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The “NEW GUNN” Desks,

With Perfection Writing Beds

(PATENT FENDING)

DISTINCTIVE IN STYLE—SUPERIOR IN SERVICE

Mustrating No. 460 5. T,

HE NEW GUNN DESKS are exclusively equipped
with INLAID “LINO"” GREEN TOPS, providing

an ideal writing surface (impervious to ink staine of ,

‘ wear). No varnish to mar—restful to the eye. The Flush |
Wood Border with Appropriate Rounded Edges also |
adds to its beauty and utility,

[ Colored Print and full particulars mailed free on request |
| GUNN GUARANTEED CONSTRUCTION
THE GUNN FURNITURE COMPAl\Y
1873 BROADWAY, GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN

““Thirty Years Building Gunn Desks’’
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HE companionship of great men

is always interesting. In the
March number of Scribmer’s
Magazine John Hays Ham-
mond, the famous mining en-
gineer, gives his vivid personal
impressions of Cecil Rhodes,
the Empire Builder, Dr. Jame-
son, the leader of the Jameson
Raid, Barney Barnato, and
Burnham, the famous American scout. € A winter on the
Nile with the stirring Roosevelt children is the feature
of Corinne Roosevelt Robinson's charming narrative,
“My Brother Theodore Roosevelt.” € John Drink-
water, the author of the play “Abraham Lincoln,”
has three poems in the March Seribner’s. € The im-
migration question is a pressing one, and Professor
Edwin Grant Conklin discusses it from the point of
view of biology. ¢ Whiting Williams continues his
first-hand impressions, won while working with him,
of the British workman as he is to-day. 1 How the
negro could be made a most important factor in our
varied industry is discussed by John L. Sewall. € J.
O. P. Bland has recently revisited Tokyo, and gives a
new view of its people. € The best fiction writing of
the year is found in John Galsworthy's serial ** To Let,”
the love-story of Jon and Fleur. ¢ There are other short
stories and poems, and a discussion of Velasquez, in
the Field of Art, by the late William Walton. € The
review of the financial situation by Alexander Dana
Novyes will show the rapid change of conditions after
the turn of the year.
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Caruso immortalized

A vast heritage of arts and literature has been bequeathed
to the world by the passing centuries, but it remained for
the Vietrola to perform a similar service for music.

It has bridged the oblivion into which both singer and
musician passed. The voice of Jenny Lind is forever stilled, e
but that of Caruso will live through all the ages. The great-
est artists of the present generation have recorded their
art for the Victrola, and so established the enduring evidence
of their greatness.

There are Vietrolas from %25 to £1500. New
Victor Records on sale at all dealers on the 1st
aof each month.

Victrola ‘el

B B WAY QFT i &

Victor Talking Machine Co.

WICTON, TALEIKE RAMCHINE £

Camden, New Jersey Eaireiin Hp
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Fram o phefopraph from fhe New For
farrcind e neiT.

Filth Avenuee abave 4oth Street wis 3 quiet residential streerin r8aoe  MNote the mesr market in the immediate Toregeround, the
Churel of the Heavenly Rest, the Windsor Hatal, and shove, the wite of che present Seribner Building.

The
| FIFTH AVENUE
| SECTION
| OF SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE

CONTENTS

CALENDAR OF ART EXHIBITIONS . - u . . 79
OLD WORLD TREASURES FOR THE HOME OF TO-DAY 11
TREEZ IN ETCHINGS I3
= FOR PALM BEACH AND WINTRY WINDS 14

ART GALLERIES and SHOPS

Listed in the FIFTH AVENUE sECTION, where vou can shop with confidence

ART GALLERIES GIFTS

ARNTHUR ACEERMANH & S0N
ARLINGTON CQALLERIES
FERARGIL GALLLRY
CGORRAM GALLERIER

OVINGTON &

RUGS

COSTIEVAN AND COMPANY

i

£ W, ERAUINAAR GALLCEY
MACDETH GALLERY
MILCH CALLERIES
RALSTON GALLERILS - CRICHTON BEOTHERE
LANDAL GALLERY
MRS S SRR IR MEN'S HABERDASHERY
L. SULKA & COMPANY

INTERIGR DECORATION 1
AND FURNITURE WOMEN & CLOTHES
ERIKINE-DANTORTH ;':ll::llillu;!‘l I"'.r 2o
MONTAGUE FLAGE, iHe VOUMANS
BAWFION sHOrs
HARRIET DE B CUTTING
A EIMBEL & SO, BEC. ShEn et e Rt FHOTOGRAPHERS
MACERIDE gallerles. The original sker BACHEACH
ELSIE CONB WILSON 1he Liszemk

Miss WALTON wild be glad fo pive addverses of konses where any of the things

showear 5w fEp _.F'Ji."]‘.h- Avenne Secrtion car de seen, oF il _Irm:r.&-.rsg fhewr divecd

Wmmwmm—mmm

¥



' SCHWARTZ GALLERIES .

John Sparks :
of London |
Paintings |
C Etchings
HINESE E .
TLETALINgs
WoRrks oF ART it
i
s oy !
707 Fifth Avenue at 55th Street — el
New Yorl 14 EAST 46TH 5T, - s
NEW YORE CITY A
ATA Duke Street Londan, W. 1. GPROSITE HITZ.CANLTOR b M ke W
OsTIKYANB (0, | A.Kﬂﬂbﬁl&SOﬂ
TG =
INTERIOR
R l l G S DECORATIONS
Tapestries
FROM THE ORIENT Antique Furniture
Needle Point
12 East 40th Street 534 Madison Avenue :: New York
New Yﬂr}l | Benween Fil"r_J fourth
| and Filry-fifti Smrece
I —— frrrerly T3 WERET FORTIRTH STRERT —
1 3 ||I|I.IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||I|||||||
E The |§
o - EHRICH GALLERIES |
' E Announce an Exhibition | ;
g . - I E ot IE
i s Scottish and Newport
|- Stewart Barney |
E Janwary 24 to Januwary 20
A 2 '=: inclasive
e i . E 707 Fifth Avenue, New York
i e . NEW e = -" Elﬁ‘_ﬁ _l RAEEEEEETTS R R P LR N R T LT EE PR e




PCRIBNER'S

CALENDAR of CURRENT ART EXHIBI’T‘IDNS

l.ln: il the keen delights of Filth '||I.|' 0e are
s the Avenae. Many ¢
coflections w Ere fi
open o the poh
krcation, @3 one pre

listed beiow

ceeds Wp-TOWE 08

Manonal Arts Club, 15 Gramercy Park: Tench | lecred Paintings of French and American Are-

Members Annual Prize Exhibition—to Febru- | fsrs.

LA Tont Landau Galleries, 1 East g5th Streer: Ex-
Gorham Galleries, Fifch Avenue at 36th Sereer: | hibition of Color Prints and Erchings.
Exhibition of Sculpture by Amenican Artists, Montross Gallery, 330 Fifth Avenue: Paintings
Arlington  Galleries, 274 Madison  Avenue: by Bryson Burroughs—from March 1.
American and Foreign Paintings. Knoedler Galleries, 536 Fifth Avenue: Ex-

Macbeth Galleries, 450 Fifth Avenue: Paintings | hibition of Prints.

by Emil Carlsen—to February 28; Charles H. | Ackermann '-:'.1||-:':'r:'a 10 East 46th Street: Fine
Dﬂ\'js,_‘ﬂ\-. E]m;—:r_ Schoheld; Annual Exhibinion | O English Sporting Paintings and Prines.

of Society of Amimal Painters and Sculprors

Mardi i Schwartz Gallenies, 14 FEast g6th Street: Ex-

: : hibition of Erchings.
Dudensing Galleries, 45 West gych Streer: Se- | {Camtinued on page B}
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CRICHTON BROS. of London
COLDSMITHS and SILVERSMITHS
In New York: 636, Fillh Avenue

In Chicaga: G822, 5. Michigan Avenus
In Landon: 22, Old Bend Street

Silwer Tea and Coffes Service — TR sliiced from & fine old Scottish mesde]
made in Edinburgh in 1720




ANNUAL EXHIBITICON
THIRTY by THIRTY
PAINTINGS ! ARTISTS

WILLIAM MACBETH 490 Fith Avere

£ A 1 Kb el ‘ark Ty

GORHAM
GALLERIES

Sculpture

THE GORHAM COMPAMNY

Fifth Averme at Thiry-Soch Sreet
Mewe Yok Ciry

THE TRICHLOE TOrREN iy Jwan Leon Ceprume Fernes
Srory-telling pictures stimulare the imagi-
nation with their vivacity and atmosphere

On view at the

ARLINGTON (JALLERIES

174 Madison Avenue : ataoth Sireee 1 New York

ANNOUNCING

the ACCUISItIon of
the imporcant
Robert Handley
Collection

of

PAINTINGS

by
EMIL
CARLSEN

Current Exhibition:

A. P. RYDER and A. B. DAVIES

ot

FERARGIL GALLERIES

607 FIFTH AWVERTIE ar 40y S, MEW YORK

MAN O° WAR

Subscriprions are now being recelved for an Aquating
in colors of the above. Size 13 x 17", Price $35.00

ACKERMANN GALLERIES

1 East 46th Street NEW VORK

I\%I 1L.CH Gailéﬁe? |

" GCTONER MOENING " iy . Fraucs Mfurgky

AMERICAN PAINTINGS

and SCULPTURE
108 West 5Tch Sereet, NEW YORK

Nrtr it rmted Sopdier " A e Noder ' rrved pu vagaiiad




& Patani 0l

CALENDAR of
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS

{Continued from poge 7

Ferargil Galleries, 607 Fifth Avenue: Paimrings
by Albere P. Ryder and Arthur B. Davies.

Ralston Galleries, 12 East 48th Streer: Ex-
hibirion of American Paintings.

Babeock Galleries, 19 East 4oth Steeer: Paint-
i.!'lg.ﬁ |J_'r' FEUI Sl\'al'l—[".l"l.'lﬂ.lilr'.' rl—:r'l: !It"”l.'l. l‘
Eddy—February z8-March 12.

Ainslic Gallenics, 615 Fifth Avenue: Exhibirion

f_lr IHHEES. 1!‘!"].-'3]11.'1. :J.I'IIJ j_}LI 'l'l;'I1|:'l_'I'C.

Howard Young Galleries, 620 Fifth Avenue:
Paintingﬁ h}" Al“tfi"ﬁl]’l ill'ld I'-l\lt.lﬁl'l Al'[i.h!h-

Kingore Gallenes, 668 Fifth Avenue: Portraits
by Gordon Stevenson—February 14-26; Sculp-
ture by Nanna Mathews Bryant—March 1-22.

."'.fmlrrn

| Kraushaar Gallenies, &80 Fifth Avenme:
French and American Painters.

Ehrich Galleries, TO7 Fifth Avenue: Exhibition
of (d Masters.

Arthur Tooth and Son, yog Fifth Avenue: Early
English Masters,

Folsom Galleries, 1o4 Wese s7ch Sereer: Warer-
Colors by Harry e Maine,

Milch Galleries, 108 Wese s7th Strect: Paintings
by Guy Wiggins—February 14-26.

Mussman Gallery, 144 West s7th Sereec: Wood
Engravings of Tod Lindenmuth and Lichographs
of Chiteau-Thierry, Soissons. Saint-Cuenting,
ete., by Howard Leigh—to March z;5.

Metropolitan Museum of Arr: Evchings by .

Alden Weir, Prine Galleries; Cases of Sculpture

by Michelangelo, Gallery of Special Exhibitions
| —opening March 1.

Courif o

iy

iy
WHISTLEH

PAINTINGS

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL HOME
I3 NOT COMPLETE WITHOUT
GOOD THINGS ON THE WALL

ETCHINGS - SCULPTURE

et PAINTINGS
by E
Whistlee  Foruin :
Fantin-Latour Bowdin
Legros Besnard
Curriers Tack
Maonticelh enl
La Touchs Sloan
Le Sidamer diz Bisia
Luvery Luks

ART GALLERIES
G680 Fifth Ave., New York
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Portraic af Mrs. Cowley
by Richard Comuay

in wthe collecton of”

RALSTON GALLERIES

12 EAST @fik STREET
o :f_."-ll-i

47 O ResnER
i

—_——
{Duw sap “B-E-I.l-l--l:l"l.ll Iy

ELsiE COBB WILSON

r =
|
|
|

T i
sepholrfered i rrd

INTERIOR DECORATIONS
ANTIQUES

i3 East 5Tth Sereet NEW YORK CITY

Washington, [ O —88 Sevenreenth Sreeer, BLW,

T ERD U F R N e E s - e

ONTAGUE FLAGG, Inc.
47 East 57th Street
NEW YORK

Wielnut Llphoderered Arm Chair in noedlowonk
—French, Lowis XTIV,

English and French Furniture, Pictures
and Tapestries of the 17th
and 18th Centuries

MAacBRIDE

*THE HOUSE OF THREE G ABLES"
O EAST G4TH ST., NEW YORK

DECORATIVE INTERIORS

V- B N

COARSE ITALIAN FILET TABLE SCARFS AND
RUNNERS—A SFECIAL AT 31500, 4 fr. lengch,




SCRIBNER'S

Fifth Avenue Secfion
Had

OLD WORLD TREASURES FOR THE HOME OF TO-DAY

For addfesses where pleces may be seen, or for further in-
formation, sddress ise  Walten, Scribner's MMagazine,

507 Filftls Avenue, New Yark
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q 1.
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VINGTON china is nationally

known for its richness and va-
riety of design, its flawless guality
and itz moderate price. Except for
these four facts, there are no reasons
why you should buy your china at
Ovington's.

Catalog F sent on request

OVINGTON’S

“The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenus""
314 Fifth Avenue
Wear 3Ind Sc

SHIRTMAKERS
ATIEY
HABERDASHERS

Why pfn_pﬁ:- find our s.ﬁap & R
sual shop islargely because we cater
to our patrons in an unusual way.

We concentrate our efforts wholly
on the pn-rﬁ:u'!.!r lines in which we
have specialized for years, and ex-
tend fto our clienfele that personal
and courteous attention which
makes purchasing here a pleasure
as well as a matter of business,

Our selections in Shirfings for
spring and summer embrace & wids
assartment of distinctive materials
secured through the auspices of
our FParis Shop.

612 FIFTH AVENUE -NEW YORK
PARIS-2 RUE DE CASTIGLIONE

&
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Filet Net Curtains

Handmade in original designs
They hang straight — wear well — launder
= perfectly
Met by the yard, Thread by che skein
CALL OR SEND FOR CIRCULAR
Srouoa pair and up

HARRIET de R. CUTTING, Decorator
Stedios: 6 East 37th Street, NEW YORK CITY

.1|n||||||||||||1||1||||n|u|||||||||||||||||ut||r|||||||'|1|||r||rr||||um:rlrlr

Youmans Strnw Sailor

For Southern wear,
made in the most
fascinating colors.
Sizes tofit any head,
Very practical for
mator, golf or street
wedar. Price $1o.
Write for Bookler 11N

S LR R AR RN AR R T ]

INC.
——FSSI Fifth Auenue at 47th Street—

et rooﬂaﬁg

{FITTING THE NARROW

SHOECRAFT

If your feot is hard to
fit, try ShoeCraft Shoes,
From 1-AAAA 1o 10-1,
you can always get the
size vou want in the style
you want, with SNUE, se-
core fit at heel and sides.

E%,

HEATHER—Sportshoe with
Highland ivagus. Frenbuck
wirh Fussla leather, hlack
bmck with parest leather, o

Fewad v Ciefalay 5.2, foroiep
P o o Py

Flork gropeid, Fit meeeendn,
2T WEST 38th Se

SHOECRAFT SHOP 27 §EsT ieh

WIDTHS AAAR TOE=LENGTHS | TO IO

whibe canvas with pun

metal. Ducluding Tax, 'Is-“

i
-
i
.
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Dy threwgh your dedles, decoeibor of disect lfom us

Send For ihe Danerak -2, o descriptha
hpllenin dilusiraning decoroniiee furainire

ERSEINE-DANFORTH CORPORATION
1 West 47th Street, New York
First door west al Fifth Avenue—4th [loor
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SCRIBNER'S

rh Avenue Seclfion

.I'if { X Padant JF

TREES N
BELICHINGS

Far oddresses of galleries
where etchings may b
piddlidress MMiss Walton
Reribner'as Mopgazine, 597
Filth Avenue, New York

L Hambey jrives
s this interesl-
ig sty ol wil-
lowatrees in o an |
etching., “The |
Brook—Winter.” =
Flate 6% x B

inches; &30,

§| Fleeting Beauty

can be caughe and im-
prisoned forever in a

BACHRACH PORTRAIT

Y Bachrach

PHOTOGRAPHS of” DISTINCTION:
surhll'-'iﬁﬁl-ln =

124 Remsen St
Broaklyn

13

I'_.rnu 4l Haskell
T |||-\.1 v i
Culiforni J_

inches; #20,
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Choose with care the impor-

tnd deCEssories They ane

the keynote of the armosphere
Im ol T,

Objects of Art
Rare Books
Anrtistic Pieces

of Small Fumiture
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C‘fﬁ MGidding & Cal.

|
PHILADELPHIA , WASHINGTOM,
e - CINTINNATI:

i ¥
T L\:‘H

é

ARE NoW SHoWINS
FoR _PALM BEACH

S*UFHEI{E&AM

[XTENSIVE. |
IMFORTATINs

HANDMADE, DRESSES
WITH HATS 1o
flr'i.ﬁr‘{lﬂ
TRAVEL SUITs
COATS
SRRTS WEAR
GOWNS-
WRAPS
HATS

SOUTHERN FURs
ng

PALM, BEACH SALONS
ROYAL POINCIANA GROUNDS,

CRIBNER'S
E Avenue Section
& Paranr Of

If you are thie kind of person who prefers the winter sparta of Lake
PLm! ta the more ]ruur:l.i ones of Florida, .'-'uu will enjoy thia
*tmm * which stays on nnd bas i IEBHFM s ol dlﬂ,znulduu
#7000, A warm muffler of wmeple length and in sny
i r.'qln'r r:mnbma

tiom is 8750,

of Seotland,

A gueer, nDew
struw, rather like
ralia, of navy,
gray, ‘and vrumpe,
Is waven to mnke
this sporis sadlor.

{hrange= Farlle silk
around the
crown, terminat-

tng 0 o Hod baw,

det,
N ierent * suil.
ar. In black and

white, brawn,
aud Lam, also, &t
#1000,

FOR PALM
BEACH AND
WINTRY WINDS

To purchase send check or maney-
wrder, or for oddresses of shops,
nddress Miss Walton, Scriboee’s
Mlagazine, H?Flll:l:mre - Mew York

Unider warm Sowihern skies, what conld
he mare delighitfial than o speris suit of
white Hanmel with a lilsc copid "
wolor scheme 18 carmed vnurtin he skirt
by nm Illlt'l'l‘. of filor ond in Ehe hree-
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""-1. a cin
l\l.'d mill= ||ﬁ-mﬁm r:
tine, which also becom-
ingly edges the brim.
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tinns,  #18.00,
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well- !Mlnmdlnd'l'l-'ltkﬂlﬂlabllaln whl:huemntulwp[h

tional
 jersey cloth, All colors with contrssting collar and cuffs. £15,00,



Actually it costs less to own a Hoover than not to own cone,
For this efficient cleaner saves the money you now spend in
having your carpets cleaned. It eliminates the need or lowers
the cost of much household help. As it scatters no dust to soil
curtains or walls, it makes less frequent those bills for launder:
ing and redecorating. Even of more importance is the sparing
of your rugs from avoidable wear. By its exclusive ability to
gently beat out all nap-wearing, embedded grit as it electrically
sweeps and cleans by suction,The Hoover will pay for itself over
and over in the prolonged life and beauty of your floor coverings.

e HOOVE

It Beals — as it Sweeps — as it Cleans

@ﬂ'WW!ﬂ*M%% =
M@%&&*Eﬂﬁw Hoaver e the. rue from the Mﬁk{ﬂ%ﬁ:ﬂ@!ﬁﬂ

ar, deke #has — peotly bheais oul s
s bpdded grif, and so proloags its life



Saving a book for a rainy day

O you know the trick of applying the rules of thrift
to your reading?

The idea was suggested to us by a man who said,
“1 had the heritage of Kipling's prose and I wasted it
like a spendthrift. 1 rushed through those stories too
preedily. I read ‘Kim’' on the train. MNow, on rainy
Sundays I ean only re-read Kipling—something I could
do anyway, but I never got the full value of the first
reading. Somehow I missed one story, ‘On the City
Wall! I am saving that as a miser would hoard the
remnant of his patrimony. Some day when everything
is just right—when weather, wood fire, chair and mood
are all prepared, I shall read ‘On the City Wall.””

There is something to this idea of saving a book for
a rainy day. There is more to books than just reading
them. There is a way that good books should be read,
and there is a way that good books should be made.

There is pleasure and interest in the contemplation of
a page as a page, apart from the message that is printed
upon it. There is a beauty even in white paper. It
takes no conscious effort to admire a book printed on
Warren's Olde Style or Warren's Library Text. Thesze
papers, formed of vegetable fibre, or cellulose, the endur-
ing structure of all plant life, give to printed type the
contrast necessary for easy reading, without the too-
white glare that discourages long reading. They are
pleasant papers to touch. Examples of them may be seen
in Charles Hall Grandgent's “The Powers of Dante”
{Olde Style), Marshall Jones Company, Boston: and
Woalter S. Hinchman's * History of American and English
Literature” ( Library Text), the Century Co., New York.

S D WARREN COMPANY - BosTonN, MASS.

"
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THE INSTRUMENT OF THE INMMORTAL

[Ildblﬁr a:‘.u.} hls instrument are one tlmnz COIMEs &
shower of gorgeous sound—a sense of beauty fills the

F.I.:i'l'—l]]ﬁ':l’i; f:—; a h;is]: r,:f brg'aﬂu’:lg ‘while the listener drinks the
beauty from each fleeting note. Perhaps the master is Hofrnann,
perhaps Rachmaninoff. Yesterday it might have been Paderew-
ski. Half a century ago Franz Liszt and Anton Rubinstein were
kings. But whenever the time and whichever the master, the
piano remains the same—Steinway, Instrument of the Immortals.

STEINWAY & SONS, Steinway Hall, 107-109 E. 14th St., New York




!

L FIEW 4n

npAare mator ¢

¢ vital te

Arman
d for
demonstra-




HE most powerful truck in the
world can’t pull its rated load
unless the tires can get traction.

[ . e
In snow, in heavy mud, on “slick,

greasy roads, the truck shod with

§ ordinary smooth solids 15 at a hope-

less disadvantage. Even chains don't
help much under some conditions,

But the truck that rolls on Kelly
Caterpillars rolls whenever the driver
wants it to, because Caterpillars
don't slip.

T b

KELLY-SPRINGFIELD TIRE CO,
General Sales D('E"i‘il Lment
1710 Broadway MNew York

LLY i TIR



Why is Murad THE Turkish
Cigarette’

Because it 1s made of the world's
most famous varieties of Turkish
tobacco,

“Judge for Yourself—!"

-| w&.‘ feslen af B Mighes imar Tl
e | a1l 2o e B




MAGCAZINE NOTES

CORINNE ROOSEVELT ROBIN-
SON is well known as a poet, having
published three volumes of verse. As
the sister of Theodore Roosevelt she has
made many talks and lectures on his per-
sonality, particularly before schools where
there are young men and boyvs who need
to be taught lessons in Americanization,

JOHN GALSWORTHY continues in
this number his novel about the younger
Forsytes, the lives of whose families are
already well known to ScriENER readers.
Two of Mr. Galsworthy's plays are being
prezented in New York theatres this win-
ter—"“The Mob" and * The Skin Game.”

LOUIS ORR iz an American artizt
born in Hartford, Connecticut.  He has
lived in Paris for a number of vears, and
has won high honors from the French
Government for his work, including the
Legion of Honor. He has recently heen
in America for the purpose of making an
etching of the famous municipal group at
Springfield, Massachusetts,

PHILIP CURTISS is a resident of
Norfolk, Connecticut.  He has previously
written staries for SCRIBNER'S MacAzZINE,
?“? appears frequently in other period-
icals.

WHITING WILLIAMS is a graduate
of Harvard and a resident of Cleveland.
After spending some time as a common
laborer in this country he wrote the book
“What's on the Worker's Mind.” He
haz recently returned from England,
where for three months he followed the
same course, working as an unskilled
laborer in different industries.

W.EDSON SMITH iz a Westerner who
his spent most of his life around Denver,
He has had varied experiences as a rail-
road man, an employment agent, and a
circus man; and he has contributed both
proze and verse to different magazines.

JAMES HENDRIE LLOYD is an
eminent psychiatrist of Philadelphia,

ol

and is particularly an expert on the pay-
chology of the crowd.

FLOREMCE EARLE COATES is one
of the best known of American women
who write verse; she has published =ev-
eral volumes of poems, and has contrib-
uted to both American and English
magazines. She is a Philadelphian, and
was unanimously elected “ poet laurcate
of Pennsylvania™ by the State Federa-
tion of Women's Clubs.

HERBERT EUSTIS WINLOCK
graduated from Harvard in 1906, and
since that time, with the exception of
two years in the heavy artillery, has been
excavating for the Metropolitan Museum
of New York City in Egypt—at Lisht, at
Thebes, and in the Great Oasis. He has
just returned to Egypt for further work
on excavations.

HUGH 8. MILLER is a voung news-
paper man who was at one time a Wash-
ington correspondent.  During the war
he served in France with the Y. M. C. A,
and some months after the armistice he
transferred to the Near East Relief. He
is now *' on a wandering vovage by tramp
steamer through the East.”

GERTRUDE HALL is a well-known
writer of short stories and a nowvelist
whose work haz appeared in all the lead-
ing magazines.

THATCHER T. PAYNE LUQUER
iz an engineer who served abroad during
the war in the Engineer Corps, with the
rank of Colonel. He is the grandnephew
of John Howard Payne.

- GORDON HALL GEROULD i= a
Princeton professor who served as a cap-
tain in the army. He iz the author of a
novel, “ Youth in Harley,” recently pub-
lished by Charles Scribner's Sons.

LOUISE NORTON BROWN has
lived many yvears in Japan, and is an au-
thority on guestions of Japanese art,
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Winning the Battles of Peace

France has almost won her great
fight azainst war's destruction. Eighty
per cent of her wrecked and erippled
factories again hum with acowity. All
of the 4,006 villages and towns in the
devastated regions have again re-
sumed municipal life; and of the
6,445 schools in this vast area, 5, 345
have been rebuilt and opened. Farms,
factories and homes again cover most
of the scarred land.

In her reconstruction, France has
shown the same uncongquerable spirit
that stopped her invaders the
Marne

at

And here, at home, another great

peaceful victory is being won against
the greatest odds. This has been the
fight of the Bell telephone employees
to rebuild a national service.

Di:';pit.: all of the diﬂ;cuiﬁﬂ of the
post-war pcriu&, the nrga.niz:d forces
of the Bell system have estahlished
new records in maintepance and
ECII!'.IEL'FI.IEI‘.‘iﬂn.

Facing, after the armistice, a public
demand such as was never before
known; they have yet responded
to the nation's needs with hundreds
of new buildings, thousands of miles
of new wires and cables, and with the
installation in the last year, alone, of
over half a million new telephones.

2% AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
& ) AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES
N ! One Policy One System Universal Service

And all directed toward Better Service



CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
BOOKSELLERS - OLD & NEW

- L L L

THE RETAIL DEPARTMENT OF CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S
SONS carries in stock the best books of all publishers, new and
old: English publications: rare books: first editions: auto-

graph letters. ete.

HEY would call attention to the following books scheduled

for early Spring publication: ™ The History of Social De-

velopment,” by Miiller-Lyon: “In Red and Gold.” by Samuel

Merwin;  The Mysterious Rider.” by Zane Grey: " The Orange-

Yellow Diamond,” by J. 5. Fletcher: “The Next Corner,” by
Kate Jordan: and " The Journal of Madame Knight.”

EW FRENCH PUBLICATIONS include: " Un Gentil-
N homme,” by Octave Mirbeau: ™ Les Feux du Couchant,”
by Michel Corday: ™ Les Mouettes,” by Pierre Lhande: ™ Con-
fessions de Minuit.” by Georges Duhamel: " L’Amour est un
Songe.” by Leon Daudet: ™ La Nuit Finira.” by Marcel Prevost:
“ Pleureuses: Poesies,” by Henri Barbusse: and Geéneral Mangin’s

"Comment FFinit la Guerre.”

Mail or lelephone orders promplly filled

RETAIL DEPARTMENT
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, New York
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books. The cost is negligible, comparcd with the greay issue invalved
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Pultting Yuuni America in Tune, by HrneierTe Wi
When is a Child Musical? When and How 1o Ber wim
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by W.H. Gazvawn, M. 'Con-
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.nr’.". Baokr are far ..n at all Book Stores
FREDERICK J. DRAKE & CO., Publishers
1054 MICHIGAN AV, CHICAGO, 111,

F. J. DRAKE & CO,,
1054 I'-T.w.l'un;in Aw,, Chicago
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“Unitarians

are not those
who agree to
| think alike in
religion; but
rather those
who, alike,
agree to think.

Thousands of men and women are Unita-
riang in faith, withoot knu'.'.'in;.; it, T you
find it difficult to believe in the whole creed
of any church, send for free literature to

Associate Dept. B, 25 Beacon 5t., Beston, Mass.
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WILLIAM HESSLEIN, 101L Tremont St., Bnl.on. Mass.

LAHTERN SLIDES

Edward Van Altena, Maker and Colorist
& East 39th 5t, New York City. 25 sears experience

OLD COINS:

far- sale, free
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NhPﬂLE\DN 5 name ﬁlls. more pages in the Wurld’s mlnmn hlstnry than
that of any other mortal. The retreat of his Grand Army from Russia

is the turning point of his career and marks the beginning of his downfall.
The one complete, accurate, authoritative and reliable history, containing the rmse and fall
of every empire, kingdom, princ ipality and power, is the world-lamed, [:...1|||-:.|II1’|I'I

Standard Hlstory.i:iWOrld

WE will name our special price and easy terms of payment only in direct leiters.

coupon for your |_|_.n'c-§||1e:..:| is printed on tln' lower corner of this advertiseme I11.
Tear off the coupsn, Wrike ¥our mame s plainly and il You inciar moabilig whatever. Our plan
of male enables us 1o ship direct fac | guarantee sat chion, The beautiful
sample pages will give yoa some idea of the s |:|Ia.n-J|-J st rations img style in which the histary is writlen

10 Big
Volumes
6000
Large
Pages
1000
Splendid
Pictures

Six Thousand Years of History

HIS is an authentic history of human events from the remotest records of antiquity

o t|1|,' pr{ﬂ:c—n[ '\'u,-l.t || Les=—ncw m4 |_p-—|'|<'1.'. charts anil 1'||..|,_z.|.rr'\- I||| -
plete history of all naticns apd pecples, anciend medieval and modern.  Reading IJ||  work will imn=
crease your fund of L||||W|ﬂ||.\,¢' im ¢ gk mental pow

. develop your conv
and imcrense your earning capacity in any basiness or occupation.  The man or w NEWSFPAPER
history has infinitely better chances of sa than the uninform Ta e ASSOCIATION

all the great men and women o wy and with all the s of the past will emak |'r Mo L
lace the world with a oew poise, & new con ce and a Brmeer |6 ation B0 saccess Chieags, NI,
ET thiz History of the World and begin reading it.  Read it for the
joy it will give you ; read it for the pood it will do you ; read it Tor the inspira-
tian that will lexd you tawnrd hetter
HOW me a family of readers.'
peugle who rubs the world® Hunde
by & History of ibe Woeld some dav; B
far [ree sample pages,
WESTERN NEWSPAPER ASSOCIATION
CHICACD

140 South Denrbarn St
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Brisiness

Italy and the World War

By Tromas NeLsox Pace

Foraer United Srager A

o readar o ftaly

This illuminating hstory of Ttaly's relation to the great war and final participation in
it is by one who, as our Amh: |1i1:lnr ta Ttaly, was a close observer of all that went on'in Traly

and abour Iraly throughour che encire war,

e Il'l I:|1Ih- UI'H:I.F.I..{“L'(I I'H.H}i\ tl"l'l: .l'l.lll]l..ll' ||.I‘.\ t‘lllF‘lLl_l'l.‘l.i |ht‘ +IJ” measure L:lr hih lil‘t‘l.'ilr".'

genus. —New York Timer.

$5.00

The New Stone Age in Northern Eumpc

By Joux M.

TyLER

A popular account based upon sciennific research of the life of man before the dawn of

history.

About $3.00

Shakespeare from Betterton to Irving

By {"7' EorGE C.

Prafesser of Ery

D. U‘i)T—‘.I.I.

& 1u Calumbia Uninerniy

“To enter on this enterprise demanded courage; to complere it successfully called for en-
durance; to present 1ts resules required skill in construction, proportion and adjusement.
All these gualifications the author has brought o his task, and one more: he has accom-
plizshed his labor of love joyously.”"—Brander Matthews in the New York Timer.

Prafusely Hustrated.

F.ng]ish
‘:"&":1}-‘5 and B}-’ -Wa Vs

By Leicuron Parws
Restor of St Bartholomen's, Nem York

A thoroughly entertaining '|l|'-u.—-;| AT iy
fact and fiction—which gayly discusses England,
4| 75

B SN ESS

I‘v[akingAdx-’r:rtib:f:n‘u-n ks —
AND MAKING THEM FAY
By Rov 5. Durstine

Mot technical—just sensible, filus,  83.00

of his cxperiences

2 oodr,  $12.00

Traditions of
RIHTﬁpCﬂﬂ Literature

FROM HOMERE TO DANTE
By Barrerr WENpELL

Prafeiioe Emeeitus of Enghish Literature w i arvard {usressiiy

An analysis of the mythical and historical
traditions of the litcrature of Europe. $6.00

TR PR R I O e
What's On the Worker's
Mind

By Wrarning WiLriams

A sree] executive, seven months a laborer, tells
apd conclusions. ffws, #2.co

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S
FIFTH AVENUE AT 48TH

SONS, PUBLISHERS
STREET, NEW YORK




Leaders in Fiction

In Chancery

By Joun GALSWORTHY

*“A book to read—and to read again."—New York Trmer.

“A memorable story.™

Chancery,” seems a delight.

generations, seems drawn from life)!

Erskine Dale—
Pioneer
By Joux Fox, Jk.

Erskine Dale, Frontiers-
man, 15 one of Fox's most
attractive characters.

Ilustrated by F, €, Yoin

£2.00

Man to Man
By Jacksox GrEGORY

A novel of the great South-
west  which turns upon a
cattle feud.

Tllurirated. £2.00

New FVork Globe,
“With prace and clearness and with a ekill
tedd. Its accomplishment is fine and delicate,”—Boss
" Amid the crudities of our modern fiction, suc
His trearment of 1l

Forsyte family,

‘—Philadelphia Ledger.

that holds the reader
v Transcrips,

Sl Pubfished
Montagu
W}?cherly

By L. Aviex Harken
Author of
Allepra. M. Wyrherly's
Ward," ris
A story of contemporary life
in England, vividly portraying
the development of the new
generation of a socially promi-
nent family. fi2.00

Awakening

By Joun GALSWORTHY

The study of a child's development through boyhood.
“The grave Mr. Galsworthy gives us here a very tender and very delicate little study of small

boyhood.  One would be tempted to call it an idyll,

simple but careful realism of the thing."—Ner York Past,

Tllusirated tn cofor and in Mack-aud-cohete by

The story of a lovel ¥ Amer r|. |.| waman, never fully
she iz brought into the mnglmal 1|m._,;.|-.|]| re of Rome, e
hunt on the Campagna, the visit at an ancient stronghold in the [-ulrl

Pagan Fire

By Norvar Ricuarpson
awa kened until, s

1 Tollows

R, H, SavTer.

's attention unfail |n|I= ,1]*-_11]: 14

h & novel as that of Mr. Galsworthy™s latest, *In
of which he deals with three living

$z.00

This Side of
Paradise
By F. Scort FirtcEraLn

Mr. Fitzperald's much-dis-
cudsed novel 3 now in itz

tenth edition. 2
81.75

Flappers and
Philosophers

H_'I.' F. :";l.'H T I'-I TEGERALD

A collection of short stories
by the author of “This Side

of Paradige.” $1.7¢

as the publishérs deséribe i, were it not for the

'It:'.-
8

15 the wife of our Ambazsador,
o \:\'iJ \t'l'\'jl.'.'u 1-|{ |:1.'\'.'|:l|‘i_'.l.'||'

Apennines, the masque ball in

a Roman palace, ‘among them—which reveal in an effective way the picturesque, highly colored lile

of Rome,

fz.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Books offer the easiest, readiest, quickest road to

Biography

Theodore Roosevelt and
Hiﬁ TI]IIE Shown in His Own Letters
By Joseph Bucklin Bishop

The eareer of no historic personage ap-
proaching Roosevelt in eminence and inter-
et has ever been set forth so fully, so au-
lim:utit'c]i. 2 humanly,

fith parbraits. 10,00

The Life of

Joseph Hodges Choate

As Gathered from His Letters
By Edward Saniford Martin

The story of the famous lawyer and public
man in his own words,
With partraita. £10.00

1 yols,

1 vols.

The Americanization of
Edward Bok

The Autobiography of a Dutch Boy
Fifty Years After

The famous editor of
Journal"" tells kus life story.

Early Memories
By Henry Cabot Lodge

Senator Lodge has treated only of the period
of his youth, and this period reflects a young
man s |n1prr'ssml:|l. of many of our most
familiar national and literary fgures—Sum-
ner, Andrew, Mud-ﬂ F'a.rkrn an. and many
ull!lt-'r:. 5350

Bluegrass
and Rhododendron
By John Fox, Jr.

These sketches of Southern life stand among
the very |-:|:|r.=1. al I_T'u.ll:'l writings; _!.h&y inber-
pret the Kentuckian with intelligent sym.

“The Ladies’ Home
Iles,  $5.00

Arn crfcn n LTIFE

pathy and understandeng. £2.00
The Old Dominion

By Thomas Nelson Page
An account of the founding and develop-
ment of ¥irginia, £1.75

Figures From American

Histary Esch £2.00
Thomas Jefferson
By Prof. Divid Saville Mazzey, of
Columbis Liniversity.
Jefterson Davis
By Arpmistead C, Gordon,
Robert E. Lee
By Dr. Diousglas Seathall Freeman,
Edator Richmoned * Mews-Leader
Stephen A. Douglas
By Louss Howland, Editor Indian
apahis * Mews."
Alexander Hamilton
By Henry Jones Fard, Prafessar of
Histsry at Pricceton Unaversity,

Literatore and Art

American Poetry

Edited by Perey H. Boynton. 32.73
American Prose Masters

By William C. Brownell 5200
AmericanPainting and [ Traditien

By Johin C. Van Dyker.  1IE, $3.:00

Riagraphy
Theodore Roosevelt’s Letters
e His Children
Edited by Joseph Bucklin Bishop

With facsimiles of some of the
** pacture letters, £2.50

Theodore Roosevelt: An
Autobiography
Mew Edition.  IHustrared, £5.00
The Lives of the Presidents of
the United States. By James
Grant Wilson 4 wols, §7.50
Intimate Life of Alexander
Hamilten
By A. M. Hamilion, F4.00
.ﬁ.nl-nlﬁﬂlrnplijﬂ:s:vﬂ!:j T-el.'r:
By Ceorge F. Hoar. 2 vols. $7.50
The Yoice af Lincola
By . . Wanamaker $2.50
ReminiscencesofaSoldier’sWilke
By Mrs. John &, Logan. 320
Recollections, Grave and Ba.]
“} Beles, Barton Harrizon 250
Adﬂhtgupi:ilﬁuwgal]wer
lstrated, 5500
Memaries af Two Wars
By Frederick Funstan. 10, - §2,50
The Life and Letters of Jabn
Panl Jones. By M Regimald
[ie Eoven Hbustrated. 35000
Robert E. Lee, Man and Soldier
By Thomas Melson Page. $3.00
Life and Letters of General

George Gordon Meade
Edited by L_.nlrlgr G, Meade

a knowledge of America -

The Valley of Democracy

By Meredith Nicholson

A book ahout the peaple and activities of
the Middle West l:}" the author of * B\la,cln:.-
sheep! Blacksheep!™ Mr. Nicholson is at
hiz best here in descrbing life and living
in his home region, $2.00

Gopernment

Great American Issues
By John Hays Hammond and
Jeremiah Jenks

A presentation of those great guestions of
labor, capetal, palitics, trade, etc., for which
it 15 of the utmost importance that a solu-

tian l:li.“ quickly found, About 52,50

The United States in Our

Own Times
By Paul L. Haworth, Ph.D.

Mr. Haworth's record of cur history from
the close of the Civil War to date is, as
readers of his previous books would antic-
pate, & brfliant nareative, £2.50

Travel

The Book of the
National Parks
By Robert Sterling Yard

Mr. Yard, who 15 executive secrebary of the
Mational Parks Association, tells of their
history and development.

Elaborately illustrated. MMaps. $3.00

The End of the Trail

By E. Alexander Powell

Writes of the Great West from Mew Mexico
to British Cu:-lumb:a He tells how to " See

America F irst’ in a mew WA,

|I|u:l:ra:.u] §3.50

A Revolutionary

Pilgrimage
By Ernest Peixotto

Twole. 57.30 | Visits to the battle-fields, historic sites. -:1.mi

Home Lettersof General Sherman | all the important localities connected with
Edited by M. A, De Walfe Howe. the American Revelution.

3200 llustrated.  §3.50
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Modern Movements in Painting

By Cuarces MarrioTT

By & distinguished London art eritic.  Includes chapters on Maturali Impressionism, Whistler,
Wlatisse and Pecasso, Futurism, etc,, Post-Impressionism in England, and treats of the leading
contemporary artists and their work, The text is supplemented by reproductions (many in color) of
notable paintings.  The London Times said of it: * Books like Mr. Marriot wnld he read both by
artists and the public.” Mith wearly 100 full-page illustrations. Large 800, 3750

Design and Tradition

By Amor FEny

An account of the principles and historic development of architecture and the applied arts, with
chapters on mouldings, architeciural proportions, division of surface, development of En:l'll"t‘ntll:r]iaj
ornament, mytholopy and symbaolism, treatment in design, ete.  IFith 22y fliurtrations,  Bee.  R10.00

The XVIIIth Century in London

AN ACCOUNT OF ITS S0OCIAL LIFE AND ARTS
By E. BErEsrorp CHANCELLOR

Ar. Chancellor’s wide knowledge of the details of the citv’s history, together with his keen sense
of the fascination of his subject, enables him to set forth many interesting facts and anescdotes of such
|,|'|r_-ch c-[ q_u:.\ntcmponr:. ]|[<:' A% the;: Pleasure R.l.'-'\.l'lll’l C'ul\* ‘-l.'.lﬁL'\:-] [l.'-u'-d"% and ']'a!.'crns, FalHEES an-:l
Churches, Great Houzes and Public Buildings, as well as the Arts in the eighteenth century. The book
i3 lavishly illustrated from onginal drawings and paintings, contemporary prints and eneravings.

) IFih mumerons full-page and rmaller flupiraiions,  Ouards, #1200

The Passion of L.abor

By Rogert Lynp
af e wad New Masteres™

Robert Lynd, the brilliant young English publicist and crtic, whoae hrat Amencan |‘r-N|1c| “Oid
and New Masters,” appearcd eighteen months ago, discusses here the political; social, and economic
qur_—ﬁtir_'.n; of the time.  His 5.1}'|{' and method are thase which made his valume of literary criticiam o
marked a suecess. His comments on each topic, including such as “*Labor and the Middle Classes,™
“The Working Man _and His Sense of Duty," * Profiteers,” “The Truth About Corruption,” “The
Moral Caze Apainst Prohibition,” *Spics Among the Warkers," are brief, pointed, and witty.

tbmo.  BI.75

Mountain Craft

Edited by Georrrey WintHROP YOUNG

A benk whiich summarizes the modern develo PIENLE of mountain cralt ";rr Young, who 18 known
to climbers of every race and school a5 an expert in all branches of the iz supported by a body of
contributors of world-wide reputation. Sir ‘n[arun Conwavy writes of the Arctic, Captain F |rr|'r-;|rE.|u||1-
ment, Mr. Spencer of Photography, Me, Slingsby of Naorway, Dr. Longstaff of the [JI malayvas, Dr. Wollas-
ton of Tropical Exploration, Mr, Racburn of the Caucasus, Mr. Mumm of the Canadian Rockies, et

“A volume l:||-JI! will be read as eagerly by the uru.ru.nu.d monntaineer a5 by the tyro.  The book
will remain a stimul a:ln,q and provecative one, — e London Fimes
TFal mumerons tiustrations. 8oe. §7.50

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS ﬁ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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High Blood Pressure

—Hardened Arteries

Dear Doctor Alsaker:

R. L. ALSAKER, M. D.
Founder and Director

The Alsaker Way

The condition mentioned in this letter is very
common among men past the age of jorty-five.
Thiz 182 a caze of ]Jnrl{{"lﬁ:l'lﬁ of the arteries (arterio-
sclerosis) with high blood pressure. An examination
nearly always shows more or less Bright's disense,
and this is generally causzed by the excessive pressure,
which forces the albumin through the kidneys,

The pain in the region of the heart iz due to the
over-worked condition of the heart, which is often
aggravated by gas in the stomach and the bowels.
The pain in the head is caused partly by the ex-
cessive pressure of the blood, and partly by accumu-
lntions of waste in the body,

Many physicians give nitro-glycerine o lower
the excessive hlood pressure, but this is uscless, for
though the pressure 15 temporanly reduced, it returns
again.

The condition described iz dangerous be-
cause if allowed to continue the patient will
usually expire from apoplexy of the brain, or
heart failure; sometimes death comes through
Bright's dizease, with itz accompanying
uremia.

Iz the condition curable? Tt iz in the majority
of cases. Nearly evervbody believes that hardened
arteries with high blood pressure i= o fatal affiction.
And it is, il it i3 treated in the old way. If it is
treated correctly, that i3, in accordance with the
laws of nature, at least four out of five will recover
s completely that they can live to be old=—far older
than three score years and ten—and they can be zo
healthy that they can’t feel anything wrong., And
what more can they ask?

In most of thesse correcl  ireatment  will
redduce the hlood pressure from iwenty to thirty
points the frst month. After that the reduction 13
slower.

Ii this is LFiie, '.'l."|'|_'.' don't most doctors and many
lavmen know it? Becaiuse both physicians and lay
individuals are looking for cures from pills, powders and
potions, aided by serums and operations. And these

e reduced.
a while longer.

CilELE

Last week | had two severe shocks.
apoplexy and is now in a very seriows condition; another one dropped dead,
HBoth of them are a little past fifty, and both of them have suffered from high
blood pressure for aome time,
my hlood pressure runs from 100 bto over ao0.
comfort in the region of the heart and pains in the head.

A third friend tells me that he followed vour directions and recovered. He
iz active and looks healthy, but T can hardly believe this, for my physicians—
and they are good ones—have informed me that high blood pressure cannot
Please write me frankly by return mail.

—How to Remedy

An Educational Lecture
By R. L. ALSAKER, M. D.

{Specialist in H:a.":h Cﬂn;mttim]

e of my friends had a stroke of

I am anxious because I too am past fifty, and
From time to time T have dis-

1 want to linger here
F.R. M

means will not work in cases of high blood pressure.

The correct way, which iz Nature's way, is
so simple and reasonable that very few have
dizcovered it to date. [t consists of living so
that the hardening process stops immediately,
and then the blood pressure begins to de-
crease. Usually the patient is out of danger
in a few weeks.

There are exceptions who can not recover. This is
hecause they have abused themselves so long that
vither the kidneys have [ailed bevond recovery: or
the heart valves or heart walls have been oo much
injured; or the walls of the arteries themselves have
became brittle as chalk in gpots. But the vast major-
ily=—at least four out of five on the average—can get
into such good condition that they can truly say that
they are enjoving good health.

I have had patrons who were continually
dizzy; who had surging of the bload te the
head; who had daily headaches; who had op-
pression in the region of the heart (pericardial
pain}) who were so short of breath that they
could not walk upstairs, nor could they walk
as much as a block without resting—yes, in-
dividuals with as bad symptoms as that have
recovered very good health, after they had
been told by competent physicians that noth-
ing could be done for their hardened arteries
and high blood pressure.

T - T 1 " "

b o EEw Iype ol plhyvdcsds, He ipecializges In kapsh
m bow to live s that rhssase

that owplaans the cause sf
His coune of issnscibom
h

1
7y Marde
liak:

b L ey Bl wiey; T
e Curing Dhsggeses of the Hear and Artenes.”
it g oy 1 you arg hally satisfed with the gosd
1 ulherwine return 0t Gnd we wall refus< your
i Symmcuse, M. V., wnip:
ol piligds ngle prescription o coee
Trr, “Al=aker's heatih:bulidisg iidetoks ane worth $oa 10 Fioa
Me. Porter had porchased and given: away 10 sick pesple more thes
aow coples of the Alsaker Health-building Hand-bogks,




For February Relaxation—
FREEEEEEEEEEEEEREREEEEEEEREREREREREREEEEEEEE

LEE THAYER
That Affair at *“The Cedars”’

This book should meet with success equal to Lee Thayer's “The Mystery of the Thirteenth Floor™
and “The Unlatched Door."' Several generations had occupied “The Cedars,"" and left memories of
sorrow and joy.  Its present master, cold, grasping Baymond Awstin, had added to his inhentance
wenlth of his own making. lts mistress, the young. vivacious Detty Austin, was aleedy experi-
encing miserics that attend mismating, People knew thet Betty bad loved Billy Wainwrmight and
had consented to marry Austin only after the announcement of Wainwright s death,  But Wain-
wright returmed, alive, amd immedintely sought Betty., There, standing face to face, they conld not
hide the truth—they loved each other. Shortly after their meeting Austin ‘s body was found, life-
less. Was @ swicide, acoudend, or murderf  The characters, many of whose questionable motives add
complications to the story, are exceedingly well drawn.,  Readers of Mrs. Thaver’s other stories will
nole with |Z||E&51IEE the rea ppearance of many of lier already famed fiction charselers. Net, 8160,

ENOS A. MILLS
Waiting in the W ilderness

Like “Adventures of a Nature Guide,”" this iz the tale of life in the Rocky Mountains, its privas
tions and dangers, its beauty, its ndventure—and its pepce.  Full of Mr. Mills's delichtiul and
charnetenstic humor. 1f ¥l love the outdoors, if Winll l.-'njll_'\.' h'liﬁnH that =tirs ancd stimukntes aven
though it 15 not fiction, you will hke this book.  IHustrated with 16 beautiful prctures from photo-
gl.':l.phi. Net, 3250.

C. N. and A. M. WILLIAMSON
The Great Pearl Secret

The Williamsons have given to an ever increasing cicele of renders o suecession of stories revealing
o wide knowledge of the world, & gift for creating outstanding characters and devising dramatic
situntions in whicly their powers are tested, Not even in “The Lion’s Mouse,”” has so alluring a
group of characters been assembled, or so devious apd shsorbing @ iale been spun sbout them.

Net, #1.60.

MARY E. and THOMAS W. HANSHEW
The Riddle of the Mysterious Light

Cleek and Scotland Yard again appear, with the added attraction of Cleek’s love story. A des-
rate effort is made to do away with Cleek, who 15 0 formidable ohstacle to the plans ﬂi criminals
in two countnes. Finally Cleek himself iz captured. How he eseapes, how he resches his huven
of love and peace, making himself secure for all time against his enemies, makes a tale surpassingly
swilt and dramatic, Net, ELu0

HENRY LEYVERAGE
The Ice Pilot

Aboard the m!thm:d whaler Pole Star, ice pilot Hornce Sterling lenrns from Engan, a dizsguised
0. 8. Fisheries Commissioner that the ship iz & sesl raider. FEagan escapes and Sterling 15 im-

facned |ILLEiI:|g a chase |:|‘1.' o revenne cutter,  But the boat iz un.ptumi h‘_'r' il new and unforeseen
?;:u:. A woman is discovered on board.  With her, Bterling makes the perilous Northwest passage
which ends peacefully and boppily in sight of & church spire looming from the Greenlaml coast,

Net, SL&(.
There bookr are on Tale at all boakrellers
EREREEEREEEEEEEEEEER EEEEEEEREREEGEEREGRER
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO. The Country Life Press Garpex Crry, N, Y. ,anp Toronto
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He sold his wife
to a sailor for $25.24

—and threw in his baby daughter to boot. No novelist but Thomas Hardy could
fully sound the emotional depths of such a theme, nor trace with so sensitive a touch
[hcirnns-_'qucncca of such an act. The splendid might of this Wessex romance,
“ The Mayor of Casterbridge,” will hold you and yours absorbed for many evenings.

An unequaled offer—only $1.60 down
Three of the World's Greatest Books

and a year’s subscription fo

The

Outlook

‘‘ the most-quoted weekly journal in America’’

Down comes the high cost of reading. Up goes the buying-power of your dollar. For only
$1.60 down, we will ship to you at once, postpaid, three of the greatest romances in English,
and will enter your name al once for a yea[ls subcscript.im to The DI.IIIDG;I. 52 issues. You
may pay the balance in four easy monthly payments of cnly $1 each.

Sign and mail us the coupon with only #1.60 and we will at once enter your name for
a year's subscription to The Outlook (52 numbers) and send you three of the greatest
novels in the famous Modern Library :

“The Mayor of Casterbridge,” by Thomas Hardy (Intreduction by Joyee Kilmer)
“ Diana of the Crossways,” by George Meredith (Introduction by Arthur Symons)
“Daigy Miller,” by Henry James (Introduction by William Dean Howells)

A leading New York publisher, after seeing some of the recent numbers of The Qutloalk,
said that he had never seen such an improvement in a periodical before. A profusely illus-
trated journal of current life packed with vitality, information, charm, and delight. Intensely
modern, but always clean. lts terse, interpretative summary each week of the most
important events is world famous, Its subscription list is an album of distinguished

signatures. Nearly every one who counts reads The Outlook. The issues during 1921
will be the most interesting ever published,

You save #5.05 cash by sending the coupon N H” with your remittance of only
$1.60 as your first payment for the three books, bound by hand in limp croft leather, and
32 numbers of The Outlook. The retail price of the books and the news-stand price of
52 numbers of The Outlook is £10.65. We have never before made such an offer.

THE OUTLOOK COMPANY, 381 Fourth Avenue, New York City

Flease send me The Outlook for 52 weeks and the three books * The Mayor of Caster-
I:mdgv_," i D_tann of the Crossways,” and “ Daisy Miller.” I enclose meareck . for §1.60,
and will remit £1 each month for four months.

JVierme

A ddlrers
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Tosting Howsa snhars
Hevenles Explosices are
prepared for the tests
which verify their sensi-
tiveness and role of de-
tonadion,

The Testinng Ground

the testing of dynamite plays an important park in the

day’s work, Just as the most modern and efficient
dynamite machinery iz never considered infallible ; just as the
simplest and most obvious process is never tnken for gromted §
w0 the necuracy and uniformity of the finished product is never
conceded without mmp&ete verification.

IN every high-explosives plant of the Hercules Powder Co.

Every lot of dvoamite, after it has passed the chemical labe
oratories, must be tested M}lmtujl:.r for sensitiveness h.l,.' actual
explosion before it is shipped. Upon the men in charge of this
important work at the Testing Ground depends, in no small
mensure, the uniformly high guality of Hercules Explosives.

1t is because of this eonstant testing—this skillful verification
of quality =that, wherever Hercules FExplosives are used—in
blazting out n stump or & mountain, in diamond mines or
stone quarries, digging « ditch or changing the course of
mighty river—their power can always be depended uwpon by
those who seck their aid,

HERCULES POWDER, CO.

Chilcagn Sall Lake Ciky Chattnnooga Hazlelon, Fa,
Pittsburg Kan, Pittsburgh, P'a, 5t, Loais Joplin
San Francizes New York i Denver Wilming o, Dei.

HERCULES

Explosives
Chemicals
Neval Stores

H]
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The Watch of Railroad Accuracy’

What King Albert Learned

from an American Engineer

King Albert of Belgium—in the cab window—rode on
the Twentieth Century Limited engine for eighty-eirht
miles, between Toledo and Elkhart. He inspected the
mechanism; he learned the method by which the enpine
while in motion scooped water; he sat in the engineer’s
scat and ran the engine.

As they approached Elkhart, Engincer J. A. Lux—he
appears in the gangway—pulled out his watch. His Maj-
esty consulted his and they compared time. After one
lock, ** What watch do you carry?’? asked King Albert.
““A Hamilton,”* answered Lux. ““Is it a good one??’
i:l'lquiri:fj HI" i."i{ﬂi"‘.sr?'. i“li"f]l, I*\'l: mnin tTﬂiﬂE l'l}" :it fﬂr
twenty-five years,'" said Enpineer J. A. Lux,

King Albert put away his watch. Before leaving America
he bought a Hamilton.

Warches so accurate that engineers run the crack traing
by them are watches that kings will buy.

There are many Hamilton models—from sturdy railroad types to
ladies* beautiful bracelet watches. Prices range from §40 to B200;
movemnents alone, £22 (in Canada, £27) and up.  Send for ** The
‘Timekeeper,’ an interesting booklet about the manufacture and

care of fAine watches, The different Hamiltons are illustrated, and
prices given.

HAMILTON WATCH COMPANY, Lancaser, Peanspfvania
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New York City and Vicinity

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Full preparatary and advanced studies, Art, Muske, Interior Diec-
m, Dramatie Art. Limpuags d Practical r3e
al gare amd smpervsion, - For catalngue addrees

Miss Fosa I Chizman,
aog2 Fafth Avenuve, New York City.

Miss C, E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL

FOR GIRLS

et

midcia i
Llar addi L] [} Manan II
mTyE -r||-|||||-'~ 1. Mew Yack

Fll'l.l'l'.h‘bl.l.l COUNTRY SCHOOL

]n:~|| rataey School for Bows. Boarding and D
1.'..r.. anly in High Schoal Classes
1’r|nr|, nal, Riverdale-on-Huds Wew Yark

af IMPERIAL RUSS-;.{N BALLET

24 WEST 57TH 5T., NEW YUHRK

Alexis f\';a.n"ryf

AREDLUECE TIAT HE HAL MOVED T0 NS

KEW STUDE

LARE and FRIVATE IMATKL ELAREN
INTERFE ETATY EEER, RUA ETHGE daud
BALLET BANCINCG

THE Ei:Fl:EIN'EFl 'EC-HL‘IDL FGH GIFI:L'El
< - v

New York State

NEW YORK
| MILITARY ACADEMY

SKIDMORE
SCHOOL OF ARTS

CHARLES HENRY KEYES, Ph.D., Fresident

A SchooL oF IhstiscrioN Residence accom-
tswdntions fof oo students,  For catalogue uddres
Cornwari-on-Huooson Fon Catarocus THE SE‘"-RE’.I.'ART
New York Werre o THE PRESIDERT Box C, Saratopa Springs, Mew Yaork
ClE’;ﬂ.ﬂlLLi

dlege Preparatory Schodl for Bovs  Some vacancies ae |:||| THE KNOX SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Tl v sltenlion. S cloxses.  Athleti Fal ty at Turrvtawn '| Husdson, now on (dseps Lake, Chanpers-

Enroliment 125, I talig and |

&t lioal Srew

dilla Schaols, Box 516, Ithaca, New Yok

'.I.I:’.= f-!us>.l -| aphicn, Hox 5, 1 -'.-'l-l---u MY

= ;
Connecticut

THE GATEWAY
A Schonl for \'..-l:l-
riding £
CTMIPSES W |I|
E. Ezynolds h

nr | atldings

A l"l-'l:

I
Terrsce, New Haven, Comn

WYKEHAM RIGE
A Country School for Girls.
Wishimgton, Conp. B
AL Vige-Principal, Co

Principal,

Fanny E r-u,x. LL A,
4] Bowman,

sentafive, Mal
hazset, Mass,

s
New Jersey

MiSS E'r.P.HD 5 BSCHOOL FoOR GIRLS

o New York., Colleg

RireQaFlG ey

wminaaium and fiekd
cBeard, Crange, New ]

"-.l 5 [ ncie

i for cal
for bay
|n| Heatdmaz




W assachusetts

A Sehool Thorough College
For Girls Ot C a emy Preparation
23 Miles General Course
fram Rostfon ANDOVER, MASS. Household Science
Fonmided IH-.!H-
Ranked among the best preparatary schanls by the le g collegesfor women.  Swang general course offering advanced wark
for girls who do not desice @ college course.  Experienced teachers. Thoroogh equipment.  Long record of ugeessiul wogk.
MISSE BEHTHA BAILEY, Principoal.

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN

Only small separate college for women in Massachusetts. 4-year
fourse. AL degree.  Facully of men and women. o buildings
fooacres. Uatalog,

Rev. Samuel V. Cole, DT, LLIN., President, |

Norton, Massachoseits. i34 miles from Basion. |

WORCESTER ACADEMY
750 I-'l w2, 33 Teachers. Strictly préparatory for college ar en-
;mr:m:g schaod. _'||.|.r|.u>'r School [or yuunzr{c For catabug
aiddress The Registrar, G D Church, M.A.
Samel F. I{uCIrnE:. D.{ A, Principal, Wortester, Mass.

MiIsSS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Far many yenrs known 2 " The Burnham School.™
adqth year opened Seprember, 1534
Corresponidence should be addressed ta
Mix Hessie F. Gill, ar Miss Louise Capen, Northampton, Maszs.

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIALS
Founded Mary A. Burgham in 1877, opposite Smith College
Campus, Northamplon, Massachusetts,
Miss Helen E. Thompsoa, Hesdmintress,

Pennsylvania

Music and Dramatic Arts

DGDNTI SGHDDL
Founded 3850. A mchool for pirls occupying an estate on the
summik ef Eydal Hills, 25 minutes from Phifa.  Hlostrated book-
let describing new building mailed an request yelal, woioe
Department,  Miss Abby A, Sutherland, Principal, I"'cnnb} vanin,
Montgomery County.
e

_____ Wgﬁfngmn, DG

NH'NDNAI. PARK EEHI NAH'I'

For the higher education of yous .\ FIED, EM-:u Lon courses of teo years’
I = fome Jiros v, Flariculzsumy, A

Systrmmalic |.I.A..5. of the Narional

Leplanrar,

r.l L. Th., Praside=i

W i.1||II.I||L i lﬁububd-l b o I

Rﬁnd& Is;’mrd

THE MaARY C. WHEELER TOWN AND COUNTRY
SCHOOL
A town school offering opportunities for country life and sports.
Prividenee, Ebode 1sland,

-Summier Schools

ASH-NO-CA

A BOYS' CLUB "

IN THE MOUNTAINS OF NORTH CAROLINA

XNot o school, nat 2 camp, but 6 place plansed, squipped,
and conducted for the pleasure ond r,ln.s. amd mearal
wellure of boys under seventeen during the summer.
Delaghtiul climate; Mo mosquitnes. Sports include

Ca mps—

t'||k||:||I mounlain clrmbing, camping, canosng, swim-
ming, boating. tennis, baseball, track, golf, EVERY-
THING A BOY LIEES. Fine buildings furnich

bealthiul elecping accommaodations and other buildings
ample place for recreation in wet weather. Boyvs have
best  possible care farm furnishes shundance
of U.'hcl|h|:|:||-r [Il_ld pETE Irace,

Address George Jackson, Asheville School -

Ashevile, N. C.

SEA PIN E'E EEHOGL

lents.  Three terms, fall,
vacation, Training for sclf dis
snsihility, ame initiative. Al branches

of imstruclion. 5 ith Bickford, Miss Addie Bicklord, D=
reciors,  Box O Brewster, Mass
ALOHA CAMPS FOR GIALS
Fasrey, VErRMONT
iUl seRcon, 3 campe—apes 7 to 30. Fun, Frolic,
Fricidshdps.  Vigillagnee lor health and safety.
Bookilet. Mrs. E. L. Gulick, 370 Addington Road,

Broaklive, Mass,

30

American Academy of
Dramatic Arts
Founded im 1854
FRANELIN H. SARGENT, President
The leading institution for Diramatic and
Expressional Training in America. Con-
nected with  Chavles Froloman's Ewmpive

Theatre and Comedanies,
For information apply to

SECRETARY, 150 Cornegie Hall, New York, N. Y.

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE CITY OF
NEW YORK

akch, L'-I| BEk Trovides & thorouph and
e antl equipped e pive
Addres

nall .
!m.n:lﬂu 1e0 Clasemone Avetoe. Wew Yok City

higheil wlvnbag

Byron W. Kings School of Oratory
ELOCUTION AND SPEECH ARTS

Courdes for T(J{IJI.""L Lytrum and Chastanqua Work. Speech

defects, loss of Vedee, poaitively cured.  Larpest School of Speech

Arts in America, Se liver, Pittsbungh, Fa.

“STAMMERING
Its @use mmm e

6F alamns. ?01&”';95 page cluth hoand book on Sleammering saod
Hmmarrering. It tolls how 1 |:'||.h\| myrell after Stammering aod
Stuttering for 20 years. ENJAMIN N. BOGLU
2804 Eogue Buiiding, |M:| N. . &

for prospecius. Mt

Too ean be

E
Indiznapaiis

Teachers’ Agency

The Pratt Teachers' Agency
T8 Fifth Avenue, New York
Recommends teschers to colleges, public and private schoobs in all

parts n_i the country,
Advizes parents about schoals. Wm. 0. Prate, Mgr.




GCorrespondence Schools

and v-"]mre to =ell.

Cullvlale your mingd. Dm'el.np
your literary gifts. Master the
drlnflclf-expwssmn Maka
#‘lur spare ime profilable.
urn your ideas inlo dellars.
Courses in Short=8tory Writ=
ing Versification, Journalism,
Play Writing, Photoplay
Writing, ete., taught person-

Dr.Esenwein  ally by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein,

for many years editor of Lippincott's Magazine, and
a stalf of literary exparts.

Constructive criticism,
Frank, honest, helpful advice. Real rea-.:'ﬁ.r'ng.

Dar pienil hox received sber 55000 for stories and articles
il mrirrawm masily in apard md—""plag work,™ Ae calle il
Anether popil received oter JIG08 before completing
faw firal course,  Another, a bosgr Bife and modher, iy
pteraging ober 379 a Week from phofoplay Writieg alane,

There & no other institation of agency deisg & smuch foc
d writers, youmg oe o3, The snlversites recognise this, for eves
one hundred members of the English foculties of higher instins.
a fioni e stodying in our Literary Department, ' The editors
pesngeize it, for they are constantly recommsling caar courser,
e guidam The Weites s Laleawry, 15 vl
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150-page Hastraled calalogue (ree.

The Home Correspondence School

Dep't. 64 Epnnﬂf‘eid Mass.

TATAALASLE IBST RO PO Y TS PS04

High School Course
in 2 Years DR

this
Eehool rae &t home 1nl|-1c
two vears, Meetsall r ||n-m-|gnla for entrancs to college and the
inading raleasican ‘Thi mrod thiriy scx otbor pracicoal costees kfn desctibed
In "'Frq Nullecin, Bend Tar I|. FIOAY
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Qutfits
for School

Pile up your troubles—on the Fifth
Avenue Section, Miss Waltonwill
do any special shopping for you.
Mo charge for her services.

Wire, call or write—

MISS WALTON, Scribner's
%97 Fifth Avenue, New York

Magazine
Wlurtay Hill 788

“$5, DU'U Worlung fur Us!”

"I bonght another good bond today and tonight Helen and

T were figuring up our invesiments. ALl told we now have
5,000 =zaved and invested where it will add $£8300 to our in-
COmNE every year!

“ I need o laugh atthe idea of my ever having that much
money invested. [ was just seraping along in rooline work
and spending what [ittle I earned. Then one doy my em-
nlnytr_zavn me some advice. He sakd success depepnds an
two things, First, learn to do some one thing well, 20 well
that others will pay you for what you know. Second, save
and nvest something out of what you earn each menth,

"1 decided then and thers to get some special training, 1
wrete to Scrantan and found I could get just the course |
wanted and study st home evenings. 5o I started, and it
wasn't long before the manager gove me more important
work—an more money. I kepl on stodying with thres in-
t:r_r'&tses the first Fear, And each pay day I put something
aside.

"Soit's been ever since. As T advanced at the office and
my salary grew, my savings grew faster and 1 put them
in tl?' wod securitbes.

"Helen was happy a2 a lark tonight when I told her we
had five thousand dollars in safe sound Investmenls work-
ingz for us! And this is only the beginnlag. AL Our present
rale of saving, in o few yesrs more we'll have an independ-
ent ineome for life !

Suceess i kof somatking rémoté=li's nof someihing that énly the
ather follow can enjoy. [f iy within easy resch foP pus [ you I{juu
follow the simple rubes that have maede all men seccessial who
hava practiced them,

Firsd decids what yosr work ls, learn everyihing aboul i thal you
can. The easy converlant way todo that & 66 et the Intermational
Corréspondence Schools help you,

Mord thin fwo million mer and women have iskes ihe ap read
with I. C. 8. help.  More than 130,008 ars naw fwrming their spare hma
to profit, Hundreds are startng overy day.  Ian't [t shoul time for
IT;-I\- ::-ntlll;l'ulnlilluut whal the I, C, 8, ean do for you?  Then mark and mall

E 1n.

—— e —— LN DT R — ——— ——

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Erpatn, without SGA00g ot T §.cuh Qe e the pastin,
or in ibe subjecl, before which 1 mar

Hlunllrm ENGINEFR SALFE

Electric Lighting and Rallways .'\I:r'l.' Eli. I.'IS-I\fI:.

Elaciric “'Iﬂng Window Trismmer
Fhow Cerd Writer

Telegraph Engines

Telephons Work Slgrn Palnied
lkr.Ju.'lll:i:I. ESGISEEN Hadlroad Trainmas
Mechanics] Dralisman ILLUSTRATIMNG

Machine Skop Practics ICartooning

'.| el maker (TR :.Lm.ﬂu';n
e Bnprine .P!l\l-llll P:I e slcm

ITIL l.IﬂI.’IR BOOKKE I‘I.Il.

Fury and M Srenographes and T i
MINE EI Ba N R Ijufl’lll. | Cert, f"nlrﬁlr.k;rnqqf:;

(ATATIONLHY ENGINEER TRAFFIC MAMNAGER

/Marine Enginasr I.l.llwl:r Ac:wm-!
S'I:IH] Dhrafveman Commercial
RCHITECT GOy I‘.'N:JI.AS-H
chmumr and Bulider Teacher
= Archibtectural Drafisman Common Sehool Subjecs
Sl Concrate Bulld:r Mimrhemantica
| Straotursl Engine CIVIL SERVICE

n PLUMMBENG L5 lﬁnlhd- Hallway Mail Clerk

Sheet Meal Worksr AFTOMORILE OFELATING
Temlle Overtesr of Supt, ints Mepairieg Ep il
CHEMIST SERIODLTERE Fn.q-l.
L Mavigabon Peglory Ralalog 8_] leniins
Hama - —
Present 14123
o 1 s =
Firawt
snd Ho.
City R iiooo»wn SAuEe




.ég 90[[010

Four hundred years ago, that spmmd advenruter
Coronado, set out to find in the wvast, u.nlmuw
Southwest the "Seven Cities of Cibola.”

Today, those golden cities of ancient legend actually

exist — their marvels yours to discover on the Sunset way
to Cnlifut'rlia.

Enchanting New Orleans — historic Houston — the in.
spiration of the Alamo in San Antonio—El Paso with its
colorful scenes and picturesque Mexico just across the
river —Los Angeles and the California beaches bathed
in sunshine—Santa Barbara and San Francisco—here is
a modern adventure in discovery whose charming realities
are more beautiful and interesting than bold Coronado’s

most vivid dreams,

SUNSET LIMITED

Mew Orleans Los Angeles
San Antonio San Francisco

A mild, sunny route all the way with Observation Car,
Through Dining Cas and other comforts of modern cravel,
Tri-weekly Sleeping Car Service to Globe, Arizona, for the
side trip to ROOSEVELT DAM, on the APACHE
TRAIL.

For In_fl:ln‘lm.rlrm and Literarure address

SOUTHERN PACIFIC LINES

Mew York Mew Orleans
l Ornla 16% Broadway Pasi- American Hank Blfg.
Tucsom, San Francisen

Houston u,
Southern Pacific Bldg. Arironm Southern Pacific Bldg,

Ev-:?gr mile @ Scene worth while _

L]



‘WHERE-TO- GO

Hotel-Resort-&-Travel- -Department

TLANTH

EPPLEES erery ¢
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SWITZERLAND

sking in the sunshine of
peace and happiness,
Switzerland beckons you,

There, amid sunlit Alpine val-
leys, praceful forest-clad hills
and towering snow-capped
mountaing, you will find rest
and recrention, The cost of
living in Switzerland has not
apprecinbly increased.

We do not sell toars or tickels,
we answer questions, Voo are
Invited to take sdvantage of
our free service, which inclades
uselul litemiure, ™ Select Col-
lection ' free on receipl of ben
Cenits Lo cover poatage.
Dficial Apency of
The Swiss Federal Railroads
#1 FIFTH AVESNUE, NEW YORK

Faria
20 Bue Lafayelis

Laomdion
11n Eegent Bt 5.97.
WINTER

CANADIAN PG RrTSs

Skating, Tihnu.l.l: Ski-ing, Snow=
laulhn-i the l:r. Algoo-
l.ri.. turin, Canada. ** The
om,"" 2,000 fest abave the sea.
Hq.lll:HuI I:Luulr IHastraied Baak Free.

GRA.ND TRUNK BRAILWAY
hinpion SN Buflali, 1080
Cham. of Com Bldg. : Chiesgo, & W, Ldsms
M:;,--l 13 .ﬁl-l.; : Naw Work,

J'E"l.l Bepied

¥1 Pittsbargh, 507 Park Bldg.
— HEALTH RESORTS

andl ebjoy somplels

Tn BE WEL rost &nd recreation,
erdie o ud, We glve

all modern phiyskcal freatments. Eeautif ol
surronndings, Golf, Moderste rated. Writs
[or Bkt @irabem @amitaniom - Bornell, 619,
Cirlk = O -
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Tours de Luxe
Spring - Summer - Fall
1921

ieat T
Arcommadatsm

Send for Booklet

Frank Tourist Co.
. Estahlishad 1575
NEW YORK PARIS
il —51h Ave., New York

TOURS TO EUROPE

Expert [eader. Limited ma b
Select itinerariss. Moderats prices,

HEAN =SCHILLING TOURS
Ikevonslire 5 Boston, Mass
lf'n,.-.l:ul '\u P'|.||| HI||~

I a1
Tt k.- ARE VilLEY,

LUHUP'E 1921

Parties enrolling now.
“'r laleresting routes.

MY

Miowderatle prices.
GHal gnecess

6 5 Franklin St
_ Boston, Mass

l"l.u]:lh‘ Tours
UNIVERSITY

Einid fraly

i Now York
Webts ¢ BUREM] OF © "-ul'lLFl.lT] TRATEL

| & Boxd Erest i, Ml

' "ll-ll- th roules ART, LITERATURE
leaders HISTY |"|I:'r FILEN{H
Hatkslactory pricex SFPAN I'-JI ITALLAN
INTERCOLLEGIATE TOURS
65-B Franklin 5t. ~  Boston, Mass.

xtig¥ex Golden Rule Tours

Ne u- '|| urk
II|'-~|: |-[‘ ]_u:|-|--|'\-|I SHallinga Jane and .J|'-|5,I

M’L‘aun s Tours de Luxe

to Florl Cuba, the West Indies,
Cnlifornia, i Frient. '.‘.'r|11-
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Independent Travel

A CRUISE de LUXE to the

WEST INDIES
will zail from New York on March 12 by the

new and palatial Great White Fleet Steamer
5. 5. “ULUAY Most sttractive itinerary.

CALIFORNIA-ALASKA

Luxurious  Tours. Freguent départures.
Itineraries include all points of interest.

EUROFPE

Excepticnally well planned spring and summeér programs. Escorted and individual travel.

Our sarvice leaves ypou free fo erfop everything that your travels should mean
Talk over with us yowr fentative plans and make ressrvafrons mow

THOS. COOK & SON

ta you

Chicape  Philadelphia Bopon

T

i B s vl

JAPAN . CHINA - PHILIPPINES
Escorted Tours will sail from Pacific Coast
Feb. 5, 19, March 5, 16, and April 2.
Unusually interesting.

SOUTH AMERICA
From New York Feb, 8, 26, visiting all
parts of EAST AND WEST COASTS,

San Franciseo Los Anpgeles Montreal  Toronos

o X K P AR D R N, O N L 0 PR

'Phtlﬂdel hla-
Walnut at 15“?,51-

five minutes—
walk from Rail-
E;:m.d stations, the

g ,The—
"IE\E?.‘I.:EPI'P:. Cuising
unusual
Service distinctive:

Wire for reservations
ol our expense

J.Howard Slocu
ﬁuna{eu el

T T T TR TS

‘[ REAL HARRIS, LEWIS, AND §
SHETLAND HOMESPUNS

DIRECT FROM THE MAKERS,
| The Inlinrld nf Iw::d 1ur galf and all s-p!rl!: WEAT.

FREFTLE AL AR Y

5 A HE\“LI. & Sﬂlﬁ Ilmr 5 imrnamg SCATLAND,

Btate shacls dowined |n|| il or Tadies" or gent's wear.

AUSTRALIA

Suwva, New fealand.
The Palatial Passenger Steamers
| E. M. 5. "NIAGARA"™ KE.M.5 "MARURA"

Honolulu,

20,000 Tons 135,500 Tons
Zail from ¥Yaneonver, 15O,
For faree and =ilings a
Wiy, M, Y., or o Cam
Vancoaver, |1 G

Iy Cnmadinn Pacific Ry, 1251 Mroad-
pan-Australisn Foyal Mail Line, 48 Seymoes BUS

%7y Army Auction Bargains

Tents . . $34.25ap | Auto Phtel . . . §26
Saddles . . 6.50 Army Haversack .15 up
Knapsacks 75 " | White Uniform 52.50°

| Shckers . . 1.B3 | Army Gun Slings .30 %
Spang Ko cal 3 single Shos rifde for modsl (R4 casty
#TTT. B0 5 | 6 a0 ras BEmy gosis.

Large V¥ eilia reforence crinloy —#H pajpei—
s 10 How Circular, 19,

Francis Bannerman Sons, 501 Broadway, New Tork

“There, that's what I want.
There's the very thing.”

s endad, kit anl ty afier a long tedious day of
e ¥ery thing
a1

h, - Wik Stibiners Shapang
afely 1o places whire The
Wind wani Cas lsc or they will purchaze |t
direct for

Write or phone (7880 Murray Hill) WMiss Walton,
Srribner’s Magazine, 597599 Fifth Ave., Mew York




A NORTH CAPE CRUISE
To the Land of the Midnight Sun

The Raymond-Whiteomb North Cape Cruise by the loxuri-
oug P. & O. Liner “Emperor of India' (Kaisar-i-Hind) is
the first North Cape Cruise sinee the War,  Sailing in late
June, the Cruize will include journeys to the magnificent
Norwegian fjords, with visits to the North Cape, Scandi-
navian and Continental ports and Scotland.  Aftractive
Shore-Exeursions are scheduled and an unusual variety of
aptional European Extension=-Tourz. Full details on request.

To Cruise with Raymond-Whitcomb is to realize the
luxury of sailing on a private yacht. In effect you
1

are “ part owner "’ in a splendid ship—a delightful
home to return to after sightseeing ashore. The

pleasant informality of ship-life is always entertain-
ing; excellent service assures your comfort. Your
social inclinations are undisturbed—vyou may be as
completely exclusive—or as intimate—as you wish.
WEST INDIES CRUISES. A preseminent feature of Raymond-
Whitcomb Cruises 15 the amount of sightseeing (in Cuba, Jamaica,

Panome and Costa Biea) ineladed in the rate, Feb, 12 & 26, & Mar. 5.

EUROPEAN TOURS. Lavmond-Whiteomb Tours to Europe in-

clude this winter fascinating journeys through peturesque Spain,
Mang other lours to |.|'!.l| g airad Tianista, .I-'.','.-J ri=d hinag and Seuth Ameriea

Hrite for Bookled desirad,

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB
COMPANY

22 Beacon Street, Boston

Mew York Philadelphia Chicaga San Francigeo Los Angeles
Paris London

RAYMOND-WHITCOMB(
\(O/2) TOURS & CRUISES (O

#1
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th ?/‘LJL.' know, dear, that you and the boys often say you are glad 1
use my silver, because it gives such an added cheer to every meal.”

Already, her feminine instinct for the artistry of arrangement has
planned just the right place for every piece. From tea wagon,
buffet and table, this silver will radiate its beauty throughout
the cozy atmosphere of their happy home—mingle its refreshing
lustre of newness with thar never-fading loveliness of her wedding
silver, dignified by twenty-five yvears of useful, daily service,

"Isn't it wonderful?  One simply cannot have too much silver.”

6 orham ggf(’f’/mg Silvervare

Is sold 4";.'{; leaeling j J,u"u elery fw:j,ruﬂm'

THE GORHAM COMPANY
Silversmiths & Goldsorths
WORES ~PROVIDENCE AND NEW YORK l@@
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Erched by Louis Ovr

LE PONT MARIE,

Commenced in 0618 Although Maric de Mé s Laid the first stome of this bridse, Pont Marke is cansidered to have
dletived its name [rom i3 builder B arie, wha was at that date * Entreprenear
Enéral des Ponts de France,”

—*Same Etchings of Obd Puris, page 183.
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MY BROTHER

THEODORE

ROOSEVELT

THE NURSERY AND ITS DEITIES

BY

Authar of

CORINNE ROOSEVELT ROBINSON

“ service and hacrifice, et

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM FAMILY TORTRAITS

I

E first recollections of a
child are dim and hazy,
and so the nursery at 28
East 2cth Street, in New
Hd York City, does not stand
out a2 clearly to me as I
wish it did—but the personality of my
brother overshadowed the room, as his
personality all through life dominated his
environment,

I suppose I must have been about four,
and he about seven, when my first mem-
ory takes definite form. My older sister,
Anna, though only four vears clder than
my brother Theodore, was always mys-
teriously claszed with the “grown peo-
ple,” and the “nursery” consisted of my
brother Theodore, my brother Elliott, a
vear and a half vounger than Theodore,
and myvself, still a year and a half vounger
than Elliott.

In those days we were “Teedie,” “El-
lie,” and *Conie,”’ and we had the most
lovely mother, the most manly, able, and
delightiul father, and the most charming
aunt, Anna Bulloch, the sister of my
Southern mother, with whom children
were ever blessed.

Theodore Roosevelt, whose name later
became the synonym of virile health and
vigor, was a fragile, patient sufferer in
those early days of the nursery in zoth

Copyrighted im 3g21 in United Seates, Canada, and Great Britain, by Charles Scribines's Sone

Street. 1 can see him now struggling
with the effort to breathe—for his enemy
was- that terrible trouble, asthma—but
always ready to give the turbulent “little
ones”’ the drink of water, book, or play-
thing which they vociferously demanded,
or equally ready to weave for us long
stories of animal life—stories closely re-
sembling the jungle stories of Kipling—
for Mowgli had hiz precursor in the brain
of the little boy of seven or eight, whose
knowledge of natural history even at that
early age was strangely accurate, and
whose imagination gave to the creature
of forest and field impersonations as vivid
as those which Rudyard Kipling has
made immortal for all time.

We used to =it, Elliott and I, on two
little chairz, near the higher chair which
was his, and drink in these tales of end-
less wariety, which always were “to Le
continued in our next"—a serial story
which never flageed in interest for us,
though sometimes it continued from
week to week, or even from month to
month.

It was in the nursery that he wrote, at
the age of seven, the famous essay on
“The Foregoing Ant,” He had read in
Wood's *Natural History" many de-
seriptions of various species of ant, and in
ane instance on turning the page the
author continued: “The foregoing ant has
such and such characteristics.” The

Frinted in
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Ellictt Roosevelt, aged five and a half years,
ahout 186g.

yolng naturalist, 1|1[!I'|iﬁ|§|:: that this par-
ticular ant was unigue, and being specially
interested in its forthgiving character, de-
cided to write a special thesis on “The
Foregoing Ant,” to the reading of which
essay he called in conclave “the grown
people.”  One can well imagine the Len-
der amusement over the little author, an
amusement, however, which those wise
“grown people” of 28 East 2oth Street
never let degenerate into ridicule.

No memoriez of my brother could be
accurate without an analysis of the per-
sonalities who formed so big a part of our
environment in childhood, and T feel that
my father, the first Theodore Roosevelt,
has never been adequately described.

He was the son of Cornelius Van
Schaack and Margaret Barnhill Roose-
"u'(‘][.. 'r'r']:lﬂﬁll.‘. Hllft ]III|I'H‘ (A0 l!'lL' COTTIET I:l‘f
14th Street and Broadway was long a
landmark in New York City. Cornelius
Van Schaack Roosevelt was a typical
merchant of his day, fine and true and
loyal, but ultraconservative in many
ways; and his lovely wife, to whom he

My Brother Theodore Roosevelt

addressed, later, such exquisite poems
that 1 have always felt that they should
have been given more than private cir-
culation, was a Pennsylvanian of Quaker
bleod.

The first Theodore Roosevelt was the
voungest of five sons, and I remember my
mother used to tell me how friends of her
mother-in-law once told her that Mrs.
Corneliuz Van Schaack Roosevelt was al-
ways spoken of as “that lovely Mrs.
Roosevelt " with those * five horrid boys."

As far as I can see, the unpleasant ad-
jective “horrid ™ was only adaptable to
the five little boys from the vsual stand-
point of bovish mischief, untidiness, and
general vouthful irrepressibleness.

The voungest, my father, Theodore
Roosevelt, often told us himself how he
deplored the fate of being the “fifth wheel
to the coach,” and of how many a morti-
fication e had to endure by wearing
clothes cut down from the different shapes
of his older brothers, and much depleted
shoes about which, once, on overhearing
his mother say, “These were Robert's,
but will be a good change for Theodore,™

Connne Reosevelt, about four years old, 1865,



My Brother Theodore Roosevelt

he protested, vigorously crying out that
he was “tired of changes."”

As the first Theodore grew older he de-
veloped into one of the most enchanting
characters with whom I, personally, have
ever come in contact; sunny, gay, domi-
nant, unselfish, forceful, and versatile, he
yet had the extraordinary power of being
a focussed indi-
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all night, and drive his “four-in-hand™
coach so fast that the old tradition was
“that his grooms frequently fell out at
the corners " !

I remember that he always gave up one
day of every week (and he was a very busy
merchant and then banker) to the personal
visiting of the poor in their homes. Hewas

nhot satisfied with

vidual, although an
“all-round ™ man.
Nothing 15 as diffi-
cult as to achieve
results in this world
if one iz filled full of
great tolerance and
the milk of human
kindness, The per-
son who achieves
must generally be a
one-ideaed individ-
ual, concentrated
entirely on that one
iden and ruthless in
his aspect toward
other men and
other ideas,

My father, in his
brief life of forty-
six years, achieved
almost  everythin
he undertook, anﬁ
he undertook many
things, but, al-

—= e

du[n_r_:, active work
On mMany organizi-
tions, although he
did the most ex-
traordinary amount
of active organiza-
tion waork, being one
of the founders of
the Children's Aid
Society,of theState
Aid Society, of the
Allotment Commis-
gion in the time of
the Civil War, and
of the Orthopadic
Hospital, not to
mention the Mu-
seum of Natural
History and the
Muzeum of Art—
but he felt that
even more than this
organized effort
must be the effort
1 to get close to the

though able to give
the concentration
which is necessary
to achievement, he
had the power of interesting himsell in
many things outside of his own special
interests, and by the most delicate and
comprehending sympathy made himself a
factor in the lives of any number of other
human beings.

My brother’s great love for his kind
was a direct inheritance from the man
who was one of the founders in his city
of nearly every patriotic, humanitarian,
and educational endeavor, 1 think, per-
haps, the combination of the ztern old
Dutch blood with the Irish blood, of
which my brother alwavs boasted, made
my father what he was—unswerving in
duty, impeceable in honesty and upright-
ness, and vet responsive to the joy of life
to such an extent that he would dance

Theodore Roosevelt, aged seven, 1865,

hearts and homes
of those who were
less fortunately
situated than he.
My older sizter suffered from spinal
trouble, and my father was determined to
leave no stone unturned to make her body
fit for life's joys and life’s labors, and it
was because of his efforts to give his little
girl health—successful efforts—that in
co-gperation with his friends, Howard
Potter and James M. Brown and several
others, he started the preat work of the
New York Orthopedic Hospital, having
becomie imbued with belief in the meth-
nds of 2 young doctor, Charles Fayette
Taylor. Noboedy at that time believed
in treating such dizeaszes in quite the way
in which modern orthopady treats them
now, but my father, like his gifted son,
had the vision of things to be, and was a
leader in his way, aswas my brother in his.
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He could not at first influence sufficient
people to start the building of a hos-
pital, and he decided, if the New York
public could only see what the new in-
struments would do for the stricken chil-
dren, that it could be aroused to assist
the enterprize,

And =0, one beautiful spring afternoon,
my mother gave what was supposed to be
a purely social reception at our second
home, at 6 West s7th Street, and my
father saw to it that the little sufferers in
whom he was interested were brought
from their poverty-stricken homes to
ours, and laid upon our dining-room table,
with the steel appliances, which could help
them back to normal limbs, on their backs
and legs, thus ready to visualize to New
Yark citizens how these stricken little
people might be cured.  He placed me by
the tahle where the children lay, and ex-
plained to me how 1 could show the ap-
pliances, and what they were supposed to
achieve; and I can still hear the voice of
the first Mrs. John Jacob Astor, as she
leaned over one fragile-looking child and,
turning to my father, said: “Theodore,
you are right; these children must be re-
stored and made into active citizens
again, and I for one will help you in your
work."

That very day enough money was do-
nated to start the first Orthopadic Hos-
pital, in East soth Street.  Many business
friends of my father used to tell me that
they feared his sudden visits when, with a
certain expression in his eves, he would
approach them, for then before he could
say anything at all they would feel obliged
to take out their pocket-books and say:
“How much this time, Theadore?™

Cme of his most devoted interests was
the newsboys' lodging-house in West 18th
Street and later in 35th Street, under the
auspices of the Children's Aid Society.
Every Sunday evening of his life he went
to that lodging-house, alter our early
hospitable Sunday supper, to which many
a forlorn relation or stranded stranger in
New York was always invited, and there
he would talk to the boys, giving them
just such ideas of patriotism, good citi-
zenship, and manly morality as were the
themes of his son in later years,

The foundational scheme of the Chil-
dren’s Aid Society was, and is, to place
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little city waifs in country homes, and
thus give them the chance of health and
individual care, and a very dramatic in-
cident occurred many wvears after my
father!s death, when my brother, as gov-
ernor of New York and candidate for the
vice-presidency in 1goe, had gone to the
Far West to make the great campaign for
the second election of Willlam McKinley.
The governors of many Western States
decided to meet in the city of Portland,
COregon, to give a dinner and do honor to
the governor of the Empire State, and as
Governor Roosevelt entered the room
they each in turn presented themselves to
him. The last one to come forward was
Governor Brady, of Alaska, and as he
shook hands with Governor Roosevelt he
said: “Governor Roosevelt, the other
rovernors have greeted you with interest,
simply as a fellow governor and a great
American, but 1 greet you with infinitely
maore interest, a5 the son of your father,
the first Theodore Roosevelt.”

My brother smiled and shook him
warmly by the hand, and asked in what
special way he had been interested in our
father, and he replied: “¥Your father
picked me up from the streets in New
York, a waif and an orphan, and sent me
to a Western family, paying for my
transportation and early care. Years
passed and I was able to repay the money
which had given me my start in life, but
I can never repay what he did for me, for
it was through that early care and by
giving me such a foster mother and father
that I gradually rose in the world, until
to-day 1 can greet hiz son as a fellow
governor of a part of our great country.”

I was so thrilled when my brother told
me¢ this story on his return from that cam-
paign, that the very next Sunday evening
I begred him to go with me to the old 35th
Street lodging-house to tell the newshoys
that were assembled there the story of
another little newsboy, now the governor
of Alaska, to show that there i= no bar in
this great, free country of ours to what
personal effort may achieve.

My father was the most intimate friend
of each of his children, and in some unique
way seemed to have the power of respond-
ing to the need of each, and we all craved
him as our most desired companion.
One of his delightful rules was that on the



My Brother Theodore Roosevelt

birthday of each child he should give him-
=¢lf in some special way to that child, and
many were the perfect excursions which
he and T took together on my birthday.

The day, being toward the end of Sep-
tember, was always spent in the country,
and, lover as he was of fine horses, T was
always given the special treat of an all
day’s adventure behind a pair of splendid
trotters. We would take the books of
poetry which we both loved, and we
would dizappear for the whale day, driv-
ing many miles through leafy lanes until
we found the ideal spot, where we un-
harnessed the horses and gave them their
dinner, and, having taken our own de-
licious picnic lunch, would read aloud to
each other by the hour, until the carly
September twilight warned us that we
must be on our way homeward.

In those earlier days in New York the
amusements were perhaps simpler, but
the hospitality was none the less generous,
and our parents were indeed “given to
hospitality."

My lovely Southern mother, of whom
I shall speak more later, had inherited
from her forebears a gift for hospitality,
and we woung children, according to
Southern customs, were allowed to mingle
more with our elders than was the case
with many New York children. Iama
great belicver in such mingling, and some
of the happiest friendships of our later
lives were E:urmed with the chosen com-
panions of our parents, but many things
were done for us individually as well,
When we were between thirteen and six-
teen [ remember the delightful little Fri-
day evening dances which my mother and
father organized for us in s7th Street, in
which they took actual part themselves,

As I said before, my father could dance
all night with the same delightful vim
that he could turn to business or phi-
lanthropy in the daytime, and he en-
joved our pleasures as he did his own, It
always seems to me sad that the relation-
ship between father and son, or father and
daughter, should nol have the quality of
charm, a quality which it so often lacks,
and which T believe is largely lacking be-
cauze of the failure of the older generation
to entér into the attitude of the younger
generation.

I was delicate at one period and could
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not dance as I had always done, and T re-
member when I was going to a little en-
tertainment, just as I was leaving the
house I received an exquisite bunch of
violets with a card from my father, asking
me Lo wear the flowers, and think of his
wish that T should not overtire myself,
but also of his sympathy that I could not
do quite what I had always done.

Comparatively few little girls of four-
teen have had so loverlike an attention
from a father, and just such thought and
tender, loving comprehension made our
relationship to our father one of perfect
comradeship, and yet of respectful adora-
tion., He taught us all, when very young,
to ride and to swim and to climb trees, I
remember the careful way in which he
would show us dead limbs and warn us
about watching out for them, and then,
having taught us and having warned us,
he gave us full liberty to try our wings and
fall by the wayside should they prove
inadequate for our adventures,

After graduating from our first Shet-
land pony, he provided us each with a
riding-horse, and always rode with us
himself, and a merry cavalcade went
forth from our country home, either early
mn the morning before he started for the
train or in the soft summer evenings on
hiz return. When at one time we were
living on the Hudson River, we had hoped
one autumn afterncon that he would
come home early from the city, and great
was our disappointment when a tremen-
dous storm came up and we realized that
he would take a later train, and that our
beloved ride must be foregone.  We were
eagerly wailing in the hall for his return
and watching the rain falling in torrents
and the wind blowing it in gusts, when
the depot wagon drove up to the door and
my father leaped out, followed by the
glight figure of & somewhat younger man.
As the young man tried to put up his
umbrella it blew inside out and, hke a
dilapidated pinwheel loosened from his
hand, ran round and round in a circle.
The unknown guest merrily chased the
umbrella pinwheel, and my mother, who
had joined us childeen at the window,
laughingly wondered who my father's new
friend was. The front deor opened, and
the two dripping men came in, and we
ruzhed to meet them.
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I cain see the laughing face of the young
man become suddenly shy and a little seli-
conscious, as my father said tomy mother:
“Mittie, I want to present to you a young
man who in the future, I believe, will
make his name well known in the United
States. This i= Mr. John Hay, and I
wish the children to
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father has 4 romantic flavor to it. My
grandmother, Mrs. Stephens Bulloch,
lived in an old plantation above Atlanta,
on the sand-hills of Georgia. There, in
the old white-columned house overlook-
ing a beautiful valley, my grandmother
led a patriarchal life, the head of a large

family, for she had

chake hands with
him."

Many and many
a time, long, long
years after, when
John Hay was Sec-
retary of State in
the cabinet of the
second Theodore
Rooszevelt, he used
to refer to that
stormy autumn
afternoon when a
delicate boy of
eleven, at the insti-
gation of his father,
shook hands with
him and loocked
gravely up into his
face, wondering
perhaps how John
Hay was going to
make his name
known throughout
the United States.
How little did Mr.
Hay think then
that one day he
would be the Sec-
retary of State
when that same little delicate boy was
President of the United States.

My father's intimacy with John Hay
had come about through the fact of con-
tact in the Civil War, when they both
worked so hard in Washington Logether,

My father stands out as the most domi-
nant figure in our early childhood. Not
that my mother was not equally indi-
vidual, but her delicate health prevented
her from entering into our sports and un-
ruly doings as our father did; but T hawe
always thought that she, in an almoat
equal degree with my father, influenced
my brother’s nature, both by her French
Huguenot and Scotch blood and her
Southern ancestry.

The story of her meeting with my

Theodore Roosevelt, about sighteen manths
obd, riba

been as a voung girl
the second wife of
Senator John El-
liott, and she not
only brought up the
children and step-
children of that
marriage, but the
children and step-
child of her second
marriage as well.
My own mother
was the second
daughter of Mr.
and Mrs, Stephens
Bulloch, but she
never knew the dif-
ference between her
Elliott hali brother
and sisters and her
own brother and
sister.

In the roomy old
home with its sim-
ple white columns
there was led an
ideal life, and the
devotion of her
children to my
beautiful grand-
mother, as the many letters in my posses-
sion prove, was one of the inspiring factors
in their lives, and became the same to our
own childhood, for many were the loving
stories told us by my mother and aunt of
the wonderful character of their mother,
who ran her Southern plantation (Mr.
Bulloch died comparatively young) with
all the practical ability and kindly super-
vision over her slaves characteristic of the
Southern men and women of her time.

The aforesaid slaves were treated as
friends of the family, and they became to
ug, her little Northern grandchildren, fig-
ures of great interest. We were never
tired of hearing the stories of ““Daddy
Luke” and “Mom Charlotte,”

The first of these two, a magnificent

R

e
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Nubian, with thick black lips and very
curly hair, was the coachman and trusted
comrade of my grandmeother’s children,
while his wife, ""Mom Charlotte,” was
a very fastidious mulatto, slender and
handsome, who, for some illogical reason,
considered her mixed blood superior to his
pure dark strain,
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nary dangers of house or grounds, and
each sympathetically rounding out the
care-free life of the other.

My mother’s brilliant half-brother,
Stewart Elliott, whose love of art and
literature and music took him far afield,
gpent much of his time abroad, and when

he came hack to

She loved him, but
with a certain
amount of disdaimn,
and, though on
week days she
treated him more
or less as an equal,
on Sundays, when
dressed in her very
best bandanna and
her most elegant

rayer-book in

nd, she utterly
refused tohave him
walk beside her on
the path to church,
and obliged him
ignominiously to
bring up the rear
with shamefaced
inferiority. Mom
Charlotte, on Sun-
days, when in her
superior mood,
would look at her
spouse with con-
tempt, and say,
“B'Luke, he noth-
in’ but a hlack nig-
ger; he mout’ stan’
out to de spring," referring to Daddy
Luke's thick Nubian lips, and pointing at
the well about one hundred yards distant
from the porch.

There was also a certain “little black
Sarah,"” who was the foster-sister of my
uncle, Irvine Bulloch, my mother's
yvounger brother. In the old Southern
days on such plantations there was almost
always a colored " pickaninny ' to match
each white child, and they were actually
considered as foster brother or sister.
Little Trvine was afraid of the darkness
fiside the house, and little Sarah was
afraid of the darkness sufside the house,
and so the little white boy and the little
black girl were inseparable companions,
each guarding the other from the imagi-

Theodore Roosevel
ald,

Roswell (the name
of the plantation)
he wasalwaysmuch
amused at the
quaint slave cus-
toms. One perfect
j'llclﬁtﬂight highl, he
took his guitar into
the grove near the
house to sing to the
group of girls on
the porch, but
shortly afterward
returned much dis-
gusted and de-
=cribed the conver-
=ation which he had
overheard hetween
little white Irvine
and little black
sarah on the back
porch. It ram as
follows, both chil-
dren gazing up into
the sky: Sarah—
“ Sonny, do you zee
de moon " “Yes,
Sarah, it do crawl
like a worrum."
The moon at the
moment was performing the feat which
Shelley poetically described as gliding,
“glimmering o'er its feecelike floos.’”
The young musician could not stand the
proximity of such masters of simile as
were Irvine and Sarah, and demanded
that [l‘]l_::,.' should be forbidden the back
porch on moonlight nights from that time
torth !

There was alzo another young slawve
who went by the name of “Black Bess,"”
and was the devoted companion of
her two young J1'.i.~'~1r:~:~:u_':—=, :‘il.‘lrilﬂj,.:, my
mother, and her sister, Anna Bulloch.
She slept on a mat at the foot of their
beds, and rendered the devoted services
that only the slave of the old plantation
daysz ever gave to his or her mistress

t, about four years
1362
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My mother used to accompany her
mother on her visitz to all the outlying
little huts in which the various negroes
lived, and she often told us the story of a
visit one day to “Mom Lucy's" little
home, where a baby had just been born,

Mom Lucy had had several children,
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Lucy?" “Why, ole miss, don’t you un-
derstan’? dey all done go to deir heavenly
home, and so 1 jus' call dis one ‘Come,
=zee de world and go,’ and my ole man and
me we is goin’ to call her ‘Cumsy’ fo’
short.”

My grandmother tried to argue Lucy

Theclore Roasev

TR |lr 1.'.'}11}?11 .ll"u:l “\Td |I|.]r_ i | EI,"l".' i'll_ll,;.r"'-r
and when my grandmother and her little
daughter visited the new baby, now about
a week old, the mother, still lving on her
couch, looked up at my grandmother and
said; “Ole miss, I jus’ done name her.”
* And what have you named her, Lucy 2"
asked my grandmother; “she iz a fine
haby, and T am so glad you are going to
have the comfort of her all your life.”
“Oh!” said the colored woman sadly, “1
don't ‘F‘]'ll..‘l."l. her to live; dr;].' ain’'t none of

'em done live, and so I jus' call her
Cumsy.” *“Cumsy?" said my grand-
mother; “and what may that mean,

ell, S¢.,

aped thirty, 1563,

out of this mortuary cognomen, but with
no effect, and vears afterward, when my
mother revisited Roswell as Mrs, Thee-
dore Roosevelt, one of the first negroes to
”J’L‘L‘l her was *Come, see the world and
|r.p

All these stories of the old plantation
were fascinating to the children of the
nursery in 2oth Street, and we loved to
hear how the brothers and sisters in that
old house played and worked, for they
all did their share in the work of the
houschold. There the beautiful half-
sister of my mother, Suszan Elliott,
brought her Northern lover, Hilborne
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West, of Philadelphia, whose sister, Mary
West, had shortly before married Weir
Roosevelt, of New VYork, the older
birather of my father, Theodore Roose-
velt. This same Hilborne West, a young
physician of brilliant promize, adored the
informal, fascinating plantation life, and
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haired girl of fifteen which later was to
develop into 5o deep a devotion that when
the voung Roosevelt, two vears later, re-
turned from a trip abroad and found this
same young girl wisiting her sister in
Philadelphia, he succumhbed at once to
the fascination from which he had never

Martha Bulloch Roosevelt, twenty-two years old, about 1856,

loved the companionship of the two
dainty, pretty girls of fourteen and six-
teen, Martha and Anna Bulloch, his
fiancée’s voung half-sisters.

Many were the private theatricals and
riding-parties, and during that first gay
vizit Doctor West constantly spoke of his
voung connection by marriage, Theodore
Roosevelt, who he felt would love Roswell
as he did.

A year afterward, inspired by the
stories of Doctor West, my father, a
young man of nineteen, asked il he might
pay a visit at the old plantation, and
there began the love-affair with a black-

fully recovered, and later travelled once
more to the old pillared house on the
sand-hills of Georgia, to carry Martha
Bulloch away from her Southern home
forever.

I cannot help quoting from letters from
Martha Bulloch in July, 1853, shortly
after her engagement, and again from
Martha Roosevelt, a little more than a
vear later, when she revisits her old home.
She had been hard to win, but when her
laver leaves Roswell, at the end of his
first visit, immediately following their en-
ragement, she vields hepself fully and
writes:
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"Roswell, July 26, 1853,
“Tare, DEAREST THEE!

“1 promised to tell you if I cried when
vou left me. T had determined not to do
so if possible, hut when the dreadful feel-
ing came over me that you were, indeed,
gone, T could not help my tears from
springing and had to rush away and
be alone with myseli. Everything now
seems associated with vou, Even when I
run up the stairs going to my own room, I
feel as if vou were near and turn involun-
tarily to kiss my hand to you. I feel,
dear Thee, as though vou were part of my
existence, and that I only live in your
being, for now I am confident of my own
deep love, When I went *into lunch
today I felt very sad, for there was no
one now to whom to make the request to
move ‘just a quarter of an inch farther
away —but how foolish I am,—you will
be tired of this ‘rhapsady.’

“Tom King has just heen here to per-
suade us to join the Brush Mountain
picnic tomorrow. We had refused but
we are reconsidering.”

 Tuly a7th.

“We have just returned after having
had a most delightful time. It was al-
most impossible for our horses to keep a
foothold, the Mountain was so steep, but
we were fully repaid by the beautiful ex-
tended view from the top, and when we
descended, at the bottom, the gentlemen
had had planks spread and cardage
cushions arranged foc us to rest, and
about four o'clock we had our dinner.
Such appetites | Sandwiches, chicken
wings, bread and cheese disappeared mi-
raculously.

“Tom had a fire built and we had nice
hot tea and about six o'clock we com-
menced our return. I had promised to
ride back with Henry Stiles, so 1 did so,
and you cannot imagine what a pictur-
esque effect our riding party had,—not
having any Habit, T fived a bright red
shawl as & skirt and a long red scarf on
my head, turban fashion with long ends
streaming. Lizzie Smith and Anna
dressed in the same way, and we were all
perfectly wild with spirits and created
quite an excitement in Roswell by our gayv
cavalcade—But all the same I was joked
all day by everybody, who said that they
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could see that my eyes were swollen and
that 1 had been crying.”

All this in a very delicate Italian hand,
and leaving her lover, I imagine, a little
jealous of “ Henry Stiles,” in spite of the
“rhapsody™ at the beginning of the
letter !

My father's answer to that very letter
is so full of deep joy at the “rhapsody "
in which his beautiful and occasionall
capricious Southern sweetheart indulg
that T do not think he even remembered
“Henry Stiles,” for he answers her as
follows:

“New York, Aupust 3rd.

“How can I express to you the pleasure
which I received in reading your letter!
I felt as you recalled so vividly to my
mind the lazt morning of our parting, the
blood rush to my temples; and I had, as
1 was in the office; tolay the letter down,
for a few minutes to regain command of
myself. I had been hoping against hope
to receive a letter from you, but such a
letter ! 0O, Mittie, how deep-I}r, how de-
votedly T love vou! Do continue to re-
turn my love as ardently as vou do now,
ar if possible love me more. I know my
love for you merits such return, and d{:,
dear little Mittie, continue to write,
(when you feel moved to!) just sur:h
"rhapsodies.”"

On December 3, 1853, very shortly
before her wedding, Martha Bulloch
writes another letter, and in spite of her
original *rhapsody,” and her true devo-
tion to her lover, one can see that she has
many girlish qualms, for she writes him:
“1 dao dread the time before our wedding,
darling,—and I wish that it was all up
and that T had died game!”

A year and a half later, May 2, 1855,
Martha Roosevelt is again at the home of
her childhood, this time with her little
baby, my older sister Anna, and her hus-
band has 1o leave her, and she writes
aguin:

T long to hear you say once again that
vou love me. T know you do but still T
would like to have a fresh avowal. You
have proved that you love me dear, in a
thousand ways and still T long to hear it
again and again. It will be a joviul day
when we meet again. I feel as though [
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would never wish to leave your side again,
Wou know how much T enjoy being with
mother and Anna, but all the same T am
only waiting until *Thee' comes, for vou
can hardly imagine what a wanting fecling
I have when vou are gone.

“Mother is out in the entry talking to
one of the 'Crackers." While I was dress-
ing mother brought in & sweet rose and I
have it in my breast pin. T have picked
one of the leaves off just this moment and
send it to you,—for Thee,—the roses are
out in beautiful profusion and I wish you
could see them. . . ."”

A year and a half in the cold North had
not dimmed the ardor of affection be-
tween the young couple,

We chilcfmn of the nursery in 28 East
zoth Street loved nothing better than to
make my mother and aunt tell vs the
story of the gay wedding at the old home
near Atlanta. I remember still the thrill
of excitement with which I used to listen
to the details of that wonderful week
before the wedding, when all the brides-
maids and ushers gathered at the home-
stead and every imaginable festivity took
place.

One of my mother's half-brothers had
just returned from Europe, and fell in
love at first sight with one of her beautiful
bridesmaids, already, alas! engaged to
another and much older man, not a mem-
ber of the wedding party. My child's
heart suffered unwarranted pangs at the
story of the intense attraction of these two
voung people for each other, and I always
felt that I could see the lovely bridesmaid
riding back with the man to whom she
had unwittingly given her heart, under
the Southern trees dripping with hanging
moss, The romantic story ended tragi-
cally in an unwilling marriage, a duel, and
much that was unfortunate.

But my mother and my father had no
such complications in their own lives, and
the Southern giel who went away with her
Northern lover never regretted that step,
although much that was difficult and
troublous came in their early married life
because of the years of war from 1861 1o
1865, when Martha Bulloch’s brothers
fought for the South, and Theodore
Roosevelt did splendid and unselfish work
in upholding the principles for which the
North was giving its blood and brawn,
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The fighting blood of James Dunwoody
and Trvine Bulloch was the same bload
infused through their sister into the veins
of their young kinsman, the second Theo-
dore Roosevelt, and showed in him the
same glowing attributes. The gallant
attitude of their mother, Mrz. Stephens
Bulloch, also had its share in the making
of her famous grandson,

Her son Irvine was only a lad of six-
teen, while her stepson, James, was much
older and was already a famous naval
blockade-runner, when she parted from
them. Turning to her daughter Anna,
she prayed that she might never live to
know if Irvine were killed or Richmond
taken by the Northern army. I cannot
but rejoice that her life passed away he-
fore such news could come to her. It
must have been bitter, indeed, for her,
under these circumstances, to face the
necessity of accepting the bread of her
Noarthern son-in-law, and it speaks wvol-
umes for the characters of both that dur-
ing the whole war there was never a mo-
ment of estrangement between them, or
between my father and his lovely sister-
in-law, Anna Bulloch, who became, be-
cause of the fact that she lived with us
during those early vears of our lives, one
of the most potent influences of our child-
hood.

I myseli remember nothing of the
strain of those troubled days, but my aunt
has often told me of the bedtime hour in
the nursery when a certain fair-haired,
delicate little bov, only four wvears old,
would kneel at her side to say his evening
prayer, and, feeling that she would not
dare interrupt his petition to the Al-
mighty, would call down, in baby tones
and with bent head, the wrath of the
Almighty upon the rebel troops. She
said that she could never forget the fury
in the childish voice when he would plead
with Diivine Providence to “grind the
Southern troops to powder [

This same lovely aunt taught us our
letters at her knee, in that same nursery,
having begged, in return for my father's
hospitality, that she should be accepted
as our first instructress, and not enly did
she teach us the three R's, but many and
many a delightful hour was passed in
listening to her wonderful renderings of
the “ Brer Rabbit™ stories,
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Both my aunt and my mother had but
little opportunity for consecutive educa-
tion, but they were what it seems to me
Southern women ever are—natural wo-
men of the world, and wvet they com-
bined with a perfect readiness to meet all
situations an exquisite simplicity and
sensitive sympathy rarely found in the
women of the North. 'This sensitiveness
was not only evidenced in their human re-
lationships, but in all pertaining to art
and literature. I have often said that
they were natural connoisseurs,

1 remember that my father would never
buy any wine until my mother had tasted
it, and experts of various kinds came to
her in the same way for expressions of her
opinion. She was very beautiful, with
black, fine hair—not the dusky brunette’s
coarse, black hair, but fine of texture and
with a glow that sometimes seemed to
have a slightly russet shade,* and her
skin was the purest and most delicate
white, more moonlight-white than cream-
white, and in the cheeks there was a coral
rather than a rose tint, She was con-
sidered to be one of the most beautiful
women: of the New York of her day,
a reputation only shared by Mrs. G.
Gardiner Howland, and to us, her chil-
dren, and to her devoted husband she
seemed like an exquisite objel d'ard, 1o
be carefully and lovingly cherished. Her
wit, as well a= that of my aunt, was known
by all her friends, and yet it was never
used wnkindly, for she had the most lov-
ing heart imaginable, and in spite of this
rare beauty and her wit and charm she
never seemed to know that she was un-
usual in any degree, and cared but little
for anything except her own home and
her own children. Owing to delicate
health, she was not able to enter into the
active life of her husband and children,
and therefore our earliest memories,
where our activities were concerned, turn
to my father and my aunt, but always
my mother's gracious loveliness and deep
devotion wrapped us round as with a
mantle.

And so these were the three deities of
the nursery in which Theodore Roosevelt
spent his first years, and even at that
early time they realized that in that sim-
ple room in the house which the patriotic

* What ber Freach hair-dresser called * noir dorg"
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women of America are about to restore as
a Mecea for the American people there
dwelt a unique little personality whose
mentality prasped things beyond the ken
of other boys of his age and whose gallant
spirit surmounted the physical difficultics
engendered by his puny and fragile body.

1T

TrE nursery at 28 East zoth Street in
the early years of the Civil War missed
its chief deity, my father. From the
letters exchanged between my mother and
father, preserved by each of them, T have
formed a clear realization of what it
meant to that nursery to lose for almost =
two years the gay and vigorous person-
ality who always dominated kis environ-
ment as did later his gifted son.

Mr. William E. Dodge, in a very beau-
tiful letter written for the memorial meet-
ing of the Union League Club in Feb-
ruary, 1878, just after my father's death,
gave the following interesting account of
my father's special work in the Civil War.
This letter was read after an eloquent
speech  delivered by Mr. Joseph H,
Choate, The part of the letter to which
I especially refer ran as follows:

When the shadows of the coming war began to
grow intoe a reality he [Theodore Boozevelt] threw
himsell with all heart and soul into work for the
Counkey.

From peculiar circumstances he was unable to
volunieer for military service, as was his wish,
but he began at once to develop practical pluns
1E:Ii usefulness to help those who had gone 1o the

ront.

He became an active worker on the Advisory
Board of the Woman's Central Association of
Eelicf, that wonderful and far-reaching organiza-
tion of patriotic women out of which grew the
Sanitary Commission.

He worked with the “Loval Publication So-
ciety,” which, as many of our members know,
was & most active and useful educating power in
the daye when there was t ignorance as to
the large istues of the contlict,

He joined enthusiastically in the organization
of the Union League Club, was for vears a most
valued member of its executive committees and
aided in the raising and cquipment of the first
coloted troops.

His great practical good sense led him to see
needs which escaped most other minds,  He felt
that the withdrawal [rom the homes of s0 many
enlisted men would leave great want in many
sections. of the country. He saw the soldiers
were more than amply clothed and fed, and their
large pay wasted mostly among the sutlers, and
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for purposes which injured their health and cfa-
ciency. So with two others he drafted a bill for
the appointment of Allotment Commissioners,
who without pay should act for the War Depart-
ment and arcange to send home Lo needy families,
without nisk or cost, the money not needed in the
camps. For three months they worked in Wash-
ington to secure the passage of this act—delayed
by the utter inability of Congressmen 1o under-
gtand why anyone should urge a bill from which
no one could selfishly secure an advantage.
When this was passed he was appointed by
President Lincoln one of the three Commizsioners
from this State. For long, weary months, in the
depth of a hard winter, he went from camp 1o
camp, urging the men to take advantage of this

L.

On the =addie often six to eight hours a day,
gtanding in the cold and mud as long, addressing
the men and entering their names.

This resulted in sending many millions of dol-
lars to homes where it was greatly needed, kept
the memory of wives and children fresh in the
minds of the soldiers, and greatly improved their
morale, Other States followed, and the eco-
nomical results were very great.

Toward the close of the war, inding the crip-
pled soldiers and the families of those who had
fallen were suffering for back E:ér due and for
pensions, and that a race of greedy and wicked
men were taking advantage of their needs to
plunder them, he joined in organizing the Pro-
tective War-Claim Asgociation, which without
charge collected these dues. This saved to the
soldiers’ families more than $1 000,000 of fees.

He also devised and worked heartily in the
Soldiers’ Employment Bureauw, which found fit-
ting work for Tﬁc crippled men who by loss of
limb were unfitted for their previous occupations,
This did wonders toward absorbing into t
ulation of the country those who otherwise would
have been dependent, and preserved the seli-
respect of the men. T believe it did more and
vastly better work than all the " Soldiers' homes™
combined, For the work in the Allotment Com-
mmission he received the special and formal thanks
of the State in & joint resolution of the Legisla-
ture.

Nothing was more characteristic of my
father's attitude toward life than his let-
ters during this period to my mother,
He realized fully that in leaving his young
family he was putting upon his youthful
and delicate wife—whose mental suffering
during the war must have been preat,
owing to the fact of her being a Southerner
—her full share of what was difficult in
the situation. He writes with the utmost
frankness of hiz wizsh that she might look
on the great question of which the war
was a symplom from the same standpoint
as his, but the beautiful love and trust
which existed between them was such
that in all these letters which passed so
constantly during my father’s labors as

141

Allotment Commissioner there was never
the slightest evidence of hurt feclings or
friction of any kind.

In the early fall of 1861 he was strug-
gling to have passed by Congress the hill
to appoint Allotment Commissioners, and
spent weary days in Washington in the
effort to achieve that purpese,  When the
bill was passed and he and Mr, William
E. Dodge and Mr, Theodore Bronson
were appointed as the three commission-
ers, he threw himself, with all the ardor
and unselfishness of his magnificent na-
ture, into the hard work of visiting the
camps in midwinter and persuading the
reluctant soldiers to belicve that it was
their duty to allot a certain portion of
their pay to their destitute families,

He writes on January 1, 1862:

“T hawve stood on the damp ground talk-
ing to the troops and taking their names
for six hours at a time, One of the regi-
ments that I visited last, which is wretch-
edly officered and composed of the scum
of our city, seemed for the first time even
to recall their families. We had an order
from the General of Division and the
Colonel sent his adjutant to carry out our
desires. He came, dirty and so drunk that
ke could not speak straight, and of course
got the orders wrong. All the officers
seem to be in with the sutler while the
private said he was an unmitigated thief,
The delays were so great that I stood out
with one of these companies after seven
o'clock at night, with cne scldier holding
a candle while T took down the names of
those who desired to send money home.
The men looked as hard as T have often
seen such men look in our Mission neigh-
borhood, but after a little talking and ex-
plaining my object and reminding them
of those they had left behind them, one
after another put down his name, and
from this company alone, they allotted
while I was there $6oo.00.  This would he
increased afterwards by the officers, if
they were decent ones, and other men ab-
sent on guard and through other reasons.
T could not help thinking what a subject
for a painting it would make as 1 stood out
there in the dark night, surrounded by the
men with one candle just showing glimpses
of their faces,—tents all around us in the
woods., One man after putting down five
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dollars a month said suddenly: ‘My old
woman has always been good to me, and
if you please, change it to ten.” In a mo-
ment, half a dozen others followed his ex-
ample and doubled their allotments.

“1 enclose a letter for “Teedie’ [Theo-
dore]l. Do take care of vourself and the
dear little children while I am away, and
remember to enjoy vourzelf just as much
as yvou can. [This sentence is o like my
father. Duty was always paramount,
but joy walked hand in hand with duty
whenever it legitimately could ]

“1 do not want you not to miss me, but
remember that I would never have felt
satisfied with myself after this war is over
if I had done nothing, and that I do feel
now that 1 am only doing my duty. 1
know you will not regret having me do
what is right, and I do not believe you
will love me any the less for it.

Yours as ever,
TreoporeE ROOSEVELT.™

This particular letter is very character-
istic of the father of President Roosevelt
—a man of the qualities which his coun-
try has grown to associate with its be-
loved "“Colonel.” In my brother's case
they were the direct inheritance from the
man who stood, knee-deep in mud, using
his wonderful personality to make those
hardfaced drafted men remember their
own people at home, and at the same
time writes to the lovely mother of his
children to try and enjoy herself as much
as possible in his absence,

The letters all give vivid accounts of
his experiences, differing in interest. He
speaks of General Wadsworth, the grand-
father of our present United States sen-
ator, and says that the general “helped
to make my bed when I spent one night
with his Division."

In an interim of work, on February 4,
he writes of his invitation to Mrs. Lin-
coln's ball, at which he says he had a de-
lightful time. “Mrs. Lincoln in giving
the Ball, stated that she gave it as a piece
of economy in war time, and included
those diplomats, semators, congressmen
and others, that it had been previously
the habit to invite at a number of formal
dinners. No one lower in the army than
the Division General,—not even a Briga-
dier, had an invitation to the Ball, and of
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course there was much grumbling and a
proportionate amount of envy, Some
complained of the supper, but T have
rarely seem a better, and often a worse
one. Terrapin, birds, ducks, and every-
thing else in great profusion when I was
in the dining room, although some com-
plained of the delay in getting into the
room, a5 we went in in parties.”

On Fehruary 12, 1862, comes this de-
scription of the delightful visit to New-

ort Mews, and he says:

“All the officers received us in such a
hospitable spirit and the weather assisted
in making our stay agreeable. 1 passed
two of the pleasantest days that I have
enjoyved when away from home. General
Mansfield suggested some practice with
the parrot gun, and one of those sad acci-
dents occurred, for a gun burst and two
men were killed,

“We have been treated like prinees
here. The steamboat was put at eur dis-
posal and when through a misunderstand-
ing it left before we were on board, an-
olher one was immediately sent with us.
I enclose several things to keep for me.”

Amongst the enclosures was a note
which is sufficiently interesting to give
in facsimile.

CRECUTIVE Manston, WASHINGTON,

186
“Mr. ROSEVALT
Y Dear Sir
“1 very much regretted, that a severe
headache confined me to my room on
yesterday, this morning, I find we are ex-
pected to hold a noon reception, which
will be over, by 1% o'clock—at which
time, I will be very happy to have you
ride with us.
Very truly yours
Mrs A. Lmvcorw.”

Thiz quaint missive reminds me of the
fact of my father's kindly tolerance of
“Mrs. A. Lincoln's" little peculiarities.
I remember how he used to tell us when
cccasionally he was invited, as this letter
savs, to “ride with her, that he would
also be invited to stop at the shop where
she bought her bonnets, and give his ad-
vice on which honnet was especially be-
coming |

Under date of Washington, February
14, he writes again;:
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“1 have so many acquaintances here
now that T could easily find a temporary
companion. Hay [John Hay] is going
with me to Seward's to-night, and I am
hoping to procure the pass for your
mother,” (My grandmother was most
anxipus to get back to her own people in
the South.) ““In Baltimore I saw, or
fancied I saw, on the faces of our class of
the inhabitants, their feelings in conse-
quence of the news just received of the
taking of Roanoke Island. They looked
very blue. The sutlers here are serious
ohstacles in getting allotments.  As soon
as we see 2 Regiment and persuade the
men to make allotments, they send
around an agent to dissuade them from
signing their names, convincing them that
it is a swindle because they want the
money to be spent in Camp and go into
their pockets instead of being sent home
to the poor families of the men, who are
in such want.

*1 encloze voua flower from the bouguet
on the table of the Executive Mansion,
Also a piece of silk from an old-fashioned
piano cover in Arlington House.”

As T opened the letter the flower fell to
dust in my hands, but the little piece of
green silk, faded and worn, had evidently
been treasured by my mother as being a
relic of Arlington House.

On February 27, 1862, his stay in
Washington was drawing to a close, and
my father regretted, as so many have
done, that he had not kept a diary of his
interesting experiences.  He writes:

“All those whom I have seen here in
Washington in social intercourse day by
day will be characters in history, and it
would be pleasant to look over a diary
hereafter of my own impressions of them,
and recall their utterly different views
upon the policy which should be pursued
by the Government, I have rarely been
able to leave my room in the evening, for
it has been so filled with visitors, but I
have not felt the loss of liberty from the
fact that those who were my guests I
would have taken a great deal of trouble
to see, and never could have seen so in-
formally and pleasantly anywhere except
in my ewn room.

"It has, of course, been more my duty
to entertain those whose hospitality I was
daily receiving, in the camps, by invita-
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tions to drop in during the evening; all
of these are striving to make their marks
as statesmen, and some, 1 am sure, we
will hear from hercafter.”

On March 1, 1862, he says:

“We have all been in a state of excite-
ment for some days past, caused by move-
ments in the Army foreshadowing a
general battle, The snow which is now
falling fast, has caused a damper over all
our spirits. . . . Several of the Generals
have stated to me their belief that the
war, as far as there was any necessity for
s0 large an army, would be closed by
some time in May,—probably the first of
May. TIf so, my work will be all over
when I return to Wew York, and I can
once more feel that 1 have a wife and chil-
dren, and enjov them.

“Tt is Sunday afternoon, and T have a
peculiar longing to see vou all again, the
quiet snow falling outside, my own feel-
ingz being very sad and that of those
around being in the same condition makes
me turn to my own quiet fireside for com-
fort. I wish we sympathized together on
this question of so vital moment to our
country, but I know you cannot under-
stand my feelings, and of course T do not
expect it

Your loving husband who wanis
very much to see you."

One ean well imagine the note of sad-
ness in the strong young man who had
relinquished his urgent desire to bear
arms because of the peculiar situation in
which he found himself, but who was to
give all his {ime and thought and physical
endurance to the work witally needed,
and which he felt he could have handled
better with the sympathy of his young
wife, whose anxietv about her mother and
brothers was, however, so poignant and
distressing. Never, however, in the many
letters exchanged between the parents of
my brother, Theodore Roosevelt, was
there one word which was caleulated to
mike the close family love and the great
respect for each other's feelings less pos-
gible.

In the last letter quoted above, one
feels again that history does indeed repeat
itself, when one thinks that it was written
inMarch, 1862, and that those *‘ generals™
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of whom my father speaks were ex-
pecting that no large army would be
needed after May 1 of that year, when
in reality the long agony of civil war was
to rack our beloved country for nearly
three wyears more. This was proven
shortly after to my father, and in the fol-
lowing October he is writing apain from
Baltimore, and this time in a less wistful
mood : )

“Since I last wrote you I have enjoved
my pleasantest experiences as Allotment
Commissioner. The weather was lovely
our horses pood and Major Dix accom-
panied us from the Fortress to Yorktown.
It was about twenty-five miles of historie
ground passing over the same country
that General McClellan had taken his
army along last spring. . . .

* Next morning we rode another twenty-
five miles to Newport News to sce the
Irish Brigade. General Corcoran was
there and accompanied us to the regi-
ments first suggesting Irish whiskey to
strengthen us. At dinner ale was the
heverage and after dinner each Colonel
seemed to have his own particular tope.
On our return they made an Irish drink
called ‘scal thun’ and at about one
o'clock gave us ‘devilled bones.! The
servant was invited in to sing for us and
furnished with drinks at odd times by the
General, who never indulged, however,
himself to excess. We then went the
grand rounds with the General at two in
the morning, arrested two officers for not
being at their posts and returned at half
past three, well prepared to rest quietly
after a very fatiguing day, and one of the
most thoroughly Irish nights that T ever
passed,

“Next morning (yesterday) we had a
delightful ride over to Fortress Monroe
and had lunch at General Dix's before
leaving in the boat.”

Again, on October 18, having appar-
ently been able to return for a brief visit
to his family, he writes from Niagara:

“All our party started from Albany to
Fonda and I had a hard day's work, for
the men had been deceived by the bounty
anel were suspicious about everything re-
garding the Allotment Commission. The
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officers’ dinner was a good deal like pigs
eating at a trough. When at night three
companies had not vet been visited, I de-
termined to do it wholesale. I had two
tents pitched and occupied one already
prepared, placing a table, candles and
allotment roll in each. T then had the
three companies formed into three sides
of a square and used all my eloquence.
When I had finished they cheered me
vociferously. I told them I would be
better able to judge who meant the cheers
by seeing which company made most al-
lotments.” (Thissentence of my father's
makes me think so much of my brother’s
familiar * Shoot; don’t shout ! when he
would receive vociferous cheers for any
advice given.) 1 thus raised the spirit
of competition and those really were the
Lest that T had taken during the day.
By eight o'clock we found our work done,
dark as pitch, and rain descending in tor-
rents, but still the work was done,”

These letters give, I think, a vivid pic-
ture of my father's persistence and deter-
mined character, and the quality of “ get-
ting there' which was so manifestly the
quality of his son as well, and at the same
time the power of enjoyment, the natural
affiliation with his human kind, and al-
wavs the thoughtfulness and considera-
tion for his young wife left with her little
charges at home.

In that same home the spirit of the war
permeated through the barriers of love
raised around the little children of the
nursery, and my aunt writes of the atti-
tude of the small, yellow-haired boy into
whose childish years came also the dis-
tant din of battle, arousing in him the
military spirit which even at four years
of age had to take some expression,  She
says: “Yesterday Teedic was really ex-
cited when I said to him that I must fit
his zouave suit.  His little face Aushed up
and he =zaid, ‘Are me a soldier laddie,
too?" and when I took his suggestion and
said, * Yes, and I am the Captain,’ he
was willing to stand for a moment or two
tobefitted.” Even thenTheodore Roose-
velt responded to his country's call and
equally to the discipline of the superior
officer ! i

{Ta be continzed,

Vor. LXIX . —10
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IiLusTRATION By C.

F. PETERS

PART 1 {(Condinued)

v
THE MAUSOLEUM

FERHERLE are houses whose
¥ souls have passed into the
EY limbo of Time, leaving
B their bodies in the limbo of
London. Suoch was not
quitc the condition of
“Timothy's" on the Bayswater Road, for
Timothy's soul still had one foot in Tim-
othy Forsvte's body, and Smither kept
the atmosphere unchanging, of camphor
and port wine and house whose windows
are only opened to air it twice a day,
To Forsyte imagination that house was
now 4 sort of Chinese pill-box, a series of
layers of wrappings in the last of which
was Timothy, One did not reach him, or
g0 it was reported by members of the fam-
ily who, out of old-time habit or absent-
mindedness, would drive up once in a
blue moon and ask after their surviving

uncle. Such were Francie, now quite
emancipated from God (she frankly
avowed atheism}, Euphemia, emanci-

pated from old Nicholas, and Winifred
Dartie from her “man of the world.”
But, after all, everybody was emanci-
pated now, or said they were—perhaps
not quite the same thing |

When Soames, therefore, took it on his
way to Paddington station on the morn-
ing after that encounter, it was hardly
with the expectation of seeing Timothy in
the flesh.  His heart made a faint demon-
stration within him while he stood in full
south sunlight on the newly whitened
doorstep of that little house where four
Forsytes had once lived, and now but one
dwelt on like a winter I'l:.': the house into
whicli Scames had come and cut of which
he had gone times without number, di-
vested of, or burdened with, fardels of
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family gossip; the house of the “old peo-
ple” of another century, another age,

The sight of Smither, still corseted up
to the armpits because the new fashion
which came in as they were gui.ng l:rut in
1go3 had never been considered “nice™
by Aunts Juley and Hester, brought a
pale friendliness to Soames’ llpﬁ-, Smith-
er, still faithiully arranged to old pattern
in every detail, an invaluable servant—
none such left—smiling back at him, with
the words: “Why | it's M. Soames, after
all this time! And how are you, sir? Mr,
Timothy will be 2o pleased to know you've
been.™

“How is he?”

“0Oh! he keeps fairly bobhbish for his
age, sir; but of course he's a wonderful
man. As I said to Mrs. Dartie when she
was here last: It wowld please Miss For-
syte and Miss Juley and Miss Hester to
sce how he relishes a baked apple still.
But he's quite deaf. And a mercy, I al-
ways think. For what we should have
done with him in the air-raids, T don't
know.™

HART" said Soames.
do with him?"

“We just left him in his bed, and had
the bell run down into the cellar, so that
Cook and I could hear him if he rang. It
would never have done to let him know
there was a war on. As I said to Cook,
*If Mr. Timothy rings, they may do what
they like—I'm going up. My dear mis-
tresses would have a fit if they could see
him ringing and nobody going to him.’
But he slept through them all beautiful.
And the one in the daytime he was having
his bath. It wwas a mercy, becausze he
might have noticed the people in the
street all looking up—he often looks out
of the window.”

“Quite " murmured Soames.

“What did vou

Smither
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was getting parrulous! “T just want to
look round and see if theres anything to
be done.”

“Yes, sit. I don't think there’s any-
thing except a smell of mice in the dining-
room that we don't know how to get rid
of. It’s funny they should be there, and
not a crumb, since Mr, Timothy took to
not coming down, just before the war,
But they're nasty little things; you never
know where they'll take you next.”

“Troes he leave his bed?™

YOh! yes, sir; he takes nice exercize
between his bed and the window in the
morning, not to risk a change of air. And
he's quite comfortable in himself; has his
Will out every day regular. It's a great
consolation to him—that."

“Well, Smither, I want to see him, if I
can; in case he has anything to say to
III.E.”

Smither colored up above her corsets.

“It wilf be an occasion!” she said.
“Shall T take you round the house, sir,
while T send Cook to break it to him?™

“No, you go to him,"” said Soames. *1
can go round the house by myself.,”

Ome could not confess to sentiment be-
fore-a servant, and Soames felt that he
was poing to be sentimental nosing round
those rooms so zaturated with the past.
When Smither, creaking with excite-
ment, had left him, Soames entered the
dining-room and sniffed. In his opinion
it wasn't mice, but incipient wood-rot,
and he examined the panelling. Whether
it was worth a coat of paint, at Tim-
othy's age, he was not sure. The room
had always been the most modern in the
house; and only a faint smile curled
Soames' lips and nostrils.  Walls of a rich
green surmounted the pak dado; a heavy
metal chandelier hung by a chain from a
ceiling divided by imitation beams. The
pictures had been bought by Timothy, a
bargain, one day at Jobson's sixty years
ago—three Snyder “still lifes,"” two faint-
ly colored drawings of a boy and a girl,
rather charming, which bore the initials
*J. R."—Timothy had always believed
they might turn out to be Joshua Reyn-
olds, but Scames, who admired them,
had discovered that they were only John
Rohinson; and a doubtiul Merland of a
white pony being shod.  Deep-red plush
curtains; ten high-backed dark mahogany
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chairs with deep-red plush seats, a Turkey
carpet, and a mahogany dining-table as
large as the room was small, such was an
apartment which Soames could remember
unchanged in soul or body since he was
four vears old. He looked especially at
the two drawings, and thought: I shall
buy those at the sale.”

From the dining-room he l]ﬂ&i:—}(‘{l nto
Timothy's study, He did not remember
ever having been in that room. It was
lined from floor to ceiling with volumes,
and he looked at them with curiosity.
One wall seemed devoted to educational
books, which Timothy's firm had pub-
lished two generations back—sometimes
a5 many as twenty copies of one book.
Soames read their titles and shuddered.
The middle wall had precisely the same
books as used to be in the library at his
own father’s in Park Lane, from which he
deduced the fancy that James and his
voungest brother had gone out together
one day and bought a brace of small li-
braries. The third wall he approached
with more excitement. Here, surely,
Timothy's ewn taste would be found. It
was. The books were dummies. The
fourth wall was all heavily curtained
window. And turned toward it was a
large chair with a mahogany reading-
stand attached, on which a vellowish and
folded copy of The Times, dated July 6,
1914, the day Timathy first failed to come
down, as il in preparation for the war,
seemed waiting for him still. In a cor-
ner stood a large globe of that world
never visited by Timothy, deeply con-
vinced of the unreality of everyvthing but
England, and permanently upset by the
sea, on which he had been very sick one
Sunday afternoon in 1836, out of a plea-
sure boat off the pier at Brighton, with
Juley and Hester, Swithin and Hatty
Cheszsman; all due to Swithin, who was
always taking things into his head, and
who, thank goodness, had been sick too,
Soames knew all about it, having heard
the tale hfty times at least from one or
other of them. He went up to the globe,
and gave it a spin; it emitted a faint
creak and moved aboul an inch, bringing
into his purview a daddy-long-legs which
had died on it in latitude 44.

“Mausoleum ! he thought. ' George
was right | And he went out and up the
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stairs,  On the half landing he stopped
Lefore the case of stuffed humming-birds
which had delighted his childhood. They
looked mot a day older, suspended on
wires above pampas-grass. If the case
were opencd the birds would not begin to
hum, but the whole thing would crumble,
he suspected. It wouldn't be worth put-
ting that into the sale! And suddenly he
was caught by a memory of Aunt Ann—
dear old Aunt Ann—holding him by the
hand in front of that case and saying:
“Look, Scamey! Aren’t they bright
and pretty, dear little humming-hirds ™
Soames remembered his own answer:
“They don’t hum, Auntic.” He must
have been six, in a black velveteen suit
with a light-blue collar—he remembered
that suit well! Aunt Ann with her ring-
lets, and her spidery kind hands, and her
grave old aquiline smile—a fine old lady,
Aunt Ann! He moved on up to the draw-
ing-room door. There on each side of it
were the groups of miniatures. Those he
would certainly buy in! The miniatures
of his four aunts, one of his Uncle Swithin
adolescent, and one of his Uncle Nicholas
aza boy. They had all been painted by a
yvoung lady friend of the family at a time,
1830, about, when miniatures were con-
sidered wvery genteel, and lasting too,
painted as they were on ivory. Many a
time had he heard the tale of that young
lady: “Very talented, my dear; zhe had
quite a weakness for Swithin, and very
soon after she went into a consumption
and died: so like Keats—we often spoke
of 1t.”

Well, there they were! Ann, Juley,
Hester, Suzan, quite a small child: Swith-
in, with sky-blue eves, pink checks, vel-
low curls, white waistcoat—large as life;
and Nicholas, like a Cupid with an eye
on heaven. Now he came to think of i,
Uncle Nick had always been rather like
that—a wonderful man to the last. Yes,
she must have had talent, and minia-
tures always had a certain back-watered
cachet of their own, little subject to the
currents of competition on  ®sthetic
Change.  Soames opened the drawing-
room door. The room was dusted, the
furniture uncovered, the curtains drawn
back, precisely as if his aunts still dwelt
there patiently waiting. And a thought
came to him: When Timothy died—why
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not? Would it not be almost a duty to
preserve this house—like Carlyle’s—and
put up a tablet, and show it? " Speci-
men of mid-Victorian abode—entrance,
one shilling, with catalogue.” After all,
it was the completest thing, and perhaps
the deadest in the London of to-day.
Perfect in its special taste and culture, if,
that is, he took down and carried over to
his own collection the four Barbizon pic-
tures he had given them. The still sky-
blue wallz, the green curtains patterned
with red flowers and ferns; the crewel-
worked fire-screen hefore the cast-iron
erate;, the mahogany cuphoard with glass
windows, full of little knickknacks; the
headed footstoolz; Keats, Shelley, South-
ey, Cowper, Coleridge, Byron's Corsair
{but nothing else), and the Victorian poets
in a bookshelf row; the marqueterie cabi-
net lined with dim red plush, full of fam-
ily relics; Hester’s first fan; the buckles
of their mother's father's shoes; three
bottled scorpions; and one very yellow
elephant's tusk, sent home from India by
Great-uncle I]i'.dgag Fnirs;yte, who haddhe-en
in jute; a yellow bit of paper pro up,
with spidery writing on it, recﬂrm God
knew what! And the pictures crowding
on the walls—all water-colors save those
four Barbizons looking like the foreigners
they were, and doubtful customers at
that—pictures bright and illustrative,
“Telling the Bees,” *“Hey for the Ferry "
and two in the style of Frith, all thimble-
rig and erinolines, given them by Swithin,
Oh! many, many pictures at which
Soames had gazed a thousand times in
supercilious fascination; a marvellous col-
lection of bright, smooth gilt frames.
And the boudoir-grand piano, beau-
tifully dusted, hermetically sealed as ever;
and Aunt Juley's album of pressed sea-
weed on it. And the gilt-legped chairs,
stronger than they looked. And on one
side of the fireplace the sofa of crimson
silk, where Aunt Ann, and after her Aunt
Juley, had been wont Lo sit, facing the
light and bolt upright. And on the other
side of the fire the one really easy chair,
back to the light, for Aunt Hester. Soames
screwed up his eves; he seemed to see
them sitting there. Ah! and the atmos-
phere—even now, of too many stuffs and
washed lace curtains, lavender in bags,

and dried bees" wings. *No,” he thought,
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“there’s nothing like it left; it ought to
be preserved.” And, by George, they
might laugh at it, but for a standard of
genile life never departed from, for fas-
tidiousness of skin and eve and nose and
feeling, it beat to-day hollow—to-day
with its Tubes and cars, its perpetual
smoking, its cross-legged, bare-necked
girls visible up to the knees and down to
the waist if you took the trouble {agree-
able to the satyr within each Forsyte but
hardly his idea of a lady), with their feet,
too, screwed round the legs of their chairs
while they ate, and their * So longs," and
their *0Old Beans,” and their laughter—
girls who gave him the shudders whenever
he thought of Fleur in contact with them;
and the hard-eyed, capable, older women
who managed life and gave him the shud-
ders too. No! his old aunts, ii they
never opened their minds, their eyes, or
very much their windows, at least had
manners, and a standard, and reverence
for past and future,

With rather a choky feeling he closed
the door and went tiptoeing up-stairs.
He looked in at a place on the way: H'm!
in perfect order of the eighties, with a
sort of vellow oilskin paper on the walls.
At the top of the stairs he hesitated be-
tween four doors. Which of them was
Timothy's? And he listened. A sound
as of a child slowly dragging a hobby-
horse about, came to his ears. That must
be Timothy! He tapped, and a door
was opened by Smither very red in the
face.

Mr. Timothy was taking his walk, and
ghe had not been able to get him to at-
tend. If Mr. Soames would come into
the back room, he could see him through
the door,

Soames went into the back room and
stood watching,

The last of the old Forsytes was on his
feet, moving with the most impressive
slowness, and an air of perfect concentra-
tion on his own affairs, backward and
forward between the foot of his hed and
the window, a distance of some twelve
feet. The lower part of his square face,
no longer clean-shaven, was covered with
snowy beard clipped as short as it could
be, and his chin looked as broad as his
hrow where the hair was also quite white,
while nose and cheeks and brow were a
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good wellow. One hand held a stout
stick, and the other grasped the skirt of
his Jaeger dressing-pown, [rom under
which could be seen his bed-socked an-
kles and feet thrust into Jaeger slippers,
The expression on his face was that of a
crossed] child, intent on something that he
has not got. Each time he turned he
stumped the stick, and then dragged it,
as if te show that he could do without it

“He =till looks Sl:r[mg,” said Soames
under his breath.

“Oh! wves, sir. You should see him
take his bath—it's wonderful; and he
does enjoy it.”

Thosze quite loud words gave Soames
an insight. Timothy had resumed his
babvhood.

“Does he take any interest in things
generally 2" he said, also aloud.

“Oh! ves, sir; his food and his Will.
It's quite a sight to see him turn it over
and over, not to read it, of course; and
every now and then he asks the price of
Consols, and I write it on a slate for him
—very large. Of course, I always write
the same, what they were when he last
took notice, in 1gr4. We got the doctor
to forbid him to read the paper when the
war broke cut. Oh! he did take on
about that at first, But he scon came
round, because he knew it tired him; and
he’s a wonder to conserve energy as he
used to call it when my dear mistresses
were alive, bless their hearts! How he
did go om at them about that; they were
always so active, if you remember, Mr.
Soames, "

“What would happen if 1 were to go
in?" asked Soames. **Would he remem-
ber me? 1 made his Will, you know,
after Miss Hester died in 1007."

“Oh! that, sir,” replied Smither
doubtfully, “I couldn’t take on me 1o
say. I think he might; he really is a
wonderful man for his age.”

Soames moved into the doorway, and,
waiting for Timothy to turn, said in a
loud voice: “ Uncle Timothy [

Timui |’!|_v !ra.ih:fl back ]La]i'-l.l.':L:.', :lru!
halted.

“Eh?" he said,

“Soames,” cried Soames at the top of
his veice, holding out his hand, “ Soames
Forsyte !™
“Nol" said Timothy, and stumping
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his stick loudly on the floor, he continued
his walk.

“Tt  doesn't
Soames.

“No, sir,” replied Smither, rather
crestfallen; “you see, he hasn't finished
his walk. Tt always was one thing at a
time with him. Texpect he'll ask me this
afternoon if you came about the gas, and
a pretty job I shall have to make him
understand."

“Do you think he ought to have a
man about him?"

Smither held up her hands, “A man!
Oh! no. Cook and me can manage per-
fectly. A strange man about would send
him ecrazy in no time. And my mis-
tresses wouldn't like the idea of a man in
the house. Besides, we're so proud of
him.""

“T suppoze the doctor comes? ™

“Every morning. He makes special
terms for such a quantity, and Mr., Tim-
othy's so used, he doesn't take a bit of
notice, except to put out his tongue.”

"Well," said Soames, turning away,
“it's rather sad and painful to me."”

“0Oh! sir,"” returned Smither anxiously,
“vou mustn't think that. Now that he
can’t worry about things, he quite en-
jovs his life, really he does. As I say to
Cook, Mr. Timothy i= more of a man than
he ever was. You see, when he's not
walkin', or takin® his bath, he's eatin’,
and when he's not eatin’, he's sleepin’;
and there it is. There isn’t an ache or a
care about him anywhere."

“Well," said Soames, *there's some-
thing in that. I'll go down. By the way,
let me see his Will.”

“T should have to take my time about
that, sir; he keeps it under his pillow, and
he'd see me, while he's active.”

“T only want to know if it's the one I
made," said Seames: “vou take a look at
its date some time, and let me know."”

“Yes, sir; but I'm sure it’s the same,
because me and Cook witnessed, you re-
member, and there's our names on it still,
and we've only done it once.”

“Chuite,” said Soames. He did remem-
ber. Smither and Jane had been proper
witnesses, having been left nothing in the
Will that they might have no interest in
Timothy's death: Tt had been—he fully
admitted—an almost improper precau-

seem  to work," =aid
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tion, but Timothy had wished it, and,
after all, Aunt Hester had provided for
them amply.

“Very well,” he said; “good-bye,
Smither, Look after him, and if he should
say anything at any time, put it down,
and let me know."

“0Oh! ves, Mr. Soames; I'll be sure to
do that, It's been such a pleasant change
to see yvou. Cook will be quite excited
when T tell her.”

Soames shook her hand and went down-
stairs. He stood for fully two minutes by
the hat-stand whereon he had hung his
hat so many times. “So it all passes,”
he was lhinkin,g};m“paﬁms and begins
apain. Poorold chap!” And he listened,
if perchance the sound of Timothy trail-
ing his hobby-horse might come down the
well of the stairs; or some ghost of an old
face show over the banisters, and an old
voice say: “ Why, it's dear Soames, and
we were only saying that we hadn’t seen
him for a week !™

Nothing—nothing ! Just the scent of
camphor, and dust-motes in a sunbeam
through the fanlight over the door, The
little old house! A mausoleum! And,
turning on his heel, he went out, and
caught his train,

b |
THE NATIVE HEATH

“Hiz foot's upon his native heath,
His name’s—Val Larfie.”

WirrtH some such feeling did Val Dartie,
in the fortieth year of his age, set out that
game Thursday morning very early from
the old manor-house he had taken be-
tween Steyning and Amberley on the
north side of the Sussex Downs. His
destination was Newmarket, and he had
not been there since the autumn of 1809,
when he stole over from Oxford for the
Cambridgeshire. He paused at the door
to give his wife a kiss, and put a flask of
port into his pocket,

“Dion't overtire your leg, Val, and
don’t bet too much,”

With the pressure of her chest against
his own, and her eves looking into his,
Val felt both leg and pocket safe. He
should be moderate; Holly was always
right—she had a natural aptitude, It
did not seem so remarkable to him, per-



To

haps, as it might to others, that—hali
Dartie as he was—he should have been
erfectly faithful to his young first cousin

? ¢ the twenty years elapsed since he
married her romantically out in the Boer
Wir; and faithful without any feeling of
sacrifice or boredom—she was so quick,
so slyly always a little in front of his
mood. Being first cousins they had de-
cided, or rather Holly had, to have no
children; and, though a little sallower, she
had kept her looks, her slimness, and the
color of her dark hair. Val particularly
admired the life of her own she carried on,
besides so perfectly satisfying himzeli and
riding better every year. She kept up
her music, she read an awful lot—novels,
poetry, all sorts of stuff. Out on their
farm in Cape Colony she had looked after
all the “nigger” babies and women in a
miraculous manner. She was, in fact,—
clever; yet made no fuss about it, and
had no “side.” Though not remarkahble
for humility, Val had come to have the
feeling that she was his superior, and he
did not grudge it—a great tribute. It
might be noted that he never looked at
Holly without her knowing of it, but that
she looked at him sometimes unawares,

He had kissed her in the porch because
he shouldn't be deing so on the platiorm,
but she was going to the station with him,
to drive the car back. Though tanned
and wrinkled by Colonial weather and the
wiles inseparable from horses, and handi-
capped by the leg which, weakened in the
Boer War, had probably saved his life
in the war just past, Val was much as he
had been in the days of his courtship;
his smile as wide and charming, his eve-
lashes, if anyvthing, thicker and darker,
his eyes screwed up under them, as hright
a gray, his freckles rather deeper, his hair
a little grizzled at the sides. He gave the
impression of one who has lived actively
wilh horses in a sunny climate.

Twisting the car sharp round at the
gate, he said:

“When's young Jon coming?"

HTD_da},_IJ

“Is there anything you want for him?
I could bring it down on Saturday.”

“No; but you might come by the same
train as Fleur—one forty."”

Val gave the Ford full rein; he still
drove like a man in a new country on
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bad roads, who refuses to compromize,
and expects heaven at every hole.

“That's a young woman who knows
her way about,' he said. “TI zay, has it
struck you?"

“Yes " said Hally,

“Uncle Soames and wour Dad—hit
awkward, isn't it

“She won't know, and he won't know,
and nothing must be =aid, of course
It's only for five days, Val."

“Stable secret! Righto!” If Holly
thought it safe, of course it was. 3he
slid her big gray eves round at him, and
said: “Did you notice how beautifully
she asked herself 2"

||:Nn!r1

“She did.
Val?"

“Pretty enough, and clever:; but she
might run out at any corner if zhe got her
monkey up, I should =ay.’

“T'm wondering,” said Hﬂlhr dreamily,

“ whether she’s the modern VOUng woman,
or not. One feels at sea coming home
into all this.”

“You? Oh! no,
of things so quick.”

Holly slid her hand into his coat-pocket,

“That’s the beauly of you,” went on
Val, encouraged; “you keep one in the
know. What do you think of that Bel-
gian fellow, Profond 7"

**1 think he’s rather ‘a good devil." "

Val grinned, not recognizing a transla-
tiom.

“He seems to me a queer fish,” he
said, “for a friend of our family. In fact,
our family is in pretty queer waters, al-
together, with Uncle Soames marrying a
Frenchwoman, and your Dad marrying
Soames’ old wife. Ourgrandfathers would
have had fits 1™

“80 would anybody’s,"” said Haolly.

Val was silent. “This car,” he said
suddenly, “wants rousing; she doesn't
get her hind legs under her up-hill. I
shall have to give her her head on the
slope if T'm to catch that train.’

There was that about horses which had
prevented him from ever really sym-
pathizing with a car, and the behavior of
the Ford under his guidance, compared
with its behavier under that of Holly,
was always noticeable. He caught the
train, however.

What do you think of her,

You get the hang
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“Take care going home; she'll throw
vou down if she can.  Good-bye, darling.”

“Good-bye,” called Holly, and kissed
her hand.

Once in the train, after guarter of an
hour's indecision between thoughts of
Holly, his morning paper, the look of the
bright dav, and his dim memory of New-
market, Val plunged into the recesses of
a small square book, all names, pedigrees,
tap-rootz, and notes about the make and
shape of horses. The Forsyle in him was
bent on the acquisition of a certain strain
of blood, and he was subduing resolutely
as vet the Dartie hankering for a flutter.
On getting back to England, after the
profitable sale of hiz South African farm
and stud, and observing that the sun sel-
dom shone, Val had said to himself: “I've
absolutely got to have an interest in life,
or thiz country will give me the blues,
Hunti.ng’s. not enough, I'll breed and 1'll
train.”  With just that extra pinch of
shréwdness and decision imparted by long
résidence in a new country, Val had seen
the weak point of modern h_rﬁ:dmg They
were all hypnotized by fashion and high
price. He should buy for looks, and let
names go hang! And, here he was al-
ready, hypnotized by the prestige of a
certain strain of blood ! Half consciously,
he thought: “There's something in this
damned climate which makes one go
round in a ring. Still, T must have a
strain of Mayfly blood.™

In thiz mood he reached the Mecea of
his hopes. Tt was one of those quiet
meelings favorable to such as wish to
lock into horses, rather than into the
mouths of bookmakers; and Val clung to
the paddock. His twenty yvears of Colo-
nial life, divesting him of the dandyism
in which he had been bred, had left him
the essential neatness of the horseman,
and given him a queer and rather blight-
ing eye over what he called “the silly
haw-haw™ of Englishmen, the “flapping
cockatoory” of  Englishwomen—Holly
had none of that and Holly was his model.
Observant, quick, resourceful, Val went
straight to the heart of a tmnsactinn, a
horse, a drink; and he was on his way to
the heart of a Mayfly filly, when a
thick, slow voice said at his elbow:

“Mr, Val Dartic? How's Mrs. WVal
Dartie? She's well, T hope.,” And he
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saw beside him the Belgian he had met
a1, his sister Imogen's.

“Prosper Profond—I met you at
lunch,” said the slow voice,

“Yes, How are you? ' murmured Val,

“I'm very well,” replied Monsieur
Profond, smiling with a certain inimita-
ble slowness.  ““A pood devil” Holly had
called him. Well! He looked a little
like a devil, with his dark, clipped,
pointed beard; a sleepy one though, and
good-humored, with fine eves, unexpect-
edly intelligent.

“Here's a gentleman wandz to know
you—cousin of yours—Mr, George For-
syde.”

Val saw a large form, and a face clean-
shaven, bull-like, a little lowering, with
sardonic humor bubbling behind a full
gray eve; he remembered it dimly from
old days when he would dine with his
father at the Iseeum Club.

“How are your” said George. “I
used to go racing with your father. How's
the stud? Like to buy one of my
BCrews?"” :

Wal grinned with a sudden fecling that
the bottom had fallen out of breeding.
Europe! They believed in nothing over
here, not even in horses. George For-
evte, Prosper Profond! The devil him-
self was not more disillusioned than those
two.

“Didn’t know you were a racing man,"
he said to Monsieur Profond,

“I'm nod. I don’ care forit. I'ma
yachdin' man. 1 don’ care for vachdin'
either, but I like to see my friends, I've
got some lunch, Mr. Val Dartie, just a
small lunch, if you'd like to 'ave some;
nod much—just a small one—in my car,”

“Thanks," said Val; “very good of vou
I'll come along in about quarter of an
hour.™

“Owver there. Mr. Forsyde’s comin’,
and Monsieur Profond * poinded " with
i@ }-‘ellnw-glm'ﬁd Anger; “small car, with
a small lunch"; he moved on, groomed,
sleepy, and remnte George ]'U-rb}- te fol-
lowing, neat, hug-,, and with his jesting
air.

Val remained pazing at the Mayfly
flly, George Forsyte, of course, was an
old chap, but this Profond might be about
his own age; and Val felt extremely voung,
as if the Mayfly filly were a toy at which

m
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“I'm nod. Idon'careforit. I'ma yachdin' man. T don’ cace far vachdin' either,
but T like to see my freads. " —Page 152,
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The animal had
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lost reality.

“That ‘small’ mare”—he seemed to
hear the voice of Monsieur Profond—
“what do you see in her—we must all
die!"

And George Forsyte, crony of his
father, racing still! The Mayfly strain
—was it any better than any other? He
might just as well have a flutter with his
money instead,

“No, by gum " he thought suddenly,
“if it's no good breeding horses, it's no
wood doing anything. What did T come
for? I'll buy her.”

He stood back and watched the ebb of
the paddock wisitors toward the stand.
Natty old chips, shrewd portly fellows,
Jews, trainers looking as if they had never
been guilty of seeing a horse in their
lives; tall, flapping, languid women, or
brisk, loud-voiced women; young men
with an air as if trying to take it sericusly
—two o three of them with only one arm !

“Life over here's a game!” thought
Val. “Muffin bell rings, horses rum,
money changes hands; ring again, run
again, money changes back.”

But, alarmed at his own philosophy, he
went to the paddock gate to watch the
Mayfly filly canter down. She moved
well; and he made his way over to the
“emall” ear. The “=zmall” lunch was
the sort a man dreams of but seldom gets;
and when it was concluded Monsieur
Profond walked back with him fo the
paddock.

“Your wife's a nice woman,”” he said
surprisingly.

“Wicest woman I know,"” returned Val
dl’}-’l}'.

“Yes," said Monsieur Profond; *“she
has a nice face. I admire nice women.”

Val looked at him suspiciously, but
something kindly and direct in the heavy
diabolizm of his companion disarmed him
for the moment,

“Any time you like to come on my
yachd, T'll give her a small cruise,"

“Thanks,” said Val, in arms again,
“she hates the sea.”

"So do 1," said Monsieur Profond,

“Then why do vou yacht?"

The Belgian's eves smiled. “0Oh! I
don' know. T've done ;‘L'er],rﬂj,ing'r it's
the last thing I'm doin’.”
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“Tt must be d—d expensive. I should
want more reason than that.”

Monsieur Prosper Profond raised his
eyvebrows, and puffed out a heavy lower
lip.

p*"['m an [_‘ﬂ.ﬁ}'-gl]i.l'.l.:l man,” he said.
“Were you in the war?"' azked Val.
“Ye-es. I've done that too. I was

gassed; it was a small bit unpleasand,”
He smiled with the deep and sleepy air
of prosperity which went so well with his
name of Prosper Profond. Whether his
saying “small” when he ought to have
said “'little” was genuine mistake or
affectation, Val could not decide; the
fellow waz evidently capable of anything.
Among the ring of buyers round the May-
fly filly who had won her race, Monsieur
Profond said:

“You goin’ to bid?"

Val nodded. With this sleepy Satan
at his elbow, he felt in need of faith.
Though placed above the ultimate blows
of Providence by the forethought of a
grandfather who had tied him up a
thousand a vear to which was added the
thousand a year tied up for Holly by Jher
grandfather, Val was not flush of capital
that he could touch, having spent most of
what he had realized from his South
African farm on his establishment in
Sussex. And very soon he was thinking:
“Damn it! she’s going beyond mel”
Hiz limit—six hundred—was exceeded,
and he dropped out of the bidding. The
Maxyfly filly passed under the hammer at
zeven hundred and fifty guineas. He was
turning away vexed when the slow voice
of Monsieur Profond said in his car:

“Well, I've boughd that small filly, but
I don'd wand her; you take her and give
her to your wife."”

Val looked at the fellow with renewed
suspicion, but the good humor in his eyes
was such that he really could not take
offense.

“T made a small lot of money in the
war,” began Monsieur Profond in answer
to that look. “T "ad armament shares.
Ilike to give it away. I'm always makin'
money. 1 wand very small lot myself.
I like my friends to ‘ave it.”

“T'Nl buy her of you at the price vou
gave,” said Val with sudden resolution.

“Why "' said Monzieur Profond. © You
take her. I don'd wand her.”
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“Hang it alll" said Val, “one does-
at—"

“Why nod?" smiled Monsieur Pro-
fond. “I'm a friend of your family."

“Seven hundred and Afty guineas is
not a box of cigars,” said Val impatiently.

“All right; vou keep her for me till 1
wand her, and do whad you like with her.”

“So long as she’s yours,” said Val, “I
don't mind that.”

“Thad’s all right,” murmured Mon-
sieur Profond, and moved away.

Val watched; he might be "a good
devil,” but then again he might not,
He saw him rejoin George Forsvte, and
thereafter saw him no more.

He zpent those nights after racing at
his mother's house in Green Street.

Winifred Dartie at sixty-two was mar-
vellously preserved, considering the three-
and-thirty vears during which she had
put up with Montague Dartie, till al-
most happily released by a French stair-
caze. It was to her a vehement satisfac-
tion to have her favorite son back from
South Africa after all this time, to feel
him =o little changed, and to have taken
a fancy to his wife. Winifred, who in the
late =eventies, before her marriage, had
been in the vanguard of freedom, pleasure,
and fashion, confessed her youth out-
classed by the donzellas of the day. They
seemed, for instance, to regard marriage
as an incident, and Winifred sometimes
regretted that she had not done the zame;
a second, third, fourth incident might
have secured her a partner of less daz-
zling inebriety; though, after all, he had
leit her Val, Imogen, Maud, Benedict
{almost a colonel and unharmed by the
war)—none of whom had been divorced
as yet, The steadiness of her children
often amazed one who remembered their
father; but, as she was fond of believing,
they were really all Forsytes, favoring
herself, except perhaps Imogen. Her
brother's “little girl”* Fleur frankly puz-
zled Winifred. The child was as restless
as any of these modern young women
—"*5She's a small flame in a draughd,™
Prosper Profond had said one day after
dinner—but she did not flop, or talk at
the top of her voice. The steady For-
syteism in Winifred’s own character in-
stinctively resented the feeling in the air,
the modern girl’s habits and her motto:

Let 155
“All's much of a muchness! Spend, to-
motrrow we shall be poor "' She found it
a saving grace in Fleur that having set
her heart on a thing, she had no change of
heart until she got it—though what hap-
pened after, Fleur was, of courze, too
voung to have made evident. The child
was a “wvery pretty little thing," too, and
quite a credit to take about, with her
maother's French taste and a gift for wear-
ing clothes; everybody turned to look at
Fleur—great consideration to Winifred, a
lover of the style and distinction which
had so cruelly deceived her in the case of
Montague Dartie.

In discussing her with Val, at break-
fast on the Saturday morning, Winifred
dwelt on the family skeleton.

“That little affair of your father-in-law
and your Aunt Irene, Val—it's old as the
hills, of course, Fleur need know noth-
ing about it—making a fuss., Your
Uncle Soames is very particular about
that. So you'll be careful.”

“Yes! But it's dashed awkward.
Holly's young half-brother’s coming to
live with us while he ]LEL‘[']'Ib farming, In
fact, he's there already."”

“Oh!"” said Winifred. “That is a
gaff] What's he like, Val?"

“Don't know, Only zaw him once—
at Robin Hill, when we were home in
1gog; he was naked and painted blue and
yellow in stripes —a jolly little chap,”

Winifred thought that “rather nice,"”
and added comfortably: “Well, Holly's
a zensible little thing; she'll know how
Lo deal with it. I shan't tell your uncle.
It'll only bother him. TIt's a great com-
fort to have you back, my dear boy, now
that I'm getting on."

“Getting on! You're as young as ever.
That chap Profond, mother, is he all
right?"

“Prosper Profond! Oh! he's the most
amusing man I know."

Val grunted, and recounted the story
of the Mayfly flly,

“That's so like him,” said Winifred.
“He does all sorts of things."”

“Well," muttered Val shrewdly, “our
family haven’t been too lucky with that
kind of cattle; they're too light-hearted
for us."

It was true, and Winifred's blue study
lasted a full minute before she answered:
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“0Oh! well, he's a foreigner, Val; one
must make allowances.”

“All right,” said Val, *' T'll use his flly
and make it up to him somehow.™

And soon after he gave her his blessing,
received a kiss, and left her for his hook-
miaker's, the Iseeum Club, and Victoria
station.

VI
10N

Mzs. Var Parrig, after twenty wears
of South Africa, had fallen deeply in love,
fortunately with something of her own,
for the object of her passion was the pros-
pect in front of her windows, the cool
clear light on the green downs. It was
England again, at last! England more
beautiful than she had dreamed. Chance
had, in fact, puided the Val Darties to a
spot where the South Downs had real
charm when the sun shone. Holly had
encugh of her father’s eve to apprehend
the rare quality of their outlines and
chalky radiance; to go up there by the
ravine-like lane and wander along to-
avard Chanctonbury or Amberley, was
2till a delight which she hardly attempted
to share with Val, whose admiration of
Nature was confused by a Forsvte’s in-
stinct for getting something out of it,
such as the condition of the turi for his
horses’ exercise,

Diriving the Ford home with a certain
humoring smoothness, she promised her-
self that the first use she would make of
Jon would be to take him up there, and
show him "the view™ under this May-
day sky.

She was looking forward to her young
hali-brother with a motherliness not re-
quired elsewhere. A three-day visit to
Rabin Hill, soon after their arrival home,
had yielded no sight of him—he was still
at school; =o that her recollection, like
Val's, was of a little sunny-haired boy
stripedd blue and yellow, down by the
pond,

Those three days at Robin Hill had
heen exciting, sad, embarrassing. Mem-
ories of her deard brother, memories of
Val's courtship; the aging of her father,
not seen for twenty years, something fu-
nereal in his ironic gentleness which did
not escape one who had much subtle in-
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stinct; above all, the presence of her step-
mother, whom she could still vaguely re-
member as the “lady in gray” of days
when she was little and grandiather alive
and Mademoiselle Beauce so cross hecause
this intruder gave her music lessons—all
these confused and tantalized a spirit
which had longed to find Robin Hill un-
troubled. But Holly was adept at keep-
ing things to herself, and all had seemed
to go quite well.

Her father had kissed her when she
left him, with lips which she was sure had
trembled.

“Well, my dear,” he said, “the war
hasn't changed Robin Hill, anyway. If
you could have brought Jolly back with
you! I say, can you stand this spiritu-
alistic racket? When the oak-tree dies,
it dies, I'm afraid."

From the warmth of her embrace he
probably divined that he had let the cat
out of the bag, for he rode off at onceon
irony. -

*“ Spiritualism—aqueer word, when the
more they manifest the more they prove
that they've got hold of matter.”

“How?™ said Holly.

“Why! Look at their photographs of
auric presences. You must have some-
thing material for light and shade to fall
on before you can take a photograph.
No, it'll end in our calling all matter
spirit, or all epirit matter—I don’t know
which,”

“But don't vou believe in survival,
Dad?"

Jolyon had locked at her, and the sad
whimsicality of his face impressed her
deeply.

“Well, my dear, 1 should like to get
something out of death. I've been look-
ing into it a bit. But for the life of me I
can't find anything that telepathy, sub-
consciousness, and emanation from the
storehouse of this world can't account
for just as well. Wish T could! Wishes
father thoughts but they don't breed evi-
dence.”

Holly had pressed her lips again to his
forchead with the feeling that it con-
firmed his theory that all matter was be-
coming spirit—it felt somehow so in-
substantial,

But the most poignant memory of that
little wvisit had been watching, unob-
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served, her stepmother reading to herself
a letter from Jon. It was—she decided—
the prettiest sight she had ever seen,
Trene, lost as it were in the letter of her
boy, stood at a window where the light
fell on her face and her fine gray hair;
her lips were moving, smiling, her dark
eves laughing, dancing, and the hand
which did not hold the letter was pressed
against her breast. Holly withdrew as
from 4 vision of perfect love, convinced
that Jon must be nice,

When she saw him coming out of the
station with a kit-bag in either hand, she
was confirmed in her predisposition. He
was a little like Jolly, that long-lost idol
of her childhood, but eager-looking and
less formal, with deeper eyes and brighter-
colored hair, for he wore no hat; alto-
gether a very interesting “little™ brother |

His tentative politeness charmed one
who was accustomed (o assurance in (he
youthful manner; he was disturbed be-
cause she was to drive him home, instead
of his driving her. Shouldn't he have a
shot? They hadn’t a car at Robin Hill
since the war, of course, and he had only
driven once, and landed up a bank, so she
oughtn't to mind his trying. Hiz laugh,
soft and infectious, was very attractive,
though that word, she had heard, was
now quite old-fashioned. When they
reached the house he pulled out a crumpled
letter which she read while he was washing
—a quite short letter, which must have
cost her father many a pang to write,

“M¥ DEAR,

You and Val will not forget, I trust,
that Jon knows nothing of family his-
tory. His mother and I think he is too
young at present. The boy is very dear,
and the apple of her eye. Verbum =a-
picntibus,

Your loving father, J. B

That was all; but it renewed in Holly
an uneasy regret that Fleur was coming,

After tea she fulfilled that promise to
herself and took Jon up the hill. They
had a long talk, sitting above an old
chalk-pit grown over with brambles and
guosepenny. Milkwort and liverwort
starred the green slope, the larks sang,
and thrushes in the brake, and now and
then a gull fighting inland would wheel
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very white against the paling sky, where
the moon was at its bravest—a white bow
stretched in heaven. Delicious vaguoe
fraprance came to them, as if little in-
visible creatures were running and tread-
ing scent out of the blades of grass,

Jon, who had fallen silent, said rather
suddenly:

*1 say, this is wonderful! There's no
fat on it at all. Gull's flight and sheep-
el s

“Gull's Aight and sheep-hells— You're
a poet, my dear!"

Jomn zighed,

“*0h, Golly! No go!”

“Try! I used toat your age.”

“Did you? Mother says ‘try" too;
but I'm so rotten. Have you any of
yours for me to seer”

“My dear,” Holly murmured, “I've
been married nineteen years. 1 only
wrote verses when 1 wanted to be.”

“Oh!" said Jon, and turned over on to
his face: the one cheek she could see was
a charming color, Was Jon “touched in
the wind,” then, as Val would have called
it? Already? But, if so, all the better,
he would take no notice of young Fleur.
Besides, on Monday he would begin his
farming. And she smiled. Was it Burns
who followed the plough, or only Piers
Plowman? Nearly every young man
and most young women seemed to be
poets nowadays, from the number of their
books she had read out in South Africa,
importing them from Hatchus and Bump-
hards; and quite good—oh! quite; much
better than she had been herself! But
then poetry had only really come in since
her day—with motor-cars.  Another long
talk after dinner over a wood fire in the
low hall, and there seemed little left to
know about Jon except anything of real
importance. Holly parted from him at

* his bedroom door, having seen twice over

that he had everything, with the convic-
tion that she would love hirrl_. and Val
would like him. He was eager, butl did
not gush; he was a splendid listener, sym-
pathetic, reticent about himszelf. He evi-
dently loved their father, and adored his
mother. He liked riding, rowing, and
fencing, better than games, He saved
moths from candles, and couldn’t bear
zpiders, but put them out of doors in
screws of paper sooner than kill them.
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In a word, he was amiable: She went
to slecp, thinking that he would suffer
horribly if anybody hurt him; but who
would hurt him ?

Jon, on the other hand, sat awake at
hi= window with a bit of paper and a pen-
cil, writing his first “ real poem' by the
light of a candle because there was not
enough moon to see by, only enough to
make the night scem fluttery and as if en-
graved on silver, Just the night for Fleur
to walk, and turn her eyes, and lead on—
over the hills and far away. And Jon,
deeply furrowed in his ingenuous brow,
made marks on the paper and rubbed
them out and wrote them in again, and
did all that was necessary for the com-
pletion of a work of art; and he had a
feeling such as the winds of Spring must
have, trying their first songs among the
coming blossom. Jon was one of those
boys (not many) in whom a home-
trained love of beauty had survived school
life. He had had to keep it to himself, of
course, so that not even the drawing-
master knew of it; but it was there, fas-
tidious and clear within him. And his
poem seemed to him as lame and stilted
as the night was winged. But all the
same he kept it. It was a “beast,” but
better than nothing as an expression of
the inexpressible. And he thought with a
sort of discomfiture: “I shan’t be able to
show it to mother.” He slept terribly
well, when he did sleep, overwhelmed by
novelty.

VII
FLEUR

Tao avaid the awkwardness of questions
which could not be answered, all that had
been told Jon was:

“There's a girl coming down with Val
for the week-end.”

For the same reason, all that had been
told Fleur was: * We've got a youngster
staying with us.”

The two yearlings, as Val called them
in his thoughts, met therefore in a man-
ner which for unpreparedness left nothing
to be desired. They were thus intro-
duced by Holly:

*This is Jon, my little brother; Fleur's
a cousin of ours, Jon."”

Let

Jon, who was coming in through a
French windew out of strong sunlight,
was so confounded by the providential
nature of this miracle, that he had time
to hear Fleur say calmly:

*0h; how do you do?"” as if he had
never seen her, and to understand dimly
from the quickest imaginable little move-
ment of her head that he never had seen
her. He bowed therefore over her hand
in an intoxicated manner, and became
more silent than the grave. He knew
better than to speak. Once in his early
life, surprised reading by a night-light,
he had said fatuously “1 was just turn-
ing over the leaves, Mum,"” and his
mother had replied: “Jon, never tell
stories, because of your face—nobody will
ever believe them."

The saying had permanently under-
mined the confidence necessary 1o the
success of spoken untruth. He listened
therefore to Fleur's swift and rapt al-
lusions to the jolliness of everything, plied
her with scones and jam, and got away as
soon as might be. They say that in de-
lirium tremens you see a fixed object,
preferably dark, which suddenly changes
shape and position. Jon saw the fixed
ohject; it had dark eyes and passably
dark hair, and changed its position; but
never itz shape, The knowledge that be-
tween him and that object there was al-
ready a secrel understanding (however
impossible to understand) thrilled him so
that he waited feverishly, and hegan to
capy out his poem—which of course he
would never dare to show her—till the
sound of horses’ hoofs roused him, and,
leaning from his window, he saw her rid-
ing forth with Val. It was clear that she
wasted no time; but the =ight filled him
with grief. He wasted his. If he had
not holted, in his fearful ecstacy, he
might have been asked to go too, And
from his window he =at and watched
them dizappear, appear again in the
chine of the road, vanish, and emerge
once more for a minute clear on the out-
line of the Down. “Silly brute!” he
thought; “I always miss my chances.”

Why couldn’t he be self-confident and
ready?  And, leaning his chin on his
hands, he imagined the ride he might have
had with her. A week-end was but a
week-end, and he had missed three hours
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of it. Did he know any one except him-
self who would have been such a flat?
He did not.

He dressed for dinner early, and was
first down, He would miss no more. But
he missed Fleur, who came down last.
He sat opposite her at dinner, and it was
terrible—impossible to =ay anything for
fear of saying the wrong thing, impossible

to keep his eves fixed on her in the only

natural way; in sum, impossible to treat
normally one with whom in {fancy he had
already been over the hills and far away;
conscious, ton, all the time, that he must
seem to her, to all of them, a dumb
gawk. Yes, it was terrible! And she
was talking so well—swooping with swift
wing this way and that, Wondedul how
she had learned an art which he found so
disgustingly difficult. She must think
him hopeless indeed !

His sister's eyes fixed on him with a
certain astonishment, oblized him at last
to look at Fleur; but instantly her eyes,
very wide and eaper, seeming to say:
“0h! for goodness' sake!" obliged him
to look at Val; where a grin obliged him
to Jook at his cutlet—that, at least, had
na eyes, and no grin, and he ate it hast-
ily.

#Ton is going to be a farmer,” he heard
Holly say; “a farmer and a poet.”

He glanced up reproachfully, caught
the comic left of her eyebrow just like
their father's, laughed, and felt hetter.

Val recounted the incident of Monsieur
Prosper Profond; nothing could have
been more favorable, for, in relating it,
he regarded Holly, who in turn regarded
him, while Fleur seemed to be regarding
with a slight frown some thought of her
own, and Jon was really free to look at
her at last. She had on a white frock,
very simple and well made; her arms
were bare, and her hair had a white roze
init. In just that swift moment of free
vision, after such intense discomfort, Jon
saw her sublimated, as one sees in the
dark a slender white fruit tree; caught her
like a verse of poetry flashed before the
eyes of the mind, or a tune which floats
out in the distance and dies.

He wondered giddily how old she was
—she seemed =0 much more self-pos-
sessed and experienced than himself.
Why mustn't he say they had met? He
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remembered suddenly his mother's face;
puzzled, hurt-looking, when she an-
swered: * Yes, they're relations, but we
don't know them.” Impossible that his
mother, who loved beauty, should not
admire Fleur if she did know her !

Alome with Val after dinner, he *-iippl;_‘li
port deferentially and answered the ad-
vances of this new-found brother-in-law.
As to riding (always the first considera-
tion with Val} he could have the young
chestnut, saddle and unsaddle it himself,
and generally look after it when he
brought it in. Jon said he was accus-
tomed to all that at home, and saw that
he had gone up one in his host’s estima-
tion.

*Fleur,” said Val, “can't ride much
vet, but she's keen. Of course, her father
doesn’t know a horse from a cart-wheel.
Does your dad ride?”

“He used to; but now he's—you know,
he’s—*" He stopped, 2o hating the word
old. His father was old, and yet not old;
no—never | :

“Ouite,” muttered Val. “T used to
know your brother up at Oxford, ages
ago, the one who died in the Boer War.
We had a fight in New College Gardens,
That was a queer business,” he added,
musing; ‘& good deal came out of it.”

Jon's eyes opened wide: all was push-
ing him toward historical research, when
his sister's voice said gently from the
doorway:

“Come along, you twe,”" and he rose,
his heart pushing him toward something
far more modern.

Fleur having declared that it was
Haimply too wonderful to stay indoors,"
they all went out. Moonlight was frost-
ing the dew, and an old sun-dial threw
a long shadow. Two box hedges at right
angles, dark and square, barred off the
orchard. Fleur turned through that
angled opening.

“Come on!" she called. Jon glanced
at the others, and followed. She was
running among - the trees like a ghost,
All was lovely and foamlike above her,
and there was a scent of old trunks, and
of nettles. She vanished. He thought
he had lost her, then almest ran into her
standing guite still.

“Isn't it jolly?"” she cried, and Jon
answered:
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“Rather !

She reached up, twisted off a hlossom
and, twirling it in her fingers, said:

“T suppose 1 can call you Jon?"

“T should think so just.”

“All right! But you know there's a
feud between our families? "

Jon stammered: “Feud? Why?"

“lsn't it romantic and =illy? That’s
why I pretended we hadn’t met. Shall
we get up early to-morrow morning and
go for a walk before breakfast and have
it out? I hate being slow about things,
don't your™

Jon murmured in a rapturous assent,

“Six o'clock, then. I think your
mother’s beautiful,”

Jon =aid fervently: " Yes, she is"

“1 love all kinds of beauty,” went on
Fleur, *“when it's exciting. I don’t like
Greek things a bit."

“What! Mot Euripides? "

“Euripides? Oh! no, I can’t bear
Greek plays; they're zo long, I think
beauty’s always swift, I like to look at
oue picture, for instance, and then run off.
I can’t bear a lot of things together.
Look!” She held up her blossom in the
moonlight. “That's better than all the
orchard, T think.”

And, suddenly, with her other hand she
L'uug]'ll _|'L'J|1':-'~.

“Of all things in the world, don't you
think caution’s the most awful? Smell
the moonhght [

She thrust the blossom against his face;
Jon agreed giddily that of all things in
the world caution was the worst, and
bending over, kissed the hand which
held his.

*That’s nice and old-fashioned,"” said
Fleur calmly. * You're frightfully silent,
Jon. Sull T like silence when it's swift."”
She let go his hand. “Did you think
I dropped my handkerchicf on pur-
pose?"

MNo!" cried Jon, intensely shocked.

“Well, T did, of course. Let's get
back, or they'll think we're doing this on
purpose too.'  And apain she ran like
a ghost among the trees.  Jon followed,
with love in his heart, Spring in his
heart, and over all the moonlit white un-
earthly blossom. They came out where
they had gone in, Fleur walking de-
murely.
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“It's quite wonderful in there,” she
said dreamily to Holly. : ;

Jon preserved silence, hoping against
hope that she might be thinking it swift,

She bade him a casual and demure
good-night, which made him think he had
been dreaming. . . .

In her bedroom Fleur had flung off her
gown, and, wrapped in a shapeless gar-
ment, with the white flower still in her
hair, she looked like a mousmé, sitting
cross-legged on her bed, writing by can- .
dlelight.

“DEaresT CHERRY:

“T believe I'm in love, I've got it in
the neck, only the feeling is really lower
down. He's a second cousin—such a
child, about six months older and ten
years younger than I am. Boys always
fall in love with their seniors, and girls
with their juniors or with old men of
forty. Don't laugh, but his eyes are the
truest things 1 ever saw; and he's quite
divinely silent | We had a most romantic
first meeting in London under the Vos-
povitch Juno. And now he’s sleeping in
the next room and the moonlight's on
the blossom: and to-morrow morning,
before anybody's awake, we're going to
walk off into Down fairvland., There's &
feud between our families, which makes
it really exciting. Yes! and I may have
to use subterfuge and come on you for
invitations—if so, you'll know why!
My father doesn’t want us to know each
other, but T can't help that. Life's too
short. He's got the most beautiful
mother, with lovely silvery hair and a
voung face with dark eyes. I'm staying
with his sister—who married my cousing
it's all mixed up, but I mean to pump
her to-morrow. We've often talked about
love being a spoil-=port; well, that's all
tosh, it's the beginning of sport, and the
sooner you feel it, my dear, the better for
you.

"Jon (not simplified spelling, but short
for Jolyon, which is a name in my fam-
ily, they say) iz the sort that lights up and
goes out; about five feet ten, still grow-
ing, and I believe he's going to be a poet.
If you laugh at me I've done with you
forever. 1 perceive all sorts of difficul-
tiez, but you know when I really want a
thing 1 get it. One of the chief effects of
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love is that you see the air sort of in-
habited, like seeing a face in the moon;
and you feel—you feel dancey and soft
at the same time, with a funny sensation
—lJike a continual first sniffi of oranpe
hlossom—just above your stays, This
is my first, and I feel as if it were going
to be my last, which is absurd, of course,
by all the laws of Nature and morality.
Ii you mock me I will smite yvou, and if
you tell anybody I will never forgive yoi.
So much 20, that T almost don’t think 1711
send this letter. Anyway, I'll sleep over
it. So good-night, my Cherr}r—::rh"

Your
Freur.
VIII
IDYL ON GRASS

Waen those two young Forsytes
emerged from the chine lane, and set their
faces East toward the sun, there was not
a cloud in heaven, and the Downs were
dewy. They had come at a good bat up
the slope and were a little out of breath;
if they had anything to say they did not
say it, but marched in the early awkward-

. ness of unbreakiasted morning under the
songs of the larks. The stealing out had
been fun, but with the freedom of the
tops the sense of conspiracy ceased, and
gave place to dumbness,

“We've made one blooming error,”
said Fleur, when they had gone half a
mile. “I'm hungry.”

Jon produced a stick of chocolate.

shared it and their tongues were
loozened. They discussed the nature of
their homes and previous existences,
which had a kind of fascinating unreality
up on that lonely height. ‘There remained
but one thing =olid in Jon's past—his
mother; but one thing solid in Fleur's—
her father; and of these figures, as though
seen in the distance with disapproving
faces, they spoke ligtle,

The Down dipped and rose again to-
ward Chanctungury Ring; a sparkle of
far sea came into view, a sparrow-hawl
hovered in the sun's eye so that the blood-
nourished brown of his wings pgleamed
nearly red. Jon had a passion for hirds,
and an aptitude for sitting very still to
walch them; keen-sighted, and with a
memory for what interested him, on
birds he was almost worth listening to.

Vor, LXIX.—1
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But in Chanclonbury Ring there were
none—its great beech temple was empty
of life, and almost chilly at this early
hour; they came out willingly again into
the sun on the far side. It was Fleur's
turn now. She spoke of dogs, and the
way people treated them. It was wicked
to keep them on chains! She would
like to flog people who did that. Jon
was astonished to find her so humani-
tarian.. She knew a dog, it seemed,
which zome farmer near her home kept
chained up at the end of his chicken run,
in all weathers till it had almost lost its
voice from barking !

“And the misery is,”" she said vehe-
mently, “that if the poor thing didn’t
bark at every one who passes it wouldn’t
be kept there. 1 .do think men are cun-
ning brutes. I've let it go twice, on the
sly; it's nearly bitten me both times, and
then it goes simply mad with joy; but it
always runs back home at last, and the}r
chain it up again. If T had my way, I'd
chain that man up."

Jon saw her teeth and her eyves gleam.
“I'd brand him on his forehead with the
ward ‘Brute'; that would teach him!"

Jon agreed that it would be a pood
remedy,

"“Tt's their sense of property,” he said,
“which makes people chain things. The
last generation thought of nothing but
property; and that's why there was the
war."”

“0Oh!" said Fleur, I never thought
of that. Your people and mine quar-
relled about property. And anyway
we've all got it—at least, I suppose your
people have.”

“Oh! yes, luckily; I don't suppose I
shall be any good at making money.”

“Ii you were, I don’t believe I should
like you."

Jon slipped his hand tremulously un-
der her arm.

Fleur looked round at him:

“ Jon, Jon, the farmer's son,

Stole a pig, and away he run!™

Jon's arm crept round her waist.

“Thiz iz rather sudden,” said Fleur
calmly; “do you aoften do it?"

Jon dropped his arm. But when she
laughed, his arm stole back again; and
Fleur began to sing:
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“0 who will o’er the downs so free,
O who will with me ride?
0 who will up and follow me—>"

“Sing, Jonl™

Jon sang. The larks joined in, sheep-
bells, and an early morning church far
away over in Steyning, They went on
from tune to tune, till Fleur said:

“My God! I am hungry now!"

“Oh! I om sorry!”

She looked round into his face.

“Jon, you're rather a darling.”

And she pressed his hand against her
waist. Jon almost reeled with happi-
ness. A yellow-and-white dog coursing a
hare startled them apart. They watched
the two vanish down the slope, till Fleur
said with a sigh: “He'll never catch it,
thank goodness! What's the time?
Mine's stopped, 1 never wound it.”

Jon looked at his watch, By Jove!"”
he said, *mine's stopped, too."”

They walked on again, but only hand
in hand.

“If the grass is dry,” said Fleur, “let’s
sit-down for half a minute,”

Jon took off his coat, and they shared
1t.

“Smell] Actually wild thyme!"

With his arm round her waist again,
they sat some minutes in silence.

“We are goats!" cried Fleur, jumping
up; ““we shall be most fearfully late, and
look so silly, and put them on their
guard. Look here, Jon! We only came
out to get an appetite for breakfast, and
lost our way. Seeg”

“Nes," 2aid Jon.

“It's serious; there'll be a stopper put
on us. Are you a good liar? "

“1 believe not very; but I can try.”

Fleur frowned.

“Wou know,"” she said, “I realize that
they don’t mean us to be friends.”

“Why notz"

“1 told you why."

“But that's silly.”

Let

but you don't know my

*Yes;
father!"

“1 suppose he's fearfully fond of
}mu-ll

“¥ou see, I'm an only child. And so
are you—of your mother. Isn't it a
bore? There's 20 much expected of one.
By the time they've done expecting,
one's as good as dead.”

“Yes,” muttered Jon, “life's beastly
short. One wants to live forever, and
know everything.”

**And love everybody?"

“No," cried Jon; “1 only want to love
once—you."

“Indeed! You're coming on! Oh!
Look! There's the chalk-pit; we can't
be very far now. Let's run.”

Jon followed, wondering fearfully if he
had offended her,

The chalk-pit was full of sunshine and
the murmuration of bees. Fleur flung
back her hair, ;

“Well," she =aid, “in case of accidents,
you may. give me one kisz, Jon," and she
pushed her cheek forward. With ecstasy
he kissed that hot soft cheek.

“Now, remember! We lost our way;
and leave it to me as much as you can,
I'm going to be rather beastly to you; it's
safer; try and be beastly to me!™

Jon shook his head. “That's impossi-
ble."

“Just to please me; till five o'clock,
at all events.”

“ Anyhody will be able to see through
it,"" said Jon gloomily.

"“Well, do your best. Look! There
they are! Wave your hat! Oh! you
haven't got one. Well, T'll cooee! Get
a little away from me, and look sulky."

Five minutes later, entering the house
and doing his utmost to look sulky, Jon
heard her clear voice in the dining-room:

“Oh! I'm simply revenous! He's go-
ing to be a farmer—and he lozes his way!
The boy’s an idiot!™

(T be continued )




SOME ETCHINGS OF OLD PARIS
AND OTHER FRENCH SCENES

BY LOUIS ORR
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Self portrait.

ber of years in Paris. He has won high distinction in the French capital, and

in recognition of his work during the war was awarded the Legion of Honor
f.l}' the French Government. He has the rare distinction for an American artist of
hawing his work hung in the black-and-white section of the Louvre. In the Luxem-
bourg there are a number of his original pencil drawings and etchings, including his
noted series of “01d Paris.”  Mr. Orr came to America at the invitation of the city of
springfield, Massachusetts, to make an etching of its famous group of Municipal Build-
ings.  His work is included in a number of American public and private collections,
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|UUIH ORR i= an American artist, painter, and etcher, who has lived for a num-
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La Rue Mazarine

Here lived the Cardinal M { the Four Nations " & now the home of the
Institat d= Fra e has undergone but little change:
every house has its story of romapce or tragedy,
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L'Impasse des Beuis

Lty 13 bas

This curious groap of buildings forms an important part in the composition of a0 sacienl sained-glas window

in the Charch of 50 Etienne du Mont.
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French Landscape,
Mot onlby pre i

sting architectural motifs 4o be found in the South of France,  The tover of bills und meadow
ratand why Aly phonse Dowdet retumed to his mative country.  There he wrate his
o ﬂ:{ll. 5 do Mon Moualin," 2wl ather French classics,
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Chapelle 5t Nicholas,

The Pont A" Avigeon i hut one of 5 multitode of rare architectural mosterpieces to be found in La Frovence; Avignon, swrroundod

John Stuare B Hived for mooy vears

hia aristocratic city, and his Fremeh adminers have erected o bronge status to his memony.

k-t

by its walls aod towers, has attracterd o pumber of artiEtes and poeta



THE

“GUM-5HOE"

By Philip Curtiss

TLLUSTRATION BY WALLACE MorGan

MHERE are certain profes-
sions which have an innate
fascination for ewven the
least illuzioned of us, which
H probably explains why T al-
ways went out of my way
to talk to Frank Casey, the house detec-
tive of the Hotel 5t. Romulus. At any
rate it could not have been Casev's per-
sonal charm, for he was a fat, red-faced
man with pufiy lips, while a mind more
strictly literal than his 1 have never en-
countered. As for the poetry of his
particular office, it consisted largely of
looking intently and fiercely at certain
well-dressed persons who seemed to think
that the lobbyv of the St. Romulus was
maintained solely as a free social and rec-
reation room for their benefit, while oc-
casionally he was called into service by
a headwaiter or clerk to explain to some
Latin that the customs of this country
and his own were not always the same.
A= a romantic figure he was distinctly a
dizappointment, and once T almost told
him s0.

“Frank,” I =zaid one night, ©sometime
before T get too old to enjoy it, I would
like to meet a detective who really looks
like a detective.”

Frank considered the matter coldly.

“What's the matter?"” he acked.
“Don't I look like a detective?"”

"“¥ez," T replied, “vou do look like
a detective. That's just the trouble. I
meant a detective who looked like a de-
tective in a book, That's the kind I'd
like to meet."”

“So would 1,” replied Frank fervently,

The conversation seemed at an end, but
standing alone in a hotel lobby had given
Frank a wvast power of soliloguy, and I
waited patiently while he rocked back
and forth on his heels, his eves following
the figure of a young man in a brown
derby who was wandering toward the
newsstand., The young man bought a
copy of “The Signboard,” and Frank lost
interest but his eyves still roved.

“You write books,” he said at last,
“But you don't have long hair or a sissy
necktie do you? "

The question seemed superfluous, but
burly Frank Casey had a disconcerting
way of thrusting his nose in your face, and
demanding answers to even superfluous
questions.

“Dio your" he insisted.

“T hope not,” 1 hastened to reply,

“Well, then."

My quest did not seem to meet with
much encouragement. It passed from my
mind and I thought that it did from
Frank’s too, but I reckoned without his
elephantine memory, for one night, a full
vear later, he hailed me at the foot of the
elevator.

“Say,” he said, with a ponderous jerk
of his head which made the elevator-boys
lock at me sharply, “come here, T want
to talk to you."

He led me a few steps away, and then
with rough confidence he vouchsafed in a
low tone:

“Remember you said detectives never
locked like detectives? Well, there's a
fellow here I want you to meet.”

Standing at the point where Frank
usually stood was a tall, striking-looking
man of forty in evening clothes. A silk
hat was pushed back easily on hiz head, a
vellow cane hung over his arm, and a pair
of ploves were crumpled in his hand.
From the languid, humorous way in
which he stood watching the crowd in the
lobby he might have been a typical man-
about-town, but hiz lean, rather gaunt
face, with its blond mustache, had a
tanned, weather-beaten look which made
him notable in that pallid company. It
was the type of face which one uaual]}' at-
tributes to a British officer.

“Mr. Blake, shake hands with Mr.
Munson,™ said Frank, and as we oheyed
he added: * ¥ou boys ought to know each
other. You'll have things to talk about.™

Blake and I smiled as we studied each
other, and my scrutiny, at least, was one
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of interest, for Blake did look like the
kind of man who would have things to
say. In my business clothes he made me
feel dingy, and his air of cool seli-posses-
zion rather awed me. 1 waited for him to
make the advances but he waited too,
and Frank had to start the thing moving.

“Would either of you like a sandwich
or something?" he began hopefully.

The tall man smiled.

“T would like something,” he said,

He seemed to express the will of the
party, but hardly were we seated at a
dark cak table in the café when a bell-boy
whispered in Frank’s ear, and our host
stood up.

“T’m =orrv, gentlemen, I've got to run
off, but stick around. I'll be buu.k If
vou want anything sign my name.’

With his hundreds of friends among
travelling men, actors, reporters, and
other casuals who flowed in and out of
the S5t. Romulus lobby, it was seldom that
worldly wise Frank was as lordly as that.
The note in his voice increased my respect
for this stranger who commanded such
deference, but our conversation, as soon
as he left us, concerned Frank himself.

“ A great character—Casey,"” remarked
Elake as the huge, waddling back disap-
peared through the door.

YA fine fellow,” I agreed, but a certain
whimsical twinkle in the eyes of my new
companion told me that our conversation
need not be limited to platitudes and I
struck out boldly on the line which had
failed with Franl.

“T can never see Cazey,” T supgested,
“without thinking how different are
most of the detectives you meet in real
life from=—well from what vou imagingé
detectives would be.”

A deep pair of parenthesis lines formed
around my companion’s mouth. He
looked down at the wooden table-top and
slid the glass in his hand idly about in
small circles as if to see how hard he could
do it without spilling its contents, I
gathered that my remark was not wholly
novel.

“Well,” he replied in a not unkindly
way, “in real life, you know, a detective
is usually nothing but a high-grar_lu rough-
neck, a sort of glorified policeman.”

He kept his eyes on the glass in his
hand and put on the brake just as the con-
tents swirled up to the edge. Then, as if
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he had found out all that he wanted to
know, he suddenly shoved it aside and
continued:

“And, when vou come down to it, that
is just about the way that it should be,
for detective work, like any other busi-
ness, s largely a matter of acquaintance.
The best man to sell bonds is the man who
knows the most investors. The best man
Lo cateh crooks is the man who knows the
most erooks.”

He made it sound dizap Bc{.:mnthg but I
still clung to my cherished romance,

“Then you think the detective stories
we read are impossible? "

My companion laughed.

“T wondered if that was what you had
in mind.”

As if he could not concentrate without
doing it, he began circling his glass again.

“No,” he continued, rather hesitat-
ingly, “T wouldnt zay that the stories are
impossible, 1 wouldn t say that any-
thing was impossible.”

By the long time that he sat in silence
gazing at the table-top he seemed to be
giving my guestion a fattering amount of
thought.

“The difference between a detective in
a story and a detective in real life," he
began at last, “is that the detective in the
story goes on the principle that things are
z¢ldom what they seem, while the real de-
tective goes on the principle that things
are almost always just what they seem.”

“It sounds simple,” 1 said rather
vaguely.

“If it weren't,” replied Blake, “few
creoks would ever be caught.”

Then, suddenly, as if he had been play-
ing a part, as if he had been holding him-
self in restraint, he leaned back and
laughed.

"I.don't want to speil your romance,”
he said, “Perhaps I can show you what
I mean by a little instance.

I summoned all my attention and also
surnmoned the waiter.

“I'll have the same,"” said Blake, nod-
ding, then lighting a cigarette, he asked:
“Da you happen to know the motto of
the Enterprise Agency #"

I shook my head.

“Well,” explained Blake, “the motto
of the Enterprise people is, ‘Evidence
where evidence exisis.' That covers
about the whole of detective work right
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there, but the more you think of it the
more it means. First off it means not to
go chasing half over the world looking for
things that exist right under your nose;
but it means something else that you
don’t realize at first,

“When you spoke about old Frank
there,” he continued, “1 couldn't help
thinking about a man I once knew who
had all the ideas you find in the story-
books—the international intrigue, the
gentleman sleuth stuff. Soevery timelam
tempted to laugh at the hooks I think of
thiscazeand have tobelieve themafterall.

“You see, most detectives are honest
chaps who have graduated from patrol-
men, or have made investigations for
lawvers, or have been private watchmen,
or express-messengers.  Then there are
lots of foreigners, especially Italians,
You have to have them at any price be-
cause they speak the language. But this
boy was unuspal. He went into the busi-
nessz deliberately, just out of pure ro-
mance. He went into it 1o keep life from
being dull, like our old friend Sherlock.
He was a college man, had travelled
abroad, had done some writing for the
newspapers—""

% And his name was—?"" T interrupted.

Blake flushed but smiled in spite of
himself, :

“Well, call hiz= name Smith, because
that is easy to remember and you won't
trip me up on it. Anyway Smith—how's
that ?—5Smith, with his college clothes
and his happy smile walked into the En-
terprise office one morning and asked the
chief for a job. Can you get it? Young
Hopeful breezing into that place with a
fraternity pin and a little cane and calmly
saying, ‘I want to be a detectuv !’

“T—well T might as well say that T was
there. Anyway, you can imagine what
happened. Even the stenographers got
it and began tittering until the poor kid
got all red and flustered, and ended up
by wishing that he'd never been such a
romantic gss, Buthestuck toit, and after
looking him over a minute and trving
to keep his face straight the chief asked
him into his private office and said: ‘So
you want to be an operative, do you?’

“Of course—what did I call him?
Smith had never heard that word before,
but he nodded and then the chief began
to do some quick thinking, for, although
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he didn't let the kid know it, he was a
gift on a blank Christmas. He was ex-
actly the kind of man the chief wanted
for a case he had in hand, and exactly
the kind he thought he could never get,
for that office, like every other office, was
filled up with Frank Caseys, only they
weren't all so fat. The youngster looked
to the chief too good to be true. He was
almost afraid of a ‘plant,’ but he asked
him some questions, got some references,
and the next day he tock him on, after
which he began to teach him Lesson
Number One.

“‘MNow, er Smith," he said, ‘thiz may
not be yvour idea of the gay and happy
life of a gum-shoe, but you know that all
our work does not consist in tracking
murderers to their lairs or putting the
Prince of Moravia back on his throne.
The job I'm going to give you is like a lot
of work you'll get in this business, and
vou can take it or leave it.!

*Then he told him about the job, which
really is of a sort that vou get all the time
in some agencies, The client was a nice
old gentleman. You'd know him in a
minuteif I told you. He was not a multi-
millionaire but one of those solid old boys
who has dinner at four o'clock on Sunday
afternoons, serves on all sorts of commit-
tees, subscribes to the opera and the horse
show alike, and never gives a hang
whether the market goes up or down.
And the old gentleman had a daughter,
And the daughter had a voung man who
wanted to marry her, and gave signs that
he was going to do it, too."

Elake lit a fresh ciparette from his old
one, and the parenthesez around his
mouth deepened again at the memory of
that case.

“Bo there you are,” he said between
puffs. “Doesn't that sound like Chapter
One? "

I agreed that it did and Blake went on:

“To make it better this suitor was a
foreigner. At least, he was an English-
man. He was almost a stage Englishman,
He was one of those voung fellows that
vou used tosee in droves in the hotel tea-
rooms before the war—tall, languid, long
nose, little mustache, handkerchief up his
sleeve, and all the rest of it, a great ladies’
man, a regular parlor-snake.”

“Is this what Smith told you?” I in-
terrupted suddenly,
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Blake grinned.

“ Presumably so," he answered. * Any-
way that's what Smith told the chief, Of
course that was the job, lo go out and
shadow this Englishman, for although
everything about him was beautifully
plausible, the old gentleman began to sus-
pect what was in the air. He wanted to
get rid of him, and he wanded to get rid
of him before things had gone so far there
would be a muss. Plenty of people in
New York knew the Englishman but they
didn’t know anything about him. He
had drifted into New York the way that
lots of others had done—letters to
somebody who gave him letters to some-
body else until he was there and no-
body remembered exactly where the orig-
inal letters had come from. He claimed
to have been an army officer and a
younger son of some one important at
home, but after a while people had begun
to talk and the father was getting scared.

“So that was the case as the chief laid
it before young Smith. He gave the
names and the general facts, told him
that the Englishman was wvisiting the
family at their country-place down on
Long Island, and then he put it to him
5traiFhE:

“tNow, boy' he said, ‘you may have
to do some things in this business that
you think no gentleman would do, and if
you feel that way about it you've got to
remember that this is no gentleman's
game. First you're to meet old Mr. So-
and-5o at his club on Forty-fourth Streeet
and pet acquainted. Then you're to go
down there and visit. You're a guest
from—well what place do you know be-
sides New York?’

“!‘T was brought up in Akron,' an-
swered the kid. ‘And I went to school
in Ann Arbor.”

“fRight,' said the chief. ‘You can
take your choice, only let me know which
you choose in case some friend from
your home town should have reason to
call you up on urgent business. You're
to fix up some reason for visiting there.
Get a simple one and one that will come
easy to the old gentleman, for remember
that you're going to carry the work, not
he. Then, when vou get there, I want to
give you one rule. I want you to forget
that you are a detective or have ever
been one, which you only have for fifteen

173

minutes. If vou think of it yveu will show
it and somebody elze will puess it. You
won't have to wear any false whiskers or
do any hiding behind doors. You're to
fool yourseli into believing that you are
just what vou pretend to be, a guest of
the family from Akron or that other place.
Act natural, eat natural, =leep natural,
and make yourzelf agreeable without
slopping over. Don't shadow this Eng-
lishman, just remember that he's there,
that's all, and make up your mind about
him as you would about any new fellow
you meet. Without seeming to watch
him think him over and get his number,
Every time he mentions a name or a place
or a date let it sink in and, when you get
a chance, write it down. Don't try to
draw him out. Let him hang himself if
he's going to. As you get more names and
places and dates, check them over and
see if they agree, and then bring them in
to me.'

*'Is that all?' asks the kid.

*"No, it's not,’ said the chief, looking
suddenly pretty hard. ‘There's one
thing more and the most important of
all. I told you to forget that you are a
detective, but I don't want you to forget
that you are working for me and that I
am working for my client. My client is
paying me to spot this bird, and I am
paying you to do it. He may be as
pleasant as a day in June and may put
yvou under obligation to him, but no
matter how noble a lord he may seem to
youl, don't forget that vou are working for
me, not him. You get that, don’t you?’

“This sort of talk and the sneery way
the chief said it made the kid feel kind
of uncertain, and wonder whether he
wanted to be a detective after all, but he
thought he was in for it now, o he went
away, made his appointment with the
old gentleman, and two days later, when
he came back, he was feeling a whole lot
better. So was the chief.

“*Well," he said, ‘how do you like
the work? Or are you sorry you ever
learned the trade?’

“ “Ta tell the truth,’ the kid had to con-
fess, ‘so far I like it fine, only T can’t
make it seem like work. I haven't done
anything but play polf and ride horse-
back and live off the fat of the land.’

“The chief grinned.

“‘That was what I told you to do,
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wasn't it? HBut how about this hird
you're watching?*

“At that young Smith got sort of em-
barrassed, but he had at least one thing
to report: ‘Anyway, I've found out that
he rmllv has been in the army.

‘How do you know that: ?" asked the
chief,

“iyWell, said the kid, ‘he was telling
a story at dinner last night about a sol-
dier in his company. It wasa long, long
story, and the soldier talked all the time,
but not once did he use the word " you™
to the officer. He always addressed the
man he was talking to in the third person.
Y'The leftenant this,"” and ** the leftenant
that.” MNobody who has never been in
the army can keep that up without slip-

ing."

i That's a new one on me,” said the
chief. *5Still he might have been the sol-
dier himself and not the officer. That's
fine as far as it goes but what more of
him? What kind of a fellow is he?’

“At that the kid got red apgain and
finally he burst out: ‘To tell the truth, I
think he's a dandy.’

“The chief couldn’ help smiling a
little but he gave a grunt. ‘I told you he
was a smooth article. He wouldn't be
there if he wasn't. He's working you,
boy, just as he's working the rest of the
family.

41 don't know whether he's working
me or not,” said the kid. ‘Bul that's the
way he looks to me so far.

¢ Awright,’ said the chief. ‘Stick to
it and do a little snooping around now.'

“A couple of days later Smith reported
again, and this time he had a long list of
pnames and places in England, but the
story was about the same. He couldn't
find an edge in the Englishman anywhere
and the chief was getting impatient.

“You know it is costing our client
good money to keep you out there, don't
vou?' he asked. ‘From all I can make
out the hird iz getting ready to stay there
for life, and that’s what you're to keep
from happening.'

" 'Yes, sir said the kid, looking and
feeling pretty rough about it. ‘But to
tell the truth, sir, I can't get a single thing
on him from anything that has happened.’

“At that the chief looked at him hard
and half shut his eves,

**Happened ?" he zaid; ‘can't you make
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something happen? Suppose things were
made easy for him? Put in hs way?
How about a little card-game with you
playing the easy-mark, or a little trip and
a couple of hottles of fizz? Places do
occasionally get raided, you know, if the
right people have the tip. Do you get me
now ?’

“The kid's face must have been a
study. For a long time he thought he
was going to balk, but he also was awfully
uncertain about himself, for he wanted to
be game.

¥ *Yes, sir, 1 get you,’ he said at last,
but he didn't say it with much heart,

Y% ery well, then,” said the chief;
‘Wow get back there and give us some
action.’

“For three days Smith never showed
up at all, and when he did come in he had
made up his mind about the detective
business, bag and baggage. He went up
to the chief as if the chief were a waiter.

“*T think, sir,” he said, very lordly
himself now, ‘that my career as—as an
operative is over,'

*“The chief locked him over from head
to foot.

“You think what?’ he howled.

*“'T think,’ repeated the kid, ‘that my
career as an operative is over. I not only
think it but I know it.’

“This time the chief got the alr.ua,lmn
and he became quieter.

“ ‘Before you go into that,” he said,
‘vou might give me your final report on
this chap that vou were sent out to lose.!

“At that the kid burst. *My report,’
he said, *is that he is one of the cleanest,
finest fellows I ever met in my life” He
was looking at the chief now just as hard

as the chief was looking at him, and some-
thing was going to crack. ‘He told me
his whole story last night. The facts are

there on that paper. You may not be-
lieve it but T believe every word of it. My
report is that if your client could get that
man for a son-in-law he would be lucky.
1 came here to be a detective, not a blaclk-
mailer. That’s my report, sir. Now is
there any reason why 1 should not re-
sign?’

“ *None whatever,” answered the chief,
‘except that we want to keep you.'”

Blake lighted another of his intermin-
able cigarettes which he had been smok-
ing all during his story. He watched the
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first puffs of smoke reminiscently and
then he went on:

“For a long time both of them sat
there without saving a word but at last
the chief asked:

“ “Young man, did vou ever see the
motto of this agency

#0Of course Smith had, for it was on all
the letter-heads, but the chief told him
just the same:

“#*The motto of this agency is * evi-
dence where evidence exists,” and among
other things that means enly where evi-
dence existz. Pleasant or unpleasant, it is
our business to dig up the facts, but we
have never yet had to go into the busi-
ness of manufacturing them.’

“The chief,” explained Blake, “was
not exactly a man for the heart-to-heart
business and he did a good deal of hem-
ming and hawing, but he was trving to
be square.

““Young man,’ he said to Smith, ‘I
want you to stay with us because I think
that you are the man I have been look-
ing for ever since I have been in the
game. I have given you rather a raw
deal but I had to do it. Every agency in
the country needs a man of vour educa-
tion and standing, but there's not one in
five that has got him. There are plenty
of so-called gentlemen who will take
money from us, but a man of education
who goes into this business in nine cases
out of ten is merely a parasite, a failure
at everything else.  All he wants is a soft
living and easy money. He is not a de-
tective, he is a sneak. He will lie about
his friends if we pay him to do it, and a
man who will lie about anyihing is no
use to us. You have got to learn the
tricks of the trade. We can teach those
to any scoundrel, but if a man hasn't got
a lowve of truth in him we can’t teach it to
him. 1 gave you plenty of chance to
fake, but I have checked you up from
day to day and if yvou had faked one fact
you would have been through before
now.”

“The kid logked at him with his mouth
wide open, and the chief let him look just
to give it a chance to sink in.

“'As to this particular case,' he said
finally, ‘you've told me just what I
thought from the start, and I may as well
tell you now that it wasn't necessary to
send you clear out to Long Island to get
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what I wanted. I got all the dope on
our British friend the day after I wired
to London for it.

““But—but," asked the kid, “what s
the dope about him?'

A Fxactly what vou said it was," said
the chief. ‘He's straight as a die, And
Il tell you this. There are people in
England who are more worried about his
marrying our ¢lient’s daughter than our
client is about her marrving him.’

“*As for that,’ said Smith, ‘T don't
think she meant to marry him, anyway.'

“The chief gave him a look. “What
makes you think that?' he askec.

“A0h,” stammered the kid,
things she said from time to time.

1o you?' roared the chief.

"4 Wes to me, confessed the kid, and
at that the chief lay back and threw up
his hands,

‘*Smith,’! he said, ‘T wouldn't have
missed vou for money., It'sall right once,
but don’t think it's part of your work to
have a love-affair every time I send you
out on a dress-suit party.’ ™

Blake emptied his glass and looked at
me zmiling.

“So that," he said, “iz my one real
detective story."

“But,” T said, puzzled, “you haven't
finished it. Did Smith himself marry the
girl, or did the Englishman, or what?™

Elake laughed,

“If T could tell you that, T wouldn't
have to call him Smith.”

I was disappointed but I could hardly
pursue it.

“Well, anyway,” T insizted, *‘how did
the chief get his own line on the English-
man? How was he able to check Smith
up from day to day?"

“Oh, that,"” replied Blake, “That was
routine. Of course when he sent out
Smuth, the chief planted one of his rough-
necks, one of your glorified policemen, to
watch him."

As if the words were a signal, at that
moment the fat, red face and immense
shoulders of old Frank Casey came tower-
ing into the room, but I had to hurry,

“%ou might as well tell me," I begged.
“You were Smith, weren't yous"

Blake laughed at my persistence and
then relented.

“No," he replied, “T wasn't Smith.
I was the glorified policeman.”

'_ju.r\l



* Any chance o' gettin’ set

Lomdan dockers gt slxteen ghillings for an eight-bour day.

on terdaye?"

The troubde §2 that there nren’t enough full days.

*PULL: Upet:
GETTING AND GRIPPING THE JOB IN CROWDED BRITAIN
By Whiting Williams
ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRATHS
0 Kﬁf,,qpm WLL. UP1" from *Flanders Field," nevertheless,
At almost every one of something like one huntdred and Ofty
< the cheap boarding or lodg-  thousand demobilized soldiers were, last

[ ing houses of the manufac-
turing cities, as well as at
practically all of the mines,
docks, shipyards, and steel-plants where
1 asked for work—and looked as though
I needed it—Ilast summer, in ‘l.’lrﬂ.ll.n,
England, and Scotland, that was the an-
swer, Generally it was delivered with
L!II,' SAIME {‘x])'l'l._":‘:.‘ii"-'(‘: !.:L‘:F[II.I'[.‘ (I[ |E'||.' hi,!,]'ll'_lﬁ
and shoulders, and usually in the same
regretful but completely final tone of
Voice,

To a certain extent the words were the
result of the war. In spite of the vast
army of young and middle-aged men who
left their jobs never to return to them
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summer, still without work—and that in
spite, too, of the urgent appeals of Earl
Haig on their behalf. But for the most
part “Full up !" spells not a transient but
an established condition.

Britamn 15 a crowded country. It has
been so for a long time. It expects to be
g0 for a long time to come. It has less
than half our population in a space less
than twice the size of Ohio.

Industrial Britain is even more
crowded, The margin between the num-
lI'.ll'_"l' I.l[ -'a."r'ﬂi.]:llh!{_', _ii'lb!-i anr_{ L]'I_E_‘ numi_l[:].' l,".'li
people who need them for their bread and
butter is narrow. It has been narrow—
and acknowledged as narrow—through-
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out a long period in the past. Britain
expects it to be narrow for a long time to

COMme.

Britizh life is largely what it iz to-day
as the result of thizs situation, this ac-
knowledgment, and this expectation.

“Tf wer 'ave ver card with yer—awnd
ye're well known in these parts—mebbe 1"
was the answer of a London decker to my
inquiry as he proudly walked away with
his pay for the Saturday forenoon's work.

Om all sides getting a job is regarded—
regularly, chronically—as a very serious
matter over there. The humblest of
workers will do well to have his " char-
acler” with him at all times.

“Ere it is.  “Of pude character, sober,
and industrious.’ it zays. I'm not for the
losin’ o' it, not for onythink, awnd thot's
God's trufe!” testified with much pride
the pathetic-looking young traveller who
made one of the six of us who zlept in the
same attic dormitory above the tap-
room of “The Leg of Lamb" in a well-
known steel centre. (Incidentally it
might be said that each of us made sure
to put our shoes nearest our heads and
took our coats to bed with usl)

With the “character™ should go, too,
the other papers in proof of his claims for
=0 many vears at this job or that, and the
skill which those years are taken to im-
plv. The losing of the job may mean the
losing of the value of those years. The
period of apprenticeship will bring to the
new joiner—after he has gone through
the further stage of “ improver—as high
wages as he will ever get—unless his
whole trade group secures more. But
the years by which the “general laborer ™
moves up the line to the coveted posi-
tion, dignity, and emoluments of * first
hand™ on the “smelting stage,” as they
call our open-hearth floor, may be lost
entirely if he unthinkingly quits in hopes
of finding elsewhere a similar place of
privilege not already pre-empted to a
whole line of others zealously guarding
their precious rights of position and
preference,

Few of even the largest British estab-
lishments have employment offices ex-
cept under the hat of the “paffer” or
foreman in charge of his particular group
of workers. A more elaborate office iz not
needed. The reason is that giving up a job
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is, in the nature of the case, certain to be
just as serious a matler as getling one.
Being dizcharged iz even more serious.
It means not only the loss of the job but
also the loss of the * character” likely to
be needed for the securing of the next
one. 5o a discharge pretty generally re-
quires the approval of the local union
and, of course—in view of that serious-
nesz of peiting “set on’" to the next place
—such approval is quite generally very
difficult to obtain. Repeated drunken-
ness on the job and repeated fighting—
also on the job—seem to be generally
agreed upon as barring a man from all
hope of retention; unless he were at the
same time to be put in jail or ined for his
misdoings by the civil authorities. In
that case there would be a question.

“Well, if we do give a man the sack in
such a case, we see to it that we do it
before he is arrested,” a manager an-
swered my question whether it was true
that certain railway employees had been
“kept on™' after serving prison terms for
stealing from their company a great
number of valuable things—including a
few pianos] “In that way we would, as
you would say, ‘heat them to it'—I mean
we would 50 avoid the possibility of the
men's friends claiming that they had
been punished twice for the same offensze.”

Needless to say, one consequence of
such an attitude—an attitude resulting,
it must be remembered, from the serious-
ness of joblessness—is a fairly well for-
mulated prejudice in favor of the re-
striction of individual output as a means
of preserving the maximum number of
johs for the gencral good,

“Well, I'd say everybody knows thot 1"
a subforeman on a lighter in one of
London's docks responded to my gues-
tion about the cause of the job shortage
on the city's wharfs. “Of course it's
this 'ere proppagander for ‘More pro-
duction! More production!® It's well
there’s some as "asn’t "eeded it or there be
no work fer nobody L

Among the more intelligent workers,
of course, such a misunderstanding does
not prevail. During and since the war
some of the more skilled industries have
equipped what are often called “ Amer-
ican shops,”" where the most scientific of
methods of maximum production have
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been in full operation. Among many
others, however, the salesmen of devices
for saving labor are likely to find it neces-
sary to persuade not so much the pur-
chasing agent or the manager as the
worker and his friends. Whether organ-
ized or mot, the universal and highly
manifest difficulty of finding jobs for
those displaced makes it appear to all
workers the obviously proper—and the
obviously kindly—thing for them to in-
sist as far as immediately practicable
upon the rule of *One man, one ma-
chine,” or other device for saving jobs,

It iz highly superficial to see in this
merely an evidence of crass and arbitrary
class or union selfishness. After all, the
difference between class selfishness and
class benevolence is a difference of view-
point—a difference likely to depend, in
turn, like all such view-points, largely upon
the personal experience of the viewers.

Yuss, I know them piece-work fel-
lies!” exclaimed with an amazing heat
the old fellow with whom I had been
standing {or some hours at the gate of a
great dock in hopes of a strav job—after
the “badge" or union men had had their
first chance, of course, I had mentioned
to him the men seen the day before un-
loading seven thousand tons of frozen
beef from the Arpentine and getting big
money for their magnificent exertions.
"1 know 'em well | They gets their fifty
bob [shillings] a dave—awnd tikes the
bread outen the mouths o' three workers
the likes o' yvou awnd me—awnd our
wivez and kiddies ! But wot do H.r{:}' Care
g0 long as they mikes their three men’s
paye? "

He had had only a few davs of work
in - several weeks. To sucha man the
aszurance of the economists that the
husky-shouldered carriers of Argenting's
contribution were, in the long run, help-
ing his class, gives only a cold and cruel
denial of the actualities as he sees and—
more important—frels them. Orthodox
economics and empty stomachs sit sel-
dom in the same classroom,

But what is more imporiant to our
proper understanding of **the land of the
precious job" iz this: to a far larger
proportion of the whole people over there
than here the view-point of the old man
appears, on the whole, fairly reasonable.
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Such a view-point and such a propor-
tion in its support are only the logical
result of this: the narrow margin be-
tween the number of available jobs and
the number of people needing them is a
huge and fundamental fact which holds
not simply for the hand-workers but for
practically all parts of British society
except the idle rich.

Here in America we are quite likely to
take for granted that if a man has a good
education, then his finding of an oppot-
tunity to apply it profitably iz a com-
paratively simple matter, Certainly our
whaole educational programme, and espe-
cially our whole line of educational a
peal and propaganda, will have to be
changed the moment that assumption is
no longer to be made. * Equip yvourself,
Young America, and the country's
vours!"” we say in effect to our youth,
whether in school or at work.

In Britain there is much testimony to
the effect that that assumption is not
thus to be made.

“Unless they spend additional years
training for medicine, the law, or other
of the professions, graduates of the uni-
versities must pretty much expect to find
berths in the civil service: The exams
for that are extremely difficult. Those
who come out of them with marks at the
top of the list get the best of the positions
in the most important departments here
at home. The next go oul to India or
other provinces, while those below them
take the second grade of the places here
—and so on. The pay starts at about
L1000 (nominally $i1,500, and consider-
ably more in buying power), with gradual
vearly increases up to a cerfain maximum
and a pension.”

This teslimony, with the comparative-
ly narrow demand or opportiunity for
men of the country’s best education,
which it implies, was borne out by an-
other graduate. This man had gone into
the competition for the secretaryship in
one of the most important offices of the
Department of State. First, all com-
petitars had heen given a careful gues-
tioning for the discovery of any obvious
disqualifications. Failure to have served
in the Great War was one of these. “If
& man said he volunteered in September
of 1o14, he was asked what was the
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reason for his delay during August.  After
this screening discouraged quite a num-
ber, there were still left to take the written
examination from which he came out
victor a total of only a few less than three
hundred !

In many cazes the highly educated en-
trants in such a contest would not expect
to obtain from the peosition’s usually
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M=, Asquith in the diary which 15 greatly
interesting Britain, *a number of friends
asked if I did not consider that I was
doing a very unsafe thing to marry a man
who, while undoubtedly brilliant at the
law, was nevertheless endirely dependend
for his biving wpon kis earatngs.”

The italics are mine—it would hardly
occur to Mrs, Asquith or any other Eng-

Dnr'icr'rs 1|r.|.1:u-.||:|15 CpIEA (of cocoanil-shells for |!I|.uki|'.|'.',,

oil. CJ’[IC"[IM. O l.'lil.'l.'ll.1|.:||gﬂ.ti1|1.' at a

l.l’ll'ld.l:l.ll. 'J'.I'.'i P

modest salary all the income needed for
their support. Quite probably the pos-
sessors of the training necessary to win
the successful rating would be in a posi-
tion to add to their earnings an addi-
tional hundred or few hundreds of pounds
recelved from some legacy which may
have ht:['n in th{: fumilj.' :[q:-r I,;q;m.-ralinus.
Such “old gold,’” as it has been called, is
expected to permit many a man to give
the heart of his day to the uninteresting
bread-and-butter routine of some govern-
ment bureau, while in the remaining
hours he does his real living in the ab-
sorbing activities of the scientist or man
of letters,

“When my engagement to Mr.
quith was announced,” writes the Edlmma

lish person of her group, brought up in
the security of “old gold,” to see any-
thing out of the bounds of ordinary
prudence in such advice.

The same thought of the uncertainty
and risk which accompanies the ordinary
business pursuits is one of the reasons,
doubtless, why the highly educated Eng-
lishman i2 not normally expected to go
into *'trade.” To maintain the estab-
lishment on the same limited basis as in-
herited from father or uncle hardly urTvr*—.
proper n]qulrr_unlh for the use of a uni-
versity training largely classical. On the
other hand, efforts to build up and ex-
tend the business by the application of
the economics or the psychology of a col-
lege graduate may possibly mean the loss
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Crowds listening to the smooth-tongued salesmen of “riot, racing, or religion—representatives of 2
better chance in either this workd or the world to come.”

of the entire patrimony. And, with the
old gold vanished, what then? What will
his own children and grandchildren say to
that !

The psychology of such a situation is
much the same as that of the voung
American whose sister was explaining
the matter of her brother’s life of com-
plete leisure:

“You zee, he could not get a position
of the importance his social standing in
the city would require without investing
in the business rather heavily, But if he
did that, he might lose the whole of his
share of father’s estate. That gives him
enough to live on, provided he can hold
on to it

Luckily, such a man is rare with us,
But the most important difference is that
if he did loze his paternal *leisure insur-
ance,” he would find it immensely easier
to apply his particular brand of Eastern
college education to the earning of a liv-
ing over here than over there.

While the well-to-do expect to meet
the scarcity of economic opportunity by
thus stepping into father's bank-account
—inherited, in turn, perhaps, from ks
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father’s father !—it iz only natural that
the workers should expect to step into
father's job. :

“Tf this berth has been good enough
for me-for forty years, I don’t sce why it
isn't good enough for you !’ That’s what
my father back in England said to me
when I told him I wanted to try my for-
tune. I was just turned twenty-one, and
had passed the examination which showed
that I could expect to succeed him—and
also my grandfather—as the head of the
government shipyard. That was twenty
vears ago, but I have never had a word
from him since that day!" So one who
is now an American said recently.

All this surely makes plain one of the
most fundamental and far-reaching of the
consequences which  follow—uwhich are
sure to follow—upon an actual and an
acknowledged scarcity of jobs or pesi-
tions: it becomes the penerally accepted
and the socially proper thing to place
secterity of position high above opportunily
of position. A “place” becomes known
as a “berth™ or “crib”—suggesting, at
least, something to lie down on rather
than to stand up on or climb up through!
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The whole of a people, in fear of the
Gehenna of placelessness, hegins to vie
in what that fear makes appear the
highly moral virtue of playing safe.

It is quite evident that all this means
that the earnming of a living—and to every
American that is most of life—has by all
this been robbed of its spirit of adventure.

The mythical investigator from Mars
who would proceed this far in his study
of British life would quite probably
ponder only 4 moment at this point be-
fore asking:

*“Well, then, where do the people find
opportunity for the thrill of excitement
and achievement which comes from play-
ing with not teo dangerous uncertainties
—from the taking of certain chances
combined with the exhibition of personal
skill "

He would not need to travel far to find
the answer to his question. From bottom
to top, the British people all but uni-
versally finds pleasure in the uncertain-
ties and the skills connected with sport.
For many thiz means active—and healthy
—participation, thanks to the universal
week-end holiday and the all but uni-
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verzal athletic feld at the edpe of every
hamlet, town, and citv. For most it
doesn't. Ewvery day in the year except
Sunday, it 15 said, 2eez somewhere in the
isles an opportunity for the enjovment
of the Sport of Kings. Which means that
at the gate of the ordinary factory the
newsboyvs stand a chance of being injured
by the crowd which pours out at the noon-
hour to purchase the sheets of “dope”
fur the afterncon's events. After they
have looked this over with the eyes of
experts, the small slips of paper are
marked with the name of the expected
winner and handed, as unobtrusively as
possible, to the ever-present * bookie,” or
his representative. In case the worker is
taking a day off or is in a factory too
small for the attentions of the bookie,
little eight-year-old Mary can be trusted
from earlier experience to find the right
man without difficulty.

“'Od this a moment, old L‘]‘Iﬂ.[.l:h a
man I had never seen before whispered
to me in great excitement one afternoon
in a “pub” where I was trying to learn
from some new pals how to get a job in a
near-by steel-plant in South Wales. I

Some of Gfteen thousand mincrs at a foothball game in Barnsley, the capital of the
Yorkshire coal-districe,
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could feel the small tablet which he had
shoved under me. But I could not guess
what should make him seem so perturbed
at cne moment, and now so manifestly
calm as he lolled nonchalantly upon the
har over his beer, An instant later it was
plain—entirely too plain! In walked two
Hhobhies '

I had visions of some extremely difficult

Uipl®

“Registered”” bookies have certain
rights to receive wagers under certain
conditions and obligations, but they com-
prise a small proportion of those who
take bets in more or less covert and un-
noticed places, such as the toilet of the
pub,

Under ordinary circumstances it proved
surprisingly easy for an apparent working

The crowd waits as the bookies mark up their preferences at the week-end whippet races,

explanations in the local police court.
Instinctively 1 reached into myv pocket as
I wondered whether T had any documents
with which to prove my American hon-
esty and respectability in the face of my
obwvious disreputable appearance and il-
legal possessions. The living of a ““ double
life," so it oceurred to me in a flash, even
when for proper purposes, has its disad-
vantages. Luckily, the sergeant and his
companion made no careful =earch and
went on their stalwart and officious way.
The rightful owner took time to assume
again his rightful property—and respon-
sibility—and I my breath.

man like myself to stroll into a plant
without obstruction—in search of that
employment office under the *paffer’s™
hat. Ordinarily such a wvisitor at-
tracted little enough attention.  Without
stopping them from their work, he could
without difficulty get them to talking first
about their work and then—especially if
he had himszelf worked on those same
jobs—ahout all the other factors of their
lives, But when such a visitor happened
along in the late afternoon with a news-
paper under his arm, he was likely to
cause something of a stoppage, The first
time I encountered this surprising thirst
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for news I tried to tell them some of the
chief items noticed in the few columns of
news with which what was in reality a
racing-sheet was “salted.” It did not
1ake long to note the disgust registered in
the faces of my inquirers, and to hand the
whaole paper over to them. Inan instant
they were able to learn whether they had
won or lost their noon-hour wager, and
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Among the workers themselves the testi-
mony was universal as to both the extent
of such gambling and its harmfulness.

*There's many "ere as loses regular, ve
might say, "arf their earnin’s,” was the
strongest statement from a grimy laborer
in the *jinnies,” or generating-chambers
beneath the furnaces.

“Two quid [pounds] 'ight [eight] bob

The week-end whippet race.

I'te chiel starter about to fire, the starte

justified or failed to justify their noon-
hour judgment.

“'Omv they wangle it [arrange it by
skill or craft] 1 do unt know,” explained
a worker to me as we sunned ourselves in
the main square of a factory town. One
after the other a group of old men had
borrowed my paper and proceeded to
scraw] upon their white slips the choice
of “Silver Glove"” or “Spv Glass."
“There be "ardly one of um as 'as "ad
a daye's work in a fortnight, but they
never misses the findin® of a bob or two
fer at least the week-end race.”

rs balding their dogs by neck and tnal

Hi've mide this week on the bloo-ody
'osses—awnd me brains, ¥" understawnd | **
a husky dock-hand was boasting in the
]Juh. I remarked that he must be [mlllll;:
a lot of his winnings into the bank as so
much “wvelvet.” His answer raises the
gquestion as to what happens when the
'osses and his brains fail to run so well
together:

“Wo 3:!:H1-LH|_\' fear awwve itz zettin’
inter the bank—not with five little chicks
ter buy shocs fer!”

With the majority, of course, the pur-
pose is not so much to get money for the
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shoes—most of the workers are gquite
fairly well paid when work iz steady, and
the wagers are usually for small sums.
Rather it is the hope of getting that feel-
ing of accomplishment which a lifetime's
job at much the same type of labor, espe-
cially when it is unskilled, rather frowns
upon—with always, back in a man's
head, the dream of the lucky strike which
will not only bring the “big money " but
also, and more important, the outstand-
ing fame and reputation of the man in
ten thousand. To the workers of a
crowded country where scarce jobs offer
less opportunity for taking long chances
upon themselves in the ways urged by
the amazing exploits of other workers as
recounted in the correspondence-school
advertizements, such a stroke is certain
to supply the subject of prideful conversa-
tion for many years.

“WMe brother-in-law ‘e been a bookie,
ye oonderstawnd, awnd the very day o
the rice ‘e wires me the tip. Awnd I
savs ter meself, ‘T'll take this 'ere tip, I
will,! awnd so——"

In such wise the hali-drunk miner on
his *“'olidays™ would recount—and re-
recount—the story of the time he won
from a daring ten-pound wager the voung
fortune of three hundred and thirty
poingds !

“Wull, thot been the waye it "appened,
Awve coorse, wen I left the plice, I 'ad
only three poond left in me pocket.
Awnd, awve coorse, 1 could not walk
atrite, like. But all me friends heen
"appy—I'll say thot for thum, awnd fer
meself, too.—'Ere, miss, a pint o' mild
all roond !—Yes, T says to meself: ‘T'll
take this tip fer once!’ Me brother-in-
law bein’ a bookie, ye see, awnd makin'
a cool fifty thoosand poond on it too,”
etc., etc., to the accompaniment of many
a “Wull now!" or “I saye!"” from the
admiring and envious crowd of us.

In every town “Stable Whispers™ or
“Paddock Secrets,” or other such hooks
of advice, are on sale in great numbers.
In one great city every pleasant Sunday
afternoon would see great crowds assem-
bled in an open square—about evenly
divided in their crowdings around the
“speechifving " Bolshevist, the race-tip-
ster, and the preacher of the Gospel. Of
these representatives of riot, racing, and
religion, the first two might be said to be
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talking about men's bettering  thejr-
chances in this world, the third their
chances in the next.

Besides the horses, there are the races
of the whippet dogs and the pigeons.
Good =zport I found them and interesting
to watch—though it dulled my pleasure
in them to notice that most of the on-
lookers seemed to give slight attentionto
anything except the placing of their
wagers, the watching of the judge's flag
giving the results, and then the careful
annotating of their score-cards in the as-
sembling of a performance record which
might be counted on for wiser choosings
in the future. In at least some parts of
the country, football games are made to
afford the usual opportunity for placing
the white slips with the bookie, But at
any rate this does not lessen the great
Saturday-afternoon crowds of working
men who follow every play with the eves
of experts—though not with the voices of
the ordinary American “fans.”

“Old gold,” oddly enough, comes into
this matter of sport, and the opportuni-
ties it presents for lessening the unevent-
fulness that poes with both a play-safe
kind of job and a similarly play-safe sort
of leisure, For the man, that is, who can-
not get the pleasure and excitement of
testing himself and his resourcefulness in
the real problems of business—for the
reasons of the American mentioned—the
foothall or cricket field offers opportunity
to meet the artificial obstacles set up by
the game, and by the exhibition of his
prowess to pain a popularity which may
perhaps secure an election or other form
of public recognition. At the very least
it provides a widely used means of tak-
ing off the curse, as it were, from the
otherwise unavoidable life of do-nothing-
ness and the social insignificance which it
is likely to imply.

Such attitudes toward the earning of a
living and toward the finding of some-
thing like adventure in life follow, I be-
lieve, from that decisive “Full up!" of
the factory “gaffer.” Needless to say,
they affect vitally such other matters as
education, morals, drinking habits, class
feelings, unionism, and similar factors in
the life of a people—with deep-going con-
sequences.  The proper discussion of
these, and of the causes of the paffer's
wards, will require another article or two.
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was circus weather, even
though this first day of
September found them in
the high country, A hot
afternoon, getting along
toward evening; the low
mellow sun—there in a wide gap horizon-
ward—penerously  glorifving what the
bill-boards called the hills of canvas. Big
as it was, with its hippodrome and its
thousands of seats and many rings, the
big top seemed small to-day, for this
town was built in the shelter of the range.
Splendid hills were smiling down on the
big top's littleness. And the real moun-
tains—the snow-caps—crowded up be-
hind the hills and looked solemmly over
their shoulders at the diminutive white
mounds that dared call themselves hills
of canvas. For the circus had come from
where the west begins, and now it was
back again after the long, long circling
through the flat country. Soom they
would be far to the south. Bul to-day
the smell of the upland pines was in the
air.

The larpest of touring-cars fashed up
and stopped just to the rear of the ticket-
wapon. Native Exton, the manager, was
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guick to meet it. In desperation he had
sent for Sardon, and Tommy Sardon had
covered the hundred odd miles out of
Denver in no time. For it was Sardon’s
sweetheart—that circus. It wasn't mere-
ly owning it. Anybody could own a
thing. It wasn't a lot of wagons and ele-
phants and poles and railway-cars to Sar-
don. It was a love-affair. He stepped
from his car hastily—a portly, iron-gray
figure, cold eves roving,

“Whats the matter, Native?” he
asked sharply. " Come, let's walk over
behind the tent here. Can't vou talk,
man? Why didn’t you say something in
your message? "

“Six of the damn hoboes down and the
rest white around the gills.”

“ Now, what the I

“It fooks like it might be measles only
—there haven’l been any new cases since
day before vesterday. The bunch is rest-
lezs—due to stampede.”

Sardon rose to the occasion,
Ways nosd 1o an "H:l'.'!:‘;il'lr'l.

“We'll rush ‘em away right now,"” he

He al-

declared. “If they're gone in the morn-
ing, it'll do for the scare. Forget it in a
day."
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“T thought of getting some young doc-
tor to ride the train with us a while—"

“Doctor, the devil,” =neered Sardon.
“A kid doctor would do a heap of good,
now wouldn't he? Find me that black
nigger they call Sunburn—the one that
takes care of those little white dogs.™

“Get that Sunburn,” called Exton to
a boy that was passing. “Quick now!["

And Sunburn was there almost at
once, grinning uncertainly., A short,
broad specimen he was, immensely long-
armed and muscular, with a shiny, scarred
face.

“Kid," snapped Tommy Sardon, “you
remenﬂ::'r that time in New Mexico and
what you did for me. Well, I've some-
thing else on hand for you, We've half a
dozen men here that feel sick and lazy.
We're going to put them in a wagon and
vou're to drive them up into the hills to a
place T know of, and take care of them till
they're through loafin®. You order a cov-
ered wagon, Native—please, please don't
ask me whether it should be blue or white
—a covered wagon, and give him a team
you won't miss. Get Fred to stock him
up at the cook-house with a lot of grub.
He won't be where he can get to town
every few minutes. We want to hustle
and have them well along the road before
dark.”

“But T cain't drive, Mistah Sardon, I
nevah mixed it up with hawses, sah. I've
allas ben in de cook-tent or wid de dawgs.
I nevah knew nothin’ about hawses. 1
could tek care o' dem boys ef T was on'y
there, boss. T ain't no “fraid cat.”

“You'll have to send a driver, Native—
who'll it be? Step him to the front 1"

“Say, I don't know about that. T
haven't enough teamsters, and any way
vou handle them, they're a touchy lot.”

“Touchy be damned! I want a man
to drive that wagon. Money'll do it, 1
reckon. Bring one out. T'll talk to him."

“There's one fellow, Ben Elder. He's
due to drop out in this country anyhow.
He's a mountain man and I don't care
overmuch, for he's shinin' around one of
the girls, and the first thing vou know
he'd coax her away. But he's an inde-
pendent devil. One of the respectable
sort.”

“0Oh, roll him up here, quick! What
do I care for all that? I'm independent,
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too, ain't I? And respectable?” And
Sardon turned his back on the manager,

Presently Ben Elder came. A good-
looking man, brown-faced, blue-eyed, tall,
and never a slouch to his six feet.

Sardon went at him like a tiger.

“We've some sick men over in the cars,
I'm loading them out for a hill camp,
I've pot a black boy to go along and nurse
them through. But he ain't there with
the horses. I want you to drive the lay-
out up into the big sticks. I'm going to
Eive vou "

“But, look here, I'd rather stay with
the show. I don't want to break away—
nol just now.”

“Want money, don't you?"” snarled
Sardon, furicusly flinging himself closer
to the other. “1 suppose you're makin’
eyes at one of the gals around here, You
necd money for that game, son. I'm
going lo give it to you, You can pick up
vour skirt later on—or another one. I'm
going to give vou—let's see how much I
have here—four, five, six hundred dollars
—and the team. I'll give you a scrap of
paper so they won't nail you for horse-
stealing. You pass the nigger four hun-
dred after you get there. He'll have to
keep the camp going for a while, The
rest and the team is yvours. You know
what the worst of our stock is worth these
davs. You're going—d've understand?
Might as well. If you didn't, I'd have
vou run off the lot, vou can bank on that.
As it iz, I'm wour friend and I'll stick.
Now listen! You follow the big road out
of town up this Peaceful Creek till you
pass the sawmill. Then you come to a
branch to the north—right hand. Twelve
miles up that road is the Live Oak shaft.
Only it's a dead one, if T know anything
about mines. But it's gobbled up a heap
of my money in its time, And that’s not
50 long but that the bunk-house is in fair
shape. See that you take enough blank-
ets. Tell that Sunburn there’s a trail
straight on over the ridge that'll take him
to a ranch where he can buy grub when he
runs out, There's good water and pas-
ture for the horses. Only vou better take
vour Dobbins along with you from there,
son. Unless yvou want to loaf around—
which isn't likely. Get me?"

“I've been up that way,” said Ben El-
der slowly, “I've been up and down
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ST have the bad lock to own this show,

these hills. Well, T'll do it; partly to
give those poor devils a breath of fresh
air, I'm not leary of a smallpox =care.
I've been ztraight through a worze deal
than you're giving me. If a man’s clean
like a white man ought to bLe, he ain't
airaid and he don’t get sick. When some-
body takes down with something, why

usually somebody’s heen shivery. I'll get
Sunburn up there an’ stowed away nice,
then I'll hit the trail. I'll leave the big

What do you do around bere 7 “—Page 153

end of your stake like you said, and =el
the pair to the Valley Ranch man. I
know him. He'll give me a fair price.”
“Now you're saying things,”" beamed
Sardon, “Good-Liy, son, I'll go over 1o
the [id_‘kl.'l-\.!.';il_r,uu and fix up your horse
deal on paper. Take along any damn
thing around this show that they can use
up vonder to make 'em comfortable. Be
sure and get one of those big gasoline lan-
terns filled. Make it easy driving to-
187
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night. And here's vour money, boy.
You're welcome 1o il. _]LI.-&! et thusr f::l—
lows on the read before sundown, that's
all T ask. Shake hands on it, and God
bless yvou.™

“(Oh, that part's all right,” returned
Ben Elder easily, showing his white teeth
in a laugh. I reckon God blesses every-
body, only it sort o' slips our memory
sometimes. I'm gone—so long!"™ He
hurried away and Sardon turned away,
toon—first to the ticket-wagon, then on to
a restless stroll.

He did not go wrong on things he was
used to, either at home or abroad, so
when he came to the angle between the
back of the side-show and the menagerie,
and found Colette MacKenzie sitting on
the tongue of a seat wagon, he knew her
for a show-hand instantly. He took in
the comeliness of the girl appreciatively.
Colette was enjoving as much privacy as
one ever had around a circus, but Sardon
broke in on it ruthlessly. Wasn't she part
of the |,-r4ui|:m¢nt?

“Hello, little one !"" he said.  “T'm Mr.
Sardon. I have the bad luck to own this
show. What do you do around here?”

“1 take tickets inside and check up the
pas=es and the cook-tent meals. Then I
help the wardrobe mistress some."

“You ought to be in the chorus.'” as-
serted Mr, Sardon. He could never let
well enough alone—it wasn't in him,
“You're pretty and vou've got the shape,
You ought to be a regular show-girl. T'll
attend to it."”

“7 don't want to,"” returned Colette
briefly. By her tone, a storm threatened.

“Oh, now look here, kid," coaxed
Tommy Sardon softly. * You don't want
to be pokev. Be a sport. And I'll tp
vou to something better than that, yet.
Cluit ‘em cold to-night and come down to
Denver. Look me up. I've got a whale
of a business office, and it's a treat to me
to have a pretty girl around. You den't
mind giving the old man a treat, do vou,
kid? You can file my darn letters or
something. There's a million of "em a
day. And vou don't need to think T'll be
tryin' to kiss you when T come down in
the morning, either. I'm more likely to
cuss than to kiss. Bul I'll be a mighty
good friend in a quiet way. Show a little
life. Quit 'em to-night and put up over
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at the hotel, See me in the morning. T'1I
take vou along in my car. Or if you dont
like the looks of that, come down by train
and ask me for a job, I'll be there. I'm
in the 'phone book, all right.  Good-by,
You do that—we'll make it pay. I'll be
knowing you'll come, kid. You sit here
and study about jit."

She zat on the wagon-tongue—an odd,
haggard, pretty girl, small and lithe, with
warm pgray eves—eves that may have
been warmed at her hair, for her hair was
red—the pleasant bronze red of an au-
tumn leaf. There was a clear-cut, decent
honesty in those eyes—sweetness at the
corners of her mouth. Her years were
twenty, and she was an old circus-hand
at that, She was staring off at the hills,
All day long they had drawn her. She
did not remember ever being so near the
mountains before.

And at the zame moment Ben Elder
was near to forgetting his native hills en-
tirely.

“1'l see if I can get a word with her so
ghe'll know,” he whispered as he neared
the dressing-room. “There's Mother
Mark now. Say, Mrs, Mark, is Colette
around? I've just got to see her a little
minute.”

“Well, you won’t!” The wardrobe
mistress eved him sternly.  “ She said she
was going to town after the show to buy
a pair of shoes. She must've gone—I
haven’t seen her since. Moreover, I don't
want any good-looking eight-horse driver
around this dressing-room. You hear
that?"

Ben Elder was disappointed. “Say—"'
he begged soberly., “1've got to go and
go quick, Will you tell Colette I'm leav-
ing? And that I'll write her as soon as I
can? T wouldn't bother you, only they're
running me off in a hurry.”

“Where vou going—walking away like
this?™

“0h, up in the high country. I belong
around here. You'll zure tell her?™

“Yes, Though T ain't any post-office,
an’ you want to remember there are forty
of those girls, But if she gets past me to-
night, I'll tell her to-morrow,”

“Tll be much obliged, ma'am,” re-
turned Ben Elder earnestly. *Good-by,
Mrs. Mark. Happy days!"

“Good-by. I won't be sheddin’ any
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tears. You'll be joinin’ on in the spring.
I know vou bovs. Your feet get itchy
when the weeds begin to grow."”

The cook-tent was down and gone. A
summer day—a circus day—was ending,
It was high time for a side-show opening.
And there were enough quarters in sight,
So Mr. Henry Pussifer, better known as
Pussycat, Pilgrim's right-hand spicler,
mounted to a vantage-point in front of
his banners and addressed a rapidly
thickening crowd. It was Pussycat's
pride that he could get "em to listen re-
gardlese—rain or shine. And that, too,
with neither a cow-bell ner a snake-
charmer. He was just around a corner
of canvas from Colette. She heard him
vaguely, as something far away.

“Friends of mine,” he began with

genial earnestness, “the most wonderful
thing of all shall T tell yvou. Come close.
You folks there by the ticket-wagon also.
It is important that you hear me plainly
—that there be no disappointment. Did
you ever—ever hear of an oyster, a com-
mon, every-day ovster—gentle, affection-
ate, and well trained—walking a tight
wire? I zaid—did vou ever? No—and
_"_-'HL'I never "."."i‘l[ I Bllt I am |Iﬂ,"l'l_" L I,I'_“ -",'H'I_I
more wonderful things. 5o all get as nem
me as s possible while I describe these
startling, amazing features of our annex—
an annex which has held uncounted thou-
sands spellbound this season. Mysteries
unparalleled.  Phenomenon  after  phe-
nomenon! Marvel upon marvel !
Colette knew the marvels well enough.
There was Pasquale the Mexican who
189
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had the ugly tumor on his forchead that
Pilgrim had faked into a second head,
There were the poor little negro half-wits
from the asylam who made up well as a
canmibal crowd. She sighed, locking at
the last of the light in the west. But it

seemed she was never to be left alone,
for it was just then the manager came
upon her. And Native Exton was in a

M yateries upparalleled.  Phenomenon after phenomenon ! —Page 8.

very bad humor. He loved his horses
and it had gone against the grain to give
up that one team. He stopped short in
front of Colette,

“T've been looking for vou,” he began,
“We need another girl in the chorus,
George tells me—and they don’t seem to
be joining on around here—not so you'd
notice it. I'm putting one of the hoys
from the reserved seats to taking tickets.
You trot around to Mother Mark and
have her fix yvou up with some real pretty
tights."

Colette’s cheeks burned and a small
blaze started in each of her gray eves.

“T don't want to go into the chorus,”
she returned. “I won't wear tights, I
don’t care about that szort of thing., 1
nevel o

“It don't matter what you want or
don't want, Colette,” interrupted the
manager, his thin lips grim. *“It's what
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1 want you to do. If you'd been one of
these 'boes, I'd 've— Well, what do yeu
want?"

A black man was standing close, far
from picturesque in his dirty, torn, red
sleeveless undershirt and dirtier overalls,
His thick lips were curled into a leer.

“ Al wan's mah money. Ah ben work-
in® three days an’ vo' boss am runnin’ me
off an’ no pay at
yo' ticket-wagon,
Now, ah wan’ dat

money, Ah don’
wan' to have to
hurt wo'. Yo' am

an old man——"

“d man, the
devil—'" The
black man seemed
to rize into the air,
so hard was the
blow, Afteranin-
stant he pot up,
wiping the blood
from his mouth,
glaring uncer-
tainly.

““Get out of
here!” the man-
ager told him
sharply. ' Step
lively, er Tl land
on you again.
That's right—keep
going— Don't let’s have any more non-
sense, Colette, Be a pood girl and do
what I tell you. Run around and see the
wardrobe mistress while she isn't busy."”

“Tt says on my contract I'm to be
ticket-taker H

“And make yourself generally useful.
It says that, Colette, I'm sure! Don't
let's argue about a fool thing like a con-
tract. You heard what that darktown
just said. I'm an old man."

“T won't wear tights," said the girl
doggedly,

“You've been stubborn quite a spell, Co-
lette, Furthermore, T've seen a teamster
hanging around talking to you. I haven't
much use for that kind of mixin™ up—
dressing-room and stables. But we've got
ridd of your friend. And you want to let
go your grumpiness at the same time,”

“THd vou run Ben Elder away for—for
thatg"
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“He's gone. Didn't leave vou any
word, did he? No! Butl can't stay here
any longer. Dwooas I tell you, Colette.”

“T won't1"

“You're sure you mean that?”

“Yes"

The manager’s eves hardened.  “Cur-
ly,”" he called to a young man who had
emerged from the half-lifted side-wall
near by, “tell that property-man to
come here. And you'd better change
vour mind before he gets here, Colette;
T'm telling you that.”" Then the manager
fell to sharpening a pencil. The girl said
nothing. Her eves staved on the hills, all
darkening into purple—quiet, cool, se-
renc—though the monotonous side-show
musi¢c was beating in her ears and Pil-
grim's voice around in front, spieling.

“Come on—come on—come on,' he
called to those he knew only as “come-
ons.” YIts a long time before you can
get into the big show—a long time before
the ticket-wagon opens. And vou have
entertainment offered—something  vou
can never, never forget.  Wild wonders—
exciting sights! A big change for a little

“Ah wan’s mah mopey,"—Page 1go.

change. Come on! Come on! Come
onl™
The boss property-man was always in a

hurry, He came up breathless,
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“Lucky," zaid the manager deliberate-
Iy, “you're packing around a trunk for
Misz Coletie
MacKenzie.
You dig it out
and leave it on
the lot when we
move to-night,
She's leaving us
here. That's
all.”

AN right,
gir.” And the
property-nman
went as hastily
as he had come,

“I'm going
over to the front
door, Colette.
It's about time
Lo open the wag-
on. If you de-
cide to do as
you've been
told, let me know.
coming P

“ Just to-day.”

“Here, I'll give it to you and collect
at the wagon. They're too busy to
pay off right now. Well, good-by,
Colette. I'm sorry.”

“Good-by. I'm not sorry.”

Left to herself, the girl sat for a
minute, swinging her feet and eyving
her new shoes. They were very good
shoez—very good, indeed. In fact,
she had spent nearly all of Saturday’s
pay—all that hadn’t been spent be-
fore she got to the wagon. Colette
was not thrifty. She had not been
told anything about such things in
her brief life. Yes, they were good
shoes. The old ones were in a pack-
age there on the wagon-tongue. For
she had just come from Lown and had
sat there to rest. She opened her
purse and put in the silver the man-
nger had given her—the last day’s
pay. That made four dollars and
ninety cents she had to zo on.  And
in another part of the purse was her
emergency fund—three new five-dallar

bills. Bui, somehow, she was not think-
ing about dollars and cents. She was
pondering the fact that Ben Elder was
gone, Colette had never cared for the

Got

any money
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men of the circus, Through the seasons
she had carried the frank manner of a boy
and as little sentiment. But Ben Elder
was—different. He was so big and gentle
and clean. Just clean, And the circus
world seemed rather a dirty world—the
best they could do. Now he was gone,
Surely he must have left some word for her.

She jumped from the wagon-tongue
and went to find Pardner, the mail-man.
Pardner brought the letters from the post-
office and distributed them. Also he was
an usher and leader of the ushers’ band.
Pardner knew everybody and everything.
If you couldn't write a letter vourself,
didn’t know how, Pardner would do it for
a guarter. He would send money home
for you if you had the money and the
home—which was seldom. So by all
these things Pardner had a deep insight
inio personal affairs.

Happily she found him at the back
door—the performers’ entrance. He had
his red coat on one arm and was on his
way to the seats,

“Pardner, where did Ben Elder go?”

“Didn’t know he'd gone, Colette. You
mean he blew? !

“Yes. Won't you go and ask Brown-
fe?”

“T will if I can do it in a minute.
That’s my limit on time."

Colette consulted her wrist-watch,
“0Oh, you've plenty,” she told him.
“You've ten minutes. Pleaze do find
out. I'll be right in here.™

She went into the dressing-room almost
like a stranger, hoping to avoid the ward-
robe mistress, having a sudden distrustful
notion that maybe the manager had given
instructions about her, so that she might
have her argument all over again, and
perhaps be overborne.  But she reached
her trunk unnoticed. Every one was
busy. Mother Mark was having a violent
wrangle about something or other with a
half-dozen pirls at the other end of the
tent. She took a hand-bag from the tray,
slipped a couple of khaki-bound books
into it, together with a few trivial neces-
sities, put the old shoes in the space where
the hand-bag had been, ot out a light
cravenette rtain-coat—then shut and
locked the trunk and set the suitcase on
top of it. Lucky would do the rest.
Cool, clutching fingers of excitement
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caught her throat and held her breathless
for an instant. What was she poing to
do? Resolutely she turned her back on
the trunk—the only homelike thing she
knew—and went out just as Pardner came
back from a fruitless errand.

“T don't know what's wrong,” he told
her, agprieved at his own lack of success.
He did not know that the bosses had been
sternly instructed to keep their mouths to
themselves about the flitting. * Brown-
ie's gol a grouch on. Says he don't know
anything but that Ben had some sort of
round-up with the old man and blew. I
didn't have time to snoop any more,
But I'l find out for vou to-morrow, Co-
lette. 1'd like to see 'em have secrets!
Say, I've pot to hustle—they’ll open the
front door on me. So long!"

Colette was out of it.  She hesitated,
then went irresolutely around toward the
front door. The moon was up in the east,
but nobody around a circus notices a
moon, Lights were flaring everywhere—
side-shows, concession stands, front door.
The midway was packed with people
They were selling out of all three windows
at the ticket-wagon. The sharp *Lay
your money down!” of the lightning-
handed ticket-zellers broke into the blar-
ing notes of the canned music in the me-
nagerie tent. Then the ticket-takers lined
up and the front door opened.

Colette went slowly arcund and across
to the other side. Owver behind the big
top and menagerie was a long stretch of
wooden seats, tier upon tier—bw courtesy
a grand stand on athletic field-days.
There were scattered knots of people
along it—small family groups of men and
women, boys and girls—getting all the
circus they could without paying a cent;
glimpses through the space between the
side-wall and top; and the steady, racy
music of the band.

The girl had been carrving her jacket
over her arm, together with the craven-
ette, Now she put it on and chose herself
a place, nestling down apart at the end of
one of the tiers. There was a gap here—
a sort of an entrance. She leaned over
and looked down on the top of an auto-
mohile standing below. Tt was full of talk
and laughter. A voice floated up to her.

* Jimmie and Ralph broke camp early,”
laughed the voice. “And then left us
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womenfolk while they walked into town
to order out the wagon that was to haul
the outfit. Oh, it was such a lovely place
where we were [

“Though now we know a better one.”
It was a man's voice this time. “We
climbed a ridge and got a line on it. Cnly
you never could et there with a machine.
You'd probably have to pack a burro,
though a buckboard might negotiate it.
Only an apology for a road but the real
“thing in pines. I yvou folks decide 1o
spend a few davs roughing it—tell vou
which way. Right up this street—the
main street—there's a barn of a building
where they handle ore from the mines.
Just the other side, a road turns off to the
left around a little hill. That's the way
we came down this morning.  As pretty
g bit of scenery as yvou'd ever see and
looks like it had never been peeked at."”

The machine went its way, but it left a
most amazing bit of free thinking behind it.

Vor. LXIX.—13

“Da you know what I'm going to do?”
whispered Colette 1o her own heart.
“T'm going along that very road he spoke
of. Maybe I'll ind a gold-mine, Maybe
there'll be a cave where I can sleep. Any-
thing would be better than the matiress
in my berth on that Empress car. Just
think—TI've never in my whole life been
out of a town! A body wouldn't believe
it, but it’s true! I wonder what it'll be
like! Youald circus—I'm done with you,
But T’ll watch you off the lot.”

Her seat was on a level with the side-
wall and she could see into both tents.
By now the trappings were on the ele-
phants, and the girls were in place on their
backs. Tt was time for the walk around,
The hand-concert stopped abruptly.
Brown and his men were getting into their
togs, The familiar flamboyanl march
began—the familiar clapping of many
hands. The show had begun, and that
meant the beginning of the end, for it was

Ll x



194

melting away at the same momeni. The
menagerie was vanishing almost while one
might say the words, Its side-wall was
down, The canvas covers were on most
of the cages. Colette laughed to see Jim-
mie Dee put a sack over cach ostrich’s
head—one by one—and, with the aid of
an energetic helper, pull and push them
up the runway into their cage. A few
minutes ago the long inside candy-stand
had seemed a fived enterprise. Now it
was in the héavy iron-bound trunks, and
the last of the red lemonade had been
recklessly given to the thirsty, trampled
weeds, The clusters of lights slipped
down the centre poles and were blotted
out. The canvas followed. A half-dozen
canvas men came along, taking down the
side-poles. The centre poles swayed—
came deliberately down, Then three
more big top men with a stake-puller,
The elephants hurried from their act and
went away to their own car—big black
lumps against the night. The menagerie
was pone.  Pilgrim's side-show waz gone,
The outside lemo-stands would be there
till the last. A small runabout leaped out
of the dark and stopped very close to the
side-door of the ticket-wagon. That was
for the money. Caolette knew the mana-
ger went away with that. Instantly four
horses had taken the ticket-wagon.

“It’s poing!" whispered Colette—a
tremulous whisper. “Oh, dear! They're
starting on the empty sections in the big
top. I don't care! I'm staying! I'm
done with you—you old circus! I'm
done [

The band paused momentarily while
the Princess Pauline was announced,
Again it stopped while the girls lined up
for the concert talk. It seemed only a
minute till the crowd came pouring out
through the sides—the bip top steadily
melting, melting, even while the concert
was going on. Then she heard the famil-
iar shout: “All over! All over!” Co-
lette looked suddenly around her. The
people on the board seats bhad disap-
peared. The lights were out. The big
top was down, There was only a flaring
torch here and there—there and here, for
a memory. She drew a long breath and
got to the ground, picking her way across
the lot to where the dressing-room had
been. Yes,- there was her trunk—such
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a lonesome-looking little steamer-trunk
with her suitcase cuddled against it.

“You poor dear,” crooned Colette to
the trunk as she picked up the suitease
“You've been my old Kentucky home for
a good while. Never you mind, T'll go
this minute and have you sent for.”

There was a garage across from the lot
with a sign “Express and Drayage.”
The man in the office stared owlishly at
the show-girl. But she had been stared
at in so many ways so many days. It was
a part of living.

“T want you to get a small trunk from
the circus lot. It's right behind the big
pole-wagon—where you see those torches
—marked MacKenzie on the end, It's
to go to the depot. Here, check my suit-
caze, then I'll be travelling light.”

“8. and 8., you meang”

Colette nodded. “How much?”

“Dollar. Thanks. Here's your claim
checks. Tend to it right now."

She went along the deserted street
leisurely—yes, right happily even, till
youth's greatest problem presented itself,

“I'm hungry,” she murmured gravely,
coming to a corner and inspecting t
cross streets where there was a semi-occa-
sional lighted front. ** And here's a little
eating-place—you wouldn't call it a
restaurant,  That would be too huge a
name. Let's po in, Colette. And I'll tell
you something else, Colette MacKenzie—
you're not going to look up any shabby,
shoddy, down-in-the-mouth hotel and
spend a lot of your money for a bad, bad
bed and a worse breakfast. There's no
one in there,” she meditated, surveying
the interior of the restaurant, “and it's
real bright and nice-looking. T'll go in
and eat them out of house and home.
While I'm busy at that they shall put me
up a scrumptious lunch. There'll be pro-
visions to last a short lifetime.  T'll follow
that road—follow—follow—follow, I'm
not a bit sleepy; and there's the moon.
Even if it is behind those clouds now, I
just know it will give me light by the time
I'm on my way. Oh, won't it be fine!
Who knows what next? T can say it like
old Pussycat: Come on! Come on!
Come on !

She went to a bit of a table in the rear,
almost hidden by a sideboard. A clean,
oldish Chinaman came out. Colette was
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rather glad. A Chinaman would know
his place. He would neither forget her
altogether nor try to flirt with her. She
smiled up at him companionably.

“I'm good and hungry—what'’s your
name "

“Name Al Sing. Anything you like? "

“Al Sing, vou make me some real hot
buttered toast and French fried potatoes
and some sliced tomatoes. And a pot of
hot chocolate. You sabe chocolate—
yes? And put me up a nice big lunch—
enough for three girls.”

“All so," Al Sing smiled placidly, “I
fix you fine good box—you like to read
now? One funny page here.”

Aftera bit Colette let the paper fall and
sat dreamily wondering what the journey
would be like. It had been a hard road—
the one she knew about, Colette had a

vague notion it had been harder than was
good for a girl. This would be something
new, even though it took her to the jump-
ing-off place.

“That's exactly where I want to go,"”
she mused, pleased by the last fancy.
“The jumping-off place. And then, oh,
when I get there you'll zee me jump!™

She ate and drank eagerly yet deliber-
ately, and smiled with fine approval at Al
Sing as he came from the kitchen carry-
ing a long flat pasteboard box strongly
tied, and with a rope handle so it looked
a good deal like a suitcase. Colette lifted
it appraisingly.

“T'm sure that's just right," she re-
marked contentedly. “How much is all
this #*’

“Three dollaranda half,” smiled Al Sing
politely. “Good lunch. V'ygood lunch.™
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“T'm glad yvou didn't say "velly, '™ said
Colette.  “I'm glad it"s that much. It's
warth it and I have the money. You
surely put in everything "

“All things—all!™ Al Sing spread his
hands comprehensively,

“Good. Here's your money and a
quarter to remember me by, Al Sing.”
She took the package and started out,
pauzing at the plass case in front. There
was a penny machine for selling matches,
Colette thoughtfully took a penny from
her purse and possessed herself of a box.

“T might have a camp-fire,” she mur-
mured. “¥ou never can tell.” Then she
went out into the night. “Tsn’t this
street quiet! Lights behind, but up at
this end it's off the beat. I'm glad of it
I hope I can get clear out of town without
some cop stopping to chin me—like as not
have to pause and tell him my life history.
Only T won't lie to anybody—T'll tell the
truth. I've been nowhere and I'm on my
way to somewhere.”

‘The big building of which the man had
spoken loomed into view presently. Be-
vond it the houses were few and fewer.
The skies above were gray with clouds,
but the moon, over to westward, was al-
most a full circle behind those clouds, and
there was light enough to see the road.

“Here's the branch I follow,” laughed
Colette in soft delight when she had been
trudging for a time. *“Pretty soon now
there won't be any houses.  Just hills and
hills and hills. Those beautiful blue hills T
saw last night from the lot, Fancy a girl
never secing anything like that, except
from the windows of a circus-train, all hot
and dusty, with ffty girls crowded into
the zame car. Why, I'm part of them. If
anybody's looking at those lovely, misty
peaks now, they're looking at Colette
MacKenzie."

Around the corner of the hill the road
went up over a rise, then dipped steeply
into the hollow—then up again with rocks
beginning to pile high on either side.
The girl went steadily along, a lonely
little figure through the mountain night.
It was after another sharp turn and an-
other bit of a climb and another bit of a
valley—it was after that the trees began
to come clozer to the road. Sometimes
standing in serious groups to see her go
by. And then—
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“Tt’s raining |’ she exclaimed, stopping
short of a sudden and tilting her face
heavenward. "It’s raining and, oh, I do
love a rain! I'm glad I have the craven-
ette, But I must get under one of you
trees| MNow which one wants me most?
Don’t all speak at once.”

She began to pick her way carefully to
a shadowy rock a hundred steps or so off
the road. Silhouetted against the sky-
line and very close to the rock was a tree.
By the time she reached her destination
the shower was pattering briskly. But it
was the right place. Creeping bencath
the low branches, she found that the rock
sent out a great slab almost to the tree-
trunk—a goodly roof over her head. It
was dry under there, carpeted with the
pine-needles of years and years gone by.
Colette put the precious box in the far-
thest driest nook, and then propped her-
self luxuriously, listening in huge content.
It was only a shower, though. Overin the
west the moon was breaking through the
clouds. But how good it sounded ! How

good to be in this dear cranny—so warm

and sheltered—listening. Such a kindly,
gentle rain—the way the drops touched
the rocks and the big tree was like a soft
voice whispering—a sweet voice whisper-

ing.

Colette sighed. “If I put my hand-bag
under my head it will make enough of a
pillow. I can listen to that rain just as
well lying down. T don't want to miss a
single drop—I love it 501" She buttoned
the last button of the long rain-coat and
drew her feet up beneath it. “I'm very
comfortable,” she told herself. And then
it was quiet indeed in the lodging under
the rock—quiet indeed.

When she opened her eyes a chipmunk
was sitting within a foot of her face, alert
and curious. They stared at one another
for a flick of an instant, after which the
chipmunk, thinking about breakfast,
flashed away. Colette sat up, wide-eyed.
There was sunlight everywhere. Morn-
ing was out for a walk—so they went to-
gether. Morning and Colette were good
comrades by all the ups and downs of the
mountain road till afternoon. Morning
companioned her till the road had come
to be not much more than a trail up a
steep hillside. She had been on the
fricndliest terms with the lunch-box, but
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it was heavy, the rain-coat heavier. Yet
only to see a reckless young creek cascad-
ing down the ledges a dozen steps away
made up for all that. And it was fine the
way the big courteous pines lined up along
the march so a small body could rest at
will in their shade. Then she came sud-
denly out into an open glade; a little oval
from which one could look out over won-
derful miles of mountains. And across
the glade was a most inviting cabin—a
homey place with a long porch. It was
the kind of a cabin that looked to have
been built to last forever and ever.

The one window to the rear was shaded
by a pine-tree and looked ocut upon a
great boulder higher than the house. The
window wasn't boarded closely like the
others, for the back of the house was in the
shelter of the hill. Colette peered be-
tween the boards.

“Tt doesn't seem to be nailed down,”
ghe murmured. “I could take this old
pole and pry the boards off.” She did it
too and then pushed up the sash. “Gra-
cious me! If some one should come
suddenly around the corner and say,
‘Did you do this?" I guess I'd have to
speak right up and say, 'Yes!" But they
wouldn't care. Not when I told them
about me—surely they wouldn’t care,
There! It was a bar across the front
door. What a big room—and a fireplace |
Colette, you've never had a chance at a
fireplace except in a hotel parlor, and
what fun is that? And a better bed than
T've been used to; the blankets look as
clean as can be. But looky !—here’s an
extra pair folded up and there’s no ques-
tion about them. In a minute T'll carry
them out and give them a good airing till
bedtime. There are books and a lamp.
How could any one go away from such a
house? Aren't those windows the dar-
lings, even boarded up? I lowve it all this
minute more than anything. Let's see
the kitchen. That ladder must lead to an
attic. Such a cunning little cook-stove.
Al Sing, I'm cross. There isn't a solitary
thing in that lunch-box to cook, and who
wouldn't want to cook? Here's the pan-
try—do you suppose—hbut of course they
stayed till it was all gone—cvery bit.
No, here's some cocoa in a can. There's
been sugar in—oh, here's sugar in a glass
jar. No flour—that's about all. Why, of
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course they stayed until it was all gone.
Nﬂhﬂd}' would leave till then. I wish T
had four weeks® provisions. Well, TI'm
very thankful for this little hit and the
cocod. Now, what must 1 do before dark ?
There must be wood for the fireplace and
the stove, and water from the creek.”

There was plenty of wood scattered
everywhere. Then there was the wood-
pile with pieces saved for the fireplace,
and lots of chips to start with. Very
soon smoke was curling from kitchen and
fireplace too.

“It isn't cold,” admitted Colette; “not
yet, But I like the looks of it.” So she
made her cocoa, and ate her EUglJpcr in the
living-room, sighing to see how much
empty space was left in the hinch-box.
And then she went to watch the sunset.

The shadows were getting long. Eve-
ning had settled on the canyon below and
in all the hollows of the hills, though the
sun was yel warmly red on the heights,
It was a lovely, contented corner of the
world, Some time or other fairies had
comée here and put in a summer day cook-
ing up a supply of peace spells—and the
kettle had boiled over. A belated gray
suirrel cut a green cone from the tallest
of the trees at the side of her doorway and
then stopped short, hali-way down the
trunk, to chatter mountain news 1o her
before he took his provision away. Adfter
he was gone she was very much alone, for
by now the sun was gone, The hills stoad
darkly blue. The quietness that came
was a rare thing—pleasant as the fragrant
breath of the pines. Colette had been
hammered with noizes all her young life.
Circus days—city ways—are clamorous.
Somehow the singing of the little stream
did not break in upon the stillness in the
least. Indeed, the singing of the stream
was part of the stillness.

After a while it grew cool, so Colette
went within and built up the blaze in the
fireplace, rejoicing in the light and iis
warmth for hour-long ages. Then she
sut on her jacket and strolled out to zee

w it all looked beneath the moon—for
the moon was just getting above the
shoulder of the hill eastward., The side-
wise swing of its rising made it seem to
cling to the crest—a big, blown glory- .
bubble, resting on the velvet-green carpet
of pines along the ridge.
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She walked slowly across the glade to
the singing water, and then—more slow-
Iy, so very slowly—back again. On the
porch she turned her flowerlike face to the
dark clearness above.

“Are you going down the hill to-mor-
row, Colette—to see what Mr. Sardon
will do for you?" she queried softly, as
if shie were there—up above. “You know
well enough there'll be something for you,
Oh, it's wrong, wrong to go down there—
but it's all you can do. And it's right to
stay up out of it—like here—you love it
so—and that's all you can’t do! You
can't eat pine-cones like that dear old
sguirrel that talked to me. Well, there's
God, you know, There couldn’t be such
a beautiful, beautiful place unless God
made it all. Men don't do things this
way. They make a—a—circus-tent!
And God's here. He iz my life—that's
how 1 can love everything so much. [
haven't any folks. Idon't want toleave
this housze that I found all by myself. But
I can't stay—and I must go—to-morrow.
God’ll have o change that around to-
night—so that I must stay and T can’t go
—yes, to-night—so it'll be done in the
morning. God’s no sleepy-head  like
Colette MacKenzie,”

She went in and crept into bed by the
firelight and was instantly asleep.

Morning came to visit her again—only
a minute it seemed. Colette went to the
stream and rejoiced in the sting of the
icy water on hands and face. Then she
took a small mirror from the cabin wall
and, propping it against a convenient
rock, combed her hair.  She was hard-
ened to makeshilt ways and means. The
sun was high, for she had slept very late.
By the time she had brought & stew-pan
full of hot cocoa out to the right corner of
the porch and arranged her breakfast, i
was later yet.

Just then a burro came out into the
open—behind the burro, a man. Co-
lette’s eyes suddenly became intent—
there was something oddly familiar about
that man. The clothes didn't look the
same, but—the man.

“"Why, why—Ben—Ben Elder,"" she
said shakily as he came near. “I—I
came— How did you— Geod momn-
ing !"

The small burre began to gather weeds
or flowers at its own good pleasure. Ben
Elder stood as still as one of the pines be-
fore the cabin.

“Tt 1s you, Colette. It must be you!™
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Then he broke the zpell suddenly and
caught her two hands, perhaps to make
sure she was no shadow.

“Colette,” he queried wonderingly,
“Mother Mark told you—but how did
you know about my mine?™

“Your mine! Yours! Ben Elder, you
aren’t tefling me that my house 1 found
is yours! Oh, Ben! No, I didn't know.
How could I know? 1 didn’t see Mother
Mark.”

“1 asked her to tell you I was going. I
drove some sick men out to the tall tim-
ber—out the other way, it was. Left a
man totake care of them. Say, they were
pretty near well men when we got there,
even after a rough drive. They liked it.
Got 'em located and caught a ride in yes-
terday afternoon. Then I stocked up on
some new clothes and had a bath and a
shave,; and wasn't a circus man any more.
But I'm glad T joined on, Colette. I guess
Iamglad! Yesterday afternoon I bought
the little burro—her name's Katie. And
I loaded Katie with a grub-stake and came
home. T've been away szeven weeks,
Now you tell me. It's your turn.”

“I closed night before last—quit the
show—they wanted me—well, I didn't
like it and quit. 1 was sitting around
watching them tear down when 1 heard
some folks talking about a road out of
town. And I'd heard you talk about the
hills, and 1'd never seen them, so I bought
a lunch and came, And to your house!
I'm s0 ashamed! 1 tore some boards off
the window, Ben—to get in. And I used
your cocod and sugar and a good deal of
wood."

Ben Elder had no harsh word for any
of her sins,

“Caolette,” he said difidently, ¥ I never
told you. I thought maybe a circuz man
looked best to you. You see, it was this
way. I've been up here a long time. I
can take out enough ore to make a mighty
fine living. It's hard work—anything's
hard that’s worth while. But one day
two months ago I got tired of it all of a
sudden and 1 said to myself I'd ride
east as far as Chicago. When I pot there
it was hot. Nothin® to do; and I wished
I was home digping a little deeper into the
hill there. Then T saw a circus picture
on a hill-board and T went out there that
night. You took my ticket to the seat
inside. 1 was right close to where you
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stood. After the show, when they were
tearing down, I stood around. The boss
hostler was Hl’ﬂ“’ling to another fellow
about being short of drivers. All at once
I woke up and joined. That's the way
I got to know you, Colette. Last night T
wrote you—wenl at il pretty late, and
then took the letter over and mailed it
bLefore T slept.  This morning I woke
Katie grand 'n’ early and came home to
wait and see what you'd write back to
me, Henry in at the post-office is a good
old friend of mine. He was going to send
any likely letter out quick. Coletie—
Colette——""

ak YEF.."

“What would you have written? Tell
me,
“How should I know? 1 don't know
what you said.”

“Why—I told you all about this place
and the hills. And how anybody could
live here from April to the last of October,
and then stay in town till spring. I've
plenty of money for us, Colette. There's
a ranch back in Dixie Canyon—a fellow
runs it on shares. It's almost as pretty as
this, only I like the high ground. And I
said—I said you'd be just as happy as I
knew how to make you. T'm not much of
a girl’s man, Colette. I never saw a girl
before you, not to look at twice. But I'd
be decent. I know there’s a big principle
in behind things somewhere, and I never
buck it by drinking or playing it low
down. 1 haven't had a chance to talk to
yvou much. As it was, T got cussed twice
a day for neglecting my horses, just trying
to get a plimpse,  So 1 thought T might as
well write it. But that was all T said, ex-
cept that you were the kind of a gir]l that
a man would love forever—and that 1
loved you. I do love you, Colette, more
than I can very well tell. If we went
right away to town to be married—I
could have them drive us back out as far
as the foot of the hill. Then we'd walk
up here together—home."”

Colette was not haggard now. She was
rosy and her gray eyes were like moming
stars.

“T must get us something to eat,” she
said shyly. *“Oh, what are you doing,
Ben? I didn't say I would—but T will!
Oh, my dear, yes, I willl And I'm glad!
It's such a wonderful way to go—and
come."



MENTAL CONTAGION AND POPULAR CRAZES
By James Hendrie Lloyd, M.D.

R0 the physician, whose hab-
28] it it is to study the pa-
y thology of his cases, the
H tendencies of the present
4 day offer some interesting
problems. He can make no
claim to write about them as a politician
or economist: and, in fact, he is rather
happy to be exempl from the prejudices
of the partisan, and to be able to take a
detached position in which he can wield
the pen of the scientist,

De CQuincey tells us that an eminent
British surgeon, by whom he is supposed
to have meant Sir Astley Cooper, thanked
heaven that he was entirely ignorant of
history; that what little history he had
ever known he had resolutely tried to for-
get, or to confuse in his memory, so that
“as to all such absurd knowledge his
mind was a fabula rase. Now this may
be a qualification for a surgeon, or at
least no disadvantage to him (as to which
point the present writer expresses no
opinion); nevertheless, it is indizputable
that there is an aspect of history that is
distinctly pathological, and therefore
cannot be ignored by the mental patholo-
gist. History is full of instances that
Eer:-ve the truth of this thesis. If, as has

o claimed, history is philosophy teach-
ing by example, it is also psychiatry
warning us by many frightful instances,

The caszes of individuals who have been
inzane and yet have played a part in
hiztory are not unknown and need not be
mentioned. Ireland has written a book
an this subject which he calls “The Blot
upon the Brain.” We are concerned
here not 5o much with individuals as with
popular movements, for such movements
may be quite as abnormal as men. The
mental pathologist has even invented a
name for this sort of movement and calls
it a “pandemic psychosis”; that is to
say, & functional mental diserder which
tends to =pread over large numbers of
pwple. Tts chief characteristic, indeed,
15 this tendency (o spread; it is like the
cholera or the smallpox in so far as it

pursues what may be called a centrifugal
course, It grows out of what has been
somewhat crudely called *mob psychol-
ogyv,” but a better term is mental conta-
gion, because the analogy to the conta-
gious diseases is complete.

The Middle Ages, which were a period
of dense popular ignorance, were prolific
of such crazes. The belief in demons
dominated all imaginations: superstition
spread everywhere; it was the reign of
sorcery; of the witches® Sabbath; of
demonopathy, and of demoniacal pos-
session.  Terrible epidemics of religious
insanity occurred, which led to priestly
exorcisms and mystical ceremonies, and
ended in the condemnation of the ill-
fated insane and in their punishment as
witches by torture and death. Thou-
sands of these unhappy wretches atoned
with their lives for their loss of reason,
and perished at the stake.* Calmeil and
other French writers have preserved the
history of this deplorable distemper of
the human mind. Lord Chief Justice
Hale, of the King’s Bench, was s0 firm in
his helief in witcherait, that he is known
to have condemned two women to death
for it; and King James I wrote a work on
demonology in which he urged that the
plea of insanity for those accused of witch-
craft should be rejected in the courts;
but mozst of the writings of this monarch
were “studded with absurdities.” In
this country the historic epidemic of
wilcheraft at Salem is too well known to
need more than a passing reference.  All
this literature should be commended to
the notice of Sir Oliver Lodge. If we are
to have a witchcraft craze in this present
age of so-called enlightenment, it will he
due to those who claim that they can
hold communion with the spirits, for they
ignore the fact that, if they can summon
up good spirits from the vasty deep, there
will be some perverts who will draw the

" Eee the writer’s work on " The Medical Junsprodence
of Insanity,” in Wharlom and Stille's * System,” wvol. 111,
E.lfaﬁ' also, Régis, © Manual of Mental Medicine,” trans-

[ Banmistee, p. 16, from which the statoment is
taken,
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logical conclusion that fhey can summon
up evil spirits as well—and so we shall
have all the materials for a witches'
dance. There may be some cynical
neurologists who would rather like to see
such a dance. It would give them an
opportunity for a critical study—for these
pandemics are of great scientific interest
to vour cynical neurologist.

There are two principles that dominate
thiz subject. The first is the emotional or
sentimental factor. When a mere emo-
tion, such as desire or fear, becomes the
chief motive of conduct, we have a re-
versal of normal psychology, for evi-
dently in the normal man the reasoning
process should precede the emotional, al-
though there is a school of psychologists
who deny this. Nevertheless, their denial
only rtaises an academic question, for
practically in sound morals it is not to be
denied that a man should have a clear
conception of his duty or his aims, which
concfpti:}n should hold precedenn: of his
emotions, which latter are merely the re-
actionz of his mind to his own personal
interests. We can perhaps gain a clear
understanding of this subject if we ob-
serve the mental processes of children.
They argue and act largely from their
emotions, not having vet developed the
reasoning faculties sufhciently to control
conduct. They act from the narrow per-
sonal standpoint, of which alone they are
cognizant, not from any large general
principles of reason, This is the normal
state also of animals. Now, it is not un-
usual to see a certain type of men and
women who seem never to have advanced
far beyond this juvenile stage: and even
in the best of people such an occasional
reversion to the juvenile status may be
seen. It is also very common in the
insane, for the more their reaszon is de-
throned the more their emotions run
riot. This, indeed, i5 one of the marks,
or stigmata, of insanity. But there is no
hard-and-fast line between sanity and in-
sanity, and in the borderland between
the two we see all kinds of queer or aler-
rant conduct, in which the ¢emotions have
more sway than they are legally entitled
to. This is a feature never to be over-
locked in considering the psychology of
the crowed.

The second factor is the principle of
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imitation, We owe more to this in our
education than some of us might like to
acknowledge. There is little that is
ariginal in any of us; we owe most of our
attainments to others, and we have come
by them by the simple process of copy-
ing them. This facilitv is very marked
in our simian kinsfolk, and doubtless has
come down to us from a remote ancestry
among the anthropoid apes. Tt is sucha
powerful and all-pervading impulse that
it clearly transcends the limits of a maga-
zine article. Sufficient to say that it is by
imitation largely and unconsciously that
mental contagion spreads. There is a
form of insanity which the French call
“Folie Communiguée,” which i= com-
municated from one person to another.
The writer once saw an example of it in
three sisters, who had communicated
their delusionz to one another in an ah-
normal domestic environment, until they
all became so insane that they had to be
locked up. If the abnormal environment,
inztead of being the domestic circle, is a
nation-wide or a world-wide pande-
monium, such as has followed the Great
War, the conditions are most favorable
for the growth of pandemics such as we
see at the present day. A homely illus-
tration of what is meant can be.eeen in
the automobile mania, which now holds
this country in its grip. The great ma-
jority of the people who go tearing up
and down our city streets and along our
country roads could probably not tell
why they do it. There is nothing rational
in their conduct, and most of them would
doubtless be better off if they remained
at home and engaged in some useful oc-
cupation. They are following an imita-
tive impulse which hurries them into a
road race—useless, extravagant, and hom-
icidal.”

Zionism, for another example, looks to
an outsider like one of these pandemic
psychoses, although it is still in the mak-
ing. Its moving spring is a disordered
sentiment, not reason. The Jews have
not possessed Palestine for nearly two
thousand years, and even at that remote
time their tenure of the land was a very
freble one, They criginally acquired it,
according to their own book of Judges,
by conquest, and were not overnice in
their methods—as when they cut off the
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thumbs and the great toes of Adoni-bezek.
Therefore, if there are any descendants of
the ancient Canaanites still living, these
have a prior claim to the Jews, who at
most held on for only a few centuries, It
is difficult to see how the modern Jews
have any better claim to Palestine than
the descendants of the Mayfower pilarims
have to their ancestral homes in England.
But the cold facts of history do not dis-
turh enthusiasts—and =o contagious, un-
fortunately, is this mental state in Amer-
ica, that a large body of sympathizers is
easily marshalled, who eare no more for
history than did old Sir Astley Cooper.

You can more easily convince some
people by a hunger strike than you can
with a lecture on mental contagion. They
will not, or cannot, see that a man who
substitutes his stomach for his reason as
the umpire of his cause, and stakes the
maorality of his case on his ability to with-
stand starvation, is dangerously near to
lunacy. His fight is no better than the
old ordeal by fire or water, or the old
wager of battle, and it is not nearly so
picturesgue.

Gibbon tells us that “in the quarrels of
ancient Greece, the holy people of Elis
enjoyed a perpetual peace, under the
protection of Jupiter, and in the exercise
of the Olympic Games."”" Thiz probably
comes as near to the dream of the modern
pacifists as anything that will ever be
realized on earth. It is a pity that our
American baseball could not be utilized in
some such way instead of being a per-
petual war on the umpire. Elis was the
capital of the Hellenic state in which stood
Olympia; vet, in spite of its dedication to
sport and itz exemption from war, it was
a rather backward provincial place and
contributed no great man to history. The
fact, indeed, would seem to be, as we cast
our eyes over the past, that peace has had
no monopoly of the virtues, and that man-
kind, since its début upon the stage of
history, has been in such a constant state
of war that this state has some claims to
be considered its normal environment.
This is in strict accord also with our mod-
ern doctrine of evolution, for all life is a
struggle for existence and the survival of
the fittest. We can no more escape from
this universal law than from the law of
gravitation—which puts us down where
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we belong, whether we like it ornot, Ttis
by no means certain that tosubstitute the
ignoble wrangles and deadly competitions
aof peace for the occasional out-and-out
conflicts of arms would greatly redound
to the moral progress of the race. It is
rather humiliating to our bourgeois pride
to recall the story of the Persian peneral
who looked down with contempt on the
Greeks cheating one another in the mar-
ket-place. Man in full vigor of health is
a fine fighting animal; such is his normal
state, and to this martial vigor has been
due the success of the great Nordic race,
which has dominated in the modern civili-
zation of Europe. Mental pathologists
know full well that brain-fatigue is most
likely to show itzelf in its earlier stages by
aversion to strenuosity; a desire for seclu-
sion and repose; an avoidance of conflict;
a fear of pain; a dread of responsibility,
This aspiration of the pacifists iz an abnor-
malsign; a mental contagion, Thisdream
of perpetual peace can easily end in a
neurasthenic nightmare. It should be re-
sisted, before it goes too far, as the mani-
festation of a world-wide psychosiz; the
reaction, as it were, of a sick world, which
knows not itself nor the diagnosis of its
own case. From another angle of mental
pathology this morbid desire for peace
may be regarded az one of the “repressed
emotions,” which, according to Freud, are
usually kept out of view in the hysterical
brain by force of convention, until some
great crisis gives them an eruptive im-
pulse which drives them to the surface—
an impetus which may not lose its force
until 1t has created a veritable craze.
The present age is neurasthenic from
war-shock and industrialism;, and this
state of nerves provides good ground for
propaganda, which is merely a mode of
imitation. Neurologists know that noth-
ing is more characteristic of neurasthenics
and hysterics than their tendency to
yield to the potent influence of sugges-
tion, and that no other patients are 2o
liable to be affected by their surround-
ings. This mental contagion can spread,
like a bad odor, through a hospital or
sanitarium, and on a pandemic scale it
goes far to explain the present tendency
af people to fall victims to all kinds of
moral schemes, impracticable reforms,
and uplifts. There is also an underlying
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sense of vague apprehension—"*a sense of
impending evil,” as the nerve specialists
call it—which iz very commonly seen in
persons on the verge of a nervous break-
down, When thiz gathers momentum in
such a vast country as the United States
we witness a furor of virtue and fanati-
cism which may become an appalling
tyranny—for there is no tyranny like the
tyranny of the populace,

In a former paper, written for a medical
society, the present writer said that pro-
hibition in America is the greatest pan-
demic hysteria since the crusades. The
analogy may be thought to need justifica-
tion. The crusades made their appeal
to religious enthusiasm, and the object
they sought to attain was not only not
practicable but not even (except from a
sentimental standpoint] greatly to be
desired. So strong was the impulse that
inspired them, and so oblivious to the
teachings of common sense were the ig-
norant multitudes who followed them,
that they lasted, with intermissions, for
nearly two centuries. They levied a
frightiul toll in bloed and treasure, and
set an awful example of cruelty and
fanaticism. And, after all, they accom-
plished nothing. There never was, up to
that time, such a misdirected effort, such
a barren enthusiasm, such a long-lived
pandemic. Gibhon, in hiz summing up
of the effects of the crusades, says that
they appear to him to have checked
rather than forwarded the maturity of
Eurcpe. Among the few benefitzs which
they introduced into Western civiliza-
tion he mentions windmills, silk, and
sugar—hbut he does not mention afcofiol,
The discovery of the art of distilling the
spirit of wine has been ascribed to the
Arabs, and the name is obviously Arabic,
The knowledge of this art is said to have
been spread to Europe by means of these
holy wars, but our modern prohibitionists
will- hardly claim this knowledge as one
of the benefits conferred by the crusades.
Berthelot, however, has written a learned
essay to disprove that we owe to the
Arabs this our first step in the downward
course of aleoholism,

Now in the object and circumstances
of the crusades there is evidently much
that can find no analogy in our modern
prohibition, but in their main features,
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as a pandemic ps.],'{:hﬂsiS,‘S-UCh E.S‘L‘hﬂir
religious enthusiasm, their fanaticism,
their impracticality, and their lack of
common sense, the analogy is not far-
fetched. Can any man in his senses be-
lieve that this stupendous revolution in
the habits and morals of a4 100,000,000
people is to be accomplished by adding a
few lines to a written constitution? This
law has been a half-dead letter since the
very day it was promulgated. The new
broom did not sweep clean. How will it
be in another tem, twenty, fifty vearsp
And if it does not succeed, if it is flouted,
will it not have brought the Constitution
itsell into disrepute? This is one of ils
most menacing features.  Our fathers
left us a rational and liberal Constitution,
but we have patched and dishgured it
by adding to it a sumptuary law which
raises a secret rebellion in the breasts of
self-respecting men. Physicianz have
little reason to defend alcohol, but neither
can they, without a protest, follow in the
wake of a popular movement which
seems to lead nowhither; unless to chaos.

But perhaps we are to fall back on the
doctrine of the perfectability of mankind.
This is one of the catchy terms which seem
to have had their origin in a misinter
pretation of Darwin. If men to-day are
not what they ought to be, they will be-
come 50 Lo-morrow, for the doctrine of
evolution teaches that there is a constant
upward progress. This is the argument.
But a candid study of evolution does not
support these hopes of a millennium, Ac-
cording to Professor Conklin, of Prince-
tom, there has been no notable progress in
the evolution of the human body for at
least 10000 years, and there is none in
prospect. He points out that the mare
highly specialized an organism becomes
the greater is its risk of extinction, be-
cause a very slight change in its environ-
ment may be fatal to it. Tt is like a deli-
cate machine, such az a watch—ensily put
out of order. The progress of evolution
through the ages is marked with the fossil
remains of animal forms that perished
from the earth because of changes in their
environment. Now it may be that such
a crisis is at present confronting civilized
man. We are face to face with conditions
that indicate very clearly that civilized
man is not adjusting himself successfully
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to his environment, This is a biological
way of stating a sociological fact.

Dean Inge, of London, seems to think
that the Great War inflicted a mortal
wound on Western civilization. The
human race can no longer bear the burden
of our hard, mechanical, industrial life,
and is going to refuse to continue to pro-
duce. To the present writer the most
ominous symptom of this decadence, this
maladjustment of the organism to its
environment, is the modern strike. As
this is a morbid phenomenon, it is a fit
subject for the mental pathologist.

The strike exhibits the action of the
two principles already referred to: first,
arguing from the emotions; second, imi-
tation. When, from natural causes, the
price of wheat fell recently to a little be-
low two dollars and thus gave some
promise to a suffering world of a reduc-
tion of the high cost of living, the Western
farmers raised a cry that they would hold
their wheat until they forced the price
up to three dollars. In other words, like
Joseph of old, they would corner the
wheat-market, even though the world
starved for it; and they proclaimed that
in their opinion this was an act of justice
of equity. Now it is impossible to arpue
with men like those. Their disregard of
economic law is complete; and this dis-
regard of, or ignorance of, economic law
is the characteristic of the strike almost
everywhere, But the industrial world
rests on economic law. To speak biolog-
ically, this law is a part of the environ-
ment. If fate has brought the world to
a pass where it cannot, or will not, con-
form to it, the world is in a bad way for
evolution along present lines.

It is the power of one idea acting on
large masses of men that gives the strike
its distinctive feature—and this one idea
makes its way by the most elementary
method, namely, by imitation. Com-
plex thinking iz not possible for the
crowd; everything must be brought to a
focus, until the one idea becomes an ob-
session; and it is then transmitted from
brain to brain as a sort of unreasoning
impulse, verv much like what i= seen
when a herd is stampeded. It goes in
one direction, heedless of the dangers in-
curred or’the obstacles to be overcome,
When men are thus stampeded there is
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a strong instinct of self-preservation, but
there is also a supreme indifference to the
claims of society at large, and just as in
the individual who suffers with a mono-
mania, and feels that his claims to favor
are disregarded, so there occurs in the
strikers a sense of persecution, which
leads to acts of resentment and violence.
At this writing there are 1,000,000 coal-
miners on strike in Great Britain. It
is impossible to suppose that any preat
number of these men have either the in-
clination or ability to reason fully and
clearly about all the momentous and dis-
astrous consequences of their action. The
industrial world is a highly complex or-
ganism; or, to use Professor Conklin's
phrase, it is highly specialized —the prod-
uct of a process of evolution. It will
suffer, and it may perish, if its component
parts are no longer able to keep them-
selves in adjustment to their environ-
ment. This may not be the fault of any
man or of any set of men—it may be due
to some inherent weakness in the organ-
ism or to some inscrutable law acting in
the environment.

Ii the reader will turn to Oshorn's
book on “Men of the Old Stone Age,”
he will wake up to the fact that we civi-
lized men are not far removed from the
barbarians. The whole period of man's
civilization, from the time of the ear-
liest records in Egyvpt and Mesopotamia,
is but as yesterday compared to the
long prehistoric period during which the
human race existed in Europe as the con-
temporary of the cave-bear, the cave-
hyena, and the rhinoceros. Osborn pre-
sents us with an ancestral portrait of the
Piltdown man, who is supposed to have
lived about 3oc.cco yearsago.® Butitis
little more than a thousand years ago
that our ancestors were living in a semi-
civilized state. When Charlemagne took
the Roman crown, in 8oo A. D., he was
a barbarian chieftain with only a thin
veneer of the old Roman culture. From
out of all that state of unpreparedness,
extending back through myriads of years,
man has been called UK, ina COMpELra-
tively short period, without time to ad-
just himself to his new environment, to
assume the burdens of this complex and

* Prodissor Osbarn dos pot admit that the Piltdows man
B an gucesiral Torm; but Elliot Smith, whom he qootes,
of the affirmative opimion.
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exacting industrial civilization. If he
fails, it will not be due entirely to his own
fault, but due in a large measure to his
destiny, Perhaps the failure of the coal-
beds will have much to do with it, but
more may be due 1o the faults of the
whole system. Man was never made for
this sort of thing. He may not have de-
veloped the capacity of brain, the endur-
ance of nerve, to sustain it.

In his long career through the ages
man has not greatly changed his nature.
He is the lincal descendant of the Nean-
derthaloids and Cro-Magnons of prehis-
toric times. This new-fangled civilization
is but a costly and dangerous experiment
which he has been making for a few cen-
turies. Perchance he may tire of it and

The Violin

cast it aside; or, having exhausted the
forests and the coal-felds, like the im-
provident son of a barbarian that he is,
he may resolve to make another trial,
having discovered that not all the ad-
vances of the human spirit in the pasi
have depended on the steam-engine and
the coal-mine.

He has the ample promises of a “new
day,” made to him by the idealists, the
pacifists, the Socialists, the Bolshevists,
the prohibitionists, and the suffragists, all
of whom in their own way are ready to
provide for him a millennium. But he
must wait awhile and see how well they will
redeem their promises. Tt will fortunately
not be for the present generation of men-
tal pathologists to chronicle the results,

THE VIOLIN

By Florence Earle Coates

He gave me all, and then he laid me by,
Straining my strings to breaking, with his pain,
He voiced an anguish, through my wailing cry,

Never to speak apgain!

He pressed his cheek a.gainst, me, and he wept—
Had we been glad together overmuch?
Emotions that within me deep had slept
Grew vibrant at his touach,

And I, who could not ask whence sprung his sorrow
Responsive to a grief T might not know,

Sobbed as the infant, that each mood doth borrow,

Sobs for the mother’s woe.

Wild grew my voice and stormy with hiz passion,
Lifted at last unto a tragic might;
Then swift it changed, in sad and subtile fashion,

To pathos infinite,

Swooning away, beneath his faltering fingers,
Till the grieved plaints seemed echoless to die:
When, calm, he rose, and with a touch that lingers,

Laid me forever by.

Forever|

Ah, he comes no more—my lover!

And all my spirit wrapt in trance-like sleep,
Darkling I dream that such a night doth cover
His grief with hush as deep.
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and a anger who pats his lips to make a warbling note.

DIGGER'S LUCK

EEMAREKABLE MODELS DISCOVERED IN

AN EGYPTIAN

TOMEB 4,000 YEARS OLD
BY HERBERT E. WINLOCK

Aszistant Cirator, Metrapolitan Museum of Art

PHOTOGEAFHS TAKEN FOR THE METROPOLITAN Museum By HExgv BURTON

g5 soon as anybody finds
{ out that you excavate in
Egypt, their first question
is bound to be: “And how
do you know where to
dig?” I have always
found t.ha,!. if vou answer truthfully and
tell them that there is no more infallible
rule for knowing where to dig than there
is for knowing where to find a cook, they
immediately put you down as ine u:lrnglhi'r
flippant. What they want to hear about
is an archxological divining-rod, or a
story with a dream or tf.l.h'.t'-l’-‘llll’llll% in i,
and =0 I always beg the question.

But in the field with a couple of hun-
dred Arab workmen on your hands you

can't wriggle out of giving some sort of an
answer, and the way you arrive at it—or
the way it answers itself—sometimes is
most unexpected. Here is the story of the
Egyptian Expedition of the Metropolitan
Museum at Thebes, in Upper Egypt, last
winter, and the fluke that turned a very
bad guess into a howling success,

Just before sunset on the 17th of last
March all of our guesses seemed to me
very bad ones indeed. I was in no mood
to take in the violet shadows creeping up
out of the deep ravines of the mountain.
I was absolutely indifferent to the silvery
dust raised in the evening glow by two
lumbering old water-buffaloes, driven by
a diminutive slip of a girl, shambling up
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across my path from the green felds to
some cavernous tomb that was house and
stable for a whole swarming family.
Men were coming back from the fields;
gossiping women were returning from the
wells with water-jars precariously bal-
anced on their veiled heads; lop-eared
goats shuffled along the dusty paths, still
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prince of the royal family—and we had
found literally nothing.

Then we had taken a desperate chance
on a big tomb cut in the cliffs near by,
Its two dark, yawning entrances led into
gloomy tunnels where great bats squealed
like enormous litters of blind puppies
every time we ventured into the mysteri-

The

mound of rubbish which raised

and dazhed—our ]Iu||l!n. and Lhe entrance to one of the

corridars which we had believed would hardly repay the clearing,

smelling

out wisps of parched straw,
heedless

of the :-iurpri:-.ing antics of the
kids that bucked and jumped around
them unaware of the seriousness of life.

I thought life was very serious indeed,
for it was about time to write another let-
ter home explaining why we hadn't
found anything vet; and leaving my nim-
ble little mouse-gray donkey to pick his
way through the pitfalls that beset our
]Lunm'ﬂ.’#ml |b.'!1||, I ]Ju_uuu Lo riin over the
situation as it stood.

We had dug for eight weeks in a valley
where the mighty Pharachs of the Egyp-
tian Empire had been found hidden away
some forty vears ago, and where, just the
vear before, our expedition under Lan-
sing had unearthed the mummy of a little

ous twilight of the rock-cut chambers be-
hind. In front of the entrances were
mountainous piles of rock fallen from the
crags ahbove, and down below, in the
desert valley, were traces of a gateway,
We had looked the place over time after
time, and many a long argument we had
had before we had decided to risk a fort-
night of the little cool weather left to us,
The place had been dug over before, and
we had copies of the discouraging reports
of our predecessors there, but after all
there had seemed a chance that some
fragments of sculpture might be buried
under thoze fallen cliffs in front. Bur-
ton, who took the expedition’s photo-
graphs, had been all for the place. He
had noticed a big block of limestone lying
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in the rubbish in front and had persuaded
Lansing and me to help him heave it over
to look at the under side, and when we
saw the delicate tracery and brilliant
coloring of a frieze pattern of four thou-
sand years ago upon it, we had been won
over to take the chance.

Then there had been another advocate
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respectability, had dug for the govern-
ment Service des Antiquités by day.
But now he was fallen on evil days and
lived in a dream of retrieving his for-
tunes by giving us a lucky tip to some
place where we might make a find.

We had tried all sorts of wiles to get
him away from our front steps, but he

What we saw when we peeped into the crack and flashed on our electric torches.

for the desolate old tomb, but one whom,
rightly enough, we took less seriously.
Every morning we used to see him
squatting near our front door, an un-
sightly, dirty, gray-bearded old fellah,
whose blind eyes were hidden behind an
ancient pair of misty, steel-rimmed spec-
tacles, Whenever one of us appeared on
the porch the little, wild-looking grand-
daughter, who was his guide, would silent-
ly give him his cue and his piercing old
voice would rise in a wail of salaams and
greetings, mixed of Arabic and donkey-
boy ];'.ﬁglish, He was one of the Ahdel
Razoul family—notorious old tomb-rob-
berz who had found the roval cache years
before it was known to archxzologists,
When he was younger he had dug for
himself by night, and putting on an air of
Yoo, LXIX.—14

always came back hopefully every morn-
ing. Once T saw him out of the window
and sent my boy Gilani around to warn
him very confidentially that the “ mudic"’
had gotten up that morning in a fnight-
ful temper, and that all the Arabs in the
house were scuttling for dear life every
time they ran across me. The scheme
worked beautifully and I saw the old
thing break into a shambling trot in tow
ll_r II!!; gn{.miii;{ug]ﬂtr. hL'k‘LL[H;: .‘-{!l'll‘[u':lr_\.'
out back in the kitchen, where he got a
cup of tea out of Hadji Kheir, the cook,
and stayed in hiding until it was safe to
go home. As Gilani put it, had old
Abdel Rasoul known of any place to dig
he would have emptied it out long ago
even if he had had to drag the mummies
out with his two old stumps of teeth.



Every noon and every m'mlnﬁgfur three days, the men were formed into & procession to bring
1

anme of

But finally all of my stratagems were
exhausted, and in a moment of weakness
I had agreed to go with him to his mar-
vellous place. Lansing and Burton came
along and we had taken with us the old
man's son Seddik, who happened to be
one of our workmen, The little grand-
daughter had hardly seemed capable of
dragging the old patriarch over the rocks,
and none of us could see ourselves touch-
ing the dirty old gelabich he wore.
Curiously enough, he led us to this very
tomb where we had already decided to
dig. Assoon as we saw which way he was
heading we told him that all of our plans
were laid for that place, and called Sed-
dik to witness that his old sire could not
say that he had had anything to do with
our choice. But when the old man
claimed to have been head workman for
M. Daressy, when he dug there twenty-
five years before, we had agreed to go on
up to the tomb to see whether he could
tell us anything worth while, In some
ways his story seemed reasomable, and

21Q

models down frem the tomb Lo our house, =

checked up more or less with Daressy's
published report. The rubbish in front
had not been thoroughly dug through,
he zaid—which was what we had already
secn,  The corridors had been completely
emptied, and whatever rock now filled
them must have fallen from their roofs—
which seemed probable enough. And
finally, his great point was that at the
back of the corridors there were two great
pits, one of which they had emptied out
to the bottom and the other =till remained
intact, with its treasure buried in it still,
As a lip this was manifestly worthless,
for Daressy described having dug out
both of the pits. We took his word that
the courtyard had not been finished and
that the corridors had, and a few days
later began work in the former,

We had worked now for three solid
weeks with all of our hopes centred on
that hig pile of rubbish on one side of the
courtyvard, and had found nothing what-
ever under it but the hammers and rollers
some ancient gquarrymen had left up
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there after they had smashed up the
facade to get stones for some later build-
ing, The place was a sell evidently. We
]mt] leit the men there for a few more
days to clear out the fallen stones from
the corridor so that we could make a plan
of the tomb—our archaclogical con-
sciences demanded that of us, because our
predecessors had omitted it. Otherwise
we were finished, and our haunting ques-
tion of where to dig was still unanswered.

I d{:\.'l'l'l.l.‘l E_\ ‘r'r'i.ﬁhi.!#! [ .'C]IL!'.-'-' 'I.\'I"II'FI._‘ to l||.'_'||'
next and what to write home to the mu-
geum, 50 that they wouldn't think we were
{rittering away our time., The fellaheen
were coming home in the sunset, their
day's work over. My hardest job for the
da,_'.' rq~maim:d—1lmt letter,

[ had gotten as far on my way home as
the ruins of Medinet Habu—but no far-
ther toward an answer to my question
than I have told the reader. The walls
of the old temple were turning pink in
the sunset glow. The water-wheel that
drones and quavers all day under the
palms near by was silent for the night.,
VI.'.'LJ.' Up where the ]'JL:lr]:]q". shadows were

The noble sits on his porch taking the count of the
in the tomb before anyth
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creeping aut of the valleys in the tawny
mountain I could see little specks of men
and boys winding down the paths from
the work at the tomb., The evening
meal was being prepared and the bluish
smoke of cook fires was beginning to
float over Gurnet Murrai, where the
tombs are seething tenements of Arabs
and their locks. At the house they would
be j_:{:llihg tea 1'1::1{]_\' and I was late.

From among the passers-by on the path
there broke into my thoughts a cheerful
voice saving: “ May thy night be happy.™

I looked around and recognized one of
our workmen, Abdullahi “And may
thine be happy and blessed,” I replied,
without checking my donkey, who was
far more interested in getting home to his
evening clover than in stopping for way-
side greetings.

But Abdullahi felt otherwise. He musi
shake hands quite an uncalled-for polite-
ness, I thought—and evidently wanted to
stop and chat.

“T am going home,” he informed me,
and 1 said that that seemed evident.
“And when I get my blankets T am going

tle driven past him=—a photopraph taken

was Louched,




The stalled oxen are being fattensd for the slaughter,

T

The butchers at their work slaughtering oxen, plucking geese, and making Blood puddings under
thi direction of a seribe with a rell of papyrus in his hand,
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back to spend the might at the tomb.”
For the life of me I couldn’t remember
whether we kepl guards up there at night
to look after the equipment, but I sup-
posed we must, and as I started on again
I laughingly hoped he had something to
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one of the pangs which were clearing those
corricdors, I knew perfectly well there
could be nothing to it all. Daressy had
surely dug those corndors out, and our
reclearing to draw a plan could not
possibly show up anything new.

A bird'seye view of the granary with the scribes drawing up the accounts of the
geain which the men measare and dump ioto the bins

watch. “The Headman Hamid says T
must tell no one, but your Honor will see
spmething up there,” Abdullahi called
after me,

He had charged his voice with all the
mysteriousness he could put into it and
his whole manner would have been strange
enough o impress me at any other time,
but I was convinced of failure, and when
I remembered that Abdullahi belonged to

At the housze T met Lansing and Hauser
l.'“u]'niw,: oL, T]u:_'v said 1!H_'_'\-.' WEre ;:niru_f
up to the work, and showed me a scrap
of paper with a hastily scribbled note
from Burton: “Come af once and bring
vour electric torch. Good luck af fas.™
This seemed preposterous. Surely it was
another false alarm, and we had had so
many of them. However, there was
Abdullahi and his mysteriousness, and I
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decided to let my tea wait a while and go
along with them, but T refused to have
any hopes, and the three of us got ready
all sorts of sarcasms for Burton's bene-
fit as we trudged along,

A little knot of Arabs were standing
arcund the mouth of the tomb in the
twilight. Inside in the gloom we could
just make out Burton and the head men.
There was something in the air that made
our sarcastic remarks sound flat, Burton
pointed to a vawning black crack be-
tween the wall of the corridor and the
rock floor. He =aid he had tried to look
in with matches but they didnt give light
enough and told us to try the torches,

At least a hole here was unexpected,
but we had looked into so many empty
holes, Anyway, 1 got down flat on my
stomach, pushed the torch into the hole,
pressed the button, and looked in.

The beam of light shot into a little
world of four thousand years apgo, and T
was pazing down into the midst of a
myriad of brightly painted little men
going this way and that. A tall, slender
girl gazed across at me perfectly com-
posed; a gang of little men with sticks
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in their upraised hands drove spotted
pxen; rowers tugged at their oars on a
fleet of boats, while one ship seemed
foundering right in front of me with its
bow balanced precariously in the air,
And all of this busy going and coming
was in uncanny silence, as though the dis-
tance back over the forty centuries I
looked across was too great for even an
echo to reach my ears,

I was completely stupefied when I gave
the torch to the others and one by one
they looked in through the crack., It
wias almost night now and we saw that
we could do nothing until the morning.
While the other two went back to the
house to get sealing-wax and cord, Bur-
ton and I sat down dazedly to talk it
over, He told me how he had heen com-
ing down from the mountain-top, where
he had been taking photographs and had
stopped at the work to dismiss the men,
as usual. As he expected, they had
cleared most of the fallen stone from the
corridors, but just before he had come
glong one of the men in this one had
noticed that the chips had an unaccount-
able way of trickling into a crack as fast

Woamen gri:l-:! Haur, bakers _fu_nl\:u,' l;!r]-.l-sh.l,rr_-i cakes, and a brewer pours of the fermented
“home beverage” into Jugs which he cape with round clay stoppers.
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as he dug, At first the man hadn't paid
much attention. It was just one of those
crazy whims of the Americans that had
made them want to dig out such a place
anyway. Still he had called the head
man of his gang and together they were
scraping away the stones from the crack
when Burton had arrived.

When we left the tomb for the night
the crack was stopped up with stones and
stretched across with strings securely
sealed with sealing-wax—quite a little
of which was on my fingets. The gang,
which was working in the corridor, had
received all sorts of needless instructions
about keeping some one on watch all
night. None of them slept a wink for
the next three nights, I am sure, sitling
in the starlight in front of the tomb dis-
cussing the backsheesh they hoped to gel.
We were no less excited. That night we
sat up late dizcussing what the place
could be and each one of us dwelling at
length on some marvel he alone had
seen. I believe some one claimed to have
seen Santa Claus and his eight tiny
reindeer—or possibly I dreamed I had
seen him. Anyway, I for one woke up
in the morning with a raging headache
that was made no better by trying to
seem masterfully calm.

In the morning our work began, and
three terrific days followed. Burton

rigged up mirrors to throw sunlight down
the corridor and took a photograph of
the crack in the rocks, Then we dug in
front of it and found in the floor of the
corridor a little pit, about a yard square
and waist-deep, It had been carefully
filled with chips of the very rock it was
cut in, ‘and both ancient thieves and
modern archzologists had taken this
filling for the living rock of the mountain
and passed over it. The side of the pit
under the wall of the corridor was built
up of mud bricks, and when we had pho-
tographed them and taken them away we
were looking down into a little low
chamber about three yards square and
scarcely four feet high into which no
man had entered for four thousand vears.
Rock had fallen from the roof—in doing
20 ii ]1}1:! 1:|M_'rw|:], U []'H;" l.“r.lfk Wi h:uj
looked into the night before—and had
upended one of the boats and broken
others, but except for this nothing had
been disturbed. Our only fear was that
as fresh air got into the chamber maore
would come tumbling down, and we were
torn between a desire to get everything
out safely before we had a catastrophe
and to get a complete set of photographs
and plans of everything just as we found
it. It was just luck that made hoth
possible, for after we were finished tonsg
of rock began to fall in the tomb., 5till
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we |_':~'|;:'.1]"|§_'r] the misforiunes of our
French colleagues digging hali a mile
away. They had a man killed by rock
falling in a tomb chamber while we were
working in this one.

We photographed, we planned, we
carefully cleared away chips of fallen
stone, and then we lifted out one or two
of the boats or a group of little men and
began all over again. One night will
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three days and nights we began to realize
what it was that we had 20 unexpected-
Iy discovered. The tomb was that of a
great noble of four thousand years ago,
He himseli had been buried in a gilded
coffin and a sarcophagus of stome in a
mortuary chamber deep down under the
back of the corridor, where the thieves
had destroved everything ages before our
day. Only thiz little chamber had es-

The porch which locked out on & garden in Thebes four thousand years ago,

Fl]'l.'l.'.'l}'ﬁ remain a  weird ]1i1‘1,1|.n' in my
mind. Lansing and 1 had gone up to
clear away more of the fallen shale to
get ready for Burton's photographs in
the morning. From afar off we began
to halloo to the guards, for we had lent
them a couple of revolvers and we were
afraid of the zeal they might show in their
use in the dark. Duly challenged, we
made our way up the slope and inside the
tomb, and lit candles to work by,  For
hours we worked away, the shadowy
Arabs pattering barefooted back and
forth from the Hickering candle-light out
to the open, where the brilliant desert
stars seemed to hang right down to the
mouth of the gloomy tunnel.

As we worked along through thos=e

caped and it was turning out to be a sort
of zecret clozet where the provision was
stored for the future life of the greal man.

He could not conceive of an existente
in which he would not require food and
drink, clothing and housing, such as he
was used to in this life, and being a rich
man, naturally he wanted an estate in
eternity like that which he had owned
on earth. His philosophy carried him
bevond that of the savage chieftain who
expects a horde of servants to be slaugh-
tered at his grave. He attained the same
end by putting in his tomb a host of lit-
tle wooden servants, carved and painted,
at their daily tasks, working before little
portraits of himself. The spirits of these
little servants worked eternally, turning



A carpenter with chisel and mallet cuts mortises in a plank; another saws planks from an upright
beam; others dress beams with adzes and smooth them of with sandstone,

Women spinning, stretching the thread O'-'I; p-gI-J_.':c in the wall, and weaving on Hat looms on
the Hoor,
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out spirit food or sailing ships upon a
spirit Nile, and his soul could enter any
one of the little portraits of himself at
will to reap the harvest of their labors,
In short, we had found a picture of the
life the great noble hoped to live in eter-
nity, which was nothing more or less than
the one he had led on earth forty cen-
turies ago,

The first thing we had seen when we
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laborers. And later we ran across the
bakery where the grain was ground and
made into loaves and the brewery where
the home beverage was being fermented
in tall crocks and then decanted into
round-bellied jugs, Lansing extricated
two canoes manned by hshermen, who
hauled a miraculous draft of painted
wooden catfish and perch in a seine, and
I picked the fallen stones out of two gar-

Getting up sail on a travelling boat, alongside of which les the kitchen tendes,

had peeped through the crack had been a
big mode]l nearly six feet long, showing
the noble =eated on a porch among his
scribes, taking the count of his cattle
as they were driven past. In the back of
the room we found, under a lot of other
models, neatly stacked, the stable where
these same cattle were being {attened,
and finally when we came to move one
big boxlike affair in the far corner—a
model T had tried my best to get a peep
into and almost fallen headlong in the
process—we found it was the butcher-
shop where the cattle's life history end-
ed. The night we worked in the tomb by
lamplight we got a peep into a granary
where diminutive scribes sat writing down
the quantity of grain being measured
and carried to the bins by hard-working

dens in which copper ponds—that would
hold real water—were surrounded by lit-
tle wooden fig-trees and cool, shady
porches. Then there was a carpenter-
shop and another shop where women spun
thread and wove cloth. The very threads
on their-distaffs and spindles—{frail as cob-
webs though they were with age—had re-
mained unbroken in that eternal stillness.

The business of the great man en-
tailed a lot of travelling, and his idle
hours were passed in pleasure sails or
fishing trips on the Nile or on the still
backwaters of the marshes. On the
celestial Nile he would want to go vov-
aging or yachting, too, and therefore a
dozen model boats were put in the cham-
ber, We found them setting sail, the
captain bossing the sailors who sway on



A yacht paddled by the ceew against the wind.

the halyards and set the backstays. A
man throws his whole weight against the
pole as they put off from the bank and an-
other stands by in the bow with a fender
in case they bump against another ves-
sel. When they travel down-stream
against the north wind the mast and sail
are lowered and the crew man the sweeps,
The noble himself sits under the awning
in front of the cabin smelling a lotus
flower while his zon sits on deck beside
him and they both listen to a singer and
an old blind harper. Inside the cabin
squats a steward beside the bunk, un-
der which are shoved two little round-

topped leather trunks. A Litchen-hoat
follows, and the cooks get ready a meal
to be served when evening comes and
they are moored to the bank. There were
yachts, to be sailed with the wind or
paddled against it, and a low raking
skiff, from the bow of which two men are
casting harpoons while others land an
enormous fish over the side.

Thus had the great man lived and so
did he expect to live after he had pone
to his “eternal abode,” as he called it.
Finally, the funeral day had come. His
body was brought across the river from
hiz mortal home in Thebes, through the

The noble goes out for spart.

He sits on deck watching his sailors harpeoning fish.
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green figlds where the u-ﬂ:nfler'mg peas-
ants leaned on their hoes to watch it
pass, and then up through the rocky
gorges to his tomb. A long procession
followed him, each model borne on the
head of one of his serfs, and a crowd of
peasant girls and women from his estates
brought baskets of wine and beer and
baked meats for the funeral banquet.
Even their contributions were expected
to go on forever,

Digger's Luck :

there were still fresh upon them. Not
only finger-prints but even fly-specks,
cobwebs, and dead spiders remained
from the time when these models were
stored in some empty room in the noble's
house waiting for his day of death and
burial. I even suspect that some of his
grandchildren had sneaked in and played
with them while they were at that house
in ancient Thebes, for some of them were

broken In a way

and statues of two
of them, half life-
sized, had been
made to go with
the models in the
chamber.. There
we found them,
towering above the
horde of minature
men and beasts,
looking over at us
with grave, wide-
open eyes. Four
thousand vears
they had stood thus
silent—if only we
could have broken
that silence and
gol from them the
secret of the pat-
tern their tightly
clinging dresses
were made on, we
were sure we could
have made a killing

that is hard to ex-
plain otherwise.
Possibly that is a
wild guess, but at
any rate there is no
doubt of what had
happened to them
in the little cham-
ber in the tomb on
the day of the
funeral. After all
of the models had
been stowed away
and the masons had
come to brick up
the doorway, they
had found one of
the boats in their
way. So one of
them picked it up
and laid it to one
side on top of the
granary, and under
bow and stern he
left a great smear

in the suit and
clothing tradein the
New York of to-day.

Four thousand
yiears is an eternity,
Just saving it over and over again gives
no conceplion of the ages that have gone
by since that funeral. Stop and think
of how far offi William the Congueror
seems:.  That takes vou only a quarter
of the way back. Julius Cesar takes you
half-way back. With Saul and David
you are three-fourths of the wav, but
there remains another thousand years to
bridge with vour imagination. Yet in
that dry, still, dark little chamber those
boats and statues had stood indifferent
to all that went on in the outer world, as
ancient in the days of Cesar as Casar is
to us, but so little changed that even the
finger-prints of the men who put them

The statues of two peasant girls in gala dresa,
bringing wine and food o the tombs
in the funeral procession.

of the mud he had
just been mixing
for mortar. There
those smears still
remain.

The letter to the museum that had
seemed so much of a task when T was rid-
ing home that evening and met Abdullahi
had turned out to be a very easy one to
write after all, and the tomb which we
were going Lo abandon kept our workmen
busy for four weeks more. We cleaned it
up from the gateway at the bottom of the
slope, right up the causeway, through the
courtvard and inside to the bottoms of
the pits. Not a square foot was neglected,
nor did we have any reason to regret our
labors. To one side of the courtyvard we
found the little tomb of a retainer of the
great noble, absolutely intact, which in
itself would have been no mean return
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for our season. The place which had been
left unfinished by two other expeditions,
and which we ourselves had almost left,
discouraged, had finally panned out a
SUCCESS.

And, by the way, old Abdel Rasoul
forgot all about our warning, He is per-
fectly convinced that he alone persuaded
us to dig there, and that he knew all
about the models. We had given him
what we considered a munificent back-
sheesh, but that only whetted hiz appe-
tite. Again he laid siege to our front door-
step, and when he found it was impossi-
hle to argue with us he procured a pro-
fessional letter-writer who composed this
moving appeal:

“His Ex. Director:
“Mr. Willick;

“I am the Guide who guided you to
discouvere the ancient toombs till you
founded precious things.

“T deserve good reword, but they not
gave me. .

“You know me will and I rely on
your British honour & your famous kind-
ness,
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“1 am very poor in great need, & ready
to serve vou in honour,
Your obedient servant
Abdel Rasoul Ahmed
Soliman from
Korna,”

I am very much afraid that he is at
this moment looking for a listener into
whose ear he can pour his version of the
stary. 1 omly hope that when he dis-
covered I was not British he did not
rashly come to any false peneralities
about American character.

The little models had to be parted after
all these ages together.  Half of them went
to the Egyptian Government, under the
terms of our concession, and are now on
view in the museum in Caire. The others
can be seen in the Metropolitan Museum
in New York. If any reader should see
them there in their glass cazes he will get a
far better first view of them than we did
with our electric torches flashing through
that crack in the rock—but none of us
would swap places with him. They meant
too much 1o us that evening when we
were wondering where we would dig next,

The tomb in the cliffs with the avenue leading up to it, after we had Gnished our season.



A SPICE OF DANGER

By Hugh
IJ.I!.I!'."-?R..-';TIl"I.'\'S- BY

FAN the compound at Talas,
= which is on the hillside
%] ahove Cesarea, which in
¥3) turn is in the interior of
M Asia Minor, one hundred
= and twenty-five sunburned
miles from the Bagdad Railway, it was
early morning. The air was sweet and
cool; the sun was hidden behind the brow
of the hill, and the dew of night still clung
to the leaves of the apricot-trees and the
grase of the plot, set off by the bare brown
earth around it, where by much careful
labor a tiny lawn had been created. The
stir of the day's life was beginning, A
few birds sped through the trees; one of
the house girls crossed the grounds, her
wooden clogs making a merry tinkle on
the stone walk; from the kitchen came
the murmur of women’s voices: on the
lower balcony of the hospital a night
nurse, pale from her long watch indoors,
appeared for a breath of air. From the
dusty road outside the high fence came
the creaking of an ox-cart, slowly de-
scending the hill to the plain. Beside the
gate, on the slope at the side of the en-
closure, the old gatekeeper, who had
rizen from his sleeping-place in a corner
of the fence at the break of day, was
squatting on the ground, yawning,
Presently, he knew, his daily troubles
would begin, A red-haired youth with a
joviul grin would appear from somewhere,
climb into the big motor-truck that was
standing idle in the vard, and without
warning drive it full tilt at the gate.
Woe to the gate if it was not opened
in time! And woe to the gatekeeper!
The youth always shouted “'Lo, old
scout!" as he went bouncing out into
the rock-paved passage that led down to
the road. The gatekeeper wondered at
the meaning of *'Lo, old scout!” No
doubt it was a malediction, Later, a
second truck would go out with a lead of
wool, to be taken to the mountain stream
above the town for washing; but it would
423
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go carefully, and the gatekeeper would
have plenty of time to jump. The young
man who drove it was no foreigner like
the other, but was of Cesarea, and the
gatekeeper had known him by sight from
boyhood. He was prudent and well-be-
haved. But that red-haired youth with
hiz *'Lo, old scout [ was like a devil rid-
ing on a gale of wind, and the old pate-
keeper raised his hands to heaven

time he closed the gate after him.

It should be told also that the gate-
keeper was glad that he had but this one
pate to watch, and especially that he did
not have the gate of the great yard down
in Cesarea, where the red-haired youth
went each day, and which was always
busy with the coming and going of the
truck trains on the long road to Harpoot.
I know, becausze I have talked with him,
“Here he has but one accursed contriv-
ance of the evil one,” he would say.
“There he has"—he would spread out
the gnarled and bony fingers of hoth
hands in a gesture to indicate quantit:
“a dozen or 4 hundred. By the Pnﬁnﬁ
what could he not do to me witha
such things!"

The compound and its buildings com-
posed an institution at which the old
gatekeeper never ceased to marvel, inas-
much as it was a relief-station that gave
without price to those who were in want
(and there were many of these, as he
could tesiify, he being among the num-
ber), and such a thing had never heen
known in the land as far back as the
memory of his fathers extended. The old
gatekeeper approved of it. Never had he
heard of so many hungry folks; he him-
self had not had a hite of food for three
days before he was taken in and given his
post at the gate (which, God willing, he
intended to keep forever, the foreigners
Leing 1ikmral(§1mp]c to work for); and it
was not good for a country to loze too
many people by starvation.

This early morning I went out and
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nodded at the old gatekeeper, who as yet
was too drowsy to talk, then strolled
along the stone walks under the trees, and
at last sat on the home-made bench
which, though of the size of benches, still
was large enough to cover about a sixth
part of the tiny lawn, and there consid-
ered what a pretty spot it was to look
upon.

A door opened somewhere behind me,
and I heard the clatter of heavy shoes
descending the steps; the next moment a
long leg came over the back of the bench,
and some one slid easily into the scat be-
side me.

He wore khaki trousers, helted about
his waist, and a khaki shirt, with sleeves
rolled up, revealing freckled forcarms.
His age was about twenty, his hair was
red, and of a disposition that refused to
be suppressed; it was thick and strong
and upstanding, and now, unconfined by
any covering, rose erect as if to flaunt it-
self before the notice of the world., His
face, too, was freckled, and glistened from
its recent washing; around the edges, in
the roots of the thatch of hair, it still
showed damp. He smiled when he spoke,
as if in his philozophy the act of speaking
was a ceremony, to be performed auspi-
ciouslyornotatall, Anambulance-driver
at the front in France, he had been moved
by a desire to see more of the world (Jittle
of which was visible from the farm in In-
diana where he lived), and at the end of
the war had =igned up for a year's relief-
service in Turkey, where at once he had
been assigned to “ transportation,”

These things 1 observed or was told
during the conversation on which we en-
tered—a dezultory chat on small affairs,
characterized by intervals of silence in
which we contented ourselves with re-
garding amiably the gathering activity of
the compound, especially as it applied to
the preparation of the morning meal.

Finally, with o motion of his hand that
designated vaguely all our surroundings,
he confided that he was well zatisfied with
the fortune that had cast his lot in such a
pleasant location,

#1t sure beats riding the truck train,”
he said. “Tt's a hard grind, that road to
Harpoot,”

#1t is, indeed,” 1 said.

“Dust and flies and bandits and hills—

A Spice of Danger

sleep on the ground, some places—eat
what you can get—wash in a tin cup—
no good!” He slapped his knee and
laughed. *I guess I wasn't lucky to fall
into this. I go down to Cesarea in the
morning and come back here at night;
I sleep in a bed; I get three meals a day
and a bath when I wantit. And I've got
grass and birds and trees to look at and
people to talk to. It's bad, ves?™

“It might be worse,” I said.

“PBut,” he went on, with a shake of
his head, “it’s ruining me."

I locked at him inguiringly.

“If it hasn't ruined me already.”

I demanded to know what he was driv-
ing at.

“Tt'slike this,"” he said. ** When I came
out here T was what you might call a bit
rough. I never had much at home—and
vou know what things were like at the
front during the war, and what a man
had to put up with. I got so I couldn't
have slept in a bed if T had had one, T was
so used to sleeping on the ground; and 1
had forgotten there was such an article
as a bathtub made. And I wasn't fussy
about what T ate, or whether T shaved, or
the language I used, or whether I changed
my =hirt, or washed my hands before eat-
ing, or—well, any of those things. I was
just the kind for a job out here on the
trucks, where the life is nothing to brag
about in the way of easy comforts.”

“Cuite so,"” I =aid.

“And what did they do with me when
I got here? Instead of sending me out
on the trucks, they put me here—in
this!"” And again he waved his hand, to
call my attention to the charms of the
gquiet compound., “Of course it isn't
like New York or Indianapolis, but it'sa
niftv little place all the same. And there’s
EL’E]I'I.I.WGH'IEII here. Why, say—lock at
me "

I complied wonderingly.

“I'm washed and I'm shaved!"” He
paszed his hand quickly over his chin to
prove it.  “And it's every morning like
this—regular as clockwork. And take a
look at the shirt—it just came out of the
wash. Ewvery so often the lady that has
charge of those things comes around and
gathers them up, and if T haven’t changed
she gives me the dickens. Leastways she
did at first; she doesn't have to any more,
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because I'm always ahead of her He
chuckled delightedly. *They sort of got
after me when I came—kind, of course,
and all that—but they made me spruce
up considerable, they did.”

I inquired why he should fecl that
such a process was accomplishing his
ruin,

“Well,” he said mournfully, “it's got to
be a habit with me now. It's gone so far
I'm going to have a hard time shaking it
off. It's surprising what it's done to me.
Why, if I don’t get my bath on time I'm
as nervous as a cat; and if my eggs aren't
cooked right I'm upset for all day.
Sooner or later I'm going to be taken off
this job and sent out on the road, and
then T'l be up against it. You can zee
for yourself. Right now I hate to think
of sleeping on the ground and roughing
it the way you have to on the road. If I
don't have a bed, with clean sheets and a
netting to keep the flies and mosquitoes
off my fair anatomy, I can't sleep a wink,
And T can’t go anvthing but civilized
food. Andif Idon't hear a little woman's
chatter on the porch in the cool of the
evening [ feel abused and want to go
home. Next thing I know I'll be knock-
ing off early Lo run up here for afterncon
tea. I can feelit coming. Now, can you
beat that?"

“You're only a boy,” 1 said. “A day
or two on the road—a dash of adventure
—a spice of danger—and i

The breakfast pong sounded suddenly
on the porch, with a vigor that rendered
conversation difficult, and T stopped. He
waiterd until the clamor had subsided, and
we were walking toward the house, and
then replied:

“Say, I'm so darned tame now a spice
of danger would scare me cold."

This was Sergeant Rouge. It was not
his name, but he was known for no other
reason than that he had been in the army
and his hair was red.

It turned out that those who prescribed
what he might and might not do for the
year of service for which he was bound
did come presently to the opinion (as he
had anticipated) that it was time for him
to leave Talas and follow the fortunes of
the truck train across the plains and over
the mountains, up hill and down dale—
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except that on the road to Harpool there
was not a dale to be found, it being a
term which, I think, implies the presence
of greei grass and shade, and possibly a
brook. Vallevs there were, and gullies,
but of prass not a blade—nothing but
baked brown earth and hot brown rocks,
with here and there a clump of dead
brown weeds.

And of what happened thereafter I had
the story from George, the interpreter,
who accompanied him throughout, whom
I found resting in the compound at Sivas,
protesting to all who would give him ear
that no reward in heaven or on earth
would tempt him to go through it again.

From Talas, Sergeant Rouge went to
Sivas, which was the next statien on the
line, a day’s journey on the truck train,
And there he was agreeably provided for
because, as it happened, the pleaszant-
faced housekeeper reserved a special cor-
ner in her heart for the transportation
men, believing that when they came in
from the perils of the road they should be
well cared for and made to feel at home.

“T'm always glad to fix up beds and a
bite to eat for the boys when they arrive,”
she told him, as she showed him where he
was to sleep, “provided thev are in by
twelve o'clock.  After that, vou run the
risk of being scolded,” she added with a
amile. " I'min a bad humor if I'm called
out after midnight. T warn you.”

“Yes, ma'am; I'll remember that,™
said Sergeant Rouge. “And might 1 be
asking if a fellow like me could some time
have a bath?"

“Good land, wes!" she replied.
“Whenever you want it.”
“I'm much obliged, ma'am. I guess

I'll take one to-night.” And a=z she was
leaving the room: “I'll 2ure mind what
vou said about twelve o'clock. 1
shouldn't want to disturh you from slecp-
ing if T could help it.”

She stopped in the doorway to remark
that there were not many who were so
considerate, and went on down tha hall,
smiling to herself.

The convey remained in Sivas two
days, during which Sergeant Rouge fur-
ther attracted the favorable notice of the
housekeeper by certain little evidences of
damestic virtues, such as his practice of
shaving each morning, the care with
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which he washed his ears, his punctuality
at meals, and his solicitude concerning
the laundry facilities of the station, di-
rected al ascertaining whether hiflimited
supply of extra linen could be washed and
ready for him on his return journey from
Harpoot. This the housekeeper, of
course, promiser 1o accomplish. Being a
motherly soul, she even came down-stairs
tor see him off the morning of his depar-
ture, expressing her regret that he should
have to endure such a rough life as service
on the truck train afforded.

None of these things escaped the at-
tention of the rest of the crew of the con-
voy or, indecd, of the other members of
the staff of the station, all of whom en-
gaged in pleasant raillery at his expense.
He, however, accepted it good-naturedly.
Not even when they pretended to take up
5u|:y5.fri[_1.lir_m5 1o have a :]rES&‘-ing-tﬂb]E
made for him, and collected and bestowed
upon him previous donations of face-
powder and cold-cream from the feminine
contingent of the station, and offered him
a frilly sleeping-cap in which 1o confine
his exuberant locks at night, did he make
the slightest protest. Likewise, when
some of the more boisterous expounded
largely on the desperate character of the
bandits who infested the road, and hinted
delicately that it was no place for a person
of ladvlike nerves, and suggested that
there might be a chance of employment
teaching sewing at one of the girls'orphan-
apes. he merely smiled blandly or invited
them genially to undertake the interesting
diversion of chasing themselves.

It was the same when the truck train
reached Harpoot, the end of the line, after
a heart-breaking pull of davs over seem-
ingly interminable mountain ranges.
Aware that the little company of workers
isolated at this outpost were grateful for
any tales of the road that might furnish
entertainment, the other members of the
convoy regaled them with stories of Ser-
geant Rouge; of the extremities to which,
on the journey, he had heen driven to ob-
tain his morning shave; of his obvious
distaste for an unvaried diet of cold
beans; of his diligence in bathing; of his
unsuccessful efforts to emulate their ex-
ample in sleeping on the hard ground—
and such further matters concerning him
as they remembered or their playful
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imaginations improvised. To all of them,
and to the friendly bombardment of jests
that they provoked, Sergeant Rouge lis-
tened appreciatively, and in the best of
humor.

In due time the trucks set out on their
return journey to Sivas. There were now
twenty of them in the convoy. They pro-
ceeded in their usual manner, which is to
say that an American driver accompanied
the leading truck to keep up the pace,
two or three others were distributed along
the line to inspire the native drivers with
confidence and insure their maintaining
the proper rate of speed, while in the rear
was the “trouble” car, driven by the
chief, carrying spare parts and equip-
ment for repairs. Inasmuch as on the
down trip there was little freight (not
like the upward journey, when the train
wias always overloaded with relief sup-
plies) & number of passengers were taken,
and these were scattered through the
train wherever it was convenient to place
them.

The long procession, trailing clouds of
dust, had toiled over the range of dry,
lonely mountains outside Harpoot, then
had crossed the Euphrates and slept in
the malodorous city of Malatia, of evil
reputation, well deserved. In the mom-
ing, hefore the heat was great, it had
started off again and hurried across the
stretch of desert sand, flat as a board and
thirty miles in width, which skirts the
base of another range; great hills these
to surmount which takes a truck train
twao full days,

It is on this stage of the run that it is
the custom of the convoy to spend the
night outside the village of Hassan Chele-
i, beside & little stream at the exit of a
winding, rocky canyon; on which oc-
casion the trucks are parked with their
backs to the running water, and the men,
after a snatch of wretched food and tire-
some labor at repairing tires, cleaning
carburetors, and tuning up motors, take
such sleep as they can get on the ground,
tor rise early for the next day's work.

There had been rumors that the bandits
had gathered in force and were intending
to attack the train, so the trucks were
proceeding with caution, keeping close
together for company, and maintaining a
sharp lookout. Every man was armed.
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Several small groups of bandits had been
seen on the slopes of the hills overlook-
ing the road, sitting motionless on their
horses, watching the passing of the trucks.
At one place a man had been found be-
side the road, shot dead by those who had
robbed him.

The spirits of the company had suffered
by the strain and uncertainty, combined
with the prospect of the hard night and
long journey ahead; the drivers did their
work in silence; the helpers had ceased
the songs with which, in the open places
where the horizon for miles around was
clear, they were accustomed to lighten
the tedium of the trip; the passengers,
weary of their uncertain seats in the rear
of the trucks, were compliining gloomily.

Sergeant Rouge for the first time had

ut off his smile, and rode at his station,
midway of the line, in a mood of deep ab-
straction—affected, no doubt, like the
others, by the depression which had set-
led upon the caravan, and perhaps by
his pwn thoughts of the uninviting night
1o be spent in the miserable precinets of
Haszan Chelebi, toward which they were
slowly advancing,

It was then something happened. One
of the drivers, presumably because of the
general atmosphere of uneasiness, allowed
hiz thoughts to wander for & moment
when preparing to ascend a grade. By
mistake he shifted to the reverse gear;
then, as the car started backward, lost his
head. This, it may be remarked, is not
unusual in a native driver when his car
beginz to =lip backward on a grade. In
this caze the truck ran away and backed
over the edge of a shallow pully, which
was about twenty feet from the road.
There were eight passengers in the truck,
and six of them were injured.

By the time they had been carried up
and laid on blankets on the ground, the
chief of the convoy, beside whoze eves al-
teady were wrinkles of worry, arrived
from his place at the rear of the train and
took charge of affairs.

“The nearcst hospital,” he said, “is at
Sivas, and that,"” he added, after a mo-
ment’s reflection, “is about a hundred
and forty miles from here. If we take
them on the convey, they will have o
spend the night at Hassan Chelebi, and
won't reach the hospital until to-morrow
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night at the earliest. Some of them may
die.” '

“There's one or two that looks to be
pretty bad off," said a raw-boned youth,
who hailed from Wisconsin,

*¥es,” said the chief. “Therefore we
can't risk any delay. Some one will have
to take them through to Sivas. It's a
rush job and a night drive over the hills—
and you fellows know what that means,
Besides, there are the bandits, But -if
nothing happens they can be at the hos-
pital before morning. Now-—who wanis
1L (!u i[ s

There was no response for a moment.

Then Sergeant Fouge grinned, “I do,”
he said.
And so it wasz arranged. A truck was

emptied of its freight; blankets were col-
lected, and soft bundles commandeered
from dmﬁﬁcngurs; and thus beds were pre-
pared on which the injured might lie with
a degree of comfort. Sergeant Rouge
himself went over the motor and saw to
it that the water-cans were filled, an ex-
tra quantity of gasoline obtained from
the supply car, and spare tires from the
trouble car,

When everybody was ready he took
his seat and beckoned to George, the in-
terpreter, to get in beside him, Much
against hizs will George obeyed. The
athers crowded about him.

“Good Juck, Rouge!" said the chief.
“Don't stop to shave!™ =aid somebody
else, with rough humor. “Cut it!”
drawled the vouth from Wisconsin, " Na-
body kids him any more while I'm
around.”

“Same here" said another. “He's all
nerve, Hal babyl"

Sergeant Rouge grinned again, glanced
over his shoulder to see that the injured
were well bestowed, then shoved in his
gear. “So long!" he said.

The car starting with hardly a jerk,
gatherea speed and ground its way up
the grade in a storm of dust.

They went then (said George) up one
hill and down ;;I.]'IﬂE]IIi:I'_. mile o r|1i||:-,
with never a sight of other travellers on
the road, or of trees, or of human hahi-
tations; but occasionally they saw men
on horseback watching them from the
heights above, and once, as they whirled
around a turn, they observed, ahead of
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thern four men spurring their horses
desperately along the bare rocky slope at
their lefl 10 an effort to intercept them.
At this Sergeant Rouge laughed, and at
the sound {or so it seemed to George, who
could not drive a car, and se0 had neg-
lected to notice the movement of his foot)
the big truck leaped forward and went
thundering along the road at a speed that
made the wind whistle in their ears, Ser-
geant Rouge had long ago removed his
cap and rammed it down behind the seat,
wilh his coat, and was driving with sleeves
rolled up and head bare; his red hair, as
George related it, stood up like a fiery
torch waving in the breeze. Thus it prob-
ably appeared to the four horsemen, who
jerked their horses to a halt and bran-
dished their arms angrily as the truck
shot by them, a bare but unauajmble
hundred yards away,

The succeeding hills were higher and
harder to climb, until at last they came
out on the crest of a wind-swept ridge
stripped bare of every scrap of vegetation,
where the white, deserted road wound
among boulders, some small and others
large: and as by this time the sun had set
and the short twilight of the mountains
was over the land, the larger boulders
resembled men waiting by the road—men
whaose ountlines were shadowy and vague,
who seemed to start up and move as the
truck raced past them.

The darkness enveloped them while
still they were speeding along the ridge,
and on this account the lights, when Ser-
geant Rouge turned them on, shot across
the brink of the range and disappeared in
the enormous void of the night beyond.

Where the road leaves the right to de-
scend to the floor of the canyon that leads
out by way of Hassan Chelebi there is a
mighty gr’lr]r_ that has earned for itself
the name of “The Big Hill,"” in the lan-
guage of the men who run the risks of the
Harpoot trail. To ascend it is the work
of half a day for the convoy, the trucks
proceeding one at a time on signals from
above, and assisted by a crew of helpers,
who, especially where the road turns
sharply on o narrow ledge, must dig their
toes in deeply and shove prodigiously to
keep them from going over the edge, to
be smashed to smithereens on the rocks
some hundreds of feet below. To de-
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scend it, even in the daytime, is equally
a matter of touch and go. At night, of
course, it is far more hazardous.

They went down this hill as if it had
been a trifling mound with a straightaway
beyond, instead of a short, twisting ap-
proach to & narrow bridge. The big
headlights danced on and off the road,
alternating between the bare, dusty
ground just in front of them and the floor
of the canvon, a fearful distance down,
Around them it was pitch dark; the deep
canyon was filled to the brim with black-
ness, and through this blackness the light
stabbed clear to the bottom, revealing, as
through a long tube, the tiny stream
there and the toy bridge by which it was
spanned. The sight made George's head
swim with horror; the shaft of light was
=0 nearly perpendicular, each time it
lifted from the foreground and darted to
the stream beneath, that they seemed to
be directly everhanging the little bridge.
Whenever the wheels struck an irre
ity in the road, raising the truck, he had
the impression that they had lost contact
with the solid earth and were falling. He
cried out with relief when they slowed, as
slow they did, even though he knew it
waz only to turn on the ledge, the most
perilous point of the whole descent.
Here, in a bLreathless stillness, the hum
of the motor having stopped, the bare-
headed, bare-armed wouth at his side
eased the heavy, creaking truck around,
inch by inch, with the outer wheel in
front on the very edge of the bank; then,
with a perfection of skill, coaxed it again
into the road that led downward in a suc-
cession of short plunges. At times the
light was off the road completely, either
plaving on the stream helow or tracing
fantastic patterns on the rocky slope
across the canyon, and they were drop-
ping down the hill in utter darkness.

They reached the hottom; the motor
caught with a roar and lifted them over
the bridge; then, turning into the road
that in places wormed itsell hall under
the lofty clifis as if trying to escape from
its narrow prison, thev sped toward Has-
san Cheleb

Between fear and excitement, George
was in a constant shivering. The danger
and the darkness frightened him. But
the thought of the errand on which they
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were hound, the knowledge that they
were rushing through the night on a mis-
sion of mercy, thrilled him. So, too, did
the dash and daring, the cool unconcern of
his companion. There were times when
he completely forgat his anxieties in ad-
miration for the boy who could risk his
life for others with such indifference to his
own fate. Itamazed and captivated him.

At the village, on the spot by the little
stream where it was the custom of the
convoy to spend the night, they stopped
and took on water, and filled the tank
with fuel, and Sergeant Rouge looked to
the comfort of his passengers, having
nearly a hundred miles still to go. Then
along the rough street they hurried with
a great rattling and rumbling, the lights
revealing stone walls and huts on either
side, and the doorways crowded with
veiled women and ragged children, drawn
from their evening fires to learn the cause
of the commation and speculate as to the
reason for such unscemly haste,

Drown an empty valley, where the dust
lay thick on the road and spurted aside
under the heavy tread of the truck, as
the sea parts under the feet of a racing
ghip; over a sullen hill and then to a high
platean, where the night wind was cold
and the stars scemed strangely near—
down valleys and over hills, endless and
innumerable, with no light of camp-fire or
coltage to cheer them with companion-
ship—they went on and on.

And then came the moment when, as
they reached the top of a low rise, their
headlights struck Furl upon three bandits
drawn up on horseback across the road
before them.

In the instant that they were revealed,
the men raised their rifles with grim
swiftnezs. At the same time the horses,
shrinking from the blinding glare, began
to stir restlessly. Their riders angrily
jerked them back into line, Georpe
watched with the fascination of terror,
The scene, he said, would never leave his
mind. The three fierce-looking men,
their chests crossed with cartridge-belts;
the anger on their evil faces; the trem-
bling horses; the black, ugly rifles

He knew well that the bandits on the
roads in Turkey are a cruel lot of men,
whao kill where there is no need of killing.
The rifles even then were covering the
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truck: In a second they would crack,
Panic seized him. He clutched at Ser-
geant Rouge, hiz fingers grli’:ping his
shoulder r]es:.palrmg!v

“Stop " he pasped,

Bt

“Stop—hell I said Sergeant Roupge vi-
olently.

He reached forward, and at once the
heavy truck, like a mammoth unchained,
leaped at the horses, which promptly
reared. To further enliven them; he
grasped the plunger of the horn and
jammed it down—again and again. The
shriek that went up from the tortured
device, on the silence of the empty night,
was an ear-splitting crescendo of discard.
The charging truck, the powerful, daz-
zling lights, the thunder of wheels, and the
harrowing scream of the horn, were more
than the horzes could stand. The one in
the centre boelted, crashed into its neigh-
bor on the right, and together they went
floundering off into the darkness; the
third as quickly wheeled and sprang out
of the road.

The truck tore an, Jurching and sway-
ing. A spiteful bullet slapped the back
of the seat. Then something, with a snap
that made his fingers sting, thudded close
beside George's hand, still clutching his
companion’s shoulder, forcing him to take
it away and nurse it until the pain sub-
sided. . . .

It seemed to George that thereafter
Sergeant Rouge drove even more daring-
ly than before, crowding the truck up the
hills, cne after another, and letting it
coast almost unchecked down every
grade, =0 that it appeared to be running
wild, and threatening each moment to
Lﬂungc to the bottom of the black space

eneath them; and, [urther, that he
grew tired toward the end. For zome-
times the truck would swerve dangerous-
Iy, and it would take all his skill and
strength to hold it in the road; and on
several occasions they narrowly missed
the curves toward which they were rac-
ing, because he was a shade too slow with
the wheel. But he never for a moment
slackened speed,

They came noisily through the gate of
the compound at Sivas (which the gate-
keeper, roused by the thunder of their
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approach, had made haste to open), and
halted in front of the hospital. The night
staff began to remove the injured pas-
sengers, while messengers were sent Lo
summon the doctors. One way or an-
other, most of the people in the houses of
the compound were awakened, so that
there quickly pathered a group of men
and women in a variety of attice. Among
them was the housekeeper of the station.

It was her voice that presently was
heard demanding: “Where is the hoy
who brought them in?"

The guestion was not answered until
George, recalling that he had seen noth-
ing of Sergeant Rouge since their arrival,
thought tolook in the driver's seat, which,
being in the dark, had escaped notice,
There he found him, in a faint. They
lifted him out and carried him indoors,
where the light revealed his sleeve red
with blood, and his face very pale be-
neath the dust that covered it

When he opened his eves it was to find
the houzekeeper bending over him, while

431

behind her were the other members of the
station.

His lips parted in a familiar grin.
I make it?#" he inquired hoarsely.

“That vou did,"” zaid the housekeeper
emphatically,. “And you were very
brave to come lhmug_ﬁh so much danger.
You saved—""

“And I got in by twelve o'clock?™

“Why," said the housekeeper, “ I think
—uyes,"” she added dq-ﬂnitrl}', olancing at
the watch on her wrist.  “ But what 3

"I'm glad of that,”" said Sergeant
Rouge. * It was what I tried to do. But
I guess vou're wrang about the danger
and me heing brave. Theére was nol hi]lg
like that in it at all. No, ma’am."”

He gave a little chuckle, Then he
added:

“I was just wanting a bed and that
bite to eat you spoke of, That was all.
You see, I don't take much to the life on
the road. It's too wild for me. Why,
say, I'm =o darned tame now a spice of
danger would scare me cold.”

“Did

DREAMS
By Gertrude Hall

FEVER do I come upon a

{ chapter on dreams but I

{ read it. Newver does any

4 one talk about dreams but

N i I listen. I induce people

I to tell me what they have

dreamed, I go to bed with the strong

formulated hope every night that I may
dream,

I seldom find in the literature upon
dreams quite what I would like to. The
more sérious articles tell one that though
in old days it was held that the spirit of
the sleeper really visited the regions and
had the expericnces painted by his dream,
science forbids a belief in this. Further,
that all one dreams is in some sort
reminiscence; that each fantastic episode
has been sugpested by an impression or
thought at some time during wakeful-
ness, The brain, in madness, they say,
acts, while awake, as, in a state of sanity,

it only acts in sleep. The sleeping brain
is therefore mad. All this, which may so
easily be true, T should regret having
incontrovertibly proved to me, 1 like
better to think that dreams, some of
them, have a sort of significance, which a
Bape, ]::..' the grace of God wise :huugh,
might interpret. The fact that no such
sage exists does not signify, The dream
need mever be interpreted. One only
likes to imapine that it iz interpretable,
and then wonder about it.

One is loath to claszsify anything =o
charming as dreaming, anvthing which
besides claims so great a part of lifetime,
as without exception mere froth on the
surface of sleep, As in the case of the in-
tricate markings of the human palm, one
craves to find for it some sort of reason a
little profound. T donot know whether it
is strictly scientific to believe that one has
a soul. Most of us quietly take our souls
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for granted. And when we feel the need
to invest with dignity the beautiful move-
ments of the imagination in sleep, we try
to relate them somehow to the soul.  The
soul, we suppose, iz aware of things which
the brain does not consciously know, and
sometimes in sleep contrives to give the
mind a hint which it can keep hold of
after emerging from its dream.

But this just now and then. One
would laugh at the notion of attaching
importance to the ordinary nightly
dream. It is so obviously just fun which
the imagination is having when let out of
school, so to speak, freed from rule and
constraint. If the servant-girl has lent
ene her dream-book, one may not he
above turning the '.".E“ thumbed leaves
to be warned, if one has dreamed of eat-
ing, that it will be well to practise great
frupality, or if one has dreamed of a
shake, to look out for an enemy. But it
will be for the sake of the laugh, and one
will forget all about it. Can one think of
classification more offensive to the pride
of intelligence than that which should in-
clude one among persons who believe in
dreams?

Mo, the ordinary nightly dream seems
to be just the pictured story-book by
which nature, the kind old nurse, enlivens
the hours of darkness for her children.
Going to bed is to the healthy habitual
dreamer like starting off on a journey of
adventure. The most delicious element
in it all i= that, continually, of surprise. If
it be true, az we are informed, that we
ourselves have prepared the surprise, it is
none the less true that we are genuinely
surprised by the turn our dreams take, by
the discoveries we make; completely
taken in by ourselves. We expect nothing
but this, and the other happens. We ask
a question, mentally formulating an an-
swer, and a different answer is given. We
open a box which might easily pass for a
tea-caddy—though it resembles, too, the
tin lantern we bought yesterday for a
child; we look into it in the sure expecta-
tion of finding the tea we need—no, it con-
tains a few pinches of dried rose-leaves
and a fragment of purple pastel. We
climhb many flights of stairs in a city house,
supposing that we shall at last reach the
roof, No, upon emerging from the scuttle
we stand in open country, among little

hills and trees, We follow a path wind-
ing through the grass; presently it bends
sharply down-hill, and before we know
what iz coming we are back in a city
square. We go to the looking-glass toput
on our hat: instead of the face which we
habitually see reflected,; there looks back
at us an animated brunette with frizzled
hair, snapping black eyes, and a brilliant
color. ‘The hat she is tying on is as un-
looked-for as the face—one such as heaven
forbid we should be seen wearing! A
tasteless black affair with bright red roses.

Only a little less diverting than the
surprises of dreams are, when we recon-
sider them by daylight, the things which
in dream have not in the least surprised
us. Our friend is to perform in some
public show, We examine the costume
she proposes to wear, and see, without any
question of its propriety, a skirt of a foot
and a half in length, composed of black
net with a sprinkling of spangles, owver a
loose swinging fringe of black wvelvet
straps.

Now if it be that we ourselves have ar-
ranged all this which is to surprise our
own minds, it seems quite legitimate (o
feel flattered. The intelligence which in-
vents it all is so much richer in resource
than we can claim to be. We admire to
the point of envy the fertility, the dramat-
ic quality, of the mind which frames our
dreams. The acuteness of observation,
too. Diream versions of figures which are
familiar to us by daw, while acting per-
haps fantastically, are continually saying
and doing things which we recognize as
perfectly characteristic, though depend-
ing upon idiosvncrasies we had not while
waking consciously noted. We of the day
get so tired of our little habitual round of
thoughts;, the limits of our intelligence
are so fast-set; our imagination is 5o
languid; but the other, that ourself of
the night, i= a poet, a novelist, is a won-
der! Once in a while we catch that other
in the very exercise, and recognize it in a
flash for our self. It is when we dream of
reading, and are aware that even while
we do s0 we are creating the text. The
ease and rapidity with which we perform
the feat wakes a consciousness in us of
amazement. If anything of the text

clings to the memory after we wake, what
dull dead leaves they turn out to be which
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we mistook for gold! Once in a while,
though, there is leit among them to de-
light us a glimmering grain or two.

To make up a dream, say for literary
purposes, is singularly difficult. T mean
a dream which could deceive an observant
dreamer into supposing it @ real one. The
dream quality is a thing so especial. It
has something in common with the qual-
ity of likeness in portraiture. Very sub-
tle, and any invention seems unable to
supply it. What the reason is for the
touch of queerness almost invariably pres-
ent in dreams, who can sav? But that
characteristic it is which most stamps a
dream as a dream. Now a thing is not
truly queer which can be predicted. The
waking mind can zeldom be queer in just
the unforeseeable dream way., Never is
a dream entirely lifelike for long. Con-
vincing as it is while we sleep, when we
reconsider it after waking some detail of
it advertises its character of dream. We
are at a great costume-ball; the company,
all in the daintiest pastel colors, of
eighteenth-century  effect, faint  wvisual
echo of Watteau, perform together some
figure of a dance symbolizing the seasons.
We are one of the dancers. Our eyes fall
upon our feet, and we behold them in-
cased in the black walking-hoots, not at
all eighteenth century, which are in fact
ours for the daily tramp. A wave of
mortification sweeps over us, We lock
shyly around to see if any one has noticed
them, then brace ourselfl with the thought
that if that solecism of our feet had been
going o rouse the scorn of the assembly
this would already hawve happened. Ti
our shame is acute, we perhaps, say toour-
self that it is only a dream, upon which
reflection follows instant comfort, for the
dream iz wsually at that peint dropped
for a different one. Or, we witness a
frightful accident, a tram-car running aver
somebody. The shock of it sets us gasp-
ing so that we come to, The picture has
been so vivid that we cannot for a moment
recaver from the sense of having actually
beheldl a catastrophe. Then, quieting
down, we take account of the fact that
though the street and the car were full of
people, no one paid the slightest attention
to the crushed man, no one but we, while
the most immediate =ign of an accident,
outside of a dream, is, as we know, the
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concourse of people gathering around it
in an instant from no one knews where.

The touch of queerness, we said, is the
characteristic which most stamps a dream
as a dream; to the touch of queerness let
us add the touch of exapgeration. One
has caught oneself sometimes in the very
act of dropping asleep, and has perceived
how an image of the waking brain turned
into a dream-image. One was consider-
ing casually the shaft by which the inner
rooms of a tall building receive the madi-
fied light of heaven. While one was
awake, it was no higher than the highest
of such structures one had ever seen. All
at once it shot up to an incalculable
height: row reared itself above row of the
little black rectangles which were win-
dows, till one could no longer see the top.
The New York hotel had turned into a
weird dream-palace. It is possible that
dreams are qualified by our tastes and
predilections, that we dream somewhat
as we like &, T have in mind that touch
of exagreration. Some of us have a fancy
for excess, for accent, dwell with relish
upon imaginations of boundless plains,
boundless waters, heaven-kissing moun-
tains, abysses in whose depths dwells un-
broken night ; love the sense of immensity,
are fascinated as well as awed by the prod-
igies of astronomy, eagerly climb great
heights, alps or belfries, for the marvel of
glutting our eyes with a wide prospect;
even in pictures have a preference for
those which dwarf the human fizure so as
tomake great the scale of the scenery. It
is perhaps to zuch of us that the vastness
of dreams offers its gratifications.

But the touch of r.x::ggn:r;lliun in :-a[1'||'|1—
dor is the leature of dreams which most
miakes us wake with the sense of having
lived in romance. Earth cannot match
it; the imagination takes what earth has
shown it of most splendid, and multiplies
it by just what number it will. Dream
cathedrals can be so vast that from the
clear-story the throng of the faithiul forms
but a dim swarming mass.  The fountains
of dream gardens can have, instead of
such a number of grouped marble or
bronze figures as we have seen at Ver-
sailles or in Rome, figures towering and
innumerable, touched with golden light.
As for banquets—a hint of the possible
poetry of food must have been given by
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earthly cooks, but the ingeniouz pic-
turesque magnificence of dream feasts
can be Keatsian, no less. It is said that
one never eats of dream food. Tt seems to
me that one sometimes does, though not
so as to taste it, any more than one tastes
it at dinner-parties often, when one is in-
terested in the spectacle and the talk. T
have never examined it closely, but had
just an impression of glitter and exquisite-
ness, related to forms sometimes familiar,
sometimes new and strange,

But thesze are the dreams of choice oc-
casional nights. Sometimes instead of an
exaggeration in size and richness, it will
be in intensity of beauty, more accurate-
ly, intensity in one’s sense of the things
being beautiful. There will be Greek seaz
of -:a[‘r[rh'ln: ElnllJl:rJ strewn with gL‘Jl{']E!I‘L wil-
low-leaves (always that touch of ca-
price ), and while a boat takes us past
velvety izlands, the boatman chants a
Greek name, which we remember still at
waking, then suddenly have forgotten,
Or we are walking on snowy mountain-
heights. The masses of snow are so ma-
jestically beautiful that something whis-
pers to us they are more than natural.
The knowledge dawns that Michelangelo
moulded them. Or, there spreads before
us a landscape all mellow gold with au-
tumn. Among the stacked cornstalks
walks pensively a lion incapable of harm,
a gentle lion. The dreamy light over all
suggests that it is perhaps the hour when
he will lie down with the lamb. We re-
turn to the real world with the sense of
having been on a wvacation. The same
exaggeration poes to darken the lad
dreams. We visit holes of more unspeak-
able squalor than we have ever in fact
seen, behold poverty more dire and de-
graded. An intensity of horror which
wakes us strugeling will pertain to a cause
totally inadequate, such a thing as a puff
of woolly gray dust, softly but inexorably
rolling toward us across the floor on the
draft that blows under the door. There
lived in a dream once a tiny sluglike ani-
mal belonging to a malignant Chinaman,
from which emanated an effluence so evil
that it was feared should the creature
escape from the bottle in which the China-
man kept it it might miasmatically infect
the whale world.

One wonders why certain dreams come
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so often. Not the very same dream, but
the zame scheme of dream, with different
developments. One can see why one
should dream that one musl appear on
the stage in a dramatic performance when
one does not know a word of one's part;
or why one should be trying to make
ready to start on a journey, and find none
of the things needed either to put on or to
pack; or part of one's clothing has been
omitted in dressing, or mysteriously lost,
Why, when there is dream necessity to
hurry, one's fingers should become cork
and one's feet lead. It is very nearly ob-
vious why one dreams these things. But
why does a person dream o often, for in-
stance, that she has moved into a new
houze (the house always vaster and richer
than any she has really lived in) and poes
from room to room examining the strange
architecture and furniture, planning the
installation of her family in the sump-
tuous apartments, the person being one
who has in reality seldom moved or had
much Lo do with the encumbent arrange-
ments? And why does one sooften go up
and down infinite flights of stairs and
through strange narrow paszages leading
to unexpected things? Experience does
not give us 50 very much of that. Per-
haps it is merely because the dream
charms one, it is part of the as you like 4
of sleep.

One could almost believe that there
exist dream places to which one can go.
We are fairly positive that we have re-
peatedly visited in dream the same villa,
the same city, the same suburb of a city,
where there is a gate-tower and a terraced
garden of shrubs, all full of a charming
queerness and strange charm, and having
not much relation to anvthing we have
really known, If there is no such objec-
tive dream region, then it is sure that the
same surroundings can be dreamed more
than once, Why, we know our way about
thal villa, through those city streets, from
having been there so many times. In
them, instead of meeting at every turn the
unexpected, it is finding the familiar which
constitutes the surprise.

A curious hint is given by dreams of
things which are impossible subjects, it
would seem, of thought. I hardly know
how to tell my meaning, but fellow
dreamers will be able to interpret by their
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own experience. We have dreamed some-
thing, it was clear, the impression lingers
when we wake. But it is not reducible to
terms of thought, much less words. We
have no grasp on it as an image or a sensa-
tion, yet in some remote corner of ourself
we know perfectly what it was. It iz not
a maiter of having forgotten—the thing
is inexpressible to others or ourself. Only
itzelf knows what it was, and itself is bur-
ied away somewhere within us. When
vainly trying to master the conception of
the fourth dimension we are reminded of
those dreams.

There are those, of course, 1o whom
dreams represent merely unrest, comfort-
less slumbers, their dreams are a sort of
suffering. They wake fatipued, as if
there had been exertion. But the more
fortunate sleepers, though the experience
they pazs through in dream may to the
reason be painful, suffer no more than
they would in reading the same in a book.
The nerves of pain seem drogged., Be-
hind their most acute dream embarrass-
ments there exizsts a sort of saving realiza-
tion that it is after all a dream, that if it
hecome intolerable they can defy it and
awake,

In a dream we have known a fact we
had completely forgotten, as far as wak-
ing hours go; in dream we have solved an
arithmetical problem, lived out the plot
of a story, have been the story as well as
the reader: we have composed poetry
(very indifferent}, we have committed a
pun, not witty, to be sure, after we waked,
but yet according to tule; have invented
# conundrum, an anecdote, and made a
joke which woke us shaking with laughter.
Such diversions come to vary the nights
of us children., Could ingenuity invent
richer phantasmagoria than we are of-
fered 2 As if to preclude our failing for a
moment to be entertained, the scencs melt
into one another, the personages change
personality, sometimes are even Comm-
pletely two persons in one,

That they adorn by their touch of fancy
the commonest night is reason enough
why we should glorify dreams, but there
iz another reason why we hold them dear,
anl I was thinking of it chiefly when I
began this humble dissertation. There
can be in them such comfort. The most
sorrowful experiences of life, are, few will
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dispute it, its losses. First the actual loss
of beloved persons, and then the closing
up of the space they occupied, the fading
of the wake thev left, the loss of one's
sorrow for them, the sense one hasz of
being helplessly unfaithful to them by
the very law of one’s nature,

“ But each doy brings its petty dust
Ohur soon-choked souls to fill,
And we forget because we must,

And not becawse we will"

But while this iz true of our waking
maoments, it is not so, we discover, of our
mysterious sleeping self.  Again and
again they come in the night, the adored
and lost, and the yearning affection for
them is all there, fresh as at first, though
it may be many vears since one has zeen
them outside of a dream.  The character-
istic marks of dreams will be maost likely
on those dreams of them, the quecrness,
the exaggeration, the incoherence, but a
reality so sweet and intense belongs to the
outgoing of affection toward them that
one is only glad of the renewal of anguish
which so often accompanies it. One is
grateful for the reassurance that some-
thing within us is holding fast in its secret
stronghold that which has been confided
tevit, Thickly showering daily impressions
may through the vears bury it under more
and more deeply, but, as the dreams are
there to show, not destroy it.  The dreams
testify to the triumph of love over time,
What is the ideal while we wake is proved
to be the real when we sleep.

And concluding, as we choose to do,
that some of our dreams are related to
the soul, or that we are upon occasion
nearest to our =ouls when asleep, we find
ourselves vielding (o the inclination some-
times to imagine 2 significance in dreams
whose infimations our intelligence, which
would perhaps not have evolved them,
yet finds it possible to support. One had
guarrelled with a friend; while wanting
to make up, one supposed him angry and
unapproachable, until one dreamed that
he came offering an armful of crimson
roses.  Waking, one felt sure that his
heart like one'’s own begged pardon. The
close of the cpisode, it happened, placed
the dream in the right, By another friend
one feared oneself forgotten, outgrown,
until one dreamed that that person called
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one by an old pet name, never used by
any one else, and which meant in ftself
remembrance of the old affectionate
terms.  And one woke cheered. COne re-
ceived a dream letter from a person who
had long, long not written. Amid the
confused dream characters one word
stood forth wvery clear: Mizpah! After
that, one seemed to know how it was.
One dreamed of visiting hell, and was
struck by the simplicity and justice of
its torment: @ passionate, a surpassing,
sleepless regret for the evil done, One
beheld in cdream the Lord Christ. He
pointed at a star directly overhead, say-
ing: “That is the star which shall guide
vou,” and one understood the parable to
mean that the highest he could conceive
should be the Christian’s rule of life.
Fancy loves to indulge itself, attributing
to dreams of the kind a sort of wise intui-
tion, One wonders and weaves theories.
It is safest, no doubt, to hold them
loosely.

But the most memorable dreams of all
are connected with no image, or, if they
I, it is not remembered as the important
fact about them, Thcﬁ' consist of an im-

ression received, one hardly knows how,
in sleep—a conviction with which one
wikes,

" Neow o thing was secretly brought te me,
and wmine ear recefved o Jitlle thereof)” re-
lates Eliphaz the Temanite,

 Fyethonghts from the ofsions of the night,
wihen deep sleep falleth wpon men,

“Fear came npon e, and frembling,
wilick made all mey bones fo shake.

“Then o spivit passed Defore my foce ;
the hair af my flesk stood wp.

It stood still, but I condd nol discersn dhe
Sorm thereaf' ; andnage was before mine eyes,
therewas silence, and I heard a voice saving :

Dreams

“Sholl morlal man be more just Hhan
God ? Shall a man be more pure than fis
aaker 7

It has not much in common, this dream,
with the whimsical dream spirit which
has one stoking a furnace with bricks of
chocolate cake, or handling snow which
iz warm to the touch. The ancient friend
of Job woke surely with 4 sense of having
had the conjectures of his outreaching
faith confirmed by a mighty revelation,

The dream guoted may be literature,
it i3 however typical. The awakened
dreamer’s sense of the message of the
night is described to perfection: the sense
that there was a great deal more to it
than he can remember on waking; that,
in fact, he had while asleep the conscious-
ness of something greater than he really
could grasp, could put into articulate
thought. * A thing was secrelly brought fo
wie, and mine car received a litile thereaf”
The thing, the revelation, brought was
felt to be complete; but what the ear, the
conscious mind, could seize was recog-
nized as partial.

One of the chief points concerned with
the like revelations of the night is that the
dreamer places faith in those which have
come to himself, whatever he may think
of those communicated by others. Cer-
tainty is after all the result of accord be-
tween a proposition and the way one in-
timately feels things to be; and in the case
of the revelations in question, one does
not doubt, because it seems part of one's
essential being to know that the thing is
true. One may for the rest of life go on
petting courage from mental reference to
g thing of which one received assurance,
like Eliphaz the Temanite, “in visions of
the night, when deep sleep falleth upon
men,™
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SAW Lowndes, who, after
- a deal of manccuvring to

conceal that my order had
been given, no doubt, to
some of my Covent Garden
foes, confessed that he was
not at the Theatre. He tampered, try-
ing to get the copyright for publication,
and for nothing, or next to nothing. He
said that Simkinand Marshall gave Soane
Ten Pounds for the Innkeeper's Dauphter,
and lest by it: that The Warlock of the
Gzlen produced the author fourteen pounds
in books, and the publisher nothing! At
any rate, that is as much as "tis worth |

- .

Went to the Theatre in the evening.
Tremendous House, but dull aundience.
Sir Lumley St. George Skeffington,® with
his tremendous black whiskers and semi
circular back was stuck by the side of
Carr in the little Prompter’s Seotry Box,
and did not recognise me: but, after-
wards, as Miss Cubitt mentioned my
name in the Green Room passage, caught
at it with his usual enthusiasm and
civility; and we talked over old times,
when I was acting and his new play came
out and was damned. I recerved fresh
congratulations, and Miss Cubitt intro-
duced me to Lord William Lenox.®  Mr.
Caleraft desived to be introduced and was
very complimentary,

- 4 = "

The speech they wanted me to cut out,
the only one opposed last night to night

«'s The fool-nales to thim actsche will be found on pape
EXTN

was bravoed, Miss Kelly did not play
so well, but Wallack much better.

M . february sth. No offer for
the copyright of Thérise. Dibdin’s play
is on the subject of Kenilworth. Went
up to the Theatre in the evening. His
Majesty's intended visit to the Theatre
tomiorrow, announced at the doors. The
attraction of this night injured by it
The audience were dull to the serious
points of Thérdse, and took all the comic
ones enthusiastically; probably in conse-
guence of its coming after a serious opera,
and rather a heavy one. Miss Kelly is
not well, and seems, by her first success,
almost frightened out of the power of
doing so wonderfully again. Fontaine
greatly applauded throughout, Wallack
not so much: and is already trying to get
out of the part. Foolish young man!
These are the things he excels in, and not
intellectual ones: wyet he must fritter
away his reputation by showing how
feebly he enters into the loftier creations
of Shakespeare. His Majesty has com-
manded Who's Who? as the afterpiece,
Elliston says he will see Thérdze next
week. There was hissing the moment
Russel * came to the word—>by command
—and much after the announcement, but
it was overpower'd by the applause &
huzza’s. Of course, the Court will take
care of these points tomorrow, All were
talking of the sale of John Kemble's
Books. Called at Miller’s in the course
of the day, & saw two numbers of a new
graphic work from Philadelphia, pub-
lished by Carey, called “ American Scen-
ery” & a very beautifully engraved &
ornamented fac-simile of the Declaration
of Independence; besides some late
papers, with announcements of Kean.
Called at Davis’s on Felter Lane, who
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congratulated me; rec’d a card from
Capt. Simp=on, & an anonymous letter
in a female hand with a copy of the Wells
Advertisement.

Tuesday, Feb. 6bh. The King came to
the Theatre this evening. Great prepa-
rations, of course, were made. A canopy
put up at the private box entrance & a
room magnificently fitted up, leading to
the stage box, R. H., through a smaller
room. Elliston obtained the loan of
things to the amount, (he sayd) of 1400
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the Oueen! God save the
One called “King George
forever ! Another answered ‘'Clueen
George forever!”  “ God save the King"
was sung at the beginning, after the
opera, and then “Rule Brittannia,” in
which the King joined. I observed that
he bowed at the end of every verse of
“God save the King." 1 was on the
stage with the singers of the national
anthem, and I had Mrs. Edwin and Miss
Tree with me; but 1 manapged to keep
behind. No one, how-

“where's
CQueen ™

Dieury Lame Theatre,
Dirann -and cograved by W, Wallis for the '* Walks Through London.™

pounds in value, to decorate this royal
apartment, which was really very splen-
did. His Majesty was sixteen minutes
in the room, previously lo entering the
box, and Winston said he seemed to be
talking of one thing, and thinking, all the
while, of another. He stopped, involun-
tarily, as he was going in, & fetched an
unconscious sigh, The applause pre-
dominated, and the noise was tremendous,
shouting, clapping and then an universal
jumping which made a sound like the
rumbling of an earthguake. His Majesty
was drest in plain blue with a red, em-
broider’d collar & black stock, the coat
button’d all the way up. He iz very 1all
& proportionally’ stout, a gigantic look;
ant his face very like the pictures. He
bowed, puat his hand to his heart, &
smiled repeatedly.  They called out often

ever, could have a better

view: and the foufe en-

semible was tremendous.

Countless heads, all vo-

ciferating : numberless

hats and handkerchiefs
waving; one mighty
mass, all in frightfully
tumultuous motion; and
all eves directed to the
one point, where the

King stood, in the centre

of the Box; the Duke of

York on one side, on the

other, the Duke of Clar-

ence; and officers of
state filling the Box be-
hind him. At the farce,
hiz Majesty langhed
very heartily & the long
ridges of his checks,
" seemed full of hearly
good humaor, he bent for-
wards, see sawing back & forth, with
peals of laughter. Two Beef Eaters
stood on the stage at the two sides of the
Box, with their Halberts. They are re-
lieved every half hour, as, formerly, one
fell down dead in consequence of being
kept standing for several hours, not
daring to retire for the relief of nature.
They laughed heartily, too, these last
night's Beef Eaters, which, is, T believe,
not considered as etiquette.

The Green Room presented an amusing
scene.  The actors and actresses divert-
ing themselves exceedingly: and great
folks frequently passing in and out. All
were making fun of Elliston, Winston &
Eussel, in their court dresses. George
Colman the Younger® (an old man to
bear a juwtenile cognomen) came in.
Tavlor, of the Sun, (author of M. Tonson)




Mizs Eelly as “Annette.”
Engraved by T. Wright, [rom o drawing by Walton.

observing Colman in his lace cover'd regi-
mentals, said “ Why, Colman, you'd burn
for something.” “I shall presently,”
said Colman, looking back at the large
fire & getting farther off, “if I don't
move." 'Tis said that the King, on first
seeing Colman, in his regimentals, ob-
served, laughing “Why, George, vou'd
make an excellent Pam.” *Yes, your
Majesty, I've been lewd all my life, but
I'm fush now.”

The King backed out of the Box, bow-
ing to the great applause, and doubtless
glad enough to get through his début;
for this was his first appearance (at the
Theatre) in that character.

The Hon. . Lamb was standing by
me, & observ'd to me, during the first
acclamation to his Majesty's appearance.
“This is the most serious bow the Oneen
has received,”

I saw Moncrieff at Lowndes's, who
looks smaller, queerer & shabbier than
ever; the edges of his mouth dirty and
brandyfied. He said he was most par-
ticularly happy when he heard that
Thérése was mine, & disclaimed having

Mr. Wallack as **Rugantino.”

Eagraved by T, Wright . from & drawing by Wageman.

anything to do with the pirated one an-
nounced this day for representation at the
Coburg.

Planch&? came in & took me with him
to his lodgings in Long Acre, where he
shewed me a three act piece he had
written in blank verse, intending to in-
troduce Kean, Miss kelly & Ellston;
but Elliston had galled him in some
drunken moment, by telling Winston,
before him, “ Here's a man that hasz been
writing a piece in eleven acts;" and after
that, in consequence of some jokes in a
piece of his produced at the Adelphi,
which were interpolated by Lee, who had
a FH_;FH_'I'III{] |.:r11l_|g|; iL.LE..liIID-'J IIiIH Hll'_l, r]'li"l!--1{'r|
Planché was cut off from the free list. I
offered my aid & mediation & begged to
see the piece at full. Planché then told
me he had it not. Booth* who promised
to try & do something with it, had run
away 1o ,'1||.|:]1l!rii.':'L with a fruiterers l.li]ll:.[ll-
ter & taken the original with him; but
he would try to remember it & pick it
out: and would =end it to me, when he
could,

II'.[;.:..!'.I“'.E.:J"u"L'I f"g'nl,'rrridr_}' ?.—Th[ﬁ ewnir:;;
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the King went to Covent Garden, which
injured the house at Drury.

Owing to the removal of the red fire
to the [rassagEe into. which Miss Kl‘.‘]]!.-"
rushes in the close of the second act of
Thérése, the sudden and unexpected puff
of sulphurous vapour, set her coughing
anid as soon as the curtain dropped, on
attempting to move, she was scized with
violent spasms in her side. All thronged
around her, and I of the party: she
shrieked out—* tis pain—'tis pain” then,
secing me, burst in a laugh, and cried,
“not Mr. Powne, T dew’t mean My,
Payne,”" and was carried, still in agony,
into a private room. There was con-
siderable delay and the audience became
clamorous; but she finished the piece,
and no apology was made,

Thursday Feb. 8. . In the evening
went to the Cobourg to see Thérese,
Carr and Tighe also went, one with the
Prompt Book and the other with the
French Copy. 1 did not see them there,
I took my place at the back of the pit.
Some persons seemed to recognise me,
and were prowling about, to try if they
could not interpret my looks.

The piracy is the most evident thing
in the world: even to minutiz in the
scemery, and its very faults; but, what
we wish to do, is to prove it; and this will
be a difficult matter. The very manner
of acting the different parts is pirated,
with the exception of a little jumping,
pantomimeizing fellow who plavs the
Count, certainly, in a very unique and
perfectly original style.

Perhaps to those who can only enter
imnto the broadest kind of evidence, and
cannot be made, with us, to feel that it is
imposzible this should be any thing but a
piracy, it may have 2ome eflect for them
to know that my piece is greatly changed
from the original by compression, which
13, 1n itzelf, & work of considerable labour
and li]LJLtp:]'lT.: and, in EVEry ir:.‘at&ncur the
Cobourg has availed itself of these com-
pressions.  Upwards of five hundred lines
of the original french are omitted in the
present translation, and the wvery same
lines are omitted in the Coburg Copy,
always in the same places. Ts this a co-
incidence likely to be accidental? Two
persons may hit upon similar curtail-
ments in one, two, three or half a dozen
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instances; but would any two persons
carry an exact co-incidence through a
work of seventy four pages?

In the 3d act, the commencement of
mine iz entively varied from the French
copy, by the omission of two pages and a
half, and the Coburg copy has followed
that omission implicitly. It does not
appear in the French melodrama that
Thérése ever knows that she has been
suspected of murder; she is sent from the
stage only charged with being the Thérise
who has escaped from the punishment de-
creed apainst her for forgery; and in her
absence the Magistrate communicates
to her lover and her Protector, the Clergy-
man, his suspicions of her being the Mur-
deress of the Countess. In the Drury
Lane copy she is directly accused of the
murder on the stage, and out of that ac-
cusation arises one of the most impressive
scenes of the drama. Thiz introduced

‘situation is pirated in the Coburg copy,

and the very words are adopted, sub-
stantially throughout, and in many in-
stances literally: as, alse, the scene fol-
lowing, where Thérése, in my adaptation,
replied in broken sentences, as il stll
partly under the influence of her recent
delirium, whereas, in the French, her re-
plies are detailed and declamatory,

The Coburg Gentlemen follow the idea
exactly and copy the words substantially
even adhbering to my alteration of the
Countesss title, from Volmar to Bel-
e &

In aet the Second, they have adopted
Enights speech:

“Doesn't our pastor preach every
Sunday, open to whoever knocks, give
to whoever asks—and doesn't she ask?
Zounds, Bridget, dont hold the latch in
your hand, when you should throw the
door wide open !

The latter part of which is not in the
French copy, but was introduced by
Knight himself, during the rehearsals.

I started off the moment the curtain
fell, and to very loud applause (hy the
bye, the Hon. G. Lamb asked me why I
didn’t get up and bow to it} and they were
all anxiety at Drury Lane to hear the re-
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sult, and every one flocked about in the
Green Room, some, as my mind pictured,
not at all unhappy that something had
occurred to lessen the importance of what
I had done. Carr arrived almost im-
mediately after me in Elliston’s room;
but Carr either from stupidity or a spirit
of detraction, said, though ‘twas evi-
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vised him againzt it.. I told him he
should well consider whether even the
advantage of a triumph were 1o be com-
pared with the effect of reviving the
clamour against the supposed disposition
to persecute Minor Theatres. But he
persisted.

There was a great difficulty today

Mizs Wilson
Engraved by Cooper, from o drawing by Rirch.

denthy a piracy, yet my translation was so
literal (literal ) that 1t would be impos-
sible to bring it home. Tighe, the Irish
Retainer of Elliston, did not arrive, and
there was great consternation and not
having any copy whatever to prompt
from.  After a short delay, however, the
curtain was drawn up, and Carr, not
avowing the fact to any one but me, held
a blank book in his hand all the evening,
and every thing went off smoathly, Had
be told that there was no book, the actors
would have bungled presently and then
the piece could not have been got on
with.

Friday, Felruary 9—Busy today ar-
ranging to assist Elliston's intended
movements in Chancery, though I ad-

Vor. LXIX.—16

Mra. Becler (late Mijas ONaillh,
Engraved by H, v, Meyer,

arizsing from the necessity of changing the
play first, and then the melodrama, in
consequence of Miss Kelly's illness.
Miss Bmithzon,® who 15 the destined
donble was obliged to study a part at short
notice in the play and she could not do
both. Mrs. W. West,™ indignant at
Miss K:'H_\":i lm—in;{ ]ifuf-.'.l‘h:'il to her in the
first instance, spurned the idea of hecom-
ing a swbsittwle amd wonld wnel do it,
Elliston said, in a sort of smiling Richard
the 3d sneer, that Mrs. W. gave a great
deal of trouble and he feared this would
be her last zeason at Drury. This was
not said to her, but merely dropt in the
room, Then Miss, Cubitt was suggested,
but rejected for want of beauty and talent,
two unhappy deficiencies: then Madame
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Vestriz, who was sent for, as well as Mrs.
Orger,® who had not been out before.
Mra, Orger came, suspecting what it was,
but could not undertake so important a
task at so short a notice; and then Ma-
dame Vestris, was ready enough to try
and 1 was to have been closetted with her
to give her my instructions (pleasant
business !} but the Hon, G. L. who ap-
pears to me to have a penchant there, as
I think, very quietly dissuaded both her
and Elliston. Next 1 suggested Mrs.
Chatterly,™ who was accordingly sent for
post haste, but thinking something was
about to be offered which it was not poli-
tic to s=eem too anxious about, or desiring
to attire herself too killingly, she delayed
to come so long, that it would have been
impossible for her to have done any
thing, so the piece was given up alto-
gether for the night, and when Mrs. C.
arrived, it was only tolearn that she need
not have troubled herself,

Elliston and I dined together at the
Shakespeare, after all this, for the pur-
pose of going to see the pirated Thérese.
At dinner I tried to reconcile him to
Planché but he was bitter and obstinate.
There was a party of young men at the
table next to us, and he asked me if I ever
amused myself with observing characters.
Whether I did not think them either Un-
dertaker's men or Lawyer's cletks. I
said Lawyer's Clerks. Just then one of
them uttered some technical phraze, and
Elliston smiled and said “Oh yes, you're
right.” T went up to the free admission
stand at the Coburg and claimed my right
of admission for self and friend, which,
being piven, Elliston passed in with me.
On entering the lobby, the foppish little
box opener, Roraueur, smiled significantly
on secing Elliston, and said “ So, you have
come to see our new piece.”  “No,” an-
swered E. “our new piece vou mean.”
We were shewn into a central private
Box, where we were soon recognised and
noticed with smiles and whispers.  After
admiring the beauty of the house awhile,
the piece began, and I saw that since the
last night, it has been varied a little, par-
ticularly in being made to begin with a
dance, which is lugged in without rhyme
or reason.  Elliston was perfectly satis-
fied as to the piracy and as to the proba-
hility that they had not even seen the
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French piece. We walked together from
the Theatre, to Charing Cross, where T
dropped him at Jobline's, some lawyer 1
believe, where he was engaged to meet a
party at Dinner, but was now going to
apologise and join them at wine.
Safrrday, February 1oth.  Busy all day
about the Injunction. After making the
affidavit, I was sent to in extreme hurry
and alarm, to go back to the Public office
in Southampton Buildings and swear over
again, This arose from the Master not
having put his sipnature to the interlinea-
tions before the first was sworn. We
went into the Chancery Court for awhile
and a magnificent hall it is: the Court
part occupies but a speck at one end.
About four, Mr. Fladgate came into Mr.
Elliston’s room and said the Injunction
was granted. A letter was immediately
sent off to Glossop, couched in polite
terms, stating that an Imjunction had been
granted, but, to prevent disappointment
to the public, the piece might be performed
this evening, provided it were the last,
To night the farce was changed from
Giovanni to Love Laughsat Locksmiths, in
consequence of Madame Vestris's illness.
Mr. Watts, steward of the Steam Boat,
told me that a Mr. Cooper, a Bookseller,
in the Temple, sat by two persons on the
first night of Thérése, whom he took to
be newspaper reporters, from their being
so busily occupied in ‘writing down all
thev saw. He afterwards discovered that
it was Glossop and another, one taking the
words and the other sketching the scenery.
Swunday, Feb. 11. Wrote the preface
of Thérése to day, revised proofs, and took
the preface to the printer’s late at night.
Monday, Feb. 12.

I was told this morning that Glossop
had dissolved the Injunction in conse-
quence of the omission of Mr. Fladgate
to register the office copy of the affidavit;
an informality which will give a good run
to their piece, and iurnijl them with a
favorable chance of making a great pa-
rade of their boasted triumph.

Suturday February 17.

l_"lﬂdg:hte‘s Son came to mie about the
Affidavit. Elliston send Tighe alias Tyson
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to ask whether I could atiend a meet-
ing of them with Mr. Hart. Tysonsavs
Miss Smythson, who acted Thérise last
night, got great applause that in one
point, *Save me, Save me!"” in the 3d
act, she had three rounds, where Miss
Eelly had none: and it was expected
Miss Kelly would play it for the future,
not to allow Miss 5. to get too popular.

By the bye, this Tyson diverted me
greatly when we went up to hear the
affidavits read. He was asked how his
name was spelt—"T-i-gp-h-e"—says he:
“Why " answered Winston, “I thought
your name was Tyson'" *So it is,'" re-
plied the Hibernian, *‘but on these oc-
casions I always make free with my
father's name [

Friday, February 23.

Bought a copy of Thérése, purporting
to be “the only acting edition™ a poor
thing by Kerr, as performed at the West
London.

Thérése is brought out tonight at
Covent Garden.

Saturday, Febraary 24, In a flutter all
day, expecting every moment to be re-
leased, Devey, Parsons's attorney, ap-
pointed (o meet Harris before the Judge
to resist my discharge on the ground of
a declaration having been taken out; hut
as it was only registered and not put in
at the Gate, it was of no avail, and the
Judge gave the order to supercede. The
suspense about this decision was a source
of some anxiety and alarm, Then, when
the order was obtained, Harris dizcovered
that this, being a close holiday, it would
be necessary to pay extra fees amounting
to-a pound, in order to obtain the super-
cedeas hefore Monday., Wrote the fol-
lowing letter to Elliston:

1821,

A
S

Saturday, Feb,
My pEar Sim,

These law matters always cost more
than the first calculation. 1 have settled
everything and only wait now for fifteen
pounds more than I have, or expected to
require, in order Lo carry my arrange-
mentz into effect. This 35 the anniver-
sary of my first connection with the
Theatre, as it was on this day I first ap-
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peared on the stage in America; and I
feel a sort of interest in making it the
epoch of my emancipation. I trust vou
will receive the circumstances as an ex-
cuse for my so abruptly berping the
favour of 15 pounds on %. Believe me,
Diear Sir,
Yours very truly

R.W. E. Esq. J.H E

Elliston sent word for answer, that he
would call; as he had business in the city.
I waited in a fidget two or three hours,
fearing he meant to create some difficulty
about the payment for Thérése. He did
call, however, and requested T would send
after the doors were open ! A bad omen |
He said their payments had been very
heavy this week. He assured me that
we beat the Covent Garden Théréze in
every respect: that it was monotonous
and heavy and many people went out at
the end of the second act: even their
scenery, for a wonder, is inferior.

He desired me to write a Life of Bicker-
staffe to put at the beginning of the edi-
tion of Love in a Village, which they
mean to publish and act on Thursday.

The Chancery cause about Thérise is
put off for a peremptory argument next
Thursday. At present, it looks promis-
ing, so Elliston says.

. goes to Leamington in the morning,
to return on Tuesday. On getting Ellis-
ton's answer, I sent down to borrow L10
of Mr. Page, which he lent me instantly.
I then sent to Bellchambers, but when
his attorney was sent to for the discharge,
the office was closed and the attorney
gone.  So, 'tis no use tonight to attempt
anything, as one, without all, would be
uzeless.

Saw the latter part of Thérdze. Pope
as Fontaine and Cooper as Carwin
worse, much worse, for the change,
Took Miss EKelly's hand as she was
coming off, and she asked i 1 had seen
the piece tonight, for she had been acting
vilely for some nights past, but tonizght
had acted to please herself. Cooper fell
on his face and hurt hiz nose, o source of
some sympathizing attentions especially
among the demoiselles as he got up,
Mrs. Becher® (late Miss O'Neill) was in
the house and came into the Green Foom,
previous to my arrival. What a change
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in our relative situations in a few wvears!
Time is a great developer of character|
It has changed my impressions concerning
her, fortunately for myself, though still
ghe has my perfect respect; vyet, had I
known her before, I would not have com-
mitted myself so far as to fall desperately
in love with her! T tried to get a lock at
her, but could not.

Elliston had gone, and left no orders
about the £15.
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“Yes" says he, “'twas a double barrelled
one—"twas encored.”  The audience was
in good humour, but, nevertheless, they
damned Mr. Tibbs,

Diuring a conversation about the new
tragedy of Conscience, a gentleman asked
Elliston whether he had any more new
tragedies: FE. shook his head and said
they did not seem the vopue. The gen-
tleman exclaimed *“What! Does Con-

science make cow-

Diunn, however,
gave me a check for
it on his own ac-
count, for he said
he had no money of
Elliston’s. I prom-
ised Winston that I
would come on
Monday, and do the
Introduction to
Love in a Village.
Thiz iz the anni-
versary of my first
coming on the stage,
twelve years ago:
Feb. zath, 1300.
It seems but yester-
day; and though it
i a good stride from
then to the present
moment down the
hill of life, I cer-
tainly at that time
thought myself
rmuch more of a man

ards of ye all?"
Elliston was
showing a beauti-
ful diamond snuff
box which Murat,
when King of
Naples, had pre-
sented to some one,
through whom it
got into the posses-
sion of George Rob-
ins, the Auction-
ecr. He was half
tipzey and amused
himself with acting
a scene between a
Pawn Broker and
some one who
might present it to
him, “Pray, Sir,
let me have o0
pounds on this?"
"Hey? Aye, very
beautiful ‘tis in-

and much more
clever and impor-
tant, than I do now.
Time is a great
humbler., I am
weaned very much of my love of public
applause and my enthusiasm for Theatri-
cal Amusements and fame as an Actor
now appears to me scarcely worth the toil-
ing for. I feel, indeed, as if I were settling
down into quiet, inoffensive and unpre-
tending mediocrity, for the rest of my life;
or perhaps, poverty.
Thursday, March 8.

Horn spoke again about my writing an
opera, privately, to me. Some one told
Braham in the Green Room that his
“oun song™ “went off wvery well”

E. W. Elliston, Eagr., lessee and manager of
Dirury Lane Theatre,

Engraved by B. Cooger, from a painting by Harlow,

deed! Stop a min-
ute—Ilet me look
at it—let me ex-
amine™ taking it
and speaking aside
to the shop boyv—
“(Call a Constable '—{aloud) Seven Hun-
dred Pounds | a Great deal of Money "—
(Constable arrives) “Officer, take that
man !—(To the Applicant) Now, Sir,
where did you get this Box?"

Old Eelly was behind the scenes, hav-
ing dined with Elliston and a party, and
was whirled in hiz gouty chair to the side
wings, where his Giant Footman stood
behind him.

Friday, March 16. At the hour men-
tioned T went to the Theatre and found
E. with a couple of gentlemen, to whom
he seemed to be talking about new
pieces. He desired me to walk on the
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ctape awhile. I did so. T found Win-
ston there sketching. He told me he
had in a book similar to the one I saw
all the Haymarket Scenes, and he was
now collecting all the Drury Lane ones,
The scene drawn was one of the Inside
of the King's Bench with a complete
view of two sides of the very room [ my-
self once occupied. 1 told W. he had
that already drawn in his published scenes
of Giovanni—"By G" says he, “so I
have ["—And gathered up his things and
went away; leaving me along with the
view of the Bench, as a sort of warning
monition to take what I could get and
beware of the future, After parading the
stage for two hours and a half (and exces-
sively cold it was), with the pleasant pros-
pect I mentioned staring me in the face,
Elliston came bustling in, and beckoning,
exclaimed “ You have the patience of an
Angel,” T went into the room, where
Winston was and Dunn, the Treasurer,
and Russel and such is the real state of
the London feeling with regard to what
keeps their literary institutions alive,
that T felt all the palpitation that I should
have felt in waiting for an eagerly hoped

for turn up of a card on which my fortune
entirely hung. The others went out and
left us alone. *“We are very poor” ex-
claimed Elliston in hiz bustling hurried
way, ““but we shall give vou a hundred
pounds, including what you have had,
making £140 with the copyright: but,
being short of money, you must take a
bill for the balance.”” I replied *1 can
do nothing with a bill.” “Dont you
know zome friend who will discount ity
The Dibding are always plad to get my
Bills.” “I know nobody but Douglas
Kinnaird % and with him I have had a
quarrel—perhaps Mr. Dunn can get it
discounted.” Dunn was then called
and presently Winston glanced in—All
joined in the story of being very poor just
I:h[:rh_. and all =seemed |l!.;tg1|l'(,i and pre-
pared with a common story in case of re-
sistance—but E. did not give me the
option of objecting for he said “We shall
give you" instead of “Will veu lake?"
E. =zaid To be sure we have taken a great
deal of money late, but we had heavy
arrears to make up. I explained dis-
tinctly to E. how I was situated with
Kinnaird, but he advised me to trv him
245
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by all means. I accordingly sent Ed-
ward off with the following letter.

(No copy.)

And he returned with this reply.

(No copy.)

Elliston waited for the answer as eagerly
and anxiously as I did, and seemed as
much relieved by it. The Bill was drawn
and sent. 1 pave E. a letter of acknowl-
edgment of the settlement and went to J's,

o Sir Lumiey 51, Geoege Skeffington [177:—185gk
A [op and playwright,

# Lard Willixm Pitt Lennes (1700-18811
A apmrting man and miscellanenas writer.
Prima Dopna’ im Dismeli's © Yivian Grey.”™

He was " Loxd

i Lamuel Thomas Russell (1965 7-18451
Actor and stage-manager of Drury Lane Theatre.
a great hoazer,

He was

# Cenrge Colman (776118361,

Called the Younger to distinguish him from kis father,
He was a dramatist ond thetre-manager and examiner of
plays from January 19, 1824, until his death,

& James Robinsom Planché {17p8-183al,
Somerset Herald and dramatir  He wat a descendant
of a8 Huguenot rebugec.

4 Juniuws Hrutus Booth {17pf-185:0,
Actac and the Tather of Edwin Bootb,

# Harriet Comstance Smithson [18eo-1854).
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where Edward soon brought me the money,
with the regular deduction of discount.

I felt strangely on settling. T had only
half the regular compensation, calculating
by the past, for ten times the regular
trouble. But any thing, under the cir-
cumstances, was a God Send. But here
all my immediate hopes and resources
terminate, and what have 1 to look to
when this little iz pone?

= s, Williom West, nfe Coake (179e-1876),
A copatde actress,

i Mrs. Mary Ano Orger (1788=1840)

e Mrs, Willinm Simmons Chatterly, née Louiss Simeog
la7g7-1864]).

ﬁ“ M= William Wrixon Becher, nfe Elima ©'Nefll {17g1=
aByah

An actress of great beauty and ability.  She appesred first
in London at Covent Gardem Theatre as Juliet, Octaber 6,
tBry, and enced ber stage career in the part of Mrs. Haller,
July 15, x81gp, when she retired because of her marriage to
an Irsl P, who afterward became o haromet,  She
rivalled Mrs. Siddons in beauty and aldlity and bore an
unblemished peputation. Ppyme had acted Romeo o her
Juliet in Irclapd with great success before she appeared
i London

W Hop, Deuglas James William Kinnaird [(1788-1830],

Chajrman of the managing committee of Dfrury Lane
Theastre, He was educated at Eton, Goftingen, and Trizity
College, Cambridge, and was a close friead of .i'l-_'.-ml:l.

THE OPTIMIST EXTENUATES
By Gordon Hall Gerould

APTIMISM is one of the
many faults attributed to
me by candid friends.
Waturally, I do not always
submit to the accusation
without attempting to de-
fend myself; but I have repelled the
charge so often that T have at last grown
discouraged. I do not, of course, like to
admit that I am an optimist, especially
since the term, as used by my candid
{riends, invariably carries the implication
that 1 am little better than a superior
moron.  Yet 1 am afraid they are right.
If they were not, they could not very
well he so0 conzistent and s0 unanimous
in their criticism. Yes; I can hardly
escape the conviction that optimism s
one of my major vices.

There is no point in trying to apologize
for so serious a blemish in the grain of

my personality. If the fault be one of
intelligence, I cannot hope in the middle
vears of life to exchange my mind for
something a little more loose-fibred; and
if optimism be & moral defect, I despair
of completely reshaping my character at
so late a day. T could wish myself very
different from what T am in all sorts of
ways—some of them, possibly, unsus-
pected by appraising friends—but T can-
not now change. The fault i= mine, as
Byron almost said,

not do T seek to screen
My errors with defensive paradox.

Apology would help me no more than
have years of denial. Confession, public
or private, can win me no indulgence.
Though I wrapped myself in a sheet and
did penance before the First National
Bank, I should gain nothing therchy.
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My friends would shake their heads when
next I ventured to trust the assurances
of the blue sky and the weather bureaun
that the day was to be fine. They would
say, I feel sure, as they have so often
said: “Poor fellow! You'll never learn.
You see, you're an incorrigible optimist."

Possibly I am. It is true that during
dark hours of the Great War 1 did not
despair of final victory. It did not seem
to me inevitable that Verdun must fall
or the Channel ports be taken. France
and England seemed to me to be fighting
very well, even before we made our be-
lated entrance into the conflict, and to
have tremendous reserves of power, once
America was roused to do her part. But
even more than that, my optimism was
based on a fundamental distrust of the
Teutonic eidolon as constructed by the
Germans and more or less accepted by
their enemies, The Germans did not
geem to me to be supermen, but instead
rigorously but ill-disciplined folk who very
much needed the restraints of the Ten
Commandments they had forsworn.  Be-
sides, I was—and am—extremely sceptical
of the pussibility of turning a race of plod-
ding sentimentalistz into supermen by
misdirecting their education for a couple
of generations. You can make them do
shocking things, but you cannot make
them over. 1reasoned that the Germans
were more stupid and therefore much less
powerful than they thought themselves;
and, further, that they would eventually
grovel and whine.

By similar trains of thought, T am not
infrequently led into optimistic declara-
tions for which I am seriously dealt with
by my friends. T cannotdeny it. When
I am told that profiteering has been ram-
pant of late on the part of those who pro-
duce and sell commodities, and on the
pazt of those who work with their hands
as well, I acquiesce in the indictment of
our times. No one could do anything else,
But when I am asked whether this does
not indicate an unexampled lapse into
selfishness, I cannot agree. By an un-
happy trick of memory, I recall the eco-
nomic disturbances of fourteenth-century
England, when every class took advan-
tage of every other and behaved quite
dbominably. Other bad perieds force
themselves irresistibly on my recollec-

tion. With such events in mind, T reply
to my serious and head-shaking friends
that the world seems to me to keep on
being astonishingly like itself from cen-
tury to century. And once again I am
written down an optimist.

The fact is, you see, that I regard man
as a good deal lower than the angels,
whereas my pessimistic companions are

perpetually hopeful that he may have

been somehow purified and uplifted, and
are perpetually disappointed when they
find that he is about as bad as ever. They
expect much more of him than my modest
estimate of human worth permits me to
expect. 1 reckon on the probability that
deep-seated mnstincts will govern his con-
duct, for good or for evil, very much of
the time, and that only occasionally will
he he dominated by newer inhibitions
and aspirations and intellectual processes.
I rezpect him for his struggles against the
world, the flesh, and the devil, but T am
not surprised when he wearies of the con-
flict and goes the way made casy to his
feet by the steps of countless generations
of his ancestors.

The world is very evil, yes; but as far
as I know anything about it, it always has
been. I admit the serious menace at the
present day of irreligion, of Bolshevism,
of economic and political unrest, of mod-
ern dances symbolizing modern morals—
or, to be less specific, of pride, covelous-
ness, wrath, envy, gluttony, sloth, and
lechery: the hundred ills bred of the
seven deadly sins. I admit that we have
to face these things under conditions more
or less different from any previously ex-
perienced. Yet the situation seems to me
little more than a new arrangement of
the zame old factors. I am an optimist
in that T take for granted the chronic
imperfection of humankind and am not
preatly startled when I encounter new
evidence of it.

Ii this were the whole story, T might
bring forward the defense of misanthropy
against the charge of optimism, Many a
man has put on the mask of cynicism in
order to gain the reputation for wisdom
that the wearer of it cheaply earns. Un-
fortunately, I am kept from this by a
zenge of fact, and almost by a sense of
humeor, Iam not surprised, as 1 have just
said, by the weakness and bestiality of
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mankind, but 1 am often amazed by the
exhibition, in unexpected quarters, of
traits to be accounted noble because they
contradict normal selfishness. It would
b absurd to pull a long face over the frail-
ties of human nature when creatures of
common clay are showing all the while
gualities that redeem, if they do not ex-
cuse, their weaknesses and follies. In
justice, one cannot be a misanthrope, and
to be wholly cynical is to be quite ridic-
ulous,

My friends would say, however, that
I carry optimism much further than is
warranted by a view of history according
ta which little is to be expected of human
beings. They would tell you—as they
tell me—that I face untoward events with
too careless an assurance of a turn for the
better, For example, I have been taken
to task roundly in my time for being
cheerful when seazick—which is a horrid
accusation enough. Itisa fact that T am
seazick whenever I have an opportunity
to be, and sometimes when there is no
apparent reason why a healthy land-
lubber should succumb. On such occa-
sions I heartily wish for the comfort of
the harbor, but I have learned through
experience that the malady is remediable,
T may lie in a state of partial coma for a
couple of days and be acutely miserable
thereafter. The icy grip of seasickness is
like nothing elze in life. Yet even when
prostrated, I know that it will not last.
Accordingly, 1 cannot take my illness
very seriously. Real disease, no matter
how trivial, always presents the interest-
ing, if unpleazant, possibility that one
may go from bad to worse. There is no
such chance on the unquiet ocean, One
is certain to get better in due time, which
robs the patient of all the dignity of in-
validism.  There iz nothing for it but to
discount one's hilious thoughts a hundred
per cent, and grin feebly at nature's most
despicable joke.

The principle of the turning in the lane
is, indeed, a great support in life, and
should not be sneered at even by those
to whom pessimism is an article of belief.
Beyond a certain point, things cannot
well continue to grow worse—without
complete destruction, that is, which is not
to bLe anticipated, as the world wags.
Just when the lane is going to turn must
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be, to be sure, a matter of judgment, or
perhaps of sheer guessing, but turn it
must, The guess will depend largely, it
is evident, on one's estimate of the situa-
tion al any given moment. The worse it
seems, the moere impossible and intoler-
able, the more one is likely to foresee a
change for the betler. Your pessimist is,
it would appear, the man who finds the
present less obnoxious than it is to me,
whom he styles—justly, perhaps—an
optimist. Indeed, I protest that I yield
to no one in my denunciation of things
as they are. I cancry aloud with the best
of them that folly fills the streets and in-
justice flies upon the air, that from the
individual's point of view, at least, this
carth is a wvery terrifying and clumsy
mechanism.  Only, seeing things as they
are, I cannot be perpetually anticipating
a blacker hue on the face of nature; I can
even hope for some brightening toward
the dawn.

The centurics show little amelioration,
it is true. It is sobering to face the fact,
recently pointed out by an eminent biolo-
gist, that the human animal has certainly
not improved, as far as selected specimens
are concerned, since the days of Greece,
It is extraordinarily difficult, as any fair-
minded perzon who has tried will tell you,
to demonstrate positively that the twen-
tieth century shows any progress beyond
the thirteenth. We have improved in
this direction and slipped back in that.
Nevertheless, every student of history
who is not atrabilious comes to the con-
clusion, I suppose, that in a curious crab-
like, zigzag way the world gets forward a
little. Sometimes the individual makes
up what he has lost for a few centuries
in knowledge- or capacity, sometimes a
dominating idea sweeps forward like a
wave and improves conditions of life, Tt
is all very shuffling and unsatisfactory,
but it gives the optimist zome slight ex-
cuse for the faith that is in him.

If T were Lo venture a criticism of the
professing pessimist—which iz a bold
thing to do in this age of his intellectual
dominance—I should suggest that he is
inclined to romanticize existence unwar-
rantably. He sees infancy trailing clouds
of glory and youth an army with banners,
forgetting that babies utter jeremiads
with their earliest breaths and that the
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young in general suffer acutely from ill-
understood desires and aspirations, as
well as from manifold difficulties of ad-
justment. The view of human life as a
decline from youth to age is not in accord
with ohservable fact, but merely repre-
senls a Byronic revolt against things as
they are. That age envies youth is not a
tribute to any virtue in youth itself, but
rather to the satisfactory nature of life.
Looking back and seeing that youth has
more of life to live, age is inclined to be
jealous of the privilege. This may zound
iikﬂ heterodoxy, but it seems to me hetter
supported by reason than are the plati-
tudes about the joys of youth,

All this is not by way of defending or
even of apologizing for my own tempera-

ment, which all my friends agree is san-
guine—ioo sanguine for my own good
and much too optimistic to make me a fit
companion for intellectual beings. What
I have written is merely to extenuate a
fault that appears to be ingrained in my
nature. Anything that can properly be
said to turn the sharp edge of the pessi-
mists' criticism ought, it seems to me, to
be published for the benefit of troubled
spirits who suffer, as I do, from the tone
of kindly superiority in which their ten-
dency o optimism is mentioned. Op-
timists should doubtless be very humble-
minded, but they need not remain alto-
gether silent.  Too little has been said on
their behalf of late. Pessimists ought at
least 1o be told how the other half thinks,

of us are at some time during life débua-

tants. We are, for instance, born. It
seems not unreasonable, therefore, that we
should admit into the myvstic circle so long
pre-empted by social beginmers some of the
other amateurs who are interest-
Litesary ing. I am thinking particularly of
those newcomers who enter un-
willinglv the field of compasition. I say
unwillingly; for all composition is liable to
be acute and merciless betrayal. *'0, that
mine enemy would write a book ! i3 an ex-
clamation profoundly wise and human.
And American students of to-day are con-
scinps that they are constrained to make by
composition 4 confessional to their teachers.
Compared to the fate of these helpless in-
nocents, lambs gambolling to the slaughter
would afford a happy and joyous sight.

OF late, boaks of a certain type have been
enjoying an amazingly wide popularity:
these are the Daisy Ashford and Opal
Whiteley hooks—purporting to have been
written by children. Undoubtedly they
were, But the reading public has supposed
them to be unique. In that they are
printed, they are. But parents know and

IN the sense of being recent arrivals, all

teachers know that myriads of little minds
are just as original and just as interesting as
Daisy's or Opal's; furthermore, that as
litcrury débutants these minds are forever
expressing themselves with a quaint and
disarming naivete that is due primarly to
their elfin outlook upon life, But this child-
ishness often extends itself much farther in-
to life than most people suppose. Young
Americans enter my classes (I confess to
being a teacher, but hope some day to re-
form) whao are bronzed and stalwart and up-
standing. Exceedingly manly to look upon,
are they. But no sooner do they begin to
attempt self-expression than they And them-
selves betrayed beyvond hope of rescue; and
those who find themselves in the worst
plight of all are the self-confident ones who
hoped to escape by the specious airplane of
flighty rhetoric.  Of great books, and there-
fore of the meaning of life, they are ignorant.
Sometimes they lisp in meaningless words;
often the words do not come, These literary
débutants are the most embarraszed and
hlushing of débutants, deliciously ingenu-
ous. I read from one of them this singu-
lar statement: “Samuel Johnson married
a widow who had children as old as her-
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seli." T think that Mrs. Porter had so
many peculiaritics that there was no need
to make her absolutely umique. In the fol-
lowing fashion another deacribes the leisure-
Iy process of marriage: “ As the years passed
kv, Alfred Tennvson became married.”" I
do not know but that this is a rather clever
unconscious thrust at the preat laureate's
somewhat dilatory love-affair with Emily
Sellwood.  Another young writer thus pain-
fully unburdens himself of the knowledge of
Lord Macaulay that he has accumulated:
“Macaulay was a kind-hearted, muscular
baron who died in December.” This kind
of recollection of Macaulay iz perhaps what
Tennyson had in mind when he lamented
“ihe hollow wraith of dying fame.” From
his readings of the Old Testament narra-
tives, one student, of 2 cast of mind that is
evidently melancholy, offers this discovery:
“When King David gave birth to a child,
the Lord in anger took it away,” There
seems, after all, to be something new under
the sun; but it takes a débutant to find it.
The following excerpts may be said to rep-
resent somewhat more refreshing reactions
to the Bible stories: “Joe advised the
Egyptians to hooverize,” *' Potiphar’s wife
tried to vamp Joseph, but he made a neat
getaway.” It may be argued that these
last two answers are rather mature in
thought; however, they illustrate the truth
of the fact that there is often a close kinship
between the ultra-modern and the ama-
teurish.

Occasionally, less by consclous design
than by happy mischance, a statement from
a débutant oecurs which affords an example
of what Milton meant when he expressed a
]unging for that tvpe of writing;

Where more is meant than meets the ear,

Thus, while Edmund Burke declares, It
took England five hundred years to subdue
Ireland," an ingenuous student has it thus:
“After more than five thousand vears, it
was discovered that England had not con-
gquered Ireland.” (London papers please
copy.] Maecaulay informs us that during
the vagrant and miserable period of Samuel
Johnsen's life, that greal man repaired to
Birmingham, where he became a hack
writer. An American boy thus senses the
situation: * Johnson went to a city, where
he drove a literary hack.” Vet, after all, in
point of importance, there is some similitude

The Point of View

between the relative positions of haek-
writers and hack-drivers. Perhaps the
strangest misconception that I ever encoun-
tered was this. Being asked to describe the
manner in which the angelic bands wel-
comed the departed Lycidas, of Milton's
elegy, this realistic account was rendered:
“When Lyvcidas reached heaven, he was
met by B band "—brass, of course.

After many years of experience in the
teaching of these débutants in expression,
during which period 1 have picked up such
interesting bits of information as that Je-
hovah was the wife of Adam, that Washing-
ton Irving wrote the Bible, and that George
Eliot waz the father of Beowuli—I am be-
ginning to think that the American home is
leaving koo much responsihility to the Amer-
ican school. Conscience knows that the
school-teacher already has a sufficient num-
ber of problems with which to wrestle. He
feels that he has a right to expect that
the young people who come to him have,
through reading and intelligent conversa-
tion, some literary backeround, some sense
of life's landscape. With it in scholars,
the work of teaching i3 the pleasantest
imaginable; without it, teaching is a curious
and continuous round of galvanic shocks
from the battery of ignorance. As social
débutantes never think of coming out un-
less they have had some lessons in the fine
art of bewitching mankind, so the beginners
in composition need a start in the home.
And it is the home itself which is indicted
when a young writer states gravely: “ Robin
Hood wrote *The Tail of a Shirt,'* or,
“Literature is the stuff out of which movies
are made,"” or “Orpheus and Eurydice are
two of Jack London's characters who were
divoreed at Reno” or “A true poet is one
who writes popular jingles and panto-

mimes,"”

HERE is 2 certain kind of moral oblo-
quy, under which I have at times
lain, that I feel to be somewhat un-

just. Whenever T admit that I am not

fond of pet animals every animal- 1
ht = - g Thogs an

lover eyes me askance. At once Chnrachis

their faces depict horror. In-

stantly I am set down in their minds as a
reprobate. That I am cold-hearted, selfish,
probably dishonest, and certainly inhuman,
is the conviction they try to conceal. And



The Point of View

yet—and yet, i the inhumanity not in some
degree theirs, in so prejudging me?  Tsdog-
loving, for instance, the test of character
that dog-lovers fondly believe? 1 do not
find them always more generous to human
rights than these who set less store by canine
society.  The largest-hearted person of my
acquaintance, the most responsive to human
calls, dislikes the proximity of animals, yvet
never neglects those creatures, and they
have been many, which have come under her
care. The most curnp]r_'ic dog-devotee I
know 1z cold and even malicious to her kin.
Instances only —whether exceptions that
prove the rule or straws showing the set of
the wind, I do not know: I only know dog-
lovers are not generous in their judgment
of me.

"“¥om probably never owned a dog,” is
their utmaost effort to excuse my indiffer-
ence. I admit I never did, but my mind
poes back to my animal-surrounded child-
hood. Three horses, a cow or two, with
attendant calves, a few pigs, more chickens,
and a dozen or 20 of cats and kittens were
my daily companions, while under my
special care was an elderly relative’s over-
fed, yelping black and tan. How my keen
ears and nose, delighting in aweet sounds
and fragrances, suffered under it alll I
spare the gentle reader the details, only bep-
ging him to belicve it is not barbaric cruelty
of nature that led me to rejoice in the final
removal of stables, stves, coops, and ken-
nels from our ménage.

Barharic cruelty they may suspect me of;
barbarian ignorance they make me ac-
knowledge, these experts in doggery. To
b sure, they may not share my fondnress for
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old lace, but da T tell them they are Bee-
otians, or drag them to certain beloved mu-
seum cases and force them to join in my
gloating under pain of excommunication
from my [riendship? 1 endeavor to pre-
serve & calm exterior under the grossest con-
fusion of Aalines with Maltese, and vet 1
read contempt in their faces when I fail to
recognize Lthe exact breed of some black or
white or yvellow quadruped. That he is a
dog, and therefore to be shunned, suffices
my senses. If he is large enough Lo growl
instead of small encugh to velp I count it a
mercy. If he is less offenzive Lo the olfac-
tories than most, I congratulate myself. Tf
he will content himsell with wagging his tail
instead of pressing moist caresses on me, [
give thanks. Tf he happens to please my
eye in line and color, in texture and noble
mien, I even admire him, ButI can admire
a collie as an object in the landscape withouwt
having the least desire to have a Mexican
hairless or a dachshund or a Boston terrier
share myv bed and bhoard. T admit, or even
insist, that since an all-wize Providence (or
the present era of hiological evolution, as
you will] has not yet relegated these un-
pleasant zoological specimens to the list of
extinct animals, they should have the cli-
mate, food, and in general the life they are
biclogically fitted for, though a bit sceptical
as to Ltheir petting it in a rose-colored hou-
deir. To prevent cruelty to them I might,
on occasion, endure 1. Why, then, must T

suffer under this condemnation, this sense
of being a disgrace to my kind, because I
chance to prefer the society of my kind, good
talk to dumb devotion. and witty words to
wagring tails?
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BOOK ILLUSTRATION IN OLD JAPAN

H}'

Louise Naorton Brown

TerusTRATIONS FROM KRarg OLn PrIiNTS

[SECOND PAPER]

ENERATION after generation, the
G peculiarities in manner of the old
Japangse schools of art can be traced
back to the masters who founded them.
Buson's teachings are plainly seen in Go-
shun's work, although the latter’s style is no
mere imitation of the earlier artist’s method.
Feibun and Tovohiko, Shibata Gite, Satd
Suiscki, and Ueda Kachd followed, all high-
Iv original and yet plainly influenced by
the work of the
original old poet- =
painter.
Maruyama Ok-
vo (1733-95) be-
came Cven more
influential and
popular, and, al-
though his acad-
emy in Kydto
was not the first
one established
there when this
new-old art move-
ment commenced
to bubble and sim-
mer, it became so
much the most
famous that in
time it rather
overshadowed the
other studios, A
large number of
Okvo's pupils
worked for wood-
engraving in ad-
dition to their reg-
iilar and
(ressen, Naga- | e
sawa Rosetsu, Ni-
shimura Nantei,
Yamaguchi So-
252

work,

From Volume IIT of the Swigata Skd, by Baikiken
Itsujin (Kyied Baiteil,
Bunkwa 1o (1813).

ken, and Hachida Eoshd all
charming books.

From Utanosuke Ganku's studio also
there emerged many painters who worked
for wood-engraving. Ganku himsclf (1748~
1538}, although confining his work chiefly
to painting and teaching, illustrated one
rare set of folios known as the *‘Ransai
Gwafu' or the *“Namping Sensei Gwafuo,"
containing drawings in the style of Chin

MNamping, which

produced

= 1 was published in

eight volumes 1n
1772 The in-
imitable Kino
Chikuds, Kawa-
mura Bumpd, the
latter’s adopted
s0m, Kawamura
Eihs, Watanabe
Nangaku, and
Onishi Chinnen
all produced de-
lightful books,
most of which
were beautifully
printed in colors
on tich and heavy
PAper.

Although Kyato
is regarded as the
centre of this im-
pressionistic work,
the movement be-
came too Pﬂpl!]ur
to remain confined
to the Kvito
studios, and many
artists in Osaka,
Nagova, and even
in Yedo became

Published, :
its devotees. Chd



From the Kesfi Gwafn, by Hachida Koshno

Gesshd, of Nagoya, produced some delight-
ful volumes and Oishi Matora, his pupil,
followed with several containing work so
strikingly like Geszhd’s that if unsigned it
might be taken for that of the older master.

Another school which should not be over-
looked wis that of Katd Iyvo-no-Kami Bun-
rei {1705-82), the Daimyo of Ozu, who had
been an early follower of the Chinese schoal,
and who commenced his work 1n Yedo at
about the same time that Buson established
his Bunjingwa academy in the older city.
Bunrei was, of course, chiefly famous as a
painter, but he also produced a number of
books containing very striking work, some
of them printed in black and white and
grayv, and others having 2 few notes of soft
color added. The famous Tani Buncha,
who became painter to the Tokugawa
court, was Bunrei's pupil, and in addition
to his kakemono and screens leit several
boaks, some of which are so rare that many
collectors have never even seen the. first
editions. Chief among theze is the superb
“hazanrd Gwahon,” printed in colors on
the delicate Chinese paper known as foshi,
which, although not dated, probably ap-
peared abowut 1810 or 1811, A rather poor
reprint is in existence, although this also is
not easily found now,

EKameda Bosai, although chiefly known

Fublished, Bunkwa o (e8ra2).

a5 a poet and scholar, should be spoken of in
connection with these hooks, because one
of the most utterly charming of them all
was his work—the rare and little-known
“Ey@-ch-zan" (literally “ Mountains of
the Heart "), printed in soft colors on fesks,
and published in one glender folio in 1800,
Last of all, becanse he really stands by
himself, should be mentioned Reisai Ma-
sayoshi, whose name is probably the most
familiar to foreign collectors of any of the
artists of the impressionistic schools,  This
15 doubtless because his early work was in
the Ukiyo-ye stvle and his first books show
the influence of his teacher, Kitao Shige-
masa. Toward the end of the eéntury, how-
ever, Keisai's stvle changed into the de-
lightful impressionism which 15 so generally
associated with his name, How this change
came about can only be surmised. for his
impressionism iz a decoralive impression-
ism which has little resemblance to that in
the drawings of the other followers of this
movement. That he was an ardent ad-
mirer of Kano Tanvi's is known, and also
that Kovetsu amd Korin had been much
studied by him, while here and there in one
or two of his rare books there are indications
that the 5hijd and Maruyvama schools of
Eyito were not without their influence upon
him. The complete change from the Ukivo-
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From the Koidd Sopea {alse koown as the Keidi Kybbe dwase),  Addventures on the High Rood. Tuy
Eawnmura Bumpd and Watanabe Nangakw, Published, Bunkwa 8 {1811}, This plate by Bump.

T-rrqh,:.#

From the Kuaidd Segpwe (also known as the Koidd Kydka Adwase),

Adveniures on the High Road, hy
Kawarmura Bumps and Watannbe Nangaku. Published, Bunkwa & {1811}, This plate by Nangaku,
234



The Field of Art

ye to this impressionistic style should prob-
ably be attributed to o visit patd by him to
Evito about 1786, Here he met all the
famous painters of the new movement and
their work was bound to have its effect upan
him. It was certainly soon after this visit
that he turned to their more impulsive
technigque. The beginningz of this venture
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painters which finally won him over to their
looser technique.  The drawings of the river
and hills at Arashivama in this book are
something in the style of those in the *“Mi-
yako-no-Nishiki," but the proups of danc-
ing figures in the Bon (e, and the drawing
of the river-bed in Kyato, except that they
have not wholly reached the freedom of his

By Chd Gesshd, from the last volume of the Meika Guafu (1815).

may be traced in the “Haikai Kato Man-
ghit," an excessively rare knbari-hon, or gift-
book, of about 1787 or 1788, This beau-
tiful but little-known folio 15 2 collection of
haikar, or seventeen-syllable poems on the
four seazons, The drawings are four double-
page color-plates by Keisai representing
Arashivama in spring, the river-bed in
Eydto with its summer-night picnic parties,
the Bon Odari of August, and the prepara-
tione for the New Year. The preface was
written by Shinratei, who also wrote that
in the well-known “Miyake-no-Nishiki."”
In it this writer says that the poems and
drawings in the book were made at the re-
quest of Maruyama Mondo (one of Okvo's
names) “in his old age,” who desired to have
the book printed as a souvenir to give to his
friends. We may suppose it was also a
complirment to Keisai and it suggests meet-
ings and talks between bhim and the Kydto

later work, might almost be taken from his
famous “'Jimbutsu Evakugwa-shiki,” Un-
fortunately this book bears no date, but the
facts that the preface is by the same writer
as that in the * Miyako-no-Nishiki" and
that the book was printed in Okyo's “ald
age,” as well as the increased impression-
ism of the drawings, all indicate a date
slightly later thanm 1787,

The books by the artists mentioned form
a very small part of the delighiful folios and
albums produced, and in addition to thaose
which were entirely the work of one man,
there are innumerahle collections of poems,
kubari-kon, and other compilations made
up of work by groups of different artists.
The rare and valuable *Shashun Hajs,™
containing drawings in white on a black
ground, printed from stone blocks in Tem-
mei 2 (1782), i3 only one of these unique al-
bums. It contains plates by Itd Jakucha,



From the Ryabigwa.shitd (17050, by Keisai Masayoshi

Haitsu, and Okyo among others, The fa-
mous “* Meika Gwalu' (three volumes, t813)
and the “Keljd Gwayven” of 1814 are per-
haps the hest examples of these compila-
tions. They are beautifully printed in
colors, the *“Keijd Gwayen™ on fashi, and
contuin plates by most of the well-known
painters of the impressionistic schools, and
give a fairly comprehensive idea of the
sivles of these men.

When one considers the delightfully in-
genuous drawings in the seventeenth-cen-
tury books, the noble work done by the
early cighteenth-century Osaka artists, and
the illustrations in the books by these men
of the Eyato schools, the narrow horizon
of the print-collectors become incomprehen-

sible, There was such a multitude of books
printed in Japan in early davs that unless
one has a catholic taste one loses a gpreat
deal of enjoyment and gains but the most
superficial idea of what wood-engraving m-
Japan included—an art by no means lim-
ited to the men whose names have become
familiar te Europeans from their prints.
Even a few months spent in book-collect-
ing in Japan will dispel forever the beliel
that the prints and books by the Ukivo-ye
artists, beautiful as many of them are, rep-
resent in any adequate way the tremendous
thing that Japanese illustration was, or that
they form anything but an infinitesimal part
of the delightful volumes full of interesting
drawings hoth in colors and black and white.
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A calenelar of current art exhibitions will be fousd on page 7.



FOSSIBILITIES OF THE FUTURE

BY

N accordance with the habit of the
American business community, the ar-
rival of a new year has been made the oc-
casion of numerous published prophecies,
many of them by impertant financiers,
regarding the financial future.
These predictions were as
a rule extremely cautious—
which might indeed have been
expected, when the financial history of
1g20 had so signally failed to fulfil the
confident expert forecasts of a year ago.
Thiz year's forecasts were quite unani-
mous in their assurances of industrial re-
vival and returning American prosperity
in the more or less distant future; a
prophecy which all past experience of
the country, after a period of depression,
made reasonably safe.
Most of them emphasized, as they had
a right to do, the very great strengthening
of the whole economic structure through
the disappearance of the past year’s ex-
cessively dangerous overstrain on credit.
Many laid stress on the fact that, while
the unprecedented magnitude of our 1920
harvests had contributed to the distress
of certain farm communities, the posses-
sion of this huge reserve of products
which, now as in 1grs, are urgently
needed by the whole consuming world,
was a guaranty of economic power. A
few, including men of long experience in
the business field, ventured so far as to
say that the decline in commaodity mar-
- kets could not possibly go on during 1g21.
But judgment as to the immediate course
of economic eventz was expressed with
much reserve,

The
Prophets
of 1g21

HIS attitude was undoubtedly the at-
titude of the business community as

a whole. The Stock Exchange, to be
sure, had witnessed a sudden and reassur-
ing change of form in the last days of De-

ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

cember, and the recovery of investment

prices continued into January. Liberty
bonds, in particular, whose
decling in price a week or two ,ﬁ" ﬂ";
before had been one extremely  gp Yane »
discouraging incident of the
markets, advanced substantially. There

was a partial easing off in rates for money
also, and some improvement in the con-
dition of the Federal Reserve, But even
these reassuring incidents occurred less
emphatically than on other similar occa-
sions, and it was evident enough that the
perplexities which surrounded the eco-
nomic situation at the end of 1920 had by
no means been removed at the beginning
of 1gaz.

The old vear had certainly ended
gloomily enough in the field of finance and
trade, The numerous unpleasant inci-
dents of its final weeks—the falling mar-
kets, the closing down of mills, the reduc-
tion of wages or working forces, not only
among factory hands but among office
forces, the business failures which, even
in November, reached the largest number
gince January, 1018, with the largest total
liakilities on record for the month—all
this suggested to the reminiscent mind the
aftermath of one of our old-time financial
panics, Probably it would have sug-
gested to the business man who had lived
through the great wars of the past the
trade conditions which confronted the
belligerent countries in the immediate
aftermath of those older wars. For it is
slowly beginning to be underst®od by the
average individual that the existing pan-
orama of something like hard times 15 in
reality the fulfilment of the prophecy
made by all experienced fnanciers during
the war itseli—that the American people
as well as the rest of the world would
somehow have to pay the price for the
prodigious waste of capital, material, and
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human life between July, 1914, and No-
vember, 1918,

NGLAND, the capitalist and creditor
nation of the world, had to pass
through that experience along with the
other fighting nations, immediately after
the Battle of Waterloo and the Peace
of Paris. That the United

Eﬁﬂgrﬂ of : States did not suffer, after
8 STESeml the South’s surrender, the
Readjust- :

R prolonged  depression  and

grinding hardship of 1816 and
1817—of one of which years an English
economist wrote that he had “no recol-
lection of any industrial stagnation, at all
equal to that year's stagnation and dis-
tress'—was attributable to peculiar cir-
cumstances. The War of Seceszion ended,
as 1'.x'|.:r1."|1w1}' |cm:|wﬂrat the very moment
when the industrial development of the
rich domain between the Missouri River
and Pacific coast was beginning. yThe com-
plete economic paralysis of the exhausted
South was overshadowed by the rapid
and vigorous growth of the New West.
Nor indeed was this all; for Europe had
been merely a spectator in the war, and
although it suffered with our own country
from the overexploitation of credit which
had accompanied our own struggle, its
markets were nevertheless in position to
pour their accumulated capital into the
inviting fields of American investment.
The arrival of economic reaction and
something like hard times on the present
occasion differs from that chapter of his-
tory in that we have now no outside reser-
voir of accumulated wealth on which to
rely as a help to our own recovery. The
outside world iz, in fact, looking to us for
help, Tt differs from the earlier episode
of the last century, which lacked that
steadying influence, in other ways, One
of the very essential differences iz that
trade reaction and fall of prices had begun
in England before the war with Napoleon
was over,sand, having been resumed in the
interval after the premature peace of
1814, continued uninterruptedly after the
Hundred Days and the actual termina-
tion of hostilities, whereas not only Amer-
ica but all the rest of the world indulged
in an orgy of rising markets and specula-
tion on inflated credit during a full vear
after the armistice of 1918,

The Financial Situation

The Chancellor of the British Ex-
chequer made in 1915 an often-quoted
prediction to Parliament, that the ending
of the war would be followed by probably
five years of “hoom-times,” a result of
large purchases by the previously bellig-
erent countries for reconstruction, but
that a period of severe economic hardship
would then ensue. At that time, how-
ever, most English statesmen thought
that the war would certainly be over in
six months or a year; the prediction as
to the period of post-bellum prosperity
would probably have been modified if re-
stated at the end of 1917 or 1918. But
it must also not be forgotten that there
are other tendencies to consider in the
great economic ebb and flow of the pres.
ent day than the mere fact of reaction
from a war.

VEN a great political convulsion of

that character does not wholly re-
lease us from the tradition of the “eco-
nomic cycle,” which in the longer course
of financial history has never failed to
pass through its successive
familiar phases, The ten- ©ur Place
year interval between a great . E:nnmogz
panic and what used to be Cycla "
called the “little panic,” with
a period of speculative mania and mount-
ing prices between the two occasions, is
well known to all students of economic
history, as is also the recovery from the
“mid-cycle depression,” the resumption
of the rize, and then at length (tradition-
ally after another ten-year interval) re-
currence of the great financial crisis. The
ten-year after-panic interval was pretty
accurately spanned between 1873 and
1884 and between 1893 and 1go3. The
period would have to be lengthened out
to cover the distance between rgey and
1920; but the abnormal methods which
are applied in war to the expanding of
credit and the maintenance of its ex-
panded status have often had their own
particular effect in prolonging the in-
terval—as they unguestionably did in the
past two or three vears.

The question is more than fanciful; it
has always engaged the study of serious
economists. Even those who smile at
Frofessor Jevons's theory of recurrent
“sun-spots” as a cause for periodicity of

[Continued on page 45, folleudng)



During a period when more than usual care should be exercised in
the selection of investments, we advise the purchase of shates of the

AMERICAN TELEPHONE & TELEGRAPH CO.

Listed o the Mew York, Boston and Chicago Srock Exchanges.
Free from Formal Federal Fncome Tax,

This Company {after making adeguate provision for depreciation
and obsolescence) has always earned its interest and dividend require-
ments and a surplus besides.

Dividends have been paid by this Company, and its predecessor,
the American Bell Telephone Company for the last 39 years
at not less than 7149, and for the last 14 years at 8%.

It has earned these dividends during five distinct periods of business
depression when wvarious standard railroads and industrials have been
forced to reduce their payments or discontinue them entirely.

Pays $8.00 per share each year, and therefore at $100 per share,
it yields 8.

We shall be pleased, on request, to glve further information reganding the company.

KiDDER, PEABODY & CO.

115 DEVONSHIRE STREET, BOSTON 18 BROAD STREET, NEW YORK
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They had Faith

HESE two Immortals had faith in America during
the darkest days of her history.

The echo of their faith in our country and its insti-
tutions strikes a responsive chord today.
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The MNational City Company through its afhliation |
with The MNartional City Bank of New York derives its E:
traditions and its faith from generations that built with :

"'Wa&;hingmn and ﬁmgh: with Lincoln.

This organization with its chain of more than so
offices and its thousands of miles of private wires is
devoted to the interests of American investors. QOur
selected list of American and Foreign Securities will be
sent upon request. Ask for S.B.-154
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BOND
SERVICE

Special attention given
to orders in bonds listed

on the New York Stock

Exchange.

We solicit such busi-
ness as specialists, hav-
ing our own representa-
tiveson the floorand the
most complete facilities.

QOur Unlisted Depart-
ment will be found
equally satisfactory on
bonds which are not
listed, or are extremely
inactive on the Board.

ToBEY & KIRK

FOUNDED 1878
MEMBERS NEW YOHAR STOCH [ECHAMOE

25 BROAD STREET, MEW YORK

{ Fimancial Situation, continusd [rom poge 258)
panics have been willing to recognize that an in-
terval of this length obscures the lessons taught
By one episode of business reaction and disaster;
and leads to the kind of recklessness in business
methodz which in the end make violent re-
action unavoidable, The influence exerted by
the war-time experiments with credit must it-
zelf be very great in the way of shaking off from
the business mind old instincts and principles
of business caution. As in 1gor, =0 to a far
larger extent in 1g1g, the surest path to trouble
in the economic world iz acceptance by the
financial community of the delusion that, be-
cause surrounding circumstances are different
from what 1|!'|Ejr zeem ever Lo have been before,
therefore the old-fashioned rule of cause and

| effect; of inflation and deflation, of mistake and

45

penalty, will no longer operate,

The further tradition, hased upon long ex-
perience, is that the *little panic’ which comes
midway in the twenty-year cycle—the chapter
of reaction, distress, and apprehension, but
never, in 1866 or 1884 or 1go3 or 1920, of the
really formidable economic crisis—wears out
its disturbing symptoms comparatively soon.
Whether it is wholly safe to assume this reas-
suring outcome in the present extraordinary
state of the economic world, it is nol so easy
to say. The episodes even of severe reaction
from the periods of overexploited credit in the
past hali-century have at any rate oceurred
without the shattering of old-time political and
economic institutions, and the ]J(155j|‘3i!i1}' aof
that is the particular problem with which the
world has to deal to-day.

T is in many respects a new political and eco-
nomic world in which we are living now-
adays, and it would be exceedingly venture-
some to-attempt prediction of the precise man-
ner in which the new ideas of secial, govern-
mental, and industrial problems
would affect what have always
been the familiar phenomena of an
era of actual h-.lll'd times, Not fﬁis“lts at
much more can be said as yvet with  Reaction
confidence than that, compared
with the outside world, the American peaple of
the after-war ||{'1'E-:‘|1‘| have shown themselves to
be cautious and deliberate in such matters, and
that, while they are likely enough to insist on
trying new experiments, the experiments will
not be those of Russia, of Ttaly, or probahly
even of England. The prediction thal our own
country would emerge from the war, on the

(Financial Situation, continued oo page a5)
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39 Years Without
Loss to Any
Investor

'HE House of S. W. Straus & Co. was
. 4 established in 1882, for the purchase
ﬁ:ﬁ 28 and sale of securities to the investing
=M public. 1t was founded on one idea
—that of Safety—and this policy has been
followed without deviation.

X
Py

Since that day, 39 years have come and gone
—a period including two wars and four finan-
cial panics —but no investor has ever lost a
dollar on any security purchased of us or
suffered delay in payment of principal or in-
terest in cash when due.

This is a record which should strongly recom-
mend the first mortgage bonds safeguarded
under the Straus Plan to conservative and pru-
dent investors. The Straus Guide to Safe In-
vestment contains a particularly attractive and
well diversified variety of these bonds in $100,
$500 and $1,000 amounts.

May we submit investment selections to you?
Write today and ask for

Circular B-1110

S.W.STRAUS & CO.

Established 1882 Incorporated
NEW YORK - 150 Broadway CHICAGO - Straus Building

OFFICES IN FIFTEEM PRINCIPAL CITIES

Thirty-nine years wwithout loss to any investor

Copyright, 1671, by 5. W, Btrans & Co.
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The Banking Situation

HE rapid chungcs in com-
I modity prices,theindustrial

readjustments, and financial
disturbances incident to the
periods of war and reconstruc-
tion have provided a severe
test for the credit and banking
resources of this country.

It is a matter of national
congratulation that our bank-
ing system has sucessfully met
that test and uccupits :udzt]..f an
intrinsically sound and strong
position. The combined re-
sources of all banks in this
country are in excess of fifty
billion dollars. Approximately
one-third of all the gold comn
and bullion of the world is
held in the United States, and

underlies our credit structure.

During the five years of
prosperity which we have just
enjoyed, the banks of the coun-
try accumulated ample reserves
out of their earnings, and have
been able to more than meet
the conditions due to the de-
cline in commedity and secur-
ity markets.

In the readjustment pt‘riud

since the Armistice, as during
the war, the Federal Reserve
System has functioned con-
structively and conservatively.
It has met the problems of the
hour in a manner to serve and
protect the best interests of the
nation. Credit has been liber-
ally extended, but without
impairment of reserves. And
if the readjustments which the
existing situation require are
left to the orderly operation of
economic laws, they will be
made safely and to the ultimate
welfare of the country.

As a member bank of the
Federal Reserve System, this
Company has met the essential
requirements of its clients. In
the working out of the con-
structive business program the
country now faces, this Com-
pany, with its trained organiza-
tion of five theusand members:
its capital, surplus and undi-
vided profits of more than $60,-
000,000; 1ts resources of more
than #8co,0o0,000; and its
world-wide banking facilities,
15 prepared to render the fullest
Measure Clt- 5 r‘-’ifﬁ.

Guaranty Trust Company
of New York
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National Bank of Commerce
in New York

A Service of Facts

Through contact with every
phase of big business and asa
result of the exhaustive and
constant study of economic con
ditions which 1s essential to
the safe conduct of a at bank,
the National Bank of Commerce in
New York is able to render fo its
friends a peculiarly valuable
service.

Broadly speaking we are ina
position to supply authoritative
information, drawn from original
sources, on practically every im-
portant matter related to commerce
and industry, whether national
or international.

Our friends, in this sensitive
period of adjustment, are invited
to employ this service fo the
fullest extent.

Capital, Surplus and Undivided Profits
Over Fifty-five Million Dollars
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(Finamcial Situation, contiaued frem PIgE 458

whole the most conservative community of all
the world, is one of the few war-time prophecies
that has thus far been fulfilled.

Nevertheless, it is certain that a period of
severe economic reaction will bring to the fore-
front urgent demands for’a great variety of so-
cial, industrial, and political panaceas. That
was the consequence of a similar reaction even
in the sixties and seventies, when experiments
with the currency and the tariff, excitedly
advocated as remedies for existing depression,
became the focus of political controversy.
Whether by a happy dizpensation of Provi-
dence or because of the soundness of our pres-
ent money system, the currency does not ap-
pear to be playing any such part in present pop-
ular controversies as it did in 1866 and 1367,
If the farming community had accepted the
doctrine of one economic school, that the recent
high prices were simply and solely a resull of
increased Federal Reserve note issues, and if
the note circulation had been sharply con-
tracted before or during the 3o or 4o per cent
decline in prices, then it would at least be con-
ceivable that we should now have been con-
fronted with a demand for more paper cur-
rency, even if issued directly by the povern-
ment.

But that is the one demand which has not
been heard at all, What the farmers’ associa-
tions and their Congressional sponsors have
vehemently urged at Washington is not more
currency but expansion of the bank credit
which was the primary factor in both the high
prices and the extravagant speculation of rgrg.
Whatever may be said of the wisdom or un-
wisdom of the farmer's attitude toward the
Treasury and the Federal Reserve, that atti-
tude is at all events evidence that he under-
stands what was cause and what was effect in
our recent inflation episode, and does not be-
lieve that the Federal Reserve note issues were
the cause.

HAT will actually come of the inzistent
demand on Congress for “ more credit to
producers,” it is not vet possible to say.  When
the credit market itzelf emerges from its over-
strained and deadlocked condition of the past
twelve months, the matter may be
adjusted automatically and the Q"H*i_ﬂlilﬂﬂ of
producer may forget even what HoECt
were perhaps his legitimate griev- Tariff
ances. But the matier of new ex-
periments will not stop with that, and one of
the possible legislative results of the economic
(Financial Situation. continued on page 51}
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Portland, Oregon

T'HIS is our home town — metropolis of a vast pro-
duétive territory; the world's largest lumber producing
center; chief grain and flour shipping port of the Pacific
Coast; second in importance in the United States as a wool center; leads in
fumniture manufadturing west of the Rockies; has one of the finest fresh water harbors
in the world; enjoying a fast-increasing export and
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est. Population 250,000, A communiry of progressive citizens and good homes.
Endowed with unusual educational opportuniries,
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Exempt from
all Federal
Income Taxes

MUNICIPAL BONDS

We own and offer to
INDIVIDUALS and INSTITUTIONS

a comprehensive list of Municipal Bonds issued by
States, Cities and other important political subdivisions
in nearly every section of the Country. We shall he
pleased to submit our list upon request; also any of
these booklets:

UWMUNICIFAL BONDE DEFINED '
HHONDS AS BAFE AS OUR CITI1ES ™"
GTOMORROW'S BOND FRICES*®"

Adddress Depr, * E** of our nearert office

William R.(ompton (ompany

Investment Bonds

8T. LOUIs NEW YORK CHICAGO
CINCINNATI HEW ORLEANS
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This Bank Protects You

SR

| Sixty-Six Years of Safety

It is easy to claim safety; to demonstrate
it is a more difficult and a more important
matter.

i Durclaim that First Mortgage Real Estate
' Bonds, described in the Greenebaum * In-
* vestors’ Guide,"” are safe, is supported by
our record now in its sixty-sixth year.

*
¥

As an asset, our perfect safety record is
mare valuable to us and more important
to maintain than the safety of all the ac-
cumulations of any individual investor.
The principles and methods through which
this unique record was established will be
i zealously followed through the years to
i come.
Your investment patronage is solicited on
our record of demonstrated safety.

T’IE GfEEI'II!bI’I’."!T “IJ'I"I{'IEH.BD\.I"B‘ GI’.H-I'."E' Ik
will lead you to investment Safety

Fill out and mail the coupon.

Greenehaum Sons
Bank andTrust Company

La Salle and Madison Streets
Oldest Banking House in Chicago
RESOURCES OVER | 200, CHHD, DR
Correspondents in Many Citics

GREENEBAUM BONS BANK and
TRUST QOMPANY, Chicago, L.

Send a copy of the Greenebaum * Investors’ Guide™ to

Financial Sitoation, contimued [rom page a0
situation may be highly interesting. A very
little while ago nothing seemed more improh-
able than increase of import tariffs as a definite
political programme, Six months ago such a
|H)|1L1.' AHERY Lﬂualh |J]’I,,{I1l':|_|:l! |:1. three facts in
the economic silus LLion, well erwr: Lo every-
body. The argument that protection against
importations was necessary o a country whose
own export trade overtopped its imports by
$4.000,000,000 per annum seemed on its face
a bil grotesque. The plain citizen had come to
understand, as clearly as the international
banker and the dealer in foreign exchange, that
Europe’s: huge accumulation of war-time in-
debtedness to the United States on trade ac-
count could be paid off, in the long run, only
through great increase of Europe's zale of mer-
chandise in our markets. But, above all, a
law whosze admitted purpose would be (o re-
tard the lowering of prices on imported neces-
saries or on competitive home products, could
]12‘11‘(“_'-.' then ai‘:[rE:Ll to a (tuj':lh'lmlil:.' whose one
idea was 1o put an end to the extortionate
I!rER’L‘h rlll‘ﬂ_"l'l |.,I_T :“.l’l!i"rii'q’lﬂ ‘I'I:'I.'Il'|l!r.'!.L'|:'lITI.‘,'I':‘-iI hl!ll,'l_'-
ulators, and merchants against the American
CONSUMET,

These circumstances seemed last spring or
summer to render discussion of higher protec-
tive duties as anomalous as it was bound to be
unpopular, and most people merely smiled and
shook their heads when candidates or conven-
tion chairmen brought out the tariff in the
course of the tam;u’ligr:, Yel nothing is now
more certain than that the tariff will be an ex-
ceedingly active issue in the politics of the next
six months, and the reason for the change in
attitude i= not at all mysterious. However
anxiously a community which is both con-
sumer and producer may have demanded re-
lief from oppressive individual cost of living,
and however enthusiastically the decling in
cost of food and clothing and materials may
have been welcomed, the ulterior effect of a
violently rapid readjustment on employment,
on business profits, and on what we call pros-
perity, was sure to be unpleasant.

L{;}‘L’b'liR prices for necessaries will be no
entirely satisfying compensation to the
laborer out of a job or the merchant with a
deficit on his balance-sheet, or, for that matter,
to the investor who sees the price

of, his stocks or bonds collapsing. Eﬂgm,s
People may admit that readjust- 4p . oy
ment was inevitable. It mav be Agitade

proved that reaction from the active
and profitable business of a year ago was an
{Financial Sitaation, continued on page 53]



he numher of investors in the United States has grown
many-fold within recent years. Their increasing trans-
actions in the purchase and sale of securities have made it
necessary for leading Danks greatly to expand their facilities.

Through the operation of its Securities Department, The
Mechanics & Metals National Dank aims to give to its
clients practical assistance in the choice of their

investments.

Send for booklet —An Investment Service.

Correspondence is cordially invited.

Established_ IB10

Tue MEcHANICS & METALS
NATIONAL BANK

of the Gty of New York
20 NassAu STREET

DRAMCHES
10 Droadway
Calumbus Averme and gyrd Soeet First Avenue and ey Street
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{Fioaocial Sityation, continued from page ©1)

economic certainty, if a wholly precarious situ-
ation in the business world was to be changed
to =oundness and stability. There is no diffi-
culty in showing that the present year’s sales
of foreign merchandise in our markets, whether
of wheat or wool or cotton cloth or manufac-
tured steel, could have been no more than a
drop in the flood of forced liguidation with
which our home producers submerged the
markets. But the most convincing general
arguments of this character will not outweigh
in the mind of discontented citizens the facts of
individual loss and hardship, and a great part of
the community will at such times have fallen
into a mood which will make it listen favorably
to any proposal which guarantees a cure for
existing troubles, even though reversion to the
very conditions which consumers had previ-
ously been denouncing were logically invelved
in it. T have often heretofore had occasion to
recall how, in the similar period after the sixties,
an overwhelming popular and political demand
for contraction of the currency so as to bring
dawn prices was suddenly changed into demand
for renewed inflation when prices had fallen
rapidly and business had been upset in conse-
quence, In 1865 the entire American commu-
nity was demanding relief from the intolerable

cost of living, At the end of 1866 they were
demanding relief from trade depression.

On that occasion the public's attitude was as
human as the drug addict's appeal for another
hypodermic to the physician whom he has
asked to zave him {rom the effects of past in-
dulgence. The distress which follows depri-
vation of the familiar stimulant seems far
worse than the original disease.  The compari-
son would not be wholly fair on the present
occasion; vet the character of the public de-
mand calls for careful zeruting under any such
circumstances, The direction which public
men il]tﬂgi.“t"l] :Il'ltg]l.l. }I"‘ ri.l.k"ll 1)_'\.' IIU[!-LI'.LI.F [?Ei':‘-i-
sure was very promptly indicated in the adop-
tion of the “farm tariff hill” by more than
a two-thirds majority in the House of Repre-
sentatives. That measure, providing a protec-
tive duty of 3o cents a bushel on imported
wheat, 15 to 40 cents a pound on imported
wool, and similar duties on flour, corn, and
numerous other apricultural products, had a
double significance. Politically, it was an ob-
vious effort to align on the side of higher duties
the farm community, which of late years has
been traditionally opposzed to protective duties
because of their consequence in raising prices
for clothing and farm material,

{Finzncial Situation, coatinued on page 55}

First National Bank
of Boston

Transacts commercial banking business of

every nature.

Make it your New England Bank

Capital, Surplus and Profits
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If vou live rome distonce
from the imporiant
fimamcigl ceriters, your m-
veetmemt affaies can e
handled adequaiely by
correipondencs,

Write for owur bookler,

“Imvesting Safely by Maml™

Income—7Y% to 82 Per Cent

Security—Mortgage on Necessities
“Period of Inveitment— One to Twenty Years
Denominations —$100, $500 or $1000

In periods of business readjustment well managed public
utilities have always shown great stability. Because they
supply absolutely necessary services to their respective
communities, their earnings, even under adverse circum-
stances, are exceptionally uniform.

We recommend and offer for investment bonds sccured
by mortgage on substantial and prosperous publicutilities
in importantcommunities. If yvou wish asafe investment,
vielding a steady, liberal income, write for circular 5635,

AMES, EMERICH & Co.

Inveitment Securities

111 Broadway, New York 105 5. LaSalle Se., Chicago
First Mational Bank Bldg., Milwaukee
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When you buy a bond there are

just three points to watch.

ey have more to do with success or
failure — profit or loss —on your investmentn
than all the other factors combined.
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(Financlal Situation, continaed from page 533
A.‘i a matter of political strategy, this was
not a new idea; the r|1J1_1.' on farm ]'II‘I.'I'I'illt'1.'"~

has played a part in practically all our tariff
laws of the past, even in years when importa-
tions of such products hardly existed. In the
present instance, however, 1t was
urged on the specific and plausible E?:T‘gfahi::l
ground that Canadian producers prarket
were actually sending wheat to the
American market, at the very time when the
Chicago price was around its low level of 81.50
per bushel as compared with §2.55 last July.
Advocates of the Fo-cent tariff laid [r.‘!rl[l.‘l_ﬂnr
stress on the unusual circumstances of these
shipmentz. In the world-wide depreciation of
mternational exchange, Canada has not been
gpared. The United States has always ex-
ported more merchandize to Canada than we
have |M)1|g|11. from her, and ﬂlthﬂugh the sur-
plus of exports in the ten months ending with
last October, 367,000,000, was the largest of
recent years, it amounted to two or three hun-
dred millions annually, even before the war.
But in those days Canada's surplus of exports
to England made it possible for Montreal mer-
chants to draw on London in settlement of
their adverse balance with the United States,
and Canadian exchange never varied more than
a trifling fraction from normal parity. To-
day, however, although Canada’s own surplus
of exports to Great Britain is larger than before
the war, it has not been possible to settle New
York balances with sterling bills, nor has Can-
ada been in a position to settle them by zending
equivalent sums in gold to the New York mar-
ket. The result has been such depreciation of
exchange on Montreal that in December the
Canadian dollar was quoted in New York be-
low 84 cents.

This meant that a draft for $1,000 on a Mon-

|; treal bank could be bought for $840 with a

check on a New York bank ; in other words; that
the New York check for that amount would
purchase in Canada a thousand dollars’ worth of
Canadian goods. It is said that New Yorkers
living along the upper St. Lawrence have been
known to cross the river for a dinner-party and
pet the benefit of the premium on United States
currency by paying the Canadian restaurant’s
bill with it. Eut, at any rate, it obviously fol-
lowed that when the market price at Winnipeg
and Chicago was the same in Canadian and
American dollars, a given amount of wheat
bought in Canada by a Minnesota miller, but
paid for in drafts on a Minneapolis or Chicago
bank, would cost the purchaser less by 16 per
cent than the same amount of wheat would
(Finameial Situatlon, contiosed cn page 57)
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Taxes—and
Your Income

On March 15 vou will pay
the first installment of your
income tax for 1gzo,

Ar this time a consideration
of your income for the com-
ing year is opportune,

That portion of your in-
come which 15 denived from
Mumicipal Bonds 15 exempt
from all Federal Tax.

As specialists in Municipal
Bonds we have made a close
study of the effect of taxa-
tion on income derived from
securities, and are prepared
to AsSSISt INVEStors to ascer-
tain if their net vield may be
increased by alarger invest-
ment in tax free Municipals.

' rite for our “Ouick Reck-
Un'if-.lnfg j.ﬂl"ﬁ'”‘!f ?Iﬂ'.\.' ']r‘ﬂ'Ir-?Ii‘{'..“

SEBGY& BRAHN
INVESTMENT BONDE

Secomd Mational Bamk Building
New York - Toledo

| NEW ORLEANS, LA.

Get Safety; Forget Thrills

This advestisement deals with investment
safety and therefore lacks theills, bl who
wants thrills instead of safety when it comes
to his accumulated money ?

FPlain, old-fashloned First Morpgages on
Ineome-producing farms, worth over twice
the amount loaned ,—that is our offer toin.
Vestors, our unequivocal recommendition,
Complete salety ; &% interest,

W rite S bookiet and current afferings

INVESTORS MORTGAGE COMPANY

R. B. Biswor, Prepident

FORT WORTH, TEX. |

{Financisl Situation, contiowed [rom page 55)

cost him in Chicago. It was urged on Con-
gress that this seeming advantage of the Cana-
dian farmer ought to be offset by an import
duty, and the 3o cents was proposed for good
measure, and by way of additional protection,

HE case was interesting in itself, and it had
the larger significance that it was typical

of the argument which will undoubtedly be
pressed in the case of imports {rom any other
country whose exchange is depreciated at New
York., In the week when the Ca-
nadian dollar stoed at a discount ]I:.“eﬂp:::&etg
of 11 or 12 per cent in our markets, Eychange
the discount on the pound sterling
wias 28 per cent, on the Danish crown 44 per
cent, on the Brazilian milreis g5 per cént, on
the French franc nearly 7o per cent, and on the
CGrerman mark o4 per cent. It was asked why
was not the resultant premium on New York
drafts in each of those foreign markets equiv-
alent to a proportionate bounty on such mar-
ket's exports to the United States? Ewven if
the price of such goods on the foreign producing
market was nominally the same as the Ameri-
can price, why would not their actual cost to
an American importer, when paid for in Ameri-
can money, be 25 or o per cent lower than
similar American-made goods, after allowing
for all expenses of transportation?  If so, then
how could our producers compete with foreign
producers, even in our own market ?

This argument for higher duties on imported
merchandise will undoubtedly be reinforced, in
the Congressional discussion, by the fact that
the government will zoon be forced to contrive
new sources for federal revenues. The argu-
ment for protective duties to offset the appar-
ent advantage of the foreign exporter to Amer-
icat, derived from the depreciation of exchange,
seems clear on s |-.'ll."{.'; ]Jut, like many other
plavsible arguments, it tends to lose force when
the actual position is examined. The first
question of doubt which arizes concerns the
markets not only of 1921 but of 1920 and 1grg.

It would be necessary to explain why, if de-
preciated exchange or depreciated currency in
a given country creates automatically a bounty
on exports from that country equivalent to the
depreciation, our markets were not long apo
flooded with European products and our home
producers driven out of business, How far
away we are from any such situation may be
inferred from the well-known fact that our ex-
ports of 1920, in face of the depreciated ex-
change market, were about $2 800,000,000
greater than our imports. If it be suggested

(Finsogial Situation, contioued oo page )



—and its name is I
THE EQUITABLEY

HAT kind of bank do you s
I want to help you with your 3
' businessin New York and abroad!?
A bank big enough in name and resources to . . |
win your customers’ respect and confidence; big |
enough in the spiritof friendliness to make your |
business its business, andw_;rour success its success. |

There is such a bank in New York—a bank
proud of its size and strength, but even pmuder_-
of the rtputatmn its cusmmt‘.rs have gwen TR

“The Friendly Bank.”

Make a note to visit this bank when you are
next in New York. 'It is near your stopping
place—and its name is The Equitable.

THE EQUITABLE
TRUST COMPANY

OF NEW YORK
Banking Trusis and Investments  Safe Deposic Vaules
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{Financial Situation, continued from page 570

that the outward balance was made possible by
shipment of grain and cotton, which Europe
had to buy here because her own production
was far below her necessary consumption, it
will further appear that, even in the case of
partly or who ly manufactured goods, our ex-

rts exceeded our imports in 1920 by some-
thing like $2_300,000,000.

TH_ERE would remain the explanation that
Europe’s producing facilities are still crip-
pled as a result of war, that therefore her pro-
ducers have as yvet only a limited surplus of

paper values, as they had shipped with the cur-
rency at par ten years before, The answer to
the seeming anomaly is that prices of goods in
a country whose currency and foreign ex-
changes are depreciated cannot be the same
as in a foreign country where such conditions
do not prevail. In December, steel, for in-
stance, was quoted in Lancashire at £18 per
ton, which in American money would amount
to 887.50 with sterling at par in New York,
and to 863 with sterling.at the actual Decem-

goods with which to undersell home producers |

in any markets, but that all such
handicaps will presently disappear.
But as against this supposition
stands the striking fact that by the
latest figures England, our main industrial
competitor and our largest debtor on exchange,
exported in 1920 to other countries sixteen
times as much worth of merchandize (chiefly
manufactures) as her merchants sold to the
United States. Teo other European countries
her exports of last year were in value nearly
seven times as great as her exports to this
country, the exact figures for the nine months
ending with September being £414,000,000 in
the one case and £63,000,000 in the other.

Yet the inducement for sales in the American
market would seem to have been infinitely
geeater than for sales to the European conti-
nent; where Engiand did the larger business.
Not only was an American {ransaction safer
than & sale to France or Belgium or Italy, be-
cause of the sounder condition of credit in the
United States, but sterling exchange, though at
a discount last month of 25 to 30 per cent in
New York, was at a premium of 4o to 276 per
cent in Paris and Brussels and Rome., That is
1o say, the great bulk of England’s exported
merchandise did not go to the United States,
where it could get the presumable benefit of a
discount on sterling, but to countries where the
supposed inducement of depreciated exchange
on London, such as exists in the New York
matket, did not exizt at all,

Other Side
of the
Question

VIDENTLY, then, some other influences
than the discount on exchange must op-
erite on competing exports. Those influences
are not at all difficult to dizcover, being, in fact,
exactly the same offsetting influences as pre-
vented our own producers, when

g::m and ooy inflated currency was at jo per
Prices cent discount in Europe during the

later sixties, from exporting as
much merchandise, even when measured by

ber rate. But the Pittshurgh price for steel at
the same date was $43.50.

i
i As 2 matter of fact, the peneral average of

commaodity prices toward the close of 1020, as
figured out by our Federal Reserve, showed an

| advance over 1913 of 166 per cent in England,

of 4a3 per cent in France, and of 565 per cent
in Italy, wheteas in the United States the in-
crease, as measured by the various computa-
tions, was only Ho to 125 per cent above the
pre-war vear. The premium on American ex-
change was very closely counterbalanced by
the relatively higher level both of prices and
wapges in the foreign countries. Ewven in the
case of Canada, in the week when Montreal
exchange went at New York to the heaviest
discount of the vear, the grain trade's de-
spatches reported the market price of wheat in
Manitoba, measured in dollars, to be higher
than the current Chicago price by exactly the
same percentage as the discount on exchange,
If thi= had not heen the usual result, it would
he difficult to explain how our own grain mar-
ket, although importing from Canada 14,200,
ooo bushels of wheat in the first ten months of
1gzo, also exported to the same destination
8,400,000 bushels,

HE question of raising new revenue has

different aspects. It is reasonable to sup-
pose that, when Congress iz considering all
available sources of new taxation as a substi-
tute for those which hawve outlived their full
productiveness, the revenue from a
higher tax on imports will not Iﬁ“”’!’ﬁ[
escape consideration. The case of P:‘:l:h?cs i
prospective national revenue is Revenue
curiously perplexing. It is true,
the existing surplus revenue is large. The
statement very commonly made that the gov-
ernment’s present annual revenue is $2,000,-
ooooo0 short of its annual expenditure iz ab-
surdly incorrect. It is based on a statement in
which the secretary of the treasury, for the
purpese of showing why the incorring of new
income and credit liabilities was unwise, in-
cluded as part of the theoretical charge on this

{Financial Situation, contioue] oo page 1)
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The Successful ‘Business Man

realizes the value of a connection
with a responsible investment house

Tue pemanDps of his own
business often preclude the
exhaustive study of bonds
necessary for discriminating
selection, yet hisabilities in his
own field result in surplus
funds for investment, and his
good judgment dictates the
wisdom of placing at least
a part of these funds in the
securities of companies not
associated with his own.

Moreover, the successful
results of his own specialized
efforts suggest a connection
with an institution which

has made investments its par-
ticular study.

We count among our clien-
tele many successful business
men to whose success we
have contributed in no small
part through the safe and
conservative investment of
their surplus funds.

We could, no doubt, render
a like service to you. Asa
preliminary may we send
you our booklet—"Choosing
Your Investment Banker,”
together with our current

list of bond offerings?

cdsk for List SM 18— you will incur no obligation

HALSEY, STUART & CO.

Incorporated — Successors to N. W' Haley & Cs,, Chicage

CHICAGD NHEW YORK
DETROIT BT. Louis
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Long-term Bonds

EEN investors who re-
alize that present-day
high interest rates cannot
continue indefinitely are
looking more and more to
long-term investments.
By investing now for a period
of years you can assure yoursell
a high income return far into
the future, regardless of the
trend of interest rates in the
meantime.

Ask for List *'F5'"

\WELLS-DICKEY COMPANY

ESTABLISHED 1878
S5URPLUS & GAPITAL $ 1.300,000

MINNEAPOLIS + MINNESOTA

Prudence-Bonds Are For
People Who Play Safe

They are a form of investment that
for centuries has attracted conser-
wvative investors,

They have land behind them.
They have buildings behind them.
They have rents behind them.

They have select First Mortgages
behind them.

They have our entire resources be-
hind them guaranteeind uninter-
eupted inferest on your principal
and guaranfeeing that principal as
long as it is invested.

Write for booklet No. 5-C 115

Realty Associates

Investment Corporation

41 Wassau St Mew York
162 Remsen 3¢, Brooklyn

Denominations of $100, #5300, and $1000

Guaranty Trust Company of Mew York
Trustee of This lasue
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(Financial Situation. continoed [rom page 500
vear's revenue the entire outstanding sum of
short-term government obligations,

Those " certificates of indebtedness,” which
amount to something over 82 300 000 000 will
in due course have to be redeemed.  But that
will certainly not be done in a single vear.

Much of this floating debt, inherited fropm war-
time, is permanently retired at each maturity;
I'J'I.E.' Lrﬁ.]&!'l.l:k‘, ﬂl.'l.!'lllu'_:]l :-:IIE:ll]:'T £ |;.'i|'|'. SUCCEs-

sive occasion, i3 wvirtually renewed, and will
continue to be renewed, through new *short-
term izsues,” until its ultimate extinction.  1If,
however, ordinary expenditure for the pending
fiscal year (including interest on the debt) is

| |:|L::|Llr.‘11.1(l from the ]‘Jr.'r[t'ulls {JIIJ[J'L:'Lr_'.' révene

as estimated in December, the fiscal twelve-
munl,h ;rm]'uu.; next Juu:' ::.huult[ .n:.-;u]l: rol iu
a deficit but in a surplus revenue of $358,-
267,000,

YET even that respectable sum is none too
small a yearly surplus to provide ade-
guately for progressive extinction of the float-
ing and funded public debt, and the expected
shrinkage in the income and profits taxes may
dispoze even of that. Nothing is .
more certain than that the $2,500,- F”'{;‘u“bﬁjg'“
ooo,ooo or thereabouts, collected in Eevenue
1930 from the federal tax on in-
comes and excess profits of 1o1g, will be re-
duced on a startling scale when the present
vear's taxes are collected on the basis of last
year's incomes and business profits.  Just how
great last year’s shrinkage was in either kind of
private earnings, as a result of the great finan-
cial and industrial reaction of 1g2o, it is at
present impossible to estimate.  We can judge
the matter only by the wide-spread suspension
of dividends by industrial companies whose
shares are held by a multitude of investors; by
what amounted in December to a stampede of
investors to sell securities even at the lowest
prices of the year, and thereby officially * estab-
lish losses™ for deduction from the income
taxes, and by the fact that, when the fourth
and final instalment on the past year's profits
taxes fell due on December 135, the New York
Internal Revenue Collector publicly stated that
at least $30,000,000 out of §1o0.000,000 ex-
pected payments had not been made, larpely
hecause of the taxpayers’ declaration of ahsg-
lute inability to obtain the cash for payment.
Congress will have to legislate, at no distant
date, on new taxation plans to make good the
impending and unavoidable decrease of rev-
enue, The tax on merchants' sales will get a
hearing, but the revenue from a higher tax on
(Financkal Situation, continued on page 61}
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Making Money

and

Making Family Provision

HIS is addressed to the man who

gives so much of his nme o mak-
ing money that he often forgets what he
is making it for. The accumulating of
money may not be providing for the
futurc of a family.

A man has not made proper proyision
fnr ]'Ii& ’-HI'.I'I:Ilrr' ul'LT.'i.] hC IUUkE !J'E:f'f.lrld h|1
own life and takes measures for the pro-
tection of those he may leave behind.
Otherwise, his property may be distrib-
uted to such persons and im such pro-
portions as would have been entirely
contrary to his ‘u-'iﬁhl:s, and under such
difficultics as may cause loss to the
estate.

Who will receive the property which
vou leave? Are you willing to let that
be determined by the law of the Stare,
and permit the expense and sacrifice

often eaused by the inflexibility of the.

law?

Suppose your wife s inexperienced in
1‘“5‘.]‘[‘:55 aﬁairﬁ—wuu]d }'r.lu IJC wjl]jng
to leave to her or burden her with the
investment of funds upon which your
family's whole future might depend?

These are problems which face every
man who considers his responsibilities
and duties.

By making a will, you can designate
“'l'iﬂ' Rhall r{‘n:r:'u-'c }'tmr Frﬂ'PErr'_ﬁ"._]n }ruur
will, you can create a trust for your de-
pendents, insuring that the property
you leave will be preserved and safe-
guarded for their benefit. And you can
5:||:|:t an cxccutor a.nd. trustee to l'.‘.'l.rr].r
out your plans.

.]-J'I.I'_" TIE.ITIIH'IS in }'nur wi.l] ﬂE- an CxXoc=
utor and trustee 15 second in impor-
tance only to the making of the will
itself. The modern trust company is an
organizatien with special fitness for this
duty. It has continuous existence. It
has specialized experience. It has the
counsel and direction of men skilled in
business affairs. It has financial respon-
sibility. It is controlled and safeguarded
by strict statutcs,

The written expression of your inten.
tions—that is your will. The competent
and specially-equipped mechanism for
the carrying out of your intentions—
that is a Trust Company.

This 18 the second of a series of messages to be published by associated truse
companics of the United States concerning the services they render, A new
book, Safepuarding Your Family's Future, explaining these services, may
be obtained wpon application to a trust company, or upon requeat to

Trust Company Division
AMERICAN BANKERs ASSOCIATION
Five Wassav Street, New Yorg
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Investment Brokers

| |

Court,
E.C.2

WE are in 2 position to advise on the question
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(Financial Situstion, continued from page 1)
imports will certainly be urged. That tax
|J!;+._1.'c|_{ A part in the remarkable Seruence of
evenls which in due course converted our gov-
ernment’s heavy annual deficit of the Civil
War into so great an annual surplus—the ex-
CESS TEVenue wis $100,000,000 in 1387, an im-
mense sum for those days—that the Treasury
used to buy up its own bonds in the market on
a previously unexampled scale, in advance of
maturity and at a heavy premium

But it was noteworthy, even then, first, that
duties adjusted for protection operated in a
very different way on the Treasury's receipts
from duties adjusted for revenue, and, second,
that the real productiveness of the customs
revenue came only in “boom years,” such as
1872 and 1883 and 18go and 1go0, when prices
paid by our markets for imported goods had
risen to abnormal heights. In vears of trade
reaction, such as 1874 and 1885 and 18q4, with
the smaller |1ur¢hﬂ.~.u.~. by home consumers, the
actual revenue from the Custom House dropped
back to a total smaller than that of twenty or
thirty wvears before. The characteristic phe-
nomenon of the past half-year has been the
rapid decrease of imports into the United
sates.

UCH present facts and such past experi-

ence make it reasonably evident that impo-
sition of duties, high enough to exclude any
foreign merchandize or to reduce its movement
to our markets, would logically have exactly
the opposite effect on the public

revenue from what the situation Eﬂilﬂf‘-"f
appears 1o tequire. Like all past L::’pu:;" o
1.ﬂl'iﬁ 1_'I'I|'I|,TI_'I‘|.'Q‘[‘-'iI.'ﬁ. Il!(‘ [m!hlq‘nl i.‘" dee

immensely complicated; but there

iz one entirely new consideration in the present
caze. No one, whatever his economic beliefs
or theories, deniez the awkward economic con-
sequences which would follow imposition of
import duties so high as to mean even partial
exclusion of foreign merchandise, when ship-
ment of their products to us, by the European
nations which incurred the énormous war debts
to the United States, is in the long run the only
sure way in which they can pay either |-rir11'1'|1.1|
or interezt. Recornition of this evident [act
and dislike of its supposed economic implica-
tions have led to the pretty ;--n—.ili'.'l' imnlima-
tion, even by the President-elect in the course
of his campaign, that it would be better to can-
cel the whole $g, 500,000,000 war indebiedness
of England, France, Ltaly, and their continen-
tal allies to the United States Government
rather than face the alternative of iis payvmen

(Financisl Situation, continued on page 641



YOUR ANCESTOR
TRAVELED WI1TH A MAP LIKE THIS
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He traveled slowly with danger and inconvenience,

probably carrying his funds in a money belt.
To-DAy

you can travel almost anywhere with speed and
comfort, Eapecia[ly with your funds in the form of

"A'B-A’ i Cheques

which are well known and well received wherever
they are presented.

Through the Bankers Trust Company's
FDI“EIEI:I. Service travelers upon their
1rr|l'a1 in Europe may exchange the

“ACBAY Che::!ugs taken with them for
other “A'B'A"™ Chegues payable in
pounds, francs, lire, etc., at the rate
current on day of um:hangn

Iineed n rz'tnnmmn.l!:uns of $10, $20, §50 and Froo
in conventent leather awallets by banks everywhere,

BANKERS TRUST COMPANY

MNew York Paris
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FARM MORTGAGE
INVESTMENTS

Odfered by us
That have stood the Tezt of 37 vears, should
inspire confidence.
Secarity passed upon by Expert Appraisers.
We affer them in denominations of $500
and upwards.
List furnished on application o

THETITLE GUARANTY &TRUST CoO.
FIRST BRIDGEPORT MATIONAL BANK BLDG.
BRIDGEPDRT, CONN.
WORIWERN OFFICE OF THE GEORGIA LoaN & TRUST Co
Macon, GEORGIA

[
Paying 7%
YDUR money will earn 7%,—
[ SAFELY—when invested in this
| issue of INVESTORS BONDS:

Secured by branch postoffice bullding in
one of Chicago's most important districts.
Building 1 d toU. 5. Gover £, theres
by assuring adeguate earnings. Property

walued greatly in sxcess of bonds.

THESE bonds issued in denomi-
nations of $100, 3500 and $1,000. Can be

purchased on partial payments if desired.

IF_!,ruu have money to invest, write for de-

tauls of thia and other m'cpl.innn['ly attroctive TIN-
| VESTORS BONDS, Ask for Booklet Mo, E-105

INVESTORS
SECURITIES CORPORATION
5] West Madison Street Chicage
Columbla Bullding, Louksdlle, Kentusky

INVESTOR’S POCKET LIBRARY
Thie Investar's Pocket Library, a series of pamphlets dis
oezsing fundamental investment sabjects in an elemen-

tary manner, is sent free upon request addressed to In
vestor's Service Department, SCRIBNER'S MAGA
ZINE, 5oy Fifth Ave., New York

General fnvestment Subjects
Haw ta Invest
Bonds and the Investor
Invistment Position of Muonicipal Bonds
Partial Payment Investments
Variety and Classes of Railroad Bonds
The Public Utility Field
Public Utility Secorities as Invesiments
Things to Enow About Stocks
Prefesred Stocks—2 bookleis)
Unlisted Securities—(3 bookieta)

Foreign Bonds—(3 booklets)

Reol-Estate Mortgages—| 5 bookleis)
Farm Mortgoges— 4 booklets)

Mew York Stock Exchange—(8 bocklets)

The series includes:

|Finspcial Situstion, continoed from page 031
through overwhelmingly large importations
h'l-.l:l'll |i'H!Ih|,' count r'i_l_'S.

The recourse is possible; it has been advo-
cated, indeed, by other men and on quite other
grounds than the question of * trade balances."
Even during the war one heard repeatedly the
suggestion that our Treasury’s advances of
credit to Great Britain, France, Italy, and
Russia should be regarded as this country’s
direct contribution to the fight against Ger-
many in the period during which the United
States stood neutral, while profiting immensely
in her export trade from the shipment of war

| material, to finance which our government's

| investors. The authorizing law

loans to the belligerents had been made. What
may be called an ethical argument for such
action thus appeared to supplement the prac-
tical argument based on the apprehensions of
competitive home industry,

ET it is dificult to overlook one trouble-
some aspect of the proposal, namely, that
the money which the Treasury loaned to the
European states was obtained through our own
government's sale of its own war bonds, in an
equivalent amount, to American
Eurape's
Debt and
Oar Tax-

payers

stipulated carefully that interest
and principal of the foreign loans
must be so adjusted as to provide
for interest, and for principal at maturity, on
the domestic loans. It is quite true that our
gﬂvn[nmunl, CVEDN H il were to cancel Eumm'r,
obligations, would equally have to continue
paving interest and principal on the Liberty
bonds through which the money loaned to
Europe was obtained. But in that case it
could do so only through imposing on the tax-
paver at home an additional sum equiv.‘llrni
to the loss of anticipated interest and sinking-

| fund remittances from Europe, and through

burdening the public credit and the American
investment nmrl-cl,-ls. with the amount whi.n:'h
the European borrowers had contracted to pay
on their own part, when the Liberty bonds ma-
tured. The plan suggests a fine experiment in
disinterested public spirit, but the question is
relevant whether it would fairly perform the
contract with the American subscriber to our
war loans. How far such considerations will
emphasize and complicate the controversy over
the national revenue and finances, we shall
know better after the 4th of March.




HﬁtuIﬂS greater than IHtEl'ESt

EALTH, wisely invested in producing
C‘ 'V corporations, creates wealth—makes
commodities more abundant.

By bringing together individuals with money
to loan and sound corporations desiring to
borrow, we perform a three-fold service:

[1] To investor-clients by soundly in-
vesting their money;

The following pieces of In- - : :
vestment Litetatuze are for [2] To borrowing corporations by pro-
free distribution without viding funds for extended operations;

fl]'!lll-_:i!lll.lll. Check those in

which you are interested, € L 0 v

l;!lp At :111;.' mail to our [3] TD ﬂ]ﬂpl:l-bilf b? Servmg thE C55EN

office nearest you today: tial needs of human progress.

[ }Elementary Principles of
Safe Investment

o e You now participate indirectly in the service
CATTOTTRER FTEATO - 2RI

i we perform. You can participate directly in
[ e e the benefits of our activities.
of Today

BLYTH.WITTER & CO.

mEw YORK BAN FRANCISCO LOS ANEELES SEATTLE PORTLANTS, GRR
tor Braadevay Merehamtys Exchanpe Truss &5 Savungs Bidp, 83 8ecand Aue, Yeaz Bidy,

{ Every investor at times needs reliable, unbiassed Informa-
| tion regarding securities.
e S In recognition of this fact, Scribner's Magazrine maintains

an Investor's Service Bureaw, the purpose of which is o |
analyze securities and supply current news and up-to-date |

| ELCT i'."f'fﬁ 1T! Eim{f - sEAEISEICS TERd 1r|j|n-r 1NVEsTmEnts.

II'Il. peTse ".'III attention of @ conservarive Invescment Spﬂtai”il Is givemn

e WSES to each inquiry receive or a thorough oralysls of an investment a
l::]'ﬁ:ﬁ'ﬂ bit{t I/{Jjbih In . '|||':-||| h."l. iE -.|'-.rr;.a.idn1'nl.!;un |nql||:n '-3'?.{ m:r];r:z syock or bond, and
Investments

vy of our readers who have utilized chis service have commented wpon
ity and =ope of the information received,.  1f you have an invest-
' T ml-l._m write to-day, Address inguiries, sccompanied by a remic-

ance, o [MVESTOR'S SERVICE BUREAL!, SCRIBMER'S MAGA-
| ?r\r 597 Fifth Avenue, Mew York City.

cach additbonal security analyzed ar the same time.




Investments

UR new booklet of investment offer-

ings deseribes a variety of attractive
securities yielding satisfactory returns.
A Bylleshy security means one sponsored
by an organization dewval

o continu-
OUs SEFVIce — enginecring, construction
and management.

Bvlleshy Electric and Gas Companies
SETVE THOME than 500 cities and towns
with 2 200,000 population and have ap-
proximately 20,000 home shareholders.

Ask for Booklet 5-1

H.M.Byllesby & Co.

lmrpvuh-d
il Broadway, JVews York

264 5, LaSalls St 38 Siake 51 10 Wesbosset S8
* Baosten Propddence

Inventory Shrinkage

ANT company with a natural monopaly of
its market and a production less than the
demand i worth considering for investment.
If the company serves a rapidly growing
community and each summer sells all its raw
and finished product, it offers a conserva-
tive investment,

You can readily see the advantages of buying
the 7% preferred stock of the Springficld
(Mlass.) Ice Company at 85 to vield 8o

The etock s not a new offering. It has
the anususl advantage of sharing dividends

equally with the common steck.

Earnest E. Smith & Co.

Specialists in New England Securities

52 Devonshire St., Boston

Members Mew York and Bostos
Stock Exchanges

C4

N

THE FUTURE OF OQUR
VARIOUS PUBLIC UTILITIES

By James Epwarnps

IH‘L’L‘: I'MENTS to he safe and profitable
must have behind them stable, well-hal-
anced, and growing industries. The public
utility is a public necessity, and back of its
securities are the indispensable needs of hu-
manity.

Our public-utility field is broad, and em-

| braces many services so necessary and so vital

to our communities that it is well to analyze
briefly the principal subdivisions of this great
enterprize.

As stated, there is no class of corporate ac-
li.l.'it}' g0 essential to our national, State, and
community life as the public utility, and of
these utilities none is more closely interwoven
into our every-day use than the telephone and
the telegraph.

The development of communication was one
of the earliest arts, and from remotest limes
methods of conveying intelligence to a distance
have been emploved for purposes of war and
defenze. The Greeks were perhaps the first to
adopt a systematic method of telepraphing by
using torches zo placed as to represent the
letters of the alphabet. From thiz crude be-
ginning the art of communication has de-
veloped until we now have the extensive elec-
tric systems which stretch their tentacles into
Lthe fa.r:}u:a! COTNErs of t]u:. nation.

While the Old World nations developed

| various means of communication, telephony is

67

notably an American art, and the use of the
telephone is greater in this country than in any
other part of the world, Substantially all of
the important contributions to the develop-
ment of the telephone have been made by
Americanz,

The first telephone line was a copy of the
best telegraph line of the day, but scon it was
found that other means would have to be
used in order that it could be more widely
utilized; and as a result of numerous investi-
gations an all-wire copper circuit was de-
veloped.

The improvements and changes which have
heen made have involved the expenditure of
millions of dollars. This phenomenal growth
can be more fully appreciated when we realize
that there are in the United States over twenty-
four million miles of wire and nearly twelve
million telephone stations, and that the major
development of this industry has taken place

{Continued on page 63)
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Timely
Investments

During periods of inflation securi-
ties {common stocks) representing
the equity or earning power of a
company are desirable purchases,
whereazs fixed income investments
{bonds) are more attractive when a
deflation movement is in progress.

In view of present conditions we

recommend the purchase of sound
| railroad bonds. We zugpest two

particular issues which we describe
i in our Letter No. K 197.

May we send pou a copy ¥

Herrick & Bennett |

Members New ¥ork Sweck Exchange

66 Broadway 51E.42nd St.

New York MNew York
Ractar 0050 Murray Hill Ta54
Peekskill, N. Y.

= =l

Banking Service
The World Around

In all matters of foreign trade or do-
mestic banking you can rely on the

strength, experience and facilites of

The CONTINENTAL and
COMMERCIAL

BANKS

CHICACD
Cher $55,000,000 Tavested Capieal

“Stumbling Blocks”

Tells You How to
Protect Your Money

Whether vou are worth $5,000 or S500,000 it s nedéssary
to reinvest this monsy from time to time. Do you yoursell
know how to do it asfely so that its value will be enhanced,
or must you depend on others? Why not know for youraelf#
We have 10,000 copies of * STUMBLING BLOCKS OF

FINANCE,” and you can have a copy free for the asking.

This booklet will tesch you how to protect yoursell in your
investments. It has saved many from serious mistakes and
has shown others how to inerease their capital.

Send your name and addresa to-day to THE FINANCIAL
WORLD, 20 BROADWAY, NE YORK, and ask for
Boaoklet MNo. D10, A ¥ of “Stumbling Blocks af

Finance " will be sent you free and postpaid.

1 [Continued from page 677

within the past quarter of a century. The
telephone business is a very extended one; in
fact there are in this country alone upward of
eleven thousand separate telephone com-
panies.

Not only does the telephone business grow
steadily over a period of years, bul even in
times of business depression it does not suffer
any substantial retardation in its normal ex-
pansion. This is an element of security which
enables the telephone business to be carried on
with a lower margin of surplus earnings than
would be safe in general industrial undertak-
ings.

From the standpoint of the investor, light-
heat-and-power companies, as a class, prob-
ably represent the strongest of all public-utility
corporations.

The development of central-station power
haz enabled utilities supplving this service to
secure business on such a large scale that they
have been unable to keep pace with the de-
mand. The ease of operation, the ability to
realize a more uniform load factor, and the
elimination of waste have enabled large units
so to reduce the cost of power that many in-
dustrial concerns have discontinued the opera-
tion of their own individual plants and are
now drawing their current or gas from the
large central stations when and as they need it.
These industrial companies not only secure
power more economically, bhut the danger of
imerruptimt due 1o a breakdown of cqui.prnent
iz reduced to a minimum, and the capital
charges for the erection of their own plants are
entirely eliminated.

Furthermore, these concerns realize the greal
advantages afforded them, and they are more
than wi]“ng for the power 1‘.-:}m|Ja|:1i,r;5 Lo receive
rates which will allow them not only to cover
fixed charges and dividends but also to ac-
cumulaie a reserve sufficient to keep their ser-
vice up to the highest standard. Thus the
power companies are dealing with an educated
and far-secing elieniele and not with customers
who look only at the immediate effect on their
own pocketbooks.

It will be =een that all of the :}Pcruting COTi=
ditions underlving these concerns are funda-
mental, and that their steady progress and de-
velopment is not only assured but is inevitable.
The companies simply must go forward in
order to keep abreast of their territories and
the demands being made upon them.

There is probably no group of the light-heat-
and-power division which has been so uni-
formly successful as the hydroelectric com-
| panies. Some of these concerns are only par-

&




tially hydroelectric, the balance of their power
being supplied by the use of steam turbines.
However, as a rule, the nearer to complete
pperation under water-power, the more suc-
ceszful has been the enterprise,

This group has benefited by the relatively
small use of labor and fuel, and in addition
thereto the rising cost of power produced by
steam has increased the salable value of hydro-
electric power. These water-power units must,
necessarily, be constructed at the points where
this power is available, and the locations are
psually in the most out-of-the-way and most re-
mote regions.  Before the transmission of elec-
trical energy had been developed to its present
state the use of this service was limited in scope;
but now that such great strides have heen
made in this field the question of distance has
largely been eliminated.

The possibilities of central-station power are
now being realized for the first time, and the
future use and development of hydroelectric
energy will be great. The high capital costs
for the construction of water-power plants is
largely offset by the smaller operating charges
necessary with this method of generating
power, and the proper use of interconnection
should allow a higher load factor to be ob-
tained, therehy resulting in a more economical
distribution of this power. Until recently
water-power development in this country has
been restricted by narrow legislation. With
the enactment into law in 1g20 of the water-
power bill, these vast resources which had only
been touched were released for the usze of the
American people, and the next decade should
see a rapid development along these lines,

The branch of our public utilities which has
suffered most during recent vears iz the street
railways, Most of the traction companies, in
dealing dircetly with so many individuals, are,
in reality, conducting a retail proposition and
consequently have to contend with the petty
prejudices of these individuals. Hence such
corporations have, in a large measure, been de-

rived of the more stable conditions which

ave enabled the light-heat-and-power com-
panies, with their large contracts for service,
to weather the trving conditions of the past
few years.

These street-railway concerns are compelled
to own and maintain an excessive amount of
equipment to move the peak load, and this

equipment is used to its best advantage only a |

limited number of hours during the day, and
as a rule operates at capacity only in one di-
rection. This low load factor—the varying
density both as regards the time of day and
the zones of operation—has enabled the auto-

bus to make heavy inroads in both the gross
and the net revenues of these companies. The
buses usually take the “cream’” of the traffic,
that is, where the traffic is densest and where
short-hauls predominate, and thus leave the
traction lines to conduct the less profitable
business.

Conditions had continued to go from bad to
worse until the national authorities considered
the situation so critical that the Federal Elec-
tric Railway Commission was established, with
powers to thoroughly investigate the situation,

Material progress has been made loward
readjustment, and the street-railway syztems
are slowly but surely securing financial relief
and improving their methods of operation;
which, especially among the stronger concerns,
promise ultimately to bring satisfactory re-
sults,

The situation is gradually improving, due
not only to the increase in fares but also to the
drop during rg20 in prices of materials needed
in the operation and maintenance of the roads,
and thus the street-railway securities should
gradually increase in value and ullimately be
recognized as a desirable form of investment,

All public utilities are by no means excellent
investments, and notwithstanding the fact
that, as a class, there is no corporate enterprise
more necessary and essential to the welfare of
our nation, much care must be used in the
choice of utility companies in which invest-
ments are Lo be made.  There is no better way
to obtain the facts than from a reliable invest-
ment banking-house which makes a specialty
in such issues,

The prices of stocks and bonds of any cor-
poration—be it a public utility, an industrial,
a railroad or a municipal corporation—are not
only influenced by the earnings and assets of
the company in question but more largely by
the trade or economic “cwele.” In times of
depression good securities go down with the
bad, and if an invesior uses discretion he can
often invest in perfectly sound securities at
very low prices.

It requires courage and vision to buy securi-
ties at a time when the outlook appears dark,
and when it seems impossible to tell what will
be the relative position of various industries in
the ultimate readjustment. Moreover, at such
a time especially, investments should be based
on sound judgment and sound information
rather than on speculative impulse. One con-
sideration which lends attractiveness to the
public-utility securities is the fact that the
earnings of a sound utility corporation are less
affected by general business depression than
are the carnings of most other enterprises,



INFORMATIVE FINANCIAL LITERATURE

Following are announcements of current booklets and circulars issued by ﬁua.nciﬂﬁ-'
stitutions, which may be ohtained without cost on request addressed to the issuing banker.
Investors are asked to mention ScriBNEr's MaGaziNg when writing for literature.

Dependable Investment Bankers

The Financial Department of Scriewer's Maca-
ZINE exercises cvery precaution to limit ies adver-
tising columns to offerings of sound securnities and
to investment bankers and brokers with whom
cur readers may deal with conhidence. We be-
lieve each financial institution advertising in
ScrieNER's MaGazing is worthy of the patron-
age of investors,

CURRENT INVESTMENT OFFERINGS

The Bankers Trust Company of New York issues a list of Monthly
Baerd Diferings.

Eamist E. Smith & Co., g2 Dievonshize 5t., Boston, &0e distribist-
i.'ru:l' & circular om current Railroad and Public Uthty Hond bae-
pgamns, * For the Carelul Bond Buyer.”

The Investors Sccurities Corporstion, -arsn Madisom Steest,
Chicago, will 2epd interested investors their investment list of 75
first morigage boneds.

UCassatt Oferings " ]r-mx‘hm far the inwestar's consideration 2
diversified sclection ol high-grade zecurities with infarmative com-
menls upon them, For current copy, write Cossoft & Compsny,

I"llﬂm’-ﬂ[lhih

INVESTMENT BOOELETS AND CIRCULARS

" Ratdway Equipment Securities” ks the title of a booklet describ-
'“K sale u.u’d;, undler which the modern Fqulpmtn.f Trust Certificats
8 1EsuE *Investment Safeguards™ is an onalysss of the fumda-
menial mrﬂ:. tests of mvestment securities, including & brief dic-
tianary of financial terms.  These volumes may be had free uJ!'.nn.
nprl:‘]k:iutinu. to Ames, Emerich & Co., New York, Chicago, and M
waukee.

In view of the renewed interest in Publie Unility Bonds, Halsey,
Stuart & Co.'s brochure entitled “Ten Teats of a Sound Pablic
Urility Hond."™ will be found of general interest Lo mtul.un It
outlines the more impartant conslderations ta be bosne in mind in
the selection of l'!‘l'll:l' Bonds,  Wrlte Halsoy, Stuart & Co.,
Chicago, fue copy.

How, why, and under what conditions the stocks of nationally
known :ump.hmq. are good investments, where the securipies of such
companbes may be locoted, and how they may be pqu;l'qu—d are
destribed im a short book entitled ' Investments in N'.:.rmruli_lr
Kpown Companies,” which is being distributed without charge by
Tobey & Kirk, 25 'E:mad Sarest, New York.

“Getting the Mozt from Your AMenay
the BEnheon method of invesiment. For a copy, write Babson's
Zpatistical Organization, Wellesley Hills, AMnass.

“How to Figure the Income Basiz on Honds™ hlet :r:
cently pablsbed by 'l'mlls—lht.'l:ur Company of anenpuip
a much misanderstood subject in an intercating and u.rl.dl.r:ta.nd.ahlf
way. Wole for capy.

“Tamorrow's Bond Prices.” *Boods as Safe as Our Cities,"” and
* Municipal Bonds Deehned '™ ang a series of leta :ml]s pubn
lished by William K. Complon llrrul.un{ 5S¢, Lowis, New Yark,
Chicagn, Cincinanati, and New Orleans, Th
nificance of ibe present 1r|.vl:51rnl.hl uluulmﬂ and the
to ablam hlgh Feliarns over a
seribe the varimie kinds of
surroundimg them

Blvih, Witter & Co,, San Fr.mu:nm Los Angeles, und Mew York,
are distributing & booklet eatitled “ Callfornia Hydro-Electric S
curities," which describes the paricular dependence of Caliinrnis
wpon hyvdre-electricity and the resulting stability of this class of
BOCUTILHE,

“Tnvestment Ttems": A monthly discussion of Canpdian finan-
Cial conditions.” " Investment Becommepdations'': A nguarerly
selection of Canadian investment secorities, Published by R#a
%Friﬁ:jﬁ Corporation, Montreal, Capada; 165 Diroadway, New

(

apportanity
ﬁ(‘al‘ﬁ The ather two de-
l.:|||l.||:la| s and the saleruards

is a booklet describing .

o first explains the sig- |

The Mechanics & Metnls National Bank, 20 Nassau Street,
York, has published for free distribution among oy ul.-ur.l 1
eatitled * .r: Investment Service”

FOOELETS ON FINANCIAL SUBJECTS

A Cuaick-Reckoning Income Tax Table, the i
-Ielndnn;ut“lht Id.’ ? qu{ miust .::'Il.:cnn a :J&I:fl.e duﬁ
spond o the yie a tax-lree munich Lrﬂmml:
‘E':cy & Braun. § Maseau Strest, I:iltw W’

Beooklets publisbed recently by ithe H:l.imn] City
N{‘I.I:"' York, ::\:'H' En:!:!mml. Securities {m-unl! A mm
high- ;]r.ud: investments; * Apceplances ufimg

tions, Informal Kulin of the I-uhﬂkm‘e Board
of Cownsel; **Men and Bonds "—an illusirated story of their

ment H-Wiﬂ.‘

"What You Should me Ahuut 1
help oy imex el mt"glurs-. md n%-:[
the losses of an ungaided invesia

"Competent Estate B ement,”  fsued the
Trust Company of New Yn?:'s_a',! Wall Sh'nt !‘{E:' Yark

cusses the advantapes of appuml'.l.u,g a Trust Eunqm:n;r fT e
or trustes,  Sent free upon application,

Full details of for the sition of sound
honds are :w\r: mlI P}'ﬂtnﬂlr?arm.:jtk:‘ far I.nmlmml mﬂ'
pablished by Herrstk & Bennett, 66 Hroadway, nr ]!'ﬂt i.'ﬂ&

An interesting hooklet describing its uﬂﬂ:ﬁ
naticn-wide operations is being distribated g H. M. By by-‘"’ﬁ

Company; Chicage and New York.

Guarmnty Company of New Vork, 140 Broadway, N
which has rmﬂd’: taken ower the invesiment m:
heretafare mrvdu:ted by the Homl 'Br[mmnnt ni :I:e
Trust Com New Yaork, will be pleased 1o
booklet, "f Igrgammtl.nn far Irwa.tm:nt Service, i T]:m.
vutlines the reasons for this change im corporate
I.'HLI'I.hEI Lhe facilities which the new compagy ph.nu |.t
pazal of imvestors.

*ﬂm

"The Camtinuntion of Vour Estate,' "‘F'mo]
facture.'” and “The Mew England Letter,'”

;-;II. be sent upon application o the First Na:mu-t Bmd: atl’.‘u-m,
ase. -
Imt

A series of articles: on industrial, commercial, ;nd
1:;.!' I.If:'

ok,

activities in the Pacific Northwest is distributed in
undes the title, “ Know Porfland and the Northwese,”
& Tilton Eu.'nk‘ Partland, Oregon.

The Bankers Trust Com m.l of Mew Yark hummm#ﬁr
free -Ilr-trllm:hm a E. S Iltnr:a.{umal Relations pﬁ
Ii:usgs.s Lesson i Us,™ 1r.r Hr Fred 1, Kent, Vice-President
the Campany,

REAL ESTATE AND FARM MORTCAGE BM}ILET'Q

“The Investment Guide,"” published by 5. W Strans & Coi., 151

Broadway, New York, and Straus Building, Chieago, outlines

E]rl.ncagka of the Steaus Plan smd deseribes \'a.ﬂ.uu: attractive ofer-
First Mortgage serial bonds.

The nd\"n.n =g of hu_'rl.n;' renl-estate bonds from a bank are
limed in o booklet entitled * Bank- EaI:g'ua.rﬂnd Bomds," m.u-jhﬂd
to investors by Groenebaum Sons Bank & Trsst Company, Ch
“This bank is alss distribating an illastrated folder entitled
Your M.ﬂl'l.ta;c Bonids Bank-Safeguarded "

& Tﬂe Ji-ﬂl hb;mhl]n -.Imi:ﬁh-lu Frudfr-re—ﬂuudh in d.-#qt. m‘nsﬁdmd
ty Asseciates Investment rat treet
h’*n.w shym will be mailed 1o m\'tﬂmu:p:n n‘SL‘f b= i

“WMaortgnges Paid in Gold,” a booklet describing Sowuthers Farm
lln!tgiser- ie distributed by the Title Guaranty & Truest Company,
Erudgeport, Conn.

"Selt-:unjl Today the Investments of Tomarrow™ presents new
facts |:liI ing farm mortgages ol interest 1o investors, . Wrile
Georgi Forman & Uompany, 11 %o, La Salle Street, Chicago.

“ Becure Investments,” o booklel describing First Mot
Southern Farms, sent on request to Investors Morlgage
Crleans National Bask Bllg., New Orieans, La.
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There 1s unl*_v.' one Stutz car—its 5upremacy
on the road and boulevard is known to all

STUTZ MOTOR CAR CO.OF AMERICA, INC,, Indianapaii. L1 5. A




Mighty as it may be, the power or
the skill of one man will accomplish

only a human limit. We know of no

other machine that so greatly multiplies
man-power as does the Mimeograph.

Five thousand well-printed duplicates of a
typewritten sheet delivered every hour, with
only a few minutes consumed in getting ready to
print, is a truly remarkable accomplishment,
even in these days of urgent speed. In your own
office, under your direct supervision, the work can
be privately and cleanly done—at negligible cost.
And if diagrams, illustrations or plans are needed, they may
be included on the same sheet by a simple method of tracing. The

Mimeograph costs little to install and little to operate—and it is a
mighty power inthe economy of American business. Letus show you

how it will save both effort and money for you., Whrite for booklet
“(2-1" to the A. B. Dick Company, Chicago—and New Yaork.
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"Miss Smith, how does Chicagostand today?”

The general manager without aécurare records instanely available, is ke
a pilor withour charts, Memory may fail; bur Nagonal C m Ropks con-
raintng tabulated returns of his business, always ready for comparative
reference, will remove the guess-work from his business admineseration.

National Loose Leaf and Bound Books
for Every Record-Making Purpose

When in doubt as o the kind of Blank Book desired, always ask
your stationer to show you the Nangnal Colemn Books — supphed in
various sizey and many malings, borh bound and loose leaf forms,  All
“Marenals "' are splendidly made and you will do well 1o remember the
name and Eagle trade mark when buying office equipment

You should write for a copy of “GO0D FORMS FOR ACCOUNTING",
showing hundreds of ruled forms and bookkeeping devices regularly
a.uppln_-r_i in the famoos National Line

MNaTional Bew LoMmeary

Mo, & Riverside, Holvoke, Masa.
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with the smart color lined t'n"-'t:|Dpt"5
is all the fashion. This paper, by a : =
patented process is made to look hike 9(’&?;{(—)@0”!

real linen and has a fine writing su rface.
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a new paper sold by the pound,
15 a little higher in price but the
quality tells— KEnvelopes in style
sizes—sold separate to match.

L wi aemd e & mmlr-.'} anigstwrad of

TROVE FARRIC - = - = fie
oF @ rample dninrimcat
HAND LOOM LINEN - - = 35E

WHITING & COOK  Inc

Makers ?': DESARTS E'.Jrl'uw.l_'r

ATH and Alabn Dfer Brw York sales Koo X
HoLvoRE, Mass LI Frrrn Avenae
AR T e




el

i el the X1

Il th Centis

AT wits in

; _yi-;l:n'l:'d “the mmaf b emerbical jrwel
used in rN:lhnIF
e

asbromammical calr
s oal=g dn .-l:ormiﬂmg Hime

S Tt XL T o g

- unfailing aceuracy

Accuracy of performance is demanded of
a typewriter today. Its highest develop- i
ment is obtained in"Roval "construction. |

The Rl'r'f:,lt T\_r']"lt'wrih:r, like the astro-
labe of old, is scientifically accurare. Its
carriage runs on a ball-bearing track,
geared for accuracy, and is positively
locked against vibration in its normal,
shifted or travelling positions. les parts
are rigid and the carriage moves as a
unit with absolure certainty, insuring
uniform alignment and perfect press- {
work of t}'puwr'ith'n matter. |

The Royal Typewriter, in detail of design, |
workmanship, and the beauty of its typewritten
work, fills the growing need for a finer writing
machine, le is the modern equivalent of the
rare, hand-made {nstruments of old |

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Inc.
Roval Trp(wri:qr H‘u”diu;. I64-3166 Broadway, N, Y.
Branches and Agencies the World Ohwer

QYA

TYPEWRITERS
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(fioing back to life

OR. seven months Eleanor had been a

student officer. Tomorrow she was pronng
back to the world—a new Eleanor—a sweet-
ned Eleancr, with the fine ideals inculcated
by the Training School's understanding Super-
intendent.

Her last night ! She made the rounds slowly,
||'.'||'|k'.|'.3‘_5 l"'f- LOMOrTowWw .:l'.d J:I'_'[. g]-:'lfllj‘.l.'_'v W
Blyarice s

Suddenly she stopped and sniffed the air.
Smoke! Inaninstant she turned in the alarm,
summoned the Superintendent and aroused the
girls.  Sereams . . . choking smoke . . . sume
:'-|'nu feer. At the end of the cornidor baletul
”:T Tl'l_|l'|.|\_' I?I ”.ll'l 54 ]lLL{lJ i‘_‘f B !1'} '|.|."' Ll"lL
vl A

Eleanor did not go back to the world next
day. Though she had saved three, and
struggled pluckily to sawve more, she newer
eoovered from her burns.

GRINNELL

kx‘rll]i G:lilﬂ{" .'JLULUI".'I.IL'I{' \qr"!'"1'||:l:1q‘75 on
guird, no sacrifice would be needed!  Night
and day they would protect these boyz and
girls who ask for another chance.

The State demands the punishment of indi-
viduals who do wrong, even though it be done
through ipnorance.  Yet the State allows re:
5 r'.'.z1|1|r1h &L |'Il\.l' 3 :1|'|\j F‘]'_S-I'_'I]'l_-\- Lo
burn at an alarming rate. Ignorance? Perhaps
+ » » . But criminal ignorance

Plain humanity— plain justi -_-_-—du_mnm_. ad
equate fire protection. r"'u-. NOUY Institutions
protected? Grinnell Automatic Sprinklers pro-
tect inmates and buildings alike.

Read “Fire '.I‘-r.iu:'elrr'r'_l and Therr Rnrrﬂf}'"

We have salid, unbiased facts conce ring adequate pro-
vection for public institutions, and a list of such buildings
which dafe -mre rmm flr-:' W rte us . today for vour free
copy of our intensely interesting booklet, “Fire Tragedies
and Their Remedv.” Address: Gennell Company, Inc.,
285 West J_'.MII-\.!!IF_L' Srreet, Peovidence, R. L

COMPANY

Frovidence, H,

LTS

I..U:l'll.l;l.'l" E'.l'l-ql"\-l'i,'l |I’|.q .'al'l-\.'l ‘::I'n'-'.rl:ll’rll'll'l 5|'!"|'|'.'\'.' on .Aummﬂ.r’:' Spr||1lc\_lgr$
Industrial Piping, Heating and Power Equipments.  Fitings. Pipe, Valves.

GRIMMELL AUTOMATIC SPRINKLER SYSTEM— When the fire starts, the water starts,
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\ Powerful Ld P

™) get the full comfort of motoring, you
need something more than the roominess,
modish upholstery and lack of vibration of the
Standard FEight
You need also tremendous, perfectly con-
trolled power. Throttle down to a mile an hour,

Pick her up to express spee ‘] some place where
such speed 1s proper. i LLn]f 1 merciless hill on
second, or just ance, for the foolish feat’s sake,
on f;_g_:rh. Y ou know now the full comfort w |'|1\ I
comes from ii.l'l‘.'n."i."ll_]' a car whose Power 15 {'l.lll.'ll

to any need.

See our attractive models on display at the
leading automobile shows.

Above prices. [Lo. b

STANDARD STEEL CAR COMPANY  utlen Pe,cusrateed

matl Ageil |

Aurgmotrve Depd, Fricsdnrek, Fa.
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HIS highly refined boiler shows a 3314% saving

in fuel from tabulated resules of several thousand
installations.  Long recoaling periods and automatic
control assure o luxurious heating service hitherto
thought not obtanable.
The IDEAL Type “A™ Heat Machine with its
handsome Jacker, dust-free and gas-tight, makes it
possible to convert the basement into a livable
part ot the home

Send for cotalog showing heat test-charis
and comsiruction derails

JAMERICAN RADIATOR (OMPANY

[_'l‘upt. I;_“'" 816-822 South Mich igan Avenue, C :|u-.'.-|;.;{>

Beapches and Showroomsin all large Cigies

Klakers ..,I_'l: the n.-:rl':.’-_lf.'rnr.'r-u_-: IDEAL Huu'rn
and AMERICAN Radvators

Logaright TE20 iy Amerivan Rslister Lampany
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The Sanilary Wall

ALEDED o aPe1T

For Walls

Instead of Kalsomine or Wall Paper

FOR Homes, Schools, Churches and all public
buildings, Alabastine is thE artistic, u.m‘l'..u}'.
durable, economical wall coating. [t mixes with
cold water—is easy to apply.

Sold by dealers in paints, everywhere. No pack-
age genuine without cross and circle printed in
red. A great variety of tints may be obtained
by intermixing standard Alabastine colors.
\Erite for special color chart.

THE ALABASTINE COMPANY
426 Grundwille Ave, Grasd Fapids, Michigan
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Columbia

Grafonola

in Period l?)esiyns

Thiz handsome, hand-carved Charles [T Period
Desien Columbia Grafonola s a copy of a eabinet
made abour the middle of the seventeenth century.
5 to the skill of the modern ceatesmen who
wets for Columbia, noc a decail has been lost.

This masterpiece iz reproduced wich all the accu-
racy with which Columbia Records played on it re-
produce the singing and plaving of all the modern
master muslclans who make records for Columbia.
u!|~ul';1:.;d by eleceric curtent, matar starcing and SLOp-

pir'.:_; Autirnatic il!l'u'.

Seandard Models sifr to0 5300

Period [esipns up to 32166

Exclusive Columbia Grand Opera Ariists

BARRIENTOS LATARD ROMATNE
GARDEH MACBETH ROTHIER
GORDON MARDONES STRACCIARI
HACKETT POMSELLE VAN GORDON

[hot]

L1

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHOME COMPARY, NEW YORK

Canadisn Factory ; Toronto




When Fu-e Threatens

And American-LaFrance Fire Apparatus rushes
through the street on its mission of saving life
and property, it makes no difference how rough
the road, how steep the hill, how thick the
mud or how long the task of pumping after
the apparatus arrives at the fire.  Every part
functions perfectly with a smoothness and a
certainty possible only to apparatus builc by
American-La France methods developed and
perfected through seventy-six years of active
work in this line.

Anewiean [Frasce Fing ENGIVE [ompavy Jnc.
ELMIRA, MY,

STANDARD OF THE WORLD POURSINEDY 1845
NEW YORK CITY USES 119 PIECES OF
AMERICAN-LAFRANCE FIRE
APPARATLIS

Also quum! irers of

ME Icm A FRANCE

l‘:ﬂ'uhﬂ i{c_‘IA.'I'.. TRUC K S
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) Ferir MacFenald

HENRY VAN DYKE

AVALON EDITION

His Complete W orks

in Your Home

Published by Charles Scribner's Sons.  In sixteen
delightful volumes. Printed from new plates

beautiful, clear type. Deckle-edged paper, spe-
cially made for this edition with Dr. van Dyke's

CHARLES \

SCRIBNER'S monogram as a water-mark. Bound in French

S s blue buck ed in gold on back and sid
Pith Ave-ab AR Bt ue buckram, stamped in gold on back and side.
New York Ilustrated by such artists as N. C. Wyeth, Frank

You may send me the works of int-
HENRY VAN DYKE folon N\, Schoonover, and Harry Fenn. Book print

Edini:n.b-a-ilhm-t obligation on my N ing and binding at its best—handsome,

part to buy. i . g

i sftee fve days. | decide ta ke the ook, | \, serviceable, and always a joy in your

sl rors ewther ull oo firs wmen = . -
b sibacrptin phan, ot rateof 408 ik monn N library,  Fill out coupon and mail

o 12 manths,  Frve per cont discount For eash.

., 1t now.

e : e S MR D ‘\ L{# ﬁfnrﬂ;fﬂfn is *Tr;m;"
Ship Baska . 1a. N \‘.\ IME" FREE. With orders received
before March 1st we will send, with-
Business Aeddress o out additional cost, a beautiful en-
graving, |1 x 14 inches, of N. C.
Cecupation e \ W}'Eﬂ'l-! painting used in
o, ™, "Little Rivers" .#futav

Jefey AN 0 AN, B R e U R S, o oL \ grap]'llbd h}r thE artist,
; ‘\\
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For the
HOME BUILDEE.

Concentrated
Co-operation

For
BUSINESS & INDUSTRY

Crane Service on plumbing, heating and sanitary equip-
ment is available anywhere through the trade, and in
addition it is concentrated for the benefit of builders,
IFe are mannfacturers of about architects and contractors at Crane branches and show-

20000 acticles, including values, rooms in sixty-two principal cities thro
pipe fitings and steam speciaftics, SV A0 MRLTEWG. P ughnu; the

made @f braw, iron, ferroses], country.

ﬂ?jﬂ;":_f;:ﬂf r::'l?:";nr::{ Note the Crane branch mearest you. It will pay you
pases, i are distributars af pipe, well to visit it and profit by the complete and distine-
heating and plumbing materials, tive kind of co-operation it offers when you require

plumbing and heating equipment for a building of
any size or character.

THERE 4 A MEAREY CRANE BRANCH TO GIVE YOU CRAME SERVICE
'ﬁam:mlfl FaRco

i EYHACUBE

o GFIELTY &H}ﬁh&ﬂ ml:lrll.iqﬂlflu_mﬂ- wh!’nli_l.;il'll:zc'ﬂ

MEER - BER. iRt
H

TER KENOXVILLE
mE BRI, B36 5. MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO ERAND NAPIDS SRATTLE

AT ok A g
ERDOR] PPTLE HOCK
ABANY o, SiSEoCER VALVES-PIPE FITTINGS - SANITARY FIXTURES oes uomes  rostiswn
EALL OELLHEMA CITY CHAME EXHIBIT ROOMS S10UX CITY SALT LAKE CITY
AEWARK WICHITA = - T Pali OGOEN
CAMDEN ST LOUIE 5 W AT ST mis 33 W48 BT, HRS-HAT BOARD WALK MINNEAPOLIS  SACEAMENTG
BALTIMEGRE EAMEAR 117 LW YOEH T Y  ATLANTAC CITY, ML, WINOH A ri~] 5
WASHINGTON TEREE HALTE Tor whiiha st Public o cowdiaily inried BULLTH © BAM FRANCIGCO
W e HEE A BRIDGEPONT - BIAMIMGHA LOS ANGELES
CRANE EXPORT CORPORATION, =
1R30 mawT as T pn CHANE | MonTREsL  [HEAD OFFce ats wiensl TONGATO, WAHCOUVEN, winmares
LIMITED. | oy, W B W, GUEEEC. HALIFAN, GTTAMA, BISIRG, CAASLEE CRANE-BEMMETT LTO.
EE-R LEHAR BT LOMESN FRd, e

SR AEA BT, BN FAAHCAL
BN AYE O L TR, maRis Beanen




“When They Sell to Us.
the Head of the House

Comes Himself”

5|N executive made that remark as he described
his company's place in its industry. And if
he had written a volume he could scarcely
have said more.

Have you ever wondered how your company stands
with the heads of other companies !

You know that between your salesmen and their
purchasing agent or between your purchasing agent and
their salesmen there exists an armed neutrality born o
many h-.ur.les.

But if you would know how vour company rankswith
other execurives, turn the advertsing pages of this mag-
azine and see how these companies stand with you.

A fine, representative list, aren't they? For years
they have been creating in your mind a definite picoure
—50mec I:'f rht"'ﬁ fl::l]' EIV'E, t€n, &ven 1'\.‘-"_'[”1'-' }'ﬂ'ﬁl—:\.
Through magazines of this type that impression has been
built, for such magazines as this naturally attract you
and are most welcome in your home.

To-night the six magazines whose names appear below
are in 750,000 homes like yours, What are they saying
about your business to men like yourself who turn these
pages! Your advertising manager and adwvertising
agent will be very glad to have you bring up this sub-
ject when you discuss plans with them.

== QUALITY GROUP

ATLANTIC MONTHLY REVIEW OF REVIEWS
CENTURY MAGAZINE SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
HARFER'S MAGAZINE WORLD'S WORK




Use 20 Times

Then see how your teeth improve

This offers yeu a ten-day
test of & new testh-cleaning
method—enough for 20 uses.

Each use will bring five
much-desired effects. See how
your teeth conditions change
after ten days' use.

A film combatant

The great object is to fight
film—the cause of most tooth
troubles.

Film §s that wiscous coat
you feel. It clings to tecth,

Pepsadend

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific Alm combatant combined
with two other modern requisites.
Now advised by leading dentists every-
where and supplied by all druggists in

large tubes.

gets between the teeth and
stays. The tooth brush, wsed
in old ways, leaves much of
it intact. So millions of teeth
are dimmed and ruined by it

Film absorbs stains, making
the teeth look dingy. It iz the
basis of tartar. It holds food
substance which ferments and
forms acid. It holds the acid
in contact with the teeth to
cause decay.

Germs breed by millions in
it. They, with tartar, are the
chief cause of pyorrhea.

MNow a new era

MNow dental secience, alter
vears of research, has found
ways to fight film. Able au-
thorities have proved their ef-

ficiency. And leading dentists
nt"rrywhrre: now  advise their
daily use,

The methods are combined
in a dentifrice called Pepso-
dent. M'i“'i-::ms THOW c:r.n]1|-:13.r 'it.
And to their homes it has
brought a mew era in teeth
cleaning.

Watch these five

effects
Each use of Pepsodent
brings five desired cffects.

The film 13 attacked in two
efficient ways. The teeth are
s0  highly paolished that flm
cannot easily adhere.

Then it |:r|.t:||'r'i'|1|i.r_-n the sal
ivary flow. It multiplies the
starch digestant in the saliva
to digest the starch deposits
which cling. It multiplice the
alkalinity of the saliva, to
neutralize the acids which cause
tooth decay.

Thus it increases, in a natural
way. Nature's teeth-protecting
forces.

See what thiz means. Send
the coupon for a 10 day Tube.
Note how clean the teeth feel
after using. Mark the absence
of the wviscous film. Sees how
teeth whiten as the fAlm-coat
disappears.

This ten-day test will show
the way to whiter, safer teeth.
And it may mean their salva-
tion. Cut out the coupon now.

10-Day Tube Free

THE FEPSODENT COMPANY,
Diept. 352, 1104 5. Wabash Ave., Chicago, IIL

Wil 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

Only one tube to & family.




KIPLING

COMPLETE WORKS
OUTWARD BOUND EDITION

Published by the House of Scribner—twenty-
four handsome volumes—KIPLING'S com-

LY éj‘_
\ ” plete works, arranged under his personal
LI \\ ﬂupﬁ'rvlslﬂn. BDU.“.EI. n hnE maroon H-IH{E'I'L

cloth—stamped in gold. Beautiful deckle-

CHARLES ™\

SCRIBNER'S S\ edged paper, specially water-marked. Medal-
50NS5 lion insert on each front cover and illustrations
Fifth Ave. at 48¢h 5, N\ : . 5
Mew York 1n mﬂ.n}r VDl‘L!ITlEE are frﬂm dﬂslgns n E}a}" b}l"

You thay send me the works Mr. Kipling's father.
of RUDYARD KIPLING, \

Outward Bound Edition, 24 wol- \\
umes, without obligation on my

s s N New York Tribune says:

Hilfﬁrdﬁ;;ud:ﬁ’ﬁcrl secide 1 kocp the Ia:..:;.ll“ \ 2 iﬂr Leuut;; uf_p.rc.sﬁ work, for absolute
wnder subacription plen, st rate of $6.8 each month clearness ol print and ]uxur}' of paper,
For 12 months.  Five per cont discount for cash \ this edition i1s one of the finest ever pub-
k" lished in America.”

Nams. .. ... ‘\\
Shis Books | . \_  HAVE RUDYARD KIPLING'S

COMPLETE WORKS IN
Basingas Addies \\ YDUR HOME
Chccupalian r \

7 An Ideal Wedding

s KO 2 \-\ or Birthday Gift

L1



Perfect Performance

Ninety-nine Racine Tires in every
one hundred perform perfectly.
Only one Racine Tire in every one
hundred ever properly reaches the
factory for adjustment. This re-
markably low adjustment record of
1951z due to the ExtraTested meth-
ods governing the manufacture of
RacineMulti-Mile Cordand Coun-
try Road Fabric Tires, and to the
mile-making Absorbing Shock
Strip, Racine’s exclusive feature,

For your protection look
om ELEry .rfra'__.l"ur WAmE

RACINE RUBBER COMPANY

Racine, Wisconsin

CINE

"l"l-— AT L

C D TIRES

BT



The Vapor
Treatment

Hsiablishad 1870 and Colds

The time for Vapo-Cresolene 13 at the first indics-
tion of a cald o sore thraaf, which are 3o often the
warnings of dangerous chmplications,

It is simple to use, s you just light the little lomp
that vaporizes the Cresolene and place it near the
bed at might

The socthing antiseptis '.'npnr_i.-u _hrufhed all might,
making breathing easy, relisving the cough and
easing the sofc theoal and congeated chest.

Cresolene s recommended for 'Whooping Cough,
Spasmaodic Croup, Influenza, Bronchitis, Coughs,
and Nasal Catarrh. [Its rivicidal qualities moke
it m reliable protection against these epidemics.

It gives great relief in Asthma.

Cresolene has been recommended and used for the
poat forty years, The beneht derived from it is
ungucstionable,

Sald by Druggists. Sond
for descriptive booklet 39,

Try Cresclene Antiscptic
Throat Tablets for the -
tated Throat, compoasd af
elippery elm bark, licarice,
sugar and Cresclene, They
can’t harm wou. Of your
druggist of ffom ug, 10c
in stampe,
THE

VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.
52 Cortlandt 5t., New York

of Leeming-Miles Bullding,
Montresl. Canads

Clectrical Quuick heat Gompany

Wanted 5,000

Photoplay Ideas

HIS is an opportunily for you, although you may bave never

written for the acreen or for pubdicalion in any way I:g!wf

The moving pictare industry needs thoumnnds of sew seenarios
{oe prroduction |.fu.r|.n.g 1921, and the |1r¢u-1|1 writers capnok supply
50 mAny, 80 Lher='s a r\e.:rh market for “mew work,'"  Prodisoees
will pay from $300 to SHHH for stary plots in sccepiable photo-
play form,

The writing of photoplays and the arraonpement of idess in
proper furm are now teught suecesslully by
avrrespondence Lhrough the famoas Palmer
PFlan which b asnFn sady Lrained many success.
toplaywrights of today, G Roi

. & Palmer siudent, sol: Eus hrsk play
far I-."‘I'II’HJ. Beveral have sodd atories within
six weeks of enrofling,

Such autborities na Ceeil T, DeMille,
Thﬂ.‘l H IJII.'E Loax 1|1rl.:|nr anid “l’.lh‘l\ubul (3
form the Fulmer Flan Adv sory Council.

e anlea bureno, losgest in the world,
helps atudents sell their waork.

Send for free book, "The Becret of Bue-

cessiul Photopdny Writing.”" and  *"Prool

Crcll B DeMille

IHrector-Ganeral

s B F‘.".‘,’::!-Es Positive.” containing sludenta” own eodars-
slpary Comseil. ments, Dot mow,

S —— e e o e
Palmer Phovoplay Corporation,
{Dirporizent of Edureation),
1501 1. W. Hellman Building,
Argriss, Caliromss,
Please gzod me, withogl ob igation, your new book, “The
Secret of Successful Photoplay Writing.”™ “Albso “Prood 1’\.1-.|.Im.
comlaining success slories of wany Paiues members, ete,

Mame.. ...
.ﬂﬂlirl'm
City..

i o o R
(Al correspondence hald alvichly confidentiall)

TEF TR W

il and
heat. appliable fo a“
parls of the body’

Sirple Congtraction
OurGuaraniee o Aection.

By Mail *5. Anywhere

[PaTERT APPLIED FOR]

47 Davies Buildi

Dayton — Obio.

Want
Some Ideas?

¢ Do you need suggestions
for that room you are re-
decorating—furniture,
paintings, objects of art,
etchings? Are you look-
ing for some new clothes?

Y Then turn to the Fifth
Avenue Section, page 4.
It will help you, and you
can be sure that every-
thing shown is correct,
straight from the Fifth
Avenue houses,
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The Sedgw:ck Robs the
Stairs of Their Terror

The Sedgwick Hand Power
Elevator—absolutely safe al-
ways—makes an invalid’s life
worth living.

He can go from floor to floor
without the exertion—or the
fear—of climbing stairs.

A child can operate it.
Sedgwick Machine Works

Specialists for over rwenty-five
years in Hand Power Elevators and
Dumb Wairters for all purposes.

155 West 15th Street New York

HODGSON s

A Pl‘d-t.li'fﬂ]' Drurable, Caml"url'ubf-ﬂ Hﬂme
Thiik of & howie cwt # barypund ghe n and dust of Wl b i e i Such & Towee—i deal Suminer
-_. i thi el

strength of & fremewsck
o Pinge. Think of the foy thers
A rite faeduy for anw

E. F. HODGSON COMPANY

~  Room M4.71-73 Federal 5., Boston. & East 39th 8¢, New York City
HODGSON PGRTABIF HOUSES

1]




ARTHUR
BRISBANE

the famous editor, says of our
book, “The City of Happiness,”
which we present to all who
ask for it:

“Thanks for your letter and
the booklet which, in my
opinion, is excellently written.
It does what it tries to do,—
gets an idea quickly and easily
from the head of the writer
into the head of the reader—
which is the object of all
WIILETS.

“Needless to say, anything
[ well done to interest the pub-
lic in music renders a public
service.”

"“The City of Happiness"

Sent free on vequest

e " rade Mark
|é Zh NSSEN)
Ghe Prano of Indiiduality

BEN. H. JANSSEN

Manufacturer of
Liprights, Grands and Player-Fianos

B2 BROWM FLACE, MEW YORK

 Infection

would hawve been
prevented if
Absorbine, Jr.
had been applied when this
“little accident happened
and the wound would have
healed promptly. (!
\Absc:url::-tnedr
THE .-\HTI..I'II’. LINIMENT
It cools and soothes, takes
out the pain and soreness
and helps the injured tissues
to heal. And being a posi-
tive germicide it makes any
infection quite impossible.
Absorbine, Jr. i= especially good
for all the little hurts the children
are constantly getting, being made

fromm herbs and essential oils and
therefore perfectly safe.

e

-l‘-\—-ﬁl:'_._'::'

$1.25 a bottle at your druggist or
postpaid. A Liberal Trial Bot-
tle sent for 10 cents in stamps. i

W. F. YOUNG, Inc.
255 Temple Street, Springheld, Mass.

CANADIAN AGENCY *
344 5t Paul Strect Montreal

s

e =
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Leading Medical
Authorities Agree

EADING medical authorities
agree that the chief cause of

hemorrhoids or piles is “straining”.
Straining is the direct result of con-
stipation, that is, failure of the sys-
tem to eliminate easily, regularly and
thoroughly. G
It follows, then, that to prevent piles or to
bring about their removal by non-surgical
means, constipation must be overcome.
The Nujol treatment of hemorrhoids or
piles is in a large part the treatment of con-
stipation—that is, to bring about easy, soft,
regular elimination, in such a way as to
make it unnecessary to “strain”; and also
to avoid the injury to the tissue by dried
out, hardened waste matter.
’ Mujol not only soothes the suffering of piles,
eyt but relieves the irritation, brings comfort,
! and helps to remove them.
Nujol has no unpleasant or weakening
effects. Does not upset the stomach.
Does not cause nausea or griping, nor
interfere with the day's work or play.
Is absolutely harmless and pleasant to
take. Try it

e [N'11) O.

AEG WS, bAT. OFF.

Mujol is sold by all druggists in sealed bontles l A
only, bearing the Nujol trade mark. Relieves Piles

If you are so unfortunate as to be affliceed wicth piles, send today for booklet "Con-
stipation as a Cause of Piles”, to MNujol Laboratories, Room 710 E. 44 Beaver Street,
New York City. (In Canada, address Mujol, 22 Si. Francols Xavier Street, Monrreal.)
O RN e o e e AR W N e o A o S

Addrtss 3
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Brown’s
Bronchial

roches

Quickly Relieve

Coughing, Hoarseness, Sore Throat in
Catarrthal and Asthmatic Conditions.

Bronchial disorders will promptly be relieved by these
tablets which are a genuine medicinal remedy—not
a confection. They contain no opiates or other harmful
ingredients, hence perfectly safe for children—a small
piece will relieve a child's cough or throat irritation.

For Over Seventy Years
BROWN'S BRONCHIAL TROCHES have been inval-

uable to public speakers and singers for clearing the
throat, allaying hoarseness and soothing the irritation
caused by vocal exertion.

Mo set directions for taking—to be used as occasion
requires. Will not stain the hands or gloves.

: th, JOHN I. BROWN & 50N, BOSTON, MASS.

AR B General Sales Agents: HAROLD F. RITGHIE & O, Inc., New York—Toronts
" 1 \ Four niger— 136, 130 T35 fu.2y i

e all druggins
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The Call fo

r Endurance

those hours of business when the need for Forhan's For the Gums will prevent Pyor-
vigot is greatest—when nerves should be  thea—or check its progress—if used in time
steady, and wits alert—how do you respond?  and used consistently. ClnilEari.' dctntlfriccs
: ; o : will not do this. Forhan's keeps the pums
frﬁ:écﬁc{':l‘:f::;ydéfﬂﬂt: Egr;;-g:rt?;;?ﬂnr‘ﬁﬁ; firm and healthy, the teeth white and clean.
by infecting Pyorrhea germs. If you are near- How to Use Forhan's
el e B L s i
. et your brush in cold water, place a half-
Pyorrhea is a disease of the mouth, burits  inch of the refreshing, healing paste on it,
germs Invade the body and cause many  then brush your teeth up and doun. Use a
physical ills. Medical sclence proves chis. rolling motion to clean the crevices. Brush
S b iih tend d bleedi the grinding and back surfaces of the teeth,
P?':’"T}:“ e ;r ag “h 'I'j"'g Massage your gums with your Forhan-coared
g, €0 the gums recede, the teeth de- o, oh— gently at first until the pums harden,
cay and loosen, or must be extracted to rid

! then more viporously, 1f the pums are ve
the system of the Pyorthea germs which o jor, rn:assaggt with\ih: ﬁngcrﬁnﬂeﬂdﬁf!ﬂ
breed about them. brush. If gum-shrinkage has already setin, use

Four out of five people over forty have Forhan's according to directions, and consult
Pyorchea, It is a menace ro health, If you  a dentist immediately for special treatment.

value health as a business asset, you cannot 35c and &0c tubes in the United States
afford to have Pyorrhea. and Canada. At all druggists.

So visie your dentist often for tooth and Formala of R. J. Forkan, D. . 8.
gum inspection and stare wsing Forhan's For Forhan Company, New York
the Gums today. Forhan's. Limited. Montreal

FOR THE GUMS
Checks Pyorrhea

13



WHAT GUIDES YOUR
CHOICE of WOODWORK?

.|‘!'|| p:rﬁFEren-:vn far this or !Ih.:ll.‘ appears
ance is not a sufhcient guide in se-
lecting the woodwerk for your home.

You should know not only that your
woodwork will be beautiful but that
it will sfay beautiful year after year.

W H:autiful_ birch ™ is hard, strong,
wear resisting. |t can be stained or
enameled 1n ang finish o choomss,

The new birch book tells much of
interest and proht to builders and
vou will find it well worth reading.
Your copy 18 awaiting your address.

The Birch Manufacturers
215 F.R. A. BHg.. Oshkosh, Wis,

DURAND

STEEL RACKS

URAND Steel Racks and
Shelving can be carried on
your books asan asset of equip-
ment; whereas wooden bins
have no permanent value, and
must be wrtten off when the

OwWTIETl INOVes.

Durand Steel Racks and Shelv-
ing will last indefinitely, will
save 20 to 40% of the space
occupied b},r wooden bins, will
carry four times the load, and
| can be rearranged, taken dnwn,
moved, and put up again with
no expense but the time of your
own employees.

DURAND STEEL LOCKER Co.

1508 Ft. Dearborn Bank Bldg. 508 Park Row Bldg.

Chicago HNew York




Is Your Bathroom
Ten Years Old?

If 50, 1t 13 Possibie that the fix-
tures should be replaced.  They
may not be up to date. Like
other hame furnishings, plumb-
ing fixtures should be replaced
a5 new, more pleasing designs
COME INTO VOgLe,

Let vour Contracting Plumber
be vour advizer, He is familiar
with the modern developrments
in plumbing fixtures. His
knowledge of fixtures plus his
knowledge of the technique of
plumbing makes his advice au-
thoritative.

Write for our catalog, “Standard”
Plumbing Fixtures for the

ST

Home. L
Standard Savitars . Co. , |
Pittsburgh it
1
M
In addition to the disilg.rn of “Standard” Plumbing Fixtures shown by Wholesale Dealers
and Contracting Plumbers, there are permanent Stondard” exhibits in the following cities:
WEWTORM. . o oooeoevronr . B8 WL SIST i eaare pnea NUE EREE oo 1300 JACKRON
NEW YORY (EXFORT DEFANTHETNT) . 1A M. THIRD s D12 LOEOWA
S PR © | T T ] 1104 SECOMND, N, K, el s ';.51“;;35‘:"'““"‘“
' 1= 45D W. FEDERAL r T s wanrmarnn [ ANCADE
BOETOR remaa 68 E'-““'m'-": ............... 44 EIGHTEENTH SAN FRANCISOD. . 14055 BLUNGHE
PHILADELPH = o 121E WALNUT SECORMD AWE. AND TEMTH LoE AMGELES. ... Fi8-224 5. CENTRAL
WASHINGTOHN , EOUTHERN BubG. L. 130 W TWELFTH SYRACUSE OFFICE. - 103 MERALD RLDG,
PITTSALNGH . + . . diE WATER . #1@ ELEVENTH ATLANTA GFFICE. S e e
FITTSDURGH , - IO SIETH L A28 EROADWAY 1117 CITIZENS & SDUTHERN BAMK BLDG.
CHICAGD. . ., . fd M, PEGHIA MILWALISEE | wunas 311 FIFTH DETROIT OFFICE, .., 81 d FMAMMOND BLEHG,
HT. LOUIE, . . .. .. 4140 FORCST PARK OLVO, LOUSSVILLE, , . raeen s DED W, MAIM CHICAGO OFFICE 1000 STANDARD OIL BLOG
EAST ST, LOWNE ... ... .ocooa o 18 ML MRIM MASHWILLE, . ooz oans 215 TENTH AVE.. 8. EEATTLE OFFICE. . . 1228 L. €. SkiiFr 80,
CLEVELAND. |, ... v o RADE EUCLMN NEW ORLEANE, .. ... ..., - $é0 BAROSSNE TORDNTED, CAN . 0y oo es B8 K. RICHMGND
EHREIMMATL, & .5 ouavaais B33 WALKNUT HOUSTON. . .COR. FRESTOMN AVE. ANDEHITH HAILTEM, CAM. . oayetan 20 W. JACHSOH

FACTORIES; Pittaburgh, Fa.; Loulsvile, Ky.; Mew Brighton, Ps. Toroote, Can. FOTTERIES: Evkomu, [nd.; Tiifm, O,

s
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FRD?»‘I EVELY sl:andj'lr.'l'il'l! Ivory 5[‘::1]:\ 15 economical.

It is economical inits cost.  No soap so big and so good
sellz for =o lintle.

It 15 economical in it all-round bath and toilet use.
Special woilet soap s not required in the home where
Ivory is used.

It 35 economical in that it Aoats.  You are reminded to
take 3t out of the wates instead of !l.u.'\-ing it ank out of
sight and waste away.

The use of Ivory Soap is true economy because it pives
you everything you want at the lowest price for which
all these essentials can be obtained.

Do you know the SAFE
wary to wash rilks and
other fine fabrici?

Send for free ample
packuge of [vory Soap
Fuakes, Try It on any
delirate garment and
you will know b yoo
fnally bhare foond a
1fe way to wmsh woor
loveliest clothes.  Ad-
dress The Procter 4
Gamble Co., Dept.
26-1k Cincinnan, O

U1



'\ HERE is the woman who

doesn'e recall che times when
she and Belle or Marjoric or Nell
dressed up in mother's gowns and
played housekeeping ! Women who
are young mothers now will remermber serving
Jell- with all the dressed-up grace displayed by
Man, to a guest with the style put on by Dorothy.
It would be Jell-O, of course, to be the right thing.

JELL-O

There are six pure fruit flavors
of JellO: Srrawberry, Raspberry,
er.mn::rl., f.'.'?'ru'ng:, Cherry, Chocolate,

Far salt in EroceTy zn;] dcparr—
ment stores, 2 packagesfor 25 cents.

A beautiful new Jell-O Book will be gent free
upon reguest by any housewife.

THE GEMNESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY |

L= Roy, M. Y., and Bridgeburg, Ont.

THE SCRIBNER PREBS




M (;,,.,.f&ﬂw.-lpnl. Harold F. Ritehie & Ca, J',..,
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r Mothers:— =
Could medical skill devise or money buy a [

better combination of ingredients for Hfﬂ!-’
cqn:.-chng' di:u-n:let: of l:l::!:}- L] nlama.l:h
bowels, it would be done in producing

MRS.WINSLOW'S |
SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children’s Regulator

Asention is called to the epen published farmula:
Rbubarb, Senna, Glyeerin, Sodium Citrate,
SediumBicarbonate, Ol Anise, Dil Carraway,
il Coriander, il Fennel, Cane Sugar Syrup,

Coats twice as much to make, yetitcosts you

no more than ordinary baby laxatives.

At All Druggists

ANCLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.
215217 Fulton Street, NEW YORK

e York and Toeronio

"STEGER

Ty NL“r:LHJJ.l.JJ veann e S wankd

charm of good music is graciously intensis

fied in the living, singing woice of the luperh
Steger Grand Fiano. Here, indeed, are deep-set
richneas of [oma, uvn:lpa!l'l-:l'ir: TEEQOmEE s qulet
bieauty of design tlsat win warm, lasuing sdmiration.

STEGER & SONS
Piano Manufacruring Company
Foumded by Joha V. Steger. 1878
Fnr!n-rlrl L] *N-gw II1 El:m:: Hrul-ldlll: Ehlun-n

What Kind of Work
Are You Doing?

Whether vou work
with mind or muscle,

Grape-NutS

will supply you with
just the nutritive ele-
ments of wheat and
malted barley needed
to build health and
strength.

Economical
Delicious in Flavor

.. C'hclil..t Ren]:re_s ;
Smt free. . :

HI'IvI.P|ur

WALTER Bm:En_ & 00, 1T,

; E!.‘ahlu:hbd 178 DORCHESTER, unssf.'.-
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