—who had been
very carelul of her—yes, very careful, on
the whole, despite man’s selfishness, de-
spite her never having understood the
depths of him—was it for him of all people
to hurt her so, to stamp her face with sor-
row, perhaps destroy her utterly?

He crept a little farther in and sat down
in the arm-chair beyond the fire. What
memories a fire gathered into it, with its
flaky ashes, and its little leaflike flames,
and that quiet glow and flicker! What
tale of passions! How like to a fire was a
man's heart! The first voung fitful leap-
ings; the sudden fierce mastering heat;
the long steady sober burning, and then—
that last faming up, that clutch back at
its own vanished youth, the final eager
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flight of flame, before the ashes wintered
it to nothing! Vizions and memories he
gaw down in the fire, as only can be seen
when a man’s heart, by the agony of long
struggle, has been stripped of skin, and
guivers at every touch. Love! A strange
haphazard thing was love—so spun be-
tween ecstasy and torture! A thing in-
sidious, irresponsible, desperate. A flying
sweetness, more poignant than anything
on earth, more dark in origin and destiny.
A thing without reason or coherence. A
man's love-life—what say had he in the
ebb and flow of it? Neo more than in the
flights of autumn birds, swooping down,
lighting here and there, passing on. The
loves gne leit behind—even in a life that
he felt had been by no means vagabond
in love, as men's lives went. The love
that thought the Tyrol skies would fall if
he were not first with a certain lady. The
love whose star had caught in the hair of
Sylvia now lyving there asleep. The so-
called love—half-glamorous, sordid little
meal of pleasure, that Youth, however
sensitive, must eat, il seems, some time or
other with some young light of love; a
glimpse of life that had seemed much,
and had meant little, save, in the end,
to leave him sorry for his partner. Then
the love that he could not, even after
twenty years, bear to runemher that all-
devouring summer passion, which in one
night had gained all and lost all, terribly,
leaving on his soul a scar that could never
be quite healed, leaving his spirit always
a little lonely, haunted by the sense of
what might have been. Of hiz share in
that night of tragedy—that ‘terrible ac-
cident on the river’—no one had ever
dreamed. And then, the long time of de-
spair which had seemed the last death of
love had slowly passed away, and yet
another love had been born—or rather,
born again, different indeed, pale, sober,
but quite real; the fresh springing-up of a
fecling long forgotten, of that protective
devotion of his bovhood. He still remem-
hered the expression on Sylvia's face when
he passed her by chance in Oxford Street,
soon after he came back from his four
years of exile in the East and Rome—
that look, eager, yet reproachful, then
stoically ironic, as if saying gently: *Oh!
no; after forgetting me four years and
more—you can't want to speak to me
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now!' And, when he did speak, the still
more touching pleasure in her face. Then
the uncertain months, with all the time a
feeling of what the end would be; and
then their marriage. Happy enough—
zentle, not very vivid, not spiritually very
intimate—{or his work was always s=e-
cretly as remote from her as when she had
thought to please him by putting jessa-
mine stars on the heads of his beasts.
A quiet, successful union, not meaning,
he had thought, so very much to him,
nor so very much to her—until, forty-
eight hours ago, he told her, and she
had shrunk and wilted and gone all to
pieces, And what was it he had told her?

A long story—that!

sitting there by the fire, with nothing
vet decided, he could see it all from the
start, with its devilish delicate intricacy,
its subtle, slow enchantment, that seemed
to spin itsell out of him, out of his own
state of mind and body, rather than out
of the spell cast over him, just as though
a sort of fatal force, long dormant, were
working up again to hurst inte dark
flower, . . .

11

YE&, it had begun within him over a
yvear ago, with a queer, unhappy restless-
ness, a feeling that life was slipping, ebib-
ing away within reach of him, and his
arms never stretched out to arrest it. It
had begun with a sort of long craving,
stilled only when he was working hard—
a craving for he knew not what, an ache
which was worst whenever the wind was
soft.

They said that about forty-five was a
perilous age for a man—especially for an
artist, All the autumn of last year he
had felt this vague misery rather badly.
It had left him alone most of December
and January, while he wasworking so hard
at his group of lions—but the moment
that was fimished it had gripped him till it
was positive pain. In those last days of
January he well remembered wandering
about in the parks day after day, trying
to get away from it. Mild weather, with
a scent in the wind! With what avidity
he had watched children playing, the pre-
mature buds on the bushes, anything,
everything yeung—with what an ache, too,
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he had heen conscious of innumerable
lives being lived round him, and loves
loved, and he outside, unable to know, to
grasp, to gather them; and all the time the
sands of his hour-glass running out! A
most absurd and unreasonable feeling for
a man with everything he wanted, with
work that he loved, and enough money,
and a wile so good as Sylvia—a feeling s thiat
no Englishman ol forty-six, in excellent
health, ought for & moment to have been
troubled with. A feeling such as, indeed,
no Englishman ever admitted having—
so that there was not even, as yet, a so-
ciety for its suppression. For what was
this feeling, really, but the sense that he
had had his day, would never again know
the stir and fearful joy of falling in love,
but only just hanker after what was past
and gone! Could anything be more rep-
rehensible in a married man!

It was—yes—the last day of January,
when, returning from one of those rest-
less rambles in Hyde Park, he met Dro-
more.  (Jueer to recognize a man hardly
geer =ince school-days. Yet they had
known each other at once. Johnny Dro-
more—sauntering along the rails of Pic-
cadilly on the Green Park side, with that
alight I}r rolling gait of his thin, horseman’s
legs, his dnnr!iﬁ;‘eri hat o httle to one side,
those strange, chaffing, goggling eyes; that
look as il making a perpetual bet. Yes,
it was he—the very same teasing, now
moody, now reckless, always astute John-
ny Dromore, with a good heart beneath
an outside that seemed ashamed of it

" Mark Lennan! By zum! Haven't seen
you for ages. Not since youo turned out a
full-blown—what d'you call it! Awfully
glad to meel you, old chap.”

Here was the past, indeed, something
that carried back to days when the world
was very young, something so long van-
ished in feeling and thought and every-
thing that his head almost turned, trying
to find the anchorage of some common
interest with this hunting, racing man-
about-town, this Johnny Dromore come
to life again out of days when everybody
was an awfully good chap. To have
shared a room at school—to hayve been at
college together, were links mysteriously
indestructible. Yet for proof of the pas-
sage of time one could ask nothing better
than to meet Johnny Dromore, whom the
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machine had stamped with astute sim-
plicity by the time he was twenty-two,
and forever after left untouched in thought
and feeling— Johnny Dromore, who would
never pass bevond the philosophy that all
was queer and freakish which had not to
do with horses, women, wine, cigars, jokes,
good-heartedness, and that perpetual bet;
yet, with—somewhere in him—a pocket
of depth, a streak of hunger, that was not
just Johnny Dromore.

The queer sound of that jerky talk?

“You ever see old Fookes now? . . .
Beenracin’atall? , . . You live in town?

. Remember good old Blenker?"" And
then silence, and then another spurt:
“Ever go down to ‘Bambury’s™® , . .
Ever go racin'? . . . Come on up to my
‘digs” a bit. You've got nothin’ to do.”
No persuading Johnny Dromore that a
“what d'you call it” could have anything
to do. *Come on, old chap. I'vegot the
hump. Tt's this damned east wind.,"”

Well he rememberedit, when they shared
a room at ‘Bambury's'=—that hump of
Johnny Dromore’s, after some reckless
spree, or bout of teasing,

And down the little by-street of Pic-
cadilly he had gone, and up into those
‘digs’ on the Arst floor, with their little
dark hall, their Van Beers drawings and
Vanity Fair cartoons, and prints of race-
horses, and of the old Nightgown Steeple-
chase; with the big chairs, and all the
paraphernalia of race guides and race
glasses, fox masks and stags’ horns, and
hunting-whips. And yvet, something that
from the first moment struck him as not
quite in keeping, foreign to the picture—
a little jumble of books there, a vase of
flowers, a gray kitten.

*Sit down, old chap.
drink? ™

From the recesses of & marvellous chair,
with huge arms of tawny leather, he ]|5-
tened and spoke drowsily. E'l.m'hur}' 5,
Oxford, Gordy’s clubs—dear old Gordy,
gone now—things long passed by; they
seemed all round him once again. And
vet always that vague sense threading this
resurrection, threading the smoke of their
cigars, and Johnny Dromore's clipped talk
—of something that did not quite belong.
Might it be, p{rhap'\- that sepia drawing
above the ‘Tantalus’ on the oak side-
board at the far end—a woman's face ga-

What'll you
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zing out into the room? Mysteriously un-
like everything else, except the flowers,
and this kitten that was pushing its furry
little head against his hand. Odd how a
single thing sometimes took possession of
a room, however remote in spirit! It
seemed to reach like a shadow over Dro-
more's outstretched limbs, and weathered,
long-nosed face, behind his huge cigar;
over the queer, solemn, chaffing eyes,
with something brooding in the depths of
them.

“Ever get the hump? Bally awful, isn't
it? It's getting old. 'We're bally old, you
know, Lenny!" No one had called him
Lenny for twenty years. It was true;
they were unmentionably old.

“When a fellow begins to feel old, you
know, it's time he went broke—or some-
thing; doesn't bear sittin' down and look-
in' at. Come out to ‘Monte” with me!"

*Monte’! That old wound, never quite
healed, started throbhing at the word, so
that he could hardly speak his: “No, I
don't care for Monte.,” And, at once,
he saw Dromore’s eyes probing, question-
ing:
*You married?

“YE‘E\I-"

“Never thought of you as married!”

So Dromore did think of him. Queer!
He never thought of Johnny Dromore.

“Winter's bally awful, when you're not
huntin’. Like the light on?"

No—the firelight, with the violet glim-
mer from outside the windows, was too
pleasant.

“You've changed a lot; should hardly
have koown wou. Last time 1 saw you
you'd just come back from Rome or some-
where. What's it like bein’ a—a sculptor?
Saw something of yours once. Ewver do
things of horses? "

Yes; he had done a ‘relief’ of ponies
only last year.

“You do women, too, I &'pose?”

“Not often.”

The eves goggled slightly. Quaint—
that unholy interest! Just like boys, the
Johnny Dromores—would never grow up,
no matter how life treated them. If Dro-
more spoke out his soul, as he used to
speak it out at ‘Bambury's,” he would
say: ‘You get a pull there; you have a
bally good time, I expect.” That was the
way it took them; just a converse mani-
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festation of the very same feeling toward
art that the pious Philistines had, with
their deploring evebrows, and their *peril
to the soul.’ Babes all! Not a glimmer-
ing of what art meant—of its effort, and
its yearnings!

“¥ou make money at it?"

“Oh, yes.”

Apain that appreciative gogele, as who
should say: “Ho! there's more in this than
I thought!”

A long silence then, the fire flickering
in front of them, the gray kitten purring
against his neck, the smoke of their cigars
going up, and such a strange, dozing sense
of rest as he had not known [or many
days. And then—something, some one at
the door, over by the sideboard! And
Dromore speaking in a queer voice:

“Come in, Nell! D'you know my
daughter? "

A hand took Lennin's, a hand that
seemed to waver between the aplomb of
woman of the world, and a child’s impul-
sive warmth. Anda voice, voung, clipped,
clear, said:

“How d'vou do? She's rather sweet,
isn't she—my kitten? "

Then Dromore turned the light up. A
figure fairly tall, in a gray riding hahit,
stupendously well-cut ; crinkly light-brown
hair tied back with a black ribbon under a
neat hat; a face not quite so round as a
child’s nor so shaped as a woman’s, blush-
ing slightly, very calm; eyes like those
eves of Gainsborough's * Perdita’—slow,
gray, mesmeric, with long lashes curling
up, eves that draw things te them, still
innocent,

And just on the point of saying, 1
thought you'd stepped out of that pic-
ture "—he saw Dromaore's face, and mum-
bled instead:

“Bo it's your kitten?"

“Yes; she goes to everybody. Do you
like Persians? She's all fur really. Feell”

Entering with his fingers the recesses of
the kitten, he said:

Y (Cats without fur are very queer.”

“Have vou seen one without fur?”

*“0Oh! yes. In my profession we have
to go below fur—1'm a sculptor.”

“That must be awfully interesting."”

What a woman of the world! But what
a child, too! And now he could see that
the facein the sepia drawing was older alto-
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gether—lips not so full, look not so inno-
cent, cheeks not so round, and something
sad and desperate about it—a face that
life had rudely touched; but the same
eyves. And what charm, for all its disillu-
sionment, its air of a history! Then he
noticed, fastened to the frame, on a thin
rod, a dust-colored curtain, drawn to one
side. The sell-poseessed voung voice was
saying:

“Would vou mind if I showed you my
drawings? It would be awiully good of
you. You could tell me about them.”
And with dismay he saw her opening
a portfolio. While he scrutinized those
schoolgirl drawings, he could feel her look-
ing at him as animals do when they are
making up their minds whether or no to
like vou; then she came and stood so close
that her arm pressed his. He redoubled
his efforts to find something zood about
the drawings. But, in truth, there was
nothing good. And if, in other matters,
he could lie well enough to save people’s
feelings, where art was concerned he never
could; so he merely said:

“You haven't been tuught, vou see.”

“Will you teach me? "

But before he could answer she was al-
ready effacing thatl naive question in her
most grown-up manner,

“0Of course [ pughtn't to ask. Tt would
bore you awlully.”

After that he vaguely remembered Dro-
more’s asking if he ever rode in the Row;
and those eyes of hers following him about;
and her hand giving his another childish
srpueeze,  Then he was on his way again
down the dimly lighted stairs, past an
interminable array of Vanity Fair car-
toons, out into the east wind,

II1

Crossisc the Green Park on his way
home, was he more, or less, restless? Dif-
ficult to say. A little flattered, certainly,
a little warmed; yet irritated, as always
when he came into contact with people to
whom the world of art was such an amu-
sing unreality. The idea of trying toshow
that child how to draw—that featherpate,
with her riding and her kitten: and her
‘Perdita’ eyes! Touching and quaint
how she had at once made friends with
him! He was a little different, perhaps,
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from what she was accustomed to.  And
how daintily she spoke! A strange, at.
tractive, almost lovely child! Certainly
not more than seventeen—and—Johnny
Dromore’s daughter!

The wind was bitter, the lamps bright
among the naked trees. Beautiful always
London at night, even in January, even
in an east wind, with a beauty he never
tired of. Its greal dark chiselled shapes,
its gleaming lights, like droves of flying
stars come to earth; and all warmed by the
beat and stir of innumerable lives—those
lives that he ached so to know and to be
part of,

He told Sylvia of his encounter. Dro-
more! The name struck her. She had an
old Irish song, ‘The Castle of Dromore,
with a queer haunting refrain. . . . That
week it froze hard, and he began a life-
size group of their two sheep-dogs. Then
a thaw set in with that first southwest
wind, which brings each February a feel-
ing of spring such as is never again re-
captured, and men’s senses, like sleepy
bees in the sun, go roving. It awakened in
him more violently than ever the thirst to
be living, knowing, loving—the craving for
something new. Not this, of course, took
him back to Dromore's rooms; oh! no,
just friendliness, since he had not even
told his old roommate where he lived,
orsaid that his wife would be glad to make
his acquaintance, if he cared to come
round. For Johnny Dromore had assur-
edly nol seemed too happy, under all
his hard-bitten air. Yes! it was only
iriendly to go again.

Diromore was seated in his long arm-
chair, a cigar between his lips, a pehcil in
his hand, a sporting journal, a Rufi’s
Guide, and a large green book beside him,
and on his knee a sheet of foolscap paper.
There was a festive air about him, very dif-
ferent from his spasmodic gloom of the oth-
er day; and he murmured without rising:

“Hallo, old man! glad to see you
Take a pew! Look here! Agapemone—
which d'you think I ought to put her to—
San Diavolo or Ponte Canet—nol more
than four crosses of St. Paul. Goin’ to get
a real good one from her this time!”

Lennan, who had never heard those
sainted names, answered;

“Oh, Ponte Canet, without doubt, 1§
you're working I'll come in another time.”
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“Lord, no! Have a smoke. Il just
finish lookin out their blood—and take o
pull.”

And so Lennan sat down towatch those
researches, wreathed in cigars-moke and
punctuated by expletives. They were
as sacred and absorbing, no doubt, as his
own efforts to create in clay, for before
Dromore’s inner vision was the perfect
race-horse—he, too, was creating. Here
was no mere dodge for making money
—but a process hallowed by the peculiar
sensation one had when one rubbed the
palms of the hands together, the sensation
that accompanied all creative achicve-
ment. Once only Dromore paused to turn
his head and say:

* Bally hard, gettin taproots right.”

Real art! How well Lennan knew that
desperate search after the point of bal-
ance, the central rivet that must be found
before a form would come to life. . . .
And he noted that to-day there was no
kitten, no flowers, no evidence at allof any
extraneous presence—even that picture
was curtained. Had the girl he had seen,
then, been just a dream—a fancy con-
jured up by his craving after youth?

But Dromore had dropped the large
green book, and taken his stand before
the fire.

“Mell took to you the other day. But
you always were a lady’s man. Remem-
ber the girl at Coaster's?”

Coaster’s tea-shop, where he would go
every afternoon that he had money, just
for the pleasure of looking shyly at a face.
Something beautiful to look at—mnothing
more! Johmny Dromore would no better
understand that now than when they
were at ‘Bambury's.” Not the smallest
good even Lrying to explain! He looked
up at those gogeling eves; he heard the
bantering voice:

“1 say—vou're goin’ gray. Weare bally
old, Lenny! A fellow gets old when he
marries,”

And he answered:

“By the way, I never knew that veu
had been.”

From Dromore's face the chaffing look
went, like a candle-flame blown out; o
coppery flush spread over it. For some
seconds he did not speak; then, jerking
his head toward the picture, he said very
gruftly:

“Never had the chance of marrying,
there; Nell's ‘outside.’”

A sort of anger leaped in Lennan; why
should Dromore speak that word as if he
were ashamed of his own daughter! Just
like his sort—none so hide-hound as men-
about-town! Flotzam on the tide of other
men’s opinions; poor devils adrift with-
out the one true anchorage of their own
real feelings!

" As for that,” he answered, * it would
only make any decenl man, or woman,
nicer to her. When is she going to let me
teach her drawing? ™

He wias conscious of Dromore staring,
as if he did not quite know whether to be
pleased, or to think him insincere and
gushing, or even to be doubtiul of the
morality of his words. Then the fellow
crossed the room, drew back the curtain
of the picture; and na muffled voice
saiil:

“My God, Lenny! Life’sunfair. Nell's
coming killed her, T'd rather it had been
me—bar chafi! Women have no luck.”

Lennan got up from his comfortable
chair, For, startled out of the past, the
memory of that summer night, when vet
another woman had no Juck, flooded his
heart with its black, inextinguishable priet.
He said quietly:

“The past ¢s past, old man.”

Diromore drew the curtain again across
the picture, and came back to the fire.
For a full minute he stared into it without
a word, then said:

“What am I to do with Neli?
growing up."

“What have you done with her so far?”

“She's been at school. In the summer
she goes to Ireland—TI"ve got a bit of an
old place there. She'll be eighteen in July.
I shall have to introduce her to women—
and that,  It’sthedevil. How? Wha?!'

Lennan could only murmur: * My wife,
for one.”

He took his leave zoon after. Johnny
Diromore! Bizarre guardian for that child,
indeed! CQueer life she must have of it,
in that bachelor's den, surrounded by
Ruff’s Guides! And what would become
of her? Caught up by some yvoung spark
about town; married to him, no doubt-
her father would see to the thoroughness
of that, hiz standard of respectability was
evidently high. And after—go the way,

She's
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maybe, of her mother—that poor thing in
the picture with the alluring, desperate
face. Well! Tt was no business of his!

vV

No business of his! The merest sense
of comradeship, then, took him once more
to Dromore’s after that disclosure, to
prove that the word “ outside ™ had no ex-
istence save in his frend’s own fancy; to
assure him again that Sylvia would be very
glad to welcome the child at any time she
liked to come.

When he had told her of that little mat-
ter of Nell's hirth, she had been silent &
long minute, looking in his face, and then
had said: “Poor child, I wonder if she
knows! People are so unkind, even now-
adays!" He could not himself think of
any one who would pay attention to such
a thing, except to be kinder to the girl;
but in such matters Sylvia was the better
judge, in closer touch with general thought.
She met people that he did not—and of a
more normal species.

It was rather late when he got to Diro-
more's diggings on that third visit.

“Mr., Dromore, sir,” the man said—he
had one of those strictly confidential faces
bestowed by an all-wize Providence on
servants in the neighborhood of Piccadilly
—“Mr. Dromore, sir, is not in, But he
will be almost sure to be in to dress.  Miss
Nell is in, sir.”

She was sitting at the table, pasting
photographs inte an album. And Len-
nan stood unhedard, gizing at the back
of her head with its thick, crinkly-brown
hair tied back on her dark-red frock.
What a lonely young creature in that
abode of male middle age! Then, to the
confidential man’s soft: *Mr. Lennan,
miss,” he added a softer: **May I come
ins!!

She got up, and put her hand into his
with intense composure,

“Oh, yes! do; if you don’t mind the
mess I'm making—" and with a little
squeeze of the tips of his withdrawing
fingers: ““It was awfully nice of you to
come, Would it hore ¥ou losee my |1h|.;=
tographs? "’

And down they sat together before the
amateur photographs—snap-shots of peo-
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ple with guns or fishing-rods, little groups
of schoolgirls, kittens, Dromore and her-
self on horseback, and several of a young
man with a broad, daring, rather good-
looking face. “That's Oliver—Oliver
Dromore—Dad’s first cousin once re-
moved. Rather nice, isn't he? Do you
like his expression? "

Lennan did not know.  Not her second
cousin, her father's first cousin once re-
moved! And again there leaped in him
that unreasoning flame of indignant pity.

“And how about drawing? You have-
n't come to be taught yet.”

She went almost as red as her frock.

“T thought you were only being polite.
I oughtn't to have asked. Of course T
want to awfully—only I know it'll bore
you.'"

1t won't, at all.”

She looked up, at that, What peculiar
languorous eyes they were!

“Shall I come to-morrow, then? "

“Any day vou like, between hali-past
twelve and one.”

“Where? "

He took out a card.

“ Mark Lennan— yes—I like your name,
Tliked it the other day. Tt’s awfully nice.”

What was in a name that she should
like him because of it? His fame as a
sculptor—such as it was—could have noth-
ing to do with that, for she would certainly
not know that he had any. Ah! but there
was 4 lot in a name; he remembered the
fascination they had had [or him asa child
—wortls such as macaroon, Spaniard, Car-
niola, Aldebaran, and Mr. McCrae. For
quite a week the whole world had been
Mr. MecCrae—a most ordinary friend of
Gordy's,

She talked freely now—of her schoal ; of
riding and motoring—she seemed to love
going very fast; abiout Newmarket—which
was ‘perfect’; and theatres—plays of
the type that Johnny Dromore might be
expected to approve; she did not, indeed,
appear to have seen any others, except
‘Hamlet " and ‘King Lear.” Never was a
girl so untouched by thought, or art—yet
not stupid, having, seemingly, a certain
natural good taste; but nothing, evidently,
had come her way. How could it—
‘ Johnny Dromore duce, et aus pice Johnny
Diromore!” She had been taken, indeed,
to the National Gallery while at school
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one hali-holiday. Lennan had a vision of
eight or ten yvoung maidens trailing round
at the skirts of one old maiden, admiring
Landseer's dogs, giggling faintly at Botti-
celli's angels, guping, rustling, chattering
like young birds in a shrubbery. But
with all her surroundingz this child of
Johnny Dromoredom was as yel more
innocent than cultured girls of the same
age, If those gray mesmeric eves of hers
followed him about, they did so quite
frankly, and unconsciously. There was no
minx in her, so far.

An hour went by, and Dromore did not
come. And the loneliness of this young
creature in that incongruous place began
telling on Lennan’s equanimity.

What did she do in the evenings?

"Sometimes I go to the theatre with
Dad, generally 1 stay at home.”

*And then?"

*0Oh! T just read, or talk French.”

“What? To yourselfz”

“Yes, or to Oliver sometimes, when he
comes in."”

So Oliver came in! How long had she
known Oliver? Oh! ever since she was a
child. He wanted to say, ‘And how long
is that?' but managed to refrain, and got
up to go instead. She caught his sleeve,
and said;

“You're not to go.” Saying that, she
looked as a dog will, going to bite in fun,
her upper lip shortened above her small
white teeth set fast on her lower lip, and
her chin thrust a little forward. A glimpse
of a wilful spirit—that! But as soon as
he smiled, and murmured: “Ah! but 1
must, you see! " she at once regained her
manners, only saving rather mournfully:
“You don't call me by my name. Don’t
you like it?"”

“Nell?"

“Yes. It's really Eleanor, of course
Don't you like it?”

If he had detested the name, he could
only have answered, “ Very much.”

“T'm awlully glad. Good-by.”

When he got out into the street, he felt
terribly like a man who, instead of having
had his sleeve touched, has had his heart
plucked at. And that warm, bewildered
feeling lasted him all the way home.

Changing for dinner he looked at him-
self with unwonted attention. He saw 4
face with hair still thick and dark, but go-
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ing distinctly gray; evehrows mountinga
little at the outer corners; very many
lines about eyes wide apart, and partic-
ularly deep-set, as if life had forced them
back, but still eager when they smiled;
cheek-bones that were almost * bopsies”
now; cheeks thin and dark; chin set and
bony below a dark mustache. Altogether
a face that life had worn & good deal—
nothing for a child to take a fancy to and
make [riends with, that he could see.

Sylvia came in while he was thus taking
stock of himself, bringing a freshly opened
flask of eau de Cologne, She was always
bringing him something—never was any
one so sweet in those ways. In that gray
low-cut frock, her white still prettiness
and pale-gold hair, so little touched by
time, only just fell short of real beauty
for lack of a spice of depth and of incisive-
ness, just as her spirit lacked he knew not
what of poignancy. He would not for the
world have let her know that he ever felt
that lack. If a man could not hide little
rifts in the lute of one o good and humble
and affectionate, he was not fit to live.

She zang ‘ The Castle of Dromore " again
that night, with its queer haunting lilt.
And when she had gone up, and he was
smoking over the fire, the girl in her dark-
red frock seemed to come, and sit oppo-
site with her eves fixed on his, just as she
had been sitting while they talked., Drark-
red had suited her, suited the look on her
face when she said; “ You're not to go!"
Odd, indeed, if she had not some devil in
her, with that parentage!

V

WexT day had occurred a singular phe-
nomenon. They summoned Lennan from
the studio to see it: Johnny Dromore,
very well groomed, talking to Sylvia with
unnatural suavity, and carefully masking
the gogele in his eyes! Mrs. Lennan ride?
Ah! Too busy, of course. She helped
Mark with his—er—No! Really! Read
a lot, no doubt? He never had any time
for readin'—awful bore not havin’ time to
read! And Sylvia listening and smiling,
very still and soft,

What had Dromore come for?  To spy
put the land, discover why Lennan and
his wife thought nothing of the word ‘out-
side "—whether in fact their household was
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respectable. . .. A man must always
look twice at ‘ what-d’you-call-ems" even
if they have shared his room at school!
. .. To his credit, of course, to be so
careful of his daughter, at the expense of
time owed to the creation of the perfect
race-horse! On the whole he seemed to be
coming to the conclusion that they might
be useful to Nell in the uncomfortable
time at hand when she would have to go
about ; seemed even to be falling under the
spell of Sylvia’s transparent goodness—
abandoning his habitual vigilance against
being scored off in life's perpetual bet;
parting with his armor of chaff. Almost
a relief, indeed, once out of Sylvia's pres-
cnce, on the wav to the studio, to see that
familiar, unholy curiosity creeping back
into his eyes and manner, as though he
were hoping against parental hope to find
something—er—amusing somewhere about
that mysterious Mecca of good times—a
“what-d'you-call-it's ' studio. Delicious to
watch the conflict between relief and dis-
appointment.  Alas! no model—not even
& statue—without clothes, nothing but
portrait heads, casts of animals, and such
like sobrieties—absolutely nothing that
could bring a blush to the cheek of the
young person, or a glow to the eves of a
Johnny Dromore.

Curtously silent, he walked round and
round the group of sheep-dogs, inquir-
ing into them with his long erinkled
TIOGE,

“You do these out of your head?™

*No; from life.”

“D—d goixd! How d'you get them to
stay in one place long enoughr

“Tdon't.”

Then, very suddenly:

“T say, old chap, you wouldn't do me
one of Nell on horseback? "

It was Lennan's turn for silence,

“T might, perhaps, do a statuette of
her,” he said, at last; “if 1 did, you
should have a cast.”

It was of course the part of a Dromore
never to be surprised or pugzled, but
whether this one was doubtiul what ex-
actly a cast might be, or thought that in
some way he might be being out-ma-
necuvred, he remained some seconds in a
gort of trance.  Then, suddenly, as though
clinching a bet, he muttered:

“PDone! And if you want Lo ride with
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her to get the hang of it, I can always
mount you,”

When he had gone, Lennan remained
staring at his unfinished sheep-dogs in Lthe
gathering dusk. He had again that sense
of irritation at contact with something
strange, hostile, uncomprehending. Why
did he let these Dromores into his life like
this? He shut the studio, and went back
to the drawing-room. Sylvia was sitting
on the fender, gazing at the fire, and she
edged along to rest against his knees. The
light from a candle on her writing-table
was shining on her hair, her cheek and
chin, that vears had so little altered.
What a picture she made! With just that
candle-flame, swaving there, burning slow-
ly, surely down the pale wax—of all life-
less things most living, most like a spirit !
He passed his finger through it—bland
and vague, one would hardly know it was
fireatall. Then, suddenly, a drift of wind
blew it this way and that, till, caught be-
tween two draughts, it went out. He got
up to shut the window, and as he came
back Sylvia said:

“T like Mr. Dromaore,
nicer than he looks,”

“He's usked me to make a statuette of
hiz daughter on horseback.”

“And will you?"

*1 don’t know."

" If she's really so pretty, you'd better.”

“Pretty’s hardly the word—but she's
not ordinary.”

She turned round, and looked up at
him, and instinetively he felt that some-
thing difficult to answer was coming next.

“Mark."

ik E..IL"\‘_‘-\I_,,

"I wanted to ask you: Are you really
happy nowadays? "

“Of course.  Why not?”*

What else could he say? It would have
disturbed her horribly to speak of those
feelings of the last few months—those feel-
ings so ridiculous to any one who had them
not.

And having received her answer Sylvia
turned back to the fire, resting silently
against his knees. . . .

It was three days later when the sheep-
dogs suddenly abandoned the pose into
which he had lured them with much diffi-
culty, and made for the door of his studio.
There in the street was Nell Dromore,

I think he's
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mounted on a narrow little black horse
with & white star, a white hoof, and dey-
ilish-looking little goat's ears, pricked and
very close together at the tips,

“Dad said I had better ride round and
show you Magpie. He's not very good at
standing still.  Are those your dogs?
What darlings!"

She had slipped her knee already from
the pommel and was sliding down; and
the dogs were instantly on their hind feet,
propping themselves against her waist,
Lennan held the little black horse. What
a vivid, bizarre little beast! All fire and
whipcord, with a skin like satin, liguid
eyes, very straight hocks, and a thin bang
tail reaching down to them. And for a
moment he forgot its rider. This little
creature had none of those commonplace
zood looks, 5o discouraging to artists,

And then, still kissing the dogs’ heads,
she looked up at him, and said: “Dao you
like him? Tt is nice of you Lo do us.”

When he had made a rough sketch of
the little black horse, and she had ridden
away, looking back until she turned the
corner, he tried to lure the two dogs back
to their pose. But they were restless, and
would sit no more, zoing continually to
the door, listening and sniffing; indeed,
everything felt disturbed and out of gear.

And that same afternoon, at Sylvia's
suggestion, he went with her to call on the
Dromores.

While they were being ushered in they
heard a man's voice, rather high-pitched,
speaking in some language not his own;
then the girl's:

“No, no, Oliver— Dans {"amour il v a
lowjours un qui baise, el un qui tend la

She was sitting in her father’s chair,
and on the window-sill a young man lolled,
who rose and stood stock-still, with an
almost insolent expression on his broad,
good-looking face. Lennan scrulinized
him with interest—about twenty-four he
might be, rather dandified, clean-shaven,
with crisp, dark hair, and wide-set hazel
eyes, and, as in his photograph, a curious
look of daring, His voice, when he vouch-
safed a greeting, was rather high and not
unpleasant, with a touch of lazy drawl.

They stayed but a few minutes, and
going down those dimly lighted stairs
again Sylvia remarked:
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“How prettily she said good-by—as if
she were putting up her face to be kissed.
I think she's lovely. So does that young
man, They go well together.”

Rather abruptly Lennan answered:

“ Ah! yes—I suppose they do."”

VI

Sue came to them often after that,
sometimes alone, twice with Johony Diro-
more, sometimes with young Oliver, who,
under Sylvia's spell, soon lost his stand-off
air. And the statuette was begun. Then
came spring in earnest, and that real
business of lile—the racing of horzes on
the flat; so that Johnny Dromore’s genios
was no longer hampered by the illegiti-
mate risks of * jumpin’.” He came to dine
with them the day hefore the first New-
market meeting. He had o soft spot for
Syhvia, always saving to Lennan as he
went away: “Your wife's a charmin’
woman.” She too had a softspot for him,
having fathomed the helplessness of this
worldling’s wisdom, and thinking him pa-
thetic.

And after he was gone she =aid:

“ Do you think we ought to have Nell
to stay with us, while you're finishing her?
She must be very lonely now her father's
so much away.” 4

It was like Sylvia to think of inviting
her, but would it be pleasure or vexation
to have in the house this child with her
quaint grown-upness, her confiding ways,
and those Perdita eyes? 1In truth he did
not know,

She came to them with touching alacrity
—very like o dog, who, left at home when
the family goes for a holiday, takes at once
to those who make much of it.

And she was ne trouble, too well accus-
tomed toamuse herself; andalways quaint
to watch, with her continual changes from
child to woman of the world, and back
again. A new sensation, this—of a young
creaturein the house. Bothheand Sylvia
had wanted children, but without luck.
Twice illness had stood in the way., Was
it perhaps just that fittle lack in her-
that lack of poignancy, which had pre-
vented her from becoming a mother? An
only child herself, she had no nieces or
nephews; Cicely’s boys had always been
at school, and now were out in the world.
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Yes, a new sensation, and one in which
Lennan’s restless feelings seemed to merge
and vanish,

Outside the hours when Nell sat to him
he purposely saw but little of her, leaving
her to nestle under Sylvia’s wing, and this
she did, as if she never wanted to come
out, Thus he preserved his amusement
at her quaint warmths, and quainter calm-
ness, his wsthetic pleasure in watching
her, whose strange hali-hypnotized, half-
hypnotic gaze had a sort of dreamy and
pathetic lovingness, as if she were brimful
of affections that had no outlet.

Every morning after “sitting ' she would
stay an hour bent over her own drawing,
which made practically no progress; and
he would often catch her following his
movements with those great eves of hers,
while the sheep-dogs would lie perfectly
still at her feet blinking horribly—such
was her attraction. His birds also, a
jackdaw and an owl, who had the run
of the studio, tolerated her as they toler-
ated no other female, save the house-
keeper.  The jackdaw would perch on her
and peck her dress: but the owl merely en-
gaged her in combats of mesmeric gazing,
which never ended in victory for either,

Now that she was with them, Oliver
Diromore began to haunt the house. She
behaved to him with extreme capricious-
ness, sometimes hardly speaking, some-
times treating him like a brother; and,
in spite of all his nonchalance, the poor
youth would just sit glowering, or gazing
out his adoration, in accordance with her
mood.

One of those July evenings Lennan re-
membered beyond all others, He had
come, iter a hard day’s work, out from
his studio into the courtyard garden—
to smoke a cigarette and feel the sun on
his cheek before it sank behind the wall,
A planc-organ {ar away was grinding out
a waltz; and on a hydrangea tub under
the drawing-room window he sat down to
listen. Nothing was visible from there
save just the square patch of a quite blue
sky and one soft plume of smoke from
his own kitchen chimney; nothing au-
dible but that tune and the never-ending
street murmur. Twice birds flew across
starlings. It was very peaceful, and his
thoughts went floating, like the smoke
of his cigarette, to meet who-knew-what

The Dark Flower

other thoughts—for thoughts, no doubt,
had little swift lives of their own; desired,
and found their mates; and, blending,
sent forth offspring. Why not? All
was possible, in this wonder-house of a
world. Even that waltz tune, floating
away, would find some melody to wed,
and twine with, and produce a fresh chord
that might float in turn to catch the hum
of a gnat or fly, and breed again. Queer—
how everyvthing sought to entwine with
something else! On one of the pinkish
hlooms of the hyvdrangea he noted a bee
—aof all things, in this hidden-away gar-
den of tiles and gravel and plants in tubs,
The little furry lonely thing was drowsily
clinging there, as if it had forgoiten what
it had come for—seduced, maybe, like
himself, from labor by these last rays of
the sun. Its wings, close-furled, were
glistening; its eyes seemed closed. And
the pianc-organ plaved on, a tune of
yearning, waiting, vearning. . . .

Then, through the window above his
head, he heard Oliver Dromore—a voice
one could always tell, pitched high, with
its slight drawl—pleading, very softly at
first, then insistent, imperious; and sud-
denly Nell’s answering voice:

“1 won't, Oliver. Iwon't, I won't!"

He rose to go out of earshot. Then a
door slammed, and he saw her at the win-
dow above him, her waist on a level with
his head, flushed, her gray eyes omi-
nously bright, her full lips parted. And
he said:

“What is it, Nell?™

She leaned down and caught his hand;
her touch was fiery hot.

“He kissed me., 1 won't let him—I
won't kiss him.”

Through his head went a medley of
sayings to soothe children that are hurt;
but he felt unsteady, unlike himself. And
suddenly she knelt, and put her hot fore-
head against his lips.

It was as if she had really been a little
child, wanting the place kissed to make
it well,

VII

Arrer that strange outburst Lennan
considered long whether he should speak
to Oliver. But what could he say, from
what standpoint say it, and—with that
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feeling? Or should he speak to Dromaore?
Not very easy to speak on such a subject
to one off whose turf all spiritual matters
were so permanently warned. Nor some-
how could he bring himself to tell Sylvia;
it would be like violating a confidence
to speak of the child’s outburst and that
quivering moment, when she had knelt
and put her hot forehead to his lips for
comfort. Such a disclosure was for Nell
herseli to make, if she so wished.

And then young Oliver solved the diffi-
culty by coming to the studio himself
next day. He entered with ‘Dromore’
composure, very well groomed, in a silk
hat, a cutaway black coat, and charming
lemon-colored gloves—what the young
man did, besides belonging to the yeo-
manry and hunting all the winter, seemed
Eknown only to himseli. He made no ex-
cuse forinterrupting Lennan, and for some
time sat silently smoking his cigarette,
and pulling the ears of the dogs. And
Lennan worked on, waiting. There was
always something attractive to him in
this young man’s broad, good-looking
face, with its crisp, dark hair, and half-
insolent good humor, now so clouded.

At last Oliver got up and wentl over to
the unfinished * Girl on the Magpie horse.”
Turning to it so that his face could not be
seen, he said:

“You and Mrs. Lennan have been aw-
fully kind to me. I behaved rather like a
cad yesterday; I thought 1'd better tell
you. I want to marry Nell, you know.”

Lennan was glad that the young man’s
face was so religiously averted. He let
his hands come to anchor on what he was
working at before he answered: ““She's
only a child, Oliver”; and then, watching
his fingers making a stupid movement
with the clay, was astonished at himself.

“She'll be eighteen this month,” he
heard Oliver say. “If she once gets out—
amongst people—I don't know what I
shall do. Old Johnny's no good to look
alter her”

Lennan forced himself to look. The
young man's face was very red, he was
forgetting to hide it now. Then it went
white, and he said through clenched teeth:
“She sends me mad. I don't know how
not to— If I don’t get her, I shall shoot
myself. Ishall, you know—I"m that sort.
It’s her eyes. They draw you right out of
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yourseli—and leave you—" And from
his gloved hand the smoked-out cigarette
end fell to the floor. “They say her
mother was like that, Poor old Johnny!
D’vou think I've got a chance, Mr. Len-
nan? I don't mean now, this minute; I
know she's too young!™

Lennan forced himself to answer.

“I dare say, my dear fellow, I dare say.
Have you talked with my wife?"

Oliver shook his head,

“She's so good. I don’t think she'd
quite understand my sort of feeling.”

A queer little smile came up on Len-
nan’s lips.

“Ah! well,” he said, “you must give
the child time. Perhaps when she comes
back from Ireland, after the summer.”

The young man answered moodily:

“Yes, TI've got the run of that, you
know. And I shan’t be ahle to keep
away."” Hetook up his hat: “Isuppose
ILoughtn't to have come and bored you
about this, but Nell thinks such a lot of
you; and, you being different to most peo-
ple—I thought vou wouldn’t mind.” He
turned again at the door: It wasn't gas
what I said just now—about not getting
her. Fellows zay that sort of thing, but 1
mean it.”

He put on that shining hat, and went.

And Lennan stood, staring at the
statuette. So! Passion broke down even
the defences of Dromoredom. Passion!
Strange hearts it chose to bloom in!

‘Being different to most people—I
thought you wouldn't mind!" How had
Oliver known that Sylvia would not un-
derstand a passion so out of hand as this?
And what had told him that he (Lennan)
would? Was there, then, something in his
face? There must be! Even Johnny
Dromore—most reticent of creatures—
had confided to him that one hour of his
astute existence, when the wind had swept
him out {o sea!

That statuette would never be any
good, try as he might! Oliver was right—
it was her eyes! How they had smoked
—if eyes could be said to smoke—in their
childish anger; and how they had drawn
and pleaded, when she put her face to his
in her still more childish entreaty! If they
were like this now, what would they be
when the woman in her woke? Just as
well not to think of her too much! Just
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as well to work, and remember that he
would soon be forty-seven! Just aswell that
next week she would be pone to Ireland !

And the last evening hefore she went
they took hertosee’ Carmen’ at the Opera.
He remembered that she wore a nearly
high white frock; and a dark carnation
in the ribbon tying her erinkly hair, which
still hung loose. How wonderfully en-
tranced she sat, drunk on that opera that
he had secn a score of times; now touch-
ing his arm, now Sylvia's, whispering
questions: “ Who's that?” ** What's com-
ing now?"” The Cermen toused her to ad-
oration, but Don José was “too fat in
his funny little coat,” till, in the mad-
dened jealousy of the last act, he rose
superior. Then, quite lost in her excite-
ment, she clutched Lennan’s arm; and
her gasp, when Carmen fell at last, made
all their neighbors jump. Her emotion
was far more moving than that upon the
stage; he wanted badly to stroke and
comfort her, and say: “ There, there, my
dear, it’s only make-believe!" And, when
it was over, and the excellent murdered
lady and her poor fat little lover appeared
before the curtain, finally forgetful that
she was 4 woman of the world, she started
forward in her seat and clapped and
clapped. Fortunate that Johnny Dro-
more was not there tosee! But, all things
coming to an end, they had to get up and
go. And, as they made their way out to
the hall, Lennan felt a hot little finger
crooked into his own, ag if she simply
must have something to squeeze! He
really did not know what to do with it,
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*

i1s Silence”

She seemed to feel that half-heartedness,
and soon let o, And all the way home in
the cab she was silent. With that same
abstraction she ate her sandwiches and
drank her lemonade; then took Sylvia's
kiss, and, quite a woman of the world
once more, begged that they would not
get up to see her off—for she was to go at
seven in the morning, to catch the Irish
mail. Then, holding out her hand to Len-
nan, she very gravely said:

“Thanks most awfully for taking me
to-night. Good-by!”

Lennan stayed full half an hour at the
window, smoking. No street lamp shone
just there, and the night was velvety black
above the plane-trees. At last, with a
sigh, he shut up, and went tiptoeing up-
stairsin darkness.  Suddenly in the corri-
dor the white wall scemed to move at
him. A warmth, a fragrance, 4 sound like
a tiny siph, and something soft was
squeezed into his hand. Then the wall
moved back, and he stood listening—no
sound, no anything! In his dressing-room
he looked at the soft thing in his hand.
It was the carnation from her hair. What
had poszessed the child to give him that?
"Carmen'! Ah! ‘Carmen’! Andpgazing
at the flower, he held it away from him
with a sort of terror: but its scent rose.
And suddenly he thrust it, all fresh as it
was, into a candle-Aame, and held it, burn-
ing, writhing, till it blackened to velvet.
Then his heart asmote him for so0 cruel a
deed. Tt was still beautiful, but its scent
was gone. And going to the window he
flung it far out into the darkness.

inied. |

IS5 SILENCE"

By Wilham H. Hayne

ArtER life's turmoil and its buffets rude,
Silence and sleep wherein no dréams intrude,—
Kest unimpaired by irking pain or tears—
The reparation for the loud-voiced years.
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PAINTING IN

AMERICA

By Edwin Howland Blashfield

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRATHI AND SKETCHES OF THE AUTHOR'S WoRK®*

S URAL painting may safely
4 be called the most exacting,
as it is certainly the most
complicated, form of paint-
ing: its scope includes fig-
ure, landscape, and portrait;
its practice demands the widest education,
the most varied forms of knowledge, the
most assured experience. Save by the
initiated, it is apt to be misapprehended
as a form of art at best demanding litile
but arrangement, fancy, lightness of hand;
at worst, as a commercial product calcu-
lable as to its worth by the hour and the
sqquare fool. Ttis the object of this paper
to try to make a very short statement of
the real demands of mural painting, and
to endeavor to suggest its real value.

1t is the theory of a certain group that
art is for artists, that it can be truly felt
and known only by them, and that out-
side a charmed circle of their own no opin-
ion is worth consideration. There are
others who believe that the mysterious
force which created the Beauty of the
world, earth and sky, shore and sea, or,
under the hand of man, what we call Art,
did not do it for the benefit of any close
corporation, even of artists.

Yet from the people who look most
eagerly for that beauty come the artists;
therefore, they may claim the right to be
pioneers and leaders.  On the other hand,
the public is as essential to the creation of
art as is handle to blade; it drives and en-
forces the purpose of the artist. There is
need for the advisory companionship of
the cultured non-professional, the states-
man, historian, ethnographer, to insist
upon types, to emphasize points in the cel-
ehration of wise policy, to show us how
and where to illuminate the history of our

people.  But at their elbow must be the
professional eye and hand to model those
types, to compose that celebration, to mix
the colors for that illumination; otherwise
the noblest words may be set to sorry
music; for the music’s harmony is made
up of the diverse yet concordant contribu-
tion of many minds, the sober sense of
one, the dreams of another, aspiration and
restraint, but all co-ordinated in the end
by him who can confer plastic shape.

Architecture has been called an occupa-
tion for kings, but it is because kings, pres-
idents, and governments can summon to-
gether the trained workers, who approach
by many paths, who bring brains and
tools, eve, hand, and book-knowledge, that
the governing fiat may create a Parthe-
non, a cathedral, a Taj, or a national
capitol.

Fublic and municipal art is a public and
municipal educator, and the decoration of
public buildings is the most important
question in the consideration of our art of
the future, just asit always fias been in the
past of any and every national art from
the time of the pyramid-builders down,

The temples, cathedrals, and town halls
of the past are the landmarks of the ages.

Why, then, if the very names of these
old buildings attest their importance, fur-
ther support the attestation? Because,
while the average intelligent American will
admit what has just been said, he will
forget all about it the moment he is con-
fronted by his concrete problem in this
field and by what he calls * the necessities
of the situation.”

And what are the necessities of such a
situation? To instance them let us take
some well-known town hall as the most
representative of possible buildings—say

* The use throughout this article of reproductions of my own work caly, requires on explanntion,

The apace at my disposition for illustrations was limited

to reiduce them to very small size.

reproductions of their work and therefore used only my owo

In order to use as many 08 1 aeeded 38 became necessary

1 did mot fecl at liberty to ask other painters to peemit me o include such minipture

Unilet any circumstances these illastrations are not sup-

posed to be pictures of mural paintings bot imstead are memaranda of conventional shapes of panels, or clse show Che various

practice of mural
experiment.

inters, the preparitory processed :)-f muaral l||.'|i|||l|.-'r:. and svme of the I:_]Iil.l:!l.'!-l'_':- made in the COurse isf
The list of mural painters now practising m Americs =2 a g one and anything like a represemtative col-

lection of reproductions of their wortk would require more space Lhan is w3sually accorded to the illustrations even of a volume

353



S5k

the town hall of Brussels, and in it a room
which may be the Salle des Mariagss.
Now, in a perfectly plain, plastered room,
costing very little money, you could marry
just as many people a day, and shelter
them as well from rain, heat, and cold,
as in a4 room made charming with decora-
tions, and in a building famous forever for
its Gothic loveliness.

But is there not something to be said
for this latter quality? The man in the
street may reply: * After all it is no won-
der that your town halls of Belgium,
your Merchants’ Exchange of Perugia,
your People’s Palaces of Siena and Flor-
ence were famous for theirart.  They had
nothing but their art to boast of; we to-
day could not for & moment tolerate their
inconvenience, their lack of telephones,
and heat, and elevators, and in the inter-
ests of business to-day we demand some-
thing better. We propose for ourselves
infinitely greater convenience of every
kind, and shall concentrate ourselves upon
that.”

And why? if you are already masters
of the situation as regards convenience,
and if at the same time you realize that
qualitiezs for which wou have relatively
little aptitude, decorative qualities, have
made those old public buildings famous
through all time, why do you not give
seripus thought to vour weak points as
well as to your strong ones?

D yvou say that you neglect the artistic
side of the question because the time for
it is gone and past, and that we as a peo-
pleare itted only for the practical 7  This
Ishould emphatically deny: American art
iz on the contrary rapidly advancing. The
landscape and portrait schools are fully
abreast of anything immediately modern,
and the school of decorative painting is
following rapidly after the other two.

It is seriousness of purpose that is lack-
ing, not capacity for attacking the decora-
tive problem. If once this seripusness can
obtain, 1f once the public ean be con-
vinced of the prodigious importance of
rood decoration of the municipal, state,
and national buildings, all the rest will
surely follow, for there is plenty of capac-
ity in America; it only needs to be devel-
uped.

It can be developed only by experience
and by experience along special lines.

Mural Painting in America

This fact we must grasp firmly and ac-
cept absolutely; otherwise we shall stum-
ble along delaying our opportunity, and
expending our effort, our money, and our
most precious time unwisely.

It is quite true that at the first blush
this advocacy of the importance of good
decoration applied to public buildings
seems in itself unimportant, because the
public appears quite ready to grant every-
thing, but it is only an appearance. The
objector may perhaps reply: “Of course,
we recognize the importance of decora-
tion of public buildings. Of course, we
realize that the temples and palaces and
cathedrals shine in the past like bea-
cons, and will project their light beyond
us into no one knows how remote a future.
Of course, we feel that Phidias and Michel-
angelo and Titian are names to conjure
with.” This the objector representing
the public will say readily, and easily and
perfunctorily, having become accustomed
Lo saying it through centuries. But hav-
ing glibly stated this recognition and real-
ization of the greatness of the example of
the past, he only too often cancels his
words by the indifference of his attitude.

Frequently the citizen, who is to be
part owner of the new State capitol or
court-house, having spoken trippingly of
its importance as a factor for good, turns
the whole matter over to a special com-
mittee, then thinks no more of it save,
perhaps, to boast now and then in an
open letter to the press of how fine the new
court-house or State-house is going to be,
and how much bigger and better than the
one over the river, in an adjoining State.

And all this in spite of the fact that heis
a good citizen, honestly proud of the de-
velopment of his State, that the commit-
teeman is a capable committeeman, pru-
dent and eager for the welfare of the com-
monwealth., It is all because, when the
matter in hand relates to what we call art,
they do not consider, they will not con-
sider.  Art, they think, relates to feeling,
and they, the citizens, the committeemen,
many of them at least, most of them as yet,
[ fear, believe that every man has a di-
vine right to settle for himself any ques-
tion which relates chiefly to feeling, They
reiterate the worn phrase, 1 know what
I like," and they sit content while the
real beauty-lover mourns.
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Fortunately, the real beauty-lover is
adding to himself many recruits from the
ranks of the said citizens and committee-
men.  To every one of these we appeal,
and with their aid we shall win; for beauty
put into concrete form can work wonders
andin the end convinces.  When the artist
15 dead and can paint no longer he begins to
carn great sums for the inheritors of his
work. When the Greek temple has become
the product of a vanished civilization,
and unreproducible, we go thousands of
leagues to visit it.  When we have recog-
nized that the fresco iz the outcome of an
age and a spirit which have departed, and
that we cannot order its counterpart into
being, we saw it from the wall and trans-
fer it with infinite care to canvas and buy
it at a great price for our museums.

And so we recognize the past, and for-
get that the present is the past of to-mor-
row, and is worth providing [or.

If such various men of various times
have so vibrated to the appeal of decora-
tive art as to create it in every epoch, we
may surely look for a response among our
own people.  The American spirit is sym-
pathetic to many things. More than a
score of years ago [ went to Washington
with the first committee which made an
attempl to obtain free importation of for-
eign art. We sat up nearly all night in
the sleeping-car considering ways and
means.  We apreed that we must not talk
sentiment, we must talk economics, ap-
peal to the practical American mind of
our legizlators, and show them that good
art is inancially desirable.  But when we
reached the Capitol we found that it was
precisely sentiment which appealed to
senator and representative alike. They
patied us on the back, and said: “*Ttis
fine to find you young fellows [mind
you, this was more than thirty years ago)
asking not to be protected.” Thus you
see that sentiment does reach the Ameri-
can legislator,

But for those who wish to hear the
other side we may prove easily enough
that good national art 15 a good national
asset.

To begin with, art confers immortality.
A noble artistic representation immortal-
izes the cause symbolized, the thought
embaodied, the individual portraved. “ The
bust outlasts the throne, the coin Tibe-
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rius,” is not merely a fine phrase of a poet.
For about the concrete representation
crystallizes and remains the thought. Not
all Thucydides impresses the mind of
the average man as swiftly and forcibly
as does his first vision of the Acropaolis,
Toward the monument which stands for
cherished cause or inspired idea or revered
individual the mind turns in instinctive
patriotism, and if in the monument you
find commemoration plus beauty, the lat-
ter quality gilds the halo of pre-eminence
and even outlastsit, since men's MEmMories
may fade, but their power for visual re-
ceptiveness is constant. The votaries at
the shrine of patriotism hecome the vis-
itors to the temple of beauty, and that
beauty holds with it still and always,
some memory of the good and great who
are celebrated by its outward forms.

Ii you think I am becoming too poetic-
al, remember that these visiting pilgrims
bring throughout the ages, in wallet or
toga, bosom or breeches pocket, obolus
and denarius and dollar, which go into the
market to keep things stirring. Let us
pass from the waxed tablets of the guard-
ians of Athene's temple to the ledgers of
the bookkeepers of & modern hotel, and
take the little city of Perugia, in Italy, as
an example,

The clean hotels are at least an un-
mixed blessing; and who gave them, who
made the town cleaner and more prosper-
ous than it had been for four hundred
years? The hotel-keepers whose money
has come from the visitors to the famous
frescoes in the Sala del Cambio—the Hall
of the Exchange—and to the sculptures of
the great fountain on the square. The
prosperity of Perugia has come straight
off the palette of Perugino, and the mar-
ble dust from the chisel of Giovanni Pi-
sano has turned to gold dust and coin.
Has any Fouquet or Colbert, any minis-
ter of finance in France, greatly excelled
our lady, the Venus of Milo, as a bringer
of revenue? Imagine the sums which
have been paid for casts, engravings, pho-
tographs, printed books, and pamphlets
about her goddessship, and add to these
the money given to steamer, railway, and
hotel by these to whom her presence in
Paris was one of the most powerful mag-
nets which drew them. And as is Paris
so are other capitals; and as is Perugia so
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are fifty other Ttalian towns; and as they
are so are Washington, Boston, and Saint
Paul beginning to be. Ask the door-
keepers of the Library of Congress, the

Sa7

the citizens, and through their eyes their
hearts and minds, are even more quickly
caught by the sculptured or painted fig-
ures of the fieroes of the chronicles.  The

Travelling scaffuld used at the Library of Congress

Public Library of Boston, the State Capi-
tol of Saint Paul, how many visitors pour
into their buildings on holidays, and even
on week-days.

It is perhaps a low plane, this of the
consideration of the money value Lo hotel-
keeper and shopman and railway of the
visiting tourist; but its corollary is upon
a higher plane, and is a better support to
our contention, which is for the stimulus
and education returned to that same vis-
itor as a thousandfold the equivalent of
his money. If the chronicles of France
and Germany and Italy inspire the citizens
of those lands to patriotism, the eyes of

Frenchman who hears the word Austerlitz
sees before hiz mental vision the little man
in the gray overcoat and three-cornered
hat, the Napoleon of Raffet or Charlet.
The descendants of thesoldiers of the great
Frederick see Alter Fritz in powder and
pigtail in the pictures of Menzel, We
Americans know Lincoln in the sculpture
of Saint-Gaudens or French, or Washing-
ton as Houdon and Stuart saw him; even
the theatrically improbable Washington
crossing the Delaware 15 not without his
uses to those who meet him in Leutze's
picture. Minor men are immortalized if
the Muse of the sculptor’s art lay her hand
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upon their shoulder. Gattemelata and
Calleone were after all only hired captains,
though among the best of the generals of
the Italian Renaissance. They would
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picture which has passed before your eyes,
and through your mind, of sculptured or
painted monitors, martyrs to principle, or
defenders of the fatherland, the protago-

Trying scale with & paper maosdel

have been forgotten hity times over had
they been emphasized by nothing bevond
their personal worth, but to-day their
names are known to the cultured of every
country, their physical presentment to the
artists of every land, because four hundred
years ago they were horsed and harnessed
by great sculptors and set on high as un-
fading memories.

As yvou walk the streets of Parnis to-day,
among hurrying men and women, at every
thousand feet orso there crosses vour path
the shadow of a iigure which is not hurry-
ing, but still, and which is above you-
pedestalled! You look up and add to the

nists: men who have fought with hand and
brain for their country, who have printed
books and burned at the stake for the
principles which those books enunciated,
wheo have strugeled to save the comman-
weialth and died under the guillotine for
their service, who have taught the blind
or led the keenest-sighted, who have ana-
lvzed, painted, written, manufactured—
who in a word have glorified the past and
to-day, thanks to art, are still helping
every thoughtful onlooker.

Good decoration of buildings is, then, a
stimulus, an asset, and an essential.

To produce it, what must the mural
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painter possess? At least these three at-
tributes: talent, of course; but quite as
much of course, ex perience ; last, not least,
self-control enough to enable him to com-
pel himsell 1o harmonize his effort with

350

sipated, and to-day an artist who has not
always succeeded on a two-foot canvas
in greatly interesting people has some-
times thought that he could achieve suc-
cess simply by magnifving his canvas Lo

that of the architect, the sculptor, and
his fellow mural painters,

That he must have talent goes without
H.‘L:.'in re bt if it he not hacked iJj.' t-.\'[u.'ri-
ence, talent will be wasted—worse even,
will et him in trouble.

When we began to decorate in Amer-
ica; years ago, many people thought dec-
aration a relatively slight task in art, and
sometimes said of a man who was not very
successful: “He seems to have artistic
feeling.  Why shouldn't he go in for some-
thing merely decorative?”

This delusion is not yet wholly dis-

There never

4 length of twenty feet.
was a greater mistake or one which has

worked more mischief,  Size is impressive
I|'Z?.'r xe 5;|_|1 |-u|' 1|1;|[ VETY TEason \‘.':,'.:Lrn_-ﬁr-‘.
or limsiness on a large scale is s0 patent
as to be intolerable,

Mural painting is enormously exacting
because of its mclusiveness and because of
the difficult and shifting outside condi-
tions which bear upon and hamper or help
it. Az yet comparatively few people
have realized this inclusiveness and the
fact that portraits properly panelled into
the wall are an invaluable asset in a pulilic
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building, while again landscape decora-
tively treated is an asset, since celebration
of local and national scenery is as fitting
as celebration of men and aclions.

Thus, given the proper experience in
decorative treatment, landscape-painter
and portrait-painter have their rightful
and important place in the guild of mural
painters.

Experience plus talent is, then, abso-
lutely necessary to him who is to be given
the conduct of an important part in deco-
ration. A few examples of the puz:zles
and troubles that confront a mural painter
who is engaged upon an important work
are sufficient to demonstrate the truth of
this statement. To begin with, ina great
building in course of erection, the mural
painter or the sculptor has to do his think-
ing under certain physically and materi-
ally difficult conditions.

In Chicago, at the World's Fair, we
mural painters wore sweaters, the wind
blew the turpentine out of our cups and
stiffened our fingers; in Washington, un-
der a summer sun heating upon the dome
of the Library of Congress, we worked in
pauze underclothing only, and drank a
bucketful of ice-water a day. In another
great building, when the steam was turned
on in September to dry the plastering,
one of my assistants became very ill but
went bravely on with his painting. These
are only physical discomforts, but they
makeit hard todo thoughtiul work. Some-
thing, however, that is more than physical
goes into trying to compel vast spaces to
tell as one piece; into making thirty fig-
ures scile alike, and scale with the archi-
tecture, too; into considering the amount
of air that is to come between the deco-
ration and its spectator, sometimes ten
feet of air, sometimes one hundred and
fiflty; intoe suiting various portions of vour
decoration to the different lighting of dif-
ferent parts of the same space; into al-
lowing for the treatment of curved sur-
faces; into conforming vour composition of
masses and lines to the =ort of ornament,
rich or severe, that is to surround it; into
neutralizing the effect of unfortunate re-
Hections; into realizing that, deprived as
we are, in mural work, of the resource of
varnish, only repeated experience teaches
what our overpaintings may dry into.
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With all of these difficulties to consider,
and many, very many more which I have
no =pace to note, is it hard to accept my
affirmation that not talent alone, but tal-
ent backed by experience, is absolutely
essential to him who would direct a great
enterprise in mural painting? Take a
man who is full of ability, and set this
problem before him; for a time he will be
bewildered, and there are things which
nobody can tell him—he must find them
out for himself.

One of the most brilliant of American
painters, Alfred Collins, who was taken
away from us only too early and to our
great loss, came into the Vanderbilt gal-
lery one day when I was painting there on
a large decoration. He criticized a cer-
tain part of my work. I said: *That
has been puzzling me too, and 1 have
made repeated changes in that particular
place. Take my palette, and go upon the
scaffold, and make the change yoursell;
sugpest what vou would like Lo see.” He
went up the ladder and painted a little
while, then came down, and viewed his
work from the floor. “Why, it doesn't
look at all the same from here as from the
scaffold.” “No,"” I replied; " that’s what
I've been finding out over and over again
for several years.” He remounted the
scafiold, returned twice to the floor, then
put the palette back into my hands, and
said, laughing: “T give it up.”

A commission for a decoration in a
public building had been allotted to Col-
lins; a few weeks later he decided to de-
cline it, and told me that he did not for
the moment feel able to take the time
necessary to acquire such experience as
would enable him to handle the work
properly.  That Collins would have made
a brilliant decorator could he have taken
time to grow gradually along the lines of
mural work I feel sure; that under the
circumstances he was wise in declining 1
am almost equally certain,

It is infinitely unlikely that any man
to whom decoration is a new undertaking,
no matter how gifted he might be, could
successfully confront the problems of scale,
of lighting, of color and of modelling as
influenced by the said lighting and by dis-
tance. That is why he should not be given
the headship of any important decorative
enterprise at first, but should win his chev-
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rons under a superior officer before he earns
his epaulet as commander. Perhaps you
say to me: ©* But is it not better to select
i big man to head a big enterprizer  Will
not his mistakes be at least the mistakes
of a big man instead of a little one?  Is it
not better torisk 2=omething upon him than
to employ some minor personality?®  Of
course, it might be; but where is the
necessity for such a choice?  Such action
we had to take twenty-five years ago, for
at that time, save John La Farge, we had
no master-decorator in the field; then, if
La Farge was busy elsewhere, the best line
af action to follow was to give the com-
mission to the most eminent artist pro-
curable, and trust to his working out the
decorative problem by degrees, and by
reason of his all-round capacity. But
to-day those first men who were chosen,
as well as a whole group of others, have
proved their ability to lead, and there is
not the slightest need of confiding to an
inexperienced talent, however eminent,
the conduct of any important enterprise,

On the contrary, if America is truly to
profit by the unparalleled opportunity
which social, industrial, and geographical
conditions may in a near future offer to
the decorative artist, architect, sculptor,
painter, we must demand the ultimate of
the latter—the ultimate in talent and ex-
perience; he must know the art of by-
gone times thoroughly in order that he
may utilize its happenings and processes
in meeting the needs of the present; he
must syvmpathize with the branches of
art which are sisters to his own specialty;
and, in sum, he must be a veritable Janus,
looking backward for all that the past
may teach him, yet not forgetting that he
15 an American among Amerncans, look-
ing forward upon the threshold of no one
knows how potential a future.

A consideration of the first importance
in mural painting is subject, or what 1
should prefer to call significance. And
here at once we have to break a lance
apainst those who make the usnal at-
tack in their catch-phrase—"art for art's
sake.”’

Good art {5 always art for its own sake,
and often for the sake of much beside. If
vou begin to value it for its fimitalions,
yvou dre in danger. Cloistered growth is
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precious, but once matured, let it come
forth and spread and climb and cover the
cathedral front.

It is true that in a decoration pattern
should appeal first of all—pattern and
color and style—and to some extent this
applies to every good picture, decoration
or not, The artist quite fergels subject
in undergoing the first delightful shock of
a beautiful piece of work, Indeed, T will
go so far as to say that a decoration is not
thoroughly good unless it would look well
upside down just as pattern; but besides
having pattern, color, style, the decora-
tion in a building which belongs to the
public must speak to the people, to the
man in the strect.

It must embody thought, and that so
plainly that he who runs may read.

Literary art is a bogey phrase.  Frith's
Railway Station or Derby Day is not lit-
erary art but trivial incident rather. To
the world, and in the past, the art which
we call literary has been the art of the
ages telling stories to a series of listeping
wenerations, of heathen myth and Chris-
tian legend, of Greek masters showing how
Thezeus quarrelled with the centaurs at
supper, of Botticelli and his pupils re-
hearsing the tiles of Luctan or Boccacoio,
of Raphael telling Bible stories in woven
gilk, of Michelangelo unrolling upon the
sistine vaulting to the accompaniment of
the thunder and lightning of his own
mighty inspiration the whole story of
man's birth and fall and redemption.

It is true that these were not new
stories; Lthe spectator was acquainted with
them already, so that he could pay due at-
tention to painting and drawing and mod-
elling. He was not entangled by the com-
plicated or sel guessing by the recondite,
and he was able to sive his thought as
much to the manner as to the matter.

But they were stories, all the same—
graphic presentations of traditions which
lay close to the roots of the race; memo-
ties of storms which had rocked its cradle;
milestones and millennial stones of its ev-
olution. The very fact that all this story
wits arch-Tamiliar proved how man had
clung to the telling.  The opponent of so-
called literary art will have a bad time
to-day if he will honestly consider his po-
sition in detail. What is Greek wvase-
painting? Story-telling. What do the



Lo=Thevimation Toe dloane croen
reserved as uliereatives in

e s State o ir
licatjui of canvas,

I
) process; with snpainted spaces beft for gorksg a
I cration For danug Crom of Wigtupsin Stale Capiiod, a ety



S04

walls of Egypt tell us? the same stories of
a hundred deities, ten thousand Ltimes
repeated. What is the graphic art of the
Roman empire? the story of the divi-
nized commonwealth and of the imperial
houses. What were the heautifully sim-
ple and prototypically artistic frescoes of
the Italian frecento ¥ Stories, stories, sto-
ries, It was as dramaturgist that Giotto
leaped at a bound into the heart of the
century, and so affirmed himself there that
for a hundred years no one could suc-
ceed him.

What are the frescoes of the fifteenth
century? Stories, incidentally stuffed with
portraits, What the great canvases of
the Venetians? Stories; intertwisted, Bib-
lical and myihological. What the cy-
cles of Tintoretto?  Stories which areoften
poems (and if you say to me that Tinto-
rettoisloveliest when alyric poet T answer,
granted, but he iz epic in most of his
work). Whatis Rembrandt? A dreamer
of dreams. Rubens? A rehearser of pag-
eants, They are story-tellers both of
them,

Say if you will that there is no art but
portrait or landscape painting; that at
least is a position; but if you are not care-
ful, and if vou begin to study the char-
acter of your sitter or the character of
nature, there you are again upon the edge
of story-telling.  In fact, vou can no more
draw a line between literary and non-lit-
crary art than vou can make a rule for the
imitation or non-imitation of nature. In-
deed it would seem rather that we have
not told our story intensely enough. Tt
15 perhips more the superficiality of our
gpeech than its Dhterary quality that
weakens il,

And in America thizs speech must be
American and must describe ewr happen-
ings,  If the commissioners of a State cap-
itol came to one of our mural painters
to-day it would be preposterous [or him
to say to them: * Beauty is all that you
recuire in your rooms, beauty of pattern
and line, color and figures.”  They would
reply: “We have suffered and fought in
the cause of progress and eivilization;
remind us of it upon our walls,  We have
bred heroes; celebrate them.”

Undue attention to subject will hurt an
artist just as undue attention to anatomy,
or any other research pushed to excess,
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will interfere with the effect of his pic-
ture as an ensemble. But proper consid-
eration at one time or another is due to
every element of art, and the State capitol
COMMISSIONer 15 entitled to his S'l.lbjﬂft: it
is the stuff of which the history of his State
is mide,

I say again that we must be modern
and we must be American. No matter
how saturated we are with the art of the
past, and the more the better, we must
fasten our souvenir on to the living pres-
ent; no matter how much we love the pale
ideal landscape of the primitive painters,
or the noble, spacious mythological fairy-
land of Poussin, the glory of Claude's
sunsets, we must use our memory of them
as frame to happenings of some such kinds
as live for Americans of to-day. Nomat-
ter how enthusiastically we have studied
the nude body as presented in the broken
frazments from Greek pediments or the
marhlez of Michelangelo, the muscles of
Raphael’s tritons and nymphs, the glow-
ing canvases of Venice, the bronzes of
Dionatello, we must remember that naked
bodies bow themselves to dig sur trenches
here, too, and puddle owr steel, work
among #s to-day, and are as interesting
now under the American sun or in the fire-
light of our foundries as they were in
times when early Italian masters said,
“what a dolce cosa is this anatomy! ™™ *

Tt is, then, of the utmost importance that
our artists learn to treat decoratively the
happenings of our history, past or con-
temporaneous, of our Puritans and Dutch,
our Revolutionary heroes, our Argonauts
of "4, our pioneers and colonizers, and
soldiers of the Civil War, ourinventors and
organizers, our men in the streets and in the
fields of to-day; and special kinds of cel-
ebration should find place in particularly
suited portions of our public buildings.

For il we are asked, “ In including real-
istic celebration of the chronicle, do vou
mean to leave out what is called ideal art,
the art which Raphael practized in the
Segnatura, Veronese in the Collegio? " the
answer is that that kind of art, if we
can learn Lo practise it—and we may,
since other modern men have done so—is
the crowning plory of decoration, and
should find its place at the very core and

* T bee exact, it was the sweetness af ' la Perspeiliza "' that
Uecello celebrated, but his contemporarics worshipped anat.
omy just as devoutly.
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centre of a public building. For a certain
form of distribution is indicated, pre-
scribed almost, in the practice of the ]'MHT.
and will be in the future. Figures re-
moved from those which we meet habitu-
ally by their generalization into some-
thing more beautiful, more robust, more
simple, than is the daily habit of human-
ity, have always been the glory of deco-
rative painting and wherever painting was
of necessity most closely bound to architec-
ture, there such figures found their logical
place.

At the side of the mathematics and the
music of the architect, giving figurative
expression to his geometry and measure-
ments, his knowledge of weight and thrust
and resistance, stood the symbolic fig-
ures, half human, half mechanical, the
caryatids of art, the space-fillers, the peo-
ple whose business it is to bow them-
selves under weight, to fit themselves in-
to angles, to recline in more and more
developed recumbency as the pediment
slopes and narrows to its corner.  Such,
also, we must always have in art in their
predestined place,—the so-called ideal fig-
ures, as much needed as the real, as com-
plementary and inevitable as sea to share
or heaven to earth. Michelangelo and
Raphael, Veronese and Correggio under-
stond this well, and could not have under-
stood any art which was content to get
along without some such figures.

We have no Michelangelos and Vero-
neses to-day, but the old masters believed
in and supported a principle which related
to every other time as well as to their own.
They believed that lesser artists owed al-
legiance to the same principle and owed el-
fort in proportion to theirartisticstrength,
and we owe it to-day in proporiion to
ours, whether we are weak or strong.

The space afforded by a single article
iz inadequate to the discussion of dec-
orative art, of its value as a factor in
civilization, of the importance of experi-
ence in the artist, of harmony between
architect, sculptor, and painter.  For the
acquirement of all this, of thoroughly
founded education, of toleration, and of
culture, I believe that there is no one point
on the horizon hali so bright in promise
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as is the American Academy of Fine Arts
in Rome, no institution so worthy of the
sympathy, the indorsement, the direct
financial assistance of every lover of art
and believer in our future. I cannot too
strongly express my beliel in the potenti-
ality of that future if we will only think
hard enough, and work hard enough, and
believe hard enough.  All plans can be bet-
tered, all appropriations be more gener-
ously made, and more wisely expended; all
work can be hetter done if we will only
study the matter in hand closely enough,
study it unitedly and looking back intel-
ligently at the past with the future in our
minds,  Prodigious lessons lie spread out
behind ws, and we have only to look over
our shoulder to perceive them without
needing once to turn our footsteps back-
ward. On the contrary, we may push for-
ward, putting American dexterity and
adaptability at the service of the lesson
learned, architects, sculptors, and paint-
ers, all together.  And the critics, the re-
viewers, will be ready enough to help us if
they feel us to be sincere,

Men talked and acted two thousand
years ago much as we are doing to-day,
putting aside problems of art in favor
of budget and plan of campaign, “the
unnecessary " in favor of the “*necessary,”
*the superfluous " in favor of the ¥ vital "',
and two thousand years later the unneces-
sary and superfluous is what remains vital
and cogent, a concrete entity and a com-
pelling influence. Now when a man is a
power in the land, one of his rewards iz
the ahility to acquire somesurpassing ** old
master.”  When a royal visitor comes to
us, his first journey iz to the treasures of
the Art Museum. Do not let us mistake:
some of the stones set up by architects to-
day, some of the message of the sculptor
and painter, will he effective still when
ideas now current in every brain and bear-
ing forcibly upon hourly action are super-
seded and shall have faded from men’s
minds. Good art is tremendous in its en-
durance. How essential i51t, then, that
we pay tribute of earnest, single-hearted
thoughtfulness in watching and nursing
the creative impulse, lest in place of what
should endure we pile up rubbish that i=
hard even to sweep away.
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LA PRECITOSA
By Thomas Walsh
ILLusTeEATION BY HEREY MOCARTER

“1It is said that this holy image spoke to a country girl, whose portrait in stone may be seen on
ll:tt' left-hand side of the portal forming the base of a niche; that this country gicl, in her native
simplicity and innocence, daily saluted The Virgin sayving:

Ot Buwenos dioy Marfosi,
cara de colobaza,
quiedale con Dias
que me poy d la ploza.’

To which The Virgin rezponded always with affection, * Adies.’ Thiz was chservied by a canon, who
sharply reproved the peasant for her lack of respect toward The Virgin, and taught her a praver of
better composition 1o use instead of her uncouth address.  The simple mountaineer complied with
his directions, but to her sorrow from that day there was no response from the statue,  The legend
does not state whether she returned to her strange ejaculation of the past, but it is established face
that the Chapter granted, as memorial of the extraordinary occurrence, that her porteait should he
carved in the spot indicated."'—Guia del Viafera en Pamplona por Fernando de Alverado Con Licen-
cia Ecvlesidatica, Madrid, 1gog

BN the marches of Pamplona, out to sun and wind and star,

| Lift the airy spires and turrets of the kings of old Navarre,

I Where the endless dirge is chanted o'er their alabaster tombs,
And the canons drowse in scarlet 'mid the incense and the glooms,

Daily came the little goatherd Mariquita lithe and brown

Through the dusty gates to jangle with her flock across the town,

Lounging barefoot through the alleys and the squares at milking-hour,

Calling shrilly round the doorways and the cloister by the tower.

There amid her ancient portal traceried with angels rare,

Sculptured stands La Preciosa crowned upon a dais fair,

Whilst upon her breast The Infant turns with smiling eyes to look

On the lesson she is reading in her graceful little book.

There the tousled country urchin used to come and shout in play:

“Mary, Mary, neighbor Mary, watch the Child while I'm away."”

When—so read the cloister annals—from the stone would come reply

With a gentle nod of greeting, * Mariquita dear, good-by."”

Till the Canon Don Arnalde, passing when his mass was oer,

Heard that banter so unseemly at La Preciosa’s door,

Little knowing in hig wisdom that The Virgin, meek and mild,

Answered through the stony image to the greeting of the child.

“When again you pray Our Lady, cease,” he said, “your idle sport;

KEneel as though the queen or duchess passed you on her way to court;

Clasp your hands and bend your forehead as more humble words you say,

Such as ‘Heavenly Queen and Empress, House of Gold!—to thee 1 pray.” ™

Mindful of the solemn lesson, Mariquita, hali-afraid,

Ever as the good old Canon taught her she therealter prayed;

Bowed in rustic salutation, ended with a long Amen,

But in stone The Virgin listened, never smiled nor spoke again.

Vor, LIV.—335 307
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FyHE means of raising the
%] requisite amount of money
e became, during the next few

U weeks, the anxious theme of
i all Ralph's thoughts. His
lawyvers' enquiries soon
brought the confirmation of Clare’s sur-
mise, and it became clear that—for rea-
sons swathed in all the ingenuities of legal
verbiage—Undine might, in return for a
substantial consideration, be prevailed on
to admit that it was for her son's ad-
vantage to remain with his father.

The day this admission was communi-
cated to Ralph his first impulse was to
carry the news to his cousin.  His mood
was one of pure exaltation; he seemed to
be hugging his boy to him as he walked.
Paul and he were to belong to each other
forever: no mysterious threat of separa-
tion could ever menace them again! He
had the blissful sense of relief that the
child himself might have had on waking
out of a frightened dream and finding the
jolly daylight in his room.

Clare instantly renewed her entreaty to
be allowed to aid in ransoming her little
cousin, but Ralph tried to put her off by
vaguely explaining that he meant to*look
about.”

“Look where? Inthe Dagonet coffers?
Oh, Ralph, what's the use of pretending?
Tell me what you've got to give her.”
It was amazing how she suddenly dom-
inated him. But as yet he couldn’t go
into the details of the bargain.  That the
reckoning between himsell and Undine
should be settled in dollars and cents
seemed the last bitterest satire on his
dreams: he felt himseli miserably dimin-
ished by the smallness of what had filled
his world.

Nevertheless, the looking about had to
be done; and a day came when he found
himself once more at the door of Elmer
Moffatt’s office, His thoughts had been
drawn back to Moffatt by the insistence
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with which the press had lately put for-
ward the latter’s name in connection with
a revival of the Ararat investigation.
Moffatt, it appeared, had been regarded
as one of the most valuable witnesses for
the State; his return from Europe had
been anxiously awaited, his unreadiness
to testify caustically criticized; then at
last he had arrived, had gone on to Wash-
ington—and had apparently had nothing
to tell.

Ralph was too deep in his own troubles
to waste any wonder over the causes of
this anticlimax; but the frequent appear-
ance of Moffatt’s name in the morning
papers acted as an unconscious sugges-
tion. Besides, to whom else could he
turn? The sum his wife demanded could
be acquired only by “a quick turn,” and
the fact that Ralph had once been able to
render the same kind of service to Moffatt
made it natural to appeal to him now.
The market, moreover, happened to he
booming, and it seemed not unlikely that
so experienced a speculator might have a
“good thing™ up his sleeve.

Moffatt’s quarters had been transformed
since Ralph's last wisit.  Paint, varnish
and brass railings gave an air of opulence
to the outer precinets, and the inner office,
with its mahogany bookeases containing
“esets” in morocco and its wide blue
leather arm-chairs, lacked only a palm or
two to resemble the lounge of a fashion-
able hotel. Moffatt himself, as he came
forward, gave Ralph the impression of
having been done over by the same hand:
he was smoother, broader, more supremely
tuilored, and his whole person exhaled the
faintest whiff of an expensive scent.

He installed his visiter in one of the
blue arm-chairs, and sitting opposite, an
elbow on his impressive * Washington
desk, listened attentively while Ralph
made his request,

“You want to be put onto something
good ina damned hurry? " Moffatt twisted
his moustache between two plump square-
tipped fingers with a little black growth
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on their lower joints.  “Tdon’t suppose,”
he remarked, “there’s a sane man he-
tween here and San Francisco who isn't
consumed by that yearning."

Having permitted himsell this pleas-
antry he passed on to business. “Yes—
it's a first-rate time to buy: no doubt of
that. But you say you want to make a
quick turn-over? Heard of a soft thing
that won't wait, T presume? That's apt
to be the way with soft things—all kinds
of 'em. There's always other fellows
after them.” Maoffatt’s smile was play-
fully ambiguous. “Well, I'd po consid-
erably out of my way to do you a good
turn, because yvou did me one when I
needed it mighty bad. ‘In youth you
sheltered me." Yes, sir, that's the kind T
am.” He stood up, sauntered to the
other side of the room, and took a small
object from the top of the book-case.

“Fond of these pink crystals?” He
held the oriental toy against the light.
“Oh, Lain't a judge—but now and then 1
like to pick up a pretty thing." Ralph
noticed that his eves caressed it

“Well—now let’s talk. You say you've
got to have the funds for your—your in-
vestment within three wecks, That's
gquick work. And you want a hundred
thousand. Can you put up fifty?"

Ralph had been prepared for the ques-
tion, but when it came he felt & moment's
tremor. He knew he could count on half
the amount from his grandfather; could
possibly ask Fairford for a small addi-
tional loan—but what of the rest? Well,
there was Clare. He had always known
there would be no other way. And aiter
all, the money was Clare's—it was Dago-
net money. At least she said it was.  All
the misery of his predicament was dis-
tilled into the short silence that preceded
his answer: “ Yes—I think so.”

“Well, I guess I can double it for you.”
Mofiatt spoke with an air of Olympian
modesty. “Any how, I'll try. Only don'’t
tell the other girls!” He proceeded to de-
velop his plan to ears which Ralph tried
to make alert and attentive, but in which
perpetually, through the intricate concert
of facts and figures, there resounded the
shout of a small boy racing across a su-
burban lawn. “When I pick him up to-
night he'll be mine for good!"” Ralph
thought as Moffatt summed up: “ There's
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the whole scheme in a nut-shell; but you'd
hetter think it over. I don’t want to let
you in for anything you ain’t quite sure
about.”

“Oh, if you're sure—" Ralph was al-
ready calculating the time it would take
him to dash up to Clare Van Degen’s on
his way to catch the six o'clock train for
the Fairfords'.

His impatience made it hard for him to
pay due regard to Moffatt’s parting civili-
ties. “Glad to have seen you,” he heard
the latter assuring him with a final hand-
grasp. “ Wish vou'd dine with me some
evening at my club™; and, as Ralph mur-
mured i vague acceptance: " How's that
boy of yours, by the way? He was a
stunning chap last time I saw him.—Ex-
cuse me if I've put my foot in it; but
I understood vou kept him with vou
when .. .? Yes, exactly: that's what I
thought. . . Well, so long.”

Clare’s inner sitting-room was cmpty;
but the servant, presently returning, led
Ralph into the gilded and tapestried wil-
derness where she occasionally chose to
receive her visitors. There, under Pop-
ple's simpering effigy of herself, she sat,
small and alone, on 4 monumental sofa
behind a tea-table laden with gold plate;
while from his lofty frame, on the oppo-
site wall Van Degen, portrayved by a
Hpowerful " artist, shed on her the satis-
fied stare of proprietorship.

Ralph, carried forward on the blast of
his excitement, perceived as in a dream,
the frivolous perversity of her receiving
him in such a setting instead of in their
usual intimate corner; but there was no
room in his mind for anything but the cry
that broke from him: “I believe I've done
it!"”

He sat down and explained to her by
what means, trying, as best he could, to
restate the particulars of Moffatt's deal;
and her manifest ignorance of business
methods had the effect of making his
vagueness appear less vague,

“Anyhow, he seems to be sure it's a
safe thing. 1 understand he’s in with
Rolliver now, and Rolliver practically
controls Apex. This is some kind of a
scheme to buy up all the works of public
utility at Apex. They're practically sure
of their charter, and Moffatt tells me I
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can count on doubling my investment with-
in a few weeks if I buy now, Of course I'll
go into the details if you like——"

*Oh, no; you've made it all so clear to
me!”  She really made him believe he
had. * And besides, what on earth does
it matter? The ereat thing is that it's
done.”  She lilted her sparkling eves to
him. *And now—my share—youhaven’t
told me. . "

He explained that Mr. Dagonet, to
whom he had already named the amount
demanded, had at once promised him
twenty-five thousand dollars, to be even-
tually deducted from his share of the es-
tate. His mother had something put by
that she insisted on contributing; and
Henley Fairford, of his own accord, had
come forward with ten thousand: it really
wits awfully decent of Henley.

“Even Henley!" Clare droj sped her list-
less arms along her k[ll:fs. “Then I'm the
only one left out?"

Ralph felt the colour in his face. “W s:!l
you sce, 1 shall need as much as fiifty——

Her hands flew together joyfully, “As
much as that? But then you've got to
let me help! Oh, I'm so glad—so glad!
T've twenty thousand waiting.”

He looked about the room, checked
anew by all its oppressive implications.
“You're a darling...but T couldn’
take it.”

“T've told you it's mine, every penny
of el

“Xes:
wrong? ™

“ Nothing can—if vou'll only takeit. , "

*1 may lose it—"

“I sha'n’t, il I've given it to you!"
Her look had followed his about the room
and then came back to him. “Can’t you
imagine all it'll make up for?™

The rapture of the cry caught him up
with it. Ah, ves, he could imagine it all!
He stooped his head above her hands.
“1 accept,” he said: and they stood and
looked at each other like radiant children.

She followed him to the door, and as he
turned to leave he broke into a laugh.
“It's queer, though, its happening in this
room !

She was close beside him, her hand on
the ponderous tapestry curtaining the door;
and her glance shot past him to her hus-
band’s portrait. Ralph caught the look,
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and old tendernesses and hates welled up
in him. He drew her under the picture
and kissed her vehemently.

XXXV

Wirhin forty-eight hours Ralph’s money
was in Moffatt’s hands, and the interval
of suzpense had begun,

The transaction over, he felt the decep-
tive buoyancy that follows upon periods
of painful indecision. It seemed to him
that now at last his life had disengaged it-
self from all trammelling deluzions, leav-
ing him only the best thing in its gift—his
by,

The things he meant Paul to do and to
be filled his fancy with happy pictures,
The child was growing wonderfully inter-
esting—throwing out countless tendrils
of feeling and perception that enchanted
his father but preoccupied the watchful
Laura.

“He's going to be exactly like you,
Ralph—" she paused a minute and then
risked it: ** For his own sake, T wish there
were just a drop or two of Spragg in him."

Ralph laughed, understanding her.
“(h, the plodding citizen I've become will
keep him from taking after the lyric idiot
who begot him. Paul and I, between us,
are going to turn out something first-
rate,”

His book too was spreading and throw-
ing out tendrils, and he worked at it in the
white heat of energy which his factitious
exhilaration produced, For a few weeks
everything he did and said seemed as easy
and unconditioned as the actions in a
dream.

Clare Van Degen, in the light of this
mood, became again the comrade of his
boyhood. He did not see her oiten, for
she had gone down to the country with her
children, but they communicated daily by
letter or telephone, and now and then she
came over to the Fairfords' for a night.
There they renewed the long rambles of
their youth, and once more the summer
fields and woods seemed full of magic
presences. Clare was no more intelli-
gent, she followed him no farther in his
flights; but the qualities that became most
precious to him were as native to her as its
perfume to a flower. So, through the
long June afternoons, they ranged to-
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gether over many themes; and if her an-
swers occasionally missed the mark it did
not matter, because her silences never
did.

Meanwhile Ralph continued, from va-
rious sources, to pick up a good deal of
more or less contradictory information
about Elmer Moffatt. It seemed to be
generally understood that Moffatt had
come back from Europe to testily in the
Ararat investigation, and that his former
patron, the preat Harmon B. Drizcoll, had
managed to silence him; and it was im-
plied that the price of this silence, which
was set at a conziderable figure, had been
turned to account in a series of specula-
tions likely to lift Moffatt to permanent
eminence among the rulers of the Street,
The stories as to his latest achievement,
and the theories as Lo the man himself,
varied with the visual angle of each re-
porter: and whenever any attempt was
made to focus his hard sharp personality
some guardian divinity seemed to throw
a veil of mystery over him, His detract-
ors, however, were the first fo own that
there was *' something about him"'; it was
felt that he had passed beyond the me-
teoric stage, and the business world was
unanimous in recognizing that he had
Heome Lo stay.” A dawning sense of his
stability was even beginning to make
itzelf felt in Fifth Avenue. It was said
that he had bought a house in Seventy-
second Street, then that he meant to build
near the Park; one or two people (al-
ways “taken by a fnend”) had been to
his flat in the Paclolus, and spoke of his
Chinese porcelains and Persian rugs; now
and then he had a few important men to
dine at a Fifth Avenue restaurant; his
name began to appear in philanthrop-
ic reports and on municipal committees
{there were even rumours of its having
been put up at a well-known club}; and
the rector of a wealthy parish, who was
raising funds for a chantry, was known to
have met him at dinner and to have stated
afterward that © the man was not wholly u
materialist,”

All these converging proois of Moffatt's
solidity confirmed Ralph's faith in his
venture. He remembered with what as-
tuteness and authority Moffatt had con-
ducted their real estate transaction—how
far off and unreal it all seemed!'—and
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awaited events with the passive faith of a
sufferer in the hands of a skilful surgeon.
The days moved on toward the end of
June, and each morning Ralph opened his
newspaper with a keener thrill of expec-
tation. Any day now he might read of
the granting of the Apex charter: Moflatt
had assured him it would “go through”
before the close of the month. But the
announcement did not appear, and after
what seemed to Ralph a decent lapse of
time he telephoned to ask for news. Mol-
fatt was away, and when he came back a
few days later he answered Ralph's en-
quiries evasively, with an edge of irri-
tation in his voice. The sume gay Ralph
received a letter from his lawyer, who had
been reminded by Mrs. Marvell’s repre-
sentatives that the latest date agreed on
for the execution of the financial agree-
ment was the end of the following week,

Ralph, alarmed, betook himself at once
to the Ararat, and his first glimpse of
Muoffatt’s round common face and fastidi-
ously dressed person gave him an immedi-
ate sense of reassurance. He felt that
under the small circle of baldness on top
of that carefully brushed head lay the so-
lution of every monetary problem that
could beset the soul of man. Moffatt's
voice had recovered its usual cordial note,
and his pleasure in seeing Ralph dispelled
the latter's last apprehension.

“Why, wves, everything's going along
firstrate. They thought they'd hung us
up last week—but they haven't, There
may be another week’s delay; but we
ought to be opening a bottle of wine on it
by the Fourth."”

An office-boy came in with 4 name on
a slip of paper, and Moffatt looked at
his watch and held out a hearty hand.
“Glad you came. Of course I'l keep
you posted. . .« No, this way. . . Look in
again . .. and he steered Ralph out by
another door.

July came, and paszed into its second
week. Ralph’s lawyer had obtained a
postponement from the other side, but
Undine's representatives had given him
to understand that the transaction must
e closed before the first of August. Ralph
telephoned once or twice to Moffatt, re-
ceiving geniallv-worded assurances that
everything was “ going their way"'; but he
felt a certain embarrassment in returning
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again to the office, and let himself drift
through the days in a stafe of hungry
apprehension. Finally one day Henley
Fairford, coming back from town (which
Ralph had left in the morning to join his
boy over Sunday ), brought word that the
hig Apex consolidation scheme had [ailed
to get its charter. [t was useless to at-
templ to reach Moffatt on Sunday, and
Ralph wore on as he could through the
succeeding twenty-four hours. Clare Van
Degen had come down to stay with her
voungest boy, and in the afterncon she
and Ralph took the two children for a sail
in Fairford's cat-boat. A light breeze
brightened the waters of the Sound, and
they ran down the shore before it and
then tacked out toward the sunset, com-
ing back at last, under a failing breeze, as
the blue changed to a translucid green,
and then into the accumulating wveils of
twilight.

As they left the landing and followed
the children across the darkening lawn to
the house, a sense of security descended
again on Ralph. He could not believe
that such a scene and such a mood could
be the disguise of any impending evil, and
all his doubts and anxieties fell away from
him.

The next morning, he and Clare trav-
elled up Lo town together, and at the sta-
tion he put her in the motor which was to
take her to Long Island, and hastened
down to Moffatt's office.  When he ar-
rived he was told that Moffatt was “en-
gaged,” and he had to wait for nearly half
an hour in the outer office, where, to the
steady click of the type-writer and the
spasmodic buzzing of the telephone, his
thoughts again began their restless cir-
clings. Finally the inner door opened,
and he found himself in the =anctuary.
Moffatt was seated behind his desk, ex-
amining another little erystal vase some-
what like the one he had shown Ralph a
few weeks earlier. Without rising, he
held it up against the light, revealing on
its dewy fanks an incised design as frail as
the shadow of grasz-blades on clear water.

“Ain’t she a peach?™  He put the toy
down and reached across the desk to
shake hands. *'Well, well,”" he went on,
leaning back in his chair, and pushing out
his lower lip in & half-comic pout, " they've
got us in the neck this time and no mis-

take. Seen this morning’s Radialor? 1
don't know how the thing leaked out—
but the reformers somehow got a smell of
the scheme, and whenever they get swish-
ing round something’s bound to get spilt,”

He talked gaily, genially, in his round-
est tones and with his amplest gestures:
never had he conveved a completer sense
of unhurried power; but Ralph saw for the
first time the crows-feet about his eyes,
and noticed that there was too sharp a
contrast between the white of his fore-
head and the redness of the fold of neck
above his collar.

“Do you mean to say it's not going
throughe ™

“Wot this time, anyhow,
and dry.”

Something seemed to snap in Ralph's
head, and he sat down in the nearest
chair. **Has the common stock dropped
—a lot?"

“Well: vou've got to lean over to see
it.” Moffatt pressed his finger-tips to-
gether and added thoughtfully: “ But it’s
there all right. We're bound to get our
charter in the end.”

“What do you call the end?™

*0Oh, before the Day of Judgment, sure:
next year, I puess.”

“Next year?” Ralph started up indig-
nantly. *“What earthly zood will that do
me? "

“T don’t say it's as pleasant as driving
yvour best girl home by moonlight. But
that’s how it is. And the stuff’s safe
enough any way—I"ve told you that right
along.”

“But you've told me all along T could
count on a rise before Aupust. You knew
I had to have the money now."”

“I knew yvou wanfed to have the money
now; and so did I, and several of my
friends. T put you onto it because it was
the only thing in sight likely to give you
the return you wanted,”

“You ought at least to have warned me
of the risk!"

“Risk? T don't eall it much of a risk
to lie back in your chair and wait another
few months for fifty thousand to drop
inte your lap. T tell you the thing's as
sale as a bank.”

“How do I know it is? You've misled
me about it from the first.”

Moffatt’s face grew dark red to the

We're high




The Custom of the Country

forehead: for the first time in their ac-
quaintance Ralph saw him on the verge
of anger.

“Well, if you get stucksodo I. I'min
it a good deal deeper than you. That's
about the best guarantee I can give; unless
you won't take my word for that either.”
To control himseli Moffatt spoke with ex-
treme deliberation, separating his sylla-
bles like a machine cutting something into
even lengths,

Ralph listened through a cloud of con-
fusion: but he saw the madness of offend-
ing Moffatt, and strove to take a more
conciliatory tone.  * Of course I take your
word for it. But T can't—I simply can’t
afford to lose. . "

“¥You ain't going to loser I don't believe
you'll even have to put up any margin.
It's there safe enough, [ tell you. . "

“Yes, yes: I understand. T'm sure
yvou wouldn't have advised me—" Ralph's
tongue seemed swollen, and he had dif-
ficulty in bringing out the words. *Only,
vou see—I can’t wait; it's not possible; and
I want to know if there isn't & way i

Moffatt looked at him with a sort of re-
zigrned compassion, as a doctor looks at a
despairing mother who won't understand
what he has been trying to imply without
uttering the word she dreads. Ralph un-
derstood the look, but hurried on,

“You'll think I'm mad, or an ass, Lo
talk like this: but the fact is, I must have
the money.” He waited and drew a hard
breath. “1 must have it: that's all.
Perhaps I'd better tell you-

Moffatt, who had risen, as if assuming
that the interview was over, sat down
apain and turned an attentive look on
him. “Go ahead,” he said, more humanly
than he had hitherto spoken,

My bov...you spoke of him the
other day . . . I'm awfully fond of him—"
Ralph broke off, deterred by the impos-
siility of confiding his feeling for Paul to
this coarse-grained man with whom he
hadn’t a sentiment in common.

Moffatt was still looking at him atten-
tively. “I should say you would be!
He's as smart a little chap as I ever saw;
and I guess he's the kind that gets better
every day.”

Ralph had collected himself, and went
on with a sudden jerk of resolution: “ Well,
you see—when my wife and I separated, 1
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never dreamed she'd want the boy: the
question never even came up.  If it had,
of course—but she'd left him with me two
years before, and at the time of the di-
vorce | was a fool. . . I didn't take the
proper steps. . .

“¥ou mean to say she's got sole cus-
tody? "

Ralph made o sign of assent, and Mof-
fatt pondered. " That's bad—hbad.”

*And now I understand she's going to
marry again—and of course | can’t give
up my son.”

“She wants you to, ¢h?"”

Ralph again assented.

Mofiatt swung his chair about and
leaned back in it, stretching out his plump
legs and contemplating the tips of his var-
nished boots.  He hummed a low tune Le-
hind inscrutable lips.

“That s what you want themoney for?"
he finally raised his head to ask,

The word came out of the depths of
Ralph’s anguish: * Yes.”

" And why youwant it in such a damned
hurry., Tsee” Moifatt reverted Lo the
study of his boots.  “It’s a lot of money."

“¥es. That's the difficulty., And 1
« voshe. .. Ralph's self-command was
going, and again his tongue was too thick
for his mouth., “I'm afraid she won't
wait « « » or take less: o Y

Maoffatt, abandoning the hoots, was
scrutinizing him through half-shut lids,
“No,”" he enunciated slowly, 1 don'l be-
lieve Undine Sprage’ll take a single cent
less.”

Ralph felt himself whiten. Was it in-
solence or ignorance that had prompted
Moffatt's speech? Nothing in his voice
or face revealed the sense of any shades of
expression or of feeling: he seemed to ap-
ply to everything the measure of the same
crude flippancy. But such considerations
could not curb Ralph now. He said to
himself **Keep your temper—keep your
temper—"" and his passion suddenly
boiled over.

“Look here, Moffatt,” he said, geiting
to his feet, ““the fact that T've been di-
vorced from Mrs. Marvell doesn’t au-
thorize any one to take that tone to me in
speaking of her.”

Moftatt met the challenge with 4 calm
stare under which there were dawning in-
dications of surprise and interest. *That
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s0?  Well, if that's the case I presume I

ought to feel the same way: I've been
divorced from her myself.”

For an instant the words conveyed no
meaning to Ralph; then they surged up
into his brain and flung him forward with
half-raised arm. But he felt the grotesque-
ness of the gesture and his arm dropped
back to his side. A succession of unim-
portant and irrelevant things raced through
his mind; then ohscurity settled down on
it. “Tiisman . . .disman..." wasthe
one fiery point in his consciousness. . .
“What on earth are you talking about? "'
he brought out.

"Why, facts,” said Moffatt, in a cool
hali-humerous voice. “ You didn’t know?
[ understood from Mrs. Marvell your folks
had a prejudice against divorce, so I sup-
pose she kept quiet about that early epi-
sode.  The truth is," he continued ami-
cably, "I wouldn't have alluded to it now
il you hadn't taken rather a high Lone
with me about our little venture; but now
it's out I guess you may as well hear the
whole story, It's mighty wholesome for
aman to have a round now and then with
a few facts. Shall T go on? "'

Ralph had stood listening without a
sign, but as Moffatt ended he made a
slight motion of acquiescence. He did not
otherwise change his attitude, except to
orasp with one hand the back of the chair
that Moffatt pushed toward him.

“ Rather stand? . . ."" Moffatt himself
dropped back into his seat and took the
pose of easy narrative. ** Well, it was this
wiy. Undine Sprage and 1 were made
one it Opake, Nebraska, just nine vears
ago last month. My! 5She was a beauty
then, Nothing much had happened to her
before but being engaged for a vear or two
to a soft called Millard Binch; the same
she passed on to Indiana Rolliver; and—
well, T guess she liked the change. We
didn’t have what you'd called a society
wedding: no best man or bridesmaids or
Voice that Breathed o'er Eden. Fact is,
Pa and Ma didn’t know about it Bl it
wits over. But it was a marriage [ast
enough, as they found out when they tried
to undo it. Trouble was, they caugrht on
too soon; we only had a fortnight. Then
they hauled Unding back to Apex, and—
well, 1 hadn’t the cash or the pull to fight
'em. Uncle Abner was a pretty big man
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out there then; and he had James J. Rol-
liver behind him. I always know when
['m licked: and I was licked that time. So
we unlooped the loop, and they fixed it
up for me to make a trip to Alaska. Let
me seec—that was the year before they
moved over to New York., Next time I
zaw Undine I sat alongzide of her at the
theatre the day your engagement was an-
nounced.”

He still kept to his half-humorous minor
key, as though he were in the first stages
of an alter-dinner speech; but as he went
on talking his bodily presence, which hither-
to had seemed to Ralph the mere average
garment of vulgarity, began to loom close,
huge and portentous as some monster re-
leased from a magician’s bottle, His red-
ness, his glossiness, his baldness, and the
carefully brushed ring of hair encircling
it; the square line of his shoulders, the
too careful fit of his clothes, the prominent
lustre of his scari-pin, the black growth
on his manicured hands, even the tiny
cracks and crows'-feet beginning to show
in the hard close surface of his complexion:
all these solid witnesses to his reality and
his proximity pressed on Ralph like the
mounting pang of physical nausea.

“This man . . . this man . . . he
couldn’t get beyond it: whichever way
he turned his haggard thought, there was
Moffatt blocking the perspective. . .
Ralph’s eyes roamed toward the ervstal
toy that stood on the desk beside Mof-
fatt’s hand. Faugh! That such a hand
should have touched it!

Suddenly a question sprang to his lips.
* Before my marriage—did you know they
hadn't told me?™

“Why, I understood as much, . "

Ralph felt the blood in hishead. “You
knew it the day 1 met you in Mr. Spragg’s
office? "

Moffatt pondered, as if the incident had
escaped him.  © Did we meet there?”” He
seemed benevolently ready for enlighten-
ment. But Ralph had been assailed by
another rush of memory; he recalled that
Moffutt had dined one night in his house,
that the two who now faced each other
had sat at the same table, their wife he-
tween them. . .

He was shaken by another dumb gust
of fury; but it died out and left him shiv-
ering at the uselessness, the irrelevance of
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all the old gestures of appropriation and
defiance. Heseemed tobestumbling about
in his inherited prejudices like 2 modern
man in medizeval armour. . . Moffatt was
still sitting at his desk, unmoved and ap-
parently uncomprehending. “He doesn’t
even know what I'm feeling,” flashed
through Ralph; and the whole archaic
structure of his rites and sanctions tum-
bled down about him.

Through the noise of the crash he heard
Moffatt’s voice monologuing on without
perceptible change of tone: “ About that
other matter now . . . you can't feel any
meanet about it than I do. . . I can tell
you that . . . but all we've got todoisto
sit tight. . .

Ralph turned from the voice, and found
himsell outside on the landing, and then
in the street.

XXXVI

HeE stood at the corner of Wall Street,
looking up and down its hot summer per-
spective. He noticed the swirls of dust in
the cracks of the pavement, the rubbish
in the gutters, the ceaseless stream of
perspiring faces that poured by under
tilted-back hats.

He found himself, next, slipping north-
ward between the glazed walls of the Sub-
way, another languid crowd in the seals
about him and the nasal velp of the sta-
tions ringing through the car like some re-
peated ritual wail. The blindness within
him seemed to have intensificd his physi-
cal perceptions, his consciousness of the
heat, the noise, the smells of the dishev-
clled midsummer city; but combined with
the acuter perception of these offenses
was a complete insensibility to them, as
though he were some vivisected animal
deprived of the power of discrimination.

Now he had turned into the grimy reach
of Waverly Place, and was walking west-
ward toward Washington Square. At the
corner he pulled himself up, saying hali-
aloud: “The office—I ought to be at the
office.”” He drew out his watch and stared
blankly at its foolish face. What the devil
had he taken it out for? He had to go
through a laborious process of readjust-
ment to find out what it had to say. ..
Twelve o'clock. . . Should he turn back
to the officer It seemed easier to cross
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the square, go up the worn marble steps
of the old house and slip his key into the
door. . .

The house was empty. His mother, a
few days previously, had departed with
Mr. Dagonet for their usual two months
on the Maine coast, where Ralph was to
join them with his boy on the following
Saturday. « « The blinds were all drawn
down, and the freshness and silence of
the marble-paved hall laid soothing hands
on him...He said to himself: “I'll
jump into a cab presently, and go and
lunch at the club—" He laid down his
hat and stick and climbed the carpetless
stairs to his room.  When he entered it he
had the shock of feeling himself in a
strange place; it did not =seem like any-
thing he had ever scen before,  Then, one
by one, all the old stale usual things in it
jumped out at lam, and he longed with a
desperate intensity to be in a place that
was really strange.

“How on earth can 1 po on living
here? " he wondered.

A careless servant had left the outer
shutters open, and the sun was beating
the window-panes. The atmosphere of
the room was stifling. Ralph pushed
open the windows, shut the shutters, and
wandered toward his arm-chair. Beads
of perspiration stood on his forehead: the
temperature reminded him of the heat
under the ilexes of the Sienese villa where
he and Undine had sat through a long
July afterncon. He saw her hefore him,
leaning against the tree-trunk in her white
dress, so limpid and so inscrutable, . .
“We were made one at Opake, Ne-
braska. . .”" Had she been thinking of it
that afternoon, he wondered? Did she
ever think of it at all? . . . It was she who
had asked Moffatt todine,  She had said:
* Father brought him home one day at
Apex. . + I don't remember ever having
seen him since”—and the man she spoke
of had had her in his arms . . . and per-
haps it was really all she remembered . . .1

She had lied to him—lied to him from
the first . . . there hadn't been a moment
when she hadn’t lied to him, deliberately,
ingeniously and inventively. .. As he
thought of it, there came to him, for the
first time in months, that overwhelming
sense of her physical nearness which had
once so haunted and tortured him. Her
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freshness, her fragrance, the luminous haze
of her youth, filled the room with a mock-
ing glory; and he dropped his head on his
hands to shut it out. . .

The vision was swept away by another
wave of wildly-racing thoughts. He felt
it was intensely important that he should
keep the thread of every one of them, that
they all represented things to be said or
done, or guarded against; and his mind,
with the unwondering versatility and tire-
less haste of the dreamer's brain, seemed
to be pursuing them all simultaneously.
Then they became as unreal and mean-
ingless as the red specks dancing behind
the lids against which he had pressed his
fists; and he had the feeling that if he
opened his eyes they would vanish, and
the familiar daylight look in on him. . .

A knock disturbed him, The old parlour-
maid who was always left in charge of the
house had come up to ask if he wasn't well,
and if there was anything she could do for
him. He told her no . . . that he was
perfectly well . . . or, rather, no, that
he wasn't . . . he supposed it must be
the heat . . . and he began to scold her
for having f[orgotten to darken his win-
dows. . »

It wasn't her fault, it appeared, but
Eliza’s . . . her tone implied that he knew
what one had to expect of Eliza . . . and
wouldn't he po down to the nice cool
shady dining-room;, and let her make him
an iced drink and a few sandwiches?

"T've always told Mrs. Marvell I
couldn’t turn my back for a second but
what Eliza'd find time to make trouble,”
the old woman continued, evidently glad
of the chance to air a perennial grievance.
*It's not only the things she forgeis to do,”
she added significantly; and it dawned
on Ralph, through the gray fog in his
hrain, that she was making an appeal to
him, expecting him to take sides with her
in thE chronic conflict between herself
and Eliza. He =aid to himsell that per-
haps she was right . . . that perhaps there
was something he ought to do . . . that
his mother was old, and didn’t always see
things . . . and for a while his mind re-
volved this problem with feverish in-
tensity. . .

“Then you'll come down, sir?"

“Yes.”
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The door closed, and he heard her heavy
heels along the passage.

“But the money—where's the money
to come from?"” The question sprang
out at him from some denser fold of the
gray fog. The money—how on earth was
he to pay it back? How could he have
wasted his time in thinking of anything
else while that central difficulty existed?

“But 1 can’t .oew DRt v adls
gone . » » and even if it weren't .. ."
He dropped back in his chair and took his
head between his hands. He had forgot-
ten what he wanted the money for. He
made a great effort to regain hold of the
idea, but all the whirring, shuttling, fly-
ing had abruptly ceased in his brain, and
he sat with his eyes shut, staring slraight
into blackness. . .

The clock struck one, and he remem-
bered that he had zaid he would go down
to the dining-room. “If I don't she'll
come up for me—"" He raised his head
and sat listening for the sound of the
old woman's step: it seemed to him per-
fectly intolerable that she should cross
the threshold of the room again.

“Why can’t they leave me alone?” he
croaned out. . . At length through the
silence of the empty house, he fancied he
heard a door opening and closing farbelow;
and he said to himseli: “ She's coming.”

He got to his feet and went to the door,
He didn't feel anything now except the in-
sane dread of hearing the woman's steps
come nearer. He bolted the door and
stood looking about the room. For a
moment he was conscious of seeing it in
every detail with a distinctness he had
never before known; then everything in
it seemed to vanish but the single narrow
panel of a drawer under one of the hook-
cases. He went up to the drawer, knelt
down and slipped his hand into it.

As he raised himself he listened again,
and thiz time he distinctly heard the old
woman's steps on the stairs. He passed
his left hand over the side of hiz head,
and down the curve of the skull behind the
ear. He said to himself: “ My wife « « .
this will make it all right for her . ..”
and a last flash of irony twitched through
him. Then he felt again, more deliber-
ately, for the spot he wanted, and put the
muzzle of his revolver against it.

Lo be continued. )



THE SONG OF LOVE
A PARAPHRASE IN SAPPHICS*
THE FIRST EPISTLE OF SAINT PAUL TO THE CORINTHIANS, CHAPTER XIII

By E. Sutton

Tuoven I speak with the tongues of men and angels,

Hold T the keys of Mystery and Knowledge,

Have I not Love, though T could move the mountains
Yet am I nothing.

Yea, though to feed the poor T give my riches,
Yield up my body to the flame of martyrs,
Loveless, T am an empty sound and brazen,

A smitten cymbal.

Love is long-suffering and dwells with Kindness,
Envieth not, nor vaunteth her of nothing,
Knoweth not Vanity nor Pride uplifted,

For she is lowly.

Love draweth back, nor doth behave unzeemly,

Secketh not self but teileth for another,

Love is not easily provoked to anger,
Thinketh no evil.

Love beareth all nor faints beneath the burden,

Believeth all, her faith is like a pillar,

Hopeth—for Faith and Hope are but her daughters,
Endureth all things.

Love faileth not, though dust are tongues and learning,

Love is the Vision thal surpasseth Knowledge,

Love is the Crown, when we are freed from fetters
And done with blindness,

For though we walk now all uncomprehending,

See as through mist or through a glass beclouded,

Then shall we know as we are known of Heaven,
And of the Father.

And here abideth for our help and healing
Faith, Hope, and Love, the Angels of the Highway,
Two are the Wings of Time, one flames Eternal,
Love Everlasting,
e O e Fomen the ot I T 1 Cor, XTIV Dy cugiias the want 71" hefocs.tbe

ward * angels,” To the présedt writer, ever since, an elusive, imperfect cadence—Lhe haunting rhost of 8 Greek rhythm—
ha ﬂmﬂﬁrl'.n undeele the entire chapler.
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OF DREAMS

By Sylvia Chatficld Bates

ILLUSTRATIONS

HRISTOPHER ARDEN fumed in
C a solitary, gorgeous convalescence.
The great veranda which seques-
teredd him from the brilliant May sky
seemed to command the whole of the
Atlantic Ocean, and the salt wind blew un-
der the awnings revivingly. At his elbow
was a table furnished with magazines, ci-
gars, and an iced drink. Now and then
a philosophical butler performed some
small service at which Arden scowled.
The situation was apparently ideal for
recovering from typhoid fever, and should
have been appreciated by a young uni-
versity professor; but Arden squirmed
pneasily in his chair and swore that he
would rather hear Barton Ludlow trans-
late “ Beowulf” than be condemned to a
month’s exile in the grandeur of this Lud-
low Castle by the gea, Of course, Ludlow
Castle emply of every one but a bored-
looking butler and a cook was to be pre-
ferred to Ludlow Castle plus the stout
and generous Barton, but that did not
prevent Arden from fidgeting forlornly
on the ralleries and terraces and sinking
into hopeless depression in the huge gay
rooms.  Magnificence oppressed his sim-
ple soul.  And as he obediently grew well
in the summer home that his friend had
insisted upon lending him, he gave him-
sell up to old desires and dreams,
For he had never got over the voung
habit of imagining things as he would like
378
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to have them; and in this Stevensonian
“Child's Play,” the peaceful and the
beautiful became all mixed up with the
romantic and the wild, to match the colcr
of his mind, which was both quaint and
buccaneering.  And up here by the sea
he amused himself in hiz lonesomeness by
reviving an old vision,

As Hicks dutifully offered him a super-
fluous red pillow for his long straight
back, or brought him an egg-nog in the
middle of the morning, he would catch
sight, between hali-shut lids, of something
so small and plain and pretty that Hicks
would have sneered if he could have
seen it.  For how could Hicks imagine,
even in his most relaxed moments, that a
person in such favor with young Mr, Bar-
ton as to warrant the long list of instrue-
tions regarding his welfare that Hicks had
received, should long, for instance, to own
a little shingled house with a roof all fas-
cinating dormers and gables, a honey-
suckle lattice curving over the front door,
and a grassy garden full of flowers—sweet-
william, and poppies, and larkspur, and
phlox, and hollyhocks? 1t would be set
back from the coast—Hicks wouldn't like
that either—on an inlet from the ocean.
It would have an oak grove near it, and
meadow-land about it. Tts windows would
look toward the sea. There would be a
graceful sailboat in the bay, in which ene
could go adventuring. And—but this
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dream he kept for the sacred climax of his
vision—the sweet and graceful woman in
the garden would go with him on the high
adventure of a lifetime,

But about this dream he was shy even
with himself.

As Hicks, this morning, held out upon a
silver salver an advertising circular for an
Anglo-Saxon grammar, Arden arose with
a growl and a backward kick that upset
his chair. It irritated him unreasonably
to have a ceremony made of even his ri-
diculously scanty mail. He would have
liked to kick Hicks, too, over the veranda
railing into the bed of elephant’s ears.
The elaboration of detail for his welfare
maddened him. He flung away, down
the steps and out on the great rocks. The
wind stirred his hair and his blood. He
resolved to do something different, to go
somewhere where Hicks could not follow,
As he stood on a rock with his back to the
Castle and his face to the wide sea, sud-
denly the vision came so beautifully that
he felt, somehow, as though if he believed
in it Armly enough, he should find it! In
an instant the vividness was pone, but it
had left behind a sweet wonder with which
to start the adventure,

He returned to the house, strategically,
to fill his pockets with sandwiches which
Hicks always left in the dining-room to
satisfy his ravenous post-typheid appe-
tite. Then he strolled out with showy
idleness that could not fail to impress
Hicks, who was putting the magazines in
a neat pile on the veranda table. He
slipped into his pocket a copy of " Treas-
ure Island,” after hesitating between that
and *“The Quest of the Holy Grail,” as
suitable to the occasion, and took the
path behind the house that led inland to-
ward a country road he had once seen.
This way must lie a region where, at least,
Hicks could not give him tea with lemon
in it!

It was fascinating to follow the gentle
road, which soon developed a species of
dwarf-oak hedgerow arching overhead in
places so that it seemed more like a *“ play”
road than a real one. For two miles
Arden followed it and then his post-ty-
phoid legs began to feel very queer. He
was hot, and he had not seen a human
soul, and he had forgotten all about being
on an adventure.

Vor. LIV.—3i
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After a long time he came upon a village
which he had heard of but never before
seen.  Rather forlornly he lagged through
it in hopes that bevond there would be a
stretch of water in sight of which he could
liec and rest. He descended a little hill,
saw an alluring turnstile, which toak him
into a green lane even more make-believe
in its complete minuteness than the road.
And a snifi of salt air arcund a bend
ruickened his stumbling feet to go still
farther.

And there, at the end of the tiny lane,
miraculously, he found It! There It
actually stood in the long grass. One
miight even, on a midsummer night, have
dreamed 1t!

It was only, to be sure, a little gray-
shingled house standing back from the
lane in a grassy meadow and sheltered by
a grove of oaks.  Climbing over the porch
to the dormer windows—which looked to-
ward the sea!—was a honevsuckle vine,
and up the old stone chimney—to the
gabled roof !—climbed early pink roses al-
ready  beginning to bloom. Neglected
plants were choking each other in the gar-
den, among which Arden recognized his
hollvhocks, his sweet-william, and his
phlox.  The windows of the little house,
not a pane of which was even cracked,
were blank, and in the yard by the grape
arbor was a sign which read, “ For Sale”!

Dropping down on the grass by the side
of the road, Arden gazed at the little house
and his heart yearned and sang over it.
He grew peaceiul and quiet and happy,
After the ponderous luxury of Ludlow
Castle, yes, after the dusty pavements of
a lifetime, it looked very cool and sweet.
It seemed to him no small miracle to have
found it. For he had learned already that
the counterpart of dreams may not be
found in every lane, He forgot his
troubles. He forgot everything. He only
thanked God that he was poor enough to
live in the little house during the part of
the year he was free. 'With an imaginary
hill of sale already signed and in his pocket
he sought the biggest tree in the tangled
vard and quietly went to sleep.

When he awoke it was noon. He
rolled over to look at his new property
with a sigh of satisfaction. A startled
brown thrush flew shudderingly up from
his very side. In the arbor two neigh-
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borly pairs of chewinks were pipingly
talkative, But for that the stillness was
far-reaching.  Arden felt rested. He sat
up and ate two sandwiches,

Then he remembered that he was ad-
venturing. Very gravely he scanned the
one-time beautiful garden and the stout
hoary little house; and he knew that he
had found them because he had believed
in them. Then another thought came—
one which made him, all alene, grown
man as he was, blush red there in the gar-
den.,  So, believing, he swore himsell to a
ruest,  He felt that now he could wait,
il need be for years, quite happily.

Still in a state of delicious wonder he
started back to his temporary magnifi-
cence, his head Full of charming schemes
of ownership. In the village he learned
the name of the foolish man who had left
the little house for sale and pone to the
city, Planning to write to him that night,
he took a branch road that they showed
him, and finally came out upon the fa-
miliar rocky shore half a mile below the
Castle and near the other end of the row
of expensive summer homes, empty thus
carly in the seazon. As he passed this one,
however, he noticed that one window was
open, and a bathing-suit hung on the line.

The thought of going back so soon to
Hicks was intolerable.  His eyes sought a
gmall peninsula that he had seen once on
his walks and that Hicks had told him be-
came an island at high tide. At once the
inspired idea flew into his head that it
would be an utterly new sensation, worthy
of this remarkable day, to walk out to the
widest part of the peninsula and there be
marooned for an hour or so, Investiga-
ting his sandwiches he found five left: he
could live on those for a time, A search-
ing look at the tide told him that it was
more than half in, His mind was made
up. The fascination would lie in the im-
possibility of getting back until the slow,
tremendous ocean willed.  And he hugely
enjoyed the idea of worrying Hicks.

He scrambled over the rocks, grinning
like a boy, and with the queer little tingle
in his blood that dallying with the inexo-
rable sea will give. The sea end of the
peninsula had a high, rocky ridge across
the middle, dividing itz outer ocean-facing
side from the side that faced inland. Not
in the mood to breast the strong sea-wind,
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Arden found a nook in the sheltered side
and settled himsell to watch the process
of his cutting off.  He delighted in the ap-
propriateness of opening * Treasure Is-
land " with which to beguile the time.

In an hour the water swirled between
him and the mainland. He was at sea on
a desert island!  So naturally he decided
to skirt the coast in search of tredsure,

Having rounded the rocky ledge, with
his fourth sandwich half-eaten in his hand,
he halted. For a moment he was more
violently startled than ever before in his
life. For there, sitting in a crevice of the
ridge, back to back with his own nook of a
minute ago, was a young woman, looking
gravely out to sea.

After a long moment she lifted her eyes
and saw him, and was startled a little her-
self. He stumbled apologetically nearer,
feeling called upon to account for his pres-
ence.  She smiled, and he saw her looking
at the sandwich he held in the air, from
which a generous hall-moon had vanished.
Then they hoth langhed,

“ Are vou the young man at the Castle? ™
she asked.

“Yes," he nodded; *Ludlow Castle.
Barton asked me up.”

“Then 1 know quite a lot about you.
You're very cross and very hungry, but
ane must be patient, because you've been
very sick.”

He threw back his head and laughed
joyously, above the breakers. He liked
her. She was good to see.  He thought
she might have been painted by Burne-
Jones, for she had the slim, praceful body,
long neck, and sweet, pointed face the
artist loved. Her large gray eyes had
purple tones; they would easily become
grape-color.  In spite of a body of lines
that might have been languid, and the soft
eyes, he caught at once her upflaring,
valorous vitality, her almost visible soul.
She was city-pale and even thin, but she
seemed an undquenched torch. One guessed
at a refining flame, and was himself kin-
dled,

He saw all this at once, he did not know
how,

Having laughed, he turned severe.

*T came here,” he said, “to be alone.”

“30 did 1,” she answered.

“ But T won't go back to my side until I
know where you came from.”
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*¥You must have walked by my house—
that great grotesque, plastered-up thing? ”

Arden nodded. * Do you belong there?™
he queried.

“Not really,” she said very quickly.
“Oh, indeed no, not really!™

And half in fun he asked, looking down
at her thin hands, ““ Are you a charity pa-
tient, too?”

She turned her eyes up to him, very far
up. He was smiling, he did not know how
warmly. Neither did he suspect that the
wind, blowing hiz brown flannel shirt and
his old cordurays, revealed how superbly
nature had cast him.,

“Yes. Tan't it funny?™

Then he sat down, uninvited, and they
marvelled over the strange circumstance:
that two very grand houses, one at each
end of the august row, should contain two
people who were not grand in the least
and who chafed at the luxury,

“Dao they make you lic abed in the
morning,"” asked Arden, * by carrving off
your clothes?”

“Worse than that!™

“ Do they bring you things before you
want them, and threaten your brain with
atrophy? Do they dog your steps? ™

“All that and more.”

“ Did you come here to escape?”

“0Oh, I was horribly afraid you were
Pinkham!”

“Pinkham,"” said Arden with convic-
tion, “has a relative called Hicks.”

Then an idea suddenly struck him.
What if she did not know about theisland?
Would =he mind being alone in the midst
of the sea with him? Would she, per-
haps, be afraid?

“You do look hungry,” she said sud-
denly, scanning him with a critical eye,
“and pretty thin yet. If I were to in-
vite you to lunch, would you stay?”

Arden laughed, thinking of the channel.

“T might.”

She rose, and going to another rocky
crevice, took out a luncheon basket from
the shade.

“See, I planned to stay myseli. Let's
go around to your side, out of the wind,
and see what Pinkham gave me.”

But when she saw the swirling channel
she stopped.

“Oh!” she remarked, biting her lip.
“Oh!"
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“Pinkham should have told you.”

She looked up at him like an earnest
child,

“We can play desert island, can’t we?
You haven't forgotten how?”

“T think,” replied Arden. for the second
time that day blushing like a boy, *“ that I
can remember, if you will help me."

A better meal was never eaten on des-
ert island, nor did simpler, happier talk go
on. It took wvery little to make them
laugh.

“My first name,” said Arden, over
Pinkham's salad, “is the name of a saint;
my second, a forest.”

“Then will you have a biscuit, Peter
Sherwood? ™

Of cour=e, on a desert island with a salt
breeze blowing over it, that was very
funny indeed.

“My first is in ‘The Tempest,'" she
propounded; ““my second is a tempest.”

They both “ gave up.”

“Tt's Christopher Arden.”

“Ti's Miranda Gale”

There really must have been something
intoxicating about Pinkham's devilled eggs.
Under this influence they found out much
about eachother. It developed that Arden
was extremely fond of ballads and babies,
while Miranda was devoted to lamhbs and
lanes. They both loved gardens. Con-
trariwize, they had a thirst for the sea, and
the word “ armada™ gave them a thrill ri-
valled only by “offing” and “ poop.” And
each had written a song.

It was, indeed, a wonderfully short hour
that the tide stayed up; but it had a great
deal init.  Afterward Arden thought that
he had never before known an hour to
contain so much. Perhaps that was not
strange, for did it not hold Miranda and her
incomparable laughter? She had such a
simple fineness that she seemed fragile with-
out any real lack of health. Yet, withal,
went that never-dying energy, like the
streaming of salt wind over flowering low-
lands. Before the hour ended, even before
it had well begun, she was part of his life.

Chnce, as she turned to smile, he remem-
bered the little house on the cove, and his
head went rather dizzy, but he kept on
helping her build a canal, content with the
present.

“Why did they send you up? " he asked
later, balancing a large stone,
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She looked rather startled.

“Whor"

“The people who own the plaster house
—with those terrible lions!™

She looked across the lessening channel
to the distant towers and chimneys.
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were just i fool of circumstance, believing
wild, beautiful lies, because he was still a
little sick? But an untaught wisdom made
him drive it out of his heart.

So each day was brighter and better
than the last. On each one they met,

Having ronnded the recky Bedge, with hiz fourth sandwich hali-eaten 1a lus band, he halted. — E'.l_::' 380,

“T was tired,” she said, “ just—dread-
fully—tired.”

“Poor little girl,” said Christopher
Arden.

And as he left her at the door of the hig
house, she offered further;

“Tt's the daughter who sent me.
a mice girl. I know her best.”

She was part of his life. He did not
try to deny it. Before this he had never
believed in such things as latter-day mira-
cles. He was ready to believe anything
now. Hawving seen what a little faith
could bring him, he lifted his eyes to dim,
sweet, solemn distances where a veil still
hung over the chalice of life’s sacrament.

A cutting fear did come once in the ex-
quisite days which followed. What if he

She's

sometimes on the island—of course named
“Treasure Island " now—sometimes at
the house where she was staying. Wind-
anspray was its name.  Miss Wright was
her benefactress. Hut though they walked
and read and drove, he never took herover
the winding road down the make-believe
lane to the little house of dreams.  Some-
thing az subtle as instinet kept him from it.

But he went himself. And he wrote to
the man who had gone to the city, and
talked to his agent, and received a letter,
and wrote again. And the little house
was his!

And there came one night when the low
sun made the world all lavender and gold.
They sat with their faces seaward. Miran-
da, with her deep, sweet eves on the hori-
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zon, talked to him of many things as deep
and sweet,  And it was on that night that
Arden knew that even to a visionary there
iz one thing dearer than a beauatiful dream
—that iz a more beautiful reality. In the
diztance he made out that the reverent
veil stirred. A touch now would part it.

[t was at seven o'clock the following
evening, while he was smoking on the rocks
before Ludlow Castle, that he saw Miran-
da coming down the path from Windan-
spray. At a glance he caught a difference
about her, a vague change that emphi-
sized the fragileness. At the hottom of
her eyes lurked a frightened look it some-
how hurt to see,

He was before her in a moment.

“Miranda! What has happened? "

But she laughed her laugh that was a
little chime,

“Funny boy!
meet you, and

SAnd-——21

She twirled a button on his coat,

“How would you like to come to the
island, to-night, for high tide? It's up
between nine and ten,”

“T'd like it, funny girl. Look out there!
I don'’t believe Hicks can sew!™

But the button came off in her nervous
hand.

“0h!” she cried almost violently.
should love to sew it on.  Let me!”

she slipped it into a tiny pocket in her
shirt-waist—Arden had never seen her in
anything but little plain white linen suits
—anid they walked together toward Treas-
ure Island.

She wished to go to what they called
Her Side, facing the sea, and to sit where he
had first found her,  There they watched
the sun go down and a wonderful after-
light come over the water, The sky was
unreal and stately, hung with faint green
and pink and gold, in which the horizon
line was invisible. Miranda said she could
not tell why, but it reminded her of the
word * Avalon.”

Neither could Arden tell why, But he
knew exactly what she meant; and that
was wonderful,  Because nobody else had
known, ever.

So the darkness came, and then the
lesser light. And obediently the tide rose,
cutting them off from the shore,

By and by Arden wulked around a bit

I've merely come to
LE
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to stretch his legs, going beyond the ledge
that hid the land from their sight.

He stopped suddenly, gazing back to-
ward the mainland,

“Why, your house is all lighted up,
Miranda! What does that mean?™

She crouched back queerly.

“I—I told Pinkham to give a—party.”

“Pinkham—giving a party I

“Would—would you mind coming back
this way, out of the moonlight? I'd a
little rather they wouldn't see youw."

“T hear shouting! Miranda, come and
look! They are out with lights as if
searching for somebody. Perhaps they
don't know that you are safe.”

He raised his hand as if to signal.

“Christopher! Come back!" she im-
plored. “0Oh, don't let them see you,
please, please don’t! Come back! T
tell you—everything.”

Hestood before her again beside the shel-
tering ledge.  She was shaking and white.
Her beautiful eyes looked very black,

“What is it? " he asked, unconscious of
a deeper note in his voice,

"They came to-night, at eight o'clock.
And T ran—away.”

“Who came, child?”

“You're so far above me.
I can tell you better.”

He knelt beside her.

**A—a woman, and a man, friends, too,
of the family.” She motioned with her
head toward Windanspray. “The man
—wants me. They have urged and urged
it, and now they are trying to force me.
I am a kind of connection, you know,
And oh, it would be a fine thing for a poor
girl like me! They make it so hard. I
never dreamed they'd follow me up here,
1 ran away. The daughter helped me.
But wou see they did. And now that
they've followed me I have run away
again, This—is as far as I can go! 1
thought, to-night, we could hide here
while the tide was high, and perhaps they
would be so angry that they would go
away again by the last train. But if they
should see us, they'd wait."”

Arden soothed her Quttering hands.

“They won't see us.” '

She quieted then, and he watched her
with a beating heart,

“What sort of a man is he, Miran-
da?"

Sit down.
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“ Dis-disgrustingly rich and grand and—
stupid,” she sighed.

“Poorlittlegirl! Sweet, wise little girl®™

“PDaon't let him get mel”

“Dearest," cried Arden, gathering her
up, “let me keep you myself!”

He rocked her back and forth, baby-
fashion, whispering, “1 love you, love
you, love you ,

She wrigeled comiortably and put up
her face,

“ 5o do 1," she breathed, * love you.”

They were quiet then, Oceasionally a
halloo spunded above the surf.  Pinkham
by this time must have assembled aid.
They smiled gleefully at the thought that
possibly Hicks and Pinkham were ramp-
ing wildly up and down the shore together,

*Then you don't mind very much being
[ro0T, dear? ™

*Funny boy,” she whispered; “is this
being poor?"

385



Al

"We're safel’ he cried, kissing her.

The silent night seemed to hold no
sound but their own voices and the pebbly
gush of the waves washing around the is-
land. The halloos had ceazed. It was
omly to begin again, however, with greater
vehemence.

“Child,” =aid Arden, “I'm afraid you
have botched it

“How? " she cried, panic-stricken again.

*Why, instead of being so angry that
they'll go back, they may be so scared
they'll stay.”

“What shall we do? Think!™”

“1 believe they are down near the chan-
nel now, from the sound.”

They could hear voices.

“1 guess, dear, if you really want to
make 'em mad yvou had better go around
to My Side and—er—intimate by your
gestures that yvou are here from choice,”

She left him alone.

At half past ten the noizse had subsided
and the great house was dark except for
the hall light. The tide was now so low
that by crossing on stepping-stones, dearly
familiar, they reached the mainland.

Arden’s heart was full. From the mo-
ment that he had known that she loved
him, he had been longing to tell her about
the little house.  And yet he wished to sur-
prise her. It was best, after all, to wait.
One miracle was enough for to-night, and
he would take her to it to-morrow. At the
steps of the great dark house they parted.

He met Hicks in the hall of the Castle.
The man looked sctually excited and very
curious. For the first time in their ac-
fuaintance, he became talkative, And Ar-
den thought it was well Lo see how much
he knew or suspected.,

“ A wvery exciting evening, sir,"”" he ven-
tured.

“Yes?" Arden lingered at the foot of
the staircase. “*How so, Hicks?"

“Now, didn’t you hear all the noise,
gir? They certainly made a great clamor,”

“1I was near the water. The surf
drowns noise, What's happened? ™

“ They've always said she was queer.”
Hicks shook his head sorrowfully,  Arden
thought he looked tired.  ** But this beats
it all.”

“Who's queer?™ Arden spoke sharply.

Y Runnin' away from her own aunt, an'
a millionaire, they do say he is. Goin'

The Little House of Dreams

to that blasted island, sir"—Hicks was
speaking naturally at last—"an’ just as
all on us had made up our minds she was
drownded, and you with her for all we
knew, a-showin" herself as calm as a lake
an’ wavin' us back, so—" The man made
a haughty gesture, *“An’ her aunt an’ the
stout gentleman so mad they went straight
back this very night. She's a queer one.
But just vou wait, if I may say it, sir.
She'll have the Iron King himself up after
her next."

“The—whos™

“Her father, sir.”

“Are you speaking, H-Hicks, of the
young lady who has been staying in the last
house in the row, the s-slim young lady?"

“Miss Miranda Gale Wright,” said
Hicks with local pride, **the heiress."

Arden rushed past the man, almost
knocking him over, and out of the house
again into the night.

It was the same marvellous purple and
silver night, The surf was hushed to a
whisper. The moon swung gently along
her shimmering path. The same night!

He ran down the walk toward Windan-
spray, with only one thought in his mind,
She must know of his simple ignorance,
and then he would give her up.

The big house crouched on the rocks
like some expensive monster. The win-
dows and doors had all been thrown open
to let the moonlight in. There was no
other light, now, except a very faint glim-
mer from a great wing.

Arden mounted the steps. And just
then from the wing where the glimmer was
—it was candle-light, he guessed—there
rippled out the opening movement of a so-
nata, The utter tranquillity of it, united
with its long rhythm, as of the motion of
the spheres, the unsullied purity, calmed
him. He leaned against a pillar and shut
his eyes, while the notes of the piano
floated over the water into space, min-
gling with the moonlight.

The next thing he knew he was standing
in the doorway of the music-room. Mi-
randa, still in her lawny white, was seated
before a grand piano upon which burnt
tall cathedral candles. He thought she
looked like some slim duchess. He had
been wrong. She was made for a setting
of intricate richness, of the patrician vistas
of stately rooms. She was the rare gem
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that should be set in platinum. Enam-
oured of simplicity she had been mistaken
in herself. 1f it ever became her it must
be the conscious reserve of art, not the
plainness of poverty. There was some-
thing priceless about her very presence.

Her fingers, loitering on the keys, found
other chords presently. And without
looking up, unaware of his nearness, she
sang, in a wistful soprano. And as she
sang, Arden was dazed with the wonder
of what she sang.

*0h, little house with windows wide,
A-looking toward the sea,
How have you come, why have you come
To mean so much to me?

“Your walls within my heart are rajsed,
And, ch, how strange iL seems!
My hopes but measure to your roof,
Oh, little house o' dreams.

0, little place where friends will come
The tangled world to flee;
Brave little nook where peace will bide,
And hospitality!

*“Pray where's the magic hand 1 need
To touch vour slender beams,

And change vou toa home in truth,
Oh, little house o' dreams? "’

Asshe played the last high chord delicate-
1y, she saw him, and smiled! Hewent toher.

au7

“Miranda!" he whispered, gripping the
edge of the piano with his fingers. ** Have
you seen it? "

" Been it?”

“How—do you come to sing oi—such
things?"

“Why not 12"

1 know—now. They told me. It was
your aunt, And your father may come.
You're Miss Miranda Gale—Wright! . ..
Good-by!™

“And if T am,” she cried so loudly that
her vaice echoed in the big room, *don't
you love me? Because I've lied to you a
little, won't you belicve me at all? How
do I come to sing of small, sweet humble-
ness and beauty and peice? Because
they're evervthing in the world to me.
Oh, Christopher, I thought—T thought—
I had found ‘the magic hand™! ™

She clung to him sobbing and laid her
cheek in his palm.

As he held her, only the miracle of her
song stood out, For she had not seen
the little house on the inlet; she had not
known. In her own life there had been
dusty pavements: She too had longed.

“Miranda,” he whispered, “I have
something wonderiul I want to show you,
Will you go with me, to-morrow, to see
ite!”

SONNET

By

E. Henniker Heaton

OWe are betrayed by what is false within:"=—=Geerge M oredith,

“WEg are betrayed by what is false within,”
Then let us cease for pity's sake to prate

Of gins and snares and foes that lie in wait

To stain our milk-white souls with deadly sin.
Can you not see the list'ning Devil grin

At our fools-talk of Destiny and Fate.

He knows that no man's love and no man's hate
Dare even touch a soul to God akin!

Like unto like!

Was there no answering chord

Within our secret Being softly played,

In vain were evil's panoplies arrayed,

In vain the onslaught of the fiercest horde.
But we—and we alone—know who betrayed
The soul's grim fortress to the fire and sword.

YVou. LIV.—37
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T‘E—N*’,ﬁ’:\’ ESS than a half-centuty has
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passed since the whole body
of students in a leading
New England college went
out on strike because the
faculty had enacted a rule
which seemed to them unjust. They ab-
sented themselves from all scholastic ex-
ercises Lill they had received satisfactory
assurances that the offensive decree would
he reconsidered, but no violence or other
sensational feature marred the dignity of
their demonstration. Nevertheless, the
incident was so astonishing that it filled
columns of space daily in the newspapers
throughout the country, and furnished
texts for bushels of editorial comment,
uniformly condemnatory of the action of
the students, and breathing dire appre-
hensions of what was likely to happen
when this brood of young rebels should
come to fill the places of the better-he-
haved generation from whom they were
descended.

A few months ago a large American city
was the scene of a revolt by twenty ar
thirty thousand school-children, because
the local board of education had refused
one of their demands. The infection of
upheaval spread to other places, where a
like petty drama was enacted on a smaller
scale. There were parades and rioting,
destruction of property, and a little blood-
letting, and police squads had to be de-
tailed for special service, Yet this out-
break of small boys and girls, with all its
disorderly accompaniments, excited far
less eriticism than was called forth by the
wholly peaceful protest of a body of young
men, mature enough to know what they
were about, in the late '60’s. Why? Be-
cause in the interval the spirit of self-as-
sertion has so permeated all classes of our
population that even the babes and suck-
lings brought under the Montessori meth-
od are showing its influence, and the rest
of us are calmly taking its phenomena for
granted,

388

New 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 gener-
ation ago, The blood of a hundred force-
ful ancestors united in his veins is not
nearly so powerful a factor in his making
as the environment amid which he finds
himsell 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. From the day he be-
#ins to play withother children, their pref-
erences weizch more with him than all the
admonitions of his elders. Intheera when
children accepted both instruction and
discipline on authority, it was a compars-
tively simple matter to govern a school,
But now that it is the educational vogue
to make every child analyze every sub-
ject of study and form his conclusions
for himself, is it not natural that he
should carry the same principle into the
domain of conduct, and insist upon his
right to decide how he ought to be gov-
erned?

The fact that, willy-nilly, we must
reckon with this changed condition, will
explain the interest I have felt in watch-
ing the operation of a system of self-gov-
ernment established in the last of all places
where a casual observer would look to find
it—a boarding-school for girls. 1 shall
nol identify the institution further than
to say that it is in the heart of a city; that
it is owned and managed by a woman in
the prime of life whom we may call for
convenience Mrs, Sperry, a college gradu-
ate who has made teaching not only a
livelihood but a serious profession ever
since she received her diploma; and that
it was started in the face of many dis-
couragements and has been maintained at
its original standard in defance of the ad-
vice of a multitude of good friends who
were sure that that way lay disaster. It
was folly, they said, to require an entrance
examination, not of the prospective pu-
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pils but of their parents, for “it will not
do to solicit their patronage, and then
dictate terms to them as to matters which
they consider within their exclusive juris-
diction.” I shall not selicit their pa-
tronage,” answered the brave little
woman; T shall tell them what T have to
offer, and on what terms they may obtain
it. A minister does not ask his congrega-
tion what doctrines he shall preach, nor
does a lawyer distort his advice to suit the
fancy of his clients, Ts not my calling as
responsible as either of theirs? ™
Accordingly, she advertised her school
as open for pupils, but reserved the right
to investizate the antecedents of every
girl applying for admission, and to re-
ject any who seemed unlikely to fit into
her scheme of things, Rich and influen-
tial parents who were resolved that their
daughters should have certain luxuries
and recreational privileges not permitted
to the other girls, or be subjected to a kind
of surveillance which the principal deemed
unwise, or be prepared for ** society " rather
than for life, she courteously advised to
seek in a “finishing” school what they
could not find in hers. When the reason
for rejection lay deeper, and touched the
character of the girl herseli, she never [ell
back upon the conventional euphemism
that there was “no vacancy,” but told
the truth frankly and [aced the conse-
quences. A girl described by a former
teacher as never having been caugnt at
anything bad, but being one who would
“hear watching,” was declined, to the in-
dignation of her family, to whom it ap-
peared preposterous that she should be ex-
cluded while another girl, widely known
as “troublesome,” was taken in. The
ground of the discrimination was that the
shortcomings of the troublesome girl lay
all on the surface. It was true that she
had been expelled from her last school; but
what interested Mrs. Sperry in her was
the fact that she gave no signs of a furtive
disposition, but had confessed her crown-
ing misdeed and taken her punishment
without a wry face. Her parents were
plain people, who were in despair over
their failure in management and expressed
only a hesitating hope that the new prin-
cipal might be able to do better. “I'm
not afraid to try," said Mrs. Sperry.  “In
spite of this record, Mary looks to me like
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pood raw material to work upon.’™  And
s0 it proved.

Her independence, as was to be ex-
pected, gave more or less offence to sev-
eral worthy persons, and resulted in gath-
ering into her school, for the first stage of
its existence, an undue percentage of un-
promiging pupils.  Although these made
life anything but easy for her, like a
healthy athlete she grappled every new
difficulty with a sort of joyful zest. What
she did find irksome was the reproachiul ur-
gency of some of her friends, who pleaded:;
“Why persist in a thankless struggle?
You have made your name and place asa
teacher. Drop theorizing now, and run
your school on business principles.  Give
the public what plainly they want, raise
your prices to correspond, and retire pres-
ently on a competency.” “Surrender all
the ground T have gained by hard Gght-
ing?"” she inguired cheertully. * You
don't know me. I T had not intended to
see Lhis thing through, 1 should not have
gone inko it

It cost Mrs. Sperry two vears or more
of unremitting toil to establish completely
her mastery of the situation. Then, the
school having reached a point where it
began to have well-recognized customs
and traditions, she entered with her whole
heart upon the sccond part of her pro-
gramme. This was the conversion of the
discipline of the institution from the usual
system of concentrated authority and
blind obedience into one of tactiul leader-

sshipand voluntary co-operation. Inother

words, into this company of about 4 hun-
dred half-grown girls she carried the order
of self-government. Again arose the cho-
rus of protest. “You are inviting an-
archy!" cried her doubting friends, *The
experiment has not always worked well
even among older and more womanly stu-
dents; what can you hope from these

Ill:d,[.;].i:l_igEP"r “Possibly,” suggested the
unterrified innovator, it would have

worked hetter among those older students
if they had been broken to it during the
plastic age.”

Every mother who is rearing a family
of children, and has the courapge o require
them to bathe and dress themselves as
soon as their little hands are capable of
such work, discovers that their efficiency
in toilet-making acquires a sort of pro-
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gressive momentum. The first learners
are slow at it, and waste many tears and
complaints; but their pride later in teach-
ing their younger brothers and sisters
bears fruit in better records for them-
selves, till in due course the whole group
are operating like a series of cog-wheels of
divers diameters, the rapid ones moving
the slower, and these in turn the yet
slower ones, till the speeding-up of any of
the series quickens the revolutions of all.
So Mrs. Sperry felt justified in believing
that if she could once bring the wheels of
her school discipline into proper co-ordi-
nation, the machinery would largely run it-
szlf, leaving her more hours and energy to
devote to other interests. But she real-
ized that she must move gradually and
with great care.

As soon as practicable she organized a
students’ association among the girls, and
turned over to it the choice of a small
hody of proctors, who should supervize
the conduct of the other pupils during the
study-hours, preventing disoreer and see-
ing that they stuck to their work, At the
start, the pupils accepted this responsibil-
ity very grudgingly, being suspicious of a
novelty which they could not reconcile
withanything in their experience. Teacher
government they could understand, be-
cause it followed the rule of the world that
the stronger shall dictate to the weaker.
What subtle design could be lurking be-
hind a proposal of the faculty to abdicate
a part of their authority and let the school
discipline itself?
over this question at ils meetings, and
changed its attitude almost from week to
week.,  Mrs. Sperry did nothing to force
the issue, merely advising the doubtful
contingent to consider both sides well he-
fore acting, and thus bringing them face to
face with the alternative between pupil
sovernment and teacher government, of
course with the result of a decizive vote in
favor of the former. For some time she
saw the chairmanszhip of the association,
as well as the proctorships, go begging,
especially since, as one upheaval settled
itself alter another, she turned over to
the girls additional duties, including sey-
eral which, from their point of view, their
teachers had been hired to perform and
could evade only by shirking,

Little by little, however, the atmos-

The association worried™
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phere cleared. The girls who got a real
tuste of self-government began to take an
interest in it; and when not only were
the proctorships filled cheerfully, but an
occasional request would come in that the
association might be allowed to assume this
and that item of authority hithertoreserved
for the faculty, Mrs. Sperry knew that the
worst of her battle was over. Then she
made a new step forward, in the interest
of mixing humanity with justice. She
began taking the “old” girls, meaning
those who had passed a r Or more in
the school, into partnership with her in
looking after the “new " girls. Confiden-
tial consultations were held from time to
time over the cases of those novices whaose
temperamental peculiarities, or homesick-
ness, of defects of earlier training threat-
ened to interfere with their progress. Her
amateur assistants responded to her over-
tures most warmly; all their feminine sym-
pathies were stirred; activities of their
minds which, unguided, would probably
have run into fruitless gossip, were thus
given play in a line of really useful en-
deavaor, and their social consciousness was
awakened.

Meanwhile, the pride of the old wmirls
was stimulated in knowing and preserv-
ing the traditions of the school. Such
and such things “are not done here’ be-
came their favorite formula in admonish-
ing newcomets, and was received with a
deference seldom accorded to an arbitrary
mandate from an instructor. For this
reason among others, the girls fell into the
habit of preferring for proctors those of
their number who were best acquainted
with school precedents and understood
how to use them in place of mere com-
mands.  And back of all these guides and
sanctions, now well rooted, stand the con-
stitution and standard rules adopted by
the students’ association. In that com-
pendium, printed in a neat little pam-
phlet, we find laid down the duties of the
elective officers.  Oneof these is a warden,
who rings the bells, has charge of the
school registers, takes the roll at meals,
and the like. The proctors divide the
oversight of the dormitory buildings, one
caring for each. They inspect bedrooms
and bathrooms, enforce the rules gener-
ally, report on the conduct of the girls,
and go through the houses the last thing
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at night to see that all hands are in bed,
the rooms in order, and the lights out.
Warden and proctors are elected monthly.
On the last Friday evening of the month
the association holds a meeting to nomi-
nate candidates for these offices, and the
election is made the following day by bal-
lot, the pupils dropping their written votes
into a box set up for the purpose. At the
outset, most critics of the plan were ready
to prophesy that only those proctors who
courted popularity at the expense of strict
fulfilment of their obligations could hope
for re-election. Experience proves the
reverse to be true.  So keen is the general
sense of justice, now that the pupils have
charge of their own superintendence, that
the proctor who holds the girls in her juris-
diction to account without fear or favor,
but in a reasonable way, receives a rare
meed of respect from her associates, and is
apt to be elected again and again. But
this tribute does not lapse into a perfunc-
tory form. All the girls take a lively in-
terest in the canvass which always pre-
cedes an election, and now and then they
will temporarily retire a highly successful
proctorin order to *“ try out™ another girl,
who has never held office. but who, by
the part she has taken at the meetings of
the association, has siven indications of
marked capacity and character.

Indeed, as the system has been working
for some years, the girls exhibit a gen-
uinely democratic spirit.  They are quick
to appreciate traits of real leadership in
each other, and to manifest this senti-
ment practically on election day. There
seems to be no “playing politics” or
“trading” among them, doubtless partly
because they are at the age of idealism,
and partly because they enter and leave
school within a brief span of years, and
have no time to become indifferent, like
their fathers, through over-familiarity
with the elective franchize. Nor is it an
insignificant circumstance that those girls
whao pass from our self-governing school to
college are promptly discovered by their
new companions and pushed Lo the front
there, taking a prominent part in the col-
legiate activities, heading important com-
mittees, and, by their poise and their cul-
tivated sense of responsibility, making
themselves felt in every way as a positive
influence for the common welfare,

The rules hetray their juvenile author-
ship by an occasional slip in syntax, and
some are deliciously characteristic, voicing
a sense of the proprieties evolved from the
girls’ own experience. Thus:

* Nogirl may go down-stairsin a kimono
except at the end of the evening study-
hour, and not at all on Saturday or Sun-
day.

*No girl may wash her hair or do laun-
dry-work in the bathroom, during study
hour.

“A pirl must take her baths at time in-
dicated by the hath schedule, and must
report immediately before going to the
bathroom.

“A girl must not act in an undignifed
manner in the classroom, in the dining-
room, or under chaperonage.”

Mark well the lines+of reservation:
nothing here against pillow-fights in the
dormitory halls, or ducking a lazy girl to
wake her in the morning. In suitable
places and at suitable hours, why should-
n't girls be girls?  Again, among the fib-
erties specifically granted under the rules,
note this evidence of compromise between
faculty preferences and schoolgirl cra-
vings:

“ Each girl is allowed to have in her own
room crackers, fresh fruit, prunes, figs,
dates, and olives. Ewvery Saturday a girl
may have candy, cake, or nuts in any pro-
portion or combination so that the whole
amount will not exceed a pound in weight,
This food must be disposed of by the fol-
lowing Monday morning inspection.”

But since proctors, after all, are only
human

*“1f a girl becomes proctor for the after-
noon or evening study-hour or for over-
night, and knows belorehand that some-
one has forbidden [ood, the [ood shall be
confiscated and no demerits given.”

The girls have so framed their rules
that the pervading spirit everywhere is
one of respect for the authorities they
have themselves constituted; for example:

“No girl may argue with the proctor,
nor question her decisions.

“No girl may be impertinent, defiant,
or disobedient to a proctor.

A girl who considers a warden's or
proctor’s decision unjust may take her
case first to the committee, second to the
head of the school.”
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Lest the effect of this final provision be
misinterpreted, it should be said that
scarcely ever, since the self-government
system has got into thorough working
order, has a girl carried her appeal past
“the committee " —a standing body com-
pased of the warden and all the proctors,
which serves as an intermediary between
the association and the faculty. In the
rare instances, at an earlier stare, when
the principal was called upon to settle a
mooted point, she almost always found
that she could, in good conscience, sup-
port the committee. This fact had three
important bearings: it indicated that the
elective officers of the association were uni-
formly temperate and just in their judg-
ments; it reduced frivolous appeals to
a minimum, and reacted upon the reneral
conduct of the givls by making them more
careful not to offend needlessly in the hope
of escaping punishment by dilatory pro-
ceedings; and, inally, it convinced the pu-
pil body that they were actually movern-
ing themselves, and not merely reflecting
the opinions of the faculty. Since the
paragraph just quoted was enacted, a
court of equity has been established, be-
fore which are arpued cases where a literal
application of the rules would not fit some
peculiar exigency.

In order that a proctorship shall not be
regarded as an empty honor, its responsi-
bilities are compensated by sundry priv-
ileges not granted to the rank and file of
the school. A proctor “may break any
rule to enforce one,”’ although if she
breaks a rule without such justification
she ceases, ipso faclo, to hold office, and a
proxy whom she has previously selected
succeeds her,  She “may be five minutes
late for breakfast,” and may keep her
light burning fifteen minutes after the last
bell at night. She may extend her jour-
neys in the city beyond the bounds set {or
her fellows, and visit at will some places
which are forbidden to them except during
certain houars; and when she has held of-
fice eight times she enjoys thereafter all
the privileges and immunities ever given
to any one.

Not simply in the constitution and
rules is the self-government idea planted
in Mrs. Sperry’s school.  The association
has somewhat the character of a social
club, and questions of apparel and eti-
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quette which schoolgirls are wont to gos-
sip about are taken up at stated meetings
and debated to a finish. For instance:
ought a jumper—eminently suitable as a
working-garment—to be worn outside of
the skirt at table or in any semi-public
place? Is it decorous for a pupil to come
to a recitation with her sleeves rolled up?
Should young girls plaster their hair tight
to their heads and drape it in thick wads
over their ears? Are such and such re-
cent fashions modest?  On live issues like
these every pupil has notions of her own,
that she does not hesitate to express when
the association thus undertakes a canvass
of public sentiment, for there are no teach-
ers present to curb anybody’s freedom of
speech,

Now and then the principal observes
among the girls an unfortunate tendency
in dress or manners.  Instead of issuing
an edict of prohibition, she calls up the
subject at her next conference with the
standing committee, and they thresh it
out together candidly, keeping always in
view not individual tastes or aversions,
but the welfare and good name of the
school.  Whatever conclusion is reached
at =uch a conference becomes in due time
commaon property,  The members of the
committes, being saturated with their sub-
ject, are naturally the best equipped con-
testants in the debate which precedes any
action by the association as a body; and
whatever the association votes is recorded
as the sentiment of the school. Some-
times it is formulated in a rule which the
proctors are bound to execute; oftener it
is left to operate as a moral force, just as
the deliberate judgment of the commu-
nity is used, in the broader life outside, Lo
accomplish results which formal statutes
are powerless to compass.

Into the same general scheme falls nat-
urally the commercial side of the schoal
management.  Mrs, Sperry is resolved
that no girl who comes under her care
shall be warranted at a later period in ex-
cusing slovenly business methods with the
plea that she has never been taught bet-
ter, The school maintains a bank, which
was planned and started by a professional
accountant. In this, at the beginning of
a term, is deposited the money a girl's par-
ents wish her to have, either for her nec-
essary expenses, or for her private purse,
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or for both, She receives a pass-book,
and a check-book with stubs, just as if
she were opening an account with an or-
dinary bank of deposit. No minimum is
set upon the amount for which checks may
be drawn, so that she can not evade on
that ground the payment of her smallest
debt, but she is not allowed to overdraw
somuch as a dime. There is also a schoal
store, where text-books, stationery, and
similar supplies are sold at current prices.
There a girl may, if more convenient, run
up an account; she may do the same for
laundry and other extras; but she is ex-
pected to settle her bills weekly. If she
overlooks this requirement, the itemized
memorandum is fooled, and the bare total
appears-as & " bill rendered™ at her next
settlement, all dispute over details being
barred by her neglect.  She may not open
accounts with outside tradesmen; every
purchase made at the city shops must be
paid for at the time or on delivery.

All reports, financial or disciplinary, all
memoranda, and all communications,
must be written cither on one of the
printed forms provided by the schoal of-
fice, or on a clean, smooth, perfect sheet
ul paper. This rule is designed to over-
come the habit into which many girls
drift, of scribbling on any rough scrap
that happens to be at hand. For like
reasons, the big blotter which overspreads
every girl's desk is to be kept clean, the
blotting of letters, ete., being done with
a loose zheet. The overloading of bureaus
and bathroom shelves with all sorts of
toilet knickknacks—bottles, and boxes,
and tubes—is actively diseouraged. The
furniture in the bedrooms is of the best,
and the girls seem to take more pride in
caring for it than if it were cheap stuff
purposely provided to meet the hard usage
of a boarding-school. Not more than
cight framed pictures are permitied on
the walls of any room, and no pennants;
nor may any decorations be pinned to the
window-curtains.  Although this is not a
domestic- hc].enrr institution, ev ery girl is
expected to air, make, and otherwise look
after her own bed.  Thanks to these regu-
lations, it is not difficult to distinguish the
rooms of the girls who have longest at-
tended the school, by their freedom from
trash and their generally restiul appear-
ance.

in School Management

393

Announcements for the day are made
at the morning assembly, and posted on a
bulletin-hoard in the main corridor, after
the custom at colleges.  Study and recita-
tion periods are forty minutes long, and
quiet is demanded while they last; but be-
tween these periods are intervals of relax-
ation, during which the girls may run
about at will and make all the noise they
wish. In the school office are kept regis-
ters, on which every girl is expected to re-
cord her whereabouts whenever she is
changing them for any appreciable time.
By this means it is possible to locate any
girl at any hour of the day, so that, if it is
necessary to reach her speedily with a
telegram or what-not, there will be no de-
lay and no commotion.

Early in the history of the school there
used to be hung on every zirl's closet-door
a printed list of ** Rules and Regulations,"
which, in time, gave way to a correspond-
ing list of ¥ Houzehold Resulations, " modi-
fied later into ' Regulations for Students.”
These in turn have disappeared, and such
parts of them as experience has proved of
permanent value now figure as an appen-
dix to the constitution of the association,
under the less didactic title, * Customs of
the School.'" This series of changes is typ-
ical of Mrs. Sperry's whole evolutionary
system. Her self-government programme,
as we have seen, was not proclaimed arbi-
trarily at the outset, but was permitted
to develop gradually, with the idea of im-
pressing upon the pupils a sense of having
earned various liberties which, being con-
cessions tomerit rather than native rights,
are liable to revocation if abused. In-
deed, the only penalties imposed for mis-
conduct are temporary curtailments of
privilege, which have sufficed for their
purpose since being decreed and admin-
istered by a disciplinary mechanism in the
control of the pupils themselves; and, al-
beit the girls do drop into mischief now
and then, the tradition of truth-telling is
s0 honored among them that but one case
of falsehood has come to light in several
VS,

Among the reguirements which the
proctors have to enforce most rigidly are
the precautions against fire. To every
girl iz given, on entering school, a little red-
covered book containing definite instruc-
tions about the use of matches, inflam-
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mable substances, the lighting apparatus
in the buildings, what to do in EMMErgen-
cies, and how to turn in alarms.  The or-
;:unizatirm of the school fire-brigade, and
the duties of the chief and her stafi of
captains and lieutenants, are also de-
scribed in detail.  In order to be sure that
the girls understand these things individ-
ually, fire-drills are held from time to
time, every officer making for her post at
& gwen signal, and every “other pupil per-
forming the part assigned her for the com-
mon defence. Once a year, after the au-
tumn opening of the school, the whole
pupil body takes a day's outing in the
country, combining a picnic with an after-
noon's practice in putting out fires with
portable extinguishers. The last task of
a proctor every night throughout the
school year is to visit the rooms in her
Luilding and see that nogirl hasneglected,
before going to bed, to put in place her
“fire-coat " and slippers, so as to be ready
to act on the instant in case of a sudden
alarm.

Of course, no school for girls can ignore
instruction in deportment; “but here aguin
Mrs. Sperry’s policy has been to let the
girls work out their own problems as far
as practicable. The faculty contains a
teacher who has made this branch her
specialty; but the way Mrs. Sperry went
about interesting her young charges in the
subject was characteristic. One Saturday
evening she seated herseli, as if quite ac-
cidentally, beside her arbifrix eleganti-
arum on a sofa in the drawing-room, and
remarked to one of a bevy of pupils gath-
ered in the adjacent hall: “Laura, T'm
tired of viziting you girls in your rooms;
suppose you come in and call on me, one
by one.”

Amused by the suggestion, Laura sailed
into the room like a ship in a choppy sea.
“Oh, dear!” exclaimed Mrs. Sperry,
holding up her hands in mock horror, “is
that the way you would enter the parlor
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of one of your mother's frlend‘i? No, no
—go back and try it again.’

Laura joined in the laughter her com-
panions set up at this, and did try it again.
Her gait was better than before, but still
left much to be desired.

“Janet,” Mrs. Sperry called to another
of the group, * what was the matter with
Laura that time?"

Janet made an essay at criticism.

“(an any of the other girls improve on
what Janet says?™ persisted Mrs. Sperry.

Others tried, and in a few minutes the
game was in full swing. The mistress of
deportment would throw in a question
now and then, aad the merriment over the
attempts and comments drew down a
number of girls from the story above. By
bedtime every one was keyed up to a fine
pitch of competitive enthusiasm, and eager
for more of the same sport on the next
free evening. Thus the new course was
launched.

This sketch would be incomplete with-
out some reference to another feature of the
school which keeps it in touch with the
spirit of the ape. The religious obsery-
ances are few, all simple in form, all of a
practical as distinguished [rom a tran-
scendental order, all sounding the strong
note of human brotherhood. Once in a
while the Sunday evening chapel exercises
are varied by reading aloud a story by
John Galsworthy or some other eminent
exponent of the new social order. More-
over, Mrs. Sperry has convictions about
the fair working-day and the living-wage,
and carries them into the administration
of her own servants’ hall. Her pupils
thus pass their most impressionable years
amid evidences of consideration for those
less favored of fortune than themselves;
and it would be strange if their after lives
were not influenced by the experience, as
all of us are affected in our later careers
by the atmosphere we breathed continu-
ally in childhood. i
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*Expatiation "
in Education

one of the suburbs of Manhattan, by
the publication of a letter from a citi-
zen, setting forth his indignation at the
tasks imposed upon the pupils of the public
schools, He gave a list of twelve essays re-
quired to be prepared by a girl of
fifteen hetween two school days,
including such light and frivolous
inquiries as “the probable effects of the
completed Panama Canal on the trade of
{a) North Atlantic States, (5) Gulf States,
{r) Pacific States” and *In what respects
are the British and German Empires com-
mercial rivals? Explain fully,” and he
closed by asking, “After a year or two of
this monstrous nonsense, what can that girl
possibly know about anything?"™
The quesiion locks reasonable. It is
hard to imagine how the theory and prac-
tice of smattering could be more effectively
stimulated than by imposing such require-
ments upen an immature and unfurnished
mind. It is true that the school in which
the requirements were made was not an ele-
mentary but a "high" school. True also
that it dees not follow that requirements of
similar absurdity are made in other high
schools. That, one may say, is part of the
pity of it. At least it is a pity that not only
the curriculum but the actual and detailed
instruction of the schools of a State should
not be standardized. There is a theoretic
means to that end, in the commonwealth
immediately in question, in the existence of
the University of the Stale of New York,
Thiz more or less astral body was projected
by the wisdom of our ancestors, not at all as
a teaching body but as an examining body.
The purpose of its institution was precisely
to standardize public instruction, whether
of common schoolz, of academies, or even
of colleges which were chariered by the
State, as well as of professional schools. 1t
was intended that an A.B., for example,
from any college in the State should be of
exactly the same value as the like degree
from any other. It is true that in those
days all educated men knew just what an

SOME attention has been attracted, in

AB. meant, Does anybody pretend to
know now? It is true also that in technical
education ‘“the Regents,” as the examin-
ing body has come Lo be known, exert an in-
fluence which is both good and consider-
able. Youmay have reasonable confidence
in the dentist or the druggist to whom you
intrust your teeth or your life if he have
paszsed *‘the Regents' examination.” But
it seems that in general education, primary,
secondary, and ““higher,” the local authori-
ties have full sway. The local authority
is a “Board," and, as Jeremy Bentham
justly observed, *“Boards are screens.'
The members of the local bhoard are not
commonly men of much education, or of
much interest in educalion; at least men of
those qualifications are extremely unlikely
to be in the majority. The quality of the
schooling is in the hands of the local super-
intendent. If he be a man of some force
of character, he “runs the Board.” If his
energy be greater than his circumspection,
his cerebellum better developed than his
cerebrum, he may run it into strange
courses. If he prefers that his pupils expa-
tiate and smatter, instead of concentrating
and really learning, expatiate and smatter
they generally will. There is a tempta-
tion upon him to commend himself to the
members of his own calling, rather than to
the members of his “board " or the parents
of his pupils, both which claszes are apt to
be ignorant or careless of what he is doing.
In that case wild work resulls if he happen
to be given to “fads" and whims and un-
verified theories, instead of plodding on in
the ancient ways. One of the “educators™
of this class capped the climax of whimsi-
cality when, in some pedagogical conven
tiom, he waxed exceeding bold and proposed
Lo denominate the three R's as “fads." in-
stead of the novelties which he desired to
substitute for them.

In the State from which my text has
Leen taken there is excellent ground for
hope in the appointment to the place of
State Superintendent of Education, and
organ of “the University” in its superin-
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tendency of the same, of a scholar and
teacher who commands far more of the re-
gpect of the learned than any of his prede-
cessors who have held that office within the
memory of man. It was not from represent-
atives of that commonwealth that there
came the bitter crics in Congress not long
ago of representatives whose candidates for
West Point and Annapolis had been re-
jected by the authorities of those institu-
ticns. It seems that not only was the result
of the local schooling of the candidates un-
satisfactory to the naval and military
“enohs,” but also that the medical snobs of
the army and navy had rejected candidates
whom the local doctors had passed. Tt is
well known that the mental requirements
for entrance to these academics have been
purposely made elementary—some think
absurdly elementary—for the very reazon
that the representatives of the “back dis-
tricts” remonsirated apgainst educational
exactions which those districtz were not ina
condition to meet, The “snobs™ merely
insist that the elementary requirements
shall be fulfilled, and that the candidate
shall really know what he is required to
know. It is obvious that nothing can more
militate against hiz really knowing any-
thing than an educational policy of expati-
ation and smatter,

qualities, traits for which there are

no reasonable reasons to give. We
are continually puzzled by our own mani-
festations or by those of the people whom we
know; and perhaps there 15 mo attribute
mare difficult to explain than shyness.

To be sure, it is only the shy folk them-
selves who have trouble with their analysis.
People who are not shy understand the
matter perfectly. Egotism: that
iz the one word with which they
state their explanation. Self-conscious van-
ity: thus they elaborate it. I the shy per-
son, they continue, severely glad of the
chance to express their disapproval—if the
1-.]1}" persan weld 1-11]_}' SLop I||.i11k1'r|g n|14;:1|;t
himself, would forget himself and lose him-
self in his neighbor, his difficulty would be
al an end and he would act and speak with-
out embarrassment, In other words, it is
all hiz2 fault. He deserves no consideration
for a state of affairs which he has brought

I | UMAN nature abounds in perplexing

Shyness
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on himself and which he could at any mo-
ment terminate. He is perverse.

Now, of course, when the shy person is
criticised thus, he feels himself to be, col-
loquially, in a hole, If he defends himself
he justifics the charge. There is nothing
for him to do but keep still, listen to all
the adwice, and then turn away, smiling to
himself.

Smiling, mind you! The shy person sim-
ply has to take himself humorously or he
iz lost.  An amused appreciation of his own
absurdity iz his one means of inner self-de-
fence, his one chance of triumphing over a
cruel fate. Ifhe can laugh, really laugh with
enjoyment, over the awkward and solemn
vagaries which his temperament induces
in him, he his scored something, defeated
something, he is not wholly abject. Nor is
this satisfaction merely the desperate make-
shift which it might seem to he, Thereis
a brave and pungent delight in wringing
amusement out of depression.

But the depression i there; there is no
doubt about the depression of being shy.
Perhaps the self-confident person thinks that
anybody would remain shy if he could help
it! Im the first place, there is an uncertainty
about the situation which is fairly madden-
ing. Shyness i5 a demon, a devil; and it
has all the whimsical inconstancy of the
nether world. It is not always active: it
knows the value of contrast, the effective-
ness-of the cat-and-mouse method of acca-
sional release.. So sometimes il flatters its
vietim with a complete suspension of hos-
tilities. That is glorious! Finding the paw
miraculously removed from his back, the
shy person shakes himself, gathers himself
together, and plunges headlong into a ver-
itable abandon of sell-expression.  There i
no one like him for letting himself go when
he has a chance:

We have all of us had experience of this
reaction with the shy people we have known,
Onece, on an ocean steamer, | spent many
fruitless moments in trying to win the con-
fidence of a recluse of a young man. He was
shy to the vanishing-point, He had wistful,
thoughtful, intelligent eves, and he pigued
my interest; bul he would have nothing
to say for himself and nothing to do with
his fellow-pazzengers, Steamer life is hard
for shy people, it is so crowded, so hail-
fellow-well-met, that it puts te rout the
bashiul. I felt SOTTY for my yvoung man;
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but I had to give him up at last and let him
go. Then, late one evening, as [ was reading
alone in a corner of the library, he suddenly
appearced before me and began to talk, He
did not =it dewn; I was at first too startled
to remember to ask him to do so0, and then
too fearful of upsetting his spiritual equilib-
rium by even a hint of change, I held my
breath, and he held the back of the chair in
front of him, bracing his feet to meet the roll
of the steamer, and talked and talked. It
was an exciting episode, We neither of us
knew (and we knew that we did not know)
how long the opportunity would last, how
soon the cat's paw would descend again; ancd
we gave ourselves over 1o a sort of race, I
have never heard & man talk so fast, and
seldom so engagingly. In Lwo minutes he
had carried me deeper below the surface of
things than the rest of my fellow passengers
in hours of intereourse. He was shrewd,
penetrating, direct, he wasted no lime, he
went right 1o the point; but he was also il-
luminating, he embellished the themes which
he touched. The mest charming quality of
his discourse was its confident frankness, its
lack of reserve; he had an air of taking the
cyver off his mind and helding it for me to
inspecl. Moreover, though he monopolized
the conversation, I understood that this was
not due to any lack of consideration for me,
that he would have been very plad to hear
what I might have to say, buat that he sim-
ply did not dare to stop.  There was whim-
gical apology mingled with the suspense in
his eyes all the time he faced me. Then—
ah! then, the cat got him apain. Some-
bady entered the room; he paused, hesitated,
murmired 2 few incoherent words, gave me
a funny, pathetic, despairing glance, and van-
ished frommysight. Andnotonceagain, dur-
ing the whole course of the voyage, did he
vouchsafe me 20 much as a word or a look,
‘That was the worst of it: that, having
been so ecxpansively confidential, he should
retire so much farther than ever within his
shell; and this inconsistent withdrawal, this
ridiculous shutting of (he barn-deoor, con-
stitutes the most annoying element in the
curse of shyness.. One is never safe from it.
One may achieve a series of intimate col-
loquies with some beloved friend, and then,
at the fifteenth session, coming glowing and
cager for intercourse, one may find oneself
suddenly locked away, fettered, defeated,
of no more use for friendliness than a wooden

post. In all genuine meaning, one is no
more present in this perfectly obvious draw-
ing-room than Jonah was present in Nineveh
during his three days' eclipse.

Shyness 15 eclipse: that s precisely the
word for it. It snufls out the spirit like
a flame, and leaves the inadequate candle
to embarrass the candlestick.  An unwieldy,
conspicuous thing—an unlighted candle!l It
stands very much in its own way and in that
of the world, If it will not burn, it might at
least wholly disappear, like the unfortunate
Juonah in the figure above. Bul the more
completely shy people obscure the only in-
teresting part of themselves, their vitality,
the higger the rest of them bulks and loams,
oppressing the earth. A big man at his ease
takes up very little room: but a small, shy
man is under everyhody's fect, including his
own. He can not help it. He has o com-
pletely deserted his body—fleeing, fleeing,
that he has no longer any control over his
members. He isvery polite about the incon-
venience he causes, but he is hugely de trop.

The shy man's politeness is one of the
worsl features of his pitiful case. It is so
deceptive, If he frankly shows himself to be
shy—hby shrinkings and blushings and si-
lences—ihe world understands what is the
matter with him and makes allowances.
But that is not real shyness which displays
itself.  Rather, it makes all possible haste to
disguise, not only its victim but ftself, be-
neath l:L}'t:rs upion ]}1}":::‘5 of claborate hum-
bug. Oneof the shyest people T know has,
on shy occasions, the very grandest manner
I ever marvelled at. Through some poed
scientific work he has done, he 15 something
of a celebrity, and he is frequently invited
cut in his capacity as lion, Head erect,
bearing composed-—rather nonchalant— he
loals hiz host and the other guests firmly in
the eye. He talks almost as fast as my
steamer acquaintance, but with this un-
happy difference, that he says nothing at all.
It 15 incredible what a feod of commonplace
twaddle can proceed from the lips of & man
who really has original ideas. The weather,
the latest novel or play, suffrage; the iniqui-
tics of the gas company—all the stale old
topics he rehearses in their same stale old
phrases. He is quite hideously polite. 1f
an¥ one disagrees with him on any of the
vastly important subjectz which he has
chosen to discuss, he at once defers to the
different point of view and yields the argu-
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ment without astrugele. Heisso punctili-
ous in his deport ment that he secms to have
been brought up on a book of etiquette,

Now, of course, |:L1Hh.'t11;$5‘- is the last lhing
the world desires of celebrities. It wanls
it= lions to roar and shake their manes. My
friend iz constantly disappointing his hosts
and hostesses by the dull conformity of his
manners when he visits them.  Other distin-
guished guests do charmingly picturesque
things: the kind of thing that proper gen-
iuses do. He, on the contrary, is exact in
the observance of every custom, in his re-
sponse to every summons.  He would rather
perish than be late to breakfast, and the
world waits and hangs upon him in vain
{or pocentricity.

e understands his shortcomings and is
amused by them. At an evening reception
I once observed him bowing, smiling, hald-
ing himsell wvery loftily, conversing with
animation. I avoided him, for T knew all
tao well the kind of stuff he was talking, and
I saw no reason why 1 should be bored to
death, Bul by and by I saw him disappear,
with a casual, majestic step, into o little
book-room which opened off the drawing-
room. I lifted the curtain just in time to see
him confront himself in the mirror, smiling
Lroadly as one who shares a good joke with
a comrade.  All his magnificence dropped
from him. He shook his head and fetched a
sigh of fathomless relief, “Oh, Lord!" he
said when he saw me. * Come here and let
me 1ell you what T have been talking about.
The “uplift '—I tell you, T heard myself use
that blamed word seven timesl—the uplifi
af a good thought chosen as o motto for the
day. I think I have even promised to help
sevme woman or other to make a collection
of inspiring words,™

We both laughed.  Then [said: " Why do
you do it? Why do you come at all#"

“Recause T am not sure,” he answered
promptly. *1am never sure that I may not
have the time of my life. 1t all depends. A
few nights ago I had a glorious talk with a
woman who 18 going inle the woods camp
ing next summer, She is here Lo-night, by
the way, butl I haven't dared speak 1o her.
Yes, I know—"" heacqguiesced humbly, as 1
pondered. “Bul on my honor 1 assure you
that T can not help it,"”

Thev can not help it, these shy folk: that
is the ultimate truth of the matter. The
world may as well stop railing at them
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and try to understand them. It is surpri-
sing how many faults of manner can be cov-
ered by this same cloak, A person may even
commit real sins through sheer diffidence,
He perjurez himself continually, making
embarrassed haste to say things which he
does not mean - at all, expressing tastes
which are really abhorrent to him, tying
himszelf up in hopeless meshes of impossi-
bility. He looks with forbidding coldness
on people toward whom his heart yearns
tenderly, and remains stupidly speechless
before a view or a picture which sets his in-
most thoughts exulting wildly, There is no
perverse self-contradiction of which he is not
capable. Yet,all the Lime, he can not helpit;
and Heaven, who created him=o, must surely
know how to make allowances {or him.

As for the mysterious reason for all this
absurd infelicity, is it, indeed, Lo be found in
cgotism? Is a person conceited because he
chokes in the presence of the hero whom he
reveres, because he can think of nothing to
say that shall worthily flatter the august
car? ‘Thinking of himself? Well, of course!
Intercourse implies two lerms, and if the
hero is one, the admirer is the other. But
people who think of themselves depreca-
tingly can hardly be called vain, Moreover,
it is a fact that the bnal effect of shyness
is not that of seli-consciousness, but rather
that of self-annihilation. The shy person’s
eppo vanishes, turns tail, cuts and runs, is
gone bevond the recovery or even the knowl-
cige of ils supposed possessor.  Far on in-
visible, inaccessible heights it sits and ip-
nores the discomfort which its desertion has
caused, Tt achieves this retreat so suddenly
that there is no waylaying it, heading it off,
The shy person may zupplicate his soul in
vain, it will not answer him.

All this may sound very abject to self-
reliant, self-possessed people.  What busi-
ness has any one Lo hold his soul in such an
insecure tenure that it can escape him? But
souls can be independent creatures, and
though some of them learn docility, othersal-
ways insist on having a lung rope. 1t is well
nol to meddle too much with them—save al-
waystotrylokeep themin phe pathsof right-
cousness,  They know their own affairs.

The next time you meet a person whom
for any reason at all you do not like, consider
him long enough to make sure that he is not
merely shy; and if he is, forgive him, for
his innocence is deep,
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zo-1ints, woodcuts, lithographs, and,

in a certain sense, drawings also,
h«.‘l.".'f' i?l'l'[]i'(HIllll'LI. [ | ||'|| ||'H 15E "\-"-']'Ill ]1"l-"L'.
cherish, and collect them, among the minor
arts; and I shall not readily forget the coun-
sel which one of my hest friends—himseli
a print-lover and collector of international
[ame—gave me when he learned that Har-
vard University was to have a course of
lectures on the history of engraving, and
the Museum of Fine Aris, Boston, a new

VoL, LIV.—38

engravings, ctchings, mez-

by Fembranit

“You
he wrote, “‘that you are
museum, and in a
maintained,

curator in its print department.
must remember,”
a minor officer 1n the

minor department.” 1
and shall continue to assert, that the de
partment of prints is by no means a minor
one, bul, on the contrary, vital 1o a troe
understanding and appreciation, not only
of graphic art, but of art in many forms.
“Prints,"” in their origin, are but multi-
plied designs by great artists—and 1f, in an
engraving by Pollaiuclo or Manlegna, we
have mot the actual drawing, we have that
which 15 hardly less valuable—the essential
essence of the artist's thought, expressed

399



L

in his own terms, and in & medium hardly
less free or autographic than the silver-
pt]j]lt or reed pen, It is thiz individual note
which, in spite of obvious technical short
comings, makes the carlier prints, whether
of Italy or Germany, so peculiarly fazcina-

The Field of Art

for one? New York, with its unsurpassed
collection of modern prints—the Avery col-
lection in the Public Library—has not the
miterial, as yet, for a sysiematic study of
the history of engraving; Chicago points
with pride to its acquisition, in recent years,
of Mr. Howard Mansfield’s
magnificent collection of Mery-
on's ¢tchings, but has not pur-
sued a policy so wizsely and liril-
Liantly begun: Fittsburgh is
reported to have a plan—but
no prints to speak of; while
Minneapolis, the voungest sis-
ter to undertake the erection of
a granite mauvsoleum of fine
arts, had not even indicated on
her plans, when last Isaw them,
any print-room of any kind
whatsoever! The Museum of
Fine Arts, Boston, which, to
quote Dr. Bode, “alone has
made a good beginning.” claims
therefore a certain share of at-
tention.  Established in 1852
with a gift of one print, it Te-
mained stationary at that unit
for twa years, when, in 1874, by
the bequest of Charles Sumner,
the collection was swelled to
cighty-five prints. Its further
history is told by Mr. Francis
Bullard, in his article, “The
Print Department of the Mu-
seum of Fine Arts, Boston.™
The collection now numbers
over sixty thousand prints, and
illustrates, by examples of all

f alie Virgin
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Florentine engraving, B tha Lecad mannar, adler & desbpn by Hoticeldi:

ting. There is an absence of self-conscious-
ness about them which later work, abler
work in many respects, lacks; and there iz
no better or surer way, save by the study
of original drawings (available for the
most parl, and to the majority of students,
through reproductions only), of entering
into the artist’s inmost thought, and '-'~[Il':'ll\'.-
ing with him when he is most truly him-
self. It should be needless to repeat, at this
late date, that which is seli-evident-—every
museum, worthy of the name, should have
a Department of Prints and Drawings—vet,
in America, how many have even planned

the great masters, the history
of engraving and etching.
Thus much has been done,
Thus much, by an expenditure
of money under expert guidance—and in the
course of time—could be done again. The
material 15 there; the vital ques ion is: how
bst shall it be used? First and foremost, the
museum aims Lo make itself a living influ-
ence in the community—mnot merely a re-
pository of the records of people dead and
gone. Toaccomplish this it must be a place
of jl.l}' HE ]t-lnre'u.'.'r:r-e' as well as a freasure house
—16 which all are made welcome, and in
which all may feel that they have a part.

* “The Print Department of the Muoseum of Fine

Arta, Boston,”  The Prim-Colleclor’s Quarierly,  Vol-
ume 1, number 2, April, 1g12, pp. 185206,
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The ideal curator is not an official safely
guarded from intrusion in an inner office,
but a friend Lo * meet and greet vou on yvour
way '—to answer your questions and help
vou toapprehend the significance of the treas-
ures, not only in his particular department,
but in the museum as a whole, Nor do his
opportunities end here.  Among the sixty
thousand engravings in the department of
printg, and the twenty-five thousand in the
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sources of the department.  Informal talks
will do much, exhibitions will do more, but
in the last analysis both of these presuppose
{ b Presence af Ilu' 'l.'i.:.itur. ']\|'||: i‘Jh'lhii‘]'l‘l is
how best to attract him, how best to acquaint
him with the variety of artistic treasures
which are his for the asking? Here prac-
Iil.'.'l“}' EVErY [n‘iul 151'11.'ert1|:~||!, in rn'.:l.l|_5f'
every existing museum, has been seniously
handicapped and cheated out of its fullest

The Aderati

Froni g engraving

Japanese department, expert guidance is nec-
essary, since none but the most courageous
and time-freestudent can huljl: tost ll-'l:v' them
all in the hours at his command. It is here
that the pleasurable labors of the curator
and his associates become doubly delight-
ful. 1t is their privilege to lead the student
|_|}' F;Tadmd steps Looa ]'mir:ll from which he
can survey the history of the art of engra-
ving as it unfolds itself through nearly five
centuries, and if the curator be a true print-
lover, and the student H_‘fr]lj.l.‘tll'll'[i.l.', there
are few keener pleasures than in this mutual
helpfulness. But a collection of prints—
even a great collection—and attendants
whose joy is in their work (none others
count for museum |1:ur|:n.-'1u:i'? will be of little
teal profit to the country as a whaole, or to
the individual citizen, unless its treasures be
freely shown to the casual visitor (in contra-
distinction to the special student ) and he be
made acquainted with the variety and re-

in of the Magi

Ty

Luias van Leyden

usefulness.  The Museum of Fine Arts and
Harvard University are singularly fortunate
in that, so far as I know for the first time, a
great museum and a great university have
joined hands. The curator of prints at the
museum has been also appointed lecturer on
the history of engraving at the university.
The collection of prints at the Fogg Art Mu-
seum, Harvard, especially rich in examples of
the early Italian and German engravers, 15
always available to the student, and to sup-
plement this and round out his study, there
are the sixty thousand prints at the Museum
of Fine Arts, Boston.  Furthermore, in The
Print-Callector's Cuarterly, which for the past
LW :..’I;_"'ll'l"j I'I'dr_i I,FI_"l_'Ii i.hh'll.{"ll |.'|I'||.'|t'r [h{‘ imprint
of Messrs. Frederick Keppel & Co., of New
York, but which in future will be published
by the Museum of Fine Arts, there is a peri-
odical already widely known, the only map-
azine in English, here or in Europe, devoted
exclusively toetchings and engravings, which
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My Serve as 4 missionary to make known
te print-lovers throughout the country the
treasures in public and private collections,
and thus become in time the organ of a
club of national scope—The Print-Lovers of
America,

11

In this workaday world, even in mu-
seums, Mr. Gladstone’s advice of forty
years ago still holds good: " Young man,
il you want things to turn up, yeu wust
drne them wpd” Museums arve for all time,
but in America they must look, in the
future a3 'in the past, chiefly to the munif-
icence of privale citizens for Lheir more
important acquisitions (since their budget
i%, in most cases, mainly expended for the
necessary expenses of maintenance); but
to =it back and wait? for one or another
public-spirited fellow citizen to shoulder all
the burdens is neither true sportsmanship
nor goad business.  As regands print depart-
ments in particular, much may be done—
and inexpensively done—if only a well-con-
sidlered plan be determined upon and stead-
fastly pursued. Ideals need not blind us to
conditions as they are.  America, the young-
est in the family of nations, is potentially
Lhe greatest, but only by realizing her limi-
tations can she fulfil her manifest destiny.
So far, a mere handiul of museums have en-
tered Hq‘riuualy into the held of n'n]lq:rr.[ng.
but there 1s every indication that ere long
there will be twenty competitors for every
work of art of real importance where now
there are but two or three,  Keen competi-
tion between private collectors already has
forced prices far beyond the wildest dreams,
and, where the supply 18 5o limited, no one

can foresee the end. This fact must be
squarely faced by every museum. If the

muscum is really to serve and inspire the
student, it must adapl its policy to existing
conditions. There is a wide-spread preju-
dice—not wholly without reason—against
“reproductions” in any collection, and in
print collections in particular (though in
substantially every museum Lhal most chall-
ing of all reproductions—the plaster cast—
is plentifully represented}, but unless we
call upon the reproductive arts, how can any

The Field of Art

print collection in any American museum,
save by a series of miracles in the way of
gifts or bequests, ever hope to show, in the
near future, any adequate representation of
the work of the carly Italian and German
engravers, for instance, many of whose prints
are forever held in the all-too-sale keeping
of the great European museums? For years
to come such prints as these can only be
represented in any American print depar{-
ment by laesimiles—or be omitted alto-
gether. Between the two the reproduction
15 the lesser evil; a temporary makeshift,
but none the less of real value, and, in the
case of original drawings, the anly alterna-
tive. Ii would he well, therefore, for every
print department to supplement its collee-
tion of original engravings and etchings hy
all available adequate reproductions, and, as
occasion offers, gradually weed out poor
impressions and faczsimiles to make room
for originals of fine guality (2 poor impression
from a retouched plate is of little value to
the student), keeping the prints thus with-
drawn as a “lending collection™ for mu-
seums less fortunately situated. Friendly
rivalry there must ever be—without some
such stimulus the game would lose half itz
fascination—hut every museum should feel
itsell part of a national movement, and be
willing to do its share according to its ability
and opportunily.

Is it too much to hope that within a few
yveirs the Museum of Fine Arts, Boston,
may find itsell in a position to send out a
series of carefully chosen collections of
prints, illustrating the history of engraving
and etching, and the varous processes
whereby prints are produced, to museums,
libraries, or clubs that may wish to borrow
them under cerlain simple conditions, and
may furnish, by way of docent service, with
every such colleetion an authoritative, ade-
quate catalogue giving all necessary inforna-
tion regarding the artists represented and
the individual prints shown; and, further-
more, in the case of collections of more than
usual importance, the material for an illus-
trated lecture with special references to the
collection then on view?

Wi are all dreamers—hut sometimes our
dreams come true!

FrrzRoy CARRINGTON.
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Waltham

Automobile Timepieces

Dretails
Timepieces of chronometer construc-
tion similar to jewelers' chronometer

and to the marine chronometer pur-
chased from us by the navy.

Adjusted for temperatire. heither
heat nor cold will affect its running
quality.

B:day movement with an indicator
on the dial which shows a red warning
signal three days before the tmeplece
runs down,

Can be had either alon= or in coms=
binatign with standard speedometers.,

Choice is offered of a raised dial of
dial Aush with the dash.

Most desirablz model costs $25,

For the first time you can get an
automobile timepiece designed especially
for automobiles. This mstrument is a
summary of Waltham mechanical re-
sources and skill, and in spite of hard
road work it will render orthodox
Waltham accuracy. In fact it will run
50 a.:cm'ale]f that you can regulale your
pm:]:ut watch and house clocks from it.

Now that you can get a imepiece
which in accuracy and beauty of ap-
pearance corresponds with the other

httings of your car, we believe that you
will be quick to do so.

If you have any difficulty obtaining
this Waltham timepiece please let us know,

Waltham Watch Company

Waltham, Mass.

Mawmufaciurers of fhe famous Walthame ' Roverside” Watches
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In our grandparents’ time, picture-
taking meant long sittings in uncom-
fortable, strained attitudes—with suc-

cess alwa}-'s more or less in doubt.

There was excuse in the old days
for not having pictures taken at fre-
quent intervals.

But to-day, clever photographers,
in comfortable studios, with fast plates
and fast lenses at their command,

make the experience a Pleasure.

And you owe this satisfaction to

}ruursc]f and to your triends.

e e

[ liere’s a pliofographer tn your fown.
Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y.

In .J'?i'st:'f'r:;.'g_-'uh'c'n'.".-.g‘nrmh‘ please mention SCRIBNER'S MA GAZINE =
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If you In Music
you need a Victor-Victrola

If you believe in the power of
music to elevate your thoughts
and broaden your intellect, to
stir your imagination and quicken
your emotions, to soothe your
mind and lighten your toil, you
can appreciate what it would
mean to have a Victrola in your
home.

Music is no longer a luxury to
be understood and enjoyed by a
select few, Music has come to
be an actual necessity in every
home, and its foremost exponent
today is the Victrola.

With this wonderful instru-
ment, you bring some music into
your life each day toadd to your
happiness and make your home
more complete,

There are Victors and Victrolas in
= great variety of styles
SN from $10 to $500,

Any Victor dealer

| Victor-Victrola to you and play any music you wish to

i hear.
Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J, U. 5. A.
L megl

ierliner Gramephone Ca., Montreal; Canaaian D¥striteatars

New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 25th of each month

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Quality

It i1s the little foxes
IS that eat the grapes

F.conomy

Manufacturers have no trouble with
the bulky and expensive matenials which
make up the great burden of cost and

of work.

These big things are carefully looked

after, scrutinized, compared, tested, and

made sure of.

But Varnish: that is such a small
item! Let George or Sam or.anybody
look after that—fﬁereﬁ}m, you have all
sorts of bother and deviltry and delay in
the Finishing Room.

Murphy Varnishes are made for
those Manufacturers and Builders and

Finishers who object to be deviled.

The Varmish Murphy Varnish Company ™A%

That Lasts FRANKLIN MURPHY, President CHICAGDO,
Longest Associated with Dougall Varnish Company, Limited, Montreal, Canada ILL.
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The Merger of East and West

“‘But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth,
When two strong men stand face to face, tho’ they come from the ends of the earth!”’

In the “Ballad of East and West,”
Kipling tells the story of an Indian
border bandit pursued to his hiding
place in the hills by an English
colonel’s son.

These men were of different
races and represented widely differ-
ent ideas of life. But, as they came
face to face, each found in the other
elements of character which made
them friends.

In this country, before the days
of the telephone, infrequent and in-
direct communication tended to keep
the people of the various sections
separated and apart,

—KIPLING.

The telephone, by making com-
munication quick and direct, has
been a great cementing force. [t has
broken down the barriers of distance.
It has made us a homogeneous

people.

The Bell System, with its 7,500,000
telephones connecting the east and
the west, the north and the south
makes one great neighborhood of
the whole country.

It brings us together 27,000,000
times a day, and thus develops our
common interests, facilitates our com-
mercial dealings and promotes the
patriotism of the people.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY

AND

One Policy

One System

ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

Universal Service

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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©Ghe Highgate 2
Social Bool
The Modish Eng;lishWomﬂn'S Boot for Fall

@omes inthe :[:o”ch-a'.ﬂ:g Cﬂm]:litiﬂi,jc}ﬂﬁ- and prices E‘l]t.en'f Lea{!mr =|
with tops of either All Black enlk Clath ﬂ:'Efe_sc]\' Cloth with White
fin &tripe and in Gun Metal with tops of either Black or Gray
Clothat'6% Patent Leather with White Galf or Black aWhite Striped
Silk Tops at '5%°Tatent Leather with Black or Gray Cloth
Tops and Gun Metal with Black Cloth Tops at *43° - -

& WIRTER B2 FAGE CATALOSUE SENT FOR TOUR MANE AND-A00RESS .

Cammeyer
i el

Standard & Merit
S L 6th Ave at 20th St [T

Here is a way to make some money and NOW
is the time to take advantage of this opportunily

Scribners easily leads all magazines in character and genu-
ine interest,

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

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

Remember, Scribners pays liberal cash commissions. Send for

booklet giving full particulars.

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

Address Desk S—Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue,
New York City.

Scnbners readers can conder & favor upan some fnend by calling
attention 1o this page

In answering adveriisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINFE
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Bookkeeping and Business

A business is no better than its Accounting Department. The Bookkeeping is a sure
index to the general character and reputation of the firm. Judge a business by its
bookkeeping, and you never go wrong.

Yet it iz a fact that while most other departments of business have
changed their methods, bookkeeping in many institulions is not far
altered from what it was ten years ago.

Haned i:l-llnlkrrplng aomietimes, o compuling a ||u:..:. colummn of figures,
lorgets to carry five, and carries four,

Bookkeeping is exhausting, patience-trying, nerve-
killing —d-_'.'il];:n[n;.:---u machine can do it more rapidly
T and more accurately than any man that ever lived.
= And with the maching théere s no brain blowoul |, no

" wear and tear on the cerebellum

Curous, isn'L i, when you stop Lo think
about it? Man can make mistakes, and
does. Yel man, who make: mistakes,
miakes the machine that can nol make
miztakes.

Elliott-Fisher, the Bookkeeping Ma-
chine, posta the ledger and makes the
stalement and balances the account at
ane opeeration.

Dioes its work quickly, efficiently and
well, and cleans up all of today's worlk
today,

There are no hangovers left for tomor-
row, nor at the end of the month.

Elliott-Fisher, the Hookkeeping Ma-
chine, eliminates bot her, worry, overwork,
mistaikes, delay. It relieves the book-
keeper of that drudgery commonly sup
posed to be his by divine right—taking
care of that mass of detail that brings the
wrinkles amd crow’s feet, the rounded
shoulders and the bent back.

Elliatt-Fisher, the Bookkeeping Machine Triplex Model Complete, $960.00  Save voursell and your employvees for

the things that count.

Keep your books prm.u.rh balanced all of the time, not a part of the time merely. Eliot-Fisher i adapted
to any and all kinds of bookkecping. Its clasticity of application is surprising. It is o ime-saver, § money-saver,
conserver of human energy. It makes the bookkeeper a |K'||'t!' man—a more cficient helper, by lifting [rom his
shoulders that dead load of drudgery which now weighs him down, Elliott- Fisher makes fl.r daveime efficie STy, the
kind that pads bank accounts and kecps the wheels of industry humming fime-and-a-thied, An executive is o man
who leaves desdening details to machines, and exercises hiz broin cells with matters of great pith and moment
Senel for the Efeiency Digeid Foror, abia special information
and data regarding Elliott-Fisher, the Hookkeeping Machine.

ELLIOTT-FISHER COMPANY—94 CEDAR STREET——HARRISBURG, PA.

L '} - L . . = k-‘\- F
Aeddin g o/nottations <y« V.’iummmwnwnf.;
{I"\HFLJ"HHH.‘L"I r'n ”IIL' noat nl;‘Jr'il"'.'u‘ujI .'lflflrﬂrt'-l HIH‘F_ ,:‘iHII'L'L?I on ”Ih

'J"r'm_'.n' P e i covieet HAM, l-'1'rll'r|'l||"Jr|'.I qent on wéquest

Lf'.fhti't'ﬂriciff .L__‘rﬁ"t‘pq';!m.-u!, Bharles @evibned’ s @ona
._‘;i‘f—r‘l": -‘-?‘-{w.*.r'rm:'. Poew tl',r'v-.:".
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When You Face

Homeward

and Vacation Duays are over for the year start
at voes o pefnin all dhe beaeflee saincd by
|
|

Evans

a part of your daily diet—say a glass-
ful with luncheon or dinner. Tt will |
help to keep you strong and robust
and impart vigor to brain and body.
It contains the essentials for hus-
banding the strength and energy ac-
quired through rest and recreation. ;
Delightful tonic and beverage. Two minds with not a single thought!

In Splis and Regular Size 1
Apply to nearest dealer or wrlde to

. H, EVANS & RBONS, Eatablishsl 1788, HUDSON, N, Y. |
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WHITE
'HOUSE

-~ COFFEE

SUITS WHEN OTHERS DISAPPOINT §

Its an INSTITUTION — est-
ablished and MAINTAINED on |
 principles uf.urmtest HONESTY.
For every ny of its selling
price it gwas t.&e ullast

measurec o EAL VALUE
and SATISFACTION. |

Its NOT the“how-cheap”
kind, BUT the “how
GOOD” kind.

IN1-2-31b A1 1-TIN CANS
‘?Ln BY oVER 34,000 MA.:-

- o=

_FOOD PRODUCTS

‘”h

.[EE B ik
WOWINELEWRIGHT CO

= . md = T _-.

This Country’s
Most Eminent
Physicians
Testify to

the Value
of

For Uric Acid Diathesis or Litheemic Con-
ditions, Gout, Rheumatizm, Renal Calculi,
Stonein the Bladder, Gall Stones, Bright's
Disease,

DR. GEQ. BEM. JOHNSTON, M. D., LL. D., Rich-
mond, Va., Ex-President Southerm Surgical and
Gynecological Association, Ex-President Virginia
Medical Society and Professor of Gynecology and
Abdominal Surgery, Medical College of Virginia: “Ii
I were asked what mineral water has the widest
range of usefulness, | would unhesstatingly answer,
Buffalo Lithia Water. In Uric Acid Diathesis, Gout,
Riheumatism, Lithemia and the lLike s action is
prompt and lasting, . . . . Almost any case of
Pyelitis and Cystitis will be afleviated by it and many
cured. 1 have had evidence of the undoubied Dis-
integrating, Solvent and Eliminating powers ol this
water in Renal Caleulos, and have known its long-
continued use to permanenily break up the gravel-
forming habat.™

DR 1. ALLISON HODGES, President and Professor
of Mervous and Mental Dﬁ._a-'-e-t Universaty College
of Medicine, Richmond, Va.: "Each year | am more
and more fmpre ‘-ﬁui with lhe value of Bufialo Lithia
Water, Spring Mo, Z inthe treatment of that class of
diseases dtpunduni upon a Uric Acid Diathesis,
Kheumatizm, Gout, Uninary Caleulus, Vesical Irrila-
tions, etg, for | have time and again wilnessed its
||nd|-.|1|m:|:l cfficacy in relieving these cases, and in
many instances curing them, by disintegrating and
elimmating Urinary Calculi when they were present.

Buffalo Lithia Water is sold by all druggisis
and everywhere mineral waters are sold.

BUFEALO LITHIA SPRINGS
WATER €9 SPrincs.virsisia

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

MAGAZINE



Bui]ding, Furnisbing

: “'th'lt

T R R R T Ol A RS )

«LATHES

For Nmnsmilbs=, Taal 'l.km
Kiperimenial snd lepake Yark,

Lathe Cofalogus Free,

W.F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

528 NMuby Sit., Nockford, 100

HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the script name of
Stewart Hartshorn on Tabel.
Get " Improved,” no tacks required.
Wood Rollers Tin Rollers

r||r o-page me |||||:. magazine, KEITH'S **0n I{‘mp
Budding, " fl.r Wy EAT .ml] your -.I:. sice of any of KEITHS
ving views, sizes, costs, ste. All for
vt oy .n"‘r.l:f.'\.#

3t T 'I.rr'n II:-'|||:> oo 'ﬂ$'r:ﬂ:\-‘- £
L -

v anil up §1
&5

M L hEITH q,gq H1 U'mll,,ht I’Iil.di MINNE'.FDLIS. liIhI\'

Use a Moth Proof Chest

15 Days FREE

sigos foa B

-
A Piedmont South- A
ern Red Codar Chest zent on
15 dhaya” free trial, Protects furs, wonlens
?lul.'t plunil.lﬂ {Tn:‘ﬂmmhaddrni{‘h Ig]-uut'_:ind Iiusiraied
wm al hirct Cxtaled
] from Eﬂm&",lf.::.?{ vt By o L,
‘rita for 6 page illustrated eatalog and book,
Buu‘k FrEE By O qu.ll".-Plf‘ﬂil.' " Postpaid, free oﬁ'nh_-lmhr.
Pipdmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dopt, 268, Statesvills, N. €.

H 'n-.:m-ttr-qq Ca, Baatan
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of the University of W isconsi oo T
Bhock Absorbers the entire distanee
decimian was reached witer contlmaed expa
with various devices

Convmifed by Actual Expenmeni

':Ilfcq.., Feasnn
A A A

doced A, T Wentpird, veterin pathifinder of

L4 Ila\.'\.

sfter the mast mo |._q. ||.:l = i
ever conducted.  Send for baokber, miving 1l the
hrington tesis, illastr a.l':'.v;rl. hic records made by the car freelf

Free an request

The J. M. SHOCK ABSORBER CO., Inc.
209 South 17th St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Branches in New York, Chicago, Cincinnetd, Baflals, Rochester,
Atlantic City, Cleveland, 51, Lowis, Boston, Pitisburgh, Baltimore,
Washington, Hardord, Providence, Log Angeles, Sam Frandiaco,
Jacksonville, Syracuse, Ere, Seaitle, Portland, Ore,. Orlando, Fla.,

Branches in every civifized couniéry
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Eslerbmoﬁ’

Pens

250 styles

To those

who use
a pen only

occasional-
lv.Esterbrook
Pens are the most
pleasantandsatisfactory
assistant: to those who
write constantly, an in-
valuableallyand friend.
Backed by a half-century’s

]‘;]l'l[ ation.

BANK PEN

£y

Esterhruuk P'cn Mfg Ca,
New York Camden, N. 1.

“You can have s, Irnltwutﬂly guardian in your
. home, rudy and ﬂ:l!'umt for ﬂ:le r_mq.-rgmcy
of the night.,
The Smith A Wesson has h!‘-l'l proved su-
« perior by foor out of five winoers of the U. 5.
Spring Championship.
Doesn't that convince you of its supr_rinriﬁr?
Hewrad Frﬂ' Bopkler = Tar Heo b

Smlth & WBSEGII

- 513 8to- khnﬂgn Sireet ‘-mmxfu!lﬂ. Mass, .
For arir. Sa!ul'g-eur; .rl:ll.lh.-rJ i :u.uﬂ'ar Revaivers
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:{ beautiful full colored pictures

of room interiors?
effectiveness of the various Ht_‘y’]i‘.h‘ of

YGlobeWernicke

Sectional Bookeases

These pictures mounted on eazels and will
prove helpful to you in planning your library,

iy

Write today for vour set of these beautiful cards.
Address Dept. No. 211.

Lilobe- Wernicke Pookenses are made in styles and fnish
moniee with different jnoemor trims 1 I

|_ r||:|,_'|'.l

peapi

Y 7 Ghe Globe Wernicke €

Mlekers ol Sectional |
enses & Filimg Ly T:

CINCINMNATI
Hiroacdk Siorea: |

TRUE TO GRADE AND
FLAWLESS FROM END TO END

o o el (4
e ard tmuthe

u
‘KOHI-NOOR
§ PENCILS /

Supplied by Bigh-elia dslicsers

dvalern in drawing
ram

manefials S Mlsasiraied sk
L & C HARDTMUTH, 34, East 23rd 51

Mew York. (Ao Lo, Eughe |

ON'T you let us send you six |

These show the |

THIRTY FIVE
OUTING HANDBOOKS

Already have been pub-
lished, They deal with
gardening, hunting, fish-
ing, camping, dogs, horses,
boats, exercise amd 27
other divisions of outdoor
life.

The Lexingtom Herald
says “they are positively
invaluable. Each one is
prepared by an authority
and each is complete in
itself; yet so perfect a
component part of all that
it is a pity to miss a zingle one of the linle

THE NEW TEXT-
BOOHE FOR QUT-
poon WoRK AND
PLAY,

dark sreen volumes.™

Superfluous paper and fancy binding are
eliminated. Just meaty, interesting reading in
attractive form. Price per volume 70 cents.

Ask your bookseller or send for free OUTING

Handbook catalogue.

OQUTING PUB.CO. 141 W, 36 ST.N.Y,

“MNow, Harry, il you gave your sister five apples
and took back two, what would that make? ™
" A rep’'lar-fight 1

In answering adverlisemenis please

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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( If you have “
$100 t0 $1000

or more earn-
ing less than
six per cent. |
interest,

write to-day.

€ Just ask for
Booklet 53

NEW YORK REAL ESTATE
SECURITY CO.

Assels over B175 000,000

42 BROADWAY

NEW YORK
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Invwnl Wamie I
a ST Irce to B :.--ull-c'w Pst
qen v Warld's Progress. Sample copy free

NS E COD. '“ ts-l:li:ugl:n. Iy, C.

N Sixty-seven years practics before the Patent U‘l'ﬁ'-"i' |
Wl Our handbasks on Patenta, Trade- Mu.rh:l wte., sent (i
Free, Patents procored through Munn & Co, receava ()
fres notice in the sclemiilfie :\.I.I:ll!‘l'l- (il

| MUNN & CO. 3535 v.x,

and Washington, D. C. |||

The Covernment biays lthaca Guns for Mavy Cibeers — Uncl-'
best, 4 Loc

m buys the ks mmple, hammer one piece, coll main
spring guaran rever. 4] Comell Univessity tamed our lo k=i
tes in iy of a second —will increase l:Il:vauur scoee. 8] Stocks

Fl."a! hm -
8N al”l“sz:ﬁn"“il"ﬁ:ﬁﬁréﬁé, Fi

— desenles
ns— 517 .73 net to
ITHlﬂl. GUN COMPANY, Dopt. B, ITHACA, M.Y.

PRESERVE
BABY§ OHIN

" TIouRR
SOAP

Assisted when necessary
by Cuticura Ointment,
They keep the skin and

scalp clean and clear,
sweet and healthy, be-
sides soothing irritations
which often preventsleep
and if neglected become
chronic disfigurements.

Cutleurs Boap and Cuatleura Olotment are sald
throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest
depot for I:r\-H. samln of each, with 42-page hook:
Newbery, 37, Charterhouse Bq., London: R, Towna
& Ciy, hulnr:.r N.8. W [['nm,-u Litd.. Capa Town:
DMulber, Melean & r:u Calbutta and Bombay:
FPotter Drug and Chem, Corp., Boston, 17, 2. A,

- hMon who sheve and shompeos with f_ur_h.—u.ra
Baap will find it best for skin and sealp,
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TravelResortslours

RAYMOND-WHITCOMB

Tours of Luxury

ROUND THE WORLD

all paitie
lu eptianal in

SOUT_H AMEHIGA

Wonderful 1 wrin Uhctober, Jam: 1 Fehruar
AND

EGYPT 512 HuLw_.AHD

Turkey, Greece, |I'I lkan States. D
r| Fy a1, |"Llr
!- r||'-I|I

EAYMDHD_&

|r'- ate I r

WHITGGMB Gﬂ.

Philadelphi San Fr

Ask for the bouk «

To?ﬂﬁmh

TOPHAM TOURS,

O e et

CLAHH’SURIEHT CRuisE

R LAV TRIT] R-:.mrd-um "oy, I.TDTIJ‘I!IE'!IF\I|I-IFII'|LL.L|FEb.2;
i.icu:n--u inchiding hatels, puides, drives, shore trips;
era. F. C.CL ‘-.le-x. lllm Building, New York,

TOURS

m New York November 1
Wnbe for Bonker 81
A0S Loull I!ebuet Si., Pilaburgh, Pa.

S FALL SHOOTING NUMBER —

|

RDUHD THE WDRLD

108 days or lndin

rakes F1 00 i
Diepartures Mov., Jar nd Feh Delightful ronte
chass thriughs A=k lur Program
PILGRIM TOURS
RAYMOND & WHITCOME CO
s New Verk I'tuilinche] |

SOUTH AMERIGA

'uﬂ'|||||l '- iire i

ing Pan imail
leave Ni EL 1.2y Program 2

THOS. 'cnuu a. SON

NEW YORK: 245 B!Oadwar Eliﬂ Fllth A1.|=
BT i '. WP A i EAN FRAMCISCT
1 L% LR MO TREER T

Cook's Trﬂvll.'l-\:r'r- Chuquu:- Are Good All Over the World

SLPTCMOLE 1503 PHIL 25 CI~TS

A, Aldem
Loring
OF THE ROGSEVILT
EXPEDITION

The Trail of the

American Tiger

Brains

in Base Ball
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John Paul

Jﬂnl'l
ALL-BEOUND MAN
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T NEW ‘l’DRK CITY

If Coming To New York

ay Excessive Hotel Rates?
The Clendening 3"+ o

iw B0 Oeiuher 118 Parlor, ke
rivate bath {or 4o parsons
v and uwp. Write for De- |
Booklet H, with Mupof City,
LAY 103 Waverly FLEth
Hotel Earle, {\\'% wasiiion
Fark. New & homelike, Temperanese II|.|1|-{
Room with bath, §1.607 with meals, &8,
Donble Room with lath, meals for two, #5.

A=l Pl v

COMFORT WITHOUT EXTRAVAGANCE
HOTEL WOODSTOCK
FORTY¥-THIRD ETREET HEAR

TIMES §Q., NEW YORK

HOMELIRE ATMOSPHELRE. COURTEOWS
ATTERTIOMN. MODERATE PFPRICES

B E MARLBOREOUGH-
Atlantic City. sLE xmE1 M,
Above illusication shows but one gection Gl
this marnilicent and sumptuonsy fitted
ouse—tha Open Alr Plaza amd Enolosed

BOSTON MASS.

JHOTEL DRISCOLL |

Ista' Favorite. Near
Uniop Station. Amidst

Baths gratts,

Fares 17,8 Capitol. Tour | i

Show FPlaces, Garage.

Musi ¢ |
Amer, §2.80. Eur. Bl up. |
Eooklet, Bonvenir Oard, |

molarinms overdook the Board-walk and the
freean. The emvironment, convenbenee and
e forts of the Maribardiagh-Blenlaim and
Ehe invigorating climate at Atlantis Clty
make this the idenl plase for & Summer or
] SUjenErn, Always opan, Write for hand
soEnel t fllusteated beokict, Josiah White &
Soms Compnny, Proprietors and Directors.®

ol | Galen Hall, ATLANTIC CITY, N...

Hortel gnd Hmmluruml
New stone, brick & steel tuailding. Alwa
open, always reudy, always I:|||.'tr Tal E
and attendance IJ:II.‘.-I:I1'|IH:H€I"].

~ CHICAGO ILL.

YOUR VACATION SPOT
Rl bathing, horwic. ok, canoeing Dancing pufes and
nocisl gngayreend 51-63- werandan Dibyphlial cool gyt rosnu
Splendd miah, W served  Brmenzan oo Duropesn

COME TO BATTLE CREEK

1MMHIPMF‘II|ITIGI‘I‘I ffards the meak abundenl
[arintees far texd seceralion Bad Beallh inpEeymeaf The
pregpd il*lwic!h Pyl cullire chasaes. i Beresl)

keailh lectare aavmveng gall, Bzeniz melarmg_bpading

2 s ired oRAET STeatine Tdlened 9 sl £aps pho
gram wih aselul ente I:1r'rr1r Bty have by cosbined
Faantages be denved Iow Tavoraie CYRINE coedilices
harc-ake wmoundmgacealiig m?m: ard gy D

THE SANITAAIUM-BATTLE CRELK MICH Bexia |

'NEW ENGLAND SANITARIUM

THE HOME OF HEALTH AND REST

Forest surronnded, beside a Crvatal Lake
Heven aviles from Hostoa

BATTLE CREEK METHODS
BoxX 79 MECLAOSE, MASS.

Emn'ns RANCH Fetce 1 v e

furl. Ofers definite as-
SUrEmee &8 o pa g sought seed that $he ranch
is Bok & snmeks Special Overinmd Jessrmey
dreeapid-up syl o Agency nnd Coster Eisttie-
Beld for Jata &

o, Fates, inclodisg wse of
Saddle-horees, 0 pure

woeek,  hdlresi
EATON EBROTHERS, Wolf, Wyoming.

Pl 1] rrerarbet, b Boraln 0 EAN TOURS
SEATTLE WASH. g | | A R O BTAL WA
Hﬂtel Savo w12 stories of solid com- =W o rades & enlicd Ml EHR.‘DPE Bend for Booklet
* fort," concrels, steel & wa |- Giraham Iu¢.1Tnun, Bozx 106GX. I |r|:-'|lult
¥ 4G BEACH HOTEL | | 5.
marble. AL eenter of things I"1||;i'il_-,r| rill. 51 g’ an B Laly Shory ———
Anto Bus, Kooms @1 ap. With bath 8% up. | g T e rﬁﬁfﬂrﬂs’r f-'Tfm'\-'l'l-ff-l-'”-

Tue New Bov.—Sce here, il
yve've got another think comin’.

any o vou guys thinks

See ?

I got cross-eyes or knock-knees or lop-ears,
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You like to HUNT
and FISH. Youlike
to go CAMPING,—

then surely you will cojoy the
National Spur-flmun i Ll

B zime, with its 16a richly s
.'-. trated pages, fuill & |-.n.|rr|||h
1 th with interesting  storic
8 and valuable informanon aboul
| guns, Fshing: tackle oiL-
fits—the hest ploces 1 r fiah
and game, ..:||I a thi ||e-.l|-l1 and

"How to"™  hints
for sporfismen I'bhe Mational
Sportsman is just hike a Iag
camp-fre in !'hd. wonds
thousands of pood fellows gather
oice @ month :|.n|i spin_shirring
yarns  about  thei EHl'ErIl.'III.E‘
with mod, dog, rifte, and gun
Think of it-=twebve tonnd. Tips
to the woods for a $1.oo ball

SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER
\h A

Juzd to show you what it's
like, we will send you the
Natinmal Sportaman o
ging for theee months and
your choice of a hand.
some Natiomnal Sporisman
Brotherbood cmblem in
the form of a Lapel But-
ton, o Scarf Fin, or a
Wartch Fobl, as hers

one v II'.I-Ill.i"lL

where

shown, «© nr\ermpt - 54

in slamps of Co D't
defay—jain oor great kig
Hunting, Fishing, Comp-

ing, Natwre-loving  Natiosal
Sportiman Brotherhoed to-day.

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN MAGAZINE
49 Federal 5t., Boston, Mass,

, What We Will Send You
for 25 Cents—

I. Our new book, *“Craftsman Houses,” by Custav
"‘ﬂ |c|i]t'_-.l', giving selected model plans, sketches,
interiors and details of real Craftsman homes—
122 lustrations in all.

2. The 192.page Annual Home Decoration
Number of THE CRAFTSMAN—a golden
treasury of the newest things for the homelover.

3. A Coupon entitling you to Craftsman Service
{by experts) on any two home-making problems.

4. Ablank worth 25 cents in cash on another attract-
ive offer.

Lo ke suwre r.!.rr)'_l"r!,n'.-';.l;r I oavid 3 (.:u:f_]' Fhree fundved

et for fitis specond offer in Scribner's ), send s your
grarier siffont deday,

THE CRAFTSMAN

Room 802 Craftsman Building MNew York

i

In ansiering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S
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HAMBURG

Largest SS.Co
in the

WORLD

1,506,819
TONS

During 1914
BY THE

Hamburg-American Line
New Cruise—ORIENT-INDIA

By the 5. 5. CLEVELAND, 17,000 tons

irum Mew York January 15, 1914, Through

Mediteranesn, Suez Canal, Red Sea and In-
durl. Ohcean to Bombay and Codoembo, IH-¢|I-n‘tllg
side I:rlps 1|'.rouq]1. l"‘\L:"H:'; THE HOLY !
and EG ping  al mbsreshing posnis in
FJ.|ru|r, .G.sun .mr| I‘:t:"rl.c.i.

Duration about 3 months. Cost §T00 up

inchiding shore excursions snd Becessary expensss,

Cruises to West Indies, Venezuela,

and the Panama Canal
by the largest ships visiting the Caribbean Sea
5. 5. AMERICA and VICTORIA LUISE
During JII'Il.II.F!' Fehl'ulr)"”lr*‘-h-"ﬂl'i-l
Duration 16 to 29 days, Cost $145-5175up
Twe 15-day Cruises from Mew Orleans during
January and February.  Shore tnips optional.

1915
Around the World, Through the

Panama Canal
From Mew Yedk January 27th, 1915
By 17,000-ten 5. 5. CLEVELAND
Duration 135 days. Rates 3200 up
mcluding shore trps and necesary expernses

Atlas Service

Weekly Sailings to Cuba, Jamasca, and the Pan-
AMNE C.:.ru| Hayti, '|:_-'.||m'r| sa, Costa Rica, Mica-
ragua, new fasi T win-Screw Steamers. Laoaw
rales unli Cretober,

Our Towrist Deparimend, with experience of over
25 pears, arranges | ours by Rail or Steamer fo

all parts af the W arld.
Wnl! FUF Inlﬂfmﬂ‘i'-lll N

HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE

41-45 Broadway, New York
1334 Walnut Strerl: F'nrlnddph&-l
607 Bovlston Sireet, Boston

338 Sixth Avenue Finzburgh

150 W eai R.andnlppu Sereet, Chicago
902 Olive Sireet, St, Lows
160 Powedl "Hrrr:

Zan Flll'lf o

MAGAZINE &



AUTOMOBILES—PARTS AND ACCESSORIES

WINTON SIX Long stroke motor, left drive, center control, electric
lights, self-starter, finest mohair top, easily handled

curtains, rain-vision glass front, best Warner speedometer, Waltham

eight-day clock, Klaxon electric horn, tire carriers, four-cylinder tire 3250

pump, demnuntnhlc: rims, full set of tools, German llhrer radiator,

metal parts nickel finished. Fully equipped, ——

Every Car Needs a Maker

OT only to design and build it
N Mot only to give it the right
features, the right matenial, and

the richt workmanship, and to leave
out what should not go in.  But, most of
all, every car needs a maker affer it has

been sold—after you have bought it

After you have put your faith and
money into a car, then is when it needs
a maker standing behind it with the
financial strength and the moral deter-
mination to make good on every
promise that his advertising or his sales-
men held out to you before you bought.

How Owners Suffer

When a car loses itz maker, through failure
or otherwise, its market value drops 30 to 90
per cent instantly. That car becomes dis-
credited, commanding neither price nor respect.
ﬁr_;h;;dy wants ik, least of all the wnfortunate
buyer.

More than 25 makes of cars have lost their
makers within the year. Thousands of
owners suffered financial loss and annovance.
Guarantees became worthless. Repair parts

could be secured enly with difficulty,
And the maker's
much boasted " serviee” pl’(nr::rl Ler I;ie a hn-!-
low promise, with nobody at the maker’s plant
to express regret, much less to make good.

even for cash in advance,

What's Most Important

Find out, before you buy a car, whether
the maker is solvent and is likely to stay
salvent, That's more important than te know
the specifications of his car. The maker whe
i solid, who will be in business next yvear and
the year after, is invariably a maker whose
car has the substance that gives satisfaction.
But the best car in the world isnt warth
having if its maker i= in danger of being
wiped out.  Just keep that in mind.

You Need This Book

Look up the maker first, Then find out
about cars. We have summed up the present
situation in the automobile industy in a
hooklet that you ought to read before you
buy any car. Ask for Book No. 20: it in-
cludes car description,

The Winton Motor Car Co. |

22 Berea Road, Cleveland, Ohio

f::?;,s'z{'r_-.l:."Hl.l;_rirf‘.:'r'r.l'f.Tl?r?r.e"‘ﬂi.".'-' please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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This sleering-arm of &
Timken-Detroil Fromt A xie
was beml tnlo @ gircle by a

erful tesfing machiie 1o
prove dhal fhe sleed is so
fough it will mever break in
SEFTCEs

There’s Safety in Steering Arms
That Stand Tests Like This

r I "HERE'S zafety in axles desipned to meet the meximum stresses
of every day travel witha big margin fo spare »— built of materials
so good that, if aceident does bring strains beyond what the axles

should bear, they ‘|.|-'|.1|. stamd right wp do the last ounce of pressure and the

last severe shock—then bend but not break.

It requires terrific blows and tons of pressure, in special test machines, to
bend these axle parts, to prove that they are tough and strong, buf nof briitle.
And it iz because Timbken-Detroit Axle parts are so tough that they con be
bent, twisted and flattened, cold, weitheut breaking that the man whorides on Timkens

can confidenily count on r:duig suj.zfy

Thereare no more important parts in your car than the axlesand their bearings.
Why this is 2o is told in the Timken Primers E-5 “On the Anatomy of Automobile

Axles" and E-6 *On the Care and Character of Bearings.”” Sent free, postpaid,
from either address below.

THE TIMKEN-DETROIT AXLE CO., DETROIT, MICH.
THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING CO., CANTON, O

MKEN

AXLES & DEARINGS

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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1148 @7 {41 FETTEE B CLEELE LB §

The night is perfect and the scene on the lawn under the swinging lanterns is a gay one.

The girls are wearing 1!1Eir_ miost -.',|_m_rml-l13 white _r-{T-r:ssu.'s. while the men with their light
summer clothes are equally in the spint of the occasion.

A silent but largely contributing factor to the brilliance of the scene is Ivory Seap.  Thase
delicate white garments would not look so pretty but for this mild, pure eleanser. In keeping
better-than.ordinary fabrics not only clean but as white, sweet-smelling, soft and unworn as
| when new, nothing is to be compared with Ivory Soap. You know the reason:

Ivory contains no free alkali—it cannot harm the most delicate silks, linens and laces. It
contains no -:'ul.uri.!:lH matter—it cannot stain or dlscnlur tI'.IE “']WlilEEt of 'h.'l!:i.l!c Hmds. II. cqnta:'na

no inferior ingredients—it cannot leave a strong odor.  lvory is nothing but pure soap, and
that of the highest quality which can be made.

Remember these general directions and wou should be able to keep your white clothes
apotlens, swest and none the worse for repeated washings s of — Wk one plece af a time,
2nd— Lhse lubeu water, Frd—Wamb by working parment wp and down in suds: do nol

rub garment on a washboard nor rub soap on the parmend. Aih=—Lise Hoorny Soap—nolhing el

IVORY SOAP . . .{um| . . 99#% PURE ¢

L -
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PACKARD
WORM DESIGN
GIVES SMOOTH
SILENT ACTION
BETWEEN PINION
AND BEVEL GEAR

NEW PACKARD WORM BEVELS
MEAN A SILENT REAR AXLE

WORM BEVEL GEARS HAVE PRODUCED AT LAST THE SILENT REAR
AXLE,—THE AIM OF BUILDERS SINCE HIGH GRADE CARS WERE FIRST
MADE—NOW AN EXCLUSIVE FEATURE OF THE NEW PACKARD CARS.

WITH THIS ADVANCE IN DESIGN, THE FULL MEASURE OF POWER IS
TRANSMITTED WITHOUT NOISE TO THE REAR WHEELS,
ENTIRE ABSENCE OF REAR AXLE "GRIND'" GIVES AN ADDED ZEST
TO THE ENJOYMENT OF THE RIDE.

TO ROUND OUT THIS RESULT PACKARD SPIRAL TIMING GEARS
INSURE ALSO A SILENT FRONT END.

LEFT DRIVE, LEFT HAND GEAR SHIFT, CONTROL BOARD ON THE
STEERING COLUMN. CATALOG ON REQUEST

Ask the

PACKARD MOTOR CAR COMPANY
DETROIT, MICHIGAN

man who owns onpe

/|

"s
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COhere is aDifference in Gocoas
and Luality Gounts

BAKER'S COCOA |

5 THE STANDARD FOR PURITY

.
-

f AND DELICIOUS FLAYOR | I
I-' Staning with cartally. seleciiod coeca beans of
high ;}..«I.__ shallully blendied, it = prepaned I!I:r’ a |

peafect  maechanical” peocess, withoul dhe use of
chemicals; dves e anidheial Aavanmg

I s The patieal _ﬂ'u::nr f]llli 1ﬂ.i‘||r ||IIl rdal recoe -
BECAUSE T I5 REAL |

Estabiished [7HD DORCHESTER., MASS,

l‘ WALTER. BAKER & CO. Ltd.
5
L

e e — e

Absolutely Pure

The only baking powder
made from Royal Grape
Cream of Tartar

NoAlum, No Lime Phosphate

Like
Lightning
a valuable thought passes through

the clear brain on its way to mighty
results.

If coffee makes weak thinking,
change to

Instant
Postum

“There's a Reason”

Postum comes in two {orms,
Regular Postum (must be boiled).

Instant Postum doesn't require boiling,
but is prepared instantly by stirring a level
teaspooniul in a cup of hot water.

For School
and College

Buy by the Name

Waterman's Ideal

stands for everything

that is successful in
fountain pens,

Ask Your Dealer

L. E. Waterman Company
173 Broadway Mew Yark
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