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T h e c h a r m o f a n exc lus ive design, w h e t h e r o f Fu rn i t u r e or F a b r i c , 
not on ly adds to the artistic va lue o f the w o r k , but increases the 
p leasure i n its o w n e r s h i p . 

In the g roup p ic tu re above , is il lustrated a Sloane pr ivate pat tern in 
a w o o l tapestry, suitable for furni ture cover ings a n d draperies. T h i s 
interesting tapestry is a r ep roduc t i on o f an o ld C r e w e l - w o r k cur t a in 
n o w in the M u s e u m o f R o y a l S c h o o l for A r t ^ N e e d l e w o r k . 

The English Love Seat is a replica of a piece of furniture made in the early 18th 
Century by one of London's eminent cabinet makers. It is covered with a wool tapestry, 
the design and coloring of which are the same as a piece of antique Petite Pointe, the 
original of which was in our possession. Both the Love Seat and the Coverings are 
exclusive Sloane designs. 
The large and distinguished collection of fine Furniture, of which the above group is 
indicative, should be especially attractive and interesting to those who are furnishing and 
decorating. 

W . &. J. SLOANE 
Interior Decorators * Furniture Makers 

Fabrics and Floor Coverings 
FIFTH AVENUE AND FORTY - SEVENTH STREET, 

NEW YORK 
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SCRIBNER 'S M A G A Z I N E 1914 

Important Announcement 
for Next Year 

T h e o d o r e R o o s e v e l t w i n 
c o n t r i b u t e t o 

S C R I B N E R ' S 
M A G A Z I N E 

t h e a c c o u n t o f t h e t r i p o f a d v e n 

t u r e a n d r e s e a r c h w h i c h h e w i l l 

t a k e i n t h e e a r l y m o n t h s o f 1 9 1 4 

i n t o t h e P a r a g u a y a n a n d B r a z i l i a n 

i n t e r i o r s / w h e r e h e e x p e c t s t o t r a v e l 

b y c a n o e a n d o n f o o t t h r o u g h t h e 

g r e a t t r o p i c a l f o r e s t s , w h i c h s o f e w 

w h i t e m e n h a v e e v e r t r a v e r s e d . 

H i s e x p e r i e n c e s , o b s e r v a t i o n s o f 

t h e c o u n t r y , t h e p e o p l e , a n d t h e 

a n i m a l l i f e w i l l a p p e a r s o l e l y i n 

S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E . 
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SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 1914 

A Famous Writer's 
First Long Novel 

E a r l y i n the c o m i n g year the M a g a z i n e 
hopes to begin the first long nove l by an 
A m e r i c a n author w h o for m a n y years has 
h a d one of the largest audiences a m o n g 
c o n t e m p o r a r y wr i t e r s ; w h o s e w o r k i n 
prose a n d verse has been not o n l y of the 
first r a n k but based u p o n a deep and un
fa i l ing o p t i m i s m , conce rn ing itself w i t h 
h u m a n reali t ies and ideals rather t han 
w i t h " p rob lems . " H i s short stories are 
a m o n g the best k n o w n w h e r e v e r the E n g 
l i s h language is read, a n d h is first nove l 
w i l l be awai ted w i t h a ve ry u n c o m m o n 
interest. A detailed a n n o u n c e m e n t w i l l 
fo l low later. 

Articles by Price Collier 
P r i c e C o l l i e r , w h o s e " E n g l a n d a n d the E n g l i s h f r o m a n A m e r i c a n P o i n t 
of V i e w , " " T h e W e s t i n the E a s t f r o m a n A m e r i c a n P o i n t of V i e w , " " G e r 
m a n y a n d the G e r m a n s f r o m a n A m e r i c a n P o i n t of V i e w " w e r e a l l i n the 
n a t u r e of v e r i t a b l e l i t e r a r y s e n s a t i o n s , r e v e a l i n g a n e w c r i t i c of the n a t i o n s 
w i t h a m i n d of e x t r a o r d i n a r y a c u t e n e s s a n d fund of k n o w l e d g e , w i l l c o n t r i b 
ute a s e r i e s of p a p e r s about Sweden and Norway . A s i n h i s p r e v i o u s a r t i c l e s 
t h e y w i l l d e a l w i t h the p e o p l e , w i t h s o c i a l a n d p o l i t i c a l m a t t e r s —of e x c e p t i o n a l 
i n t e r e s t i n bo th of these c o u n t r i e s . N o o n e has bet ter s u c c e e d e d i n c o n v e y 
i n g a c l e a r i m p r e s s i o n of the e s s e n t i a l q u a l i t i e s of the p e o p l e s about w h o m he 
w r i t e s . E v i d e n t l y fa i r , he h a s the f acu l t y of ge t t i ng at the v e r y hea r t of the 
n a t i o n s , of m a k i n g h i s r e a d e r s see a n d u n d e r s t a n d t h e m . 

T h e a u t h o r ' s s t y l e s p a r k l e s w i t h w i t a n d h u m o r , w i t h s u r p r i s e s i n the w a y 
of v i v i d r e v e l a t i o n s of c h a r a c t e r , w i t h o c c a s i o n a l t o u c h e s of i l l u m i n a t i v e 
a n d p e n e t r a t i n g s a r c a s m . 
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S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 1914 

Madame Waddington 
R e a d e r s o f t h e M a g a z i n e w i l l a n t i c i p a t e w i t h s p e c i a l p l e a s 

u r e a n e w s e r i e s o f r e m i n i s c e n c e s b y M a d a m e W a d d i n g t o n , 

f o r e v e r y o n e w i l l r e c a l l t h e c h a r m o f h e r " L e t t e r s o f a 

D i p l o m a t ' s W i f e , " " I t a l i a n L e t t e r s o f a D i p l o m a t ' s W i f e , " 

a n d " C h a t e a u a n d C o u n t r y L i f e i n F r a n c e . " 

T h i s n e w s e r i e s of a r t i c l e s — " M y F i r s t Y e a r s as a F r e n c h w o m a n " — w i l l 
d e a l w i t h a m o s t i n t e r e s t i n g p e r i o d of F r e n c h h i s t o r y , c o v e r i n g M . W a d d i n g -
t o n ' s s e r v i c e s : A t the M i n i s t r y of P u b l i c I n s t r u c t i o n , 1 8 7 6 - 7 7 ; at the 
M i n i s t r y of F o r e i g n A f f a i r s a n d the B e r l i n C o n g r e s s , 1 8 7 7 - 7 8 ; a n d as P r i m e 
M i n i s t e r , 1 8 7 9 . T h e p o l i t i c a l , d i p l o m a t i c , a n d s o c i a l a s p e c t s of t h e s e y e a r s , 
i n t i m a t e p e r s o n a l v i e w s of n e a r l y a l l of the i m p o r t a n t p e r s o n a g e s of the 
t i m e s i n d i p l o m a c y , l i t e r a t u r e , a n d art , the p e o p l e m e t at v a r i o u s S ta te func
t i o n s , p r i v a t e d i n n e r s , b a l l s , the o p e r a , the t hea t r e s , a r e c o m m e n t e d u p o n 
i n the a u t h o r ' s o w n i n i m i t a b l e a n d d e l i g h t f u l w a y . T h i s i s h i s t o r y w r i t t e n 
f r o m the i n s i d e — f r o m the p e r s o n a l p o i n t of v i e w . 

W i l l appea r e a r l y i n the y e a r — T h e 
a r t i c l e s o n 

Nor th Af r i ca a n d 
the Desert 

T u n i s i a n D a y s — F i g u i g — T o u g o u r t — 
O n the M a t — T r i p o l i 

B y G e o r g e E d w a r d W o o d b e r r y 

O n e of the f o r e m o s t of c o n t e m p o r a r y 
A m e r i c a n poe ts . It m a y be f o r e s e e n 
w h a t subjects these p r e s e n t to a 
t r a v e l l e r w i t h the a u t h o r ' s i m a g i n a 
t i o n , o n e w i t h h i s s e n s e of the p i c 
t u r e s q u e a n d poe t i c a n d e y e for the 
w o n d e r f u l c o l o r of the l a n d a n d the 
k a l e i d o s c o p i c spec t ac l e of the p e o p l e . 

T h e 
S tory of A t a l a p h a 

B y E r n e s t T h o m p s o n S e t o n 

A n o t h e r of t h i s f avo r i t e a u t h o r ' s 
poe t i c a n d ye t v e r y t rue s t u d i e s of 
l i fe i n the o p e n . 

I l l u s t r a t e d b y the A u t h o r . 

R u d y a r d K i p l i n g 
W h o s e " T h e y , " " 0 0 7 , " 

" W i r e l e s s " 

w e r e f a m o u s s t o r i e s that f i r s t ap
p e a r e d i n t h i s M a g a z i n e , w i l l be rep
r e s e n t e d b y a n e w s t o r y to a p p e a r 
e a r l y i n the c o m i n g y e a r . 

T w o a r t i c l e s w i l l be m a d e u p of 

T h e Let ters of 
W i l l i a m J a m e s 

the f a m o u s p s y c h o l o g i s t , e d i t e d b y 
h i s b r o t h e r , H e n r y J a m e s . F e w m e n 
of r e c e n t t i m e s h a v e e x e r t e d so w i d e 
a n i n f l u e n c e for good or h a d so m a n y 
l o y a l f r i e n d s a l l o v e r the w o r l d . 

Good H u n t i n g 
B y J e s s e L y n c h W i l l i a m s 

T h e s t o r y of h u n t i n g e x p e r i e n c e s , 
w i t h a c h a r m i n g p i c t u r e of a n o l d 
L o n g I s l a n d h o m e s t e a d . 
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A S h o r t S e r i a l 
M a j e : A Love Story, by A R M I S T E A D C. G O R D O N 

A t e n d e r i d y l l i c s t o r y o f t h e o l d S o u t h . 

S h o r t S t O r i e S : B y S i r G i l b e r t P a r k e r H e n r y v a n 

^ — — — D y k e , R i c h a r d H a r d i n g D a v i s , 
M a r y R . S . A n d r e w s , K a t h a r i n e H o l l a n d B r o w n , J a m e s B . 
C o n n o l l y , G o r d o n A r t h u r S m i t h , M a r y S y n o n , B a r r y B e n e -
f i e l d a n d m a n y o t h e r s . — A r e m a r k a b l e g r o u p o f s t o r i e s b y 
K a t h a r i n e F u l l e r t o n G e r o u l d , a u t h o r o f " V a i n O b l a t i o n s , " 
i n c l u d i n g o n e o f t h e b e s t G h o s t S t o r i e s o f y e a r s . 

T h e R i se a n d F a l l 
of Negro M i n s t r e l s y 

T h e E v o l u t i o n of 
Scene Pa in t ing 

T w o a r t i c l e s b y B r a n d e r M a t t h e w s , 
w i t h u n u s u a l i l l u s t r a t i o n s . 

A M o t o r N u m b e r 
E a r l y i n the y e a r — c o v e r i n g the e n 
t i r e subject , a n d i n c l u d i n g a n a r t i c l e 
o n the " R o u t e des A l p e s , " b y S i r 
H e n r y N o r m a n . 

S p e c i a l N u m b e r s 
T h e a p p r e c i a t i o n s h o w n to " T h e P a n 
a m a N u m b e r , " " W a t e r a n d P o w e r , " 
" T h e N e w S u b u r b , " a n d " T h e M o d 
e r n T e r m i n a l " h a s g u a r a n t e e d a 
l a rge s p e c i a l a u d i e n c e eage r for t h i s 
p o p u l a r t r e a t m e n t of subjec ts that 
a r e too of ten left e n t i r e l y to t e c h n i c a l 
j o u r n a l s . T h e bes t a u t h o r i t i e s w r i t e 
for t hese n u m b e r s a n d the i l l u s t r a 
t i o n s a re b e a u t i f u l as w e l l as i n f o r m 
i n g . T h e l o n g - e s t a b l i s h e d F i c t i o n 
a n d C h r i s t m a s N u m b e r s w i l l appea r 
as u s u a l . 

B r e a k i n g into the 
M o v i e s 

B y R i c h a r d H a r d i n g D a v i s 

S o m e of the e x c i t e m e n t a n d h u m o r 
of s t a g i n g a grea t m o v i n g p i c tu r e 
p i ay -

A r t and Ar t i s t s 
A . B . F r o s t a n d G u y R o s e w i l l c o n 
t r ibu te a s e r i e s of p i c t u r e s i l l u s t r a t i n g 
p h a s e s of ou tdoor s p o r t s ; W . J . A y l -
w a r d w i l l be r e p r e s e n t e d by s o m e 
r e m a r k a b l e p a i n t i n g s of o l d E n g l i s h 
f i g h t i n g s h i p s ; C a s t a i g n e , N . C . W y e t h , 
F . C . Y o h n , J . M . F l a g g , L . W . H i t c h 
c o c k , W . H e r b e r t D u n t o n , H e n r y 
R e u t e r d a h l , F r a n k C r a i g , A l o n z o 
K i m b a l l , E r n e s t P e i x o t t o , F . C . 
S c h o o n o v e r , C h a r l e s H u a r d , C a r l t o n 
T . C h a p m a n , A n g u s M a c D o n a l l , 
W a l t e r B i g g s , F l o r e n c e E . S t o r e r , 
G a r t h J o n e s , P h i l i p R . G o o d w i n , a n d 
o the r s w i l l f u r n i s h i l l u s t r a t i o n s for 
s t o r i e s a n d a r t i c l e s ; E a r l e H a r r i s o n , 
w h o s e p h o t o g r a p h s i n c o l o r of the 
P a n a m a C a n a l c rea t ed s u c h a s e n s a 
t i o n , w i l l h a v e a n e w s e r i e s of grea t 
b e a u t y a n d i n t e r e s t . 
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J a n u a r y Soribner 

S t u d e n t S o n g 
A P o e m b y R o b e r t L o u i s S t e v e n s o n 

Tunisian Days, by George 
Edward Woodberry 
T h e first of his ar t ic les o n N o r t h A f r i c a and 
the Deser t . A poet 's prose impress ions of the 
p ic turesque and w o n d e r f u l c o l o r of the land 
and the k a l e i d o s c o p i c spectacle of the peop le . 

The OldMan-of-War'sMan 
by W . J. Ay lward 
T h e ships and the men of the E n g l i s h n a v y o f 
the 18th c e n t u r y . Beau t i fu l l y i l lus t ra ted f r o m 
paint ings by the author , r ep roduced i n c o l o r . 

Greek Feasts 
by H . G. Dwight 
T h e p ic turesque festivals and ho l i day observ
ances in C o n s t a n t i n o p l e . 

Madame Waddington — 
My First Years as a 
Frenchwoman, 1876-7 
T h e p o l i t i c a l , d i p l o m a t i c , and s o c i a l aspects of 
these years, the i m p o r t a n t personages of the 
t imes in d i p l o m a c y , l i t e ra ture , and art, the 
people met at v a r i o u s state func t ions , p r iva te 
d inners , balls, the opera , the theatres, are c o m 
mented u p o n i n the au tho r ' s o w n i n i m i t a b l e 
and de l igh t fu l w a y . T h i s is h i s t o r y w r i t t e n 
f r o m the inside — f r o m the pe r sona l p o i n t of 
v i e w . 

Politicians and the Sense 
of Humor 
by Henry S. Pritchett 
L i n c o l n , the great h u m o r i s t . 

S t o r i e s : The first part of Maje: A Love Story, by 
Armistead C. Gordon, a beautiful, tender story of the 
old South. — The Tortoise, by Katharine Fullerton 
Gerould, author of " V a i n Oblations," a remarkable story 
of sacrifice. — The Geniuses of Lutton's Hill, by Phil ip 
Curtiss, the story of a poet and an acrobat.—The Winter 
Mail, by George T. Marsh. H o w old Pierre carried the 
Christmas mail to Fort Hope. — The Genius Loci, by 
Abbie Carter Goodloe, the story of an artist and a 
famous critic. 
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PERSIAN RUG F R O M H A M A D A N ( E C B A T A N A ) , Size 6 ft. 0 in. x 4 ft. 9 in. Price $55.00 

S E N S I B L E C H R I S T M A S G I F T S 
T h e r e a l v a l u e o f a g i f t c a n n o t b e c o m p u t e d i n t e r m s o f 
m o n e y a l o n e — ut i l i ty , in te res t a n d l a s t i n g b e a u t y a r e 
d e t e r m i n i n g f a c t o r s . 

W h a t g i f t c o u l d b e m o r e a p p r o p r i a t e a n d a c c e p t a b l e t h a n 
a n E a s t e r n R u g , w h i c h i n w e a v e a n d e f fec t , is t h e s a m e 
t o - d a y as tha t c a r r i e d b y the t r a v e l l e r i n t h e H o l y L a n d 
c e n t u r i e s a g o ? 

T h e associa t ion o f locali ty, a n d the c h a r m o f the old designs, 
w r o u g h t i n a f ab r i c o f ex t reme durabi l i ty a n d utility, p rov ide for the 
rec ip ien t a source o f constant gratif ication for m a n y years. 
D e p e n d a b l e Rugs o f the o ld designs c a n be suppl ied at prices r ang ing 
f r o m $12.00 u p w a r d . 

MAIL ORDERS W I L L BE C A R E F U L L Y A N D CONSCIENTIOUSLY FILLED 

W . & J. SLOANE 
F I F T H A V E N U E A N D F O R T Y - S E V E N T H S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K 

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

I PERSIA 
Meshed 

Sultanabad 
Tahre.cz 

Direct Importers of Eastern Rugs through Our Own Representatives in 
TURKEY INDIA CHIN/1 TRANS-CAUCASIA 

Ti/lis 
Kerki 

Constantinople 
Smyrna 

A mritsar 
Bombay 

Pekin 
Tientsin 

ME •3E 
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mm 

A T r a v e l e r a t F o r t y 
By THEODORE DREISER 

At forty, Theodore Dreiser, 
whose fiction has given his 
name significance among au
thors of the day, has just 
made his first trip abroad, 
and the impact of Europe 
on his direct and pene
trating mind has resulted in 
a travel Look of a most un
usual and refreshing sort. 

In engrossing narrative in
terest the book rivals any 
of the distinguished novels 
Mr. Dreiser has yet put 
forth. Illustrated by Chick
ens. Price $1.80 net, post
age Ik cents. 

T h e T r a d e of the W o r l d 
By JAMES DAVENPORT WHELP-

LEY, who knows conditions of 
which he writes. 

An authoritative and br i l 
liant presentation of many 
phases of international trade 
and the vital part it plays 
in world progress. 

Forty - eight illustrations 
from photographs of un
usual interest. Price $2.00 
net, postage 16 cents. 
Z o n e P o l i c e m a n 8 8 

By HARRY A. FRANCK, author of 
"A Vagabond Journey Around the 
World."' 

A faithful, accurate, v ivid 
picture of things as they 
are in the Canal Zone—fas
cinating for its tropical 
color, its intense reality, its 
lacy humor. 

Many illustrations from 
snap-shots. Price $2.00 
net, postage 12 cents. 

D a d d y D o - F u n n y 
By RUTH McENERY STUART, 

author of "Sonny" 
•Tingles which have the 
swing and music of the 
real negro songs. Many i l lustrations. Price $1.00 net, postage 1 cents. 

T h e J i n p l e - J u n p I e B o o k 
By OLIVER HER FORD 

A smart little book for man or maid. Price 75 cents net, jiostagc 8 cents. 
L i t t l e S h a v e r s 

Seventy-five of J. R. Shaver's 
most popular and appealing pictures. Price $1.00 net, postage 10 cents. 

The Near East 
B y R O B E R T H I C H E N S , wi th eighteen illustra

tions by Jules G u e r i n , twelve i n the exquisite 
colors of the original canvases, and many illustra
tions from fine photographs. 

The genius of these two—master of words and mas
ter of color—finds in the Balkan Peninsula an ideal 
subject. 

The volume is one of notable distinction in every 
detail of making. Cover, of Byzantine design, in 
gold and rich color, of exceptional beauty. Royal 
octavo, 208 pages. Price $6.00 net, carriage 26 cents. 

Romantic America 
B y R O B E R T H A V E N S C H A U F F L E R , author of 

"Roman t i c Germany." 
An inspiring guide to our country's most interesting 
and picturesque places, rich in real information, 
with the characteristic charm of each region caught 
and pictured with rare ski l l and sympathy. 

Delightfully made. Frontispiece in color and sev
enty-nine illustrations, plates in tint, by Maxfield 
Parrish, Ceorge Inness, Jr., Joseph Pentiell, Andre 
Castaigne, Winslow Homer, Albert Herter, etc. Royal 
octavo, 310 pages. Price $'>.00 net, carriage 19 cents. 

T h e R e m i n i s c e n c e s o f 

Augustus Saint-Gaudens 
Edited and amplified by his son, 

Homer Saint-Gaudens. 
A .fascinatingly intimate narrative, a permanent con
tribution to international biography. Indispensable 
to an understanding of the development of modern 
American art. 

The two volumes—royal octavo, about 400 pages 
each—are choice examples of the best in modern 
book-making, with frontispiece portraits in photo
gravure, and eighty-seven reproductions of Saint-
Gaudens's work, and of photographs of interesting 
persons and places. Embossed paper sides, cloth 
back and corners. Price, boxed, $7.00 net, carriaae 
36 cents. y 

The House i n Good Taste 
B y E L S I E D E W O L F E , America's Most Successful 

oman Decorator. 
A unique and delightful discussion of the problems 
ol house lurnishing which come to every woman, 
whatever her environment or her income 

Four insets in color and forty-eight in black and 
vi luU showiiis interiors designed and carried out hv 
, , / , , ' , ' ; K " y : U w l a v » , 300 pages. Price $2.50 net, piislmjc -JO cents. ' 

T H E C E N T U R Y C O . 
U n i o n S q u a r e N e w Y o r k 4 

11 

III 
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The Best of the New Fiction 

The Tinder Box 
B y M A R I A T H O M P S O N D A V I E S S , author of that saucy and joyous success 

" T h e Melt ing of M o l l y " 
H o w a S o u t h e r n b e l l e e x p e r i m e n t s d a r i n g l y 
w i t h t h e m o d e r n p r o b l e m o f s e x i n e q u a l i t y a n d 
f i n d s a n a n c i e n t s o l u t i o n . 

A w h i m s i c a l c o m e d y , w r i t t e n w i t h d e l i c i o u s l y 
f l a v o r e d s e n t e n c e s a r o u n d t h e o l d m a t e - m o t i f , 
f r o m s u c h a m o d e r n f e m i n i s t v i e w p o i n t t h a t 
e v e r y r e a d e r f e e l s b o t h c h a r m e d a n d c h a l l e n g e d 
t o t h e p o i n t o f a p e r s o n a l r e s p o n s e . 

J o h n E d w i n J a c k s o n , a S o u t h e r n e r , m a d e the i l l u s 
t r a t i o n s , a n d t hey have caugh t the s p i r i t o f the b o o k 
d e l i g h t f u l l y . C o v e r i n r e d a n d g o l d . Price $1.00 net, 
Ijostaje 7 cents. 

N D E R ' i 
B O X I 
M A R I A 

T H O M P S O N 
DAVIESS 

The White Linen Nurse 
The irresistible new book by E L E A N O R H A L L O W E L L A B B O T T , 

author of " M o l l y Make-Bel ieve" 

I n w h i c h the b r i l l i a n t a u t h o r o f " M o l l y M a k e - B e l i e v e " 
has a c h i e v e d an i d y l l i c l ove s t o r y out o f the s trangest 
h u m a n e lements that w e r e ever c o m p o u n d e d i n f i c t i o n . 
A n d i n h e r o w n w o n d e r f u l l y c h a r a c t e r i s t i c w a y she 
sets f o r t h these f a u l t y , l o v a b l e , un fo rge t ab l e p e o p l e 
a n d t h e i r p i q u a n t s i t u a t i o n i n a n a r r a t i v e that b i tes 
deep i n i ts h u m a n i t y a n d i n i t s v i v i d r e v e l a t i o n o f t rue 
l o v e i n a s t range se t t ing . 

A n a d o r a b l e l i t t l e b o o k f o r a g i f t i n i t s b l u e - a n d -
w h i t e c o v e r a n d w i t h i t s u l t r a - c l e v e r i l l u s t r a t i o n s b y 
P f e i f e r . Price $1.00 net, postage 7 cents. 

"An abnorbingly 
interesting story." 
—Boston Tran
script. 
"The book fairly 
scintillates with 
bright conversa
tion and twinkles 
with humor."— 
Chicago 1 ribtxne. 

The Jack-Knife Man 
B y E L L I S P A R K E R B U T L E R 

E v e r y c h a r a c t e r i n " T h e J a c k - K n i f e M a n " i s a l i v e ; a n d i n t h i s v e r y r e a l , 
v e r y a p p e a l i n g s to ry , E l l i s P a r k e r B u t l e r , a c k n o w l e d g e d mas te r o f f u n , 
b r o a d e n s a n d deepens h i s tone to that o f h u m a n c o m e d y . Pe t e r L a n e , 
the s o c i a b l e h e r m i t , i s d r a w n w i t h a c h a r m a k i n to that w h i c h c h a r a c 
t e r i z e d Je f fe rson ' s p o r t r a y a l o f H i p V a n W i n k l e ; a n d the tale t h r o u g h 
out i s r e f r e s h i n g l y sweet a n d h u m a n . 

Four full-page illustrations by Hanson Iiooth. Price $1.25 net, postage 11 cents. 

Murder in Any Degree 
By OWEN JOHNSON, author of "Stover at Yale," "The Sixty-urst Second." etc. 

A collection of some of this popular author's best short stories, bristling with dramatic 
situations, and surprising the reader -with curious turns of plot. 

;r and Guipon. Price .?/ Exceedingly clever illustrations by Grugcr ; : $1.30 net, postage 11 cents 

T H E C E N T U R Y C O . U n i o n S q u a r e , N e w Y o r k 
Would be glad to send, on post-card request, a copy of a very 
attractive new Holiday Catalogue to every reader of this pogc. An 
inspiringly helpful friend in your Christmas planning and buying. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Best of the New Fiction 

T. Tembarom 
T h e n e w n o v e l 

S t o r y - t e l l e r s 

"A tale as fresh and 
swept ami charming 
as its little 'daisy-
pink * heroine." 

New York Times. 
*• We fairly revelled 
in its reading." 
Boston Transcript. 
"•Written with great
er skill and charm 
. . . than the exper
ienced author has 
ever shown. 

/Veto York Sun. 

Not since Miss Sedg 
piece of literature th 
crowded with co 

Frontisp 

b y F R A N C E S H O D G S O N B U R N E T T , P r i n c e s s o f 

I n t h e N e w Y o r k w a i f a n d n e w s p a p e r r e p o r t e r , 
s u d d e n l y c o n f r o n t e d w i t h t h e r e s p o n s i b i l i t i e s o f 
a v a s t E n g l i s h i n h e r i t a n c e , M r s . B u r n e t t c r e a t e s 
a n o t h e r c l a s s i c c h a r a c t e r . 

M o r e t h a n t h i s , s h e h e r e p o r t r a y s t h e e s s e n t i a l 
A m e r i c a n i n a l o v e a n d m y s t e r y s t o r y o f t h e 
m o s t b a f f l i n g f a s c i n a t i o n . 
C h a r l e s S. C h a p m a n has i l l u s t r a t e d the b o o k d e l i g h t 
f u l l y , a n d i n a n e w w a y . Price §1M net, postage 12 
cents. 

T h e T r u t h A b o u t C a m i l l a 
By GERTRUDE HAI.L 

wick's "Tante" have the publishers issued a more distinguished 
in this story of a fascinating Italian adventuress, whose days are 

nul adventure, 
iece by W. B. King. Price $1.30 net. postage 13 cents. 

Westways 
B y Dr . S. W E I R M I T C H E L L , whose " Hugh Wynne. Free Q u a k e r " ranks as the preat 

novel of the American Revolut ion and one of the most br i l l iant and powerful novels 
of our times. 

" A w o r k to be c l a s sed w i t h the greates t f i c t i o n o f the E n g l i s h l anguage , 
a w o r k tha i w i l l last f o r a l l t i m e as a b r i l l i a n t p i c t u r e o f A m e r i c a n l i f e , 
m a n n e r s a n d sen t imen t s , at a p e r i o d tha t w a s one o f the mos t i m p o r t a n t 
i n the d e v e l o p m e n t o f the country ."—Booksel ler , Newsdealer «fr Sta
tioner. Price $1.'I0 net. postage 12 cents. 

T h e T h i r t e e n t h J u r o r 
etc. By FREDERICK TREVOR HILL, author of Lincoln, the Lawyer," "The Case and Exceptions,' 

A timely novel portraying vividly the evils of a politically influenced judiciary and the 
injustice of law that is the tool of lawyers. 

Eight full-page illustrations by Gordon Grant. Price $1.20 net, postage 10 cents. 

John Barleycorn 
B y J A C K L( i N D t t N , author of " T h e Ca l l of the W i l d " ' 

F i r s t and fo remos t , a p o w e r f u l , g r i p p i n g s t o r y — J a c k L o n d o n ' s o w n s t o r y 
o f w h a t l i f e has b r o u g h t h i m , a n d o f h i s e x p e r i e n c e s w i t h a l c o h o l . 

" A swi f t a m i i m p a s s i o n e d s t o r y o f a d v e n t u r e , d r a w n w i t h the h a r d 
l i n e s o f r e a l i s m , but l i g h t e d w i t h a l l the c o l o r o f romance . "—Chicago 
Evening Post. 

The eight full-page illustrations bv Dunn have caught the spirit of the In Price $1.30 net, postage 12 cents. >k finelv 

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

U n i o n S q u a r e N e w Y o r k 

M 
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For the Good Child's Christmas Stocking 

The 
Jungle Book 
Now Illustrated Edit ion 

T h i s b e a u t i f u l ed i 
t i o n o f R u d y a r d K i p 
l i n g ' s " J u n g l e B o o k , " 
the f a v o r i t e w o r k o f 
the greatest o f l i v 
i n g w r i t e r s , i s an 
i d e a l p i e c e o f b o o k -

~* ' m a k i n g . 
Sixteen lull-page illustrations in rich color by 
the famous English artists Maurice and Edward 
Detmold. Text in black, with a charming border 
in green on every page. Lovely cover in green and gold. Price $2.50 net. postage 15 cents. 

Miss Santa Claus of 
the Pullman 

The new book by A N N I E F E L L O W S J O H N 
S T O N , the most popular writer for children 
to-day, and probably the most widely readsince 
Louisa Alcot t . 

T h e C h r i s t m a s s p i r i t is o n e v e r y page o f 
t h i s d e l i c i o u s l i t t l e b o o k — t h e s to ry o f 
t w o l i t t l e c h i l d r e n a n d t h e i r first r ea l 
C h r i s t m a s . A n i d e a l g i f t f o r a n y c h i l d o f 
a n y age! A s to ry that pa ren t s , c o u s i n s , 
u n c l e s , a n d aunts w i l l h e a r t i l y en joy 
r e a d i n g a l o u d to a b rea th less a u d i e n c e . 
Christmas cover and altogether delightful illus
trations (the frontispiece in color) by Reginald Birch. Price $1.00 net, postage 10 cents. 

The A r t h u r Rackham 

Mother Goose 
The Most Beautiful Edi t ion of Mother Goose 

Ever Made. 
There are twelve fascinating pages in color and 
more than sixty delightful black-and-white draw
ings by the greatest of living illustrators for chil
dren. . Arthur Rackham, too, has designed the 
charming cover and the quaint sampler title-page. Price $2.50 net, postage 2k cents. 

T h e L a n d o f 
M y s t e r y 

By CLEVELAND MOFFETT 
This is one of the very best 
stories of adventure for Amer
ican lads ever written, every 
chapter tingling with mystery 
and strange adventures. 

Many i 1 lustrations. Price $1.25 net, postage 11 cents. 

Beat r i ce of D e n e w o o d 
By EMILIE BENSON KMPE and AL-

DEN ARTHUR KNIPE. 
This is the later story of the 
bonny little heroine of "The 
Lucky Sixpence"-—laid in tin-
later days of the Revolutionary 
War; and both boys and girls 
wi l l enjoy the stirring talc. 

Attractive illustrations by Relyea. Price $1.25 net, postage Ik cents. 

T h e T o w n s e n d T w i n s 
C a m p D i r e c t o r s 

By WARREN L. ELDRED 
The Townsend Twins—whole
some, full-of-fun lads—plan a 
summer up in the Adirondaeks. 
This is the jolly story of the 
summer's experiences. 

Illustrations full of fun. Price $1.25 net. postage 12 cents. 

S o n n y B o y ' s 
D a y at t he Z o o 

Verses by El la Rentley Arthur, 
telling all about what Sonny 
Roy saw in the New York 
Zoological Park. Many il lus
trations from charming pho
tographs by Stanley Clisby 
Arthur—photographs of a real 
Sonnv Roy and his friends in 
the Park. 

Gay cover of red cloth. Price 90 cents net, postage 10 cents. 

T h e B r o w n i e s ' 
M a n y M o r e N i g h t s 

The new Brownie book by Pal
mer Cox, whose Brownie books 
have been the joy of millions 
of little folks. Pictures on 
every page. Price $1.50. 

T H E 

Send for our Classified List of Hooks for Young Folks 

C E N T U R Y C O . U n i o n S q u a r e , N e w Y o r k 
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R i c h a n d v a r i e d as is the p r o g r a m 
a l r e a d y d r a w n u p for 

T h e 

Century Magazine 
for 1914 

no p ro spec tu s for the y e a r c o u l d e x p r e s s 
" t h e n e w s p i r i t of T h e C e n t u r y " so 
w e l l as the c u r r e n t a n d fu ture n u m b e r s 
of the m a g a z i n e . 

T h e C e n t u r y is the in te rpre te r be tween the 
eager w o r k e r , the abso rbed t h i n k e r , a n d the 
rapt artist o n the one h a n d , a n d the earnest, 
c u l t u r e d , l i t e - lov ing ; p u b l i c o n the o ther . I t 
studies a n d exp la ins m o d e r n tendencies of 
m a n y k i n d s , i t tests va lues , i t l ives i n the 
ve rv m i d - c u r r e n t o f to -dav . I t separates the 
real f rom the apparent , the v a l u a b l e f r o m 
the wor th less , the p e r m a n e n t from the m o 
menta ry , the h u m o r o u s from the m e r e l y 
d i v e r t i n g . 

I n fiction, the essav, a n d p o e t r y T h e 
C e n ' t v r y cont inues its l eadersh ip . 

A glance at the mos t sa l ient features o f the 
current ( D e c e m b e r ) issue a n d o f the J a n u a r y 
and F e b r u a r y issues indicates that eve ry c u l 
t iva ted h o m e w i l l r equ i re T h e C e x t c r y i n 
1914 tor the basis o f its w o r k a n d p l a y , its 
s tudy and re laxa t ion i n the fields of cur ren t 
l i tera ture , art, science, a n d the h u m a n o n r u s h . 

T h e C e n t u r y is the c o r n e r s t o n e of the 
f a m i l y m a g a z i n e r e a d i n g i n A m e r i c a . 

See opposite page 

answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S -UAGAZIXE 
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The Century's 
Greatest Year Has Berlin 

T h e D e c e m b e r C e n t u r y 
"•the mos t e laborate C h r i s t m a s n u m b e r eve r p u b 
l i shed in A m e r i c a , " is c r o w d e d w i t h beaut i fu l i l l u s 
t r a t ions , m a n y o f t h e m i n c o l o r , a w e a l t h o f fiction, 
and s u c h m o m e n t o u s c o n t r i b u t i o n s to cu r ren t 
though t as P ro fe s so r E d w a r d A . R o s s ' s " S o c i a l 
Effec ts o f I m m i g r a t i o n , " W . M o r g a n Shuster ' s 
au thor i t a t ive paper , " H a v e W e a F o r e i g n P o l i c y ?", 
and " T h e M o d e r n Q u e s t for a R e l i g i o n , " a ser ious 
a n d reveren t s tudy by W i n s t o n C h u r c h i l l , a u t h o r 
o f " T h e Ins ide o f the C u p . " 

T h e J a n u a r y C e n t u r y 
w i l l c o n t a i n an o r i g i n a l t heory expressed by A n d r e w 
C a r n e g i e o n " T h e H e r e d i t a r y T r a n s m i s s i o n o f P r o p 
e r t y . " M a y S i n c l a i r ' s s tory " T h e C o l l e c t o r " is an 
unequa led piece o f fictional c o m e d y . " T h e R i v e r " 
is a v i r i l e ba l lad by J o h n M a s e f i e l d . R i c h a r d B a r r y 
tells o f the great , heretofore u n s u n g he ro , G e n e r a l 
SkobelefF. A d i s c o v e r y o f a l m o s t sensa t iona l in te r 
est to the w o r l d o f art is recorded i n a paper by 
one o f the mos t t h o r o u g h o f A m e r i c a n s tudents . 

T h e F e b r u a r y C e n t u r y 
con ta ins the b e g i n n i n g o f a p rophe t i c t r i l ogy by 
H . G . W e l l s , i n w h i c h this m o d e r n p rophe t sees a 
poss ible and l o g i c a l future that st irs the i m a g i n a 
t i o n to its depths . T h i s n u m b e r w i l l be ca l l ed 
a " S h o r t S to ry N u m b e r , " and w i l l c o n t a i n a g roup 
o f s tor ies , f a n c i f u l , t o u c h i n g , and a m u s i n g , that w i l l 
appea l to eve ry l o v e r o f fiction. 

T H E C E N T U R Y is now adding new subscribers daily 
to its list . It is also achieving remarkable success on the 
news-stands. Do not fail to secure the splendid December 
C E N T U R Y and the numbers that follow. 

35 els. a cofty T H E C E N T U R Y $4.00 a year 
T H E C E N T U R Y C O . Un ion Square N E W Y O R K 
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The Christmas Stocking Number of 

ST. N I C H O L A S 
i s t h e o n e i n d i s p e n s a b l e C h r i s t m a s g i f t f o r t h e c h i l d 

you c a r e f o r m o s t . 

- DF.CEMD t H 
ST N I C H O L A S 
ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 
FOR BOYS A N D GIRLS 

3 J 

I t is c r o w d e d w i t h p i c t u r e s , s t o r i e s , a n d s o u g s : 
T w o p a i n t i n g s i n f u l l c o l o r s b y A r t h u r R a c k h a m , 

p a r t o f a " M o t h e r ( l o o s e " se r i e s , p r o v e a n e w the o p i n 
i o n o f St . N i c h o l a s , t ha t n o t h i n g i n a r t a n d l i t e r a t u r e 
i s too g o o d f o r c h i l d r e n . 

" M i s s S a n t a C l a u s o f t he P u l l m a n , " P a r t I I I o f the 
c h a r m i n g s t o r y b y t h e b e s t - l o v e d w r i t e r f o r c h i l d r e n , 
A n n i e F e l l o w s J o h n s t o n , a u t h o r o f the " L i t t l e C o l o n e l " 
b o o k s . 

" T h e F i e l d - G o a l A r t , " b y P a r k e I I . D a v i s , t he P r i n c e 
ton m e m b e r o f the F o o t - b a l l R u l e s C o m m i t t e e , i s an 
a r t i c l e that n o l i v e b o y c a n a f f o r d to m i s s . 

" T h e B a b y B e a r s ' S e c o n d A d v e n t u r e " i s o n e o f the 
m a n y fea tu res f o r s m a l l e r b o y s a n d g i r l s . 

St. Nicholas costs 25c. a copy; $3.00 a year 
S o l v e a n i m p o r t a n t pa r t o f y o u r C h r i s t m a s p r o b l e m to-ilav 

b y s e n d i n g 25 cen t s f o r t h i s C h r i s t m a s S t o c k i n g N u m b e r t o 

T H E C E N T U R Y C O . U n i o n S q u a r e N E W Y O R K 

m 

Mm 

11 

In ansiccring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZI.XE 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

IBoofcs for Cfjr ts tmas; 

" H a d w e l i v e d I s h o u l d have had a tale to tel l of the h a r d i h o o d , endurance , and c o u r 
age of m y c o m p a n i o n s w h i c h w o u l d have s t i r red the heart of e v e r y E n g l i s h m a n . " 

(from the last entry in Captain Scott's Journal.) 

That Wonderful Tale is Told in 

Scott's 
Last Expedition 
B e i n g the j o u r n a l s of C a p t a i n R o b e r t F a l c o n 
S c o t t , C . V . 0 . , R . N . , together w i t h the re
po r t s of the j o u r n e y a n d the sc ient i f ic w o r k 
u n d e r t a k e n d u r i n g the e x p e d i t i o n . 

E d i t e d b y L e o n a r d H u x l e y , w i t h the assist
ance of the s u r v i v i n g m e m b e r s of the exped i 
t i o n a n d of L a d y S c o t t . 

Wi th photogravure frontispieces of Captain Scott 
and D r . Wilson; facsimile reproductions of Captain 
Scott's diary; i S full-page illustrations in colors and 
260 in black and white from the original drawings by 
Dr . E . A . Wilson, who perished with Captain Scott. 
Also with maps, charts, etc. 

Two volumes of 500 pages each 
Large Svo, boxed, S10.00 net. Expressage extra 

O U R F R I E N D T H E D O G 

7 

Captain Robert Falcon Scott 

By Maurice Maeterlinck 
A New Edition. Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos. In his inimitable manner Maeterlinck 
takes the dog's point of view and describes his growing experiences in his own world—his wonderment of 
nature, his perplexity at the amazing behavior uf humans. 

Full-page illustrations in color by Cecil A.ldin. SI.25 net; postage 10 cents extra 

I T A L I A N Y E S T E R D A Y S 
Italy, the land where she was born and grew up, has inspired the gifted sister of Marion Crawford to write 
a book which, will rival her delightful and justly popular " Reminiscences of a Diplomatist's Wife." 

Two volumes, SO.00 net. Kxpressage extra 

A F O O L A N D HIS M O N E Y B y G e o r g e B a n * M c C u t c h e o n 
Author of "The Hollow of Her Hand." " Both sparkling and healthful. It leaves a good, clean taste in 
the mouth, and to such of its readers as are minded after their first harvest of enjoyment to glean in lei
surely fashion from its pages, it will furnish not a little food for thought."—New York Times. 

Illustrated. $1.30 net. Postage 13 cents extra 

T H E T A S T E OF A P P L E S By Jennette Lee 
-New York Press. " The joy and Author of " Uncle William," etc. " There never was quite such a book.' 

beauty and satisfaction of the world are in it."—Ulica Press. 
Illustrated. SI.25 net. Postage 12 cents extra 

B y G e o r g e t t e L e B l a n c 
(Mme. Maurice Maeterlinck) 

Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos. What could be a better book for the children's Christmas 
than the story of that play which, in the past few years, has delighted multitudes of children ? 

Beautifully illustrated in color and in black and zvhite by Herbert Paus 
S2.50 net. Postage 20 cents extra 

T H E C H I L D R E N ' S B L U E BIRD 

S N O W W H I T E From the Brothers Grimm 
As presented at The Little Theatre, New York. One of the children's stories that never grow old, made 
into a delightful play. 

Illustrated in color and in black and white by C. B. Falls. S2.00 net. Postage 16 cents extra 
Send tor Illustrated Catalogue of our New Books 

P u b l i s h e r s D O D D , M E A D & C O M P A N Y N e w Y o r k 
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T H E N E W E S T B O O K S 

The Way Home 
By the Author of " The Inner Shrine " 

(Basil King) 
The book for the man or the woman who loves 

honesty is this new novel by the author of "The 
Inner Shrine." For that is what the very human 
hero of this stop.- is—honest in his hatred of pre
tense, honest in his wilfulness, honest at last with 
himself when he finds that he has gone astray. 
He believed he had "gained the whole wor ld" 
onlv to find that he had "lost his own soul."' 

Illustrated. Post Sr» ; cloth. S1.35 net. 

The Coryston Family 
By MRS. HUMPHRY WARD 

A love story, with a heroine who will rank as 
M r s . Ward's most charming portrayal of young 
womanhood of to-day. and a dramad^ representa
tion of the struggle between the radical and aris
tocratic elements of English society. As a rich 
sombre background against which the youthful love 
episodes stand out. the author has painted the char ? 

acter of a forceful woman, desperately seeking to 
retain the almost unlimited power that was hers. 

Illustrated. Post Sro, cloth. $1.35 net. 

The Passionate Friends s> " G WELLS 

The storv of the turbulent lives of one man and one woman—separated by the barrier of the law. yet 
attached by something stronger than law—stronger than themselves. A story with a background of high 
idealism and prophecy of the future. 

"The heroine who 'wanted herself' and lost her freedom in providing that self with luxury is depicted 
with consummate art. while Stephen's wife is one of the most delightful of the Wells's gallery of female 
portraits."—Loudon Literary Guide. Frontispiece. Post S?o, cloth. Si.35 net. 

A Changed Man By THOMAS HARDY 

A new Hardy book! One to arouse the keen interest of even- Hardy lover. This new volume has all 
the wealth of his genius, lor the tales in it were written when he was at the height of his career. They are 
more like condensed novels. " A Changed M a n " takes the reader at once to Casterbridge and tells the 
romance of a captain of cavalry. A l l the stories are rich in atmosphere and character, and several are 
almost mediaeval in their power and mystery. Frontispiece and map. Octavo, cloth. Si.35 net. 

The Judgment House By SIR GILBERT PARKER 

" Never has Sir Gilbert written a novel more tilled with keen and poignant sense of life than in this story, 
woven of London and the veld, of England and her policies. South Africa and her struggles during the Boer 
War. . . . A thrilling, majestically moving story."—New York Times. 

"The work displays a high degree of literary craftsmanship, and. in the more powerful situations, a re
straint of which only the true artist knows the strength."—Montreal Star. 

" 'The Judgment House' is the season's greatest novel, a psychological study of life in which men and 
women play many parts."—Grand Rapids Herald. Illustrated. Post 8x0, cloth. $1.35 net. 

Fam ilia r Spanish Travels 
By WILLIAM DEAN HO WELLS 

A new Howells book! Like a glorified kinema-
color film, he parses in review Spanish scenery, the 
architecture of cathedrals and palaces; theatres 
and hotels; picturesque street scenes. Moorish 
remains; the King and Queen; beggars and guides; 
gipsies and donkeys. 

Social and Economic Forces 
in American History 
From " The American Nation A History " 

Consecutive views of American life, manners and 
customs, from the early days of the first colonies, 
are here described by the distinguished scholars 
who have contributed to the twenty-seven volumes 
of the "American Nation." 

Crou.n Sri), cloth. $1.50 net. 

Miracles of Science 
By HENRY SMITH WILUAMS 

The story of the modern miracles of the lab
oratory and observatory told in popular language 
free from technicalities, so that the least scien
tific reader will understand and enjoy it . 

Illustrated. Crown Sro. doth. S ' 00 net 

The American Civil War 
Vol. I. THE APPEAL TO ARMS Vol. II. THE OUTBREAK 
By JAMES KENDALL HOSMER 

This two-volume history of our great conflict, 
from 1S61 to 1S65, provides a work at once brief, 
compact and impartial. In presenting this his
tory in individual form and new dress, the pub
lishers of t h e " American N a t i o n " feel that they 
will have gratified many readers who desire a short, 
convenient and authoritative history of the great 
conflict. With frontispiece and mops. Crown Svo. 
Per set, S3.00 net. 

• H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S -
In anrwering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZIXE 
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S P E C I A L OFFER 
F O R A L I M I T E D T I M E O N L Y 

A S u b s c r i p t i o n f o r O n e Y e a r t o 

H A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

w i t h a se t o f 

M A R K 
T W A I N ' S 

W O R K S 
THE AUTHORS 
NATIONAL 
EDITION | 
€J T h e f a c t t h a t e v e r y m o n t h 
o f t h i s y e a r w e s o l d m o r e se t s 
o f t h i s n e w A u t h o r ' s N a t i o n a l 
E d i t i o n t h a n i n t h e s a m e m o n t h 
l a s t y e a r i s t h e b e s t p r o o f o f t h e 
q u a l i t y o f t h e b o o k s . 

<J T h e se t i s i n t w e n t y - f i v e 
v o l u m e s , e a c h m e a s u r i n g 5 x 7 J 2 
i n c h e s . T h e y a re c a r e f u l l y 
p r i n t e d o n e x c e l l e n t p a p e r 
a n d b o u n d i n a h a n d s o m e r e d , • 
c r e p e c l o t h , h a v e t i t l e s i n 
g i l t , d e c o r a t i v e d e s i g n 
s h e l f - b a c k , a m e d a l l i o n o f 
t h e g r e a t a u t h o r o n t h e 
c o v e r , h e a d - b a n d s , a n d 
t i t l e - p a g e s i n t w o c o l o r s . 

T h i s 

E d i t i o n i s s o l d 

T H E H A R P E R W A Y : 

Your sending us the attached f — — 
coupon merely indicates / 
that you want to see the / HARPER 
books. We send them at our 
expense, the whole family . 
looks them over; if you f 

I BROTHERS 
Franklin Square 
New York City 

o n 

•J E v e r y word and every pict 
ure contained in the most 
expensive set of M a r k 
Twain 's writings is includ
ed in this popularly 
priced edition. 

are satisfied, all right; > Please send me in The 
if not. return them, / JFEtY*' 
"collect." You are / MARK TWAIN'S WORKS 
under no obhga- * t m n l t f . five v o h i n i e S t c l o t h 

tion when you f binding. It is understood I may ask us to send f re,'"n lhe sel for five days> aad ask us to sena y M ( h e e x p i r a U o n o f t n a l U m e j f , 
the books A dq not care lor the books 1 will 
fnr i n - *r r e , u r n , l i e m a t y° u r expense. If I 1 u * keep the l>OOks, I will remit $2.00 a s p e c - X month until the full price, JJ5.00, has 
t i o n . > *}Ccn p a i t 1 , o r - w ' l h i n thirty days, $23.75 

f as payment in full. I understand that 1 am w to receive H a r p b r ' S M a g a / i n k for one > year without extra charge, S. M. 12 
Signature. 

Send books to . 
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T H E N E W E S T B O O K S 

The Iron Trail 
By REX BEACH 

"The reader this time meets Rex Beach at his 
best."—Portland Oregonian. " I t is a tale of ad
venture of the most exciting kind, and then some." 
—Philadelphia Telegraph. "Such a mighty good 
story, so sound and normal in its working out. that 
•we cannot avoid commonplace putl phrases in de
scribing it. It is a book that grips the reader in the 
first chapter."—Toronto Mail and Empire. 

Illustrated. Post Sto. cloth. Si.35 net. 

The Desired Woman 
By WILL H. HARBEN 

M r . Harben has written his big novel—better, 
broader than his many fine Southern tales—a novel 
for the whole nation. Georgia is in it—the new-
Georgia this time—but something more, and its key
note is the inevitable triumph of love and good 
impulses. 

" H i s new book is his best, having a very strong 
plot and a logical story developed to its climax 
with much skill and art," says The Xrd' York 
World. " I t is a strong story that will add to its 
author's reputation," says The Newark Call. 

Frontispiece. Post Svo, cloth. $1.30 net. 

The Golden Rule 
Dollivers 
By MARGARET CAMERON 

T h i s s t o r y is pure fun . T h i s n o v e l has 
a l a u g h t e r - c o m p e l l i n g q u a l i t y about i t t ha t 
is i r res i s t ib le , a n d adds g rea t ly to the r e p u 
t a t i o n the a u t h o r has m a d e as an i n v e n t o r 
of h u m o r o u s s i tua t ions . 

Illustrated. Post &vo. S i . 0 0 net. 

"Peanut" 
By ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE 

T h e s to ry of l o y a l l i t t l e " T e a n u t , " foster-
son of a W e s t e r n desperado, is fu l l of the 
c h a r m w i t h w h i c h D i c k e n s used to enve lop 
his c h i l d charac ters . 

Illustrated. Cloth, 50 cents net. 
Leather in four different shades. S i . 0 0 net. 

The House of Happiness 
By KATE LANGLEY BOSHER 

A n e w n o v e l b y " M a r y C a r y V au thor . 
T h e r e is a l o v e s t o r y i n i t , of course , the 
w o o i n g of a c h a r m i n g g i r l b y a s p l e n d i d 
m a n ; b u t i t is the b o y C r i c k e t w h o wins 
the hear t of e v e r y reader . W h o tha t 
k n o w s " M a n - C a r y " c a n forget her sweet, 
s u n n y n a t u r e ? C r i c k e t is s u r e l y k i n to 
her . Frontispiece. Post Svo, cloth. S i . 2 5 net. 

Partners 
By MARGARET DELANO 

O n c e a g a i n i n th i s per fec t l i t t l e s to ry 
has M r s . D e l a n d p o r t r a y e d the romance 
w h i c h l ies , so of ten unsuspec t ed , i n the 
h u m b l e s t s u r r o u n d i n g s . H u m o r , pa thos , 
a n d l o y a l t y t o idea l s m a k e t he s t o r y f ra
g ran t as a n o l d - f a s h i o n e d g a r d e n , a n d there 
is a near a p p r o a c h to t r a g e d y . 

Illustrated. Crown Svo, cloth. S i . 0 0 net. 

The Main Road 
By MAUDE RADFORD WARREN 

T h i s s t o r y revea l s the w o n d e r f u l i t i n e r a r y 
of a w o m a n ' s j o u r n e y f r o m s e n t i m e n t a l i s m 
to pas s ion , s h o w i n g the b r o a d h i g h r o a d on 
w h i c h she s t a r t ed , conf iden t of a r r i v i n g 
q u i c k l y a t a g o a l , the b l i n d a l l ey s where her 
inexper i ence l e d her , the l o n g a n d weary 
de tours she h a d t o m a k e . 

Frontispiece. Post Svo, cloth. S i . 3 5 net. 

The A rgyle Case 
By ARTHUR HORNBLOW 

T h i s s t o r y is the n o v e l i z a t i o n of one of 
the mos t successful p l a y s , a n d is b a s e d u p o n 
the r o m a n t i c exper iences of the f amous de
tec t ive . W i l l i a m J . B u r n s , i n b r i n g i n g a 
c e r t a i n b a n d of c r i m i n a l s to j u s t i c e b y his 
u n u s u a l m e t h o d s . Illustrated. S i . 2 5 net. 

Finding His Soul 
By NORMAN DUNCAN 

T h e message of th is exquis i t e s to ry , 
based u p o n a n a c t u a l experience, a n d one 
p a r t i c u l a r l y f i t ted for C h r i s t m a s read ing , 
m i g h t be descr ibed as " t h e c o m m e r c i a l 
va lue of a soul ." ' 

Illustrated. i6mo. cloth, 50 cents net. 
Leather in four different shades, S i . 0 0 net. 

— H A R P E R & 

Thirty Pieces of Silver 
By CLARENCE BUDINGTON KELLAND 

A p a r t of the p r i c e of t he grea t B e t r a y a l 
s l ips f r o m the p a l m of J u d a s d o w n t h r o u g h 
the ages. T h e s t o r y is d r a m a t i c as a p l a y , 
w i t h the s p i r i t u a l a p p e a l of a p o e t i c a l l ego ry . 
A rare C h r i s t m a s b o o k . 

Illustrated. Cloth. 50 cents net. 
Leather in four different shades. S i . 0 0 net. 

B R O T H E R S — 
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Harper's Muua:lne for 1911 

" The Most Interesting Magazine in the World" 

H A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
F O R 1914 

The policy of Harper's Magazine may be summed up in a single 
word—intcrestingncss. This quality is the one and only one reason 
for the existence of any magazine. 
€fl In its short stories, its serials, its special articles, and its illus
trations this is the Magazine's first aim—to present something which 
is interesting—not something which you OUGHT to like, but some
thing which you DO like. 
C| A frw of its plans, which have already matured, are given here. 

A R N O L D B E N N E T T ' S N E W 

N O V E L 

" T h e P r i c e of L o v e " 
L - J E R E is a n o v e l of an abso lu te ly un ique 
*• * sort . I n the first i n s t a lmen t the reader 
is b r o u g h t face to face w i t h a n e x t r a o r d i n a r y 
s i t u a t i o n i n w h i c h a l l the p r i n c i p a l characters 
of the s t o r y are i n v o l v e d . T h e m y s t e r y be
comes m o r e baff l ing as the s to ry progresses, a n d 
no t u n t i l the final chap te rs is i t e luc ida ted . 
I t begins i n the D e c e m b e r n u mb er . T h e 
i l l u s t r a t i o n s i n co lor are b y C . E . C h a m b e r s . coPyri2ht, i°!2,byPirieMacD<maid 

B O O T H T A R K I N G T O N ' S 

N o v e l of A m e r i c a n L i f e 
TV TO w r i t e r of to -day k n o w s a n d p o r t r a y s A m e r i c a n life so v i v i d l y , so 
1 ^ t r u t h f u l l y , a n d w i t h such h u m o r as B o o t h T a r k i n g t o n . T h e scenes 
of h is n e w n o v e l are l a i d no t i n the great ci t ies of the E a s t , b u t i n his o w n 
c o u n t r y — t h e rea l A m e r i c a — t h e M i d d l e W e s t . T h i s r e m a r k a b l e s to ry 
w i l l f o l l ow M r . B e n n e t t ' s n o v e l . 

A N e w Ser ies of " O l d Ches t e r T a l e s " 

B y M A R G A R E T D E L A N D 
(~~\F a l l the famous stories w h i c h have appeared i n Harper's Magazine 
^ - ^ none h a v e t a k e n so s t rong a h o l d o n the affections of the p u b l i c as 
M r s . D e l a n d ' s " O l d Ches t e r T a l e s . " T h e s imp le announcemen t of the 
fact t ha t M r s . D e l a n d is w r i t i n g m o r e of these de l igh t fu l stories w i l l be of 
the greatest in teres t to a l l readers of the Magazine. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



24 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Harper's Magazine for 1914 

T h e S t o r y of a B o y 

B y H E N R Y V A N D Y K E 
I T H deep reverence a n d w i t h a l l h is w o n d e r f u l p o w e r of b r i n g i n g 

up before us the scenes a n d peoples of d a y s l o n g pas t , D r . V a n 
D y k e has w r i t t e n a s to ry of the b o y h o o d of C h r i s t w h i c h is d e s t i n e d t o 
become a classic tha t w i l l ' r a n k w i t h " T h e S t o r y of the O t h e r W i s e M a n . " 

w 

In A u s t r a l i a n B y - P a t h s 

B y N O R M A N D U N C A N 

NE A R L Y ten m o n t h s ago N o r m a n D u n c a n set ou t o n an i n t e r e s t i n g 
exped i t i on for Harper's Magazine. H e w e n t to d i s c o v e r A u s 

t r a l i a , a n d w i t h h i m went George H a r d i n g , the a r t i s t . H e saw an 
A u s t r a l i a tha t the casua l t r ave l e r w i l l neve r see, a n d the a r t i c les w h i c h 
he has w r i t t e n are of r e m a r k a b l e in teres t . 

C h a p t e r s from an A u t o b i o g r a p h y 

B y W . D . H O W E L L S 
""THE life of W i l l i a m D e a n H o w e l l s has been sca rce ly less t y p i c a l l y 

* A m e r i c a n t h a n tha t of M a r k T w a i n — a n d no less i n t e r e s t i n g . H e r e 
a n d there i n his books we have h a d g l impses of th i s l i fe , bu t , after a l l , 
they were o n l y g l impses . A t las t M r . H o w e l l s has consen ted to w r i t e 
for Harper's Magazine some chap te r s w h i c h are t r u l y a u t o b i o g r a p h i c a l , 
a n d i n t h e m we see h i m i n his mos t de l igh t fu l v e i n . 

D I P L O M A T I C D I A L O G U E S 

B y T H E H O N . D A V I D J A Y N E H I L L 

Fo rmer ly U . S. Ambassador to G e r m a n y 

C T A Y of our d i p l o m a t s have been g i f ted w i t h so graceful a pen as the 
H o n . D a v i d J a y n e H i l l , w h o has p repa red for Harper's Magazine 

some no tab le c o n t r i b u t i o n s o n d i p l o m a c y . T h e s e a r t i c les are w r i t t e n i n 
the fo rm of conversa t ions supposed to t ake p lace i n a c l u b a t the C a p i t a l . 
T h e resul t is a su rp r i s i ng ly c lear p resen ta t ion of some of the p r o b l e m s of 
our i n t e r n a t i o n a l re la t ions . 

m 

T H E W O N D E R L A N D O F S C I E N C E 
IX the field of science Harper's Magazine occupies a u n i q u e p o s i t i o n . 

I t is the one n o n - t e c h n i c a l m a g a z i n e for w h i c h the great m e n of the 
scientif ic w o r l d are w i l l i n g to wr i t e . I t has g i v e n to the w o r l d the f irs t 
accounts of m a n y of the mos t i m p o r t a n t sc ien t i f ic d i scover ies of o u r t i m e . 
T h e c o m i n g year promises a s t o u n d i n g reve la t ions . 
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U n p u b l i s h e d W r i t i n g s of M A R K T W A I N 
A M O N G the u n p u b l i s h e d m a n u s c r i p t s now in the hands of M a r k 

T w a i n ' s l i t e r a r y executors are some of cur ious interest . A l l of th is 
m a t e r i a l comes first to the edi tors of Harper's Magazine, and the best 
of these m a n u s c r i p t s — t h e mos t i n t e r e s t i n g — w i l l appear for the first t i m e 
i n Harper's Magazine. 

S i n g i n g T h r o u g h F r a n c e 

B y R I C H A R D L E G A L L I E N N E 
D R O Y E N C E is the l a n d of poets a n d p o e t r y — p e c u l i a r l y a l and fur a 

poet to w r i t e abou t . M r . R i c h a r d L e Ga l l i enne recent ly made a 
l o n g w a l k i n g t r i p t h r o u g h th is r o m a n t i c corner of F r a n c e a n d has w r i t t e n 
a n u m b e r of c h a r m i n g l y graceful a r t ic les desc r ip t ive of his j ou rney . 

T R A V E L B Y L A N D A N D S E A 
I T A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E is a w o r l d magaz ine i n other senses t han 
' * i ts u n i v e r s a l appea l . I t sends ou t i t s o w n expedi t ions to l i t t l e -
k n o w n corners of the w o r l d ; i t publ i shes i n each n u m b e r s t r i k i n g l y n o v e l 
a n d a l w a y s i n t e r e s t i ng a r t ic les of t r a v e l . I t br ings the w o r l d to i ts readers. 

T H E L E T T E R S O F A D I P L O M A T ' S W I F E 
j W I A D A M E D E H E G E R M A N N - L I N D E N -
i V A C R O N E , the a u t h o r of these letters, is 
the A m e r i c a n wife of the recen t ly r e t i r ed D a n i s h 
A m b a s s a d o r to G e r m a n y . T h r o u g h her let ters 
w e get a c h a r m i n g l y i n t i m a t e g l impse , no t o n l y 
of m a n y of o u r o w n great m e n , b u t of k i n g s a n d 
queens, p r inces a n d potenta tes , a n d the great 
a r t i s t s a n d m u s i c i a n s w i t h w h o m the w r i t e r has 
been o n te rms of f r i endsh ip . 

S H O R T S T O R I E S 
I T A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E pub l i shes more shor t stories than any other 
*• *• i l l u s t r a t e d m a g a z i n e i n the w o r l d . T h e r e are at least seven i n eve ry 
n u m b e r , a n d they represent the best w o r k of the great wr i t e r s of A m e r i c a 
a n d E n g l a n d . N o stor ies of such q u a l i t y , such h u m o r , s u c h d r a m a t i c 
p o w e r c a n be f o u n d elsewhere, for i t is to Harper's tha t the great wr i t e r s 
c o m e first w i t h the i r best w o r k . A few of those w h o w i l l c o n t r i b u t e are 
W . D . H o w e l l s , M a r g a r e t D e l a n d , H e n r y v a n D y k e , P e r c e v a l G i b b o n , 
A l i c e B r o w n , M a r y E . W i l k i n s , K a t h a r i n e F u l l e r t o n G e r o u l d , J a m e s 
O p p e n h e i m , M a r g a r e t C a m e r o n , Susan K e a t i n g G l a s p e l l , C o r n e l i a A . P . 
C o m e r , A . S. M . H u t c h i n s o n , M a y S i n c l a i r , J o s e p h C o n r a d , E l i z a b e t h 
R o b i n s , M e r e d i t h N i c h o l s o n , G e o r g i a W o o d P a n g b o r n , G e o r g S c h o c k , 
M a r i e M a n n i n g , E l i z a b e t h J o r d a n . J a m e s B. C o n n o l l y , M a r g a r i t a S p a l d i n g 
G e r r y , etc. 

oe < i v i s 
J J A COI ' i 

H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S , N E W Y O R K $4 .00 
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N E W 
B O O K S H O U G H T O N 

BIOGRAPHY 
L E T T E R S O F C H A R L E S E L I O T N O R T O N . W i t h b i o g r a p h i c a l c o m 

m e n t b y S a r a N o r t o n a n d M . A . D e W o l f e H o w e . 
I l lus t ra ted. 2 vols . S3.00 net. Car r iage 44 cents. 

L E T T E R S A N D R E C O L L E C T I O N S O F A L E X A N D E R A G A S S I Z . B y G e o r g e R . Agass iz . 
I l lus t ra ted . S3.50 net. B y m a i l S3.71. 

T H E M E M O I R S O F L I H U N G C H A N G . W i t h a n I n t r o d u c t i o n b y H o n . J o h n W . Foster . 

Frontispiece portrai t in photogravure. S3.00 net. B y m a i l S3.17. 

H A W T H O R N E A N D H I S P U B L I S H E R . B y C a r o l i n e T i c k n o r . 
I l lustrated. S3.00 net. B y m a i l S3.16. 

A C O N F E D E R A T E G I R L ' S D I A R Y . B y S a r a h M o r g a n D a w s o n . 
I l lustrated. S2.00 net. B y ma i l S2.15. 

T H E L I F E O F J O H N B R I G H T . B y G . M . T r e v e l y a n . 
I l lustrated. S4.50 net. B y ma i l S4.6S. 

P E R S O N A L R E C O L L E C T I O N S O F V I N C E N T V A N G O G H . B y E l i s a b e t h D u Quesne 
V a n G o g h . T r a n s l a t e d by K a t h e r i n e S. D r e i e r . I l lus t ra ted . S i . 7 3 net. B y m a i l $1.87. 

ILLUSTRATED 
T H E C O U N T R Y O F S I R W A L T E R S C O T T . B y C h a r l e s S. O l c o t t . 

60 i l lustrat ions. Boxed . S3.00 net. B y m a i l S3.23. 
P I C T U R E S Q U E N E W Z E A L A N D . B y P a u l G o o d i n g . 

5S il lustrations. Boxed . S3.50 net. B y m a i l S3.72. 
T H E C A R O L I N A M O U N T A I N S . B y M a r g a r e t W . M o r l e y . 

F u l l y i l lustrated. Boxed . S3.00 net. B y m a i l S3.21. 

T H E C O N F E S S I O N S O F A D E B U T A N T E . A n o n y m o u s . 
30 i l lustrations by R . M . Crosby . B o x e d . S i . 0 0 net. B y m a i l S i . 1 2 . 

T H E R U S S I A N B A L L E T . T e x t b y A . E . J o h n s o n . 
Beaut i fu l ly i l lustrated by R e n e B u l l . Boxed . S7.50 net. Car r iage 37 cents. 

S C O T T ' S I V A N H O E . 16 full-page i l lustrat ions in color by E . B o y d S m i t h . B o x e d . $2.50net. 
B v mai l S2.73. 

FICTION 
H A G A R . B y M a r y J o h n s t o n . S i . 4 0 net. B y m a i l $1.54. 

T H E S T O R Y O F W A I T S T I L L B A X T E R . B y K a t e D o u g l a s W i g g i n . 
I l lustrated in color. S i . 3 0 net. B y ma i l S1.44. 

O T H E R W I S E P H Y L L I S . B y M e r e d i t h N i c h o l s o n . 
Frontispiece by Gibson . S i .35 net. B y m a i l S1.4S. 

H A P P Y - G O - L U C K Y . B y I a n H a y . 
I l lustrated i n color by C . E . Brock . S i . 25 net. B y m a i l S i . 3 7 . 

N O V E M B E R J O E . B y H e s k e t h P r i c h a r d . I l lus t ra ted . S i . 2 5 net. B y ma i l S1.37. 

V A L E N T I N E . B y G r a n t R i c h a r d s . S i . 35 net. B y mai l S i . 4 6 . 

HISTORY 
B U L L R U N : I T S S T R A T E G Y A N D T A C T I C S . B y R . M . J o h n s t o n . 

W i t h maps. S2.50 net. B y m a i l S2.67. 

G R E E K I M P E R I A L I S M . B y W i l l i a m S c o t t F e r g u s o n . 
S2.00 net. B y mai l S2.15. 

Illustrated Holiday Bulletin describing the above 

H O U G H T O N M I F F L I N C O . , 4 P a r k S t r e e t , 
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M I F F L I N C O . N E W 
B O O K S 

mai l 
B y 

JUVENILE 
B A L L A D S O F T H E B E - B A - B O E S . B y D . K . S t e v e n s . 

I l lus t ra ted . $1.50 net. B y mai l S i . 6 6 . 

A B O O K O F F A I R Y - T A L E B E A R S . B y C l i f t o n J o h n s o n . 
I l lus t ra ted . 75 cents net. B y mai l 83 cents. 

T H E B O Y E D I T O R . B y W i n i f r e d K i r k l a n d . I l lustrated. $1.00 net. By 

T H E G O L D E N D O G . B y C l a r a L o u i s e B u r n h a m . I l lustrated. $1.00 net 

T H E H O U S E W I T H T H E S I L Y E R D O O R . B y E v a M a r c h T a p p a n . 

I l lus t ra ted . S1.00 net. B y mai l S i . 1 0 . 

T H E I R I S H T W I N S . B y L u c y F i t c h P e r k i n s . I l lustrated. S1.00 net. B y ma 

L I T T L E G I R L B L U E P L A Y S " I S P Y . " B y J o s e p h i n e S c r i b n e r G a t e s . 
I l lus t ra ted in color. 50 cents net. B y m a i l 55 cents. 

T H E M A N W I T H T H E I R O N H A N D . B y J o h n C . P a r i s h . 
I l lus t ra ted . Si..25 net. B y mai l S i . 3 6 . 

T H E R A I L R O A D B O O K . B y E . B o y d S m i t h . 
I l lus t ra ted in color and line by the author. S i . 5 0 net. B y mail S1.65. 

T H E Q U E S T O F T H E F I S H - D O G S K I N . B y J a m e s W . S c h u l t z . 
I l lus t ra ted. $1.25 net. B y mai l $1.37. 

T H E Y O U N G S H A R P S H O O T E R . B y E v e r e t t T . T o m l i n s o n . I l lustrated. 
W O N D E R F U L E S C A P E S B Y A M E R I C A N S . B y W i l l i a m S t o n e B o o t h . 

I l lus t ra ted . B o x e d . S2.00 net. B y mai l S2.19. 

$1.09. 

mai l S i . 0 9 . 

1 S i . 1 6 . 

B y ma i l S i . 5 0 . 

USEFUL 
T H E H E A L T H M A S T E R . B y S a m u e l H o p k i n s A d a m s . S1.35 net. B y mai l S i . 4 7 . 
A U C T I O N D E Y E L O P M E N T S . B y M i l t o n C . W o r k . S i . 5 0 net. B y mai l S i . 64 . 
T H E H O U S E K E E P E R ' S H A N D Y - B O O K . B y L u c i a M i l l e t B a x t e r . 

I l lus t ra ted . S i . 0 0 net. B y mai l S i . 1 1 . 
S T O R Y - T E L L I N G P O E M S . E d i t e d b y F r a n c e s J e n k i n s O l c o t t . 

S i . 25 net. B y mai l S i . 3 6 . 
T H E G R E A T E S T B O O K S I N T H E W O R L D . B y L a u r a S p e n c e r P o r t o r . 

S i . 2 5 net. B y mai l S i . 3 7 . 

ESSAYS AND LITERATURE 
E M E R S O N ' S J O U R N A L S C O M P L E T E . B y h i s S o n a n d G r a n d s o n . 

10 vols . I l lus t ra ted . S i . 75 net a v o l . B y m a i l S i . 88 . 

O U R C O M M O N R O A D . B y A g n e s E d w a r d s . S i . 0 0 net. B y m a i l S i . 0 6 . 

D A N D I E S A N D M E N O F L E T T E R S . B y L e o n I I . V i n c e n t . 

I l lus t ra ted . $3.00 net. B y mai l $3.20. 
T H E S U M M I T O F T H E Y E A R S . B y J o h n B u r r o u g h s . S i . 15 net. B y mai l S i . 26 . 

POETRY 
T H E W O L F O F G U B B I O . B y J o s e p h i n e P r e s t o n P e a b o d y . 

$1.10 net. B y m a i l S i . 1 8 . 
T H E L I T T L E B O O K O F M O D E R N V E R S E . B y Jes s i e B . R i t t e n h o u s e . 

$1.00 net. B y mai l S i . 0 7 . 

and many other books sent FREE on request. 

B o s t o n , o r 1 6 E a s t 4 0 t h S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k 
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HA R P E R ' S B A Z A R , the oldest 
journal of fashions in A m e r i c a , 
has ever been the mentor of cor

rect attire for stylish women. 

T h e Bazar renders to its readers a 
fashion service of the most superior qual
ity. Poiret, Dr ian , Baskt, the designers 
to whom Paris goes for its piquant 
modes, are bound by a contract to sup
ply their delightful creations to Harper ' s 
Bazar. 

Page after page of beautiful photo
graphs and sketches show the final de
velopments in dressmaking art. 

Just imagine what keeping in close 
touch wi th these matters wi l l mean to 
you. Just imagine of what value these 
authentic styles wi l l be when you choose 
your next gown. Y o u cannot be in error 
if you have the Bazar to guide you. 

Fashions, ultra-modern and absolutely 
exclusive, society news, r ich illustrations. 

Harper 's Bazar and quality are synonyms, 
you would k n o w what the wor ld of fash 

ion is doing, if you wish to be smartly 
gowned, you should not try 

to get along without 
this de luxe pictorial. 

Sign the coupon now. 

H a r p e r ' s B a z a r 
119 West 40th St . , N e w Y o r k C i t 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



SCRIBNER'S .MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 29 

The W A Y of AMBITION 
B y R O B E R T H I C H E N S . A u t h o r o f " T h e G a r d e n o l A l l a h . " e t c . 

A new sort of Hichcns novel—pleasing and idealistic as well as dramatic and strong. A young 
composer cares for nothing but his art. His wife struggles for his outward success. The intense de
velopments in London and New York, and in the beautiful "Garden of A l l a h " country sound the deep 
places in emotion and character, and make a novel of tine significance. " We cannot fail to be moved by it, 
to be impressed by it. to profit by it."—Boslun Transcript. " One of the very best novels of recent years."—.V. Y. Uerald. 

Illustrated. $1.3$ net; postpaid $1.48 

T H E 

H E A R T 

o f t h e D E S E R T 

B y H O N O K H W I L L S I E 

The warm fascination of the 
empty desert silences — the 
health-giving beauty of the 
wild Arizona solitudes — Mrs . 
Willsie makes us feel these 
through and through. " The 
tale abounds in stirring, dra
matic episodes," says the 
Philadelphia Xorlh American. 
" B u t the profound influence of 
the vast wilderness is its real 
theme." It makes a woman 
out of a complicated overcivi-
lized girl of the city. 
M r s . Willsie wrote this novel 
in the midst of the desert she 
describes. I t is a wonderful 
love story — in a wonderful 
setting. 

$1.25 net; postpaid $1.37 

T h e S O U L 

o f M E L I C E N T 
J A M E S B R A N C H C A B E L L 
A beautiful story of mediaeval love— 
utterly romantic. With illustrations 
in color by Howard Pyle. 

S/.JO net; postpaid $1.65 

T h e M A X I M S 
o f N O A H 

By G E L E T T B U R G E S S 
Maxims in regard to women like those 
in " Maxims of Methuselah," in Mr. 
liurgess's popular and witty style. 
Illustrated in color by Louis Fa richer. 

j6wot net 80c. ; postpaid 8jc, 

C O L L E C T E D 

P O E M S 

B y A L F R E D 

N O Y E S 

A l l M r . Xoyes has done up to 
the date of publication, intlud-
ing "The Flower of Old Japan," 
" F o r t y Singing Seamen," 
"The Forest of Wi ld Thyme," 
"Drake , " "The Enchanted 
Island," "Sherwood," "Tales 
of theMcrmaidTavern,""New 
Poems," etc. Professor Wool-
sey of Yale said last June : 
" M r . Xoyes has won the ap
proval of the critics and, what 
is more, the ear and^thc heart 
of all who read his tongue." 
The poems have been here re
vised and edited by M r . Noyes 
himself. Two beautiful vol
umes of about 450 pages each, 
gilt top, portrait frontispiece. 

$3.00 net; postpaid $3.26 

S U S E T T E — A R O M A N C E O F T W O Y O U N G P E O P L E 

By DION C L A Y T O N CAI T H K O F . Author of " St O u i n , " nr. 

M r . Calthrop, a disciple of William J . Locke, has written a whimsical romance. It 
tells of a man and a girl on a desert island—but the island has a house with mod
ern conveniences, and a yacht brings supplies every few months ! Susette is 
full of smiles and temper. Who would not be so marooned ? 

$1.25 net; postpaid $1-37 

Publishers FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York 
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T R e B r i g h t S i d e 
of L i f e ^ 

ORGANIZED GAMES 

INSPIRATION 

T h r o u g h ^ ^ C R E j i o N 

O u t d o o r W o r l d 
cV R E C R E A T I O N 

Edited' htj Caspar Whitney 

Americas Representative Outdoor Magazine 
L i k e a g r e a t a n d k i n d l y b e a c o n s h o w i n g t h e w a y , a 

| m a g a z i n e t h a t f l a s h e s t h e k e e n e s t l i g h t u p o n t h e j o y s 
o f t h e o p e n t h a t m a k e l i f e s o w e l l w o r t h w h i l e . 

IT G U I D E S Y O U S A F E L Y t o 
G O O D T I M E S , G O O D C O M R A D E S , G O O D H E A L T H , 

I N F O R M A T I O N 

FAIR PLAY, CLEAN 
5PORT.PR0TECTI0N 

OF WILD LIFE 

Outdoor World 
%• RECREATION 

A F U L L B R I G H T L I F E 

A m a g a z i n e w i t h a n e w n o t e , a n e w t o n e , m a d e b y m e n 
o l d i n h i g h - c l a s s m a g a z i n e m a k i n g ; n o n - t e c h n i c a l , of 
genera l a p p e a l , s t r o n g of p u r p o s e , f o c u s i n g a l l t h e 
forces w o r k i n g for w i l d l i f e p r o t e c t i o n . 
The livest of timely reading, inspiring, enlightening, author- / 

itative, by the best-known writers. Super bly illustrated / / V OUTDOOR 
with up-to-the-minute photo-pictures; cover designs / "̂ C- "WORLD PUB, 
in full colors from paintings by famous artists. / ^ COMPANY 

25 C E N T S A C O P Y - $ 2 . 5 0 A Y E A R / ° «•» nuane st, 
/ New York N Y 

GET T H E DECEMBER N U M B E R and be con
vinced that you want it regularly. , ^ p i e a £ e s e n d 

"Just to get acquainted" we are pleased to / Cj OUTDOOR WORLD AND 
.e you a special offer of a six months' R E C R E A T I O N for six 

/ ."S- months for $1.00 enclosed to: 1 he attached coupon entitles you / Cm 
to this special low rate, and must 
be sent direct to us together with 
your remittance. 

O U T D O O R W O R L D 
P U B L I S H I N G C O . 

Name 

Address 
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Authorship 
Some of these books are translations 

of authoritative works; some are classics 
of literature, and others are by the best-
known writers on the subjects. 

Photogravure Illustrations 
Every copy is profusely illustrated 

with photogravure plates which faith
fully reproduce theoriginaiintheexquis-
ite finish|of a steel engraving. The travel 
volumes also contain maps. 

Presswork and Binding 
Printed in large clear type on special 

ivory-finish paper. Bound in Silk Cloth, 
with rich gold decorations, gilt tops, silk 
markers, and cloth slip covers, in the best 
Italian style. Each volume or Eet is in a 
cloth bos to match. Each single book 
or set is also issued in a more expensive 
Three-Quarters or Full Crushed Morocco 
binding, handsomely tooled. A Special 
DeLuseEdition of certain titles is offered. 

Uniform Size 
Sixty-four volumes are published in 

this sumptuous stvle. uniform in size, 
but with the differences in detail of 
design which recommend them to the 
connoisseur. 
Single Volumes, $3.CO 

Two Volume Sets, $5.00 

Unsurpassed for Holiday Gifts 
W I N S T O N 

P h o t o g r a v u r e 
I l lus t ra ted B o o k s 
T h e s e e x q u i s i t e v o l u m e s w i l l a p p e a l t o t he m o s t fas

t i d ious b o o k l o v e r . T h e y i n c l u d e mas t e rp i ece s of 
l i t e r a t u r e , c l a s s i c s o f h i s t o r y , a n d s t a n d a r d w o r k s of 
t r a v e l a n d d e s c r i p t i o n . T h e series t a k e s i t s n a m e f r o m 
t h e s u m p t u o u s p h o t o g r a v u r e p l a t e s w i t h w h i c h e a c h 
v o l u m e i s l a v i s h l y i l l u s t r a t e d . I n e v e r y r e spec t m e 
c h a n i c a l p e r f e c t i o n has been o u r a i m , w i t h t he r e s u l t t h a t 
these b o o k s h a v e g a i n e d a w i d e r e p u t a t i o n as b e i n g 
a m o n g t h e h a n d s o m e s t m a d e i n E u r o p e o r A m e r i c a . 

J U S T P U B L I S H E D 

French Canada and the St. Lawrence 
Historical—Picturesque—Descriptive 

BY J . CASTELL HOPKINS, F.S.S. 

Th i s , the latest, volume i n the Winston Photogravure Series 
treats of one of the most romantic and picturesque regions in 
the world. N o t only is the scenery of the most alluring type, 
but the story is one of the most fascinating in history. The 
French Seigneurs, the Indians, the Bri t ish Conquerors on the 
Plains of Abraham, the French habitant in his woodland haunts, 
the rivermen, beautiful Montreal , quaint old Quebec, Acadia, 
and the land of Evangeline are pictured i n these pages in flowing 
narrative, i l lustrated wi th twenty-five magnificent photogravures. 
B o u n d i n S i l k C l o t h , h a n d s o m e l y s t a m p e d i n g o l d . $3.00. 

Thirty-six Subjects—Sixty-four Volumes 
The following wide variety of subjects affords the selection of a 

single volume or set to suit the taste of any ind iv idua l . 
LITERARY 

Carlyle's French 
Revolution 

Tales from 
Shakespeare 

Lorna Doone 

Romola 

Tom Brown's 
School Days 

Hyperion 

TRAVEL AND DESCRIPTION 
French Canada 
America's Insular 

Possessions 
Washington 
France 
India 
America 
Spain 
Morocco 
England 
Scotland 
Paris 
Greece 
Venice 

The Mediterranea 
Japan 
The Philippines 
Russia 
Switzerland 
Vienna 
Holland 
Constantinople 
The Rhine 
London 
Palestine 
Rome 
Florence 
Ireland 

HISTORICAL 
Some Colonial 
Mansions and 
Those Who 
Lived in Them 

Wits and 
Beaux of 
Society 

Queens of 
Society 

A s k Y o u r B o o k s e l l e r F o r T h e s e B o o k s 
Illustrated Brochure Mailed on Request 

T H E J O H N C . W I N S T O N C O M P A N Y P U B L , s p H

H

E

n

s

A PHILADELPHIA 
mm 
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C h o o s e ye w h i c h ? 
A N A L Y Z E D A N D P A R S E D 

B Y A M A X W H O K N O W S T H E G R A M M A R 

and geography and arithmetic ot 

M A G A Z I N E C I R C U L A T I O N 

S t o r y M a g a z i n e S e r i o u s M a g a z i n e 

Subscription Census of One Hundred Subscription Census of One Hundred 
actual average buyers of a popular actual average buyers of a weekly journal 
story magazine bought on the monthly paid for in advance at Three Dollars a 
installment plan at fifteen cents a month. year and mailed direct to the homes. 

27 Salesgirls in Shops 12 Merchants 
15 H i g h School Students 10 Manufacturers 

8 College Students 8 Bankers 
5 Stenographers 6 Lawyers 

12 Young M e n in Offices 4 Doctors 
2 Treasurers of Corporations 16 Members of Women ' s Clubs 
2 Officers of Banks 4 Clergymen 
1 Manufacturer 3 Insurance Officials 
1 Merchant 5 Rai lway Officials 
1 Clergyman 3 College Professors 
3 Teachers 2 Architects 
1 Engineer 2 Engineers 
2 Lawyers 3 Theat r ica l Managers 
1 Doctor 6 M e n in Po l i t i ca l L i fe 
4 Art is ts 3 Social Betterment W o r k e r s 
7 Commercial Travelers 2 Art is ts 
1 Real Estate Agent 3 Authors and E d i t o r s 
1 M a n in Pol i t ica l Life 4 General Managers 
2 Rai lway Employees 3 Farmers 
4 L'nemployed I Mine Operator 

100 100 

C i r c u l a t i o n isn ' t e v e r y t h i n g ; i t i sn ' t o n e - h a l f o f eve rv -
t h i n g . W ho reads the m a g a z i n e : H a v e t h e y m o n e y 
to spend? H a v e they in f luence i n t h e i r c o m m u n i t y ? 
C i r c u l a t i o n s h o u l d be w e i g h e d , not c o u n t e d , and 
the p r ice per page s h o u l d be based o n the w e i g h t . 

N o t e . The Ol'TLOOKwas the "serious" 
magazine chosen for this circulation test. 

T h e O u t l o o k Company , 287 Four th Avenue, N e w Y o r k 
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Closing of the 
Subscription 
Lists 
Y O U W I L L P A Y $ 2 9 . 0 0 L E S S 

f o r t h e n e w E n c y c l o p a e d i a B r i -

t a n n i c a i f y o u s u b s c r i b e a t o n c e 

t h a n y o u w i l l h a v e t o p a y i f y o u 

d e l a y . 

T H E D I R E C T S A L E t o t h e p u b l i c 

i s a b o u t t o b e t e r m i n a t e d , t h e 

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

m e n t s y s t e m a b o l i s h e d , a n d t h e 

w o r k w i l l t h e n b e s o l d o n l y 

t h r o u g h a g e n t s a n d b o o k s e l l e r s 

f o r c a s h . 

T H E D I F F E R E N C E t o y o u w i l l b e 

a n i n c r e a s e i n p r i c e o f $ 2 9 . 0 0 t o 

$ 5 0 . 0 0 a s e t , a c c o r d i n g t o b i n d 

i n g , a n d a n i m m e d i a t e o u t l a y o f 

t h e f u l l c a s h p r i c e i n s t e a d o f 

o n l y $ 5 . 0 0 . 

W H Y T H E P R I C E 
Y o u may think that it would suit you better to 

take your own time about subscribing for the 
Encyclopaedia Britannica, and may wonder why 
the sale at the present prices should not be con
tinued indefinitely. 

D o not forget that, from the first, every advertise
ment of the new edition has stated that the current 
prices were "temporary." and that the book would 
ultimately be sold at $7.50 per volume, the stan
dard price at which previous editions were pub
lished. 

The increase from $4.75 to $5.75 a volume now 
announced will be followed by a further increase 
to $7.50. Y o u cannot, therefore, think that you 
have a legitimate grievance because you have looked 
upon $4.75 a volume as a permanent price. 

Furthermore, you never would have had the 
chance you now have to get the book at $4. 75 if it 
had not been that the sale, from the beginning, was 

N o m o r e m o n t h l y p a y m e n t s . 

I n c r e a s e i n p r i c e o f $ 2 9 . 0 0 . 

T h e E n d o f a 
G r e a t O f f e r 
T h e E l e v e n t h E d i t i o n o f t h e E n c y c l o 

p a e d i a B r i t a n n i c a , p u b l i s h e d b y t h e 
C a m b r i d g e U n i v e r s i t y P r e s s , of E n g 
l a n d , h a s n o w b e e n w i d e l y d i s t r i b u t e d 
i n a l l p a r t s o f t h e w o r l d , 54 ,725 se ts 
h a v i n g b e e n s o l d t o O c t o b e r 2 5 . 

T h e o r i g i n a l p l a n , as a n n o u n c e d f r o m 
t h e first, w a s t o g i v e w i d e s p r e a d p u b 
l i c i t y t o t h e offer o f t h e w o r k a t v e r y 
l o w p r i c e s a n d o n e x c e p t i o n a l l y e a s y 
t e r m s w h e n i t w a s f r e sh f r o m e d i t o r s 
a n d c o n t r i b u t o r s . A r a p i d sa le u n d e r 
these c o n d i t i o n s w a s r e g a r d e d as t h e 
bes t w a y t o p o p u l a r i s e t h e g r e a t l i b r a r y 
of u n i v e r s a l r e fe rence a n d t o e s t a b l i s h 
i t s r e p u t a t i o n firmly. 

N o w t h a t t h i s h a s b e e n d o n e , a c o n t i n u 
o u s b u t s l o w e r sa le a t t h e h i g h e r p r i c e s , 
f o r c a s h , t h r o u g h a g e n t s a n d b o o k s e l l e r s 
o n l y , w i l l b e m o r e p r o f i t a b l e a n d less 
t r o u b l e s o m e , f r o m e v e r y p o i n t o f v i e w . 

F o r m a l a n n o u n c e m e n t i s t h e r e f o r e m a d e 
of t h e t e r m i n a t i o n o f t h e sa le a t t h e 
p r e s e n t l o w p r i c e s a n d u n d e r p r e s e n t 
c o n d i t i o n s . I n E n g l a n d t h e s a l e w i l l 
b e c l o s e d o n D e c e m b e r 2 0 , a n d i n t h e 
U n i t e d S t a t e s a n d C a n a d a v e r y s h o r t l y 
t h e r e a f t e r . 

M U S T B E R A I S E D 
based upon the theory of a low Price and convenient 
terms to early buyers and a substantial profit from 
later buyers at a higher price. 

T H E P R E S E N T P R I C E C O U L D 

N O T B E P E R M A N E N T 

Look at the figures in the case as you would look 
at any figures in connection with your own business. 
The preparation of the 11th edition cost $1,500,000 
before a copy of it was printed for sale. Fourteen 
or fifteen years of continuous sale is as much as 
can be counted upon in the case of any one edition; 
and during that time the purchasers of the book 
must share among them the payment of that 
$1,500,000 in addition to paying the manufactur
ing and selling costs and a profit fairly commensu
rate with the risk of such a large capital. 

A N ORDER FORM WITH PRESENT LOW PRICES WILL EE FOUND ON THE LAST PAGE OF THIS NOTICE 
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N O M O R E M O N T H L Y P A Y M E N T S . A R A D I C A L C H A N G E 

It would be absolutely impossible to make such 
a book and get back the plant cost from a sale at 
$4.75 a volume. Library editions of non-copy
right standard authors, on which there is no plant 
cost at all for manuscript, are invariably sold for 
more than that, and are printed on much cheaper 
paper, are much less richly bound, and are much 
less costly in every way to manufacture. Each 
volume of the Encyclopaedia Britannica contains 
more matter and more illustrations than 15 books 
of ordinary size. And it is, by universal consent, 
the "handsomest book in the world," the "acme 
of perfection in book-making," apart from the 
value of its contents. 

P R E - A R R A N G E D " P E R I O D S " 

O F S A L E 

On the other hand, to have fixed the price at $7.50 
a volume from the beginning, while it would have 
paid a good profit, yet it would have meant a 
comparatively slow sale for the book. Its value 
to readers in general would not have been as fully 
recognised as it is to-day for at least five or six 
years to come, and therefore the object of the pub
lishers—to make the work widely known and con
stantly used by a great many people—would have 
been defeated. 

The plan of sale that was adopted—the plan by 
which you can to-day get the Encyclopaedia B r i 
tannica at less than a fair price for such a book— 
was to divide the distribution of the book into 
two distinct periods: first, a rapid sale at a low 
price direct to the public, then a slow but steady 
sale at a higher price through agents and book
sellers. 

The first of these periods, now nearly at an end, 
has already justified the expectation that the new 
edition would have a large sale, which would 
firmly establish its reputation as the greatest work 
of reference and practical information. 

It may seem to you that there is one weakness 
in such a plan of sale: that the public would be 
shrewd enough and alert enough to do all the buy
ing before the change came, and that afterwards 
there would be no demand. 

But how about your own case? Y o u knew, when 
you did not secure the book as soon as its issue 
was announced, that you were running some risk 
of losing the opportunity. You have not yet 
bought it, or you would not be reading this adver
tisement. 

Perhaps you w i l l sign the order form to-day, 
or you may continue to put the matter off, and 
you may finally purchase under less favorable con
ditions. If you had made your purchase last sum
mer, you would have had the use of the work 
during the last three or four months, so that you 
have already lost something by your failure to act. 
And thousands of people will fail to act, until the 
low prices have ceased to exist. 

W I L L Y O U D E L A Y — O R W I L L 

Y O U A C T ? 

This description of the p lan of sale has enabled 
you to see that the present offer could not be made 
if all those who are sure to buy the book ulti
mately were to accept the offer now. This very 
advertisement is printed with the expectation that 
the warning i t gives wi l l be neglected by thousands 
of those to whom it is addressed. Otherwise 
it would forestall the sale of the book for some time 
to come. But an essential part of the plan of sale 
is the belief that while these closing advertisements 
will induce many thousands to buy, i t wil l move 
many more thousands only half-way towards the 
point of buying the book. 

If you have got that far, i f you have made up 
your mind that it would be best for you to buy the 
Encyclopaedia Britannica now, there is not much 
probability that you wil l fail to buy i t in the long 
run, even if you wait until i t has become much 
less easy so to do. 

" C O N D I T I O N A L P U R C H A S E " 

Before i t is too late to buy it on the present terms, 
you can ascertain, by actual experiment, how use
ful it will be to you. 

I t may be that the question in your mind, as you 
consider the purchase of the new Encyclopaedia 
Britannica, is a question about yourself, rather 
than about the work. Y o u may say: " I know 
that i t is an admirable book, but shall I really use 
it if I buy it ? " 

Under ordinary circumstances, that question might 
be left to answer itself. B u t a way is now pro
vided by which you can answer that question 
yourself, and answer i t decisively. This is by an 
actual examination of the volumes themselves, 
putting them to any test you may choose. You 
will then discover whether the new Encyclopaedia 
Britannica will be as useful and as attractive to 
you as i t is to thousands of others. The question 
is one which you ought to settle at once, in order 
that if you do purchase you may do so before the 
price is increased and the monthly payment sys
tem discontinued. 

I t has been arranged that a limited number of copies 
may be " conditionally " purchased. 

A L I M I T E D O F F E R 

The subscriber under this arrangement wil l be at 
liberty to return the volumes and the bookcase after 
10 days' use, and to claim a refund of $3.75 from 
the $5.00 sent with his order, the difference to 
be applied to return freight charges. 

This special privilege can be secured only for the 
present, and only by endorsing the order form 
with the words "Conditional Purchase." To this 
rule no exception can be made, as i t is essential 
that the copies supplied on these terms should be 
carefully noted, and should bear but a small pro
portion to the total number of copies now ready 
for immediate delivery. Those who have already 
made up their minds cannot be kept waiting in 
order that a special facility should be accorded to 
those who are still hesitating. 

J 



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

the ideal christmas Present1 

G J ^ I n t e n d i n g p u r c h a s e r s w h o d e s i r e d e l i v e r y b y D e c . 2 4 t h a r e r e 
q u e s t e d t o m a k e E A R L Y U S E o f t h e O r d e r F o r m o n t h e n e x t p a g e 

FO R m a n y reasons i t is na tu r a l tha t the new edi t ion of the E n c y c l o 
paedia B r i t a n n i c a , i n the compac t and a t t rac t ive fo rm of the I n d i a 
paper impress ion, shou ld c o m m e n d itself as a C h r i s t m a s present— 

or t ha t the season of b u y i n g a n d g i v i n g presents should be made an appro
pr ia te occasion of c a r r y i n g ou t a n in ten t ion of acqu i r ing the great work . 

I N T H E H O U S E I t i s . f o r o n c t h i n g , s u c h a pos se s s ion as a p p e a l s t o A L L t h e m e m b e r s 
o f a h o u s e h o l d t o w h i c h i t is i n t r o d u c e d . I t m a y be g i v e n , fo r i n 

s t a n c e , as t h e p a r t i c u l a r p r o p e r t y o f o n e a m o n g t h e e l d e r m e m b e r s o f a f a m i l y , b u t t h e 
y o u n g p e o p l e w i l l h a v e t h e i r s h a r e o f i t . I n d e e d , t o j u d g e f r o m t h e l e t t e r s w h i c h h a v e b e e n 
r e c e i v e d b y t h e p u b l i s h e r s , t h e a t t r a c t i o n a n d v a l u e of t h e w o r k a re p a r t i c u l a r l y a p p r e c i 
ab le w h e r e v e r t h e r e a re young people a t h a n d . T h o s e w h o h a v e p u r c h a s e d the b o o k f o r t h e i r 
o w n use f i n d a n a d d e d p l e a s u r e i n t h e r e a d i n e s s w i t h w h i c h t h e i r c h i l d r e n t a k e t o r e a d i n g 
a n d c o n s u l t i n g i t ; w h i l e o t h e r s , w h o h a v e m a d e t h e p u r c h a s e f o r t h e s a k e o f t h e i r c h i l d 
r e n , e x p r e s s t h e m s e l v e s as v e r y s e n s i b l e , a l s o , o f t h e s e r v i c e i t r e n d e r s i n t h e i r o w n case . 

" / bought two copies for the benefit of my two sets of grandchildren" wrote Dr. C. 
W. Eliot, President Emeritus of Harvard. "I find them altogether admirable, and 
my grandchildren, who are at the most inquisitive ages, are of the same opinion. " 

A t t h e P r e s e n t P r i c e t h e C h e a p e s t B o o k e v e r P u b l i s h e d 
The new edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica. 

with its 41 million words, equals in contents 440 vol
umes of ordinary octavo size, each containing 400 
pages, with '250 words to the page. 

If some of these books co»t SI.50, some§2.00, and 
some So.00, and if $2.50 were taken as the average 
price, the total cost of the collection would be $1,100, 
more than 7 times the present price of the Encyclo
paedia Britannica, yet no such collection— 
nor of double that number—would approach 
in usefulness to the complete library afforded 
by this new edition. 

In respect of the great value received for the 
price paid, the new edition of the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica is comparable only to other editions 
of the same work—and at its present price, the 
new edition costs $3.00 a volume less than did 
the 9th edition, which was published at $7.50 a 
volume. Even when the present price is increased 
by $29, therefore, the new edition will still cost 
much less than the standard price charged for 
the 9th edition, although there are fully 300,000 
words more to the volume in the new edition. 

The new Encyclopaedia Britannica is a vast 
storehouse of human thought, learning and 
achievement, by the greatest authorities. The 
purchaser obtains not a mere work of reference 
for occasional consultation, but a complete l i 
brary for practical use and constant reading. It 
is as if ha were purchasing between 400 and 500 
selected volumes of the utmost interest and use
fulness, volumes that take theplaceof other books 
such as he might buy—with this great difference, 
that he pays about one-seventh of the amount 
he would spend were he buying separate books. 

Thus the reader who, for example, buys, on 
an average, say, thirty books in the year, may 

fairly regard himself as doing 10 years' book-buying 
when he subscribes forthe new Encyclopaedia Britan
nica—1G years' book-buying at a seventh of the ordi
nary cost—and he obtains the whole of his books at 
once, for an immediate outlay of— 

O n l y $5 .00 

T ^ H E Encyclopaedia Britannica, 11th Edition, is 
I copyright in all countries subscribing to the 

Bern Convention by the Chancellor, Masters and 
Scholars of the University of Cambridge, England. 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

ABSOLUTE TERMINATION 
O f t h e sa le of t h e N e w E N C Y C L O P A E D I A B R I T A N N I C A — 1 1 t h E d i t i o n , 29 
v o l u m e s ( p u b l i s h e d b y t h e C a m b r i d g e U n i v e r s i t y P r e s s o f E n g l a n d ) . 

F O R A S H O R T T I M E , The present offer: per volume, $4.75. The Complete Set—29 
volumes, delivered for a first payment of only $5.00. Sold Direct to trie P u b l i c 

A F T E R T H I S S A L E , S5.75 a volume. Fu l l payment in cash. N o more Monthly 
Payments. Through Agents and Booksellers only. 

I N D I A P A P E R A N D O R D I N A R Y P A P E R The extraordinary- compactness, flexibility, and 
— — — — — — — ^ ~ ~ lightness of the India paper edition, in its var
ious bindings (occupying a cubic space of but 2 feet), immediately appealed to the general public Of the 
54,725 sets already bought, have been on India paper and only 8>*% (these being chiefly for public 
institutions) on ordinary paper, the same as that used for the old 9th Edit ion. 

F o r m o f S u b s c r i p t i o n f o r t h e L A S T S A L E o n t h e 
I n s t a l m e n t S y s t e m a n d B e f o r e t h e P r i c e i s I n c r e a s e d 

29 volumes, 

The En-cyclopaedia Britannica Co., 
120 West 32nd Street, New York . 

Please send me the new Encyclopaedia Britannica, nth edition, 
published by The Cambridge University Press, of England. I enclose $ 
being (^ -^n t a i? efull) ^ agree to send the second and all subsequent payments 
on the corresponding day of each following month until payment is complete, in accord
ance with the style of binding and the terms of payment indicated bv the X I have placed 
in one of the squares below, showing my selection. It is agreed that I shall keep the 
books, but the title does not pass to me until the total amount has been paid. Terms, 
F. O. ii. New York. 

Please indicate style of binding desired by marking a cross X in one of the 
squares shown below. 

• 
I N D I A P A P E R , 

Strongly recommended, especially in 
the Leather bindings. 

CLOTH (ordinary covers). 

T H E B I N D I N G S ^ the bindings, the dark red ful l morocco edition forms the handsomest addition 
— — — — — — to any library, worthy a collection of the most expensively-bound books; the dark 
green sheepskin, by its extreme flexibility, the ease with which it is handled, and its comely appearance, 
has proved by far the most popular with the general public; the cloth binding has been regarded as entirely 

satisfactory by those who had 
to choose the cheapest form. 

There is also a beautiful 
binding (India paper) in full 
l imp velvet suede, Prayer 
Book style, round corners, gilt 
edges. Having extreme flexi
bility, the backs may be folded 
back against each other and 
the volume may be doubled 
up and slipped into a coat 
pocket. 

A N O R D E R F O R M 

is printed opposite. It should 
be cut off and mailed at once. 
The reader, unless he wishes 
to deny himself and, it may 
be, his chi ldren the posses
sion of the most wonderful 
book in the wor ld , has before 
h im a simple alternative: 

H e can purchase the new 
Encyclopaedia B r i t a n n i c a 
N O W for $4.75 a volume, 
and while the option of mak
ing monthly payments is still 
open to h im. 

O R , 
he can obtain the Work 
L A T E R , from an agent or 
bookseller, for $166.75 ca»h, 
and proportionately higher 
prices i n the better bindings. 

Should you for any reason 
contemplate purchasing the or
dinary, or thick, paper impres
sion, please write for a special 
order form. The present cash 
prices are Cloth $130.50 (to be 
increased $29.00 , or 29 month
l y payments of So.00. Also 
bound in Half-Morocco and 
Fu l l Morocco. 

31 monthlv pavments of 12 " 

Cash Price . . . . 
F U L L SHEEPSKIN (flexible). 

37 monthly pavments of 
12 
8 " " 4 

Cash Price . . . . 
F U L L MOROCCO (ft 

47 monthly pavments of 
12 " 
8 " 
4 » 

Cash Price 
S C R I B — D 

Name 

A f t e r t h i s S a l e t h e s e 
P r i c e s w i l l b e 

$29.00 more, 
i.e., 

$166.75 cash. 

$36.50 more, 
i.e., 

$203.25 cash. 

$50.00 more, 
Le., 

$267.50 cash. 

Occupation _ 

1/ in busing*s I 
add m m i f u address. \ 

If you wish to have a bookcase for the India paper impression, please mark a cross X 
in one the squares shown below. 

• (1) Single tier, solid mahogany : $14.50 cash for 3 monthlv pavments of $n.00after 
payments for the book are completed). 

| (9 Two tier, solid mahogany • $S.T5 cash (or 2 monthly payments of $5.00 each) 
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A c r o s s U n k n o w n S o u t h A m e r i c a 
B y A . H E N R Y S A V A G E - L A N D O R 

Lost to the world for i S months this veteran explorer met with many 
strange adventures on his 13,750 mile journey through a vast un
explored region of Brazi l and other countries. A work that adds 
material ly to our knowledge of South A m e r i c a . Illustrated from 
nearly 300 photographs, including eight in color, and maps. In 
two royal octavo volumes boxed. $10.00 net; postage extra. 

T h e R o m a n c e o f t h e A m e r i c a n T h e a t r e 

B y M A R Y C A R O L I N E C R A W F O R D 
Recalls the good old days of the drama and the actors and actresses 

, o f the period. With 64 illustrations. Boxed $2.50 net; by mail $2.70. 

A t h e n s , t h e V i o l e t - C r o w n e d 
By L I L I A N WHITING 

Depicts vividly the Athens of today. With 
illustrations. Boxed $2.50 net; by mail $2.70. 

A L i n e O ' C h e e r 
F o r E a c h D a y O ' the Y e a r 

By JOHN K E N D R I C K BANGS 
Cheerful verses for daily read

ing. $1.25 net; by mail $1.36. 

T h e M a j o r O p e r a t i o n s 
of the N a v i e s i n the 'Vine of 
A m e r i c a n I n d e p e n d e n c e 

By CAPT. A. T. M A H A N 
tl'ith maps and diagrams. Svo. 

Boxed $3.00 net; by mail $3.22. 

T h e P h i l i p p i n e 
P r o b l e m 

By F R E D E R I C K C H A M B E R L I N 
$1.50 net; by mail $1.62. 

T h e D o u b l e L i f e o f 
M r . A l f r e d B u r t o n 

By E. PHILLIPS O P P E N H E I M 
The " Prince of Story Tellers " 

in a new, comedy vein. Illustrated. 
$1.25 net; by mail $1.36. 

T h e G r i n g o s 
By B. M . BOWER 

A story of California in the 
days of '49. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net; 
by mail $1.36. 

Boxt 

T h e S t o r y o f H a r v a r d 
By A R T H U R S. PIER 

A concise, colorful history. With 16 drawings by 
Vernon II. Bailey. Boxed $2.00 net; by mail $2.17. 

T h e H o n o u r a b l e M r . 
T a w n i s h 

By J E F F E R Y F A R N O L 
A charming new romance of the 

period of " The Amateur Gentle
man." Illustrated in color by 
Charles E. Brock. $1.00 net; by 
mail $1.08. 

Mr. Farnol's Big Novel 

T h e A m a t e u r 
G e n t l e m a n 

By J E F F E R Y F A R N O L 
Pronounced "even better than 

'The Broad Highway . ' " $1.40 
net; by mail $1.52. 

T h e E y e o f D r e a d 
By P A Y N E E R S K I N E 

A story of love and mystery 
by the author of " The Mountain 
G i r l . " Illustrated. $1.35 net; 
by mail $1.46. 

J o a n T h u r s d a y 
By LOUIS JOSEPH V A N C E 

The soul-story of a New York shop girl who becomes a leading actress, pro
nounced by the critics Mr . Vance's best work. Illus. $1.30 net; by mail $1.41. 

T h e J o y o f Y o u t h 
By E D E N PHILLPOTTS 

A story of art and Italy that gives M r . Phillpotts added literary fame. $1.30 
net; by mail $1.41. 

F a t i m a 
By R O W L A N D THOMAS 

A joyous, highly imaginative romance of a beautiful Egyptian maiden who 
married A l i the Fool and fooled many wise men. Illustrated in color. $1.35 
net; by mail $1.48. 

J O A N T H U R S D A Y 

Mouis Jdsepft TlSnce. 

L i t t l e Brett, m & Co., Publishers, j y Beacon Street, Boston 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S AIAGAZINE 
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The Joys o f a C o u n t r y Garden 
TH E back-to-the-land movement of the past twenty years is today greater than ever. The rapid 

growth of many cities has forced the development of suburbs, which are now becoming so congested 
that the only relief to be found ia farther out into the real countryside. There is when 1 the joy of 

living is greatest. This trend of population countryward has created a class of magazine readers who de
sire a periodical devoted to their needs in the garden, orchard, and about the home. 

The C o u n t r y s i d e M a g a z i n e 

Suburban L i fe 
Tor nearly tc-n years thin magazine ha? filled this important need. It is sumptuously made, with its large pages, 

ample margins, beautiful three-color illustrations, and absolutely perfect printing. It not only lends distinction and 
character to your reading-table, but is thoroughly practical in its contents. 

Suburban Life, The Countryside Magazine, is not published exclusively for the rich estate owner,but for the average 
man in whatever profession, trade or business he may be engaged, who has a garden or a few acres devoted to fruit and 
poultry in connection with his home. It is helpful in its editorial matter. Each month's issue reflects the special appeal 
of the countryside at that season—the garden in spring, the vacation in summer, house-building in fall, and travel or 
outdoor sports in winter. Each issue will prove entertaining, helpful, and valuable to file for reference. 

T H E S U B U R B A N G A R D E N G U I D E 
Here's One of the most practical handbooks for quick reference ever offered to the suburban 

dweller. Written by one of our former editors, it contains in concentrated form just the 
information needed regarding the planting time of all kinds of flowers ana vegetables; ©®/ 
what to grow and how; when and how to Bpray, etc. This manual measures Uy. x7 y / 
inches,in matly printed on BtronR high-tirade paper, hand-eewed and bound in flexible s^s' 
linen—a very serviceable guide-book which you can put in your coat pocket. ^T/ • 

Our Great Dollar Offer 
Here's an exceptional opportunity for you lovers of nature and 

p-al 111'11[>.' lib i_> i I H i111ii acquainted with this 1 icautifill and helpful *>. tS ' -~ 
magazine. The price of Suburban Life, The Countryside Magazine, Sy 
is Sii.lio a year. To introduce it to readers of this magazine, we, -tys **" ^-^o^ 
will send the magazine six months and also the Suburban A-° 
Garden Guide, lor $1.00. If you accept this offer imme
diately, we will date your subscription from the January, 
l'Jl i :--III-. • ml send the i t J 11 rvening 1913 numbers tree. ^2• 
This is an offer you cannot afford to neglect. Fill out 
the coupon and mail to us with a dollar bill, money 
order or check. Do it now, before you forget. 

THE SUBURBAN PRESS, Publishers 
334 Fourth Avenue, New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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M O F F A T , Y A R D 
A N D C O M P A N Y BOOKS OF MERIT M O F F A T , Y A R D 

A N D C O M P A N Y 

T H E W A L L E T O F T I M E 
P e r s o n a l , B i o g r a p h i c a l a n d C r i t i c a l R e m i n i s c e n c e of the 

A m e r i c a n T h e a t r e , 1 7 9 1 - 1 9 1 2 
B y W I L L I A M W I N T E R 

About 1,400 pages. Two volumes, boxed. Price $/o.oo net Postage, 50 cents t.vtra, 
A S p e c i a l E d i t i o n o n l y , s t r i c t l y l i m i t e d t o 1 2 5 0 c o p i e s . P r i n t e d o n p u r e r a g 

p a p e r , m a d e f o r t h i s e d i t i o n . B e a u t i f u l l y i l l u s t r a t e d . 

s professional history of many of (he 
i stage. Personal recollections and 
nd dramatists ace discussed and de-

To read this work is to read the personal as wel 
greatest players who have appeared on the Ameri 
theatrical history. Managers and management, play 
picted as well as actors and acting. 

A truly sumptuous work in two large volumes, containing upwards of 1.300 pages hand
somely illustrated, representing the best in American literature. There is no lover of the 
theatre in this country, whether it be college professor, dramatic critic, actor orclcrgyman 
—manor woman—who can afford to be unfamiliar with the contents of this monumental work. 

L o u i s X I a n d 
C h a r l e s the B o l d 
B y L i e u t . C o l . A N D R E W 
C . P . H A G G A R D , D . S . 0 . 

Colonel Haggard's stury of the 
Cruel and treacherous son of 
Charles V I I of France, told in his 
inimitable style, makes fascinat
ing reading. H e relates, graph-
ically and vigorously, the many 
Incidents of the troublous career 
o f L o u i s X I . T h e book abounds 
with brilliant pictures of great 
personages of past days, and gives 
a vivid and impressive sketch of 

T h e N e w D a w n 
B y A C N E S C . L A U T 

Illustrated by Jean Paleologue. i2mo. S/-SS 
Postage, 12 cents. 

We are always sure of a good story from Miss Laut, and 
the present story is about the biggest thing she has ever done. 
There is a vastness in conception and a concentration and 
strength in the narrative that l> remarkable. 

T h e P a n a m a C a n a l 
B y E A R L E H A R R I S O N 

Size 7% -r 11%. $1.00 net. Postage, Scents. 
Illustrated in full color by color photography from the 

original autochrome photographs by Mr. Harrison. These 
sixteen pictures ol the Panama Canal, taken direct by the au
thor, and printed under his supervision, are the most beautiful 
ever issued on this subject. These pictures originally appeared 
in Scribner's Magazine (July 1913). 

T h e S p i d e r ' s W e b 
B y R E G I N A L D W R I G H T K A U F F M A N 

Author of "The House of Bondage,'* etc. Illustrated by 
Jean Paleologue. i2mo. SfJJ net. Postage, 12 cents. 
A story in every way equal to "The House of Bondage," 

which was a masterpiece of narrative. This new story is written 
in the best manner of the author, and while the story is the im
portant thiDg, the incidental causes that go to support the tale 
throughout are matters of great moment to all Americans. 

S t u d i e s i n M i l t o n a n d a n 
E s s a y o n P o e t r y 

B y A L D E N S A M P S O N , A . M . 
Haverford College and Harvard University. 

Illustrated ivith a wood-cut by Timothy Cole, /rout the bust in 
clay 0/Milton, in the library 0/Christ's College, Cambridge, 

England. Svo, J20 pp., uncut. $2.00 net. 
The three essays which compose this volume deal with the 

middle period of Milton's poetical life, and are a study of his evo
lution as a poet and of the various circumstances which shaped 
and brought to its final effectiveness his life-work. 

S o c i a l S a n i t y 
B y S C O T T N E A R I N G 

l2mo. Cloth, $1.25 "et. Postage, 12 cents. 
A timely and able book by a well-known writer. In this book 

Professor Nearing treats of certain influences and problems of 
the greatest importance to our present-day civilization. The 
author emphasizes the important fact that there must be some 
guiding idea behind analysis and criticism, or our best efforts in 
adjustment lead nowhere, hence the necessity of seeking out and 
enunciating the precepts, by the aid of which the course of 
society may be guided. 

W h e n M o t h e r L e t s 
U s A c t 

B y S T E L L A C . S . P E R R Y 

8vo. Illustrated. Cloth, yj cents net. 
Postage, Scents. 

This is the ninth in number of the very 
well-known WHEN MOTHER LETS US 
series. Mrs. Perry has written what will 
undoubtedly be one of the most popular 
of the series. 

T h e C u r a n d the 
C o y o t e 

B y E D W A R D P E P L E 

Author of "A Night Out," "The Prince 
Chap." Illustrated by R. L. Goldberg, 

jo cents net. Postage, j cents. 
The thousands of readers who have so 

often laughed over "A Night Out" will 
gladly welcome this new story by the 
same author. 

* NOTE.— Illustrated Catalogue minted on request* 
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GOLD 
A STORY OF THE FORTY-NINERS 

B Y S T E W A R T E D W A R D W H I T E 

This is M r . W h i t e ' s first historical novel. Into it he 
has put the same enthusiasm and rare story-telling power 
of his other tales and at the same time has given it a 
most romantic setting. 

" G o l d " is more than a great adventure story. It is 
the most realistic and colorful description of the West at 
one of the most interesting times the world has ever 

known — when the magic cry went out from California and fortune-hunters by the 
thousand braved the unknown perils of the Western desert in answer to the call. 
This was the beginning of the Far Wes t . 

Illustrate-J by Thomas Fogarty. Net Si.35 

W I L D A N I M A L S A T HOSVIE 
B Y E R N E S T T H O M P S O N S E T O N 

Author of'lVild Animals I Have Known," " The Biography of a Grimly," etc. 

Mr. Seton has not given us such delightful animal studies since " W i l d Animals 
I Have K n o w n . " In this new collection y o u wi l l find the story of Johnnie the Bear and 
his set-to wi th the jam and the cats, the too close investigation of Mistress Pole-cat by 
Mr. Bob-cat—to the discomfiture of the latter, and other tales of furry friends as real and 
as human as " Lobo " the wolf, " Redruff " the partridge and the immortal gr izzly. 

This is the companion volume of " W i l d Animals I Have K n o w n . " 
Illustrated by the Author. Net Si.yO 

IN S E A R C H O F A H U S B A N D 
B Y C O R R A H A R R I S 

Author of '' The Circuit Rider's Wife," " Eve's Second Husband,'' etc. 

She's a charmer, this Joy Marr who here tells her 
adventures in the great social world. For the life of a 
debutante is an exciting one—full of plots and ambushes, 
of petty deceits and mysteries. Beneath her innocent 
smile there lurks a relentless soul, preying on the hearts 
of men. A l l these secrets she tells and her revelations 
are thrilling to the last degree. 

Illustrated. Net $1.35 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O M P A N Y , G A R D E N C I T Y , N E W Y O R K 
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NOW IN ITS 300th THOUSAND 

LADDIE— 
A TRUE BLUE STORY 

B Y G E N E S T R A T T O N - P O R T E R 
Author of 

"Freckles," "A Girl of the Limber lost," " The Harvester," etc. 

I t ' s o n l y four m o n t h s since " L a d d i e " — a t rue b lue 

s t o r y , w a s p u b l i s h e d bu t it is a l r eady i n i ts 300 th t h o u s a n d . 

A s the Boston Herald s a y s : " T h e p u b l i c is the grea t j u r y , 

a n d the p u b l i c k n o w s w h a t is good , and m a n k i n d never w i l l escape the m u s i c of the 

' s t i l l s m a l l v o i c e . ' " 

T h e p u b l i c ' s o p i n i o n has m a d e " L a d d i e " t he greatest s e l l i ng book of the y e a r . 

Illustrated in color and decorated by Hermann Pfeifer. Net $1.35. Lea/her $1.75 

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

Author of "Adventures in Contentment," etc. 

D a v i d G r a y s o n a n d the " f r i e n d l y r o a d . " W a s ever a happier c o m b i n a t i o n ? 

D a v i d G r a y s o n is f r i e n d s h i p i tself , a n d w h e n y o u find h i m s t a r t ing off penn i l e s s a n d 

a lone a l o n g the c o u n t r y roads , y o u k n o w he w i l l be w e l l t a k e n care of b y the f r iends 

he m a k e s on the w a y . A n d so he i s . H e te l ls w i t h his s t a y at the V o d d e r s , w h o 

h a d read h i s b o o k s , of t he d i scouraged parson in to w h o m he i n s t i l l e d n e w life a n d of 

o ther h o m e s he made cheer fu l w h i c h before w e r e d r e a r y . H i s p h i l o s o p h y is j o y o u s 

a n d the b o o k is v e r y b e a u t i f u l . 

Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty. Net $1.35. Leather $1.50 

A S O N O F T H E H I L L S i ^ i H ^ B 
B Y H A R R I E T T . C O M S T O C K 

Author of "Joyce of the North Woods," etc. 

M r s . C o m s t o c k w r o t e " J o y c e of t he N o r t h W o o d s , " 

w h i c h has so ld 100 ,000 copies i n s i x m o n t h s . 

N o w she has w r i t t e n a t a le far more^ a p p e a l i n g i n 

h u m a n s y m p a t h y ; t he s t o r y of S a n d y M o r l e y , a s t a l 

w a r t a m o n g the degenera te " p o o r w h i t e s " of t he V i r 

g i n i a m o u n t a i n s , w h o b r o k e the c h a i n s t h a t t i ed h i s 

forefathers to t he i r s q u a l i d h o m e s a n d re tu rned to redeem 

h i s peop le . Frontispiece. Net $1.2} 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A C E & C O M P A N Y , G A R D E N C I T Y , N E W Y O R K 
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Country Life Press, 
Garden City, 

Jt'here " Country 
Life in America " 
Is Made 

The Christmas Annual of 
Country Life in Amer ica 

I s k i l l o f c o l o r a n d b e a u t y , a l i v e w i t h h o l i d a y s p i r i t a n d f u n . 

T h i s l u x u r i a n t a n n u a l w i l l b e a s g o o d a s C o u n t r y L i t e i n 

A m e r i c a ' s b e s t . I n E n g l a n d t h e g r e a t a n n u a l s f i l l a d e f i n i t e 

p l a c e i n t h e h o l i d a y c e l e b r a t i o n ; n o o t h e r p u b l i c a t i o n c o m e s 

s o n e a r t o m e e t i n g t h e s a m e n e e d o n t h i s s i d e o f t h e w a t e r . 

Among the contents are the following: 

W A L T E R P R I C H A R D E A T O N ' S e x q u i s i t e n e w s e r i a l , 

" T h e I d v l o f T w i n F i r e s , " i s c o m m e n c e d . 

J U L I A N A . D L M O C K w r i t e s o f " T h e D o g T e a m s o f t h e 
N o r t h e r n W o o d s " a n d s h o w s r e m a r k a b l e p h o t o g r a p h s . 

L U C I U S C . P A R D E E i n " T h e S t o r y o f N y c t e a . t h e G r e a t 

W h i t e O w l " h a s w r i t t e n a b r a n d n e w s o r t o f a n a t u r e s t o r y . 

E x q u i s i t e c o l o r i l l u s t r a t i o n s b y C h a r l e s L i v i n g s t o n B u l l . 

E L L A M . B O U L T t e l l s t h e s t o r y o f " T h e N a t i v i t y , a . M i r a 

c l e P l a v i n N e w E n g l a n d " : s t r i k i n g c o l o r i l l u s t r a t i o n s . 

H E N R Y W . L A N I E R h a s c a u g h t t h e t r u e s p i r i t o f w i n t e r 

s p o r t i n h i s c h a r m i n g p a p e r " S n o w F u n i n M a i n e . " 

L U K E V I N C E N T L O C K W O O D . t h e g r e a t a u t h o r i t y , b e g i n s 

h i s u n i q u e s e r i e s o n " O l d A m e r i c a n S i l v e r " w i t h a n 

a r t i c l e o n " S p o o n s . " 

W e would cal l your at tention to the coupon on this page. It entitles y o u to this 
issue and the next four for a dol lar b i l l . The regular price of the Chr i s tmas 
A n n u a l alone is fifty cents. J anuary w i l l be the M o t o r N u m b e r and it a n d •s§P sV'-# 
succeeding issues w i l l contain these serials and series: " T h e I d y l of T w i n 
F i re s , " " C o u n t r y L i fe Goes W e s t . " " True Stories of the Nor the rn Front ier ," ' Jj£ ^ 
" W h a t the Neighbors D i d . " " O l d Amer i can S i lve rware . " " L i t t l e Stories ^ 
of B i g F a r m e r s " : these d e p a r t m e n t s — " D o g s . " " B e l t e r S tock . ' ' ^ <9 N ^ Dear 
" P o u l t r y . " " T h e Au tomob i l e . " " F r o m a C o u n t r y W i n d o w . " " E x - ^ ! o % ^ 1 e n c l a -
periment Stat ion N e w s . " A n d there w i l l a lways be new articles, utr 
inc luding many on house bu i ld ing and gardening w i t h numer
ous i l lustrations. 

U S E T H I S C O U P O N 

P E R S O N A L S E R V I C E F O R E V E R Y R E A D E R 

one dollar for = 
which please = 

send me Country = 
Life in America for S 

five months begin- = 
ning with the Decern- S 

ber issue. == 

O u r Reader's Service answers thousands of inquiries about 
every phase and problem of country life, about houses and 
furnishings, dogs and chickens, gardens and flowers. W h a t 
are your problems? C O U N T R Y L I F E IN A M E R I C A will ^ / ^ 
gladly help solve them. T h e r e is no charge to any sub- ^Jps5, / 
scriber. This is a coupon of service ; cl ip it to-day. 

D O U B L E D A Y . 
G a r d e n Ci ty 

P A G E & C O . 
New Y o r k 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAG A ZIX E 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 
41 

0/>ei/ 77?a/ Impulse! 

CHRISTMAS ANNUAL—Price twenty-five cents: in 
cluded in regular yearly subscription. 

PROPER NUMBER—Is a bare possibility of the future. 
Is it safe for Life to issue such a number? W e hesi
tate, but are ful l of courage and enthusiasm. 

NEAR-HUMOROUS NUMBER—This is coming. It is 
the best substitute for a regular humorous number 
that we dare to issue. W e have long since abandoned 
getting up a humorous number. 

YOUR FRIENDS are now hoping that you wi l l not 
spend too much of your valuable time in searching the 
shops for a useless Christmas gift. Get it off your mind 
and order Life sent for one year. It wi l l be a constant 
reminder that you are a supremely intelligent person, 
besides furnishing them with a liberal education—all 
for $5.00. (Canadian and foreign postage extra.) 

Miniature L i f e , N o . 2, sent free to any address for a 
two-cent postage stamp. F o r ten cents we w i l l send a 
number of sample copies. 

Copr. Life Pub. Co 

Enclosed find Five Dollars 
Foreign $0.04J. Send L111 

(Canadian $ 5 . 5 - . 
for one year to 

LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New Y o r k 
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A Big Novel of the Philippines 

T h e S t r e a k 
B y David Potter. Illustrated. 
$1.2$ net. Postpaid . $1.37. 

A n exceptionally strong* tale of 
heroism and savagery, of wild passion 
a n d tender love. 

T h o r l e y W e i r 
B y E . F . Benson. $1.35 net. 
Postpaid, 5 i .50 . 

A remarkable story, both i n plot 
a n d style. It wil l rank with M r . 
Benson's best work. 

D i a n a A r d w a y 
B y Van Z o Post. I l lustrated in 
color. 51.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

This unconvent ional love story is a 
riot of l ife a n d l o v e — b u b b l i n g over 
with wi t—quick in action. 

T h e U n a f r a i d 
B y Eleanor M . Ingram. Illus
trated in color. 51.25 net. Post
paid, 5 i .37 . 

Th i s new novel by the author of 
" F r o m the C a r B e h i n d . " is a joyous, 
dashing, care-kil l ing story. 

R u t h A n n e 
B y Rose Ci-llen Bryant. Illus
trated. $1.25 net. Postpaid. 
J i - 37 . 

A love story of rare naturalness, 
uplift ing in i ts outlook upon life. 

oltoaj) 5300hs 
3 " . 1 5 . U p p t n c o t t C o m p a n y 

P u b l i s h e r s U b i l a o r l p h i a 

Catalogue Alailed on Request 

T H E G R E A T E S T N O V E L O F T H E T E A R 

HALL CAIXE'S Masterpiece 

T h e W o m a n T h o u G a v e s t M e 
B e i n g t h e S t o r j - o f M a r r O ' N e i l l 

Four large editions of this wonderful romance were printed 
within five weeks of publication. It is unquestionably the book 
of the year, and has been the greatest l i terary sensation known 
in America or England in years. $'-3S net. Postpaid, $1.50. 

HOLIDAY GIFT BOOKS 

L a d y L a u g h t e r 

[lustrations in color b y George W . Hood. Svo. Cl< 
decorative l ining papers. G i l t top. Boxed, 52.5 

Ralph Henry Barbour. I l lustrated in color b y G a y l e Hoskins. 
W i t h page decorations in tint and decorated title-page b y Edward 
Stratton Hol loway. i : m o . Handsome cloth. Bo x ed , 51.50 net. 
Postpaid, 51.67. 

T h e Barbour" holiday book this season is a real pleasure-giving combina
tion. T h e colored illustrations, the beautiful b inding, the excellent letter
press, the page decorations, and the title. " L a d y L a u g h t e r . " are all in perfect 
harmony with the story, which is in M r . Barbour's happiest ve in . 

Tales from Washington Irving's Traveller 
Seven full-page i " 
with picture ins 
net. Postpaid, i 

M r . H o o d has caught the spirit of the tales in his beauti ful colored illustra
tions, and decorative l ining papers. T h e letterpress is perfect, a n d the volume 
makes a very attractive and valuable gift book. 

A R o s e o f O l d Q u e b e c 
B y A N N E Hollingsworth Wharton. A u t h o r of " I n Chateau L a n d . " 
etc. Frontispiece by J . M . Spero. a n d seven il lustrations in double-
tone. I2mo. Beaut i ful ly bound in blue, white and gold. $1.25 net. 
Postpaid, 5 i -37-

This charming romance produced in attract ive hol iday style is written in 
Miss Wharton's inimitable and entertaining manner. She has made use of 
the historical love affair between L o r d Nelson, then a y o u n g C a p t a i n , and 
a Quebec beauty. 

G i f t B o o k : A Record of Gif ts Received a n d Given 
Handsomely bound in cloth, I1.50 net; silk. $2.50 net; full morocco. 
53-50 net. Stamped in gold, with decorative l ining papers, a n d printed 
in four colors throughout. Neat ly boxed. Carriage extra. 

This beautiful book has been prepared especially for keeping a record of 
gifts, both received and given at Chr i s tmas . Easter , b ir thdays , a n d on other 
occasions when gifts are exchanged. 

Westminster Abbey 
By W. T. Loftie. . A . . F . S . A . 

A u t h o r of " W i n d s o r Cast le ," " A 
His tory of L o n d o n , " etc. W i t h m a n y 
ill ustrations in color by Herbert 
Rai l ton . Svo. Decorated c loth, 
J1.50 net. 

H u n t i n g S o n g s 
B y G . J . Whyte-Melvtlle. Six
teen plates in color by C a p t . G . D. 
Giles. E x t r a crown Svo. B u c k r a m . 
Decorated title-page a n d colored 
jacket . 52.00 net. 

FL'X AXD ADVENTURE FOR BOYS 

O n t h e P l a i n s 

w i t h C u s t e r 
B y EDWIN L . SaBIN. Il lus
trated by Chas . H . Stephens. 
Frontispiece in color. i2mo. 
Cloth , 51.25 net. Postpaid , 
51.37. 

E v e r y boy will enjoy this account 
of Ned Brewster's adventures on 

M e s s m a t e s 
Midshipman "Penee" Clinton's First Cruise 

B y Prof. Wm. O. Stevens, of 
the U.S. N a v a l A c a d e m y . Illus
trated b v W i l l i a m T . Thomson, 
i^mo. C l o t h . $1.25 net. Post
pa id . $1.37. 

In this screaminglv funnv and ex
c i t ing story we follow the further 
adventures of " Pewee " C l i n t o n and 
his messmates on their first E u r o -
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

holiday books 
9J. 13. J Lippincott Company 

P u b l i s h e r s Hfrilattripbta 

Complete Holiday Catalogue Mailed on Request 

TWO SEW VOLUMES IX 

A N e w V a r i o r u m E d i t i o n of Shakespea re ' s W o r k s 

Cymbeline 
Edited by Horace Howard Fcrness, Ph .D. , L E D . , L i t t . D . 

This volume was the last from the pen of the late Dr. 1'umess, who was known 
the world over as the greatest Shakespearian scholar of his time. 

Julius Caesar 
Edited by Horace Howard Flrness, Jr. 

This is the first volume to be published under the sole editorship of Horace 
Howard Furness, Jr., who will now continue to edit the remaining plays along 
the lines laid down by bis father. 

Each royal 8rr>. Cloth, gilt top, uncut edges. §4.00 net. Tlalf morocco, gilt top, 
$5.00 net. Carriage extra. Descriptive circular of entire act scut on request. 

The Curious Lore of Precious Stones 
By George Frederick Kunz, A.M., Ph.D.. D.Sc. With numerous plates in 
color and double-tone. 8vo. Cloth, decorated in blue and gold, gilt top. 
Boxed, $5.00 net. Postpaid, $5-25. 

Being a Description of Their Sentiments and Folk-Lore. Superstitions, Symbol
ism Mysticism, Use in Medicine, Protection, Prevention, Religion and Divination. 
On Crystal Gazing, Birth Stones and Royal Jewels.-

The Book of the Epic 
By H. A. Giterber. With 16 illustrations, nmo. Cloth, $2.00 net. Post
paid, $2.12. 

The author tells the story of every great epic in entertaining prose. A book 
of this character has long been needed and should prove of great value and en
tertainment to the general reader who wishes to be familiar with the great works 
of literature. 

The Drama 
To-day 

By Charlton Andrews. Si-50*net. 
Postpaid, S1.62. 

A brief compendium of the drama 
to-day as it is practised not only in 
America, but also in England and on 
the Continent. 

Your Child To-day 
and To-morrow 

By Sidonie Matzner Gruenberg. 
Illustrated. S1.25 net. Postpaid, 
$1-37-

An exceptionally sane, practical treat
ment of the problems which confront 
fathers and mothers. 

BL : . !l£fc J 

Colonial Architecture for 
Those About to Build 

B y IIeriiert C . Wise and 
II. Ferdinand Beidleman. 
With 207 illustrations. 8vo. 
Decorated cloth. B o x e d . 
$5.00 nt t. Postpaid, $5.25. 

Being the Best E x a m p l e s , 
Domestic, Governmental a n d 
Institutional, in Pennsylvania, 
New Jersey and Delaware, with 
Observations Upon the Local 
Building A r t of the Eighteenth 
Century. 

S y m p h o n i e s a n d T h e i r 
M e a n i n g 

Volume III—Just Published 
Modern Symphonies 
Volumes I and II 
Classic Symphonies 

B y Philip H . Goepp. Per 
volume, S2.00 net. Post
paid, S2.12. 

A s material for the study of 
the great works of music these 
books are unrivalled. 

H a n d y B o o k o f 

C u r i o u s I n f o r m a t i o n 
B y W i l l i a m S. Walsh. 
Crown cSvo. Hal f morocco, 
gilt top, $3.50 net. Postpaid, 
$375- Uniform wi th L i p p i n -
cott's R e a d e r s ' Reference 
Library . 

A n invaluable volume of cur
ious facts and bits of knowledge 
inaccessible in any other works 
of reference. 

T h e C a r e f u l I n v e s t o r 
By Edward Sherwood 
Mead, P h . D . , Professor of 
Finance, University of Penn
sylvania. l2mo. Cloth,$1.50 
net. Postpaid, Si .62. 

The Romance of the Newfoundland Caribou 
By A. Radclyffe Dugmore. 

This is an intimate account of the life of the reindeer of the Western Hemisphere, 
illustrated with many striking photographs from life and a painting by the author. 
Large 8vo. S3.75 net. 

FINE ILLUSTRATED EDITIONS 

Old Italian Lace 
By Elisa Rjcci. In two volumes, crown folio. With numerous plates in color, 

photogravure, and white, especially mounted $30.00 net. 

French Color Prints of the 
XVIII Century 

With 50 plates in color and an intro
ductory essay, by Malcolm C. Sala-
.'•i.'-.. Illustrated in color. Bound in 
full }{ vellum. Handsomely decorated 
in green and gilt. Large bVo. Tenta
tive price, Si 2.00 net. 

E6th.cn : or, Traces of Travel 
Brought Home From the East 

By A. W. Kinglake. With an in
troduction by Samuel L. Bensusan. 
Illustrated in color by Frar.k Iirang-
wyn. Crown quarto. Cloth, gilt top, 
boxed, S3.50 net. Large paper edition 
$10.00 net. 
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A s I t I s i n E n g l a n d 

B y A L B E R T B . O S B O R N E 
Author of "Pictu Towns of Europe,' "Finding the Worth-While 

in Europe," etc. 
The strands of present-day and medieval England woven to

gether in one charming pattern. A book that presents a descrip
tive and interpretative study of the country such as has never 
before been written. T o the largest cities the author has given 
little attention, presenting instead that which stands for the 
traveler's England — the countryside with its hedgerows. it> 
thatched cottages, its rivers and lakes, its abbeys and cathedrals, 
its quaint inns, and always its people. 

Illustrated. Boxed. $3.00 net; postage is cents. 

George Du Maurier 

By T. MARTIN WOOD 
By many people D u Maurier 

is best remembered as the au
thor of "Tri lby ." He was, 
however, the pre-eminent sat
irist of the Victorian period— 
in our eyes one of the most cu
rious and unnatural of past eras. 
The author familiarizes us with 
D u Maimer's satirical works 
and his little known illustra
tive work for the wood en
gravers. 

Illustrated. $2.50 net; postage 
20 cents. 

Along Germany's 

River of Romance 

the Moselle 

By CHARLES TOWER 
The romance of the Rhine is 

somewhat worn off by the tour
ist traffic, but the Moselle re
tains its charm. This book 
opens up the river's attractive 
secrets and graphically picture-
its wild crags, ancient castle-, 
marvelous scenery". 2nd inter
esting folk. 

Illustrated in color and half-tone. 
$2.75 net; postage 25 cents. 

Along France's 

River of Romance 

the Loire 

By DOUGLAS G0LDRING 
The Loire runs through the 

heart of France. From Le Puy, 
with its curious formations, Or
leans, with memories of Jeanne 
d'Arc. Angers, home of the 
Plantagenets, and the wonder
ful chateau country—from its 
source to its mouth it speaks ro
mance. And the author trans
lates for us the present as well 
as the past. 

Illustrated in color and half-tone. 
$2.75 net; postage 23 cents. 

In The Heart 
Of The Christmas Fines 

By L E O N A D A L R Y M P L E 
Author of 'Uncle Nook's Christinas Inspiration," etc. 

A story telling of a misunderstanding between a man and a 
maid, and how ihe unusual events of a Vuletide straightened 
the course of a great love. Those to whom 'Unc le Noah" 
brought delight shouldn't miss this new story. 

Illustrated. >o cents net; postage 5 cents. 

The Love Story of a Drury Lane Actress 

T h e H e a r t of S a l l y T e m p l e 

B y R U P E R T S A R G E N T 
H O L L A N D 

Author of "The Count at Harvard," 
" The Man in the Tower," etc. 

The impersonation of Lady 
Pamela Yauclain by a pretty actress 
of Drury Lane furnishes the basis of 
this piquant and humorous novel of 
eighteenth century London. Sally 
is an audacious heroine, but her au
dacity only intensifies the essential 
sweetness of her character, and she 
carries the reader with her from the 
first chapter to the last. A n d the 
author pictures the life of the times 
no less successfully than he does the 
heart of Sally Temple. 

Si.25 net; postage 12 

Dishes a n d B e v e r a g e s o f the 

O l d S o u t h 

B y M A R T H A M c C U L L O C H - W I L L I A M S 

''"Uthern cooking" has in itself an appetizing sound—an 
odor of sanctity, so to speak—and no one capable of translat
ing it to the printed page knows more about the subject than 
Mrs. Williams. This is more than a cook-book; it tells how to 
make Southern dishes and brews for all occasions, but it also 
conveys a charming atmosphere of things Southern. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net; postage 10 cents. 

S y r i a , t h e L a n d o f L e b a n o n 

B y L E W I S G A S T O N L E A R Y 
Author of "The Real Palestine of To-day," "The Christmas Ci'/v," 

etc. 
Aland of contrasts, with a history full of thrilling and picturesque 

events. Syria offers a most fascinating field for the travel writer. 
When so experienced an author as Dr . Leary turns his attention 
to its portrayal, the result is a book of extraordinary interest and 
value. He pictures it and its people as they are to-day. He 
shows ruins of the cities of yesterday—peopled by long-gone 
civilizations. The book is entertainingly written and beauti
fully made. 

Illustrated. Boxed. $3.00 net; postage 15 cents. 

Mozart's Operas 

By EDWARD J . DENT 
Written to present Mozart's 

operas as still living works to 
modem audiences, and to draw 
from them illustrations for the 
consideration of music in gen
eral and opera in particular. 
Each opera is discussed as to 
libretto, music and presentation, 
and illustrated copiously. 
Illustrated. $3.50 net; postage 

20 cents. 

Along Spain's 

River of Romance— 

the Guadalquivir 

By PAUL GWYNNE 

The author of this book fol
lows the Guadalquivir from its 
source to its mouth, journeying 
close to the soil and seeing the 
country and its people through 
the eyes of a Gi l Bias. Illus
trated in color. 

Describes: " A delightful jour
ney made in the right way. . . . 
It is a delightful personal narra
tive."—New York Sun. 

' Is full of absorbing histor
ical information and romantic 
associations."—Literary Digest. 

Stands as "in many ways a 
novel contribution to the annals 
of Spain."—Boston Ezcning 
Transcript. 

$5.00 net; postage 25 cents. 

Fine Holiday Edition 

Adam Bede 

By GEORGE ELIOT 
A sumptuous, beautifully il

lustrated holiday edition of this 
stirring classic. An appro
priate gift for your best friend. 
Pictures in color by Gordon 
Browne. Large octavo, bound 
in heavy art linen stamped in 
gold, with color inlay. 

$4-00 net; postage 33 cents. 

cents 

From your bookseller, or direct on receipt of price. Send for catalogu 

MC B R I D E , N A S T & C O . 
U N I O N SQUARE P U B L I S H E R S N E W Y O R K . •X G a r d e n ] 
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L o n d o n — A n Intimate Picture 
By HENRY JAMES FORMAN 

Autlwr of The Ideal Italian Tour," etc. 
It has been said that men admire Paris, but they love London. 

There is a quality—a personality—in the clean thoroughfares, 
the old landmarks, the orderliness, even in the yellow log, ili.it 
stands alone among the great cities of the world. M r . Forman. 
a well-known American writer, who has lived in London for sev
eral years, is peculiarly well fitted to transmit this elusive per
sonality into the printed word, and the sumptuous format of this 
gift edition is in keeping with the charm of the text. 

Illustrated. Boxed. $2.50 net; postage 16 cents. 

Picture Towns of 

Europe 

By ALBERT B. OSBORNE 
Autlwr of "As It Is in Eng

land,'' etc. 
M r . Osborne leads us back 

through the pages of history 
to the hoary mediaeval towns 
of Germany, Italy. Spain, 
France, Portugal, Belgium, 
Holland, and England. He 
shows these romantic places as 
"picture towns" both in their 
arch i t ec ture—the ir moated 
walls, their towers and battle
ments—and in the customs that 
remain to-day. T o read this 
book is to read "the road to 
yesterday." 
Illustrated. $2.00 net; postage 

Princess Mary's 

Locked Book 
ANONYMOUS 

For ten days Princess Mary of 
Thule visits her governess in 
London as Miss Mary Smith. 
Tired of the restrictions imposed 
upon her as a princess, she 
makes the most of her oppor
tunities for adventure, and each 
evening she tells her " locked 
book" what has happened. 
She meets the man in a quite 
unconventional way, and the 
resulting romance is one of great 
charm. The book is the work 
of a well-known and popular 
author. 

Frontispiece by M a x Cowper. 
$1.00 net; postage 8 cent 

Cleek, the Man of 

the Forty Faces 

By T. E. HANSHEW 
Cleek begins as a criminal and 

luckily for society turns detec
tive. His marvelous cunning 
combined with the power of 
facial disguise makes him irre
sistible both as a minion of the 
law and as a provider of fasci
nating material for novel read
ers. His adventures are re
markable and absorbing. 

$1.25 net; postage 12 cents. 

THE 
MAN WHO FOUND CHRISTMAS] 

By WALTER PRICHARD EATON 

A Xew York newspaper man, to whom " the Christmas 
spirit" was merely a subject of cynical jest, whimsically enters 
upon a search for the real thing of his youth. 

Frontispiece in color by Waller Kim Stone. 50 cents net; postage 
5 cents. 

The Most Popular Detective Story 

The Insidious Dr. Fu-Manchu 
By SAX ROHMER 

A succession of thrilling in
cidents in which Xayland 
Smith, detective, runs down 
and brings to bay the crafty 
Fu-Manchu, super-criminal. 
Its pages pulse with excite
ment that carries the reader 
irresistibly along. A striking 
revelation of detective meth
ods in dealing with the stran
gest criminal system ever de
vised, and the most dramatic 
mystery story of the decade. 

"Xayland Smith . . . an 
improved Sherlock Holmes, 
predecessor."—Salt Lake Tribune. 

$1.25 net; postage 12 < 

Through Our Unknown Southwest 
By AGNES C. LAUT 

2nd Edition 

Tells of the remains of one of the world's oldest civilizations, 
antedating perhaps that of ancient Egypt; of the Cliff Dwell
ings, the Pueblos, the Xavajo and Hopi Indians, and the Na
tional Forests—all within the borders of the United States. 

"Pungent, picturesque, compelling. . • . Thrilling with human 
interest."—Nru> York Time*. 

"This book will prove a revelation to those who think they 
are well informed in regard to their own country."—Albany 
Argus. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net; postage ifi cents. 

Personality of Amer i can Cities 
By EDWARD HUNGERFORD 

Author 0/ " The Modern Railroad," "Little Corky" "Gertrude," etc. 
Those to whom it has occurred that a city is something more 

than a mere collection of streets and stores and houses, will de
light in Mr . Hungerford's characterisation*. A partial list ol 
the cities diKUSMd is Boston, New York, Philadelphia, liallimorr, 
Washington, Richmond. Charleston. Pittsburgh, Syracuse, 
Rochester, Buffalo. Cleveland, Chicago, St. Louis. New Orleans, 
Minneapolis, St. Paul, San Antonio, Denver. Seattle, 1 acoma, 
Portland, San Francisco, Montreal, and (Jucbec. 

Illustrated with photographs. $2.00 net; postage 16 cents. 

Under the Sky in Cali
f o r n i a By CHARLES FRANCIS 
l u r u i d SAUNDERS 

2nd Edition 
This book is a striking pres

entation of the unsung, unad-
vertised charms of the real Cal
ifornia, and it tells just how the 
visitor may see these things for 
himself. In no other book arc 
the same phrases of California 
life covered. 

"Of that Land of Delight, in 
truth the real California, we 
know little. It is into this that 
M r . Saunders guides us." 

—Boston Transcript. 
"Touches a high mark in the 

literature of travel." 
—Seattle Post-IntelUgetuer. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net; postage 
16 cents. 

The Happy Ship 
By 

STEPHEN FRENCH WHITMAN 
Author of "Predestined," "The 

Isle of Life," etc. 
M r . Whitman has Kipling-

ized the American Xavy in these 
rollicking stories of Shorty and 
Patrick with their own versions 
of many exploits and adven
tures afloat and ashore in many 
lands. Here is a new and dis
tinct brand of humor with a 
universal appeal. You'll chuckle. 
You'll roar! 

Illustrated by F. C. Yohn. 
" Positively convulsing." 

—Albany Argus. 
"Make the reader shout with 

merriment." 
—Springfield Republican. 
Si.25 net; postage 8 cents. 

"Tell Me Why "Stories 
By C. H. CLAUDY 

This hook is a favorite with 
children all over the United 
States, telling as it does charm
ing stories lor little (oik of the 
wonders and everyday phe
nomena of N a t u r e . " O l d 
Pops" tells "Little Son" "The 
Story of Fire and Water," "The 
Story of Brothel Lightning and 
the Hole-in-the-air-wherc-there-
wasn't-anything," "The Story 
of How the Thunderbolt Was 
Tamed," "The Story of Old 
Father Gravity," and others of 
a similar trend. 
Iltmlralcd in color. Si.25 net; 

postage 10 rents. 

the peer of his 

M C B R I D E . N A S T & C O . H 
UNION SQUARE P U B L I S H E R S NEW YORK I 

L'/Aoyse-k-'' 
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The Atlantic Monthly for 1914 

" A s t o r y to be p u t b e s i d e A l a r y A n t i n ' s , " s a y s t h e Nezv York 

Evening Post, j u d g i n g f r o m t h e first i n s t a l l m e n t o f 

A F a r J o u r n e y . B y A b r a h a m M i t r i e R i h b a n y 

i n T H E A T L A N T I C . T h e Post is r i g h t . N o t s i n c e T H E A T L A N 

T I C b r o u g h t o u t M a r y A n t i n ' s Promised Land h a v e w e p u b 

l i s h e d a m o r e i n t e r e s t i n g a n d s i g n i f i c a n t s t o r y t h a n t h e a u t o b i 

o g r a p h y o f t h i s s o n o f a S y r i a n c a r p e n t e r w h o n o w o c c u p i e s 

t h e p u l p i t m a d e f a m o u s b y J a m e s F r e e m a n C l a r k e . I t is t h e 

s t o r y o f m a t e r i a l a n d s p i r i t u a l a d v e n t u r e i m p o s s i b l e i n a n o t h e r 

a g e o r a n o t h e r c o u n t r y t h a n o u r s . 

T h e A m e r i c a n C i n e m a t o g r a p h 

B y S i m e o n S t r u n s k y 

A series of sketches, w h i m s i c a l bu t g e n u i n e l y in t e rp re t a t ive of va r i ous 
phases of A m e r i c a n l i fe , w i l l be c o n t r i b u t e d to T H E A T L A N T I C ' S new 
v o l u m e b y S i m e o n S t runsky . M r . S t r u n s k y is the au tho r of that 
sh rewd and h u m a n c o m m e n t a r y o n the last P r e s i d e n t i a l c a m p a i g n , 
" T h r o u g h the O u t l o o k i n g G l a s s . " H i s A T L A N T I C ske tches are less 
f a r c i ca l , but their ve rve a n d w i s d o m are pe rhaps s t i l l greater. 
I N BELSHAZZAR C O U R T : A S t u d y of A p a r t m e n t H o u s e L i f e . 

D O W N T O W N : T h e Cha rac t e r i s t i c s of the P u b l i c G o i n g A b o u t its 
Business . 

T H E T H E A T R E : T h e Cha rac t e r i s t i c s of the P u b l i c G o i n g A b o u t its 
P leasure . 

T h e P r o b l e m o f C r i m e 

T h e c r u c i a l dif f icul ty of c i t y gove rnmen t l ies i n the r e l a t i o n of p o l i c e 
power to v i ce a n d c r ime . C i t i z e n s eve rywhere w i l l be in te res ted i n 
severa l A T L A N T I C papers w h i c h a t t empt to m a k e an o p t i m i s t i c c o n 
t r ibu t ion to a p r o b l e m w h i c h pessimists d e e m i n s o l u b l e . 
C L E V E L A N D ' S A N S W E R TO T H E P R O B L E M , . . \ N e w t o n D . B a k e r 

' Mavor of Cleveland 
T H E W A Y O U T , A l b e r t j a y N o c k 
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Letters of a Woman Homesteader 
M o r e de l ight fu l letters we never read in manuscript . T h e y tell a 
connected story of pioneer life, l u l l of b u o y a n c y and p luck and the 
spirit of adventure. T h e wri ter 's w o r l d is full of at tract ive people. 
There is M r . S tewar t who shuts himself up n igh t ly in his apart
ment to p l a y " T h e Campbe l l s are C o m i n g " on his " b u g - p e e p " ; 
M r s . Loude re r , the kindest Hausfrau who ever came out of G e r 
m a n y ; R e g a l i a and Seda l ia , " the bonny lass and the b o n y one" ; 
comfortable M r s . O 'Shaughnessy a n d a l l the rest. These genuine 
letters fal l na tu ra l ly into a series of stories, humorous, t ouch ing 
and exc i t i ng . T l I E ATLANTIC w i l l p r in t them as a serial novel . 

What Men Live By. By Richard C. Cabot 
In this series, Dr . Cabot, whose " The Soul of Play " is well remem
bered by A T L A N T I C readers, discusses the things which seem to him 
essentials of life. These buoyant and stimulating papers touch the 
life of the spirit very nearly, and we believe our readers will find in 
them not only comfort but inspiration. 

I. T H E C A L L OF T H E J O IS. 
II . SOME A L L I E S OF L O V E . 

I I I . IMPERSONALITY IN L O V E . 

The Roots of Life 
Perhaps no other contributions of late years have brought T H E 
A T L A N T I C close to so many readers as its sincere and free-spoken dis
cussion of religious problems. We have invited to our pages writers 
of wide-spread variety of religious conviction, asking only that an 
article be one man's sincere effort to express the truth; that it be help
ful to some and interesting to many. 
Such papers as these we shall continue to present during the coming 
year. The first of them will be 

" A P R O T E S T A N T IN R O M E , " by Zephine Humphrey. 

Special Offer A ";-> ••• " - v ft: K]U b e 

* " - cut in new Mil<-cr ibi t on rei c ipi ol h i i y cents. 

35c a Copy $4.00 a Year 

T H E A T L A N T I C M O N T H L Y C O M P A N Y 
4 Park Street Boston, Mass. 
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B O O K S F O R G I F T S 
T H I N G S I R E M E M B E R 
Photogravure Frontispiece and other Illustrations. 8vo. 
Handsome C lo th . G i l t T o p . $3.00 net. 

M r . M a r t i n , a brother of the la te M r . Bradley M a r t i n , is a familiar 
figurei n New Y o r k and L o n d o n society. H e here recounts numerous 

i nteresting and amusing stories of well-known men and women, both 
British and American . 

O R I E N T A L R U G S 

XA'ith 11 Color Plates, So Half-tone Engravings, including 4 
Maps . 4to. C lo th . $7.50 net. Boxed. 

This volume wil l be appreciated b y a l l art lovers, as i t deals with 
Oriental rugs in a comprehensive manner, including all the latest infor
mation upon the subject. 

B Y 
F R E D E R I C K 
T O W N S E N D 
M A R T I N 
Society 
Recollections 

B Y 
W A L T E R A. 
H A W L E Y 
Antique and 
Modern 
Oriental Rugs 

T H E M E C C A S O F T H E W O R L D 

19 Illustrations from Photographs. 8vo. C lo th . $2.00 net. 
A "new kind"'of travel book describing the life and manners of the 

principal modern capitals in a light and entertaining style. It includes 
the cities of New Y o r k , Paris, V i e n n a , M a d n d and L o n d o n . 

W E L C O M E T O O U R C I T Y 

Profusely Illustrated by James Montgomery F lagg and 
Wallace Morgan . i : m o . Decorated C l o t h . $1.00 net. 

In gay and satiric vein M r . Street plays host to the stranger in New 
Y o r k , and pilots h im through our city. 

B Y 
A N N E 
W A R W I C K 
Author of 
"The Unknown 
Woman," etc. 

B Y 
J U L I A N 
S T R E E T 
Author of 
"The Need of 
Change," etc. 

T H E V A L L E Y O F S H A D O W S 

The " L i n c o l n " H o l i d a y G i f t Book. New Ho l iday Ed i t i on . 
W i t h 13 Full-page Color Plates. i 2 m o . C l o t h . $1.50net. 

A new edition of a great work which tells in a wonderfully v iv id 
manner of the author's own boyhood in Lincoln's country. 

B Y 
F R A N C I S 
G R I E R S O N 
Author of 
"The Invincible 
Alliance'' 

S T E L L A M A R I S 

W i t h S Illustrations. T h i r d E d i t i o n . C lo th . S i .35 net. 
" M r . Locke has never written a book that holds the attention more 

closely than this. Stella M a r i s is absolutely real."—New York Times. 

B Y 
W I L L I A M J . 
L O C K E 
Author of 
"The Beloved 
Vagabond," etc. 

B E H I N D T H E B E Y O N D 

Colored Frontispiece and 16 Illustrations. i 2mo . C lo th . 
S i .00 net. 

M r . Leacock wants little introduction to the public after the extra
ordinary success of "Li terary Lapses" and "Nonsense Novels ." H e is 
the natural successor to M a r k T w a i n . Hi s humor is the humor of an 
exceptionally tine cartoonist, being at once a caricature a n d a criticism 

B Y 
S T E P H E N 
L E A C O C K 
Author of 
'" Nonsense 
Novels," etc. 

F R O S T Y F E R G U S O N ! S t r a t e g i s t 

A Christmas Story. Illustrations by W i l l Crawford. Smal l 
l6mo. C lo th . 50 cents net. 

How an unwelcome guest brought Chris tmas cheer into the desolate 
home of a Western rancher. 

B Y 
L O W E L L 
H A R D Y 
A Christmas 
Story 

J O H N L A N E C O M P A N Y N E W Y O R K 
Illustrated Holiday Catalogue Sent Free on Application 
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Finish This Story for 
Yourself— 

T h e g i r l got $6 a w e e k a n d was lone ly . " P i g g y " — y o u c a n 
i m a g i n e h i s k i n d - w a s w a i t i n g downs ta i r s . H e k n e w where 

champagne and m u s i c cou ld be h a d . B u t that n ight she d i d n ' t 
go. T h a t was L o r d K i t c h e n e r ' s do ing . B u t another n i g h t ? 

O . H E N R Y 
te l l s about it i n this s tory, w i t h that fu l l k n o w l e d g e of w o m e n , 
w i t h that f rank fac ing of sex, and that c l ean m i n d that has 
endea red h i m to the m e n and w o m e n of the l a n d . 

From the few who snapped up the first edition at $125 a set before 
it was off the press, to the 50,000 who have eagerly sought the beautiful 
volumes offered you here—from the stylist who sits among his books to 
the man on the street —this whole nation bows to O. Henry —and hails 
him with love and pride as our greatest writer of stories. 

This is but one of the 274 stories, in 12 big volumes, 
you get for 25 cents a week, if you send the coupon. 

To Those Who Are Quick 

K I P L I N G 
Given Away 

Never was there an offer like this. Not only do you get your 274 
O. Henry stories in 12 volumes at less than others paid for one volume 
of the first edition, but you get Kipling's best 179 short stories 
and poems and his long novel —without paying a cent. You get 
18 volumes, packed with love and hate and laughter—a big shelf 
full of handsome books. 

(6 Vol
umes) 

Nil! 

II? I l l 
m 

Send the Coupon 
and you will un
derstand why O. 
Henry is hailed as 
" T h e American K i p 
l i n g " ; " T h e Y. M . C . 

A . B o c c a c c i o " ; " M a s t e r of the Short 
S tory"; "Creator of a New Li tera
ture"; "Discoverer of Romance in 
New York's Streets " ; " T h e American 
de M a u p a s s a n t " ; " T h e H o m e r of the 
T e n d e r l o i n " ; " F o u n d e r of a New 
Style"; "America's Greatest Story-Tel
ler"; " T h e 20th Century H a r o u n - A l -
Rashid who takes you to every corner 
of his beloved Bagdad - New Y o r k . " 

Send the Coupon Without Money 
You get both sets free on approval. If you don't 
laugh and cry over them if you don't read and re
read and love them send them back. Otherwise 
25 cents a week pays for them al l . Don't wait — 
send the coupon today. This offer is too good to 
last. It's only the avalanche of disappointed 
letters that made us extend it this long. 
Send the coupon today—and be glad. 
Review of Reviews Co., 30 Irving Place, New York 

Send the Coupon and you will under
stand as never before why other nations 
are going wild over him. 

W h y memorials to him are being pre 
pared; why universities are planning tab 
lets to his memory; why text books of 
Engl ish literature are including his 
stories; why colleges are discussing his 
place in literature; why theatrical 
firms are vying for rights to drama
tize his stories; why newspapers all 
over the country are contin
ually offering b i g s u m s f o r 
t h e r i g h t to r e p r i n t 
stories. Send me, on approval• 

lhargeS paid by you, 
>. Henry s works in ia 
lumcs, ^old tops AK<> 

of Kip 

! <». Henry set only and retain 
Kipling set without charge, 
rwise I will, within ten days, 
both set* at your expense. 

The beautlftil \ leather edition of O.Henry 
lily a few tents more a volume and has 

proved a favorite binding. Forasetoftbtolux. 
!» binding, stud $1.50 a month for 13 IIIOS. 
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T H R E E BIG B O O K S 
OUR SOUTHERN HIGHLANDERS 

B y H O R A C E K E P H A R T 
A u t h o r of " T h e B o o k of C a m p i n g and W o o d c r a f t , " etc. 

T h e first rea l ly adequate account, in t imate , sincere, 
and sympathetic o f a people who today live and think-
much as the ear ly co lon ia l settlers d id one hundred 
and fifty years ago. 

A book of pos i t ive reve la t ion , f u l l of qua in t humor 
and the t h r i l l of wi lderness l ife. 

M r . K e p h a r t has l i ved so l o n g i n th is l i t t l e k n o w n 
region of the A p p a l a c h i a n s that he wr i t e s of these 
people almost as one of them, w h i l e he has retained 
the keenness and d i s c r i m i n a t i o n of the trained 
observer. 
Illustrated with many photographs by the author. Octavo, 

red cloth binding, $2.50 net. Postage I6c. 

THE TRAIL TO Y E S T E R D A Y 
B y C H A R L E S A L D E N S E L T Z E R 

A u t h o r of " T h e C o m i n g of the L a w , " " T h e T w o G u n M a n " 

T h e s tory of an Eas te rn g i r l in the o ld "West. 
Treezy , tense, t h r i l l i n g fiction of the sort to make one 
forget today and trouble. 

W i t h o u t doubt the best s torv vet w r i t t e n b y M r . 
Seltzer, whose place as a man w h o k n o w s h o w to t e l l 
a good story right was firmly established by his " T w o 
G u n A l a n " and confirmed by " T h e C o m i n g of the 
L a w . " 
F o u r illustrations by R. W. Amick. Blue cloth, gold stamping. 

12mo. $1.35 net. Postage 10c. 

H E T R 
E S T fc 

A I X T O ( 
K D A y.} 

A Y E A R W I T H A W H A L E R 
B y W A L T E R N O B L E B U R N S 

O u t of sheer desire to see wha t it was l ike , M r . 
T u r n s shipped as "g reenhorn" on a wha le r m a k i n g 
the voyage from San Francisco up into the A r c t i c . 

T h e y w a l l o w e d t h r o u g h hurr icanes , t raded w i t h the 
natives, bumped the A r c t i c ice floes, a n d caught their 
share of bowheads. 

It is a s to ry of personal adventure and observat ion, 
perhaps a last first-hand glimpse of a dy ing industry 
and of the life it entai led on the men w h o fo l lowed it. 
Illustrated with photographs. 12mo. $2.00 net. Postage 12c. 

Outing Publishing Co., 141 W. 36th St., New York City 
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Forward-Looking M e n and Women Need \ 

the world's work | 
"THE FORWARD-LOOKING MAGAZINE " 

A fearless, constructive magazine with positive aims and 
qualities. Its hobby is always to build up and strengthen. 
It is working now for a great upbuilding year in 1914. 

Forward-Looking Articles 
A RACE OF HUMAN 

THOROUGHBREDS 
B y Alexander G r a h a m B e l l . A n au
thorized in terv iew by one who has 
known h i m for fifteen years. Correc t 
ing popular fallacies about eugenics, 
it is one of the most constructive and 
informing articles ever wr i t ten on this 
impor tant subject. 

GIVING JUDGES THE 
POWER TO BE JUST 

T h e th i rd article in George W . Alger 's 
great series, Swift and Cheap Justice. 
H e shows comprehensively and clear
ly what is being done to give our 
judges the oppor tuni ty to be just. 
I l lustrated w i th portrai ts of p romi 
nent lawyers. 

H o w a r d E l l i o t t , Chairman of the Board of Direc
tors of the New Haven Railroad, has an illuminating 
forecast on W h a t I A . m T r y i n g to D o . 

= T h e r e a re m a n y o t h e r s t r i k i n g fea tures i n th i s i s sue . In the se r i es Who Jl^/J^ 
= r* i L _ / r _ . i _ j C i _ i . _ " u i „c A : _ . . K " • t u „ _ .•SSKA^SF 

A 
Govern the United Stales, " H o u s t o n , of A g r i c u l t u r e , " is the v e r y i n t e r e s t i n g ajjffs^fF' 
subject . B u r t o n J . H e n d r i c k h a s a t h r i l l i n g a c c o u n t o f " F i g h t i n g the 

H u b e r t B r u c e F u l l e r w r i t e s o n " T h e 
W a t e r P o w e r W a r . " C a r l C r o w w r i t e s e n t e r t a i n i n g l y o n " A m e r i c a ^ ' • ^ ^ De 
r » . . I A .1 1 .« t» T l . ! 1 __*Jr 1 . A . c : — • 

B l a c k D e a t h In M a n c h u r i a . 
C a r l C 

F i r s t In A t h l e t i c s . " T h e r e is a l s o a v e r y t i m e l y a r t i c l e b y A r n o • J ^ ^ P s i r s 

D o s c h e n t i t l e d " H o w B u s i n e s s Is S t a n d i n g T a r i f f R e v i s i o n . " The « / n c l o s o d 

March of Events, fine i n t e r p r e t a t i v e e d i t o r i a l s , w i t h po r t r a i t s ot J s ^ F f o r 4 months' 

the m a s t e r w o r k e r s , a n d a l l t he o t h e r r e g u l a r d e p a r t m e n t s JKLJr . , r i a l . s ^ s c r i P -

are i n th i s D e c e m b e r i s sue . 

Remember—in a year you get 1,500 pages and more 
than 1,000 graphic pictures 

W o r k . 

U S E T H I S C O U P O N ' W/W, D ° U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O M P A N Y 
G a r d e n Ci ty , New Y o r k 

II 
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C a l i f o r n i a ' s C h r i s t m a s C a l l 
Far across the snowline's boundary; leave Old \\ inter to his wrath 1 
In the Land of Living Color, trail the Padres' sun-kissed Path! 

This is an invitation to you! 

It bids you to awake, to break "winter's shackles and harken to the call 
of green hills, and smiling valleys; of fragrant orange blossoms; of dreamy 
drives and glorious highways. It promises pleasure on the sunny side of 
the mountains, where the deep blue sea mocks the sapphire of the sky. 

Bring your car along, for California is the Outdoor Garage of the Nation! 
Bring your favorite golf sticks, for California is the Golfer's Delight! 
Bring your swimming togs, for California's beaches are always thronged 
\\ ith happy bathers. Bring your tennis rackets, for California's courts have 
made America famous! 

And remember this—at the end of the journey there always awaits one 
of California's big. hospitable, homelike hotels. There is always comfort 
and good cheer in these restful havens which seem to have enshrined 
within their w alls the sunshine, and the splendor of the wonderful valleys 
and uplifted hills, where still linger memories of the romantic past! 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Come, Linger Here 
These restful havens will multip'y unj mak< 
complete the winter s joyousness. 

The following California Hotels and Resorts and 
their managers are favorably known to the South
ern Pacific Company, and information and litcra 
ture can be procured from any Southern Pacific 
office. 

F A I R M O N T H O T E L H O T E L V A N N U Y S 
Sun Francisco , California Los Angeles, California " 
H O T E L S T . F R A N C I S H O T E L H U N T I N G T O N 
San Francisco. California Pa^dena. Cal i lomia 

P A L A C E H O T E L U D T F I U A D V T AMFI 
San Francisco,California H O T E L M A R Y L A N D 

rasadena, C ulilornia 
H O T E L O A K L A N D 
Oakland, California A L P I N E T A V E R N 

T A H O E T A V E R N M t L o w e ' P W e n a 

Lake Tahoe, California G L E N W O O D MISSION 

H O T E L D E L M O N T E D - 1 N N - , r~ ,-, 
Del Monte, California R-vers.de, California 

P A S O R O B L E S H O T S T R A T F O R D I N N 
SPRINGS Del Mar, California 

Paso Rubles, California H O T E L D E L 
H O T E L A L E X A N D R I A C O R O N \ D O 
Los Angeles, California Coronado Beach, Calif. 

You will promptly receive any information you 
want, and in addition a beautifully illustrated 
book picturing and describing C A L I F O R N I A ' S 
Famous Resorts along the R o a d of a Thousand 
Wonders, if you wil l send your name and address 
to S U N S E T M A G A Z I N E , San Francisco, C a l i 
fornia. 

http://R-vers.de


481 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

W H I T I 

P A P E 

G 

S 

f o r F i n e C o r r e 
s p o n d e n c e o r G e n 
e r a l B u s i n e s s F ses 
a r e A m e r i c a n s B e s t . 
T h e y h a v e g i v e n 
s a t i s f a c t i o n to a 
m u l t i t u d e o f users 
f o r n e a r l y h a l f a 
c e n t u r y . T h e y are 
m a d e i n t i n t s a n d 
sur faces t o s u i t a i l 
t a s tes . Y o u c a n get 
t h e m at a n y f i rs t -
c lass s t a t i o n e r ' s . 

T H E T R A D E M A R K 
that s t a n d i fop 
q u a l i t y in fine. 
- w r i t i n g p a p e r j 

te? & 
When yout hink of writing 

think of Whiting 

W HITING FAPERCOMPAXY 
New i urk Philadelphia Chicago 

H O L I D A Y 
G I F T S 

A b o x o f f ine w r i t 
i n g p a p e r is b o t h 
a t t r a c t i v e a n d use
f u l , a n d i s s u r e t o 
p lease t h e r e c i p i e n t . 
T h e Y\ h i r i n g l i n e is 
u n e x c e l l e d i n t h e 
q u a l i t y o f t h e p a p e r 
a n d i n t h e t a s t e f u l -
ness o f t h e b o x e s . 
E a c h h o l i d a y b o x 
c o n t a i n s f r o m o n e 
t o f i v e q u i r e s , w i t h 
e n v e l o p e s t o m a t c h . 

A n ex<i mother or ch i ld 
Now I L A V M E D O W N T O S L E E P or T W I L I G H T M A D O N N A 
By Jessie Willcox Smith. One of the new pictures in 

These Prints have for nearly twenty vears been recog
nized by artists themselves as the' best of art repro
duction. Permanent as well as beautiful in quality. 
Fifty cents to $50.00. At Art Stores or sent on approval. 
Unsurpassed for gifts and for framing for one's home. 

Picture Catalogue sent for 25 cents stamps accepted). 
Contains 400 lUusrranons.-practically a Handbook of American 
An. this cost deducted from subsequent purchase 01 the prints. 

Exhibitions for schools, clubs, churches, etc 
Family Portraits done on private order from 
daguerreotypes, tintypes, old pliutoyraphs, etc. 

Copyright by 
CURTIS & CAMERON ^ . ' , ^ ; i i . ' V » BOSTON 

Bernard Shaw's 
Plays 

N o w f o r the f i r s t t ime publ i shed 

in A m e r i c a in s e p a r a t e f o r m . 

Press Cutt ings . 
Gett ing M a r r i e d . 
M a j o r Barbara . 
Caesar and Cleopatra . 
Candida . 

Y o u Never C a n T e l l . 
A r m s and the M a n . 
Widowers' Houses. 
The Philanderer. 
The Devil 's Disciple. 
M a n and Superman. 

T h e Doctor's Di l emma. 

John Bul l 's Other Island. 

Capta in Brassbound's 
Convers ion. 

The Shewing-up of Blanco 
Posnet. 

The M a n of Destiny, 
and H o w H e L ied to 
H e r H u s b a n d . 

M r s . Warren's Profession. 

The Admirable Bashville. 

In heavy paper cover. 
Price, IfOc net, each. Postpaid, 1,2c. 

A t a l l B o o k s e l l e r s a n d at the P u b l i s h e r s , 

Bren t ano ' s 
BOOKSEttERS TO THE WORLD 

5 t h A v e . a n d 2 7 t h S t . , N e w Y o r k 
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Planning a 
Trip Abroad 
There is nothing more delightful than plan
ning a tr ip abroad— even though you don' t 
get to go the very next season. A n d there 
is nothing more p r a c t i c a l — i f y o u arc going 
soon — than to study up l i t t le necessary 
details in advance. 

Here is a t imelv book bv Bla i r jaekel called 
P L A N N I N G A T R I P A B R O A D , and true 
to its t i t le. I t is pract ica l and helpful from 
title page to colophon. I t discusses ways and 
means, and shows you how a good foreign 
trip can be made for as low as $150. I t w i l l 
save you lots of bother, and perhaps money. 

We would like to send you this book 
with our compliments—to introduce 

T r a v e l 
" The Magazine That Takes You There" 

T R A V E L 13 a prime necessity for both " globe-trot
ters" and stay-at-home travellers. Each month in 
pleasing text and glowing picture it takes you to some 
charming spot in America or abroad you may already 
have visited, or have always wanted to see. In one 
instance there is the pleasure of memory; in the other 
the thrill of anticipation. T R A V E L is a constant in
spiration, an ever-present means of culture. No more 
graceful Christmas present could be given to any 
friend than this big, handsome "magazine dc luxe." 

The regular subscription price is S3.00 a year, 
25 cents a copy — but to introduce T R A V E L to you 
we will send it for five months for St.00, and include 
a copy of P L A N N I N G A TRIP ABROAD, with our 
compUmcnts. 

Just Sign and Return for 
Complimentary Copy 

M c B R I D E . X A S T & C O . , 
Union Square North, New York, N . Y . 

Enclosed 6nd Si.00 for trial subscription of five months to 
T R A V E L . Also please send me a complimentary copy of 
" Planning a Tr ip Abroad." 

Name . 

Street . 

City . 

Over Four Million Sold 
T H E A U T H O R ' S L A T E S T S U C C E S S 

Harold Bell Wright's 
Book of Human Heart Beats 

T h e i r Y e s t e r d a y s 
A Tender Story of Lift' and Lime 

Illustrations by Cootes . C lo th . 12mo., $1.30 net. 
Boston Globe — This is the gent le s tory o f the love of a 

mnn nod n woman in which the v i g o r of "That Printer or 
U d e l l ' s . " the kindl iness o f " T h e S h e p h e r d o f the H i l l s . " tho 
power o f "Dan M a t t h e w s " and the (Trace o f " B a r b a r a 
W o r t h " are a l l woven into a s t ru in m o r e del icate and more 
beautiful t h a n this grea t writer bflfl ever before p e n n e d . 

One M i l l i o n Edi t ion 
50 C e n t s E v e r y w h e r e 

T h e B o o k T h a t T h r i l l e d tho W o r l d 

The Winning of Barbara Worth 
A Story of Reclamation and Ijrue 

Illustrations by Cootcs . C l o t h , 12mo. 

Other Novels by Mr. Wright 
T h e F a m o u s O z a r k L i f e Stories 

The Calling of Dan Matthews 
The Shepherd of the Hills 

That Printer of Udell's 

Harold Bell Wright's Next Novel 

The Eyes of the World 
A n n o u n c e d for publicat ion this fall, has been post

poned till next year (1914). 

Mr. Wright's story of 

The Uncrowned King 
Illustrations by John R e a Nei l l . 

C l o t h , 16mo., 50 cents net. F u l l leather. SI.00 net. 
The message Harold Bell Wright nave to the world in Novel 

form in "The Calling of Dan Matthews" and then again in 
Allegory in this story of "The Uncrowned King" is vital 
to the race. 

Book Catalog Free 
Our mammoth catalog, size B&xBH inches, over 400 pages, 

advertises bookaof all the publishers at bigsavinga. Write us 
for it today. Bargains on every page. Books on all subjects. 
Hundreds of Fine Bindings for your library. Every book 
earned in stock. Catalog sent postage prepiiid/ree on request. 
The Book Supply Company 
E . W . Reyno lds , Pres . Publishers and Bookse l lers 
231-233 West Monroe Street : : Chicago 

Oldest and Best 
SPORTSMAN'S MAGAZINE 

In America 
ONE DOLLAR A Y E A R 
Address 127 Franklin St., New York City 

In anwne.rinp advertisements hleasc mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



F o r more than two thousand years, the cus tom of presenting 
gifts be tokening peace and good-wi l l to one's family and friends 
has become almost universal , and though most of us may not 
emulate the wise men of the East by b r i n g i n g go ld , myrrh 

and prec ious stones, st i l l we may 
offer those w h o m we k n o w to be 
mus ica l a gift w h i c h w i l l be quite as 
precious to t h e m — T H E I D E A L 
H O M E M U S I C L I B R A R Y . Just 
stop and th ink for a moment how 
those w h o love mus ic i n your family 
or a m o n g your friends w o u l d appre
ciate this beautiful mus ic Library, 
encased i n an attractive cabinet, its 
ten volumes over f lowing wi th the 
best classic, modern , l ight , operatic, 
dance, sentimental and—most ap
propriate of all—sacred piano pieces, 

songs and hymns w h i c h are sung al l t h rough Christen
d o m at the Yule- t ide season. It is not too m u c h to say that 
there is no gift you c o u l d make w h i c h w o u l d be so beauti
ful, so useful and so enchant ing to their eyes as this wonder
ful L ib ra ry , cal led bv one of its greatest admirers 
" T H E T H O U S A N D A N D O N E N I G H T S O F M U S I C . " 

Y\ hat a satisfaction it w i l l be for y o u to k n o w that y o u r gift this year 
at Chr i s tmas - t ide w i l l have a d e e p e r s i g n i f i c a n c e , a g rea te r usefulness and 
a m o r e p e r m a n e n t value than a lmost a n y t h i n g else w h i c h y o u c o u l d have 
se lec ted for y o u r l o v e d ones—that w h e n the sands of the hour -g lass have 
fal len three h u n d r e d and sixty-f ive t imes aga in , the gift of last Y u l e - t i d e 
w i l l have e n t w i n e d itself deep in to the affect ions of those to w hom 
y o u presented it a fu l l year be fore . A n d it is fur ther pleasant to know 
that this p r i n c e l v h o l i d a y r e m e m b r a n c e for f a m i l v o r f r i e n d can be pro
c u r e d t h r o u g h the S C R I B N E R M U S I C C L U B at not o n l y one-half 
the p u b l i s h e r s ' p r i c e , but it w i l l also be d e l i v e r e d w h e r e y o u desire upon 
a smal l i n i t i a l paymen t and a s i m p l e p r o m i s e for the b a l a n c e . 

A c t u a l size 15 x 11 x 10 inches 

T H E S C R I B N E R M U S I C C L U B ( C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R 
S O N S 
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the ideal home music library 



How It Came To 
NOT A " C U T AND D R I E D " W O R K 
Most musical collections arc "cut and dried" in 
that they are bulky volumes of difficult music 
put together without regard to their suitability 
for use in the home. The method by which 
T h e Ideal H o m e M u s i c L i b r a r y was compiled 
stands out in sharp contrast. 

HOW IT C A M E TO BE 
The idea of T h e Ideal H o m e M u s i c L i b r a r y 
occurred to the compiler about twelve years ago, 
and over ten years was spent in studying the 
home music field and in gathering together the 
compositions which comprise its contents, the 
challenge for each number being the magic word 
" m e l o d y , " and each one has met this severest 
of tests. 

WHAT " T H E IDEAL L I B R A R Y " IS 
T h e Ideal H o m e M u s i c L i b r a r y is exactly 
what its name implies, a perfect compilation of 
piano and of vocal music for use in the home. 
It comprises ten (10) convenient volumes of 
piano and vocal music, measuring about }i of 
an inch in thickness, twelve inches high and 
nine inches wide, with a P r a c t i c a l G u i d e to its 
use, the entire set housed in a substantial case 
(illustrated on opposite page) which may be 
placed on the piano or on the music cabinet—a 
thing of beauty as well as usefulness. 

Be and What It Is 
E V E R Y CONCEIVABLE KIND OF MUSIC 
Among the more than one thousand p iano 
and v o c a l numbers , specially arranged for 
home use, contained in "The Ideal Home Music 
L ibra ry" will be found every conceivable kind 
of music — classic , m o d e r n , s tandard, 
opera t ic , sacred, sen t imen ta l , dance — in 
tact, every kind and class to appeal to every 
taste. 

; THE " P R A C T I C A L G U I D E " 
Here again is at once a remarkable and an 
absolutely exclusive feature. The P r a c t i c a l 

i G u i d e leads you through the- 3,000 pages of 
"The Ideal Home Music L i b r a r y " just as a 
"Baedeker" conducts you through Europe, 

'% bringing out the strong points of each individual 
volume and rendering intelligent use of the 
music possible from the very start. 

\ ITS SPHERE OF USEFULNESS 
• The usefulness of T h e Ideal H o m e M u s i c 

L i b r a r y is absolutely without limit in every 
home where music is a factor in the recreational 
plan. Every member of the family from the 
l o v e r of c lass ic m u s i c to the f i v e - y e a r - o l d 
n u r s e r y r h y m e s inger will find his particular 
taste catered to by an abundance of just that 
kind of music he prefers, and he will further find 
that e v e r y n u m b e r is r ead i ly p e r f o r m e d . 

I N F O R M A T I O N 

C O U P O N 

S C R I I S N E R 
M U S I C C L U B 

599 Fifth A v e . 
N e w Y o r k C i t y 

the benefit of all those lovers of music whos? interest will be 
aroused by the above brief description of this wonderful music library, we 
have prepared a most attractive sixty-four page souvenir, booklet, pro 
fusely illustrated and printed in several colors. It contains a graphic 
description of the entire work, including a detailed explanation of 
each one of the ten volumes and the " Practical Guide-Book "; an . 
illustrated article on gTeat composers; twenty pages of music / 
printed from full-size plates and the contents-lists of the entire / 
ten volumes. We send it to you absolutely free of charge, / 
together with full details of our price-saving and easy-pay- / 
ment offer, which allows you to use the " L i b r a r y " while / Please send me free of charge 
paying for it. Send for this booklet to-day, as any de- ' i , n d Without obl igat ion o n m y 

- / part, this bookle t and details of 
lay may prevent you from securing the set at the pros- / T H E S C R I B N E R M U S I C C L U B 
ent low price. / p r i c e S a v i n g P lan . 

DON'T DELAY—SEND TO-DAY! / 
Merely fill out this coupon and mall it / Name 

• J Address 

IDEALS®I 
HOME MUSIC UBRARYI 

N E W Y O R K C I T Y 
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is a glorious christmas gift 
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The SCRIBNER 
DECEMBER, 1913 

HolidayBooks 
TWELVE PAGES 

Stevenson's Kidnapped 
Beautifully Illustrated with Full-Color Pictures and Lining 

Paper 

By N . C. Wyeth 
A l l the most striking char

acters and scenes of the fa
mous story are brilliantly pic
tured, but " the end-piece," 
says M r . Wyeth, "shows the 
brig Covenant passing the 
headlands of western Scotland 
— perhaps in the vicinity of 
' Torren Rocks. ' 

" I t was with the greatest 
difficulty I found an authen
tic merchant brig of 1750, but 
finally found one in the ar
chives of the Essex Museum 
in Salem, Mass."—which mat
ter-of-fact statement throws a 
spark of light upon the methods 
of a true illustrator. 

$2.25 net; postage extra 

Her name and character are 
familiar to many readers through 
" The Three Musketeers," and 
other of Dumas' novels. 

Marie de Rohan is one of the 
most interesting feminine per
sonalities of the first half of the 
seventeenth century. In her re
markable beauty joined remark
able ability. Richelieu and M a z -
arin feared her power, and 
courted and persecuted her by 
turns; for love of her beaux 
veux men plunged into rash 

H. Noel Williams 
Author of " The Love Affairs of the Condes," " The Fasci

nating Due de Richelieu," etc., Describes the Remarkable 
Career of Marie de Rohan in 

A Fair Conspirator: The Duchesse 
de Chevreuse 

and foolish enterprises to ruin. 
She entered into treasonable 
negotiations with foreign gov
ernments, plotted rebellions, 
planned assassinations, caused 
more trouble and confusion than 
any woman of modern times. 
Her remarkable career, related 
with that accuracy of detail and 
lightness of touch which have 
gained the author many readers, 
cannot fail to interest a large 
public. 

Illustrated. S3.75 net. 

The Poems and Bal
lads of Robert Louis 

Stevenson 
Complete in One Volume with Por

trait. New Volume in the 

Scribner Series of 
Modern Poets 

This complete collection of all 
the verses written by Robert 
Louis Stevenson in a convenient 
and comprehensive household 
edition was induced by the great 
and increasing popularity of 
Stevenson's poetry. 

The other volumes in this se
ries, the same in style and in 
price and in purpose, are " The 
Poems of George Meredith," 
" The Poems of Sidney Lanier," 
" The Poems of Henry van 
D y k e , " " The Poems of Eugene 
F i e l d . " 

$2.00 net 

If You Touch Them 
They Vanish 

A Story of Singular Originality 
and Beauty by 

Gouverneur Morris 
Illustrated in Full Colors by 

Charles S. Chapman 
$1.00 net; by mail $1.09 

Frank H. Spearman's 
New Novel of Love and Financial 

War Praised for the Rapidity 
of Narrative and Force of 

Interest 

Merrilie Dawes 
Unusual in Making Industrial Ven

tures as Interesting as Military 
Adventures 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS, FIFTH A V E N U E A T 48th STREET, N.Y. 
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Edith Wharton 
Has Achieved Another Great Triumph in Her New Novel 

The Custom of the Country 
Leading Reviewers Place it Beside "The House of Mirth"; Declare it 

"Triumphant Fiction"; "A Graphic Picture of Modern Life"; 
"Undine Spragg a Memorable Figure" 

Chicago Record-Herald: 
" ' The Custom of the Coun

try' must take its place beside 
1 The House of M i r t h ' as repre
senting M r s . Wharton's art at 
its best. The novel is written 
with a flashing vivacity of phrase, 
crisp dialogue and entire natural
ness of characterization. A l l 
the people are alive, but Undine 
Spragg is memorable; it would 
not be surprising, indeed, if her 
name became a synonym for the 
modern American type of Becky 
Sharp." 

Nezv York Herald : 
" Apart from its quality of in 

terest, 'The Custom of the Coun
try ' possesses a distinct value 
as a graphic picture of modern 
life both here and abroad, writ
ten by an experienced pen from 
an entirely new point of view. 
It contains several excellent 
character sketches, the best of 
which, to my mind, are the 
fashionable portrait painter, 
Popple, and the equally fashion
able masseuse, M r s . Heeny . " 

Nezv York World: 
" M r s . Wharton has told her 

'Undine 's ; story with all sk i l l 
and has placed her among peo
ple who are their own guaran
tees of genuineness. This book 
of hers takes position at once on 

the list of the season's t r ium
phant fiction." 

New York Times: 
" A book which wi l l arouse 

some dissension and much dis
cussion, for it is a criticism of 
certain phases of life which at
tract a great deal of attention. 
The theme of the spoilt, utterly 
selfish woman has rarely been 
developed in a manner so sk i l 
ful, so delicate, and so com
pletely ruthless." 

" T h e attention attracted by 
Undine has not been extended 
to M r . Abner Spragg, the father. 
Yet M r s . Wharton has never 
achieved a technical success 
more brilliant than this bit of 
portraiture. . . . H e takes his 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS 

place properly with the l iving 
creatures of fiction." 

Chicago Evening Post: 
" It is all done so objectively 

and with so much restraint that 
one hardly realizes how startling 
it is until the book is closed. . . . 

" One has doubts as to 
whether an Undine could have 
done it. She had nothing but 
her beauty and her vitali ty—un
less her unscrupulousness was 
an added advantage. But the 
doubts are not very active during 
the reading. M r s . Wharton has 
so sure a hand in sketching her 
long list of minor characters—• 
the Princess Estradina, Abner 
Spragg, M r s . Spragg, M r s . 
Heeny (a masseuse)—so clear 
a knowledge of Elmer Moffatt 
and Ralph Marve l l that one feels 
the world she introduces to be 
quite real ." 

New York Evening Sun : 
" A harsh indictment of cer

tain phases of American life that 
wi l l cause much discussion." 

Chicago Tribune: 
" It is a brilliant though a sin

ister performance. M r s . Whar 
ton's characterization is both 
powerful and adroit. She knows 
New York and depicts it as few 
others are able to do." 

SI.35 net; by mail SI.47 
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T H E 
LOST 
ROAD 

Ralph D. Paine 
In His New Novel 

The Adventures of 
Captain O'Shea 

Recounts Some of the Most Exciting 
Events in the Life of a Fascinating 

Sailor of Fortune, with a Sense 
of Humor, a Ready Wit and 

No End of Courage 
Illustrated 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 

Richard Harding 
Davis's 

Latest and Best Stories in a New 
Collection Entitled 

The Lost Road 
Illustrated 

SI -25 net; by mail $1.35 

Marsh Lights 
A Novel of New York Life By One 

Who Knows It — 

Helen Huntington 
Author of " The Moon Lady " 

The title is descriptive of the 
book, for it suggests the glitter
ing temptations and worthless 
prizes that lead men and women 
to folly in this great city. 

But the surface interest in the 
book is its very touching love 
story, and its vivid etching of 
characters. 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 

Paul Bransom 
The Artist, has Illustrated the Holiday Edition of 

Kenneth Grahame's 
The Wind in the Willows 

With Ten Charming Full-Color Pictures 

M a n y readers of " D r e a m 
Days " and " The Golden A g e , " 
by Kenneth Grahame, hold that 
" The W i n d in the Wil lows " sur
passes them in charm, humor, 
and beauty. M r . Bransom has 
caught its spirit. A n d to its ad
mirers this list of his pictures 
may recall its quality and suggest 
theii nature: " The Piper at the 
Gates of D a w n , " " I t was the 
Water Ra t , " " ' C o m e o n ! ' he 
said. ' W e shall just have to 
walk it, ' " " I n panic, he began 
to run ," " Through the W i l d 
Wood and the Snow," " Toad 
was a helpless prisoner in the 
remotest dungeon," " H e lay 
prostrate in his misery on the 
floor," " ' I t ' s a hard life, by all 
accounts,' murmured the Rat , " 
" Dwell ing chiefly on his own 

cleverness, and presence of mind 
in emergencies," " The Badger 
said, ' Now then, follow me! ' " 

$2.00 net; iy mail $2.19 

Plays By Strindberg Emile Langlard 
Recounts the Romantic Career of 

Rose Bertin 
Creator of Fashion at the Court of 

Marie Antoinette, in a Book 
of that Title 

She had many adventures, 
and a very considerable influ
ence aside from that upon the 
fashions of which she was the 
virtual dictator. 

With 25 illustrations. $3.00 net 

Third Series 

Reveals a " cross-section " of the 
Great Writer's Development 

Edited by 

Edwin Bjbrkman 

SI.50 net; by mail $1.65 

Gentlemen Rovers 
The Dashing Careers of Some Amer

ican Conquerors " Overlooked 
by History and Forgotten 

by Fame " by 

E. Alexander Powell Luxembourg 

George Renwick 
Author of "Finland To-Day," Gives 

a Charming Description of 

Author of " The Last Frontier: The 
White Man's War for Civil

ization in Africa " 

Illustrated 
$1.50 net; by mail $1.65 

Its Places and People, in a Volume 
of that Name 

H e describes a delightful lit
tle country particularly rich in 
scenic beauty and hardly known 
to the tourist. 

Illustrated. $3.00 net 
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The Dark Flower 
Described as "Daring in the True Sense"; as Presenting 

"The Truth"; as the Finest Presentation in any Novel 
of "Passion in All Its Moods" 

John Galsworthy 
Acclaimed on All Sides by Reviewers for this Account of 

"The Love Life of a Man" 

Here are the opinions of 
some representative re
views : 

Boston Transcript : 

" That he does know many, 
many phases of man's inmost 
nature, his latest story clearly 
reveals. It discards all the old 
conventions, it upsets some of 
our most sacred moral tradi
tions, it throws aside all com
monplaces of fiction. But it is 
nevertheless the truth, and it is 
the truth that we want, espe
cially in the novel." 

Chicago Evening Post: 

"John Galsworthy's new novel 
is daring—in the true sense. 

" H e has set out boldly to 
show us passion: not scenes of 
passion, but something that goes 
more directly against the grain 
of our decadent Victorianism 
and quite directly against that 
of our efflorescent Reformism, 
the power of passion." 

Nezv York Tribune: 

" Here is the art that conceals 
art, the flawless plate glass 
which, according to Maupassant, 
the literary artist's medium 
should be. Nowhere does the 
author, or his style, stand be
tween his reader and the story. 

Nowhere is there a line of ' fine 
writing, ' nowhere a generaliza
tion for its own sake. One sees 
these three episodes in the life 
of one man and four women, 
and is left free to draw his own 
conclusions, and they lead far 
and deep. 

" The book has the simplicity 
of truth, of a great truth and its 
power." 

The Pall Mall Gazette: 

" It is not likely that the artist
ry of this novel wil l anywhere 
be overpraised. It has charac
teristics extremely rare in fiction. 
I do not know another in which 
passion, in all its moods, is de
scribed with the charity of a 
finer sympathy or the poetry of 
a fuller insight. The book has 
great beauty. Its analysis of 
character and motive is as thor
ough and sure as all M r . Gals
worthy's work, and his choice of 
words and imagery being ex
quisite, the theme lifts his nar
rative to noble heights of style. 
There is nothing either forced or 
tame, but always a beautiful can
dour and justice of expression. 
This estimate of ' The Dark 
Flower ' takes account of French 
and Russian as well as English 
masterpieces." 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 

Mascarose 
A True Romance of the Middle Ages 

in Which tin- Veins of Romance, 
Satire, and Poetry Delight

fully Blend 

Gordon Arthur Smith 
Its Author, is the Son of the Author 

of " The Turquoise Cup," "The 
Monk and the l)ancer,"etc. 

Frontispiece 
$1.00 ml; by mail $1.08 

oTir find of Ifer 
J/oneumoon 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

The End of Her 
Honeymoon 

Something New Under the Literary 
Sun by 

Mrs. Belloc Lowndes 
The New York Times declares 

that the plot is distinctly original. 
"At the end of two years, like a 

bolt from the blue, comes the de
nouement. The author had kept 
it so carefully hidden that if the 
reader has enough self-control to 
refrain from a peep at the closing 
pages, it will be to him as great 
a surprise as to the astounded 
seekers for the lost man." 

$1.25 net 

Ralph D. Paine 
Has Written Another Exciting Story 

for Boys in 

The 
Steam-Shovel Man 

Which Tells how an American Boy 
Made Good in the Canal Zone 

Illustrated 
$1.00 net; by mail $1.09 
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George L. Rives 
Tells the Romantic Story of How 

We Acquired Texas and of Our 
Mexican Campaigns in 

The United States 
and Mexico 

An Authoritative and Timely Work 
of History Whose Interest is 

Not Dulled by Its Unques
tionable Scholarship 

and Accuracy 
2 vols. $8.00 net; postage extra 

Brander Matthews 
Has Written a Work on that Phase 

of Shakspere Least Ade
quately Treated in 

Shakspere as a 
Playwright 

Interesting Maps of London Show
ing Places with which Shak

spere is associated 
$3.00 net; postage extra 

Marcel Dieulafoy 
Member of the Institute and One of 

the Highest Living Author
ities Gives in 

Art in Spain and 
Portugal 

A Complete Account of All Their 
Arts from Origin to the Present. 

A New Volume in the Little General 
History of Art Series 

Illustrated 
$1.50 net; by mail $1.65 

Henry van Dyke's 
Great Allegorical Poem 

The Toil ing of Felix 
In a Beautiful Holiday Edition 

Complete Poems in One Volume 
In a New Leather-Bound Edition on Special Paper 

Henry van Dyke ' s experience 
is a notable refutation of the 
theory that poetry is no longer 
read. The great and ever-grow
ing demand for his poetry has 
led to the publication \ot two new 
editions containing it. 

The first contains only one 
poem—probably the most popu
lar by Henry van Dyke , and if 
so, the most popular poem pub
lished in recent years by an 
American poet. It is issued in a 
beautiful holiday edition, i l lus 
trated with four paintings in color 
by Herbert Moore and having 
decorations by Edward B . E d 
wards. 

$1.50 net; by mail $1.69 

The other edition is a com
plete one-volume edition of all 
the poetry written by Henry van 
Dyke . Its contents are the same 
as that of a one-volume edition 

published two years ago and 
bound in cloth. But this new 
edition is bound in limp leather 
and printed on a special paper 
—a handsome and convenient 
form. 

$ 1.75 net; postage extra 

Theodore Roosevelt 
Defines "International Duty" 

in One Essay of the 
Collection 

History as Literature 
and Other Essays 

Which Covers a Variety of Literary 
and Historical Topics 

" The other type of duty is the 
international duty, the duty owed 
by one nation to another. I hold 
that the laws of morality which 
should govern individuals in their 
dealings one with the other are 
just as binding concerning na
tions in their dealings one with 
the other." 

$1.50 net; by mail $1.65 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Beyond the Old 
Frontier 

Contains Narratives of Indian Fight
ers, Hunters, and Fur-Traders 

That Wi l l Delight Any Boy 
or Man 

George Bird Grinnell 
is the Author 

Here are the titles of the vari
ous narratives: " A n Early Fur-
Trader ," " Fur Hunters of the 
Far Wes t , " " W h e n Beaver 
Skins were M o n e y , " " George 
Frederick Ruxton, Hunter ," " A 
Boy in Indian Camp," " The Sol
itary Hunte r , " " The Council at 
Fort Benton ." 

$1.50 net; i y mail $1.65 
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Ernest Peixotto 
Who Wrote and Illustrated "Romantic California" 

" Through the French Provinces," has Written 
and Illustrated 

Pacific Shores from Panama 
A Beautiful Voyage Discovered by the Author 

and 

c*.v.».«u. «w»-

Ernest Peixotto sailed down 
the coast of South America, stop
ping here and there at noted and 
picturesque old cities, and mak
ing frequent excursions inland. 
A l l the time he was sketching 
with pencil or brush, and his ac

count of the journey is accom
panied by a series of delicate 
pictures of the sea, the cities, 
and the country. It is a beau
tiful holiday book. 

$2.50 net; by mail $2.69 

Gregor Alexinsky 
Ex-Deputy of the Douma Seeks to 

Make Russia Better Under
stood Through His 

Modern Russia 
" I trust," says he, " this book 

ofmine may serve as a guide to 
all those who wish to know R u s 
sia better, and who are often per
plexed by the amazing complex
ity of her life. 

" I have no wish to speak as a 
prophet unveiling the future or 
revealing the enigmas of D e s 
tiny. Nor do I speak as a polit
ical agitator; my aim is quite 
otherwise. I hope to speak the 
calm language of facts and fig
ures and exact data. . . . " 

$3.75 net; postage extra 

Pierre Garat 
Singer and Exquisite: 

The Story of one of Marie Antoi
nette's Favorite Musicians—The 

Greatest Singer of His Time 
and an Arbiter of 

Fashion 

By Bernard Miall 
H e travelled throughout E u 

rope singing in many capitals 
and making everywhere a great 
sensation. 

Illustrated. $3.00 net 

Stevenson's "Child's 
Garden of Verses " 

Beautifully Illustrated in Color and 
Black and White by 

Emma Troth 
75 cents net; postpaid #6 cents 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Mural Painting in 
America 

Explained for the Layman by Ihc 
First American Authority 

Edwin H. Blashfield 
Carefully and Handsomely 

Illustrated 

The sane and catholic attitude 
of the writer stands out in these 
words of his: 

" The public is as essential to 
the creation of art, as is handle 
to blade; it drives and enforces 
the purpose of the artist. There 
is need for the advisory compan
ionship of the layman, the states
man, historian, ethnographer, to 
insist upon types, to emphasize 
points in the celebration of wise 
policy, to show us how and where 
to illuminate the history of our 
people." 

$2.00 net; postage extra 

Art and Common 
Sense 

A Title that Exactly Describes 
the New Book by 

Royal Cortissoz 
He maintains the dissemination of 

the theory that art is only for the 
"artistic" has been injurious 

to its development and 
calls for the " homely 

quality of common 
sense " 

First we have the introduc
tory essay, which states and ar
gues the author's standpoint, 
and then follow essays, some 
elaborate, some brief, al l b r i l 
liant, on Ingres, Rembrandt, 
Hals , Vermeer, Chardin, Alfred 
Stevens, Whistler, etc. These 
are interspersed with topics of 
a more general character, the 
technic of painting, French m i l i 
tary painting, etc. "Four leaders 
in American Architecture" (Rich
ardson,Hunt, M c K i m , and B u r n -
ham), and a note on " J . P ie r -
pont Morgan as a Collector," 
conclude a remarkably varied 
table of contents. 

$ 1.75 net; postage extra 
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T H E P A N A M A 
G A T E W A Y 

JOSIPH BUCKLR BISHOP 

Joseph Bucklin 
Bishop's 

Story of the Panama Canal 

ThePanamaGateway 
Declared the Best and Most Inter

esting Account by the Leading 
Reviews 

Scientific and commercial, 
rather than, romantic, is, at the 
present moment, the signifi
cance of a complete Panama 
Canal—and so therefore is that 
of the best of all accounts of 
its creation, " The Panama 
Gateway," by Joseph Buckl in 
Bishop. Yet the glamour of 
romance has hung over the Isth
mus for centuries, and M r . 
Bishop was by no means uncon
scious of it in writing his book: 
those early chapters that de
scribe the explorations of the 
Spanish and all the attempts to 
get through or across the con
tinent are fascinating. 

Illus. $2.50 net; by mail $2.71 

Admiral Dewey's 
Chapters of Civil War Naval Battles are Among the Most 

Exciting in 

The Autobiography of 
George Dewey, Admiral of the Navy 

Fought Under Farragut and Porter 

Admira l Dewey tries to sat
isfy the ordinary citizen's cur i 
osity as to how it feels to beunder 
fire. H e had this experience 
under Farragut, at the battle of 
New Orleans. H e says: 

" For a man of twenty-four I 
was having my share of respon
sibility. I was also to have my 
baptism of fire. But I had little 
time to consider the psychology 
of an experience which is the 
source of much wonder and spec
ulation to the uninitiated. W h e n 

it comes, you are utterly pre
occupied with your work; you 
are doing what you have been 
taught is your duty to do as a 
trained unit on a man-of-war. 
Only after the danger is over is 
it time to reflect. The wait be
fore action is the period of self-
consciousness, which ends with 
the coming of the first shot from 
the enemy or the command to 
' Fire ! ' from your own side." 

Illustrated 
$2.50 net; by mail $2.74 

Blaekfeet Indian 
Stories 

A Collection of Those With Which 
This Nomadic Tribe of Indians 

Amused Their Children, by 

Dame Fashion George Bird Grinnell 
A Volume Illustrated with Full-color 

Plates Follows the Development 
of Woman's Styles from 

17S6-1912 

Julius M. Price 
the Author, Shows How the Events 

of History Affect Feminine 
Costumes 

$16.00 net 

As he says: 
" The stories here told ccme 

down to us from very ancient 
times. Grandfathers have told 
them to their grandchildren, and 
these again to their grandchil
dren, and so, from mouth to 
mouth, through many genera
tions, they have reached our 
t ime." 

$1.00 net; by mail $1. 11 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS 

The 
Eternal Masculine 

Is a Collection of Her Best Stories by 

Mary Raymond 
Shipman Andrews 
M r s . Andrews wrote those 

famous stories: " T h e Perfect 
Tribute ," " The Counsel As
signed," " The Lifted Bandage," 
and " The Courage of the 
Commonplace "—those in this 
volume stand upon their level. 

$1.30 net; by mail $1.40 
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Senator Lodge 
Boyhood Recollections of the Civil 

War Form a Striking Feature 
of His 

Early Memories 
Scattered with Stories of Politicians 

and Writers. Of the effect 
of the war he says: 

" Mi l i ta ry companies were 
organized in all the schools and 
every boy was compelled to dr i l l . 
Ours was the first, and we were 
organized and thoroughly dril led, 
as if it had now become a part of 
every American's regular edu
cation, so that when the time 
came he might be able to do his 
duty in a perpetual war. The 
war appeared in the theatres, 
where every sentence which 
could be twisted into a patriotic 
allusion was loudly cheered." 

$2.50 net; by mail $2.69 

Maximilian in Mexico 
A Timely Account of the Tragic 

Reign of Maximilian and His 
Beautiful Wife As Emperor 

and Empress of 
Mexico 

By Percy F. Martin 
The story of the forlorn strug

gle with intrigue and poverty, 
the betrayal by Napoleon, and 
the final execution is told by 
M r . Mar t in with vigor and 
knowledge. H i s narrative is 
based on original documents, 
official and private, Engl ish, 
French, and Spanish, and forms 
a piece of historical research of 
the first value. 

Illustrated. $5.25 net 

Mrs. John A . Logan's 
Autobiography 

Which Includes the Life of Her Famous Husband 

Gives Glimpses of the Mexican War Days, the Civil War 
and Politics of the 'seventies and 'eighties 

Reminiscences of a Soldier's Wife 
Bridges the Gulf Between Pioneer Days and 

the Present 

M r s . Logan says that to tell 
her story is to tell that of her 
husband: 

" W e were working in the har
mony of a common purpose, 
whether I was in the kitchen i m 
provising a meal for his friends 
when he was running for the 
legislature, or entertaining in 
Washington after his fame was 
secure and his influence nation

wide. . . . W e were together 
whenever possible during the 
war. I travelled with him on his 
political campaigns after the war. 
Thus I came to know not only 
the eminent soldiers and public 
men of his time, but the men in 
the ranks who believed in h im 
and followed h im, whether to 
Vicksburg and Atlanta or in his 
political battles." 

$2.50 net; by mail $2.68 

Rudolf Eucken 
His Philosophy and Influence is a 

Popular Introduction to the 
Teachings of the Great 

German Thinker 

ByDr.MeyrickBooth 
This is a book that many peo

ple have long wanted. It be
gins with an account of Eucken's 
life up to the present, but the 
main part is concerned in ex
plaining his thought and its 
development. 

$1.25 net 

The Marquis of 
Montrose 

Is a Striking Study of the Title 
Character by 

John Buchan 
The great Scotch soldier and 

statesman of the Stuart period 
is made to stand forth distinctly 
in these pages. 

$3.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Whitelaw Reid's 
Writings in Politics and Education 

Assembled in Two Handsome 
Volumes Entitled 

American and English 
Studies 

Royal Cortissoz explains very 
well the significance of this col
lection in a preface. H e says: 

" These volumes assemble 
some of the more important 
contributions made by Whi te-
law R e i d to the discussion of 
matters of public interest. They 
are designed to illustrate both 
his purely intellectual habit and 
his point of view as a citizen. 
The publicist is, in a measure, a 
man of action, exercising an i n 
fluence which, if not always i m 
mediately obvious, is neverthe
less often decisive, and M r . 
Reid's career brought h im into 
very close and effective contact 
with the subjects here treated." 

2 wis. 
$4.00 net; postage extra 
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Byron 
Is a Leading Character in 

Maurice Hewlett's 
New Novel 

Bendish 
Tom Moore, Wellington, the poet 

Rogers, also figure 

This romance of early eight
eenth century England has a l 
ready run into a second large 
printing. It is a love story at 
bottom, but a singularly clear 
picture of the time as well . And 
these celebrated characters be
come very real to the reader. 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 

Nelson Lloyd 
In His New Novel 

David Malcolm 
Tells How a Country Boy Makes 

Good in Love and Journalism 

David Malcolm's career is 
absorbingly interesting from the 
time he undertook his first as
signment of reporting Abraham 
Weinberg's funeral until he 
qualified as war correspondent 
on the Turkish frontier and 
won the girl he had loved in 
boyhood. 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 

The Life of 
Francis Thompson 

At Last Written 

Everard Meynell 
With Whose Family the Poet Was 

Long Intimate Gives a Clear In
sight into His Nature and 

Makes His Personality 
Peculiarly Vivid 

This is a wonderfully interest
ing study of one whose character 
in some respects—its fineness 
and its delicacy—suggest Shel
ley. A n d so indeed do some of 
his experiences here described, 
such as his suffering at boarding 
school. 

Illustrated. $4.50 net 

The Marriage of 
Mile. Gimel 

Is a charming Short Novel—A Pa 
risian Romance that Gives Title 

to a Collection of Stories by 
the Celebrated French 

Novelist 

Rene Bazin 
$1.25 net; by mail $1.35 

New 
Collector's Library 

D U T C H P O T T E R Y A N D P O R 
C E L A I N . By W . P . Knowles 

O L D E N G L I S H F U R N I T U R E 
By F . Fenn and B . Wyl l i e 

E N G L I S H T A B L E G L A S S 
By Percy Bate 

E N G L I S H E M B R O I D E R Y 
B y A . F . Kendr ick 

F R E N C H P O T T E R Y A N D 
P O R C E L A I N . By H . Frantz 

O L D P E W T E R 
By Ma lco lm Be l l 

F R E N C H F U R N I T U R E 
By Andre Saglio 

S H E F F I E L D P L A T E 
By B . Wyl l ie 

Each volume 8oot with numerous 
illustrations and examples. $2.25 net 

John Fox's 
New Novel 

The Heart of the Hills 
Counted His Greatest by Those Who 

Have Read "The Little Shep
herd of Kingdom Come" 

A n Admirable Christmas Present 

"Fasc ina t ing and gripping ro
mance," s a y s the Chicago 
Record-Herald. 

" This is a beautiful story, a 
lovely and delicate flower of in
vention springing out of a solid 
earthy bed of fact," says the 
Washington Star. 

" The character-drawing is 
excellent, the humor spontane
ous and quaint, and the interest 
sustained."— Chicago Evening 
Post. 

Illustrated by F. C Yohn 
$1.35 net; by mail S1.46 

The Honorable 
Senator Sage-Brush 

Is the Real Hero of the Novel of 
that Title by 

Francis Lynde 
The Course of a Love Story Shows 

A Shrewd, Veteran Politician 
in Action 

This is perhaps the best pic
ture of American politics ever 
presented in the form of a novel 
—at any rate in the form of one 
that is an exciting love story as 
wel l . 

$1.35 net; by mail $1.47 
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T H E N E W S C R I B N E R B O O K S T O R E 
Equipped for the Chr is tmas Season 

Easily accessible f rom all ra i lway terminals , hotels, and res i 
dential sections of the city. 

G R O U N D P L A N F O R H O L I D A Y S H O P P E R S 
indicat ing the great variety and extent and convenient a r 
rangement of a stock that includes the books of al l publishers 

T h e aim of the Scribner 
Bookstore is to present 
— especially during the 
Holiday Season—a c o m 
plete stock of the books 
of all the publishers. 

A specialty will be made 
of those books, in all the 
various lines, part icu
larly suitable for Chr i s t 
mas gifts. 

But a glance at this 
plan will suggest certain 
unusual lines such as 
French books—for both 
children and grown-ups; 
Christmas cards of spe
cial Engl ish manufac
ture; originals of illustra
tions; rare editions. 

Prompt and accurate 
service will be given to 
those who buy by mail, 
telephone, or in person 
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R U D Y A R D K I P L I N G 
is coming into his own. H e has enjoyed an enormous popular i ty in the 

past, and yet it is a fact that his works , both in separate volumes and in 

sets, are in greater demand to-day than ever before. T h e standard 

l ibrary edit ion of Ids w o r k s — i n w h i c h each step of prepara t ion was made 

with his approval—is 

The Novels, Tales, and Poems of 

Rudyard Kipling 
in the Outward Bound Edition 

25 illustrated volumes 
" T h e volumes are p la in ly but handsomely bound , the only decorat ion on the 
front cover being an ivory medal l ion of an elephant 's head and a H i n d u svastika 
or good- luck symbol . The paper is deck le -edged and wa te r -marked wi th the 
initials ' R. K . ' The print is large and handsome, and the i l lustrations, of 

which there are to be fifty or s ix ty , are w o r t h y of special ment ion. . . . The 
edit ion as a whole is al together w o r t h y of the k i n g of the r i s ing l i te rary gen

eration. Chicago Tribune. 

" F o r beauty of presswork, for absolute clearness of pr int and l u x u r y of 
papei this edit ion is one of the finest ever publ i shed in A m e r i c a . " 

—New York Tribune. K I P L I N G X 

. . Meredith \ ^ 

. . Thackeray 
D.ckei 

Tolstoi 
Viergc 
Mitchell 
Roosevelt 

Stevenson 
Stockton Carlyl 

Hopkinson Smith 
Turgenieff . . . . Barri 
Field Riley 
Page . . James 

Messrs. Charles Scriboer's Sons: 
Please send information in reference 

to your offer on the authors checked above 

Write for Terms of Special Offer! 

Other Sets in the Scribner Library of 
Modern Authors 

STEVENSON—Thistle Edition 
J A M E S - N c w York Edition 

C A R L Y L E — Edinburgh Edition 
STOCKTON—Shenandoah Edition 

F. HOPKINSON SMITH—Beacon 
Edition 

PAGE—Plantation Edition 
MITCHELL—Edgewood Edition 

TOLSTOI—International Editic 

TURGENIEFF—International Edition 
BARRIE—Thistle Edition 
FIELD—Sabine Edition 
RILEY—Homestead Edition 
T H E O D O R E ROOSEVELT—Elkhorn 

Edition 

DON QUIXOTE—Vierge Edition 

MEREDITH—Memorial Edition 

C H A R L E S SCRIBNER'S SONS 

THACKERAY—Cornhi l l Edition DICKENS—Tavistock Edition 

FIFTH A V E N U E , N E W YORK 
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

SIR G I L B E R T P A R K E R 
has come to be recognized as standing - among the great E n g l i s h - s p e a k i n g 
story-tel lers,— a reputat ion that began when the tales of " P i e r r e and 
H i s People " made him known as the " K i p l i n g of Canada ," and con
tinued to grow through " T h e T r a i l of the Sword , " " T h e Seats ol the 
M i g h t y , " " T h e R i g h t of W a y , " " T h e Weavers , " until it was forever 
fixed by the publ ica t ion of that great international novel "The Judg
ment House." 

The 
Imperial Edition of the Works of 

Gilbert Parker 
18 vols. Illustrated 

Y o u may open these covers and enter strange lands or voyage strange 
seas; you ma)- make w a r m friends or s t rong enemies; you may step back 
a century or so into h is tory to enter picturesque homes, or to stand upon 
battle-fields: — for the writer 's range is as wide as the points of the 
compass; he plays upon every human emotion—ambition, excite
ment, fear, love, humor, revenge, enthusiasms in a l l sorts of 
variations. Bu t yet there is in not one line he ever wrote the 
smallest taint of unhealthiness. A n d the upshot is that his 
works have the universa l appeal . 

JVrite for our Special Offer! 

I. Pierre and His People 
II. A Romany of the Snows 

III. Northern Lights 
IV. Mrs. Falchion 
V. Cumner's Son and Other South 

Sea Folk 
VI. When Valmond Came to Pontiac 

The Trail of the Sword 
VII. The Translation of a Savage 

The Pomp of the Lavilettes 
At the Siun of the Eagle 

VIII. The Trespasser 
The March of the While Guard 

List of Volumes 

XIV. 
XV. 

XVI. 
XVII. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
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IX. The Seals ol the Mnjhly 
X. The Battle of the Slroni: 

XI. The Lane Thai Had No Turning 
XII. The Riitht ol Way 

XIII. Michel and Angele 
John Enderby 
"There is Sorrow on the Sea " 
Donovan Pasha 
The Weavers. Vol. I 
The Weavers, Vol. II 
A Lover's Diary 
Embers 

XVIII. The Judgment House 
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The H A R R I S O N F I S H E R 
C A L E N D A R for 1 9 1 4 

Containing Six Plates in Full Colors 
Mounted on Decorated Leaves. Size 13x19 inches 

Price, Boxed, $2.50 

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

N O W R E A D Y 

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

" The Most Important Book of the Year " 

T h i e L i f e o f C o l . R o o s e v e l t 

THEODORE ROOSEVELT: ********* 
In this s t i rr ing autobiography, replete with the most varied and interesting experiences, C o l . 

Roosevelt writes intimately of his life, his philosophy, and the achievements which have helped 
to mould his remarkable career. 

D u r i n g many years no other single personality of the present clay has attracted such general 
attention in national and world-wide policies, and no more vivid picture of contemporaneous his
tory probably wi l l ever be written than C o l . Roosevelt's own story of his life. 

In its interpretation of C o l . Roosevelt 's s t r iking personality this work is not only of national 
but of international importance. 

The book is handsomely bound and is unusually attractive, with illustrations of portraits, facsimiles of 
various documents, pictures of buildings, localities, and other interesting and appropriate matter. 

Decorated cover. Gilt top. Richly illustrated. Octavo. $2.50 net; postpaid, $2.66 

• New Books of Travel and Adventure -

MY LIFE WITH T H E ESKIMO ! HUNTING the E L E P H A N T in AFRICA 
B y V i l h j a l m u r Stefansson B * Capta in H . Stjgand 

Introduction by Colone l Koosevelt 
A great explorer's story of life, ad- A graphic recital of dramatic hunting 

venture, and pen I in the Arctic regions, j incidents. 
Illustrated. 

Illustrated. $4.00 net $2.50net; postpaid, $2.75 

T H E BARBARY COAST 
B y Alber t Edwards 

Interesting experiences in Northern 
Africa by the authur of "Panama," 
"Comrade Vetta," etc. 

Illustrated. $2. 00 net 

ROBIN HOOD'S BARN 
B y A l i c e B r o w n 

A delightful story of quaint humor 
nd happy characters. 

Illustrated. $1. 25 net 

New Books for Boys and Girts -

DEERING AT P R I N C E T O N 
B y Lat ta G n s w o l d 

The lively college experiences of the 
author's hero, " Deering of Deal ." 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

WHEN I WAS A L I T T L E GIRL 
B y Z o n a G a l e 

A n exquisite and charming fantasy 
romance of childhood. 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

New Novels of Realistic Interest-

T H E V A L L E Y OF T H E M O O N 
B y Jack L o n d o n 

One of this author's best love-stories, 
the hero again an unforgettable big man. 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

VAN C L E V E 
B y M a r y S. Watt s 

A modern American story, inviting in 
the intensity of its realism. 

Cloth. $1.35 net 

TIDE MARKS 
B y Margaret Wes trup 

" A literary find. A Cornish novel of 
unusual interest." 

Cloth. $1.35 net 

The Most Profoundly Interesting Novel of the Times " 

M R . W I N S T O N 
C H U R C H I L L ' S THE INSIDE OF THE CUP 

B y the A u t h o r . o f " R i c h a r d C a r v e l , " " Coniston," " A M o d e r n Chronic l e ," etc. 

" Abounds in thoughtful delineation of character, presents certain salient aspects of city life with fidelity 
and restraint, while the interwoven love-story offers, in its refined and spiritual intensity, a refreshing 
contrast to much that is overheated in the fiction of the day."—London Times. • 

" A book that wi l l live."—New York Times. Illustrated. Cloth. $1.50 net. 

MACMILLAN'S ILLUSTRATED CATALOG OF BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS MAILED FREE TO ANY ADDRESS 

Published at 
64-66 5th A v e n u e 

New Y o r k THE MACMILLAN COMPANY O n Sale 
W h e r e v e r Books 

A r e Sold 
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S C H O O L S a n d C O L L E G E S 
N E W Y O R K C I T Y A N D V I C I N I T Y 

T H E V E L T 1 N S C H O O L 
For Girls. College Preparatory and General Course. Num
ber of pupils limited to twelve in' each class. Fireproof building 
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West 74th Street. 

M i s s S P E N C E S B O A R D I N G A N D D A Y S C H O O L 

For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 \ \ est 
5^th Street. Residence 20 West 55th Street. 

T H E F I N C H S C H O O L 
Boarding and Dav School for Girls. Intermediate, Upper School 
and Post Graduate Departments. Technical School includes 
domestic training, secretarial course, book-binding, etc. Mrs. 
Jessica Finch Cosgrave, Principal, 01 East 77th St., New York City. 

M I S S B A N G S A N D " M I S S W H I T O N 
The only Country School for Girls in New \ o r k City. A private 
school park of 35 acres. Twenty-third year. "A Real School." 
Certificate admits to colleges. Advanced special courses. Un
equalled advantages in music. 

Riverdale Avenue, City of New York 

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

Ossining-on-Hudson. New York. 

E L I N O R C O M S T O C K M U S I C S C H O O L 
Miss Comstock, a pupil of Leschetizky, established a boarding and day 
school in 1010 where environment is an incentive to serious work and where 
a musical education may be perfected. Engl i sh Literature, French, Psy
chology. History of Art and Classic Dancing . Preparation for Concerts 
and Uperas. El inor Comstock, Principal, 1000 Madison Ave. , N . Y . 

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

A boarding and day school for boys in the open country at River-
dale-on-Hudson, upper New York City. Fourteen acres. Hardy 
country life, sound college preparation, expert physical training. 
Special department for younger boys. 

Address Frank S. Hackett. Headmaster, 
Riverdalc-on-Hudson, New York City. 

Telephone, 24S Kingsbridge. 

T H E G R A H A M S C H O O L 
For Girls. Established in 1816. Resident and day pupils. Gen
eral and college preparatory courses. Unrivaled location over
looking Riverside Park and the Hudson. Howard D . Winer, 
Principal; Marv Josephine White, Assistant Principal. 

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

H E A T H C O T E H A L L 
The Misses Lockwood's Collegiate School for Girls. A country 
school with all the advantages of the metropolis. Faculty of 
sixteen instructors. Superior opportunities for Music and Draw
ing. Healthful outdoor life. 40 minutes from Grand Central 
Station. Scarsdale, New York. 

T H E K N O X S C H O O L 

Formerly at Briardii l Manor. Country School for Girls. 50 min
utes from New York City. 

Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal, 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

M R S . H E L E N M . S C O V I L L E S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Reopened October 1st. Resident and clay pupils. Individual attention in 
regular, special, or postgraduate work. Art . Mus ic . Dramatic Expression, 
D a n c i n g , Sociology, H o m e Economics . Best use of city advantages. Rid
ing , Swimming, Tennis , W o o d Lore , Walk Talks . Slide Illustrations. Home 
care and sociaf privileges. European travel. 2042 Fifth Avenue. 

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

Half-hour from Grand Central Station, New York. 
Mrs, J O H N C U N N I N G H A M H A Z E N , Principal, 

Pelham Manor, New York. 

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

Resident and Day Pupils. (57 th year.) Exclusive location. 
Regular and Special Courses. Music, Art, Elocution. Physical 
culture. .•Esthetic dancing. Outdoor life. City advantages 
with delightful home life. 607 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

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

A School for Girls, IQ miles from New York. Healthful loca
tion; spacious buildings. Excellent advantages in music and art. 
General and college preparatory courses. Miss Miriam A. Bytcl, 
Principal, Garden City, Long Island, New York. 

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

R I V E R V I E W A C A D E M Y 
7?th year began Sept. 24. 1913. A home for the better k i n d of boys. It 
looks beyond college entrance. Instruction is thorough, sane. Equipment 
modern. Its influence makes for manhood. 77 years of consecutive manage-

C. C. G a :ipal, i 705, I'oughkeepsie, New York. 

O S S I N I N G S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Suburban to New York. 4 6 t h Year. Academic, Music. Art and 
College Preparatory Courses. Certificate privileges. Post Gradu
ate and special work. Separate house for vounger girls. Year-book 
on request. Principals, Clara C. Fuller, Martha J . Naramore, 
O-Mning-on-Hudson, N . Y. 

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

A boarding and day school for girls under fifteen. Tuition Sooo. 
Briar/cliff Manor, New York 

ST. A G N E S SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
Founded by the Rt. Rev. William Croswell Doane 1S70 
General and college preparatory courses. Certificate privileges 
Special course lor advanced pupils. Music and Art. New ath
letic held on grounds. 

Miss Matilda Gray, Head of School, Albany, New York. 

T H E C A S T L E , M I S S C . E . M A S O N S S U B U R B A N 

S C H O O L F O R G l R L S 
Tarrylown-on-Hudson. N , Y . 

t'pper School for girls 13 to 25; Lower 
School for girls 8 to n . Ai l depart
ments. Special courses in Art, Music, 
Literature. Languages. Certificate ad. 
mits to leading colleges. New Y o r k 
City Annex. European travel class. 
Fur illustrated catalogue address 

M I S S C . E . M A S O N , L L . M., 
L o c k Box 707. 

M O H E G A N L A K E S C H O O L 
T h o r o u g h preparation for Col lege , Techn ica l School or Business. Aver
age number of pupils to a cla^s, eight. Modern buildings. Healthful loca
tion on Mohegan L a k e . Phvsical Culture and Athletics under competent 
Director. Booklet. A . E . L i n d e r . A . M . . Chas . H . Smith. A.M., Principals, 
Box 61, Mohegan Lake . Westchester County. New York . 

N E W Y O R K M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 
In Hudson Highlands , near West Point. F o u r new buildings, most com
plete fireproof Mil i tary School in the I'. S. A r m y Officer in charge of drill 
and discipline. Special course for West Point candidates. In ran try, Cavalry, 
Cadet Band. Junior Dept. Summer Session. F o r catalog address 

T h e Commandant, Cornwall -oi i -Hudsou, Neiv York. 

M O U N T P L E A S A N T A C A D E M Y 
Founded in 1814. Prepares for college, scientific school or business. Ration-
alUed military system. Manual training. MOUNT PLEASANT HALL is for 
boys under 13. SUMMER CAMP in the'Berkshires, under M r . Brusie's per
sonal charge, is for boys undet 15. Send for catalogue. 

Charles Frederick Brusie. Box 50S, Ossinii ig-on-Hudson, N . Y . 

C A S C A D I L L A S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
A Fitting School for Cornell. President Schurman pronounces it 
"One of the best preparatory institutions in the country" Athletic 
field. Recreation building and boat house. Gvmnasium; rowing 
shells. Farm of 150 acres. Terms S675 to $775. Send for Catalogue. 

C. V. Parsell, A . M . , Principal,'ithaca, New York. _ 

R Y E S E M I N A R Y 

A girls' school, one hour from New York. Diploma for college 
preparatory and general course. Certificate privilege to Vassal, 
Smith, Wellesley and Mount Holvokc. Unusual advantages in 
music. Physical training, riding and outdoor sports. 

Mrs. Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye New York. 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
N E W Y O R K S T A T E ( C O N T I N U E D ) 

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

For Girls, iooth year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. 
Four new fireproof buildings, the rift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Pre
paratory, General and Special Courses. Certificate privileges. 
Music, Art. Elocution, Domestic Science. Gymnasium with swim
ming pool. Catalogue OD request. 

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

M R S . D O W S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

For circular address 
Mrs. Mary E , Dow, Principal, 
Briarclifi Manor, N. Y. 

T H E M O U N T A I N S C H O O L 
I iLIAS (.,. I lKOWN, A . H . , M . D . ALLABRN, N . V. 
in the Catskills, a,ooo (eel el.-v.mm,. T h e first O P E N A I R 1 
for normal buys, îw acres. Sixth year. College 1 

' Small classes. Individual attentlo 
Out-door anil winter SDC 

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

M i s s C A P E N ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

For many years known as " T h e Burnham School." 
38th year opens September igth, 1014. 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss H. T . Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass. 

T E N A C R E 

A school [01 twenty-five young girls. Preparatory to Dana Hall . 
Terms S&50. 

Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall , Wellesley, Mass. 

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

General, Special, and College Preparatory Courses. 
The Fenway 28, Boston. 

M i s s G U I L D A N D M I S S E V A N S ' S C H O O L 

33d year. College preparatory and general courses. Special ad
vantages in Art, Music, Languages and Household Arts. Visitors 
cordially welcomed. Send for catalogue. 

20-31 Fairfield Street, corner Commonwealth Avenue, Boston. 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N 
Full four-year course w i t h A . B. degree . T r a i n i n g for efficient 
home management as w e l l as for the bus iness of life. S p e c i a l two-
year diploma course for h i g h s c h o o l g r a d u a t e s . 17 b u i l d i n g s . 100 
acres. Catalog. Rev. Samuel V . Cole, D . D . , L L . D . , President, 
Norton, Massachusetts (10 m i l e s f r o m BOSTON). 

A L L E N S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
A school where boys are made self-reliant. Preparation for 
all colleges and scientific schools. Teacher for every <, boys. 
Music . Manual T r a i n i n g , Drawing. 6 buildings. Gymna
sium. Swimming Pool. Athletic F ie ld . Junior School for 
younger boys. Catalogue. West Newton, Mass. 

T H E B E S T ~ M E D I U M 
for school advertising is the one which has we ight and inf luence 
in the homes where the a d v a n t a g e s of the P r i v a t e S c h o o l are 
recognized, appreciated, and acted u p o n . S u c h a m e d i u m b u i l d s 
up an institution by supplying it with students w h o w i l l be a 
credit to iL 

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

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

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

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

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y F O R Y O U N G W O M E N 

m t h year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Laura A. Knott, A . M . . Bradford, Massachusetts. 

R O G E R S H A L L S C H O O L F O R G l R L S 

Lowell, Massachusetts. 38 minutes from Boston. 
Country sports. New gymnasium and swimming pool. 
F"or catalogue and views, address 

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

L A S E L L S E M I N A R Y 

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

n o Woudland Road, Aubumdale, Massachusetts. 

A B B O T A C A D E M Y 

A School for Girls. Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston. 
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andovcr, Mass. 

M i s s H A L L ' S S C H O O L 

For Girls. Miss Mira H . Hall , Principal, Pittsfield, Mass. 

S E A 
P I N E S 

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

Genuine happy home l ife; personal attention and care. G r o w i n g girls inspired by wholesome and 
beautiful ideals of useful womanhood. T h e Cape climate is exceptionally favorable for an outdoor life, 
which we make attractive and refining. One hundred acres ; nine groves, 1000 feet of seashore, ponies. 
H y g i e n e and morals are observed especially for results in health, character and education. Gymnastics , 
Mus ic . H a n d i w o r k . Domestic Arts . F r e n c h , German, Spanish—native teachers. A l l branches of study 
under patient and enthusiastic instructors. Address 
Rev. Thomas B i t k f o r d , Miss Fa i lh B i t k f o r d , Pr inc ipa l s . P. 0 . B o i G , Brews ler , Cape C o d . Muss. 

N E W J E R S E Y 

M O N T C L A I R A C A D E M Y F O R B O Y S 
On the Orange Mountains, 500 feet elevation, 13 miles from New Y o r k . 
Complete equipment including gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic field. 
Correspondence, or better a personal visit, invited from those desiring the 
best. Our booklet, " Your Boy and Our School ." will interest you no matter 
where your son is educated. Address 

MM. 1,. M. . . .V . . ,tr, A . M . . L o c k Hox .-J. Montclair. N . J . 

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

For Girls. A country school 13 miles from New York City. Col
lege preparatory and special courses. Music, Art, and Domestic 
Science. Illustrated catalogue on request. Address 

Miss Lucie C . Beard, Orange, N . J . 

P E D D I E I N S T I T U T E 
An endowed school for boys, offering thorough preparation for all colleges. 
Strong faculty. 250 boys. Business, Music . 60-acre campus. Gymnasium, 
swimming pool. Athletic field. Lower School for boys 11 to 14 years. 
Kates $400 to $500. 4$sih year opened Sept. 24th. Catalog on request. 
Address R. W . Swetlaud, A . M . , Box i2-C, Hightstown, New Jersey. 

C A R L T O N A C A D E M Y 
A boarding school for boys, with Catholic laymen as teachers. Seven-acre 
campus, modern buildings in the Jersey hills, Jt miles from New York, 
Small classes. Individual training in study ami athletics. Prepares for 
all colleges or business. Catalogue on request. Resident chaplain. 

C H A R L E S H . S C H U L T Z , A . M . , Headmaster, Summit, New Jersey. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

B O R D E N T O W N M I L I T A R Y I N S T I T U T E 
Thorough preparation lor college or business. l i lncicnt faculty, comfort
able- buildings, healthful location, careful supervision of athletics, military 
discipline that develops character, and 26 years of experience in training 
boys. For catalogue, write 

Rev. T . H . Landon , A . M . , D , D . , Principal . 
Co l . T . D . L a n d o n , Commandant. Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N . J . 

D W I G H T S C H O O L F O R G l R L S 
College preparatory and special courses. Certificates accepted by 
leading colleges. Limited number of pupils insures individual 
attention. Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York Gymna
s i u m . Tennis, nding. Address Box 607. Miss Crcighton and 
M i s s Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey. 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 
W A S H I N G T O N , D . C . P E N N S Y L V A N I A 

Natiori i l Park 
Semiriar-y^for G i r l s 

^ ' W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . ( S n b u r b s T ^ s . 
^ J u n i o r C o l l e g e . A l l H i g h S c h o o l 

courses a n d 2 y e a r s of C o l l e g e w o r k , 
' W i d e r a n g e of V o c a t i o n a l , A c a d e m i c a n d \ 
C u l t u r a l s tudies . A t t e n t i o n to s p e c i a l ta lents 

a n d i n d i v i d u a l tastes. M u s i c , A r t , H o m e m a k i n g 
O p e n - a i r life n e a r N a t i o n a l C a n i t a l . I l lus tra ted b o o k 

on r e q u e s t Address Box 102, Fores t Glen, M d . 

T H E C O L O N I A L S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Well-balanced courses for high school pupils. College preparation. A d 
vanced studies for high school and seminary graduates including three years 
work o! college grade in Engl i sh . History, Science and Languages . Music . 
Art. Expression. Home Economics . Open air sports and athletics. 

Mis s Charlotte Crittenden Everett, Principal . Washington , D . C 

G U N S T O N H A L L 
A School for Girls. Established 1802. Preparatory and Academic 
Courses. Two years Post-graduate and College work. Music, 
Art, and Expression. Building specially planned for the school. 
Athletics, Mrs. Beverley R. Mason, Principal; Miss E . M . 
Clark, L L . A . , Associate, 190O Florida Ave., Washington, D . C . _ 

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

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

A city school offering country sports. Literature on request. 
Washington, D . C. 

W A S H I N G T O N C O L L E G E 
For Girls and Y o u n g W o m e n . Located within National Capi ta l ; park of 
10 acres; choicest educational and social advantages ; refined associations, 
most beautiful home life. Preparatory. Certificate and Col lege Courses. 
Music, Art, Elocut ion, Domestic Science. Literature on request. Address 
F . Menefee, President, Washington, D . C . 

N A T I O N A L C A T H E D R A L S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Fireproof building. Accommodation for 100 boarding pupils. In 
Cathedral Close of 40 acres. Unrivalled music, art and special 
courses. Certificates to college. The Bishop of Washington, 
President Board of Trustees; Jessie C. McDonald, M.S . , Principal, 
Mount St. Alban. Washingt.-n. I>. C. 

M A R T H A W A S H I N G T O N S E M I N A R Y F O R 
Y O U N G W O M E N 
In finest residential section of National Capital. Two years' course 
for High School graduates, general and special courses. Domestic 
Science. Outdoor sports. Edward W. Thompson, Principal, 
iftor ( n n i K r i i c u t Avenue, Washington, D . C. 

I L L I N O I S 

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

A Normal School for Y o u n g W o m e n who desire to become teachers of Phys
ical Training in Universities, Colleges. Public Schools, or Y o u n g Women's 
Christian Associations. Graduates in demand. Salaries excellent. M i d 
year class begins Feb. 7, 1914. F o r catalog and full information, address 
Mrs. Robert L . Parsons. Dir . , Box R, 430 Soulh Wabash A v e . , Chicago, ILL 

M A R Y L A N D 

T H E T O M E S C H O O L 

An Endowed Preparatory School. Illustrated Book on Request. 
Thomas Stockham Baker, Ph .D. , Port Deposit, M d . 

N O T R E D A M E O F M A R Y L A N D 
A College Tor Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame 
to train the body, mind and spint—to develop true womanhood. Magnifi
cent buildings m .1 beautiful park of acres. Rowing, basketball, tennis, 
hockey. Instructors all specialists. Regular and elective courses. Music , 
Art . Write for catalog. Charles Street Avenue , Baltimore, Mary land . 
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M E R C E R S B U R G A C A D E M Y 
Offers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for college or business. 
Under Christian masters from the great universities. Located in the Cum
berland Val ley , one of the most picturesque spots of A m e r i c a New gym-
nasium. Equipment modern. \ \ rite for catalog. Address Box 104. 

Wil l iam Mann Irvine, L L . D - , Headmaster, Mercersburg, Pa. 

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

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

T H E M I S S E S S H I P L E Y ' S S C H O O L 
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Special educational and 
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. 
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. New gymnasium 
and school rooms in the autumn. For circular, address 

The Secretary, Box J , Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

O G O N T Z S C H O O L F O R Y O U N G L A D I E S 
Twenty minutes from Philadelphia. The late Mr. Jay Cooke's 
fine property. Park of 65 acres. The social and family life is a 
distinguishing feature. Catalogue and views on request. 

Miss A . A . Sutherland, Principal, Ogontz School P. O., Pa. 

M i s s M A R S H A L L ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
A school of many advantages, situated in Philadelphia's most 
beautiful suburb. College preparatory, general and special courses. 
Music, Art, Elocution. Supervised athletics on the spacious 
school grounds. Catalogue. 

Miss E . S. Marshall, Principal, Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pa. 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A M I L I T A R Y C O L L E G E 
We train from the ground up. endeavoring to secure the highest 
order of efficiency, physical, mental, moral. Degrees granted in 
Civil Engineering, Chemistry, Arts. Also Preparatory Courses. 
Infantry, Artillery, Cavalry. C2d vear opened Sept. 17. Send for 
Catalogue. Col. Chas. E . Hyatt, President, Chester, Pa. 

T H E B A L D W I N S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Prepares for Bryn Mawr. Smith. Vassar and Wellesley Colleges. Strong 
general course with diploma. Outdoor Class Room; Outdoor Gymnasium; 
Winter Basketball F ie ld; Extensive grounds for athletics. 

Jane L . Browned. A . M . , H e a d . 
El izabeth Forrest lohnson, A . B . , Associate Head . 

Address Baldwin School . P. O. Box E , Bryn Mawr. Pa. 

S P R I N G S 1 D E 

Boarding and Day School for Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss 
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hil l , Philadelphia, Pa. 

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

Mis s S. Janet Sayward, Principal , Overbrook, Pennsylvania. 

C O N N E C T I C U T 

T H E E L Y S C H O O L 

For Girls. In the country. One hour from New York City. 
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

I N G L E S I D E 

A School for Girls The Misses Tewksbury, Principals, 
New Milford, Litchfield County, Connecticut. 

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

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

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

College Preparatory and Diploma Courses. Thirty-ninth year. 
Modern equipment. Miss Emily Gardner Munro, A . M . , Principal, 
Waterbury, Connecticut. 

£ \ R I D G E F I E L D S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
Fifty miles from New Y'ork, in the highlands of the Berk-
shires. A l l water sports, athletic fields, gymnasium. Cer
tificate privileges. L imi ted number of boys allows each 
student individual attention. 

or. Ridgefield, Conn. 
rucieni individual attention. 

Roland J . Mulford, P h . D . , H e a d 



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

S W E E T B R I A R C O L L E G E 
A College tor W o m e n , of the (fiuda of Vj s sar , Wellesley. Smith ami Uryn 
M J W T . hour years of collegiate ami ".wo years of preparatory work are 
give". O n Southern Rai lroad south of Wash ington . Cataluguc and 
\iews sent on application to 

U r . M a r y K . Ueiicdict. r r e s l . . Box ii>S, Sweet Briar, V a . 

R A N D O L P H - M A C O N A C A D E M Y F O R B O Y S 
A BRANCH OF TH£ RANDOU'II-MACON SVSTKM. In the Valley of 
Virginia. Equipment cost $100,000. Large gifts make rates $.'50 a 
year. $135 from Jan. 12 to close of school. Prepares for College 
or Scientific Schools. Gymnasium and Athletics. 22d year. 
CQAS. L . MELTON, A . M . . Prin., Box 40^, Front Royal. Va. 

I N D I A N A 

E L M H U R S T 

Only hi*ih grade non-sectarian country school for girls in the 
Middle West. Outdoor sleeping and study. Health. Efficiency. 
Ideals. Number limited to twenty-four. 

K . D . 0, Box 2, Connersville, Indiana. 

M A I N E 

A B B O T T , A H O M E S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 
Unusual equipment. Three homes. Separate School house. Sepa
rate Gymnasium. Athletic field. Three tennis courts. 30 acres. 
Exhilarating climate. Winter sports. College preparatory and 
business courses. 12th year opened Sept. j^th. Address Head
master, Farmington. Maine. 

R H O D E I S L A N D 

L I N C O L N S C H O O L . INCORPORATED. 
c i ty! 

Providence, R. I. 
ith country sports. College 

Preparatory and General Courses. Music . Art , Domestic Science. New 
fireproof building under construction. L a r g e grounds. Basketball, 
hockey, tennis, skating, aesthetic dancing. 

F o r illustrated circular, address Miss Frances Lucas , Principal. 

M U S I C A N D D R A M A T I C A R T S 

I N S T I T U T E O F M U S I C A L A R T 
of the City of Xew York. Frank Damrosch, Director. An en
dowed school. A complete education in music without going 
abroad. Close affiliations with the Metropolitan Opera House. 
For catalogue address Secretary, 

120 Claremont Avenue. New York. 

A M E R I C A N 

A C A D E M Y 

D R A M A T I C A R T S 
FOUNDED IN 1IM 

C o n n e c t e d w i t h 
,Vl 1*. C h a r l e s 
F"r o h m a n ' s 

E m p i r e T h e a t r e 
a n d C o m p a n i e s 

Franklin H . Sargent 
President 

n d I n f o r m a t i o n , a p p l y t o F o r C a t a l o g u e 
The Secretary, Room 150, Carnegie Hal l . New York 

WHY. NOT B E A N ARTIST? 
ST U D Y d r a w i n g a t h o m e u n d e r E x p o r t F a n 

W e h a v e s u c c e s s f u l B t u d e n t s i n every p a r t o f 
t h e w o r l d . T u r n y o u r T a l e n t i n t o m o n e y . Our 
Students are filling high aataried positions. 11 y e a r n 

BncoeasfoJ t e a c h i n g . E n d o r s e d by h i g h a u t h o r i t i e s . 
18 C o u r s e s i n C o m m e r c i a l a n d I l l u s t r a t i v e D r a w i n g , 
T e a c h e r s * N o r m a l a n d A p p l i e d A r t . P r o f i t o r C u l t u r e . 

T h o r o u g h l y E q u i p p e d R e s i d e n c e S c h o o l 
Artist's Out lit FtiEE to Enroled Students 

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART.790 Applied Art Bldg.,Battle Creek.MirA 

AP*T 

|ll FTtt T O Y O U , 

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

L P — — 

T h e U n i v e r s i t y o f C h i c a g o 

HOME 
STUDY 

i n a d d i t i o n to res iden t 
w o r k , offers a lso i n s t r u c 
t i o n b y c o r r e s p o n d e n c e . 

F o r detailed In
format ion address 

U. of C.tDiv. F)Cbicaco.IlL 

D o Y o u Want 
A Job LikeThis? 

Do you want a job where you have the 
' 'Say so" instead of the " Do so " ? 

D o you want a job in which you work 
with your brains instead of your hands ? 

Do you want a job that pays you for 
what you know—and have the knowledge 
to back it up ? 

You Can Have It! 
The International Correspondence 

Schools wi l l train you in your own home 
— i n your spare time — at practically 
your own terms to qualify for the position 
you want. 

To learn all particulars Mark and Mail 
the Coupon. Mark ing the coupon places 
you under no obligation, simply brings 
you information as to how the I. C . S. 
can help you. 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E SCHOOLS 
B o x 9*42. S C R A N T O N , P A . 1 

E x p l a i n , w i t h o u t a n y o b l i g a t i o n o n my p a r t , h o w i 
ran q u a l i f y fo r t h e p o s i t i o n be fo re w h i c h I mark X . I 
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M 

Grace 
"T^HE W H I T E coupe is die car she has always wished 

for—Light, beautiful, swift and far running. Here 
are found the safety and simple operation of the 
electric vehicle, combined with the flexible speed and 
touring possibilities which only the gasoline roadster 
can give. Primarily her car for all purposes, its 
power and convenience also make the White coupe 
tlie preferred car for his town and winter use 

T H E W H I T E B a T C O M P A N Y 
C L E V E L A N D 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



The January number will contain a poem by 
Robert Louis Stevenson, "Student Song." 
Scribiicr's and Stevenson have been associated 
in the minds of readers since its first volume, 
and thousands wil l welcome this addition to 
their Stevensoniana. 

V» ^ 

The announced 
short serial," Maje ," 
byArmistead C.Gor
don, also begins in 
this number. It tells 
the love story of an 
old Confederate war 
veteran. Both Maje 
and his black man 
Hercules will take 
hold of the sympa
thies and enlist the 
affections. 

V * • 

The first of George 
Edward Woodberry's 
articles about North 
Africa and the Des
ert will appear in 
the January number. 
One of the foremost 
of American poets, a 
traveller of keen ob
servation, alive to all 
the wonderful color 
and p i c t u r e s q u e 
human aspects of the 
country, he has written a series of articles 
that give the very essence of the land and the 
people. The first one deals with ' 'Tunis ian 
Days." 

" I was fortunate in my first landfall at 
Tunis. It was a fine sea-picture framed in 
that chill November dawn. On my left, over 
the rippling watery gold to the few pink clouds 
eastward, stretching far behind, lay the great 
blue mountain headland. In front, a little to 
the right, was Goletta, the port, hard by; and 
ranging off northward the line of the ocean-
beach was stern and solemn, with the light
house above. That rise, there, was the hill of 

Author of the articles on North Africa and the Desert. 

Carthage. Westward over the hollow space of 
waters swept the crescent horizon inland, low 
an.I misty, centred a little to the south by the 
obscure white of far Tunis. Carthage is the 
first thought of the traveller; his instant mem

ory is of Phoenician 
ships, and his imag
ination is of Scipio 
and Regulus—these 
are the sights they 
saw." 

Tunis is one of the 
great cosmopolitan 
cities where all the 
peoples of the world 
mingle, but where 
the silence and mys
tery and dominance 
of the native race are 
"never submerged or 
exterminated." 

There have been 
no more delightful 
and interesting per
sonal reminiscences 
published in years 
than those of M a 
dame Waddington. 
As the wife of one of 
Europe's best-known 
diplomats she had 
rareopportunitiesfor 
associating with the 
most distinguished 
s o c i a l life e v e r y 

where, and for meeting famous personages in 
public life in literature, art, and music. She 
wil l begin a new series of articles in the Jan
uary number describing " M y First Yeans as 
a Frenchwoman." She was married to M . 
Waddington in Paris in 1 8 7 4 . He had been a 
deputy to the National Assembly in Bor
deaux in 1 8 7 1 , at a critical time, just after the 
Franco-German War. The first year of her 
marriage was one of intense political excite
ment, the feeling bitter between the " two 
branches of the Royalist party, Legitimists 
and Orleanists." She was intensely inter
ested in the sittings of the Assembly at Ver-
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sailles where Gambetta was making bitter at
tacks upon the Royalists. " I liked the stormy 
sittings best." M a n y of the chief personages 
of the time are mentioned. 

A t their dinners and receptions, " a l l the in
telligence1 of France passed through our rooms," 
when M . Waddington was "Min i s t r e de l ' l n -
struction Publique et des Beaux A r t s . " 

Before and since Trafalgar England has 
felt the menace of other nations on the sea. 
In the eighteenth century she was building 
the great high-sided wooden ships of the line 
with their tiers of guns, and manning them by 
fair means and foul. Those were the days of 
the press-gang, the days when crews were 
mostly composed of ne'er-do-wells for whom 
the only effective discipline was a beating. 
A n d yet, how they could fight, how they up
held England's sway over the navies of the 
world! Picturesqueness and brutality went 
hand in hand. It is the story of " T h e Old 
Man-of-War's M a n " that W . J . Ay lward tells 
in the January number. 

The contrast with the comfort and freedom 
• of the modern battleship makes interesting 
reading, as do the details of Jack's life afloat 
in the old days. 

M r . Aylward has made his own illustrations. 
They are paintings, as a matter of fact, and 
wil l be reproduced in color. In every way 
they are remarkable, brilliant in color, strik
ingly impressive in their realization of the 
stately dignity and beauty of "delicate spars 
and shimmering canvas billowing in a great 
mass against the masts and shrouds on yards 
already trimmed." 

The title of Professor Henry S. Pritchett 's 
article that wil l appear in the January num
ber is certainly one that will arouse interest— 
" Politicians and the Sense of Humor ." There 
have been not a few instances recently where 
it might appear that it was a subject hardly 
worth considering, a negative to the whole 
proposition would seem so easy. But Pro
fessor Pritchett makes it much worth while, 
and points out that with all of Lincoln's great 
qualities it was his keen sense of humor that 
placed him above every other political leader 
of his time. A n d what is a sense of humor? 

"Perhaps it can be best described as that 
faculty of imagination so humane and sym
pathetic in its nature that it can perceive at 
the same time serious and jocose things. It 
can feel the pathos of a scene on life's stage 
and yet have an eye at the same time for the 
incongruities of the actors." 

Henry van Dyke 's poem, "Daybreak in 
the Grand Canyon of Ar izona , " has attracted 
the widest comment. A recent writer in the 
Western Christian Advocate compares it with 
Coleridge's " M o r n i n g H y m n to Mont Blanc": 

" T o our mind it is one of the remarkable 
products of modern verse. The stupendous 
canyon itself stands without a rival of its 
k ind anywhere on earth, and thus far, with 
the exception afforded by van Dyke's verses, 
no poet has ever with any notable success at
tempted to deal with it . Bu t the present 
work is adequate, splendidly wrought out, 
and complete—worthy of comparison in every 
way with the only other poem of the kind in 
the English tongue with which we are ac
quainted, Coleridge's ' M o r n i n g Hymn to 
M o n t B l a n c ' " 

V » 

The first number of the new volume will 
contain an exceptionally interesting group of 
short stories. Katharine Fullerton Gerould, 
who, by the way, has taken a first place among 
modern short-story writers and has a style 
and a faculty for creating intensely absorb
ing psychological situations quite out of the 
ordinary, contributes a story called "The 
Tortoise." N o one who read this author's 
" V a i n Oblat ions" wil l ever forget the horror 
of the situation or the masterly way in which 
the difficult problem was handled. This new 
story has some of the same elements of fas
cination and very much of the same convin
cing power in the telling. 

^ » V 

George T . Marsh's " W i t h the Winter 
M a i l " tells how old Pierre delivered the 
Christmas mail at For t Hope after days of 
suffering and fighting against the elements on 
the long journey over the snow from Fort Al
bany—a story of heroic pluck and loyalty to 
the Hudson's B a y Company. 

Abbie Carter Goodloe has an admirable story 
of a famous art critic in " T h e Genius Loci." 
A n d " T h e Geniuses of Lutton's H i l l , " one a 
poet, the other a wandering acrobat, has the 
charm of both sentiment and humor. 

I t wil l surprise many, no doubt, to learn that 
while Constantinople has become Turkish it 
is at the same time still a centre of Greek in
fluence. It is about the church festivals, holi
days, and various religious celebrations that 
H . G . Dwight writes in his article on "Greek 
Feasts" in the January number. 
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Your Family Doctor 
does not k n o w as m u c h about y o u r s tomach as you 
do. Y o u have l ived w i t h i t longer than he has. 
Y o u k n o w your digestive l imi t a t ions . Y o u k n o w 
what "agrees" w i t h y o u and wha t gives y o u distress. 

It is we l l to get your doctor ' s advice, however , and if 
he is a wise counsel lor he w i l l te l l y o u that the prac
tise of eating a w e l l - c o o k e d cereal every m o r n i n g 
for breakfast w i l l not o n l y strengthen y o u r digest ion, 
but keep the bowels heal thy and active. T h e best 
cereal for this purpose is 

Shredded Wheat Biscuit 
because it is the w h o l e wheat, s team-cooked, shred
ded and baked i n the cleanest, finest food factory i n 
the w o r l d . It is no t " t r e a t e d , " flavored or c o m 

p o u n d e d w i t h a n y t h i n g — 
just the pure, w h o l e wheat, 
n o t h i n g a d d e d , n o t h i n g 
t aken away. D e l i c i o u s for 
breakfast w h e n eaten w i t h 
hot m i l k or cream and sea
soned to suit the taste or 
for a n y m e a l w i t h sliced 

b a n a n a s , s t e w e d 
prunes, baked ap
p l e s , p r e s e r v e d 
peaches o r other 
preserved o r fresh 
fruits, 

T h e O n l y C e r e a l F o o d 

M a d e i n B i s c u i t F o r m 

Made only by 

T H E SHREDDED W H E A T C O M P A N Y , N I A G A R A F A L L S , N . Y . 
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S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
V O L . 1.1 V D E C E M B E R , 1913 N O . l i 

By Gi lber t Parker 

I I. L U s I R A i 1 l i \ S I) V N . . C . W Y K T II 

"Fiercer than the wind of the Dead when it rises 
from its sleep to Slay the dwellers by the 
North Sea— 

[lark to the footsteps in the snow! 
Sharper than the arrow-head when from the bow 

it springs to pierce the yielding breast and 
the tender heart— 

See. the tent-curtain slowly swings 1 
Wilder than the cry of the starving wolf when it 

descends in the night upon the fast-sleeping 
child— 

'Ticixl fire and frost a Figure comes! 
Swifter than the eagle when from the heights of 

snow it launches terror on the spoilers of its 
nest— 

Rise and behold the Great Minus!" 

was thrilling if you shut 
your eyes; it was weird and 
s t a r t l i n g if you opened 
them and saw the man who 
chanted the w o r d s . H i s 
face was cloudily pale and 

immobile. N o nerve tingled in the mask
like countenance, no feeling flashed along 
the cheek. Bu t the eyes shone like two 
small fires. The rest of him was like 
other men—strong, faintly swarthy hands, 
lithe active limbs, stern-set body. 

Pascal Sarrotte did not feel comfortable 
as he looked at this strange visitor to Fort 
God's Plenty, and listened to his wild 
monotone so strange in thought and sound 
to human ears. Human ears, we say, for 
Pascal Sarrotte, a devout Catholic brought 
up in the fair parish of Saint Genevieve, 
Quebec, had doubts as to the humanity 
of the singer. Besides, his wedding-day 
was near and, in the circumstances, his 
brain was abnormally sensitive. He was a 
manly, handsome, and intrepid little fel
low, despite the strain of superstition in 

him. But the strain was there, and it made 
him turn now with something like nerv
ousness to his three companions in this 
big living-room of the Fort, as though to 
relieve his mind by sight of these healthy 
natural men. They were indeed men 
among men—though there are those who 
hold that the heathen are not men, that 
the tribes of this glacial section of a con
tinent are but discolored fragments f r o m 

the line white marble of the quarries from 
which the Caucasian was made. These 
friends of Pascal Sarrotte were Vosper, 
Talton, and Teddie Linley, three broth
ers, and the only white men in a district 
five times as large as Great Bri ta in and 
Ireland and a thousand times less accessi
ble. Upon Fort God's Plenty there flew 
a flag bearing the letters H . B . C.—which 
does not mean "Here before Chr i s t " but 
Hudson's Bay Company—that honorable 
troop of adventurers trading in Hudson's 
Bay to whom Charles of England gave 
mickle territory. 

The three brothers Linley had come from 
Scotland to take positions in the Hudson's 
Bay Company's service at different times 
during twenty years. They had served 
at separate posts, but by a happy con
junction of circumstances were at last 
settled together at Fort God's Plenty; 
Vosper, the eldest, being now a chief factor 
and Talton and Teddie clerks of superior 
grades. Talton also expected soon to be 
a chief trader. Generally speaking, they 
were practical, sound-headed fellows, zeal
ous, methodical, thorough, and forcible. 
Yet they were very unlike in personal 
characteristics. Vosper was impressive, 
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dominating, taciturn, and strictly reserved 
in his treatment of the Indians both male 
and female. Tal ton was authoritative, in
clined to be dogmatically eloquent, some
what proud of his physical prowess, and 
not inclined to be reserved where pretty, 
or even not very pretty, Indian women 
were concerned. The diffusiveness of his 
affections did not, however, prevent him 
from helping to make Fort God's Plenty 
one of the soundest and most prosperous, 
if one of the farthest, loneliest, and most 
perilous posts of the Honorable Company: 
farthest because it was within the Arct ic 
Circle, between the Barren Grounds and 
the Far Off Meta l River : loneliest, because 
its summer was so short and its winter so 
long; perilous, because the cold was some
times deadly and wood was not plentiful. 
Off in the farther Nor th was that unknown 
dominion where wise men said no human 
being dwelt, where endless silence reigned, 
save when the meteors whirred through 
the night and the stars swept through the 
windless air. But did the wise men speak 
truly? Concerning that place beyond the 
stark hillocks of ice and the Arctic Sea, 
there were legends which, passing through 
the lenses of generations, had at last grown 
misty and undefinable. There still re
mained medicine-men who, pointing to 
the outmost north, made conjurations and 
afterward cured the sick and also (it was 
darkly hinted) caused men to decay and 
die. But no doubt these ghostly gossips 
lied and it was all, as Talton Linley put 
it, " a tupenny juggle." 

But until this singular traveller with the 
deathly face came to the fort a few hours 
before, these white men had never heard 
anything definite concerning the mysteri
ous folk who, legend said, dwelt where 
the electric needle points downward. It 
was in response to Talton Linley's press
ing persuasions that the visitor should 
give a taste of his quality as a medicine
man—for such they assumed he was—that 
the song of which we know had been sung. 
The stranger, Tsaga, as he called himself, 
had appeared suddenly at the fort with 
neither dogs nor gun nor anything so
ever save the Indian costume that he 
wore. He had eaten and drunk and 
then he had monotoned his metrical his
tory or ritual ti l l the room reeled. In re
sponse to his sustained effort Talton L i n 

ley said: "Tsaga, where did you learn all 
that? It sounds ancient." 

T o this Tsaga slowly replied: " I have 
travelled much among those far tribes 
that you have never seen—those who have 
knowledge of the Great Minus. This is 
of their legends." 

It was noticeable that Tsaga spoke Eng
lish wi th a peculiar mechanical precision, 
as though unaccustomed to its use, and 
yet understood it. 

" W h a t is the Great Minus , eh, M'sieu ' 
Tsaga? I not understand—no!" said Pas
cal Sarrotte. 

" I t wasn't in your catechism at Saint 
Genevieve, was it. Pascal?" rejoined Tal
ton. " W e l l , what is the Great Minus 
M r . Tsaga, prophet according to poppy
cock?" 

W i t h a peculiar rigid air Tsaga an-
wered: " I know not altogether what it 
means, but beyond the sea and ice there 
is at the summit of the world a people 
who are able to resist decay of life. They 
have that subtracted faculty of exist
ence by which men, even the heathen, of 
which your race is, in past days to live 
through centuries and not die ti l l they 
had grown mighty with life and in giving 
life. There is the song of the Ittlake, 
which has come down through the long 
lanes of time. Would you hear it? " As 
he said this he looked at Yosper Linley, 
who nodded assent, and straightway he 
began: 

" O f the land of the rainbow fire, the waving sky. 
the long paths of light and the mighty pal
aces— 

The song thereof as to the K i n g : — 
When from the icebergs the powdered wind arises, 

and the voice of the Angry One cracks 
through the aching clefts; 

When the mountains rock and the earth trembles 
beneath the feet of the hunter and of her who 
waits by the tent door; 

When from the Outmost Place there come the 
red-mouthed bears and dragons to ravish and 
destroy: 

Xone fears, none hides nor falleth. 
For in the place of the mighty glows the eye of 

the Great Minus: 
It giveth to the people the deathless frame, till 

that their time being full they rise and pass 
away. 

T i l l that they rise and bid farewell to all who 
hang upon their necks, and they take their 
spears and pass away; 

T i l l that they safely pass into the aching clefts 
and through the awful plains reaching the 
golden hills; 



Drawn by N C. Wyeth, 
The stranger, Tsaga. had appeared suddenly at the fort with neither dogs nor gun, nor anything suever save the 

Indian costume that he wore — Page 666. 
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And there have mighty lodges wherein the fine 
gar-meat and the fish that give the sweet 
liquor are; 

Where they are and fail not, neither the tall gold 
feather of the tau nor the soft down of the 
North swan; 

Nor many feasts within the Happy Valleys, nor 
the smoke of the sweet-scented fires, nor 
comely maids; 

But they that remain are happy even as they that 
go, for they prevail against the evil things. 

This is the song before the King ! This is the 
song of Ittlake." 

The fingers of Tsaga chafed each other 
as he spoke, but his face was unmoved 
and his voice was even. When he had 
finished, the chief factor said gruffly, but 
yet as though provoking a reply: " T h e 
song is fine enough, Tsaga% but it 's only 
Indian buncombe after all. There never 
was anybody living at the Nor th Pole ." 

To which Pascal Sarrotte added with 
an affected intrepidity: "So it is we who 
are the heathen after all! We have lost 
something which at the summit of the 
world they have. Wel l , bagosh, that is 
dam' funnee!" 

In his matured and self-gratifying man
hood Talton Linley smacked his lips upon 
his pipe-stem greedily before he said: " I 
like that idea of the bear-fights and the 
Happy Valley and the liquor-fish and the 
bed of swan's down, Tsaga." H e smacked 
his lip again and shook his shaggy head 
with luxurious suggestiveness. 

Tsaga looking closely at him replied: 
" A l s o the comely maids to put the golden 
feathers in the hair—and many of em!" 

Talton Linley took his pipe out of his 
mouth in blank astonishment and said to 
Pascal Sarrotte under his breath: "So 
help me, he's said the very words that 
I was saying in my mind! ' ' 

Here Teddie Linley muttered, as 
though in a dream, "There are worse 
things on the earth than a comely maid ." 
It wil l be noticed that he only spoke of 
one comely maid. But then teddie was 
young, and he was not yet used to soli
tude, and he had not yet learned to con
sole himself among the heathen as Tal ton 
had done, or to be cynically indifferent as 
was the case with the chief factor. He 
had in his heart, poor lad! a place of mys
teries, a shrine before which passed beau
tiful shadowy figures any one of which 
might make him eternally happy. Yes, 
of course they would; else what were they 

made for? They were intangible. No 
faint, sweet perfumes floated up from their 
filmy garments, no strands of their won
derful hair caught hiskisses; but they were 
real to him, just as real as though they had 
been first swaddled in a birth-chamber 
and afterward prettily manufactured over 
again in Bond Street. So, in the brooding 
solitudes with the musk-ox and the white 
eagle, he thought persistently of that other 
and possible world which, so far as he 
could see, he had left forever. It was 
with him when he pitched between a 
ghastly rapid and an engulfing whirlpool; 
as he and the Indians made their way still 
farther West, still towards the far Cathay. 
I t floated before him as he lay on his back 
among the dogs on the forsaken soundless 
plain, and looked up to where the Indians 
said was the Yaga T a , that is, the M a n 
Who Reclines on the Sky. There—was 
he not even beginning to think in the lan
guage of the heathen, saying no longer 
" G o d " but " Y a g a T a " ? A n d to what 
might he not come? Is it strange that 
he was overhung with melancholy? He 
knew well that of the many who enlisted 
under the flag of the H . B . C. few returned 
to that world of his dreams; and he could 
not become used to the thought. He re
quired something else than pemican and 
moose-meat for his daily food; he desired 
other refreshment than tea and tobacco. 
N o , as the chief factor had said to him, he 
was not yet broken in! While a man car
ries Shakespeare or Byron in his canoe or 
on his dog-sled he is not easily broken in to 
savage exile. He must become brutalized 
first. The time would come, no doubt, 
when Teddie would seek forbidden things, 
when he would array himself among those 
who take many wives from among the 
heathen; but he could not do it yet. 
Sometimes, with a touch of the chief fac
tor's lofty moral cynicism, he was minded, 
as here and there another had done, to 
send to the company in London for a 
wife, as one should order a barrel of sugar, 
and, receiving her in the yearly steamship 
which visited Hudson's Bay , would file 
the invoice and receipt her like any other 
cargo. 

At the moment of his speaking the door 
opened and there appeared a young girl, 
tall and lissome like a shaft of Indian corn, 
with beautiful, faintly dark features, an 



rawn by N C. Wyeth. 
At last, huwever. she had let Pascal Sarrctte see her mind.—Page 671. 
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They travelled .ill day through the ever-increasing cold, speaking but little, their faces covered frum the deadly frost.— 
Page 676. 

abundance of brown wavy hair, and a 
wonderful undertone of rose in her cheeks. 
She was dresseil in a moose-skin robe finely 
tanned and dyed; and she wore moccasins 
embroidered in thread of gold and garnet. 
Coming to the chief factor, who, wi th the 
others, had risen, and putting her hand on 
his arm, she said softly, " M y father!" 

Sitting down again the chief factor took 
her lingers and held them. He felt them 
tremble as she looked at Tsaga and caught 
the light of his eyes like living fires in a 
dead face. 

" A h ! " she said, and turned away her 
head; then stooped and whispered in her 
father's ear. " W h o is this dreadful man?" 

Pascal Sarrotte's eyes were on Nadha 
as once were those of Hiawatha upon M i n 
nehaha. To-morrow he was to marry this 
child of Yosper Linley and a chieftainess 
with a fair face who had once ruled a tribe 
in the North. Yosper had saved the wom
an's life in a conflict between her people 
and their enemies and she had left all be
hind her and had followed him. Yet the 
tribe she left were not her people; for her 
mother and herself had in the summer-time 
been found floating in a canoe on the Far 
Off Metal River, the mother dead, herself 
alive and bearing a parchment which none 
could read because the writing was so 
faint and faded. A n d since there was a 
legend among her saviors that one of fair 
face should come out of the Nor th to rule 
over them, they cared for the child until 
she came to be a woman, when they made 
her their chief. Then it was that Yosper 
Linley came. 
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But manyyears had gone since thisgood 
woman had departed betwixt the dark and 
dawn to the Lodges of the Morning, leav
ing her child Nahda behind her. Before 
she passed she prayed that her body might 
be carried by her husband alone to an is
land in the Lake of M a n y Waters and there 
laid in a couch swung between four tall 
trees. She told her husband how by the sun 
he should bear himself that he should ar
rive safely at the place. A n d he, all alone, 
and without dogs to draw the sled, silently, 
bitterly, carried the dead body away into 
the South and West through many hundred 
leagues of frosty desert, unti l he came to 
the Lake of M a n y Waters under a warm 
sun; and there he laid her between the 
four trees and left her there. But when 
he came back from that far journey and 
walked into Fort God's Plenty with 
frozen feet, he smiled no more. 

Of what befell him at the Lake of Many 
Waters he spoke no word. To his daugh
ter he was surpassingly gentle, but he spoke 
little save to teach her his own language. 
Ye t her mind was filled wi th the words of 
her mother concerning the great spirits and 
of mighty men who had conquered other 
might)- men and fearsome beasts. As 
years went on these memories faded away 
from the mind of the girl , so that they 
were but as filmy dreams; but the baie, 
discolored parchment that her mother 
gave she kept, wondering and unsatisfied 
concerning it, yet prizing it. In her early 
girlhood she had held herself aloof from 
the few half-breeds and the Indians of the 
fort, but at last she was beloved by them 
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because of her great goodness in times of the line prophetic perception of a rate, 
trouble or sickness. A n d so it happened, What was it that chilled and yet fascinal -
when Pascal Sarrotte came from Fort ed her so as she met the eyes of Tsaga? 
Seclusion nearly frozen to death, she What was il that shot like hot arrows 
nursed him and brought him back to life, through her brain? 
Yet the rest had not been easy for Pascal. Tsaga rising said: "The vision of youth 
Perhaps there was some ancient pride in is before me, the joy of the heart of ial her 
her blood, some lofty shyness; or was it and lover. Of whom the father saith, 
simply that her mother had taught her ' She is the light of my home, and when she 
that there was but one good man among goeth 1 am in darkness, the past only is 
this white race, and that was her father? mine.' Of whom the lover saith, 'She 
Her uncles she regarded with a gentle re- bringeth the gladness of the sun; the first 
serve. They admired her, but only Teddie snow is not like to her in pureness, nor the 
saw much of her, and he could not under- songs of the birds of the South in sweet-
stand her. ness'; and I, Tsaga, say, 'There is night 

At last, however, she had let Pascal here that there may be morning there; 
Sarrotte see her mind: her wide-sweeping, for such is the will of the Spirits who 
half-austere, half-childish fancies; her far- R u l e . ' " 
reaching instincts, her almost unnatural Here the chief factor rose and angrily 
vision of things beyond her narrow sphere said: " Indian, we've had enough of this, 
of life; as though there were centred in her Stop it, or even your Great Minus won't 

Far a long time the three brothers smoked on in silence.—Page 676. 



Drawn by N. C. Wyeth. 

"W hen, next night, two horror-stricken faces peered through this doorway, the three sail sat where Tsaga had 
left them.—Page 677. 
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protect you from the elements we keep 
here." 

Tsaga laughed, the click of a bauble be
hind a mask—mirth from a vault, and 
then replied: " I t is the law of the Nor th 
that the medicine-man have kindness 
and not smiting shown him. I am a medi
cine-man and 1 can heal -and 1 can des
troy." 

The chief factor looked at the man de-
batingly, and presently with a deep sigh 
sat down again, and his brother Tal ton 
said: "Tsaga, you've got a rummy face. 
It's like a big frost-bite. What ails it? " 

Again something clicked with grotesque 
mirth in Tsaga's throat, and he replied: 
"I t was a violent illness long ago." 

" H o w long ago? " 
" T w o thousand moons ago." 
" T w o thousand—two thousand devils 

ago! Doesn't it strike you that even for 
a white Injun your lies are behemoth, my 
sarcophagus?" 

Tsaga shook his head protestingly and 
Talton added: " Y o u say you're a medi
cine-man now. W h y don't you get the 
Great Minus or whatever he or it is to 
resurrect your face?" 

To this the other replied grimly: "There 
is a time for all things beneath the fires 
of Heaven." 

" H o l y smoke!" Talton returned; "do 
you know you're quoting the Bible? 
Where did you learn it? There are no 
missionaries on the wrong side of the Arc 
tic circle. A n d where did you learn to 
speak English? What post of the H . B . 
C. in a misguided charity brought you 
up?" 

Ignoring one part of the question 
Tsaga replied: " I t is from the words of 
Ittlake, the One whose Word.-, are Wise." 

" O h ! But what do you mean by the 
fires of Heaven? " 

"The waving lights and the arrows of 
the sky." 

" Bosh! Y o u mean the sun and stars." 
Tsaga shook his head: " N o , not the 

sun and stars." 
" W e l l , what the devil !" 

"Where the curtains of the sky quiver in the 
night and are blown hither and thither in the 
noonday: 

Where the gateways of the mist open that the 
eye sees afar the place in which no shadows 
are, 
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And the perfect stillness rcigncth, and peak 
llashcth unto peak the utmost things, where 
Wisdom standeth." 

Tsaga chanted with eyes upon Teddie' 
into whose mind again a thought had come 
—might not this uncanny purveyor ol 
the mysterious unfold to him that future 
of his which so shadowed him or gave 
him hope alternately? Maybe it was a 
foolish thought; but then he was a dream
er, he was cursed—or blessed—with the 
poetic temperament. Besides, as he said 
to himself, since the world began there 
have been those who had the gift of pre
science, and why should the faculty have 
ceased in the nineteenth century? So he 
said over silently the words of his intend
ed question of Tsaga, and it was almost 
fantastic that the request involuntarily 
shaped itself to the rhythmic motion of 
Longfellow's " H i a w a t h a " as it floated 
through his brain. This did not, how
ever, prepare him for what came after. 
As though in response to Teddie's inward 
question, Tsaga, with his eyes intently 
fixed on the lad, said: " W o u l d you hear 
the tale of Zus the Migh ty Hunte r?" 

There was a moment's silence. T a l 
ton Linley gave a contemptuous sniff; the 
chief factor's eyes were bent on an impal
pable something before him; and Nahda's 
brows were troubled, as though by an ef
fort of memory. Then the voice of Tsaga, 
less cavernous than it had been before, al
most human indeed, spoke these words 
slowly: 

"The song of Zus the Migh ty Hunter: 
He that was young, that bounded o'er 
the plain, that slew the bear and the 
sharp-clawed tau and dreadful bear; that 
climbed the high mountain triumphing, 
that trod upon the red lip of the belching 
hill and had no hurt, that feared not: 

Much he yearned for one who came nut, 
That should light his heavy hearthstone, 
Empty gladness in his pathway, 
Tr im his arrows for the conflict, 
Strain her long hair for his bowstring, 
Welcome him the chicfest victor. 
Place the sweetest meat beside him, 
liring his children out before him, 
Drive the evil spirits from him. 
Long he waited but she came not, 
And his heart grew hot with longing. 
Long he hurled the spear and lance-head, 
Heedless trod the frozen plateau. 
Scorned the many comely women, 
Came not near the idle revels: 
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Ti l l from out his golden aerie 
Peered the great the awful Minus, 
Saw the youth, and knew his sorrow; 
Called the lightning out of Heaven, 
Cleft for him a sudden pathway, 
Through the silent frowning mountains; 
Drew him to the Happy Valleys, 
Closed the Gateway of the Mountains: 
But the people found his bod}', 
Standing like a column stead}', 
Frozen to the endless quiet: 
And they cried, 'He leaves his image; 
Gone is Zus the Mighty Hunter . ' " 

Teddie shuddered as though a wave of 
frost had passed over him. When he 
raised his eyes, which had been bent upon 
the floor, he saw that Nahda's face was 
hidden in the folds of her sleeve. Present
ly Talton said: "Tsaga, I've met a lot of 
medicine-men, but you're the cleverest of 
the lot by thousands! That isn't the pat
ter of the tribes of the H . B . C. country. 
It sounds like the saga stuff of Iceland. 
Perhaps you're some old Icelandic god in
carnated, eh?" 

The death's-head of the man shook 
negatively, and then came the reply: " I 
know not of whom you speak. As the 
days pass you will teach me, and you in 
turn shall learn of the wisdom of my peo
ple." 

" A s the days pass, Tsaga!" answered 
Talton. " O h , no, we'll not have you here 
upsetting our Injuns! You ' l l have to take 
your wisdom on tour. We don't put up 
medicine-men at this pub for longer than 
one night. We ' l l give you pemican to
night, but to-morrow at the rising of the 
sun you will seek pastures new, M r . 
Tsaga." 

Tsaga turned with an ominous look in 
his eyes and looked at the chief factor, 
who nodded approval to what his subor
dinate had said. His daughter's lingers 
pressed his arm however. 

"Father ," she whispered, " i t may be 
the stranger has travelled far and is weary. 
If he be evil it were well not to make him 
angry; if he be good, it is not like my 
lather to say in the hour when happiness 
comes to his daughter, 'Stranger, be
gone ' ! " 

The chief factor now looked at Tal ton 
as though what he decided should be final. 
Talton, seeing this, yawned a little and 
then said: " W e l l , Tsa.ua, 1 tell you what: 
do something lirst here that's very line— 
mind you, a very line trick!—and we'll 

give you the run of your clasp-knife and 
the slake of your thirst unt i l this moon 
fills. Bu t it must be something fine— 
none of the dagger-swallowing, flesh-tear
ing business, remember. Nothing vulgar 
for Fort God's P len ty ! " 

Without a word Tsaga stood up, drew 
his right hand from his bosom, and held it 
aloft over his head loosening the fingers 
very slightly as he did so. Instantly there 
streamed through them an intense and 
startling brightness, like the light of an 
immediate sun, and the room quivered in 
the rays. There was, in the ears of all, the 
sound as of rushing waters; then the faint 
far clash of spears, and the dying roar of 
wi ld beasts, followed by strains of music 
almost unearthly in its sweetness. A 
brighter flash of light, and then fell sud
den darkness, and Tsaga's voice said, as 
though from an unutterable distance, " D o 
you desire more?" 

A long breath came from each simul
taneously. 

Nahda's eyes were brilliant and dilated. 
She stepped to the intervening space be
tween Tsaga and the others, and, relapsing 
into that half-antique fashion of speech 
which belongs to the highest heathen races, 
said: " T h o u hast evil in thy heart. In 
that moment when the light came I felt 
a great unfolding in my brain and all thou 
art was growing clear to me; also the peril 
that thou bearest with thee, the insuffer
able th ing—" She put her hand to her 
forehead and paused. " — B u t what it was 
I know not yet, for the light vanished and 
the opening page of thy heart faded with 
it. Ye t I know, by my mother's soul, I 
know that thou art cruel and deadly!" 

Slowly and with an enigmatic look 
Tsaga replied: " M a i d e n , there is no cru
elty in my heart for thee. That which 
thou felt was blessing and not ev i l . " 

St i l l disturbed, the girl drew back and 
stood beside her father, regarding Tsaga 
with awe; yet from the first she had felt a 
sense of fearful kinship to him. Now, 
however, the chief factor drew himself up 
and, with an impatient motion of thehand, 
said to Tsaga: " T h e hour is late—this is 
the place where strangers sleep. There is 
a pile of buffalo robes in the corner. We 
have no beds of down at Fort God's 
Plenty ." 

Tsaga bowed, and the flippant Talton 
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added: " A fellow that carries the sun in his 
vest-pocket doesn't need buffalo robes to 
keep him warm!" W i t h a good-natured 
toss of his shaggy head he left the room, 
followed by all the others save Teddie, 
who lingered musingly. 

Tsaga touched Teddie's arm. " T h e girl 
Nahda," he said—"where did she come 
from? W h o was her mother? " 

Teddie told him all he knew. Tsaga 
bent his head musingly and did not re
ply. After a moment Teddie continued: 
"You ' re not like any medicine-man I 
ever saw before. There's more in your 
work. It's—clever. There's a lot of po
etry in it. That about the Great M i n u s 
is tremendous. Then you're number one 
as a thought-reader; and those other things 
you do are splendid. . . . B u t I didn't 
like that about Zus the M i g h t y Hunter. 
D i d you make it up as you went on, 
or what? It was immensely like ' H i a 
watha.' Where did you ever read ' H i a 
watha'? . . . Oh, well, all right; I won't 
ask these things now if you don't want 
it, but I wish you 'd fixed Zus up dif
ferent! . . . I want some prophecy not 
so permanently glac ia l !" W i t h a half-
sad smile and a quick good-night, he was 
gone. 

For a moment Tsaga stood looking at 
the closed door, a sinister figure in the dim 
room. Then he stretched out his arms 
swiftly and in a harsh voice said: " T h e 
hour of my release is at hand. These are 
three of one race, as it was written and pro
claimed. One lives in the present, feeding 
on the heated fruits of the flesh; after the 
wedding-feast to-morrow the heart of the 
father wil l be altogether in the past; and 
the other, the lad of many dreams lives in 
the future and finds no joy in anything of 
what now is or which has been. Are not 
the measures complete—the cube of ex
istence which makes the perfect life? 
These three shall sit before me yielding up 
their lives, and on their wandering breath 
I shall be borne to the Summit of the 
World, no longer to wander or to sleep. 
The smell of the mighty cedars shall greet 
me; the gar-flesh I shall eat and the sweet 
liquor of the dak-fish. A n d I shall come 
some near day in peace unto my own land 
and the place of my people. I shall stand 
in the Gateway and call aloud, and the 
light shall be once more within the Shrine. 

. . . The girl Nahda! However it may 
be, she has in her veins also the blood of 
the Race. Her face is as I he l a i r of her 
who was with me two thousand moons 
ago. In her mind I read that she has a 
parchment which her mother gave her. 
She shall read it at the fitting time. A n d 
I shall come again and bring her to our 
people, but it may not be now. She shall 
live, and her husband shall find joy in her 
until she too turns her face towards the 
Summit of the Wor ld . " 

He turned to the pile of buffalo robes in 
the corner and silence and sleep soon pos
sessed the room. 

The next morning the contract of mar
riage was signed, the chief factor joining 
the hands of the lovers. Upon Nahda 
had fallen a dream. Half-breeds came in 
and brought her beautiful embroidered 
belts and capotes of the well-tanned, deli
cate moose-skin, fringed with the fine fur 
of the beaver. Eskimos gave her bags 
of swan's down that her feet might find 
warmth in them when the harsh night 
fell, or a dreaded poudrc day found them 
upon the plains. Indians brought her the 
skins of the white fox, rare pouches of the 
skin of the reindeer's belly, and knives 
made from the tusks of the narwhal. A n d 
while she shivered, not wholly with aver
sion, Tsaga clasped ahout her robe of 
fawn-skin, trimmed with the fleecy eider
down, a belt of some sparkling metal that 
glistened like silver and had links and in-
terlacings of pure gold skilfully wrought 
with rude yet graceful beauty. Then her 
uncle Tal ton called her to the window and 
showed her his gift of a team of eight Es
kimos dogs belled and caparisoned, and 
unscarred as yet by whip or tooth, to 
which Teddie had added a cariole; with 
iron runners and lined with the fur of the 
marten and the seal. Her father had 
filled a sled amply with the few things 
which make life bearable in a frozen world, 
and her husband clasped upon her wrists 
two broad bracelets of gold bought years 
before from an Eskimo, who in turn 
had been given them by the officer of a 
French vessel wrecked upon the coast of 
Labrador. There was also another gift, 
as well not understood perhaps by half-
breeds, Indians, and Eskimos present. 
Teddie Linley stepped forward impul
sively and read from a parchment which 
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he had deftly embossed with rude Indian 
paints these verses: 

' ' H e a r t of the W o r l d , g ive heed! 
Tongues of the W o r l d , be s t i l l ! 

T h e r ichest grapes of the v ine sha l l b leed , 
T i l l the greet ing-cup sha l l s p i l l ; 

T h e k ine sha l l pause i n the p leasant m e a d , 
T h e eagle upon the h i l l : 

H e a r t of the W o r l d , give heed! 

" H e a r t of the W o r l d , break fo r th ! 
Tongues of the W o r l d , p r o c l a i m ! 

The re cometh a voice f rom out the N o r t h 
A n d arrows of l i v i n g f l ame— 

A man ' s soul c r y i n g . B e h o l d , w h a t w o r t h 
W a s life t i l l her sweet soul came? 

H e a r t of the W o r l d , break f o r t h ! 

" H e a r t of the W o r l d , be s t rong! 
Tongues of the W o r l d , be wise! 

T h e whi te N o r t h glows w i t h a m o r n i n g song 
O r ever the red sun dies; 

F o r L o v e is s u m m e r and L o v e is l ong , 
A n d the good G o d ' s i n his skies : 

H e a r t of the W o r l d , be s t r o n g ! " 

Teddie's face glowed, Pascal Sarrotte's 
eyes were moist, the father turned his 
head away, and the shaggy Tal ton grinned 
confusedly. He intended to say, " A t it 
again, Teddie!" but he paused in time 
when he saw the effect produced on the 
others, and that even the savages had 
been touched by the lad's thrilling voice. 
Nahda took the parchment as though she 
saw not, and then suddenly put her hands 
upon Teddie's shoulders and kissed h im 
on the cheek. They might have been 
brother and sister, so near of an age were 
they. 

Only Tsaga was unmoved. Hi s sar
donic face was turned toward them, but 
the eyes did not look at them. He seemed 
to have no part now in the comedy. He 
stood motionless, while hunter, voyageur, 
trapper, trader, mercenary, and bois brule 
made their congratulations. H e sat un-
moving while they banqueted on the wild 
meats of the Nor th and drank til l their 
brains swam. At last the two trains of 
dogs were drawn up before the door and all 
issued forth into the square to see the de
parture. A t the moment when the two 
half-breed gunners upon the wall were 
ready to tire, when the fingers of the revel
lers were upon the triggers for a fusil
lade, when every good-by had been said, 
Tsaga came swiftly forward to the cariole 
and said in a low tone to the bride, " B y a 
flame of fire that which is hidden shall'be 

revealed' ' ; and then he stepped back again 
and was lost among the crowd. 

There was a cry from the Indian who 
drove the leading train of dogs, a waving 
of hands, many shouts of good luck, the 
sharp rattle of musketry, the loud blun
dering noise of the little-used cannon, and 
the two lovers were gone into the North 
and West towards Fort Seclusion. 

They travelled all day through the 
ever-increasing cold, speaking but little, 
their faces covered from the deadly frost. 
They reached the hut where they were to 
camp about nine o'clock at night. At 
this hour Tsaga was opening the door of 
the living-room at For t God's Plenty. 
The three brothers sat there in silence, 
scarcely turning to look at him as he en
tered, took a seat at the table, and lapsed 
into revery with the others. For a long 
time the three brothers smoked on in si
lence, then one by one they put their 
pipes down as though some thought ab
sorbed them completely. W i t h his right 
hand in his bosom Tsaga read their 
thoughts, and he said within his heart: 
" T h e time is now come. . . . Yet the 
one is just and strong, the other is full of 
mirth and lusty life, and the lad is young 
and noble!' ' 

There was a great struggle in his breast. 
Ye t what were these three to him that he 
should pause! . . . A n d the girl Nahda— 
she of the same lofty origin as himself! 
. . . W ras she to be that One coming out of 
the South who would unite the heathen 
from the Outside Lands with those of his 
race who lived at the Summit of the World? 
. . . He closed his eyes and strained his 
wil l to conquer space. Slowly a vision 
came. H e saw a hut where burnt a bright 
fire, and beside the fire stood a man and a 
maiden. A n d he heard the maiden say, 
" H i s words were, ' B y a flame of fire that 
which is hidden shall be revealed.'" The 
man to whom she was speaking bent his 
brow-s in anxious thought and then said 
at last: " T h e parchment—the parchment, 
N a h d a ! " 

She drew it from her bosom and gave it 
to him. Kneeling, he held it to the fire. 
There appeared suddenly and brightly 
writing in the language of those Indians 
among whom Nahda's mother was a chief-
tainess. This was the wri t ing: 

" I speak of a race l iving at the Summit 
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of the World , and the spirit of the life 
of that country is called the Great Minus , 
representing that part of human nature 
which the heathens all have lost and by 
which men live to years unnumbered. 
Now, in a shrine of that land there was a 
stone of intolerable radiance by which 
the minds of men could be read as the 
pages of a book, and the life withered in 
its light at the wil l of the Spirit that gives 
and withholds. A n d it was so that in the 
delirium of approaching death the Ruler 
of the land cast the shrine into a cleft in 
the mountain and it was lost, though the 
mountain henceforth flames forever be
cause of it. But it was revealed by the 
Spirit that gives and takes that in the 
quarries of the Far Off Meta l River in a 
heathen country called the Outside Land 
there was one clear stone like that which 
was lost. Searchers were sent and it was 
commanded that he who found the stone 
must straightway return with it whence 
he came. Now, one of the searchers was 
young and loved life's pleasures; and for
getful of the great command he loved a 
woman of the heathen at the Far Off 
Metal River. One day, as he labored, he 
suddenly cried aloud, for he had found 
the burning, life-giving, and life-taking 
stone by which those of his race are able 
to know each other's minds, so that there 
be only justice and truth. But the young 
man loved the woman, and desiring to 
persuade her to accompany him to his 
own far-off land he hid from his fellows 
the finding of the stone. Ye t it was so 
that though the woman loved the youth 
she would not leave her own land. A n d 
the Spirit that gives and takes being 
angry confused the brains of the searchers, 
so that they wandered in far heathen 
lands until they died. Bu t he that hid 
the life-giving and life-taking stone in his 
bosom was condemned to sleep one hun
dred years, and then to wander for one 
hundred years in the heathen land un
til he should find three brothers of one 
race and family, whom destroying as a 
sacrifice he should be free to return once 
more to his own country. A n d I am 
come through many generations of one 
of those searchers who were doomed to die 
in exile. These are my last words before 
I die near a people that I know not." 

Pascal Sarrotte's breath came gasping
ly as Nahda read. Once or twice she 
slopped in the reading as though over
come, but at last she finished it and lor a 
moment stood like one transfixed l>y a v i 
sion; then turning wild eyes on her hus
band she cried, " H e that had the stone 
was the man Tsaga," and she sank un
conscious into her husband's arms. 

It was at this moment that Tsaga, in 
the living-room at Fort God's Plenty, 
caused his mind to relax, and said: "I t is 
even so. There is no other way." 

Ye t he paused ere at last with a swift 
action he caught the stone from his bosom 
with a sharp exclamation. As the three 
brothers turned quickly towards him, an 
intolerable scorching brightness struck 
through their eyes and stayed forever the 
vi ta l forces. It was not altogether so, 
however, with the lad Teddie. He rose 
from his seat with a moan which yet was 
not all anguish. 

" M y love!" he cried, and then sank 
back again in his place still and rigid, as a 
murmur of triumph rankled through the 
deadly brightness towards him. 

Thereupon the room grew dark again 
save for the light of the dim candle. For 
a long time Tsaga looked upon the three. 
His face now was as that of other men 
with the death-look vanished; and on it 
was a look of lofty pity. Drawing near 
to Teddie, he touched the cold forehead 
gently and said: "Lover , thou hast found 
her now!" Then, turning, he vanished 
through the doorway into the empty 
world. 

When, next night, two horror-stricken 
faces peered through this doorway, the 
three still sat where Tsaga had left them, 
rigid and awfully alone, the moonbeams 
mingling with their smiles. For, indeed, 
they smiled as does a drowned man who 
had pleasant visions as he passed. The 
two who saw this thing trembled and were 
overwhelmed, but at last one said through 
the stifling cloud of her grief: "Pascal , 
I am come of that people—of Tsaga's 
people. Y o u and I will go to the Sum
mit of the World. We will have lives for 
these." 

This they did, and the tale of their jour
ney is yet to be told. 
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A S E A M A N ' S T A L E O F T H E S E A 

B y H e n r v van D v k e 

W E men that go down for a l i v in ' in ships to the sea.— 
We love it a different way from you poets that 'bide on the land. 
We are fond of it. sure! But . you take it as comin' from me. 

There's a fear and a hate in our love that a landsman can't understand. 

Oh. who could help l ik in ' the salty smell, and the blue 
Of the waves that are lazily breathin' as if they dreamed in the sun? 
She's a Sleepin' Beauty, the sea,—but you can't tell what she'll do; 
A n d the seamen never trust her,—they know too well what she's done! 

She's a wench like one that I saw in a singin'-play,— 
Carmen they called her.—Lord, what a life her lovers did lead! 
She'd cuddle and kiss you, ami sing you and dance you away; 
A n d then,—she'd curse you, and break you, and throw you down like a weed. 

Y o u may chance it awhile wi th the girls like that, if you please; 
But you want a woman to trust when you settle down with a wife; 
A n d a seaman's thought of growin' old at his ease 
Is a snug little house on the shore to shelter the rest of his life. 

So that was old Foisson's dream.—did you know the Cap'? 
A brown little Frenchman, clever, and brave, and quick as a fish,— 
H a d a wife and kids on the other side of the map.— 
A n d a rose-covered cottage for them and him was his darl in ' wish. 

" I 'ave sail ." says he, in his broken-up Frenchy talk. 
" M o s ' forty-two year; I 'ave go on all part of de worl ' dat ees wet. 
I 'm seeck of de boat and de water. I rader walk 
W i d ma Josephine in one garden; an' eef we get tire', we set! 
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" Y o u see dat bateau, Saintc Brigitte? I bring 'er dh'are 
From de Breton coas', by gar, jus' leeftcen year bifore. 
She ole w'en she come on Kebec, but Holloway Freres 
Dey buy 'er, an' hire me run 'er along dat dam' Nort ' Shore. 

"Dose engine one leetl' bit cranky,—too ole, you see,— 
She roll and peetch in de wave'. But I lak' 'er pretty well; 
A n ' dat sheep she lak' 'er captaine. sure, dat's me I 
W i d t ' irty ton coal in de bunker, I tck' dat sheep t'rou' hell. 

" B u t I don' wan' risk it no more; 1 had bonne chance: 
I save already ten t'ousan' dollar', dat's plenty 1 s'pose! 
Nex' winter 1 buy dat house wid de garden on France 
A n ' I tell adieu to de sea, and I leev' on de lan' in ripose." 

A l l summer he talked of his house,—you could see the flowers 
Abloom, and the pear-trees trained on the garden-wall so trim, 
A n d the Captain awalkin ' and smokin' away the hours,— 
He thought he had done with the sea, but the sea hadn't done with h im! 

It was late in the fall when he made the last regular run, 
Clear down to the Esquimault Point and back with his rickety ship; 
She hammered and pounded a lot, for the storms had begun; 
But he drove her,—and went for his season's pay at the end of the trip. 

X o w the Holloway Brother^ are greedy and thin little men, 
W i t h their eyes set close together, and money's their only God; 
So they told the Cap ' he must run the Bridget again, 
To fetch a cargo from Moisie, ten thousand quintals of cod. 

He said the season was over. They said: " N o t yet. 
Y o u finish the whole of your job, old man, or you don't draw a cent!' ' 
(They had the Bridget insured for all they could get.) 
A n d the Captain objected, and cursed, and cried. But he went. 

They took on the cargo at Moisie, and folks beside,— 
Three traders, a priest, and a couple of nuns, and a girl 
For a school at Quebec,—when the Captain saw her he sighed, 
A n d said: " M a littl* Fifi got hair lak' dat, all cu r l ! " 

The snow had fallen a foot, and the wind was high, 
When the Bridget butted her way thro' the billows on Moisie bar. 
The darkness grew with the gale, not a star in the sky, 
A n d the Captain swore: " W e mus' make Sept Isles to-night, by gar!" 

He couldn't go back, for he didn't dare to turn; 
The sea would have thrown the ship like a mustang noosed with a rope; 
For the monstrous waves were leapin' high astern, 
A n d the shelter of Seven Island Bay was the only hope. 
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There's a bunch of broken hills half sunk in the mouth 
Of the bay, with their jagged peaks afoam; and the Captain thought 
He could pass to the north; but the sea kept shovin' h im south. 
Wi th her harlot hands in the snow-blind murk, ti l l she had him caught. 

She had waited fort}' years for a night like this.— 
Did he think he could leave her now. and live in a cottage, the fool?1 

She headed him straight for the island he couldn't miss; 
A n d heaved his boat in the dark,—and smashed it against Gran' Boule. 

How the Captain and half of the people clambered ashore, 
Through the surf and the snow in the gloom of that horrible night, 
There's no one ever wil l know; for two days more 
The death-white shroud of the tempest covered the island from sight. 

How the}- suffered, and struggled, and died, wi l l never be told; 
We discovered them all at last when we reached Gran' Boule with a boat; 
The drowned and the frozen were ly in ' stiff and cold, 
A n d the poor little girl with the curls was wrapped in the Captain's coat. 

Go write your song of the sea as the landsmen do. 
A n d call her your "great sweet mother," your "br ide ," and all the rest; 
She was made to be loved,—but remember, she won't love you,— 
The men who trust her the least are the sailors who know her the best. 
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Herd uf buffalo, upper Tana River. 
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T H E B U F F A L O 

j J E A R L Y a quarter of a cen
tury ago the African buffalo 
were smitten by a terrible 
scourge, a cattle sickness of 
such virulent c h a r a c t e r 
that as it traversed the con

tinent, from north of the equator to south 
of the Zambezi, it swept the herds from 
the face of the earth. Domestic cattle 
suffered equally, and a few of the big bo
vine antelopes suffered slightly. Of the 
buffalo in East Africa and Uganda prob
ably not one in ten thousand was left alive! 
It was an appalling calamity. The de
struction was far more sudden than is 
ever the case when man is the sole agent, 
and far more complete for the length of 
time involved. But there was a vital 
distinction. When the disease had spent 
its force, it vanished, and the scattered 
survivors were left free to recover the 
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lost ground. The extraordinary vigor of 
natural reproductive power, of wild fe
cundity when there is a vacant place for 
its action, was then shown to the utter
most. The few remaining buffalo found 
themselves in precisely the position of 
the feral horses and cattle turned loose 
by the Spaniards on the grassy plains 
of America. They had what was for their 
purposes a nearly vacant continent to con
quer by dint of their reproductive power. 
Except where civilized man has been pres
ent, and in spite of the presence of the 
native foes of the buffalo, this reconquest 
has been largely achieved. This fact shows 
that this animal at least can more than 
hold its own as far as its brute enemies are 
concerned, and, where the climatic con
ditions do not forbid, will populate to 
near the limit of its food supply. Buffalo 
are now common beasts in East Africa 
and abundant in Uganda. The wise 
policy of the British Government in pro-
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tecting all the big game has aided in this 
recovery. 

The buffalo of the White Ni le belongs 
to the Abyssinian species, or subspecies; 
while the East African buffalo is identical 
with the Cape animal. But there is no 

found in the low-lying, hot regions near 
the coast. 

In their daily habits buffalo differ both 
according to the nature of the country, 
and according to whether they have or 
have not been much hunted. In places 

East African buffalo shot by M r . Roosevelt at Kamite Farm. 

difference in habits between the two 
species, although within the limits of the 
same species there are marked differences 
between the behavior of the herds in one 
region and of the herds in another. 

Buffalo are grazers and are fond of 
water. They are not beasts of the desert, 
and, unlike the giraffe, eland, and oryx, 
they can not exist in nearly waterless 
regions. They are gregarious, going in 
herds of from a score to a couple of hun
dred individuals; and in addition old bulls 
are found singly or in small parties, while 
occasionally a herd will consist of noth
ing but cows, calves, and young stock. 
Buffalo are hardy animals, and are found 
in varying and very different habitats, 
within the limits of their general range. 
Neither the zebra nor any of the ante
lopes can adapt themselves to such vary
ing conditions, provided only that there 
is no dearth of water. In places buffalo 
live on or near the open, grassy plains 
beloved of the zebra and haitebeest; 
elsewhere they live in dense forests; else
where they wander in the neighborhood 
of some river running through water
less flats of grass or thorn-trees; they are 
found in the high mountains, where the 
nights are very cold; and they are also 

where they live in dense forest and are 
hunted, they venture into the open only 
after nightfall; and w'here much molested 
they never feed by day, so that observers 
have treated them as purely nocturnal 
animals. Bu t I am convinced that these 
exclusively nocturnal habits are not nat
ural to them. Doubtless they every
where graze as freely, or almost as freely, 
in moonlight as in sunlight; and probably 
the twenty-four hours are often divided 
into periods of alternate feeding and rest
ing without much regard to light or dark
ness. Bu t in many places they feed and 
rest out in the open during the day; and 
in other places they spend the day in 
thorn jungle so thin as to afford but 
scanty cover. 

We studied one herd on Heatley's farm, 
near the Nairobi falls. The buffalo must 
have numbered over a hundred, and 
Heatley had carefully preserved them; he 
had killed one or two bulls, and his Boer 
farmer had shot another in his garden one 
night, but there had been so little moles
tation that the animals were l iving practi
cally as if there were no men in the coun
try. Sometimes the whole number of 
animals, or nearly the whole number, went 
in one big herd. More often one or two 
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small herds split off from the main one; 
and there were also outlying bulls, which 
went singly or in small parties. Their 
home was in a great belt of papyrus swamp 
fifteen miles long, or thereabouts, and a 
mile broad in places. This papyrus belt 
was a regular morass of slime and water. 

serious; and there was no difficulty in get
ting them outside the reeds. Their sta
tion when in the reed-beds was usually 
marked by the attendant cow herons. 
These small white herons accompany the 
elephant, rhino, and buffalo in flocks, fre
quently alighting on their backs. They 

German East African buffalo, age six years. 

In the National Zoological Park, Washington. 

The thick-growing papyrus-stems, with 
their plumed heads, were twenty or thirty 
feet tall. The gloomy depths of the mo
rass served as a secure refuge for the buf
falo, and they had t r o d d e n innumerable 
trails hither and thither through it. These 
trails were mere lanes of deep mire and 
water, with the huge stems of papyrus 
crisscrossing over them; only the vast 
strength of the beasts, their short, thick 
legs and brawny bodies, enabled them to 
plough their way along them, or at need 
to shoulder a passage through the reeds. 
If buffalo were not half-amphibious 
beasts they could not dwell amid such 
surroundings. While the herd was among 
these huge reed-beds it was practically 
safe from pursuit; that is, a keen hunter 
would have gone in after them, as a mat
ter of course, if it had been impossible to 
get them otherwise; but the odds would 
have been much against the man's suc
cess, and the danger would have been 

catch the grasshoppers and other insects 
kicked up from the grass by the feet of 
their hosts. In Heatley's papyrus swamp 
the cow herons evidently found the dark 
cover uncongenial. The flock, which ac
companied the herd in the open as fa
miliarly as cow buntings accompany cat
tle in our own pastures, usually perched 
in a body among the papyrus-tops when 
the herd was resting near by among the 
bottom stems. It was a pretty sight, as 
the white plumage glistened in the sun, 
and it generally enabled us to know just 
where the herd was. There was no food 
for the buffalo in the papyrus, and evi
dently they liked to rest in the open no 
less than to graze there. We saw them 
outside, on the grassy plains, even half a 
mile away from the papyrus, grazing or 
lying down, at every hour of the day. 
We found them grazing outside the reed-
beds for a couple of hours after sunrise 
and then retiring to their wet and gloomy 
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fastness. We also saw them come out 
to graze in the early afternoon and re
turn to the swamp shortly before sun
set. We also found them lying down 
in the open at about ten in the morning; 
and up and grazing almost at high noon. 
There was evidently no invariable rou-

nature of a sentinel; the herd trusted l o 
the vigilance and the sharp senses o l its 
members, individually and collectively. 

The A b y s s i n i a n buffalo we encountered 
were in the Lado, on the western bank ol 
the Nile . They were living in country 
much like that along the Guaso Nyiro , 

Another photograph of buffalo shown on opposite page. 

tine; and of course these buffalo could 
get water at any time they wished. 

On the banks of the Guaso Ny i ro we 
found that the buffalo came down to the 
river to drink every night. Evident ly 
they thought the strip of thick tree jungle 
alongside the river too narrow to harbor 
them, and by dawn they were well on their 
way back to the dry flats and sparse, 
parched thorn jungle which covered the 
country away from the river. When I 
was there the withered thorn-trees gave 
almost no shade; and while the buffalo 
rested, standing or lying, the sun shone 
pitilessly on the black bodies. Following 
the trails from the river we generally 
found the animals resting; but we found 
one herd feeding quite late in the fore
noon and another feeding almost at noon. 
The scent of the buffalo is as keen as that 
of the elephant or rhino, and its sight far 
better, so that they are much more diffi
cult to stalk. I never saw anything in the 

and their habits were substantially those 
of their Guaso Nyi ro cousins. A t one 
camp by a native village we found a herd 
living in the dense reed-beds, through 
which they had trampled a tangle of trails. 
This herd entirely realized that they were 
safe in their reed fastnesses, and only 
came into the open country at night to 
graze. Ye t in the same neighborhood 
there were other buffalo with entirely dif
ferent habits. These lived among the 
dry, scattered thorn-trees, which, inter
spersed with a few other trees, such as 
palms, covered the surrounding country, 
but nowhere formed thick cover. There 
were a few pools at which these buffalo 
drank. They fed and rested alternately 
throughout the day and night. I found 
a bull grazing at midday. They rested 
standing or lying down, among the nearly 
leafless thorn-trees, which gave scant 
shelter from the sun. 

Aside from mu.n the buffalo's one enemy 
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is the lion. Of course, a crocodile may 
occasionally take one; or a calf or year
ling may be killed by wild hounds; but 
the lion is the only beast that ever follows 
the buffalo as an ordinary prey. There 
are localities where lions prey on buffalo 
almost solely, just as in some other places 
they prey almost exclusively on domestic 
cattle. Bu t where we were, the lions ha
bitually preyed on other game and rarely 
attacked either buffalo or cattle. In the 
Lado they killed pig and antelope; in 
East Africa zebra and antelope. A buf
falo is a tough and dangerous beast, and 
where zebra and hartebeest abound lions 
naturally follow the easier quarry. On 
Heatley's farm a family of lions made 
their day lair in the big papyrus belt 
which also harbored the buffalo herd. 
Usually neither interfered with the other, 
the lion finding ample hunting among the 
swarming buck of the surrounding plains. 
Yet one night two lions killed a buffalo 
heifer just outside the papyrus. A single 
lion, no matter how large, will rarely, un
less very hungry, tackle an unwounded 
buffalo bull ; when one is killed by lions it 
is usually by a part}- of them, and the as
sailants do not always escape scathless, i t 
being no uncommon thing for one of them 
to be killed or wounded in such a fight. 
A big lion will ki l l a buffalo cow or young 
bull without much difficulty. This is be
cause the lion makes his assault by sur
prise, and at the outset gets such an ef
fective hold that the doomed buffalo has 
no chance to exert its enormous strength. 
A cow with a young calf is so on the alert 
that she is apt to detect the approach of 
her foe; and if she does so she herself 
makes the assault, without any hesita
tion, and may ki l l or drive off the lion. 

The buffalo is rightly deemed one of the 
most dangerous beasts of the chase to be 
found in the world. In unfrequented 
places, or where it has grown accustomed 
to domineer over defenceless natives, it 
will attack unprovoked. Near Kenia , 
while we were there, a cow buffalo regu
larly ran amuck through the villages, k i l l 
ing and crippling a number of persons be
fore the young men slew her with spears. 
Shortly after we left Africa Messrs. M c -
millan and Selous made a trip down the 
Guaso Nyi ro , and one of their porters 
was charged and mortally hurt by a buf
falo. On Heatley's farm passers-by had 

twice been charged unprovoked by old 
bulls. But the real danger comes when 
wounded buffalo are followed, especially 
into thick cover. 

Nowadays, in Africa, buffalo have to 
be killed on foot, by tracking, or by still-
hunting through the country in which 
they are found. Their heavy bodies and 
sharp hoofs make it comparatively easy 
for a good tracker to follow them, and, 
although their senses are keen, they are 
easier to stalk than antelope, being easier 
to see and just as easy to approach when 
seen. They are even-where less easy to 
k i l l than rhinos. They do not travel such 
distances as elephants, and hence their 
chase does not necessitate such wearing 
fatigue. The actual circumstances of the 
stalk vary completely with the cover and 
the local habits of the animals. Beasts 
that only venture from the forest or thick 
jungle at night are, of course, very hard 
to follow successfully. In light, open jun
gle, or where the beasts feed on the plains 
near cover in daylight, it is not difficult 
to bag a buffalo. 

Usually there is little danger in the first 
shot if taken from a reasonable distance; 
although even under such circumstances 
there is now and then a determined charge. 
Following a wounded buffalo is proverb
ial ly risky, as I have already said. Yet-
eran hunters differ widely in their estimate 
as to which beast is the most dangerous; 
the claims of lion, leopard, elephant, buf
falo, and rhinoceros have each been stoutly 
defended. M y own belief, based on all 
the evidence, is that when a buffalo bull 
does turn to bay i t is to the full as for
midable as—and probably more formi
dable than—a lion, and much more formi
dable than an elephant, but that it turns 
to bay far less freely than either. Our 
own slight experience supported this view, 
although it was too slight to offer much 
basis for judgment by itself. Our party 
killed about a score of lions, a dozen buf
falo, a dozen elephant, a score of rhinos, 
and a half a dozen leopards. The leop
ards were the pluckiest and most sav
age of the lot, although, because of their 
small size, less formidable to life than the 
other game. It happened that no buffalo 
charged us, whereas several lions charged 
with great determination, and two or three 
of the elephants charged without being 
molested. Mos t of the difference was un-
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doubtedly due to chance or individual vari
ation. Yet I can not believe that lions 
would have failed to charge if placed as 
some of the buffalo were, although the lat
ter did not charge. The first buffaloes 
we attacked were four bulls grazing out
side a papyrus swamp. On our firing at 
them they ran, not 
into the swamp, 
but into the open. 
A t two or th ree 
h u n d r e d y a r d s 
they halted. One 
t h e n fell d e a d ; 
two o the r s had 
been w o u n d e d . 
Y e t on our walk
ing toward them 
as t h e y s t o o d 
facing us—black, 
ugly, formidable-
looking—they lost 
heart and again 
ran. A l l four were 
k i l l e d w i t h o u t 
charging. Under 
s i m i l a r circum
stances it is hard 
to believe that a 
l i o n w o u l d n o t 
h a v e c h a r g e d ; 
again and again we 
saw lions turn to 
bay and charge on 
less provocation. 

T H E G I A N T E L A N D 

The giant eland 
has the r e g u l a r 
eland ho rns , al
though very much magnified, but other
wise it resembles a bongo almost as much 
as it does the common eland. It frequents 
open country, covered by a growth of 
thorn scrub, its haunts being much more 
like those of the common eland than like 
those of the bongo; but it breaks the higher 
branches with its horns like a bongo, some
thing which I have never known the com
mon eland to do. These branches are 
broken to get at the leaves; we found them 
broken at a height of seven or eight feet, 
and the crack of the breaking was one of 
the sounds for which we listened as we 
followed the tracks of a herd. The stom
ach of one of the animals Kermi t shot con

tained the leaves and pods of a small bean-
tree, Loncliocarpus laxiflorus, and the leaves 
of the shea butter-tree, Bntyrospermum 
parki. (The specimens were preserved by 
Kermit . ) 

The country in which we found the gi
ant eland was at that time very dry. The 

flats of endless 
dust-colored thom 
scrub, which hid 
e v e r y t h i n g at a 
d i s t a n c e of one 
or two h u n d r e d 
yards, were broken 
by o c c a s i o n a l 
ranges of low, rag
ged hills. In the 
e m p t y w a t e r 
courses the holes 
were many miles 
apart. The thorn 
scrub was varied 
by o c c a s i o n a l 
palms, and patches 
of bamboo, and 
moreoften by trees 
with bright-green 
leaves and large 
bean-pods. The 
elands which we 
killed h a d been 
browsing on the 
b e a n - p o d s and 
leaves of this tree, 
and of another less 
conspicuous tree. 
They had not been 
g r a z i n g . T h e y 
drank at some pool 
before dawn, and 
t h e n t r a v e l l e d 

many miles into the heart of the parched 
flats, browsing as they went. Before noon 
they halted, standing, or more often lying 
down, in the scanty shade of some clump 
of thorn-trees. B y mid-afternoon they 
again moved off, feeding. They r walked 
fast, and when alarmed went at a slashing 
trot. 

They were far more wary than the roan, 
hartebeest, and other buck found in the 
same locality. They were found in herds 
of from ten to thir ty or forty individuals; 
the old bulls, as wi th all gregarious ante
lopes, were frequently solitary. The col
oring of both the giant eland and the roan 
antelope harmonized well wi th the dry 

East African eland calf. 
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landscape, and they were more difficult to 
make out than the hartebeests. 

These eland are said speedily to leave a 
district if they are harassed by hunters. 
They wander far, their wandering being 
sometimes seasonal and sometimes due 
to individual vagaries. It is said that in 
the rainy season, 
when the grass is 
thick and tall , they 
are often killed by 
lions, w h i c h are 
then able to get 
so close as to seize 
them by the head; 
but that in the dry-
season few are 
killed by lions be
cause then the big 
cat c a n r a r e l y 
make his rush from 
such a short dis
tance as to insure 
a grasp of the head, 
while the quarry is 
so huge and strong 
that if seized else
where it can gen
erally break away. 

T H E COMMON 

E L A N D 

This huge, state
ly antelope, the 
size of an ox, was 
nowhere a b u n 
dan t in East Af
rica; but we found 
it fairly common 
intheSotik,on the 
Athi plains, and along the northern Guaso 
Nyiro . Everywhere it was a beast of the 
dry, open plains—both those that were 
bare of everything except grass, and those 
that were covered with a thin growth of 
scrub and dotted with clumps of thorn-
trees. I have seen it in the edges of for
est. Its ordinary gaits are a walk and a 
slashing trot. If not pressed hard this 
trot does not tire the animal, and it wi l l 
go for many miles. When closely pressed 
or much alarmed it breaks into a gallop. 
A heavy old bull can not keep this gallop 
for a mile without exhaustion; but the 
cows, the lighter bulls, and the young an
imals run hard, although not as fast as 

A n immature East African eland. 

the smaller antelope. Of all African game 
eland are the easiest to ride down on horse
back. I have rounded up a herd quite as 
easily as I could round up old-style Texan 
cattle. 

It has one habit seemingly inconsist
ent with its great size and lack of speed, 

and that is its ex
traordinary power 
of leaping. When 
s ta r t l ed and be
ginning a run, the 
huge cows and 
even the b u l l s 
b o u n d l i k e ga
zelles, leaping clear 
over one another's 
backs. It is ex
traordinary to see 
such bulky, heavy-
bodied creatures 
spring with such 
goatlike a g i l i t y . 
It would seem that 
the m e c h a n i c a l 
r e a s o n s w h i c h 
make the trot their 
natural gait, and 
make their gallop 
slower and more 
t i r i n g t h a n the 
gallop of the oryx 
or h a r t e b e e s t , 
would also l imit 
t h e i r j u m p i n g 
powers; but such 
is not the case. 
They are heavier-
bodied than the 
moose or wapiti, 
with huge necks 

and barrels, and pendant dewlaps and 
wrinkled neck-skin; yet for a few seconds 
after starting they make high jumps of a 
type which wapiti rarely, and moose never, 
attempt. The wapiti, however, although 
their normal gait is also the trot, and al
though heavy wapiti bulls are speedily ex
hausted by a hard gallop, at least some
times run faster than running blacktail 
deer—I have seen this myself—whereas 
the eland is at once left behind by fright
ened oryx or hartebeest—as I have also 
myself seen. The moose is even more 
of a trotter than either eland or wapiti. 
Young moose will occasionally gallop not 
only when frightened but even when at 
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play; but the old animals practically never much depends on the cooking, the cli-
break their trot, except that, as I have been mate, and the surroundings. The eland 
informed bv entirely trustworthy hunters, 
when suddenly and greatly startled they 
may plunge forward for a few rods in 
a kind of rolling run. I once myself saw 
the tracks where a big (although, per

is by preference a grass-eater, and is usu
ally fat, which makes him a godsend in 
the African land of lean animals. I also 
found eland eating aloe-leaves. When 
the country is so parched that the eland's 

haps, not quite full-grown) moose had food consists of dry leaves from the thorn-
thus plunged for a 
few jumps at a gal
lop. These very big 
and heavy species of 
antelope and deer 
evidently rind the 
trot and not the gal
lop their n a t u r a l 
speed-gait, whereas 
the smaller deer and 
a n t e l o p e find the 
gallop equally nat
ural—although the 
gerenuk trots fast 
a n d the R o c k y 
Mountain black tail 
proceeds by buck-
jump. The big ze
bra trots much more 
freely than the small 
zebra. From these 
examples it would 
seem natural to lay 
down the rule that 
increase in size and 
bulk tends to make 
the trot mechanic
ally preferable to the 
canter and gallop. 
But this does not 
apply to cattle: bi
son and buffalo, un
like eland and moose, always gallop when 
at speed; and the giraffe, which is bigger 
and heavier than any of the pure trotters, 
newer trots at all, passing immediately 
from a walk to a canter or gallop. It al l 
illustrates anew how limited our knowledge 
really is and how cautious we must be in 

East African eland shot bv M r 
Plains. 

t r ees , the flesh is 
poor and tasteless. 
On the whole, eland 
are warier than any 
o t h e r an te lope . 
T h e y a r e so f t -
bodied, and are dis
abled by a wound 
w h i c h w o u l d not 
cripple one of the 
smaller antelope or 
an American deer. 
So m a n y t r u s t 
w o r t h y observers 
report that African 
antelope are tougher 
than the deer of the 
northlands tha t I 
suppose they must 
be right; in my own 
experience it hap
pened that I was 
not able to discern 
any difference be
tween them. 

We found eland in 
herds of from half a 
dozen to forty or fif
ty individuals, the 
t w o or three big 
bulls looming above 
the cows and young 

stock. We also occasionally came on bulls 
singly or in pairs. The very old bulls, 
called blue bulls because the hide shows 
through the thin hair, were usually sol
itary. They are so big and dark that I 
have known an entire safari mistake one for 
a rhino when seen a little way off in thin 

Roosevelt at Loita 

dogmatizing, or in glibly advancing expla- bush. Although so big, eland are less 
nation theories of universal applicability, pugnacious than any other big antelope; 

The flesh of the eland is good, perhaps why the eland, and to a less extent the 
better than that of any other antelope; koodoo, are so mild-tempered, when their 
although personally I sometimes thought small kinsfolk the bushbucks are such 
tommy and reedbuck equalled it. I do ferocious fighters, it is impossible to say. 
not think the flesh of African antelopes as E land are easily tamed. Our own govern-
good eating as the venison of wapiti, deer, ment should make a business of import-
prongbuck, and mountain sheep; but it is ing. taming, and training them; and the 
hard to dogmatize in such matters, for African governments should tame and 
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train them at once. In a few generations less conspicuous than the unstriped body 
they would be completely domesticated; of a roan antelope. On a bare plain, 
they would give excellent food; they could or when coming to water, all these, and all 
be used as draught animals; and lack of other big antelope, are conspicuous. In 

E a s t A f r i c a n b o n g o , f r o m M a u Escarpment, H . E. A . 

Presented to the enitco States Museum, by W . N . M c M i l l a n . 

water, and the dire fly-borne cattle diseases 
of Africa, would have no terror for them. 
They would be a great addition to the 
world's stock of domestic animals. 

Where we came across eland they were 
drinking every twenty-four hours. But 
there seems to be no reason Lo doubt the 
fact that in certain desert regions eland, 
like giraffe and oryx, go many months 
without w;iter. How this is possible for 
so huge and fat a beast, in a climate of 
such intolerable dryness and heat, I can 
not imagine. N o problem is better worth 
the study of competent field-naturalists. 

The eland, like the roan antelope, and 
the full-grown buck Grant's gazelle, pos
sesses a coat which harmonizes well wi th 
the general hue of the landscape in which 
it dwells. It lacks the bold face-markings 
of the roan, and the face-markings and 
body-stripes of the oryx, and therefore, 
in spite of its size, is perhaps a trifle less 
conspicuous than either. The thin stripes 
cm its coat have not the slightest effect 
in either concealing or revealing i t ; seen 
sidewise, its body is neither more nor 

gray, dry thorn scrub the eland is some
times hard to make out from a distance, 
if it is not switching its tail. But as a mat
ter of fact it rarely stands still for any 
length of time without switching its tail; 
the only elands I ever saw in what might 
be called forest revealed themselves to us 
when a hundred yards off by the switch
ing of their tails. I doubt whether the 
eland's color is of even the smallest use 
to it as against its natural foes. Wi ld 
dogs always hunt purely by scent, leop
ards only occasionally k i l l an eland calf; 
the lion is the only foe that need be con
sidered. On the rare occasions when 
lions hunt by day they do sometimes use 
their eyes—Governor Jackson has de
scribed a party of lions hunting eland by 
sight. But , unless wounded, the eland, 
though far less conspicuous in color than 
zebra, hartebeest, or wildebeest, and even 
than oryx or roan, makes no more effort 
to hide than any one of these, its constant 
companions. While unwounded i t never 
crouches or slinks, or seeks to take advan
tage of cover, like a bushbuck or oribi. A 
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herd rests like cattle, lying down or stand
ing; and always there is some little play of 
ears or tail, sufficient to insure the atten
tion of any beast of prey which is on the 
lookout in the neighborhood. Moreover, 
the elands lie down or stand resting during 
the heat of the day, when no beast of prey 
is abroad. In the morning and afternoon 
they are feeding; they then make no ef
fort to hide, and are sure to be seen by 
any watchful foe which is trusting to its 
eyes for success. Ordinarily lion trust far 
more to nose than eyes, until close up, when 
the shade or markings of the coat become 
utterly unimportant. A t night, especially 
on the very dark nights when the lion is 
boldest, probably his sense of smell is his 
only guide until he makes his final rush; 
and in any event on such a night all colors 
seem alike. Therefore, although the eland's 
coloring, like that of the wild ass or male 
Grant's gazelle, is probably more conceal
ing than that of any of the other antelopes 
or of the zebras, it has no effect whatever 
on the animal's habits, and probably in ac
tual practice is of no consequence to it, one 
way or the other, as regards its foes. A t 
any rate the coloration is not a factor of 

survival value. The stripes, which closet 
theorists have treated as of concealing 
\ alue to the eland, are of no concealing use 
whatever. They arc probably gradually 
disappearing; they diminish the farther the 
animals are found from the probable orig
inal centre of development in the middle-
African forests; and in the form farthest 
from this, the South African form, which 
has certainly been the last to be differ
entiated, the stripes have completely dis
appeared. This of course means that they 
have no concealing value such as to make 
them in even the slightest degree a factor 
in securing through natural selection the 
survival of the wearer under the condi
tions of the existing environment. The 
eland is certainly less plentiful than the 
other antelopes which possess a more ad
vertising coloration; and it is more shy, 
and, instead of seeking to elude observa
tion, prefers to station itself where it can 
detect its foes at a distance and run off. 
If the color of its coat were of benefit to it, 
it would certainly act so as to get that 
benefit, and this it never does. Evident
ly its coloration is an entirely negligible 
factor so far as its survival is concerned. 

Reproduced by pertjiuswn o/JVe-ui York Zoological Society. 

South African eland. 

Showing absence of Oody stripes and white chevrons on snout. 



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

B y Benjamin R . C . Low 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY C H A R L E S C U T . L E X 

H E s torm has ceased for y o u below, 
U p here the flakes s t i l l fly; 

I n sweeping gusts they come and go 
A b o u t these bat t lements of snow: 

W i t h y o u the worst is b y . 

The comfort of your homeward feet 
Is missing, here on h igh ; 

Y e darken down each twil ight street, 
A n d some ye pass and some ye greet: 

Here it is open sky. 

H a p p y , ye make y 7our candles glow, 
E a c h tree a cherub shrine; 

H a p p y , your stars are k i n d l e d so: 
Out of the rifts of wh i r l ing snow 

I grope the skies for mine. 

T h e branches of your gracious trees 
Are tender ly bowed d o w n ; 

Y e scatter gifts, of j o y a n d ease: 
M y gifts are tho rny galaxies,— 

A cross, or else a c rown. 

M y sword-hil t sparkles at m y side; 
Accou t red s t i l l , I s t and : 

Y e ride no more, who once d i d ride 
W i t h level led lance and puissant pr ide, 

T o carve me through the l a n d . 

M y bells, w i t h thunder i n their throats 
M a k e music where ye are; 

The clamor of their earthquake notes 
D o w n to your peaceful val leys floats 

L i k e starlight from a star. 

The s torm has ceased for y o u below, 
U p here the flakes s t i l l fly; 

I n sweeping gusts they come and go 
About these bat t lements of snow: 

W i t h y o u the worst is by . 
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Where is he?" I asked, trying to get a peep at my assassin through the weeds.—Page 697. 

M A S Q U E R A D E I S L A N D 

B y Georg ia W o o d P a n g b o m 

ILLUSTRATIONS ISY HOWARD GILES 

W A S alone out on the Point 
trying to think what I was 
going to do with Grace 
Airley now I'd got her. for 
she had been telling me 
how we were to spend our 

honeymoon, and about the castles we were 
to buy, and had ended by touching me for 
her bridge debts; so I was thinking maybe 
I 'd have to go to work, after all , when I 
looked out to sea just in time to see the 
dear old Drusilla rounding the Point. 

But I had no more than said, " Wel l , I ' l l 
be damned:" to the Dnisilla's heels than 
I heard a woman scream out my name, 
and, turning quickly, saw little Pol ly Bee-
son, one of the Airley maids. What had 
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scared her was more than I could guess, 
for there was never a soul in sight but her
self and me; but she fainted dead away 
before I could ask her what was the mat
ter. B y the time I had got to her she had 
opened her eyes and raised up on one 
e lbow. 

" D r o p in the grass! Then work your 
way over the bluff—under the roots that 
hang over. Get up under them—dig 
down into the sand and cover yourself 
with i t — " Then she began to cry. 

I said, "Whatever is the row?" and 
stood sti l l , looking down at her. She 
struck at me like a cat for my slowness. 

" I tell you, get down! There' l l be time 
enough to talk when you're hidden." 
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I searched my conscience for anybody 
who had reason to hate me. 1 couldn't 
think of any one, but 1 dropped. "Where 
is he?" I asked, trying to get a peep at 
my assassin through the weeds, but she 
only shook her head impatiently, m o t i o n 
ing me to be quiet. 

" Y o u ' l l have to stay here all night," 
she announced presently. " I ' l l try to get 
food to you, and we may be able to plan 
something." But her tone was not hope
ful. " A n d , mind you, keep down! Once 
you're found I can't do anything more." 

She rose and without another look at 
me started back along the beach. 1 looked 
out to sea, and saw the Drusilla again, 
hull down this time, going into a pink and 
gold sunset. She and the sun dropped 
together, and then I heard the cheering. 
Like a baseball field in the distance— 
just exactly. 

I lifted my head above the fringe of 
grass where Pol ly had left me, and the 
land side of all those big cottages of ours, 
that had been solemnly boarded up for 
the winter that afternoon, was blazing 
with light, the windows shining as if it 
were the height of the season. 

So that was it! Our incomparable Is
landers, fisher-folk trained for twenty 
years as maids and butlers, were in the 
habit of skylarking with the property left 
in their care. Pol ly 's horror had pre
pared me for a more dignified complica
tion than that. W h y , / wouldn't tell on 
them! I would merely stroll down there 
among them, jol ly them a little, tip like a 
giant, and grin like the quality of mercy. 

But when the cheering stopped and the 
surf was the only noise left, I began to 
hear—the merest insect thread of sound— 
a voice. A t that distance it must have 
been an extraordinary one to sound so 
clearly. It kept up for an hour. 

I couldn't distinguish a word, of course, 
but it made me think, that voice, of how-
Captain K i d d and his crew are said to 
have meddled with our Islanders' ances
try somewhere back, and I wondered how 
it would have sounded bawling orders 
against a gale. I meekly crouched down 
as Pol ly had ordered while a strong sea-
wind set in , blowing the sand in my face 
and stirring up a choppy blackness be
tween me and my own world—a blackness 
that was presently shot with drifts of 
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while of all sizes, from elephants to sheep 
and doves, doing a devil's dance to l i e 
sky-line. 

1 was cold and hungry. As it seemed 
impenetrably dark, I got up at last to 
walk up and d o w n , s t a m p i n g to keep 
warm. Pirates? [t had not occurred to 
me before that our agreeable and useful 
[slanders were different from any other of 
those human appliances we engage to take 
most of the details of living off our hands. 
Hut now thi' thread of that mighty voice 
persisted in my ear like a mosquito. 
Captain Kidd? M y startled mind re
viewed the incidents which had made us 
decide to recruit our Island servants 
wholly from the natives. Twenty years 
ago that decision had been reached, after 
a series of casualties—drownings, falling 
from cliffs, a suicide or two—until we 
were like to have been without any serv
ice at a l l , for not a man Jack would come 
with us from the mainland. Then old 
Beeson had appeared from nowhere in 
particular, and after that there had been 
no more trouble—none at al l . It had 
been a service of oil and honey. The 
whole colony of us shut up the Island in the 
tall and went away, and in the spring came 
back to it to find everything as we had 
left i t , polished, shining, and oiled, an un-
crumpled rose-leaf, ointment without a fly. 

But now their faces—that dark, hawk
like Island type—began to start out at me 
like objects in a fog. Once I had squarely 
met the eyes of that old patriarch Beeson, 
the Air ley butler. I had been having a 
little collision with a maid and a tray. 
He happened in as the mess was being 
wiped up, and—the look he gave me! It 
smoothed out directly the maid spoke, 
and yet there was something about it 
that lingered tinglingly. Beeson wasn't 
the hawk type; he was smooth and pale 
and bland, like—and a cool sensation 
trickled down my spine—like Long John 
Silver. I had fully decided that he was 
the orator of the evening; yet thinking of 
Devries, the club barber, whose profile 
was like Savonarola, I reserved a suspi
cion of him also. That bleak sea-wind 
helped my fancy to dress up both o ld 
rascals with handkerchiefs around their 
heads, rings in their ears, and sashes stuck 
full of cutlasses and pistols, and set them 
to pacing quarter-decks, having burst out 
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of their smug livery like chickens out of 
shells. I was falling into a drowsy night
mare about keelhauling, when there was 
a rustle not made by the wind, and little 
Pol ly Beeson came up in a gray dress that 
was invisible against the sand and made a 
ghost of her. 

" I 've brought you some food, but you 
mustn't stop to eat it now. H u r r y ! 
Come down to the beach. Don't stand 
up against the sky-l ine!" 

" T h e tide wil l cover our steps." she 
panted. It was already coming in , and 
she ran so close to the water that her feet 
splashed in it now and then. A n d so for 
two miles we scurried like sandpipers, then 
up a sandy bluff to the deserted fisher-
huts. She pushed open a door that swung 
on one hinge. 

" Y o u must get along without light or 
heat," said she, and with no more than 
that was gone again in the windy dark. 
A fog was riding in, and its tears hung 
thick on my white flannels. I gazed sor
rowfully at the capable fireplace. H a d 
not light and heat been taboo. I might 
have summoned up philosophy of a sort. 
As it was, I ate what Pol ly had brought 
gratefully, distinguishing cake from meat 
by touch and smell, then fubbed off my 
discomfort with a cigarette, seating myself 
on a whale's vertebra, which seemed in
tended to serve as a chair. A n d so, lean
ing my head upon my folded arms, I fell 
asleep. 

When I woke there were voices outside 
the door and it was light. 

" P o l l y , P o l l y ! " a man was saving. 
"Who 's the stowaway this time, P o l l y ? " 

As she made no answer, he went on': " I 
don't think I can bear to see vou cry, 
Pol ly . Maybe I ' l l help. Is it Watkins? " 

" O h , we l l ! " came her answer at last, 
and the tears in it were plain, "he was out 
on the Point when the Drusilla sailed. I 
—well . I thought at first it was vou, and 
was running to catch up. and* then—I 
went all to pieces! I finally got him 
scared enough to hide. Bu t , oh, why 
did they have to begin their noise before 
the patrol had been around? Twenty-
four hours would have saved h im." 

" Perhaps some of us think twenty-four 
hours of liberty more important than the 
welfare of M r . Watkins ." 

She gave a little wail of protest. " Wel
fare! But , B i l l y , this one isn't a bad 

sort — really. W h y , if one dispensed 
with all the people in the world that 
haven't anything the matter with them 
except general uselessness— He's not a 
Hathaway! That one— I ' d never have 
interfered for Hathaway." 

" I should say not !" H e was silent for a 
space, then observed interestedly: "D 'you 
know, I 've sometimes wondered whether 
we shouldn't think better of these people 
if we saw them on the mainland. This is 
their playground. Now, when they go 
back, they—they work at something, 
don't they?" H e spoke with the calm 
speculation of the ethnologist. He really 
did not know. Xei ther did Pol ly . 

" I suppose they must," she agreed 
doubtfully: "but they don't talk about it 
—at least the women don't ." 

They seemed to give the subject a mo
ment's silent wonder, then B i l l y said 
crisply: " W e l l , suppose we go in to the 
patient ? " 

The door opened and I saw that Bi l ly 
was the big life-saver whose stunt was sit
ting around the bathing beach all sum
mer and towing back the girls when they 
got to showing off too hard. But now, 
instead of being a splendid bronze statue 
in blue trunks, he was dressed like all the 
other Islanders when out of livery, in 
millionaire cast-offs, very tight across the 
shoulders and flappy around the waist. 
His red-bronze face—how did it happen 
that in all the many times I had seen the 
man I had never known what eyes he had? 
Meeting them now, full, my question that 
had been conceived with something of 
threatening dignity fell peevish and im
pudent. Nevertheless, I got it out: 

" A n d what was it happened to Hatha
w a y ? " I asked. 

" W e n t to Africa to hunt lions, didn't 
he? " answered B i l l y calmly. " W h y , have 
you news of h i m ? " 

" I seemed to have, just now." 
" O h ! " cried out Po l ly ; " a l l my fault!" 

and turned away with her hands over her 
face. 

B i l l y looked at me very intently. 
" D i d you know him well? Does any 

one over there"—he motioned seaward 
with his head—"want him back?" And 
as I hesitated what to answer: "Suppose 
we forget h im. then." 

I looked toward Po l ly , who was sob
bing in a corner. 
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' 'Sha l l we forget h i m ? " said B i l l y . 
' ' F o r the present," I conceded. 
" F o r all time, or Tolly and I walk 

away and leave you to shift for yourself." 
But I shirked the issue, and avoiding 

the brightness of his eyes let my glance 
travel critically about the deserted cabin, 
picking out the sagging door, the blight 
and mildew upon the poor furnishings. 

" Y o u don't seem to be using your own 
houses much," I remarked. 

" W h y should we? " he quietly retorted. 
"We've stopped being fishermen, haven't 
we? A n d you've built up our moors and 
replaced our roses and yellow clover and 
huckleberries with formal gardens. M u s t 
we, then, stay out of your comfortable 
empty city and huddle all winter in our 
huts, worse off than our parents before 
you came? M e n expect strange things of 
each other," said B i l l y Strait. 

" I don't see any great objection to Box 
and Cox," said I, " i f you vacate in time 
and don't injure things, but when i t 
comes to putting witnesses out of the way, 
as you admit you did with Hathaway . . . " 

Bi l ly strolled over to the window, where 
Polly was keeping a lookout. " Y o u ' l l 
soon be able to talk that over wi th some 
one who can answer you better than I , " 
he threw7 over his shoulder. 

But Pol ly , darting from the window, 
pushed me backward into a musty little 
closet, closing the door after me, while 
creatures disturbed by my entry scuttled 
into crevices. 

" G i v e h im more t ime!" I heard her 
plead. " I t was all my fault. I could 
never be happy if that happened through 
me. Don ' t you see?" 

" I see that you are wonderfully anxious 
about h im . " 

" W h y , B i l l y ! you don't . . . you're 
never thinking I care for h i m ! " 

He did not answer at once. " For a 
moment I was puzzled," he said at length, 
"but I see. Of course. Kiss me, and 
then we'l l talk to them." 

Mingl ing wi th his words came the soft 
crunch of steps in the sand, and directly 
Polly's voice, pretending laughter: "Here 
we are, boys!" 

" H e l l o , Po l ly ! We l l , well—and B i l l y , 
too! Back to the old sod!" came the 
reply with cheerful humor. 

I gathered an impression that the room 
was crowded. There was a suppressed 

moving a b o u t , a sound o f breathing as if 
f r o m ten or a dozen people. 

" H o w long have you two been here?" 
The question was rasped out sharply, and 
at the same time something rubbed heav
ily against the door of my cupboard, as 
though a man were leaning there. In a 
panic lest the weak hinges should give 
way I softly placed my own shoulders as a 
counter brace, and there we stood, back 
to back, with only the rotting wood be
tween us. 

" T e n minutes—maybe half an hour. 
W h y , Connie?" asked Polly tranquilly. 

" H a v e you seen anything in our l ine?" 
The first voice broke in with some in

dignation. " N o w , look here, who's in 
charge here anyway, and since when have 
we taken to bothering the girls about our 
business? There's nobody here but B i l l y 
and Polly. Get out! For ' rd march!" 

Straightway the shoulders against which 
I had been so anxiously leaning were with
drawn, and had my recovery not been of 
the quickest I should have betrayed my
self then and there by falling into the 
room. I heard them, as I thought, all go 
out, and there being no voice or move
ment for several minutes, concluded that 
Pol ly and B i l l y had accompanied them. 
Nevertheless I remained as I was, and I 
had not long to wait before there was once 
more a step in the sand—a man's step; 
B i l l y returning, no doubt. I drew a breath 
of relief. The step entered the doorway, 
making a gritty sound of wet sand ground 
between the rubber sole and the floor, 
crossed directly to my hiding-place, and 
the door was thrown wide. 

" Y o u may come out now, M r . Wat-
kins," said the sharp voice, and I looked 
into the hawk-face of young Devries. He 
was his father's assistant at the club. I 
had been shaved by him once, and when 
he had cut me most inexcusably I had ex
pressed my mind with great freedom. I 
don't know whether he was remembering 
that incident as we faced each other there; 
but I was, v iv id ly . 

H e covered me with a revolver. 
" O h , put it up!" said I, trying to as

sume an air of bored indifference. " I 
sha'n't try to fight a whole island full of 
lunatics." 

He made no conversation as we started 
back along the beach. The fog was roll
ing seaward. A stormy sunlight touched 
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the water to flame for perhaps a mile, and 
beyond that it was a curtain of milk. In 
this open space the gulls were manoeuvring 
as thick as flies, and squawking like the 
devil's barn-yard. The tide was low, and 
the wet scallops lay scattered like purple 
and yellow pansies: a thick ridge of heavy 
seaweed was shot through with gleams of 
silver, the tiny bodies of a stranded school 
of little fish. ' 

The fog suddenly fading for a mile or so 
more revealed the lines of a four-masted 
schooner perilously near the bar. N o w , 
wi th the going of the fog, her sails were 
blossoming with panic swiftness, as she 
prepared to withdraw her foot from where 
it never should have been. Her sails were 
the only ones in all the ocean, it seemed. 
A n d strange enough it was to see the 
water empty of all our gay little craft. 
The emptiness of the beach was strange 
enough, too, and the silence. I missed 
the Casino band. But as I walked obe
diently shoulder to shoulder with my sin
ister companion I was thankful that the 
sun shone and that all was so calm and 
lovely. M y eye was greedy for the 
morning's beauty; things I had never 
seen before seemed wonderful, desirable, 
and worth investigation. It should be 
easier, I thought with some satisfaction, 
for a man not greatly trained in cour
age, to meet his greatest personal crisis ac
ceptably on a day when sky and sea were 
not forcing their melancholy upon his at
tention. But there was an ominous qual
ity in that sunlight, even then, and some
where over the horizon's edge one felt the 
autumn storms in ambush. 

As we turned the Point the curving 
ranks of the shore cottages revealed all 
their sea windows demurely boarded. 
Plainly no chance boat with inquiring 
glasses would guess that anything upon 
the Island was not as its owne'rs would ap
prove. But before we came to the houses 
we left the beach and, ascending the bluff 
stairs, struck into the shore bridle-path, 
and here there began to be signs of that 
masquerade of which I had been made 
aware the night before. The streets were 
nearly as full as before our people desert
ed them, and the same costumes were 
grouped in approximately the same gather
ing-places. There was a tennis match on 
in the Casino court, and across the links 
a red-coat was moving leisurely, accom

panied by a crisp white duck figure. It 
was very complete, very well done. I 
stopped in spite of young Devries and his 
silly revolver and laughed consumedly. 

" G a d ! " said I, " I wouldn't have missed 
this for the min t ! " 

' 'Tha t ' s fortunate," he returned. 
"There 's a whole lot more of it , you 
know." 

A n d then, wi th a most mil i tary fife and 
drum, a suq^rising procession fumed the 
corner. 

" W h o are those?" I asked in surprise. 
" Y o u didn't get that out of our book!" 

A large company of boys in khaki were 
swinging down the street in fine formation 
to the tune of Yankee Doodle. No t one 
one of them was over eighteen—some not 
over twelve. Children, all of them with 
solemn, red-cheeked faces—splendid chil
dren, and their eyes were all of that 
strangeness which had cowed me in Bi l ly 
Strait 's. The strangeness, I think, of the 
sea. 

"There 's more than you would like to 
know about them," said Devries, ambigu
ously. "However , they are the glorious 
army of caddies and button boys, the little 
pages and messengers of all sorts. Too 
many, eh? That 's what they think, too. 
I 'm afraid you ' l l have to build a few more 
palaces if all the population of Sunny Sea 
is to find employment." H e stopped 
with me, his eyes following them with a 
curious expression: amusement, envy— 
something else. " Damned if I know the 
answer!" he said, quite to himself, when 
they had passed. 

Devries d id not enter the Air ley house 
by the most open way. We skirted about 
through byways and hedges, and at last 
went in by the servants' entrance. A man 
whom I recognized vaguely as one of the 
club waiters rose up hastily. He ap
peared to have been expecting us. 

" Y o u can't go up just yet," he whis
pered. " Y o u r father came in half an 
hour ago. looking as if he couldn't start in 
too soon to please him. Manson is there, 
too, and DeSaussure and Prado. I don't 
see how old Beeson can hold out." 

" W h a t am I to do with this, then?" De
vries indicated me with his pistol. " I'm 
due up there to help father, you know." 

" O h , run it into the cellar!" said the 
other glancing at me with a careless eye, 
in which I read no memory of my large 
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tips. " T i e him if you want to, but he 
couldn't get out of a pasteboard hat-box 
if somebody shut the lid on h im." 

Yet in this they carried their scorn to 
too great length, for when 1 was a boy, 
before all my ambitions were killed by 
choking them with butter, there had been 
one which I had all but carried through 
when my mirthful and horrified family 
put a stop to it . So when they mentioned 
tying me I had to call up my poker face to 
hide my elation, for I knew, as well as 
the master magician who had taught me, 
how to so let myself be tied that no rope 
could hold me. But I drooped my head 
in a downcast way and went sighingly to 
my dungeon,submitting to Devries's hasty 
tying with the l imp air of a man wholly 
without hope. 

He did it rapidly and I thought even in 
his hurry there was a humane attempt not 
to draw the cords too tight nor pull my 
arms into an uncomfortable angle. It 
was not so,'surely, that the old buccaneers, 
his ancestors, were careful of their vic
tim's comfort. 

As I rapidly slipped out of the knots 
which, thanks to the only useful training 
I ever had, were no knots at al l , I meditated 
with some wonder on this evidence of the 
world having fallen on gentler times. E d 
ucated and merciful pirates, who put the 
worm upon the hook as if they loved i t ! 
But I began to fear it was none the less a 
hook. 

Overhead there was the dull shuffling of 
many feet, and now and then a raised 
voice reached me, but I could not distin
guish anything that was said. I started 
on a tour about my prison trying to find 
the place where the voices sounded most 
clearly. Evident ly there was great excite
ment under way, and this gave me hope. 
For their regard of me seemed so slight at 
best (or worst) that if they really got to 
quarrelling I might be forgotten alto
gether, and then I knew I could handle a 
small boat well enough to take me out to 
the track of the incoming steamers. 

Hunt ing closely after the voices, then, I 
found myself in a bin, as it seemed, of pun
gent fine ashes, and looking upward dis
tinguished a line of light overhead. I 
brought an empty box, and standing on it 
contrived to make out some system of 
chains and pulleys which I have since 
learned was Colonel Air ley 's own device 

for letting the ashes Out of his great fire
place. The crevice left by the ill-work
ing of this trap now furnished me a space 
t,i hear, and by a wonderful neck-break
ing distortion I could manage to get a 
meagre view of the room; a view, at least, 
of feet—the well-shod feet of my own 
friends they seemed, yet with a differ
ence. 

At the head of the dining-table the stout 
white canvas appendages that should 
have been Colonel Airley's own were in 
the position of standing; all the others at 
an angle which indicated that their own
ers were sealed. The tan feet of Judge 
Brinlcy were there, too, but the enlarged 
area that gave ease to his gouty steps was 
now wrinkled and flat. In a general way 
the foot-gear gathered at that end of the 
table appeared to be that of elderly men. 
Bu t at the middle there began a division 
of more youthful loot-wear, red or varie
gated hoisery, pumps, and carefully tied 
bows. It was instructive, too, to note the 
placid stolidity of that upper elderly half 
of the table as against the restless shuf
fling of the other. 

The debate was on. The calm and 
sonorous voice of old Beeson, standing in 
Colonel Airley's shoes, was concluding as 
I took my place; I was too late to dis
tinguish anything he said. But as the 
white ties resumed the position of sitting, 
the gouty tan ones of Judge Brinley 
quickly stood, and I heard the voice of old 
Devries—not the soft "Shampoo, s i r?" 
tone, but one that went better in accord 
with his face. A clear, harsh voice of 
great power, whose ancestors had been 
trained in shouting orders against great 
sea-winds, the voice of the old buccaneer, 
red-sashed, with sea-legs well apart 
standing upon his deck and bellowing 
against the gale. I seemed to see him, 
cutlass in fist, engaged in matters of gold 
and slaughter, and I sought and found a 
way to draw my legs up among Colonel 
Air ley 's pulley chains, so that I could sus
pend myself in the flue with enough ease to 
my muscles to last for some time, and, I 
hoped, with some security from any who 
might come to seek me. 

"Governor Beeson has stated," he be
gan , " t hat twenty years is not long enough 
for the magnitude of the experiment we 
have undertaken. He reminds us also that 
it was begun with the consent of us a l l ; 
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and that is true. But there is now a new 
element to be considered. Beeson and I, 
who are old, may be content with winter 
fireside and book as the guerdon of the 
summer's bitter humiliation; but as to 
those who are young—have we the right to 
force our quiet and humble ways upon 
them? We accepted the fat l iving which 
came from the mainland because it seemed 
to us that our children, feeding upon i t 
with the clean sea-winds of the winters 
as a digestive, might develop into a race 
able to go forth into the world and take 
up the work of the world with a greater 
capacity than those in whose hands it now 
lies. It was a great and worthy purpose, 
and let none be more eager than I to give 
homage to him who conceived it, and in 
whose hands the carrying out of it has 
chiefly lain. But I now speak for those 
who maintain that our long dissembling 
has served its purpose, who claim that fur
ther servitude wil l wholly defeat the end 
toward which we have struggled for so 
long. F rom these windows you hear now 
the fife and drum and the many marching 
feet of that generation for which we have 
done and suffered many things. They are 
children to-day, but to-morrow they wi l l 
be men. Are these, then, to continue in 
the service of weaklings from whom we 
have already gained everything of value 
which they had? Are we to subject them 
to the corrupt air which surrounds such 
potential Xeros as the wretch Hatha
way, who now corrupts no more? We 
accepted these pseudo-owners of our Is
land as we would have accepted a shoal of 
fat fish—for our own good. We have 
thrived upon them, indeed, for we have 
not only fed ourselves and our children 
upon their unused books, but we have fol
lowed each step in the construction of 
their great houses. We know how all 
things here are made. Their owners do 
not. We are architects, mechanics, elec
tricians in our own right. Our husbandrv 
of their well-supplied larders has given us 
such leisure from the immediate necessi
ties that we have been able to make re
searches of our own. But we have now-
drained them dry as a sucked orange, 
empty as the shells upon the beach when 
the birds have fed. Wherefore I submit, 
with all humility but with firm conviction, 
there are but two courses open to us: 
Either this young life for which we have 

endured so much must go to the mainland, 
and there take its chances wi th the other 
young life of the race, or—we must take 
our Island back!" 

W i t h that amazing sentence he was 
seated, and there was a long silence. The 
only comment made by the calm white 
shoes of old Beeson was the lifting of one 
foot to cross one knee over the other. It 
also moved slightly as with negation; so 
might there be a flicker of motion in the 
t ip of a lion's tail long before he had made 
up his mind to roar. 

Upon the sound and fury of old Devries 
followed the harsh voice of some man not 
accustomed to expressing himself in pub
l i c : a shy man, but terribly in earnest, and 
the shoes that he stood in were also upon 
the elders' side of the table. 

" I stand with Devries here,'' he said. 
' ' W e want our Island back. A n d we 
don't care how we get it . I wonder our 
grandfathers don't turn in their graves, 
that I do; but their bones are scattered at 
the bottoms of all the seas there are, and 
their souls—able seamen every one—are 
in a blessed place where no knowledge of 
their blood's degeneracy can trouble them. 
Get it back for our children. Give them 
the moors to run free upon as we did be
fore them. Give them back the ocean 
and the man's work to their hands that 
lies in the handling of one poor smack, to 
say naught of the old whaling-vessels. 
H o w does wealth come to be polluting this 
honest sea air? What did the land lub
bers want of this island, anyhow? I say 
let the money go back to the cities and 
the half-men i t breeds there, or by the 
L o r d , we' l l send it all to D a v y Jones! 
We're a nation all by ourselves, you keep 
saying; well, then, let's declare war and 
do as other nations do in war—scuttle 
their ships, while they are in 'em, by 
thunder, and give it out 'twas a tidal 
wave did i t ! We haven't played a part 
all these years without getting smart 
enough to put through one more deal. 
Then the boys out there could go to col
leges on the mainland or stay here as they 
liked, with equal freedom and safety. I 
expect to be howled down by the humane 
contingent here, but I tell you the things 
done in this world that stay once they are 
done have to be glued together with some
body's blood. Y o u can't make an om
elet without breaking eggs, and you can't 
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make a nation, even in miniature, with
out cracking the heads of those who stand 
in your way." 

He sat down with a thump and straight
way the room was buzzing. I was com
forted by the many hisses that greeted 
the bloodthirsty old pirate, but there 
were tierce sounds of approval, too, and 
the feet, the expressive feet that I had 
been watching—as one watches the emo
tions of a face, were all flat-soled upon the 
floor and at alert right angles to the legs 
they supported. 

The next speaker rose from the side 
where the young men sat, and before he 
had spoken I recognized the softly pad
ding rubber-soled beach shoes that had 
brought me to this pass. It was young 
Devries helping his father. 

" I go wi th Prado," he said, shouting to 
make himself heard above a din which 
seemed to make nothing of the usual par
liamentary rules. They subsided suffi
ciently to listen. ' ' W e take back the Is
land any way we can get it . We go to 
the mainland, too. We go when we want 
to, and come back when we want to. 
If it's the younger generation for whom 
you are anxious, give us freedom! Let us 
see what the world is like for ourselves. 
I'm too old to be of those out there"—he 
probably gesticulated toward the street—• 
"but I 'm young enough to want to live 
my life in the world—not here. Y o u say 
we are better men than those who order 
us about. Le t us go and prove it on 
their own ground!" 

This was answered by a shout from that 
side of the table, and I saw that they were 
all upon their feet again. A n d then at 
last I saw old Beeson's legs uncross and 
he slowly rose. 

He began by quoting impressively: 
" ' W i t h malice toward none; with char

ity for a l l ; with firmness in the right, as 
God gives us to see the right, let us strive 
to finish the work we are in . ' " 

He spoke these words solemnly before 
beginning his reply to those who had been 
assailing him and his policies. The room 
was so still that a bit of mortar, dislodged 
by me, and falling upon the bed of ashes at 
the cellar-bottom, resounded like an ava
lanche. Bu t I do not think the telltale 
sound made an impression upon any ear 
there. I wi l l not attempt to give that 
speech in full. A sentence here and there 

is all 1 can recover. To a certain extent, 
however, I can paraphrase. 

He began by reminding t h e m t h a t not 
any of them there present except himseli 
and Devries had ever had any experience 
of the world except that which had conic 
to them u p o n their own peaceful Island. 
" You have never breathed the air oi their 
cities; you have never seen their poor. I 
have been among their poor; I have ac
cepted the icy charity of their rich. I 
have seen their pleasures. I have wit
nessed—and shared—their great, unneces
sary sorrows. Among them there are 
giants; but also there are dwarfs, whose 
only weapon is a poison wherewith to de
fend their incapacity. Mos t terrible of 
all , however, is their pity, which preserves 
and caters to the unfit by every resource 
that their wonderful inventions have 
placed at their command, until the whole 
earth is sick with too much life. No t life 
of thought and high endeavor such as a 
man's life should be, but life that is little 
more than motion—foul, like maggots in a 
dead fish resolving into lower forms. 
A n d their law: merciful law, designed to 
shelter the new life beginning in the wi l 
derness, as the fire-weed, the wild-cherry, 
and the birch protect the young growth 
of spruce that is eventually to become a 
forest, this law has so ramified, so spread 
its branches, that i t has become a thing 
apart from the people, existing by itself 
and for itself; not part of their blood and 
sinew, subservient to their need, but feed
ing upon them—a cancerous growth. 
Should / not know?" 

A n impressive pause followed that 
question. That " I " seemed to hold a 
deeper meaning than appeared upon the 
surface. Who was he, then, that, knowing 
so much of the great nation, he had aban
doned i t to pour himself out for this toy 
replica of one? 

" I , too, once thought that one should be 
in the world and of it to be wholly a man. 
A n d indeed, I passed for one—even over 
there." 

He paused again, and there was a heavy 
answering silence. Then he resumed: 

" I t was as I was beginning to ques
tion my own usefulness that there came 
the knowledge of how this Island, 
where I had lived a wholesome boyhood, 
and where, as I seemed to remember, my 
soul had been made clean daily by the 
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sea and its wind—this Island, I learned, 
was to pass into skilless and selfish 
hands, the same hands whose touch, I 
had begun to surmise, was responsible for 
the blight which I everywhere encoun
tered in that other country—a blight 
which caused the fabric of great works to 
crumble to nothing under the fingers of 
those who might have wrought wonder
fully. I returned, as you know, remem
bering my own people, and thinking that 
here a man's work among men might 
count. . . ." 

His voice shook. " A n Odysseus to his 
Ithaca," he muttered thickly, then slowly 
resuming: 

" Y o u know what we have done to
gether. That sound of young marching 
feet along our streets to-day. . . . Those 
are the feet of a great hope! Let none 
stay them! They are the sons of the sea, 
but they have also been reared upon the 
richest food of civilization. A n d they 
have thriven—as that great young nation 
once throve. But they are not ready. 
If we let them go now they will be over
come by the same confusion that has 
overtaken that multitude upon the main
land. They would sicken in that air 
as in the poisonous exhalations of a 
marsh. But if we can keep them until 
their full manhood . . . then they can 
go out victorious. Then shall the sick 
Amfortas look upon the spear. Then 
shall Rome die again, but not with bar
barous tribes upon her throat. Gentlv 
and honorably, the old order changing, 
'lest one good custom should corrupt the 
world. ' 

" L e t them then go in the strength of 
manhood, and they will lead a bewildered 
people. Let them, and you in their be
half, curb their impatience but a few more 
winters, endure bondage but a few more 
summers. I have much to teach you 
still, and that which \ have planned'for 
you lies farther on . . . much farther, 
yet I swear it is no empty vision nor old 
man's dream of Paradise. Remember 
that tale of a wilderness journey which 
lasted forty years. Shall 'we then cease 
our quest at twenty? I, who have hum
bly tried to be your .Moses, I am not yet 
ready to lay down my rod of office. But 
let me see so much of accomplishment as 
that we shall be sending forth not babes 
to be slaughtered, but men to conquer. 

and I shall lay my authority at your feet. 
Un t i l then." his voice rang out with mili
tary sharpness, " u n t i l then I will protect 
you against yourselves. Peacefully if I 
can. but not one life, nor two, nor two 
hundred shall stand between me and the 
accomplishment of that thing for which I 
have str iven." 

He had won. Hi s little ship of state 
had ridden out the tempest in a teapot. 
A vote was taken and they agreed quietly-
enough to go on for at least another year 
without change in their peculiar form of 
rarefied brigandage. 

A n d then . . . they began to talk about 
me. Great orators they were! I suppose 
they had been making Demostheneses of 
themselves through the winter evenings of 
twenty years, instead of swapping lies on 
cracker-boxes as their forebears had done. 
It was B i l l y Strait who presented my case. 
I did not at first recognize the character 
he gave me, and yet . . . I have been 
meeker since that day. 

" I t is not," said he in a k ind and wor
ried voice, "as in the case of Hathaway, 
that the intruder is pre-eminently one who 
should be weeded out of any7 community. 
This man is of a cleanly, quiet, studious 
type, practising virtues, negative as they 
are, in an environment so foreign to them 
that they take on an active value. He de
votes, I understand, fully half of his great 
income to those charities which he is per
suaded are most effective. He has cour
age, too, of a sort. I admit that I, for one, 
if his removal should be deemed necessary, 
should be saddened by a heavy misgiv
ing as to our ultimate success. 

" W e are sprung, not so many genera
tions ago, from a race of violent men, 
shedders of innocent blood. Were this 
man to die. our young men would hear 
whispers of it, however secret we might be, 
and I fear the knowledge would make a 
crevice for the advantage of an ancestry 
of evil-doers, who would rush in from that 
limbo which holds them now, and we 
should find that with all our care we had 
but bred a race of wolves. 

" I admit the difficulty. That our care
ful structure should be at the mercy of a 
careless tongue is wrong, . . . yet . . . 
this man . . . I think I could trust him. 
It is not impossible that he might join us 
. . . with his wealth thrown upon our 
side. . . . " 
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He was interrupted by a laugh. 
" H e wants Watkins to subsidize us"; 

it was the younger Devries, I think. 
" T a l k about our ancestors! Captain 
K i d d himself would hardly have angled 
for a ransom of that size. You ' re com
ing on, B i l l v ! " 

'" We-ell ," B i l l y defended himself with a 
kind of rueful good humor, "he might at 
least have his choice. Think how bully it 
would be for us to be able to come out in 
the open. . . ." 

Then Beeson's grave voice broke i n : 
" Bring him up.' ' 
There was a stir of feet in obedience. 

I swung myself lightly down, not being 
able to climb higher, and returned to my 
old place in the bin. I had no sooner 
simulated my bonds and sleep than the 
lights flashed up throughout the cellar. 
I heard many feet on the stairs, and as 
I looked up into the faces of men to 
whose service I had been accustomed for 
years, I felt the same amazement that 
must fill the breast of a fine pig that has 
been catered to and petted and admired 
for a long and satisfying summer until it 
must think—if there is such a process as 
thought in that thick skull—that it surely 
is of the fit and admirable, loved of 
its Maker, destined to special care both 
heavenly and terrestrial for many hap
py days. A n d then the day of the 
knife . . . ultima nccat . . . the rest is 
pork! 

"Hel lo , boys!" I said with a grin. 
These were men neither young nor old, 
but of my own age, the doubtful thirties. 
And I had to admit, now that I really saw 
them for the first time, that there was a 
height and breadth to them, a clearness of 
eye, a grace and sureness of carriage, that, 
in fine, they were better men than I, so I 
looked up at them with what courage I 
might in my role of useful pork and said, 
"He l lo , boys!' ' with humility and re
spect. , 

They did not observe that my bonds 
were no bonds at all. but carefully undid 
me knot by knot and kindly rubbed my 
supposedly stiff ankles and wrists, but to 
me as an individual they paid as little at
tention as I had been wont to accord 
them when in livery they had made 
a discreet part of the room's furniture. 
They talked among themselves as I 

and my friends had been wont to talk 
before them, but I walked among them 
solitary to my judgment before Old Bee
son. 

In my dungeon I had not known of the 
great autumn storm that had blown in as 
the fog blew out. N o w as I entered the 
great dining-room I was aware of rain 
against the windows; the room was dark, 
and the beating of the surf was plain. 
The faces turned toward me were vague 
in the storm's twilight and pale. Beeson 
sat with his back to the leaded window, 
and as I stood silently before him some
thing within me, like the jarring of a shift
ing mechanism, seemed to place me back 
somewhere in obsolete centuries, a fright
ened vassal before his lord. This was not 
the first time that a sea-wind had blown 
past leaded Gothic windows while Beeson 
and I faced each other across a table, he 
seated and I standing. 

A n d then, at the moment, I think, that 
he was opening his lips . . . I shall never 
know whether he intended life or death 
for me. there sounded the screaming of 
women, . . . distant at first, then hurry
ing nearer like the wind itself. Beeson 
forgot me and turned toward the door as 
did all the rest. It was flung inward as 
by the wind's violence, and we saw a 
woman with streaming gray hair, her arms 
raised above her head, her mouth opening 
and shutting voicelessly; then she began 
to scream curses, while the space behind 
her filled with a crowd of other women, 
all dishevelled and wailing. From some
where among them little Po l ly darted in 
and, throwing her arms about her father's 
neck, whispered in his ear. He rose and 
put her aside, turning to the men with 
sharp orders to get out the boats, but at 
this the women broke into dreadful laugh
ter. 

"Boats ! D o you think they didn't 
think of that? Those they have not 
taken will never sail again." 

Devries muttered: 
" A n d with no knowledge of the sea! 

The R i p will have them by now." 
I found myself borne forward by the 

rush of men to the beach and with the 
others stood upon a bluff straining my 
eyes against a veil of gray rain which now 
and again was thrust aside by the wind so 
that something of the sea was murki ly vis-
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ible. A n d so even I had one glimpse of a 
little fleet of fishing-boats stepping brave
ly out to sea in all that weather. 

Some one took my arm and leaned 
upon it ; I turned to see Old Beeson. I 
do not think he knew me. Hi s lips were 
moving with words. Leaning close, I dis
tinguished out of the mutter, . . . "the 
impatience of youth. I had not suffi
ciently reckoned with it . . . . nor with 
its indifference toward those who . . . 
have borne the agony. They planned 
for themselves. While we were plan
ing for them, they planned for them
selves." 

Devries from behind his binoculars in
terrupted with a roar of savage approval: 

" W e l l handled! Able seamen every
one!" 

A t that Beeson drew himself erect and 
turned to the frantic women a face as 
bloodless as the foam: 

" T h e y . . . shall make port in safety. 
The sea could not . . . it could not . . . 
lives of such value . . ." 

H e turned, staggered, and fell. Pollv 
threw herself upon h im with wild tears, 
but B i l l y Strait, having felt for the heart 
and found it silent, spread a handkerchief 
over the face and drew Polly 's head to his 
shoulder. 

As for me, I might have been a bit of 
driftwood for all the attention they paid 
me, unti l finally y-oung Wireless, having 
fairly tripped over me, recognized me 
with an abstracted stare and said civilly 
enough: " Y o u ' l l be wanting to send 
a message. I ' l l attend to it directlv, 
s ir ." 

I t was plain enough that with the death 
of Beeson and the children's departure, the 
t iny nation's mainspring was broken. I 
doubted that its machinery would ever be 
set in motion again. 

Ye t if the boats ever reached the main
land—not that any shipping news has 
ever reported such an arrival . . . but 
somehow, I think wi th Old Beeson that 
the sea itself would turn aside from the 
destruction of that Argosy. 



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

By W i l l i a m Agnew Pa ton 

N E of the most vivid and in
spiring m e m o r i e s of my 
boyhood is of my interview 
with Abraham Lincoln in 
October, 1862. 

I, a lad going on fourteen 
years of age, called at the Executive M a n 
sion in Washington and handed to the door
keeper a card which I had caused to be 
written especially for use on what was for 
me a very great occasion by the expert 
"calligraphist," as he called himself, of 
Willard's Hotel. Beneath my name, which 
the card-writer had inscribed with elabo
rate if not altogether appropriate flourish
es, I had appended in my own schoolboy 
hand-writing, "Nephew of D r . Cornelius 
Rea Agnew." M y uncle was well known 
to M r . Lincoln and this use of his name 
doubtless facilitated my admission to the 
office of the private secretary to the Presi
dent, where I found the chief magistrate 
of my country at a desk in conversation 
with a gentleman, the only other occu
pant of the room, who was, as I afterward 
learned, the minister of France. When 
I entered the office the President was 
seated in a curiously constructed arm
chair made after a design suggested by 
himself. The left arm of this unique piece 
of furniture began low and, rising in a spi
ral to form the back, terminated on the 
right side of the seat at the height of the 
shoulders of the person seated thereon. 
M r . Lincoln had placed himself crosswise 
in this chair with his long legs hanging 
over its lower arm, his back supported by 
the higher side. When the attendant who 
had presented my card to the President, 
and had then ushered me into the secre
tary's office,closed thedoor behind meand 
I found myself actually in the presence of 
Abraham Lincoln , I had the grace to feel 
embarrassed, for I then realized that I, a 
mere schoolboy, was intruding upon the 
patience and good-nature of a very busy 
overwrought man, the great and honored 
President of a country in the agony of a 
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civil war. Noting my hesitation, M r . 
Lincoln very gently said: "Come in, my 
s o n . " Then he arose, disentangling him
self, as it were, from the chair,advanced to 
meet me, and it seemed to me that I had 
never beheld so tall a man, so dignified 
and impressive a personage, and certainly 
I had never felt so small, so insignificant, 
"so unpardonably young." As we met, 
the President gave me his hand, smiled 
down upon me, and, playing upon the sim
ilarity in the sound of my name with that 
of the person to whom he was about to re
fer, lightly asked: " A r e you Bailey Pey
ton, the rebel guerilla we captured the 
other day?" I stammered an incoherent 
disclaimer of any relationship with the fa
mous Confederate free-lance, of whose ex
ploits and recent capture the newspapers 
had had much to say. M r . Lincoln asked 
me if my uncle was well and charged me to 
deliver a kind message to my kinsman 
when I returned home to New York . 
Then, laying his hand upon my head, he 
said (how well I remember his words!) 
" Y o u come of good people, you wil l soon 
be a grown man. Be a good man. Be a 
good American. Our country may have 
need of your services some day." 

I had thought up a little speech to de
liver when I met the President whom I 
had been taught to love and revere, but 
when I stood before him, felt his hand on 
my head, heard his voice, looked up into 
his wonderfully expressive, kindly eyes, 
my emotions were so deeply stirred that 
I could but smile through tears, and dared 
only to take his hand, which had dropped 
from my head, and press it . I looked 
down, abashed, not knowing what to say 
or do. M r . Lincoln, evidently noting my 
confusion, placed his hand on my shoul
der and drew me to him,saying," What can 
I do lor you, sonny?" Encouraged and 
heartened by his kindly manner, his sym
pathetic tone of voice, my eyes sought his 
again and I managed to blurt out: " M r . 
Lincoln, all the boys in my school are l o r 
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you." Hi s smile broadened, he seemed 
much amused. Then I remember very 
distinctly the troubled, weary, careworn 
expression that passed over his face as he 
replied: " I wish everybody. Congress, al l 
the people, were like you boys." I could 
say nothing, could only gaze into his be
nevolent eyes that seemed to look into 
my very heart. Presently he asked me 
how old*I was. where I went to school, and 
a few other questions of like familiar sort. 
A n d then again, giving me his hand he 
said: " N o w , you must excuse me; I have 
important business -with this gentleman," 
indicating the personage with whom he 
had been conversing when I entered the 
room. I shook hands with the President, 
turned and walked to the door, faced 
about, made my manners, as he. reseat
ing himself in the curious armchair, re
sumed his interview with the minister of 
France. 

I passed from the room and never again 
saw that wonderful, kindly face unt i l as 
one of thousands upon thousands of grief-
stricken, almost heart-brc>ken fellow coun
trymen. I passed by his open coffin and 
beheld for a moment the body of "the 
murdered President" as it lay in state in 
the rotunda of the city hall of my native 
X e w York . 

Through all the years that have passed 
since I stood in the living presence of the 
great leader of my people and he laid his 
hand gently on my head my memory has 
held an undimmed. imperishable picture 
of the good and kindly man. the war
worn, overwrought President, who. in the 
unbounded goodness of his heart, turned 
from his work, his crowding duties, forget
ting for a few brief moments his cruel 
anxieties, to treat with sweet patience and 
speak gently to a schoolboy who had no 
claim on his attention and courtesv save 
that the boy was growing up to be an 
American citizen, one of the multitude of 
"the plain people" of whom Lincoln him
self quaintly said: "the good L o r d must 
love them, he made so many of them." 
This incident of my boyhood, this great 
event in my life, of all'events the most 
memorable and inspiring, this meeting 
with Abraham Lincoln, was altogether 
charming. The memory of it is to me in
expressibly sacred. 

When I recall v iv id ly , as I do, the form 
and face of Lincoln as it appeared to my 
young eyes. I can appreciate the signifi
cance of a remark made to me by Augus
tus Saint-Gaudens. as he stood modelling 
"the Chicago L i n c o l n " : " W h e n I began 
this work I despaired of making a worthv 
or satisfactory statue. So many, almost 
al l , of the likenesses of Lincoln represent 
h im as ungainly, uncouth, homely, un-
picturesque: but when I had made a study 
of his life, had learned more and more of 
his character, of his natural nobility and 
lovableness, his deep and true human 
sympathy, had read of him, talked of him 
with men who knew him and loved him, 
I became more and more convinced that 
his face must have been the most truly 
beautiful of al l I have tried to model." 
A s my good friend the great sculptor 
created his mind-picture of Abraham Lin
coln which he realized in his masterpiece, 
so I recall to mind his face and form after 
all the years that have passed since I, a 
small boy, stood in the l iving presence of 
the greatest of Americans. As I think of 
h im now. his greatness of spirit, his worth, 
integrity, honesty of purpose, his kindli
ness, his wit and wisdom, his patience—all 
shone in his countenance and through his 
wonderful eyes and. as the man was al
together lovable and admirable in the 
highest sense. I believe that the face that 
smiled down upon me years ago was in the 
highest sense beautiful. That I am justi
fied in my belief there is the testimony of 
his private secretary and co-biographer. 
Honorable J . G . Xico lay . who says of him: 
"There was neither oddity, eccentricity, 
awkwardness, or grotesqueness in his face, 
figure, or movement"; and men and 
women who knew Lincoln remembei his 
" soft, tender, dreamy, patient, loving eyes 
—the kindest eyes ever placed i n mortal 
head." As to his wisdom, his genius, his 
inestimable greatness of spirit, "his nobh 
humane simplicity of character," there is 
no need to speak. 

When E d w i n M . Stanton, who was 
standing by the death-bed of his revered 
chieftain, closed the eyes of the sacred 
dead, the great war secretary uttered 
what seems to me the most fitting and en
during epitaph on Abraham Lincoln : 

"There lies a man for the ages."' 



A L I K E N E S S 

( P O R T R A I T B U S T O F A N U N K N O W N , C A P I T O L , R O M E ) 

By Willa Sibert Cather 

IN every line a supple beauty— 
The restless head a little bent— 

Disgust of pleasure, scorn of duty, 
The unseeing eyes of discontent. 

I often come to sit beside him, 
This youth who passed and left no trace 

Of good or ill that did betide him, 
Save the disdain upon his face. 

The hope of all his House, the brother 
Adored, the golden-hearted son, 

Whom Fortune pampered like a mother; 
A n d then—a shadow on the sun. 

Whether he followed Caesar's trumpet, 
Or chanced the riskier game at home 

To find how favor played the strumpet 
In fickle politics at Rome; 

Whether he dreamed a dream in Asia 
H e never could forget by day, 

Or gave his youth to some Aspasia, 
Or gamed his heritage away; 

Once lost, across the Empire's border 
This man would seek his peace in vain; 

His look arraigns a social order 
Somehow entrammelled with his pain. 

" T h e dice of gods are always loaded"; 
One gambler, arrogant as they, 

Fierce, and by fierce injustice goaded, 
Left both his hazard and the play. 

Incapable of compromises, 
Unable to forgive or spare, 

The strange awarding of the prizes 
He had no fortitude to bear. 

Tr icked by the forms of things material,— 
The solid-seeming arch and stone, 

The noise of war, the pomp imperial, 
The heights and depths about a throne— 
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He missed, among the shapes diurnal. 
The old, deep-travelled road from pain, 

The thoughts of men, which are eternal, 
In which, eternal, men remain. 

Ritratto d'ignoto; defying 
Things unsubstantial as a dream— 

A n Empire, long in ashes ly ing— 
His face still set against the stream. 

Yes, so he looked, that gifted brother 
I loved, who passed and left no trace, 

Not even—luckier than this other— 
His sorrow in a marble face. 

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

B Y V E R N O N L E E 

T H E C E L T I C W E S T ( C O R N W A L L , W A L E S , I R E L A N D ) 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY HOWARD GILES 

of two huge hogs behind a hedge; and the 
great black brutes looked bogeyish as ele
phants as they tugged with their tusks 
at the fence. The wind whistled among 
hedges and thistles, and moaned round the 
earthworks of what was once a British 
camp. A scarecrow man, in a sodden potato 
field hard by, gave me a start in that soli
tude. The sun slowly emerged, a red wafer 
from under the clouds, and disappeared, 
leaving no glow behind. 

T I N T A G I L 

Yesterday Tintagil . Endless drive 
across these uplands, dreary even under 
the bright, harsh sun. Long, low, sad lines 
of reaped fields and distant moors: no birds 
save swarms of sparrows thing before us 
from b u s h to bush of the endless, roughly 
hacked hedge. 

At last a wave-shaped crag rises into sight 
—black, curling as about to break: Rougli-
tor (pronounced Row-tor), the mountain 
of the district, a granite bowlder among the 

NEAR TINTAGIL 

j Y first walk in Cornwall was 
KM at -unset, up and down the 

I V ^ K W i l m gray g ran i t e roads, sunk 
deep between high banks 
and shorn hedges; the cold 
wind whistling and rain fall

ing from unseen clouds. Over the stone 
walls and hedgetop~ a moving wall of top
pling cumulus, black illumined crimson from 
a hidden sunset; the sky above pale amber, 
blue, and wind-swept. Where a gate or 
fence breaks through the endless bank a 
view of green hilly pasture cut with endless 
dark hedge, and long distant hillsides, flat 
almost as the sea, which is hidden behind 
them—a bleak, monotonous country, dreary 
beyond words, and intolerable save for its 
keen air; houses next to none; this village 
consists of five or six granite, slate-covered 
cottages, flowerless. The roads for miles 
without a creature on them. The pastures 
empty. I was quite superstitiojisly fright
ened in this solitude bv the sudden grunting 



Fainted by Howard GiUs. 
Bleak, grassy recks above the harburless sea. 
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moors. Here a giant, they say, is pursued 
by the devil's hounds, whose bay is heard 
on stormy nights (and here it must surely 
be stormy always). A certain neighboring 
clergyman, who camped one night on 
Rough-tor, where there are ruined chapels 
and a rocking stone, said he was prevented 
sleeping by the strange noises on the moor, 
which, treeless and echoless should have 
been so silent. The legends here seem mel
ancholy and regretful of the Past. When it 
soughs in these hedges, and among the 
scant trees in the little valleys, the coun
try folk, it seems, say that Queen Jennifer 
weeps. 

Tintagil! This tiny, remote village of 
granite and slate cottages, of modern board
ing-houses on the bleak, grassy rocks above 
the harborless sea; how its fame has gone 
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abroad in all the poetrv of every country! 
Its name become familiar as that of Sparta 
or Troy, its little chieftains gathered with 
the demigods of Homer in the triumphant 
processions of Petrarch, and the viewless 
winds of Dante! The sea—to-day it was 
blue, tipped with white as with sea-gulls, 
but barely amounting to waves—breaks on 
the rocks and reefs, from Poscastle to T i n 
tagil, leaving no stretch, not the tiniest, of 
sands, in the great cliffs, of which the ruined 
castle, with wall.-, of uncemented granite, 
seems a part. Squat among the short grass 
a little cruciform church overlooks the sea. 
Its imperishable material makes it seem 
built yesterday, young, new, like the sea 
and rocks, save in the rude stone shutters of 
the belfry and the cusps of the windows. 
Not a bush or flower or hedge in the church-
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vard: only the sad-colored, pale grass, 
nibbled as much by the cold winds as by 
the scant sheep; and for hedges those odd 
walls of slates stuck edgeways in a sort of 
barbaric herringbone pattern which tell of 
Celtic art. The casde extends on to an al
most separate, outlying rock, which the sea 
is cutting through, 
cutting away from 
the land, and where 
with a crane (no kind 
of harbor) they load 
slate on small boats 
when the}- can draw 
themin. By the cas
de side, on the strand 
where Merl in is said 
to have found the 
child A r t h u r , two 
quaint old women 
have a tea-house—a 
kitchen where I was 
glad to warm myself, 
and a parlor stuck 
about with Princess 
Mays and Prince of 
Wales, and, oddest, 
in connection with 
that poor d r o w n e d 
boy, Domenico Cat-
aneo, who lies under 
the life-belt in the 
churchyard, Vesu
vius in eruption by 
day and by n i g h t . 
This tea-house, and 

the knickerbockered people rambling, tea
pot in hand, on the cliffs, do not diminish 
the sense of utter dreariness and desolation 
of this kingdom of Arthur—or was it of K i n g 
Mark? A charm of humanity is lent the 
place by some very bad but very felt sketches 
(bought by the lady of the tea-house for a 
shilling* by a deceased old incumbent of 
the church, who. having been called Con
stable of the Castle in joke by the Prince's 
equerry, took it so seriously that none ever 
dared undeceive him, so that he would ex
plain his duties, and how, had he gone to 
London, he must have gone to levies, cocked 
hat on head and sword on thigh—a clerical 
Don Quixote. 

Returned home among deserted slate 
quarries, their mounds and shoots of rub
bish grown over with rusty bracken and 
gorse. A rusty-iron colored country, the 

Among the Welsh collieries.—The viaduct 

clear sky and sea unable to brighten it with 
their steel-blue. It had been fine for several 
hours. But toward sunset, as we got the 
hi l l called Rough-Tor (where the devil's 
hounds are heard in full cry) within sight, 
great cumulus clouds came up and formed 
an unbroken pall over the dreary uplands. 

I cannot imagine a 
starry night in this 
country. YTiatever 
it be by d a y , the 
clouds must gather 
and cover it at night, 
w i p i n g it out of 
reality, separating it 
from less legendary 
lands. 

OX T H E MOORS 

Yesterday we spent 
the a f t e r n o o n on 
these Cornish moors. 
We passed bv the vil
lage of St. Sympho-
rian, which in this 
country is called a 
town: a little place 
of rough stone and 
slate, granite cattle 
troughs, a grani te 
church and granite 
walls, treeless, on the 
top of a hill of rough, 
rustv gorse and vel-
low g ra s s , w i n d -

nipped even they: a queer almost Alpine-
feeling little place, looking down on folds 
and folds of uninhabited hills and valleys, 
to where the shimmer of an estuary leads to 
a steelv streak of sea. The moor where 
Rough-Tor rises (Rough-Tor of the Hell-
Hounds) is quite different from anv moor I 
have ever seen; not lilac as in Scotland, nor 
pale green as in Northumberland, but tawny 
and black, like rusty iron, so that the brown 
cows on its dry bracken and gorse disap
pear in its color. These Cornish moors 
have something angry and sinister in that 
reddish, yellowish darkness of theirs, so 
that the blackish rocks, Rough-Tor and 
the other Tors, seem merely to concentrate, 
as it were, to be spokesmen of their threat. 
It seems in character that the sheep on 
these moors should run about coupled with 
chains. 



By the castle side, twu quaint old women have a tea-house. — Page 716. 

On the side of Rough-Tor lies Dozmary 
(Dozmare; Pool, the place, according to 
local tradition, where K i n g Arthur was 
drowned and whence the arm stretched 
Excalibur. Between this and Camciford is 
Slaughter-bridge, the scene, I believe, of Ar
thur's last fight with Mordred. 

I am not at all surprised that the previous 
occupant of this little, gray, stone house, in 
its hole upon the green, dreary slope, saw 
ghosts, and that the previous rector, after 
being persecuted by a ghostly woman in his 
own church, is said himself to walk in the 
churchyard. 

This scantily inhabited end of F-urope 
seems given up to dead folk: Arthurian 
heroes at every step, and odd local saints, 
unheard of in other parts of the world, and 

whom one suspects of having been origi
nally giants, and perhaps ogres. 

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

Yesterday evening I waited for a friend 
at the little local station. It was still light, 
and only one red signal was lit. Rain was 
driving down the valley, veiling its green 
slopes, making its dark tree knolls uncer
tain. Above, a few thatched cottages, 
which might be of any antiquity; the castle, 
the gray four gables above the green wall, 
like a little background of a fifteenth-cen
tury Flemish picture; all vague, unlikely, 
and strangely poetic. And meanwhile, dur
ing the ten minutes I waited, train on train 
passing—five or six at least, puffing with 
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emptv coal vans, or full ones, between the 
pit and the dock. 

I am sitting, writing these notes, in the 
little green churchyard round a dissenting 
chapel; green, high-lying fields all round, a 
few wind-blown 
trees under the 
grav sky, and one 
or two thatched 
roo f s in the 
d i s t a n c e . A l l 
round are buried 
small folk, farm
ers and miners, 
with Welsh in
scriptions. And 
among them is 
a long, reddish, 
irregular stone 
with debased 
R u m an letter
ing verv much 
worn. I think I 
can spell it out: 
Vendvoire Hie 
Jacet. M y host
ess calls it Guin
evere's t o m b . 
W h y no t? It 
w o u l d not be 
odder than the 
other things of 
this c o u n t r y ; 
this depopulated 
c< iuntry of emp
ty grass-fields 
and empty roads 

crowded with birds, very much, one might 
think, as it was in the days of an unreal 
Arthur, to the back of a seaboard simplv 
black with coal-pits and chimneys, and trav
ersed on all sides by long black trains carry
ing coal to and fro the great docks, in vans 
inscribed with names which sound quite as 
far from our civilization as those of the heroes 
of Ossian or the Mabinogion. ( >n the 1 >w, 
green, wind-swe] >t IK >riz< .111 can see a distant 
little gray church and conical tower, seem
ingly half in ruins. And. when I take no
tice, there is always a sound of trains. 

A CASTLE OX T H E BRITISH CHANNEL 

To-day taken to St. D.'s castle on the 
sea. A drive of two hours up and down, 
across a green country, here and there only 

A seaboard simply black with cual-pits and chin 

a pale reaped field, veiled in mist and 
rain; scant cottages with gray thatch roofs, 
rough hedges, long gray walls with project
ing stones like battlements: even-now and 
then, among distant trees, the square grav 

tower of a dis
tant little church; 
i n l and dim in 
rain, mountain 
o u t l i n e s l ike 
great cliffs; and 
at last, over the 
pale green fields 
and the black
ish tree-tops, the 
sea. A sea pale 
and white as the 
Forth; the Brit
ish Channel at 
its widest, with 
the line of Ex-
moor and the 
Quantocks hazy 
oppos i t e . St. 
D.'s is b u i l t 
above this sea, 
h a l f - h i d d e n 
in woods ; its 
towns and bat-
tlemented walls 
scarce visible 
f rom i n l a n d . 
You pass under a 
great outer tow
er, with broken 
escutcheon, and 
into an irregular 

yard, with paved paths across the lawn; 
buildings like a miniature Oxford Cottage, 
t >r Hampton C i mrt, built of delicate cold gray 
stone, irregular all round, battlemented and 
towered, with here and there an Italian-look
ing terra-cotta head, surrounded by a big 
garland, set in the wall; gray roofs above the 
battlements, of stony slate, faintly yellowed 
over by age. On the other side the terraces 
of an old-fashioned garden, where, under 
the walls, bay-trees and great climbing 
roses grow almost as in Italy. The house, 
with its Elizabethan mullion windows, has 
evidently been built into the original castle 
walls; a great vine and pear-tree hang about 
them, scarce pruned. ( >ne goes down the 
garden terraces, and along overgrown paths 
in the thicket of trees and ferns, to the bot
tom of the hil l , passes through some ruined 



A n d , when I take notice, there is always a sound of trains.—Page 713. 

buildings, once the barracks of the horse
men, across a half-boggy field, full of flag 
leaves and yellow rag-wort, and mounts 
upon a wall. On the other side, across the 
wall, dashing against a bit of sand and low, 
pale rocks, is the white, northern-looking, 
misty sea; a great clump of wind-bent trees; 
further along the beachawraith of headland 
cliffs appearing and disappearing with the 
light through the mist, and opposite across 
the white water, an occasional purple 
gleam, which is Exmoor. Dunster is oppo
site, and it was above St. D. 's that I 
saw the moon shine over the sea, Idling me 
with an odd sense of romance the evening 
I arrived there, some years ago. St. D.'s 
belonged to people called Stradling, one of 
whom is called on his tomb (in the little 

church in the glen under the castle) Second 
Baronet of England, and the castle dates 
from about iooo—having first belonged to 
Welsh princes. The house as at present is 
Tudor; with towers remaining, the inside 
and the inner " Q u a d " (they call it Quad) 
eighteenth-centurized. These Stradlings 
were Catholics (one was reprehended and 
prosecuted under Elizabeth for finding the 
image of a cross in the hollow of an ash-tree 
and allowing people to tlock to see the mir
acle) and royalists; the house was besieged 
by Cromwell. The Stradlings, one of whom 
wentto Rome in the fifteenth centurv,ended 
in the person of a Sir Thomas, who was 
killed in a brawl after a love-affair at Mont-
pelier, in 1738, aged thirty. Tie had made 
a will (Lady W.'s story) in favor of a Lord 
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Mandel, his travelling companion, and foul 
play was suspected. It is said his nurse de
clared the body brought back from Mont-
pelier to have been not his—anyhow, the 
library appears to have been burnt down at 
his wake. The place, while having a won
derful romantic quality which, with its white 
sea, justifiesLady W.'s wish that it might have 
been Joyous Guard, haunts me with much 
more of a Master of Ballantrae romance. 
These Stradlings were men of violence 
(twenty-two skeletons were discovered in 
the walls bv the present owners). They had 
a torture chamber! We saw it; boards given 
away, remains of Queen Elizabeth's bed 
thrown in comer, and two ominous pulleys 
in ceiling; and Lady W. says that on that 
coast people were often wreckers — the 
former owners of Dunraven, for instance. 

In the church are two funereal por
traits of Stradlings kneeling with wives, 
said to be made of Armada wood. Myself, 
I think the Stradlings did not content them
selves with Armada spoils. The Bristol 
Channel hereabouts is narrow, and that 
coast extremely dangerous, full of reefs. 
Yes, Stradlings, knightly smugglers, wreck
ers, buccaneers, using their woods and cas
tle for unholv work of all kinds hidden in 
that den bv the sea, their towers scarcelv 

emerging. Remote in that sort of penin
sula of South Wales, which even now 
seems left aside bv the movement, coaling, 
etc., of our dav. The nearest place is Llant-
wit Major, a squalid little village, but once 
a universitv, a sort of St. Andrew's bv the 
sea, among whitewashed cottages, a church 
with remains of dignity, and among the 
tombs of the usual John Jones and David 
Davies of "this place," some Celtic Byzan
tine-patterned pillars, and a Gothic cross. 
There is also such a cross, up steps (with 
really delicately carved figures) in that odd 
little cemeterv of St. D. ' s ; the little church 
deep in the glen, in the park, inside the 
walls; immense trees all round, and the 
roaring sea close by, the tower and gables 
of the castle peeping over the trees above. 
A place, one would sav, chosen for the 
burial of victims or of recalcitrant members 
of the family. 

To me, St. D. 's, seen after that long 
drive through rain and mist, hidden among 
its trees, above its angry white sea, wall 
alwavs seem the home of some eighteenth-
centurv villain rather than a Joyous Guard. 

Little Phyllis told me, with much indig
nation, that the present owner of St. D.'s 
threatened to clean a pond in the garden 
and k i l l a long water-snake which has been 

A sea pale and white as the Forth.—Page 718. 
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there "for hundreds of years, but seen only 
three times." * 

the pages o f a b o o k , t h a t one indulges in 
because o n e chooses [not under the terrify
ing necessity of the German a n d Alpine 
forests], in these Irish w o o d s , and along 
t h i s brown, clear river, which under the 
g r e a t o a k boughs has tortoise-shell flickers 
a n d transparencies. On it and into the 

very d e e p e s t 
forest heart, I 
imagine b o a t s 
steered by en
chantresses, like 
those that carried 
S i r G u y o n or 
R in aldo, passing 
up or down like 
the broken-off 
narratives of the 
poets . But the 
e n c h a n t e r of 
these woods is no 
longer the mys
terious, bona-fide 
Celtic one, with 
difficult w's and 
y's and h 's in 
his name , but 
the M e r l i n we 
know in French 
or I t a l i a n ro
mances. 

I cannot quite 
express the sense 
of its all being 
enchan tmen t , 
but that of a ca
pricious f a i r ) ' , 
dispensing love-
phil tres, chan
g i n g identities, 
making the fan-

in and out, in their hi- cies gallop and rove through these woods, 
tered green light among the big twisted all for her amusement, 
may bushes under the oaks, and the high In the hurry of writing, the other day, I 
grasses and meadowsweet, and into their forgot, perhaps just because I took it all 
open spaces, marshv, and flowered with along for granted, the chief peculiarity of 
pale lilac scabius, where the sunset sky is these woods, on which all the rest depends, 
wide, and there is the gibbet for wicked They are not in the world of reality, and 
hawks; and where not merely wild duck wander as one may through them, one does 
rustle up, but a great heraldic heron; where not find one's way into it. So that one 
at dusk it becomes rather frightening knows, but barely recollects, its existence, 
among the immense pale oak trunks. there beyond, all round outside with its life 

and itsadventuresand its breed of creatures, 
A wayward, in-and-out romance, as in so unlike those haunting these woods. A l l 

* Those of my readers who have read "Penelope IIrand- round tllCWOods the reality of Ireland 
XtTt^y.* i m e r e 5 t t d m i m p r t s s i o a s w h i c h g a v c risc spreads, but separate from them, not touch-

I R E L A X O : T l I K ENCHANTED W O O D S 

Returning to these woods, I am struck, 
once more, by the peculiar character of 
their romance. 
It is so different 
from that of a 
German forest, 
where the imag
ination is lured 
and lost in the 
depth of thickets 
and baffled by 
the endless lines 
of serried trunks, 
brooded over by 
the c a n o p y of 
dark,high, bluish 
fir boughs, inter
woven, solid. 

The poetry of 
these Irish woods 
—and not mere
ly from a resem
blance they cer
tainly bear to the 
Pinetas of Italy 
—is southern, or 
perhaps C e l t i c 
passed through 
Southern imagi
nation, alluring, 
fascinating, but 
not quite to be 
taken seriously. 

Enchantment 
without end and 
endless adventures 

Yon pass . . . into an irregular yard, with paved 
paths.—Page 718. 



St. Donant's Castle, built of delicate cold gray stone, irregular all round, battleinented and towered.—Page 718. 

ing them; invisible from them and inaudi
ble, as those woods are inconceivable from 
its highways and hedgerows and lanes. 

This suits the spirit of mediaeval romance; 
feudal, a thing of privileged creatures in a 
world which is held of no account. In one 
place only, that I know, in the sudden ap
parition of the serf to Aucassin bewailing 
Nicolette, has a thing from the real world 
entered this world of romance; but in the 
whole cycle of Arthur, in the whole series o f 
Amadises and O r l a n d o ' s , [una m< i r a t o < >r 
Fun(is, 1. in the w h o l e enchantments o f T a s s i > 

and of Spenser,never, so far as I know, again. 
It is different in Italv: a s it is different 

in antiquity. The village, the fisherman's 
huts are always at hand; there is the shep
herd and the swineherd, just after the dis
appearance of the gods; there is, in Virgil 
particularly, the pious peasant; and there 
is, on the shores of that humane, antique 
sea , in those kindly, democratic olive groves, 
Xausicaa herself, not chasing around on a 
palfrey like Angelica o r Britomart, but har
nessing the wagon and washing the linen. 

A S C H O O I . H O U S E 

Lough Quittane, n e a r Killarney: ab
solute solitude amongst moors and furze 
fields. A little, dark, steel-blue lake, under 
its bare rocks, lashed up into long white-
lipped dark waves. The big gorse bushes 
along the road rustling like wind in armor, 
and mixing with the little growl o f the 
water a little way from the h i k e . And in the 
middle of that rough moorland, hedged 
with loose stones and gorse, and just shel

tered by a melancholy little wood from the 
wind which seemed to haunt those heights of 
ill-grown larch and spruce, is a solitary white 
house, roofed with slate, windows standing 
open. On it is written in mean letters: 

L O U G H Q U I T T A N E 

NATIONAL SCHOOL 

The five or six houses visible within a couple 
of miles' radius are virtually hovels, and 
some tumbling down. But all the tattered 
people (women with heavy shawls over their 
heads, in this broiling heat) look amused; 
ami perhaps Lough Quittane National 
School may be of good in amusing them. 

KILLARNEY 

Gorse or heather and black stones, and 
violent sea wind, and coarse grass fields: 
such is the country of the Celt everywhere 
—Cornwall, Wales, Brittany, the High
lands; but down by the Killarney lakes with 
their Italian vegetation, just as near Oban 
with its Greek hills, one comes upon the 
dream of an Earthly Paradise, a St. Bran-
dan's isle, which never ceased haunting the 
Celt, and to which, perhaps, we owe Spenser. 

Yesterday afternoon we rowed about on 
the Lower Lake. The hills, at least the 
lower part, are densely grown with oaks, 
separated by highheatherandarbutus-trees; 
and particularly when veiled in bluish shad
o w , they look strangely, in color and in very 
concave modelling, like a lower Apennine 
slope. The lake was very rough; its odd 
blue (violet, or rather jasper), due to the 
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water being brown, not white (as one re
marks where it breaks), broke into short, 
angry little waves. A small island; appar
ently an impassable tangle of arbutus-trees 
grown to wood and heather; all the look 
of an enchanted forest: as dense as the 
bits of macch'ui at Arzio. A little bov, about 
seven, sent on errand, had recently been lost 
three days and nights in one of these woods 
near the K. ' s house. 

But Killarney has another characteristic, 
and that is undoubtedly English. Indeed, 
it is, I think, the most perfect illustration of 
one side of English life that I ever met. 
These lakes, these woods, islands, rocks, 
are not only private property, but private 
pleasure ground. Two immense parks en
close them; there is no vestige of a cottage, 
let alone village, along the banks; what vi l 
lage there is being tucked away quite view
less far inland. Two or three hotels have 
been allowed to spring up on ground bought 
or rented from the park owners; but every 
road along the water seems to be private, 
and open only by the free kindness of the 
people who fly flags at cither end of the 
lake. The very ruinous Muckross Abbey, 
with its little cloister roofed over by a great 
yew-tree; Ross Castle, and what remains 

of Innisfallen, are kept as ornaments of 
pleasure grounds, and look almost as if 
built there on purpose, follies. One can 
understand the haunting water-ghosts, the 
spirit of the O'Donaghuc riding across 
the lake on stormy nights, as having been 
kept there, almost like heraldic ornaments. 
Hut there can be no spirit so popular as a 
river-god, or a dryad, or the Germanic 
sprites who took their place. Compare, 
good heavens, the German forests, the Ital
ian lakes — the ruins and village and or
chards of Sirmio on Garda! 

W I T H I N T H E P A L E 

How strange in this tragic, squalid coun-
trv, the enclosed romance of those park 
woods: the exquisiteness of the gardens 
•—the whole perfection of all those dear 
people. People such as only privilege can 
make: beyond covetousness, pride, or any 
of the passions bred by struggle, or strug
gle's necessity; with a simplicity, modesty, 
graciousness, a belief only in the beauti
ful and grave (if sad) sides of life, such 
as must soon, I think, disappear. Lilies of 
the field! But let us remember and take 
example of them, we who must fight and 
work, and get ugly and grimy therewith. 

Lough Quittane National School a solitary white house, rooted with slate, windows standing open.—Page 722 
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What remains ul Imiisfallen.— Page 

At last we 

A W I S H I N G W E L L A N D A F U N E R A L 

Three days ago we went to see a " W i s h 
ing W e l l " ; a long expedition, some in a 
rattling wagonette, 
others on bicycles, 
a l ong the slippery 
mud of these vague 
and empty I r i sh 
roads. 

Nothing can come 
up to the t r a g i c 
splendor of color of 
these autumn days, 
icv, with colossal At
lantic cumulus piles 
aga ins t the wind
swept sky, above the 
low u l t r a m a r i n e 
line of hills, and the green, brown, desolate, 
chillx-. soaked fields and bogs. For miles 
not a farm or a village visible 
came to a few wretch
ed white cabins on the 
high road, with cars 
and carts drawn up. 

A few hundred yards 
be von d the hedges 
suddenly widened in
to a sort of court, and 
there was the object of 
our quest: the "Wish
ing W e l l " of St. Fin-
ton—a flat, green 
space hedged in; a 
rough trough tilled 
with water, and a lit
tle tabernacle like a 
Punch and Tudv box 
with colored plaster 
l i t t l e f igures and 
hung-up rosa r i e s ; 
while over it arched a 
great thorn, a great, 
old, old gnarled ash, 
roofing in the spring. 
In f ron t two ja
panned cups. Above 
the hedge those dark 
blue mountains, and 
in its gaps a glimpse of wet. reaped field, a 
few corn stacks '—and grass and marsh. A 
place oddly sylvan, inconceivable in that 
open plain, and sheltered as in a gorge or in 
a forest. We drank >, ime water in our hands, 
exchanged some pebbles to "wish by,"and 
our hostess gave us each a sprav of ivy. I 

'the " Wishing We 
old, 

gathered a large bunch of hawthorn ber
ries and laid them on the stone among the 
ash's roots; I cut a long trail of eglantine 
with its yellow leaves, twisted its ends, and 

made Elsie, as the 
youngest (a dear lit
tle bride, joining her 
sailor the next day), 
hang it on a branch 
over the spring for 
the divinities of the 
place. For thev are 
divinities, cousins of 
the dear nymphs . 
.And coming home 
we trailed after a 
d r e a r y , draggLe-
tailed funeral, and 
scrambled into the 

churchvard: a field of wild grass, tombstones 
embedded, a few recent graves scratched on 
the surface; and over it all only the ivied 

wall and ruined belfry 
of the isolated, for
lorn little chapel. 

B A C K I N E N G L A N D 

Tarnished fields of 
tender yellow grass, 
with black hedges; a 
low sky, gray but drv 
—dim countless chim
neys against it. What 
a change since not 
twenty hours ago: the 
great beeches, mys
terious interlacings of 
green boughs over 
ground rosv and pale 
gold with fallen pine 
needles and beech 
mast; the purple peat
bog; the enchanted 
garden, on the site of 
the vanished Abbey 
(onlv the recumbent 
statue of a fifteenth-

, r e a t century I r i s h k i n g 
worn to nothing, and 
used bv the people as 

stoup); the border of pale 
chalk-white anemones; the 

great conflagration of red-hot pokers, the 
circle of sunflowers and white tobacco round 
the sun-dial: the whole enclosed and hid
den away in huge forest trees. Was all 
that a dream ? 

1J gnarled ash 
it arched a i 

a holy-water 
phloxes and 
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B y Sara Teasdale 

M I D N I G H T , and in the darkness not a sound; 
So, with hushed breathing, sleeps the autumn night. 
Only the white immortal stars shall know, 
Here in the house by the low-lintelled door, 
How for the last time 1 have lit the lamp. 
I think you are n o t wholly careless now, 
Walls, that have sheltered me so many an hour, 
Bed, that has brought me ecstasy and sleep, 
Floors, that have borne me when a gale of joy 
Lifted my soul and made me half a god. 
Farewell; across the threshold many feet 
Shall pass, but never Sappho's feet again. 
Girls shall come in whom love has made aware 
Of all their swaying beauty—they shall sing, 
But never Sappho's voice like golden fire 
Shall seek for heaven thro' your echoing rafters; 
There shall be sparrows bringing back the spring 
Over the long blue meadows of the sea, 
A n d south wind playing on the reeds of rain, 
Bu t never Sappho's whisper in the night, 
Never her love-cry when the lover comes. 
Farewell, I close the door and make it fast. 

The little street lies meek beneath the moon, 
Running, as rivers run, to meet the sea. 
I too go seaward and shall not return. 
Oh , garlands on the door-posts that I pass, 
Woven of asters and of autumn leaves, 
I make a prayer for you: Cypris, be kind, 
That every lover may be given love. 
I shall not hasten lest the paving-stones 
Should echo with my sandals and awake 
Those who are warm beneath the cloak of sleep; 
Lest they should rise and see me and should say: 
"Whi ther goes Sappho lonely in the night?" 
Whither goes Sappho? Whither all men go, 
Bu t they go driven, straining back with fear, 
A n d Sappho goes as lightly as a leaf 
Blown from brown autumn forests to the sea. 

Here on the rock Zeus lifted from the waves, 
I shall await the waking of the dawn, 
L y i n g beneath the weight of dark as one 
Lies breathless t i l l the lover shall awake. 
A n d with the sun, the sea shall cover me; 
I shall be less than the dissolving foam, 
Murmur ing and melting on the ebbing tide. 
I shall be less than spindrift, less than shells— 
A n d yet I shall be greater than the gods; 
For destiny no more can bow my soul 
As rain bows down the watch-fires on the hills. 



Sappho 

Yea , if my soul escape, it shall aspire 
Toward the white heaven as flame that has its wi l l . 
I go not bitterly, not dumb with grief. 
No t broken by the ache of love—I go 
As one grown tired lies down and hopes to sleep. 
Yet they shall say: " I t was for Cereolas— 
She died because she could not bear her love." 
They shall remember how we used to walk 
Here on the cliff beneath the oleanders, 
In the l o n g l impid twilight of the spring, 
Looking toward Khios where the amber sky 
Was pierced by the faint arrow of a star. 
How should they know the wind of a new beauty 
Sweeping my soul had winnowed it with song? 
I have been glad tho' love should come or go, 
Happv as trees that find a wind to sway them, 
Happy again when it has left them rest. 
Others shall say: "Grave Dica wrought her death." 
She would not lift her lips to take a kiss, 
Or ever lift her eyes to take a smile. 
She was a pool the winter paves with ice, 
That the wild hunter in the hills must leave 
Wi th thirst unslaked in the brief southward sun. 
A h , Dica, it is not for thee I go. 
And not for Phaon, tho' his ship lifts sail 
Here in the windless harbor, for the south. 
Oh, darkling deities that guard the Ni le , 
Watch over one whose gods are far away; 
Egypt, be kind to him—his eyes are deep. 
Yet they are wrong who say, it was for him. 
How should the>- know that Sappho lived and died 
Faithful to love, not faithful to the lover, 
Never transfused and lost in what she loved, 
Never so wholly loving nor at peace. 
I asked for something greater than I found. 
A n d every time that love has made me weep, 
I have rejoiced that love could be so strong; 
For I have stood apart and watched my soul 
Caught in the gust of passion, as a bird 
Wi th baffled wings against the dusty whir lwind 
Struggles and frees itself to find the sky. 

It is not for a single god, I go. 
I have grown weary of the winds of heaven. 
I will n o t be a reed to hold the sound 
Of whatsoever breath the gods may blow, 
Turning my torment into music for them. 
They gave me life—the gift was bountiful, 
I lived with the swift singing strength of fire, 
Seeking lor beauty as a flame for fuel, 
Beauty in all things and in every hour. 
The gods have given life, I gave them song; 
The debt is paid and now I turn to go. 
The breath of dawn blows the stars out like lamps, 
There is a r im of silver on the sea. 
As one grown tired, who hopes to sleep, I go. 
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O N T H E S T A I R C A S E 

atharine Fullerton Geroulcl 

R O B A B L Y the least wise 
way to begin a ghost-story 
is to say that one does not 
believe in ghosts. It sug
gests that one hasnever seen 
the real article. Perhaps,in 

one sense, I never have; yet I am tempted 
to set down a few facts that I have never 
turned over to the Society for Psychical 
Research or discussed at my club. The 
fact is that I had ingeniously forgotten 
them until I saw Harry Medway, the spe
cialist—my old classmate—a few years 
ago. I say "forgotten"; of course, I had 
not forgotten them, but, in order to carry 
on the business of life, I had managed to 
record them, as it were, in sympathetic 
ink. After I heard what Har ry Medway 
had to say, I took out the loose sheets and 
turned them to the fire. Then the writing 
came out strong and clear again—letter 
by letter, line by line, as fatefully as Bel -
shazzar's " immorta l postscript." D i d I 
say that I do not believe in ghosts? Well 
—I am getting toward the end, and a 
few inconsistencies may be forgiven to one 
who is not far from discoveries that will 
certainly be inconsistent with much that 
we have learned by heart in this interest
ing world. Perhaps it wil l be pardoned 
me as a last flicker of moribund pride if I 
say that in my younger days I was a crack 
shot, and to the best of my belief never 
refused a bet or a drink or an adventure. 
I do not remember ever having been afraid 
of a human being; and yet I have known 
fear. There are weeks, st i l l , when I live 
in a bath of it. I think I wil l amend my 
first statement, and say instead that I do 
not believe in any ghosts except my own 
—oh, and in Wender's and Li thway's , of 
course. 

Some people still remember Lithway 
for the sake of his personal charm. He 
never achieved anything, so far as I know, 
except his own delightful personality. He 
was a classmate of mine, and we saw a 
great deal of each other both in and after 
college—until he married, indeed. His 
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marriage coincided with my own appoint
ment to a small diplomatic post in the 
East; and by the time that I h a d served 
my apprenticeship, come i n t o my prop
erty, resigned from the service, and re
turned to America, Lithway's wife h a d 
suddenly and tragically died. I had 
never seen her but once—on her wed
ding-day—but I had reason t o believe 
that Li thway had every right t o be as in
consolable as he was. If he had ever had 
any ambition in his own profession— 
which was law—he lost it all when he lost 
her. He retired to the suburban coun
try, where he bought a new house that had 
just been put up. He was its first tenant, 
I remember. That fact, later, grew to 
seem important. There he relapsed into 
a semi-populated solitude, with a few vis
itors, a great many books, and an inordi
nate amount of tobacco. These details I 
gathered from Wender in town, while I 
was adjusting my affairs. 

Never had an inheritance come so pat 
as mine. There were all sorts of places I 
wanted to go to, and now I had money 
enough t o d o it. The wanderlust had 
nearly eaten my heart out during those 
years when 1 had kicked my heels in that 
third-rate legation. I wanted to see 
Li thway, but a dozen minor catastrophes 
prevented us from meeting during those 
breathless weeks, and as soon as I could I 
positively had to be off. Youth is like 
that. So that, although Lithway's be
reavement had been very recent, a t the 
time when I was in America settling my 
affairs and drawing the first instalment 
o f my beautiful income—there is no 
beauty like that of unearned increment— 
I did not see him until he had been a 
widower for more than two years. 

The first times I visited Li thway were 
near together. I had begun what was t o 
be my almost lifelong holiday by spend
ing two months alone—save for servants 
—on a house-boat in the Vale of Cash
mere; and my next flights were very short. 
When I came back from those, I rested on 

7 j i 
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level wing at Braythe. L i t hway was a 
little bothered, on one of these occasions, 
about the wil l of a cousin who had died in 
Germany, leaving an orphan daughter, a 
child of six or seven. Hi s conscience 
troubled him sometimes, and occasionally 
he said he ought to go over and see that 
the child's inheritance was properly ad
ministered. Bu t there was an aunt—a 
mother's sister—to look after the child, 
and her letters indicated that there was 
plenty of money and a good lawyer to 
look after the investments. Since his 
wife's death L i thway had sunk into leth
argy. H e had enough to live on, and he 
drew out of business entirely, putting 
everything he had into government bonds. 
When he hadn't energy enough left to cut 
off coupons, he said, he should know that 
it was time for him to commit suicide. H e 
really spoke as if he thought that final in
dolence might arrive any day. I read the 
aunt's letters. She seemed to be a good 
sort, and the pages reeked of luxury and 
the maternal instinct. I rather thought 
it would be a good excuse to get L i thway 
out of his rut, and advised him to go; but, 
when he seemed so unwilling, I couldn't 
conscientiously say I thought the duty 
imperative. I had long ago exhausted 
Germany—I had no instinct to accom
pany him. 

Lithway, then, was perfectly idle. H i s 
complete lack of the executive gift made 
him an incomparable host. He had been 
in the house three years, and I was visit
ing him there for perhaps the third time, 
when he told me that it was haunted. H e 
didn't seem inclined to give details, and 
above all didn't seem inclined to be wor
ried. He sat up very late always, and pref
erably alone, a fact that in itself proved 
that he was not nervous. As I said, I had 
never been interested in ghosts, and the 
newness of the house robbed fear of all 
seriousness. Ghosts batten on legend and 
decay. There wasn't any legend, and the 
house was almost shockingly clean. When 
he told me of the ghost, then, I forebore to 
ask for any more information than he, of his 
own volition, gave me. If he had wanted 
advice or assistance, he would, of course, 
have said so. The servants seemed ut
terly unaware of anything queer, and serv
ants leave a haunted house as rats a sink
ing ship. It really did not seem worth 

inquiring into. I referred occasionally to 
Li thway 's ghost as I might have done to a 
Syracusan coin which I should know him 
proud to possess but loath to show. 

On my return from Yucatan, one early 
spring, L i thway welcomed me as usual. 
H e seemed lazier than ever, and I noticed 
that he had moved his books down from a 
second-story to a ground-floor room. He 
slept outdoors summer and winter, and he 
had an outside stairway built to lead from 
his library up to the sleeping-porch. A 
door from the sleeping-porch led straight 
into his dressing-room. I laughed at his 
arrangements a little. 

" Y o u live on this side of the house en
tirely now—cut off, actually, from the 
other side. What is the matter with the 
east?" 

He pointed out to me that the dining-
room and the billiard-room were on the 
eastern side, and that he never shunned 
them. "I t ' s just a notion," he said. 
" M r s . Jayne ' ' (the housekeeper] "sleeps 
on the second floor, and I don't like to 
wake her when I go up at three in the 
morning. She is a light sleeper." 

I laughed outright. " L i t h w a y , you're 
getting to be an old maid ." 

It was natural that I should dispose my 
effects in the rooms least likely to be used 
by Li thway. I took over his discarded 
up-stairs study, and with a bedroom next 
door was very comfortable. He assured 
me that he had no reason to suppose that 
I should ever be disturbed in either room. 
M o v i n g his own things, he said, had been 
purely a precautionary measure in behalf 
of M r s . Jayne. Curiously enough, I was 
perfectly sure that his first statement was 
absolutely true and his second absolutely 
false. Only the first one, however, seemed 
to be really my affair. I could hardly 
complain. 

L i thway did seem changed; but I have 
such an involuntary trick of comparing 
my rediscovered friends with the human 
beings I have most recently been seeing, 
that I did not take the change too seri
ously. H e was perfectly unlike the Y u 
catan Indians; but, on reflection, why 
shouldn't he be, I asked myself. Prob
ably he had always been just like that. I 
couldn't prove that he hadn't. Yet I did 
think there was something back of his list-
lessness other than mere .prolonged grief 
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for his wife. Occasionally, I confess, I 
thought about the ghost in this connection. 

One morning I was leaving my sitting-
room to go down to Li thway 's library. 
The door of the room faced the staircase 
to the third story, and as I came out I 
could always see, directly opposite and 
above me, a line of white banisters that ran 
along the narrow third-story hall. Me
chanically, this time, I looked up, and saw 
—I need not say, to my surprise—a burly 
negro leaning oxer the white rail looking 
down at me. The servants were all white, 
and the man had besides a very definite 
look of not belonging there. He didn't, 
in any way, tit into his background. I 
ran up the stairs to investigate. When 
I got just beneath him he bent over to
wards me with a malicious gesture. A l l I 
saw for an instant was an naked brown arm 
holding up a curious jagged knife. The 
edge caught the little light there was in 
the dim hall , as he struck at me. I hit 
back, but he had gone before I reached 
him—simply ceased to be. There was no 
Cheshire-cat vanishing process. I was 
staring again into the dim hall , over the 
white banisters. There were no rooms on 
that side of the hall , and consequently no 
doors. 

A light broke in on me. I went down
stairs to L i thway . " I ' ve seen your 
ghost," I said bluntly. 

What seemed to be a great relief relaxed 
his features. " Y o u have! A n d isn't she 
extraordinary?" 

"She?" 
" Y o u say you've seen her," he went on 

hurriedly. 
"Her? Him, man—black as Tartarus. 

And he cut me over the head." 
"There?" L i thway drew his finger 

down the place. 
" Y e s . H o w did you know? I don't 

feel it now." 
"Look at yourself." 
He handed me a mirror. The slash 

was indicated clearly by a white line, but 
there was no abrasion. 

"Tha t is very interesting"—I managed 
to say it , but I really did not half like it. 
Two or three times during the day I ex
amined it. B y evening it was quite gone. 

Li thway looked at me incredulously. 
"She has never had a weapon before," he 
murmured. 

Staircase 733 

"She? This was a man." 
" O h . n o ! " he contradicted. "That ' s 

impossible." 
" He was a hairy brute and full-bearded 

besides," I calmly insisted. 
Li thway jumped up. " M y God! there's 

some one in the house." He caught up a 
revolver. " L e t us go and look. He ' l l 
have made off with the silver." 

" L o o k here, L i thway ," I protested. " I 
tell you this man wasn't real. He van
ished into thin air—like any other ghost." 

" B u t the ghost is a woman." He was 
as stupid as a child about it. 

"Then there are two." I didn't really 
believe it, but it seemed clear that we 
could never settle the dispute. Each at 
least would have to pretend to believe the 
other, for the sake of peace. 

"Suppose you tell me about your 
ghost," I suggested soothingly. But L i t h 
way was dogged, and we had to spend 
an hour exploring the house, and counting 
up Lithway's valuables. Needless to say, 
there was no sign of invasion anywhere. 
A t the end of the hour, I rq>eated my de
mand. The scar was beginning to fade, I 
noted in the mirror, though still clearly 
visible. 

" Suppose you tell me about your ghost. 
Y o u never have, you know." 

"I 've only seen her a few times." 
" Where? " 
"Leaning over the banisters in the 

third-floor ha l l . " 
" W h a t is she l ike?" 
" A slip of a girl. Rather fair and 

drooping, but a strange look in her eyes. 
Dressed in white, with a blue sash. That 's 
a l l . " 

"Does she speak?" 
" N o ; but she waves a folded paper at 

me." 
" What time of day have you seen her? " 
"Abou t eleven in the morning." 
The clocks were then striking twelve. 
" W e l l , " I ventured, "that 's clearly the 

ghost's hour. But the two of them 
couldn't be more different." 

He made me describe the savage again. 
The extraordinary part of it was that in 
spite of his baffling blackness, I could do 
so perfectly. He was as individual to me 
as a white man—more than that, as a 
friend. He had personality, that ghost. 

" W h a t race should you say his was?" 

http://Oh.no
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I thought. "Some race I don't know; 
Zulu, perhaps. A well-built beggar." 

" A n d you're perfectly sure he was real 
—I mean, wasn't human?" 

The distinction made me smile, though 
the question irritated me. " Y o u can see 
that if his object was murder he made a 
poor job. Y o u found all your silver, 
didn't you? " Then I played my trump-
card. " A n d do you suppose that a bur
glar would wander round this countryside 
in a nose-ring and a loin-cloth? Nice dis
guise!" 

Li thway looked disturbed. " B u t the 
other one." he murmured. " I don't un
derstand the other." 

"She seems much easier ti> understand 
than mine," I protested. 

" O h , I don't mean her!" he said. " I 
mean it." 

For the first lime I began bo be afraid 
that Li thway had left the straight track 
of common seiiise. It was silly enough to 
have two ghosts in a new house—but three! 

" I t ? " I asked. 
"The one Wender saw." 
" O h ! Wender has seen one?" 
" S i x months ago. I've never been able 

to get him here since. It was rather 
nasty, and Wender—well, Wender's sen
sitive. A n d he's a little dotty on the oc
cult in any case." 

" D i d he see it at eleven in the morning? " 
Li thway seemed irritated. " O f course!" 

he snapped out. He spoke as if the idio
syncrasy of his damned house had a dig
nity that he was bound to defend. 

" A n d what was it? " 
" A big rattlesnake coiled to strike." 
Even then, I could not take it seriously. 

"That ' s not a ghost; it's a symptom." 
"I t did strike," Li thway went on. 
" D i d he have a scar? " 
" N o . He couldn't even swear that it 

quite touched h im." 
"Then why did it worry h i m ? " 
Li thway hesitated. " I suppose the 

uncertainty " 
" Uncertainty! If there's anything less 

dreadful than an imaginary s'nakethat 
has struck, it is an imaginary snake 
that hasn't struck. What has got into 
Wender? " 

"Fear, apparently." said L i thway 
shortly. " He won't come back. Says a 
real rattlesnake probably wouldn't get 

into a house in Braythe more than once, 
but an unreal rattlesnake might get in any 
day. I don't blame h im . " 

" M a y I ask," I said blandly, " i f you 
are so far gone that you think rattlesnakes 
have ghosts? " 

L i thway lost his temper. " If you want 
to jeer at the thing, for God's sake have 
the manners not to do it in this house! I 
tell you we have all three seen ghosts." 

' ' The ghost of a rattlesnake," I mur
mured to myself. " It beats everything!" 
A n d I looked once more into the mirror. 
The scar that the knife had made was still 
perceptible, but very faint. " D i d you 
hunt the house over for the snake?" 

" O f course we d i d . " 
" D i d you find it? " 
" O f course we didn't . A n y more than 

we found your Z u l u . " 
" T h e n why did you insist so on hunt

ing the Zulu? " 
L i thway colored a little. " W e l l , to tell 

the truth, I never wholly believed in that 
snake. If you or Wender had only seen 
her, now! ' ' 

" I don't see why Wender was so wor
r ied," I said. "Af te r al l , a snake might 
have got in—and got out." 

" H e saw i t twice," explained Lithway. 
"Symptoms," I murmured. " H a d he 

ever had an adventure with a rattle
snake?" 

" N o . " 
" T h e n why should it make him nerv

ous?" 
" I suppose—" Li thway looked at me 

a little cautiously. I thought—"just be
cause he never had seen one. He said, I 
remember, that that rattlesnake hadn't 
been born yet." 

I laughed. " Wender is sensitive. The 
ghost of a rattlesnake that has never lived 
—well , you can't be more fantastic than 
that!" 

"Wender has a theory," Li thway said. 
But he seemed actually to want to change 

the subject. Accordingly. I did change it 
—a little. I didn't really care for Wen
der's theories. I had heard some of them. 
They included elementals. 

" T e l l me some more about yours. 
She's the most convincing of the three. 
D o you recognize her?" 

"Neve r saw any one that looked re
motely like her." 
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" And you are the first occupant of this 
house," I mused. " W a s she dressed in 
an old-fashioned w a y ? " 

Li thway actually blushed. "She is 
dressed rather oddly—her hair is done 
queerly. I 've hunted the fashion-books 
through, and I can't find such a fashion 
anywhere i n the last century. I'm not in 
the least afraid, but 1 am curious about 
her, I admit." 

"Was Wender's rattlesnake old-fash
ioned?" 

Lithway got up. "See here," he said, 
" I'm not going to stand jollying. That 's 
the one thing I am afraid of. Should you 
like to hear Wender's theory?" 

" N o t I , " I said firmly. " H e believes 
in two kinds of magic—white and black— 
and has eaten the fruit of the mango-tree 
that a fakir has just induced to grow out 
of the seed before his eyes. He told me 
once that devils were square. I 'm not 
in the least interested in Wender's rattle
snake. The wonder is, with his peculiar 
twist of mind, that he doesn't insist on 
living in this house." 

" H e particularly hates snakes," an
swered Li thway. " H e was hoping to see 
her, but he never could. N o r you, ap
parently." 

" H o w often do you see her?" 
"About once in six months." 
" A n d you're not afraid?" 
"Well—she doesn't do anything to me, 

you know." He was very serious. 
"Probably couldn't hurt you if she did 

—a young thing like that. But why 
don't you move ou t?" 

Lithway frankly crimsoned. " I—l ike 
her." 

" I n spite of her eyes?" 
" I n spite of her eyes. And—I 've 

thought that look in them might be the 
cross-light on the staircase." 

I burst out laughing. " L i t h w a y , come 
away with me. Solitude is getting on 
your nerves. W e ' l l go to Germany and 
look after your little cousin and the aunt 
who writes such wonderful letters." 

" N o . " L i thway was firm. "I t ' s too 
much like work." 

I was serious, for he really seemed to 
me, at the time of this visit, in rather a 
bad way. I urged him with every argu
ment I could think of. He had no coun
ter arguments, but finally he broke out: 

" W e l l , if y o u will have it, 1 feel safer 
here." 

" Y o u ' v e never seen her anywhere else, 
have you? " 

" N o . " 
"Then this seems to be the one point ol 

danger." 
"Wender's theory is that—" he began. 
But I persisted in n o t hearing Wender's 

theory. Even when, a week later, my 
o w n experience was exactly duplicated, 
and I had spent another day in watching 
a white line fade off my forehead, I stil l 
persisted. But , as Li thway wouldn't leave 
the house, I did. I began, even, to have a 
sneaking sympathy for Wender. But I 
didn't want to hear his theory. Indeed, 
to this day, I never have heard it. Oddly 
enough, though, I should be willing to 
wager a good sum that it was accurate. 

I was arranging for a considerable flight 
—something faddier and more dangerous 
than I had hitherto attempted—and to 
a friend as indolent as Li thway I could 
only prepare to bid a long farewell. He 
positively refused to accompany me even 
on the earlier and less difficult stages of 
my journey. " I ' l l stick to my home," he 
declared. It was a queer home to want 
to stick to, I thought privately, especially 
as the ghost was obviously local. He had 
never seen an apparition except at Braythe 
—nor had I, nor had Wender. I worried 
about leaving him there, for the one dan
ger I apprehended was the danger of over
wrought nerves; but Li thway refused to 
budge, and you can't coerce a sane and 
able-bodied man with a private fortune. I 
did carry my own precautions to the point 
of looking up the history of the house. 
The man from whom Li thway had bought 
it while it was still unfinished had intended 
it for his own occupancy; but a lucrative 
post in a foreign country had determined 
him to leave America. The very archi
tect was a church-warden, the husband of 
one wife and the father of eight children. 
I even hunted up the contractor: not one 
accident had occurred while the house was 
building, and he had employed through
out, most amicably, union labor on its 
own terms. It was silly of me, if you like, 
but I had really been shaken by the un
pleasant powers of the place. After my 
researches it seemed clear that in object
ing to it any further I shouldn't have a leg 
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to stand on. In any case, L i thway would 
probably rather live in a charnel-house 
than move. I had to wash my hands of i t 
all. 

The last weeks of my visit were per
fectly uneventful, both for L i thway and 
me—as if the house, too, were on it s guard. 
I came to believe that there was nothing 
in it, and if either of us had been given to 
drinking I should have called the eleven-
o'clock visitation a new form of hang
over. I was a little inclined, in defiance 
of medical authorities, to consider it an 
original and interesting form of indiges
tion. B y degrees I imposed upon myself 
to that extent. I did not impose on my
self, however, to the extent of wanting to 
hear Wender talk about i t ; and I still 
blush to think how shallow were the ex
cuses that I mustered for not meeting him 
at any of the times that he proposed. 

This is a bad narrative, for the reason 
that it must be so fragmentary. It is r id
dled with lapses of time. Ghosts may'get 
in their fine work in an hour, but they have 
always been preparing their coup for 
years. Every ghost, compared with us, 
is Methuselah. We have to light in a 
vulnerable and dissolving body; but they 
aren't pressed for time. They've only to 
lie low until the psychologic moment. 
Oh, I 'd undertake to accomplish almost 
anything, if you'd give me the ghost's 
chance. If he can't get what he wants 
out of this generation, he can get it out of 
the next. Grand thing, to be a ghost 1 

It was some years before I went back to 
Braythe. Wender, I happen to know, 
never went back. Li thway used to write 
to me now and then, but seldom referred 
to my adventure. He couldn't very well, 
since the chief burden of his letters was 
always "When are you coming to visit 
me?" Once, when I had pressed him to 
join me for a season in Japan, he vir tu
ally consented, but at the last moment I 
got a telegram, saying, " I can't leave her. 
Bon voyage.'" That didn't make we want 
to go back to Braythe. I was worried 
about him, but his persistent refusal to act 
on any one's advice made it impossible to 
do anything for him. I thought once of 
hiring some one to burn the house down; 
but Li thway wouldn't leave it, and I 
didn't want to do anything clumsy that 
would imperil him. I was much too far 

away to arrange it neatly. I suggested it 
once to Wender, when we happened to 
meet in London, and he was exceedingly 
taken with the idea. I half-hoped, for a 
moment, that he would do it himself. But 
the next afternoon he came back with a lot 
of reasons why it wouldn't do—he had 
been grubbing in the Bri t ish Museum all 
day. I very nearly heard Wender's the
ory that time, but I pleaded a dinner en
gagement and got off. 

Y o u can imagine that I was delighted 
when I heard from Li thway, some years 
after my own encounter with the savage 
on the staircase, that he had decided to 
pull out and go to Europe. He had the 
most fantastic reasons for doing it—this 
time, he wrote me fully. It seems he had 
become convinced that his apparition was 
displeased with him—didn't like the look 
in her eyes, found it critical. As he wasn't 
doing anything in particular except live 
like a hermit at Braythe, the only thing he 
could think of to propitiate her was to 
leave. Perhaps there was a sort of with
ered coquetry in it , too: he may have 
thought the lady would miss him if he de
parted and shut up the house. Y o u see, 
by this time, she was about the most real 
thing in his life. I don't defend Li thway; 
but I thought then that, whatever the 
impelling motive, i t would be an excellent 
thing for h im to leave Braythe for a time. 
Perhaps, once free of it, he would develop 
a normal and effectual repugnance to go
ing back, and then we should all have our 
dear, delightful L i thway again. I wrote 
triumphantly to Wender, and he replied 
hopefully, but on a more subdued note. 

L i thway came over to Europe. He 
wrote to me, making tentative, sugges
tions that I should join h im; but as he re
fused to join me, ancLJ, didn't care at all 
about the sort of thing he was planning, 
we didn't meet. I was all for the Pelo
ponnesus, and he was for a wretched tour
ist's itinerary that I couldn't stomach. I 
hoped to get him, in the end, to wander 
about in more interesting places, but as he 
had announced that he was going first to 
Berl in to look up the little cousin and her 
maternal aunt, I thought I would wait 
until he had satisfied his clannish con
science. Then, one fine day, his old cu
riosity .would waken, and we should 
perhaps start out together to get new im-
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pressions. T h a t line day never dawned, 
however. He lingered on in Germany, 
following h i s relatives to Marienbad when 
they left Berl in for the summer. 1 hoped, 
w i t h each m a i l , that he would announce 
h i s arrival in s o m e s p o t where 1 could 
conceivably meet h im; but the particular 
letter announcing that never came. He 
was quite taken up with the cousins. He 
said nothing about going home, and 1 
was thoroughly glad of that, at least. 

I was not wholly glad, just at the mo
ment, when a letter bounced out at me 
one morning announcing that he was t o 
marry the little cousin—by this time, as I 
had understood from earlier correspond
ence, a lovely girl- of eighteen. I had 
looked forward to much companionship 
with the Li thway I had known of old, 
when he should be free of his obsession. 
I had thought him o n the way to freedom; 
and here he was, caught by a flesh-and-
blood damsel who thrust me out quite as 
decisively as the phantasmal lady on the 
staircase. I had decency enough to be 
glad for L i thway : glad that he could strike 
the old idyllic note and live again delight
fully in the moment. I didn't go to Ber
lin to see them married, but I sent them 
my blessing and a very curious and beau
tiful eighteenth-century clock. I also 
promised to visit them in America. I 
felt that, if necessary, I could face Bray
the, now that the ghost was so sure to be 
laid. N o woman would stay in a house 
where her husband was carrying on, how
ever unwillingly, an affair with an appari
tion; and, as their address remained the 
same, I believed that the ghost had given 
up the fight. 

This story has almost the gait of his
tory. I "have to sum up decades in a 
phrase. It is really^he span of one man's 
whole life that I arn covering, you see. 
But have patience with me while I skim 
the intervening voids, and hover meticu
lously over the v iv id patches of detail. 
. . . It was some two years before I 
reached Braythe. I don't remember par
ticularly what went on during those two 
years; I only know that I was a happy 
wanderer. I was always a happy wan
derer, it seems to me as I look back on life, 
except for the times when I sank by L i t h 
way's side into his lethargy—a lucid leth
argy, in which unaccountable things hap

pened very quietly, with an utter stillness 
of context. I do know that I was plan
ning a hunting-trip in British Central 
Africa, and wrote Li thway that I had bet
ter postpone my visit until that was over. 
He seemed so hurl to think that I could 
prefer any place to him, that I did put it 
off until the next year, and made a point 
of going to the Lithways. 

I had no forebodings, when I got out of 
Lithway's car at his gate and faced the 
second Mrs . Li thway, who had framed her 
beauty in the clustering wistaria of the 
porch. I was immensely glad for L i t h 
way that he had a creature like that to 
companion him. Youth and beauty are 
wonderful things to keep by one's fire
side. There was more then a touch of v i 
carious gratitude in my open admiration 
of M r s . Li thway. He was a person one 
couldn't help wanting good things for; 
and one felt it a delicate personal atten
tion to oneself when they came to him. 

Nothing changes a man, however, after 
he has once achieved his type: that was 
what I felt most keenly, at the end of the 
evening, as I sat with Lithway in his library. 
M r s . Lithway had trailed her light skirts 
up the staircase with incomparable grace, 
smiling back at us over her shoulder; and 
I had gone with Li thway to the library, 
wondering how long I could hold him with 
talk of anything but her. I soon saw that 
he didn't want to talk of her. That, after 
all, was comprehensible—you could take 
it in so many ways; but it was with real 
surprise that I saw him sink almost im
mediately into gloom. Gloom had never 
been a gift of Li thway's ; his indolence had 
always been shot through with mirth. 
Even his absorption in the ghost had been 
whimsical—almost as if he had deliber
ately let himself go, had chosen to be 
obsessed. I didn't know what to make 
of the gloom, the unresilient heaviness 
with which he met my congratulations 
and my sallies. Thev had been perfect 
together at dinner and through the early 
evening. Now he fell slack in every mus
cle and feature, as if the preceding hours 
had been a diabolic strain. I wondered 
a little if he could be worried about money. 
I supposed Li thway had enough—and his 
bride too, if it came to that—though 1 
didn't know how much. But one could 
not be long in the house without notic-
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ing luxuries that had nothing to do with 
its original unpretending comfort. Y o u 
were met at every turn by some aesthetic 
refinement as costly as the lace and jewels 
in which M r s . Li thway 's own loveliness 
was wrapped. It was evident from all 
her talk that her standard of civilization 
was very high; that she had a natural 
attachment to shining non-essentials. I 
was at a loss; I didn't know what to say to 
him, he looked so tired. Such silence, 
even between Li thway and me, was awk
ward. 

Final ly he spoke. ' "Do you remember 
my ghost? " 

" I remember your deafening me with 
talk of her. I never saw her." 

" N o , of course you wouldn't have seen 
her." 

" I saw one of my own, you remember." 
" O h , yes! A black man who struck at 

you. Y o u never have had a black man 
strike at you in real life, have you? " He 
turned to me with a faint flicker of inter
est. 

"Never . We threshed all that out be
fore, you know. I never even saw that 
particular nigger except at Braythe." 

" Y o u wil l see him, perhaps, if you are 
fool enough to go to Bri t ish Central 
Afr ica ," he jerked out. 

"Perhaps," I answered. But I was 
more interested in Lithway's adventure. 
" D o you see your ghost now?" I had 
been itching to ask, and it seemed to me 
that he had given me a fair opening. 

Li thway passed his hand across his 
brows. " I don't know. I 'm not quite 
sure. Sometime^ I think so. But I 
couldn't swear to itj ," 

" H a s she grown dimmer, then—more 
hazy? Y o u used to speak of her as if she 
w-ere a real woman coming to a tryst: 
flesh and blood, at the least." 

He looked at me a little oddly. " I ' m 
not awfully well. M y eyes play me 
tricks sometimes. . . . When you got off 
the train to-night, I could have sworn you 
had a white scar on your forehead. As 
soon as we got out here and I had a good 
look at you, I saw you hadn't, of course." 
Then he went back. " I don't believe I 
really do see her now. I think it may 
be a hallucination when occasionally I 
think I do. Yes, I 'm pretty sure that, 
when I think I do, it's pure hallucination. 

I don't like i t ; I wish she'd either go or 
stay." 

" M y dear fellow, you speak as if she 
had ever, in her palmiest days, been any
thing but a hallucination. D i d you get 
to the point of believing that the girl you 
say used to hang over the staircase was 
real?" 

" She was more real than the one that 
sometimes I see there now. Oh, yes, she 
was real! What I see now—when I see it 
at all—is just the ghost of her." 

" T h e ghost of a ghost!" I ejaculated. 
"I t ' s as bad as Wender's rattlesnake." 

L i t h w a y tu rned to me suddenly. 
"Where is Wender?" 

" W h y , don't you know? W ?orking on 
American archaeology at some university 
—I don't know which. H e hadn't de
cided on the place, when he last wrote. I 
was going to get his address from you." 

" H e won't come here, you know. And 
Margaret 's feelings are a little hurt—he 
has often been quite near. So there's a 
kind of official coolness. She doesn't 
know about the ghosts, and therefore I 
can't quite explain Winder ' s refusals to 
her. Of course, I know it's on that ac
count; he's as superstitious as a woman. 
But poor Margaret, I suppose, believes he 
doesn't approve of my having taken a 
wife. She's as sweet as possible about it, 
but I can see she's hurt. A n d yet I 'd 
rather she would be hurt than to know 
about the house." 

" W h y , in Heaven's name, don't you 
sell it and move, L i t h w a y ? " I cried. 

He colored faintly. "Margaret is very 
fond of the place. I couldn't, consider
ing its idiosyncrasy, sell with a good con
science, and if I didn't sell, it would mean 
losing a pretty penny—more, certainly, 
than Margaret and*I can afford to. She 
lost most of her own money, you know, a 
few years ago." 

" T h e aunt?" 
" O h , dear, no!" H e said it rather 

hastily. " B u t you were quite right at 
the time. I ought to have gone out there 
ten years ago. Women never know how 
to manage money." 

I looked h im in the eyes. "Li thway , 
anything in the world is better than stay
ing in this house. You're in a bad way. 
Y o u admit, yourself, you're not well. And 
M r s . L i thway would rather cut out the 
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motor and live anywhere than have y o u 
go to pieces." 

He laughed: " T e l l Margaret that I'm 
going to pieces—if you dare!" 

" I ' m not afraid of you, even if I 
should." 

" N o ; but wouldn't you be afraid of 
her?" 

I thought of the utter youth of M r s . 
Li thway; the little white teeth that showed 
so childishly when she laughed; her small 
white hands that had seemed so weighed 
down with a heavy piece of embroidery; 
her tiny foot that slipped along the pol
ished floors—a girl that you could pick up 
and throw out of the window. 

' 'Cer ta inly not. Would you?" 
" I should think so!" He smiled. 

"We've been very happy here. I don't 
think she would like to move. I sha'n't 
suggest it to her. A n d mind"—he-
turned to me rather sharply—"don't you 
hint to her that the house is the uncanny 
thing you and that fool Wender seem to 
think it i s ." 

I saw that there was no going ahead 
on that tack. Beyond a certain point, 
you can't interfere with mature human 
beings. But certainly L i thway looked 
i l l ; and if he admitted i l l health, there 
must be something in it. It was extraor
dinary that M r s . L i thway saw nothing. 
I was almost sorry—in spite of the remem
bered radiance of that vision on the porch 
—that L i thway had chosen to fall in love 
with a young fool. I rose. 

" L o v e must be blind, if your wife 
doesn't see you're pulled down." 

" O h , love—it's the blindest thing go
ing, thank G o d ! " He was silent for a 
moment. "There are a great many 
things that I can't explain," he said. 
" B u t you can be sure that everything's 
all right." 

I was quite sure, though I couldn't 
wholly have told why<»that everything 
was at least moderately wrong. But I 
decided to say nothing more that night. 
I went to bed. 

Li thway was i l l : only so could I account 
for his nervousness that sometimes, in 
the next days, mounted to irritabili ty. 
He was never irritable with his wife; when 
the tenser moods were on he simply 
ceased to address her, and turned his at
tention to me. We motored a good deal; 

that seemed to agree with him. But one 
morning he failed to appear at breakfast, 
and Mrs . Li thway seemed surprised that 
I had heard nothing during the night. 
He had had an attack of acuter pain—the 
doctor had been sent for. There had 
been telephoning, running to and fro, and 
talk in the corridors that no one had 
thought of keying down on my account. 
I was a little ashamed of not having 
waked, and more than a little cross at not 
having been called. She assured me that 
I could have done nothing^ and apolo
gized as prettily as possible for having to 
leave me to myself during the day. L i t h 
way was suffering less, but of course she 
would be at his bedside. Naturally, I 
made no objections to her wifely solici
tude. I was allowed to see Li thway for a 
lew minutes, but the pain was severe and 
I cut my conversation short. The doc
tor suspected the necessity for an opera
tion, and they sent to New York f o r a 
consulting specialist. I determined to 
wait until they should have reached their 
grewsome decision, on the off chance that 
I might, in the event of his being moved, 
be of service to M r s . Li thway. In spite 
of her calm and sweetness and the perfect 
working of the household mechanism— 
no flurry, no fright, no delays or hitches— 
I thought her, still , a young fool. A n y 
woman, of any age, was a fool if she had 
not seen Li thway withering under her 
very eyes. 

It was a dreary day during which we 
waited for the New York physician; one 
of those days when sunlight seems drearier 
than mist—a monotonous and hostile 
glare. I tried reading Lithway's books, but 
the mere fact that they were his got on 
my nerves. I decided to go to my room 
and throw myself on the resources of my 
own luggage. There would be something 
there to read, I knew. I closed the library 
door quietly and went up-stairs. Outside 
my own door I stopped and looked— 
involuntarily, with no conscious curiosity 
—up to the third-story hall. There, in 
that dim corridor, leaning over the balus
trade in one thin shaft of sunlight that 
struck up from the big window on the 
landing, stood Mrs . Li thway, with a folded 
paper in her hand, looking down at me. 
I did not wish to raise my voice—Lith
way, I thought, might be sleeping—so did 
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not speak to her. I don't think, in any 
case, I should have wanted to speak to 
her. The look in her eyes was distinctly 
unpleasant—the kind of look people don't 
usually face you with. I remember won
dering, as our surprised glances met, why 
the deuce she should hate me like that— 
how the deuce a nice young thing could 
hate any one like that. It must be per
sonal to me, I thought—no nice young 
thing would envisage the world at large 
with such venom. I turned away; and as 
I turned, I saw her, out of the tail of my 
eye, walk, with her peculiar lightness of 
step, along the upper corridor to the t runk-
loft. She had the air of being caught, of 
not having wished to be seen. I opened 
my bedroom door immediately, but as I 
opened it I heard a sound behind me. 
MargaretLithwaystood on the threshold of 
her husband's room with an empty bottle. 

" W o u l d you mind taking the car into 
the village and getting this tilled again?" 
she asked. Her eyes had dark shadows 
beneath them: she had evidently not slept 
the night before. 

I flatter myself that I did not betray to 
her in any way my perturbation. Indeed, 
the event had fallen on a mind so ripe for 
solutions that, in the very instant of my 
facing her, 1 realized that what 1 had just 
seen above-stairs (and seen fry mistake, I 
can assure you; she had fled from me) was 
Li thway's old ghost —no less. I took the 
bottle, read the label, and assured M r s . 
Li thway that 1 would go at once. Mrs . 
Li thway was wrapped in a darkish house-
gown of some sort. The lady in the up
per hall had been in white, with a blue 
sash. . . . 1 was very glad when I saw 
Mrs. Lithway go into her husband's room 
and shut the floor. I was having hard 
work to keep my expression where it be
longed. For live minutes I stood in the 
hall, five minutes of unbroken stillness. 
Then I went to the garage, ordered out 
the car, and ran into the village, where I 
presented the bottle to the apothecary. 
He tilled it immediately. As I re-entered 
the house, the great hall-clock struck; it 
was half past eleven. I sent the stuff— 
lime-water, I believe—up to Mrs . L i t h 
way by a servant, and went into my room 
and locked the door. 

I cannot say that I solved the whole 
enigma of Braythe in the hour before 

luncheon; but I faced for the first time the 
seriousness of a situation that had always 
seemed to me, save for Li thway 's curious 
reactions upon it, more than half fantas
tic, if not imaginary. I had seen, actu
ally seen, Li thway 's ghost. I had not 
been meant to see her, and I was half-in
clined to regret the sudden impulse that 
had led me to leave Li thway ' s library and 
go to my own room. The identity of the 
"ghost" wi th M r s . L i t h w a y was appal
ling to me—the more so, that there could 
have been no mistake about the nature of 
the personality that had reluctantly pre
sented itself to my vision. I found my
self saying: " C o u l d that look in her eyes 
be the cross-light on the stairs? " and then 
suddenly remembered that I was only 
echoing the L i thway of years ago. It 
was incredible that any man should have 
l iked the creature I had seen; and I could 
account for Li thway 's long and senti
mental relation with the apparition only 
by supposing that he had never seen her, 
as I had, quite off her guard. But if, ac
cording to his hint of the night before, he 
had come to confound the ghost with the 
real woman—what sort of marriage was 
Ilia I, I asked myself. The ghost was a 
bad lot, straight through. It brought me 
into the realm of pure horror. The event 
explained—oh, I raised my hands to wave 
away the throng of things that it ex
plained! Indeed, until I could talk once 
more wi th L i thway , I didn't want to face 
them; I didn't want to see clear. I had a 
horrid sense of being left alone with the 
phantoms that infested the house: alone, 
wi th a helpless, bedridden friend to pro
tect. M r s . L i thway didn't need protec
tion—that was clearer than anything else. 
M r s . Lithway^ was safe. 

Before night the consultation had been 
held, and it was decided that Lithway 
should be rushed straight to town for an 
operation. The pain was not absolutely 
constant; he haTT-tranquil moments; but 
the symptoms were alarming enough to 
make them afraid of even a brief delay. 
We were to take him up the next morning. 
T o all my offers of help M r s . Lithway 
gave a smiling refusal. She could man
age perfectly, she said. I am bound to 
say that she did manage perfectly, think
ing of everything, never losing her head, 
unfailingly adequate, though the shad-
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ows under her eyes seemed to grow darker 
hour by hour. A nurse had come down 
from town, but I could hardly sec what 
tasks M r s . L i thway left to the nurse. 1 
did my best, out of loyalty to the loyal 
Lithway, to subdue my aversion to his 
wife. 1 hoped that my aversion was quite 
unreasonable, and that, sale in Europe,I 
should feel it so. I ventured to say, after 
dinner, that I hoped she would try to get 
some sleep. 

" O h , yes, I sha l l ! " She smiled. "There 
will be a great deal to do to-morrow, and 
the day after, when they operate, will be a 
strain. There's nothing harder than wait
ing outside. I know." Her eyes filled, 
but she went on very calmly. " I am 
so grateful to you for being here and for 
going up with us. I have no people of 
my own, you know, to call on. Y o u have 
been the greatest comfort." She gave me 
a cool hand, said " G o o d night," and left 
me. 

I do not know whether or not M r s . 
Lithway slept, but I certainlydid not,save 
in fitful dozes. I was troubled about 
Lithway: I thought h im in very bad shape 
for an operation; and I had, besides, name
less forebodings of every sort. It was a 
comfort, the next morning, to hear him, 
through an open door, giving practical 
suggestions to his wife and the nurse about 
packing his things. I went in to see him 
before we started off. The doctor was 
down-stairs with M r s . L i thway. 

"Sorry to let you in for this, my boy. 
But you are a great help." 

" M r s . L i thway is wonderful," I said. 
" I congratulate you . " 

His sombre eyes held me. " A h , you 
will never know how wonderful—never! " 
He said it with a k ind of brooding triumph 
which, at the moment, I did not wholly un
derstand. Now, long afterwards, I think 
I do. 

I left him, and crossed the corridor to 
my own room. A slight rustle made me 
turn. M r s . L i t hway stood in the upper 
hall, looking down at me—the same crea
ture, to every detail of dress, even to 
the folded paper in her hand, that I had 
seen the previous morning. This time I 
braced myself to face the ghost, to ex
amine her with a passionate keenness. I 
hoped to find her a less appalling creature. 
But, at once, M r s . L i thway leaned over 

the rail and spoke to mc—a little sharply, 
1 remember. 

" W o u l d you please telephone to the 
garage and say that the doctor thinks we 
ought lo start ten minutes earlier than we 
had planned? I shall be down directly." 

The hand that held the paper was by 
this time hidden in the folds of her skirt. 
She turned and sped lightly along the cor
ridor to the trunk-loft. Save for the 
voice, it was a precise repetition of what 
had happened the day before. 

"Cer ta in ly ," I said; but I did not turn 
away until she had disappeared into the 
trunk-loft. I went to the telephone and 
gave the message; it took only a few sec
onds. Then I went to my own room, 
leaving the door open so that I command
ed the hall. In a few minutes M r s . L i t h 
way came down the stairs from the third 
story. " D i d you telephone?" she asked 
accusingly, as she caught my eye. I 
bowed. She passed on into Li thway's 
room. There was no paper in her hand. 
I knew that this time there had been no 
ghost. 

Wel l . . . . Li thway,as everyone knows, 
died under the ether. H i s heart sud
denly and unaccountably went back on 
him. He left no w i l l ; and, as he had no 
relations exept the cousin whom he had 
married, everything went to her. I had 
once, before his second marriage, witnessed 
a will of Li thway's myself; but I didn't 
care togo into court with that information, 
especially as, in that wi l l , he had left me 
his library. I should have liked, for old 
sake's sake, to have Li thway's library. 
H i s widow sold it, and it is, by now, dis
persed about the land. She told me after 
the funeral that she should go on at Bray-
the, that she never wanted to leave i t ; but, 
for whatever reason, she did, after a few 
years, sell the place suddenly and go to E u 
rope. I have never happened to see her 
since she sold it, and I did not know the peo
ple she sold it to. The house was burned 
many years ago, I believe, and an elaborate 
golf-course now covers the place where it 
stood. I have not been to Braythe since 
poor Li thway was buried. 

I took the hunting-trip that Li thway 
had been so violently and inexplicably op
posed to. I think I was rather a fool to do 
it, for I ought to have realized, after L i t h 
way's death, the secret of the house, its 
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absolutely unique specialty. But such is 
the peacock heart of man that I sti l l , for 
myself, trusted in "common sense"—in 
my personal immunity, at least, from 
every supernatural law. Indeed, it was 
not until I had actually encountered my 
savage, and got the wound that I bear the 
scar of, that I gave entire credence to L i t h 
way's tragedy. I put some time into re
covering from the effect of that midnight 
skirmish in the jungle, and during my re-
c o v e y I had full opportunity to pi ty 
Li thway. 

It became quite clear to me that the 
presences at Braythe concerned them
selves only with major dooms. If L i t h 
way's ghost had been his wife, his wife 
must have been a bad lot. I am as cer
tain as I can be of anything that he was 
exceedingly unhappy with her. It was a 
thousand pities that, for so many years, 
he had misunderstood the vision: that he 
had permitted himself—for that was what 
it amounted to—to fall in love with her in 
advance. She was, quite literally, his 
"fate." Of course, by this time, I feel 
sure that he couldn't have escaped her. I 
don't believe the house went in for kindly 
warnings; I think it merely, with the ut
most insolence, foretold the inevitable and 
dared you to escape it. If I hadn't gone 
out for big game in Africa, I am quite sure 
that my nigger would have got at me 
somewhere else—even if he had to be a 
cannibal out of a circus running amuck 
down Broadway. That was the trick of 
the house: the worst thing that was going 
to happen to you leered at you authentic
ally over that staircase. I have never 
understood why I saw Li thway's appari
tion; but I can bear witness to the fact 
that she was furious at my having seen 
her—as furious as Mrs . L i thway was, the 
next day, if it comes to that. ' It was a 
mistake. M y step may have sounded 
like Lithway's. Who knows? A t least 
it should be clear what Li thway meant 
when he said that he didn't always know 
whether he saw her or not. The two were 
pin for pin alike. The apparition, of 
course, had from the beginning worn the 
dress that M r s . Li thway was to wear on 
the day that Li thway was taken to the 
hospital. I have never liked to penetrate 
further into the Lithways' intimate his
tory. I am quite sure that the folded 

paper was the old wi l l , but I have always 
endeavored, in my own mind, not to 
implicate Margaret L i thway more than 
that. Of course there could never have 
been any question of implicating her be
fore the public. 

I never had a chance, after my own ac
cident, to consult Wender. I stuck to 
Europe unbrokenly for many7 years, as he 
stuck to America. Bo th Wender and I, I 
fancy, were chary of writing what might 
have been written. Some day, I thought, 
we would meet and have the whole thing 
out; but that day never came. Sud
denly, one autumn, I had news of his 
death. H e was a member of a summer 
expedition in Utah and northern Arizona 
—I think I mentioned that he had gone in 
for American ethnology. There are. as 
every one knows, rich rinds in our western 
States for any one who wi l l dig long 
enough; and they were hoping to get ab
original skulls and mummies. A l l this 
his sister referred to when she wrote me 
the particulars of his death. She dwelt 
with forgivable bitterness on the fact that 
Wender had been told beforehand that 
the particular section he was assigned to 
was free from rattlesnakes. "Perhaps you 
know," she wrote, " that my brother had 
had, since childhood, a morbid horror of 
reptiles." I did know i t—Li thway had 
told me. Wender's death from the bite of 
a rattlesnake was perhaps the most ironic 
of the three adventures; for Wender was 
the one of us who put most faith in the 
scenes produced on the stage of Braythe. 
I never heard Wender's theory; but I 
fancy he realized, as L i thway and I did 
not, that since the "ghosts" we saw were 
not of the past they must be of the future 
—a most logical step, which I am sur
prised none of us should have taken until 
after the event. 

Wender's catastrophe killed in me much 
of my love of wandering. A t least, it 
drove me to Ha r ry Medway ; and Harry 
Medway did the rest. I am not afraid of 
another warrior's cutting at me with his 
assegai; but I do not like to be too far 
from specialists. I have already been 
warned that I may sometime go blind; 
and I know that other complications may 
be expected. Pathology and surgery are 
sealed books to me; but I stil l hold so far 
to logic that I expect fully to die some-
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time as an indirect result of that wound. 
The sear reminds me daily that its last 
word has not been said. 

l a m a fairly old man - the older that 1 
no longer wander, and that I cling so 
weakly to the great capitals which hold 
the great physicians. The only thing that 
I was ever good at I can no longer do. 
Curiosity has died in me, for the most 
part; one or two such mighty curiosities 

have been, you see, already so terribly ap
peased, but I think 1 would rise from 
my death-bed, and wipe away, with my 
own hand, the mortal sweat from my 
face, for the chance of learning what it 
was that drove Mrs . Li thway, in midwin
ter, from Braythe. If I could once know 
what she saw on the staircase, I think I 
should ask no more respite. The scar 
might fulfil its mission. 

T H E D E A D F O R E R U N N E R 
B y C . W . 

D o you hear the women marching, little mother, 
Where you slumber in your narrow bed apart, 
W i t h your little hands locked fast, 
Icy, motionless, at last, 
Above the ashen crater of your heart? 
Y o u , the passionate forerunner of the morrow, 
Y o u , who died before the breaking of the light, 
Fra i l , Promethean foe of hoary wrong and sorrow, 
C a n you hear the women marching through the night? 

N o t so piteous the lot of those who perished 
Long years before the breaking of the day, 
Who took into their graves the vision cherished, 
W i t h fruition still millenniums away! 
But the army you awaited, Banner-bearer, 
Was just around the corner of the years! 
O little dauntless ghost, 
Was it you who led the host, 
When I watched it flashing past me, through my tears? 

Can you hear the women marching, little mother, 
In the narrow little bed where you sleep? 
A l l the crowding, hurrying feet, 
Marching with victorious beat 
Above the graves of sowers—these who reap? 
O, I think my heart could bear its mem'ries better, 
Recall , without so passionate a tear, 
Your soul's unconquered wearing of the fetter, 
If only you could know the day is here! 

They are coming, they are coming, little mother, 
Some with fierce, fanatic sword and foolish spear, 
Bu t the many girt with love of son and brother, 
Mother-tolerance, and sturdy mother-cheer. 
Bu t I wish that you could see them thronging, singing, 
U p the lonely path the lantern-bearers trod, 
On the journey of the soul 
Toward the ever-luring goal 
Of man, the tireless traveller to God! 



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

B Y James B . C o n n o l l y 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S F.V F . C . Y O H N 

f g g J ^ g g g a H E Y were holding what was 
a lmost a public reception 
in the w a r d - r o o m of the 
Missalanna. The Honor
able J . J . F lavin , h a v i n g 
appeased his h u n g e r and 

slaked his thirst, signalled the Fil ipino 
mess-boy for a smoke: and having de
cided as to what was the most expensive 
cigar on the tray, he took two, and moved 
on to where, through a shining air-port, a 
fresh sea-breeze might find its cooling way 
to his beaded brow, for it was a warm 
summer's day and at trencher-play the 
Honorable F lav in had been no laggard. 

As the Honorable J . J . smoked, so d id 
he take the time to observe; and, observ
ing, he vouchsafed the opinion to a thin-
faced, high-shouldered young fellow who 
happened to halt near h im: "These navy 
fellows must have a fat time of it, huh, 
Carlim- 1" 

Carl in flashed a glance of something 
like resentment on Flavin. " H o w do you 
ligure that? " 

" Why. !•• ,.t f.ie r-y.ell k c . l - and the 
champagne here to-day. A n d look!" H e 
slid off for inspection the band of the cigar 
he was smoking. " I paid three for a dol
lar for that same cigar the other day at a 
big hotel in Washin'ton. They must have 
money to throw overboard to be giv in ' 
that kind away." 

Carlin knew the brand. He also knew 
that only two, or it might be three, officers 
of that ward-room mess could afford to 
smoke that make of cigar regularly; but 
he did not tell Flavin that. " T h e y get 
those cigars for twelve cents apiece—buy
ing 'em by the hundred—in Cuba, J . J . " " 
he suggested mildly. 

" A n d the dealers stick us thirty-five 
cents for 'em up here! Anyway, a fat 
time they have swelling 'round in uniforms 
given 'em by the gover'ment for the ladies 
to admire 'em." 

Two years of political reporting in his 
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home city and two more as Washington 
correspondent for the paper of most vital 
circulation in that same home city had not 
made of Car l in a politician, and it is to 
be doubted if ten times four years in a 
political atmosphere would have so made 
him; possibly because he wished no am
bition to be so distinguished, but more 
l ikely because ancestrally implanted in 
Carl in 's breast was an inextinguishable 
desire to speak what he thought, and usu
ally as soon as he thought it . 

He said now—sharply: "Wha t do you 
know about naval officers or navy life, 
J - J - ? " 

The Honorable J . J . F lav in had never, 
not even when he was only ward-leader, 
and therefore much more disposed to hu
mil i ty than now, been able to recon
cile Carlin 's unworshipful tongue with his 
own sense of what was due a man of im
portance in the political world. And Ju
das priest, he had a tongue of his own if it 
came to that! " O f course, you know all 
about i t ! " he retorted. 

" N o , I don't ," replied Carl in prompt
ly and placidly. " B u t I probably know 
more than do you or almost anybody else 
who has never had the chance to live 
aboard ship and see some of it. This 
afternoon the officers of this ship are 
spreading themselves according to service 
traditions to give you and me and all 
aboard here a good time. To-morrow 
they'l l be to sea and on the job, a simple-
l iving, busy crowd—working hard, taking 
chances, and making no talk about i t ." 

F lav in whoofed a funnel of doubting 
cigar-smoke into the teeth of the air-port 
breeze. " T a k i n g chances! How? And 
where? " 

" Everywhere. D a y and night—bat
tle-ships, destroyers, in submarines, and 
aeroplanes. Th i r t y men and officers killed 
in one turret explosion only last month." 

" T a k i n g c h a n c e s — h u h ! F o o l i s h 
chances!" 
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" A n y b o d y who i s n ' t l iving to sec how 
long he can live takes a foolish chance 
once in a while. That turret crew were 
on the battle-range trying to make big-
gun records." 

" A n d did they make 'em?" 
" T h e y did. A n d their seven-inch bat

teries made 'em too. Single guns and 
broadsides at ten thousand five hundred 
yards." 

" I didn't hear about that," growled 
Flavin. 

" N o ? That 's a shame, J . J . The de
partment ought to Y e wired you about 
i t ." 

Flavin eyed Car l in sidewise. N o use 
—he would never change. Would he 
never get on to himself? F lav in wondered. 
He ought to have been one of the best-ad
vertised men in his line in the country, as 
everybody around Washington said, but 
a fellow liable to hop out any time and bat 
somebody that could be of use to him over 
the eye, how could anybody go boosting 
him? 

" They must 'a ' treated you pretty well, 
Car l in?" he hazarded slyly. 

"They treated me well—yes," snapped 
Carlin. " A n d they're treating you pret
ty decently now, aren't they?" 

" I ' d like to see 'em treat me, or any 
member o' Congress, any other way!" 

" A member of Congress—that's right. 
And as a member of Congress you're 
drawing down how much, J . J . ? " 

"Seventy-five hundred a year—and al
lowances," replied F lav in , looking around 
the ward-room and not caring particu
larly who might hear the figures. 

" A n d before you were sent to Wash
ington you never made more than fifteen 
dollars a week in your life," thought 
Carlin. Aloud he said, in as gentle a 
tone as he could on short order muster, 
" A n d did you ever stop to think, J . J . , 
that while you're being paid that seventy-
five hundred a year—and allowances—the 
captain of this ship, with nine hundred 
and forty lives and a nine-million-dollar 
war-machine to look out for, gets less than 
five thousand a year—and that only after 
thirty-odd years of professional study and 
practice? A n d that almost all of these 
other officers you see standing around here 
will regularly have to go up on the bridge 
and take full charge of this ship and all on 
her, and let 'em, some night or day, make 

a mistake, lose their nerve, or close their 
eyes for an instant and—bing! A l l off 
with the nine hundred and forty lives, not 
t o mention the n i n c - m i l l i o n - d o l l a r plant! 
And these officers under the captain have 
had all the way from seven or eight to 
thirty years o f continuous p r o f e s s i o n a l 
study and practice, and yet some of them 
are getting less than o n e - t h i r d o f the 
money you get." 

T o which the Honorable J . J . responded 
blandly: " W e l l , what of it? Their pay 
and my pay is fixed by the same gover'-
ment. If they don't pay more, it's be
cause the people who regulate their pay 
and my pay think they ain't worth any 
more." 

" Fine! " said Carlin—"seeing that Con
gress regulates them both!" 

" H u h ! " F lav in hadn't foreseen that. 
"Here , y o u ! " he roared to the mess-boy 
with the tray of cigars; and the little 
brown boy, with no inclining admira
tion for stout-waisted, loud-voiced men 
in splendid new gray trousers and frock 
coats, but always well drilled, floated him
self and his tray respectfully, if not over-
hurriedly, across the ward-room deck to 
Flavin . 

" I f you worked for me I 'd soon learn 
you to move faster," growled Flavin . He 
began to paw through the tray. " Where's 
that cigar I had before? This i t ? " He 
read the name on the band. " Yes, that's 
it. Twelve cents apiece in Cuba, did 
y'say, Carlin? I wonder couldn't I get 
somebody to get me some of 'em? Here, 
ain't you having one?" 

" N o , I've smoked enough." 
" Enough?—and swell smokes like this 

k ind being passed round!" He took two. 
Suddenly, smoking anew, Flavin cast a 

suspicious glance at the newspaper man. 
" W h a t you getting at, Carl in—trying 
to drive into me all this talk about the 
navy? Is it because I 'm a member o' 
Congress?" 

" I don't know that I've been trying to 
drive anything into you ," retorted Car l in . 
" B u t you made a crack about the navy, 
and after you've been in Washington 
awhile longer somebody will be sure to tell 
you that my favorite monologue is the 
navy. They ' l l probably tell you, too, 
that if I couldn't get anything more in
telligent to listen I 'd hold up a row of 
trolley-poles and pump it into 'em. A n d 

Fletcher hre* Uhr»nr 
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so long as we are at it—take the officers' 
case again. As a member of Congress, 
f. J . , you ought to know these things. 
When from out of his pay an officer de
ducts the cost of his grub and uniforms, 
not to speak of other items " 

" H u h ! " Flavin had before this de
cided on the framework of a new speech. 
Its theme was to be the soft times of cer
tain pampered government servants, this 
for the undistinguished but unterrified vo
ter of his district; but this item of grub and 
clothes was disturbing. " T h e gover'ment 
don't furnish 'em grub and clothes?" 

"I t doesn't. A n d the special full-dress 
coat of that officer standing there, or any of 
those younger officers, happens to cost near
ly one-half of one month's pay—just the 
coat. A n d being naval officers they have 
to live up to a certain standard aboard 
ship, as do their families, if they have any, 
ashore. A n d a lot of other items. Take 
this reception this afternoon—they have 
to pay for it out of their own pocket." 

Flavin whoofed two, three funnels of 
smoke thoughtfully toward the air-port. 
That speech would sure have to be given 
up, or vamped up in some new way, or 
saved for prudent delivery before closed 
secret organizations—that was sure. A n 
impressive speech, too, he could have 
made of it. Confound Carl in butting in 
with his inside information! And Carl in 
not being a politician either, what could a 
fellow do with him? 

Carl in waited for the words of wisdom 
to flow. They flowed. " V 'know, Car l in , 
there's nothing to be gained in my dis
trict by voting for any naval b i l l . " 

"Is there anything to be lost? 
"Suppose I could swap a vote with 

somebody for a federal building or some
thing in my district for something in his 
district? " 

" G o ahead and swap i t ! " barked 
Carlin. " A n d keep on swapping till your 
district wakes up to you and swaps you 
for somebody else!" 

Flavin shook his head in triumphant 
prophecy. " They won't—not in my dis
trict, Carlin. It's too solid. A nomina
tion is an election in my district, and 
the machine says who'll be nominated. 
But I tell you what, Carl in—a man like 
you in Washin'ton could help me out a lot 
through your paper up home." He eyed 

Car l in narrowdy to see how he took that. 
Car l in said nothing. F l av in continued: 
" Y o u weren't born in the bushes yester
day, Car l in , for all you're no pol. You 
know enough about the game to know 
there's nobody giving somethin' for 
nothing in politics. A n d " 

Car l in raised a warning palm. " P u l l 
up, pull up! Y o u don't have to do any 
trading in this thing. Y o u want to re
member, J . J . , that I 'm a newspaper man 
even before I 'm a navy man, and what
ever you do you ' l l get what's coming to 
you from me." 

The Honorable F lav in , not without 
doubt in his eyes, stared out of the air
port. Presently he said: " I ' l l take a look 
over the ship, I guess. See you later." 
He threw his cigar-stub through the air
port and moved away. 

The eyes of Car l in , searching the ward
room for such officers of the ship as he 
had not yet greeted, encountered the quiz
zical and questioning glance of" Sharkey," 
otherwise Lieutenant, Trainor, United 
States N a v y . " W h o is your large and 
sonorous friend?' ' queried Trainor. Being 
a host he did not put it in words, but 
being human he could not help looking it. 

The spoken answer to the unspoken 
question would probably have horrified the 
Honorable F lav in . "He ' s a man from up 
riry way who made himself useful to the 
machine, and so they sent him to Washing
ton. He's pretty raw. Sharkey, but I sup
pose he could be worse. A t least we know 
where he will always be found." 

" A n d where, Car l , will he always lie 
found?" 

Car l in smiled with Trainor. "Where 
the votes are. That 's his idea of supreme 
political genius—playing for the votes of 
the moment. I was talking up the navy 
to him, with an increased navy-pay bil l in 
mind for this session. But I don't sup
pose that interests you, Sharkey." 

"Thanks to the thrift and thoughtful-
ness of an acquisitive ancestry," smiled 
Trainor, " I suppose I could worry along 
if there was never a pay-day in the serv
ice. But most of the rest of the fellows 
would surely be interested. There's Pay 
Totten now. He 'd " 

"Where is Pay? I haven't seen him 
since I came aboard." 
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" N o r you won't for a long time again, 
unless you carry a longer than regulation 
glass, for Pay's by this time on the high 
seas and southward bound. That 's why 
I spoke of him. Bu t come into my 
room." 

From a pigeonhole in his desk in his 
room Trainor pulled out several typewrit
ten pages. " E v e r hear, Car l , of Pay's 
bale of blankets? " 

"Nope ." 
" Ah-h—yours shall be the joy of hear

ing the tale from the lips of the poet-
author himself. Y o u may elevate your 
high literary eyebrows at the construc
tion, but recalling that you, or some oth
er competent critic, told me once that 
construction was after all subordinate 
— that is, physical, not psychological, 
construction—I venture to tell this story 
in my own way. Hark , now!" Train
or smoothed out his sheets of paper and 
read: 

"She was the war-ship Missalam, which lay out 
in the stream 

VOL . L I V . — 7 1 

Of a port in Chinese waters which translated 
means Cold Cream. 

A wireless comes from the admiral—he flew two 
stars on blue— 

And the message read: ' A t once cast free and 
join me in Chce Foo. 

But bring along all packages, all bundles, and all 
mail— 

Our need is great, the fleet does wait, come 
forced draft, do not fail. ' 

" A n d the Missalam's commander says, 'What
ever shall I do? 

'Tis a two days' Chinese holiday, don't they 
know that in Chce Foo? 

And a thousand tons of coal we'll need, and mer
chandise in dock 

Fills half the tin-clad warehouse, and immovable 
as a rock 

Are sampan men and coolies when they've 
knocked off for the day— 

And now 'tis snow and hail and sleet and a two 
days' holiday!' 

" B u t he wakes up good old Totten 
SI. 1 ping MJiindly in his bed, 
And showing the admiral's wireless, 
Mutters, 'This is what he said. '" 

Trainor looked over the top of his first 
page. " How's it so far, Carl? " 
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"They 've put men in the brig for less. 
But go ahead." 

"Thanks. I proceed: 

' " I was d reaming , ' says good o l d T o t t e n , ' I was 
•writing to m y wife 

O f Chinese na t ive cus toms a n d the j oys of n a v y 
l i fe . 

B u t t w o h u n d r e d coolie m e n w e ' l l need a n d a 
score of sampans wide 

T o get tha t coal aboa rd the ship a n d sai l b y m o r n 
ing t ide. 

N o n igh t for honest m e n to r o a m , b u t be sure 
ashore I ' l l g o — 

M a y h a p i n a shack on the water-side I ' l l f ind m y 
fr iend J i m Joe . ' 

" P a y found his o ld - t ime Chinese f r iend a n d tel ls 
h i m what ' s to do. 

' A thousand tons of coal I want a n d I ' m p u t t i n g 
it up to y o u . ' 

B u t Joe he looks at his M e l i c a n fiend and he says, 
' M e no can d o — 

T o - n i g h t good Chinese mens they go a n d b u r n 
the joss-s t icks—so— 

A n d b a d Chinese mens , m y flend,' says Joe , wi th 
a w i n k or two , 

' T h e y p l a y fan-a- tan , low-lee a n d m o t . ' Says 
Joe , 'Me no can do . ' 

" A n d s a y i n g the last pa r t over aga in— 
W i t h another w i n k or two , 
' T h e y p l a y fan-a- tan, low-lee and mot. ' 
Says Joe , ' M e n o can do . ' 

" T h e n P a y , w i t h a gr ip of Joe 's p i g t a i l , ' Y o u 
m i n d the t i m e — y o u d o ? — 

W h e n I p u l l e d y o u out f rom a gunboat ' s snout? 
— a n d y o u n o w say, " N o can d o " ? 

T w o h u n d r e d coolie boys I vvant a n d twen ty sam
pans wide , 

.And twice five h u n d r e d tons aboard , so we sail by 
m o r n i n g t ide. 

W h e n I left the ship the sk ipper says, " N o w , P a y , 
i t ' s up to y o u ! ' " 

P a y gives Joe 's t a i l a gentle t w i t c h — ' N o w , Joe, 
y o u mus t c an d o ! ' 

" A n d Joe, w i t h queue cur l ed all anew, in the sleet 
a n d h a i l he goes 

A n d two-score crews of coolie boys he drags out 
b y their toes. 

wo hundred coolie boys we want and twenty sampans wide."—Page 749 
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'Two hundred coolie boy5 we want and twenty 
sampans wide, 

And tice n ' hundled tlons on ship so she sail by 
morning tlide.' 

And some he tore from their honest beds and 
some from loud wassail, 

But all came out, for Joe was stout, into the sleet 
and hail. 

" A n d two hundred lusty coolie boys 
With twenty sampans wide, 
Laid twice five hundred tons to where 
The ship in stream did ride." 

Trainor laid down the sheets. 
"That 's not the end, Sharkey?" 
" N o , no. B u t that's the end of the J i m 

Joe part, which was hailed as so masterly 
a performance on Pay's part—getting those 
sampan men and coolies out of their beds 
on a night like that and to work at coaling 
ship for us—that I, the uncrowned poet 
laureate of the Asiatic squadron, was com
missioned to do it in verse, which I pro
ceeded to do one night; and got that far, 
swinging along fine and dandy, when the 
messenger called me for the mid-watch." 

" A n d you never finished i t ? " 
" I couldn't," wailed Sharkey—"not in 

rhyme. After that four hours' night-
watch the rhymes were all gone from me. 
It was a rough night. A monsoon made 
out of the southeast " 

" Omit the professional jargon, Sharkey, 
and your professional troubles, and re
member the first law of story-telling is to 
tell the story." 

" W i z z ! " murmured Sharkey, softly. 
"Thus encouraged, I proceed. Wel l , get
ting J im Joe started with his twenty 
sampans and his two hundred coolies was 
only part of Pay's job that night. The 
big warehouse, where goods for our fleet 
and other craft were stored, was in charge 
of a Chinaman we called Hoo L ing , and 
he knew less English than Joe, and appreci
ated even less than Joe the need of quick 
action. The admiral's wireless message 
looked just like any other wireless mes
sage to this big chink, Hoo Ling . But it's 
a great thing to be a student of the C h i -
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nese and of Chinese customs and of C h i 
nese mental processes. Pay wheedled 
L i n g a little, bluffed him a little, touched 
on past friendships a little, on possible 
future business a lot, painted a picture of 
our warlike forces over to Chee Foo, 
touched—not too casually—on the so 
much greater love which the officers and 
men of the United States N a v y bore for 
China than for Japan, and such other lit
tle subtleties as he could invoke or invent. 
At last the old fellow was moved to open up 
and let Pay pick out what packages were 
for the fleet. 

" And so, with four yeomen of the ship 
roused from restful hammocks to make 
memoranda of the addresses as fast as 
he pried them loose from the main pile 
and called them out, and with twelve able 
seamen of the watch to hustle the pack
ages along as fast as the yeomen recorded 
them, and with forty other bustling blue
jackets to load them into the boats, Pay 
tore into that pile of freight, which was 
about as high and twice as long and wide 
as a three-apartment house. There were 
probably four or five thousand packages 
of various kinds to be overhauled, and 
they were addressed in four languages— 
English, German, French, and Chinese. 

7 5 ° 

If Pay was the only wdiite man in that part 
of China who could have charmed that 
impassive old storekeeper out of his bam
boo bed that time of night, he was prob
ably likewise the only white man in port 
that night who could read those Chinese 
shopkeepers' addresses. 

" D r y goods, wet goods, hardware, 
grocery stuff, butcher's stuff, jeweller's 
stuff, ship's stores, bales of cotton, bales of 
silk, curios, souvenirs, bicycles, sewing-
machines, sacks of rice, sacks of coffee, 
sacks of potatoes, barrels of flour and of 
gasolene, auto tires, boxes of tea, quarters 
of beef and of mutton, cases of breakfast-
food and of oil , packages all the way from 
the size of a finger-ring to packages the 
size of an auto-truck. Y o u know what a 
big, husky chap Pay Totten is? Imagine 
him on a slushy, snowy night, stripped to 
the waist, wading into that pile — feet, 
shoulders, knees, hands, elbows, with his 
teeth almost—tearing out those packages, 
and from addresses in English, French, 
German, and especially Chinese, picking 
out flying such as were for our ships." 

Trainor paused. A reminiscent smile 
was parting his lips. 

" Hur ry up. D i d you sail on time next 
morning?" demanded Car l in . 
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" W e did. W i t h our coal aboard and 
the packages for the tleet, we made a rec
ord run and arrived in ("bee Foo hours be
fore the admiral was looking for us. A n d 
it was the day before Christmas and our 
coming made the whole tleet happy for 
Christmas week, and our skipper got 
' W e l l done!' from the Sag-bridge, but—" 
Trainor looked at Carl in and smiled rue
fully. "There's so often a but, isn't 
there, to the otherwise happy tale? 
Among the seven hundred and odd pack

ages receipted for by Paymaster Totten 
it seems there was missing one bale of 
blankets. What happened to thebaleof 
blankets? they queried Paymaster Totten, 
and ' L o r d ! ' says poor Pay, 'how do I 
know? It might 've been stolen on the 
wharf, or dropped overboard between the 
wharf and one of the ship's boats, or lost 
in rowing out to the ship or hoisting it 
over the ship's side. There were a dozen 
ship's boats and two hundred ship's men 
coming and going, and half a mile between 

It was d r i ve , d r i ve , d r i ve , f rom midnight to day l igh t . — I'age 752. 
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the ship and shore; and it was a black, 
blustering night of sleet and hail, and 
there were also hundreds of coolies and 
dozens of sampans on the coal. It was 
drive, drive, drive, from midnight to day
light—how do I know what happened 
to one lone bale of blankets?' 

"However, Pay nor anybody else wor
ried much about the blankets at the time. 
Our skipper recommended, in view of Pay
master Totten's extraordinary exertions 
on that night, that the bale of blankets be 
not charged against his accounts. A n d 
the admiral, when he heard all the story, 
approved and passed it along to Washing
ton. But it came back. A n d by and by 
it was sent on to Washington again. A n d 
by and by it came back. 

" A n d forth from us it went in due time, 
and for the last time, we thought, on leav
ing for home by way of Suez and Guan-
tanamo. In the Mediterranean we picked 
up the European squadron and with them 
enjoyed several gala occasions, notably 
at Alexandria, Naples, Villefranche, and 
Gibraltar, at each of which ports we 
deemed it incumbent upon the service to 
spread itself a little. A n d during these 
festivities Pay was there with the rest of 
us, but between the gala days going with
out his bottle of beer with lunch, his cigar 
after dinner, in order that on the great 
days he might be able to contribute his 
share toward these receptions and yet not 
impair that sum—three-quarters of his 
pay it was—which he sent home monthly, 
in order that Mrs . Pay and the five little 
Pays might have food, lodging, clothes, 
and otherwise maintain the little social 
standard of living imposed upon a naval 
officer's family. 

' " T h a n k God, ' says Pay on our last 
day in the Mediterranean, ' we are leaving 
here to-morrow!' and he hauls out his 
aged special full-dress suit, and looks it 
over, and says with a sigh, ' I ' m afraid I ' l l 
have to lay you away, old friend; but a 
few thrifty months in West India winter 
quarters and I may be able to replace you 
with a grand new shining fellow, and so 
come up the home coast the gayly appar
elled, dashing naval officer of tradition.' 

" A n d we went on to the West Indies 
and put in the rest of the winter there, 
with Pay forgetting all about the bale of 
blankets, until the night before we were to 

go north. On that night a steamer from 
New York puts into where the fleet is, and 
in her mail for us is our old friend the let
ter of the indorsements as to the loss of 
the blankets, and now with one more in
dorsement since we'd last seen it, to wit: 
the department saw no reason to change 
its original ruling as to the responsibility 
for the loss of the bale of blankets, and 
Paymaster Totten's accounts would be 
charged with the loss thereof." 

Trainor paused to allow a swift hot 
blast from Car l in to sweep through the 
room. " T h e archaic bureaucrats!" con
cluded Carl in fervently. 

" Yes , " agreed Trainor, "and yet, Carl, 
from their point of view " 

" A point of view which impairs high 
service is criminal ." 

Trainor knitted his brows. " M a y b e 
you're right, Car l , but—recalling your 
advice about story-telling—Pay Totten, 
foreseeing a battle-ship cruise along the 
Nor th Atlant ic coast this summer, with 
certain pleasant but expensive ports in 
sight, could see where it might well be
hoove him to ask for a change of venue— 
that is, if he ever hoped to settle for that 
bale of blankets. It was costing him 
thirty dollars on the ship for his grub, 
which, as you know, didn't include any 
smokes or an occasional bottle of beer, 
nor the laundry for fifteen white suits—a 
fresh one every day in the tropics—and a 
few other sundry items, not to mention 
other minor but inescapable items. 

" So Pay thought it all over, and on his 
way north he put in his request, and two 
days ago he got his orders; and yesterday 
he left us. A n d this morning—look!" 
—from the pile of letters atop of his desk 
Trainor selected one. " T h i s came. Lis
ten." Trainor read: 

" D E A R S H A R K E Y : 
"We're sailing to-day for the West Afri

can coast to look into Liberian matters. 
A n d in that country, where you're likely 
any time to fall in with a member of the 
cabinet sitting barefooted in the middle of 
the road peeling potatoes, the wear and 
tear on uniforms won't probably be over-
heavy. A n d if there should happen to be 
any recherche affairs when we move onto 
the Congo coast, I am only hoping that 
the natives won't inspect too closely any 
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special full-dress paymaster's coat which 
should be blue but, as it happens, is green 
in the region of the seams. A n d after the 
West African sojourn we are bound for a 
little jaunt of a thousand miles or so up 
the Amazon, where I learn—and I've 
taken some trouble to learn—we won't 
have to wear full dress at all , not even 
when calling upon the tribal high chiefs. 
I ' l l come home yet with that old full-dress 
standby—if it 'isn't blown off my back 
during some tropical typhoon. 

" It's a great thing, Sharkey, the being 
allowed two months' advance pay on 
leaving for foreign service. For me i t 
means that Mrs . Totten and the children 
can have their little place and their one 
little maid at the little beach which did 
them all so much good last summer, and, 
if they're economical, maybe an occa
sional trip to the movies. 

' 'And so I am leaving almost happy. Of 
course, the good-by and that two years 
made me feel a bit lumpy and lonesome 
leaving them, but the race would be too 
easy if we didn't carry some little extra 
weight, wouldn't it? As to the bale " 

Trainor stopped reading. "There's some
thing else, personal stuff, which doesn't 
concern the story." He laid down the let
ter and looked up. " I couldn't help hear
ing a word or two of what your friend the 
congressman was saying to-day—half the 
ward-room also heard it, I guess. There's 
a case for him, Car l , if he's the right 
k i n d — a special bi l l to reimburse Tot
ten." 

Carl in jumped to his feet. " Y o u ' r e 
right, Sharkey. And he isn't the worst 
in the world. I ' l l put it up to him right 
now, if he's still aboard." 

Congressman Flavin was still aboard, 
but also was bursting with something 
to tell. "Wha t d'y'know, Carl in — nine 
hundred and odd sailors aboard this ship 
and not one of 'em could vote in my State, 
not even if they all lived there and wanted 
to! How's that!" 

" Why, of course. It's in our State law 
—service in the army or navy or marine 
corps " 

" A n d you ask me to vote for navy bills 
and not one of 'em got a vote! I wouldn't 
'a' known only they told me themselves. I 

was speaking to a couple of 'em happened 
to live in my district, and they told me." 

"That ' s all right, J . J . , but forget that 
voting stuff for a minute and listen to 
me." A n d briefly, rapidly, and not with
out art, Car l in retold the story—retold it 
in prose entirely—of Paymaster Totten 
and the bale of blankets. When he had 
done he added, " N o w , J . J . , what do you 
think of a man doing a good job like that 
and losing out by i t ? " 

" A l w a y s the way, Car l in — always," 
replied the Honorable F lav in briskly. 
" W h a t most of these fellows on these ships 
need is a little course in practical politics. 
W h y didn't that paymaster sit tight in his 
bunk, the time his captain came to him 
with that hurry-up message, and tell him he 
couldn't get any coolies or sampans? If 
he'd just rolled over in his bunk and said, 
' Captain, it can't be done,' or if he'd gone 
ashore and made a bluff it couldn't be 
done, he wouldn't 'a ' had any bale of 
blankets to pay for—see? This doing 
things you don't have to do, and nothing 
in it for yourself when you do do 'em 
—that's kid's work." 

" A l l line, J . J . , but how about Christ
mas for the fleet? " 

" Christmas? Let 'em look out for their 
own Christmas! He 'd be getting his 
pay envelope every week just the same, 
wouldn't he?" 

" F i n e again—and as beautifully prac
tical as you always are, J . J . But how 
about doing what Totten thought was his 
du ty?" 

" D u t y ? That ain't duty—that's fool
ishness. Duty ' s doing what you got to 
do, not doing something just to make a 
good fellow of yourself." 

Slowly Car l in began to count: "One, 
two, three " 

"What 's the matter? " demanded Flavin. 
" A dream I had taking the count— 

eight, nine, ten, out! Say, F lav in , did it 
ever occur to you that your duty included 
knowing something about your business 
—who can vote, for instance, among a 
thousand other things, and who can' t?" 

" T h e mistake you make and all you 
wise high-brows make, C a r l i n " — a n d the 
Honorable F lav in fixed h im with a know
ing eye—"is in thinking I don't know 
my job. M y job ain't in being in Con
gress. A hell of a lot they'l l know at 
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home what I 'm doing in Wash in ' ton after 
I get there. M y job is being elected to 
Congress. A n d getting elected means to 
be able to get votes, and getting votes 
means being with the people who'll give 
you the votes. A n d your paymaster 
friend"—the Honorable F lav in favored 
Carlin with a wink and another knowing 
smile—"and his push, they don't swing 
any votes. But o' course that's for them. 
With you it's different. Now, you being 
in Washin'ton with a string o' newspa
pers—huh?" 

Carlin had walked off. 
"There he goes," muttered F lav in , 

"pluggin' the game of a lot of people can 
never do a thing for h im." 

Trainor was shaking his head, half 
sadly and half seriously, at Car l in . He 
replaced Totten's letter on the pile on his 
desk. "One of the jokes of the mess is to 
accuse me of having so much money that 
I could publish my own books of foolish 
rhymes if I felt like it, but I haven't 
enough to pay for that bale of blankets for 
Pay Totten. Aboard ship Pay has just 
as much money as I have. But no mat
ter—I'm one of those who believe that no
body beats the game in the long run. The 
eternal laws are against it. The people 

get everybody pretty near right in time. 
A n d fellows like Pay will get what's due 
them some time. A n d your congressional 
friend, too, I hope. But"—Tra inor 
stood up—"what d'y'say, Car l , if we get 
out into the ward-room country again? 
It's been a long watch since you and I 
clinked glasses together." 

A n d outside in the mess-room, standing 
almost under the air-port which opened 
out to sea, Trainor held his glass up to 
Carlin's, saying: "There was a bosun's 
mate I knew one time, named Cahalan. 
I used to absorb most of my philosophy 
from him. I was on the bridge one night, 
and in one of the wings was Cahalan and 
another lad of the watch. They were evi
dently having an argument about some
thing, and Cahalan was trying to con
vince him. I couldn't hear what his 
watch-mate said, but from out of the dark 
all at once I heard Cahalan. Said Ca
halan : ' When a man does a good job and 
gets rated up for it, he's a lucky geezer; 
when he does a good job and don't get rated 
up for it, he mayn't be a lucky geezer, but 
what th ' hell, he's done a good job just the 
same, ain't he? ' So, Car l , what d'y'say? 
—to Pay Totten, sailing lonesome through 
the Trades—a poor politician, but a 
damn good officer!" 
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By Katherine Mayo 
I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY W A L T E R L . G R E E N E 

\[G M a r y , a strapping Bar
badian negress, had strayed 
across the Caribbean to the 
Dutch colony of Surinam 
more vaguely than a bird 
strays in the air. So, also, 

came Moses, a black bulk from Demerara. 
And the two, being met, mated enduringly, 
yet by bonds far slighter than those that 
bind the feathered folk in springtime. 

Big M a r y attached to Maclise and his 
mining work in the gold bush; and here, 
indeed, grew no slight bond, but the sin-
gle-souled devotion, the hot, inalienable 
loyalty of the old-time negro to the mas
ter. In many a pinch had she proved i t— 
in one above all so stiff and wicked that 
the grateful Maclise had rewarded her gor
geously, even with the right to ride in his 
private launch whenever he himself should 
traverse the river between Paramaribo, 
the port town, and his placer in the jungle. 

As this distinction pertained to Mary-
alone, of all the colored multitude of the 
colony, she wore it with sacerdotal maj
esty. A n d though it entailed her con
stant attendance atloat, Maclise found 
little objection, for the giant Barbadian 
was as silent as the rough-hewn wooden 
idol she resembled, while the sight of 
her burly form, squatting alert and mo
tionless on the forward deck, imparted a 
sense of reserve force not always unwel
come. 

Moses, her man, like the stolid ox he 
was, she kept to his work at the placer. 
To the mind of his mate Paramaribo was 
no place for Moses. In his first five min
utes on Waterkant, she explained to him, 
some rapscallion would strip him of every 
cent he possessed, returning no benefit. 
Whereas, if she went down singly, drew 
his earnings, and spent them as her spirit 
moved, they served at least an agreeable 
purpose. So Moses continued to chop 
cord-wood and lay up treasure in the town 
office, while M a r y , flitting at wil l and 
alone, disbursed that treasure to her own 
satisfaction. 

To the other laborers Big M a r y seemed a 
thing apart. The only woman allowed on 
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the placer, her severity, her strength and 
courage, and her fierce faith to the mas
ter made her a sexless engine of wrath. 
They respected and feared her with a 
truth that afforded Maclise unending de
light, and he never tired of observing that 
comic relationship. 

Now it happened, on a season, that M a 
clise was called from the placer to town; 
and, the contracts of a gang of laborers 
expiring at the time, he determined, for 
convenience' sake, to take the gang with 
him. To them, at the last moment, ac
crued one alleged invalid. This fellow, 
a mulatto pump-hand named Banknote, 
lay under strong suspicion of malingering; 
but his pretence, if such it was, cleverly-
defied proof and enforced his plea for sick-
leave. 

"Banknote." said Maclise, as he stepped 
into the big fish-boat that should convey 
them all down creek to the launch's river 
anchorage, "Banknote , take an oar. It 
is good medicine. But , M a r y , you sit op
posite and watch he doesn't overwork 
himself. Banknote is sick, you know." 
He regarded the Amazon gravely. 

" Y e s , mahster," said M a r y with a face 
of stone. 

The men had stowed their luggage 
as best its motley form allowed. Canis
ters, boxes, sacks, and tools were packed 
compactly, while on top of all perched 
the inevitable chicken-crate crowded with 
melancholy fowls—property of the stroke-
oar, Fi tz j im. 

Heavi ly stumbling, bitterly mumbling, 
Banknote slouched to place. B ig Man-
fronted him solemnly. Maclise, light
ing a pipe, settled back in his deck-chair 
prepared for enjoyment. W i t h a cloven 
howl Fi tz j im hove his great voice into the 
swing of the old-time negro chanty: 

" W a k t i pikienso, joe sa s i " — 

The crew bent to their oars. 

" W a i t a little, you shall see 
The Englishmen returning." 

T o the slow lunge of the song the blades 
swung and caught and the big boat slid 
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away upon her course to the river. Close it. Yet all the hot, green twilight throbbed 
on either hand the mass of the jungle rose with veiled vitalities, and the thousand 
from the creek's muddy edge. Overhead golden butterflies dancing across its face 

Banknote slouched to place, llig Mary fronted him solemnly.—Page 756. 

it met in a thick entanglement, where seemed the surface spray of an ocean of 
lianas, orchid-starred, bound palm to tree- life invisible. 
fern, iron-heart to mora. Rarely a ray Keyed high by the joy of change the 
of sunlight filtered through that web. negroes rowed sturdily. The sweat rolled 
Neither bird nor beast appeared beneath down their faces, and their oily palms 
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slipped and slid on the oar-grips. Yet 
they bent their shining backs with a will 
and' their snatches of speech bubbled child
like glee. Banknote alone bore himself as 
a man with a grievance, sourly, his rising 
lips the barometer of a stormy mind. By-
swift degrees his stroke weakened, his 
hand grew lax. 

M a r y bent forward, the points of her 
turban pricked like a terrier's ears. 

" Y o u , Banknote—" she murmured. 
The man, scowling defiance, rested fair 

on the oar. 
Then a subtile change welled through 

her, a deep wave of exultation. To the 
glinting windows of her little eyes sprang 
a quick, ancestral imp, black, cold, blood-
lustful, and peered and grinned. Her 
brawny arm, rustling the folds of her 
skirt, drew forth a club and laid i t across 
the pillars of her thighs. 

"Sweet chi ld ," she breathed, swaying 
like an elephant ready for action,"Pull 

One instant the malingerer paused, then, 
withered with rage, surrendered. The 
thing passed as naught and was over. B i g 
Mary ' s gaze, wandering, flitted easily on 
and away, to alight at last on the chicken-
coop and its occupants. Even for trop
ical fowls these made a sorry lot, but 
foremost among them, pressed miserably 
against the slats, drooped a hen of mar
vellous poverty—a dingy white hen whose 
every feather grew ruffling forward as if 
swept since birth by a>steady gale from 
the stern. 

" M i g h t y handsome hen, dat devil-hen 
Fi tz j im got yonder," the negress solil
oquized, as one already far afield among 
pleasant irrelevancies; "mighty handsome 
fowl is she!" 

But Banknote sulked in silence. N o t 
again was the rhythm of the oars jarred 
by one lapsed note. 

The day sped. Twilight descended, 
sinking into night. The creek became 
a dreamland stream, shapeless, soundless, 
lurking through the lowest deeps of a 
chasm of inky shadows, the sky above al
most shut out by monstrous wraiths of 
trees whose bush-rope garments hung like 
old shrouds, thin moonbeams filtering 
through their tatters. The air grew chill 
and dank. A little ghostly mist crept out 
from the darkest places to cling upon the 
breast of the waters. Far away in the 

grim unknown rang the faint, high wail of 
a beast of prey. The night thrilled to 
the sound, then sank again into grave
like stillness. A n d the small mist spread 
and thickened. The children of sunlight 
wrought on in silence—long strokes and 
heavy—hushed by the terror of the goblin-
haunted night, while the wide eyes of the 
steersman prayed the blackness for bea
cons that only he and the bats could see. 

Of a sudden rose his voice in that slow 
ululation, neither loud nor clear, that, 
like an arrow, pierces far jungle-reaches: 

"Captain, make ready, the Master comes! 
Stoker, light tire, the Master comes!" 

The crew broke into senseless monkey-
chatter, laughing their relief. A n d full 
two miles away, in the waiting launch, 
men heard the chant and obeyed. 

A t last, on an instant, the black banks 
fell away, the sky broadened, the boat, 
like one passing from a lane into a high
way, slid from the creek into the great 
highway of the river, and lay at rest ac
cording to the law. 

A drizzling rain was falling. The fire 
of the police-post glistened on the drip
ping, dangling finger-tips of its palm-leaf 
thatch, and licked with long tongues of 
light down the greasy clay of the landing-
slope. A little group of policemen hud
dled in silence about the blaze, and the 
lamps of the launch twinkled near. But 
around and behind and over all , bigger 
and blacker than the big, black night, 
loomed the huge, vague body of the wilder
ness, more monstrous, more imminent, 
more darkly awful because of the puny 
intrusion of mankind. 

Maclise, uncoiling, scrambled up the 
bank, carrying in his own hands his bar 
of bullion, product of the placer's last run, 
to record it with the commissary by the 
ordinance of the land. After him swarmed 
his crew, to be searched, in the interests of 
society, for smuggled gold. Meantime a 
pair of policemen ransacked the deserted 
boat, shaking out clothing, prying into 
canisters, scrutinizing cracks and crev
ices for signs of false woodwork or of 
freshly puttied holes. Nothing contra
band appearing, the pair hurried home to 
the camp-fire, where all the placer people 
clung, steaming, around the flames. 

Then it was that B i g M a r y , flying in 
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the face of sense, stole away down over 
the greasy slope back into the comfortless 
fish-boat. F i t z j im, furtively watchful, 
obscurely anxious, tracked after her to 
the water's edge, while at his heels lurched 
Banknote. M a r y , arms akimbo, stand
ing at ease on the broad bottom, surveyed 
their progress wi th satisfied eyes t i l l they 
glowered upon her from the bank. Then, 
catching up a boat's lantern, she waded 
across the oar-benches and climbed the 
freight-pile to the chicken-crate. Bend
ing low with the light held close, she 
pointed out that same white hen whose 
feathers, like the thoughts of the sorrow
ful, bent all the wrong way. The creature, 
dazzled, gasped, choked, and hung its 
feeble head. 

' ' H i , F i t z j i m ! " she observed cheerfully, 
' ' A h done fall in love with dis white devil-
hen you got here. A h gwine pay you one 
whole guilder fo' she. She ain't wufi it, 
an' she ain't look lak she health too good, 
anyhow. Bu t A h want she. Y o u w i l l i n ' ? 
E h ? " 

Fi tz j im, visibly troubled, growled out 
a churlish "no ." Suddenly Mary snatched 
the crate, ripped off a slat, and reached 
inside. W i t h smothered oaths F i tz j im 

and Banknote jumped for the boat. But, 
quicker than they, the great negress, bear
ing her prize with her, leaped from her 
vantage height clear to the bank. M a d 
with rage, howling blasphemies, the two 
men scrambled after, while the big boat 
slapped the water hysterically. Maclise 
and the police, alarmed by the noise, came 
pelting down the slope none too soon to 
save a melee. 

Ignoring all else. B i g M a r y turned to 
the patroon. "Mahster , " she said, set
tling her tidy turban with one broad hand 
while in the other she displayed the weak
ly shrieking cause of war, " Mahster, 
look!" 

Then like a flash she whirled on Fi tz j im. 
"G imme dat knife!" she cried, and, 

reaching behind him, snatched the bare 
blade he hastily tried to conceal. One 
instant she confronted the cowering negro, 
then, laughing, looked down at the steel 
so nearly reddened with her blood. " A h 
got a use fo' dat," said she. 

Drawing the knife across the fowl's 
crop, she buried her fingers in its tor
mented feathers, fumbled a moment, and 
stretched forth her palm bright with small 
nuggets of gold. 

759 
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M a r y grinned triumphantly. " D e v i l -
hen looked mos' loo much bowed down 
an' weighted wid affliction! A n ' she ain't 
de onliest sad one, nieder, in dat said 
crate o' Fi tz j im's ." 

Fi tz j im, crying bitterly, swearing by 
all the powers of heaven that he knew 
not who had stuffed his fowls, was reaped 
by the police. Maclise, ordering the com
pany of the righteous to be towed in his 
wake, philosophically boarded the wait
ing launch. But as Mary , after him, 
stepped over the gunwale, one lurking at 
her ear hissed evi l ly: 

" W o m a n , if A h live A h ' l l pay you well 
for this day!" 

The giantess, turning, looked into hate-
hot eyes. " G o o d dear! Banknote," she 
drawled insolently, "so you is wuss than 
sluggard. Y o u is thief an' hard too. 
Jes' lak A h thought!" 

" A h ' l l pay you, an' pay you we l l ! " re
peated the smuggler's baffled mate. 

Big M a r y threw back her head and 
laughed aloud. 

" Y o u poo', mis'able l i T idjit! E f you 
try yo' tricks on me you gwine be de wuss 
fool nigger in dis whole land!" 

Fi tz j im naturally went to jai l . There 
they dressed him one-half in blue, one-
half in brown, divided perpendicularly, 
and assigned him to the chain-gang. A n d 
his daily sorties in that piebald train to 
dig from dawn to dark in noisome drain
age trenches preached wisdom to the neth
er people. Banknote, joyless between the 
eye of the police and the shadow of his late 
ally, convalesced speedily and returned 
to the placer to serve out his unfinished 
contract. 

But once safely back in the bush, the 
mulatto turned wholly to plots of ven
geance. M a r y by this time stood fast in 
his mind as a monster of unmitigated v i l -
lany. 

"Pharisee! Persecutor! Snake! She's 
proud as the devil himself because the 
master favors her! She grinds the face of 
the poor! She hates to see us prosper!" 

So he brooded, gathering his cunning. 
A n d his cunning presently perceived that 
Mary ' s vulnerable point was Moses— 
Moses, whose doglike trust had for years 
been hers unquestioned—Moses, toward 
whom at heart she bore a fondness rare in 

her people. Forthwith he opened the 
siege of the big negro's loyalty. 

That very evening, after the day's run 
was done and all the placer force had fed, 
bathed, and put on its white pajamas, he 
took his guitar and sauntered along the 
hillside to Moses's solitary camp. There, 
under his troolie thatch, resting at ease by 
his fire, sprawled the placid wood-chopper. 

" E v e n i n ' , Br 'er Moses. How is your 
health. Br'er Moses?" asked the wily one, 
squatting by the smoke. " M y mind gave 
me to drop in to inquire." 

The other stared in dull surprise; Moses 
was little used to visitors. Banknote 
gazed long and hard at him, then shook 
his head and looked away, sighing heav-
ily. 

" A h sorry for Moses! A h sure is sorry 
for poor Br 'er Moses," he muttered. 

"Sorry? W h y is you sorry fo' me?" 
asked the negro, amazed. 

" O h , man, pardon! The word jest 
slipped out. A h ain't mean to express my 
thought." 

Nor would further questioning dis
lodge him that night from the formal 
lines of music and politest talk. 

B y the succeeding evening his sharp 
eyes saw how the poison had worked. He 
decanted another dose. 

" B r ' e r Moses, it cuts my heart to see 
a fine man like you deceived." 

Moses's jaw dropped. 
" B r ' e r Moses, M a r y ain't speak of you 

with the respeck she owe. She let every
body hear how she goes to town to enjoy 
liberty, an' she call you 'o ld fool ' to stay 
behind. But she state you can't help your
self, Moses." Here the speaker leaned 
forward, staring hither and yon into the 
night as if fearful of the powers of the 
air, then fixing the shivering negro with 
an awful eye: " Moses," he hissed, " M a r y 
stole a white devil-hen, goin' down to town. 
L se you reason. Think, man, think! 
Now, what for do peoples want white devil-
hens? " 

The listener shivered through every 
nerve of his great bulk. 

"While devil-hens, Moses, is for makin 
obea!" 

W i t h a curdling howl the black man 
sprang to his feet. Bu t the schemer 
pulled him back, pattering words of com
passion. 
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" N o , no. B r e r Moses, don' take it so 
hard. man. M a n - said she put obea on 
you so strong that nothin' can't go well 
with you while she's away. So strong you 
can't never leave her, never, never, no 
matter what she do to you. But we won't 
believe that, B r e r Moses. Maybe her 
obea ain't good. Maybe it won't work. 
Be of good cheer, dear B r e r Moses. Our 
Father above gwine proteck us from our 
spiritual enemy and from everlastin" death 
—// we is clean of all sin. Is you clean 
of all sin. Br 'er Moses, or has the B a d 
M a n got his claws in you? His claws. 
an' his teef, an' his hot an' spiky tail? 
O-oh, Br 'er Moses! O-oh. Br 'er Moses! 
Pray, Br 'er Moses, an" let us join in 
song." 

Seizing his guitar, the artist, with a few 
woful chords, broke into a marrow-
searching wai l : 

' • 'Day of Wrath! that day of raoumin'. 
Heaven an' Earth in ashes burnin'—' 

Sing! Sing with me. poor hunted soul!" 
But Moses lay groaning on the ground, 

face downward. 
Next morning, however, when the whis

tle rang through the happy valley, he 
trudged away to work cheerful enough 
under the bright influence of sun, breeze, 
and all well-being, his child's mind for the 
moment unclouded by memories of dread. 
But fate willed that he should begin the 
day heavily. 

It was a purple-heart, not large, but of 
formidable toughness. M a n v hours he 
hacked at it , he. the best chopper in the 
colony, before it fell. Then, ruefully 
feeling his axe-edge, chipped and toothed 
by the flinty wood, he swore he would not 
split the trunk by hand, and so began to 
bore for dynamite. His huge arms ached, 
his horny palms bled before the dri l l suf
ficed. No t t i l l quitting-time could he fire 
the fuse. A n d even then, when he crawled 
from shelter after the explosion, his enemv 
lay before him scarcely scratched, one 
small spot of loosened fibre alone showing 
where the blast had passed. The thing 
was common enough; but now it seemed 
suspicious, to his mood. Was Mary ' s 
spell already acting? How many more 
holes must he dril l , how many more davs 
must he hew, to reduce this brute to fire
wood? In the worst of humors, the ne

gro gathered his tools and started off for 
camp. 

Ten minutes later the next thing hap
pened. In the bush trail a tapir met him. 
There she stood, big and fat and gray, 
like a wabble-nosed, low-lying Shetland 
pony—stood in the narrow path while sun
set and leaf-shadows dappled her broad 
back mother-of-pearl—stood among tree-
fems, motionless, and stared at Moses. 
Motionless. Moses stared at her. But 
Moses moved first. 

" W e l l , auntie," said he, "sence you 
isn't in no haste. A h beg you kin ' ly rest 
whe' you is t i l l Moses get a gun."' 

"So A h jumped over to camp an' 
lended a gun," he told the sympathetic 
Banknote by that night's fireside. " B u t 
when A h returned, sir, what you t'ink? 
Bush-cow-gone.' Gone.sir'. Couldn' twait 
dat one l i T minute, an ' she wid not ' in' in 
all God's worl ' to do! Scanious onrea-
sonable ole out law!" 

"So true!" assented the sympathetic 
Banknote. "She was onnatural outlaw, 
vexin' a gen'leman like y o u . . Bu t "—and 
he sighed heav i ly—"Ah told you already, 
A h sorry for you, Br 'er Moses." 

" Y o u ain't t ' i nk—" gasped Moses. 
Banknote, nodding his horror, stole 

away. 
That night the negro tossed restlessly. 

A t dawn he rose dour and savage. To
ward evening D a v i d , the kindest litt'.e 
mule on the placer, gave him the kick he 
deserved. 

"Is you goin' to endure i t ? " asked 
Banknote by the supper-pot, as Moses 
patched his barked shin. 

" N o t from no mule." growled Moses. 
The cunning mulatto turned away to 

hide the joy in his eyes: Maclise kept 
scant mercy for the merciless to beasts. 
Then he made a suggestion. A n d . in ac
cord with that suggestion, when the two 
met next morning on their way to work 
he slid into the black man's hand some 
four inches of small steel cable, stubbed at 
either end t i l l its stiff component wires 
rayed out like bristles in a brush. 

That very afternoon gentle little David 
trundled his cart around to Moses's clear
ing for a load of wood. Moses, with un
precedented interest, gave him a per
sonal welcome, rubbing his head and ears, 
playing wi th his soft gray nose. But 
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David , for the first time in history, fretted 
under caresses, stamped, jerked, lunged, 
and finally bolted clean away. 

At breakneck speed he fled toward 
camp, thrashing the emptying carl hither 
and yon against trees and bowlders, to 
plunge at last into his stable-yard kicking 
and screaming, wreckage awhirl at his 
heels. The frightened foreman, thinking 
him utterly mad, would have had him 
forthwith s h o t , but Maclise, hastily called 
to the spot, pounced on the truth. 

"He ' s in pa in ," he cried; "let 's get at 
his mouth." 

One glance told the story. The bris
tling barbs of the scrap of cable twisted 
around the bit, with its ends bent up and 
down, had cruelly lacerated tongue and 
gums and palate. The sight would have 
roused the angels. Maclise's face took 
on a look not difficult to read. 

Yet , negro-like, Moses could find no 
natural sequence in events that followed. 

" H o w de mahster could knowed A h 
done it, widout de obea tell him? Why 
de mahster so outrageous fo' dat one l i T 
foolish mule? Mules ain't got souls! 
Oh!" he groaned, when once again re
stored to his proper camp. 

Banknote, ministering in spirit only, 
rolled eyes of deep understanding. His 
victim, gray with fear, moaned on, rapid
ly jetsamming his own vital i ty. 

" W a i ! wai! M a haid k i l l in ' me! A h 
cyant quench ma thirst! A h gwine die, 
Ah gwine die! Obea compass me roun' 
an' roun'! De Bad M a n draggin' me 
down!" 

Then Banknote played his trump: 
"Br ' e r Moses, raise up an' hearken to 

good tidin's. Last night in a dream it 
was told me how that white devil-hen 
ain't hatch pure while. She done growed 
three little gray feathers once, what Fi tz
jim pulled out. Br 'er Moses, that obea 
can't work no more. You is free. Y o u can 
leave M a r y . Y o u can leave her, leave her, 
hear? Br 'er Moses, there's a Dutch girl 
down in town, too nice—too sweet—full 
black, like you. Y o u say the word, an' 
I ' l l write her a letter. A n ' when we all 
go down at Easter you passes your canister 
to she, eh?" 

Late on Easter Even the placer fish-
boats pulled into Paramaribo. A gor-
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geous crowd of girls, brown, yellow, and 
black, waited on Waterkant to greet 
them, and, as the men jumped ashore, 
Squawks of welcome split the night. 
Awhile the clamor lasted. Then, one by 
one, o u t of t h e tumult of jubilation, each 
pair emerged and moved away, swinging 
a canister between them, until at last none 
remained save the solitary guard. 

"Where Big M a r y ? " marvelled he, as 
he curled down into the tarpaulins for his 
usual forbidden sleep. " Strange, Ah ain't 
seed Big M a r y 'mongst de womens!" 

Yet M a r y , in her cabin, had slaved 
since dawn, baking, brewing, scrubbing, 
setting the place in order f o r the great 
holiday of the year. Dusk caught her 
still at the cheerful task. And when at 
last it was done she threw herself flat upon 
the floor to rest t i l l news of the boats 
should come. But the negro sleeps the 
sleep of the drugged. 

Easter Monday was pay-day. Gay in 
their holiday garments, the laborers gath
ered in the compound of Maclise's own 
house. W i t h them came many women, to 
draw the wages of their absent mates. A t 
first the crowd stood quiet and orderly, 
according to its respectful wont; but soon 
a hot excitement burned through the veil 
of calm. Two voices soared in altercation. 
Others quickly joined, t i l l the air choked 
with outcry such as never before had 
shamed the dignity of the place. 

Nora Maclise, hurrying to her window, 
looked down. Below in the courtyard, 
lost to all law, the black folk swayed and 
screamed and scolded, with flapping hands 
and brandished fists and out-thrust chins. 
The thing was scandalous. And , strangest 
of all, there full in the midst sat M a r y — 
M a r y the arbiter, the order-maker, in
active in the heart of war. 

Amazed beyond all guessing, Nora called. 
Another moment and the great negress 
stood courtesying in the door. Her huge 
bulk loomed its biggest in spotless church-
going white. The snuggest and godlicst of 
turbans swathed her head. Her clasped 
hands enfolded a brilliant Easter card and 
aprayer-book and hymnal of the Church 
of England, a sprig of green marking the 
proper Psalms for the Day. A n odor of 
extraordinary sanctity enveloped her as 
a cloud. 
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" M a n - , what on earth do those people 
mean? " 

Timid ly deprecatory-, the giantess re
plied : 

" L i T mistress, dat ain't nuffin'. Dey 's 
only exchanging dey opinions about me. 

' "You see. l i T mistress," she pursued, 
"i t 's lak dis: Easter mornin' A h hear how-
Moses done come to town and gone off to 
live wid a Du tch girl. X o w , endurin' of 
de day my time were all took up by my 
duties to my church—partakin' of early-
sacrament, an' mornin' service, an' even
song and such. But when church outs at 
night, A h say to myself, A h say: 

" 'Now, let me tend to po' ole Moses! ' 
"So A h go home and A h get my cut

lass, an' A h walk over Combe way t i l l 
A h rind where dat Dutch girl live. She 
givin' a party, jes' lak I expeck—a 
mighty r fine party too. Look lak she 
proud of Moses, dat fool Dutch girl! 

"She had a plenty o' guests invited, 

ladies an' gen'lmens bofe. Dey was all 
proud, too. Yass 'm. Ext ra proud. A h 
sure w-as obliged to nick 'em up befo' A h 
could calm dey spirits an' cut my Moses 
out. 

" B u t A h brung him, yass'm. Oh, 
yass'm, A h brung h im! He safe at home 
now-. Only, fo' de time bein' he feel mos' 
like restin' in baid. 

"So A h jes' dropped in by myself, 
after service dis mornin' to wish de mis
tress an' de mahster de peace of dese holy 
days, an' to bring a Easter text, wid bofe 
our loves an' duties.' ' 

Dropping her farewell courtesy, Mary 
turned to go; then, in a sudden burst of 
confidence and conviction, looked back 
for one final word: 

" L i T mistress, dat yellow boy. Bank
note, are too simple! Why, Moses ain't 
want no Dutch g i r l ! What Moses want is 
a good woman to work an' a handsome lady 
to walk wid. Mv Moses want jes' me!" 

T H E G R I E F 

B y Theodos i a Gar r i son 

T H E heart of me's an empty thing, that never stirs at all 
For Moon-shine or Spring-time, or a far bird's call. 
I only know 'tis l iving by a grief that shakes it so,— 
Like an East wind in Autumn, when the old nests blow. 

Gray Eyes and Black Hair , 'tis never you I blame; 
'Tis long years and easy years since last I spoke your name. 
A n d I 'm long past the knife-thrust I got at wake or fair, 
Or looking past the lighted door and fancying you there. ' 

Gray Eyes and Black Hair—the grief is never this; 
I've long forgot the soft arms—the first wi ld kiss. 
But, oh. girl that tore my youth,—'tis this I have to bear,— 
// you were kneeling at my feet, I'd neither stay nor care! 
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| g j |g^gg |T the time of my first visit 
J to the penitentiary of my 

native State the warden 
3 ^ X \ ^ 3 surprised me by saying: 
E ^ H i j n j J ' ' ^ m o n S the very best men 

in the prison are some of 
the ' l i fe ' men, the men here for murder." 

This statement is not difficult to un
ravel, and my study of the " l i f e" men has 
convinced me of its truth. 

The law classes the ki l l ing of one per
son by another under three heads. The 
murder deliberately planned and executed 
is designated murder in the first degree, 
and for this in many of our States the 
penalty is stil l capital punishment; other
wise legal murder deliberately planned 
and officially executed, the penalty du
plicating the offence in general outline. 
This is the popular conception of fitting 
the penalty to the crime; and its con
tinuance ignores the obvious truth that 
just so long as the law justifies and sets 
the example of taking life under given 
circumstances the individual wi l l justify 
himself in taking life under circumstances 
which seem to him to warrant i t ; the 
individual simply takes the law into his 
own hands. War and the death penalty 
are the two most potent sources of men
tal suggestion in the direction of murder. 
Statistics vary, but in the majority of 
countries and States in which capital 
punishment has been abolished, a decrease 
rather than an increase of murders has 
followed—a perfectly logical result. 

For years I was an advocate of capital 
punishment as a merciful alternative to 
life imprisonment. Knowing that the 
certainty of approaching death is likely 
to produce spiritual awakening, and to 
bring to the surface all that is best in a 
man, as in "the penitent thief" of scrip
tural fame; believing that death is the 
great liberator and the gateway to higher 
things; knowing that a man imprisoned 
for life may become mentally and spiri

tualise T a y l o r 
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tually deadened by the hopeless tragedy 
of his fate, or may become so intent on 
excusing, palliating, or justifying his 
crime as in time to lose all sense of guilt, 
perhaps eventually to believe himself a 
vic t im rather than a criminal; knowing 
the unspeakable suffering of the prisoner 
who abandons himself to lifelong re
morse, and knowing how often the " l i f e " 
man becomes a prey to insanity, in sheer 
pity for the criminal I came to regard the 
death penalty as a merciful means of 
escape from an incomparably worse fate. 

However, every other consideration 
becomes secondary to what measure will 
best protect human life. In my mind 
there is no question that in deliberately 
and in cold blood setting the example of 
the death penalty the state is justifying 
the taking of life. St i l l further, that in 
every execution within the walls of a 
penitentiary the suggestion of murder 
is sown broadcast among the other con
victs, especially among the mentally un
sound. If capital punishment is upheld 
as a measure necessary to the protection 
of society each State should have its 
State executioner, and executions should 
take place at the State capitol in the 
presence of the governor and of as many 
legislators as may be in the city. In rele
gating to the penitentiary the ugly office 
of Jack Ketch , we escape the realization 
of what it all is—how revolting, how bar
barous—and we throw one more horror 
into the psychic atmosphere of prison 
life. 

Throughout the United States the 
legal penalty for murder in the second 
degree is imprisonment for life; then fol
lows the crime called manslaughter, when 
the act is commitcd in self-defence or 
under other extenuating circumstances, 
the penalty for which is imprisonment 
for a varying but limited term of years. 
Practically there is no definite line divid
ing murder in the second degree from 
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manslaughter. A clever, expert lawyer, 
whether on the side of the prosecution or 
the defence, has little difficulty in carry
ing his case over the border in the one 
direction or the other. Money and the 
social position of the accused are im
portant factors in adjusting the delicate 
balance between murder in the second 
degree and manslaughter. 

Various are the pathways that lead to 
the illegal taking of life; terrible often the 
pressure brought to bear upon the man 
before the deed is done. Deadly fear, 
the fear common to humanity, has been 
the force that drove the hand of many 
a man to strike, stab, or shoot with fatal 
effect; while anger, righteous or unright
eous, the momentary impulse of intense 
emotional excitement to which we are 
all more or less liable, has gathered its 
host of victims and caused the tragic nun 
of unnumbered men now wearing life 
away in our penitentiaries. 

A n d terribly true it is that some of the 
" l i f e " men are among the best in our pris
ons—the " l i f e " men. w h o are all indis
criminately called murderers. That some 
of them were murderers at heart and a 
menace to the community we cannot 
doubt: doubtless also some are i n n o 
cent of any crime; and there are others 
for whom it would be better for all con
cerned if they were given liberty to-day. 

It seems to be assumed that a man un
justly imprisoned suffers more than the 
one who knows that h e has only himself 
to blame. M u c h depends upon the na
ture of the man. Given two men of 
equally sound moral nature, while the one 
with a clear conscience may suffer in
tensely, from the sense of outrage and 
injustice, from the tearing of the heart
strings and the injury to business rela
tions, his mental agony can hardly equal 
that of the man whose heart is eaten out 
with remorse. The best company any 
prisoner can have is his own self-respect, 
the best asset of a bankrupt life. I have 
been amazed to see for how much that 
counts in the peace and hope, and the 
great power of patience which makes for 
health and gives strength for endurance. 

On a lovely evening some thirty years 
ago, there was a jolly wedding at the home 
of a young Irish girl in a Western city. 

T o m Evans, the groom, a big-hearted, 
jovial fellow, was deeply in love with the 
girl of his choice. H e was earning good 
wages and he intended to take good care 
of his wife. 

I t was midnight, and the streets were 
flooded with brilliant moonlight when 
Evans started to take his bride from her 
home to his, accompanied on the wayr by 
J i m Maguire, L a r r y Flannigan, and Ned 
Foster, three of the wedding guests. 
They were not carriage folks, and were 
walking to the street-car when J im M a 
guire, who had not been averse to the ex
hilarating liquids in hospitable circulation 
at the wedding-feast, became unduly hi
larious and disported himself with song 
and dance along the sidewalk, a diversion 
in which the others took no part. This 
hilarity was summarily interrupted by a 
policeman, who attempted to arrest the 
young man for disorderly conduct, a 
proceeding vigorously resisted by M a 
guire. 

This was the beginning of an affray in 
which the policeman was kil led; and the 
whole party were arrested and taken into 
custody. As the policeman was well 
known, one of the most popular men on 
the force, naturally public indignation ran 
high and the feeling against his slayers 
was bitter and violent. 

T o m Evans and J i m Maguire were held 
for murder, while La r ry Flannigan, a boy 
of seventeen, and N e d Foster, as partici
pants in the affair, were charged with man
slaughter. The men were given fair trials 
—separate trials, I believe, in different 
courts; but it was impossible to get at the 
facts of the case, as there were no actual 
witnesses outside of those directly affected 
by the outcome; while each lawyer for 
the defence did his best to clear his own 
client from direct responsibility for the 
death of the policeman regardless of the 
deserts of the others under accusation. 

A n d so it came to pass that J im M a 
guire and T o m Evans were "sent up 
for life, while the bride of an hour re
turned to her father's house and in the 
course of time became the bride of an
other. Lar ry Flannigan was sentenced 
to fourteen years' imprisonment. Ned 
Foster, having served a shorter sentence, 
was released previous to my acquaintance 
with the others. 
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Some five years later one of the prison 
officers interested in J im Maguire asked 
me to interview the man. Maguire w a s 
a tall , muscular fellow, restive under con
finement as a hound in leash; nervous, 
too, and with abounding vital i ty, ready 
at a moment's notice again to break out 
in song and dance if only the chance were 
given. This very overcharge of high 
animal spirits, excited by the wedding 
festivities, was the starting-point of all 
the tragedy. N o doubt, too, in his make
up there were corresponding elements of 
recklessness and defiance. 

Our first interview was the beginning 
of an acquaintance resulting in an inter
change of letters; but it was not until a 
year afterward that in a long conversa
tion Maguire gave me an account of his' 
part in the midnight street encounter. 
Admitt ing disorderly conduct and re
sistance against the officer, he claimed 
that it was resistance only and not a 
counter attack: stating that the struggle 
between the two continued until the 
officer had the upper hand and then con
tinued beating him into subjection so 
vigorously that Maguire called for help, 
and was rescued from the hands of the 
officer by " one of the other boys " ; he did 
not say which one nor further implicate 
any one. 

" A s k the other boys," he said. " L a r r y 
didn't have anything to do with the k i l l 
ing, but he saw the whole thing. Get 
Larry to tell the story, " he urged. 

A n d so I was introduced to Larry . He 
was altogether of another type from M a 
guire. I hardly knew whether he wore 
the convict stripes or broadcloth when 
I was looking into that face, so sunny, so 
kindly, so frank. After all these years 
I can never think of La r ry without a 
glow in my heart. H e alone of al l my 
prisoners appeared to have no conscious
ness of degradation, of being a convict; 
but met me simply and naturally as if 
we had been introduced at a picnic. 

I told him of my interview with J im 
Maguire,and his immediate comment was, 
" J i m ought not to be here. He resisted 
arrest, but he did not k i l l the officer; he's 
here for life, and it 's wrong, it 's terrible. 
I hope you wil l do something for J im. " 

" B u t what of yourself?" I asked. 
" Y o u seem to have been outside of the af

fair altogether. I think I'd better do 
something for you." 

" O h , no!" he protested; " y o u can get 
one man out easier than two. I want to 
see J im out, and 1 d o n ' t want to stand in 
his way. You know 1 am innocent; and 
all my friends b e l i e v e me innocent; and 
I'm young and w e l l and can stand my 
sentence; it will be less than ten years 
with good time off. M y record is per
fect and I shall get along all right. But 
J im is here for l i fe ." 

I felt as i i 1 were dreaming. I knew 
it would be a simple matter to obtain 
release for Larry, who had already been 
there seven years; but no! the boy would 
not hear of it, would not even discuss it. 
His thought was all for J im, and he was 
unconscious of self-sacrifice. He simply 
set aside what seemed to him the lesser 
good in order to secure the greater. 

" D i d you ever make a full statement in 
court?". I asked. 

" N o . We were only allowed to answer 
direct questions in the examinations. 
None of us were given a chance to tell the 
straight story." 

"So the straight story never came out 
at any of the trials?" 

" N o . " 
Thinking it high time that the facts of a 

case in which two men were suffering im
prisonment for life should be ascertained 
and put on record somewhere, it then re
mained for me to interview Evans, and to see 
how nearly the statements of the three men 
agreed, each given to me in private seven 
years after the occurrence of the event. 

Tom Evans—I see him now clearly as if 
it were but yesterday—a thick-set, burly 
figure, with an intelligent face of good lines 
and strong character: a man of force, who, 
from his beginning as brakeman, might 
have worked his way up to superintending 
a railroad had the plan of his destiny been 
different. 

I told him frankly that I had asked to 
see him in the interest of the other two, 
and that what I wanted first of all was to 
get the facts of the case, for the tragedy 
was still a "case" to me. 

" A n d you want me to tell the s tory?" 
I felt the vibration of restrained emotion 
in the man from the first as he pictured 
the drama enacted in that midnight moon
light. 
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" I had just been married and we were 
going to my home. The streets were light 
as day. J i m was singing and dancing, 
when the policeman seized him. I saw-
there was going to be a fight and I made 
up my mind to keep out of i t ; for when I 
let my temper go it gets away with me. 
So I stood back with my girl. J im called 
for help, but I stood back t i l l I really be
lieved J i m might be killed. I couldn't 
stand by and see a friend beaten to death, 
or take any chance of that. A n d so I 
broke into the fight. I got hold of the 
policeman's club and began to beat the 
policeman. I am a strong man, and I 
can strike a powerful blow.' ' 

Here Evans paused, and there was si
lence between us until he said with a 
change of tone and expression: 

" I t was La r ry who came to the help of 
the policeman and got the club away from 
me. It's Lar ry that ought to be out. 
J im made the trouble and I killed the po
liceman, but Lar ry is wholly innocent. 
He is the one I want to see out." 

A t last we were down to bed-rock; there 
was no doubt now of the facts which the 
clumsy machinery of the courts had failed 
to reach. 

I assured Evans that I would gladly do 
what I could for Larry, and then and there 
Evans and I joined hands to help "the 
other boys." I realized something of the 
sacrifice involved when I asked Evans if 
he was willing to make a sworn statement 
in the presence of the warden of the facts 
he had given me. What a touchstone of 
the man's nature! But he was following 
the lead of truth and justice and there was 
no turning back. 

We all felt that it was a serious trans
action in the warden's office next day 
when Evans came in, and, after a l i t t le 
cjuiet conversation with the warden, made 
and signed a statement to the effect that 
he, and he only, struck the blows that 
killed the policeman, and with hand on 
the Bible made oath to the truth of the 
statement, which was then signed, as wit
nesses, by the warden and a notary. 

As Evans left the office the warden said 
to me: "Something ought to be done for 
that man also when the other boys are 
out." 

I knew that in securing this confession 
I had committed myself to all the neces

sary steps involved before the prison doors 
could be opened to Maguire and Larry . 
A n d in my heart I was already pledged to 
befriend the man who, wi th unflinching 
courage, had imperilled his own chances 
of liberation in favor of the others; for I 
was now beginning to regard Evans as the 
central figure in the tragedy. 

It is no brief nor simple matter to ob
tain the release of a man convicted of 
murder by the court and sentenced to 
life imprisonment unless one has political 
influence strong enough to override all ob
stacles. Almost endless are the delays 
likely to occur and the details to be worked 
out before one has in hand all the threads 
necessary to be woven into the fabric of a 
petition for executive clemency. 

• In order to come directly in touch with 
the families of L a r r y and Maguire, and 
with the competent lawyer already en
listed in their sendee and now- in the pos
session of the statement of Evans, I went 
to the city where the crime was com
mitted. The very saddest face that I had 
seen in connection with this affair was the 
face of Maguire's widowed mother. She 
was such a little woman, with spirit too 
crushed and broken by poverty and the 
fate of her son to revive even at the hope 
of his release. It was only the ghost of a 
smile with which she greeted me; but 
when we parted her gratitude called down 
the blessings of all the saints in the calen
dar to follow me all my days. 

Larry 's people I found much the same 
sort as he: cheerful, generous, bravely-
meeting their share of the hard luck that 
had befallen him, apparently cherishing 
the treasure of his innocence more than 
resenting the injustice; but most grateful 
for any assistance toward his liberation. 
The lawyer who had interviewed Larry 
and Maguire at the penitentiary ex
pressed amazement at what he called " the 
unbelievable unselfishness" of Larry . " I 
did not suppose it possible to find that 
spirit anywhere, last of al l places in a 
prison," he said. L a r r y had consented 
to be included in the petition drawn up 
for Maguire only when convinced that it 
would not impair Maguire 's chances. 

When I left the place the lines appeared 
to be well laid for the smooth running of 
our plans. I do not now remember what 
prevented the presentation of the petition 
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for commutation of both sentences to ten* 
years; but more than a year passed be
fore the opportune time s e e m e d to b e at 
hand. 

During this interval Evans was by no 
means l iving always in disinterested plans 
for the benefit of the others. The burden 
of his own fate hung heavily o\ er him, and 
no one in the prison was more athirst for 
freedom than he. In books from the 
prison library he found some diversion, 
and when tired of fiction he turned to phi
losophy, seeking to apply its reasoning to 
his own hard lot; again he sought in the 
poets some expression and interpretation 
of his own feelings. It was in the ever-
welcome letters that he found most actual 
pleasure, but he encountered difficulties 
in writing replies satisfactory to himself. 
In a letter now before me he says: 

" I only wish that I could write as I feel, 
then indeed would you receive a gem; but 
I can't, more's the pity. Hut I can pe
ruse and cherish your letters, and if I dare 
I would ask you to write oftener. Just 
think, the idea strikes me that I am writ
ing to an authorous, me that never could 
spell a little bit. But the authorous is my 
friend—is she not?—and will overlook 
this, my defect. I have done the best I 
could to write a nice letter and I hope i t 
will please you; but, in the words of 
Byron, 

" ' What is writ is writ: 
Would it were worthier. But I am not now 
That which I have been, and my visions flit 
Less palpably before me, and the glow 
Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering faint and 

low.' 

" W i t h the last line of your letter I close, 
'Wri te soon, wi l l you n o t ? " 

Evans's letters to me were infrequent, 
as he kept in correspondence with his law
yer, who encouraged him to hope that he 
would not spend all his life behind the 
bars. Others, too, claimed his letters. 
He writes me: 

" I have a poor old mother who expects 
and always gets my Christmas letters, but 
I resolved that you should have my first 
New Year 's letter, so here it is, wishing 
you a happy new year, and many of them. 
N o doubt you had many Christmas letters 
from here telling you of the time we had, 

* The good time allowed on a ten yearn' .sentence reduces it 
to six years and three months. 

ami a jolly good time it was. It is awfully 
dark here in the cells to-day anil 1 can 
hardly see the lines to write on. I hope 
you won't have as much trouble in read 
ing i t . " The handwriting in Evans's let
ters is vigorous, clear, and open: a straight
forward, manly hand without f r i l l s o r 
flourishes. 

Just as I was leaving home for one of my 
semiannual visits t o the penitentiary, I 
had information from their lawyer that 
the petition for Maguire and Larry would 
be presented to the governor the following 
month. Very much elated with the good 
news I was bringing I asked first for an in
terview with Evans. He came in, evi
dently in very good spirits; but as I pro
ceeded to relate with enthusiasm what we 
had accomplished, I felt an increasing lack 
of response on the part of Evans and saw 
the light fading from his face. 

" O h , Miss Taylor , " he said at last, with 
such a note of pain in his voice, " y o u 
know my lawyers have been working for 
me all this time. Of course I told them of 
the statement I made in the warden's of
fice, and then left the case in their hands. 
One of them was here yesterday and has a 
petition now ready asking that my sen
tence be reduced to fifteen years. Now, if 
the other petition goes in first " 

There was no need to finish the sen
tence, for the conflict of interests was clear, 
and Evans was visibly unnerved. We 
talked together for a long time. While 
unwilling to influence his decision, I real
ized that if his petition should have first 
consideration and be granted, the value of 
that confession, so important to the others, 
would be impaired, and the chances of M a -
guire's release lessened, for the governors 
are wary in accepting as evidence the con
fession of a man who has nothing to lose. 
On the other hand, I had not the heart to 
quench the hopes that Evans's lawyers had 
kindled. A n d in answer to his question, 
"Wha t shall I do?" I could only say, 
" T h a t is for you to decide." 

At last Evans pulled himself together 
enough to say, " Wel l , I 'm not going back 
on the boys now. I didn't realize just 
how my lawyers' efforts were going to af
fect them. I 'm going to leave the matter 
in your hands, for I know you will do what 
is right," and this he insisted on. "What 
ever course may seem best to take now, 
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Tom, after this I shall never rest t i l l I see 
you, too, out of prison," was my earnest 
assurance. 

There had been such a spirit of fair 
play among these men that I next laid the 
case before Maguire and Lar ry , and we 
three held a consultation as tc the best 
line of action. They, too, appreciated 
the generosity of Evans and realized, far 
more than I could, what it might cost 
him. Doubtless each one of the three felt 
the strong pull of self-interest; but there 
was no faltering in their unanimous choice 
of a square deal all around. One thing 
was clear: the necessity of bringing about 
an understanding and concerted action 
between the lawyers whose present inten
tions so seriously conflicted. The advice 
and moral support of the warden had been 
invaluable to me, and he and I both felt 
that if the lawyers could be induced to 
meet at the prison and consult not only 
with each other, but with their three clients 
— i f they could only come in direct touch 
with these convicts, and realize that they 
were men who wanted to do the right 
thing and the fair thing—that a petition 
could be drawn placing Evans and M a 
guire on the same footing, and asking the 
same reduction of sentence for both; 
while Larry , in justice, was entitled to a 
full pardon. I still believe that if this 
course had been taken both petitions 
would have been granted. But lawyers 
in general seem to have constitutional 
aversion to short cuts and simple meas
ures, and Evans's lawyers made no re
sponse to any overtures toward co-opera
tion. 

At about this time occurred a change in 
the State administration, with the conse
quent inevitable delay in the consideration 
of petitions for executive clemency, as it 
was considered impolitic for the newly 
elected governor to begin his career by 
hasty interference with the decision of the 
courts, or too lenient an attitude toward 
convicts. 

Then ensued that period of suspense 
which seems fairly to corrode the heart 
and nerves of the "long-time convict. The 
spirit alternates between the fever of hope 
and the chill of despair. M e n pray then 
who never prayed before. The days drag 
as they never dragged before, and when 
evening comes the mind cannot occupy it

self wi th books while across the printed 
page the same questions are ever writing 
themselves: "Sha l l I hear to-morrow?" 
" W i l l the governor grant or refuse my 
peti t ion?" One closes the book only to 
enter the restless and wearisome night, 
breathing the dead air of the prison cell, 
listening to the tread of the guard in the 
corridor. Small wonder would it be if in 
those midnight hours Evans cursed the 
day in which he declared that he alcne 
kil led the policeman; but neither in his 
letters to me nor in his conversation was 
there ever an indication of regret for that 
action. The Catholic chaplain of the 
prison was truly a good shepherd and com
forter to his flock, and i t was real spiritual 
help and support that he gave to the men. 
H i s advice at the confessional may have 
been the seed from which sprung Evans's 
resolve to clear his own conscience and ex
onerate the others when the opportunity 
came. 

Maguire never fluctuated in his confi
dence that freedom was on the way, but 
he wras consumed with impatience; Larry 
alone, who never sought release, bided his 
time in serene cheerfulness. 

A n d the powers that be that accepted 
Larry ' s sacrifice, for so long was the delay 
in the governor's office that Maguire was 
released on the day on which Larry 's sen
tence expired. The world looked very 
bright to J i m Maguire and Lar ry Flanni-
gan as they passed out of the prison doors 
into liberty together. Maguire took up 
life again in his old environment, not very 
successfully I have reason to think. But 
L a r r y made a fresh start in a distant city, 
unhampered by the fact that he was an 
ex-convict. 

It was then that the deadly blight of 
prison life began to throw its pall over 
Evans, and the long nervous"strain to un
dermine his health. H e wrote me: 

" I am still working at the old job, and I 
can say with truth that my antipathy to it 
increases each day. I am sick and tired of 
writing to lawyers for the last two years, 
and it amounted to nothing. I will gladly 
turn the case over to you if you can do 
anything with i t . " 

The event proved that these lawyers 
were interested in their case; but I believe 
that politically they were in opposition 
to the governor, which naturally lessened 
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their influence; nor did I succeed better 
in making the matter crystallize. 

I had always found Evans animated and 
interested in whatever we were talking 
about until one interview, when he had 
been in prison about thirteen years, all 
that time on prison contract work. The 
change in his appearance was evident when 
he came into the room; he seated himself 
listlessly, and my heart sank; for too well 
I knew that dull apathy to which the l o n g 
time men succumb. N o w , knowing with 
what glad anticipation he had formerly-
looked forward to our interviews, 1 was 
determined that the hour should not pass 
without leaving some pleasant memory; 
but it was twenty minutes or more before 
the cloud in his eyes lifted and the smile 
with which he had always greeted me ap
peared. Hi s whole manner changed as he 
said: " W h y , Miss Taylor , I am just wak
ing up, beginning to realize that you are 
here. M y mind is getting so dull that 
nothing seems to make any impression 
any more." He was all animation for the 
rest of the time, eagerly drinking in the joy 
of sympathetic companionship. 

But I had taken the alarm, for clearly 
the man was breaking down, and I urged 
the warden to give him a change of work. 
The warden said he had tried to arrange 
that, but Evans was on contract work, 
one of the best men in the shop, and the 
contractors were unwilling to give up so 
profitable a workman. (The evils of the 
contract system have much toanswerfor.) 
So Evans continued to work on the con
tract, and the prison blight progressed and 
the man's vi ta l i ty was steadily drained. 
When the next winter came and la grippe 
invaded the prison, the resisting power of 
Evans was sapped, and when attacked by 
the disease he was relegated to the prison 
hospital to recuperate. He did not recu
perate; on the contrary, various symptoms 
of general physical deteriorationappeared, 
and it was evident that his working days 
on the prison contract were over. 

A renewed attempt was now made to 
procure the release of Evans, as his broken 
health furnished a reason for urgency to
ward immediate action on the part of the 
governor, and this last attempt was suc
cessful. The good news was sent to Evans 
that in a month he would be a free man; 
and I was at the prison soon after the pe

tition was granted. I knew that Evans 
was in the hospital, but had not been in
formed of his critical condition until the 
hospital physician told me that serious 
heart trouble had developed, intensified 
by excitement over the certainty ol re
lease. 

N o shadow of death was visible or was 
felt in this my last visit with Evans, who 
was dressed and sitting up when I went in 
to see him. Never, never have I seen any 
one so happy as was Evans that morning. 
W i t h heart overflowing with joy and with 
gratitude, his face was radiant with de
light. A l l the old animation was kindled 
again, and the voice, no longer lifeless, was 
colored and warm with feeling. 

" I want to thank everybody," he said—• 
"the governor, my lawyers, the warden, 
and you. Everybody has been so good to 
me these last weeks. A n d I shall be home 
for next Sunday. M y sister is coming to 
take me to her home, and she and my 
mother will take care of me until I 'm able 
to work. Sister writes me that mother 
can't sit still , but walks up and down the 
room in her impatience to see me." 

We two friends who had clasped hands 
in the darkness of his fate were together 
now when the dawn of his freedom was 
breaking, neither of us realizing that it 
was to be the greater freedom of the life 
invisible. 

To us both, however, this hour was the 
beautiful culmination of our years of 
friendship. I read the man's heart as if it 
were an open book, and it held only good 
will toward all the world. 

Something moved me to speak to him as 
I had never spoken to one of my prison
ers—to try and make him feel my ap
preciation of his courage, his unselfishness, 
his faithfulness. I told him that I real
ized how he had lived out the qualities of 
the most heroic soldier. To give one's life 
for one's country when the very air is 
charged with the spirit of patriotism is a 
fine thing and worthy of the thrill of ad
miration which it always excites. But 
liberty is dearer than life, and the prison 
atmosphere gives little inspiration to 
knightly deeds. This man had risen above 
himself into that higher region of moral 
victory. A n d so I said what was in my 
heart, while something deeper than hap
piness came into Evans's face. 
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A n d then we said good-by, smiling into 
each other's eyes. This happened, I 
think, on the last day but one of Evans's 
life. 

Afterward it was told in the prison that 
Evans died of joy at the prospect of re
lease. For him to be carried into the new 
life on this high tide of happiness seemed 
to me a gift from heaven. For in the 
thought of the prisoner, freedom includes 
even-thing to be desired in life. The joy 
of that anticipation had blinded Evans to 
the fact that his health was ruined beyond 
repair. He was spared the realization that 
the life of freedom, so fair to his imagina
tion, could never truly be his, for the 
prison-house of disease has bolts and bars 
which no human hand can withdraw. 

But that mother: if she could have 
read only once again the light of his love 
for her in the eyes of her son! But the 
sorrow-s of life fall alike upon the just and 
the unjust. 

The psychological side of convict life 
is intensely interesting, but in studying 
brain processes, supposed to be mechan
ical, one's theories and one's logical con
clusions are likely to be baffled by a fac
tor that will not be harnessed to any set 
of theories, namely, that something which 
we call conscience. We forget that the 
criminal is only a human being who has 
committed a crime, and that back of the 
crime is the same human nature common 
to us all. 

During the first years when I was in 
touch with prison life I had only occa
sional glimpses of remorse for crimes com
mitted. The minds of most of the con
victs seemed to dwell on the " extenuating 
circumstances" more than on the criminal 
act, and the hardships of prison life were 
almost ever pre-enl in their thoughts. I 
had nearly come to consider the remorse 
pictured in literature and the drama as an 
unreal thing, when I made the acquaint
ance of El l i s Shannon and found it—a 
monster that gripped the human heart 
and held it as in a vice. 

N o Nemesis of Greek tragedy ever com
pleted a work of retribution more fully 
than it was completed in the life of El l i s 
Shannon. 

Shannon was born in an Eastern city, 
was a boy of more than average abili ty, 

and there seemed no reason w_hy he should 
have gone wrong; but he early lost his 
father, his mother failed to control him, 
and when about sixteen years of age he 
fell into bad company and was soon 
launched in his criminal career. He broke 
off all connection with his family, went 
West, and for ten years was successful in 
his line of business, regular burglary. He 
was widely knowm among men of his call
ing as " T h e Greek," and his ''professional 
s tanding" was of the highest. The first 
I ever heard of h im was from one of my 
other prison friends, who wrote me: " I f 
you want to know about life in 
prison, write to El l i s Shannon, who is 
there now. Y o u can depend absolutely 
on what he says. A n d when one profes
sional says that of another you know it 
means something." 

I did not. however, avail myself of this 
introduction. Shannon's reputation for 
cool nerve was undisputed, and it was 
said that he did not know what fear was. 
In order to keep a clear head and steady 
hand he refrained from dissipation; he 
prided himself upon never endangering 
the lives of those whose houses he entered, 
and despised the bunglers who did not 
know their business well enough to avoid 
personal encounter in their midnight raids. 
Unlike most men of his calling, he always 
used a candle on entering a building, and 
his associates often told him that some
time that candle would get him into 
trouble. 

One night the house of a prominent and 
popular citizen was entered. While the 
burglar was pursuing his nefarious work, 
the citizen suddenly seized him by the 
shoulders, pulling him backward. The 
burglar managed to fire backward over 
his own head, the citizen's hold was re
laxed, and the burglar fled. The shot 
proved fatal; the only trace left by the 
assailant was a candle dropped on the 
floor. 

A reward was offered for the capture 
ami conviction of the murderer. Cir
cumstantial evidence connected with the 
candle led to the arrest of George Brett, 
a young man of the same town, not of the 
criminal class. The verdict in the case 
turned upon the identification of the 
piece of candle found in the house with 
one procured by the accused the previous 
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day; and in the opinion of the court this 
identification was proven. Brett admit
ted having obtained a piece of candle 
from that grocer on that afternoon, but 
claimed that he had used it in a Jack-o'-
lantern made for a child in the family. 
Proof was insufficient to convict the man 
of the actual crime, but this bit of evi
dence, wi th some other less direct, was 
deemed sufficiently incriminating to war
rant sending Brett to prison for a term 
of years—seventeen, I think: and though 
the convicted man always asserted his 
innocence, his guilt was taken for granted 
while six years slipped by. 

Ell is Shannon, in the meantime, had 
been arrested for burglary in another 
Stateand hadserved a sentence in another 
penitentiary. H e seemed to have lost 
his nerve and luck had turned against 
him. On his release still another bur
glary resulted in a ten years' sentence, 
this time to the same prison where Brett 
was paying the penalty of the crime in 
which the candle had played so important 
a part. 

The two convicts happened to have 
cells in the same part of the prison; and 
for the first time El l i s Shannon came face 
to face with George Brett . A few days 
later Shannon requested an interview 
with the warden. In the warden's office 
he announced that he was the man guilty 
of the crime for which Brett was suffering, 
and that Brett had no part in it . He 
drew a sketch of the house burglarized— 
not altogether correct—gave a succinct 
account of the whole affair, and declared 
his readiness to go into court, plead guilty 
to murder, and accept the sentence, even 
to the death penalty. Act ion on this 
confession was promptly taken, Shannon 
was sent into court, and on his confession 
alone was sentenced to imprisonment for 
life. 

Brett was overjoyed by this vindication 
and the expectation of immediate re
lease. Bu t no; the prosecuting parties 
were unconvinced by Shannon's confes
sion, which, in their opinion, did not dis
pose of the evidence against Brett . 

It was a curious state of affairs, and 
one perhaps never paralleled, that while 
a man's unsupported statement was con
sidered sufficient to justify the imposing 
of a sentence to life imprisonment, this 

statement counted for nothing as affect
ing the fate of the other man involved. 
A n d there was never a trace of collusion 
between the two men, either at the time 
of the crime o r afterward. 

Shannon's story of the crime I shall 
give in his own terse language, quoted 
from his confession published in the 
newspapers: 

"Up to the time of kil l ing M r . • 
I had never even wounded anybody. I 
had very little regard for the rights of 
property, but to shoot a man dead at 
night in his own house was a climax of 
villainy I had not counted on. A pro
fessional thief is not so bloodthirsty a 
wretch as he is thought to be. . . . I am 
setting up no defence for the crime of 
murder or burglary—it is all horrible 
enough. It was a miserable combina
tion of circumstances that caused the 
shooting that night. I was not feeling 
well and so went into the house with my 
overcoat on—something I had never done 
before. It was buttoned to the throat. 
I had looked at M r . a moment be
fore and he was asleep. I had then turned 
and taken down his clothes. I had a 
candle in one hand and the clothes in the 
other. I would have left in a second of 
time when suddenly, before I could turn, 
M r . spoke. As quick as the word, 
he had his arms thrown around me; the 
candle went out and we were in the dark. 

" N o w , I could hardly remember after
ward how it all occurred. There was 
no time to think. I was helpless as a 
baby in the position in which I was held. 
. . . There is no time for reflection in a 
struggle like this. He was holding me, 
and I was struggling to get away. I told 
him several times to let go or I 'd shoot. 
I was nearly crazy with excitement, and 
it was simply the animal instinct of self-
preservation that caused me to lire the 
shots. 

" I was so weak when I got outside 
that in running I fell down two or three 
times. That night in Chicago I was in 
hopes the man was only wounded, and 
in that case I had determined to quit the 
business. When I read the account in 
the papers next morning all I can say is 
that, although I was in the city and per
fectly safe, with as little chance of being 
discovered as if I were in another planet, 
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I would have taken my chances—whether 
it would have been five or twenty years 
—for the burglary if it were only in my 
power to do the thing over again. I did 
not much care what I did after this. I 
thought I could be no worse than I was. 

" I n a few months I was arrested and 
got five years for a burglary in . I 
read what I could of the trial from what 
papers I could get; and for the first time 
I saw what a deadly web circumstances 
and the conceit of human shrewdness can 
weave around an innocent man. 

" The trial went on. I did not open my 
mouth. I knew that if I said a word and 
went into court fresh from the peniten
tiary I would certainly be hanged, and 
I had not reached a point when I was 
ready to sacrifice my life for a stranger. 

" I n the feverish life I led in the short 
time out of prison I forgot all about this, 
until I found myself here for ten years, and 
then I thought: there is a man in this 
prison doing hard work, eating coarse 
food, deprived of everything that makes 
life worth having, and suffering for a 
crime of which he knows as little as the 
dust that is yet to be created to fill these 
miserable cells. I thought what a hell 
the place must be to him. 

" N o one has worked this confession out 
of me. I wish to implicate no one but 
myself. If you will not believe what I 
say now, and stays in prison, it is 
likely the truth will never be known. Bu t 
if in the future the man who was with me 
that night will come to the front, whether 
I am alive or dead, you will find that what 
I have told you is as true as the law of 
gravitation. I was never in the town of 

before that time or since. I did not 
know whom I had killed until I read of 
it. I do not know [Brett] or any of 
his friends. But I do know that he is 
perfectly innocent of the crime he is in 
prison for. I know it better than any one 
in the world because I committed the 
crime myself." 

The position of Brett was not affected 
in the least by this confession, though his 
family were doing all in their power to 
secure his release. The case was con
sidered most difficult of solution. The 
theory of delusion on Shannon's part was 
advanced and was accepted by those who 
believed Brett guilty, but received no 

credence among the convicts who knew 
Shannon and the burglar associated with 
him at the time the crime was committed. 

I had never sought the acquaintance 
of a "noted c r imina l " before, but this 
case interested me and I asked to see 
Shannon. For the first time I felt my
self at a disadvantage in an interview with 
a convict. A sort of aloofness seemed to 
form the very atmosphere of his person
ality, and though he sat near me it was 
wi th face averted and downcast eyes; 
the face seemed cut in marble, so pale 
and cold it was, with cleai-cut, regular 
features, suggesting a singular appro
priateness in his being known as "The 
Greek." 

I opened conversation with some ref
erence to the newspaper reports; and 
then in low, level tones, but with a cer
tain incisiveness, he entered upon the 
motive which led to his confession, re
vealing to me also his own point of view 
of the situation. Six years had passed 
since the crime was committed; and all 
that time, he said, he had believed that 
if he could bring himself to confess, Brett 
would be cleared—that during these six 
years the murder had become a thing of 
the past, partially extenuated in his mind 
on the ground of self-defence; but when 
he found himself in the same prison with 
Brett, here was a result of his crime liv
ing, suffering, and, in the depths of 
Shannon's own conscience, pleading for 
vindication and liberty. As a burden on 
his own soul the murder might have been 
borne in silence between himself and his 
Creator; but as a l iving curse on another 
i t demanded confession. A n d the desire 
to right that wrong swept through his 
being with overmastering force. 

" I had always believed," he said, 
" that ' t ru th crushed to earth would rise 
again, ' and I was willing to give my life 
for truth; but I learned that the word 
of a convict is nothing—truth in a convict 
counts for nothing." 

The man had scarcely moved when he 
told me all this, and he sat like a statue of 
despair when he relapsed into 'silence, 
st i l l wi th downcast eyes. I was ab
solutely convinced of the truth of what 
he had told me—of the central truth of 
the whole affair: his guilt and his con
sciousness of the innocence of the other 
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man. That his impressions of some of 
the details of the case might not square 
with known facts was of secondary im
portance; to me the internal evidence 
was convincing. Isn't there something 
in the Bible to the effect that "spir i t 
bcareth witness unto sp i r i t "? A t all 
events, sometimes a woman knows. 

I told Shannon that I believed in his 
truth, and I offered to send him magazines 
and letters if he wished. Then he gave 
me one swift glance of scrutiny, with eyes 
accustomed to reading people, thanked 
me, and added as we parted: " I f there 
were more people like you in this world 
there wouldn't be so many like me." 

Now, my belief in the truth of Shannon's 
statement was purely intuitive, but in 
order to make it clear to my understand
ing as well, I studied every objection to its 
acceptance by those who believed Shan
non to be the vic t im of a delusion. His 
sincerity no one doubted. It was claimed 
that Shannon had manifested no interest 
in the case previous to his arrival in the 
prison where Brett was. On the way to 
this prison. Shannon, in attempting to es
cape from the sheriff, had received a blow 
on the back of his head, which it was as
sumed might have affected his mind. 
Among my convict acquaintances was a 
man who had worked in the shop beside 
Shannon in another prison, at the time of 
Brett's trial for the crime, and this man 
could have had no possible motive for in
criminating Shannon. He told me that 
during all the time of the trial , five years 
previous to the blow on his head, Shannon 
was greatly disturbed, impatient to get 
hold of newspapers which he had to bor
row, and apparently absorbed in studying 
the evidence against Brett , but saying 
always, " T h e y can't convict h im." This 
convict went on to tell me that after the 
case was decided against Brett, Shannon 
seemed to lose his nerve and all interest 
in life. This account tallies exactly with 
Shannon's printed confession, in which he 
says: " I read what I could of the trial in 
what papers I could get. I had not yet 
reached the point where I was willing to 
sacrifice my life for a stranger." 

In his confession Shannon had spoken 
of his accomplice in that terrible night's 
work as one who could come forward and 
substantiate his statements. Four differ-

cnl c o i n iclsof my acquaintance knew who 
this man was, but not one ol them was 
able to put me in communication with 
him. The man had utterly disappeared, 
b u l this bit of evidence as to his knowledge 
of the crime I d i d collect—his whereabouts 
were known to at least one other ol my 
convict acquaintances till the day alter 
Shannon's confession was made public. 
That day my acquaintance received from 
Shannon's accomplice a paper with the con
fession marked, and from that day had lost 
all trace of him. The convict made this 
comment in defence of the silence of the 
accomplice: 

" H e wouldn't be such a fool as to come 
forward and incriminate himself alter 
Shannon's experience." 

Convicts in several States were aware 
of Shannon's fruitless effort to right a 
wrong, and knew of the punishment 
brought upon himself by his attempt. 
The outcome of the occurrence must have 
been regarded as a warning to other con
victs who might be prompted to honest 
confession in behalf of another. 

A t that time I had never seen George 
Brett, and not until later was I in com
munication with his lawyers. But I was 
convinced that only from convicts could 
evidence verifying Shannon's confession 
be gleaned. 

As far as I know nothing more con
nected with that crime has ever come to 
light. A n d even to-day there is doubt
less a division of opinion among those 
best informed. Finding there was noth
ing I could do in the matter, my interest 
became centred in the study of the man 
Shannon. He was an interesting study 
from the purely psychological side, still 
more so in the gradual revelation of his 
real inner life. 

It is difficult to reconcile Shannon's life 
of action with his life of thought, for he 
was a man of intellect, a student, and a 
thinker. His use of English was always 
correct. The range of his reading was 
wide, including the best fiction, philos
ophy, science,and, more unusual, the Eng
lish essayists—Addison, Steele, and other 
contributors to The Spectator. The true 
philosopher is shown in the following ex
tract from one of his letters to me: 

" I beg you not to think that I consider 
myself a martyr to the cause of truth. 
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That my statement was rejected takes 
nothing from the naked fact, but simply 
proves the failure of conditions by which 
it was to be established as such. It did 
not come within the rules of acceptance 
in these things, consequently it was not 
accepted. This is a world of method. 
Things should be in their place. People 
do not go to a fishmonger for diamonds, 
nor to a prison for truth. I recognize the 
incongruity of my position and submit to 
the inevitable." 

In explanation of his reception of my 
first call he says: 

" I don't think that at first I quite un
derstood the nature of your call—it was 
so unexpected. If my meaning in what I 
said was obscure, it was because in think
ing and brooding too much one becomes 
unable to talk and gradually falls into a 
state where words seem unnatural. And 
these prison thoughts are terrible. In their 
uselessness they are like spiders building 
cobwebs in the brain, clouding it and clog
ging it beyond repair. I try to use im
agination as a drug to fill my mind with a 
fanciful contentment that I can know in 
no other way. When I was a child I used 
to dream and speculate in anticipation of 
the world that was coming. Now I do 
the same, but for a different reason—to 
make me forget the detestable period of 
fact that has intervened. 

"So when I am not reading or sleeping, 
and when my work may be performed me
chanically and with least mental exertion, 
I live away from myself and surround
ings as much as possible. I was in a con
dition something like this at the time of 
your call. A dreamer dislikes at best to 
be awakened, and in a situation like mine 
it is especially trying. While talking in 
this way I must beg pardon, for I did really 
appreciate your visit and felt more hu
man after it. I would not have you infer 
from this that the slightest imagination 
entered into my story of that unfortunate 
affair. I would it were so; but if it is a 
fact that I exist, all that I related is just 
as true.' 1 

His choice of Schopenhauer as a friend 
illustrates the homoeopathic principle of 
like curing like. 

"Schopenhauer is an old friend and fa
vorite of mine. Very often when I am get
ting wretchedly blue and when evervthing 

as seen through my eyes is wearing a most 
rascally tinge, I derive an immense amount 
of comfort and consolation by thinking 
how much worse they have appeared to 
Schopenhauer." In other words, the 
great pessimist served to produce a healthy 
reaction. 

But this reaction was but for the hour. 
A l l through Shannon's letters there runs 
a vein of the bitterest pessimism. He 
distrusted all forms of religion and ar
raigns the prison chaplains in these words: 

" I have never met a class of men who 
appear to know less of the spiritual nature 
or the wants of their flocks. It is strange 
to me that men who might so easily gather 
material for the finest practical lessons, 
surrounded as they are by real life experi
ences and illustrations by which they 
might well teach that crime does not pay 
either in coin or happiness—that they will 
ignore all this and rack their brains to 
produce elaborate theological discourses 
founded upon some sentence of a fisher
man who existed two thousand years ago, 
to paralyze and mystify a lot of poor plain 
horse-thieves and burglars. What pris
oners are in need of is a man able to 
preach natural, every-day common sense, 
wi th occasionally a little humor or an 
agreeable story or incident to illustrate a 
moral. It seems to me if I were to turn 
preacher I would try and study the simple 
character of the great Master as it is 
handed down to us." 

I t strikes me that prison chaplains 
would do well to heed this convict point 
of view of their preaching. 

I do not recall that Shannon ever made 
a criticism upon the administration of the 
prison of which he was then an inmate, 
but he gives free expression to his opinion 
of our general system of imprisonment. 
H e had been studying the reports of a 
prison congress recently in session where 
various "reformatory measures'' had been 
discussed, or, to use his expression, " expa
tiated upon," and writes: 

" I wish to make a few remarks from 
personal observation upon this subject of 
prison reform. I wi l l admit, to begin 
with, that upon the ground of protection 
to society, the next best thing to hanging 
a criminal is to put him in prison, provid
ing you keep him there; but if you seek 
his reformation it is the worst thing vou 
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can do with him. Convicts generally are 
not philosophers, neither are they men of 
pure thought or deep religious feelings; 
they are not all-sufficient to themselves; 
and for this reason confinement never did, 
never can, and never will have a good 
effect upon them. 

" 1 have known hundreds of men, young 
and old, who have served time in prison. 
I have known many of them to grow 
crafty in prison, and upon release to em
ploy their peculiar talents in some other 
line of business, safer but not less degrad
ing to themselves; but I never knew one 
to have been made a better man by prison 
discipline—those who reformed did so 
through other influences. 

" It may be a good prison or a bad one, 
with discipline lax or rigorous, but the 
effect, though different, is never good; it 
never can be. Crime is older than prisons. 
According to best accounts it began in the 
Garden of Eden, but God—who knew 
human nature—instead of shutting up 
Adam and Eve separately, drove them out 
into the world where they could exercise 
their minds hustling for themselves. Since 
then there has been but one system that 
reformed a man without kil l ing him, 
namely, transportation. 

"Th i s system, instead of leaving a bad 
man in prison to saturate himself with his 
own poison, sent him to a distant country, 
where, under new conditions and with 
something to work and hope for, he could 
harmlessly dissipate that poison among 
the wilds of nature. It may be no other 
system is possible; that the world is get
ting too densely populated to admit of 
transportation, or that society owes noth
ing to one who has broken her laws. I 
write this not as ' an echo from a l iving 
tomb,' but as plain common sense." * 

Personal pride, one of the very ele
ments of the man's nature, kept him from 
ever uttering a complaint of individual 
hardships; but the mere fact of confine
ment, the lack of air, space, freedom of 
movement and action oppressed him as 
if the iron bars were actually pressing 
against his spirit. His one aim was to 

• This letter was written twenty-five years ago. The 
logic of Shannon's argument is unquestionably sound. The 
futility of imprisonment as a reformatory agent is now 
widely recognized. But better than transportation is the 
system of conditional liberation of men after conviction now 
receiving favorable consideration—even, tentative, adoption 
—in several States. 

find some Lethe in which he could drown 
memory and consciousness of sell. In 
all the years of his manhood there seemed 
to have been no sunny spot in which 
memory could find a resting-place. 

From lirst to last his misdirection of 
life had been such a frightful blunder; 
even in its own line such a dismal failure. 
Hi s boasted "fine a r t " of burglary had 
landed him in the ranks of murderers. 
He had despised cowardice, and yet at the 
critical hour in the destiny of another he 
had proven himself a coward. A n d when 
by complete self-sacrifice he had sought 
to right the wrong the sacrifice had been 
in vain. 

Understanding something of the world 
in which he lived I suggested the study of 
a new language as a mental occupation 
requiring concentration on a line entirely 
disconnected from his past. H e gladly 
adopted my suggestion and began the 
study of German; but it was all in vain— 
he could not escape from himself. 

H e had managed to keep so brave a 
front in his letters that I was unaware 
that the man was completely breaking 
down until the spring morning when we 
had our last interview. 

There was in his face the unmistakable 
look of the man who is doomed—so many 
of my prisoners died. H i s remorse was 
like a living thing that had eaten into his 
life—a very wolf within his breast. He 
was no longer impassive, but fairly 
writhing in mental agony. H e did not 
seem to know that he was dying; he 
certainly did not care. His one thought 
was for Brett and the far-reaching, ir
reparable wrong that Brett had suffered 
through him. When I said that I thought 
the fate of the innocent man in prison was 
not so dreadful as that of the guilty man, 
Shannon exclaimed: " Y o u are mistaken. 
I don't see how it is possible for a man 
unjustly imprisoned to believe in any 
justice, human or divine, or in any God 
above," and he continued with an im
passioned appeal on behalf of innocent 
prisoners which left a deep impression 
with me. In his own being he seemed to 
be actually experiencing at once the fate 
of the innocent victim of injustice and 
of the guilty man suffering just punish
ment. He spoke of his intense spiritual 
loneliness, which human sympathy was 



778 T h e M a n B e h i n d the Bars 

powerless to reach, and of how thankful 
he should be if he could find light or hope 
in any religion; but he could not believe 
in any God of truth or justice while Brett 
was left in prison. A soul more complete
ly desolate it is impossible to imagine. 

M y next letter from Shannon was writ
ten from the hospital, and expresses the 
expectation of being '"all right again in a 
few days." Further on in the letter come 
these words; 

" I do believe in a future life. Without 
this hope and its consoling influence, life 
would scarcelv be worth living. 1 believe 
that all the men who have ever died— 
atheists or whatever they professed to be— 
did so with the hope more or less sustain
ing them, of awakening to a future life. 
This hope is implanted by nature uni
versally in the human breast, and it is 
not unlikely to suppose that it has some 
meaning." 

A few weeks later 1 received a line from 
the warden telling me of the death of 
Ell is Shannon, and from the prison hos
pital was sent me a little volume of trans
lations from Socrates which had been 
Shannon's companion in his last days. 
A slip of paper between the leaves marked 
Socrates's reflections on death and im
mortality. The report of one of the hos
pital nurses to me was: 

"Shannon had consumption; but he 
died of grief." It is not often that one 
dies of a broken heart outside the pages 
of fiction and romance, but medical 
authority assures us that it sometimes 
happens. 

Up to this lime I had never seen George 
Brett, but after t h e death of Shannon 
we had one long interview. What first 
struck me was t h e remarkable similarity 
between the voices of Brett and Shannon, 
as supposed identification of the voice of 
Brett with that of the burglar had been 
accepted as evidence at tile trial. M y 
general impression of the man was wholly 
favorable. He was depressed and dis
couraged, but responsive, frank, and un
studied in all that h e said. When he 

mentioned the man shot in the burglary 
I watched h im closely; his whole manner 
brightened as he said: 

" W h y , he was one of the best men in 
the world—a man that little children 
loved. He was good to every one." 

" A n d you could never speak of that 
man as you are speaking now if you had 
taken his l i fe ," was my inward comment. 

Brett 's attitude toward Shannon was 
free from any shade of resentment; but 
what most impressed me was that Shan
non's belief that the unjust conviction of 
Brett, and his own fruitless effort to 
right the wrong, must make it impossi
ble for Brett ever to believe in a just God 
— i n other words, that the most cruel in
jury to Brett was the spiritual injury. 
This belief proved to be without founda
tion. George Brett had not been a relig
ious man, but in Shannon he saw that 
truth and honor were more than life, 
stronger than the instinct of self-preser
vation; and he could hardly escape from 
the belief that divine justice itself was 
the impelling power back of the impulse 
prompting Shannon to confession. In 
the strange action and interaction of one 
life upon another, in the final summing up 
of the relation of these two men, it seemed 
to have been given to Shannon to touch 
the deeper springs of spiritual life in 
Brett, to reveal to him something of the 
eternal verities of existence. 

And truth crushed to earth did rise 
again; lor not long after the death of 
Shannon, in the eighth year of his impris
onment, George Brett was pardoned, 
with the public statement that he had 
been convicted on doubtful evidence, and 
that the confession of Shannon had been 
accepted in proof of his innocence. 

X o adequate compensation can ever 
be made to one who has suffered unjust 
imprisonment, but there are already in
dications of the dawn of a to-morrow 
when the State, in common honesty, will 
feel bound to make at least financial res
titution to those who have been the vic
tims of such injustice. 

, The year 1013 has brought a combination of progressive Slate legislation, a governor of advanced hunianitarian-
i-ni. am! a prison warden ol courage, enthusiasm, and line ability, resulting in most radical changes for the better in the 
penitentiary which formed the background of these studies.—W. L . T . 
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B y A l ice D u e r M i l l e r 

g$HEgreat alienist sat down at 
his desk, and having emp
tied his mind of all other 
impressions, held it up like 
a dipper for his new patient 
to till. Large, blonde, and 

handsome, she was plainly accustomed to 
being listened to. Before she had fairly 
undone her furs and folded her hands with
in her muff, the doctor's lateral vision had 
told him that, whatever her problems, it 
was not about her own nervous system 
that she had come to consult him. 

Not too quickly her story began to take 
shape. Her household, her husband, her 
four children—three small boys and an 
older daughter, a girl of seventeen . . . 

" M y only thought has been my chil
dren, D r . Despard." 

" Y o u r only thought, M r s . Royce?" 
She assented. The daughter was the 

problem—the daughter of seventeen. 
"She and I have been such friends; I 

have always been a friend to my children, 
I hope, as well as a parent. A n d Celia's 
little arrangements, her clothes and her 
small parties, have been as much my in
terests as hers—more perhaps. The bond 
between us has been peculiarly close until 
the last year or so. La te ly a rebellious 
spirit has begun to develop. I have tried 
to make allowances, but naturally there 
are certain questions of manners and de
portment—small but important—about 
which one cannot yield. I am almost 
ashamed to confess how7 unaffectionate are 
the terms that we have reached. The sit
uation wil l strike you as a strange one be
tween a mother and daughter " 

He shook his head. " Y o u are by no 
means the only mother and daughter 
whose relations are unsatisfactory." 

" A h , the young people of to-day!" she 
sighed. " W h a t is the matter with them, 
with the age, D r . Despard? They are so 
hard, so individualistic. I myself was 
one of a large family, and we lived in the 
house wi th my grandparents and aunts. 
M y life was made up of little duties for 
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o l d e r people—duties I never thought of 
questioning. They were a pleasure to me. 
but if I ask Celia to go on an errand for 
me—or even to attend to something for 
herself, I am met by the look of a martyr 
or a rebel. But that is not the worst. A t 
times, D r . Despard, her language to me is 
violent—is—actually profane. I cannot 
help looking on this as an abnormal man
ifestation. A t last I saw her case was 
pathological. N o nice girl swears at her 
mother, and " — M r s . Royce smiled—"my 
daughter is a nice g i r l . " 

It seemed to him that M r s . Royce must 
be a very nice mother indeed. Soft, se
rious, and eminently maternal, she ap
pealed profoundly to all his bachelor 
ideals. 

" A n d your husband? " he asked. " H o w 
does he get on with his daughter ? " 

" A d m i r a b l y , " she returned warmly; 
" they hardly see each other." 

He glanced quickly at her to see if her 
intention were humorous, but something 
mechanical in her smile had already 
warned him that her mind was bent on 
other of life's aspects than the comic. 
Now she was quite serious, and he replied 
with equal gravity. 

" I t is often the solution." 
They decided, at length, that he was to 

spend a few days with them in the coun
try. To bring the girl to his office would 
be useless. H e would find her a gentle, 
well-behaved little creature, perhaps too 
much interested in her books. The exigen
cies of the children's education kept the 
Royces in town during the week, but they 
spent Saturday and Sunday at the old 
Royce place on the Hudson. Here Des
pard promised to come at the first oppor
tunity. 

She thanked him, and held out a strong, 
firm hand. 

N o , he thought when she had gone, he 
could not understand a girl's swearing at 
such a mother—at once so affectionate 
and so intelligent, for, with pardonable 
egotism, Despard reckoned her bringing 
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the problem to him a proof of rare domes
tic intelligence. Mos t women would have 
made it the subject of anger or tears. 

He himself held no special brief for 
youth. The younger generation did not 
attract him. His own nephews and 
nieces never made him return disgusted to 
his loneliness, but rather raised his enjoy
ment of his solitude. 

Before he admitted his next patient he 
stood a moment contemplating the sacri
fices made by a parent. "I t 's stupen
dous, it's too much," he thought; and 
smiled to think that, if he had married, a 
child of his might now be conducting h im 
to a doctor's office, for of the two he would 
undoubtedly have been the first to swear. 

After a week particularly crowded with 
the concerns of other people Despard ar
rived at high noon of a day in early A p r i l at 
the Royces' place. Never, he thought, 
had he seen peace so clearly embodied. 
A dense fresh lawn sloped down to the 
hazy river, splendid old trees were every
where; the serious stone house had been 
built with the simple notions of comfort 
that existed a hundred years ago. 

M r . Royce, who met him at the station, 
seemed a peaceful sort of person, too—a 
man whose forebears had been more like 
fairy godparents than ordinary ancestors, 
for the}' had given him a handsome, 
healthy body, a fair fortune, a respected 
name, and, best of all , an unquestioning 
belief in all the institutions of his own 
time, such as matrimony, the ten com
mandments, and the blessings of paternity. 

Despard turned the conversation to
ward the daughter, but was soon aware 
that he was getting a mere echo of M r s . 
Royces opinions. 

"The child has worked herself into an 
abnormal frame of mind," said her father. 

" Y o u draw this from your own obser
vations?" 

" W e l l , more from her mother's. I 
leave that sort of thing to my wife. She 
has great cares, great responsibilities. 
She takes life a l m o s t t o o seriously." H e 
sighed. The next instant his face lighted 
up in pointing out to Despard a giant 
chestnut-tree just saved from a blighting 
disease. For a few minutes he spoke on 
the subject with extraordinary vividness. 

Despard was quick to recognize expert 
knowledge, and Royce, with something 

approaching a blush, admitted that he did 
understand the care of native trees. " I 
have sometimes thought of writing a book 
about i t , " he said t imidly. 

" Y o u certainly should." 
" A h , it's so difficult to find time." 
Despard smiled. Who had leisure if 

this favored being had not ? He himself, 
without one hour in the twenty-four that 
he could call his own, was already at work 
on his third. 

H e met the whole family assembled at 
luncheon; a pale German governess, three 
little boys, and the dark-eyed Celia, sweet-
mouthed but sullen-browed. 

Despard, who had had no breakfast, 
thought more than he would have con
fessed about the victuals set before him. 
A n y family ought to be amiable, he 
thought, on food at once so simple and de
licious. H i s opinion of M r s . Royce rose 
still higher. 

Wi th in the next hour he came to the 
conclusion that, in spite of his extended 
knowledge of American interiors, he had 
never before been in a really well-ap
pointed house—a house, that is, where 
one wise and affectionate person directed 
every detail. M r s . Royce, he found, 
knew every aspect of her home. She not 
only knew her flowers almost as individ
uals, but she knew the vase and the place 
where each appeared to the best advan
tage. She knew better than her husband 
which chair he liked, where he kept his 
cigars, and which little table would be best 
at his elbow. N o r was her consideration 
confined to her own family. She had 
thought of a tired doctor's special needs. 
She had given him " a little room, where 
he could be quiet, and get a glimpse of the 
r iver." 

Shut in this room, not so very little 
after al l , he walked to the writing-table to 
make a memorandum. It had more than 
once happened to him to find, in a house 
accounted luxurious, only a dry, encrusted 
inkstand in the spare room. No t so here. 
Never was ink so fluidly, greenly new; 
never was blotting-paper so eagerly ab
sorbent. He noticed, besides three sizes 
of paper and envelopes, that there were 
cable blanks, telegraph blanks, and postal 
cards, as well as stamps of all varieties. 

It was not Despard's habit to notice life 
quite as much in detail as this, but now it 
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amused him to pursue the subject. Lux
ury he knew, but this effective considera
tion he rated as something higher. 

II 

H E had arrived on a Friday, and on 
Sunday at five—things were apt to hap
pen by a schedule in the Royce household 
—he was to give his report on Celia. 

He entered the library—the spot desig
nated by M r s . Royce—by one door, as 
Churchley. the butler, came in at the 
other to serve tea. 

The dark, shining little table was 
brought out, noiselessly opened, covered 
with a cloth—the wrong cloth, M r s . Royce 
indicated. Churchley whisked away and 
returned incredibly quickly wi th the right 
one. The tray, weighted with silver and 
blossoming with the saffron flame of the 
tea-kettle, was next put before her, and 
then another little structure of shelves was 
set at her right hand. Her eye fell on this. 

'"I said /<r(7ti'H-bread toast, Churchley." 
The man murmured, and again whisked 
away. 

A l l this time Despard had not sat down, 
although between orders M r s . Royce had 
more than once urged him to do so. He 
stood, having shut the door behind him, 
leaning the point of his shoulder against 
the wall . 

Utterly undisturbed by his calm eves 
fixed upon her, M r s . Royce said: 

"Poor Churchley, he has been with us 
for six years, but I 'm afraid I can't keep 
him. He forgets everything." 

"He ' s on the edge of a nervous break
down," answered Despard coolly, and he 
added: " T h e housemaid is a pronounced 
neurasthenic. As for your daughter " 

" A h , Cel ia , poor dear child! Mus t we 
send her away?" her mother asked, but 
before the doctor had time to answer, 
Churchley, by a miracle of celerity, again 
entered, this time bearing toast of the 
desired complexion. 

After he had finally disappeared, M r s . 
Royce busied herself with flame and kettle 
and tea-caddie before she repeated her 
question, and her voice had in it a faint 
sediment of these preoccupations: 

" I hope you do not think it necessary 
to send Celia away, D r . Despard?" 

He drew a chair forward and sat down. 

" N o , M r s . Royce," he said; " I think it 
necessarv to send you away." 

"Met" 
He bowed. 
" B u t my health is excellent. Oh, J 

see," s h e smiled. " M y husband has been 
talking to you about my responsibilities. 
Yes, they are great, but one is given 
strength to do u hat is required of one. I 
shall not have to desert my post. I am 
strong." 

" I know you are strong, M r s . Royce," 
said he, "but you are the cause of weak
ness in others. We need not multiply ex
amples: your daughter, the governess, 
Churchley " 

She broke i n — " O f course I admit their 
weakness. But don't you see how I pro
tect and support them? How could you 
imagine that I was the cause?" 

"Isn ' t it suggestive that practically 
every one with whom you come in con
tact " 

" M y husband," she retorted, quoting 
an instance against him. 

" Your husband has great natural calm, 
and spends eight hours a day out of the 
house. Y o u have made this home, this 
really wonderful home, for those you love. 
N o one admires the achievement more 
than I do. But you have sacrificed too 
much of yourself in doing it ; and I 'm not 
speaking of your physical strength. In 
this library, in which you are so fond of 
sitting, how many books have you ever 
read? " 

" I was a great reader as a g i r l , " she 
answered. 

" W h i c h of these have you read in the 
last ten years?" 

She murmured that he perhaps hardly 
understood the demands upon her time. 

" Y o u never read. Y o u can't," he re
turned. "Since my first hour here, I 
have been watching you, not your daugh
ter. Her case is simple enough. Y o u 
don't read, Mrs . Royce, not because you 
have no time, but because you have no 
concentration. This is one of the many 
sacrifices you have made to your house
hold—a serious one. and we must face the 
results. I have watched you each day 
carrying the morning papers about with 
you until evening, and then, if you read 
the headlines, it is as much as you can ac
complish." 
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She had been staring at him as though 
in a trance, but now she came to, wi th a 
laugh. 

" M y dear D r . Despard," she said, " i f 
you were the mother of four children, and 
the head " 

He held up his hand. " Y o u must let me 
finish," he said. " Y o u have made this 
home, and you administer it with con
summate abili ty; and yet no one is really 
happv in it, least of all yourself. Why? 
Well , I need not remind you that no one is 
made happy merely by things. Some 
continuity of inner life is absolutely nec
essary, not only to happiness but to 
health. Remember I am speaking as a 
nerve-specialist. Y o u , M r s . Royce, are 
an enemy to continuity. Y o u dispel con
centration as a rock dispels a wave. Even 
I find no little difficulty, when in your 
presence, in pursuing a consecutive train 
of thought, and, as for you yourself, such 
a thing has long been impossible for you. 
Even now, on this matter so immensely 
important to you, you have not been able 
to give me your undivided attention. 
Other facts have kept coming up in your 
consciousness—that a bell rang somewhere 
—that the hearth has not been swept up. 
Acutely aware as I am of your point of 
view, these breaks in your attention have 
been breaks in mine, too; but I have been 
able to overcome them, and follow my 
ideas to the end, because I have been 
trained to do so, and besides, I've been 
here only two days. In two days more, I 
would not answer for myself. I should 
begin to see things, things, things, and to 
believe that all life was merely a question 
of arrangements. Even your religion, 
Mrs . Royce, in which most people find 
some continuity, is a question of things— 
of Sunday-schools and altar decoration. 
That poor little clergyman who lunched 
here to-day—he came emanating a certain 
spiritual peace; but he went away crushed 
by your poor opinion of him as an execu
tive. A t this moment he is probably 
breaking up the current of his life by a con
scientious attention to things." 

Deeply protesting as she was in her 
heart, something in his hard, clear look 
kept her silent, and he went on. 

" Y o u r daughter is—to use a big word 
— an intellectual. For the time being she 
is interested only in things of the mind. 

New ideas, books, poetry are the great ad
ventures of life to her at present. To all 
this you are an obstructionist " 

"There, at least, you are utterly at 
fault," cried the poor lady, with a pas
sion she had not known for years. " I 
have done everything in my power to help. 
I am very ambitious in regard to my 
children's education. Their schools, their 
teachers " 

" A y , " said Despard, " y o u have set out 
the counters for them, but you have never 
let them play the game. Y o u were inter
ested in making the arrangements, but 
you had no interest at all in the state 
of mind which could take advantage of 
them. Y o u r daughter knows, not only 
that you take no thought for such matters 
yourself, but that every phase of your con
tact with her demands her attention for 
other matters—clothes, manners, hours, 
and dates. Y o u have no respect for her 
preoccupations. N o t once, not twice, but 
fifty times a day, you interrupt her, with a 
caress, or an errand, or more often a re
proof. Yesterday, when she was ob
viously absorbed in reading that bit of 
verse to her father, you sent her up-stairs 
to change her shoes " 

"The) ' were wet; she would have 
caught cold." 

" I f you had listened, you would have 
seen she had only four more lines to read. 
Y o u do all this, not only when she is in 
your domain, at meals and in the drawing-
room, but you follow her to her own room 
and go in without knocking. I venture to 
say that that child works at night, for the 
simple reason that to work in this house 
during the daytime is impossible." 

" R e a l l y , " said M r s . Royce, " w i t h the 
best will in the world I do not understand 
you. Celia's friends sometimes seem to 
feel that I ought to neglect her manners 
and pronunciation, ought to allow her to 
become selfish and self-centred, so that 
she may—" She broke off as if words 
failed her. " B u t I have never heard a 
grown person suggest that such a course 
would be right." 

" A s k your clergyman what is right," 
answered Despard. " I am here to tell 
you what is healthy, I am here to pre
scribe. N o w , notice, please, I do not tell 
you to change. I don't think you could. 
The reactions have taken place too many 
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times. I tell you to go away. We can 
call it a rest cure. Y o u shall have beauti
ful surroundings, comfort, and above all 
that leisure that recent years have failed 
to give you. In return I shall ask you to 
concentrate your mind for a certain num
ber of hours each day." 

" Y o u talk," she cried bitterly, "as if 
I enjoved the treadmill of my daily 
l ife." 

" Y o u have unusual executive ability, 
and most of us enjoy the use of our pow
ers." 

" T h e best refutation of all that you 
have said is that I am eager to go," she re
turned. " A h , I cannot tell you how in
viting such a prospect seems to me—not 
to order dinner, not to have to decide and 
arrange for every one, not to be the pivot 
of the whole structure. A h , D r . Despard, 
I would so gladly go, but " 

" B u t ? " 
" But what would happen to my family 

without me? " 
" T h e y must try looking out for them

selves," he answered. He glanced at his 
watch, for he was to take a train that 
afternoon; and M r s . Royce collected her
self enough to touch the bell—it always 
hung within tempting reach of her hand 
—and gave Churchley orders to send for 
the motor and have the doctor's bags 
brought down. 

During this interval Despard walked 
to the window and stood looking out. It 
is not so easy always to apply the knife 
psychologically as physically. H e won
dered if he could have been more gentle 
and equally effective. As he stood there 
Celia came sauntering across the lawn, her 
head bent, her hands deep in the pockets 
of an enveloping dun-colored coat. The 
brow which had first seemed sulky to him 
appeared now simply thoughtful. 

I l l 

T H E strength of M r s . Royce's character 
was shown by the fact that she obeyed 
—she actually went. She went almost 
gladly—a state of mind induced by the ex
traordinary activity of her last days at 
home. In one brilliant flash of prophecy 
and power she foresaw and forestalled 
every contingency that could arise in her 
absence. She departed in a condition of 

exhaustion fully justifying the doctor's 
story of a needed rest. 

Her weariness lasted through the first 
few days at the sanatorium. She was well 
content to lie in bed and think of nothing. 
But by the fifth or sixth day she began to 
wonder where she had left the key of the 
cedar closet; and several possibilities of 
error in the arrangements she had made to 
reach from garret to cellar began to creep 
into her consciousness. Her elder boy was 
subject to throat trouble; her younger 
was subtly averse to bathing. She had 
not perhaps sufficiently emphasized these 
two dangers. She had, however, given 
her promise not to communicate with her 
household, except in case of necessity. 

Conscientious in her determination to 
do what she had set out to do, she took out 
some of the books she had brought with 
her, but they seemed an unsatisfactory lot: 
the novels, trashy; the essays, dul l ; the 
history, heavy. Strange, she thought, 
how people wil l recommend books which 
really did not even hold one's attention. 

The word attention, bringing with it 
the recollection of Despard's speech, re
called her to her obligations. Heavy or 
not, she was resolved to make her way 
through the volume. 

She read: " I t has been argued that the 
too rapid introduction of modern political 
machinery, and the too rapid unification 
of such different populations as those—" 
H a d she told them not to keep the house 
too hot, in these first spring days? Over
heated houses, in her opinion, were a fruit
ful source of i l l health. "—though these 
may with more justice be ascribed to deep-
seated sociological causes stretching back 
through two thousand years—" This 
was the season for putting away the furs. 
If, in her absence, moth should attack her 
husband's sable-lined overcoat! A h , she 
put down her book; this was serious. 

Fifteen minutes later she went out, try
ing to walk off the haunting presence of 
that fur coat. 

There was something not a little heroic 
in her struggle with temptations—staying 
on while every notion she had heretofore 
considered righteous called to her to go 
back. Hideous pictures of ruin and dis
comfort at home floated before her mind. 
She had to admit she found a certain grim 
satisfaction in such visions. They would 
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at least prove to Despard how little the 
modern family is able to dispense with the 
services of the old-fashioned mother. 

She was human enough to be eager to 
prove him wrong in essentials, for in minor 
matters he had shown himself terribly ac
curate. W i t h unlimited leisure on her 
hands she was surprised to find how little 
enjoyment she derived from her books. 
She read herself to sleep with a novel 
every night, but it was enough for her to 
open one of the more serious works for 
her mind to rush back to the old domestic 
1 iroblems. Her eyes alone would read the 
printed page. 

Her life seemed hideously vacant, 
empty, as she put it, of all affection; but 
it was also empty of all machinery—per
haps the greater change of the two. She 
had no small duties, no orders to give, no 
mistakes to correct. 

She was not forbidden to communicate 
with Despard, and at the end of a week 
she telegraphed him that she was going 
home. He came to her at once. 

" 1 am iloing what I know to be wrong," 
she broke out. " I am neglecting my 
family." 

" You are doing what your medical ad
viser orders." 

" Y e s , " she answered, "but can you 
guarantee that nothing will happen in my 
absence? Wi l l it be any comfort to me if 
things go wrong to say that I was obeying 
orders?" 

He did not directly answer this ques
tion, which had been largely rhetorical in 
intention. Instead he said: 

"Yes , 1 suppose you are dreadfully 
bored." 

She checked an impulse toward com
plete denial. He had stated half the 
truth. She was bored, but she tried to 
make him see that there was more than 
that in her attitude. He, a man and a 
bachelor, could hardly realize how serious 
might be the results of a mother's pro
tracted absence. 

He had at times a trick irritating to 
Mrs. Royce—of replying to something 
slightly different from the thought one 
had expressed. He did so now. 

" A n d if they do miss you ," he said, 
" w o n ' t that be a help?" 

Yes. certainly, it would be a help, and it 
was perhaps that thought which kept her 

on day after day—the thought that they 
were missing her in every detail of life, the 
belief that the daily service, the common
place sacrifice of an existence like hers 
could only be realized by its cessation. 

One reward she had. Her books began 
to grow more interesting. " It grows bet
ter as you get into i t , " she explained to one 
of the nurses, but in her heart she knew 
the improvement was not in the book. 

At last a night came when she had a 
dream, more poignant, more v iv id , than 
any material message could have been—a 
dream of disaster at home. She was not a 
superstitious woman, but the impression 
already in her mind was immensely deep
ened. She was needed at home: that was 
her place. What madness it had been for 
her to go away, and what a selfish mad
ness, made up partly of desire to rest, and 
partly of a wish to prove Despard wrong! 
She might have cause to reproach herself 
for the remainder of her life. She could 
forgive him all that she herself had suf
fered, removed from her work, deprived 
of all occupation and happy home activi
ties, but if anything had gone wrong with 
those she loved 

That very afternoon she went home. 
Once inside her own gates she began to 

see signs of her three weeks' absence. 
Although the grounds were nominally her 
husband's charge, the standards since her 
departure had evidently been lowered. 
The gutters were but half-cleared and the 
gravel unraked. The appearance of the 
house confirmed her fears. The window-
curtains had not been changed. Sixty-
two dirty window-curtains seemed to her 
to offer but a dreary r welcome. 

In spite of sunshine, the rainy-day door
mat greeted her, left from the day before, 
which had been rainy; and the brasses of 
the door, though not actually tarnished, 
lacked that elysian brightness on which 
she herself insisted. 

As she mounted the steps two of the 
boys came running up—hugging and claw
ing at her with hands on which she caught 
a glimpse of the lustrous veneer of dirt. 
They were so glad to see her and little 
Lewis had been i l l . Her heart stood still 
—oh, only a cold. Where was he? she 

asked them, and when they said—oh, 
horror!—out with the governess in the 
pony-cart, she sent them racing after him. 
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The darkest forebodings filled her mind 
as to what she would find within. She 
rang and, after an interval too long by 
several minutes, Churchley opened the 
door. For an instant his appearance 
drove all other thoughts away. 

" W h y , Churchley," she cried, " y o u 
have been putting on weight!" 

Churchley acknowledged the imputa
tion with a smile that approached dan
gerously near a dimple. 

" Y e s , madame," he said; " I 've taken 
a great turn for the better," and he asked 
sympathetically after her own health. 

She made no answer, but turning her 
head away from the staircase, in whose 
crevices she had already detected faint 
gray lines of dust, she moved toward the 
library door, which Churchley quietly 
opened for her. 

She saw with a shock that the arrange
ment of the furniture—an arrangement 
sanctified by twenty years of habit—had 
been altered. Two desks had been drawn 
near the windows without any respect for 
symmetry, and at these, back to back, her 
husband and daughter were sitting. 

That Celia should bring her school-
books to the library, though unusual, was 
not unnatural, but the sight of Royce at 
work on page after page of foolscap was 
something requiring an explanation. 

The room was perfectly quiet except 
for the scratch of his pen and the ticking 
of the clock; and M r s . Royce decided that 
she would stand there silent until some 
other interruption occurred. It could not 
be very long before a servant entered, or 
they themselves would weary of this work. 

But the silence continued. Once Royce 
took out a book and glanced at some refer
ence. Once Celia got up and lighted the 
lamps for both, but neither of them spoke. 

For a long time M r s . Royce stood there, 
transfixed by a curious conviction that 
came to her as she watched—the convic
tion that this silence carried with it a more 
perfect companionship than all her long 
talks with her husband had ever brought. 
Of course she had long since reali/.ed that, 
as gradually as one season melts into an
other, her relationship to her husband had 
changed—changed inevitably, she had 
imagined, from the poetry of first love into 
something that resembled the prose of a 
business partnership. To her the change 

was not altogether to be regretted; in her 
eyes the business of being the head of a 
man's house and the mother of his chil
dren was still charged with the romantic 
idea. But for the first time it now oc
curred to her to ask whether the change 
hail been equally satisfactory to him. A h , 
s h e admitted that a certain charm, a cer
tain stimulation had gone from their affec
t i o n , but never before had she thought, as 
s h e was thinking now, that the quality 
most conspicuously absent was intimacy. 
How was such a thing possible, when she 
had lived twenty years of her life with him 
in perfect amity? 

Yet, standing there, she saw that for 
many years she had not had the least con
ception of what had been going on in his 
mind. She had used the word business 
partnership, and naturally when they 
were together they often discussed the de
tails of the business, only now she remem
bered that it was always in her depart
ment that the problems for discussion 
arose. Royce seemed to be able to man
age his end of it without consultation. 
W h y was this? 

She tried desperately to sec the thing 
clearly. Her whole life was built on the 
belief that she existed solely to be de
pended upon; and yet she saw that her 
husband in all his more personal interests, 
far from depending on her, never even 
mentioned them to her. What did that 
mean? A n d why had she never observed 
this contradiction before? Could it be 
that after all she was not dependable, or 
had some unreckoned factor in his life ren
dered Royce more self-reliant than he had 
been in the early days of their marriage? 

A n d at this point, before she realized 
her intention, she heard her own voice say
ing : " Celia, my dear, your lamp is flaring.'' 

Wel l , there was no question of the wel
come with which both pairs of eyes lit up. 
"Mothe r , dear!" cried the girl . Both 
overwhelmed her with solicitude about 
her health. She did not have to ask after 
theirs. Never were two rosier, more tin-
lined faces than theirs. 

After a moment she asked what it was 
that her husband was writing, and h e 
answered, almost t imidly, that it was a 
book on trees; he had had the idea in 
his mind for a number of years, but had 
never had the energy to begin it before. 
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••Why not?" she asked almost sharply, 
but before he had time to answer—and it 
was evident he himself had no idea of the 
real answer—Celia broke i n : 

" A n d what do you think, mother? I've 
won the prize for composition at school. 
I had the idea the very night you went 
away, and I've worked and worked over 
it, and they all say that it is much better 
than anything I ever did before. Aren ' t 
you glad?" 

Yes, her mother was glad, but a strain 
of bitterness mingled with her rejoicing. 
Was it indeed her absence that had re
leased all the vital energy? 

One hope lingered unacknowledged in 
her breast. She turned to her husband. 

' "And have they made you comfortable 
since I went?" she asked. 

' ' O h , perfectly," he replied. "Eve ry 
thing has gone without a hitch, thanks to 
your arrangements." 

" Y e s , " Celia chimed in , "the servants 
have been too wonderful; they've done 
everything just as if you were at home, 
only better." 

M r s . Royce looked round the room, 
where to her eye everything was wrong— 
the corners dusty, the lamps ill-cared for, 
the sofa pillows rumpled, and the tea-
tray, which ought to have been removed, 
still standing disordered in a corner. 

She stretched her hand toward the bell 
to ring, and order it taken away; and 
then, checking herself, she sank back and 
folded her hands idly in her lap. Her hus
band had begun to tell her something 
about his book. 

E N C H A N T M E N T 

B y L a u r e n c e C . H o d g s o n 

I READ in Izaak Walton's book— 
And suddenly the world was Spring! 

The lark rose heavenward, and shook 
The morning from his mounting wing, 

The sun dripped soft on Catherine hil l 
To stir the crickets in the grass, 

And all the singing birds grew still 
T o listen to the west wind pass. 

The milk-maids sang across the dew, 
And Itchen wakened from its dream, 

To feel upon its breast the blue 
And unblurred heavens shine and gleam. 

And sun and sky and singing bird 
A n d hil l and wind and brook were blent 

Into some lovelv English word, 
L i k e Sherwood, Surrey, Kew, or Kent. 

A h , long ago, in Winchester 
The Master turned him unto sleep; 

X o luring voice of spring shall stir 
His dreaming heart to wake and creep 

Among the shades that silently 
Make covert of a dappled brook. 

But, all the years are Spring to me— 
I read in izaak Walton's book! 
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OF the universa l friendliness in this 
coun t ry , there can be no doubt . I 
often wonder how it is wc have so 

long al lowed ourselves to be accused of bad 
manners—bad publ ic manners. G o o d man
ners are rare enough, anywhere, and in the 

diff icul ty of f i l l ing the posit ions of 
Euineis cabmen, conductors , and porters 

w i t h gent lemen of the highest 
breeding, we have to fa l l back on a certain 
kindliness of i n t en t ion ; and this, I believe, is 
more often found here than anywhere else. 

Undoub ted ly the foreigner who admits 
you to his own social s tanding w i l l treat y o u 
with a politeness far more finished than any
thing we can expect f rom our own menk ind . 
He wi l l ask more f la t ter ingly to be in t ro
duced to y o u , and w i l l v is i t y o u more 
promptly after d i n i n g w i t h y o u ; but fa i l ing 
some such social connect ion, he w i l l s lam the 
door of a pub l i c conveyance in your face as 
quickly as the next m a n . T h e A m e r i c a n , 
on the other hand, who sits next to y o u at 
dinner, m a y convey to y o u the impression 
that he does not m u c h care if he never sees 
you again—and a ve ry just impress ion i t 
may be—but the fact that he does not re
member ever hav ing seen y o u before w i l l nut 
lead h im to take y o u r seat i n a r a i l w a y 
train. 

Some years ago it was the fate of the pres
ent writer to make a journey across France 
with her right a rm i n a s l ing, and much of 
the impedimenta of t ravel i n her left. T h e 
train was a corr idor t ra in , and she had not 
only difficulty in man ipu la t i ng the doors be
tween carriages, but she found herself hold
ing these open, while other people surged 
through them. A s she progressed through 
the t rain, man after man appeared i n the 
doorways of compar tments almost empty in 
order to block her entrance; and it was on ly 
by the in tervent ion of a conductor—ex
pressly appealed to—that she at length ob
tained a seat. She believed that such a sit
uation would have been impossible among 
her own coun t rymen ; nor was she much con
soled by the reflection that had she had a 
bowing acquaintance w i t h any of these gen
tlemen she would undoubted ly have been 
treated w i t h a courtesy more polished than 
Amer ica would have aiforded. 

A lmos t a hundred years ago one of the 
friendliest of our foreign cri t ics said of us: 
" L i b e r t y is nut the chief ami constant ob
ject of their desires; equal i ty is their i d o l : 
T h e y make rap id and sudden efforts to ob
tain l iber ty , and if they miss their a im , re
sign themselves to their disappointment , 
but nothing can satisfy them without equal
i ty , ani l they would rather perish than lose 
i t . " Goethe said that good manners could 
come on ly wi th equal i ty . The two state
ments taken together give the very essence 
of the Amer i can a t t i tude. We treat each 
other as equals—and this accounts at once 
for the lack of deference in publ ic servants 
of which foreigners compla in , and for their 
profound friendliness, which foreigners do 
not seem able to comprehend. " T h e con
ductor on the r a i l w a y , " an observing A m e r 
ican has wri t ten , " w i l l not touch his hat to 
y o u , but then he docs not expect a fee from 
y o u . The w o r k m a n i n the street of whom 
y o u ask a question, w i l l answer y o u as an 
equal , but he w i l l tel l y o u what y o u want to 
k n o w . " N o w there are m a n y people who 
cannot s tomach such independence, who 
can enjoy noth ing but acknowledged supe
r io r i t y . T h e y want to be master, and de
l igh t—soc ia l ly speaking—in p lay ing wi th 
loaded dice. T h e y expect their friends to 
show more affection than they do, they wish 
their servants to be sorrier to leave than 
they are to have them go, and they believe 
that one of the duties of those who serve 
them in any capac i ty is to esteem that serv
ice a privi lege. Such people are happiest 
in E n g l a n d , where any one belonging appar
en t ly to the upper classes is cer ta in ly su
premely well taken care of. Such people do 
not realize that there is something te r r ib ly 
precarious in being well treated on ly because 
one is supposed to be an aristocrat, and that 
only a good coat and p l en ty of loose change 
float them over an abyss of insolence deeper 
b y far than their own coun t rymen threaten 
even at their worst. There is a solid secu
r i t y in being admi t t ed as a fellow being and 
an equal . N o t a l l Amer icans , of course, 
have a taste for equal i ty , but without it no 
one can unders tand, far less enjoy, the par
t icular brand of good manners that flour
ishes i n this count ry . 

787 
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IN most of the affairs of life one genera
tion can begin wi th in measurable dis
tance of where the last left off. W e do 

not have to reinvent the telephone, we do 
not, as a rule, pay our taxes in k i n d , and 
even i n this age of men dressmakers and 

stone-throwing suffragettes, our 
Thelnacessible l i l t ) e g i r ] s s h o w a n inher i ted ap t i 

tude in the use of a needle and 
our l i t t le boys s t i l l throw stones w i t h ease 
and accuracy. Y e t there are some matters 
in which, in each generation, we have to go 
back to the beginning. It is not alone in 
the prehensile power of t iny hands, but in 
some mental characteristics as wel l , that 
the ch i ld reverts to a prehistoric age; an 
age when it was the part of wisdom always 
to be on guard against an enemy. 

N o t the choicest inheritance, phys ica l , 
mental , and moral , not the tenderest affec
t ion or the most enlightened care, not a l l 
our scientific chi ld-s tudy, not the educa
t ional methods of a Froebel or a M o n t e s -
sori, ava i l as yet In eradicate this p r i m a l 
inst inct of self-defence. A n d what weapon 
can the l i t t le creature have in a wor ld of 
giants, of powerful , mysterious, incalculable 
grown-ups, but that of secrecy? There is 
nothing more unfathomable, or more appar
ent ly unreasonable, than the reserve of a 
l i t t le ch i ld . 

Y o u look back upon your own ch i ldhood 
and remember how lit t le of your real inner 
life y o u ever disclosed to the people a round 
you. and you perhaps explain this extraor
d inary reticence by the greater severi ty 
with which chi ldren were treated in that 
sterner age. Y o u complain that it was a 
regime which checked confidence, and de
clare that from the very first y o u resolved 
to t ry a different method wi th your own 
children. Y o u admit that your chi ldren 
are not quite as respectful to you as y o u 
were to your parents, but you say that, on 
the whole, you would lather have confidence 
than respect. D o you Hatter yourself that 
y o u get it from your small children? It i> 
true that the period of reserve may be 
shortened by judicious treatment and that 
as they grow older the relations between 
you may be all that you have hoped lor ; 
but as for your l i t t le ch i ld , overf lowing 
wi th spirits and affection, running to y o u 
with all sorts of questions and confidences, 
disclosing itself to you , as y o u fancy, w i th 
absolute transparency, do you really i m 
agine that y o u see to the bo t tom of its soul? 

P u t away the delus ion! Jus t as, in later 
life, the most successfully secretive person 
is the one who appears most frank, so our 
babb l ing ch i l d fools us. 

Of course, the chi ld ' s unreasoning secrecy 
sometimes works i t ha rm. I t is unable to 
differentiate, to d is t inguish , between woes 
wh ich are inevi table and woes which are 
curable, between the power of a friendly 
parent and an unfr iendly nurse; and so it 
sometimes suffers torture, long-drawn-out 
and nerve-destroying, and is on ly released 
when watchfulness or accident discovers the 
dev i l t ry . One can unders tand this without 
resort ing to any far-fetched explanations; 
bu t w h y , when the cruel nurse has disap
peared altogether, and when the v i c t i m feels 
himself surrounded w i t h p i t y i n g affection, 
does he s t i l l shr ink back and refuse to dis
close the dark secrets of the nursery? W h y , 
but that he subconsciously feels that secrecy 
is his na tu ra l weapon against the world? 

It has been suggested that a lack of vo
cabulary is often at the back of a child's 
reticence. It is true that his communica
tions are largely " y e a , yea, nay, nay , " that 
he can express s imple facts and simple likes 
and disl ikes, and cannot express shades of 
meaning (al though I have k n o w n a chi ld of 
four who seemed to dis t inguish between 
like and love), but w h y does he not tell the 
simple facts? M o r e o v e r , in my experience 
I have k n o w n a c h i l d who, wi th a pre
cocious c o m m a n d of language, habi tual ly, 
when in the presence of older people, trans
lated into the language of chi ldhood the 
thoughts conceived in grown-up terms. 

N o , do what y o u w i l l , surround your little 
c h i l d w i t h affection, w i t h care, w i t h the la
test mind-opening improvements , its mys
terious soul s t i l l harks back to an imme
mor ia l ins t inct of self-defence. 

IT is an unfortunate fact that the people 
who read the most are usually those 
who can least afford to b u y books. For 

them, it is true, l ibraries exist; and let us 
not be unappreciat ive . B u t for the l ibra
ries our case wou ld be far harder than it is. 
Y e t , incredible as it may seem, in The Old-
view of the benefactions of the last Fashioned 
twen ty years or so, there are s t i l l Book Club 
smal l towns in which publ ic l ibraries are in
adequate or l ack ing altogether. Lamenta 
tions arise over the pover ty of the " s m a l l 
Carnegie l i b r a r y " where " t h e latest effu
sions of the inexhaust ible novel -wr i te r" ap-
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pear in generous profusion, but where be l 
ter l i terature is scant i ly p rov ided ; and there 
are some persons who even regret the pass
ing of the o ld , happy-go- lucky l i t t le l ib ra ry 
of the coun t ry t own and the subst i tut ion of 
inst i tut ions where machinery overshadows 
books and readers. 

There are places where one experiences a 
veritable famine. F o r example, in the cap
i ta l c i ty of a cer ta in State there exist, to be 
sure, two l ibrar ies : the State l ib ra ry , f rom 
which only an official class may take books, 
and the l i b r a ry of the N a v a l Academy , from 
which only navy people and some a rmy peo
ple may take them. " H o w nearly related 
to the a rmy do y o u have to b e ? " I hope
fully asked the l ib ra r i an . " Y o u have to be 
its wife ," he answered; and that he spoke i n 
a tone of s y m p a t h y d i d not alter the rule. 
Not that I cri t icise these restrictions, since 
these libraries exist definitely for the use of 
certain classes of persons, and of course one 
can sit down and read in either of them; but 
who cares to do a l l his reading in that stiff 
way? One wants to read at a l l seasons and 
under a l l circumstances, and to have two 
or three books going at once. I n the town 
itself is a " f i c t i o n l i b r a r y , " s i tuated i n a 
book-store. T h e shelves of dog's-eared 
volumes are far f rom a t t rac t ive , while as to 
their contents, one wou ld ha rd ly believe 
that there could be brought together so 
many hopelessly t rashy books. 

I t is under such circumstances that one's 
memory goes back to that old-fashioned i n 
stitution, the book c lub. There are sol id 
advantages in a book c lub , out-of-date 
though it may be. F o r a smal l sum y o u 
may get the reading of clean, well-cared-for 
books, in whose selection y o u can, if y o u 
choose, have a voice. Of course, there is 
the drawback of hav ing to await you r tu rn 
for some book which y o u may be anxious 
to read, but if y o u have requested its pur
chase y o u w i l l be g iven the preference; and 
in any case y o u w i l l get it w i th in a reason
able t ime, p rov ided the c lub is not too large. 
Natura l ly , one does not expect such a c lub 
to provide the classics, but the classics can 
usually be ob ta ined in other ways. T h e y 
are the books which one owns. Y o u m a y 
have a chance to own some of these current 
books too, for if, at the end of the year, y o u 
have an auct ion w i t h i n the c lub , y o u may 
buy them at a low price and i n good condi 
tion. 

I am told that discounts are less than they 

used to be, but a dozen years ago it was sur
pris ing what one could do wi th s l ight ly 
more than a hundred dollars a year; out of 
that sum buy ing the books and paying a boy 
to deliver them—a method far preferable to 
the practice of passing them from hand to 
hand. M y boy had orders', if a book were 
not forthcoming, to sit down in the ha l l and 
wait for it . I n ten years ' experience as the 
work ing officer of a club I never knew a book 
to be lost or maltreated. H a l f of our books 
were novels, and half what I called semi
solids, such as biography, travels, essays, 
etc. A s the novels and essays were cheap I 
never had to hesitate over the price of a 
desirable book, al though impor ted ones 
sometimes came high. 

I t is almost as good to be the executive 
officer of a book club as to be able to b u y 
your own books, and is, i n its way, more 
amusing. If y o u have been the pr ime 
mover i n s tar t ing the club its members w i l l 
th ink it courteous to make y o u president of 
i t , and this, if y o u have had previous experi
ence and really want to do the work, y o u 
w i l l contrive to avoid . T h e office y o u want 
is that of secretary and treasurer and, w i th 
good luck, y o u get i t . A t your first meet
ing there is an immense deal of talk. It is 
a stage which is inevi table . A const i tu t ion 
is adopted and so many rules are l a id down 
to l imi t the power of the secretary and 
treasurer that you wonder how you wi l l 
manage to do the work at a l l . A commi t 
tee is appointed, charged w i t h the selection 
of the books, and members are requested to 
send in lists of those which they desire. A 
few lists come in , and your commit tee 
meets. If y o u are wise y o u w i l l have read 
al l the book-reviews y o u can get hold of 
and wi l l come prepared wi th a pre t ty full 
l is t of your own. T h e other members of 
the committee, par t icu la r ly if they arc men, 
w i l l p robably be unprepared, and the lists 
sent i n w i l l not be ent i re ly avai lable . The 
committee selects enough books to go around 
and y o u go home and begin the work which 
is henceforth to be your dearest occupat ion. 
Y o u order them, pay for them, cover them, 
send them out, and inc iden ta l ly read as 
many of them as possible before they start 
on their round. After the first t ime the lists 
dwindle away, and the other members of the 
commit tee are seldom ready to meet for 
consul ta t ion. T h e y tell y o u to go ahead 
without them. Y o u go ahead joyous ly . 
If you are forehanded, b u y i n g whenever 
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y o u have a short list ready, y o u never have 
to fill i n a long one wi th makeshifts and can 
always have plenty of books on hand for 
your own reading. N a t u r a l l y , y o u have to 
consult the tastes of others, rather than y o u r 
own. For tunate for y o u if y o u are omnivo 
rous! 

The longer a book club lasts, the s impler 
becomes its machinery. A b o u t the four th 
year it may. perhaps, abolish a l l the officers 
except the secretary and treasurer, and b y 
the eighth year, if not sooner, it may refuse 
even to go through the form of electing 
that officer, who thus becomes a permanent 
ins t i tu t ion . The meetings are reduced to 
one a year, at wh ich the brief reports are 
read and the auct ion is held. A t this the 
record book is a valuable a l ly . A book is 
put up for sale and some one says: " I 
never had that at a l l ! " The secretary 
looks it up. " I t was sent to y o u on M a y 
oth. Y o u can b u y it, you k n o w . " I n 
stant submission. " I was out of town. I ' l l 
b i d so-and-so." 

The account book is valuable for other 
things. H o w much of your life it records 
for those ten years! Here are the people 
wi th whom y o u associated, the books y o u 
read—many of them, alas, forgotten; the 
memory of delightful hours of work. Y o u 
can even recall from it thoughts and moods. 
Oh, yes, the book club was a fair ly good 
substitute for your private ownership of 
books. 

A L M O S T every one has been accused at 
one time or another of being reserved. 
I say accused, for, while reserve is 

greatly respected in the hero of a Y i c t o r i a n 
novel , our friends intend no compl iment 
when they say, " Y o u confide noth ing; y o u 

don't tell me things." A n d they 
eserve may be right. Reserve is on ly 

too often a form of egot ism—a 
hold ing sacred of the most t r i v i a l manifesta
t ion of one ' sown nature, a fear of se t t ingopin-
ions in the daylight for fear they should t u r n 
out less splendid than we had always sup
posed. There are people who w i l l not te l l 
you whether they prefer their toast th ick or 
th in , lest, as their phrase is, y o u should mis
understand them. 

Bu t beyond this there is, of course, a def
ini te qua l i ty called reserve—a reluctance or 
i nab i l i t y to share the content of one's m i n d . 
W e t h i n k o f it usual lyas being a q u a l i t y l y i n g 

who l ly w i t h i n the nature of the i nd iv idua l , 
but is it not, as a mat ter of fact, quite as 
much a qua l i t y of the listener? W h e n we say 
" Y o u te l l me n o t h i n g , " do we leave our
selves w h o l l y blameless? Does not the pos
s ib i l i ty of a confidence lie just where the 
prosper i ty of a jest l i e s—in the ear of the 
hearer? Is not the difficulty often in at
t rac t ing our own p re l imina ry attention? We 
communica te not only by words, but by 
gesture, by a Hashing eye and a tone of 
voice. Reserve, it sometimes appears, is 
who l ly a question of phys ica l appearance, or 
rather of one's powers of phys ica l expres
sion. Y o u m a y notice that reserved people 
are usual ly of b l ank countenances, of even 
tones, and wi thout gest iculat ion. If you 
listen cont inuous ly to them y o u w i l l often 
find that they have not failed in telling 
y o u the facts, but that they have failed 
to get your a t tent ion because they have 
not s ignal led that their facts were impor
tant. 

Such a person approaching y o u quiet ly 
says i n an unemot iona l voice, " I am sorry 
to have kept y o u wa i t ing , but m y house has 
been on fire," and y o u , your mind undis-
t rac ted from your own unselfishness, reply 
that y o u d i d not m i n d wai t ing , that y o u had 
an interest ing book, and so forth. La te r 
you w i l l compla in that your friend withheld 
a l l knowledge of the conflagration; " a n d 
ye t , " y o u w i l l say. " n o one wou ld have been 
more deeply interested than I should have 
been." Qui te t rue: y o u would have stopped 
at no sacrifice, if on ly y o u had been able to 
hear; but in order to be heard by you , your 
friend must first hoist signals of distress. 
M a n y of us have found how l i t t le effect it 
makes on a doctor to te l l h i m i n measured 
tones that we are suffering unbearably. N o , 
we must groan and c r y out, before the med
ical man, accustomed to unreserved hu
mani ty , w i l l open his ear to our complaint . 
Y e t it m a y very wel l be that such physical 
expression lies as m u c h outside our power 
as h igh C . I t is not because we despise such 
manifes ta t ions—though that is what many 
of us te l l ourselves—but that that form of 
self-expression is denied to us. M o s t of us 
wou ld l ike to communica te w i t h our fellow 
beings if on ly we knew how. D o not be
l ieve that reserved people have grown delib
erately immobi le i n feature and d r y in tone, 
but rather that their ve ry i m m o b i l i t y and 
dryness forms the v e r y substance of their 
uncommunicat iveness . 
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THE SEW ST. THOMAS'S CUL'RCll, 
SEW YORK 

IT is s ixty-seven years since O l d T r i n i t y 
was completed and consecrated. There 
it s t i l l stands, after two-thirds of a cen

tury, at the head of W a l l Street, looking 
down and s t i l l more looking up, upon how 
changed a wor ld , cowering among the tem
ples of M a m m o n above which it used to 
tower, but s t i l l v ind ica t ing by its beauty 
the cause it can no longer vindicate by its 
pre-eminence. A l l this t ime i t has waited 
for a r iva l in a Go th i c church as pure and 
peaceable as itself. I t is on ly just now that, 
by the consent of a l l , it has obtained such a 
r iva l in the new St. Thomas ' s , which has the 
advantage of being "ca r r i ed o u t , " as the de
sign of T r i n i t y cannot be said to have been, 
for the nave of the elder church is ceiled 
with plaster purpor t ing to be stone. V a u l t 
ing ambi t ion that o 'crlaths itself is not re
spectable when it is detected, and the sham 
is one that T r i n i t y shares w i th the Goth ic 
churches of N e w Y o r k pretending to be 
vaulted which have been erected since, i n 
cluding St. P a t r i c k ' s Ca thedra l , St. T h o m 
as's alone or a lmost alone excepted. The 
sham in the case of T r i n i t y was not the fault 
of the architect . A n y architect who de
signed a vaul ted cei l ing wou ld na tura l ly pre
fer to have it " the real t h i n g . " B u t the 
vestry of T r i n i t y was apprehensive of the 
cost of a structure w h i c h , as i t is, approxi
mated the mi l l i on wh ich is approximate ly 
the cost of the new St. Thomas ' s , and which 
was by so great a mul t ip le more formi
dable in the fifth decade of the nineteenth 
century than it is in the second of the twen
tieth, and found the add i t iona l expense of 
real vau l t ing p roh ib i t ive . Thereupon M r . 
Upjohn devised a cei l ing of open t imber-
work to meet the new condi t ion . A g a i n the 
sons of Zeruiah were too hard for h im , and, 
taken wi th the forms that resulted from the 
scheme of vau l t i ng , insisted on the imi t a 
tion. If the or ig inal scheme had been car
ried out, we should have had a different 
T r i n i t y , outside as well as in , since it seems 
that a range of f lying buttresses would have 
been needed to support a real groined vaul t . 

Vol. LIV.—74 

Indeed, the new St. Thomas 's raises ques
tions on the same score. There is no ques
tion about the genuineness of the stone
work of the ribs or of the t i lework of the 
cells between them; and moreover the ribs 
are only such as perform structural func
tions, whereas in the vau l t ing of T r i n i t y 
there are introduced those supplementary 
and mechanical ly meaningless ribs so dear 
to the practitioners of orthodox Angl i can 
Goth ic , original or revived. B u t the ex
perienced spectator must wonder how the 
lateral pressure of the great vaults of the. 
nave can have been taken up wi th in the 
space of the narrow aisles, more properly 
mere ambulatories; or, if not so, by what 
legerdemain " t h r u s t " has been converted 
into " l o a d " wi th in the l imi t s of the walls, 
and a l l pressures resolved into mere gravi 
ta t ion. There are some buttresses along 
the exterior south wal l , of a massive and 
vigorous aspect, to which some of the thrust 
of the vaul t ing may conceivably be referred. 
B u t there is no room for such an expedient 
on the nor th side, where the pressure is 
equal, for on this side the church is " b u i l t 
to the l i m i t . " (For the benefit of strangers 
it perhaps ought to be observed that ecclc-
siological " o r i e n t a t i o n " is exactly reversed 
in St. Thomas 's , the proper "west f ron t " 
facing east, and the proper east end west.) 
The confinement of the exterior architec
ture to two fronts is an architectural dis
advantage and an economical advantage 
compared wi th the exterior architecture of 
T r i n i t y , which must be seen a l l around 
and on al l sides made wor thy of its v i s i 
b i l i t y . I t is perhaps the pr inc ipa l explana
t ion of the fact, at first so surprising, that 
the cost of T r i n i t y two generations ago 
so nearly equalled the cost of St. Thomas 's 
now, w i th a degree of enrichment about 
equivalent, and wi th dimensions not so far 
apart. 

Since the v i r tua l complet ion of St. T h o m 
as's there has been announced a dissolution 
of partnership of the architects who designed 
it , a dissolution which much facilitates the 
labors of those who have occasion to discuss 
the work itself. F o r comi ty is held to re-

791 
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quire such persons to assume that the de
signers of the firm are equal ly responsible 
for the designs which bear the impr in t of the 
firm, whereas the artist ic • ' i n d i v i d u a l i t y " of 
a firm is inconceivable. A work of art, to 
have ind iv idua l i t y , must i n the first place 

be the work of an ind iv idua l . There were 
very wide artistic divergencies, for example, 
between the work of Charles F . M c K i m and 
the work of Stanford Whi t e , so that after 
each had " found his h a n d w r i t i n g " it was 
out of the question for any competent ob
server to mistake the emanations of one 
mind for those of the other, though bo th 
were assumed to emanate from the one and 
indivis ib le " f i r m . " I n the present case 
two as marked individual i t ies have been en
gaged. St. Thomas ' s is a work of collabo
rat ion, in which, however, the parts of the 
colaborers have been sharply dist inguished. 
The plan is M r . Cram's , the work ing out 
and the detail are M r . Goodhue's . Hence, 

albeit there is no contradic t ion, albeit there 
is throughout " the same l a w , " the "differ
ences of o p e r a t i o n " i n this modern work 
done al l at once are almost as distinguishable 
as in a minster of which the bu i ld ing has 
been the charge of successive generations and 

the parts are definitely 
divis ible into " e a r l y " and 
" l a t e . " 

A s in a l l Go th ic worthy 
of the name, the exterior 
architecture of the new 
St. Thomas ' s proceeds 
from its interior require
ments, of which one at 
least is modern and un
k n o w n to the mediaeval 
church-builders. Th i s is 
the necessity of accommo
dat ing w i t h facilities for 
hearing as well as seeing a 
larger congregation than 
the floor w i l l hold . T o 
" a c c o m m o d a t e " the la i ty 
was the last th ing in the 
m i n d of the mediaeval 
architect, l a y m a n though 
he himself was. It was 
rather his object to over
awe and humble the lay
man and impress h im with 
his own u n i m p o r t a n c e , 
and this purpose was so 
successfully at ta ined that 
a composer of poetical 
prose has recorded that 
nowhere so much as in the 
interior of a Goth ic ca
thedral had it been borne 
i n upon h i m how a man 

was " a bubble that breaks i n a moment on 
a r iver that rolls forever." The modern 
c l a im of the l a i t y was recognized, in the 
destroyed St. Thomas ' s which the present 
edifice replaces, b y a modificat ion of the 
Goth ic type into an " a u d i t o r i u m . " In the 
new church the Go th i c type is adhered to 
i n its strictness, and the demand of the 
modern l a i ty for more accommodat ion than 
that type i n itself affords has been met by 
the project ion on one side of the completed 
and symmetr ica l church of a gallery for the 
ant ic ipated excess of the congregation over 
what can be accommodated on the floor. 
O n one side, since b y reason of the inflexible 
condit ions which make the outer wal l on 
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the inner side a b l i nd wal l it could not be 
done on both . F r o m this adjunct ion of the 
addi t iona l accommodat ion to the church 
instead of incorporat ion w i t h it follow the 
chief peculiari t ies of the architecture, ex
ternal and in ternal , follows especially the 
asymmet ry whereby the 
central axis of the nave 
is so far from being at the 
centre of the p lan that the 
front is i n effect bisected 
between nave and tower. 
T h i s disposi t ion is so un
usual that the boldness 
of it would border on te
mer i ty d id it not so clearly 
proceed from the funda
mental disposi t ion of the 
plan and were i t not so 
clearly just if ied by the re
sult . 

T h e c o n g r e g a t i o n a l 
need of the gal lery is met 
in the space marked in the 
front b y the w i d t h of the 
tower, and outside of the 
nave and the narrow aisle. 
The interposi t ion of this 
gallery gives to the clear
story, for the four bays 
which i t occupies, an ef
fective w i t h d r a w a l a n d 
recession much b e y o n d 
w h a t i s u s u a l i n c i t y 
churches. One of the most 
successful points of design 
in the church is this reces
sion, punctuated as i t is 
by the terrace-like rise 
and retreat of the massive 
buttresses w i t h their deep double offsets, 
from the mass of the outer wal l , punctuated 
rather than weakened in its effect of wa l l i -
ness by the smal l and single openings, one to 
each bay, w i t h which it is pierced, backward 
and upward to the great windows of the 
clearstory, each occupying the whole space 
of the bay between the piers in which the 
lines of the buttresses terminate and w i t h 
their traceried heads enriched and elabo
rated i n comparison wi th the plainness and 
massiveness of the masonry below. T h i s 
terrace, so s t i l l to describe i t , is emphat ica l ly 
framed between the great mass of the tower, 
and the corbelled and turreted and r i ch ly 
hooded project ion beyond which a three-

story wal l , carried so high that the roofdinc 
of 1 he nave can hardly be made out above i t , 
denotes the parochial offices which are here 
housed, and to which access from the street 
is given by three open arches. 

It is, however, the front on F i f th Avenue 

Interior oi St. Thomas's Church. 

which first and most impresses the beholder 
and indeed to the ord inary passer comprises 
the architecture of the church, which it is 
ve ry far from doing. I t is hard to say which 
of its two so nearly equal parts is the more 
successful or the more s t r ik ing or which con
tributes more to what, i n spite of the want 
of symmet ry or of s imi la r i ty , is a total and 
integral effect, a countenance and not a 
mere assemblage of "features." Here 
again, as in the flank, the effect comes p r i 
mar i ly from the sense of weight and mass. 
Y o u wi l l go far to find a front i n which , up 
to the belfry stage of the tower, the " s o l 
i d s , " speaking technical ly, so outbalance 
the " v o i d s , " which is so emphat ica l ly a 
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pierced wal l and not a collection of framed 
openings. The only openings upon the 
nave are the arched entrance, pierced in the 
wal l of which the thickness is so impress ively 
" revea led ," and the s ingular ly successful 
and original rose-window above i t . T h e base 
of the tower is b lank but for the buttresses, 
for the slit of doorway here again rather punc
tuates than disturbs its massiveness. So do 
the deep lancets of the second stage. E v e n 
the ta l l traceried lights of the belfry stage 
are so emphat ica l ly framed and fortified b y 
their enclosing buttresses that even here, i n 
spite of the enrichment of the buttresses, of 
the pinnacles, of the openings themselves, 
the p r imary expression is sti l l that of power
ful structure rather than that of elaborated 
decoration. In fact, if one were asked to 
designate one element which more than any 
other contributes to the dis t inct ion of the 
church among our essays in ecclesiastical 
Goth ic , he would have to say that more than 
any other it was composed in three d imen
sions. A n elevation on a drawing-board 
would give no clew to the impressiveness 
the actual bui ld ing derives from having not 
on ly length and breadth but thickness. I n 
the stress which the design of St. Thomas ' s 
puts upon the third dimension it is almost 
unique. A front which comes as near as 
any to r iva l l ing it in this respect is that of 
the D u t c h Collegiate Church , some squares 
below it in F i f th Avenue, a work of forty 
years ago by a French architect, which is as 
dis t inct ly as the new i hurch a design in three 
dimensions, and moreover shows much i n 
genuity and inventiveness in its detai l . 
What that edifice lacks to br ing it into the 
comparison is the repose which the later 
church so eminently attains from the ad
justment of its masses and the sk i l l w i th 
which the " v o i d s " are made to emphasize 
the " so l ids , " and wi th which the decoration 
throughout proceeds from the structure, 
whereas in the earlier bui ld ing the unhappy 
freak of protruding the side wall into a huge 
and meaningless l iv ing buttress is an ex
ample of "constructed decora t ion" on a 
scale even ludicrously large. Meanwhi l e , it 
is the sense throughout of the th i rd dimen
sion which gives the new church its weight 
and instance, " w h i c h gives to the temple 

ga te , " as R u s k i n has i t , " the depth and 
darkness of E l i j a h ' s Horeb cave," and to 
the tower the aspect of adequacy to carry a 
c l imb ing spire i n addi t ion to its own weight. 
N o t that in these days any sensitive archi
tect of a c i ty church is l ike ly to recom
mend such a superaddit ion, which would 
br ing his work into immediate and ineffec
tual compet i t ion wi th the sky-scrapers of 
M a m m o n . A n d indeed the actual tower 
has no suggestion of p r o v i s i o n a l l y or in
completeness. T h e monotony of four equal 
pinnacles, wh ich moved R u s k i n to compare 
a tower so furnished to a table upside down 
wi th its four legs in the air, is here effectively 
avoided by g iv ing the pre-eminence to one of 
them and crowning it w i th a feature which 
has the addi t ional advantage of recalling 
without repeating the crown of the pinnacle 
that culminates the buttress into which the 
nor th wal l of the nave is prolonged, and of 
that which surmounts the corbelled turret 
that marks the d iv is ion of the arcaded and 
buttressed and galleried aisle wal l of the 
flank from the parochial offices beyond i t . 

I n the block, without a single tool-mark 
of ornament, the new St. Thomas 's would 
already be a noble bu i ld ing . The highest 
praise the decoration of such a bui ld ing can 
deserve is that it heightens and develops the 
inherent expression of the structure. This 
praise is ful ly earned by the detail of St. 
Thomas 's , whether di rect ly expressive of 
construct ion or mark ing its divisions, l ike 
the mouldings of the cordons and the open
ings, or in features l ike the tal l gallery that 
serves as bridge between the tower and the 
opposite wal l of the nave or in the intricate 
tracery of the rose-window. E v e n of these 
things, which might seem to exist for their 
own sake and to be wor thy, as indeed they 
are, of admira t ion on their own account, the 
best effect is in their cont r ibut ion to the 
to ta l effect. It ought to be added that a 
great enhancement of this effect is pro
duced by the l u c k y choice of material—a 
limestone almost white , wi th random 
splashes of dark which variegate and en
liven i t . B e y o n d question the new St. 
Thomas ' s is one of the chief architectural 
ornaments of N e w Y o r k . 

M o n t g o m e r y S c h u y l e r . 

r i c h e r h r e e Ut>rary, 

. o i l T f t N . V 
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T H E T H R E E H U N D R E D T H M O T O R I S T 

A N D H I S C A R 

L\ S T year the r ecords showed a p r o d u c t i o n 

•i of about 3 0 0 , 0 0 0 motor cars . A p 

proximately one ca r for about every 3 0 0 

people in the U n i t e d States. 

The L o c o m o b i l e p r o d u c t i o n was o n l y 4 cars 

a day, the m a x i m u m l i m i t p r e s c r i b e d b y our 

policy. 

On ly one pe r son i n 9 0 , 0 0 0 bough t a L o c o 

mobile. 

On ly one ou t of e v e r y 3 0 0 motor is ts . 

T h i s m a n , the T h r e e H u n d r e d t h M o t o r i s t , 

buys the L o c o m o b i l e because of i ts qua l i ty . 

Not because of its p r i c e , because that is h i g h . 

And the r ea son w h y o n l y one motor i s t i n 

3 0 0 c a n buy the L o c o m o b i l e is because i t is 

made i n s t r i c t ly l i m i t e d quant i t ies to insure 

qua l i ty . 

W e adopted the p o l i c y of l i m i t e d p r o d u c t i o n , 

qua l i ty ins tead of quant i ty , fourteen years ago, 

when we set out to m a k e " T h e Best B u i l t C a r 

i n A m e r i c a " . 

Q u a n t i t y a n d qua l i ty do not w o r k w e l l 

together for the a t ta inment of the i dea l h igh -

grade motor car . Q u a n t i t y does not necessar i ly 

e l imina te qua l i ty . I t me re ly fights agains t 

it , h inders it, forces it d o w n . A s quan t i t y 

increases b e y o n d a c r i t i c a l f igure, qua l i ty 

decreases a n d the p roduc t loses d i s t i n c t i o n . 
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Q u a l i t y ins tead of quant i ty is but a par t of 
our po l i cy . T h e concen t ra t ion of a ra ther 
unusua l o rgan iza t ion on a l i m i t e d p r o d u c t i o n 
is on ly one of the means to g a i n an end . 

O u r plant , for example , was des igned and 
erected for the sole purpose of d e v e l o p i n g 
the L o c o m o b i l e . Its loca t ion at Br idgepor t , 
C o n n e c t i c u t , is an impor tan t factor. T h e finest 
m e c h a n i c s i n the coun t ry are in our sec t ion of 
N e w E n g l a n d . T h e y inher i t ab i l i ty to work on 
qua l i t y products . O u r equ ipmen t is pecu l i a r , 
expens ive , spec ia l , and very, ve ry comple te . 
W e c o u l d not successful ly b u i l d any other 
type of ca r than the L o c o m o b i l e . T h e L o c o 
m o b i l e c o u l d not be bui l t i n any o ther p lant . 

F u r t h e r : e a c h i n d i v i d u a l c a r receives in t i 
mate a t ten t ion f rom c o m p a n y officials, close 
w a t c h i n g b y depar tmen t heads a n d factory 
foremen. O u r t e s t ing methods are exceed
i n g l y expens ive but they enable us to make 
each L o c o m o b i l e jus t the same as every other 
L o c o m o b i l e a n d to prove i t . 

I f we were to increase ou r output the per
sona l a t ten t ion we g i v e to every car would 
have to re lax a n d the qua l i ty w o u l d be lowered. 
Q u a l i t y is not a new t h i n g , new born of 
r e d tape a n d r u l e s ; i t i s an o l d fashioned 
th ing , a lways b o r n of pe rsona l i ty . 

T o l e d o swords a n d M i l a n e s e a rmour were 
m e d i e v a l qua l i t y p roduc t s wrough t by personal 
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skill, personal en thus iasm, personal supe rv i s ion . 
Eliminate the personal e lement f rom a p roduc t 
and you e l iminate m u c h of the qua l i ty . T h e r e 
can only be just so m a n y r e spons ib l e officers 
in any company . Inc rease the p r o d u c t i o n 
and the personal i ty of these m e n is spread 
out and d i lu ted . 

Most L o c o m o b i l e s are p e r s o n a l l y addressed 
when they leave our plant . W e k n o w where 
they are g o i n g a n d to w h o m they are g o i n g . 
The president, v ice -pres iden t , fac tory manager , 
sales manager a n d o ther officials know these 
cars and w o r k ove r t hem u n t i l t hey are right. 

Every L o c o m o b i l e off ic ia l is act ive in the 
company. T h e offices are in the fac tory to 

be close to the produc t . T h e r e is no separate 
" E x e c u t i v e B u i l d i n g " . 

T h u s , l i m i t e d p r o d u c t i o n , pecu l i a r f ac i l i t i e s 
a n d cons tan t pe r sona l a t tent ion work for qua l i t y 
i n the L o c o m o b i l e . T h e o r g a n i z a t i o n che r i shes 
ideals , i ts officers a n d depa r tmen t heads have 
w o r k e d together, p r a c t i c a l l y in tac t , for fifteen 
years. T h i s esprit dc corps has its s t i m u l a t i n g 
a n d va luab le effect o n q u a l i t y . 

T h e perfect c o n d i t i o n for c r ea t i ng qua l i t y in 
a motor ca r is to p roduce it i n one p l a n t ; 
c o m p l e t i n g a l l the opera t ions unde r one roof, 
f rom raw mate r i a l to finished product . N o 
automobi le c o m p a n y s t r i c t ly does this . I n the 
L o c o m o b i l e p lan t i dea l cond i t ions are p r o b a b l y 



SCRIB.VER'X MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

more c lose ly a p p r o a c h e d than i n any other. 

T h e L o c o m o b i l e is our car . S o m e of the pa ins 

that we take m a y be unnecessary . H o w e v e r , 

fifteen years of exper ience has s h o w n us that 

the on ly way to b u i l d the h ighes t g rade ca r is 

to take a l l poss ib l e pa ins . F o r e x a m p l e , e v e n 

the nuts a n d bo l t s for the L o c o m o b i l e are 

made b y its ar t i sans , not pu rchased . N o one 

quest ions the methods of m a k e r s who b u y g o o d , 

ready-made nuts a n d bol ts , qui te the con t ra ry . 

T h e m a k e r w h o is b u i l d i n g a ca r to fit a p r ice 

mus t con t r ive , mus t cut corners . T h e fact that 

he does so, m a y not cause t roub le for the users 

of h is cars . T h o u g h the w o r k i n g out of the 

L o c o m o b i l e p o l i c y i n v o l v e s ex t ra t roub le a n d 

greater expense i n such de ta i l s , the result 

means greater i n su rance for the Three 

H u n d r e d t h M o t o r i s t . C o m p l e t e re laxa t ion i n 

m o t o r i n g is o n l y poss ib l e i n a ca r i n which 

y o u r conf idence is as great as y o u r comfort. 

W e k n o w the L o c o m o b i l e has not yet reached 

the i d e a l , but ou r fa i th is s u c h that we cannot 

see w h y anyone w h o c a n afford i t shou ld buy 

any other car . 

Because of the l i m i t e d p roduc t i on , the 

charac te r of the o r g a n i z a t i o n , the condi t ions 

u n d e r w h i c h the c a r i s made , the pa ins g iven 

to c o n s t r u c t i o n — t h e L o c o m o b i l e becomes the 

l o g i c a l c a r for the T h r e e H u n d r e d t h M o t o r i s t . 

T h e L o c o m o b i l e C o m p a n y o f A m e r i c a 

Bridgeport, Connecticut 
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V e r y e a r l y C h r i s t m a s m o r n i n g , as soon as the gray 
l igh t begins to steal in to y o u r r o o m , w e suggest that y o u 
tiptoe s o f t l y d o w n stairs and see fo r y o u r s e l f w h e t h e r San ta 
C l a u s has been so k i n d and discerning as to give y o u a 

W a l t k a m W a t c k 
M a y w e also suggest to the m a n y tho usand helpers of San t a C l a u s t k a t a 

W a l t h a m W a t c h w i l l exc i te i n the rec ip ien t a un ique t h r i l l of pleasure w h i c h 

w i l l be made good b y m a n y years o f accurate service and the sat isfact ion of 

possessing the best of its k i n d . 

T h e greater number of w a t c h b u y e r s w i l l do w e l l to f a v o r the R i v e r s i d e 
series of W a l t h a m W a t c h e s . T h e r e are styles at v a r y i n g prices f o r men, 
w o m e n and y o u t h s . T h e y are to be had at good J e w e l r y stores genera l ly . " W e 
w i l l g l a d l y send y o u free on request ou r R i v e r s i d e bookle t . 

W a l t k a m W a t c h C o m p a n y , W a l t h a m , M a s s . 

f„ nj*,~n*~»~.t* *u~se mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Special Kodaks 
T h e high power of their Ze i s s -Kodak Anast igmat lenses, the 

speed and accuracy of their C o m p o u n d shutters and the mechanical 
perfection of the instruments themselves give to the Special K o d a k s 
a scope not found in other pocket cameras. 

Snap-shots, with good l ight , in a 200th part of a second, snap
shots on gray davs, snap-shots in l ight shade are easily within their 
capabilities. A n d all this in pocket cameras that st i l l retain the K o d a k 
simplicity. 

No. l . \ Special Kodak, for pictures 2',4 x i% inches, - - $50.00 
No. 3 " 3%xiU inches, - - 52.00 
No. 3 A " " " " , 3'4 x 5'A inches, - - 65.00 

Appropriate for that Christmas Gift that should be a little better than the rest. 

E A S T M A N K O D A K C O M P A N Y , 

Catalogue fre^atjom dealers R O C H E S T E R , N . Y . , T)lC Kodak CltX. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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i 
E 

T h e s e g r e a t a r t i s t s c o m e t o y o u r 

h o m e C h r i s t m a s w i t h t h e V i c t r o l a 
Y ou can search the whole world over and not 

find another gift that will bring so much pleasure 
to every member of the family. 

A n y V i c t o r d e a l e r i n a n y c i t y i n t h e 

w o r l d w i l l g l a d l y p l a y a n y m u s i c y o u 

w i s h t o h e a r a n d d e m o n s t r a t e t o y o u t h e 

w o n d e r f u l V i c t o r - V i c t r o l a . 

V i c t o r s $ 1 0 t o $ 1 0 0 . V i c t r o l a s $ 1 5 t o $ 2 0 0 . 

V i c t o r T a l k i n g M a c h i n e C o . , C a m d e n , N . J . , U . S . A . 
Berliner Gramophune Cu., Montreal, Canadian Distributors. 

N e w V i c t o r Records demonstrated at a l l dealers on the 28th of each month 

r - *i»nsr. mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Coffee Percolator 
$12.50 

"Tins CHRISTMAS ~ 
Make it ELECTRICAL 
an J Have it PRACTICAL 
It is ever the desire to find something new to 

give expression to the spirit of Christmas. W i t h the 
growing trend toward sane and practical giving the 
range of choice that is offered in electrical devices 
for home comfort and home convenience appeals 
strongly to one who would select for a gift that which 
is attractive both for its novelty and practicability. 

Where is the wife or mother who would not 
enthuse over a real electric vacuum cleaner or an 
electric washing machine ? Think of the lasting 
pleasure that would be present in a home equipped 
with Inter-phones, which save useless stair-climbing. 

Other things which give pleasure and satisfaction 
much out of proportion to their cost, and for which 
the cost for electric current to operate is so low that 
it need scarcely be considered, are electric irons, 
coffee percolators, chafing dishes, bread toasters and 
warming pads. A l l of these and other electric 
goods are to be had in highest quality among the 

Western < Electric 
Home Utilities 

Anything with the Western Electric name carries 
assurance of quality and guarantee of worth. Every 
time you use your Bel l Telephone you hold in 
your hand an evidence of Western Electric efficiency. 
The same degree of excellence is to be found in 
every other Western Electric article. 

Electrical dealers a l l over the country sell our goods. 
If you cannot find them at the dealer's i n your town, write to 
any of our houses i n the cities listed below, and we wi l l send 
literature on any article i n which you are interested, and tell 
you where in your vic ini ty it can be purchased. 

Electric 
Hashing Machine 

$55.00 

American Beauty 
Electric Iron 

$5.00 

W E S T E R N E L E C T R I C C O M P A N Y 
Manufacturers of the 7,500,000 " B e l l " Telephones A 

NewYork Chicago 
Buffalo Milwaukee 
Philadelphia Pillsburgh 
Boston 
Richmond 
Atlanta 
Savannah 

Cleveland 
Cinclnnall 
Indianapolis Omaha 
St.Louls SaltLakeCity 

Kansas City San Francisco Montreal 
OklahomaCily Oakland Toronto 
Minneapolis Los Angeles Winnipeg 
SI.Paul Dallas Calgary 
Denver Houston Vancouver 

Seattle Edmonton 
Portland NewOrleans 

EQUIPMENT FOR EVERY 
ELECTRICAL NEED 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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T h e T e l e p h o n e D o o r s 

o f t h e N a t i o n 

W H E N y o u l i f t t h e B e l l T e l e p h o n e 

r e c e i v e r f r o m t h e h o o k , t h e d o o r s 

o f t h e n a t i o n o p e n f o r y o u . 

W h e r e v e r y o u m a y b e , a m u l t i t u d e 

i s w i t h i n r e a c h o f y o u r v o i c e . A s 

e a s i l y a s y o u t a l k a c r o s s t h e r o o m , 

y o u c a n s e n d y o u r t h o u g h t s a n d 

w o r d s , t h r o u g h t h e o p e n d o o r s o f B e l l 

S e r v i c e , i n t o n e a r - b y a n d f a r - o f f s t a t e s 

a n d c o m m u n i t i e s . 

A t a n y h o u r o f t h e d a y o r n i g h t , 

y o u c a n t a l k i n s t a n t l y , d i r e c t l y 

w i t h w h o m y o u c h o o s e , o n e m i l e , 

o r a h u n d r e d , o r t w o t h o u s a n d 

m i l e s a w a y . 

T h i s i s p o s s i b l e b e c a u s e 7 , 5 0 0 , 0 0 0 

t e l e p h o n e s , i n e v e r y p a r t o f o u r 

c o u n t r y , a r e c o n n e c t e d a n d w o r k t o 

g e t h e r i n t h e B e l l S y s t e m t o p r o m o t e 

t h e i n t e r e s t s o f t h e p e o p l e w i t h i n 

t h e c o m m u n i t y a n d b e y o n d i t s l i m i t s . 

It i s t h e d u t y o f t h e B e l l S y s t e m t o 

m a k e i t s s e r v i c e u n i v e r s a l , g i v i n g t o 

e v e r y o n e t h e s a m e p r i v i l e g e o f t a l k i n g 

a n y w h e r e a t a n y t i m e . 

B e c a u s e a s t h e f a c i l i t i e s f o r d i r e c t 

c o m m u n i c a t i o n a r e e x t e n d e d , t h e 

p e o p l e o f o u r c o u n t r y a r e d r a w n 

c l o s e r t o g e t h e r , a n d n a t i o n a l w e l f a r e 

a n d c o n t e n t m e n t a r e p r o m o t e d . 

A m e r i c a n T e l e p h o n e a n d T e l e g r a p h C o m p a n y 

A n d A s s o c i a t e d C o m p a n i e s 

One Policy One System Universal Service 

Tn n.nvnie.rinp advertisements Mease mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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Y o u M a y b e S u r e H e G e t s I t . 

" H o w a b o u t s o m e J e l l - O , m y d e a r ? Y o u k n o w I d o n o t o f t e n s u g g e s t a n y t h i n g 

f o r t h e t a b l e , b u t so m a n y o f o u r f r i e n d s a r e u s i n g J e l l - 0 a n d I f i n d I l i k e i t so w e l l 

t h a t I w o u l d r e a l l y l i k e t o h a v e s o m e h e r e a t h o m e . " 

T h i s s u g g e s t i o n s h o u l d b e v e r y w e l c o m e t o a n y w o m a n , f o r 

c o s t s o n l y t e n c e n t s , d o e s n ' t h a v e t o b e c o o k e d , a n d e v e r y b o d y , 

s a i n t a n d s i n n e r , l i k e s i t . 

A g r e a t v a r i e t y of t h e m o s t d e l i c i o u s d e s s e r t s c a n b e m a d e 

o f J e l l - 0 b y a d d i n g o n l y h o t w a t e r — n o t h i n g e l se . 

M a r i o n H a r l a n d , M r s . R o r e r . a n d a l l o t h e r J e l l - 0 u s e r s , w i l l 

t e l l y o u , " T h e r e n e v e r w a s a n y t h i n g l i k e i t . " 

T h e r e a r e s e v e n d e l i g h t f u l pure fruit flavors o f J e l l - O : 

S t r a w b e r r y , R a s p b e r r y , L e m o n , O r a n g e , C h e r r y , P e a c h , C h o c 

o l a t e . 

E a c h i n a s e p a r a t e p a c k a g e , 10 cents a t a n y g r o c e r s. 

T h e b e a u t i f u l r e c i p e b o o k , " S i x F a m o u s C o o k s . " i l l u s t r a t e d 
i n s p l e n d i d c o l o r s , w i l l be sen t to a l l w h o w r i t e a n d a sk u s fo r i t . In 
e v e r y J e l l - O p a c k a g e t h e r e i s a l i t t l e b o o k f u l l of i n f o r m a t i o n f o r 
J e l l - O u s e r s . 

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD CO., Le Roy, N. Y. , and Bridgebursr. Can. 

The name J1.1,1,-0 is on every package in big red letters 
If it isn't there, it isn't J e l l - O . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE 
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N A B I S C O 
S u g a r W a f e r s 

A tempting dessert 
confection, loved by 
all who have ever 
tasted them. Suit
able for every occa
sion where a dessert 
sweet is desired. In 
ten-cent tins; also 
in twenty-five-cent 
tins. 

A D O K A 

A n o t h e r charming confec
tion—a filled sugar wafer 
w i th a bount iful center of 
rich., smooth cream. 

f X S T I N O 

A n ever-popular delight. 
A n almond-shaped dessert 
confection wi th a kernel of 
almond-flavored cream. 

C H O C O L A T E . T O K E N S 

S t i l l another example of the 
perfect dessert confection. 
E-nchanting wafers w i th a 
most delightful creamy f i l l 
ing—entirely covered by 
the richest of sweet choc
olate. 

N A T I O N A L B I S C U I T 

C O M P A N Y 

ne advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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White sheep give 
black sheep—there 
R E M I N G T O N stenographers d o m o r e of 

the w o r l d ' s w o r k than o ther stenographers — 

there are m o r e of t h e m . 

N a t u r e o n l y k n o w s w h y there are more 

whi te sheep than black. 

A l l the w o r l d k n o w s w h y there are m o r e 

R e m i n g t o n operators than others. 

R E M I N G T O N is the m a c h i n e i n w h i c h the 

most operators have c o n f i d e n c e — a n d the 

m a c h i n e w h i c h gives t h e m the conf idence to 

make good. 

more wool than 
are more of them 
R E M I N G T O N is the m a c h i n e i n w h i c h 

the major i ty o f good business schools have 

con f idence—the conf idence to t u r n out c o m 

petent, efficient operators — the t h i n g on 

w h i c h t h e v e r y l i f e o f t h e s e s c h o o l s 

depends. 

R E M I N G T O N is the m a c h i n e i n w h i c h 

business m e n and business houses have c o n 

fidence—because the b ig major i ty of good 

stenographers are R e m i n g t o n t rained and 

" g o to w o r k the first day wi thou t break

i n g i n . " 

12,500,000 R e m i n g t o n letters 
mailed in the Uni ted States every business day in the year. 

I sn ' t that the answer to the ques t ion , " w h i c h m a c h i n e ? " for y o u r office ? 
T h r o u g h o u t the w o r l d R e m i n g t o n is a s y n o n y m for typewr i te r efficiency. It is the voice 

of the business w o r l d . 

R e m i n g t o n 
T y p e w r i t e r C o m p a n y 

(Incorporated) 

N e w Y o r k a n d E v e r y w h e r e 

hi answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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"The art of Heppelwhite—the great 
creator of sweet serenities in furni
ture—his dancing lines, his poetry of 
curve and balance, live now in sil
ver, and more delicately than ever 
before." 

— The Old Gentleman, in "Chati About 
Silver, " our free Booklet—sent upon reque.t 
—which tells about the reason for silver 
shapes and helps you distinguish siL^er styles. 

T S n o t e a c h w o r d o f o u r O l d 

* G e n t l e m a n j u s t i f i e d i n t h i s 

H e p p e l w h i t e d e s i g n , s o c l a s s i c 

a l l y s i m p l e , s o a d a p t e d t o m o d 

e s t o r g r e a t s u r r o u n d i n g s ? 

R e e d & B a r t o n h a v e m a n y s u c h 

d e s i g n s , b e a u t i f u l a n d o r n a t e , o r 

e x q u i s i t e i n s i m p l i c i t y , c o s t i n g 

m u c h o r l i t t l e , b u t all h i n t i n g t h e 

r e a s o n f o r t h a t s i l v e r s u p r e m a c y 

w h i c h m a k e s R e e d &i B a r t o n t h e 

l e a d e r s i n t h e i r c h o s e n f i e l d . 

W h y n o t p o s s e s s e x c l u s i v e d e 

s i g n s w h i c h a r e r a r e ? 

R e e d <fz B a r t o n ' s a c t i v i t i e s t o u c h 

g o l d w o r k , b r o n z e , s i l v e r p l a t e 

a n d p e w t e r f o r m s b e s i d e . 

Offered by Leading Jewelers Everywhere 

Send for our free Booklet, "Chats About 
Silver "—a treasury of silver information. 

Reed &l Barton 
Taunton , Massachusetts 

J \ Represented at r 
Fifth Avenue and 32d Street 

4 Maiden Lane 
New York 

Boston Chicago 
.San Francisco 

H E P P E L W H I T E 

f: 

w 
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.Your Opportunity to Secure. 

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

S E C T I O N A L 
Without Cost to You 

An extraordinary opportunity to have the best in Sectional Bookcases in your Home 
without expense. A postal will bring the Century Plan, together with our hand
somely illustrated Catalog from which you may make any selection desired. 
A Size for Every Book—A Style for Every Home 
Centurv Bookcases embody modern, attractive designs and exclusive teatuxes. Fur
nished in all standard finishes giving full scope for individual selection. 

Adopted as Standard by the U. S. Goz-emment. 
Makes a Most Distinctive Christmas Gift 

All ca£^ zxz GUARANTEED to give absolute satisfaction. Write today for our 
Catalog and Plan. 

C E N T U R Y C A B I N E T C O M P A N Y , 18th Street, U T I C A , N. Y. 
New York Offi :e and Showroom 

We pay the freig any freignt station In the 0 

leads in Tone Quality 
in America 

J > l A N O 

One of the three great 
P i a n o s o f the W o r l d 

Prices-Regular Siyles$55(Kl500 
T h e J o h n C h u r c h C o m p a n y 

C.normal. Ne» York C h , l J < a 

For $1.00 You 
Can Get 
1. M y new book, ''Craftsman 
Houses," containing bl pages 
working house-designs, with 
floor clans and full details— 
12i illustrations. 

2. Personal advice from us on 
any question of home-Duilding, 
furnishing, gardening or hand
icraft free. 

3. T H E C R A F T S M A N for four months* trial (regular 
price $3.00 a year). 
We do this s imply because, h a v i n g new and -n larged facilities, we wish 
to Introduce our oersonat service and our publ icat ion to about S.̂ OC 
more persons. W J send T H E C R A F T S M A N to any address you specify. 

Date 
A/r. Gustav Stickler, 

THE CRAFTS.\fAN, 
The Craftsman Building, New York City. 

DeaESndo$zJ find $1.00 for which send THE CRAFTSMAN for 
four months and ''Craftsman Houses." 

Gustav Stickley 
T H E C R A F T S M A N 

Name 

P. O. Box or Street No 

Post Ollice State -

Y e a r l y Subscript ion Price Three Dollars $3.00) 

G U S T A V S T I C K L E Y 

T H E C R A F T S M A N 
New Y o r k City The Craftsman Building 

74 answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZIXE 
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B UILDING—FURNISHING 

D i d Y o u r Parents Leave Y o u 
A n y H e i r l o o m F u r n i t u r e ? 

t h a t f u r n i t u r e h a s 

g r a c e , b e a u t y o f 

F T H E Y d i d , 

t h e q u a l i t y , 

w o o d a n d p e r f e c t i o n o f w o r k 

m a n s h i p w h i c h c h a r a c t e r i z e 

B e r k e y & G a y f u r n i t u r e . 

B e r k e y & G a y f u r n i t u r e i s n e i t h e r 

" n o v e l " n o r " c h e a p . " I t h a s n e v e r 

f o l l o w e d a f a d ; i t h a s a l w a y s e x p r e s s e d 

t h e b e s t k n o w n i n f u r n i t u r e d e s i g n 

a n d e x e c u t i o n . 

O u r P e r i o d p i e c e s a r e a c c e p t e d a s 

t h e s t a n d a r d f o r f a i t h f u l s t u d i e s f r o m 

t h e c h o i c e s t w o r k o f t h e o l d m a s t e r s i n 

f u r n i t u r e m a k i n g — A d a m , C h i p p e n 

d a l e , H e p p e l w h i t e , S h e r a t o n , a n d t h e o t h e r g r e a t a r t i s t s 

w h o w r o u g h t t h e i r d r e a m s i n w o o d . 

B e r k e y & G a y F u r n i t u r e 
" F o r Y o u r C h i l d r e n ' s H e i r l o o m s 

TH E R E is an exclusive Berkey & 
Gay dealer near you. W i t h the 
displays on his floors and our 

beautiful portfolio o f direct photo
gravures, you may make your selection 
from our entire line as satisfactorily as 
though you had i t a l l in reality before 
you. Y o u have his promise, and ours, 
that what you choose must satisfy and 
please y o u ; the Berkey & Gay shop-
mark insures this to you. The salesman 
w i l l show it to you. It is not a label. 
I t is inlaid and a par t of the piece. It 
is our final expression of approval o f 
each individual piece we make—and we 
make and sell nothing without our shop-
mark. 

wE D O not have a catalog, be
cause our furniture is not the 
catalog k ind . Our de luxe 

booklet, "Character i n Furni ture ," is a 
very interesting history o f Per iod furn i 
ture, instructive and informative. It will help 
you to know true Period pieces. We will send 
it to you for fifteen two-cent U. S. stamps. 

Any of these publications wi l l te sent to 
you free on request: 
The Stonj of Berkey & Gag 

(A most interesting bit of history.) 
Entertaining Your Guests 

(A l-ookleton the newest 
novelt7 pieces.) 

Things to Remember 
Masterpieces inMiniature 
Travelogues in Furniture 

(Authoritative, brief talks 
on Period pieces.) 

Eugene Field's Famous 
"In Amsterdam"Poem. 

B e r k e y & G a y F u r n i t u r e C o . 
2 0 0 M o n r o e A v e . , G r a n d R a p i d s , M i c h i g a n 

Thin inlaid mark of 
honor identifies to you each 

lierkey & Cay piece 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIXE 
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• 1 1 1 S S! I f f 111! 111111J11111111111 i I I I 

1 twkmi} for 
itht ttamt 

I T N C U T G L A S S ; in r o c k crys-
~ A t a l : and in engraved c rys ta l 
^ g l a s s — n o t h i n g but Jobber/ w i l l 
— meet your w a n t s . ^ ^ " " ^ 
— It is r e c o g n i z e d as the w o r l d ' s 
— best, the w o r l d over . -
~ L o o k for the Jibber/ n a m e . 
H plate engraved o n every p iece . 
— A Libbey dealer in each city. 

— The L ibbey Glass C o . , Toledo, Ohio 

i i i i m i i i i i . i i i i i i i i i u i i i i i m i i . i l 

T h i s p i c t u r e d e m o n s t r a t e s 

t h e s c r a t c h l e s s , m a r i e s s 

U 

F E L T O I D 

C a s t e r s a n d T i p s 

F i t t e d t o y o u r f u r n i t u r e , 

t h e y g i v e a b s o l u t e p r o t e c t i o n 

t o floors a n d r u g s . 

T h e y p r e v e n t t h e u g l y g r o o v e s 

a n d s c a r s a n d d i g s a l w a y s p r o 

d u c e d b y c a s t e r s o f i r o n , w o o d , 

l e a t h e r a n d f i b r e . F l o o r d a m a g e 

c e a s e s t h e d a y ' ' F E L T O I D S ' e n t e r 

y o u r h o m e . 

P u t t h e m o n n o w — t h e n n o t e 

t h e d i f f e r e n c e i n y o u r f l o o r s . 

T h e r e i s a " F E L T O I D " a d a p t e d 

t o e v e r y p i e c e o f y o u r f u r n i t u r e . 

"FELTOIDS" may be had at 
furniture and hardware dealers 
and at department stores. 

Write for Booklet 8. 

T h e B u r n s & B a s s i c k C o m p a n y 
Dept. F Bridgeport, Conn. 
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N A T C O I - I O L L C ) W T I L E 

TH E v a s t n u m b e r o f N a t c o H o l l o w T i l e b u i l d i n g s is 
n o m o r e n o t a b l e t h a n t h e d i v e r s i f i e d c h a r a c t e r o f t h e 

s t r u c t u r e s w h i c h a r e n o w e f f e c t i v e o p p o n e n t s t o fire a n d 
o t h e r e l e m e n t s , b e c a u s e o f N a t c o c o n s t r u c t i o n . 

Houses, factories, offices, buildings of all sizes and types are each year enter
ing more and more into the fire-safe class — the Natco H o l l o w T i l e class. 
Evidence cf its popularity is plentiful in suburb and country as well as city. 

There can be only one conclusion. The use of Natco H o l l o w T i l e in walls, 
partitions, floors and roofs does provide the safety from fire which should be 
uppermost in your mind in making any building plans. In its exemption from 
deterioration and its insulation against weather extremes, Natco further 
dominates the entire field of building materials — advantages that outweigh 
many times over the slight increase in original outlay because of its use. 

Be sure lhat all ihe Hollow Tile Blocks that go inlo 
any building of yours bear the trade-mark "Natco" 
and ihen you can be sure lhat Ihe building will be 
all lhat you expect—safe from fire, safe from weather, 
safe from lime. 

Before defining your building plans, send for 
our 64-page handbook, "Fireproof Houses," 
fully describing, with illuslra lions, every del ail 
and phase of Natco construction. Contains 
SO photographs of Natco buildings. Mailed 
anywhere for 20 cents to cover postage. 

Write for it today 

N A T I O N A L F I R E • P R O O F I N G 

• C O M P A N Y -

Dept.D 
Organized 1SS9. 

PITTSBURGH, PA. 
Offices in all Principal Cities. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER S MAGAZINE 
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G i v e H i m o r H e r 

A Karpen 
Christmas Chair 

Useful gifts are most appreciated, and nothing 
you could select wi l l contribute more in comfort 
than a big easy chair for the fireside, which is a 
daily luxury in the hours of leisure and a constant 
reminder of the donor. No chair ever equalled in 
luxurious rest-giving quality those made with the 
new Karpenesque Upholstering, which we have 
adopted for many of our better pieces. 

When you give a Karpen Chair you are sure the 
gift is the very best you can buy. 

Karpen 
Guaranteed Upholstered 

is the standard of quality in materials, construction, 
and design. A l l of the thousands of different pieces 
are guaranteed to give satisfaction or money will 
be cheerfully refunded by the dealer. Karpen Fur
niture is so good that we want you to know who 
makes it, hence we put our trade-mark on each piece. 

When shopping, insist on being shown furniture 
bearing this trade-mark and refuse substitutes 

claimed to be "just as good as 
Karpen Furniture." 

Write for our Free Book "7," con
taining many pages showing how 
good furniture is made. Hundreds 
of photographic reproductions of 
actual pieces, suitable forany room 
ithm the means of the average family. 

this magazine and 
yuur locality. 

TTlAnE-UAPK 

K a r p e n 
UpKolstrrfd 

F v r i u t u r e 

in any home, priced 1 

When writing sp 
ask for the name 

mix I k '•• 
if the Karpe 

menti< 1 
Dealer 11 

S . K a r p e n & B r o s . 
K a r p e n B l d g . , Chicago 
Karpen B l d g . , New Y o r k 
20 Sudbury St., Boston 

F r e e T r i a l f o r X m a s 

A Piedmont Southern Red Cedar Wardrobe Couch 
Finest Xmas, birthday or wedding gift. A lux
urious lounge and a roomy red cedar chest. A beautiful 
and useful piece of furniture. Especially suitable for apart
ments and small rooms. Protects furs and woolens 
from moths, mice, dust and damp. Fifteen days' 
free trial. Factory prices. Freight prepaid. 
Rrfcol f FV**I=* Write for illustrated 64-pag-e catalog showing 
i-tf U U n X I C C designs, sizes and prices in Piedmont Red 
Cedar Chests, couches, c hi Aerobes, etc. Also book, "Story of Red 
Cedar," Postpaid free. Write today. 
Piedmont Red Codar Chest Co., Dept. 2, Statesville, H. C. 

B o o k s a t I to I 

Usual Prices 
Send _for 

Free 
Ca ta.log 

I employ no expensive help—I have a quiet office—no 
store rent. I have been in the book business for fif
teen years. I know how to buy books as cheaply 
as anybody else. I can afford to sell them cheaper 
than anybody else. Any book you want promptly 
delivered by mail or express—send for the catalog of 
book bargains to-day. 

1775 BROADWAY 
NEW YORK, N. Y. F R E U D & C O M P A N Y 

" Hollo, Mary . How's Will ie Thomas ? ' 
" That's a lie, Mar tha Smith! " 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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I B M ! 

DO y o u r e a l i z e t h e p o s s i b i l i t i e s f o r c o m f o r t a n d l u x u r y t o 

b e h a d i n t h e m o d e r n b a t h r o o m ? 

F o r i n s t a n c e , h e r e i s a n e w s h o w e r w h i c h u t i l i z e s a n o d d 

b a t h r o o m c o r n e r . W h e n t h e s h o w e r i s i n u s e t h e w a t e r i s 

k e p t w i t h i n b o u n d s b y a p l a t e g l a s s d o o r , a n d t h e t e m p e r a t u r e 

o f t h e w a t e r i s q u i c k l y t e s t e d b y a n e n t i r e l y n e w d e v i c e . 

H u n d r e d s of other ba th room comfor ts and util i t ies are made by us. 

T o s h o w y o u wha t can be done , read our 80-page book , " M o d e r n 
P l u m b i n g , " before c o m m i t t i n g yourself o n ba th room equipment . Sent o n 
receipt of 4c . to cove r postage. 

O u r specia l s h o w e r bath catalog w i l l be sent free o n request. 

T H E J . L . M O T T I R O N W O R K S 
3828 EIGHTY-FIVE YEARS OF SUPREMACY 3QIJ 

F i f t h A v e n u e & 17th Street, N e w Y o r k W o r k s at T r e n t o n , 

BRANCHES: 
Boston Chicago Philadelphia Detroit Denver San Francisco 
Pittsburgh Minneapolis Cleveland Atlanta Washington St. Louis 

Seattle Portland (Ore.) Salt Lake City 
CANADA: Mott Company. Limited. 1 H Bleury Street. Montreal. Que. 

N . J . 

Indianapolis 
Kansas City 

In answering advertisements blea.se mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Important to Those 
Who Expect to Build 

W H E N P L A N N I N G T O B U I L D , get the ideas 
of leading architects, regarding best design, proper in
terior arrangement and most appropriate furnishings. 

T h i s wi l l aid in dec id ing about your own plans, when you ' 11, ~=^^=3$= 

consult your architect, and can be obtained from the several 
hundred designs beautifully i l lustrated in six numbers of the 

architectural Record 
The National Magazine for Architects, Owners and Builders 

with the largest professional circulation in the field 
Tn the advertising pages of these six numbers are also illustrated and described 

ous building specialties that add much to the comfort, convenience and value 
modern home, without materially increasing initial cost; this information way mean 
uf many dollars to you, 

O U R S P E C I A L O F F E R 
We have a limited supply of these sets of six numbers, invaluable to those who 

to build or make alterations. Although regular price is $1.50, we make* you a 
offer of $1.00 for the six, while the sets last, if you mention SCRIBNER'S. They w 
be sold. Order today, tomorrow may be too late. ' , 

First 
and 

Second 
Floor 
Plans, 

greatly 
reduced 

T H I S I . O O S H O U L D S A V E Y O U H U N D R E D S 

The Architectural Record, 302 Lewisuhn Kider, New York City 
Enclosed is $1.00, for which mail six numbers (including the October COUNTRY House Number), according to special 

offer in Sckibner's. 
Name 

Address _ _ 

X O A N G L E R S H O U L D B E W I T H O U T O N E . 

The Isaac Walton magnifying-glass case. 

/;/ answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZ1N.E 
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You c o u l d n o t s e l e c t a b e t t e r C h r i s t m a s g i f t t h a n d 

S l o b ( A ^ t m e k e S e c t i o n a l B o o k c a s e 

Y o u a r e c o r d i a l l y 

i n v i t e d b y t h e 

G l o b e - W e r n i c k e 

d e a l e r i n y o u r 

l o c a l i t y t o a t t e n d 

a s p e c i a l C h r i s t 

m a s E x h i b i t o f 

S e c t i o n a l B o o k c a s e s 

D e c e m b e r 1 t o 

D e c e m b e r 1 3 . 1 9 1 3 

N E GIFT to please everybody 
that's old enough to read; one 
gift equally good for s i t t ing-

room where a l l can enjoy it, or for 
one's own room for private solace; 
one gift whose value only improves 
wi th the years as more and more 
delightful associations surround it; 
one gift that earns eternal, uni
versal gratitude — that gift of a l l 
choice gifts — the 

globe wernicke 

S e c t i o n a l B o o k c a s e 

You start a Library for your friend when 
you give this good gift, for section by 
section the Globe-Wernicke Bookcase 
grows as the books increase. It is built 
to last a lifetime, made of selected woods, 
beautifully finished in various styles to 
match all interior schemes. 

Clip the Coupon and write your name and 
address inthespaceprovided an dwe'11 send 
a set of selection cards in colors — Free, 
showing many attractive arrangements. 

T h e S l o b c r W e t m e k e C o . 
< i m i i m a l i 

cyVlfrs. Of Sectional Bookcases — Filing Cabinets — 
Stationers' Goods 

Branch Slores and Local Agents almost everywhere 
Where not represented, we ship freight prepaid 

Ideal 

He ft i f 

Standard Art Mission Sheraton 

•The Stobc-'WcrnieKe Co. 
Cincinnati. ' • ' *g 

Please send me your Christmas 
circular No. 364. 

hi answering advertisements blcase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



Food Products 

CD-

I l l S u n n y L a n d s 
across the sea, where the air Is balmy, and the peasants love 
the soil, more than a hundred perfectly delicious things are 
grown for you. 

C R E S C A I M P O R T E D D E L I C A C I E S 
are for those who appreciate a choice menu—some arc ready 
for the table—many others ready for the cook. Novel ways of 
serving these distinctive products and the Cresca story will be 
found in our booklet—sent on receipt of 2 cent stamp. 
CRESCA COMPANY, Importers, 345 Greenwich St.. New York 

P E C A N S 
NEW C R O P 
G O N Z A L E S 
G u a d a l u p e V a l l e y 

F i f t y a n d o n e h u n d r e d l b . l o t s a t 12% 

c t s . p e r l b . F . O . B . G o n z a l e s , s e l e c t e d . 
W . H . B O O T H E & C O . , G O N Z A L E S , T E X A S 

The "tarty" 

of t h e 

O r i e n t 

" z i p 

Th< 
Occi 

W h i t e H o u s e B r a n d 

C o f f e e a n d T e a s 

The Orient and the 
Occident join in their 

praise of the 

Their superior excellence compels praise from every user every
where. The goodness of White House Tea is not lost before it 
reaches you, but is kept safe in the '4-lb. and V2-lb. all-tin can; 
Orange Pekoe, Formosa Oolong, etc White House Coffee is in 
1-lb., 2-lb., 3-lb. all-tin cans, never in bulk. It pays to ask for the 
White House Brand. Try it and know why. Write for Booklet. 

DWINELL-WRIGHT CO.. BOSTON AND CHICAGO 
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1 
1 

1 

THE 
MONKS' 
FAMOUS 
CORDIAL 

HAS STOOD 
T H E T E S T 
O F A G E S 

A N D IS S T I L L 
T H E F I N E S T 
CORDIAL EXTANT 

At first-class Wine 
Bayer & Co., 

Sole Age 
erchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cares. 
Broadway, New York, N. Y.« 
. for the United States. 

I 
i 

03 

s 

i 

A T W O O D G R A P E F R U I T 
No other Grape Fruit equals it in Flavor 

"American Medicine'" says: 
" R e a l i z i n g the great va lue of grape fruit, the m e d i c a l p rofess ion have l o n g 

a d v o c a t e d its d a i l y use, bu t it has o n l y been w i t h i n the past few years that the 
e x t r a o r d i n a r y c u r a t i v e v i r tues of this ' k i n g of f ru i t s ' have been app rec i a t ed . 
T h i s dates f r o m the i n t r o d u c t i o n of the A T W O O D G R A P E F R U I T , a k i n d 
that so far surpasses the o r d i n a r y grape fruit that no c o m p a r i s o n c a n be m a d e . " 

E. E. Kccler, M.D., in the " Good Health Clinic" writes : 
" I n a l l cases where there is the ' u r i c a c i d d i a thes i s ' y o u w i l l see an i m 

med ia t e i m p r o v e m e n t f o l l o w i n g the use of grape f ru i t . " 

A well-known physician writes : 
" I p re sc r ibe grape fruit for a l l m y pat ients , a n d te l l t h e m to be sure a n d 

get A T W O O D G R A P E F R U I T , as other grape fruit to the A t w o o d is as 
cider apples to pippins." 

If you desire, your grocer or fruit dealer wil l furnish the A T W O O D Brand 
in either bright or bronze. It may be procured at first-class hotels, restaurants 
and clubs. Ask for A T W O O D Brand. For home use buy it by the box ; it 
will keep for weeks and improve. 

A T W O O D Grape Fruit is always sold in the trade
mark wrapper of the Atwood Grape Fruit Company 

T H E A T W O O D G R A P E F R U I T C O . , 80 Maiden Lane, N e w Y o r k 

In answerins advertisements tlease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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T h e d r o u t h s 
As it is Today 
W i l l d o m u c h f o r y o u r F a m i l y 

C h r i s t m a s E v e r y W e e k 

T h e B e s t G i f t f o r 

A n y O n e i n A n y 

H o m e a t A n y P r i c e 
i : .,1 . . 

N T O o t h e r p u b l i c a t i o n d u p l i 

c a t e s T h e Y o u t h ' s C o m 

p a n i o n , n o o t h e r s o c o m p l e t e l y 

d e l i g h t s a l l a g e s — s i x , s i x t e e n , 

o r s i x t y . T h e m o s t d i s t i n c t i v e 

f a m i l y p a p e r i n A m e r i c a . It 

w i l l b r i n g n o t o n l y t o t h e r e 

c e i v e r b u t t o a l l t h e f a m i l y 

m o r e p l e a s u r e a n d p r o f i t t h a n 

c a n b e e s t i m a t e d , b e c a u s e i t 

w i n s i t s w a y w i t h a l l . 

All new subscribers 
will receive every
thing mentioned in 
these three panels wm~ 

I t s B r i m f u l P a g e s 

r e c a l l y o u r S e n s i b l e , 

S e r v i c e a b l e C h o i c e 

R E A T S e r i a l s t h a t c o m p e l 

a l l t o r e a d t h e m . 2 5 0 s h o r t 

s t o r i e s . R a r e a r t i c l e s b y g r e a t 

c o n t r i b u t o r s . A r e m a r k a b l y i n 

f o r m i n g E d i t o r i a l P a g e , i m p a r 

t i a l a n d c o m p r e h e n s i v e . T h e 

F a m i l y P a g e , t h e B o y s ' O w n 

P a g e , t h e G i r l s ' O w n P a g e , t h e 

D o c t o r ' s C o r n e r , N a t u r e a n d 

S c i e n c e , a n d a t h o u s a n d b i t s o f 

t h e w o r l d ' s c h o i c e s t h u m o r . 

1 
The 52 weekly issues 
of 1914, with beauti
ful Christinas Folder 
announcing your gift. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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T r r i r I M iiiimim . j m m f ••• 

C o m p a n i o n 
C O t i m e s a 
*JCm y e a r 

n o t 12 

L a r g e r , 

I m p r o v e d 

a n d B e t t e r 

T h a n E v e r 

V Y / I D E R i n i t s 

o f e v e r y i n t e r e s t 

t h e f a m i l y , T h e C o m p a n i o n 

l e a d s i n a m o u n t o f r e a d i n g , a n d 

i t s q u a l i t y i s n e v e r q u e s t i o n e d . 

C o m i n g weekly, i t p r o v i d e s a 

c o n s t a n t , s t e a d y s t r e a m o f 

p l e a s u r e a n d p r o f i t , w i t h o u t 

l o n g w a i t s b e t w e e n . T h e C o m 

p a n i o n " finds" a n d i n s p i r e s 

e v e r y m e m b e r o f t h e f a m i l y . 

All the issues for the 
remaining weeks of 
1913, including the 
Holiday Numbers. 

A G u a r d A g a i n s t 

t h e I n f e r i o r 
The fine fascination of fit reading, 
its formative power and its volume 
— double that of any American 
monthly — make The Companion 
the foremost family periodical. 

3 
The Youth's Com
panion Practical 
Home Calendar for 
table or wall. 

In answerinz advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Be Sensible and 
Practical 

in your gift making. The value of a gift lies in the pleasure and 
gratification it affords the recipient. To meet these re

quirements precisely send a barrel containing 
10 dozen bottles of good old A 

It is brimful of seasonable sentiment, 
and makes the gift Distinctive and 
Practical in the broadest sense — one 
certain to gratify all the senses. The 
recipient is flattered by your thought-
fulness and benefited as well. Prolongs 
the season of good cheer and kindly 
gratitude over many days and nights. 

I . H . E V A N S & SONS. Est;ililWheel 1786. H U D S O N , N . Y . 

F r e n c h and Ger in a n 

B O O K S 
B t> n n • i n ' r - 5 1 , 1 A v e n u e and 2 7 t h S t r e e t rentanos N c w Y o r k 

LATHES 
For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers, 

Experimental aud Repair Work, eic. 
Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno.BarnesCo. 
28 Iluhv st 

Y O U W A N T THIS C A R D 
Because it will represent 3 >u better, or do more for you than any othi 

:d interview. The lamous 
P e e r l e s s P a t e n t B o o k F o r m C a r d 

It is one of the evidences of his d i s t inc t ion . 
You cannot appreciate or uiu* 
ness of this card without a visual examina
tion of it. The lact that you are nut 
now using it, if you are not. is 
accounted for solely by the 
further fact that you have 
not examined it. Examine 
it forthwith. Send for a 
sample tali today and de
tach the cards one by one 
and note fheir perfectly 
smooth edges—their abso
lute perfection. It is the 
card you want. Appearance of our neat car.l in cme 
T H E J O H N B . W I G G I N S C O M P A N Y 

Engravers, Plate Printers, Die Embossers 
50-52 East Adams Stree t C H I C A G O 

T h e barrier 
impassable 

Ask your dealer for a 
Smith & Wesson today-
Write for free booklet 

Smi th <S W e s s o n 
556 Stockbrid&e Street Osprirryf ieM. Mass. 

For over SO years matters at Superior Revolvers 

Jj A Suitable X m a s Gif t— 
H Grab's Automatic Keyless Bank 
™ —cannot be opened until yon have 
v saved So in dimes—or multiple of 
63 five—automatically registers and 
W shows deposits—a little beaatv—size 2 1-2 
W x 3 1-2 ins.—made of solid steel-oxidized 
M copper finish—a splendid Xmaa sift—Price 
fc) $1.00—parcel p03t prepaid—Address 
jR V I C T O R M . G R A B & C O . 
« B614 Ashland Block CHICAGO 

S E C T " It F D O R F E E 
R E T U R N E D . Tree opinion 
as to patentability. CuMv Hook, 
List of Intentions Nanled, 

Mechanical Movements free to any address. Patents 
secured by us advertised free in World's Progress. Sample copy free. 
V I C T O R J . E V A N S & C O . , Washington, I>. C. 

U N I T A R I A N 
L I T E R A T U R E 

A p p l y to S T E L L A B O A R D M A N 
6 0 P l y m o u t h A v e . R o c h e s t e r , New York 

Sixty-seven years practice before the Patent Office. 
Our handbooks on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent I 
free. Patents procured through Munn Ot Co. receive | 
free notice in the Scient i f ic A m e r i c a n , 

MUNN & CO. 353 Broadway. N. Y. . 
and Washington. D. C . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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^ K i l l l i f i l W f l l l l F 

W 0 0 L -natural, 
porous, 

undyed, Jaeger 
Made Woolens are 

the most practical, 
most healthful and most com
fortable of all fabrics for men's 
and women's underwear—keep 
the warmth in and the cold 
out, and maintain an equable 
temperature. Permit ventila
tion and absorption, and pre
vent chills, coughs and colds. 
Endorsed by the medical pro. 
fession. 
Jaeger Woolen sweaters, coats, 
caps, reefers, etc., for outdoor wear. 

Write for the facts about Jaeger Woolens 

D r . Jaeger ' s S. W . S. C o . ' s O w n S to res 
New York: 306 Fifth Ave., 22 Maiden Lane 

Brooklyn: 504 Fulton St. Boston: 324 BoylstonSt. 
Phila.: 1516 Chestnut St. Chicago: 126 N . State St. 

Agents in all Principal Cities 

W I N T E R S P O R T S . 

O U T I N G 
HANDBOOKS 

ASK FOR AN OUTING 
HANDBOOK ON ANY 
OUTDOOR SUBJECT. 

O f the winter eports 
ice-boating is on ly one of 
the subjects taken up by 
the O U T I N G H A N D 
B O O K S . Each b o o k 
mentioned below w i l l help 
y o u get the best o f J A C K 
F R O S T and set your blood 
t ingl ing w i t h exhilaration. 

I C E B O A T I N G — 
H . L . Stone. A com
plete manual o f construct
ing and handl ing this craft. 

O U T D O O R P H O 
T O G R A P H Y — I . A . D i m o c k . 
For camera workers the year round, but helps 
you catch the spir i t o f winter too. 
P A C K I N G A N D P O R T A G I N G — 
Dillon Wallace. Makes a l ighter load 
of your duffle by packing i t right. 
T R A C K S A N D T R A C K I N G — 
Josef Brunner. Interprets the track of 
w i l d animals and birds. M a n y il lustrations. 
Pr ice $.70 net each.—Postage 5c. extra. 
A t a l l bookstores or direct. Send for complete 
catalogue. 
O U T I N G P U B . C O . 141 W . 3 6 S T . N . Y . 

A P e r f e c t e d 

P i c t u r e M a c h i n e 

f o r H o m e E n t e r t a i n m e n t 

The foremost lens makers of America have 
solved the problem of satisfactorily project
ing enlarged pictures from the pictures them
selves as well as through lantern slides. 

BauscKiomb 
H O M E B A L O P T I C O N 
Shows colored pictures, photo prints, type 
matter or solid objects, such cs coins, 
minerals, etc., with a clearness and brilliancy 
heretofore impossible except with lantern 
slides. 
Shows Type Without Reversing. Wiih no other popu
lar priced instrument can you pioject written or printed matter 
without the extra expense of a reversing mirror. You wiii 
realize how this increases die opportunities tor pleasure and 
entertainment. 
Show? Solid Objects. Owns lo She fact that the object 
holder 13 on l\\&flco? ci the Sishi chamber rather than on the 
wall as in other home instruments, it is possible to show solid 
objects. The works of your watch, pieces or jewelry, botani
cal specimens are all subjects possible to picJ tct readily in the 
Home Balopticon only. 
Scientific Illumination. TIiefactthaitheHomeBalooti-
con is equipped with one of the famous B &c L achromatic 
lenses and that years of laboratory experimentare behind its won
derful eystem of illumination and reflection, accounts in a large 
measure.for the superior clearness Bnd brilliancy of its pictures. 

Another advantage Is 'hat each outfit includes two acljustdble 
picture holder and an aluminum coated '."all screen which ma Lea 
the image many times mure brilliant than can the ordinary sheet. 

That thisis the bestoi ml home picture machines Will be appar
ent if you compare demonstrations with any other similar 
projector at any price. A t photographic dealers—Dottoy siuiea. 

For lantern slide users the Home Bai-
Opt icon can be mppliedin a mode! combining 
lantern slides 'with opaque pictures giv
ing instant interchange between the t<xso. 

" F u n — a n d Bet ter"Free 
A Look about the possibilities of 
original home entertainment with the 
Home BaluplJeon. If you doubt that 
this picture rnachmeisto the eye what 
the ulking machine is to the ear, tend 
for this book and read how the 
Bal opbeon can be used for pleasure 
and profit in acoics of different ways. 
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co. 

575 Sl.Paul St.,Rochester, N.Y. 

hi answering advertisements Mease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

LITTLE 
MOTHERS 

CUTICURA 
50AP 

A n d C u t i c u r a O i n t m e n t . T h e y 
afford the pures t , s w e e t e s t a n d 
mos t e c o n o m i c a l m e t h o d of p r e 
s e r v i n g , p u r i f y i n g a n d b e a u t i f y i n g 
the s k i n , s c a l p a n d h a i r . F o r 
t o r t u r i n g e c z e m a s , r a s h e s , i t c h -
i ngs , i n f l a m m a t i o n s a n d cha f ings 
of i n f a n t s , c h i l d r e n a n d adu l t s 
C u t i c u r a S o a p a n d C u t i c u r a O i n t 
m e n t a re m o s t e f f ec t ive . 

Cuticura Soap and Cutlrura Ointment are sold 
throughout the world. Scud post-card to nearest 
depot fur free sample or each with 32-page book: 
Newbery, 27, Charterhouse Sq., London; R. Towns 
&Co., Sydney, N.S. W.; Leunon, Ltd., Cape Town; 
Mullcr. McLean & Co., Calcutta and Bombay: 
Potter Druu and Chem. Corp.. Boston. U. S. A. 

off-Men who shave and shampoo with Cuticura 
Soap will llnd it best for skin and scalp. 

DELICATE 
CHILDREN 

Vinol 
THE DELICIOUS COD LIVER AND 

IRON TONIC WITHOUT OIL 

DELICATE CHILDREN 
respond quickly to the strengthening and 
body-building virtues of Vinol because it 
contains in delicious combination two 
famous tonics —the medicinal elements 
of the finest Cod Liver Oil and peptonate 
of iron —but no oil. Children love it —it 
restores appetite and creates strength. 
Its superiority as a tonic reconstructor 
in all weak, run-down conditions and for 
chronic coughs, colds, and bronchitis is 
guaranteed by over 5000 druggists. 

For sale by one druggist in a place. 
Look for the Vinol store where you live 

Trial sample sent free on receipt of 
2-cent stamp, 

Chester Kent & Co., Boston, Mass. 

B R O W N ' C 
B r o n c h i a l m 

T R O C H E 
F o r t h e V o i c e 

Promptly relieve coughs, irritation or soreness of the throat. 
Used throughout the world by prominent public speakers and 
singers. The standard remedy for throat troubles. 

Convenient and effective and perfectly safe to use freely. 
Contain no opiates—will not affect the appetite or digestion. 

Sold only in Boxes—never in bulk. 
25c, 50c, and $1.00. Sample Free. 

J O H N I . B R O W N & S O N B o s t o n , M a s s . 

The Third Part\ 

In answering advertisements please mention—R* R v f ; 
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On Every Woman's Dressing-table 
there shou ld a lways be f o u n d a bot t le of that 

matchless perfume, the o ld t ime favori te 

M U R R A Y (SL L A N M A N ' S 
F lor ida W a t e r 

Once used, i t is s i m p l y indispensable. Grateful on 
handkerchief or c l o t h i n g ; a fragrant L o t i o n or 
Spray ; a refreshing add i t i on to the Bath , the Bas in , 
or to the tumble r when b rush ing the teeth.; i t is 
m i l d l y antiseptic and always de l igh t fu l . :: :; 

ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR IT. 
REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES I 

Sample size mailed for six cents in stamps. 
Ask for our booklet, "Beauty and Health.'''' 

Lanman & Kemp, 135 Water street, New York 

"Used while you sleep."11 

for Whooping Cough, 
Spasmodic Croup. 
Asthma, Sore Throat, 
Coughs, Bronchitis, 
Colds, Catarrh. 

A simple, safe and effective treatment, avoiding drugs. 
Vapor ized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of W h o o p 

ing C o u g h and relieves spasmodic C r o u p at once. 
It is a boon to sufferers from A s t h m a . 
T h e air car ry ing the antiseptic vapor, inspired wi th 

every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore 
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights. 

Cresolene relieves the b ronch ia l complicat ions of 
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid i n the 
treatment of Diph ther ia . 

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 30 years of 
successful use. Send us postal for Descript ive Booklet . 

F o r Sale by A l l Druggists 

T r y Cresolene Ant isept ic T h r o a t Table ts for the i r r i 
tated throat, composed of sl ippery e lm bark, licorice, 
sugar and Cresolene. T h e y can't ha rm you. O f your 
druggist or f rom us, 10c. in stamps. 

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., New York 
or Leeming-Miles BuildiDg, Montreal, Canada 

/fo/idaifj 

Gifts 

Finest 
\Tasto) 

W 

aRE T H E Perfume Creations 
k of Houbigant—supreme 

—elegant—their individual, ex
clusive fragrance and bouquet so 
difficult to describe! 

Selections Premiere Qualile 

QUELQUES FLEURS 
The memory of "Some Flowers"; essen
tially of aristocratic character, and, frankly, 
because of price, an exclusive perfume; 
richly presented in a box of Royal blue 
silk. Bottle, $6.75; trial size, 25c. 

Coeur dejeannette 
(.HEART OF JEANNETTE) 

A . reigning favorite; the most inexpensive 
of supremely beautiful perfumes. 2 oz., 
$3.50; loz.,$2.00. Small trial bottle,20c. 
Houbigant 's Ideal. The richest , alluring 
bouquet created by any Perfumer. 21 i oz., $4.75. 
Peau d'Espagne. Neither sweet nor heavy; 
a truly masculine perfume. 2*2 oz., $3.00. 
Jasmin F lo ra l . From the flowers of an old 
garden, silvered by moonlight. I J+ oz., $7.00. 
Vio le t te Houbigant. A n odor in perfection 
of the true violet of the woods. 2.% oz., $7.00. 
L a Rose France. The romance of [he rose in 
every breath of lis glorious perfume. 2 oz., $7.50. 

Houbigant Booklet in Colors 
describing these and other supreme Houbigant 
creations, will be sent immediately to any address. 

P A R K & T I L F O R D 
529-549 W . 42d St., N e w Y o r k 

Sole Agents in United Slates and Canada 

I 
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B r e n t a n o ' s 

B O O K 

S E R V I C E 
B R E N T A N O ' S p l a c e a t t h e 
d i s p o s a l o f a l l a t h o r o u g h l y o r 
g a n i z e d , t r a i n e d , e f f i c i e n t a n d 
p r o m p t s e r v i c e f o r s u p p l y i n g 
B o o k s o n a n y s u b j e c t , i n a n y l a n 
g u a g e a n d w h e r e v e r p u b l i s h e d . 

Lists, Catalogues ana* Information 
Free. Safe Delivery Guar

anteed Everywhere. 

B R E N T A N O ' S f o r h a l f a C e n t u r y 
h a v e b e e n s u p p l y i n g , s a t i s f a c 
t o r i l y , B o o k B u y e r s t h r o u g h o u t 
t h e W o r l d . 

Special Christmas Catalogue 
free upon request. 

B r e n t a n o ' s 
5th A v e . and 27th S t , New Y o r k 

i f " " ' 1 1 1 1 1 ' ' " ' 1 
;\S 0KT.M8C11 tun 

O U T I N ' 

Was 

Carries the Outdoor Season all through the 
year with articles of Fiction and Fact, Sport 
and Travel, not to be found elsewhere. 

25cperCopy. $3.00 per year or $2.50 
if added to your CluD subscriptions 

T H E D I S C O V E R Y O F T H E P A L E F A C E S . 

In some of the larger villages 
the braves are informed of the 
passing hour by occasional squaws. 
The braves always are interested 
and accept the correctness of the 
squaw's time in preference to all 
other time nieces. 

For Liquor and Drug Users 
A scientific treatment which has cured ha l f a 
mi l l ion i n the past thirty-three years, and the one 
treatment which has stood the severe test of t ime. 
Adminis te red by medical experts, at the Kee ley 
Institutes only. F o r full part iculars write 

T o t h e F o l l o w i n g K e e l e y I n s t i t u t e s : 

1 

Oklahoma City, Okla., 118 V. Stiles 
Philadelphia, i'a., 812 N. Broad St. 
j'ittshurgh, Pa., 4240 Fifth Ave. 
Dallas, Tcv. 
Salt Lake City, Utah. 
Seattle, Wash. 

Waukesha, Wis, 
Winnipeg, .Manitoba, 
t .uatemnla City, Guatema 
Puebla, Mexici 
Li idon, Ei j la 

In answering advertisements please men/ion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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T H I S H A N D S O M E 

W A T C H F O B 

FREE 
You like to H U N T and FTSH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
National Sportsman Maga
zine, with its 1 6 0 richly illustrated 
pages, full to overflowing with 
interesting stories and valuable in
formation about guns, fishing 
tackle, camp-'jutfits — the best 
places to go fur fish and game, 
and a thousand and une valuable 
"How to" hints for sportsmen. 
The National Sportsman is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of good 
fellows gather once a month and 
spin stirring yarns about their ex
periences with rod, dug, rirle and 

S P E C I A L O F F E R 
Mail us 25c in stamps or 
coin iur a 3 months* trial 
subscript ion to the 
National Sportsman 
and we will send you 
absolutely 
FREE OF CHARGE 

one of these Handsome 
Ormolu Guld Watch Fobs 

with russet leather strap. 
Don't, delay—bend your 

rder Today. 

N A T I O N A L S P O R T S M A N 
49 Federal Street - Boston, Mass. 

EsterbrooK 
RadioPens 
26 s t y l e s 

The newest idea in 
pens—the Esterbrook 
line de luxe. 

T r i p l e s i l v e r p l a t e d 
—non-corrosive and 
impar ts a " v e l v e t 
touch " as well as a lasting 
brilliance and unusual dur
ability. 

Put up in handsome leath
erette g o l d - e m b e l l i s h e d 

cases—a highly ar
t i s t ic p a c k i n g 

w h i c h t h e y 
truly deserve. 

At all stationers 

Esterbrook 
P e n M f g . C o . 

New York 
Camden, N . J . 

z 

II Q 
orJ 

CO 

T h i s F ire Might H a v e 

Been Prevented 
A n d there have been thou

sands of other fires that could 
have been prevented by simple 
p r e c a u t i o n s which a l l prop
erty owners ought to use and 
probably would if they knew 
about them. 

The Hartford Fire Insurance 
Company has prepared a book 
on F i r e Prevent ion . 

If you are a property owner 
you ought to read it, no matter 
in what company you are in
sured. It w i l l be sent you free 
if you wi l l s ign and m a i l the 
coupon below. Send it to-day; 
it may save you money. 

H A R T F O R D F I R E I N S U R A N C E C O M P A N Y , H a r t f o r d , C o n n . s e n w , T , 
S e n d me b o o k o n " F i r e P r e v e n t i o n . " M y name and address are w r i t t e n b e l o w . 



TravelMesortsJours 
Sail RemOf Italy— October 15 to M a y 31 

G r a n d Hotel B e l l e v u e 
and K u r h a u s S a n R e m o 
Dietetic cure and treatment of all nervous diseases 

Surrounded by old palm gardens 
200 beds—Apartments with bath 

Concerts—Balls — Golf Tennis 
Pigeon Shooting—Yachting 

Booklet sent free 

Under same Management 
Hotel and Kurhaus St. Blasien (Black Forest) 

© i t 
• • V 

Limited 
Parties. 
Comfort E G Y P T and N I L E 

and Leisure. Thorough Sî ht-seein .̂ Expert Guidance. 
Strictly hrst-class. Special Tours for Private Parties. 
33rd Year. PAINE TOURS, Glens Falls, N . Y. 

T h e N I L E and O R I E N T 
Three delightful Tours to the Orient. ANNUAL NILE-ORIENTAL TOUR 

sailing January ssd imotoring through " Garden of Allah Land "land later 
sailings. Send for Booklet and injortnation. 

ALTHOUSE TOURS CO., 1333 Walnut St., Phila. 

THE M E D I T E R R A N E A N Italy. Italian Lakes. Kii 
era, Switzerland, and othe 

ost, best management. Frc 
quent departures, beginning January. 
R o u n d t h e W o r l d ; : 

penses." First class throughout. Departure January 22. Remark
able route. Small party. Ask for Program. 

P I L G R I M T O U R S 
RAYMOND Si WHITCOMB CO.. Agts. 

Boston New York Philadelphia San Francisco 

E G Y P T and the N I L E 
Highest class Tours to the ORIENT, including Egypt, the 
Nile, Holy Land, Greece, etc. Cultured leadership; small 
private parties. Frequent departures until March. Program 34. 
COOK'S N I L E S T E A M E R S leave Cairo every few 
days during the season for the First and Second Cataracts, 
the Sudan, etc. Luxurious private steamers and dababeahs 
for families and private parties. 

R O U N D t h e W O R L D 
Limited private Tour. Travel de Luxe. Exclusive advan
tages. Last departure of season January 8. Program 20 

S O U T H A M E R I C A 
Modern and prehistoric. Attractive Tour including Panama 
January 24. Program 26. 

W I N T E R C R U I S E S 
Panama Canal. West Indies, Orient—India. Mediterranean, 
Round the World. Booking and full information for ALL 
Cruises. Program 43. 

Send for Program desired. 

T H O S . C O O K & S O N , 
245 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, or Boston, Philadelphia, 
Chicago, Montreal, Toronto, San Francisco. Los Angeles 

T E M P L E Rn^rrTTi T O U R 5 
Excellent low price tours for study and pleasure, conducted on plan giving 
all advantages of both party and independent travel. 
BEST ROl'TES. CAPABLE RESPONSIBLE MANAGEMENT 
T E M P L E TOURS, 8 Beacon Street, BOSTON. MASS. 

W I N T E R a n d S P R I N G T O U R S 
Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Italy, Riviera, 
Switzerland, France, Spain. Highest Class. 

DE POTTER TOURS CO., (Est. 1 879 , The Flatiron, N . Y. 

Golden Rule Tours 
2TtH YG3t* Spring tour April 25. 70 days. Other sailings 
_ _ _ June and Julv. Full value given for every'dollar 
i d e a l Trips expended. E' .YAN D E U S E N , Hollis, Long Island 

G A S P A R I L L A I N N 
Second season, first-class, everything new and modern, opens Janu
ary 1st, 1914, under management of Mr. Frank H. Abbott-
Through Pullman Buffet Sleeper leaves Jacksonville daily, 0.30 P. M., 
over Atlantic Coast Line, arriving Boca Grande, 12 noon, follow
ing day. 
Golf, Tennis, Beautiful Gulf Beach, Surf Eathintr. Boating, Fish
ing, Hunting. Write for Booklet. 

UNIVERSITY TRAVEL 

Boca Grande 
F lo r ida 

AFRICA 
E G Y P T 
SYRIA 
G R E E C E 

AFTER THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS 
The Desert at the fascinating season. Algiers, Timgad, Biskra, Constantine, Tunis, by rail and automobile. 
Our private steamer—a " Houseboat on the Nile " to 
the Second Cataract—giving comfort, leisure, privacy. 
By carriage (no horseback^ and camp. Palestine is 
a country of scenic grandeur. Our own camping outfit 
Constantinople and Athens have attained new interest 
through recent events. Our route takes us thence 
through Italy in May. 

Sailings in January, February, and March. 
Send /or Announcements and Details. 

BUREAU OF UNIVERSITY TRAVEL, 4 Trinity Place, Boston, Mass. 

RAYMOND-WHITCOMB TOURS 

E U R O P E 
To the Mediterranean, the Riviera, Italy, Spain, Algeria and Tuni
sia, the Pyrenees. Switzerland, Greece, and the Dalmatian Coast. 
Small parties under personal escort. Everything of the best. 
Frequent departures January to April. 

E C Y P T a n d t h e H O L Y L A N D 
Turkey. Greece, and Balkan States. Departures January 24. Feb
ruary 21, and March 7. 

R O U N D T H E W O R L D 
Small parties, private 
panures December 
Round the World Toi 

: character. The highest travel plane. De-
1 - XMltlHTIl IIl'lllisplUTe 

, leaving January 6 and February 4. 
J A P A N , C H I N A , S I B E R I A 

Departures February 1 
routes, long and short, 
Philippines. 

S O U T H A M E R I C A 
Wonderful Tours leaving January 24, January 31, and later. 

A M E R I C A N T O U R S 
California. Florida, Bermuda, Panama, West Indies. December, 
January, February, and later. 

A skjor the book 0/ tours in w/iic/t you are interested. 
R A Y M O N D & W H I T C O M B C O . 

Boston New York Philadelphia San Francisco 

In anrwering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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H A M B U R G - A M E R I C A N 
LINE 

C R U I S E S 
• T I R I F M T I N T M A hV S - S - Cleveland (1 7,000 tons) from New York Janu 

1 - I l ^ L / l / A . | 9 | 4 Through the Mediterranean, Suez Canal, Red 
luary 1 5th, 
ed Sea and 

Indian Ocean, to Bombay and Colombo. Side trips through India, Holy Land and Egypt. 
Stopping at points in Europe, A s i a and Africa. Duration 93 days. Cost $700 up. Including 
shore excursions and necessary expenses. 

W E S T I N D I E S - P A N A M A C A N A L £ J ZJft&Sfg 
(17,000 tons) during January, February, March and A p r i l . Duration 16 to 29 days. Cost 
$145-175 up. A l s o four 15-day Cruises from New Orleans during January, February and 
March, by S. S. Fuers t Bismarck and Kronprinzessin Ceci l ie . $125 and up. 

A T I A C Weekly Sailings to Cuba, Jamaica and the Panama Canal, 
1 * - ^ < ^ O d l X V l ^ L , Hayti, Colombia, Costa Rica, Nicaragua, by new fast 

Twin-Screw Steamers. 

M E D I T E R R A N E A N S E R V I C E & Steamships Cincinnat i and 
Cleveland. Ports of ca l l : G ib ra l 

tar, Naples, and Genoa . N I L E S E R V I C E by superb steamers of the Hamburg and Anglo-
Amer ican Nile Company. 

a . 

1 9 1 ^ — A R O U N D T H E W O R L D , T H R O U G H P A N A M A C A N A L . 
From N e w York, January 31, 1915, by S. S. Cleveland (17,000 tons). Durat ion 

135 Days. Rates $900 up, including shore trips and necessary expenses. 

Write for information, slating cruise. Offices in principal cities 

H A M B U R G - A M E R I C A N L I N E , 41-45 Broadway, New York 
Philadelphia Pittsburgh Chi Minneapolis St. Louis San Franc 

I 

I 

J 
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A B r i d g e 
o f W a t e r 
That's what the Panama Canal 
really is—a bridge 34 miles long 
with a maximum height of 87 feet 
above sea level. "The most gigan
tic effort yet made by man on this 
planet to improve upon nature' 
declares James Bryce. 
The delightful voyage to and re
turning from the Canal is made 
through the picturesque, romantic 
West Indies with stops at all the 
more attractive and interesting 
ports. 

N O R T H 
G E R M A N 

L L O Y D 
W e s t I n d i e s 

P a n a m a C r u i s e s 

provide the way for making this 
unsurpassed journey with every 
possible comfort of travel. The 
ship will be the world-famous 

S . S . " G r o s s e r K u r f u e r s t " 

Remember early bookings secure 
the choice of accommodations. 
The sailing dates are Jan. 14th, 
Feb. 12th/and Mar . 19th; dur
ation of 21 or 29 days, sailing 
from New York, calling at Ha
vana, Santiago, Kingston, Colon, 
La Guaira, Port of Spain, Brigh
ton, Barbados, Fort de France, 
St. Pierre, St. Thomas, San Juan, 
Nassau. 

T h e c o s t i s $ 1 6 0 . 0 0 u p 

Send for our new booklet 
" T o the Canal and Caribbean." 

O E L R I C H S & C O . , G e n . Aits. 
5 Broadway New York 
H. Claussenius & Co.. Chicago 
Central National Bank. St. Louis 
Robert Capclle. San Francisco 
Alloway & Champion. Winnipeg 

T a k e th i s 
" C r u i s e t h i s W i n t e r — 

S o u t h A m e r i c a , 6 4 D a y s $ 3 0 0 U p . 

T h i n k of the trips you have taken in the past. 
Decide on the one that gave you the most 
pleasure, that held the greatest interest. 
If you could take another, its equal in every 
way but with the added value lent by novelty, 
you would, wouldn't you? T h e n take this 
cruise to South America . 
A beautiful broken coast line, gashed by the mouths 
of giant rivers, great mountains whose tops disappear 
in the clouds, tropic forests that would delight the 
heart of a Livingstone or a Stanley, flourishing farms, 
and above all , magnificent cities the peers of the 
capitals of Europe—these things you find in South 
America. See them. N o written word can do 
them justice. 
Wr i te us today for illustrated book that gives details 
of 64-day cruises that include visits to Bahia, Rio 
de Janeiro, Santos, Montevideo, Buenos Ayres, 

San Paulo, Petropolis, Barbados and Tr in i 
dad in the West Indies, and optional trips 
to Panama and Valparaiso. Sailings from 
New Y o r k every alternate Saturday. 
Cost $300 and up. 
These cruises are made by the new T w i n -
screw S. S. V E S T R I S and S. S. V A N -
D Y C K equipped with modern safety de
vices and affording passengers the comforts 
of a well appointed hotel. For booklet 
address: 

L a m p o r t & H o l t L i n e 
Busk & Daniels , General Agents 
308 Produce Exchange New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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SUNSET LIMITED 
D A I L Y T O 

CALIFORNIA 

All 
Pullman 
Train 

V 
"0: I 

No 
Extra 
Fare 

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

New Y o r k City No 366 Broadway 

New Orleans. L a . Metropolitan BanL Bldg. 

"The Exposition Line—19151 

Agencies all over the United States, Mexico, 
Cuba, and Europe 

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

Hoosron, Tc.ios: Southern Pacific Bldg. 
San Francisco, C a l . ; Flood Bldfi. 
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United RAILWAYS OtHrfM} 
F o r W i n t e r T o u r s i n x 

S u m m e r C l i m e s C o n s u l t 
" C u b a — A W i n t e r P a r a d i s e " 
A beautifully illustrated booklet mailed postpaid on receipt 
of four cents in stamps at the address given below. Tourists 
bound for J A M A I C A and P A N A M A cannot choose a 
more interesting route than the 

" A c r o s s C u b a " 
served by daily express trains, carrying sleeping cars from 
H A V A N A to S A N T I A G O and thence to K I N G S T O N 
thrice weekly by the fast and luxurious 

" S . S . P r i n c e R u p e r t " 

U N I T E D R A I L W A Y S O F H A V A N A 
S u i t e 1 1 1 1 4 2 B r o a d w a y N e w Y o r k 

' ! K ^ « L Z D l | f?llr±3l 

0 

pinehurst 
NORTH CAROLINA f 

Center of Winter Out of Door Life in the 
Middle South 

F O U R E X C E L L E N T H O T E L S 
C A R O L I N A now open B E R K S H I R E and 
H O L L Y I N N H A R V A R D 

opens January 10th open January 15th 

Special Rates During December and January 

Three 18-Hole Golf Courses and One6-Hole 
Practice Course. Frequent Tournaments for 
Splendid Prizes. 
Sp lend id clay tennis courts. Frequent tourna
ments. Shoot ing preserve, trap shooting, l ivery 
and saddle horses, mode l dairy. G o o d roads in 
a radius of fifty miles or more. 

Send for Illustrated Booklet Giving Full Information. 

CENERALOFFICE.Pinehurst.N.C, 
or LEONARD TUFTS, Owner, 

Boston, Mass. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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As the Birds Southward Fly 
the Trend of Travel is along 

| the Southern Railway— 
Premier Carrier of the South 

IBgBBffl -

Open Winter, Delightful Climate, Outdoor 
Life, Golfing, Tennis, Riding, Motoring, Com
plete Recreation, at— 
Augusta, Ga., Aiken, S. C , Charleston, S. C , 
Summerville, S.C., Columbia, S.C., Savannah, 
Ga., Brunswick, Ga., Jacksonville, Fla., and 

all Florida Winter Resorts. 
Up-to-date through Pu l lman Service, including 
D r a w i n g R o o m and State Room cars. Particular 
Specialty—Southern Ra i lway dining car service. 
Stop-over privileges are a l lowed on Win te r Tour
ist Tickets at Ashevi l le , N . C , and other points in 
the " L a n d of the S k y / ' No extra charge. 

Winter Tourist Tickets now on sale. For full informa
tion, illustrated booklets, etc., com
municate with any of the following 

S O U T H E R N R A I L W A Y O F F I C E S 
264 F i f t h A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 
332 W a s h i n g t o n S t . . B o s t o n , M i s s . 
828 C h e s t n u t S t . , P h i l a d e i p h i a , P a . 
705 i 5 t h S t . , N . W . . W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 
54-56 W . A d a m s St . , C h i c a g o , 111. 
116 E n d i c o t t A r c a d e . S t . P a u l . M i n n . 
710 O l i v e S t . , St . L o u i s , M o . 
y St . L a w r e n c e B o u l e v a r d , 

M o n t r e a l , P . Q . 
NO TE: Tkt lands along- the line of 
the Southern Kail-way are most fertile 
and offer at tractile advantages to the 
investor, homeseeker and manufic 
turei—-write for particulars. 

| P H J ^ A D : E U J 3 H W ? . ] S ^ ^ ^ 

B A L T I M O R E 

:: W A S H I N G T O N 

mm* irftFi 

= - S A L I S B U R Y 

A S H E V I L L F - A L - . 

, C O L U M B I A 

A I K E N 

" C H A R L E 5 T O 

A U G U S T A 

. f f | . S A V A N N A H 

. - A / R R U N S W I C K 

) JEKYL ISLAND 

^ ^ J A C K S O N V I L L E 

O U T H E R N R A I L W A Y 
e m i e r C a r r i e r o f t h e S o u t h 
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[<©) W H E R E - T O - G O a BEACON ST. BOSTOS.J* 

N E W Y O R K C I T Y A T L A N T I C C I T Y N . J . 

If Coming To New Y o r k 
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? 

C L E N D E N I N G ' S S 
Select, homelike, economical. Suite 
of parlor, bedroom, private bath for 
two persons, ?2.00 daily. Write f'>r 
Booklet H.. with fine map of citv * 

W A S H I N G T O N P . C . 
H O T E L D R I S C O I - L 
Faces U. S. Capitol. Near 
Union Station. Amidst 
Show Places. Running 
Water, Electric Fans in 
Rooms. Bath Grat i s . 
Karate. Music. Am. $3, 
Eur. j?l.50 up. Booklet. _ 

T H E H A M I L T O N X S k V a S B S K : 
ideal location for family and transient 
trade. 3 blocks to White' Hmise. A I I H T . 
plan. 02.50 up per day. Booklet and imp. 
" P A L M B E A C H By-the-Sea, F l a ^ 

" P a l m Beach Hote l " f u h S W S : 
"Warm sea-Uatliing,£olf,fishing. Kates 1 >w 
as home. Booklet, btoresto rent. Low3-50. 

W E S T IN DTE S 

• • . . : s : . . . » g i 
• »iia>iMi • 'nrf I 
I M inn ii I H ij V 

f ! * * » ,5 •••"» i 

B A R B A D O S 
Hotel fc 

W.-st Marine 
Indies Hotel 

; no malaria. F-r 
Pemhruke, Maine. 

T h e H o m e s t e a d H o t e l , 
W. T. Fine locati 
Yachting. Best 

A MA FE, 
le of Pines. 

m. Ideal climate. Autotnobiline. 
* Bathing. M T. Shepherd, Mgr. 
T R A V E L 

N O R T H C A R O L I N A 

FLORIDA EXCURSIONS 
<t* ̂  COO New York to Jacksonville 

— & Ret. Mondays & Fridays 
i October to February-

SEABOARD AIR LINE RAILWAY 
Get booklets from T V . E . C O N K I . V N , 

G. E . P. A., 11S4 Broadway.New York Citv. 

H E A L T H R E S O R T S 

C O M E TO B A T T L E C R E E K 
TheBattleCreekSertlariun affords the most abundant 
facilities for rest recrea'.on and health improvemenfThe 
unique diet system physical culture classes.interesting 
health lecturesswimming golf, tennis motoring.boatinq. 
and a hundred other atire:'ive fea'jres fill each days pro-
cram with useful entertainment Guerts have Ihe combined 
advantages hi be derived tin favorable climatic conditions, 
home-like surroundings.scientific methodiand daily mete-
cal supervision WRITE FOR PROSPECTUS — 
THE SANITARIUM-BATTLE CREEK.MICH. Box 109 

A t l a n t i c C i t y . JfffllW»,,Sfc| 
Above illustration shows but one sectionof 
this magnificent and sumptuouslv fitted 
bouse—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed 
Solariums overlook tbe Board-walk and the ! 
ocean. Tbeenvironment,convenienceand 
comforts of the Marlborough-BIenheimand 
the inrteorating climate at Atlantic City , 
make tbis tbe ideal place for Fall and Win
ter. Always open. Write for handsomely 
illustrated booklet. Josiah White <fc Sons 
Company, Proprietors and Directors.* 
Q<l]pn H ^ i l ATLANTIC CITY,N. . l . 
U 4 . 1 C 1 1 n a i l . Qotel and Sanatorium. 
New stone, brick A steel building. Always 
open, always ready, alwavs busy. Table 
and attendance unsurpassed.* 

N E W E N G L A N D S A N I T A R I U M 

THE HOME OF HEALTH AND REST 
Forest surrounded, beside a Crystal Lake 

Seven miles from Boston 
BATTLE CREEK METHODS v 

BOX 7 9 MELROSE, MASS. 
i : u i H : n : u ^ : i i i i K i : i i : n : t H i » i i M 

W i l m i n g t o n , N . C . 
bytooriita T H E O R T O N , a delightfully 
situated Hotel of extreme elegance, supplying every 
luxury and convenience. Joe H.Hinton. Owner Prop. 

S E A T T L E W A S H . 
T-Tntpl Qovritr " 12 stories of solid com-
n u i t i O d V U J . f o r t " concrete, steel & 
marble. At center of things. English grill. 
Auto Bus. Ronmsglup. With 1 >ath $2 up. 

n o OTDflMP'O the Saratoga Springs, 
U K . O l nUlNU O N. T . health resort 
open continuouslv, for fifty-eight years for 
health, rest and recreation. Al l kinds of 
baths. All forms of electricity- Saratoga 
waters are unsurpassed. Dry tonic air. 
John B. Yates, President. 

Tremendon^ly in earnest about that 
H e a l t h question? Write 

S~A. J V I T A K I X S M 
Graysvi l le Tennessee 
T H I S K l R F . V l appears monthly 
i n 7 bijr A merican Magazines. Com
bined circulation 3 , 5 0 0 , 0 0 © copies. 

A G F . X T L E R E F U S A L . 

M A N F R O M N E W Y O R K . — I am sure we could be blissfully married. 
L A D Y F R O M C F T T C A G O . — Y e s , but not to each other. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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G r e a t White F l e e t 
Many other delightful 
cruises to Jamaica, 
P a n a m a C a n a l , 
Cen t ra l and South 
A m e r i c a , in ships 
that are built to b t 
cool in the Tropics. 

T h r e e B e a u t i f u l N e w S n i p s n a v e b e e n 
a d d e d l o r S p e c i a l P a n a m a C r u i s e s . 
These great snow-white Steamers, 500 feet in length, yet limited 
to 125 passengers, have a yacht-like exclusiveness with the 
luxurious appointments so desirable in travel to the Tropics. 
A l l rooms " outside," many en suite, many with connecting 
private baths — 42 baths and showers on each ship. 
Delightful Palm Court on deck, opening to the sea. Restaurant 
service a la carte, exclusively, at small tables. 
Beginning January third one of these new twin-screw steamers, 
*' Pastores," " Calamares and ** Tenadores," w i l l sail every 
Saturday from New Y o r k for J a m a i c a , P a n a m a 
C a n a l , C o s t a R i c a and H a v a n a — eighteen 
days of Cruising de Luxe. 
Write for beautifully illustrated booklet No. 27, describing these cruises 

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

2 7 B a t t e r y P l a c e 
N e w Y o r k 

Or any authorized Ticket or Tourist Agent 

630 Common Street 
New Orleans 

P L A Y I N G C A R D S 
For Social Play 

Congress Cards w o u l d 
make appropriate gifts to 
your card-play ing friends. 
Original art designs in as 
many as ten colors and gold. 

Air-Cushion Finish indexes 

P L A Y I N G C A R D S 
For General Play 

Bicycle quality made Bicy
cle reputation. We spare no 
expense to maintain this 
quality and give players the 
best popular-priced card in 
the world. 
Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish 25C PER PACK 

T H E U . S . P L A V I N G C A R D C O . , C I N C I N N A T I , U . S . A 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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W e ^ 0 u t h A ^ e r i c a 
The N e w e s t C r u i s i n g S t e a m e r s 

" L A P L A N D " 18,694 Tons 
W h i t e S t a r L i n e 

" L A U R E N T I C " 14,892 Tone 
" M E G A N T 1 C " 14,878 Tons 

Sailing from New York 

J A N U A R Y 7 
Jan. 1 7 J a n . 2 4 J a n . 3 1 F e b . 1 1 
F e b . 2 5 M a r . 4 M a r . 1 4 A p r i l 4 
Durat ion 1 6 to 28 Days $145 to $175 and upwards 

HI T h e -

Largest Steamers in the Trade 
" A D R I A T I C " 24.541 Ton. 

" C E L T I C " 20,904 Tons 
Sailing from New York 

N O V E M B E R 2 9 
J a n u r - y 1 0 J a n u a r y 2 4 

F e b r u a r y 2 1 M a r c h 7 

B O S T O N — M E D I T E R R A N E A N — I T A L Y 
C r e t i c D e c - 1 1 C a n o p i c J a n . 3 1 

Ask for Complete Itineraries and Illnstrated Booklets 

CRUISE DEPT. RED STAR and WHITE STAR LINES 9 Broadway, New York 
84 State St.. BOSTON 1319 Walnut St.. PHILADELPH'A Madison & La Salle Sts.. CHICAGO 

FOUR DAYS' VACATION 
888 Miles 

of 
Travel 

A l l Water 
Trip 

$18.00 
INCLUDING ALL 

EXPENSES 

New Y o r k to O l d Point Comfort , Va., inc lud ing meals and stateroom berth on steamer, 
luncheon at Hote l Chamber l in , thence v ia James River Nigh t L i n e steamer to R i c h m o n d , Va., 
inc luding supper, stateroom berth and breakfast the following m o r n i n g ; noonday luncheon at 
Hote l in R i c h m o n d ; leave R i c h m o n d same evening via steamer to Norfo lk , Y a . , i n c l u d i n g 
supper, stateroom berth, and breakfast the following m o r n i n g ; noonday luncheon at Nor fo lk 
on ship : leave Norfo lk same evening (except Sunday) 7 . 0 0 P . M . for New Y o r k , i nc lud ing meals 
and stateroom berth, ar r iv ing New Y o r k fol lowing afternoon about 4 . 0 0 P . M . 

Steamers sail every weekday at 3.00 P . M . from Pier 25, N . R . , New Y o r k , foot of 
N . Moore St. 

A l l steamers are equipped with Marcon i Wireless Telegraph System. 
Send for illustrated pamphlet , T o u r Dept . , Phone 3900 F r a n k l i n . 

W . L . W O O D R O W , Traffic Manager. J . J . B R O W N , Gen. Pass . Agent. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Foremost transcontinental ^rain 

california 
'Che 

Golden State Limited 
New all-steel Pullman equipment—entire train, baggage 
to observation car, through between Chicago and Los 
Angeles without change — every luxury of modern 
travel-—for f i rs t-class passengers exclusively. 

^ ' " ^ S / W O p .mi \ Kanuu City 11:05 a. m. Arrives Los Angeles 3:30 p. m. third day. 

THE- DIRECT ROUTE, OF LOWEST AI/TITUDBS 

The most comfortable and interesting route to California. 

The Californian—z. second transcontinental train via the Golden Stale Route—modern equip
ment—excellent service. Reservations, tickets and descriptive booklets from 

L . M . A L L E N A . N . B R O W N C H A S . S . F E E 
P a s s e n g e r T r a f f i c M a n a g e r G e n e r a l T r a f f i c M a n a g e r P a s s e n g e r T r a f f i c M a n a g e r 

R o c k Island L i n e s El P a s o ^ S o u t h w e s t e r n S y s t e m S o u t h e r n P a c i f i c C o m p a n y 
C h i c a g o , 111. E l P a s o , T e x a s S a n F r a n c i s c o . C a l . 

A L L S T E E L P U L L M A N E Q U I P M E N T 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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suppose you tried to hire a 
laborer to do daily—for one 
week—what you have been 
doing every day for years,— 
do you think he would take the 
job? Not much—eight hours 
a day is good enough for him. 

Then you wonder why you 
are so easily irritated, why you 
can't digest the food you used 
to get away with, why you're 
generally "out of sorts"so often. 

The real trouble is you've 
been doing more than a "man's 
work," you've been burning 
the candle at both ends. 

Nature never intended you 
to be out of sorts in this way. 

You were created to be well, you were born to be strong and vigorous. 
Better stop a while, right now, and get yourself in shape. 
It isn't such a difficult matter if you go about it the right way. The best tvay 

is told by word and pictures in a most interesting book, just off the press, called, 

"The Way to Get Well" 
It explains in detail Treatments that will just fit your needs, that have 

in them just enough play to make your dinner welcome, just enough "stir" to 
make you "sleep like a log" and all obtainable under ideal conditions of 
accessibility, climate, surroundings and accommodations. 

Send today for your copy, it's waiting here on my desk for you. 

addr ess 
G E O . F . A D A M S , F O R T R E S S M O N R O E , V A . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Good Bye to Winter 
^ ^ U A I N T scenes and balmy air are wait

ing for you along the fascinating shores 
of the American Mediterranean. There is 
Nassau in the Bahamas, the seat of the British 
Colonial Government, only three days from New York 
by luxunous twin screw steamers of the Ward Line, 
where the average winter temperature is only 72°. It 
is a paradise of beautiful flowers and vegetation, with 
golf, tennis, bathing and all outdoor sports. First 
cabin tours, $25.00 and up. 

There is Havana, the Paris of the Western Hem
isphere, with its wonderful Cuban climate and its 
interesting ways and by-ways, reached by new 9,000 
ton express steamers every Thursday and Saturday 
from New York; fare one way, $45.00. 

There is Porto Rico, rightly named "rich port"—rich in traditions, interest and 
products. Y o u can reach it in 4,^ days and remain on board dunng delightful 
cruise around the Island. Weekly sailings from New York. Big, 10,000 ton 
steamers—luxunous accommodations. Fare one way, $45.00 and up. 

Many other special cruises and trips at attractive rates are offered to Florida, Texas, and the Pacific Coast. 
Write us and we will help you plan your trip and send you beautifully illustrated free copy " Travel " Number. 

journey. Address any 

{Views tj An. I Photo Co., Havana) 

ACWI S T E A M S H I P NEWS, 
one of the followin 

A letter now will mean better accommodations for the 

Atlantic, Gulf & West Indies Steamship Lines 
CLYDE STEAMSHIP CO. 

General Offices, Pier 36, North River, N. Y. 
MALLORY STEAMSHIP CO. 

83^ General Offices, Pier 36, North River, N. Y. 

THE NEW YORK & PORTO RICO S. S. CO. 
General Offices, 11 Broadway, N. Y. 

N. Y. and CUBA MAIL S. S. CO. (Ward Line) 
General Offices, Pier 14, East River, N. Y. 

D I S T R I C T P A S S E N G E R O F F I C E S 
BOSTON -192 Washington St. CH1CAGO-444 Com'l Nat'l Bank Bldg. 
PHILADELPHIA-701 Ch«tnot St. WASHINGTON-1306 F St.. N. W. 

NEW YORK-290 Broadway 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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vogue for december 
Stop worrying about this year's Christmas Gifts. You don't have to 
worry. Vogue has a new way to find them and to buy them for you. 
The longer your list and the more people you have to plan and provide 
for the more you will need the two great December Numbers of Vogue. 

Christmas Gifts Number 
A budget of novel Christmas Gifts, chosen 
specially for you by Vogue in the best shops, 
and indexed for quick reference. Among them 
are furs and jewels fit for an Empress (if there 
is an Empress on your list). Also we are in
cluding a great many inexpensive gifts that 
nevertheless have a surprising chic; and there 

Christmas Number 
First aid to the last-minute Christmas shopper 
—a necessary supplement to the first Decem
ber number, and also a singularly attractive 
review of the holiday inspirations in dress and 
all fashionable entertainments of mid-winter. 

Ready Now 

are more than fifty appropriate gifts for men. 
Last but not least, there will be several things 
which the woman who has seen seventy 
Christmases will really appreciate. 

Gather your copy while you may; the Christ
mas Gifts Number is now on sale, and the 
supply is by no means equal to the demand. 

Ready Dec. 8th 

Both these numbers will contain a wonderfully 
complete selection of advertisements from the 
very best shops; to read these pages is to make 
a leisurely shopping tour through the smartest 
shops of New York, Boston and Philadelphia. 

And both December Numbers also contain Vogue's famous offer to do its 
readers' Christmas Shopping. Vogue will lift the whole burden off your 
shoulders—for full details, see the Christmas Gifts Number, now ready. 

SS cents a number 
Twice a month 

V O G U E 
443 Fourth Ave., New York 
Cond<5 Nast - - Publisher 

4 dollars a year 
Twenty/our numbers 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 





is a Redfern— 
The Acknowledged Stan
dard of Corset Fashion 

This is truly all you require to 
know about your corset—the 
next step is taken by the cor-
setiere, who must select the right 
Redfern for your figure. 

That the corset is a factor in dress there 
is no denying. That it makes or mars 
the effect of the most beautiful gown is 
apparent—resiliency of poise reflects com
fortable fitting, irrespective of the model's 
length, or the very low bust and straight 
lines, which are this season's fashion edict 
— a type of corset that may look the part 
but be most tiring to the wearer—a 
Redfern not only looks the part, but it is 
the model that shapes accurately without 
an unpleasant sensation. 

This is recognized the instant a Redfern 
is fitted, and fitting is the only true test for 
a corset. There is no part of a Rediern 
model that is not equal to whatever de
mand the wearer may make upon it. 

The Redfern is alone in its class, and 
denotes the finest type of corset made. 
There are other high class corsets, but 
they are also higher priced for the same 
class of model—decidedly higher priced; 
not comparing from the standard of quality 
— which means more than fashionable 
outline —it means a corset fitted with every 
degree of comfort, and an assurance of 
excellent service as long as the model is 
worn. 

The line of Redfern Models is sufficiently 
varied to supply every woman—be she 
young or mature. 

$3.00 to $15.00 
varying in price according to the fineness 
of material and trimming. 

The 11 arner Brothers Company 
NtW V OTr\ - Chicago - San Francisco 
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Let Santa Announce a Detroit Electric 
The Detroit Electric truly 
is the symbol of Christmas 

spirit. It wi l l bring infi
nite joy and happiness 

to her and every mem
ber of the family 

WK/Ll as well . 
[~ Fo r it means that your 

H o l i d a y 
t h o u g h t fu l -
ness, as rep
resented in 
the Detroi t 
Elect r ic , wi l 
be r e m e m 

bered not just for a day or a 
month, but for years to come—• 
a permanent pleasure and con
venience. 

The fruition of these years of ex
perience in bui lding electric cars 
has been a marked increase in pro
duction. So today we can offer 
you greater value in Detroi t Elec
trics. Better cars at lower prices. 
The prices on 1 9 1 4 enclosed cars—four 
and five passenger capacity—range from 
$ 2 5 5 0 to # 3 0 0 0 , f.o.b. Detroit. Send for 
our new catalog in full colors. New cars 
are now on exhibition by our dealers in 
1 7 5 leading cities. 

ANDERSON ELECTRIC CAR CO. 
Detroit , U . S. A . 

BUILDERS OF 

Largest manufacturers of electric pleasure vehicles 
in the world. 
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y o u r c a r 

g r o w s o l d 

k e e p it t u n e d u p 

its quick 
for these 

Retain its smoothness, its quietness and comfort. Retain 
response, its effective power—its dependability. Y o u bought it 
qualities—keep them in the car as it grows old in your service. 

Tune up your motor, adjust the carburetor for weather and varying 
qualities of gasoline. Adjust the steering gear. Adjust the brakes. 

And don t forget to adjust the bearings. For all bearings wear same as 
other moving parts and need adjustment if you are to keep the full power 
and efficiency of your car. 

Inside Knowledge that will Help You 
\ X T H E E L bearings must turn easily of course—to 

* eliminate friction. But they must fit snugly loo— 
|o prevent wheels from wobbling. 

As bearings weai all bearings do—they get loose. 
A little looseness allows the pound that makes faster and 
faster wear—more and more looseness. 

Hearings on shafts that support gears—transmission, 
driving and differential gears—when they wear (as all 
bearings do) allow the shafts to drop slightly out of line. 
The gears on those shafts get slightly out of correct mesh. 
Imperfectly meshed gears make noise and waste some of 
the power. 

The trouble goes on at an increasing rate unless 
promptly checked by adjusting a type of bearing that can 
take up looseness when it develops. 

Use of steels best adapted for bearings, extreme 
accuracy of manufacture, strict following of heat-
treatment formulas developed by years devoted to concen
trated study of bearings alone—these arc producing bearing 
pans that have wonderful wear-resisting qualities. 

And yet bearings—all bearings—do wear. 

The Timken Tapered Roller Bearing is the one type of 
bearing that can be adjusted to completely eliminate the 
effects of its slight wear. 

Tbe Timken Tapered Roller Bearing carries the load 
and resists the shocks along the lines of its rollers instead 
of on the points of balls; its tapered construction enables 
it to meet side pressure and shocks in addition to direct 
load; its line contact distributes pressure and hence mini
mizes wear—that are three great Principles that are icft in 
constant operation for your benefit by the fourth great principle 
of adjustability. 

And beyond keeping the Timken Bearing itself always 
at full efficiency its great principle of adjustability keeps 
the shafts and gears up to their top notch efficiency. 

You can see how important it is to have adjustable 
bearings in your car if you are to retain its effectiveness as 
a power vehicle—as it grows old in your service. 

Other interesting facts about bearings are told in the 
Timken Primer No. E - l "On the Care and Character of 
Bearings" which, with the Timken Primer No. E -2 
"On the Anatomy of Automobile Axles." will be sent 
free, post-paid on request to either Timken Company. 

Timlen Bearing partly cut 
away to show construction 

1 3 

T H E T I M K E N R O L L E R B E A R I N G C O . , C A N T O N , O . 

T H E T I M K E N - D E T R O I T A X L E C O . , D E T R O I T , M I C H . 

Even Timien Bearing, large or small, is of >ust one Timken quality, through and through 

If wear occurs, leaving 
slight space between cup 
and roller, adjustments can 
be made by moving the cup 
OF cone in the direction et 
the arrows. 

As 1-2 and 3-4 always 
remain exactly parallel, the 
adjustment brings the dif
ferent surfaces into perfect 
line-contact, and no prin
ciple of the bearim'' 
efficiency is impaired. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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A n A d v e r t i s e m e n t W r i t t e n 
B y M a r m o n O w n e r s 

" T h e M a r m o n is a car of fine materials and highly 
skilled workmanship." *** " I consider its greatest 
claim to recognition to be the perfect balance and 
harmony of proportion which can only result from 
long experience and intelligent, conscientious applica
t ion . " * * * " It represents the best there is in the things 
which are vi ta l in a motor car." *** " Its easy riding 
qualities, silent engine, splendid oiling system, econ
omy of tires and numerous other good points, make 
it the ideal automobile." *** " T h e r e never was a hi l l 
too high for me to cl imb, or a road so rough that I 
could no t ' step along' in comfort." * * * " T h e up-keep 
has been practically nothing." *** " Eve ry part is as 
good as the day it was turned out of the factory." 
* * * " The old dream of possessing an automobile that 
would be good for years has come true." *** " T h e 
M a r m o n ' hall-mark ' stands for more for your money 
in wearing quality and general satisfaction than can 
be procured elsewhere." 

The names of owners who have written the above, with many 
other letters, are published in a folder, " Over 10,000 Miles 
in Marmon Cars," which, together with a handsome illus
trated brochure showing Marmon cars in - service and 
the 1914 advance catalog, will be mailed you on request. 

The 1914 Marmon 
The Marmon"Th i r tyTwo" 
P r i c e $3 ,000. F o u r - c y l i n d e r , 32-40 
h . p . , 120- inch w h e e l base , b o d y t y p e s 
a n d e q u i p m e n t to meet e v e r y r e q u i r e 
m e n t . A r a t i o n a l , l og i ca l car for t o u r 
i n g a n d c i t y use. Y e a r s o f s a t i s f a c t o r y 
service h a v e p r o v e d its e c o n o m y in 
t ires, fuel a n d u p - k e e p — p l u s s m o o t h , 
d e l i g h t f u l o p e r a t i o n a n d d u r a b i l i t y . 

The Marmon" Forty Eight" 
P r i c e $5,000. S i x - c y l i n d e r , 48-80 h. p . , 
145- inch wheel base w i t h s h o r t t u r n i n g 
a b i l i t y e l i m i n a t i n g the o l d o b j e c t i o n s 
to l ong wheel base . B o d y t y p e s a n d 
e q u i p m e n t to meet e v e r y r e q u i r e m e n t . 
T h e o n l y b i g ear w i t h s m a l l car a d v a n 
tages. W o n d e r f u l r i d i n g q u a l i t i e s a n d 
s u r p a s s i n g p o w e r a n d f l e x i b i l i t y . A c a r 
d e v e l o p e d b y years of e x a c t i n g tests. 

N o r d y k e & M a r m o n C o . 

INDIANAPOLIS (Established" 1851 ) IXDIANA 

S i x t y Y e o - r - s ojf j u c c e s s l 'v; 1 M a r w j f 'g .c t \ i r i 
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Electric Trucks for Every Service 
T O - D A Y the Electric 
Truck is used i n 125 
different lines of trade 

— i n 41 of the 48 states. It 
has followed the sun around 
the world and the faithful, 
efficient Electric is doing 
yeoman service i n Canada, 
Cuba, England, Germany, 
China, South Africa, Brazi l , 
Siam, Australia and the 
Philippine Islands. 

From an engineering stand
point, it is conceded that 
the Electric is setting the 
pace in simplicity of design 

I Electric Vehicle | 
A s soci a{i o n o f A m e r i c a 

B O S T O N H4W4l»w*ST. N E W Y O R K C H I C A G O 

and construction—economy. 
Electric Trucks are cuttmir, 
costs where hills are un
known as well as i n such 
hi l ly centres as Pittsburgh, 
Cincinnati, Kansas City aud 
Sau Francisco — efficiency. 

Send for this Book Today 
"The Story of the 

Electric Truck" 
The facts and figures that you want 
to know about tbe Electr ic T ruck are 
contained i u this beautifully printed 
book of 32 pages—yours on request. 
Cost of operation—actual photographs 
of newest model Electr ic Trucks . Send 
for i t today. K i n d l y address Dept. Y . 
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r > C T N A - I Z E D ? i 

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

This loss is inevitable unless forestalled by the abso
lute protection of 

/ E T N A DISABILITY I N S U R A N C E 
This insurance will protect your income and the in
come of your family. For a moderate investment the 
VEtna Life Insurance Company will provide you 

I N C O M E I N S U R A N C E 
by protecting you and yours against loss by accidental 
injury or death or by disease. The cost is very low 
compared with the benefits it guarantees. 
>Etna policies are free from technical restrictions and 
provide liberal compensat ions for losses sustained 
through accident or iilness. 

L E T U S T E L L Y O U A L L A B O U T IT 

/ E t n a Life Insurance Co. (Drawer 1341) H a r t f o r d , C o n n . S i b ^ 
I a m u n d e r 6 0 y e a r s o f a g e a n d i n g o o d h e a l t h . T e l l m e a b o u t £ T N A D i s a b i l i t y i n s u r a n c e . 

M y n a m e , b u s i n e s s a d d r e s s a n d o c c u p a t i o n a r e w r i t t e n b e l o w * . 



Golden Hours With Billiards 
T h e " B a b v G r a n d " turns d u l l w in t e r even ings i n to g o l d e n hours of de l igh t . 
T h e j o y of l i fe , the spi r i t of p l a y , m a k e the t ime pass a l l too q u i c k l y . " N o p l a c e 

l i k e home " to fu l ly enjoy the r o y a l game of billiards. 
W h e n mothe r " s h o o s " the p layers off to bed , someone is sure to e x c l a i m — " W h o 

turned the eloek ahead/" 
T h a t ' s just an innocen t l i t t l e t r i ck of the B r u n s w i c k " B a b y G r a n d . " 

For "His" Christmas—The Beautiful Brunswick 

"Baby G r a n d " Bil l iard Table 
Thi s " Q u e e n of Home B i l l i a r d T a b l e s " is made of solid Mahogany , with handsome in

la id work. Fi t ted with genuine Vermont Slate Bed , the celebrated M o n a r c h Q u i c k - A c t i n g 
Cushions and hidden Accessory Drawer which holds entire P l a y i n g Outfit. 

It is a real b i l l ia rd table—equal in p lay ing qualities to the world-famous Brunswick R e g u 
lation Tables , used by all the world's cue experts. Furn i shed as a C a r o m , Pocket or 
Combina t ion C a r o m and Pocke t -Bi l l i a rd Table . Sizes 3 x 6 , 3 ^ x 7 , 4 x 8 . O u r Brunswick 

" Conver t ib le" styles serve also as D i n i n g or L i b r a r y 
\ . = Tables and Davenports . 
I The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co., lI39> = 
J Dept. LY—623-633 So. Wabash Ave.. Chicago I Over a Year to Pay—Playing Outfit Free 
I Please send me the* free eoU>r-illuMrated i Brunswick H o m e Bi l l i a rd Tables may he secured on small 
: book— = monthly payments spread over an entire year. 

I " B i l l i a r d s ^ T h e Home Magne t " j ^ J ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ t ^ , 
= Rules, Book on " H o w to P l a y , " etc., etc. 

A Handsome Book for You 
= Address f Send the coupon or a postal card for r ichly illustrated book 
i 1 B i l l i a r d s — T h e H o m e M a g n e t " conta ining pictures, de-
| ! scriptions, Factory Prices and details of Easy Purchase P l an . 
=,--„-„ ,n, „ t.inMniimm1m.1nm»M.MirMMiimVMiimlll,; T h i s book wi l l help solve the X m a s gift problem. 

The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co., Dept. L Y, 623-633 South Wabash Avenue, Chicago 
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Mr. Edison Announces 
The Final Perfection of 
the Disc Phonograph 
as a Real Musical Instru
ment ofthe Highest Type 

T H I S new instrument is the result of many years of experiment and 
investigation by M r . Edison. A l l mechanical timbre is eliminated. 
A l l sounds are recorded and reproduced with absolute fidelity to 

the original, and every shade of volume and overtone is preserved. The 
tone is superb. This instrument opens to music lovers for the first time the 
great storeof fine musicwhich heretofore has been impossible of reproduction. 

The Diamond and the Disc 
Changeable needles or points are not used. The reproducing point which traverses the record is a 
genuine diamond, permanently mounted; it is never changed and never wears. 

The records are in a disc form, of a material which is new in chemistry and of so great hardness 
as to permit the reproduction of the myriad of faint overtones which 
alone give quality to music. These records are truly indestructible. 

The method of recording these new Edison records is also new, 
and the processes of manufacture are unique and new in every detail. 

Special Motor 
The mechanism of this new instrument is powerful, and is governed 
as accurately as a chronometer in order that the pitch shall at all 
times be accurately reproduced. 

Several thousands of these new Edison Diamond Disc instruments 
have already been shipped from the factory to music dealers through
out the United States and Canada. Go and hear the records—you 
will be surprised. 

Write for booklet illustrating and describing 
the different models 

INCORPORATE Ct 

50 Lakeside A v e n u e Orange, N e w Jersey 

The new principles and methods embodied in the Edison Diamond Disc have also been applied to the 
well known Edison Cylinder Phonograph, and the new Cylinder instruments are now on exhibition 
by Edison Dealers. 
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G E N U I N E hand-made lace is becoming very rare. Travelers who pass 
* II through the countries famous for lace-making find but few places 
d where machines of some kind are not used. 

Therefore if you are fortunate enough to own some beautiful pieces you should not fail to 
give them the special care which will preserve them to you for the years to come. 

That, as you know, means painstaking washing with Ivory Soap. For Ivory is so mild and 
pure that it cleanses the most delicate hand-work without harming a single thread. 

Go where you wil l , you will find that the people who know lace also know Ivory Soap, a 
statement which is proven by the following directions received from one of the famous lace 
makers of St. Gal l in far-off Switzerland. 

T o Wash Delicate Laces and Embroideries 
Shave half of a small cake of Ivory Soap into a half-
gallon ^lass J a r . Kil l jar half full of boil ing water, 
screw on hd and shake until soap is dissolved. 
First soak the lace or embroidery in clear, cold 
water for a few minutes to keep the dirt from 
setting, then put in the jar and shake until c lean. 
If a colored lace, remove and rinse in three clear 

waters. If white, set ihe jar on a piece of wood 
in a kettle half full of boiling water and boil for 
fifteen minutes. Af i er boi l ing, remove lace and 
rinse in two clear waters and then in blue water. 

L a y lace flat between T u r k i s h towels and remove 
moisture by patting. T h e n shape and pin to a clean 
cloth on an ironing board to dry . D o not iron. 

IVORY SOAP. 99ifo# PURE 
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H a w a i i a n 
Pineapple 

•^Tempting slices of luscious 
pineapple — grown, 
sliced and packed on 
Libby's plantations in 
Hawaii. 

-«-.-^4«s% ,, ..... 
mâ  mm s Delightful in a 

Hundred Ways 

T H E S C R I B N E R P R E S S 



H Waterman's id^Founf ainPen 
JK. W I S E G I F T 

Safe ty R e g u l a r S e l f - F i l l i n g 
G o l d B a n d e d G o l d B a n d e d P l a i n 
Nu.»'-£S.G.M.M. No. 14 C M . Nn. ia S.F. 

C l i p - o n - C a p extra: German Silver 25c. 

R e g u l a r 
P l a i n 

F i l i g r e e 
S t e r l i n g S i l v e r 

P o c k e t 
G o l d B a n d e d 

Sa fe ty 
P u r s e S i z e 

• PocG.M. No. 

H E e x c e l l e n t q u a l i t y of W a t e r m a n ' s Idea ls affords one of the rea l 
d e l i g h t s a m o n g usefu l C h r i s t m a s gif ts . T h e y are c o m p a c t , da in ty , 
a r t i s t i c , a n d a l together p r a c t i c a l . Y o u have the guarantee of per
fec t ion f rom the m a k e r s as w e l l as the k n o w l e d g e of (heir i nc r ea s 

i n g u n i v e r s a l use . T h e r e are b u s i n e s s , s o c i a l and s tuden t s ' pens i n v a r i o u s 
s i z e s , i n p l a i n and g o l d or s i l v e r m o u n t e d s t y l e s . E v e r y degree of f ine, 
m e d i u m , coarse , s tub, o b l i q u e or f a l con po in t c an be h a d in W a t e r m a n ' s 
Idea l s to su i t the r e c e i v e r ' s h a n d , and m a y be e x c h a n g e d if d e s i r e d . Look 
for the t rade-mark w i t h the w o r d " Ideal " i n the g l o b e . 

In Attractive Xmnn fln\,>v tlnnklet Sent o n Request 

Sold Everywhere by the Best Dealers 
L. E. Waterman Company, 173 Broadway, Now Y o r k 
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